My story earned Honorable Mention for Paste Magazine’s “That Summer” writing contest. Here it is.
Paste Magazine and Biographile announced earlier this week my Honorable Mention selection for their summer-themed non-fiction writing contest. Please also read the winning entry by Dina Honour, the outstanding "An Otherwise Ordinary Day."
"The Leap"

by Nicholas DeLorenzo

I got off to a running start. Dirt kicked up on the back of my legs and my heart pulsated just below my chin. I pushed off one-footed into the air, swinging my arms to generate more forward momentum. For the briefest moment — like the time in the batter’s box it takes to decide if you’re going to swing or not — I was flying. The crisp Canadian air rushed over my skin. The lush forest effortlessly meshed with the pristine lake below. The world made more sense from up here.

Then the magnitude of the 60-foot drop hit me. I, of course, was not flying. I was falling.

The summers in rural Ontario are the sleepy kind. The appeal is to get away from everyday life by lounging by the water with a book, cracking a mid-afternoon beer with your toes in the sand, or playing competitive lawn games. Individually, all of these are delightful, but the charm fades when repeated day after day. Supposedly-relaxing situations make me anxious, like I should be doing more with my time. One evening I confided in Mike, an Ottawa native who’s been vacationing here all his life.

"Well," he said before taking a long pull from his Molson, "you could jump Red Horse."

"That cliff you guys were talking about?"

"Another one, twice as high."

"Ever done it?"

Mike, a hard-nosed amateur hockey player who lacked the proverbial post-college beer belly, never shied away from a thrill, but his response was surprisingly definitive.

"Never."

My one stipulation in conquering Red Horse was that Mike join me, and after some trepidation, he agreed. We took a boat out the next day, and I knew we had arrived once I saw the titular symbol at its base — a 10-foot galloping steed painted blood red.

While the rock wasn’t terribly imposing from below, the steep climb up made me respect, if not yet fear, its vastness. I needed a moment to catch my labored breath at the top, but Mike opted to jump right away before changing his mind. We bumped fists, I wished him luck, and he made the leap. He peacefully dropped into the water in less than two seconds, emerging with a euphoric wail before waving me on.

The moment I jumped, I let out a single four-letter expletive. My body gained speed with every inch I fell. All my blood was either in my toes or my brain, I couldn’t tell which. I was temporarily paralyzed by fear, like I was riding a roller coaster with no harness. I was going to die upon hitting the water. I was certain of it.

Suspended in midair for ages, I tried to form a pencil stance for safe entry, which was as difficult as moving inside a spaceship during the launch. I felt off-centered just feet from the water, like I was going in face-first, but my feet hit the surface with a painful thud before plummeting towards the bottom.

I panicked underwater, having no idea which direction was up. Again, my death felt imminent, but my fear subsided once the wake from my splash disappeared. I rushed to the top and inhaled deeply upon resurfacing. With the sound of Mike cheering at my back, I immediately looked up at the cliff, equally proud as I was petrified, as my head spun with an excitement infinitely greater than the best runner’s high.

Exhausted, I swam back to the boat and plopped aboard.

"Okay, the 75-footer is just down the way," Mike said.

Another expletive was all I had for him.
