K
C-Dank

Essay 1

Writing B

Wilson

One time in my life. This one time in my life I had a bike. This bike was the coolest thing ever. It had chrome wheels and chrome bars. I had just learned to ride a bike and got this particular bike for my birthday from my grandfather. He said it cost him a fortune but I knew it came from wal-mart. Even though it was cheap it lasted me forever. I went every where on that thing. It was my baby. I did huge jumps on it, crazy tricks it could do any thing.


One day it had a missing spoke which I did not know of. I decided to take a big jump and when I had landed my front rim tacoed and I smashed my face in the dirt and racked my balls on my bike frame. I was in a tremendous amount of pain but I didn’t care because I knew my dad would buy me a new one.


Now this new bike took some time to get the feel of, but when I got the feel of the smooth ride I was back to doing the same thing I always did. Taking big jumps and pushing my skills to the limit of hurting myself was an every day thing.


Now a days I have given up bike riding because I have seemed to mess my body up so much, I now have a fear of crashing and burning. This is something I used to love to do. I most likely will build up the courage to do it again but that will take some time.
