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FOREWORD


It’s a privilege to introduce The Bicycle Racer, the latest work by my friend, award-winning actor, award-winning published author, and celebrity radio talk show host Michael Dante — a man whose remarkable career and enduring passion for storytelling continue to inspire.


I first came to know Michael through my father, legendary director William Witney, who had the pleasure of working with him on two motion pictures. Over the years, our paths crossed repeatedly, and I’ve come to appreciate Michael not only as an actor and published author but also as a generous spirit and tireless ambassador for classic American cinema — especially the Westerns he helped define.


Michael’s film and television credits are read like a roadmap through Hollywood’s golden age. A contract player at MGM, Warner Bros. and 20th Century Fox, he shared the screen with icons like Randolph Scott, Virginia Mayo, Robert Taylor, Rory Calhoun, Clint Walker, Eddie G. Robinson, Joan Collins, Rod Stieger, James Garner and Audie Murphy, and lit up beloved western series such as Bonanza, Cheyenne, Death Valley Days, Maverick, Daniel Boone, The Texan and many more. His breakout title role in the film Winterhawk cemented his place in the Western canon, but his talents extend far beyond the saddle.


What many may not know is that Michael also has a lifelong connection to sports. A talented professional baseball player in his youth, his long shared camaraderie with top athletes across generations — an experience that brings an authenticity and understanding to this new chapter in his writing career. In The Bicycle Racer, Michael turns his storytelling eye to the world of competitive cycling — and he does so with a blend of heart, grit, and cinematic flair.


As someone who spent years as an amateur cyclist myself, I have experienced the dedication and sacrifice it takes to compete at the Olympic or professional level. I can say with certainty that Michael has done his homework. The sights, the struggles, the triumphs — it’s all here, rendered with the same vivid detail and dramatic tension that marked his work on screen.


The Bicycle Racer is more than just a sports novel. It’s a celebration of perseverance, of dreams pursued against the odds, and of the human spirit in motion. Michael Dante brings it to life with a voice that is both seasoned and fresh — much like the man himself. 


John (Jay Dee) Witney







THE BICYCLE RACER


By Michael Dante


It was the last game of the football season, and the Santa Barbara Gauchos were playing against their archrival, the Cal Poly Mustangs. The game took place at the Cal Poly Stadium in Los Angeles. 


It was a nip and tuck, a hard-fought game for both teams, the score even at 14-14 with one minute to go on the 45-yard line of the Mustangs. The Gauchos’ quarterback called a running play off tackle to his star senior running back Nick Milano. The Gauchos’ tackle opened a seam on the left side of the line and Nick wasted no time running through the hole. He zig-zagged the entire length of the field to score a touchdown for the Gauchos to go ahead, 20-14. 


After making the extra point, the score was now a 21-14 game with forty seconds to play. The stadium erupted with everyone standing and cheering for Nick’s touchdown run. With forty seconds left to play, the Gauchos shut down the Mustangs for their victory. So many of the fans were excited about the thrilling finish that they spilled down onto the playing field and surrounded the Gauchos, wanting to share this special moment with the players.


With his helmet off, Nick is handsome and possesses a great smile. He was pulled aside by one of the local television sportscasters who was just as excited as the fans, placing his microphone in front of him and asked, “Congratulations on your terrific run, could not have been a better finish for your last collegiate game. Are you looking forward to the NFL draft?” Nick couldn’t have been happier and excited. “Right now, I’m just going to enjoy the victory with my teammates and let the cards fall where they may.” The sportscaster continued, “Congratulations, Nick. 


You’ve had an outstanding college career, and it was a joy to watch you play. I wish you the best for your future.” He answered, “Thank you.” Nick was pulled away by one of his teammates, who embraced him for his sensational run. The victorious celebration continued for quite a while until the last of the players went to their locker rooms.


Inside, the coach of the Santa Barbara Gauchos called for silence so he could congratulate his players for their successful season and defeating the rival Cal Poly Mustangs in the final game. “I congratulate you and thank you for the hard work and dedication you gave to make this a winning season for all of us. I couldn’t be prouder of each one of you for all your efforts!”


Nick and two other players who drove to Cal Poly with one of the assistant coaches were ready to ride back with him. It started to rain lightly when they left, then got heavier once they were traveling along the Pacific Coast Highway to Santa Barbara.


Inside the auto moving along at a fast rate of speed were three football players and the driver, assistant coach Jack Collins. In the backseat was a defensive tackle, Bill Johnson, wide receiver J.D. Porter and Nick sitting opposite the driver. J.D spoke with a big smile on his face after a sip of beer, “That last run you ran for a touchdown was a pretty sight to watch, Nick.” They were all getting loose, laughed, and enjoyed their beer, except for Jack Collins. He joined the fun but didn’t drink. Bill Johnson joined in, “Yeah, it really took the starch out of them!” Nick turned to Johnson with admiration and said, “You really got the key block to open that hole for me, Bill.” Collins looked in the mirror throughout their exchange and enjoyed every moment, when suddenly from the other side of the highway a skidding SUV came crashing into the side of their car and rolled it over. The impact was thunderous and powerful. The windshield shattered and broke into a thousand jagged pieces as one door was ripped off while skidding on the wet payment at high speeds. Finally, the car came to an abrupt halt as it flipped over again on the far side of the road, then caught fire. The passengers were tossed around like rubber balls landing on all sides of their bodies inside the car.


It was just a matter of minutes before the men were able to pull each other out from underneath their car just in time as they escaped the flames, before the car exploded throwing car parts and debris in all directions. They all survived, and by divine guidance no one was killed. Sadly, Nick suffered a severe injury to his right leg. He was rushed to the Santa Barbara Hospital and was diagnosed with a seriously broken leg. He remained there for several weeks during the healing process. It took quite a long time to heal, learning how to walk again with therapeutic exercises and riding a stationary bike to strengthen his injured leg. One thing was clear: his football days were over.


Nick’s mom, Philomena and dad, John, were Italians who came to America from Mararossa, Italy, a small town in Tuscany. With the assistance of relatives, they came to America and settled in the northern section of San Francisco. Nick was the oldest of two children, his younger sister Maria was a senior in high school.


There was a streamline of visitors during his stay at the hospital from his coach, his teammates, and close friends. The most frequent visitor was his girlfriend for the past year, Allison Jordan, a senior at the college. It really helped Nick’s morale during the long healing process of his serious leg injury to know that he wasn’t forgotten. It was an emotional letdown when he left the hospital and began his more intensive rehab program from his apartment. Sadly, it was the end of his four-year football scholarship. Nick attended graduation day on crutches. The expenses were covered, until he was able to walk without crutches and began another life beyond Santa Barbara College.


Allison spent her spare time between classes with Nick and on other occasions did her homework at his apartment before attending her classes. 


But something good came out of something bad. Nick worked extremely hard and disciplined himself through the stationary bike and other leg strengthening exercises. In time, he was able to jog. An ex-teammate and friend, African American former wide receiver for Santa Barbara College, Roland Fields, often visited Nick at the hospital and on occasion his bride Bernice, would accompany him. After visiting him at the wellness center, he watched his progress, particularly on the stationary bike. Rollie was so impressed, he invited him to go on a bike ride, 


“Nick, you’re amazing, you got all the power in those legs and in your butt now to become a bicycle racer.” Nick smiled and said, “I don’t know about that Rollie, but it would be great to breathe in fresh air for a change. I’ll need to buy a bike and all those other things.” Rollie answered with a big grin on his face; I know the best place to get whatever equipment you’re going need and I know the owner. He just opened a great bicycle shop in town about six months ago. How about going there this weekend?” Nick paused for a moment but knew it was time to move on and said, “It sounds good, let’s do it!” 


Rollie picked up Nick in his pick-up truck that was equipped to secure bicycles in the back. That weekend he drove to the Prescott International Import and Export bicycle shop in downtown Santa Barbara. They entered the shop and Nick slowly looked around, wide-eyed at the amazing display of bicycles and bicycle parts. Roland went directly to Victor Prescott’s office and left Nick to browse around. Roland entered the office and was greeted warmly by Mr. Prescott. Victor stood up and greeted him with a great big smile and an outstretched hand, “Hey Roland, I haven’t seen you in a while. How have you been?” Roland extended his hand across his desk with a smile, “Yeah, it’s been a while and it’s good to see you looking in decent shape. Victor answered proudly, “I’ve been jogging on a regular basis and enjoy it very much.” “Victor, I’d like you to meet a good friend of mine, you might know of him, Nick Milano, the outstanding football player that injured his leg in an automobile accident?” Victor quickly answered, “Yes, of course I’ve heard of him. He was a great running-back at Santa Barbara College. I saw him play a couple of games since I moved here. He was an outstanding runner and a potential NFL prospect. It’s a terrible shame what happened to him.” Roland gestured to the shop and said, “Come, I’d like you to meet him. He’s interested in buying a good racing bike.” They exited the office to catch Nick looking at the best Prescott bikes made by Victor’s company.
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Nick’s New Prescott Bike


Roland proudly introduced Victor, “Victor Prescott, I’d like you to meet Nick Milano.” They shook hands and exchanged introductions. Victor quickly added his compliments. “I saw you play; you were terrific! I was sorry to hear about your accident when it happened.” Nick said, “Thank you Mr. Prescott, I don’t know anything about racing bikes, so whatever you think might be good for a beginner, I’ll respect.” Victor spoke in a straightforward and professional manner, 


“It’s all a matter of comfort and performance. It’s a learning process; trial and error. You’ll know when that connection takes place, but for starters I would suggest you start with our Prescott bike, because we know everything about it and of course we have all the parts that need to be repaired or replaced. Try it out and see if you like it and if for a reason you don’t like it, bring it back and we’ll get you something else.” He shook his head and said, “Okay, I’ll give it a try.” Victor added, “I’ll let you have it for wholesale, factory price.” Nick graciously answered, “Thank you, I know they’re all very expensive, can I make monthly payments until I pay it off?” Prescott extended his generosity and said, “No problem you could pay me in increments and if you skip a payment don’t worry about it.” Nick was appreciative and said, “Thanks again Mr. Prescott, I appreciate that very much, Can I take this one off the rack, it’s blue and that’s my favorite color.” Prescott answered with a smile, “Help yourself and you’re going to need a helmet, gloves, shirts and shoes.” Nick returned the smile and said, “Thank you, I’ll make my first payment today.” Nick selected all the equipment and was ready to roll. “Okay Rollie, were all set to go.” Rollie couldn’t be happier and said, “Off and running pal, can’t wait to get on the road with you.” 


Victor noticed the word running and said, “By the way, call me Victor. I saw you at the local high school track a couple times. Are you going to be jogging anytime soon? If so, let’s hook up at a certain day and time. How does that sound?” Nick liked the idea and said, “That sounds good. I’m planning to be there on Monday around ten o’clock. Does that work for you?” Prescott incredibly pleased and said, “You got a deal, I’ll see you there.” He finished the paperwork and made his initial payment. Nick walked out of the Prescott bicycle shop with everything he needed to wear and a sparkling new professional blue colored Prescott racing bike to get started.


The following morning, Nick and Rollie arrived at their starting point for the first time and were anxious to get started. They rode in the bicycle lane on Pacific Coast Highway, past the Santa Barbara town area heading north and considered safer for a beginner. They journeyed up the highway, then turned around to the other side and headed back down to Rollie’s pickup truck. When they arrived, Roland dismounted and said, “Nick, I can’t believe how well you did for a beginner, you kept up with me the whole time. Then again, I’m not that surprised because of all the stationary bike, jogging and other physical exercises you’ve done over the past year or so.” Nick answered very modestly, “I surprised myself, I feel good. It’s a little different because the stationary bike is on a flat surface. I need to get used to peddling uphill. Right now, my legs are tight because of that.” For the next five or six days they met and increased their mileage, with Nick getting stronger with each outing. They began to work diligently on straight away sprints and uphill grinds.
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Nick and Rollie on the Coast Highway


It was a sunny day at the Santa Barbara high school track around the football field, where Nick and Victor met and jogged briskly side-by-side. As they jogged Victor said, “Roland called and raved about your bike riding progress in a very short period. He told me how quickly you adapted to the long and arduous road trips.” Roland said, “In a brief period, he was able to keep up with me. Nick still has those strong legs and powerful butt, he’s amazing!” Nick was happy to hear what Roland had to say, knowing Roland had been bike racing and participated in races and tours throughout California.


They completed their laps and began walking to cool off when Victor said, “How do you like the bike so far?” Nick answered with a smile, “So far so good. I don’t have anything to compare it with, but it sure feels good to me. By the way, Roland wants me to join him to participate in the Sea Otter Classic held in Monterey, California next month.” Victor nodded, “I think it’s a great idea, you can get your feet wet and experience what it takes to win and it’s better that you start in that type of a race than a stage race.” They talked more about it and what to expect during the competition. Nick’s injured leg was getting stronger each day.


Victor turned to Nick, “Listen to Roland about all the preparation needed and what to expect from other cyclists during the event.” Before departing Victor said,” I’ll be gone for a couple weeks on business, and we’ll get together when I get back.” Nick changed his wet shirt and said, “Good, I’ll give you a call, have a good and safe trip.” Victor saluted thanks to him and made his way to his car.


News traveled fast throughout the sports world that Nick had become a cyclist and would be participating in his first racing event next month in The Sea Otter Classic in Monterey. A local sports announcer who covered Nick’s football career and his terrible accident, heard of Nick becoming a bicycle racer and that he would be participating in the race. He immediately called him to arrange an interview, which he agreed to do before going up north. Just two nights later, Nick appeared on the local sportscaster’s television show and talked all about his rehab and training programs for his first upcoming event. He also talked about the Prescott bike he would be riding, a big plug for Victor Prescott’s bicycle company. This would be the first of future interviews on television and radio that Nick would appear on. A potential new career for a great athlete!


One of Nick’s former teammates, Billy Jo Parker, watched the television interview. He learned about Nick’s successful rehab and becoming a bicycle racer. Billy Jo’s father, James, owned a Ford automobile agency in Santa Barbara. He called Nick to offer him a job as a car salesman. He met with Billy Jo at his dad’s office to hear about the offer. They knew each other very well and James was a huge fan of Nick’s when he played on the same team as his son at Santa Barbara College when Nick was a sophomore. Nick said, “I’ll accept the offer if I can come to work in the afternoon, because I need the mornings to train and time off on occasion when I leave town to compete in up-and-coming races and tours.” James approved wholeheartedly. Additionally, he offered to be a sponsor for his upcoming events. Nick was moved and said, “Thank you, Mr. Parker. I couldn’t ask for anything better. When do I start?” With a happy face, James answered, “Whenever you like. You’re family to us.” His former teammate couldn’t be happier. They embraced and Billy Jo said, “Let’s drink to that!”


Nick left the Parker automobile agency feeling better, knowing he had a job to pay for his Prescott bike, apartment, and other expenses. The Santa Barbara college alumni assisted Nick with his finances throughout his rehabilitation and now it was time for him to go to work. It was also a good place to rest and recover after his morning workouts. He could relax until a customer came along and only had to talk, no labor involved. For the time being it was the perfect job for Nick and because of his popularity, he would attract buyers to the agency. The Parkers could not have been happier to have him on board.


It was dinner time and Nick hovered over the stove stirring tomato sauce in preparation for a pasta dinner for both he and Allison. Nick liked to cook Italian food, which he learned from his mother. The aroma in the apartment reminded him when his mother cooked his favorite Sunday dinner at home in San Francisco. Allison was busy setting the table to include two wine glasses and a glowing candle in preparation for a good old-fashioned Italian pasta dinner with meatballs and sausage. Nick shook and drained the water from the colander in preparation for serving linguine al dente and began to spread the sauce over the pasta. He placed both dishes on the table and popped the cork of a bottle of Classico Chianti wine, poured it into the glasses, and sat down to enjoy his favorite dish with Allison.


It was a very romantic setting that started with a kiss and a toast, wishing each other all the beautiful things that they wished for each other. Nick began the conversation by asking Allison how she was going along with her classes. Allison said, “So far so good … exams coming up.” She turned the conversation to Nick because she was eager to learn about his new-found passion to become a professional bicycle racer. He expressed himself very clearly and said, “I need to train extremely hard to prepare myself to compete on a professional level. It takes time, discipline, and intense work every day to win a bicycle race or a tour, because all the competitors know what it takes to win. It’s very time consuming, grueling challenging work and time away from home.” 
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Rollie and Nick training – High Fives


Allison was not happy to hear what he had to say because she knew there would be a great deal of separation and time apart in their relationship. She quietly sipped her wine and enjoyed the delicious dinner he had prepared. They giggled and laughed while washing the dishes afterwards when suddenly Allison called Nick’s attention to the time, “Wow, it’s getting late I better get going because I have a test tomorrow morning.” Nick was caught off guard and said, “I thought you were going to stay for the night, and you would leave in the morning.” She answered, “I’ve got to read and study tonight in preparation for class tomorrow.” He walked her to her car, and they kissed affectionately before she left. For the first time in their relationship, Allison felt Nick was not the man she would marry. His intense passion and devotion to becoming a successful bicycle racer had become foremost in his life now. It’s not what she expected.


Early the next morning, Nick and Roland were on the road, pumping their bicycles up the steep hills riding neck and neck to reach the pinnacle of the long road ahead. They were pushing each other hard to get ready for the race up north. They were at the stage of assuring each other they’d be ready for the grueling undertaking of the Sea Otter Classic. It would be Nick’s first entrance of a competitive race. They finished their workout and placed their bikes in the back of Roland’s truck and began the journey home.


Inside the car, Roland began to tell Nick what to expect when they arrived in Monterey. Roland said, “Nick when we arrive there, we must register to get our four-day festival pass, make sure we have a photo ID so we can get a race number and pick up a race packet. Everything is done in a very professional way. You will register as a first-time racer.” Nick was attentive and anxious for the days to fly by to compete in his first competitive race. 


Nick was glued to every word Roland had to say and asked, “How many days and miles is the race?” Roland answered, “It takes place from April 7-10. It covers 2,238 miles with professionals and amateurs competing in the same race. There are seven-mile loops and the grueling climb to the top of Barloy Canyon Road.” Nick turned to Roland and said, “Sounds like a tough go, what’s the prize money?” Roland answered, “First prize is $500, second prize $400, third prize $300 and fourth and fifth prizes are $150 each. That’s not very much but the festival attracts around seventy- four thousand enthusiasts along the way.” Nick responded with a big smile, “Sounds good to me, let’s go get ‘em!” Roland’s truck continued to speed down the highway heading for home.


A well-dressed man entered the front door of the Parker Ford Agency and walked directly to Nick’s desk and extended his hand as he settled at Nick’s desk. Nick stood up to greet the potential buyer, smiled, and shook his hand. The gentleman quickly said, “Hi Nick, I’m Jack Forster, I was a huge fan of yours when you were playing for the Gauchos. I heard you were here. I’m looking forward to buying an SUV and meeting you at the same time. Nick answered, “Thank you, you’ve come to the right place. Did you see what you’re looking for?” Jack said, “Yes I like the Silver SUV Edge, the one parked out front.” Billy Joe was close by and introduced himself. Jack said, “I remember you played for the Gauchos a couple of years before Nick played. He answered very modestly, “Yeh, those were fun times, enjoyed every minute of it. Let me take you for a ride in the Edge and go over all the things you need to know about the car, particularly the dashboard. Nick, start the paperwork and I’ll take Jack for a test drive,” Nick gave him a thumbs up and said, “Will do.”


Early the next morning, Roland drove his truck at a good pace and headed uphill to a similar location like the grueling climb to the top of Barloy Canyon Road at the Sea Otter Classic in Monterey. Inside the car, Nick was feeling better about the way things were going and said, “Rollie, I made my first sale yesterday, a SUV Ford Edge to a real nice guy, a big Gaucho fan.” He answered him with a big smile and said, “Welcome to the working world ol’ boy!” They both had a good laugh and Nick said, “It’ll do for the present time to pay the bills and get the monkey off my back. Selling cars is not what I had planned to do after four years of college.” They reached the top of their destination, parked the car, unloaded their bikes, and started down the grueling downhill, and then the uphill climb for the first time. Again, when they finished, Roland was amazed at the power, speed and stamina Nick displayed in completing the first trial run in excellent time. 


It was lunchtime that same day when Nick rendezvoused with Allison at their favorite outdoor café just outside the campus grounds. They sat side-by-side, enjoying lunch and observed students passing by. Recognizing Nick from his football career, fans of his said a quick hello as they passed by. Nick turned to Allison with a happy face, “I made my first car sale yesterday, an SUV Ford.” She reached for his hand that was rested on the table, and warmly said, “Congratulations! That didn’t take long. Was it someone you knew?” He answered, “No, but a big fan of the Gauchos.” Allison paused for a moment, then said, “You have a degree in business and finished with high marks. Why did you decide to sell cars?” Nick answered quickly, “It’s only temporary, they made it so easy for me. Everything is built around my training program, even when I compete out-of-town at various races and tours. It couldn’t be more convenient, and he’s going to be a sponsor.” Allison’s facial expression changed as she was not happy to hear that he would be traveling to various places to compete in these competitive events and without any mention of the separation of time between them. She continued to feel very insecure about her relationship with Nick and said, “I better get going, I’ve got another class coming up.” She quickly stood up and gathered her bookbag, leaned in and kissed him on the cheek and said, “I’ll call you later.” He said, “Okay, talk to you then, have a good one.” He watched her scamper off in a hurry and was a little surprised she left so suddenly. He paid the check and left thinking more about what occurred and what it might mean.


Late that afternoon, Roland went to see Prescott to get shirts for him and Nick with the Prescott Bicycle Company printed on the front and back for The Sea Otter Classic. The office door was open, and Victor looked up to see it was Roland. He stood up and said, “Roland, come on in, it’s nice to see you, sit down.” He responded with a big smile and said, “Nice to see you Victor, got great news. I’ve been timing Nick during our morning workouts, and I can’t believe how great he’s been doing. I really believe he could win the first-time cyclist event at the Sea Otter Classic. ” Victor said, “Wow, that’s saying an awful lot, you really think so?” Roland shook his head yes and said, “No doubt in my mind, I timed him, and he finished in better time ahead of the first cyclist racers that finished at that distance the year before.” Victor was pleased, “I’ll have everything made up in a couple of days. Tell Nick to see me, I’d like to talk with him.” Roland got up from his chair and put out his hand and said, “Thanks Victor. I’ll tell him to see you right away.” They shook hands and Victor replied, “And thank you, you’ve done a great job.” Roland turned and left the office one happy guy.


The next morning, Nick and Roland made haste to get to their destination and Roland anxiously said, “I got a major surprise for you this morning. I asked two pro cyclists to come and join us this morning. Nice guys and both will be competing at Sea Otter.” Nick was pleased to hear that and gave him a tap on the shoulder and said, “Great, that’s just what I needed, to see how I fair against the pros.”


They arrived at their destination, exited Roland’s truck quickly and removed their bikes to rendezvous with the two pros. Roland moved forward to introduce everyone, “Nick, this is Tom Mertens and Jeff Carnes.” They shook hands and exchanged cordial greetings, ready to go. Roland gave them the game plan while they saddled up, “I want everyone to go as fast as they can throughout the ride. I know both of you are familiar with this winding and hilly road. Okay, let’s get started.”


The two pros took an early lead and held that position for about three miles. Nick and Roland were close behind setting a good pace along with their lead. About the halfway mark, Nick left Roland to move closer to the two pros and then sprinted past them to take the lead. They both turned and were surprised to see Nick had passed them. For the next quarter of the journey it was nip and tuck until the last mile when Nick sprinted ahead and stayed there to the finish.


The two pros and Nick arrived where they began with Roland just behind the others. They all dismounted, and congratulations were in order. Tom and Jeff shook hands with Nick and Tom said, “We gave you all we got, you should do very well at the Sea Otter as a first timer.” Jeff added, “No doubt in my mind, you’ll be the guy to beat.” Nick answered very humbly, “You really think so?” Tom answered, “You made great time.” Jeff added, “Yeh, keep up the good work and thanks for the invitation we enjoyed it. We’ll see you in Monterey, take care.” They took off and Roland turned to Nick and said, “That was a great ride Nick, I knew you could do it.” While placing their bikes on the bicycle rack of the truck, Roland continued, “Tomorrow we’ll work on your start and then the sprint. I waited until we finished to tell you that Victor wants to see you as soon as possible, he’s got something important he wants to talk to you about. I’ll give him a call as soon as we get back and after I speak with him, you could shoot over there to hear what he has to say.” Nick answered, “Sounds good.” They hopped in the truck, and the two happy bikers rode back with great hopes for the future.


Nick parked his car, entered the Prescott bicycle shop, and walked directly to Victor Prescott’s office. The door was open, and Victor stood up to greet him, “Congratulations, Roland called and told me all about you finishing ahead of two professionals this morning, similar to one of the toughest events in Monterey, have a seat.” Nick sat and thanked him.





Victor leaned forward and said, “I’d like you to represent my company while you’re competing up north. You and Roland will wear my jersey and, of course, ride Prescott bikes. With your background as a successful football player with a great comeback story from a serious leg injury, you’ll be interviewed by all media before and after the event win or lose. What I would like you to do is promote Prescott bikes and bike parts during every interview. If you agree, I’ll pay all of Roland and your expenses for the whole event. What do you think of the idea?” Nick was more than pleased and responded enthusiastically, “I think I can manage the situation. I’ve been there before, during and after my college football days.” Victor reacted with a broad smile and said, “In addition, the Prescott bike is all yours without any further payments.” He stood up and put out his hand and said, “Do we have a deal?” Nick rose quickly to shake his hand with a big smile on his face and answered, “Yes sir, we have a deal.” Victor walked Nick to the door with his arm around his shoulder and said, “We’ll talk more before you leave. Take care.” Nick answered, “Thank you Victor, for sure.” Victor watched him walk to his car thinking this could be a good business arrangement for both.
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