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Flat Back Drill on Bars

I knew I would stick with it. My family is surprised, but I’m not. Two years ago I walked into Perfect Balance Gymnastics Academy, saw Kayla doing giants on bars, and knew this was the sport for me. It’s just so cool. There’s always a new skill challenging me. Plus, gymnastics is fun. I love the feeling of floating, going upside down, and being graceful. And then there’s competing. We get to perform in front of friends and family, get scores from judges, and win medals. I can’t think of anything else I’d rather be doing.

“Earth to Trista, you’re up,” Paige, my teammate, says.

I look up and see that the high bar over the pit is empty. I jump off of the block I’m standing on, catch the high bar, and begin to swing. I do three tap swings. On the fourth tap swing, I let go when my toes are up in front of me and my body is flat and parallel with the pit below. I keep my body squeezed in this tight position and fall into the pit below with a straight body. We call these flat back drills. This drill is to train us for a skill called a flyaway. Eventually, when we let go after the tap swings we will do a back flip and land on our feet. 

I climb out of the pit and my teammate, Marissa, jumps to the bar and starts her turn at tap swings.

“Our parents have been up there a while. When do you think we should go up?” Savannah asks.

Our parents are upstairs having a meeting with our coaches, James and Melony. The meeting is for all incoming Level 3s, 4s, and 5s. My teammates and I finished our Level 4 season and are currently training for Level 5.

Tonight we worked out with Katie, the owner of Perfect Balance Gymnastics Academy, and the Level 6 and 7s while our coaches were meeting with our parents. Our workout ended a few minutes ago, but the parent meeting is still going on. Katie is finishing the Level 6 and 7 workout while she keeps an eye on us until it’s time for us to join the meeting. 

“James said he would text Katie when they’re done,” Paige reminds us.

“Girls, one more turn each!” Coach Katie yells over to us. We nod that we heard her and Alexis jumps up to the pit bar for her turn. 

“Why do you think they need to talk to us?” Marissa asks. “Last year we didn’t have to go, just our parents went.”

“We’ll find out soon enough,” Paige assures her.

“Girls, they’re done,” Katie yells over to us. “Head up to the dance room. Good job today.”

We wait for Alexis to climb out of the pit and we cross the floor together. We walk out of the training area, into the lobby, and upstairs to the dance room.

The stairway is noisier than usual. The Level 3 and 4 parents are coming down as we try to go up. We squeeze to the side of the stairway as we make our way up to the dance room. When we enter the room we notice several parents bunched around Melony and James asking them questions about the program.

Our parents are in a group talking to each other. I spot my mom and walk over to her. 

“How was it?” I ask.

“Oh, the usual, nothing new. We are veterans to competition season,” she says with a grin. “How was practice?”

“Good. I did my back walkover on the low beam without mats today,” I boast.

“Good job,” mom says. Then she turns and moves her stuff down one chair to make room for me. “Here, have a seat,” she says. 

I nod, but before I sit I realize I’m cold. “Do you think I have time to grab my sweatshirt?” I ask my mom. 

My mom looks at the line of parents waiting to talk to James and laughs. “I think you have plenty of time.”

I nod and run out of the dance room and over to our Kip Club Cubbies. Any gymnast who can do her kip gets her own cubby upstairs. Basically, that means the Level 4s and 5s have cubbies because we have to have a kip to compete Level 4. Levels 6 and up keep their stuff in the Optionals Room. Those levels are called optionals because they have different options for their routines. We are called compulsories because we all have the same routines. 

I grab my sweatshirt, shove my arms in, and zip it up. Then I pull my socks and shoes out of my cubby and sit down to put them on. It’s the end of May and the weather is warming up. Spring in Snowcap Canyon means a lot of rain, so no flip-flops yet. I probably should have brought sweat pants to throw on, but I forgot about sitting at the meeting. 

I walk back into the dance room and see that most of the parents have left. My teammates are sprinkled around the room sitting in the folding chairs. James is talking to Melony, but when I walk in, they begin the meeting.

“Looks like we have all of our potential 5s here,” James says, surveying the room. 

Potential? We all scored out of Level 4. Why wouldn’t we all be Level 5 this fall? 

Deep down, I know the answer. As it sinks in, so do I in my chair. James is not going to let us move up without having all of our required Level 5 skills. 

“Welcome, ladies,” James says, referring to us, since we just joined our parents. “I filled in your parents on the schedule for the season and all the basics of competing that they already know.”

My teammates and I are quiet, and possibly nervous, as we wait for him to continue.

“Melony and I decided to include you girls on this meeting so that you know what you’re expected to do this summer if you would like to compete Level 5 in the fall,” James continues.

“This summer the potential Level 5s will be training in the morning with the other upper level teams. They will be here Monday, Tuesday, Thursday from nine in the morning until noon and Friday ten to noon.

“In the fall, if you stay Level 4, you will go back to three days a week for two hours. If you make Level 5, you stay at the three hour schedule, but we will drop to three days a week once school starts. And of course, we will go back to an evening schedule.”

I look over at my mom and she is quietly writing notes in a little notebook. I’m grateful that she is.

“As you know, there are a lot of new skills to learn for Level 5. The girls should already know what they need to get, but Melony will list them off for you.”

Melony steps forward and says, “Most importantly, they need to learn a back tuck and front tuck on floor, a back walkover and full turn on beam, as well as a flyaway and a clear hip above horizontal on bars. There are other skills, but those are the biggies that hold girls back from success in this level. If your child hasn’t had fear for a skill yet, she will this summer. These are difficult skills that challenge even the most talented girls.”

I look at my hands. Why did she have to say that? Learning new gymnastics skills is hard enough without being told it’s going to be hard. I start picking at the edges of a day-old rip while I listen.

“These skills are going to take some extra work on the girls’ part both in the gym and at home,” Melony says. 

“We have some recommendations to help you this summer with this big transition,” James jumps in. “First, we highly recommend you attend a summer camp this year. There are several camps put on by the colleges as well as some great camps put on by local gyms. Camps are important because the girls will get an intense week of training and they will get to work with other coaches. Sometimes a new coach will say something in a different way or try a new drill that will click for a gymnast. We have found that camps can really help the girls when they get stuck on a skill.”

“At camps they workout more hours than we can do here. The girls usually improve quickly and it can give summer training a boost,” Melony adds. “We have some brochures on the back table from the different camps we recommend. Most of the camps run for a week; there are day and overnight camps. Enroll in whatever works for your family.”

I don’t think I want to be coached by anyone other than Melony or James. Besides, I already have my back tuck on floor and practically my back walkover on beam. All I have to get is my flyaway. I don’t need different coaches. 

“Any questions about the camps?”

Savannah’s mom, Debbie, raises her hand. “Do you recommend if she wants to do collegiate gymnastics that she attend a camp hosted by a university?”

“While it is great for the college coaches to get to know them, it’s not really necessary until they are in high school and training Level 9 and 10 skills. For now, I would pick a camp that fits your family’s schedule and price range,” James answers.

“Are you worried the camps will teach them bad habits that you’ll have to undo later?” she asks.

“That can happen,” James admits. “Therefore, we encourage you to choose a camp we recommend,” he says, holding up one of the fliers form the stack behind him. “We know most of the coaches at these camps and we trust that their expertise will help your daughters.

“Any other questions about camps?” James asks, and the room is silent.

“Okay, so we covered increase in hours, we recommended summer camp, what else?” James turns to Melony for advice.

“Grips,” Melony reminds him.

“Oh yeah, grips! How could I forget? I need you ladies to start training bars in grips,” James says, turning to the back table and grabbing a pair of worn-out, chalky grips.

I sit up straighter, I had no idea we’d get to have grips! High level girls wear grips. Kayla wears grips. This is so awesome!

“These are some well-loved grips. They help the girls safely swing giants and they make catching a release move a little easier,” James explains

Release move?

“We realize the girls aren’t doing giants or releases yet, but grips take some getting used to. And we found that if we wait too long before gymnasts wear them, they can sometimes never get used to them. So, at Perfect Balance, we like to introduce our gymnasts to grips them when they are training Level 5.”

I notice he doesn’t say we are in Level 5; he says we are training Level 5.

“You can order them online,” Melony jumps in. “Here is a list of websites,” she says, holding up a piece of paper. “You just measure your daughter’s hand and the website will tell you what size to order. Make sure you order dowel grips. I like the buckle ones, but Katie swears by Velcro. It’s personal preference.”

“Questions about grips?” James asks.

When we don’t say anything he nods and moves on.

“Gymnastics is a mental sport. And up until this point we haven’t done a ton of mental training. I know Carmen talks herself through her routines and we have a few that have started visualizing, but the real mental work hasn’t started yet.”

Melony holds up a little book, “This workbook explains mental blocks, has strategies to overcome them, and worksheets to help the girls develop mental skills. There are journal pages at the back where you can track your progress this summer.”

“This is a great tool for the girls,” James jumps in. “They are going to run into some snags this summer and the workbook will help,” he explains.

“We have one for each of them, so grab one before you go,” Melony says, gesturing toward the table behind her.

I look at the stack of workbooks. I don’t need that book to help me learn my new skills. But I do need grips!

“We are telling you all of these things because we want each of you to succeed. All of you have moved up fast and are a delight to work with. This summer will have its challenges, but we feel that if you come in consistently four days a week, go to a camp, use your workbook, and condition while you’re on vacation, that you can make it to Level 5 and have a successful season this fall,” James says.

“Your deadline for learning all of your Level 5 skills is the last day of summer training.” He stops and looks at Melony. “What day is that?” he asks her.

She looks down at her notes and says, “Friday, August 21st.”

“Friday, August 21st,” James repeats, looking at each of us. 

“Ladies,” James continues, “Higher levels have bigger skills. I will not make exceptions or put your safety at risk by moving you up before you’re ready. Do you understand?”

We nod.

“I have made exceptions for some of you in the past, but that was Level 3 and 4.

It’s true, he made an exception for me when I wanted to move up to Level 3. I didn’t have my bars skills and he let me move up anyway.

“Please understand that repeating Level 4 is not a bad thing nor is it a punishment. Every person progresses at a different rate. I can’t make exceptions for Level 5. Okay?”

We nod.

“We are giving you ladies all the tools you need to succeed; I know you can do it,” he concludes.

“Are there any questions,” Melony asks, and a room full of parents shoot up their hands. 
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Back Walkover on Beam

“Level 5 seems like a big jump,” my mom comments, as we leave the team meeting and walk outside into the warm evening. I love that the days are getting longer and summer is almost here.

“I can do it,” I say with confidence.

“You’ve learned to work hard and you’ve come so far in the last two years. I’m just saying, this seems . . . I don’t know, like a whole new experience.”

“It’s fine, Mom. All the levels seem like that when you start. That’s why the sport is awesome. There’s always a newer, harder skill. Something you thought you could never do, you find yourself doing,” I explain. Or try to explain. I don’t think anyone except my teammates can really understand.

“Like what?” my mom asks, as we walk up to the car.

I think for a moment, “Like the back walkover on beam. When we walked into this gym two years ago, I couldn’t even walk on a beam. I remember when I first saw Savannah doing handstands on high beam and I thought she was so good and that I’d never be able to do that. Now I can do both types of handstands on high beam and I can do a back walkover on low beam.”

We climb in the car and my mom buckles up and looks back at me, “I’m glad you love it. I know you can do it. I was just saying that I think you’re going to have to work harder than you have in the past.”

“I’m excited we get to practice more hours,” I say, ignoring her concerns. “I can’t wait to get grips. Can we order them tonight?” 

My mom chuckles. “Sure. What do you think about the camps?”

“I don’t know if I want to go to a camp,” I admit.

“Why not?” my mom asks, glancing at me in the mirror.

“I don’t want to train with new coaches. It’s the worst when Melony or James is sick. Katie is okay, but sometimes she pushes too fast. Melony and James get me.”

“But that was the whole point James was making. If you always have the same coach you can get stuck. He wants you to experience a different coaching style. Try something new.”

I cross my arms. “Well, I’m not stuck and I don’t think I need it. Seems like a waste of money.”
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“Which camp are you going to?” Savanah asks Alexis as we slide into our splits to lightly stretch before practice.

“I think I’m going to the BYU camp. Some of my mom’s old teammates coach at that one and she wants to support the program.”

Alexis’ mom was a gymnast for Brigham Young University. So no surprise that’s the camp she chose.

“What about you?” Savannah asks Marissa.

“I don’t know yet. I’m waiting to see what the schedule is this summer for chess. I want to be in the tournament again.”

Savannah turns her blue eyes to me, “Did you look at the list of camps online?”

“Not yet,” I admit. I don’t say that I don’t want to go at all.

“Maybe you and I can go to the same one. My mom is signing me up for the Pioneer Kids Gymnastics Camp in the mountains. She’s going to be a parent volunteer and stay in a cabin with us. It looks really fun; there are hiking trails and a lake.”

“That does sound fun,” I say, still unsure.

James walks up. “Ladies, are you done warming up? Or are you going to sit in splits and chat all day?”

It takes all of my willpower to not sass back at him and say ‘sit in splits and chat all day’.
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When I get home from practice I find my mom setting the table and my sister, Madison, reading intently on the computer in the kitchen.

“What are you looking at?” I ask her.

“Mom said you’re going to a camp this summer and that I could go to one, too,” Madison explains without looking up. 

“But I’m not going to a camp.”

“Trista, I talked with Debbie today,” my mom says. “She is going to be a parent volunteer at the Pioneer Kids Gymnastics Camp. I think that one would be great for you to go to.”

“But I don’t want to go,” I insist.

“Why are you ruining this for me?” Madison snaps. “If you don’t go, then I can’t go!” 

“I’m not stopping you, you big turd!” I yell.

“Girls!” My mom says in her stern tone that tells us both to stop yelling. “First of all, Madison, I told you that you can go to a camp. That remains true no matter what Trista does.”

“Good,” my sister huffs and turns back to the computer.

“Trista,” my mom continues. “I think you would have fun with Savannah and that you would learn a lot. But I’m not going to force you to go. I do, however, want you to think about it.” 

“Okay,” I mumble, feeling silly now.

“Now come help me set the table,” my mom adds.

“How come Maddy doesn’t have to help?” I whine.

“She will do dishes,” my mom says on a sigh. This makes me feel bad for being so petty. I decide to try to have good manners all through dinner.

I get the forks and napkins and bring them to the table. Since I have decided to be nice, I turn my attention to Madison. “What type of camp are you thinking of going to, anyway?” I ask.

“This leadership one,” she says. “I’ve decided I want to run for student body council in the fall. I want to learn more about what student government does.”

“That’s a good idea, Maddy. You would be good at that.” I mean it. My sister is more social than I am, she likes to have lots of friends. Our move was harder on her than it was on me. I found gymnastics friends right away and liked my school. My mom said that moving Maddy during junior high was difficult. She is starting high school in the fall, so maybe if she enters as a leader, it will be easier.

“Thanks,” Madison says, and continues to click on the website. “It says here they have a team building ropes course and classes on how to run your campaign.”

“How much is it?” my mom asks, stirring vegetables that are sizzling on the stove.

“I can’t find that. It looks like you have to call,” Madison answers.

“That means it will be expensive,” my mom says making a face at me. “You girls are sure growing up. One off to a high school leadership camp and the other gone every morning at practice.”

She sounds a little sad, but honestly, I’m excited to workout more hours, even if it means being homeless.
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Push-Away Kips on Bars

It’s the last day of school and my elementary school is having a party outside. There’s a DJ blaring music and there are games on the grass. Some kids are playing soccer or sack racing. Other kids are dancing or playing on the playground.

My mom is here volunteering with Savannah’s grandma. They are stationed at the snow cone truck. 

Savannah and I are in line for our snow cone. “Did you get your grips yet?” Savannah asks.

“No,” I answer. “Did you get yours?”

“I got them yesterday.”

“Do they fit?” I’m so excited to get my grips and try them on. I’m sure Savannah tried hers on as soon as she got them.

“I think so. How do we know?” 

“I don’t know!” I laugh. We are both giggling when we get to the front of the line.

“My two favorite girls!” Savannah’s grandma exclaims as she grabs our hands and puts a smiley face stamp on them.

“What’s this for?” I ask.

“It tells me you got your snow cone. Each child gets one, no seconds. Now go to your mom and get your treat.” She points us over to my mom who is handing out shaved ice as fast as she can.

“Hi, you two,” my mom greets us, handing us each a paper cone of ice.

“It’s just ice,” Savannah says, looking disappointed. 

“You put your flavor on yourself,” my mom explains, pointing to a table filled with syrups. There’s another line of kids waiting to put a flavor on their snow cones.

We walk over and stand in line, chewing on the plain ice while we wait. 

“You get to try them out tonight,” I say.

Savannah nods, knowing I’m still talking about her grips. “Yeah, I’m a little nervous. My mom says that sometimes kids lose skills when they get grips.”

I roll my eyes. “Maybe, but you won’t be one of those kids.” She smiles at me and we step up to add flavor to our snow cones. Tiger’s Blood for me, Blue Raspberry for Savannah.

We take our snow cones and sit on one of the curbs around the playground. It feels great to sit in the sun and be able to hang out with Savannah at school. She is finishing up third grade and I’m almost done with fourth grade. Since we’re in different grades we usually don’t see much of each other at school. But this field day party is a school-wide event, so we are all out here together.

We are quietly enjoying our snow cones when Savannah’s hateful friend, Lily, walks by with a gaggle of girls behind her. Savannah waves and they all ignore her as if she doesn’t exist. Except the last girl at the back of the group, Megan, timidly waves back.

Even with Megan’s wave I can tell Savannah is hurt that most of the girls ignored her. “Don’t worry about them,” I say, stretching out my legs and crossing them at the ankle. “This summer is going to be great.”
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I feel happy and light as Savannah and I walk home with her grandma. I have no backpack or jacket, just a water bottle. My mom stayed back to help clean up after the party. We are going home because we have to get ready for our last evening practice. We get to Savannah’s house first and I wave to them as I continue on to my house.

“Do you want me to walk with you to make sure you get in?” her grandma asks me.

“It’s okay. If Madison isn’t there I’ll just come back over here.”

“Okay, bye, hon.”

I run past the house between Savannah’s and mine and up our driveway. I try the front door but it’s locked. I ring the doorbell over and over again because I know Madison is in there.

“Geez, you are so annoying,” she says, swinging open the door.

“You knew I was coming home!” I am so annoyed that Madison didn’t unlock the door.

“Mom says we always have to keep the door locked when parents aren’t home,” she counters. That’s true. I don’t want to admit she’s right so I change the subject.

“How was your last day of school?” I ask.

“It was cool. We cleaned out our lockers and signed yearbooks,” she says, walking back to the kitchen. 

“Are you in the yearbook?” I ask.

“No, just the lame school picture, nothing else. If I get elected for student council next year, I’ll be in the yearbook,” she says, flipping to the middle and showing me a picture of average-looking kids. 

“You are by far cooler than the kids in that picture. You’ll make it for sure,” I say, and she laughs.

“I need to go to that camp, so don’t ruin it for me,” she says, slamming the yearbook shut. 

“I’m going to go get ready for practice,” I say, turning to leave.

“Oh, by the way, you got a package,” Madison says, handing me a puffy manila envelope.

“My grips! It has to be! This is so awesome. This is the best day ever!” I tear open the package and pull out pristine stiff chalk-less grips. I rip into the plastic around them and pull them out.

“Why do you need those? So you don’t get rips?” Madison asks.

“No. I think they’re mostly to help us with grip strength on the bigger skills,” I say, wiggling my wrist into one of the grips. I look at the two finger holes, but I’m not exactly sure which fingers go in the holes. I try my pointer and middle fingers, and it feels awkward. I try my middle two fingers, and that seems wrong, too. I can’t believe I never noticed how the older girls wear their grips. 

Savannah will have her grips at practice today, too. I can ask her. I look in the bag the grips came in to see if the wristbands arrived, but the bag is empty.

“Did we get any other packages?” I ask.

“Nope, just that one,” Madison says, before wandering off.

I guess I should wait until I get the wrist bands to try my grips at practice. Except I don’t want to wait. I hate waiting. I want to try them today. It won’t be that bad. I smile to myself and grab the other grip off the counter and I head to my room to change for practice. 

Once in my room, I pick up my gym bag off the floor and throw one grip in and begin to take the other one off. I feel so grown-up as I unwind the Velcro strip off my wrist like I have seen the older girls do a million times. This is going to be the best practice ever!
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This is the worst practice ever. All I’m doing are glides and I can’t even do that. I can’t seem to shift my hands right on the back side of the swing.

“Girls with grips, I want you to go on to tap swings when you’re done with your three sets of three glides,” James says.

“Girls without grips, come over here and work clear hips with me.” He pushes a spotting block over to the low bar.

I want to work clear hips, but instead I’m swinging on the bar like a beginner. I look down at my wrists and they are red from using grips without wristbands. That was a bad idea. I should have waited. 

“This hurts,” I say, to no one in particular, adjusting my grips at the wrist so they’re straight again.

“Where are your wristbands?” Savannah asks.

“I don’t have any yet.”

“I have extras,” Savannah says. She turns to James. “Can I go get my extra wristbands for Trista?” 

He looks at me from up on the spotting block and sees I don’t have wristbands. He frowns and nods yes. Then he motions for Paige to take her turn with him. I watch Paige glide into a kip and cast as high as she can. James grabs her shoulder and legs and gets her almost up to a handstand before she drops into her clear hip. That looks more fun than glides.

“Do we have to do the entire rotation with grips?” I ask him.

“No, you are just breaking them in today. About ten more minutes and you can take them off and work clear hips,” he answers.

Thank goodness. I jump to the bar and try three glides again. It feels like the grips are stopping me. The dowel at my fingers is getting in the way.

“Trista, you are going to have to open and close your hands more,” James yells at me as Alexis jumps into a glide kip on his bar.

Open and close my hands? Then I’ll fall off altogether! 

“Here you go,” Savannah says walking back into the training area. She hands me two pink wristbands with silver stars on them.

“Of course,” I say, and she giggles, knowing I am referring to her obsession with the color pink.

When Savannah takes her turn, I take off my grips, put on the wrist bands, and put the grips back on.

“Savannah and Trista, tap swings,” James instructs. 

I decide to do a kip squat-on to get to the high bar for my tap swings. I glide into my kip and pull, but instead of making it up to the bar in a support position I fall back down.

I just fell on a kip! A kip. The skill I have had for a year!

“What is going on?” I yell. I try it again and the same things happens.

“You aren’t shifting your hands right with the grips, Triss. Try tap swings first. You need to break in the grips. Kips can wait for another day.”

“I just lost my kip!”

He chuckles, and motions for Marissa to take her turn. “No you didn’t. Grips just take getting used to,” he says, pausing to spot Marissa through her clear hip. When Marissa jumps down he says to me, “Do a pullover to get up and then tap swings.”

I look over and see Savannah try a kip next to me and she doesn’t make it either, which makes me feel a little better.

Savannah laughs as she falls back down onto the panel mat, “That was really different.”

“I don’t like it,” I say. I do a pull over, climb up to a squat, and jump to the high bar. My tap swings are small and scary. It feels like I’m not holding on to the bar and that I’m going to slip off any second. 

I jump down and let Savannah have a turn. She tries a few small tap swings and on the third one falls to her feet laughing, “That was so weird, like I wasn’t even holding on!”

How is she not frustrated? I smile a little. This is what I love about Savanah, not much bothers her. Well, not much in the gym. Those goons at school bother her. 

Savannah’s happy attitude makes me want to try again. I still hate the feeling of grips, but I’m not as frustrated because I’m expecting it this time.

“Okay, you two, that’s enough grip time. Take them off, do three push-away kips and then taps to flat back in the pit,” James instructs.

I gladly unwrap my grips and drop them to the side of the bars. Anxiously, I step onto the panel mat to do a kip. I want to make sure I can still do it. I jump into my glide and everything feels right without grips on. I pop up to a support position finishing my kip. “I made it!” I yell, and jump down.

James laughs, “I wasn’t worried.” Well, I was. I thought I’d just lost my kip. What if I can never get a kip with grips?

Savannah jumps off the panel mats and does a kip into a struggled push-away kip. Push-away kips are new for us and they are really hard. It’s basically two kips in a row. When you make the first one, you push off the bar and glide into a second one. It’s difficult to get the swing right and not slam your feet under the bar.

We each try three sets of push-away kips. I can only make these some of the time, but they’re not a skill required for Level 5, so I’m not worried about it.

We finish our three attempts and then walk to the pit bar for flyaway drills. 

“At least I can do these,” I say to Savannah as we walk across the floor. “I think this skill is going to be one of my favorites.”

“I know! When we finally get to let go and flip? I think it will feel like flying,” she says.

“You know, this was the skill I saw Kayla doing the first time I came into the gym. Well, giants into a flyaway. I remember wanting to know what a flyaway feels like, and now we get to,” I say.

Savannah climbs up to the high bar and starts swinging. She pumps into three tap swings and on the fourth one when her feet are in front of her and her body is parallel with the pit, she lets go of the bar, holds a tight straight body, and falls straight down into the pit with the back side of her body hitting the pit.

Even the drill is fun. I climb up to the bar while Savannah climbs out of the pit. 

My spirits are up as I remember that this is the skill I have been waiting to do for two years. I’m going to know what it’s like to fly by the end of summer.
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Chapter 4
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Tap Swings on Bars

I can’t let go. I won’t let go. I don’t know what’s wrong with me. I let go when I do the flat back drills, but not when James is up here on the spotting platform ready to spot me on the actual flyaway. 

It’s our first day flipping flyaways. Savannah, Carmen, and I are at the pit with James. Alexis, Paige, and Marissa are breaking in their grips. 

I was up first because I was so excited to try a flyaway, but when I did my three taps and it was time to let go, I couldn’t do it. After two failed attempts, James told me to do the tap swings to flat back again. I climb out of the pit as Savannah is jumping up for her turn to try her first flyaway.

I stand up and watch as James counts out Savanah’s tap swings. “One . . . two, squeeze, three!” Savannah lets go of the bar. James grabs her waist and helps her flip into the pit.

“Whoo-hoo!” Carman shouts. “You did it!”

“How does it feel?” I ask her, as she looks up with a huge grin.

“It’s faster than I thought!” she exclaims, climbing out of the pit. 

“Well done, Anna,” James says. “Shoulders more open on the next one.” He looks at Carmen. “Ready?” he asks her.

She nods and jumps up to the bar and starts her tap swings. Once she gets to



























[image: image]



[image: image]























d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
‘ ,:?;‘/Q 1

Bk ’ K
A g i »

W \

| gl {
WIS

\ ‘ & &
! 2
2
| | TV S 2
I g

Welisa, Torres





d2d_images/image020.png
AT





d2d_images/image040.png
by Melisa. Torres





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/image035.png
eoared






d2d_images/image010.png
i ima
VA e





d2d_images/image011.jpg





d2d_images/image033.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/image017.png





d2d_images/image039.png
Courage to Fh@





d2d_images/scene_break.png





