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CHAPTER ONE

“X! Wait up!”

Xavier McSweeney, or X to his friends and family, turned to see Mark Goldstein hurrying up the snow-covered hill. He stopped so his friend could catch up. 

“I’ve been chasing you for five minutes!” Mark gasped. He stuck his snowboard in a snowbank, removed his glasses, and wiped his brow. 

“Well, you caught me,” X said. “What’s up?”

“I need your help,” Mark answered. He pointed to his snowboard. “That thing keeps turning sideways when I go downhill. I think there’s something wrong with it. Can you check it out?”

X jammed his own snowboard into the bank. He picked  up  Mark’s  board  and  looked  it  over.  He handed it back to Mark with a shrug. 

“Looks okay to me,” he said. “Are you sure it’s the board that’s causing the trouble?”

Mark frowned. “Whaddya mean?”

X picked up his own board and started up the hill again. “I’m thinking maybe it’s operator error. C’mon, take a run. I’ll watch you, see if you’re doing something wrong.” 

Mark sighed. “Okay, but I’m telling you, it’s the board, not me.” 

The  boys  reached  the  top  of  the  hill.  Mark strapped himself on to his board, gave a little hop, and set off down the slope. His run started out smoothly. But halfway down, the tail of the board began sliding forward. Mark pinwheeled his arms to try to stay upright, but he wound up rolling in the snow. X took off down the hill and swooped to a stop next to him. 

“See what I mean?” Mark fumed as they hurried out of the way of the other boarders. “This stupid thing has a mind of its own!” 

X sat down. “Got some bad news for you, bud,” he said solemnly. “It’s not the board. It’s your technique.” 

Mark threw up his hands. “Okay, I give up. What’s wrong with my technique, O Great One?” 

“Lots.” X stood up and pretended to ride a snow-board. “When you ride, you’ve got to put more of your weight forward.” Knees bent, he leaned so that his arms dangled a little ahead of his front foot. “If your weight is on the back foot” — he shifted his arms and upper body backward — “then the heavy stuff is on the tail.”

Mark shrugged. “So?”
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