
- - - Max Hazan is bent over his custom track bike, fastening down a freshly painted 
tank, when a stream of Pacific Ocean dribbles out of his nose. “I ate shit so many 
times today,” he says, referring to his morning surf session. “Like, high-quality 
eating shit.” He wipes the saltwater from the tank, tilts his head back for a moment, 
and continues working.

It’s only through strength of will that Hazan still manages to ride waves some 
days before work. There’s hardly time. Over the past few years, the 38-year-old 
has become one of the most sought-after custom builders in the country. His bikes 
generally fetch $75,000 to $100,000. He sold one to Felix Baumgartner, the Red 
Bull skydiver who blasted through the stratosphere to break the sound barrier. And 
Bobby Haas, who runs the Haas Moto Museum in Dallas, owns half a dozen.

The motorcycle Hazan is focused on today at his 800-square-foot Los Angeles 
shop is a glimmering sportbike mirage with steampunk guts. The KNTT 1200 
(pictured) features a knucklehead engine rebuilt to run on two front cylinders 
and a fairing that streamlines the body without hiding the glorious mechanics 
underneath. It’s a product of pure fantasy with a body that looks like a shard of 
glass buffed smooth by a century of running water. 

And it’s as ornery as it 
looks. The heel-press brake 
pedal will repel timid riders, and 
the transmission came from 
a 1940s Indian built for hand-
shifting. It’s a foot-shifter now, 
but rather than spring back into 
position between gears, the 
lever literally rises and falls as 
you move up or down. Hell, you 
can’t even start the machine 
without first doing an elaborate 
dance. “With these old motors, 
you have to learn what they 
need,” Hazan says. And the 
KNTT needs this: throttle then 
kick once, throttle then kick 
twice, and then turn it on. Now 
crank the gas wide open and 
kick it a third time. “Then it’ll 
fire right up,” he says. “Works 
every time.”

In 2011, an injury changed 
the course of Hazan’s life. He’d 
been running a contracting 
business when a friend 
convinced him to buy a KTM 
and enter an enduro race. Five 
hours in, Hazan hit something 
— a stump, he figures — that 

bucked him into the trees. 
His leg was mangled: broken 
femur, ruptured meniscus, torn 
ligaments. He spent months out 
of work, healing on his couch 
and staring at a beach-cruiser 
bicycle leaning against a wall 
in his apartment. That top tube 
would definitely fit a gas tank, 
he thought.

Soon he’d given the cruiser 
a 200 cc Honda engine. Then 
he found another bike and 
fixed it with a 350 cc. “It was a 
bicycle that would go like 70 
miles per hour,” he says. “That 
kind of sketched me out.” So 
next, he went bigger, modifying 
a 650 Suzuki he bought for 
$900 off Craigslist. 

Hazan returned to work, but 
the fuse was lit. And his dad 
took notice. “Take a year to 
build bikes full time,” he said. 
“If you run out of money, I’ll 
help you out.” Hazan accepted 
the challenge.

After following his now-wife, 
Sarah, from New York to L.A., 
he found a shop for $1,000 a 

month. But his yearlong effort 
resulted in zero bikes sold. He 
was burning through cash, and 
after 18 months, he was broke. 
He’d built three motorcycles 
from scratch and accepted all 
the money he was comfortable 
taking from his family. When 
Sarah offered to help keep him 
afloat, he decided he was done. 
“I tried the bike thing, and it 
didn’t work,” he told her. “It’s 
time to get a real job.” 

Hazan started calling around, 
looking for leads. Two days 
later, his phone rang. But it 
wasn’t an employment offer; it 
was Bobby Haas. 

At the time, Haas hadn’t yet 
opened his museum or even 
purchased the 200-plus rare 
bikes that he would ultimately 
house there. He was just an 
enthusiast who wanted to own 
his first custom motorcycle. 
And he asked Hazan to make 
it. With that, and a subsequent 
purchase from Haas, Hazan 
replenished his depleted 
savings. He could stay in 

business, and more importantly, 
Hazan gained faith in his vision. 

That confidence is a resource 
he taps into with every bike 
he builds. Hazan begins each 
project with an engine and 
two wheels. Nothing more. He 
arranges them proportionally, 
mounts them to a table, and 
lets his imagination take over. “I 
just stare at it,” he says. “I let the 
bike tell me what to do.”

After the bike has spoken, 
Hazan welds a chassis from 
chromoly tubes and moves 
the project to the floor for 
bodywork. He builds each bike 
within a six-month window, 
letting his ingenuity pull him 
out of the problems that his 
imagination leads him into. He 
struggles, and he prevails.

There was a time when Hazan 
was broke and couldn’t sell 
a bike. But he ate shit, wiped 
his nose clean, and kept on 
wrenching. “Now I have three 
or four bikes lined up at any 
given moment,” he says. “It’s a 
good feeling.” - - -
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