PROCESS:  HOW to RIDE a MOTORCYCLE
How to teach someone to ride a motorcycle.

How to teach.

How to flirt on the first date.
Gabby and Travis in Nicholas Sparks’ THE CHOICE
---------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
Surprising her, Travis slowed the bike before turning onto a partially hidden one-lane road perpendicular to the highway that stretched into the forest.  When he brought the bike to a halt, Gabby turned from side to side, puzzled.

“Why are we stopping?” she asked. “Is this the place you wanted to show me?”

Travis got off the bike and removed his helmet.  He shook his head.

“No, that’s back in Beaufort,” he said.  “I wanted to see if you’d like to try driving for a bit.”

“I’ve never driven a motorcycle.” Gabby crossed her arms, remaining on the bike.

“I know.  That’s why I asked.”

“I don’t think so,” she said, pushing up the helmet visor.
“C’mon, it’ll be fun.  I’ll be right behind you on the bike, and I’m not going to let you crash.  I’ll have my hands right next to yours, I’ll do all the shifting.  All you’ll have to do is steer until you get used to it.”

“But it’s illegal.”

“A technicality.  And besides, this is a private road.  It leads to my uncle’s place—a little way up, it turns into a dirt road, and he’s the only one who lives that way.  It’s where I learned to ride.”

She hesitated, torn between excitement and terror, amazed that she was actually considering it.

Travis raised his hands.  “Trust me—there aren’t any cars on the road, no one’s going to stop us, and I’ll be right there with you.”

“Is it hard?”

“No, but it takes some getting used to.”

“Like riding a bike?”

“As far as balance goes.  But don’t worry.  I’ll be right there, so nothing can go wrong.”  He smiled.  “You up for this?”

“Not really.  But—”

“Great!” he said.  “First things first. Slide forward, okay? On your right handlebar is the throttle and the front brake.  On the left is the clutch. The throttle governs your speed.  Got it?”

She nodded.

“Your right foot controls the back brake.  You use your left foot to shift gears.”

“Easy.”

“Really?”

“No. Just making you feel better about your teaching skills.”

She was beginning to sound like Stephanie, he thought.  “After that, the shifting is kind of like driving a manual car.  You let off the throttle, engage the clutch, shift, and then throttle up again. But I’m going to show you, okay?  But to do that, we’re kind of gong to be sandwiched together.  My arms and legs aren’t long enough to reach from the backseat.”

“A convenient excuse,” she said.

“Which just happens to be true.  You ready for this?”
“I’m scared out of my wits.”

“I’ll take that as a yes.  Now, scoot up a bit.”

She slid forward and Travis got on.  After putting on his helmet, he wedged up against her, reaching for the handlebars, and despite his warning, she felt something jump inside, a light shock that started in her stomach and radiated outward.

“Now just put your hands on top of mine,” he instructed.  “And do the same with your feet.  I just want you to fell what’s happening.  It’s kind of a rhythm thing, but once you get the hang of it, you’ll never forget.”

“Is this how you learned?”

“No.  My friend stood off to the side, yelling instructions.  My first time out, I squeezed the clutch instead of the brake and ended up crashing into a tree.  Which is why I want to be right here your first time out.”  He lifted the kickstand, engaged the clutch, and started the engine; as soon as it began to idle, she felt the same fluttery nerves she’d felt the moment before the parasail lifted her from the boat.  She put her hands on his, relishing the feel of him against her.”

“You ready?”

“As I’ll ever be.”

“Keep your hands light, okay?”

Travis turned the throttle and slowly eased out the clutch; in the instant, the motorcycle began to move, he lifted his foot from the ground.  Gabby allowed her foot to settle lightly on his.
They went slowly at first, Travis accelerating gradually, then easing off, accelerating again, and finally shifting to another gear before slowing to a stop.  Then they started over again, Travis carefully explaining what he was doing—using the brake or getting ready to shift and reminding her never to squeeze the front brake in panic or she’d go flying over the handlebars.  Little by little, as the process continued, Gabby got he hang of it. The choreographed movement of his hands and feet struck her as something akin to playing the piano, and after a few minutes, she could almost anticipate what he was going to do.  Even so, he continued to guide her until the movements felt almost second nature.
With that, he had them switch places; her hands and feet were now on the controls, with his atop hers, and they repeated the same process from the beginning.  It wasn’t as easy as he’d made it seem.  At times the motorcycle jerked or she squeezed the hand brake too hard, but he was patient and encouraging.  He never raised his voice, and she found herself recalling the way he’d been with the toddlers at the beach the day before.  There was, she admitted, more to Travis than she had initially realized.


Over the next fifteen minutes, as she continued to practice driving, his touch became even lighter, until he finally let go entirely. Though she wasn’t entirely comfortable, she began to accelerate faster and more smoothly, and braking came just as naturally.  For the first time, she felt the power and freedom the motorcycle offered.


“You’re doing fantastic,” Travis said.


“This is great!” she cried, feeling almost giddy.


“Are you ready to try riding solo?”

“You’re kidding.”


“Not at all.”


She debated only an instant.  “Yeah,” she said enthusiastically.  “I think I am.”
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