
Please don’t tell anybody
it’s because I built it wrong

Back on the road, with French 
sixth-form girls in hot pursuit

 As I spread
a rag and laid out
my spanners, I felt my 
bloke gene engorging, 
firming up nicely

“

“
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initial despondency at breaking down was 
soon assuaged as my underused bloke gene 
kicked in. I could open the toolbox and 
unwrap its carefully chosen items. As I 
spread a rag on the seat and laid out a 
couple of spanners, I swear I felt my bloke 
gene engorging, firming up nicely.

I began methodically, checking that the 
throttle cables were free-moving and the 
slides seating fully. With the Guzzi’s 
Dell’Orto carbs, you can hear the slides 
clunk on the bottom of the bodies, but
the left slide didn’t sound quite right.
A test-starting of the engine sent the tacho 
round the clock, so I knew I’d have to go 
deeper. On noticing that my office-puff 
hands were already distinctly grubby, my 
chest size increased by at least two inches.

This was a job for a screwdriver, no less. 
You see, the glory of the Guz is that yes, 

you might have to use a few tools, but 
things stay pretty simple. It’s spannering 
lite. It would have been better, I admit, had 
the slide spring not ker-boinged off and 
landed between the cylinders. Given that 
I’d just spent two hours hacking along the 
autoroute, retrieving it was a little like 
attempting to get a bit of eggshell out of
a pan of scalding fat with your fingers. But 
as the smell of scorched flesh filled the 
warm afternoon air I resisted wimpish 
cries of pain, feeling that my foundryman 
grandfather was looking on, a man who 
was no doubt splashed with white hot 
metal on more than one occasion and who 
used to grasp a cherry-red poker fresh from 
the fire as a party trick. Probably.

It turned out my hunch was right (bloke 
gene now very firm indeed). With the slide 
removed I saw a big wodge of metal gauze 

at the bottom of the chamber, which had 
started life as part of a much bigger sheet 
covering the gaping airbox inlet. If the 
bloody chancer who’d built the bike had 
done his job properly, this would never 
have happened (bloke gene shrinks a bit).

With the gauze shifted, the bike ran fine 
and my sense of satisfaction at having 
overcome a problem – at the side of a 
foreign road – was immense. At this point, 
hands grimy and scarred and that lovely 
smell of oil filling the air, you’d think my 
bloke gene would be fit-to-burst, tight as
a drum. So did I. But then, just as I was 
wiping my limbs on a rag in the way only
a very blokey bloke can, a minibus full of 
French sixth-form girls pulled into the 
hotel car park to witness this scene of man 
and motorcycle in perfect harmony.
My bloke gene? Rock. Bloody. Solid. ■
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