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   			"I would like to tell her that now my bag is empty, as it is my metal soul, but that everything can still be filled and my odometer does not intend to stop."


			 


			Will the arhythmical song of a two-cylinder engine be able to persuade a person to change her  and revolutionize her certainties?


			The Sportster has a long story to tell and its new unusual owner seems willing to listen to it.
	

		


	

		

			She, reflected on my mudgard


  			Since the day Matt died, I went out from here only once, with Sam. He is the only one who showed me a little respect lately.


			Samuele, also called “the doctor”, is the nephew of the owner of the sumptuous shack where I am locked up and I’ve never understood if they called him with this title because of his dusty degree hanged at the wall (that I wish would use, sooner or later), or because he takes care of everyone as a doctor would do with his patients.


			I am used to being noticed only by a few and I am staying here, aside, shiny and fierce, like when Matt used to cross the window door over there to pick me up after a service.


			Today, despite the sharpe absence, I am ready to show my beautiful self at the entrance of the mechanics garage, to listen to the usual ordinary questions and the usual comments (What’s the year of manufacture? It’s a carburetor! Are all the pieces original?), when the look of a young woman lays just on my body.


			I am expecting her curiosity will only last a few instants and that she will go somewhere else.


			Instead, the chief, Mr Bull, arrives, with the dark suit of special occasions and his grey waxed hair as he stops next to her.


			I haven’t seen him so prim in a while, the buttons of his jackets are about to explode at any minute.


			«So Miss, you are now the owner of this heap of steel!» he starts out in his big nasal voice.


			Owner? I am confused, who gave him the permission to sell me?


			I lift up the headlights over the big glass window, and, despite the distance, I manage to glimpse the big brand that identify those big models that proudly smile in the first line, but also myself: NO… AH.


			I read on the transparent plate the block letters backwards. I can’t see the rest of the logo because it’s hidden by a cement pillar. On my right, a white wall divides the world of the new arrivals from the one of the mechanics garage.


			I have the unpleasant feeling that Mr Bull is ready to show off his knowledge about “old” Harleys, for which he has a real obsession. I wish he would have managed to refrain of diminishing me, as he would normally do, because, according to him I am just “old” and I am not part of the group of elite of vintage bikes.


			The woman doesn’t stop going around: I have the instant feeling of being “undressed” by her inquiring look, as if she is searching for something. I would like to tell her that she won’t find any answer by caressing my winged badge on the tank, but unfortunately we do speak different languages.


			Mr Bull caught me by surprise by saying: «It is a four gear from 1988. More than vintage I’d say that this bike is old.


			And it burns like a Ferrari! - He bursts into a thunderous laugh, before putting himself together, maybe noticing that he was shooting himself in the foot. In fact, after a second he continues with using his professional tone - I wanted to say, if you are interested in the bike we can make some changes, make it smoother, even add some new bags adorned with diamonds.»


			As it is quite obvious that for him I am nothing but a piece of junk, I am wondering why he sold me to this lovely simple and elegant girl, who looks more a teacher than a biker.


			Something doesn’t just seem right.


			I feel the urge to pour some oil on my chain to let slide away all this nonsense, because no woman would be pleased to hear someone saying that she has wrinkles on her face, eye lids under her eyes and some extra pounds.


			Well, of course if you spice it up and make some changes here and there she can do better!


			Thanks a lot, Mr Bull. Anyway, I don’t look my age and I have no intention to let you convert me into “Barbie’s bike”.


			Speaking of dolls, here comes Angelica, with heavy make up and her body squeezed into a tight red dress. She comes towards us, walking in her uncomfortable high laced boots.


			If her dad, Mr Bull, noticed that mark on her neck, he would lock her up in the office for the rest of her life!


			As if she could hear my thoughts, suddenly, Angelica shakes her head, freeing onto her shoulders a waterfall of curls and locks showing of her elegant hair. Her long varnished nails lightly touch my right control knob. Despite her young age, she fulfills just fine her role of vice master of the house.


			Her shrill voice echoes inside my mufflers.


			«You could paint it in pink! - She starts off - black is so depressing, hey, we are women after all! We have to stand off from rough bikers with worn out jackets full of gnats! You could customize it, a new seat and a pair knob of the same color, it would be fantastic. Have you checked out yet our apparel spring collection?»


			«She will surely do it later, my dear and, you are right, pink would fit perfectly. By the way, let me introduce you my daughter Angelica. — says big Bull with a fake kind tone - She always has eccentric ideas, you know, she is an artist. To be honest you can paint it any color you like. By the way we work with a company specialized in lacquering, I can give them a call and ask them for a free quote. Of course, unless you’d prefer to have a look at new models and give up on this old wrench.»


			Mr Bull confuses me and I am wondering what makes him churn out his contradicting notions.


			Angelica is giving him a scolding look, I am afraid, even she can understand her father’s intensions now.


			The new unlikely biker takes her hand off the old leather side bag as she pushes her untamed curls back behind her ear.


			For the first time I cross her dark eyes. They have familiar feeling and they seem to be looking for an answer to the question “what am I doing here?”


			I wish I could answer her “sweetie, if you don’t have an answer to do that…” and I would like to tell her how sad it is to lose the person who took care of you for more than twenty years, more disheartening than facing one thousand rainy days with my engine turned off. I wish I could tell her that now my bag is empty, as it is my metal soul, but that everything can still be filled and my speedometer has no intention to stop.


			Something about her upsets me but attract me at the same time. I would like to get to know her better, maybe because of her wandering look which is not so coherent with the serious impression that, I presume, she wants to give of herself.


			Her hand is slightly touching the passenger seat wandering along before stopping at the Sissy-bar, the useless back rest I already had when Matt bought me. He never wanted to take it off, despite the demons Matt used to carry along on our rides-who of course didn’t need a back rest to be comfortable.


			I like this physical contact with her, it’s a shame that is so difficult to imagine her riding a Harley. To begin with she should set fire to that white blouse, to the silk scarf and to the high school girl ballerina flat shoes. It would also be the case to swap those skinny trousers with a good pair of worn out jeans.


			Well, I can see myself hanging around with my aspiring biker if she would dress like that!


			The key word: transformation.


			Well, she can’t look like a lost cub among a pride of lions. If we introduced ourselves this way at an official rally, they would tear us into pieces immediately, and I can already imagine where all the jokes of the gang would go. Sam and Ronny would define her “the usual unsatisfied bank clerk, with a cat and a beginning of a chronically gastritis”.


			The idea that I could be owned by her scares me a bit, but the more she caresses me, the more she stimulates my curiosity, my will of becoming friends and to go back on the road, maybe changing the route.


			I have the impression that something or somebody pushed her towards me.


			What if it was Matt?


			My mudgard reflects a familiar look, one that I am scared to put into the right space and time, I am wondering if it could be… her.
		

		


	

		

			Have you ever been on a Harley?


			Knowing Mr Bull, I imagine he wants to understand if it is worth to invest his precious time with this woman, or if it is better to go back to his office, take off his jacket, sipping a beer and find something more profitable by surfing through virtual channels. Otherwise I can’t explain his continuous contradictions, I am tempted to say that he doesn’t want to leave me. Well, he is not one for sentimental values or someone who would give weird names to their bikes or that consider them members of their family. Far from it, no, our King of the Harleys is a tough guy.


			Last week he managed to buy a Flathead model that survived World War II.


			Born in 1942, engine, frame and fork all original!


			Mr Bull knows a bit of English and he can sniff out bargains in the whole world like a detective and without needing a dictionary, and I am sure Sam will transform that old 1942 veteran in a nice jewel.


			But let’s talk about me, not about the Flathead.


			I wish I could find a way to show my new friend that I am beautiful in black and that I didn't loose any of my shininess.


			I would like to tell her not to varnish or to cover me with sparkles.


			And I wish she could hear me singing, because it is with my singing voice that I won Matt over, and even Sam, years later.


			But instead I am here, stuck, and the same is Angelica who, like me, is struggling to understand her father’s bizarre talk.


			Mr Bull unbuttons his jacket, now he looks almost annoyed:


			«Miss Giulia, if you have already decided not to keep it we can go into my office. I will make you sign a couple of papers, it will be just a formality.»


			That name.


			Is it really her?


			Giulia bends over to look at me again.


			I made just in time to study her face reflected in the rearview mirror, when a man’s voice recalls the attention of all the participants.


			«Have you ever been on a Harley?»


			I spring up suddenly and recoil off my suspensions and I feel a shiver, like an electric shock that goes through me from the handlebar to the muffler passing through the engine.


			Sam.


			He is lining on a pillar a few meters away from us, he is wearing the usual worn out working jacket with the arms crossed and a challenging look in his eyes.


			«The King works again, I told you it has just a problem with the electrical box. When you change the mufflers is always better to not to go cheap on the mapping» he explains to the boss. A few sweat drops are growing on Mr Bull’s forehead, who looks even more bothered now, with Sam’s presence.


			Maybe he was hoping his nephew would take more time to fix Gus’ Road-King.


			Around here Sam has two roles: he is both the mechanic and the scapegoat.


			I rarely saw him angry for many years, with Mr Bull, his uncle, but even more with Jonathan, the American, an excellent client, but a horrible travel buddy.


			Sam has the funny habit of biting his lip, and, every time he is upset, on his face grows a wrinkle that then lasts for days, more than his bad mood, since that he always ends backing down and letting others win. Not because of cowardice, but because of that sense of belonging that bond them together but at the same time set them free.


			Now he is rocking back and forth the helmet, before hanging it to the handlebar of a shiny Electra Glide and walking toward us.


			He doesn't like to contradict his uncle, neither his cousin, who can’t avoid to notice the sudden tension and the pinched lip.


			«Well, it was nice meeting you…» squeaks Angelica, who can’t remember Giulia’s name and leaves the sentence in the air before walking away, balancing on her heels.


			Sam is staring at me.


			He is nervous.


			I know he won’t let them paint me pink.


			Mr Bull tries to justify his unexpected intromission:


			«Miss Giulia, let me introduce you my nephew, Samuele, he deals with the mechanic side, but he his not an expert of bikes value, that is why I am here to deal with the bureaucratic side».


			Sam rides the bike, with a twitch of his foot moves the kickstand and with small steps he moves me towards the hall, under a big bright ceiling light.


			Under the spotlight, I feel like the controversial Black Queen, Caterina De Medici, who, after her husband, the King of France, died, decided to wear only black dresses for the rest of her life, despite the fact that black back then wasn’t the color of bereavement but it was white instead.


			I wish I had her same austerity and to see Mr Bull bowing in front of the wings in relief at my tank, as a lot of French people did a long time before in front of the broken spear of their Queen.


			Everybody thinks that, since I am a bike, I don’t have any culture.


			Well, I have been carrying for many years in my side sack at least 50 small pocket books. Matt used to buy them at flea markets, and read them when we were alone.


			Even if I am a piece of junk, I am capable of listening and assimilate interesting concepts.


			«It is easier to get in from the left side - Sam suggests Giulia – to mount on the seat, you are not going to fall, I have put the kickstand back.»


			The Black Queen’s spear pierces my fantasies, bringing me back to the present.


			Giulia carefully lifts her left leg, in the same way that she saw somebody else doing it earlier; she sits down and places her hands on the control knobs.


			Her touch is way more delicate than Matt’s or any one elses.


			When Sam turns the key my singing voice echoes in the hall and a shiver shakes my senses.


			Not only mine.


			Would she really be “that” Giulia? The question is rhetoric; I think I have guessed it by time.


			Sam moves the air lever, and the sound of the muffler turns down.


			I scan the usual irregular beat, while she keeps hanging to my knobs and vibrates on me, with me, untill Sam turns the key towards the off switch and everything calms down.


			It’s difficult to read Giulia’s expression now, but I think I know Sam’s: he would be thinking of the classic joke of his friend Ronny, his travel buddy since the Uni years: «Turning off a Harley trigs off a post coitus depression in the driver».


			It’s a shame that Sam and Ronny, the two graduates of the gang, do live 230 miles apart, and that lately they manage to see each other only at rallies and official occasions.


			Matt and I loved to listen to their conspiracy theories, those scientific digressions that started between the wall of this garage and that usually, started to lose their credibility after the second beer.


			Today Sam is acting as a “justice defender” and quoting Ronny’s joke would be out of context.


			Giulia breaks the silence by asking:


			«Did you know my…»


			She can’t pronounce the word “father”. Maybe because she can barely remember his face and a couple of pictures of two decades ago that she has, are abandoned in a dusty drawer.


			Or maybe because the scar he left, the one which she thought was healed, was in fact not-at least not properly.


			Poor Giulia, I can imagine the confusion in her head when she found out about Matt’s death and about the fact she would have inherited her Sportster.


			I think it was not only curiosity that brought her here, but the necessity to find answers that nobody has ever given her, to confront with a never unveiled world, of a father who disappeared suddenly, right after he purchased me.


			«Matt loved his Sportster!» Sam replied to her.


			«In fact he is the only one who did not upgrade to a higher voltage, to a six gears model with the windshield and bigger bags» steps in Mr Bull, who, is missing Matt as much as the other guys of the gang even if he will never admit it.


			Giulia seems now to only be paying attention solely to Sam.


			«Was he a regular costumer?» she asked him again.


			«Yes I changed the tires and did the MOT check up one month ago. It was the last time I saw your…»


			Sam stops too, to show some kind of respect.


			He would like to add that Matt for was more a friend than a customer, but it was neither the time nor the place to do that, so he just says:


			«The Sporty can still run many miles, it is in good state. Ah I forgot, my condolences, I am very sorry for the loss of your…»


			«Don’t worry, the fact is that for me and my mother he has been dead for more than twenty years! I have no idea on how to drive this “thing” and I would only risk doing some damages! But, I don’t know, I like it and… I don’t want to leave it here now and regret about it later. Hence, I have to think about it.»


			To drive this… thing?!


			«Miss Giulia, you certainly prefer the comfort of the four wheels, Don’t you?! Bikes mess up hair, when it rains they get wet. Have you taken those things into consideration?» adds Mr Bull with usual fake educated tone, while his temple pulse for the embarrassing loss of power and I deceive myself, even for only a couple of seconds, that he doesn’t want to leave me.


			«Could you keep it here a couple of more days? I would like to take a decision whilst calm and with a rationale mind» she asks Sam, excluding the big man from the conversation.


			«Of course, let me go and grab you a card — he says anyway — you can just let us know what you decide by phone».


			The noise of the heavy steps on the marble becomes more distant.


			Sam puts me back into my place, in front of the mechanics garage door.


			«I understand the affection value that you feel for this bike, Giulia.


			I lost a dear person too and there are still today objects that remind me of her, that I would not get rid of. Let’s do this, if you agree — dares Sam, I presume looking for a plausible excuse that will avoid problems with his uncle — let’ s meet in half an hour, after the roundabout there is a service area on the right. If you trust me I will take you on a short ride, just to understand if you could like the two wheels experience or not. We can just have another little chat about the bike».


			«Sure, I’ll be there…»
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