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Increasingly bitter, I may launch a vendetta. Revenge and loathing have become my companions.

I wish I could ride with you, my friends.

To find Joy.

Motorcycle-less, I cannot—I’ve lost the wheels that kept me moving forward. 

––––––––
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THERE ARE NO GUARANTEES. I wonder:

Will Joy find a way?



PART ONE: ON-SCOOTER
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Chapter 1: Attempted Murder
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Let’s start with a vile story about murder. Not of a person—of a motorcycle.

If you ride, you know these machines are more than metal and rubber. They carry memories and can become the thread that keeps you from unraveling.

Can the death of a machine kill Joy?

Reluctantly, I became entangled in one such murder on a day when all I wanted to do was ride.

***
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THE GARAGE DOOR CLOSED behind me. Under jubilant skies, I rolled down the street, uncaged. The sensation of travel whipped my neurotransmitters into a frenzy. Like the explosive delight of ice cream on the tongue, my bliss was unadulterated—no crystal meth, dark chocolate, or any other chemical enhancer. Neurologically, I was at the embryonic stage of Motorcycle Joy—a state of mind riders nurture, similar to Jerry Lee Lewis or Wolfgang Amadeus Mozart tickling the ivories.

I think.

Take nothing I say for granted, especially on the subjects of piano playing and neurology. Beyond motorcycles, what do I know? Even attempting to explain the MAGIC in the machine is incoherent. “The wheels are round and they roll,” is all I can offer. 

“It’s like trying to explain the meaning of life,” my Guzzi riding friend, Marta, says.

––––––––
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JOY MARKER: Have you danced the two-wheel boogie? Do you understand? 

––––––––
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MY SCOOTER’S TINY TIRES hopped onto the sidewalk. I had to push the bars to turn—mobility scooters don’t respond to countersteering.

––––––––
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Blocked On the Sidewalk

TERRY SPOTTED ME. EX-military, he barred the sidewalk as if guarding a checkpoint. Marta had filled me in on his disturbing motorcycle dilemma.

"Shit," I swore, longing for the open sidewalk, the wind's embrace after months confined to a basement hospital bed. "Please don't bog me down, big guy. Not now," I said to my dog Pearl, who was also checking out the human barrier. 

I was still halfway buried—trying to claw my way back to the rider I used to be. It was important I focus on myself and the steps I must take to climb back on.

But I was stuck and had no choice but to stop. Unlike agile two-wheelers, mobility scooters cannot outrun or dipsy-doodle to evade obstacles. On-scooter, I was a sitting duck—exposed, unable to escape, forced to engage.

Instead of the customary 'Hello, Mike. How you do’in?' to which I'd reply 'Good'—despite being busted up and pissed off at being blocked—Terry asked, "What the fuck should I do?" the way a customer pleads with the service manager, after being told their pride and joy is an expensive hunk of junk. "About my motorcycle? There must be something I can do?"

The ex-Marine looked ready to leak tears like oil from a botched engine rebuild, so I hid my ‘tell-someone-who-cares’ expression. I didn't want to unleash a gusher, causing moisture to land on my new loaner mobility scooter, Scout. My dog, Pearl, also wanted to skedaddle—to tear down the sidewalk like a MotoGP racer, twisting the throttle on a ribbon of concrete, racing toward endless possibilities and grand adventures. Or, at least to the local strip mall for my prescriptions and a small bag of peanut M&M’s.

"Don't know what to do." Terry seemed as despondent as someone poised to jump from the Pul-e-Sukhta bridge into the murky Kabul River.

“Sure you’ll figure something out, Ter.” Want a shove? Why not hang my old bike frame around your neck? Don't hesitate like a weenie SQUID! 

Football-player-size, I could visualize Terry's splash—similar to a depth charge in a submarine movie. Why be sentimental? In the absence of a better solution, jump—we all end up in submerged, eventually.

“Sounds like you need a ride ... maybe a road trip, Terry.” Great advice—may we go now?

––––––––
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JOY MARKER: Bikers know—indecision is a killer. Riders must be in the moment. Don’t wait for life to run you over.

––––––––
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TERRY NODDED BUT DIDN’T budge.

If his wife, Shelly, showed up, it'd be a repeat of the Second Punic War (when Hannibal, riding his elephant like a biker, crossed the Pyrenees and Alps, intent on kicking ass and raising hell). The couple met and married in Idaho. Shell was "just passing through." Before my accident she asked me, "Why the fuck did I stop?" Fortunately I was wearing my tee shirt, the one that says, Tell Someone Who Cares.

Motorcycle Friends dismissed Shelly’s bluntness and rudeness until she attacked Brenda, Terry's beloved ride. "Unforgivable," Guzzi-riding Marta said. "Motorcycles are innocents. Don’t punish the machines!"

Terry and Shelly were physically joined but divided by divergent concepts of what’s necessary to live a good life—a life filled with JOY. Shelly labeled her husband’s motorcycle “an expensive toy.” Terry was unable to explain the MAGIC in the machine.

Terry spent six years in the Marine Corps and then rode his Softail to forget four of them. He transitioned from soldier to fight financial wars with Theisen and Nakamura Wealth Management (thanks to Shelly's uncle).

"Just don't know what to do," Terry repeated. The unspoken words—'about Shelly’s plan to murder Brenda.’

Unlike me, you have a bike and can ride, Terry. My GT had been stripped down and crushed. For fuck’s sake, get on it and disappear! Escape.

When I’m lost, my wife Dori used to ask, "Don't know what to do with yourself, Mike? Why not clean the gutters?” Immediately, I’d be inspired to check oil, polish forks, or tinker with my GPS. Nowadays, I'd love to clean the gutters, but for now, I can't.

Terry was in danger of witnessing a murder, so he blocked my way, thinking I had answers being a more experienced rider. Brain atrophy, like worn pistons, robs us of cells over time. Based on age, I had a larger deficit. Plus, I possibly had cerebral dysfunction, thanks to Horace the Horrible, who took my sports touring bike down. More about that fucker later.

"Don't know what to do." Terry persisted, staring down at Scout's small tires as if they might have an answer. The ex-marine acted more like a Blockhead rider-in-distress than a guy who fought for peace and freedom by kicking terrorists in the ass.

Terry fiddled with the emergency cane I’d strapped behind Scout’s seat. I thought about suggesting he pull it out and flog himself—try to pound some sense in. “I'm the one who suffered a traumatic accident,” I wanted to say. “So why are you still going on about Brenda? Man-up Marine! And get the hell out of my way! Either jump or get out of Dodge on your bike.”

"Whatta'ya' think?" Terry persisted. "I should do... to save Brenda?"

We were motorcycle acquaintances, not friends, and I barely knew Brenda. But Terry was a rider-in-distress and so I was bound by the biker code.

“It’s a tough situation,” I answered, as if Terry didn’t know that.

That’s when my dog, Pearly, ran out of patience and began whining. I patted her head. I know Pearl. I know.

Pearl looked up at me. Why aren’t we moving?

Here's the thing: because I’m visibly injured but don't look gruesome, Terry believes I’ve morphed into a caring and wise motorcycle sage. He feels at ease because I've been through an ordeal, survived, and look nonthreatening, perched on my mobility scooter. 

It's like the bolt of lightning phenomenon, Pearly, where electricity turns an ordinary person into a superhero. Be patient.

There I was, trying to enjoy my second ever scooter outing, and big Terry thought I had answers. He never asked "what should I do?" before I went down. We didn’t interact much—my bike wasn’t a Harley.

“Do you think I should...” Terry paused as his phone beeped. Up went his hand, ordering me to wait.

[image: image]

PEARL BARKED. Now's our chance to get out of here, while your friend’s on the phone!

I understood—we share mongrel genes. For example, if a dog wants to hump the neighbor's poodle, pee on a car tire, maul a delivery person, they get on with it—no floating trial balloons or adjusting preload. Dogs practice blunt honesty, in contrast to humans’ evasiveness. My wife Dori’s always telling me to be diplomatic.

––––––––
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JOY MARKER: On-motorcycle you can twist the throttle and ride away from pointless banter and inane conversations.

––––––––
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"TACT, IT'S CALLED," my deceased motorcycle friend Bob used to advise. "You should trade in some of what you call ‘forth righteousness’ for tact."

Why bother, I’d think? On-motorcycle, discretion isn’t required. You climb on, bugger off, disconnect, and do whatever the hell you like (using situational awareness and adhering to your riding rules, of course).

My new loaner mobility scooter, Scout, was a different paradigm. Motorcyclists are at liberty to behave like mutts, but on-scooter, decorum is essential. Outrunning intrusions on four wheels? Forget it. Getaways are always on sport or dual-purpose bikes; you never see bad guys fleeing on mobility scooters. 

On a scooter, you're trapped and must learn to listen. When I took Scout out on our maiden cruise (seated with my disability props, boot cast, and arm sling), the curious didn't hesitate to pass judgment.

"What happened to you, fella?"

"Motorcycle."

"Were you driving like a Born to Be Wild biker-idiot?"

"Stag. Horace the Horrible ... my number came up, and I went bang."

They’d shake their heads—no doubt thinking: sure, sure ... were driving like an idiot.

I wasn't.

People judge. Motorcycles and dogs offer unwavering loyalty.

––––––––
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JOY MARKER: Unlike people, motorcycles never criticize or condemn. They listen with steel, respond with freedom, and forgive everything—except neglect.

––––––––
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TERRY NEEDED TO ESCAPE and owned a motorcycle he called Brenda. My advice—Terry, your bike’s a magic carpet. Climb on and get the hell out of Dodge.

Terry shook his head in disgust while he slipped his phone in his pocket.

I looked up, smiling like a nutter.

A running shoe tapped Scout's tire, demanding, tell me, tell me, tell me.

"You'll figure something out. I'm sure, Ter." Good luck! Or escape.

USE YOUR MOTORCYCLE!

Again, his phone beeped. Up went the halt sign.

[image: image]

FOR FUCK’S SAKE! Pearl settled on the grass. Dogs don't dwell on dilemmas for long. She demonstrated her ability to nap anytime, anywhere.

My mongrel gene implored me to join her, but I couldn’t—I may be blunt, but I’m not rude to riders-in-distress.

Snoozing is very effective for mild cases of uneasiness (for severe problems, jump). Stretch out on the green grass beside your motorcycle or best friend. Then wait for life to settle down and sunshine to warm your cockles and stimulate new brain cells just as life-giving rays cause plants to grow.

It seems logical, but sunlight also cultivates skin cancer, so not at all like recharging a battery, more like Mother Nature being a nasty bitch!

––––––––
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Waiting

I SLUMPED OVER THE handlebar, trying to convey—Terry, please step aside.

Nothing.

I noticed that Scout, a rental from my insurance company, had been neglected. Scooter culture grew out of a need to transport the infirm, not to scratch the Gotta Go explorer itch, so the scooter-rider bond is flimsy.

Motorcycles exist in a state of mechanical bliss. Born of engineers and technicians, their care passes to riders, the way puppies pass to owners. If respected and treated with reverence, the machines remain forever faithful and devoted.

Life could learn from motorcycles. It’s constantly up to no good. "What pestilence shall we unleash today? A new cancer? Virus? Have one of my boas swallow Fluffy alive? What tomfoolery tickles your poison ivy, Mother Nature?"

We ride to put rubber between ourselves and Life the Bully. 

To be fair, it’s a two-way street: Mother Nature cannot take humanity for granted—we're constantly kicking her in the poles.

––––––––
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JOY MARKER: Motorcycles roll gently—it pleases Mother Nature. She nods approvingly and thinks—if only the world had more of these, I wouldn’t be so bitchy.

––––––––
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THE ANSWER TO TERRY'S motorcycle dilemma is obvious: hop on and move until Joy blows Warhammer Shelly's angst away. Don’t check the counseling industry’s playbook—they don’t recognize—like napping, wind therapy is impossible to monetize.

––––––––
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JOY MARKER: Have you ever ridden to clear your head? Nap. Ride. Repeat.

Terry needed to ride until a moment of Absolute Clarity answered the question: how to save Brenda from being expelled and exiled?

In a way, Terry, like me, was motorcycle-less. His motorcycle sanctity was under attack, both of us stripped  and neutralized. What are we supposed to do? Call TV counselor Dr. Phil?

Phil's answers are super legitimate because he has a doctorate in clinical psychiatry, but most importantly, he’s had bike rash.

My wife’s friend, Dr. Peggy believes I suffer from 'biker-idiot syndrome.' “Dump your motorcycle, Michael. It’ll free you to unscramble your brain.”

Doctor Peggy has never been on-motorcycle and couldn't clip a toenail to save herself. She’s a doctor of poetry—Ode to a Daisy. One of those phony-baloney doctors. Her brain's so lopsided she can't walk straight; she constantly trips over mom and mum. Pearly has more common sense and way more healing power, but I don't call her Dr. Pearl. Dr. Peggy couldn't pee on a tire for all the classic Brit bike, electric repair jobs in the world. Let's clear up the title confusion. Dr. Phil is a certified medical doctor.

Dr. Peggy does a beautiful job reciting Ode to a Daisy, but no one gives a worn sprocket; remember, if you need your brain fixed, see a motorcycle-qualified professional. Reciting poetry or observing your breath while swinging beads may help some, but won’t work for those who’ve experienced Motorcycle Joy. Don’t waste time or money—the formula’s simple: ride-nap-ride.

If you’re dealing with a hopeless dilemma, such as murder, don't rule out jumping (in the absence of a suitable bridge, do a one and a half twister off a tall building, being careful not to land on a motorcycle). Go down with a positive attitude, shouting, “I’m looking forward to Life Part II!”

Based on the portrait theologians paint, Heaven must include motorcycles. If you’re Muslim, motorcycles surrounded by your own seventy-two virgins. I don’t understand why more Muslims aren’t jumping?

The self-help and counseling industries turn a blind eye to gearheads. “They’re a dismal revenue stream, thanks to this thing they call wind therapy, which produces Joy.”

"Do you ride a motorcycle?" crisis center agents ask when screening calls.

"You do.” Then they sing, “Might as well jump."

Sometimes they put bikers on hold and play the Van Halen song, Jump.

***
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I STRAIGHTENED UP AND signaled Terry my irritation, but he remained lost in phone world.

My attempt was as effective as glaring at Dori: can’t Pissy stay home?

The two words, doctor plus Peggy, boil my blood. Service wouldn’t pass off the kid who fixes flats as a doctor just because he can recite Ode to a Tire.

"Hello, I'm Dr. Tire. Would you like me to re-tune your very sophisticated engine while I rap Ode to a Tire? By the way, is your bike gray or grey?"

I wondered about linking Terry up with Pissy (that’s what I call Dr. Peggy behind her back). Could a poem about a flower focus his mind away from a troubling motorcycle dilemma? Oh, bellis perennis...

"Not tactful," my dead friend Bob would have warned. "Possibly even mean."

I smirked and thought, Dr. Phil. Dr. Phil. Help me out here, Dr. Phil. What to do? We're all members of the motorcycle community, Phil, so what have you got for me? Transfer your knowledge so I can assist this rider-in-distress.

––––––––
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The Call Ends

“SORRY,” TERRY SAID, and put his phone away.

Using my good arm, I scratched my forehead and out came, "What do you think you should do, Terry?" Whoop-de-doo—I was channeling Dr. Phil.

Watching the doc on TV with Bunny (our cat) wasn't a complete waste of time, Dori!

I could see my question had Terry's brain cells racing around like spokes on a wheel. Two riders experiencing Disconnectedness off-motorcycle. Three, if you count Dr. Phil's spiritual presence. For emphasis, I said, “What do you think you should do to save Brenda?”

––––––––
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JOY MARKER: Off-motorcycle doesn’t mean out of the club. Rider bliss can happen in garages, at a rest stop, or wherever pickles get crunched.

––––––––
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TERRY'S HELMET WASN'T on the ground—the universal distress signal—technically, I wasn’t obligated to assist. Still, it was gratifying to aid a brother fending off murder, even when I should have been skedaddling.

I could see the ex-Marine's military training had kicked in. Terry was analyzing all factors, risks, and probable outcomes.

Or was he stalling, supposing I would offer a more comprehensive solution?

Truth be told, my mind had already wandered—to a recent meeting with Beaten Stick Books where Dolores, my advisor, had pitched ideas to spice up my Joy book. “Marta could have a secret gang life,” she suggested. “Terry’ having PTSD flashbacks and has a nymphomaniac girlfriend."

“Absolutely no spice, Dolores.”

"Closet gay biker? Or motorcycles as a metaphor for forbidden love?" 

Really, Dolores? "I'm writing about truth, magic, and joy." Dolores doesn’t understand—motorcycles don’t need embellishment. A rider’s bond with their bike is already a love story.

––––––––
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JOY MARKER: The Joy of motorcycles can’t really be found in books—after you read, ride.

––––––––
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TERRY SNAPPED ME BACK. “So, what d'ya think?"

I recognized his gaze. It was the same one desperate customers wear when they spot the genius mechanic emerging from the backroom at the dealership. Like the second coming of Christ, it promises revelations and affordable solutions tossed out under the service adviser’s glare. "Your bike just needs a bit of our secret sauce. Only take a second. Then Dr. Tire’ll check your pressure and do other unnecessary shit ... it'll all be on your humongous bill. Or, you could easily do it yourself. Here’s how."

Terry looked at me like I was the genius mechanic.

I’m not.

My Motorcycle Friend had himself a humdinger of a dilemma. It reminded me of Freddie ‘Feeble’ Mendelson, my classmate from elementary school. Jorge Jorgensen regularly knocked the stuffing out of Feeble—it bordered on hilarious at the time, but now my inaction bugs me.

Terry regret was not something I wanted to add to my Feeble regret.

"I'm sure we can come up with something, Ter.”

Terry nodded and smiled. 

I rubbed my forehead. My brain was beginning to hurt.

***
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IT TOOK A MINUTE FOR my brainwave to sink in, but when it did, POW! Terry grinned like a Marine scoring a direct hit on an enemy encampment. A moment of pure joy. Brenda saved! Motorcycle salvation.

People say we ride to escape. Sure. For the first few miles while we’re getting out of Dodge. 

Marta says, “Joy is freedom from—but also freedom to.” She means on-motorcycle reconnects us with the person who got buried under errands and expectations. The free spirit who was misplaced along the way. “Escape, back to your original mind, before Life cluttered it,” Marta says.

––––––––
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JOY MARKER: You don’t ride to run away. You ride to resurface and return feeling more like yourself.

––––––––
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I LOOKED AT TERRY AND smiled. All was well. 

At least for the time being.

***
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A WEEK AFTER OUR SIDEWALK meeting, Terry parked Brenda in front of Tony’s Deli. No announcement, no group text—just the familiar low rumble pulling into the lot like nothing out of the ordinary had happened.

The Softail looked clean but not showroom clean. Honest road-dust.

“Took the long way here?” I asked, handing him a coffee. Shelly was visiting her parents out of town.

Terry nodded. “Long enough to get back to it.” He was comforted, knowing Brenda would be safe, hiding out in the Lab, the name my Motorcycle Friends gave my garage.

Terry didn’t stay long. Just a quick loop and check-in, like a soldier between deployments. But I saw it—he’d resurfaced.

––––––––
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JOY MARKER: Ride curves to straighten yourself out.

––––––––
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MARTA SAID IT BEST later: “He’s not out of the woods, but at least he remembers where the trail is.”

It was wonderful to watch Joy do its thing. The experience made me understand, "It's better to give than to receive"—a statement that needs beefing up. It should read: "It's better to give than to receive unless you're receiving a motorcycle."

I had received Brenda, at least temporarily. Having a bike parked in my garage again felt great. In a way, I was no longer motorcycle-less.

I wish I’d taken a picture the day Terry asked, "What should I do?" Then another of Terry and his Harley in my garage. A day later, Terry relaxing beside Brenda, holding a beer.

"See," I would say when cagers asked me to explain Motorcycle Joy, "The shift from might-as-well-jump to pure Joy."

***
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OF COURSE LIFE WOULD interrupt. Joy isn’t a constant. Riders must do time on Nothingness Highway and endure spells of Motorcycle Misery. There’d be no glory if Terry didn’t resolve his dilemma before my tell-all book, The Joy of Motorcycles, came out, fueling gossip and putting Warhammer Shelly on a murderous path.

"Terry, Joy’s all about truth. I can't screw with the facts. You must find a solution before my book release.” The unspoken words? Otherwise, Shelly will learn the facts, and Brenda will die.

I suppose Shelly and Terry could do a tandem jump. Couldn't agree on a solution, but we’re committed to staying together. Give two fingers to the rehabilitation industry. Make an exciting dual splash and leaving me with a premium cruiser. 

I’d have to explain to an innocent child why jumping is a smart, honest, no-nonsense solution for irreconcilable motorcycle differences. “Heard your parents singing, That’s Life, on the way down, Matty.”

“Yes, Bunny,” I told our cat. “I’m kidding.”

For Shelly, Matt, Terry, and Softy, I trust,

JOY will find a way.

***
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“YOU ONLY KICKED THE can down the road,” Guzzi riding Marta texted when I told her I’d agreed to hide Brenda in the Lab. “But gives us time to figure something out. Good work!”

Helping a rider-in-distress can be exhausting. That day, after my scooter outing and dealing with Terry on the sidewalk, I collapsed on my hospital bed in the basement of our house. Pearl was at the foot of the bed, Bunny by my side, while Dr. Phil mumbled something on TV.

Joy hangs in the air.

Of course, you never know when Mother may have one of her boas slither by for lunch. No wonder Bunny always sleeps with one eye open.

––––––––
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Brenda In Exile

THE TERRY SIDEWALK encounter lingered longer than expected, but a bigger mess barricaded Terry.

Motorcycle Murder is a head-scratcher because it's unfathomable, like when you see a wonderful person slaughtered on a TV crime show. It's almost always motivated by finances, and Shelly liked to say, "What a gigantic waste of money your fuckin' toys are."

There are Killer Bikes (defined in Scraping Pegs) and people who want to murder bikes.

Never assume your motorcycle is safe. It’s a lesson Terry learned the hard way. His Joy was being stripped by an unfathomable human condition—motorcycle hate. 

Thanks to Marta, I had all the nuts and bolts needed to revisit the horror story’s roots. Before the Lab, there was Adam’s Storage.

––––––––
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Terry's Dilemma

EVERYTHING SURROUNDING Big Terry—the yard, the weeds in the grass, the crack in the driveway, and the bird on the eave—was drenched in deception, as if both bravery and fraud dripped from the crankcase as Brenda rolled away. He felt like a combatant again—heading out on a mission, but betrayal, not enforcement, hung in the air. There were no witnesses: Shelly and son Matt were visiting grandma.

Never tell a lie? "Bullshit," Terry snapped at a squirrel. "Whoever said that doesn't know Shelly. It’s pure, horseshit.”

––––––––
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JOY MARKER: Wind blows lies away.

––––––––
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THE SQUIRREL PRANCED, signaling; tell someone who cares. Mother Nature gave squirrels natural joy.

With his saddlebags packed, Terry headed to Adam's Storage on the town's west side, the rent paid six months in advance. The manager, Sergio, got a little extra to ensure confidentiality. It wasn't necessary; the storage business works on the Q.T. Sergio never asked, "Why do you need a storage unit, fella?" nor would he advertise the fact that Terry was Adam's newest customer. Adam's Storage's policy was to ask no questions—essential when treachery is hidden behind storage unit doors.

Stabilizer in the tank would maintain the Softail's gas for six months. Time enough to get a life back on track? ‘Come out of the closet’—a silly notion that made Terry smirk. "World, I love Brenda, my motorcycle!" Forbidden man-machine lust. A ludicrous ‘lock-him-up-and-throwaway-the-key’ concept to NimRods like Shelly. Maybe if she read the Zen motorcycle book? Or Scraping Pegs? Or booked a session with a motorcycle savvy counselor like Dr. Phil. Could she be converted? Learn to dance the two-wheel boogie? At least tolerate Brenda?

Terry felt terrible lying to Shelly. Even worse, about abandoning his Harley inside a gloomy, cobweb infested cell. No offense, Adam, but your rooms aren't fit for motorcycles.

It was like giving a family pet up for adoption or dropping a child off at a strange out-of-town college, but for Terry, there was no alternative. Life can be spiteful; it enjoys painting complexity black and white and having it face-off, from the two Koreas down to dueling banjos. It stomps on riders and turns motorcycles from art to junk. Like a bowl of cherries with sour, rotten fruit hiding at the bottom, Motorcycle Joy and Motorcycle Misery coexist. Love and hate. Life and death. Sir Isaac Newton nailed it: ‘equal and opposite reactions.’ Yin and Yang.

To get his mind off murder and Warhammer Shelly, Terry liked to sing the old blue eyes song:


♫That's life,

You're riding high in April, flat tire in June,

But I know I'm gonna get it changed

And be back on my bike, back on the road real soon♫.



Shelly and Terry met three years before Terry bought his Harley. At the time, there was no need to check for Motorcycle Compatibility. They got along. Brenda wasn’t in the picture, and Terry was used to occasional battlefield explosions.

Brenda’s arrival turned Shelly into a hostile combatant. “Wasted money better spent on curtains, a new roof, or Matt's college fund.” Shelly doesn’t mince words. "Dump the fucking bike and move on. Grow the fuck up, Terry! You're not playing soldier anymore."

"That's life," Terry sang to drown his wife out. “One Jihad after another.” Eventually, he moved Brenda to safety, away from the battle zone, to Adam's Storage—a ceasefire, providing time to build a peace plan. Big Terry regularly snuck over to check on Brenda. "Brenda" because a Softail's name must be feminine, Terry believed. Shelly called her husband "bent" for wasting all that time and money on a toy. Bent. Brent. Brenda. A natural naming, twisted from bad to good, a resurrection of hope.

The sound of the word "Brenda," for Terry, came with a smirk of pride and contentment. It’s the power of Joy; it can happen even when you’re not riding.
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