Jack Rabbit

Terrifying. Thrilling. Exhilarating. Electrifying. You name it. You run the gamut of emotions if you ride the Kennywood Park roller coasters.

The Lucy Coston Embroidery Club, a social lady’s group that my maternal grandma belonged to, had sponsored a community trip to Kennywood, an amusement park near Pittsburg, Pennsylvania. A student in junior high at the time or middle school as it is known nowadays, was my first trip away from home. It was a sauna like day and the gentle sway of breezes was much appreciated. The adrenaline was pumping big time as families loaded large laundry wicker baskets with fried chicken, ham, tuna sandwiches, hot dogs, hamburgers, coleslaw, potato salad, pastry of all kinds and drink into the bay of the Greyhound busses. Finally, we were ready to roll. The trip must have taken 3 or 4 hours, but we passed the time singing 99 bottles of beer on the wall, sharing quirky jokes, playing cards, endless chit chat and snoozing. Laughter was dialed up.

When we arrived at the park, the gigantic coasters were impressive structures rising above the dark green treetops. I could hear the ear-piercing screams of the riders and the roar of the cars as they soared over the picnic grounds. We unloaded our goodies, headed for the reserved pavilions, and chose a spot to drop our baskets then head out for some fun and adventure.

I was anxious to ride one of the coasters called the Jack Rabbit, so I didn’t wait to ask anyone to join me. I waited in line with other passengers buzzing with excitement. Finally, it was my turn to step into one of the vacant seats. I buckled up and waited in one of the middle cars. When we were full, a friendly attendant approached the cars and locked a metal bar in place for additional safety. After announcing some protocols, we started to exit our covered starting point. 

Slowly at first, but I was getting nervous. Butterflies were in my belly. I held on to the bar a little more tightly. We started a slow climb to the top of the track. We passed a sign that said 100 foot drop coming up. I could hear the clicking of the gears as we climbed higher and higher. I steeled myself for the drop. A slight pause at the top of the track then a gradual descent that picked up speed. Faster and faster, we went. My body began to lift out of the seat. I held on for dear life. The wind was slapping me in my face…like the times you stick your head out of a car window and feel the rush of air against your face. I was too afraid to throw my arms into the air as others did and enjoy the ride. It was frightening. All of a sudden we entered a sharp curve that caused everyone to lean to one side. We leveled out only to go into another drop. More combinations of disorienting twists and turns. I closed my eyes. My heart was racing. Finally the brakes kicked in. We began to slow down. They tightened even more before bringing the ride to a smooth stop. 

I exited my ride but could hardly walk. Felt weak in the knees but no nausea. You either want to do it again or crawl into a hole and quiver. I was too chicken to try it again. 






