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How I Accidentally 
Wound Up Running 
an Outlaw Biker 
Gang in Ohio

By Frank Dalesio, as told to Mike Kessler
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  omething was wrong the second I heard Willie 
  Beard’s voice. For one thing, he was calling the landline;  
  he’d never done that. For another, I’d gotten to know him 
  over the past several months, and the dude was almost 
  100 percent night owl, but now he was reaching out on a

  Sunday afternoon.
  This was December 2004 in northeast Ohio, up near 

  Cleveland. Beard was a member of the Hells Angels 
  Motorcycle Club, the country’s most notorious outlaw 

biker gang. I was a founding member of the Order of Blood Motorcycle 
Club, the first biker gang ever sanctioned by the Aryan Brotherhood, the 
country’s most notorious prison gang. As far as Beard knew, we were as-
sociates and friends. He was right only about the first part. The guy had no 
idea that I was also an undercover agent with the U.S. Bureau of Alcohol, 
Tobacco, Firearms, and Explosives (ATF), let alone that I was running an in-
vestigation involving 18 undercovers from four law enforcement agencies in 
northeast Ohio and western Pennsylvania.

Or did he know? That’s the question that rattled around my skull.
Hey, Junkyard, we need to talk.
About what? There’s something I need to show you.
What is it? Not on the phone, I had my car swept for bugs. It’s clean.
Beard told me to meet him at the McDonald’s on Interstate 90 and Route 

534 and asked if I could be there in 30 minutes — except he wasn’t asking.
I said, “Yeah, sure,” hung up, and looked over at my fellow undercover 

agents, Shorty, Brian, and Bailey. “This. Cannot. Be good.”
They agreed. We slapped together a quick plan: They’d change out of their 

Nazi-themed biker gear — nothing’s more conspicuous than guys wearing SS 
lightning bolts and swastikas — and watch us from the lot across from Mc-
Donald’s, where they’d act as my cover team. I’d carry a gun, but I wouldn’t 
wear a wire; for all I knew, Beard would start our little meeting by patting me 
down. We all agreed that if I got in the car and Beard drove off, then I was 
getting out whether he stopped the car or not.

I found Beard standing inside the main door, sipping coffee. He was a big 
guy, fit from kickboxing, though you couldn’t see it beneath the winter 

jacket. I don’t even think we shook hands. He just said, Let’s go to my car 

I followed him to the parking lot, and we got into his small SUV. 
How exactly did I become the co-leader of a motorcycle gang 
sanctioned by the Aryan Brotherhood? To be honest, it kind of 
happened by accident.

When the doors were closed, Beard reached into his coat pock-
et. I thought to myself, Is this guy about to off me in a Mickey D’s 
parking lot? My pistol was tucked into the right-side waistband of 
my jeans and covered by my old Carhartt work coat. I watched 
Beard’s hands and leaned toward him a bit in case I needed to 
draw my gun.

But I didn’t. Beard pulled out a small envelope that I noticed was 
addressed to the Lake East chapter of the Hells Angels — Beard’s 
chapter. He handed it to me and said, Take a look.

It had photocopies of two pictures. Next to one picture, some-
one had written, Nazi Jim — ATF Agent. Next to the other one: Bai-
ley — ATF Agent.

I did my best to play it cool. Beard looked at me and said, Are 
these dudes in your club? Is that Nazi Jim? Is that Bailey?

I studied the picture like I meant it. That was Nazi Jim alright, and 
yeah, he was an ATF agent and a member of the Order of Blood 
Motorcycle Club. The guy labeled as Bailey was actually a different 
ATF agent with a similar look and build; the picture was so grainy 
that he’d been misidentified.

After a few seconds of looking at the pictures, I turned to Beard 
and shook my head. I said, 

I’ve never seen these guys before.
Then I waited for him to make his next move.
How exactly did I become the co-leader of a motorcycle gang 

sanctioned by the Aryan Brotherhood? To be honest, it kind of hap-
pened by accident. The agency never said

Hey, Frank, go out and befriend a bunch of Aryan Brotherhood 
members and help start their motorcycle gang 

I was never told I’d be palling around with some of the Ohio Ary-
an Brotherhood’s most notorious members. But things never go as 
expected when you work undercover.

By that point in my career, I’d spent the better part of 18 years 
working undercover for the ATF. My specialty was outlaw biker-gang 
infiltrations. I should mention here that they call themselves “mo-
torcycle clubs.” But these aren’t groups of Sunday cruisers. They 
have track records as criminal enterprises, which is why law en-
forcement (and respectable humans) refer to them them as gangs.

By 2004, I’d infiltrated the Brothers Motorcycle Club in Colum-
bus, Ohio, and the Vagos club out in Las Vegas. I’d been in a cou-
ple armed standoffs and heard a major gang leader order a hit on 
another undercover ATF agent who happened to be my best friend, 
Darrin Kozlowski. I’d also played undercover support roles in cas-
es targeting the Outlaws, the Mongols, and the Warlocks. All told, 
a handful of guys and I, who collectively dedicated hundreds of 
years on these cases, put hundreds of seriously bad people behind 
bars for armed violent crimes, attempted murder, weapons sales, 
and countless other charges. And I picked up a lot of tattoos along 
the way.

In 2001, when I got to the ATF field office in Youngstown, Ohio,  

The Totenkopf symbol is an old 
international symbol for death, the 
defiance of death, danger, or the 
dead, as well as piracy.

The use of the swastika was 
incorporated by Nazi theorists with 
their conjecture of Aryan cultural 
descent of the German people.

The Schutzstaffel (SS; also styl-
ized as Sig runes thin.png with 
Armanen runes. Meaning literally 
“Protection Squadron”) was a ma-
jor paramilitary organization under 
Adolf Hitler and the Nazi Party 
(NSDAP) in Nazi Germany, and 
later throughout German-occupied 
Europe during World War II. 

During Nazi rule, a stylised eagle
combined with the Nazi Hakenkreuz 
was made the national emblem 
(Hoheitszeichen) by order of Adolf 
Hitler in 1935. Despite its medieval 
origin, the term “Reichsadler” in 
common English understanding is 
mostly associated with this specific 
Nazi era version. 
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so I followed him to the parking lot, and we 
got into his small SUV. How exactly did I be-
come the co-leader of a motorcycle gang sanc-
tioned by the Aryan Brotherhood? To be honest, 
it kind of happened by accident.

When the doors were closed, Beard reached 
into his coat pocket. I thought to myself, Is this 
guy about to off me in a Mickey D’s parking lot? 
My pistol was tucked into the right-side waist-
band of my jeans and covered by my old Car-
hartt work coat. I watched Beard’s hands and 
leaned toward him a bit in case I needed to draw 
my gun.

But I didn’t. Beard pulled out a small envelope 
that I noticed was addressed to the Lake East 
chapter of the Hells Angels — Beard’s chapter. 
He handed it to me and said, Take a look.

It had photocopies of two pictures. Next 
to one picture, someone had written, Nazi 
Jim — ATF Agent. Next to the other one: Bai-
ley — ATF Agent.

I did my best to play it cool. Beard looked at 
me and said, Are these dudes in your club? Is 
that Nazi Jim? Is that Bailey?

I studied the picture like I meant it. That was 
Nazi Jim alright, and yeah, he was an ATF agent 
and a member of the Order of Blood Motorcycle 
Club. The guy labeled as Bailey was actually a 
different ATF agent with a similar look and build; 
the picture was so grainy that he’d been mis-
identified.

After a few seconds of looking at the pictures, 
I turned to Beard and shook my head. I said, 

I’ve never seen these guys before.
Then I waited for him to make his next move.

“Are we going to have a problem?” 
That was code for, “Am I going to 
have to kill you here and now?“”
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