The Beast
	My family is a bunch of roller coaster enthusiasts.  When I was a child, I rode the wooden ones.  When my children came along, we frequented Disney and Busch Gardens parks to ride new coasters as soon as these opened.  By this time, coasters had been transformed into twisting, turning steel giants.  My children inherited my love of roller coasters; we measured the passing of time by standing in front of signs that said, “You must be this tall to ride.”
	The year was 1994.  My husband had decided to permanently relocate, without his family.  I couldn’t wait for school to be finished so that the kids and I could hit the road.  My first road trip as a single parent, and our white minivan was gassed up and ready to go.  First we visited our grandparents in West Virginia for some rest and relaxation.  Then, we decided to have some fun, and visit Kings Island near Cincinnati, Ohio. Along the route we picked up my best friend and her infant daughter. My best friend came with an entire Kroger’s bag of junk food, most of which we ate at our hotel while discussing my soon-to-be ex-husband.
	We got up early, and as soon as the theme park opened we went inside and scoped out the rides we wanted to go on first.  A black steel-framed ride with its cars under the tracks was the kids’ choice. I think it was called Batman. My girlfriend said that she wasn’t riding it and the grandparents just shook their heads.  I stood in line but didn’t quite make it onto that ride. I still get teased about bailing out of the queue and leaving my kids to ride it together.  In retrospect, you couldn’t have paid me to ride that coaster.  The kids seemed to enjoy it.
	Walking through the park, we saw The Beast, a coaster made entirely of wood that was hailed as the longest wooden coaster in the world when it opened in 1979.  Desperately wanting to be a cool mom, I volunteered to ride this with my ten-year-old son.  Putting him on the inside of the car, I fastened our lap bar snugly and off we went!  We did not realize that this ride had many steep, banking turns.  My skinny son was in danger of being crushed by the forces of gravity as the ride swooped and sailed and I slammed against him again and again. He was wedged against the side of the seat.  When the four-minute ride had ended, we noticed that the line was very short and we decided to ride again.  This time, we would switch places and I would ride on the inside of the car.
	I have never enjoyed a ride less in my entire life!  The Beast swung wildly around all those banked curves as we screamed and howled and my body was slammed against the side of our wooden seat.  I felt like a human pancake.  When the ride had once again ended, we disembarked and I noticed a bright purple bruise starting to form on my left leg.  My Beast bruise extended about twelve inches down my leg and it was tender and painful.  I wore that bruise as a reminder of my bravery for about three weeks.  I had earned my status as a cool mom.
	My ten-year-old purchased a t-shirt that proudly proclaimed “I Survived the Beast.”  In retrospect I should have bought one for myself!

	

	

	

	
