Café love


I can hear the dewy squish of Nick’s front yard under my floppy old chuck Taylor’s as I make my way from his house, across the grass, and to my bike. I finagle the keys from the front pocket of my Levi Strauss’ with cold fingers and insert a little chrome funny shaped one into the ignition. I turn it, and at the literal speed of light a white beam of halogen light is cast forth from the chrome bezel situated between the front forks of Burnadette. I throw my right leg over her, and settle comfortably into my well worn leather seat. I bring her weight up onto the tires, and with my left foot push back the kickstand letting it clang against my exhaust. Then, leaning the weight of the bike to the right I find neutral in the gearbox with my left toe. I reach over and wipe the condensation off my monocle rear-view mirror that is affixed to the end of the handlebars on the left side. 

With a motion that is totally reflexive in my muscle memory, and completely unique to starting a vintage Honda motorbike, I lean her to the left, and with my right foot I swing the kick-start out away from the engine case. All at once and with totally fluidity I leap up and come down while I flick the throttle open. This gives the old girl the swift kick required to unfold her mysteries for me. She growls into a state of consciousness on the first kick.  I muse to myself about how well I rebuilt the carburetors. Starting Burnadette, with her shorty exhaust and her blown out main fuel jets, is a little like the sound you might expect if you had kicked a hibernating bear in the scrotum with the intention of climbing on and going for a ride.  She settles into her normal idle rhythm I wipe the droplets from the smooth glass lens of the headlight and click it on high beams, it’s after midnight and there won’t be anyone else out there. The familiar lope of the engine and the blatt blatt blatt of uninhibited exhaust chill me, and I can’t stop the sides of my mouth from curling up just a bit. I pull in the clutch and click her down into first gear. The buzzing noise she makes while in neutral disappears. Then, as I twist back on the throttle, I let go of the clutch all at once holding on tightly as I ride out gear one. Behind me a short strip of rubber is laid down as the back tire claws its way to traction.

Burnadette is not a girl that appreciates finesse. She’s old and has no patience for pussy footing about. There will be no foreplay, no childish games, Burnadette demands everything from me right up front. I haul in the clutch for a split second and slam her up into second gear, then hammer hard back on the gas. She wants it; she needs the road. Tonight I need her.  Third gear, I’m wrapping her out, punishing her all the way up to ten-grand on the tachometer, then up-shifting to fourth. A glance down at the gauges tells me 65-70. I slam top gear and grab another hot handful of throttle. My teeth are clenched as she winds up, and my tee-shirt isn’t doing much to keep out the nip in the air tonight.
As 85 creeps up to 90mph I’m outrunning thought, leaving behind consciousness as usual. There’s no time right now for that. Only for guts, hot metal, and passion.  Ahead of me in the darkness I see the turn signs, and before thoughts can catch up, I lean in and slide around the first left hander smooth as glass.  Nothing intimidates Burnadette, she leans in with me and in typical 70’s Honda fashion lets her back tire step out just enough to make the hair on the back of my neck stand on end. 

More gas out of the turn, throttle her, that’s what she craves. She rips the pavement up by the roots, leaving nothing behind but noise and rowdy hate in the air. Around the next curve and draw up on 95.  I squeeze my legs in closer to Burnadette and, despite the chill, I can feel the perspiration under my arms. I roll on the throttle another eighth of an inch and I’m doing the ton, 100mph. I’m fascinated by how such minimal action on my part, a tiny twist of the wrist, extrapolates into horsepower delivered to the pavement via Burnadette’s back tire.
Next curve ahead, a right hander, and it looks tighter. I brake both front and back. She responds my diving forward and slowing instantly. Nothing but drive, she carves it up never faltering from her line. We exit the turn and I kick myself for being a coward and slowing down.  She could have handled it. She wants more, and I’m going to deliver.  

100mph up to the next curve, I roll off the gas and ride it through. Lean in, push, ride it. Just go. Go! Go like Hell on fucking fire. Like an awful combination of blood, spit, organs and bile, mixed with everything explosively flammable and unholy rotten.  Excitement cannot begin to describe what happens when testosterone and 97 octane are fused. The only possible results are adrenaline and exhaust the perfect symphonic fusion of balls and steel. 
Leaned over in the curves I don’t care about my unemployment. I don’t care about failing my French class.  In this hot second I’m not worried about the drunken oblivion I hurled myself into last night, or who I offended while I was there. This is sex unprotected, I’m living through my finest hour. Burnadette waits for nights like these with all the grace and poise of a woman her age. But now in the heat of the moment she can’t help but beg for the punishment of the next straightaway. 

The next opportunity for arrives and I give it to her. We’re creeping on 105 and the wind and exhaust are deafening.  I am my own hero in a race against myself, and I am winning.  Hell on tires, a wretched gnashing human fireball.  I’m going way to fast to be cold, there isn’t a split second to spare for thinking. There is only action. The only decisions to make when you’re at this precipice are to slow down, or twist her back and rocket faster into the abyss. I surrender myself, allowing Fate to draw me in tight against her hot and mysterious bosom.  On this razor’s edge I ride between the most alive I’ll ever be and stone cold death on the side of the road.
My white knuckles crank back on the twist grip. 115 melts away and we’re up on 120. The throttle hits wide open. The pull is gone. That’s all Burnadette has to give tonight. She’s screaming, pulsating, vibrating, and begging me not to stop. “Ride on” she implores, “Ignore the turn home. Just go. No red lights ever again. Just take me at top end until I tear myself apart under you.”  
The wind is clawing at my ears, making tears stream out of my eyes and back into my hairline. The centerline reflectors, like an endless trail of littered orange soda cans, are innumerable and are being fired at me from the limit of my visual perception.  I see my turn in the distance and a warm satiated feeling rushes through me and I ease off the throttle. I know that I gave it my best. Her punishment is over, and I listen closely to the spitting and popping her pipes make as her rpms drop and she slowly looses speed. 
I let go of the bars, first with the throttle hand and then very gingerly with the left. It’s time to see if she, and Fate, reward me, or if they’re both tired of me pushing them as I do.  I set her free and she gives a subtle quiver from the front tire but stays between the lines. I lean back and straighten up in the saddle. I stretch my back which has become a bit sore from leaning over the gas tank. My hands are hanging down by my hips. I rotate my palms to the wind spreading my fingers apart. As I do this the air pressure attempts to push them back as I lift my arms up and out. I tilt back my head and I see stars perfectly still, forever away in the night sky. As I’m letting my eyelids fall closed I notice that I’m getting awfully close to the centerline; the yellow stripes are very nearly under my tires. A bit of a lean to the right and I’m back in the middle of my lane. 

I’m coasting down from three digits when thought finally catches up to me.  A tiny golden glimmer behind closed my closed eyes. “This is it. This is rock and roll, this is heroin. This is the hottest, sweatiest sex had under the glow of crimson light in the most sinful of brothels. Right now, for this moment we all live, I am really here.  This is why you should never cry for a life lost in its prime. Death, love, tears, what’s happening right now is everything on Earth that matters.”
I take control again, placing my hands on the grips, after opening my eyes to find myself still very much on the road and surprisingly right in the middle of my lane. 50 eases down into 45. I take my turn and I’m rolling easily down my street and into my drive. I put down the kickstand, and shut off the head light. I lean forward and fold my arms on the tank after shutting off the fuel valve. It’s just Burnadette and I sitting there in the darkness. I listen intently as she breathes in through her carburetors and lopes out her smooth burbly idle sounds. I pay special attention to the heat radiating up from her motor onto the inside of my thighs. I twist the key back and she shuts off all at once. She’s still hot, but absolutely silent now save the tiny ticking and clicking sounds made by exhaust cooling off. 
I sit still with her a few more moments and I bid her goodnight. Walking to my door I look back, I can see the metal flake in her green skin reflecting the streetlights, and I’m struck. I work out a cancer stick from my softpack of camel lights. With another familiar movement I light it with a free book of bar matches. I realize I love her for what she gives me. She loves me because I’m nothing other than what an old girl like her needs, a grab happy young buck without a lot to lose and a little bit of gas money. 

