Defining Passion

I stopped the middle of my workday because my hip hurt, a new injury.  Stay off the treadmill, the doctors said.  I stopped the middle of my workday to try something new, to stretch out that hip, to breathe new air, to take a bike ride on the Greenbelt, that beautiful carved river path.  I stopped the workday to consider the idea of passion, to see if I could understand deep breathing like my yoga teacher talks about.  I stopped the workday because I wanted out.  And this is what happened in my mind:  

* * *

This isn’t bad.  This is nice, actually.  My hip doesn’t hurt.  It even feels good.  And look how fast I can go.  I’m totally going to pass that guy up there.  Oh, that’s the weather guy from TV.  Hello.  Maybe I’ll become a bicycle riding champion and they’ll have to put me on TV.   I’ll have to quit my job.  I’ll get to ride and ride.  I’ll meet Lance Armstrong.  He might fall in love with me.  I love this.  I forgot how much I love this.  I can stretch so fast.  

I love my bicycle.  And cute men say hi.  I can say hi back.  Hello.  They dress in their gear and silly helmets.  Look at the river.  It’s beautiful.  And the breeze in my face—like I could open my mouth and inhale this whole moment.  And my legs feel good.  I can go so fast.  I feel new muscles and I am free.  

Speed up, slow down.  Here’s a dad and his child.  I can slow way down for them and smile and say hi.  Speed up, slow down.  And here’s a new mom riding with her own mother.  Beautiful.  And she has the hippest little buggy hitched to her bicycle to pull the baby in.  Look at her.  Way to go, new mom.  

I do have to pass her, though.  I don’t have a baby buggy to pull.  I am free and fast and I am riding like the wind right now.  I love this.  The river in the background.  I can smell it, taste it.  Cottony blasts drift from trees and burst in circles and dives in the wind.  Look at this butterfly.    

* * * 

And so I rode and rode and then realized I needed to turn around on the path to get back.  I made a nice loop.  I drank some water.  I was a real bicycle-riding athlete.  I could’ve gone on for hours and hours, but I didn’t have that much time.  And so I turned on that glorious path, out near the hills and their sage and the drifting cotton and colors melding and sifting together.  

And then I noticed the wind.  Blowing hard against me—against my whole body.  And then I noticed that the bike wasn’t going fast like it was before.  The wind pushed and my muscles began to hurt.  This was going to take a long time.  I couldn’t go as fast anymore.  Oh, man, this hurt.  This wasn’t the beautiful path, the wondrous moments of darting butterflies and smooth and fast and athletic grace anymore.  This hurt and the wind pushing, pushing.  

And then this is what happened inside my mind with that voice of motivation and inspiration, searching for the definition of passion:

* * *

Lance Armstrong and his damn book—whatever.  He pisses me off.  He’s not even a real writer.  Stupid bike.  This hurts.  And some kid is just standing there pointing at a butterfly—how ridiculous.  Get out of my way, stupid bug.  And the woman in all her gear, pulling her REI bicycle baby buggy.  What is she trying to prove?  Get out of my way.  I’m pissed.  I’m angry.  This stupid bike.  And I only have an hour to exercise.   And I hate my job.  And I do what I’m supposed to do and no one cares.  No balloons are set on my doorstep, no bonuses are sent to my mailbox, no letters from lost loves find me.  None of the goodness that I was supposed to reap for all of the sacrifices I made are anywhere close to me.  

I’m angry that I have no passion for what I’m doing.  I have nothing to lose anymore and so it is better to find time during the day to sleep in my car—why am I on this bike?—to stare out the window in the meeting, to stare at the mole on my boss’ cheek and wonder why such a disgusting specimen of humanity could be sitting there telling me what to do.  It’s my time after all.  

Get out of my way, walkers in your skirts and sneakers.  I’m supposed to be on the path to success, not this stupid hot pavement.  I’m supposed to love my job, my day.   What is this wind?  My legs are sore.  I hate bike rides.  I’m supposed to love eating vegetables and soy.  I’m supposed to be able to balance eighteen balls in the air like a smiling clown on a unicycle riding across the tallest house in the neighborhood.  Dance, monkey, dance!  Maybe I should become a roofer.  I think they make good money.

I need therapy.  I should watch Dr. Phil.  I should be like Oprah.  I should have been a doctor.  I should volunteer.  I hate this bicycle.  It hurts in weird places.  I should have called that client in a timely manner.  My boss thinks I’m an idiot.  I hate my boss.  Disgusting mole, and that bubbly spittle dribbling out the side of her mouth.  She always has bad breath—like coffee and Doritos.  I want a raise.  I hate my job.  I want a new car.  I’m supposed to have time to coach my daughter’s soccer team.  I would be a great coach.  People have always said that.  

God, I could run fast when I played.  Like the wind.  I hate this wind.  I should have stuck with it.  Played in the Olympics.  I probably could have.  Instead I sold my soul to a mole-bearing idiot of a boss and the price is that everybody else now gets to decide what I do with my time.  I could’ve been so much.  Why didn’t anyone notice?  I’m sick of waiting.  I hate this bike ride.  

* * * 

And then I saw this guy that I had passed earlier.  Earlier I nodded—a snotty nod, I think.  He was walking.  He was obviously out on his lunch break.  He was obviously on a new health kick.  I nodded to support him.  I believe in health.  At the time, I realized he was not an athlete like me.  

But suddenly, I see him again.  He nods at me.  He looks at me straight in the eye—or at least in the sunglasses, which are probably propped crookedly against my nose now, my hair probably tweaking strangely and not in that cool athlete way.  I am clearly beaten down, pedaling on my old bike, clearly new to this path.  

He smiles at me.  He says hi.  He is smiling because the temperature is perfect, the light is warm and inviting against the sandstone and golf course and trees.  He doesn’t care about my boss or the calls I haven’t made, the things I haven’t accomplished.  The sound of the river is behind him.  He is smiling because it is beautiful to be out here.  It is beautiful that the air is rushing around us.  He is smiling because in some way we are all connected.  I could be him tomorrow.  I could be the old woman I just passed with the cane tomorrow.  I could be the young mother pulling her children in tow, racing down the path.  

Right now, though, I am the person who just rode out toward Lucky Peak.  I am the person who found out that bicycle riding is freeing, is about breathing is about wind and air and allowing the mind to open to nature.  I am the person who can let go of anger and experience this moment.  I nod back at the walking guy.  I smile.  I stand up on my bicycle, pump hard a couple of times—like I did when I was a kid and looked forward to dinner time and dusk and dreamt of super heroes—I push into the wind and inhale the river.  

