The Bike Hike At BAMBRIDGE!!!


The bike hike. Maybe one of the more fun outings we have, seeing as you get to ride bikes. You get to zoom down hills, talk with your buddies while riding on the flats and you do it all while taking less energy and doing it faster. When we got to the parking lot there weren’t as many people as I had originally estimated, but it was still enough to make this trip fun. 
Once we got to the terminal, there was a slight confusion about the bikes, but after that we got on. The bike hook ups on the side of the railings held the bikes in place and behind us were the Harleys. I saw the hugest motorcycle I have ever seen in my life. “I am gonna get one some day” I told myself, and then we got off. 
In the parking lot, while getting everyone ready to go, we all saw a little baby goat on a leash. I think it was bizarre. But then we took off up the hill and down the hill and up the hill and down and so on. When we reached Miller Park, we all ate lunch there. Sean and I went down to the beach area and flipped over rocks to find crabs hiding under them. We rode our bikes along the pier and soon it was time to go. Up the hill then down and then there was a casino. We turned LEFT onto the bridge and walked our bikes across. We continued along the road about 8 miles and reached the camp. We then waited for the slower bikers but they didn’t come. 
We started setting up camp and then the parents sent out a search team while the people who were already at camp started the work. The service project was tough. I guess because it’s a City Park they are actually doing something and have more of a budget. But we still had to clip away the large bundles of seemingly endless blackberry bushes. I put on my leather armor (gloves) but those thorns still attacked me. About 30 minutes later I hear Eric Phelps screaming “THEY ARE BACK!” We all rush over to see if they are all here, and as we guessed, they were and it turns out at the Casino they went RIGHT up a huge hill. They kept going until they hit Poulsbo that was 6 miles off course. Later we mentioned Poulsbo and half of us laughed the other half just kept quiet. The campfire was pretty wicked and then I played cards and went to sleep. In the morning we woke up early. Or at least everyone did except the Platypus. They didn’t get up until really late and when they did I heard rumors from Max that they were eating raw bacon. I cringed and continued with the Mad French toast. 
We took of up the hill until Moron road, it was a big highway and we got into the car lane and turned. Sean and I were heading up the hill when we saw Max and all the really fast bikers going down the hill. We stopped to look at the map. I had a compass and I checked the direction and they were going north when we were supposed to be going right. I was beginning to think that Max was going lunatic so Sean and I just kept going and we got to the ferryboat parking easy as that. Then when the Rattlesnakes arrived, I knew that Max had gone the wrong way until they finaly got there. Apparently we went down highway 305 instead of Moron road and then we made it back to the church and I high five my own hand!
