Skateboarding

My vision is fading, blurring as if I’m about to fall unconscious. There is the flashing of the cameras, the cheering of the crowd which seems to be less help than I thought it would be. My board resting at my feet, my only true friend in this situation I’m in.  The intimidating twelve stair set before me is the key to humiliation or undoubted respect.

I close my eyes for five seconds, then open them sharply, everything returns to focus. Looking around I can see all the faces and I can see in their eyes that they’re expecting something spectacular. My friend waves and put his thumb up. I look down the run up. A 360 flip down the set…I’d done it before…I can do it now. Or never.

Three pushes and I’m half way towards the stairs. The crowd falls silent and my life enters slow motion. Four words repeatedly go through my mind: Pop, scoop, flick, land. Pop, scoop, flick, land…And as quickly as it had begun it was over.  I’ve done it, the camera has filmed it and the crowd is screaming.

A great feeling of relief spreads over me. It’s over, and I can’t wait until the next time. So I can feel this again. The adrenaline, the relief and the screaming of the people who love me for what I love. Skateboarding. 
