Mountain Biking to the hereafter & back by Roger Curley (Hipnautical.com)

Here’s one for the books; about 15 to 20 years ago I was mountain biking up at Sycamore Canyon, it’s on the coast about 15 miles north of Malibu.  I had ridden quite a ways in & thought it would be neat to take this little single track out to the Pacific Coast Highway rather than all the way back the way I came.  It was a really cool little trail that went through the rolling hills, up into some tall craggily mountains & then back down to sea level at PCH.  The ride out was going great, I was descending out of the tall mountains on a trail that was about handle bar wide, on one side was the mountain side going nearly straight up & on the other side was a shear cliff going nearly straight down; when this little voice in my head said, “this would be a great time to get off & walk”, which did make sense to me since the trail was getting narrower & the drop off over the cliff getting steeper.  So I immediately began to look for a convenient place to stop & get off the bike, which was a challenge since the trail was so narrow there was not enough room to even dismount.  This whole thought process took less than a fleeting moment to occur & before I could safely stop, my front wheel hits an embedded rock that instantly skips me over the edge.  So picture this, I’m flying over the edge & trying to dive back to the trail, but of course there was nothing to push off of & I of course began to fall with a cart wheel motion generated by attempting to dive back to the trail in mid air.  I fell about 15 feet down & hit a big flat rock that was angled nearly straight down, seeing that rock I braced for impact & did my best tuck & roll body slam & bounced off that big rock, spun around in the other direction, fell another 10 feet hit another similar rock, bounced about 5 feet down & begun to tumble down the side of the mountain at a steeper than 45 degree angle.  Just like on the cartoons there appeared a tiny tree right on the edge of a 500-foot straight down drop off.  This was happening in real slow motion, slow enough for me to think about conjuring up a game plan of bracing for the first impact, knowing I’d have to tuck & roll very hard, bracing for the impact of the second rock & noticing almost every wild flower, bush & piece of gravel I’d later be pulling out of my hide.  I had so much time that I experience what they call a life review; somehow my whole life flashed before my eyes in the greatest detail you could imagine.  I saw myself as a young boy in school, in sports, off to college, moving out on my own.  It was like I had the time to cherish the good times, admire my accomplishments, critique my failures & even come up with some cool ideas how to make the most of my life…very strange indeed!  I also saw that tiny little tree coming up fast as I was tumbling around & around & …I reached out & grabbed that little tree like my life depended on it…cause it did depend on it & then grabbed my bike as it flew by & then that was it.   I don’t know how long I was unconscious, it could have been minutes or it could have been just under an hour but I seemed like I was dead.  I could not see anything, I was not breathing & felt absolutely no pain…I must be dead!  What an idiot!  I was pretty mad at myself; “this is how you end it all?!  On a little pleasure ride in the mountains!?!#$%^*” I had big plans for this life!  I plan on ending world hunger!  I planned on creating world peace!…or at least be a rock star…Oh well, now what do I do now that I’m dead; I’ve heard that an angel should show up & take me to some sort of light at the end of a tunnel…Ok!  Bring it on…& I waited & waited.  I was getting impatient, this can’t be heaven, heaven should be like eternal bliss, I’m getting impatient & that’s not how heaven should be!  Maybe this isn’t heaven…oh noooooooooo!  Slowly I felt the need to breathe, this ain’t heaven, and I need to breathe.  It took all my will to force my lungs to pull in a breath.  Croke, wheeze, gag, cough; finally I’m breathing but I still can’t see & I’m too afraid to try to move, fearing that I could be paralyzed since I was not feeling anything.  It took awhile to get the courage up to attempt to wiggle my left foot…ok that one works, now the right foot, ok that works.  When I moved my right leg, oh boy that hurts but I’m alive.  In a few more minutes my vision returned & I looked around; damn I’m on the edge of a straight drop off, way down!  Looking up I saw that I had fallen about 50 feet down the cliff.  It took about 45 minutes to climb out of there; I’d climb 10 feet up slide 8 feet back down, climb 8 feet up & slide 10 feet down but I made it!  

   I was really bruised & scrapped up but nothing was broken.  The next day I was involved in an aerobics competition!  I had entered this event weeks ago & the day after the fall was the finals.  I made it through the first two rounds, got my free tee shirt then dropped out, ouch!  

Oh to be young again:-)    

