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Nationally Recognized & Syndicated
Biker Billy hosts a syndicated television cooking show

“Biker Billy Cooks with Fire”
Amateur Entomologist

I guess I need to confess that I have acquired a 
pesky little hobby as of late.  If you knew me personally you would sooner 
or latter realize I am a collector.  Some women who had been in my life 
would probably express it in different terms.  In the more feminine term 
of endearment, I have been called a pack rat. I mentioned those ladies in 
the past tense, so I am not a relentless collector.  I do let some things go.  
But this is not about women or relationships; it is just about me.  Selfish I 
know.

I like to collect things, pocket knives for example.  I have a section of my 
office wall dedicated to display cases of these items.  Plus some counter 
space covered with a few more cases I haven’t found the room on the 
walls to hang yet.  (To hang them I would need to rearrange my collection 
of motorcycle memorabilia and pictures.)  Then there are the storage 
containers in the basement, which have all the original pocket knife boxes, 
and the little advertising and instruction papers that came in those original 
boxes.  This doesn’t even mention the non-folding knives that range from 
field to culinary.

Speaking of culinary, I also seem to have taken up collecting pots and 
cookware.  This I successfully pass off as professional equipment, you 
know, tools of the trade.  You can’t rightfully call that collecting.  One must 
be prepared for the expansion of one’s business.  Once they workout that 
human cloning thing, I will have enough gear to have clones doing shows 
in multiple cities at the same time.  That would solve the problem of three 
events wanting me on the same day, and nobody wanting to book the 
following weekend.  Besides, while the clones are working, I could be out 
riding.  But I digress, collectors do that often, but it is called branching out.

Ok, so lets regress to the original subject of my recently acquired pesky 
little hobby.  The other evening I went into my basement garage, to check 
out the battery on one of my antique Lincolns.  I have two of them, so it 
is officially a collection.  Before I was divorced it had been three, but now 
it is only two.  I did however see another antique Lincoln just two days 
ago, that I would have loved to acquire.  But gas being what it is who can 
afford to drive them that much anyway?  (Imagine that, gas is almost as 
expensive as divorce.)  See, I was branching out my collections again.  So 
I will try to stay on the original topic.  I was pretty sure that the battery 
was dead beyond hope of charging; even with careful care batteries do 
eventually die.  This I know because one of the bike batteries died recently 
costing me over a hundred bucks for a new maintenance free one.  Ouch! 

If you are a sharp reader, you noticed I collect bikes too.  There are two 



of them now, had been four before the aforementioned divorce.  Funny 
how I lost eight wheels on that one – well without another word I will stop 
digressing.  Because of all my collecting I need to move a lot of stuff around 
in the basement garage to get at anything in one of my various collections.  
So I went to the basement garage with the intent of getting one of the 
Lincolns out for some spring time pleasure driving.  Problem being that the 
one parked behind it, which needs to be moved first, has a known dead 
battery. So if I had a good one in the other Lincoln, I could move batteries 
around and then move antique cars around so I could drive the one I 
wanted to.  From the price of the recently purchased motorcycle battery, 
I wasn’t keen on buying a honking huge car battery.  I can only drive one 
antique at a time so one battery and charger is enough – don’t ask if I had 
more chargers before – only I get to digress here.

As fate would have it, that battery was dead too.  So I need to get the 
tools out and pull both batteries and go get one that would work in either 
antique.  In order to do this I had to make some room to work.  This 
involved moving some boxes containing various collections as my basement 
garage is pretty much filled to the gills.  I needed to move the bikes outside 
just to be sure I did not damage them.  I would also need to move the 
Mustang outside too (just one, still can’t find the right vintage one to start 
that collection.)  I gathered all the keys and as I looked at my assembled 
toys I realized that I had developed a pesky little hobby as of late - Amateur 
Entomology.  The front of every running toy was encrusted in bugs, now I 
was stymied – should I wash them off or buy display cases?

Ballistic Bananas

Bananas are not one of the first things to come to mind in a discussion 
of hot foods, but this hot-rod dessert will convince you otherwise.  John 
Dalmas hit the mark with his Viewer Recipe Contest ingredient suggestion 
of bananas.  I love a challenge, and this was just the thing, a chance to 
put the fire where you would least expect it.  Just add these to your next 
banana splits and watch your tongue burn rubber to get to the ice cream.

3	 tablespoons unsalted butter
1	 fresh habanero pepper, stemmed, seeded, and halved
4	  ripe bananas, peeled and halved lengthwise

In a large sauté pan, melt the butter over a medium heat.  Add the 
habanero and sauté for 1 minute.  Add the bananas and sauté for 2 to 4 
minutes, or until they begin to brown.  Turn the bananas over and sauté on 
the other side.  While the bananas are sautéing, move the habanero pieces 
around them; this will help make them all equally ballistic.

Discard the habanero and serve warm with some whipped cream or ice 
cream as a counterpoint to the fire in the bananas.
Makes 4 servings
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