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The title story of this book is a story of a downhill bike trip through San Diego with no brakes.
Steve uses humor, irony, and everyday events (and several that aren't everyday events at all) to
resonate with readers about this crazy journey called life. If you enjoyed the stories from Steve's
first two books, you'll laugh and nod along again in book three. Stories are taken from Steve's
childhood as an evangelical fundamentalist, his 40 years as an educator, and his retirement.

About the AuthorJENNIFER CLARK is the author of three full-length poetry collections, most
recently, A Beginner's Guide to Heaven (Unsolicited Press). She is also the co-editor of the
anthology, Immigration & Justice For Our Neighbors (Celery City Books) and editor of Michigan
Roots, a Poetry Society of Michigan anthology. She's authored a children's book on college
awareness, What Do You See In Room 21 C? (Celery City Books), and her poems, essays, and
fiction have appeared in numerous literary journals, magazines, and anthologies. She lives in
Kalamazoo, Michigan. Her website is jenniferclarkkzoo.com. --This text refers to the paperback
edition.
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DedicationI dedicate this book to the artist and poet in each of us. As Richard Rohr says,“I’ve
always loved beauty and art. When I was on the road and I would have an afternoon off after a
conference, I would almost always go to the local art museum. It was a contemplative practice
and something I could do by myself. I think artists are often the first to rely on intuition. Artists do
not insist on full understanding before they write a piece of music or start painting. They trust the
unconscious, and that’s what engineers and scientists aren’t primarily trained to do. They only
proceed by evidence. I’m grateful that my doctors proceed with logic, evidence, and reason; yet
in my experience, it is the artist, like the mystic, who intuits Reality first.”Introduction:Here I go
again. I just can’t stop writing. I enjoy it and love the way I have been able to connect with so
many past and new friends.I feel a little bit like Larry David when he wrote “Seinfeld.” I can never
decide on a theme for my books. It’s kind of a book about nothing. I write about everyday
situations that we all experience and about the irony, humor, and lessons I learn from all these
random experiences. I hope the stories resonate with you.For those of you who thought, “Isn’t he
about out of stories,” you were dead wrong! It makes me happy that people are laughing and
enjoying my writing. It keeps me going.We all find ourselves biking down steep hills now and
again in our lives, and sometimes with no brakes. How we manage those times will either make
or break us. Something in my life always feels out of my control. That’s when I need to hang on
and work to control the things I can.As the saying goes, “If everything in your life is under your
control, you must have overlooked something.”It is exhausting trying to control everything and
sometimes I just have to enjoy the ride and be ready to leap off the bike seconds before I crash!
I hope you enjoy the book and your lifelong bike ride. Be ready to leap or crash!Chapter 1:
Biking downhill with no brakesNever attend a four-day educational conference with people who
are younger and/or in much better shape than you. I repeat, NEVER attend a four-day
educational conference with younger or healthier people. You would think I would have known
better by about age 60, but as I mentioned in my memoir, resisting peer pressure isn’t a strong
suit for me.We were in San Diego spending your hard-earned tax dollars at a conference about
something I can no longer remember. One of the guys there was this great guy named Kevin. (I
am using his real name because he still owes me big for talking me into several stupid
things.)Kevin was hilarious and had some remarkable stories from his time in the Army. He was
also an easygoing guy who never got too worked up about anything.The cheapo motel we were
staying at (as all good educators do) had bikes you could use for free. What a bargain! They
were rusty and they only had one speed, like the bikes I rode as a kid about 60 years ago. Kevin
thought it would be fun to take these bikes on a scenic ride of San Diego. All we had to do was
ride them up over this hill that didn’t look that big on the map and then we could gently coast
downhill to the beach and ride along a flat beach trail home. I tried to talk him out of it, but peer
pressure (“What’s the matter, old man?”) prevailed once again and we set out.The hill that
looked so small on the map didn’t seem that small on a one-speed rusty bike. I think it took me



an hour of excruciating pain to get up the hill. It took Kevin about 10-15 minutes. He would take
off and be out of sight within a minute or two.About 15 minutes later I would see him laying on
someone’s lawn with his hands behind his head, patiently waiting for me to catch up. I could
barely wait to slog up and crash my body onto the lawn beside him. Every muscle was
aching.However, every time he saw me, he yelled, “Finally,” jumped back on his bike and started
off again. He got to rest about 12 of every 15 minutes while I got no rest at all!We finally made it
to the top of the hill. It was all worth it. A beautiful view of the ocean and an impressive downhill
ride a mile or two to the beach. It was through a neighborhood of homes that looked like they
were built in the fifties, much like my childhood home. We started side by side coasting down the
hill, enjoying the view and in no hurry. Every other street had a stop sign. The stop signs were
designed so you only had to stop at every other intersection. The cars going sideways along the
hill did the same thing. We put on the brakes about 20 feet from the first stop sign, and …they
didn’t work! Panic started rising in my chest, as we still had a mile or two to go and we were
rapidly picking up speed. Before every intersection I mentally selected the best yard and/or
hedge to crash into if a car was coming the other way. This was possibly the most terrifying 10-
minutes of my life as we continued to gain speed.Luckily, I had practiced leaping off a bike at
high speeds for several years in my mid-30s, but that was 20 years earlier! Would I still have the
skills needed to leap off a bike at a high speed, let the bike crash into the hedge, while I rolled
gracefully to a stop. Would it really come right back to me “just like riding a bike?”I had bought a
bashed-up bike at a yard sale, fully intending to add brakes, but didn’t ever get around to it. We
lived on a pretty steep hill, so I often walked it down, but at least once every month or two I flew
down the hill and leapt off in the front yard while letting the bike crash into whatever it found. It
was fun and I especially enjoyed doing this if the neighbors across the street were in the yard.
My nephew loved doing this and one time exclaimed, “A bike with no brakes. What a cool
uncle!”Anyways, I digress. We made it to the bottom, stopped and laughed for a few minutes
before starting down the beach trail. It was beautiful and, more importantly, flat. We got to the
end of the beach and much to my chagrin, the only way out was up another long steep hill. How
did that even happen? I thought it would be flat again all the way back to the hotel once we
reached the beach. What knucklehead city planner put another hill so close to the previous hill
we just climbed! This reminded me of the story of walking uphill both ways to school and
back.There was no road here, just a hiking trail. Kevin rode right up with no problem, but this
time I walked the bike all the way up. I was tired enough that even peer pressure couldn’t impact
me. When we made it up, we were exposed to another breathtaking view of the sunset over the
beach.Now we had to hurry though, as it was getting dark. We headed for the road and again
were exposed to a steep hill going down. This time it was in an area with stoplights though. Aye,
aye, aye. I decided I was going to walk down this time, but Kevin timed it with the lights and flew
down in just a few minutes, so I decided to try the same thing. I just had to get the timing right. I
scouted out the best places to crash into yards and shrubs, waited for the light and took off. This
was the second most terrifying yet exhilarating two or three minutes of my life. This was a much



shorter, but steeper hill, so I knew if I would live or die more quickly at least. I didn’t have to wait
long to find out that I had lived!We made it back alive and had a remarkable story to tell, but I
honestly don’t recommend riding bikes in major metropolitan areas without brakes. Also, don’t
try the free bikes if you are staying at a budget motel. There is a reason they are free!My friend,
Doug, is a naval navigator. After reading my story, he told me that they always chose emergency
landing places before they leave on a flight. They knew where they were going to land in an
emergency situation preflight and didn’t have to plan it as they zoomed by in a plane at 400 mph.
He also said they always had preflight checks and would have known if they had no brakes (or
whatever the equivalent of brakes is on a plane). Thanks a lot, Doug. You made me feel even
worse.Another friend said that this could only have happened to me. No other 60-year-old
educator would be that dumb. They would be back at the hotel lobby having a drink. Regardless,
that’s not the point you two!Driving over the pass a couple of years ago, I noticed a runaway
truck ramp and got to thinking. I’m sure many people I worked with felt like I could have used one
of those on occasion. Sometimes we all need a similar off ramp in our lives. I sure wish there had
been a ramp like that on our bikes that day. In life, sometimes our brakes give out and we just
need to stop and rest until our brakes are repaired.The bike story became a metaphor for my
work as a school principal and my life overall. I always thought I was under control, right until the
moment I wasn’t. Leaping off and throwing the metaphorical bike aside was seldom the best
strategy but came in handy a few times. A preflight plan would have helped! We all need to
recognize when to toss stuff aside and start over, whether it’s a bad habit or the wrong career, or
…Usually though, it works out much better to take the truck ramp and just slow down for a while.
It’s also important to take the time and make the effort to fix your brakes now and again.
Meditation and long walks have helped me recently. I’m trying to learn to live in equanimity. Much
like George’s dad in Seinfeld when he shouted, “Serenity now!,” I try to think “equanimity now”
multiple times a day.Life has turned out to be a lot tougher than I thought it would be when I was
a kid. I’m thankful that I usually had brakes, and that when they wore out, I usually had the sense
to turn off the road and fix ‘em before continuing on. I’m also thankful for all of the practice I had
falling and rolling in my life. It’s an important skill which I will extrapolate on further in the next
chapter.Chapter 2: Learn to fallI was riding my bike over a wooden footbridge that went over a
small wetland area on a trail the other day. The sun poked through the trees directly into my eyes
for a few seconds. I couldn’t see much and ended up going off the end of the bridge. It was only
a couple of feet high but surprised me. I instinctively slammed on the brakes and went flying over
the front of the bike like a stunt rider.I was shocked at how hard I fell. I slammed into the ground
like I had been sacked by Bobby Wagner. The top of my stomach landed directly on the
handlebars while my chest hit the ground with full impact. Luckily, my chin and head didn’t hit the
ground as my hands and arms were straight out in front of me. It was like a perfect bellyflop in a
pool or a gymnastics stunt if gymnasts ever tried to dive and land perfectly straight and extended
on gravel. Now that I think about it, I don’t think there is an event for that in the Olympics.Two
high school kids were in the area and asked if I was okay. I wasn’t sure. I couldn’t believe that I



could fall that hard at age 65 and not break something. I was afraid to move. After about ten
seconds of silence, I shakily replied, “I think so, but I’m not sure.”That seemed to satisfy the boys’
need to be empathetic and they immediately left. Thanks a lot, guys. I said, “I’m not sure, not I’m
just dandy here, so why don’t you two go ahead and leave so you can get back to your stupid
video games.” Typical males, I guess. Had it been two females they would have run over and
refused to leave until they knew I was ok. They would have called 911 or Laketa even if I didn’t
want them to.I finally got to my feet and seemed ok. I was pleased that I fell completely flat. If I
had been twisted around, I’m quite sure I would have sprained or broken something. It was an
almost perfect fall! I gave myself a 9.7 on my landing and wished someone could have
videotaped it for YouTube. I’m certain I could have won a contest if a dozen of us had been asked
to do this on purpose for a reality tv show. I’m also reasonably certain that I would be dumb
enough to try it again if it were for a contest or a show.I got back on and finished my bike ride, as
I have been taught if I was bucked off a horse to get back on. We probably need to update that
saying to something like, “If you get bucked off a horse, get back on unless you are seriously
hurt, 65 years old, or unsure if your head is ok. In that case, wait a little while before you get back
on.” That doesn’t sound as pithy though and I bet it will never catch on.I had a lot of practice
falling when water skiing and snow skiing. I was a beginning to intermediate snow skier, but
actually a rather good water skier. The friend who taught me how to water ski made certain I
knew how to relax and roll when I took a tumble. They say a good water skier is going about
twice the speed of the boat if they are able to hold a sharp cut, so I tumbled across the water at
over 60 mph every time I skied, which was about 10-15 times a week for the five years when we
lived by the Columbia River. It hurt like mad at first as I tumbled and bumbled crazily to a stop,
but I got really good at relaxing and rolling. It didn’t hurt at all after the first week or two.I’ve
started to lose my balance more often playing pickleball and tennis as I aged. Once I can tell I’m
losing it, I don’t even try to fight it. Fighting it leads to crazy angles and getting hurt when you fall.
I let myself just fall into a roll and crash pretty hard, but at the right angles. My competitors are
often terrified and come running over. Most of the time we old people don’t chase down the hard
shots, but every once in a while, I get excited and forget and chase one down! I’m like the
proverbial dog who actually caught the car. So far, knock on wood, I haven’t broken or sprained
anything the dozen or so times I’ve fallen pretty hard this year. Relaxing and rolling has worked
to date.I’m actually an exceptionally good faller. If required to list my three greatest strengths,
falling would be on the list. I practice all the time (not on purpose, of course) and it totally cracks
Laketa up. She loves slapstick humor and I get a kick out of watching her laugh at the falling
scenes in movies. I usually enjoy it a little less when she laughs when I fall. She always wonders
how I can be so coordinated playing tennis and pickleball but can’t walk to the mailbox or dance
to save my life. It’s a mystery to me, also. Something to do with an Irish father and white male
rhythm I suppose.Cruz loves watching me pretend to slip on a banana and fall, too. He wants me
to “do it again” about 20 times, so I get even more practice. That’s probably how I’ll end up at the
ER.I practiced a lot as a school principal, also. The kids loved my slapstick humor and stumbling



bumbling routine. I was like a young Chevy Chase on Saturday Night Live. I even skateboarded
off a 4-foot-high stage once and rolled smoothly into the wall. The parents attending assemblies
were often a little worried, not only about me, but that their kids might do the same stupid things.
I alleviated that problem by telling the kids not to try this at home. I’m sure that was equally
effective as all the times I told them not to run in the halls.One of my previous books (I’m too lazy
to look. If you need that information, purchase both of my books and look it up yourself.) tells the
story of the day I snuck out early from my central office job and tumbled loudly down the back
stairs. For the whole story, purchase both books to be certain you got the right one. Now on sale!
The abridged version is… I was giddily sneaking quietly down the back stairs at 2:00 on a sunny
Friday afternoon when I realized I was going to fall. I wisely leaped about 5-6 steps to the
landing, rather than falling clumsily, and my laptop flew over my head. It was SO LOUD that
about 30 people came running, including the superintendent. I was a little dazed but
uninjured.Everyone was so worried about me that they wouldn’t let me get up and my
superintendent sat right with me for about 15 of the most uncomfortable minutes of my life.
Where was I going with my laptop at 2:00? Hmm… My secretary vacillated between being
worried about me and thinking it was the funniest thing she had ever seen in her life for me to be
caught sneaking out early in such a manner. Eventually the humor won out in her devious little
mind.Anyways, short story long, I managed to avoid injury. It made one of my co-workers mad
because she had broken her foot on those stairs with a much shorter and quieter fall. Thanks for
the support, Bethany.Falling is a skill that we are just not spending enough time on in school. It’s
a lifelong skill, especially as a grandparent. Also, kids aren’t learning how to fail. Many parents
are so fearful and risk averse that their kids may miss out on a lot of learning because of fear.
Many kids are hesitant to try something again if they don’t succeed the first time.I witnessed this
first-hand as a principal when young kids gave up on learning at the first sign of difficulty. A little
more persistence would have helped them learn the concept and move on to the next step. In
their defense, kids who have experienced adverse childhood experiences have had enough
failure in their young lives. It’s a lot harder for kids to keep getting on a horse that randomly
bucks them off all the time with no warning.I’m going to write a course proposal entitled
“Learning How to Fall” and see if the local school district will let me teach it to high school kids. It
can be a combination of learning the psychology of resilience and practicing falling from different
heights and locations (bicycles, skateboards, stairs, etc.). It might become a required course
nationwide and I’ll become an overnight sensation! However, the district may have to pay higher
liability insurance premiums.PS: I’m terrified to publish this, as I’m fairly certain it will jinx me to
get a significant injury on my next fall. Please visit me in the hospital.Chapter 3: Broken
BoatsPhoto by Steve Morse 2021As a kid, I never wanted to pause my vacation for a photo.
Who has time for that! I was having too much fun and Dad was so slow. His movements seemed
sloth-like during photo shoots. We five kids were groaning and yelling “Hurry up!” It was usually
hot as heck to add even more pain to the situation. Standing at the Grand Canyon in 100+
degree heat for several minutes while Dad fiddled with the camera felt like a week. Mom was



usually annoyed with him and yelling not particularly helpful or encouraging things, also.As an
adult, I rarely snapped a photo, especially on vacation. For one reason, I’m quite lazy. Secondly,
I’m always having fun and much too busy doing vacation stuff, even if busy is taking a nap by the
pool. Third, I never go back and look at photos, so why take a bunch? Finally, I try to live in the
moment on vacation and it’s the one time I’m pretty successful. Thank God for Laketa. We
wouldn’t have any photos without her. (Actually, if you have read any of my books you know I
need to thank God for Laketa for a lot of reasons. I can be a bit of a knucklehead. She also
taught me empathy, patience, and how to actually show love, not just assume everyone
knows.)Recently though, I began taking photos every day. I joined a local social media group
that shares photos of our area. I’m thoroughly enjoying it. It’s a form of meditation for me. It helps
me slow down and notice the beauty right here in Birch Bay. All the photos from our group are
local. Pausing to take photos reminds me be thankful and aware of my surroundings. During the
pandemic, I found so much beauty within a few miles of home without having to take a plane.I
saw an old broken wooden boat stranded on the sand the other day and snapped a photo. The
broken boat was interesting and had a lot of character. As we continued our walk, I noticed a
couple of other broken boats in yards. I had never noticed them before. This really hit me. How
many broken people do I walk by and never notice?I like broken people the best. I have several
friends who have been through AA or other recovery programs, and they are so damn honest
and vulnerable. They recognize they are broken and need help from others and a higher power.
They also have a high capacity to show love, acceptance, and empathy to others.We’re all
broken. Those of us who haven’t been through a formal program just don’t see it as clearly.
When I take the time to reflect, listen, and examine myself, I see my own brokenness. The more
vulnerable and transparent I can become, the more I can empathize with, listen to, and love
others. I always found myself drawn to the kids at school who appeared the most broken.Usually,
these kids also had remarkable strengths. Many of our most broken kids at the elementary
school level were especially kind and loving to their younger siblings. They knew their home was
a mess and did everything they could to protect and love their younger siblings. It was touching
to watch, even though I felt sadness that they already had so much parental responsibility. Many
woke up their younger siblings for school and even cooked for them.Other students quickly
learned not to mess with their younger siblings, and we had to coach them in appropriate ways
to help. For example, “Don’t punch everyone who you think ‘might have’ looked at your brother
meanly or made a ‘your mama’ joke.” (They were also very protective of their moms, even when
the moms were a mess. They defended them to CPS and teachers.)We often assigned our
broken kids to a kindergarten classroom to help. The teacher had to monitor closely to ensure
the kinders were safe and not hearing the “f” word. However, I don’t remember a student every
failing at this job. They were proud to help and to be of value to our community. They also loved
the positive attention from the little ones.I never worried too much that these kids missed an hour
of class to tutor or help kindergarten kids. For one thing, most of them were off task about 90%
of the time in class, so they actually only missed about five minutes of instruction. It also gave



their teacher and classroom peers a little break every day.Interestingly, they also developed
skills that they missed as younger children. Many didn’t have much opportunity for developing
social skills when they were younger and often their “tutoring” was actually just playing alongside
the kindergarten kids during center time. This gave them the opportunity to gain experiences
they missed when they were little. It was touching to watch them playing side by side. It helped
us realize the skills they were missing in basic getting along. It was so awesome to see their
pride at being an assistant teacher every day! They never wanted to miss this time, but we didn’t
use it as a carrot or something they had to earn. It was their job, and they did it every day,
unconditionally, even if they were having a difficult day in their classroom. I saw a boat at a
playground recently. Kids were climbing all over it and it reminded me of how our kindergarten
kids climbed all over our fifth-grade broken boat kids and loved them for an hour every day. They
may not have been sailing in the deep water, but they had a purpose and value, just like the boat
on the playground.Thank goodness for the gift of time and for the people that loved them. It truly
takes a village and change doesn’t happen quickly or easily for kids who have experienced
adverse childhood experiences. Nonetheless, many of these kids grew up to be decent parents
and solid community members! They may always have to work harder at life than most of us, but
they’re surviving and even thriving in some areas of life. May God help them. And in my
experience, the way God helps them is through other people, including you and me.Many
parents warn their children to avoid broken kids. To some degree, we watched who our kids
hung out with, but we were also happy to see them interacting with broken kids. While I
understand that kids have poor judgment and are susceptible to peer pressure, I didn’t want to
teach my kids to avoid the “outwardly broken” people in their lives or in society. I remember one
kid who had a tough home life who was one of the sweetest people and is still a good friend to
my child.
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denisa anderson, “The author is very relatable and funny. Steve Morse’s books move along as
quickly as having a real conversation with him. Small, readable and relatable tidbits of his
reflections are thought provoking, engaging and always funny. This third book is a sharing of his
inner most self that leaves you wanting to go for a walk with this guy or to call him out in a
meeting to get him in trouble! Ha enjoy the read.”
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