THE MOTORCYCLE JUNE 2009

So one day I have an epiphany and decide while I am recovering from my August incident with the ladder, and able to do menial tasks, I will get a bike to fix up....I can after all hobble out to my shed on my crutches, assemble some tools, so how hard could it be??? 

Well just out of the blue, I find a guy who has tried to fix up a Triumph and I be thinkin' , "thats the bike for me, I always wanted a Bonny. F*** the rumours about oil leaks and "Prince of Darkness" electrics, if I can fix a 1948 DKW 2 stroke using a car piston, I can fix anything...." 

Let me go back a step here, my grand plan [sometime in 2009] is to ride the Bonny to all the races to help Gord and the gang with the race day organisation 
 INCLUDEPICTURE "http://www.aotmx.ca/modules/Forums/images/smiles/icon_biggrin.gif" \* MERGEFORMATINET 


. Some Buell riding smart-ass who don’t no nothing about fine British machinery suggested that I would need to leave on Friday and take along a sugar bag full of sparkle plugs, assorted sizes and pieces of chain, nuts and bolts, oil and other superfluous shit, but he's SO wrong. ....I'll show that footpeg-breakin' Buell ridin' smarty I know what I’m doing..  I’m after all the guy who as a 10 year old got a WWII Norton running and then charged all the local kids to ride it.[image: image2.png]




So I bring my new pride and joy home and park it beside the 2008 KTM, next to the  ’80 CB750 Honda 4 that I rescued from a farm yard in Nebraska. And it dont look half bad, in a British-trade union-mentality-we-invented-bikes-and-won-WWII-kinda way", what with the battleship grey paint, cross threaded BSW, SAE and Whitworth bolts, cloth wrapped electrics and a clutch that would take a gorilla to pull in"......... [image: image3.png]




And then I inventory the parts that need to be painted, stripped, exchanged, re-done and re-bored, and the list is somewhat close to the length of War and Peace, the long version. No matter I have lots of time, and I'm motivated to get this fine piece of precision machinery back up and running in all its record-breaking glory, and I may even splurge on a new chain and a fancy paint job, as well as some fine Champion sparkle plugs to maximise its enormous power potential. But thats after I replace the worn out Amal concentric [excentric??] carbies, the front and rear fender [particularly the Kawi front fender], and install a seat of course, among other simple tasks [image: image4.png]




First step is that I decide that the grey engine plates don’t cut it and they really would look good just plain black. Out come the Whitworth/SAE/BSF wrenches from the dark recesses of the shed, along with the grinder, ball pein hammer, hacksaw, sledge, centre punch, every other tool I own, plus a few borrowed [permanently] from others, a pry bar, jack and cutting torch and I m ready to attack the engine plates. 

At this stage I was still thinking that this is going to be quite easy, but I didn’t count on my freakin' crutches getting tangled up in the pry bar, and slipping on the tools which are now spread all over, then I almost set fire to my can of left over race gas, the dolley I was perched on collapsed, I dropped my cell phone in my cleaning pail and couldn’t get the first engine plate off, without taking off the seat, the rear fender, the chain guard and the front wheel. I also had to loosen the rear wheel, remove the rear brake, undo the quality Reynolds chain, take off the tank and drain the 50 year old fuel, and I almost forgot, I also had to loosen the LH carby. But I was making progress, and at this rate I would have all the parts off to be painted by pension day, at the latest. [image: image5.png]




[FYI pension day is 7 years away, no matter...] 

It seems that in Triumph's zeal to support other elements of the fine British auto industry, their plan was to utilize as many suppliers and sizes of items as possible, so as to spread the revenue and minimise their risk - Im sure that was the reason why there are 107 different bolts on the bike, all with different threads, some with lock nuts, some with worn out spring washers and some that are just plain wrong [maybe they are metric to match the Kawasaki front fender??] [image: image6.png]




After a session or two in my well lit, now very disorganised and parts and tool strewn shed, that ’80 CB750 and the magnificent KTM from Austria look pretty attractive and well build, Im thinkin'. Ive used up all my energy, 2 gallons of WD45 [its the stuff for Briddish bikes], almost burned down the shed, shorted the fuses on the Suzuki, jammed the overhead door, hurt my good ankle, melted the rubber foot on my crutches in the pool of thinners on the floor, dirtied all the tools, and I have the left engine plate and rear brake petal off.... [image: image7.png]


No matter, I will get back at it once I have been back to see the doctor and my white blood count is back to normal after the knuckles on my hands are healed and I have new foots for my crutches. 

Buell-riding-Brad calls me up and asks how work is coming along on "the bitch" as its now officially called, and I can only sigh with despair at the foolishness of my hasty decision to abandon my metric treasures and move to the 'dark side', where, in my recurring nightmares, the roads are populated with truck loads of BSF/ Whitworth nuts and bolts, bikes with no electrics, in-house mechanics and oil leaks everywhere....whoooo this aint no Harley dream, this is real world gear shift on the right, up for down/ down for up and brake on the left, classic James Dean and Steve McQueen territory...and I wont be defeated, I will rise to the challenge, and pierce the heart of the Prince of Darkness, slay the Amal concentric foe and get the second engine plate off shortly, this year at least.. 

The tank comes next, but first I must undo the air line valves that have been glued into the threaded tank outlets, remove the automotive fuel line held in place with the large 1” hose clamps, remove the rubber thingy covering the funny chrome strip over the top of the tank and undo the honkin' great 7/8" Whitworth bolt down through the centre of the tank and threaded into a plate on the frame backbone. Aint no worries about that puppy coming undone, or the tank falling off any time soon, Im sure....Tank is a good word, as that bugger must weigh 83 lbs at least, and then I can barely carry the thing to the bench, while dragging it behind myself, operating my crutches, stepping over the tools, trying not to spill any more cleaner, or WD45, while trying not to spread parts any further than the limits of my 400 SF garage, and keeping track of which SAE bolt and which crush nut went where, as opposed to the Whitworth bolts which are similar, but not really.... 
So I went inside and called my therapist....... 

There she lay at this point in time..."the bitch" has consumed my life, like a bad girlfriend [ or bad bike for that matter], and I am despaired at the mountain of the task ahead of me...as I come to the end of my days I am not sure there is enough time left to achieve the task of getting this fine piece of classic Briddish union-built machinery fettled to the point where I can venture onto the highway on a Saturday morning, knowing I will get to Antler Lake some time that weekend, the good Lord willing, and if the creek dont rise..... 

Anyone got an early Jap road bike they want to swap for this classic road burner of legendary status??? Its a Bonneville after all....same as the one that held the land speed record so I am told....I'll even throw in the Whitworth tools, the spare chain, chrome headlight shell and Kawasaki front fender.... 

Part II to follow, once my therapy is completed... [image: image8.png]
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