
So my story begins on the day I turned three,
When the thump of my heartbeat, ba boom, called to me.
Down the sidewalk two skateboarders flew. Whoo-hoo whee!
They jumped high over obstacles, moving so free!                
And I yelled to my mom, “That’s what I want to be!” 

By the time I turned six, skateboard dreams had long spun.
So I asked, “Bout that skateboard, mom, please get me one?”
“My sweet Rune, girls don’t skate,” said my mom, “There are none!”
“Besides, what if you get badly hurt, honey bun?”
My dear mom broke my heart, and I cried at a run.

Late that night I asked mom to help me search online.
We found skaters, all genders. Yeah! surely a sign!
The Olympics had girls as well! Rad and divine!
I held tightly to hope and then when I turned nine—
Yes, yes, yes! A sweet skateboard and cool gear were mine!

At the start I cruised sidewalks and felt good with it.
But I soon began craving tough street skater hits.
So I zipped to the local park lickety-split!
When I got there some big boys were way tightly knit.
They got right in my face, my poor tum in a pit!

As I raced home to mom, I then started to cry.
Oh, I knew she’d be mad, but I hated to lie.
“Rune! You went to the park all alone? Tell me why?”
“I’m so sorry mom, next time I’ll bring Uncle Ty!”
“Yes! And do take some friends, Rune, then you can all fly!”


To begin we learned ollies, then kick flips we nailed.
I worked hard to excel. It was rare that I failed.
I could land a hard Monty grind down a steel rail!
Then surprise! We got awesome cool posts in the mail!
Wow! A citywide skate competition! “Let’s sail!”

On the day of the games, I sped right to the park.
There I saw the big boys looking awfully dark.
But I chose to ignore them and rode like a shark.
I began with a yo-yo plant, carved a quick arc.
Next a cool frontside blunt slide, ha! just for a lark!

My last move was a laser flip, I made it stick.
Then the winner was called, “Hooray! Rune is our pick!” 
The huge crowd was now roaring, “Yeah Runey! Great tricks!”
I felt strong and real brave and so totally slick!
The Olympics would be my next goal! What a kick!

So I’ve told you my story, now tell me your thing.
Oh, what is it that makes your own heart want to sing?
Just embrace that true bliss, then your dreams will take wing!
And big fireworks will boom! With bright sparkles of zing!
There to celebrate you and the joy that you bring!


