THE MOTORCYCLE PART II
“THE ERROR OF MY WAYS”

DECEMBER 2009

Here I am back in the shed, working and stumbling along in my quest to get the Bonny running and on the road. 

So far the concept of on the road is an abstract one, as I am still wearing the Ilizarov frame on my broken leg that entails two carbon fibre circles, one up near my knee and one down at my ankle, joined by three stainless steel adjustable rods and all held to my leg with 6 stainless steel ‘bicycle spokes’ that run through the bone and out the other side, and three 10mm bolts threaded into the bone also. It’s quite the contraption, and it would be easy to compare Mr Ilizarov’s work to a late ‘70’s Triumph union-built precision piece of machinery, ‘cept the Ilizarov device seems to work well, all the time, in all weather, and particularly at night. No Joe Lucas “Prince of Darkness” electrical issues for me and Mr Ilizarov.
Its December 2009, and while it is getting colder as the midnight sun buggers off south somewhere for 6 months, I have been toiling away in the garage, trying to keep some semblance of order in my life which is dictated by the need to still use crutches, avoid catching the Ilizarov frame on every fixed object in Edmonton and making progress on the final stages of “the rebuild”. Crap its cold, I maybe should buy a heater.
So I start to apply my inconsistent mechanical skill and farm-boy cunning to getting the last details done to my showcase. Nearby the Honda sits, in all its glory, glowering polished aluminum, matching bolts, no oil puddle, disc braked wheels, precision fitted plastic….whoa I’m losing focus again, stay the course so to speak……I remove all the mismatched bolts and monkey nuts, and send off a bunch of bits to the plater, looking for that just- new British bike classic look fostered by the Classic magazines and website, which are starting to annoy me no end. Seems no matter how hard I try my classic isn’t ever gonna look as good as the trailer queens seen in the mags. But I not worried, mine’s going to be a “rider”, a real bike, not a damn stinkin’ trailer queen that doesn’t even have oil in it, much less pistons and stuff….….focus now, its not important that those damn trailer queens are unattainable and don’t even have oil in them, much less pistons…….…….
I manage to smack my knuckles really hard again trying to get the LH footpeg off, and blood is now coating the chain case, yet I stay focused on the footpeg removal, but to do that I have to take off the newly painted “Jaguar Blue” tank and sidecovers, and the rear wheel…god I’m getting to hate that rear wheel as it seems every time I have to remove it, I roll it into my leg which hurts like hell, then as I push it away it falls backwards and jams the axle underneath the middle of the Ilizarov frame on my leg and I have to call for help to get it untangled. The pain makes my eyes water, and to make it worse, “the bitch”sits quietly off to one side, while I writhe and roll around on the stool, trying to make some kind of mental message run from my brain to my leg to stop the blinding pain and frustration which is beginning to manifest itself as an unhealthy interest in gasoline and matches………….
Its time to go back inside and thaw the frozen snot off my mustache and regroup for next time, which I am most certain will be far more productive and better managed than this past session in the shed. After all, it was clearly my fault that I left tools all over the floor and stepped on a Whitworth extension bar for my metric socket set, which then rolled onto the handle of my sledge hammer and finally dumped me into the cleaning fluid tray that shouldn’t have been still there after last summers work, and while I’m in the cleaning fluid tray maybe I will find the cover off my cellphone that I dropped in the tray months ago, and crap, I’ve melted my crutch feet again in a pool of carb cleaner.
My therapist is concerned that in my efforts to disassociate myself from the pain I am constantly in, I have transferred my anxiety and latent tendencies to understatement and hyperbole into an unrealistic fixation on Trailer Queens with no oil in them, and no pistons even. She has asked me a number of times to explain what a trailer queen is and I am finding it frustrating to get this women with all the certificates on her office wall to understand that I simply shouldn’t have to do that, she should just know, and then to have to explain what a piston is, was the final straw. It was only the intervention of the guy with the hypodermic needle that stopped me from getting really mad and doing something dangerous. No mind I’m over it already…...

I’m now out of therapy and back in the shed, with certain limitations that I don’t want to discuss, but they have nothing to do with public places, nudity and excess medication use. It’s once again quite cold as I havn’t seen the sun for 2 or 3 months now, but I do have a heater and it is doing it’s feeble best to push the -35 degree cold away from my skinny leg with the Ilizarov-freaking-Mr-Russian-smart-arse medical inventor-steel-acting-like-freakin-needle-into-my-leg-device that I have come to love just as much as other valuable and equally frozen parts of my anatomy. The heater continues to emit minute traces of something resembling an upward swing in ambient temperature by at least 3.87 degrees of latitude, which only seems to make the cold seem more biting and relentless. But my son Michael is coming over today to try to start my rebuilt pride and joy for the first time since I replaced all the bits and pieces, with other bits and pieces.
Along the way I have looked at the Concentrics again. I wasn’t sure that everything inside should match, although I had a sneaking suspicion that just like pistons, both sides should be the same, so off to the parts man I go again. He asks me are the carbies off the same bike. I reply with some pride and positive commentary that they are, all polished up and shiny pieces of fine Briddish pot metal that they are. John the parts man suggests that that’s too bad as it would have been better if they had been off maybe a 650 and a 350 as then they would have been better suited to the tasks for which they were intended, not the task at hand. One hundred and eighty five hard earned insurance company dollars later, I have matching pilot jets, slides, needles, mains and cables. Sheeee..it, how did I miss all that, no matter, it would have run, and I could have tuned out all the discrepancies I’m sure. Or just lived with them.
The big day is here. I asked Buell-riding-Brad if he wants to come see the first fire-up, and he laughs and suggests that hell will freeze over before we get the Bonny running, what with the temperature struggling in my shed to reach minus 10, or is that minus 100, I cant really tell as the thermometer needle is broken off and laying in the bottom of the dial and I’m trying to read the temperature through my exhaled breath and the fog that has developed around the heater. Give or take 34 degrees or so, it feels just like Britain would have on a crisp wintry depression era morn with the sun struggling to cast its palid watery anaemic glow through the mist and fog o’er the hills and dales near the factory from which my pride and joy was vomited many years ago……. 
Michael is here and he asks which button on the handlebars is the ‘lec-ric starter. I have to advise him that such instruments of eastern decadence are just simply unnecessary and are only for fat turds and old tarts on trailer queens. He stops me from giving him another lighthearted lecture on trailer queens, and asks me if I am still taking my medication. Its clear that he doesn’t respect my social commentary any longer and all he is interested in is trying to start my Bonny so he can go inside again where it is considerably warmer.

Now that he understands there is no electric starter he asks how does he start “this thing”. I explain that the ritual includes tickling the carbs until petrol pukes all over the polished cases and under the bike, pushing the kickstarter over compression, finding a spot on the key that seems to engage the sparks from the battery, kicking the heater away from the petrol on the floor, hold the throttle partly open and kicking right through like you are trying to drive the kickstart lever right to the front wheel. “You tickle what” is all he can exclaim, and its clear that he can’t ever ride a Briddish bike as he just doesn’t have any soul or a feel for their nuances, classic characteristics and uniqueness. I am cut to the quick by his commentary respecting the sanity of why I am working on my thoroughbred while the Honda sits unloved and untouched, with its less than 10,000 km speedo appearing to mock the Bonny in all its mismatched glory, disjointed parts and bits holding on other bits…….

Second kick it fires, and I dance a crutch supported three legged jig around the frozen garage, tripping over the heater, tangling myself in the parts of my Yamaha DT100 while managing to stop the LH carby from blubbering more fuel all over the floor, as my pride and joy stumbles into life and settles into an uneven, loping idle not unlike a Rolls Royce Merlin Spitfire engine, or a BMW with one cylinder missing. Then it dies. I can’t make out where the smoke is coming from, maybe its just oil on the pipes near the after-market filter I have fitted, but it seems to be higher up, maybe from under the seat. Holy crap, the bitch is on fire, and I mean that literally…………..
