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About the Book




My name is Poppy Starr Olsen. I’m twelve. I’m a bit of a dreamer. Okay, a lot of a dreamer. I love drawing and being creative. I also swim, surf and skate. And, well, this is my story . . .


You’ll meet my family. They’re really loud but I love them to bits. And you’ll meet my friends – they’re so cool.


There’s some drama in my story, too. Think: an awesome skate comp I’m not allowed to enter, but then I am and it’s going to be cancelled! I have to figure out how to save the comp and work on my best tricks in the bowl and keep up with my school work and create my art. There’s so much to do!


But it’s an epic adventure.
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I hang my toes over the rock ledge and relax my knees for a few test bounces. All good. I swing my arms back and thrust my head forward. I’m ready to go. I just have to wait for Banjo to swim out of the way. I study my toenails. Bright pink nail polish from weeks ago is chipping off.
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‘When you said we were going cliff jumping, I didn’t think we’d actually be jumping off a cliff!’ That’s my mum trying not to sound anxious but sounding anxious all the same.
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‘What did you think it meant?’ my little sister Kip replies. ‘It’s that. Cliff. Jumping.’ She’s all sass, this one.

‘I suppose I didn’t give it that much thought,’ Mum says.

‘Don’t worry, Thomas, we’ve done it heaps of times before,’ says my dad. ‘It’s perfectly safe.’

I see Mum shoot Dad a meaningful look. He’s trying to make her feel better but has probably put his foot in it with the ‘heaps of times before’ comment.

‘I’m not sure that makes me feel better or worse,’ laughs Mum nervously. ‘It’s totally not safe. We had to climb over a fence marked with a DANGER sign to get here.’

‘Mum,’ says my brother Banjo, ‘one person’s DANGER is another person’s ADVENTURE.’

Don’t get me wrong. My mum is super adventurous. Adventure is practically the Olsen family’s middle name!
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Strange Names

Just to clear up any confusion, my dad’s name is Andrew and my mum’s name is Thomas. Her real name is Kate, but nobody calls her that. Some people find it weird that we call her Thomas, but I would find it even weirder to hear her being called Kate. Here, you have a go . . .

Kate?

Kate?
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See? She totally didn’t answer. Now try calling her Thomas.

Thomas?

Yes?

Bingo!

Mum’s not the only one in the family with an unusual name. Our cat is called Alfredo Manchego!
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I shiver. After all, it is the middle of winter and I’m wearing only my swimmers. My favourite: a blue one-piece with a big swirl that looks like a wave across the front.

‘Poppy, you’re up,’ says Dad.

Just in case you were wondering, I’m Poppy. I’m the oldest of the three siblings. There’s me, then Banjo, then our sister Kip. Speaking of Banjo, where is he?

I scan the sea below. There’s no sign of him. Then a figure catches my eye. Banjo’s already climbing halfway back up the rock face. My brother moves so fast. He’s nimble and strong and completely obsessed with parkour.

What’s parkour?

Parkour is really cool. Basically, you’re trying to get from one place to another in the smoothest way possible. Think – the floor is lava. That’s parkour.
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You

Run

Climb

Jump

Swing

Roll


Off and onto and over everything!
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You need to be super strong. Banjo’s only ten but he’s really good. He climbs everything: trees, playgrounds, buildings. Just last week our school principal, Mr Harris, called Mum and Dad in to ‘have a chat’. That’s principal talk. What it really means is that your child is in trouble for something and everyone needs to be on the same page about it.

The meeting went a little like this . . .



Mr Harris: Banjo is really loving parkour, isn’t he?

Thomas: Oh yes! He climbs absolutely everything.

Mr Harris (lets out a nervous laugh): Yes, he’s very enthusiastic. Perhaps a little too enthusiastic.

This is the moment Mum and Dad realise the meeting is not going to be about praising Banjo for his parkour skills.

Andrew: What’s he done?


[image: image]

Mr Harris: He keeps climbing onto the school roof. It’s a double-storey building surrounded by concrete. We have rules. Other kids might get ideas in their heads. It’s terribly dangerous. Please, you have to tell him to stop. It’s the third time this week!

Dad told me later he almost said that one person’s idea of danger was another person’s idea of adventure. But he decided it was better not to share.




‘Watch me jump and you’ll see how easy it is,’ I say as I give Mum’s hand a reassuring squeeze.

I take a deep breath and breathe in the salty tang of the ocean. Such an amazing smell! I time my jump so I’ll land on the crest of the wave like my dad has taught us. It’s so we can make sure there’s plenty of water under us. Next thing I know I’m feeling the rush of the cool air on my skin, which is nothing compared to the freezing water I plunge into.
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Down.

Down.

Down.


Random thoughts enter my head, possibly brought on by the cold slowly freezing all my brain cells.
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[image: image] Do other families jump off cliffs in the middle of winter or is it just mine?

[image: image] If not, what do other families do early on a Sunday morning?

[image: image] Is it more fun than cliff jumping?

[image: image] Where does laughter come from?

[image: image] Is Banjo part monkey?

[image: image] If so, does that mean I’m part monkey too?
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I swim back to the surface. The thoughts vanish as quickly as the school of tiny fish I startle.

My whole body is tingling from the cold but I feel supercharged with energy. I can’t wait to jump again.

I can see Mum and Dad, Banjo and Kip all looking down at me. That’s us. The Olsen family.
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My Crazy Family
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Where to start?
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Andrew – First up, there’s Dad. He’s so much like a kid, I sometimes forget he’s my grown-up dad. He loves having adventures. Crazy adventures! He’s great fun and he always makes us laugh. Dad is very musical: he’s a great piano player and guitar player, and he loves to sing and compose songs. He’s even part of a song club – kind of like book club but they pick a topic each week and have to write a song about it. His last one was about lentils. He’s also fabulous at drawing cartoons.
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Thomas – Mum is good at lots of things, but especially jewellery design. Because she can work from home she’s always there to drive us to school and, most importantly, take me to the skate bowl. She’s very sociable and loves to chat. She’s a terrific swimmer and taught us all.
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Kip – Speaking of being chatty. Kip. Short for Kipling. She’s the baby of the family but she’s no baby. At only seven she’s completely fearless and very dramatic. I see a big future for her on the stage. She’s into skating and rollerskating.
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Banjo – He has endless energy and he’s into everything. Right now it’s all about parkour. It’s possible he’s part monkey. He’s also an excellent singer.
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Clancy – He’s a Shih Tzu, which means ‘little lion’, but he’s not fierce. He’s got big round eyes and floppy ears. He’s super friendly and loves going wherever we go. In fact, his favourite pastime is to lie on the warm concrete at the skate park and watch me skate.

Alfredo Manchego (Alfie) – Our cat. According to Kip, she and our cat are the only two in the family who speak fake Spanish. I feel like this could be the subject of a whole other book!
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My grandparents

Clair (Nono) is Mum’s mum and lives in Orange.
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Big is a country vet and lives on a horse stud in Orange.

Starr is Dad’s mum and lives in Cobourg, Ontario in Canada.

Harold lives on a farm in North Carolina in the US.
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And then there’s me . . . Poppy.
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My full name is Poppy Starr Clarabelle Olsen. I’m named Starr and Clarabelle after my two grandmothers. I’m a bit of a dreamer. Okay, okay, a lot of a dreamer. I love to draw and I love being creative, but I also love being active. I swim, surf and skate and I’m always up for any kind of game involving a ball. I’m quiet compared to the rest of my family. They’re really loud but I love them to bits.




‘Are you going to jump, Thomas?’ Dad says after coming back from his fifth jump.

Everyone stares at Mum.

‘Oh, quickly then before I change my mind!’

Kip squeals with delight as Mum strips off her clothes. She’s wearing swimmers underneath. She knew to come prepared.

‘Right then, any advice?’ Mum does small jumps from side to side to stay warm.

‘The trick is to jump out, not down,’ says Dad. ‘You’ll be fine. You’re a natural, I can tell.’

Mum rolls her eyes, but she’s smiling.


‘Three, two, one!’

Mum jumps.

‘You know there are sharks down there,’ Banjo whispers in my ear.

‘Are not!’
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I search for Mum, waiting for her to resurface. Is that a fin? No. Or maybe a dolphin. Get it? Dol-phin. I shake the thoughts from my head. Banjo is just trying to wind me up. I’ve been surfing along this coast my whole life and have never seen a shark. (Except for that one time but it was only a Wobbegong so it doesn’t count.)

Where is Mum?

There!

Mum’s blonde hair appears. Show off. She’s probably been holding her breath and trying to beat her own record. Mum’s the current Olsen family champion for holding her breath the longest underwater.

We have other Olsen Family Records.




Olsen Family Records

Longest time for breath held underwater

Current record: 2 minutes

Current champion: Thomas


Most tacos eaten in one sitting

Current record: 9

Current champion: Banjo


Fastest time to lose a new frisbee

Current record: 4 minutes 36 seconds

Current champion: Poppy (see also Poppy dust)


Most stitches at one time

Current record: 9

Current champion: Kip (the knee incident)
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Staring contest

Current record: 2 minutes 10 seconds

Current champion: Poppy


Arm wrestling

Current champion: Andrew
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Thumb wrestling

Current champion: Andrew (He has abnormally long thumbs.)
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Laps of Bronte pool underwater

Current record: 4

Current champion: Thomas


Surfing – who can stay out the longest in winter

Current champion: Banjo


Swimming races

Current champion: Annoyingly, Thomas is the current record holder for all four strokes.




I jump again.

Mum is floating on her back, gazing up at the sky.

‘It’s beautiful, isn’t it, Pops?’ she murmurs.

Mum’s eyes are all crinkly and happy. Nobody smiles with their eyes quite like my mum. She has beautiful eyes.

I look around at the sheer cliff face and the stone and brick houses dotted along the cliffs of Bondi. The beachside suburb of Sydney is our home and the beach our playground. We go to the beach almost every day. I tread water and think about how lucky we are.
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I wish we could stay together in the water for longer, but it’s pretty cold. I realise my teeth are chattering.


‘Hurry up, you two,’ Kip calls from above. ‘I’m starving!’

This gets my attention. Breakfast!

‘Come on, Mum.’ I start swimming. ‘Last one out’s a rotten egg!’
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After a breakfast of bacon and eggs (luckily no rotten ones!) Dad takes Kip and Banjo to the shops to get new trainers. I have the rest of the day to myself. I help Mum pack away the breakfast things and stack the dishwasher.
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‘Mum?’

‘Mmm?’

‘It’s such a beautiful day. Wouldn’t you like to sit on the grass in the sun and read your new book?’
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‘Sounds fabulous, Poppy,’ says Mum as she gives the bench a final wipe.

‘You know, I can make that happen for you.’ I grin at her.

‘It reflects well on me that I’ve raised such a giving daughter.’ Thomas chuckles.

I hover expectantly, waiting for her answer.

‘Yes, all right!’ Mum gives me a playful flick on my bum with the tea towel. ‘Give me ten minutes to get ready.’

I clap my hands together and squeal. Clancy trots into the kitchen with his ears pricked. He knows exactly what my squeal means.

‘Thanks, Mum!’

When I’m not at school or the beach, there is one place you’ll be guaranteed to find me. That place is Bondi Skate Park.
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DID YOU KNOW?

In the beginning, skateboards were mostly used by children to ride down small hills, but they eventually made their way to surfers who wanted to practise their skills when the waves were too small. Surfers would often use skateboards to ‘sidewalk surf’ and would ride around looking for embankments and hills to act as stationary waves.
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We live in the heart of Bondi, which, even if you’ve never been to Sydney, you’ve probably heard of. It’s an inner-city suburb right on the beach. It’s also a very cool place to live. Bondi’s full of locals like me and, because it’s so famous, loads of visitors and backpackers too. It’s happy chaos!
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The skate park at Bondi is like my second home. It also happens to be really close to our house. It takes me about five-and-a-half minutes to walk there. I can be there quicker if I skate.


Here’s our place on Curlewis Street. We live in an apartment block that has four units in it. We’re on the ground floor, which is awesome because there’s a back garden we can hang out in. It’s meant to be a shared space but there’s no other kids in the block, so we’re usually the only people out there. The block is an older style; it’s painted pale pink and surrounded by palm trees. I think it looks very tropical.
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Once we leave the apartment and hit Curlewis Street we head straight down towards the beach. We cross the road at Campbell Parade and it’s a hop, skip and jump to the beach. The skate park is in the grassy area overlooking the beach, so it has an awesome view of the surf. It’s in the shape of a fish, but you would only know that if you were flying above it. (I’ll tell you more about that here.)
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Bondi Beach is home to all kinds of people. There are surfers, skaters, lifeguards, ocean swimmers, soft-sand runners, hard-sand runners, workout crews, callisthenics enthusiasts, tourists learning to surf, social media influencers and a few actors and models. It’s really interesting to live in a place that is constantly buzzing!
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I scan the ocean for a quick surf check. It’s flat. Good. I don’t have to feel like I’m missing out on waves while I skate.

And here we are – Bondi Skate Park. I’ve been coming here every spare minute for the past four years. I still get a buzzy, excited feeling when I walk into it. It’s a sense of anticipation for how my session will go.

Yes. I know. I’m a little skate rat. I really like skating! I’d even go so far as to say that skating is who I am.

One of the things I really love about skating is that when I do certain tricks I almost feel like I’m flying.

 

Skateboarding is all about:


freedom
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creativity

being with friends

having fun.




Skating gives me:


confidence

independence.




Skating is a way to:
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express myself.



Skating can be:


fun

relaxing.



Skating can also be:


rewarding

challenging.




It all started when I was eight. We were at a friend’s house for a barbecue and were getting ready to walk home. I was kind of tired, so Mum’s friend lent me his skateboard. I’d never been on one before, but I had a go and managed to kind-of-skate home in one piece. When it was time to say goodbye and give back the board, he took one look at the joy on my face and said, ‘You can keep it.’

I started out on the pavement learning basic skills, and there are some netball courts nearby that were pretty good for a while. I practised and practised and got a little better. Every little win made me want to learn more.


Mum and Dad enrolled me in a one-day skate camp at Bondi, where I learned some cool tips and tricks. I remember trying to land this really basic trick. I must have tried about a hundred times, but I just couldn’t get it. The guy running the course said to Mum and Dad, ‘She’s killing me!’ But I kept trying until I landed the trick. That was the day my love of skating was born.

Soon, I was teaching myself how to do more basic tricks.

One day I asked Dad if he’d take me to the skate park. I was completely padded up. Dad helped me on a few small ramps, and I think he really enjoyed it. He even dug out his old ice-hockey gear to pad up and learn too so he could help teach me.

It’s funny to look back on because I was only eight and I was the ONLY GIRL at the park. And yet nobody made fun of me for being small or a girl. All of the guys welcomed me and encouraged me and cheered me on. I’ve made some really good friends at Bondi. It’s such a nice place to go and spend a few hours. And the bonus is, I get to skate!
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A quick lesson on the main piece of equipment all skaters need: a skateboard.

Skate deck – The board part of the skateboard, which the skater stands on. The front of the board is the nose and the back is the tail.

Trucks – The metal devices at the bottom of the skateboard that allow it to turn.

Wheels – The four wheels that are attached to the trucks.

Bearings – Greased ball bearings that sit in a hollow, round metal casing that attaches to a wheel. They make skateboard wheels spin.

Grip tape – Kind of like a sheet of sandpaper on the top of your board that keeps your feet from sliding.

Bolts – Two sets of nuts and bolts that attach the trucks to the skate deck.
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After saying hi to everyone, Mum gets comfy on the grass and opens her book. She used to watch my every move, but little by little she’s learning to relax while I skate. Clancy usually stays near me and lies on the warm concrete. He’s like my furry skate mascot. But sometimes he takes himself off on adventures and we find him in the bushes or hanging with other, random people.


‘Don’t forget sunscreen,’ Mum says as she settles down to read.

Mum’s right about the sunscreen. I’m so fair-skinned with blonde hair that I need to be really careful in the sun. I once forgot to put sunscreen on while skating and I’ll never make that mistake again.
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I pad up and clip on my helmet.



Essential skating safety gear:

[image: image]


[image: image] Knee pads

[image: image] Elbow pads

[image: image]  Wrist guards

[image: image] Helmet






When I first started skating, I used to complain about all the safety gear. I thought I looked so silly. Dad remained firm. No padding = no skating. Skating won. I’ve seen people fall badly without safety gear and it’s not pretty.

Falling and failing is a part of skating. You can’t have one without the other. One thing skaters have to learn is to lose their fear of falling. It’s just something that comes with the territory.

I used to skate in bare feet, and it would drive my parents nuts. I’d come up from the beach and skate in my swimmers with knee pads, elbow pads and a helmet. Awesome look!

Once I’m ready, I grab my board and warm up on the mini ramps and quarter pipes and ledges. The park is really well designed. There’s a deep bowl, and a smaller one called the fishbowl. The fishbowl is in the shape of . . . a fish. It is an exact replica of an indigenous rock carving at North Bondi. It pays homage to the Gadigal people who are the traditional people of the area. There are also all sorts of street-skating elements including stairs, rails, ramps, grinds and jumps.
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It’s not very busy, which is unusual for a Sunday. I guess because it’s cold and looks like it might rain. You can’t skate in the wet. It’s slippery and also ruins your board. Best avoided.

I see Aiden and Erik. You think I sound obsessed? These two live and breathe skating. I swear they must skate in their sleep.

[image: image]

Aiden has shoulder-length blond hair and always wears the coolest skate labels. He looks like a classic skate grom out of a movie. He’s really friendly and never shy to help me if I’m stuck with a trick. Erik is a bit quieter. He’s tall for his age with dark hair and literally always wears the same T-shirt, which says ‘Skate or Die’.


While I may not be best friends or anything with Aiden and Erik, they’ve always respected that I’m serious about skating and have never been rude to me. Not like some boys.

‘Hey Poppy.’ A girl with curly dark hair and green cat’s eyes pulls up next to me with a loud power slide, almost knocking me over.

This is Ginger. She’s the only girl I know who’s as obsessed with skating as I am. Ginger is a year above me at a different school, but we see each other at the skate park a few times a week.

‘What’s up, Ginge?’

‘Nothing much.’ She tucks a wayward curl into her helmet.

We fist bump. It’s a casual greeting between skaters.
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Some handy skate lingo for you here.

Sick – This means anything cool. You can do a sick trick, buy a sick board or skate a sick spot. Other names for cool are: insane, gnarly, rad or righteous.

Sketchy – When you land a trick or are skating and almost come off. (Basically when you almost slam but stay on your board. See the end of this list for ‘Slam’.) You could get speed wobbles and that would be sketchy.

Make – When you successfully execute a trick you’ve been trying for a while.

Carve – Riding walls (including the walls of bowls) without turning your board – one motion.

Slam – When you take a good fall that you usually can’t get out of.




I’m mucking around doing ollies. An ollie is a trick where the skater and board pop off the ground. An ollie looks amazing because you’re jumping into the air and it looks as if the board is glued to your feet. But it’s not. If you want to be able to jump over things or up a gutter, you need to be able to do an ollie. It’s the first trick a skater learns and it’s something that always needs practice.
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Quick step-by-step guide to doing an ollie:


1. Place your front foot in the middle of the skateboard and your back foot near the tail.

2. Bend your knees.

3. Keep your shoulders in line with your board.

4. Push your back foot against the tail and press it against the ground in a rapid and fluid movement.

5. When the skateboard tail hits the ground, quickly shift your weight and jump.

6. Slide your front foot towards the nose of the skateboard while you are in the air.
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Ginger watches for a bit.

‘You’ve got this, Poppy! Shift your weight back a bit more when you’re landing.’

I try again.

‘Bend your knees more, Pop!’ she calls.

This time I land a really high one.

Ginger’s working on her rock ’n’ rolls. I take a break to watch her.

Skating is an individual sport but it’s also really social. I like that it’s just me and my board when I’m skating, but I also love to watch and learn from other people. Friends from the park share tips and give advice.

Ginger works the same trick over and over again. Sometimes she gets it and sometimes she bails. Bailing is a technique you can use if you think you’re going to fall, so you jump off early to avoid injury.

Skating is as much about falling as it is about skating. The legendary Tony Hawk used to say he was a walking scab when he first started. Even when he knew how to fall, he still took slams.

If I fall in the bowl, I usually just knee-slide to the bottom. If I’m out on the flat, I try to stay loose and roll my body out.
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I take a sip of water from my drink bottle. Ginger joins me.


‘Are you going to go in the comp?’ she asks.

Ginger has my full attention now. I’ve been in two smaller competitions over at Monster Skate Park and I loved them both. (You have to be twelve to enter the big comps.) My first comp was when I was nine. The crowd was mainly parents of the kids competing, but I didn’t care – I was hooked. I love the feeling of performing in front of a crowd. Some kids get really scared, and there’s pressure when you compete, but it always makes me stay on my board. When the crowd cheers you on, it can even help you land a trick.

‘What comp?’ I ask.


‘There’s a poster on the wall. It’s going to be here at Bondi.’

[image: image]

We skate together over to the poster. Or I should say, posters. There are five large ones pasted to the north wall of the park. Lined up in a row in bold neon colours, they scream the words BONDI BOWL ATTACK!
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I feel my face grow hot and the hairs on my arms stand on end. This is so cool! This is the first year I’ll be old enough to enter.

‘What do you think?’ Ginger asked. ‘I’ll enter if you do.’
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I nod my head up and down like one of those little bobble-head figures you see on car dashboards.

‘Heck, yeah!’

We fist bump again but this time we do it like we mean it.
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For me, skating is a lifestyle. It’s an artform. I think it’s beautiful. When I’m skating in the bowl I’m creating lines and movement. My goal is always to go high and fast because it’s the best feeling. Of course, the harder the trick, the harder this is to do. It’s not about points on a board for me. Having said that, comps are really fun because there’s all this new energy and they make me try harder, which helps me improve. I really enjoy brainstorming ways to create a better, more exciting run. Sometimes I set goals, such as the tricks I have to land before I get to the comp. I’m immediately thinking about all the tricks I can do and work towards for the Bondi Bowl Attack!




DID YOU KNOW?

Fidget spinners are made using skateboard bearings!
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And as quickly as I can snap my fingers together (which, by the way, is quite tricky), the weekend is over.

A peek out the window reveals a beautiful sunny day. Why oh why is Monday morning always sunny? It’s the most perfect weather for surfing and skating. But we’re running late already and Mum is yelling for us to hurry up.

It’s a new Olsen Family Record. We’re up, fed, dressed and out the door in 13 minutes.


The Previous Olsen Family Record for wake-to-home-exit-on-a-school-day was 16 minutes. That’s a significant improvement!

I’m in year six at the local public school. Banjo is in year three and Kip is in kindergarten. It’s so cool because we get to hang out together at school sometimes as well as at home. I totally get that not all kids feel this way about their brothers and sisters. Don’t get me wrong, Kip and Banjo can be annoying. And there are definitely times when I like a bit of quiet and being on my own. But it’s nice to be able to see them at school too.

Mum pulls up in the drop-off zone.

‘Have a good day, kids!’ She holds her cheek out for a kiss from each of us. Banjo surprises her by blowing a loud raspberry right in her face.

Mum is still laughing as we tumble out of the car. Kip gives a final wave and Mum drives away reluctantly. Mum would be with us all day if she could, which makes me feel really special. We watch as another car takes her place in the queue.

Kip immediately turns to me, her face bright. ‘Come on, let’s go find Renata!’

‘Great idea!’
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I grab her hand and we walk together into the school grounds. Renata is my kinder buddy. I’m school captain and so I try to set a good example of making everyone feel welcome. I make sure to say hi to Renata every morning, and she and Kip have become friends, which is excellent.



Reasons I like school:


[image: image] Playing sport at recess and lunch

[image: image] Having a laugh with my friends

[image: image] Seeing my kinder buddy Renata

[image: image] Being school captain, which means I get to lead assemblies and meet interesting people

[image: image] Learning cool and interesting stuff


Reasons I don’t like school:


[image: image] The only reason, really, not to like school is that it eats into my surfing and skating time. I try to do all my homework in one afternoon so that the rest of the week I have my afternoons free. Of course, this isn’t always possible, but a girl can try!






Luckily for me, on Mondays I have my favourite subject. Art! AND, because we have the most amazing teacher, we get to spend two lessons doing art, from the end of recess to the beginning of lunch. I always go home on Monday with paint somewhere in my hair or on my uniform.

Let’s face it, my perfect day looks a little like this:


1. Wake up.

2. Surf.

3. Eat pancakes with loads of golden syrup.

4. Skate.

5. Muck around with Kip and Banjo – wrestling, running races, swimming races.

6. Have lunch – toasties, preferably – with the whole family.

[image: image]

7. Skate.

8. Do some art or craft.

9. Skate.

10. Eat anything put in front of me.

11. Fall asleep in front of a movie zzzzzzzz.

12. Did I mention skating???



My best friend’s name is Kaida. She spent the first five years of her life in Japan. How cool is that? You know what else is cool? Her name means Little Dragon. I love that I’m named after a beautiful red flower, but it’s not as cool as a dragon!

[image: image]

Kaida is an amazing artist. I mean, I love to draw but she can really paint. She says that when she’s painting, she’s in her happy place. That’s how I feel about skating. But it’s also how I feel about art. It’s funny how two vastly different activities can spark so much joy.




Connections I see between skating and art:


[image: image] They are both artforms.

[image: image] They both make me feel alive and positive and allow me to think creatively.

[image: image] There’s a freedom when I’m drawing and painting and when I’m skating. I’m mark-making with a brush, and I can mark-make with a skateboard when I skate my lines in the bowl.

[image: image] Skating and art both require me to commit to a process.





Kaida and I have art in common, but in other ways we are pretty different.
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Things Kaida is obsessed with:


[image: image] Art (obviously)

[image: image] Mystery and detective stories – Kaida always has a detective book in her hand. I think she’s read every single series there is for kids. Now she’s reading adult mysteries! She loves solving puzzles.

[image: image] Puzzles

[image: image] Animals – Kaida’s parents don’t have any pets at home, so she loves coming to my place to fuss over Clancy and Alfie.

[image: image] Ramen – Have you ever tried this Japanese noodle soup dish? Kaida is obsessed with it and she’s made me obsessed too! It’s a savoury broth with noodles, sliced pork, nori seaweed, spring onions, bamboo shoots and anything else you feel like adding.



[image: image]

‘I wonder what we’ll be doing today?’ Kaida whispers as we sit next to each other in class.

Our art teacher Mrs Armitage always wears the most colourful clothes. Today she’s wearing a red dress with bright yellow daisies. There’s a graphite pencil tucked behind one ear and her hands are stained with paint.

Like I said, Mrs Armitage is really awesome.

[image: image]

‘We’re going to spend the next few weeks looking at how to transform an everyday object using art so that it makes a statement.’

[image: image]

I like the sound of this.


‘You’re going to use your neighbourhood as a starting place. Think about the area that’s two blocks from your house in all directions. I’d like you to draw a map of this area and think about everything that’s there. Things you see every single day that you might be able to find a way to transform so we look at them differently.’ She looks around the room. ‘Any ideas?’

‘People do yarn-bombing on poles and trees.’

That’s Kaida. See, I told you she was smart.

[image: image]

Mrs Armitage nods. ‘That’s true. They’re using colour to highlight or decorate an everyday object. Any other examples?’


‘Aren’t there artists who drape sheets over cliffs and stuff like that?’ asks Simon.

‘Yes, that was done in Little Bay in the sixties. Christo and Jeanne Claude wrapped the coastline. Here, I’ll pull up a picture.’

Mrs Armitage enters a few words into the search engine on the smartboard, and an incredible black-and-white photograph appears of a coastline entirely wrapped in white sheets. It looks strange and beautiful.

[image: image]

‘This is obviously a very ambitious example,’ says Mrs Armitage. ‘Here are some more achievable ones. You get the idea.’


Mrs Armitage flicks to other images. First a sculpture made from driftwood and then a picture made entirely out of bottle caps.


‘Art can help you see the world differently. For this project, I would like you to choose an object to transform from something ugly to something beautiful – for example, creating a sculpture out of rubbish found on the beach. The idea is to make us look at it differently.’

Mrs Armitage writes the three ideas she has already mentioned on the board. ‘Have a go at adding a few more.’

I come up with:


[image: image] Make a chandelier out of plastic bottles.

[image: image] Make a collage out of paper scraps.

[image: image] Make a sculpture out of broken skateboards.



[image: image]

‘I want you to think about the message you’ll be sending when you make this transformation. What is it you’re trying to say through your art?’


We spend the rest of the class drawing maps of the streets around our homes and brainstorming ideas for our projects.




My ideas for Bondi

When I think about Bondi I think about:

[image: image]


[image: image] Beautiful beach and coast

[image: image] Surf and ocean pools

[image: image] Parks with lots of grass and open space

[image: image] Skating – of course!

[image: image] Friendly neighbours



But I also think about:


[image: image] Rubbish – Because Bondi is so popular, it can get really crowded. There’s always rubbish left lying around on the beach or in the park.

[image: image] Tagging and graffiti – This is a real pain in the butt for skaters like me. Kids who aren’t skaters tag our bowl. They tag lots of places. The problem with tagging the bowl is that the paint can be slippery to skate on. And when the council tries to clean it off they can damage the surface of the bowl. As I said, a total pain in the butt.






[image: image]

Our homework is to spend the week examining our neighbourhood, interviewing neighbours and coming up with an idea for a piece of community art.


I don’t want to cram this into one afternoon. I’m excited about ways to bring my community closer together.


[image: image]

I now have a skate comp to work towards and a really cool art project. I’m so pumped!

I can’t wait to get started.




DID YOU KNOW?

Before ramps and skate parks came about, skateboarders used to practise in empty swimming pools and drainage ditches.
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[image: image]

I’m already seeing the world differently. On the way home from school, I notice all kinds of objects that are crying out to be transformed.

Things like:


 

Pavements – Why do they have to be grey concrete? Who made up that rule? Imagine if we could live in a world where pavements were painted in murals, or each block of concrete was a different colour or even a rainbow! Imagine how good you’d feel walking to school or work each day.


[image: image]

Plants – Why can’t we have more greenery? I walk past houses with small patches of garden out the front. We should have plants and trees everywhere. Like a fantastic jungle!

[image: image]

Pop-up playground – What if there were pop-up playgrounds for little kids? They would never know when or where one would appear.

Chandeliers – I love the idea of hanging vintage chandeliers in unlikely places around Bondi.

More art – Just more art. Everywhere!

[image: image]


I’ve got the apartment to myself, which NEVER happens. Mum has taken Banjo to parkour and Kip is at a friend’s house.

[image: image]

I grab an apple and boot up the family laptop. Before I get stuck into art, I want to register online to enter the skate comp. Dad has given me permission to use his credit card. We’re not allowed to watch TV or have screen time during the week, but I’ve cleared this already with Mum and Dad.

The Bondi Bowl Attack home page contains the same colourful graphics as the poster at the skate park. I click on the link to enter the competition. The categories are divided into Grommets and Adults. I click on Grommets. I’m so excited, my hands are shaking.

I see three categories.


[image: image] Boys Under 12s

[image: image] Boys Under 16s

[image: image] Mens Open


Um, what? Where are the categories for girls?

I feel a fluttery feeling in my stomach as I click on each link. Then I go back to the home page to make sure I haven’t missed anything. But it’s pretty clear: the competition is open only to boys.

I should be used to this. I had to skate against boys in the previous comps I entered. But things are starting to change. There are other girls my age – and older – who are into skating. And they’re good. I can’t believe the competition doesn’t include them, and me.


[image: image]

I feel so disappointed. I was looking forward to competing and putting together an impressive line in my home bowl. And, none of my school friends have seen me skate, so it would be awesome to have them come along and watch. Mum also mentioned that Nono and Big might be able to make the trip from Orange.


But mainly I feel really sad that the organisers of this event don’t recognise that there are heaps of girls who love to skate and would be excited to enter. I grab my phone and text Kaida and Ginger.

Poppy: I’m so bummed. There’s no category for girls in Bowl Attack. I’m back competing against boys. [image: image]

Ginger replies almost immediately.

Ginger: WHAT??? You’ve got to be kidding! [image: image]


Poppy: Have a look at their website.

Ginger: This sux.

Poppy: It’s so unfair! We can skate just as well as – BETTER than – the boys we know.

Ginger: I know, right? [image: image]

Kaida joins in.

Kaida: I can’t believe this! [image: image] It’s weird because all the other sports have divisions for girls and boys, right?

Kaida is really supportive and Ginger is as angry and disappointed as I am. We message for a little bit and then they both have to go.

I’m glad I’m home alone, because I don’t feel ready to talk about how I’m feeling. It’s a weird combination of angry and sad. And SO many thoughts are running through my head at a million miles an hour.

[image: image]


[image: image] Why isn’t girls’ skating taken more seriously?

[image: image] Why do people say things like, ‘You’re pretty good – for a girl.’

[image: image] What’s the point of skating at all if organisers of competitions don’t even recognise I exist?

[image: image] Why isn’t more being done to help and promote female skaters?



I turn off the laptop and plonk myself down at the craft table. We call it the craft table but really it’s the dining table. But because of Mum’s jewellery design, my drawing and Kip’s painting, it’s always full of craft and art projects at various stages.

I don’t feel like doing my art project anymore. So, I start to doodle. I don’t have anything in particular in mind. Instead, I just allow myself to get lost in my drawing.

I draw this:

[image: image]

And then I add:

[image: image]


And finally:

[image: image]


I look at the images and I realise I feel a little better. I always do after being creative. Somehow, all of those mixed-up emotions get worked out of me and into the drawing. I’m just busy putting the finishing touches to my picture when I think I hear the sound of keys in the door. It’s confirmed when Clancy jumps up from under the table and skids towards the front door in a skitter-scatter of paws. I’m too busy with my picture to look and see who it is.

‘I’m home!’

Dad is surprised to find me sitting here alone.

‘Pops, not out skating?’

‘Nope.’

I don’t look up from my drawing.




Nicknames

Pops is one of my many nicknames. Others are:


[image: image] Popsicle

[image: image] Pop Star

[image: image] Popcorn

[image: image] Poppystarr





Dad glances at my drawing and raises an eyebrow.

‘Want to talk about it?’

I shake my head.

Dad takes a jug of cold water from the fridge and two glasses. He sits opposite me. After pouring us each a drink, he helps himself to a piece of paper and a black fineliner. Dad is really good at drawing, especially cartoons. I watch him, and with just a few strokes of his pen he creates a monkey on a skateboard. It looks a little like Banjo – after all, he is part monkey!

He catches me grinning while I look at his picture.


[image: image]

‘What?’ he asks.

‘It’s so good,’ I say. ‘Can I have it?’



[image: image]

Dad passes me the picture. I like to keep his sketches in a folder alongside my art books. Sometimes when I’m feeling down, I look through it. There are so many weird and wonderful sketches in there that he’s done for me over the years.

‘It’s all yours.’ He leans in towards me. ‘You sure you don’t want to talk about it?’

I sigh and fill Dad in on the whole no-girls-division-in-the-Bowl-Attack disaster. ‘It’s so unfair!’ (This needs repeating because it is really unfair.)

[image: image]

‘I agree with you,’ says Dad. ‘Question is, what are you going to do to change it?’

‘There’s nothing I can do. I’ll just have to skate against the boys again.’


Dad looks at me. ‘If you really want things to change, then you have to be the change. Your mum and I will support you every step of the way.’

Now I’m getting frustrated with Dad. Why can’t he just understand?

‘Dad, I’m only twelve!’

‘Exactly.’

I have absolutely no idea what he wants me to do.

Dad gives me a wink and leaves the table. He can be infuriating sometimes! I hear him humming as he starts to make dinner.


I go to my room and lie on my bed. My walls are covered in posters of female skaters I admire.



Mimi Knoop

Mimi Knoop is the GOAT! She is an amazing vert and bowl skater, and one of the coolest humans ever. Mimi helped pave the way for females in skateboarding when it was really difficult to do so. She is forty-three and has five X Games medals and has also won the Combi Pool Classic.


Nora Vasconcellos

Nora is one of the coolest, most original people you’ll ever meet. She has such a diverse bag of tricks and can take a slam! I love watching all her skate clips and the fact that she loves art like me. She’s an amazing artist.


[image: image]

Lizzie Armanto

Lizzie is so stylish and graceful while she’s skating but she also has a cool bag of tricks and is gnarly!


Tony Hawk

(Obviously he’s not an inspirational woman but he definitely is an inspirational man!) I met Tony when I was nine and he was doing a vert demo at Monster. I was so starstruck, but then he asked me if I wanted to do doubles with him! I did an air and he did a much bigger one over me. He turned out to be the nicest person. I showed him a comic strip I had drawn of him and me for school, and he signed it! Tony invented many of the skating tricks used today.






[image: image]

Most of these skaters are American. The scene is much bigger over there. It’s so inspirational to watch these women carve it up and completely dominate. I’ve been watching them for so long I can almost predict their moves. I know their favourite kinds of tricks. It occurs to me that if I hadn’t known they were out there, I probably wouldn’t have continued with skating. Don’t get me wrong, I love it, but in order to take it seriously I needed to know that other girls had managed to do well in the sport. I had to see it.


But it’s been a long, hard road for women to be seen as equals in skate competitions.


[image: image]

I remember when Kaida showed me an old newspaper report she found online that said in 2005, the women who won the street and vert comps at the X Games earned $2000 each, but the men in those categories got $50,000! We stood on the side of the Bondi bowl rolling our eyes and talking about how unfair it was. Then the skaters said they would boycott, and by 2013 the men and women got the same amount for winning. But still, why couldn’t they just both get the same from the start?



If the Bondi Bowl Attack doesn’t have a female division, then all the girls younger than me who like skating won’t get to see other girls skate against each other. Which means they won’t get to picture themselves in the bowl one day. That’s not fair!

Dad said I have to be the change to make a change. I suddenly know what I have to do.

I grab my phone and text Ginger and all the girls I know who skate. Then I text Aiden and Erik. I ask everyone to spread the word. Maybe one twelve-year-old can’t make a change but if enough voices speak up, there’s a chance we might all be heard together.

Poppy: You’ve probably heard that Bowl Attack don’t have a girls’ division. I say we convince them that they need to include one. If you feel the same, email them here!

[image: image]

Jane: Great idea, Poppy! [image: image]

Aiden: Writing to them now!


Suri: I’m forwarding this to everyone I know!

Claire: [image: image]

Ginger: Go, girls!

Annika: [image: image]

Erik: [image: image]


I grab my laptop and click the link marked Contact Us. It brings up a webmail form that asks for my name and email address. I don’t have an email address, so I use my dad’s. There’s a space on the form to ask a question.

I write . . .



Hi Bowl Attack,

My name is Poppy Starr Olsen. I’m twelve years old. I live in Bondi and skate most afternoons at Bondi Skate Park. I got really excited when I saw a poster for your competition. I tried to enter but I can’t see an age-group category for girls (by the way, I’m a girl). I have skated against boys in comps before, and I’ll probably skate against boys again. I just wonder why? I know lots of girls my age and older who would enter a girls-only division, and for the first big comp in my home skate park it would be pretty amazing to skate with and against other girls. I wonder if you could think about creating a girls’ division for your competition? I think it would be really cool for young girls to see other girls ripping it up and skating just as well as the boys (if not better!).


I hope you have a nice day.


Love from Poppy




[image: image]



DID YOU KNOW?

The first modern skateboarding trick was introduced by Alan ‘Ollie’ Gelfand and is now known as the Ollie.
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The week drags by. Mum and Dad were both so proud of the email I sent to Bowl Attack. I felt pumped by taking a stand. But now all that hype is fading. Every afternoon I check with Dad to see if he’s had an email from the skate comp and the answer is always no. Maybe nothing will come of my email after all?


[image: image]

Finally it’s Friday and (this almost never happens) the surf is still good when I get home from school. Kip, Banjo and I grab our boards and head to the beach with Mum in tow.


It’s a beautiful afternoon. The sea breeze hasn’t picked up yet. The waves are small and perfect.

I look at Banjo and know exactly what he’s about to say.

‘Last one out the back’s a noob!’ he cries before taking off. But I stick around with Mum and Kip for a bit.




Some handy surf lingo for you.

Shories – Big waves that dump right on the sand.

Out the back – Where the surfers bob up and down behind the break line (where the waves break).

Whitewash – The broken white water of a wave moving straight towards shore.

Wipeout – When a surfer falls off their board.

Drop in – When you catch a wave and someone else drops in on you. It’s your wave but they steal it. Usually ends in disaster.




‘Nice waves for you today, Kip,’ I say as we wade out through the whitewash.

She pulls a face.


[image: image]

Kip has to stay in the whitewash with Mum, which kills her because she wants to be out the back with us. She’s pretty good, though, so I don’t think she’ll have to wait much longer.


I stay long enough to watch Mum push Kip onto a little wave. She’s grinning from ear to ear all the way to shore. She doesn’t miss a beat and is soon hungrily paddling back out. I throw her a thumbs up with a goofy look, then I paddle out.

The waves are so gentle, I don’t even need to duck dive to get through them. I can just paddle up the face and drop to the other side. My tummy lurches every time I do this, in the best way. It’s such a fun feeling.

[image: image]

Soon I’m with Banjo and a few other local kids hanging out the back. I see my friend Nora and give her a wave. Nora loves to surf but she doesn’t skate. She always laughs when I tell her how good she is. I think skating can seem intimidating for girls to try, which is totally wrong. Nora’s an amazing surfer and she’s not intimidated being out in the line-up at all. Kind of like me at the bowl, I guess.



[image: image]

Banjo doesn’t sit still for long. He can’t! He sees a wave coming that he likes the look of and paddles hard. It’s pretty steep, so I’m not sure if he got it or has wiped out. But then I see his head pop up over the top of the wave. Woo hoo!

‘Nice one, Banj!’

The others are chatting about Nora’s new board. It does look sweet. It’s got a really cool fish-scale design on it. I glance down at my own board. It’s pretty beaten up and is just a plain fibreglass board, but I love it. I’ve caught so many great waves on it.



If I could design my own surfboard, it would look like this.
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Banjo’s already out the back. How did he do that so fast? He’s trying not to look smug, but I can tell he’s pleased with himself.


[image: image]

‘Whoa, that last one of yours was a sick one, Banj! I thought there was no way you were making that take-off – it was so steep, I swear you fell out of the lip and I was thinking, ooooh he got totally pounded, but then you flew out onto the face and came off the top like hyahhh! Yeah, wave of the day, for sure.’


[image: image]

He grins.


[image: image]

Santiago is paddling for the next wave. I swear, this kid is so adorable. He’s only about ten and such a little grom. He’s got long dark curls tinged blond from hours spent in the surf. He’s about to take off when Tyler drops in on him and takes the wave.



Dropping in is when another surfer steals a wave off someone who is already on that wave. It’s not cool and it usually means the surfer who gets dropped in on has to bail and they get worked. Which is what is happening to Santiago right now. Luckily the waves are only small, so he’s fine. It’s annoying though.


[image: image]

I don’t understand why people drop in on other surfers. There are heaps of waves to go around. We’re all lucky enough to be out in this beautiful ocean – why spoil it by being greedy? It’s a shame that kids like Tyler don’t get it.


I turn around. This is my wave. I see Nora eyeing it as well. There’s a perfect peak forming to my right. I paddle hard and I know it’s mine.

But then I think about maybe reversing some of the ill will that Tyler created. I hold back.

‘You take this one, Nora!’ I call.

[image: image]

After all, she’s trying out a brand-new board. Nora’s look of surprise is replaced by sheer joy. I watch her and feel like I’m riding the wave with her.

‘Yew! Go, girl!’

Huey the surf god rewards me by sending me another wave. I put my head down and paddle hard. I take off right at the peak. I coil like a spring at the bottom of the wave and my board carves a tight arc up to the crest. I coil again and carve downward, gaining speed. It’s a lot like skating in the bowl – if the bowl were water and kept changing shape. Yes, that’s how tricky surfing is!


Woo hoo!

We can all share the joy. There are plenty of waves to go around.

[image: image]

I love that zinging feeling I get after riding a great wave. My body tingles and I get a rush of adrenaline combined with a warm glow. It’s so addictive. I just want to feel that feeling again and again and again. I paddle back out and keep surfing.

I get a similar feeling when I work hard to land a trick when I’m skating. I try and fall and try and fall and try and fall and try and fall some more. When I do finally land one, I feel so happy. This feeling can last all day.

Mum gives me the signal that it’s time to come back to shore.

I paddle over to Banjo. ‘Time’s up!’


We have a family tradition that whenever it’s time to come in we catch a party wave. We don’t have to wait too long before a nice little curler comes begging. Paddle, paddle, paddle and I’m up. I can just see Banjo out of the corner of my eye riding alongside.

Of course part of this tradition is to call out ‘PARTY WAVE!’ really loudly as we head in.

Kip’s making a sandcastle and Mum’s picking up rubbish. She carries a spare bag with her wherever she goes. Now that I think about it, Mum’s always picking up rubbish: on the beach, at the skate park, when we take Clancy for walks. I throw my board on top of my towel and jog over to help her.
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Yum! It’s dinnertime and a mad scramble for knives and forks, glasses of water and Mum’s lasagne and salad. The craft gets moved to one end of the table to make room for the five of us, and Clancy hovers hopefully nearby. He knows there are always plates to lick clean after lasagne!



During dinner we do Happy Time, Sad Time. Kip started this when she was really little, and we’ve done it ever since. Kip always goes first. We go around the table and when it’s Dad’s turn I notice him catch Mum’s eye. Uh-oh. My throat suddenly feels dry. Does he know something? I open my mouth to speak but Dad cuts me off.

‘I’m going to start with my sad time,’ says Dad. ‘I don’t have any. And my happy time is that I received an email today from a skate competition called . . . now, what was it?’

My breath catches in my throat.

[image: image]

‘Bowl Attack?’ I ask.

‘That’s the one.’ Dad smiles.

‘What did they say?’


‘How about I read the email out loud?’ Dad fumbles for a piece of paper in his pocket. I watch his face, but he’s unreadable! I try to prepare myself for possible bad news but also not shut out the hope of good news.

Dad clears his throat and begins to read.




[image: image]

Dear Poppy,


[image: image]

Thank you for your email. It has generated much discussion over here at Bowl Attack. We were also inundated with requests – from other male and female skaters – asking the same thing you have. We don’t believe that there is a big enough pool of female competitors to warrant age categories. However, we are prepared to include an Open Division for girls aged between 12 and 21.


We look forward to seeing you compete.

The team @ Bowl Attack




‘So, that means . . .’

‘I think that means, Poppy Starr Olsen, that despite only being twelve years old, you managed to stick up for something you believe in and help to create an opportunity for yourself and for other young female skaters.’

‘I did?’


I did. Maybe it was paying it forward in the surf? The comp people realised they had an opportunity to share. After all, there are plenty of waves (and skate opportunities) for everyone.

I can’t quite believe what just happened, and I cannot wipe the smile from my face. Happy Time, Sad Time is abandoned and suddenly we’re all gathered around the piano singing. That happens in your family, right? It’s not just an Olsen thing, surely?
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DID YOU KNOW?

Bill Richards invented the skateboard in 1958 when he attached rollerskate wheels to a wooden board. This was called the Roller Derby Skateboard and it went on sale in 1959.
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I’m up early. Everyone’s still asleep except for Clancy, who looks at me with hopeful eyes. He really wants a walk, and he’s ecstatic when I grab his lead.

I figure I need to take a closer look at the streets surrounding our place for my art project. AND I couldn’t sleep because I was so excited about the skate comp!

We hit the pavement. Clancy bounds ahead and sniffs every sign, traffic light and signal box he can find. It’s going to be a slow walk but that’s okay because it gives me time to look around.


Our street is a mixture of apartment blocks and houses. Clancy and I turn into Hall Street, which is one of the main roads leading down to the beach. There are cafes here, a bookshop and a couple of grocers as well as some clothing stores. It’s already busy.
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Clancy and I wind our way past joggers and people waiting for their morning coffee. What really strikes me is that in this part of Bondi you wouldn’t really know the beach was only one block away.

[image: image]

My idea for my art project is to draw attention to our beautiful ocean in the hope that people will take better care of it. After all, that’s what makes living in Bondi so special – we get to be so close to this amazing beach every single day. But how to bring the ocean to the land?

I’m generally a really upbeat kind of person but one thing that makes me sad is thinking about pollution in our oceans. I’m captain of the Green Team at school, so I am always doing environmental stuff, and care of the ocean is high up on our list of priorities.
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Random thoughts enter my head.


[image: image] What will happen if sea levels rise?

[image: image] Are other people worried about climate change?

[image: image] How do I know if I’m real and not just someone else’s dream?

[image: image] Why don’t crabs have eyebrows?

[image: image] Where do thoughts come from?


Clancy and I wander down to the beach. The bay looks like a big swimming pool. There’s hardly any surf this morning. A few ocean swimmers are out doing laps of the beach.

It strikes me that when people look at a beach, they only see the surface of the water. It’s the tip of the iceberg, because all of the exciting stuff is underneath. I remember Dad taking us to Sydney Aquarium last year. It was SO COOL. The bit I liked best was feeling like I was walking under the ocean. There were huge walls of glass, and we were surrounded by water, weeds and fish. It felt like we were underwater too.


[image: image]

That’s what I want to do for my art project: give people a closer look at what’s under the surface. I’m just not sure how to do it.
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Every Saturday we compete in swimming races at Bronte Swimming Club. The club meets at Bronte ocean pool – yet another sea pool we are so lucky to have!

Bronte is only one suburb away, so we usually walk. When I say ‘walk’, what I really mean is that I skate, Kip rollerskates and Banjo climbs over every available surface he can (this includes park benches, fences, walls and trees). Dad looks for new spots to go cliff jumping and Mum tries not to have a heart attack while making sure we all arrive in one piece.

[image: image]

Swim club’s great fun. It’s really social and, although we race, nobody takes it too seriously. My favourite stroke is breaststroke. I love to glide along the top of the water without making a splash. The sea pool is excellent to swim in because it’s outside in the sun but you’re swimming in salt water and not a chlorinated pool. It almost feels as if you’re racing out in the ocean. There are even small rock caves you can swim in on one side of the pool.

When the formal races are over, we always have a bit of fun with novelty events. I love the family events. We have father/son and mother/daughter races, and then we mix it up with father/daughter and mother/son. We usually do pretty well. After all, we Olsens spend a lot of time in the water!


[image: image]

There’s always a barbecue breakfast after swimming. While the parents are busy cooking, the kids muck around in the pool. Today the ocean is pretty wild, and waves crash over the top of the pool.


Kip, Banjo and I hold onto the railings as the water flows in and then on the count of
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One . . .

Two . . .

Three . . .

we let go.



 


I feel so free as I let the current carry me along. It’s a completely different world under the water – swirling whitewash and bubbles. We pop our heads up once the water has settled and we’re all in different parts of the pool to where we began.

Epic!

We have to do this again. I swim back to the railing just as the next wave crashes over the side of the pool. I can sense a new Olsen Family Record in the making.

 

Distance travelled underwater from the place you started

Current champion: Poppy – full length of Bronte ocean pool!
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On the walk home, I pay close attention to my surroundings. Bondi is very green, which makes the streets look lovely and colourful. But today I notice the parts that don’t add anything to the suburb. We also have heaps of boring old traffic signal boxes. Do you know what they look like?

[image: image]

They’re the signal boxes that house the traffic-light electronics. They’re usually cream or grey. And now that I’ve noticed them I realise there are so many of them. There’s one at every single intersection with traffic lights.

An idea begins to form.

What if they were painted?


My idea is to paint the signal boxes on my block. It will be an ocean theme. I’ll create vistas of the ocean, but they’ll be on the street, giving people the chance to look under the water and see the magic that’s below the surface. I’m going to call it Urban Vistas.

I can’t wait to get started.

I spend the rest of Saturday working on my project. By bedtime I have finished one of my mural designs. It looks like this.
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DID YOU KNOW?

Jim Muir and Wes Humpston were the first people to market a line of skateboards with graphics on them, way back in the 1970s. These were marketed under the Dogtown brand name.
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I’m so excited about the skate comp! It’s only a few weeks away, so I really need to ramp up my training. (Get it? Ramp up? A little skate humour for you there, haha.) However, there are loads of other things I need to get done, so I’m going to try to organise my time a bit better. Homework has to come first is a line my parents like to quote often.
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Mum helps me put together a schedule. Even though the schedule was meant to make me feel better, it actually makes me realise how little time I have to skate!



[image: image]




As you can see, aside from school, I need to stay on top of my regular homework, complete my art project, squeeze in skate practice, do my chores and not forget school captain duties. AND, the Bondi markets are this coming weekend and I have a stall booked. I had completely forgotten!

I’ve been selling my artwork as greeting cards at a few markets for a while now.

It all started with Poppy dust . . .




Poppy: Mum? I really need new Vans.

Mum: Why?

Poppy holds up her shoes, which have completely worn through. She can poke her fingers through the holes.

Mum: Mmm. New shoes are expensive, Poppy. Didn’t we just buy you new knee pads?

Poppy: Um, yes. Also, the thing is, I might also need a new helmet.

Mum: A new helmet? Where’s your old helmet?

Poppy: I kind of left it at the skate park and now it’s not there . . .

Mum: Like the time you kind of left your skateboard at the bus stop? And the time you kind of left your elbow pads at the park?

Poppy: Maybe?

Mum: It’s like Poppy dust. You sprinkle a little of yourself everywhere.
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So, now you know all about where Poppy dust came from!

Mum and I agreed that I would earn some of my own money to contribute to the cost of skating equipment. I’m a little young to have a regular part-time job, so the best option was to sell my art.

My first market stall went really well, and I earned close to $200!!! I nearly sold out of all my stock, which means I’d better get busy designing and printing more.
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When I’m not working on my art, I’m at the skate park. Ginger and I arrange to meet there whenever we can. She’s really pumped that she’ll be competing in a girls-only division in her first-ever competition. I know this because her text messages are now only ever in CAPS.


HEY POPPY, WANNA SKATE?

HEY POPPY, WANNA COME PRACTISE FOR THE COMP?

HEY POPPY, WE NEED TO WORK ON OUR AIRS!!!

So much of skateboarding is just trying a trick again and again until you nail it. It’s about the feeling you get from making the trick. It’s not about winning first place.
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One thing in my favour is that I learned to skate at Bondi. I’ve been skating here for more than three years, so I know every little bit of the bowl. The competitors coming to Bondi for the first time will only get a few practice runs in to get familiar with it before the comp begins.

Skating the bowl is different to street skating. Here are a few handy definitions to help you understand what the heck I’m talking about.




Transition – This basically means ramps. It can be bowls or vert ramps; anything that isn’t flat ground. I’m a transition skater, but street skating is so fun even though I find it a lot harder!

Vert – This describes any transition that reaches vertical.


[image: image]

Coping – This is the curved metal bar at the top of a lot of transitions. Bowls, skate parks and DIY parks can have anything from metal coping to granite or the type of coping you see around pools. Coping lets you grind on the top of transitions, which is super fun.


Deck – The flat landing at the top of quarter pipes and half pipes.


[image: image]

Bowl or pool – These were originally emptied in-ground swimming pools. Bowls are now found in concrete and wooden forms in most skate parks. They come in many shapes and sizes (such as kidney and clover). The best ones have a flat bottom and coping (or pool tiles) just like a half pipe.


Taking turns – There’s an etiquette surrounding who’s next in line to enter the bowl. You stand ready with your back heel on your board and your board in the air. That means you’re waiting for your turn. You wait until the person before you is out of the bowl and then you go.


[image: image]

Dropping in – Skating in the bowl all starts with dropping in. It’s funny because ‘dropping in’ on someone in surfing isn’t a good thing. ‘Dropping in’ in skating just means entering the bowl. Dropping in on a skateboard is how most skateboarders will enter bowls, skate parks and vert ramps. Dropping in the first time can be really scary. The technique itself is pretty simple but it is the mind block that’s the hard part!


How to Drop In:
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[image: image] Put your board on the coping with the tail on top and the wheels sort of snug on the ramp. Put your back foot on the tail and your front foot on the front area of the board.

[image: image] You need to be able to stand with most of your weight on your back foot, and your front foot firmly planted on the deck. The key is to stand in position comfortably. Plant your front foot where you want it and stay in position.





[image: image] Now you want to press your body weight onto your board and give it a good stomp.

[image: image] When your wheels hit the ramp, bend your knees and ride away!


Snaking – A snake is someone who takes too many goes and clearly takes other people’s turns. Don’t be a snake. Nobody likes a snake.
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It’s a good crew today. A few of the guys I know well; many of them are older than me. I see Erik and Aiden. We all nod to each other. A couple of those I don’t know scowl at seeing a girl. I’m used to this kind of attitude. I just ignore them.

‘Hi Poppy.’ Aiden gives me a wave. I smile back.
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When it’s my turn, I drop in, do two rock ’n’ rolls and a small air. I don’t stack, so I’m happy with that. I know the bowl really well and I’m thinking about how best to skate it for the comp.


‘Way to go, Poppy,’ Ginger cheers me on as she drops in.

Ginger carves some lines around the bowl and does a small air before finishing up next to me. We watch the others in silence. The guy who scowled at me drops in next. He’s the kind of skater who has attitude. He’s trying too hard to impress his friends. He takes off a little fast with his body weight too far back. I think he’s going to fall but he rights himself. He does a handplant and then falls, sliding neatly onto his knees. He scowls again at Ginger and me as he climbs out.

[image: image]

‘What’s your problem?’ Ginger asks him.

‘Nothing!’ He plays innocent and avoids our gaze.

As with most bullies, when you call them out on their behaviour, they have no idea what to do.
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Skating Tricks in the Bowl

Airs – A skater leaves the ground with their board underneath them. There are lots of different kinds of airs.

Handplants – A skater goes upside down and the board is in one hand and the other hand is on the coping (the cement lip on the top of the bowl).

Grinds – A skater comes up to the coping and grinds their trucks (the metal pieces holding the wheels in place).

Slides – A skater slides along the edge with a part of the skateboard (but not the trucks).




I throw my skateboard up and out of the bowl.

I nod to Erik and Aiden, still a little breathless.

‘Are you guys doing the comp?’ I ask.

‘Yeah. I was a bit disappointed we wouldn’t get to go up against you and kick your butt,’ says Erik.

‘Haha!’ I laugh. Erik is so competitive.

‘You wish,’ Aiden says to his friend. ‘More like Poppy would kick your butt!’


Erik rolls his eyes and takes the opportunity to drop into the bowl.

Aiden turns to me. ‘I think it’s really cool they’re finally stepping into the twenty-first century and having a women’s division,’ says Aiden. ‘We’ll be cheering for you and Ginger.’

‘Thanks.’ I take a sip from my water bottle. ‘It’s Ginger’s first comp, so she’s pretty excited.’

‘Did you know that if you place, there’s a chance you’ll get invited to The World Cup in the States?’

‘Really?’

My heart skips a beat.
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It’s only MY DREAM to enter a competition in America. I’ve wanted to go for years! The scene in America is huge. So many girls my age skate over there. I really, really, really want to go!


All of a sudden, the Bondi Bowl comp is BIG. It’s not just about getting to skate in a girls’ division – it’s about getting to skate in the States.

This is my chance.

‘That would be so amazing!’ I say. I don’t really care about gushing about skating in front of these two. They totally get it. They’re as obsessed with skating as I am.


[image: image]

Aiden grows serious. ‘Don’t get your hopes up too much, Poppy.’


I blush. ‘I don’t think I’m going to win, Aiden! My division is girls twelve to twenty-one. I’m just happy to be able to compete.’

He shakes his head. ‘That’s not what I mean. You’re really good, Poppy, you could totally place. I’m talking about BRAG shutting down the comp.’

‘Um, what?’

‘Yeah, they’re total NIMBYs.’

‘Hang on.’ I hold out a hand to stop Aiden from speaking any more gibberish.

Ginger joins us, red faced and puffing. ‘What’s going on?’

‘Speak English,’ I say. ‘What’s a brag? What’s a nimby? I’m so confused right now.’
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‘BRAG stands for Bondi Resident Action Group. NIMBY stands for Not In My Backyard. It’s what my parents call people who are against everything. They live in Bondi but they hate change and noise and anything cool.’


‘What’s that got to do with the skate comp?’ asks Ginger.

‘My dad saw a Letter to the Editor in Saturday’s paper. Some council lady who is also head of BRAG is against the skate competition.’

‘But all the marketing’s been done. People have registered. It’s happening . . . isn’t it?’ I ask.

Aiden shrugs. ‘Dad reckons this lady has heaps of sway.’ He tips up his board. ‘Anyway, see you girls later . . .’ He drops in with a flourish.
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Ginger’s very upset. She’s actually fuming.

‘This is total BS!’ she says.

I’m upset too. And worried. But I need to find out more information before I allow myself to get really worked up.


‘We’ve only got twenty more minutes before I have to get home,’ I say. ‘Let’s make the most of it. We can look into this BRAG stuff tonight.’

Ginger raises an eyebrow at me. Not only does she have great curly dark hair but she has very meaningful eyebrows. Right now, they seem to have a lot to say.

We keep skating.

I keep working on my tricks, but my mind is elsewhere. I wonder how much power this BRAG group has. Would they really be able to close down the comp, or worse, the whole skate park?
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DID YOU KNOW?

Before skate wheels were made out of polyurethane, they were made out of clay.
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On Monday morning, I remember I still haven’t found the Letter to the Editor that Aiden told me about. It’s weird but I’m so worried about the comp being cancelled that I can’t even talk about it with Mum and Dad. We’ve gone to all this effort with my skating and then getting a girls’ division and it might all be for nothing. In a way, I feel like I will have let Mum and Dad down.
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I ask Dad where Saturday’s paper is, and he tells me he put it in with the recycling. I check the recycle bin in the kitchen, but it’s already been emptied. I head out to the bins down the side of the apartment block. Luckily for me, I don’t have to pull out all of the contents of the yellow bin: the papers are in a pile at the top.


I’m not sure where the Letter to the Editor section is, so I lay the paper out on the grass and thumb through each spread. After making my way through World News, Local News, Entertainment and Business, I finally find the Weather and Letters to the Editor.

The headline reads: SAVE OUR BEACH!



Dear Sir/Madam,


[image: image]

I refer to an article in last weekend’s edition by correspondent Graeme Brown – ‘Bowled Over by Bondi Bowl’ – regarding the Bondi Skate Park’s bid to stage a competition next month.


I’m afraid I don’t share Mr Brown’s enthusiasm. Skateboarding has long been synonymous with vandalism and antisocial behaviour. The Bondi skateboarders’ tricks and stunts are destroying property and endangering other park users (and their pets). They film each other attempting dangerous stunts. They are loud and obnoxious and intimidating.

I fail to see how holding a competition to promote more dangerous antisocial behaviour benefits the Bondi community. That being the case, I intend to use my power of veto to challenge the permit to stage an event issued to Bowl Attack Skateboards at the next council meeting.


Honourable Member for Wentworth

Avery Chalmers




The letter ends with a note from the editor advising readers that a meeting is being held on Thursday evening for interested parties. The council will hear both parties and take comments from locals. They will then vote on the matter.
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Wow.

The letter is intense. I mean, this woman Avery Chalmers really hates the skate park and she really hates skaters. I bet she’s never even set foot inside the skate park or knows anyone who skates.
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I need to clear my head, so I duck back inside and grab Clancy for a quick walk.

As we head down to the beach, I’m reminded of Mum and Dad’s reaction when I first announced I wanted to skate for real. This meant spending LOTS of time at the skate park. Their worries mirrored some of the concerns that Avery has about what happens in skate parks and what skaters are like as people.



Mum: I’m not sure it’s such a great idea to hang out at the skate park so much. Is it a good place for a young girl?

Dad: I don’t know, but she’s made up her mind.

Mum: I know she’s really determined. But she’ll be the only girl there . . .

Dad: We’ll just have to make sure one of us is always with her.

I’ll let you in on a little secret.

What happens at skate parks?

People skate.
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As we cross the park, I notice two women handing out flyers. One of them is Avery Chalmers. She’s the woman who wrote the letter to the paper.

When I walk past, they smile and hand me a flyer.

It reads:



CLOSE THE SKATE PARK!

Sick of noise, vandalism and graffiti? Sick of your tax dollars being wasted on hooligans?

TAKE ACTION!

Join BRAG’s call to close the Bondi Skate Park!

Public meeting

Thursday 6pm

Bondi Town Hall

[image: image]
 




OMG!

I can’t believe the tone of this flyer and just how wrong it is!
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So, not only does this council woman want to cancel the comp, but she’s also got her eye on closing the park. I can’t believe it! Who the heck is she? Why doesn’t she just get a life and stop trying to ruin mine???


I’m furious and I realise I’m storming into the skate park with Clancy hot on my heels. I’m super early, and nobody I know is here. Good. I’m so cross I don’t want to talk to anyone.

I sit on the edge of the bowl with my feet dangling down the side. Clancy senses my change in mood and rests his head on my legs. I stroke his head. He has such lovely soft fur.
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My art project has caused me to really see my suburb in a new way. Now I look around the skate park with fresh eyes too. This place has been like my second home for years. It could really do with a new coat of paint. The walls around the park are covered in graffiti. There’s often rubbish left in the bowl after partiers have a big night. Even though the park is run by the council, they don’t have enough resources and it falls to the skaters using the park to clean up before they skate.


There’s a big misconception that skaters are the ones who graffiti their own parks and leave rubbish behind. But this is 100 per cent not true. Most skaters skate regularly (often daily) and would be lost without their park. The paint used to tag a bowl is often slippery and difficult to skate on, and all skaters know that the cleaning products often used to remove the paint can damage the concrete surface.

To a lot of people, skating is just a sport, but it’s so much more than that! Skating is a central part of who I am. I love how diverse skating is and how it tests my brain and bravery all the time. The skating community is so inclusive and supportive – we are all there to have fun!

If skaters aren’t at a skate park, they’re in the streets a lot of the time. One of the things I love about skating is that you can find all sorts of spots to skate. It’s so fun to go on adventures and find places to skate, but it’s also great to have a local skate park you can go to for a session and try new tricks. America has so many cool parks and Australia is really lagging. We need more skate parks!
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The majority of people who use the Bondi Skate Park are young. Having a designated space for them to go keeps kids safe while they skate.


I imagine writing my own flyer and handing it out to people around Bondi. I wonder what Avery and her BRAG friends would think about that.


I picture the design of the flyer in my head. And then I think about what I would say.



Save Our Park!


[image: image] Bondi Skate Park is a haven for many young skaters.

[image: image] Skating is fun!

[image: image] Skaters can hang with friends at the skate park.

[image: image] Skating can give kids community and a place to belong.

[image: image] Skating is a great way to de-stress.

[image: image] Skating is great for keeping you fit.

[image: image] Skating helps self-esteem and confidence.

[image: image] Skate parks allow young and old people to come together over a shared passion.

[image: image] Skating offers life lessons. To master even the most basic trick in skateboarding requires resilience and persistence.
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I realise I have a lot to say on the subject. Maybe creating a flyer isn’t such a bad idea?


Nora and her brother give me a wave as they come out of the surf in the early morning sunshine. I check the time. Uh-oh – it’s after eight o’clock. Whoops!

Of course, now I’m running late for school because I lost track of time. I can hear Mum’s voice from out in the hall –
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‘Kip, where is your lunchbox?’

‘Banjo, I need to sign that permission slip!’

‘Poppy! Where is Poppy?’

I slip in through the front door and make a dash for my bedroom.


‘I’ll be ready in five, Mum!’

Now’s the time you get to see my bedroom. Promise me you won’t freak out? People are always freaking out when they see my room.

And no, it’s not because . . .

I haven’t cleaned my room since kindergarten.

Or because . . .

I have a mouldy peanut butter sandwich under my bed which has sort of morphed into a pet monster.

Or because . . .

I have a pet tarantula.

It’s because I have a skate ramp in my bedroom.


WHAT???

You heard me. Lining one wall of my bedroom is an actual mini ramp. It looks a little like this:
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It’s okay if you do freak out because it’s PRETTY COOL! It means I can practise when it’s raining or if Mum or Dad can’t take me to the skate park. It all came about because my room is actually the sunroom. It’s long and thin. Last winter it rained for about three weeks solid and I drove Mum crazy asking to go to Monster Skate Park every afternoon. One of Dad’s friends is a carpenter and offered to build the ramp if we supplied the materials. It’s made from plywood and runs from one wall to the other. This means there’s no room for my bed, but Dad’s friend had a solution for that too. He made me a fold-up bed that I can lift up and tuck into the wall when I’m not using it.
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Like I said, pretty cool, hey?

I quickly get dressed for school. I look longingly at my ramp. Maybe I’ve got time for just one quick skate. I pick up my board.

‘POPPY!’

Uh-oh. Mum sounds like she might erupt!
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Mum’s volcanic seismic eruption scale:

Poppy, love – Volcano dormant

Poppy? – Slight tremors recorded with possible gas emission

Poppy! – Initial steam and ash venting

POPPY! – Lava dome build-up

POPPY STARR OLSEN! – Ash, lava and volcanic eruption!






While we’re on the way to school, I think more about my idea for a flyer. Is it crazy to think we can take on Avery Chalmers and BRAG? I’m not sure, but I do know that I can’t stop thinking about the skate comp being closed and, worse, the skate park!
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DID YOU KNOW?

Skateboarding is considered to be one of the top 10 sports in the world.
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I’m finding it very difficult to concentrate at school. At recess Kaida can tell something is bugging me. She finds me at our favourite place to eat – the stone wall in the back playground.

‘What’s up?’

‘Bowl Attack might get cancelled because some local residents are against it,’ I tell her glumly.
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‘No way!’ Kaida is instantly as outraged as I feel. ‘And after all that trouble you went to, to get a women’s division.’
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‘We finally have a chance to skate in a serious comp at Bondi, and Avery Chalmers (fun police) has to come along and ruin it!’


‘This sucks!’

We sit in silence until suddenly Kaida turns to me, her eyes wide.

‘What if you can change her mind? I mean, think about it, you helped the competition organisers to look at things from a different point of view. Why not with this councillor?’

‘I’m not sure,’ I say. I’m not feeling very enthusiastic about Kaida’s idea. ‘She sounds pretty convinced that skaters are all dropouts or criminals.’

‘You can only try, and then if it still gets cancelled at least you know you did all you could.’

I think about what Kaida is saying but I don’t see how I can do anything about Avery Chalmers and her mission. Then I think about my flyer idea. I have a little spare time at lunch because Kaida has a clarinet lesson. I might just play around with the flyer design and mock something up. I mean, if Avery can get her message out to the people, then why can’t we?

[image: image]


After school we catch the bus to Kaida’s house. We’ve decided to brainstorm ideas for how to win Avery Chalmers and BRAG over while we work on our art projects.

Kaida’s idea for her project is also to do with marine life and the environment. She wants to focus on the pollution aspect but in a different way to me. She has decided to create a sculpture – her favourite idea is a giant octopus – using only rubbish she has picked up out of the sea from around Bondi and Bronte. By using rubbish, she is raising awareness of what rubbish does to our creatures.

She shows me the three garbage bags filled with rubbish she’s collected. It’s so gross it spins me out. There are cigarette butts, plastic bottles, food wrappers, old shoes, plastic balls, bottle tops, toothbrushes, toys, lots of plastic bags, straws, thongs, a frisbee and an esky!
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We put gloves on and slowly pick out pieces to try to come up with ideas for the sculpture.


I grab a few plastic water and milk bottles. ‘We could glue these together and make your octopus,’ I suggest.
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‘Great idea!’ says Kaida. ‘But maybe a bit bigger than I had in mind.’

We pick out the smaller items, including some bottle tops and straws. The bottle tops look quite pretty lined up on the floor. They’re all different sizes and colours.

‘How about a collage with the bottle tops?’ Kaida suggests.

‘I love it!’

Kaida’s playing with different ways of using the bottle tops while I look around her room. The walls are filled with pictures of her artwork. I laugh at a framed photo of her family where they’re all sticking their tongues out at the camera. There’s a pretty little snow globe from a trip Kaida took with her family to Japan last year. I pick it up and give it a shake. Tiny particles of white float around a snowy mountain.

Kaida looks up. ‘That was such a cool holiday.’
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One of the things I love about Kaida is that she has introduced me to so many aspects of Japanese culture. I mean, I’ve always loved sushi but that’s just the tip of the iceberg. There’s:


[image: image] Udon noodles with tempura vegetables

[image: image] Ramen noodles with pork

[image: image] Sashimi

[image: image] Yakitori chicken!



My tummy grumbles. I wonder if Mum and Dad will let me stay at Kaida’s place for dinner.

Suddenly Kaida’s expression changes. ‘Poppy! You’re a genius! You’ve given me the best idea!’

‘I have?’

I’m pleased with myself for having been really helpful although I have no idea what the idea is.

‘I can create my own underwater world using a snow globe filled with tiny pieces of plastic found in the ocean. You know, you can buy empty snow globes and make your own. I can create little sea creatures and seaweed out of plastic we found thrown on the beach. This way, I’m taking an everyday touristy object and getting people to look at it in a different way.’

‘That’s brilliant!’ I gasp. ‘I really am a genius!’

We’re smiling at each other and I feel so good that I decide to show Kaida my flyer design.

‘Poppy, you’re a genius twice over!’

‘You think it’s okay?’
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Kaida nods. ‘It’s more than okay. It’s brilliant. Can I have some to hand out?’


‘Sure, I just have to ask Dad if I can print them at his work.’

‘Hey, do you want to stay for dinner? Mum’s making ramen noodles with pork.’

I’ll leave you to guess my answer.




DID YOU KNOW?

The popular term ‘Goofy’ in skateboarding was introduced from a cartoon show made by Disney.
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I’m still full from dinner at Kaida’s house, but Dad has made a huge effort with breakfast. He’s watching my every move, so I help myself to one of the larger fluffy pancakes stacked high in the centre of the table.

[image: image]


We all like different toppings on our pancakes, which makes laying the table a big job.

Dad likes lemon and sugar.

Mum likes yoghurt and berries.


[image: image]

Kip likes maple syrup.

Banjo likes honey.


Clancy likes anything!

I like vanilla ice cream.

I’m enjoying a mouthful of yumminess when Mum brings up the BRAG and the council meeting, which is fast approaching.

‘It’s all about education. I mean, we were sceptical about skate parks, remember?’

Dad nods his agreement but can’t reply as he has a mouth stuffed way too full of pancake.

‘Will I be able to go in the competition like Poppy, when I’m twelve?’ asks Kip.

‘If there is a competition, Kip,’ I tell her.

She gives me a look to say she doesn’t understand.

‘At first they wanted girls to skate with the boys, but then they agreed to give us a women’s division. Girls skating against girls.’
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‘But that’s good, right?’ Kip asks.


‘It is if Avery Chalmers doesn’t get the competition shut down.’

Kip pulls a face. ‘I don’t like Avery Chalmers.’

‘She doesn’t like us either, Kip.’

‘But she doesn’t even know us.’

‘Exactly.’ I nod and stuff more pancake into my mouth. ‘And I’m going to change that.’

I jump up from the table and grab my flyer design to show everyone. They each take a look and pass it around the table while munching on their pancakes.

‘What do you think?’ I ask, a little nervous.

‘Brilliant!’ says Dad.

‘Cool,’ says Banjo.

‘I love it, Pops,’ says Mum.

There’s a pause while I wait for Kip. She’s studying the flyer intently. She’s only in kindergarten but she can already read a lot of words. She wouldn’t understand it all but I think she’ll get the gist of it.

‘I love it, Poppy! Can I help you hand these out?’
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I smile at my cool little sister. ‘You betcha.’
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News has spread fast about an open women’s division in the skate comp, and more and more girls have turned up to practise at the Bondi bowl. All of a sudden Ginger and I find ourselves surrounded by . . . girls!

It’s awesome!!!
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The energy is different.

The vibe is different.


It has never bothered me that I was the only girl for years at the skate park, because I didn’t know any different. I’m really grateful to the boys who have mainly been very supportive of me. I’ve made good friends.


[image: image]

Of course, there has been the occasional guy who didn’t like seeing a girl turn up. Especially one with short blonde hair and a bright pink helmet! They were never overly rude or anything. What they would do is just have disappointingly low expectations of what I could do. I’d like to think that I have surprised those people. Or at least that I have proved I am serious about skating. When you turn up day after day, when you fall and get up over and over again, when over time you land tricks you’ve tried hundreds of times, I think you finally earn respect from even the most grudging critics.


[image: image]

Anyway, it’s not as if I waste my time or energy thinking about the negative ninnies; it’s just that I really love this new positive girl energy. It’s inspiring to look at skating pros who aren’t bros. Watching other girls do rad tricks and skate fast makes me want to do better. To push myself. If they can do it, I can too!


It’s important for young girls to see girls and women conquering a sport, to show that we can do anything the boys can do.

Another awesome thing is that every time I come to the park now I bring stacks of flyers for the skaters to hand out around Bondi and at their schools. There’s a real buzz that we’re all in this together. Even if Avery gets her way and the skate comp is cancelled, we won’t be going down without a fight.

‘Hey Poppy,’ Angelina calls to me as soon as I arrive, ‘check this out!’ Angelina drops in and races down the bowl. Gee, she’s fast. She’s seventeen and is fearless. Her long black hair fans out behind her back. She flies up the face of the bowl and locks into a frontside pivot.
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‘Sick, Angie!’ I give her a thumbs up.

Uh-oh.

Too late she loses her balance and ends up sliding down the bowl on her butt. She’s still laughing when she pulls herself out. I love that she tries so hard but doesn’t take herself too seriously.

‘How was your day?’ she asks but before waiting for an answer, she adds, ‘Did you bring any snacks?’

Angelina talks A LOT. But I like how friendly she is. She often eats my snacks but she also shares hers when she remembers to bring her own.

‘Have you figured out your run yet?’ she asks.

I shrug. ‘Not completely.’
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I’m still hoping to nail a frontside air over the hip, but I just keep bailing on it. That’s okay. I’ve got other stuff to work on. And there’s still a few weeks left to practise.





Tricks I want to land in the comp:

Rock ’n’ Roll – Your front truck is placed over the edge of the ramp and then your board is ‘rocked’ slightly before turning 180 and rolling back into the ramp. You rock then roll away.

Axle Stall/50-50 Stall – You stall both trucks on the coping or top the transition before coming in.

Fakey/Rolling Backwards – Learning to skate switch is like writing with your non-dominant hand. Even the simplest stuff can be really hard.

Rock to Fakey – Your front truck is rocked over the top of the transition before coming back down fakey (backwards).

Frontside Air Over Hip – You approach the side of the bowl frontside. You then lift your front wheels and kind of bonk your back wheels off the coping. This launches you into the air. Then you grab your board with your back hand around your back knee.

Backside Air – You air out of the bowl and can come back in. Your body faces into the bowl but you are launching up and grabbing your board. Different grabs have different names. There’s mute grabs, nose grabs and stalefishes. My favourite is a melon grab backside air.





‘You know, you’re really impressive, Poppy,’ says Angelina. ‘When I was your age I couldn’t do half the tricks I see you do.’

I can feel myself blushing. I mean, Angelina’s in year twelve, she seems so adult to me and she’s complimenting my skating. It makes me feel really warm inside.
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‘Thanks,’ I reply. ‘I think you’re amazing!’


Ginger arrives with another girl, Sadie. She’s in year ten at Ginger’s school. She usually skates out at Five Dock but wants some time at Bondi before the comp.

‘Hey girls.’ Sadie plonks her schoolbag down with a groan. ‘What a day. You girls are so lucky you’re not in high school yet.’

‘Is it really hard?’ asks Ginger.

‘There’s just so many assignments. I’m really struggling to fit everything in.’

We stand around chatting and sharing rice crackers and orange quarters while Ginger and Sadie pad up. I nod to Aiden and Erik, who have also just arrived. They’re with another boy I don’t know. He scowls when he sees us, and I wonder what his problem is.


Ginger drops in and does a few little airs and a steezy decked rock ’n’ roll.

‘Damn, Ginge!’ Angelina calls out.

She carves around the bowl, does a 5-0 in the shallow and pops out of the deep end.

‘Not bad – for a girl,’ I hear the new guy mutter under his breath. This is the negative attitude you see every now and then. I notice that Erik and Aiden, to their credit, ignore this guy. In fact, I would swear that they’re embarrassed by him.

Sadie’s next. She carves around the bowl, grinds a blunt to fakie. She’s as smooth as butter and it’s just so cool to watch her.

‘Have you heard anything more about the council meeting?’ I ask Aiden.

‘Nothing new. My folks are going. Will yours go?’

‘Wild horses wouldn’t keep my parents away.’

Aiden looks at the other girls. ‘You’ve got some stiff competition. I’ve seen both those older girls skate.’

‘I know, right?’ I laugh.
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‘See you Thursday night?’

I nod.

‘Hey Poppy?’ Sadie calls me over.



I wave goodbye to Aiden and join the girls.

‘It’s meant to rain for a few days,’ Sadie says, punching numbers into her phone. ‘Why don’t we get each other’s numbers and hang out sometime?’

I catch Ginger’s expression. The girl is glowing. I must be too. These cool older girls want to hang out with us outside of the skate park???
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‘I’d love that,’ I beam and grab my phone out of my bag.
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Text Exchange:

Poppy: Hey, do you wanna come to my place tomorrow after school? Weather report says lots and lots of rain.

Sadie: [image: image]

Ginger: Rain sucks. Your place sounds cool.

Angelina: I can’t. Gotta finish my science project.

Poppy: [image: image]

Ginger: What time?

Poppy: 4?


Sadie: Cool. Mum wants your address and your mum’s number [image: image].

Poppy: Curlewis St. The small brick apartment block. I’ll share Mum’s contact.
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Angelina: I’m so bummed.

Ginger: Me too. I want us all there!

Sadie: Who was that mean boy with Aiden and Erik today? So much ’tude.

Ginger: Never seen him before.

Angelina: Haha! We showed him.

Poppy: I wonder if he’s entering the comp?

Sadie: Is it weird that we’re competing against each other?

Poppy: . . .

Ginger: No. We’re just there to skate and have fun. I hope you guys win.

Poppy: I think it’s awesome we get to cheer each other on.

Sadie: I just want to land a handplant, haha, it’s so hard!
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Angelina: Hey, I’m going to come. I’ll get up early and try to finish science.

Ginger: Go, girl!

Poppy: Yeeessss!





DID YOU KNOW?

A ‘fakey’ means to roll backwards, whether it’s into a trick or an obstacle. When you go fakey into certain tricks, you can put the ‘fakey’ before the trick name: for example, Fakey Smith.
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I’m pretty sure I’ve bored Kaida senseless telling her stories about the new skate-park girl crew. It’s just that I can’t stop thinking about it, and everything anyone says or does leads me back to them.

For instance –

We’re in the toilets at school and I launch into a long story about how Sadie is outraged that the bathrooms at Bondi are such a long walk from the skate park.
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Or when –


Mr Harrison walks past us in the playground and asks us to pick up a piece of rubbish. I realise it’s a corn-chips packet.

‘Kaida!’ I hold the packet up to show her. ‘These are Angelina’s favourite brand of corn chips!’

And then –

We’re walking down the stairs from the hall to the admin block. They remind me of a cool trick Sadie did the other day, so of course I tell Kaida about it in WAY TOO MUCH DETAIL.

I have to get a grip.

‘I’m sorry,’ I say, putting my arm around Kaida. ‘I can hear the words coming out of my mouth and I just can’t stop myself. I hope I’m not making you feel left out or anything. I’ve just never really had any skating friends apart from Ginger.’

‘I love it!’ Kaida laughs and hugs me back. ‘It’s like four years of pent-up excitement just fell out of you!’
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Kaida keeps assuring me. ‘I promise I don’t feel left out. I love hearing you talk about skating, and I love that you’ve found a cool girl group. You deserve it!’

I feel really lucky to be surrounded by so many epic people.

Lucky Poppy!
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Just two hours later I’m feeling a little less lucky. I was kind of hoping that the girls and I would have the apartment to ourselves, but because of the rain, my family’s afternoon plans are cancelled. This means our little apartment is already feeling crowded and the girls aren’t even here yet.

Mum is working on a new jewellery design at the craft table. There are containers of beads and jewellery-making equipment strewn across the table.

Kip is bouncing a ball down the hallway for Clancy to chase. Clancy’s barking with excitement and skidding across the carpet before hitting the wall.
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In the TV room, Dad and Banjo are sitting together on the couch jamming. Dad is playing guitar and Banjo is singing. It’s a song they wrote together a while back that involves a chorus where Banjo repeatedly sings the words ‘tomato sauce’ really loudly.
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So, just a standard night in for the Olsen family.

I retreat to my bedroom while I wait for the others to arrive. I look around the room. Suddenly I feel self-conscious about my art and my skating posters on the wall. Will the girls think they’re dumb and babyish? I mean, Angelina and Sadie are so much older than me. There’s no time to worry about it any longer, though, because I can hear the buzz of the doorbell.

Clancy is so hyped up he’s in a barking frenzy when I enter the hallway.

‘Kip, can you take Clancy?’ I ask.


‘Sure.’

Kip’s version of taking Clancy is to throw the ball in the opposite direction. Not quite what I had in mind.

I take a deep breath and open the door.

‘Heya.’ Sadie, Angelina and Ginger have promptly all arrived at the same time.

‘Hi.’ I hold the door open for them. ‘Come on in.’

Clancy races towards them.

‘Oh, I love dogs!’ Angelina bends down to pat Clancy and ends up with him in her arms.

‘Don’t let him lick your face!’ calls Mum from the table. She gives my friends a wave.

‘Everyone, this is my mum, and that’s Kip,’ I say, pointing to Mum and Kip. ‘And that’s my dad and my brother Banjo.’

There’s lots of waving and smiling while I usher the girls down the hall and into my bedroom. Once we’re all inside, including Clancy, I close the door.

There’s a stunned silence while they stare at my room.
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Now I’m really feeling self-conscious.



And then they’re all talking at once.

‘OMG, you have a SKATE RAMP in your BEDROOM???!!!’

‘Your art is so cool, Poppy!’

‘I heard about you meeting Tony Hawk. I’m so jealous!’

And just like that, everyone makes themselves at home. Angelina is straight into the snacks and she sneaks Clancy the odd treat. Ginger grabs my board to try out the ramp. Sadie sits at my desk and asks me a million questions about my art.
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Before we realise it, it’s dark outside and Mum has asked us to choose toppings for the pizzas she and Kip are preparing. We’re all hanging out on my bed when there’s a knock on the door.

‘Come in!’ Sadie yells. Yes, the girls have made themselves very much at home.
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It’s Dad. He’s still wearing a guitar around his neck. Banjo stands behind him.


‘Mum says pizza is ready.’ Dad glances at Banjo and adds, ‘Banjo and I were wondering if you’d like to help us write a song?’
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I’m shaking my head and sending silent messages to Dad to STOP-ABORT-MISSION-LEAVE-US-ALONE.

There’s another silence. I’ll call it a shocked silence. Ginger explained later it was more of a surprised silence. It’s not every day you get asked to help write a song.

I’m dying inside. Cringing with embarrassment. Why is my family like this???

By the way, I think that’s an Olsen Family Record for the longest silence after an Olsen has asked a question of a guest. I swear it goes for more than a minute.

Then Angelina laughs.

‘I’ll only do it if we can sing a chorus with the words tomato sauce.’

Dad lights up. ‘You’ve got yourself a deal,’ he says.
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Angelina jumps up and the others follow her lead.


Fast forward to five minutes later and we’re eating delicious homemade pizza while writing a song about skateboarding, bouncing balls and tomato sauce!
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DID YOU KNOW?

The first skate parks were private businesses that you had to pay to enter. Skaters took to the streets, which gave rise to public skate parks being built.
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All five Olsens are coming to the meeting at Bondi Town Hall . . . until Banjo gets sick at the last minute. I feel really bad for him. One minute he’s monkeying around as usual, the next minute he’s sprinting to the bathroom. Dad agrees to stay home and look after him, wishing us lots of luck as we head out the door.
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The hall is packed when Mum, Kip and I arrive. Two girls I recognise from the skate park are handing out my flyers at the door. They give me a big grin as we enter. We are a few minutes late but we manage to find seats near the back corner.
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I see a few more familiar faces. There are neighbours I recognise, the coffee crew from the corner cafe, a couple of skaters with their parents. I can’t see Ginger or Aiden but I’m sure they’re here somewhere. I wonder how many of the people here are against the skate comp or against skating in general. I feel as if I stick out like a sore thumb because I’m wearing my usual skating clothes – Vans, long black pants and a faded old skate T-shirt.


It appears that what started out as a community meeting about the skate park has escalated into a proper council meeting. Up the front, it all looks very formal. I count ten men and women sitting on chairs lining the front of the stage. One of the women is Avery Chalmers.

An elderly man is speaking into the microphone. We’ve arrived part of the way through his speech, so we just catch the tail end. Mum whispers to me that his name is Cooper Jenkins and he’s a council member.
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‘First up, I’d like to invite Lincoln Li to speak as the organiser of Bowl Attack.’


Lincoln Li walks up the steps onto the stage and I love him straightaway. He’s about my dad’s age and is wearing black jeans, a black T-shirt with a popular skate logo in yellow across the chest, black skater shoes and white socks. He’s quite a contrast to Avery.
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‘Good evening, everyone, and thank you for coming out tonight. I’m sure local business owners will appreciate the scale of work that has gone into organising an event like Bowl Attack. We have sponsors relying on us, many of them local. We have competitors expecting a world-class event. Many of them will use this event to qualify for other events, some here and some overseas.

‘Bondi Skate Park is a world-class facility that showcases Bondi in a very positive light. Bowl Attack will bring people to Bondi, and the publicity can only be good for tourism. As our licence was approved many months ago and the event is scheduled for a fortnight from now, it would be disastrous for it to be cancelled at this late stage.’
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Yes! I say to myself. I think Lincoln spoke really well and I can tell by Mum’s smile that she does too. Heaps of people clap enthusiastically, so Mum, Kip and I join in. Lincoln makes his way off the stage with a smile and wave. I see Ginger and her dad clapping, and someone lets out a loud whoop! That’s got to be Aiden. I catch Kip’s eye and we giggle together. I’ve got ants in my pants, I’m so excited.

There’s a lot of whispering and chatter, which slowly dies down as Cooper approaches the microphone again.

‘Thank you, Mr Li. I’d now like to ask Avery Chalmers to speak. Avery has lodged the motion for this evening’s session. She has asked council to vote on whether we should revoke the licence previously approved for a professional skate competition to be held at Bondi Skate Park. Over to you, Avery.’

Mum wriggles a little in her seat. I can feel her huffiness levels rising. Mum is just so passionate about my skating. She’s so supportive. She can get quite emotional on my behalf, so I put my hand on her arm to calm her.

Avery walks over to the microphone. She looks very different from the other morning on the beach when she was handing out flyers. Her hair looks professionally styled and she’s wearing a burgundy skirt with matching silk top.
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‘I’d like to thank everyone for coming here tonight to show your support.’
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Avery smiles at the room, making eye contact with lots of people. Mum bristles.


‘As your local elected member, it is my responsibility to ensure that all decisions are made with the best interests of the local community in mind. Unfortunately, I was away on holiday in the Maldives when approval was given to Bowl Attack to hold a competition in our beautiful Bondi. The skate park on our foreshore is already a subject of contention. Rubbish, graffiti, vandalism, unsavoury characters and noise are just a few of many examples of why.’

Avery pauses to make eye contact again around the room.
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Mum grasps my hand with what I can only describe as a sumo-wrestling strength level. She’ll need to do some deep breathing and meditation tonight.


I watch the other councillors on the stage. Many of them are nodding with approval as they listen to Avery. I realise two things. One: they’re all on Avery’s side. Two: Avery is the kind of person who won’t just stop with the competition, she’ll do everything she can to close the park and she’ll keep going until she gets her way. I haven’t allowed myself to consider what I will do if Bondi Skate Park closes. The idea used to seem too far-fetched, but I realise with a sick feeling that this is a very real possibility.
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Random thoughts enter my head.



[image: image] Is there a direct bus from Bondi Beach to Monster Skate Park?

[image: image] What does Avery Chalmers do for fun?

[image: image] I think extra-cheese corn chips are better than nacho-cheese corn chips.

[image: image] What will I do if I can’t skate every day?

[image: image] Dad totally did steal the last piece of cake.

[image: image] Seriously, though, what will I do if I can’t skate every day?


I realise that Avery has been talking this whole time, so I zone back in to listen.

‘But to further blight our parkland with the erection of temporary seating, more noise and encouraging these types to visit and stay in Bondi is asking for trouble. Our residents will not be able to find parking, noise will keep them up at night, vandalism and petty crime will rise, all on account of this type of event being encouraged. Our safety must be our first priority.’
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A few people in the audience clap as Avery takes her seat. The original speaker calls for silence.


‘Before we vote, we’d like to invite members of the community to have their say on the matter. I have two staff members walking around with roaming microphones. Please raise your hand if you care to speak.’

A few grown-ups talk about lots of things related to skate parks and lots of things that really have nothing to do with them at all.

I notice that Mum’s arm is raised. I’m sure she will speak eloquently but I remember what Dad said about being the change and I have a better idea. I whisper in her ear.

‘I’ve got this, Mum.’

I raise my arm. The microphone is handed down the line of people until it’s in my hands. It’s heavier than I imagined it would be. Instantly it’s a little slippery to hold because I’m so nervous I’m sweating.

My chair makes a loud grating noise as it shifts across the floor when I stand. A few people shudder.


Well, that got everyone’s attention.

I clear my throat. We’ve been told in school to find a positive person to look at when we’re doing public speaking. Someone you know is your biggest fan no matter how badly you mess it up. Right now, that person is Mum, but she’s sitting a little too close to me, so I scan the crowd for another face. I see Ginger. She’s looking at me with her mouth hanging open but giving me the biggest thumbs up. My skating partner in crime.

‘Hi, my name is Poppy. I’m twelve years old and I’m a skateboarder. I’ve been skating at Bondi for the last four years. This will be the first year at Bowl Attack that there’s an open women’s division in the competition and I have entered. I usually skate against the boys. And sometimes I beat them.’

There is a murmur and a few laughs in the audience. I look around in surprise. Mum gives me a big smile of encouragement to continue. Her eyes are moist, and I know she’s going to cry.

‘You might be surprised to know that skaters come in all shapes and sizes. We’re no different to people who like netball, or rugby or cricket. Nobody cares when those sports have big competitions. I don’t get it. We love our park and we’re not the ones who leave rubbish lying around or who make noise at night. We’re fast asleep in bed because we’re so tired from skating all day!’

More laughs.

‘I wonder how many people here who are against the skate comp have ever actually been inside the skate park? Skating isn’t easy. I can try to do a trick a hundred times and still not get it. But I keep trying and that shows resilience. I think it’s great that kids are out there doing their thing and not home playing video games or on social media – which I know is a big deal for you parents.’

Lots of laughter.
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‘Well, that’s all I have to say. Come to the skate park and see for yourself. Maybe you even have kids who are interested in skating. Bring them! We need more girls! Thank you.’


I hand the microphone to Mum and sit down.

I’m really shaking now.

People are clapping, and not only the people wearing skate clothes. Aiden lets out a huge whoop, which makes Kip giggle. I catch her eye and give her a wink. We sit stunned, listening to the applause.

I was right and Mum is crying. Thankfully she’s doing it quietly, so hopefully not too many people will notice.

The rest of the official part is a bit of a blur. There’s a lot of talking and then the councillors vote and all of a sudden Mum has me in a bear hug.

The official vote is 7–3. Avery Chalmers’ motion to revoke the licence for Bowl Attack is denied.

We won!



DID YOU KNOW?

Tony Hawk says that the craziest thing he’s ever done on a skateboard was jumping between two seven-storey buildings in downtown Los Angeles for an MTV show.
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I yawn for the third time in a row. My eyes are screaming at me to let them close.
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I’ve got a few more cards to finish for the markets in the morning. I usually create a painting or drawing on an A4 piece of paper and then shrink it and print it onto cards.

I felt really nervous at my first market. Standing behind the table watching as people viewed my work was terrifying. Luckily, I had Mum and Dad to help me set up. I was so worked up I fired off rounds of questions at them.

 

‘Am I kidding myself that I’m any good at art?’

‘What was I thinking when I thought people would buy my art?’

‘Maybe people will buy cards because they feel sorry for me.’

‘Why didn’t you guys stop me?’

 

Mum and Dad weathered my storm of questions by ignoring me. Then, after I’d made my first sale they gave me a hug and clapped me on the back. I felt very relieved and only slightly foolish for my mild freak-out.
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Despite the whirlwind of fear that created a storm of negative thoughts inside my head, my first market stall was a success. Lots of people genuinely (I’m pretty sure it was genuine) liked my art and bought it.



Which brings me back to why skateboarding and art are so similar.

All creation requires some kind of risk, and putting your creations out in the world, sharing them with others – that’s another risk. When you get lukewarm or even negative feedback, when you feel like you failed or have been rejected, it’s another kind of risk to pick yourself up and try again (and again and again).

Skateboarding and art both teach you that risk is necessary, and that risk always pays off.

 

Yes: always.

 

I have reprinted a few of my existing designs but I’ve added the new Urban Vistas range. There are five images and they’re the same ones I used for my art project. Each is a different underwater world painted in blues and greens with fineline black texta images drawn over the top. I’m really happy with them and I hope they’ll be popular.


Finally, they’re done, and I pack the cards into two boxes ready for the morning.

Time to collapse into bed and –

zzzzzzzzz.



I dream that I’m in the ocean pool at Bronte. A big wave sweeps over me and I realise that I’m an octopus. It’s fun at first but then I begin to grow. And I grow so big that I outgrow the pool. Dreams, hey?
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My alarm clock screams at me. It’s 5am. It’s very dark outside.
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Mum stumbles past and mumbles something that sounds like, ‘GODSUSGTUD DFHKJDH.’ I take it she means, ‘Get up, Poppy!’ So, I do.

I quickly get dressed and meet Mum in the kitchen.

‘Hi gorgeous,’ she says as she makes herself a cup of tea.

‘Morning, Mum.’

‘I’ll make us toast while you pack the car,’ she says. ‘We need to be there by six.’

I grab Mum’s keys from her bag and unlock the car. We own a very practical station wagon that is brilliant for a family of five who are into surfing. It’s also very handy for market day. Mum has already loaded the two fold-up tables and two chairs. I just need to add my cards and the jewellery I have also made to sell.

I head back inside to get the boxes from my room when Dad grabs me for a spontaneous wrestle. We call it pop-up wrestling. It always happens when you least expect it. As you can probably guess, Dad wins.
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I love the markets. Everyone is really friendly, and we always see heaps of people we know. There’s fresh produce and bread, pretty flowers but also clothing and jewellery stalls. It’s a bit of everything.


The markets are held every week but we have a stall once a month. We try to get the same spot. It’s perfect – not too far from the entrance, next to a noodle stand and a flower stall. I’m going to be smelling yummy smells all day!

After a couple of loads back and forth from the car we’re ready to set up the tables. We open them up and cover them with a black cloth. I start to put out all of my card stock.


‘Poppy, where are the boxes of jewellery?’ asks Mum.

I look around but there’s no sign of them.

‘They must be in the car.’

I grab the keys and jog the three blocks to where we parked the car. The boot is empty. No sign of the boxes. And then I remember. I was about to pack the boxes when Dad and I started wrestling.

Oh no!

The boxes are still sitting in a big pile out the front of our place.

I jog back to the markets to tell Mum.

Mum shakes her head and says, ‘Poppy dust.’

‘Sorry, Mum.’
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‘It’s okay, honey, we can just call Dad to bring them down.’

Mum grabs her phone and calls Dad but there’s no answer.



Mum takes the keys from me. ‘I’ll drive back and get the boxes while you finish setting up.’

‘Thanks, Mum.’ I give her a hug. ‘I’m sorry.’

I watch her leave.

I feel terrible. It’s six o’clock in the morning and Mum has got up early just for me. She’ll be sitting here in the hot sun all day helping me sell my art, and I’ve let her down. I bet she’s really tired. I make a mental note to let her know how grateful I am for all of her love and support.

I lay each of the cards out carefully on the table. The ocean-themed ones look very artistic lined up together. I really hope that Mrs Armitage likes my idea.

[image: image]

I also lay out an image of a skate-deck design I have done.

I’m really keen to make some of my pictures into stickers that kids can put on their skateboards. How cool would it be to see kids skating with pictures I drew on their decks?

Take it from me, that would be

VERY

COOL!!!
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The morning passes quickly. It’s a lovely sunny day, which always draws more people. By midday I’ve already eaten a bowl of noodles from next door and some sushi, and I’ve topped up my water bottle four times from the bubbler. Mum’s off buying some vegies when a familiar face approaches.
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Ten points for guessing who it is.


Is it:


1. Dad?

2. Angelina?

3. Mrs Armitage?

4. Nora?

5. Avery Chalmers?


Whoever picked number five wins!

Avery Chalmers is walking directly to my stall. I look around, quickly scanning the markets. Where’s Mum when I need her?



DID YOU KNOW

Lizzie Armanto is the only woman to successfully complete The Loop.
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Avery Chalmers is dressed a little more casually than the last time I saw her, in black jeans and a blue jumper with long boots. She’s carrying a straw tote bag filled with fruit and vegies. She shops at the local markets, so maybe she’s not so bad after all. Although, the one image I can’t get out of my head when I see her is of Cruella De Vil. You know what I’m talking about.


Avery Chalmers pauses to look at my cards.


‘Are these your original designs?’ she asks.

‘They are,’ I say.
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I always feel shy when people first look at my art. It can be a bit intimidating having someone scrutinise a design I have created.


[image: image]

‘I’m Avery.’ She’s smiling now. That’s got to be a good sign, right?


‘I’m Poppy.’

‘I know who you are, Poppy. You spoke very well the other night.’

‘Thank you.’

Her gaze shifts from my older designs to my new Urban Vistas ocean series range.

‘Tell me more about these.’ She picks up one of the art-project-inspired cards. It’s my favourite. The one with the giant octopus.

I explain about the school art project, and about the boring signal boxes and how I thought these designs might brighten them up.

‘I call them Urban Vistas. It’s all about bringing the ocean to the land so we can feel more connected to it and the creatures who live in the sea.’

‘What a splendid idea,’ says Avery.

I stare at the ground. I have this weird feeling she’s reeling me in like a fish on a hook before she’s going to open her mouth and eat me in one swift bite.

‘So, you like art?’

I nod.

‘I like art too. Perhaps we do have something in common, Poppy.’

How is it possible that Mum is taking this long to buy vegies? It really cannot take this long unless she’s buying the entire stall and helping the vendors box it all up.
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‘You know who I am, Poppy?’

I nod.

‘I’m the woman driving the push to get rid of your skate park. I have a daughter a little younger than you and your speech gave me pause for thought. I should be championing young girls like you, not taking away your opportunities.’
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‘Mmm . . .’

I think I see Mum in the crowd. Please let it be Mum.


‘I think we can implement some better lighting and stricter security to get around the noise and unsavoury visitors to the park at night. But Poppy, I can’t abide ugliness. And your skate park is ugly.’

Avery screws her face up as she says the word ugly. I have to agree with her. Ugliness doesn’t suit her.

‘Um, I have an idea about that, actually.’ I pluck up the courage to speak from I don’t know where.

‘You do?’

Avery leans forward across the table.

‘Why not commission a mural project for local artists to paint the walls surrounding the skate park?’ I say. ‘Then it would look really bright and colourful and you’d be –’

Avery cuts me off. ‘– leading the way in keeping Bondi a vibrant and inspiring place that supports its diverse population, creative culture, enriching lifestyle and stunning natural features.’

‘Yes . . . that.’

It is Mum! She’s nearly here. Thank goodness.
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‘We can ask artists to submit their work for our approval. Poppy, I like your way of thinking! You’re creative and clever.’

I blush. I’m seeing a different side to Avery Chalmers. Wearing jeans and surrounded by vegetables, she seems . . . nice.

I wonder . . .

I want to ask her something but I’m not sure if I’m brave enough.

Oh, what the heck!

‘Mrs Chalmers?’ I bite my lip.

‘Yes, Poppy?’

‘I’ve been thinking about submitting my Urban Vistas idea to council as a proposal for me to paint my designs onto the signal boxes in Bondi. What do you think about that idea?’

Avery takes one of my business cards from the pile on the table.
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‘I think that’s a brilliant idea, Poppy. I look forward to seeing your proposal!’


And just like that, Avery disappears into the crowd as Mum arrives laden with fresh produce. She sinks into one of the chairs.

‘OMG, Mum, where have you been?’


She looks surprised at my reaction. ‘There was a long queue! Why?’

I help myself to a carrot from Mum’s basket.

‘Mum, I just want you to know how much I appreciate everything you do for me. Thank you.’

I give her a big hug.

As I pull away, Mum studies my face.

‘What have I missed?’

I take a bite of my carrot.

[image: image]

I can’t believe that my idea for painting the signal boxes could happen. Imagine wandering around Bondi and seeing my pictures everywhere. Forever. It’s so cool!

I think I’ll save this news for Happy Time, Sad Time tonight.

I can’t risk the chance of Mum crying in public again.




DID YOU KNOW?

The first professional female skateboarder was Patti McGee.
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At school on Monday, Kaida pulls me aside just before the bell rings. I’m about to tell her about the markets and seeing Avery and the Urban Vistas proposal when I realise she has news of her own.

‘I wanted you to be the first to see them.’ She opens a box that holds three snow globes.

They’re amazing. Each snow globe has a slightly different look. One is filled with green plastic cut to look like seaweed. The second has heaps of little plastic pieces of coral. A plastic octopus sits in the middle of the third globe. But what makes them even more special is that instead of the white snow that snow globes usually have floating around in them, Kaida has used tiny pieces of colourful plastic. It’s beautiful and it’s awful all at once.
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‘Kaida, it’s amazing,’ I say, and I mean it.

‘Thanks Poppy.’ She looks pleased. ‘I’m going to use them for my application for a scholarship to art school. Mum and Dad say they can afford it if I get the scholarship.’

WOW! I knew Kaida wanted to go to art school, but until now it’s been a dream, not a possible reality.

‘That’s amazing, Kaida!’

We high-five and fist bump and break off giggling.

The bell rings, and we make our way over to the hall for morning assembly.

‘I was wondering if I could come to the skate park and watch you and meet some of the girls you’ve been talking about?’ Kaida asks quietly.

This is also a BIG DEAL. It’s the first time she has ever asked to come to the skate park. I can tell she’s a little nervous. I’m literally jumping up and down inside but I try to play it cool. I don’t want to scare her off.

‘Sure. How about Friday after school?’ I suggest. I’m so stoked that Kaida wants to watch me skate. I’m grinning from ear to ear.

[image: image]

The rest of the week is a blur. I’m either at school or trying to finish my homework or working on my art for the next market.

PLUS there’s my application to council to paint the signal boxes. I can apply online, but the application form is really long and detailed and it’s taking up lots of my time.
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I try to get out to skate but I feel so behind in my practice. What with the flyers and the markets and the council meeting, I’ve got so caught up in saving the comp that I haven’t been focusing on my skating at all. I’m feeling really stressed about it.



On Tuesday afternoon, Mum, Kip and I are walking to the skate park when I see Nora heading to the beach with her new board under her arm.

‘Hey Poppy, you gonna come for a wave?’

I shake my head. ‘Trying to get lots of time in the bowl for the comp.’
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We reach the entrance to the skate park. Mum stops to help Kip put on her rollerskates.


‘Good luck for Saturday.’ Nora gives me a wave. ‘I’ll be cheering you on, girl!’

I feel a bundle of nerves about the big day. Only four more sleeps to go and I’m nowhere near as prepared as I should be.

Ginger’s already skating. She must have come straight from school to get here so fast. As soon as she sees me she stops skating and pulls herself out of the bowl.

‘You’re here early,’ I say.

‘Mum drove me from school. I think Sadie and Angelina are on their way.’

‘Great!’

I decide to work on my frontside air over the hip.

To learn a new trick, you have to fall, like, ninety-nine times. You have to learn to fail before you get it. You can try a trick for seven, eight hours – or even days – and then when you land it, it’s the best feeling.

Today is not my day. I try again and again and just end up getting frustrated and cross with myself. This is never a good way to skate. If you’re not having fun, it comes out in your skating. Your body tenses up and you make mistakes.

I don’t land the trick and I end up grazing my shin because I froze, then fell.

I’m hot and bothered and cranky as I climb out of the bowl.

I look around. It’s super busy. Now that the comp is so close, kids and adults from all over are trying to get their time in the bowl. In fact, it’s a little too busy. I try to drop in a few times and get snaked by two really annoying guys who are just here to show off. An older skater tells them off but I’m not really digging the vibe.

Kip skates over to me. She’s getting so good at rollerskating.
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‘Want to skate with me?’ she asks.

‘Sure.’



We skate together over a few small ramps and she shows me some of her new moves. Mum cheers us on, and I’m grateful for the distraction.

Ginger and I end up hanging out with Mum and Kip and just skating along the boardwalk. Mum buys us each an ice-cream.
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I get cookies and cream.

Kip gets cotton candy with extra sprinkles.


Ginger gets salted caramel.

I’ve never tried salted caramel before, so Ginger lets me taste hers. It’s amazing. I’m so getting that next time!

We sit on the sand and watch Nora carve it up. She gets some great waves. Then Ginger and I bury Kip in the sand. When we’re finished, all you can see of Kip is her little head peeking out. She looks so cute. Her mouth is covered in pink and green sprinkles.

‘You look like a sprinkled sand monster,’ I tease her.

‘GRRR!’ Kip growls at me.

‘You won’t catch us, sprinkle monster,’ I laugh.
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That’s enough motivation for Kip. She bursts out of the sand and soon she’s chasing Ginger and me across the sand towards the water. It’s such a hot day, I decide to just swim in my clothes. Ginger and Kip dive in next to me. Soon the three of us are splashing about in the water, with us giggling and Kip growling.

When we finally emerge from the water, Kip has been washed clean. No more sand monster.
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Three sleeps now. (Not that I’m counting . . .) I’m actually trying not to count because there is so little time until the comp!

I try everything to get Mum or Dad to take me to Monster Park after school. I explain how busy Bondi is in the lead-up to the comp, but both parents insist they can’t possibly. They probably have very worthy reasons, but I’ve left the room before they finish speaking.
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BLAH BLAH BLAH.


I find Kip and Banjo out in the back garden. It’s so cool out here. We have an old trampoline that nobody but us ever uses. And two big old trees we love to climb.

Kip and Banjo have been busy. Somehow, they’ve rigged up a flying fox – it’s just a rope, really, attached to a plank of wood to hold onto – to run from one of the trees to the other.

‘Come and have a go, Poppy!’ Kip squeals as she takes off down the flying fox.

It looks super dodgy and super fun. I’m so in!

I’m up the tree at a pace even Banjo would find impressive. Kip pulls the bar back to where I am. I reach down and grab it. The ground looks a long way away from up here.
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‘Geronimooo!’

I’m off sliding –

VERY

VERY

VERY FAST



towards the other tree.

It’s only now that I realise that I need to let go or I’ll smash face first into the tree trunk. I let go and roll to the side on the grass.

‘POPPY STARR OLSEN!’

(Remember the Mum volcanic eruption scale? POPPY STARR OLSEN! – Ash, lava and volcanic eruption!)

Uh-oh.

Whenever Mum uses my full name, I know I’m in serious trouble.

I look up at her.
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‘You can’t blame us for being creative and entertaining ourselves outside,’ I say lamely.


Mum crosses her arms.

‘You know, you’re right,’ she says, then turns around and walks back inside.

Kip, Banjo and I look at each other. Are we in trouble or not?

‘Kids!’ Dad sticks his head out the back door less than a minute later. ‘Hurry up, we’re all going to Monster Park!’

NO way?


‘Don’t you have to work?’ I ask.

‘Your mum and I can work there.’

We all love Monster. I can skate, Kip can rollerskate and Banjo can do parkour.

Woo hoo!

I can’t believe that actually worked. We need to rig up super-dangerous activities in the backyard more often!
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New Olsen Family Record for getting the parents to take us somewhere they don’t want to go.

Current record: 4 minutes

Current equal champions: Banjo, Kip and Poppy

 


We have a ball at Monster Park. Mum and Dad let us have dinner there, so we snack on hot chips between skate sessions. Kip works on some tricks on the little ramp area, Banjo is off climbing walls and I spend my time getting bigger and bigger airs into the foam pit. It’s fun, and I try not to think about the comp at all.
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DID YOU KNOW?

Tony Hawk was the first skater to pull off a 900.
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One more sleep. (Okay, I admit it. I am counting.) It’s really freaking me out now.

Kaida has talked about nothing but skating all day. She’s very excited about coming to the skate park after school for her first go. When we get there, I put her in some of my old pads.

‘Are you sure we need all this?’ she asks, looking down at the knee and elbow pads.

‘Believe me, you’re going to be glad you have them when you fall.’ I help her put on the wrist pads and then adjust the helmet strap and pull it tight.


‘I bet you don’t need all this,’ Kaida giggles.

‘Maybe not the elbow pads, but I wear everything else in the bowl,’ I assure her.

[image: image]

The park is busy, which is usual for a Friday, but there’s something different about the energy today. For one, the park is completely surrounded by a tower of raised seating built overnight on scaffolding. There’s a line of marquees around the railing of the bowl. Our little park suddenly looks like a professional skate venue.

There’s also a sense of heightened excitement and nerves at the park. It’s everyone’s last chance to skate the bowl before the comp. I notice Erik and Aiden looking very focused over at the bowl.
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I’m actually pleased to give my attention to Kaida. She looks really scared, and I’m so nervous about the comp that it’s great to have something else to think about. If I can help her to feel more confident, maybe some of that will rub off on me? I try to keep my voice relaxed and calm. I explain that we’ll be keeping it really simple to begin with.


‘We’re going to work on a few flat-ground basics,’ I say.

Kaida can start by learning to push, turn, slow down and stop.

‘You keep your front foot on the board and use your back foot to push.’

Kaida is naturally goofy, the opposite of me. I’m a regular-footed skater, which means my left foot is my front foot and my right foot is the one I use to push. So, I show Kaida where to put her right foot on the front of the board and her left to push.

She’s a little wobbly to begin with but she has good balance, and she picks up the basics in no time. If anything, she’s a little too keen to bite off more than she’s ready to chew.

‘Can we go in the bowl?’ she asks, pointing to the fishbowl.

‘Um, not yet. But we’ll get there!’ I lead her far away from the bowl for now.


‘How about on this one?’ she asks, pointing to a mellow ramp that one of the younger kids is having a blast on.

‘Not yet!’ It’s actually more stressful than I expected teaching someone to skate.

After Kaida feels confident with the basics, I agree to teach her how to tic tac.



How to tic tac:


[image: image] Place your front foot on your front four bolts and your back foot on the tail. Have your legs further apart than your normal stance.

[image: image] Once your feet feel comfy, press down on your tail and pivot the front of your board from side to side, controlling it with your front foot.

[image: image] After you get comfy with this, you can try bigger pivots and you’ll start moving forward without having to put a foot down. And there you have your tic tac!





Kaida’s ripping it up and I’m cheering her on. She’s laughing and enjoying herself so much I just share in her joy – until out of nowhere a kid skates so close to me I have to jump out of the way.
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‘Watch out!’ I call.

The skater glances back at me. It’s that idiot from the other day. What is that guy’s problem?


He doesn’t say sorry, he just skates off, and a minute later he’s heading straight for Kaida, fast. He dodges at the last second, but it’s enough to make her overbalance and –
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‘Poppy!’

I see Kaida fall – hard – on her arm.


By the time I race over to her, Kaida’s mum and my mum are already kneeling beside her.

‘At least she didn’t hit her head,’ says Mum, who is always calm in a crisis. After all, she’s had lots of practice.

They help Kaida sit up. She’s not crying, but I can tell she’s in pain.

‘Good thing I was wearing all this padding,’ she says weakly.

‘Can you stand?’

Kaida stands up and we lead her over to sit in the shade. I give her a drink from my water bottle.
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‘Are you okay?’

‘My arm hurts.’

Between them, the mums decide that a trip to the hospital for an X-ray is the only way to know if Kaida’s arm is fractured.

‘Come on, sweetheart,’ Kaida’s mum tells her. ‘Better to be safe than sorry.’

Kaida groans. ‘This is so embarrassing.’

‘Don’t worry,’ I say, putting my arm around her. ‘You won’t be the first kid with a skateboarding injury to turn up at emergency. And you won’t be the last!’

We walk with them to their car.

‘Can I go with them please, Mum?’ I ask.

‘I don’t know, Poppy . . .’

‘It’s fine with me,’ says Kaida’s mum. ‘Poppy will be a nice distraction for Kaida.’

‘Okay, then.’ Mum gives me a kiss on the cheek. ‘Text me to let me know how things go.’


[image: image]

‘I’ll drop Poppy home on our way back.’


Kaida and I sit in the back seat. I talk nonstop all the way to the hospital about how awesome I think she is for a first-time skater.

I figure if I keep talking, I won’t have to think about how I let my best friend get hurt the very first time she tried skating!




DID YOU KNOW?

There are different skating stances.

Goofy footed is when your front foot is your right foot forward.

Regular footed is when your left foot is your front foot forward.
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The gentle ring of the alarm on my phone wakes me. It’s early. As in, still-dark early. I’m already nervous and I haven’t even opened my eyes properly. But mainly I’m thinking about Kaida. I wonder if she slept okay, and how much pain she is in. Oh yeah, I forgot to tell you: Kaida’s arm is fractured, and she has to wear a cast for six weeks. She doesn’t seem fazed about it, though, mostly because it’s not her drawing hand.

She’s smart and brave.

I send her a quick text.


Poppy: How are you feeling? How’s your arm? [image: image]

I don’t expect a reply – she’ll be fast asleep – but I wonder if the skater girls are awake and feeling as nervous as I am?

Poppy: How are you all feeling? Ready to [image: image]?

My phone pings immediately.

Ginger: Can’t wait. It’s going to be so fun!

Sadie: Go, girls!

Angelina: Don’t forget to eat a good breakfast!!! See you soon, legends!!!

I don’t feel like getting up yet, but I know from experience it’s always good to be up and prepared the morning of an important event.

So, up I get.

I shower. The hot water feels relaxing and refreshing at the same time.

I know that Angelina’s advice about a good meal is wise, but toast with Vegemite is all I can stomach right now.
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I drink two glasses of water while throwing the ball for Clancy in the backyard. (Do everyone’s parents go on about drinking water as much as mine?)

Look at me cleaning my teeth in the mirror just like a regular person and not someone who’s about to go in a BIG SKATE COMP AT THEIR LOCAL SKATE PARK WITH EVERYONE THEY KNOW WATCHING.
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Deep breaths, Poppy.

I’ve got this.

Soon, Mum’s up. Then Kip. Then Dad. Finally Banjo.

I sit at the craft table and doodle. Doodling is a great way to deal with nerves.


It turns out that even my grandparents are travelling to Sydney today to watch me.

No pressure.

Everyone’s talking at once while getting breakfast and it all feels a little loud.
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‘I’m just going to check my gear again.’

I have a big old battered zip-up gym bag I use for my skate gear. It’s great because it can hold a water bottle, spare sunhat, sunscreen as well as my helmet and pads. I take everything out and repack it. It’s all there.

There’s nothing worse than realising at the last minute you don’t have a vital piece of equipment. I don’t usually get super nervous before a comp, but I also don’t want to get thrown a curveball if I can help it.


I notice my phone on the bed and my mind goes back to worrying about Kaida. I check to see if she’s replied yet.

She has!

Kaida: I’m great! I can’t wait for you to sign my cast.

There’s a picture of her grinning madly and showing off her cast. I can see that her parents have already signed it.
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Poppy: I can’t wait to sign it. See you soon!

I just remember I’ve been saving a new sticker to put on my board especially for today. It’s a kind of ritual I have. A new sticker for a meaningful event. This one is inspired by Dad’s cartoon of a monkey riding a skateboard. Instead of the monkey looking like Banjo, the monkey looks like me on my board.
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I grab the sticker from my desk drawer and look around for my skateboard. I can’t see it anywhere in my room. I must have left it in the lounge room when I got back from the hospital last night.
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A quick search of the lounge room, craft table, kitchen and both bathrooms and there’s no skateboard in sight.

‘Everybody needs to stop what they’re doing right now and help me find my board!’

My family knows me well enough to know that if I raise my voice it must be an emergency.
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We look everywhere.

In the back garden.

In Mum’s car.


In every bedroom and under every bed.

I even check in every cupboard in the apartment just in case it somehow magically jumped into one.

No skateboard.

I’m trying not to panic but this is something to panic about. I love my board. I know the feel of it like it’s an extension of my own feet. I can’t imagine competing on a different board, or worse, a board I’m not familiar with.

This is a complete and total disaster!




DID YOU KNOW?

The skateboard’s original shape wasn’t as rounded as it is nowadays. In fact, it was simply a plank of wood (2×4) that had wheels attached to it. Over time, designers started to understand the theory behind speed, balance and durability, making it easier to create aerodynamic products.
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I phone Kaida but it rings out, so I text her.

Poppy: I THINK I LEFT MY SKATEBOARD IN YOUR MUM’S CAR!!! CAN YOU CHECK PLEASE? I REALLY NEED IT!!!

I stare at the phone, willing Kaida to reply, but my phone screen remains stubbornly unresponsive.
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Mum appears beside me with ninja-like skills. She’s got her We can fix this face on.

‘Can you ride your old board?’

I would and could ride my old board but I cracked my deck in a session a few weeks ago. I was hoping to save up enough money to replace the deck but I hadn’t got around to it.

‘Broken.’
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Mum’s fix it face morphs into a What do you mean, broken? face but she manages to hold it together.


‘Can you ride Banjo’s board?’

I pull a face. ‘Too busted.’

‘Kip’s board?’

‘Too little.’

‘Could you borrow a board from Ginger?’

My shoulders sag. ‘She’s only got one.’

Mum is thinking furiously.

I take a big gulp of air and feel like I might vomit up the two glasses of water I just drank. Then I see my phone.

‘Mum, look!’

I hold up my phone so Mum can see the three dots that mean that Kaida is replying to my message.
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. . .

My stomach is in knots while we wait. Mum gives me an awkward side hug.

Finally the message pops up on screen.

Kaida: Mum is out but she says the board is in her car. We’ll meet you at the skate park.

Phew!

I send a few [image: image]s and [image: image]s before tucking the phone in my pocket.

Mum checks the time. ‘We better get our skates on!’ she says with a smile.

I’m grateful she didn’t mention Poppy dust. I’m feeling way too on the edge to deal with being teased right now. I take a few deep breaths and tell myself that everything is going to be okay.

[image: image]

We decide to walk to the skate park, which is a good idea because it’s so busy there is no way we’d get a park anyway.


[image: image]

Dad is lugging my gear for me. Mum has a big bag full of snacks, hats and sunscreen. Kip and Banjo are riding their boards, and I try not to feel foolish that I’m the only one without a board.



The grassy area beside the park has been transformed. The white gazebos set up around the outside of the skate park are selling skate merchandise alongside local sponsors of the event promoting their businesses. A delish smell of sausages and coffee fills the air. A couple of food trucks have set up in the car park with queues already forming. People are setting up picnic blankets and chairs on the grass beside the skate park.

One of the gazebos belongs to the local council, and I see Avery Chalmers.

‘I’ll meet you inside,’ I tell Mum and Dad. ‘There’s someone I want to say hi to.’

‘We’ll go nab some good seats for us and Nono and Big,’ says Dad as he passes me my gym bag. ‘Just keep an eye on the time.’


[image: image]

I nod and then wander across the park towards Avery. She’s standing with a girl about Kip’s age.


‘Good morning,’ I say, suddenly feeling a bit shy.

‘Poppy!’ Avery gives me a big smile. ‘How are you feeling?’




I shrug.

[image: image]

‘Nervous?’

I nod.

‘Well, everyone gets nervous sometimes. I always get nervous before I have to speak in public,’ says Avery.

I find this hard to believe. She seemed so confident at the meeting.

‘So, when I do, I try to remind myself that I love what I do. You love skating, right? So, maybe try that?’

‘That’s really cool. I’ll try to remember that.’

Avery turns to the young girl. ‘Milla, this is Poppy. Poppy, this is my daughter, Milla.’

‘Hi Milla,’ I say.

Milla smiles but remains firmly by her mum’s side.


[image: image]

‘She’s a bit starstruck,’ Avery laughs, giving her daughter’s hair an affectionate stroke. ‘We’re both looking forward to cheering you on today.’


‘Thanks.’

My stomach lurches. I was enjoying forgetting about competing for a little bit.


[image: image]

‘By the way, Poppy,’ Avery says, leaning closer to me and lowering her voice, ‘council is currently reviewing your Urban Vistas proposal. I can’t say how the vote will go but I can say that I’m feeling really positive you’ll be pleased.’

‘Oh wow!’ This is amazing news. I don’t want to get my hopes up too much but it does sound like it might happen.

[image: image]

Milla is staring at me the way I know I stare at pro skaters. I hold out my fist towards her.

‘Can you give me a fist bump for good luck, Milla?’

Milla taps my fist with hers and we laugh.

I give them both a wave goodbye before heading towards the park, thinking about what’s about to happen.



What happens in a skate comp?

Each run goes for 45 seconds. If you fall off before the buzzer, points are taken off. While you are in the bowl, you are judged on a bunch of different things:


[image: image] Speed


[image: image]

[image: image] Style


[image: image] Difficulty of tricks

[image: image] Execution of tricks

[image: image] Height of airs and length of grinds

[image: image] How well you use the bowl

[image: image] And, if you stay on for the whole 45 seconds!




You can be marked down if you continue to do the same tricks, and you can earn extra points for using the whole park and showing creativity.

Forty-five seconds is a long time when you’re skating fast and trying to keep up your speed and get all your tricks in, not to mention the pressure of trying not to fall.

 

Other things you can do in a minute or less:


[image: image] Hug someone you love

[image: image] Balance on one foot

[image: image] Drink a glass of water

[image: image] Tell a joke

[image: image] Dance to half of a good song

[image: image] Make a list of your five favourite movies

[image: image] Read the first page of a book

[image: image] Make a paper plane and launch it into the air
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There’s a camera crew filming the crowd and a woman with a microphone who is interviewing competitors. The entrance to the park is surrounded by colourful sponsorship ads and banners. I see lots of familiar skate brands.

I check my phone as I wind my way through the crowd. There are two missed calls and a text from Kaida. I open the message, trying to remain calm.

Kaida: Mum’s had a flat tyre. She’s hurrying but she’s going to be later than we thought. Dad and I will meet her at the park.

This is not good. Not only have I still never managed a successful frontside air over the hip, which I wanted to showcase in this comp, but it’s looking more and more likely that I might not have my board in time to do the things I am good at. This is a complete and total disaster! I feel really panicked now and I know I have to find the girls. They might be able to help.


[image: image]

I try to calm myself as I make my way over to the bowl, and when I get there the energy is electric. Heaps of locals have entered the competition and I also recognise familiar faces from Monster. There’s eighties music blaring out of the massive speakers erected around the bowl. But there’s loads of new faces as well as pros. Despite my panic, I get a thrill seeing the skaters I follow in magazines and online in the flesh casually chatting away to kids. It’s the best!


[image: image]

Erik, Aiden and Ginger are standing in a little group around their gear.

‘Hi everyone.’ I drop my bag next to their pile of stuff.

Everyone’s nervous and trying not to look nervous. Ginger looks green. I’m about to ask her if I can use her board when she takes off towards the portaloos.

I hope she’s not going to vomit. Or maybe that would be the best thing? Get it all out.

I check my phone again. Nothing new from Kaida.

Angelina and Sadie aren’t here yet.

‘Hey Aiden, my board’s gone missing. We’re skating after you guys, is there any chance I could borrow yours?’

‘Sure.’ Aiden actually looks pleased to be helping me. ‘Wanna have a run on it to get used to it?’


[image: image]

‘That would be awesome, thanks.’

I grab his board and take it over to the fishbowl. Competitors are zooming around, warming up and having fun.

I thought Aiden’s board would be really similar to mine, and in some ways it is, but the wheels are a bit out and his deck is too small. I do my best to get used to its quirks, but I know I can’t take too long. Aiden will need it soon.
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I look up into the stand and scan the crowd for Mum and Dad. There they are in the second row. Nono and Big are there next to Mum. Nono looks nervous. She always finds it stressful to watch me compete. Dad is on the other side of Mum, and Kip and Banjo are next to Dad. I give them a wave. They all wave back, catcalling and yelling my name. It feels really good to have a cheer squad.


[image: image]


I still don’t have my board, and before I know it, the comp has started!

The boys skate first in their various age groups. Erik uses the whole bowl well and looks really strong. Tyler has great style and he’s super speedy but as smooth as butter. They both look pleased with their efforts.

The boys’ divisions take about an hour to get through. I check my phone every few minutes but still nothing from Kaida. I try to get my head around the fact that I’ll have to use Aiden’s board.

After his turn, Aiden comes up and hands over his board.

‘Show them what you’ve got!’

After a short break, there’s an announcement over the PA that the girls’ division is up next. I can sense a change in the crowd. This is the first open women’s division to be held at Bondi and there are people who don’t think this should have been allowed. They’ll be watching to see the girls fail. But mainly I see a whole lot of expectant and excited faces peering out at us. Older women, younger girls – they’re ready to cheer us on, and that gives me the boost I need.

[image: image]
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Ginger’s up first. She looks really nervous. As she starts her run I can tell she’s tense; her body isn’t as relaxed as it usually is when she’s skating. Her first few tricks are tricks she knows well – little airs and rock ’n’ rolls. She’s using the bowl well. The crowd is cheering her on. I can see her parents talking about her and they look so proud.


Her time’s nearly up on her final run and she commits to an air that I know is high for her. She’s going really fast and doesn’t get a good grab of her board. She tries to hold on. I see her hesitate. The crowd feels it too. She has a choice. Does she commit and go for it and hope that she can pull it off? Or does she play it safe and bail? Ginger bails on the air with only three seconds to go. So close!

The crowd commiserates and Ginger gets loud applause and whistles. I’m clapping and cheering along with everyone.

As she climbs out of the bowl, Ginger looks flushed, happy and relieved that it’s over. I feel momentarily envious of that feeling. I’ve still got to get through whatever my run is going to look like. An image of scrambled eggs comes into my head!


[image: image]

Then, I hear over the loud speaker: ‘Next up is Poppy Starr Olsen.’



Hearing my name being called makes it all feel very real. There’s no backing out now. I’m terrified that I’ll face plant as soon as I drop in, but I don’t have any other choice. I’ll just have to do my best on Aiden’s board. I’m resigned to the fact that I might slam on my first line.

[image: image]

Then I hear something else: a voice calling my name over and over.

‘Poppy! Poppy!’

I glance over, thinking it’s my family – but it’s Kaida. She’s waving like crazy with a cast on one arm and my skateboard in the other. I’ve never felt so happy to see her or my board. The crowd quickly catches on to what is happening. My board is passed from hand to hand down the line of spectators. Finally, it’s in mine.

‘Thank you!’

‘Good luck, Poppy!’

That was close. Just in time, I’ll get to ride my beloved board. I quickly make the switch. The crowd waits patiently. They loved the last-minute drama and I can feel they want me to do well.


[image: image]

The commentator speaks again. ‘Poppy is twelve years old, and this is her home ground. She’s a familiar face to many of you.’

A new song begins. It’s a fun song from ABBA and it always makes me smile.

I listen to the music and I feel the positive energy from the crowd. I position my board in my hands.

I flip my board up. It feels so good to have it back. I want to hug it!

I’m as ready as I’ll ever be.

I glance at my family, who are leaning forward eagerly in their seats. Beside them is Nora and the surf crew. I can see Bronte Swimming Club friends and lots of our neighbours. To my left, Angelina, Ginger and Sadie are grinning like mad. Milla gives me a wave and Avery nods to me.

‘Go Poppy!’ Mum and Dad call.
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They’re cheering like crazy. Banjo picks up Clancy and waves his paw. Best fan club ever! This makes me smile, and what better way to start my run than with a big smile on my face?

The reason I love skating so much is because it’s fun. As soon as I lose that sense of fun, I lose my reason for skating. I take a deep breath as I drop into the bowl. Can I hold my nerve and skate well after everything that’s happened? I’m about to find out.




DID YOU KNOW?

At the Tokyo 2020 Olympics, skateboarding was included as an event for the first time!
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As good as it feels to be riding my own board, I’m rattled. I like to take my time before a comp, getting all my equipment ready and then soaking up everyone else’s runs. I usually get heaps of energy and good vibes from cheering my fellow competitors on. But today I’ve been so distracted worrying about my board that I’m still jumpy and on edge.


[image: image]

I do a small air and take off to the opposite side of the bowl. I’m trying to use as much of the space as possible.



[image: image]

I want my run to be smooth but fast. The trick is to not go too fast and make a mistake. If I bail, I’ll lose points, so I want to try tricks I feel pretty good about. Basically, I want to put together the best line and string together tricks on the course. In comps you’re usually given two to three runs with the best run counting for your final score. Many people save their hardest trick in their run as the last trick they do.
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I like to imagine that my lines all create a pattern in the bowl – as if I were drawing them.


[image: image]

I do a 50-50 in the shallow and carve around to a rock ’n’ roll in the deep. All too quickly my time is up. My first run was okay, not great. I didn’t fall or bail but I know it wasn’t the best example of what I can do.


I want to try the frontside air over the hip. The thought is stuck in my head and won’t leave me alone.

Time for my second run.


[image: image]

There’s nothing quite like standing there in a comp ready to drop in. I hear the crowd cheering, clapping and calling my name and it electrifies me. They’re a blur in the background because all I can see is my next line.



This second run goes a little better. I get a better line and I’m happy. My heart is racing and I feel fully alive. I decide I’m going to do the frontside air. Why not? It’s my last trick and I just go for it. I can hear Mum’s voice over everyone else’s. She knows I’ve never landed this trick. But somehow all the good energy just carries me through. Before I know it, I’m flying back down the bowl again.

I can’t believe I just landed a trick I never have before – in a competition!

[image: image]

My third run isn’t as good as the second, but I don’t mind. It would be impossible to top the second run. I can’t wipe the smile off my face.

I feel a surge of love for my board, my family and friends and the community I have here. I see Avery Chalmers and her daughter, both smiling and looking like they’re having fun. I wonder if Milla will go home and tell her mum she wants to learn to skateboard. Now that would be karma!

Angelina skates next, followed by Sadie. They’re both amazing, though I think Sadie’s second run is the strongest. She nails the handplant she’s been working so hard on. She skates with fierce determination and grit. I see some of the boys looking at her with a grudging admiration.

They both get huge cheers from the crowd. Four other girls also compete, making eight competitors in total in the female under 21 category. It couldn’t get any more epic!
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I’m getting a big Clancy cuddle and face lick when the loudspeaker crackles to life.

‘We’ll be calling the winners of the male and female under 21s categories.’


The crowd goes quiet.

The winners of the boys under 12s are called. I don’t know any of the names. I think they’re all from interstate. Then it’s time for the under 16s. I glance at Aiden and Erik. They’re trying not to show it but they’re both nervous. Aiden looks like he’s holding his breath.

[image: image]

‘The winner of the Under 16 Boys category is . . . Jaden Comfrey.’

The crowd cheers.

‘In second place, we have Aiden Dixon. And in third place, Erik Walters.’

I’m so happy for Aiden and Erik and I’m clapping and cheering like mad! Good for them. They deserve to place. They sure put the hours in.

The rest of the male divisions are called. Pros win each category, but I recognise a few locals and one or two faces from Monster Park.

I bury my face in Clancy’s soft fur as I hear: ‘And for our first ever female under 21 category, we have Angelina Symon in third place, Sadie Richards in second place . . .’

Well, there’s no way I’ve beaten these two. I feel a twinge of disappointment but mainly I just feel so happy for my friends.

‘And in first place, Poppy Starr Olsen!’


[image: image]

I’m not sure I heard him correctly, but hands are patting me on my shoulders and back. Mum is crying. Dad takes Clancy out of my arms with a wink and nods for me to walk up to the podium. I feel bad for Ginger but she’s jumping up and down like crazy cheering for me.


It’s hilarious because when I stand up in the first-place box, I’m still shorter than Angelina. When the trophy is handed to me, I run over and grab Ginger and pull her over to join us on the podium.

[image: image]

It’s not important where we all placed in the competition because I feel like we all won.


The crowd cheers. Music is blaring from the speakers. I look around at all these smiling faces; my new friends, my family, my community. I just want to bottle this feeling. Forever.



DID YOU KNOW?

Cara-Beth Burnside is the only person besides Shaun White to win a summer and winter X Games medal, for snowboard halfpipe and skateboard vert.
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It’s a picture-perfect day in Bondi. The sun is out. The clouds are white and fluffy. The surf is pumping and the skate park is ripping.
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I’m doing one of my favourite activities. No, I’m not skating.

I’m painting.

I’m painting the first signal box in my Urban Vista series. I’ll create five in total. I found out three weeks ago that I had full council approval to move ahead with my proposal. Council covered my expenses and even paid me a small fee for my time and my design!



[image: image]

I’m not the only one with good news. Kaida got into art school! They loved her portfolio, especially her ocean snow globes made of plastic. Mrs Armitage is over the moon!

The first box to paint is on Hall Street right in among the shops and cafes. I’ve roped in Kaida and Ginger to help paint the base layer. Kaida’s arm is still in a cast, which is completely covered in colourful pictures and signatures. She says it doesn’t hurt anymore and hopefully it will come off in two weeks.

We must look pretty funny. There’s a collection of paint pots and brushes dotted around our feet.


[image: image]

We’re each working on a different section of the signal box. This will be patterns of block colours in the same shade as the ocean – think greens, aqua, turquoise and beige. I’ll then go over the base coat with a detailed black line to draw my ocean sea creatures.

We’ve nearly finished the base layer when Mum arrives. It’s not her first visit for the morning. She’s been brilliant, bringing us snacks and topping up our water bottles.


[image: image]

‘Poppy!’ she calls as she crosses the road towards us. She’s waving a piece of paper.

‘Hi Thomas,’ the girls murmur, not looking up from their painting.

‘Hey Mum.’ I stand up straight to stretch my back.


[image: image]

‘This email just arrived for you, so I printed it.’ Mum hands me the piece of paper.


I drop my paintbrush into the water pot and begin to read.

‘Read it out loud,’ says Mum.





Dear Poppy,

We’d like to congratulate you on winning the Women’s Open Division at this year’s Bowl Attack event in Bondi Beach, Australia. We are particularly impressed with your performance considering your young age.

Bowl Attack is a national qualifying event for the Vans Girls Combi Pool Classic in Los Angeles. Therefore, we are pleased to invite you to compete in our women’s division in the Under 14s in June.


We look forward to hearing back from you.


Vans Combi Pool Classic




I meet Mum’s eyes. Hers are filled with tears.

‘Congratulations, Poppy. It’s a good thing you like painting because you’re going to help fund your trip to skate in America!’

What?!


Kaida is high-fiving me.

Ginger is jumping up and down squealing. ‘Poppy’s going to America! Poppy’s going to America!’

I’m trying to take in the news. I’m going to skate in America? I’m going to skate in America!

Mum gives me a big hug. I can feel her heart beating against my chest.

‘How do you feel, Pops?’ she asks.

‘I feel amazing.’

And I do. My art is coming to life here in my home suburb of Bondi, and my dream of skating in America is going to come true. This is my idea of heaven. I can’t wait!
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Poppy Starr Olsen grew up on Sydney’s famous Bondi Beach. Her whole life has been spent moving and creating, from surfing, swimming and skating to drawing, painting and jewellery design.

Poppy took up skating at age eight, and in 2014 she was crowned world under 14s champion, continuing her reign the following year in the over 15s category. In 2016, Poppy was the first Australian woman to compete at the Summer X Games, and in 2017 she won bronze in the women’s skateboard park as well as gold at the inaugural World Roller Games in Nanjing, China. Fast forward to 2021 and Poppy burst onto the world stage when she made her Olympic debut in the women’s skateboarding in Tokyo, finishing fifth overall.


Poppy is now based in Newcastle and divides her time between Australia and wherever the world competition takes her.
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Jess Black is an award-winning author of over forty children’s books.


Jess has written the Tales of Mr Walker series about a dog who comes to live in the fanciest hotel in town. Jess has also written the Kitty is Not a Cat series, Little Paws series and the Keeper of the Crystals series; and is co-author of the hugely successful Bindi Wildlife Adventure series, the Kaboom Kid series and the Animal Tales series.
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