
Memories
Climbing trees.
My friends.
Feeling bark.
Rainy school days.
Television programmes.
Moss and lichens.


A Leap of Faith


It was always sunny. At least that’s how I remember it. But then childhood memories usually are. Perhaps that was because our best memories are those of playing outside, and you can’t play outside when it is pouring down with rain or snowing. Although it did always rain on the day we went back to school after the summer holidays. This wasn’t metaphorical. It didn't symbolise our low mood after all the freedom and fun we had - it was just September, and it rains in September. Isn’t there a song about that? Oh, and it rained on our cross country runs. Although that was probably just teacher sadism. 
On one  particular sunny day, on this particular summer holiday, me and my mates were up to our usual antics of climbing trees. It was great how nature had put these huge oaken sculptures purely for our climbing pleasure. I loved looking up at the spreading, welcoming branches, while weighing up exactly how I was going to navigate the ascent [reach the top?]. I got a thrill placing my hand on the  the deeply gouged bark, like stroking a rhinoceros’ thick grey skin. 	Comment by Paul Wright: Think about a child-like perspective perhaps
“Well, are you going up or what?” Pete snapped, waving a lanky arm at the wide trunk. I took a last look at the green lichens clinging to the bark and nodded vigourously. “Yeah, I was Just thinkin’.”
Mark jumped to my defence. “Ar, don’t push him, Pete. You can’t rush him.” But then spilt it by adding, “He’s scared, can’t you see that?”
I glared at them. “I’m not scared I was just thinking about which way to go.”
I turned back to the tree, reaching out for the lowest branch, lifting myself up. It was actually a straightforward climb. I easily clamoured from one branch to the next, feeling the tug on my biceps as I heaved myself higher and higher. 	Comment by Paul Wright: Show v tell? 
Eventually I was more than ten feet above them, sitting on a thick branch, gazing down at my mates. 
Pete cupped his hands round his mouth. It was unnecessary, but it added to the drama. He had watched too many war films. “Now ya gotta jump.”
My climb had been a great success. I had climbed further than I had before. The ground was a long way away. I imagined my leg bones breaking if I hit the ground too hard. 
“Come on!” Mark shouted. “We haven’t got all day.” He sounded just like his mom.
I shuffled closer to the edge of the branch, the rough bark sliding beneath me. 
I thought of telling them that I didn’t want to do it today. I didn’t want to knee myself in the face as I hit the ground. A bloody nose was something you got from bullies, not from climbing trees.
“Come on!” Pete repeated, louder this time.
I continued to stared at the grass way down beneath me. I didn’t want to look at them. I needed to concentrate on the jump, not their taunts. The pressure made it worse. Focus. Focus.
In my mind a monster from the last Sci-fi film I watched was in the field behind me. It was approaching, it’s beastly arms outstretched to get me. There was only one escape. I had to get away. I had to jump. Had to…
I hit the ground hard, my legs buckling under my body.
But not broken. 
I had done it!
I peered up at my mate’s shocked faces and grinned.


