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the first few turns, heavy on the brakes, back tire skidding
as I turn my handlebars. My eyes focus on every rock and
twig. My body stiffens as I pass each obstacle; I hope to god
I miss them. I see another rock up ahead. The little rascal
sits in the middle of the trail. My eyes hang on the rock, and
as though my staring at it burns an invisible path towards
it, my front tire makes a beeline for the sharp grey thing.
My bike stops dead as I hit it. My stomach lurches into the
handlebars and my body flips and I go heels over helmet.
My elbows hit the ground and are skinned through my pad-
ding. I slide along the dirt and my shoe rips off. Coming to
arest, I lay in a cloud of dust and take off my elbow pads.

I am upset and bloody. I pound my fist on the ground in
protest. I don’t want to do this. But Matt picks me up and
convinces me to keep going. Lucky for him, he’s cute.

COME ON NIK, they’re waiting for us at the bot-
tom,” he says. I scramble through the hotel room, searching
for proper attire. Skate shoes, riding shorts, and my new
Specialized long sleeve. Perfect.

I grab my bag of gear. My shin pads are snug; the straps
are soft and stretchy. My helmet lifts my cheeks with its
padding; my face looks young and chubby. My pads run
from my elbows down to my wrists making my forearms
cushioned and tough. Invincibility creeps up and nips at
my ankles.

He holds the door open for me as I grab my bike. I
push it through the door, avoiding the jaws of my pedal.
Once outside the hotel, a smile cracks my cheeks and the
sun beats down on my shoulders. It’s crowded; the streets
are littered with rubber wheels spinning on bike frames.
Excitement jumps out in the voices of people as they pass
us by. There must be 200 or more, helmets in hand. I feel
speed store up in my step.

I sit on my seat and roll over to our friends. I dish out
a row of high-fives and add a laugh when they say I look
tough. The people ahead push their bikes in a row, tires
bumping along the bricks. The metal railings show the way,
leading the locomotion of spokes. We get to the front where
a young man with an accent scans our tickets. Mine dances
from my cargo pocket.

I watch as the chairlift spins around. I load my bike on
the rack and let the seat come up behind and hit my knees
without looking. I sit on the edge, peering over my lap,
watching riders pin it down the hill.

The chair ride seems endless. The sight of the terminal
up ahead buys a shot of adrenaline. I put on my helmet
before stepping off. I grab my bike and turn right.

“I'm feeling blue today,” I holler.

The trail is skinny. Singletrack, my new-found favourite.
The trees skim by inches from my bars, but I keep pedalling
and pumping through the bumps.

A curve approaches. I move my weight forward so that
my helmet leads the way. Chest over the bars, I let off the
brakes and lean. The bike tips along with me, sucking up
the cruelty of the trail and gripping the dirt with rubber
fingers. I feel my soles sink into the pedals, inertia tossing
my weight down and through the berm; my bike is rum-
bling, soaring and laughing. I laugh along with it.

The jumps line up in a musical song. My grounded
tires sing loudly over the roots and rocks and scream when
they see the jump coming. And as though my wheels are
frightened, or maybe just awed, the rubber is silenced as
they leave familiarity, the dirt torn away from them now.
They touch back down and are yelling again, zippy voices
chattering a tune.

I feel a fire in my legs and pull off to one side. My brakes
wail a familiar bar. Matt pulls up behind, beaming a smile
and serving a high-five. I swat at his gloved fingers, a proud
and palmy snap. I feel polished and proven.

An indestructible wave rises up but is bitten away. My
pedal swings back around and sinks into my calf. The sting
pulls me back to mortality and weighs my head down.

My pedal bite crimson and sore, but I shake the sting out.
Another notch on my leg-post. I put my foot back on the
pedal and keep riding.

Nicole Sorenson is a 22-year-old university math student and
part-time rock star from Kamloops, British Columbia. She got
a late start mountain biking, but is trying to catch up every
chance she can.
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