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1 stared at the silver blades,
Sharp encugh to slice stone.
Slowly, I tied the lace

And gazed at the boots,

Then at the ice.

I got up,

Wobbled and flapped around,
Like a fledgling learning to fly,
About to make that final leap
Which would decide his future ...
Fall or fly?

I stepped onto the ice.

I seemed to be suspended by a thin thread.

1 stood on ice!

I took my first step.

BANG!

I felt the coldness through my gloves.
A tiny drop of blood dripped
Onto the chipped ice

Where I'd skidded over.

It stained the ice a deep red,
Redness which seeped through,
Like rain flooding raked soil.
Tears filled my eyes,

I grabbed the railings

And heaved myself up.

My feet didn't follow me.
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They attracted cach other:

Like two magnets, they touched at apposite ends.

T was still like that fledgling.

1 pulled myself along the railings,

Like a spider climbing its thread.

My feet moved around the ice,

In every direction,

But not forward.

Tt was time to let go.

1 pushed myself away from the side.

I seemed to fly.

1 could skate! .
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