CHENGA ROAD TRIP STORY

By Brooks Reynolds
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I knew Derek was planning on going down to Chenga for a long time and was pretty jealous but it kept getting pushed back. Then on the Thursday before the road trip happened I was talking to Derek in gym class and he thought that I might be able to go too and it was for sure going to happen. That pumped me up quite a bit and we couldn’t stop making plans through all of math class. I went home and that night I got everything ready. I got all my american money, new deodorant, junk food…. EVERYTHING. Later that night I found out that I we weren’t leaving until Saturday morning. So another painful day of school went by with me just drooling about Chenga. Time slowly ticked by that night and I probably got about 20 minutes of sleep but I didn’t care. Then finally the day came. I woke up, got ready in a hurry and went over to Derek’s. We spent our time getting ready, putting the bike rack on Berger’s car and loading up with all of our bags, all while Paul Berger spent his time sleeping. After an hour or so of killing time at Derek’s house we were ready to leave. So we all got in the car loaded up on some car tunes and went to Matt Szleg’s house. MORE WAITING! Oh great. So we killed some time at Mat’s house and avoided his lunatic dog. This dog is seriously nuts. He pushed me down half a flight of stairs, chased me through Szleg’s basement until I gave up and let him have his way. Then Jeremy (a.k.a. Steam Vac) came over and we went to get Ryan Fraser. We settled down and listened to some more of our car trip CD. A lot of the same thing happened for the next 6 hours. It would have only been 4 or maybe 5 but we had to drive the long way to pick up Nate Morashan in Detroit. Along the way some of the highlights were, using my camera’s detachable flash to surprise some american driver’s, stopping at the Flying J in St. Thomas and trying to sing along to random songs on our CD (including dancing of course). So I guess at 6:30 we finally arrived at Chenga barely though. When we stopped at a toll booth, Matt’s Van pulled ahead into a sea of cars and if it wasn’t for Derek’s only good navigational piece of advice we would have missed the off ramp. So anyway we got to Chenga and still had plenty of time to ride. It was a good session, everyone road really good and fun was had by all. We’re even allowed to stay for a private session and a pretty good looking jersey barrier type spine/sub box thing was installed. It was an incredible time. Then the lights were turned off and it was time to find a motel. No problem, right? I mean Derek had a list of all the closest motels and we were told that the Econolodge wasn’t far at all. We [image: image3.png]


turned out of Chenga’s parking lot with no clue where we were going. Berger was convinced he could find one without any help and Derek was convinced that he knew exactly where it was, even though he had never been anywhere near Chenga before. So after about an hour and a half of searching Derek decided to look at his sheet again, “Oh the Ecnolodge isn’t on ridgeville, it’s on Griswald!” I though Berger was going to shoot someone by then. He was already getting pissed at my forgetting to kick the snow off my feet and when getting into his car and breaking his hula dancer in half but something still convinced him to find the motel with out help. So after about another 20 minutes of searching for the Ecnolodge, he gave in and asked the lady (that looked like a man, so maybe it was a man that looked like a lady) at Sunoco. We’re saved, right? Nope. After finding the Ecnolodge, checking in and a short talk with the guy at the cash (I’m convinced his name is Raoul). We found out that Berger needed to be 21 not 20 to check in and that we couldn’t stay there. He actually was very nice and drew us a map to cross the street and stay at the very dirty Camelot Inn. Almost 2am now [image: image4.jpg]


we check in, watch the days footy on Derek’s camera and fall asleep (Berger on a bed, Derek on a bed, Brooks on the floor). The next morning we all got up feeling super refreshed, did some jumping on the bed, cleaned off the car, loaded everything up and got on our way to Top’s for milk, cereal and baby carrots. Then to wendy’s to eat my cereal and Derek and Berger got fries and a meal. We stuck around some at wendy’s, farting. Then went to Chenga to buy some shirts and stuff and see if we could get in for the youth session. We got there bought all of our stuff, talked to the guy working at the time, Anthony (he was super cool) and went to start riding. So we started riding, having a good time and being shown up by all the 12-year-olds kids who can flow amazingly. Then we decide to get the camera out and start filming some more. Derek did some good X-Ups and then started doing this transfer I did the last time I was there. After he did it a few times and we got it on film, I started doing it with him filming. I did it a couple times but I knew I could do it better. So I went for it again and did it alright but as I was riding back to the other side I noticed that my left pedal felt weird. I was horrified to find out that it was stripped. Stupid Primo cranks. Well after I felt completely hopeless, I went in to the shop to see if I could work something out. Well they were all out of crank arms but the super cool guy Anthony working gave me one of his own. I owe him; he gave it to me for FREE. So anyway, I put that one and made it work then back to riding. Then not even half an hour later, I look down at my pedal again and the same thing happened to my new arm. By then I was getting in to some bike throwing. I’m really desperate by this point. My canadian debit card wouldn’t work in the states and they have 1 pair of brand new profile cranks on sale for $90 american. I managed to pool some money together and buy them. Next step [image: image5.png]


installing them. I’ve never installed cranks before so I had no clue what to do. Luckily some really cool biker’s dad helped me out and installed them ‘with’ me (he did 95% of the work). So then I’m back to riding and just in time for an awesome session too. Everyone was riding the ¼ to banked wall and going nuts. Matt did some awesome stuff; wallride to 540 better than Ruben, feeble to rodeo on a skinny ledge, alley-oop wall smith and an incredible alley-oop to really transfer. It was insane. Everyone else was doing crazy things too. Look to Derek’s movie Dilly for all the footage. After that session everyone was really happy and the rest of the ride was just a super good time. More good stuff was pulled by again wait to see Derek’s movie to see it all. As the session was just in it’s final hours and Ryan was blasting. It was announced that Carlyle (who came down with Josh Lichti and another guy) had left is bike in the parking lot and was already on his way home, funny stuff. Who forgets their bike of all things? Well at least he remembered his front wheel. So the session came to a close and we wrapped our bikes in garbage bags, said our good byes and headed home. With barely enough money to get home and me being ripped off by american debit machines. I should learn to carry money with me instead of always being so dependent on those lousy things. Oh well. I guess that’s about it. We drove home. Sometimes on empty, stopped at good old Tim Horton’s for some chocolate milk and then kept going. I fell asleep somewhere along the way and had a hard time getting all my crap in my house at 4 in the morning but who cares about that right. Anyway, I guess that was about it for the trip. I’m sure I forgot quite a bit but this should have given you an idea about the trip.
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