Adventure

Skateboard Therapy

When I was kid, skateboarding was our lives. It was our fun and transportation. The way we turned or rode downhill defined our style and personality. The people we looked up to were surfers, skateboarders and renegade freedom-seekers as we dreamed to be. Each moment was always spent in search of that greatest place to explore and skate like a parking lot, hill or large cement drainage pipe. We saw movies, heard stories, saw pictures and had experiences of amazing pipes where a little board on wheels could roll in a state of energetic bliss forever.

There were many places I remember exploring as a child. Growing up across the street from UCSD gave me a great playground for skateboarding and adventuring. Within the cement landscape of the university were endless variations on the theme of skateboard therapy. We realized it then that skateboarding was a key to freedom and movement, a theme out here in California. It was our form of therapy. In spending our weekends pushing around town, wearing out our shoes and banging our shins we had found a great joy in our lives. It gave us purpose and the space to dream as we roamed about the urban landscape in search of curved cement. But just about the time that we were getting good, a great change took place in the world of skateboarding, it became a crime and a person could get a ticket skateboarding in the street. You see, skateparks and pool skating had long since been pushed out by lawsuits, high insurance and all the pools slowly were demolished. While skateboarding was pushed into the street, the police were ordered to move in and enforce the law against skating. Well I don’t remember how it all happened, I was young at the time, but I know that all this did was build the desire in the youth to street skate and pool skating was forgotten. The criminality of skating just drove us underground and we searched for other ways to skate. Our favorite was going into underground parking garages were you could skate in great circles down, down, down and take the elevator up. That worked well for several years and when they began putting guards at the entry to the lot, we would just take the elevator down one floor and begin a floor below. I never had the guts or opportunity to do the famed Community Concourse downtown. Our other favorite trick was in learning how to build wooden ramps or halfpipes. While I had spent many hours and days building and skating in great wooden halfpipes, my real dream was to skate in a pool, something I had never done.

Two good friends of mine have been encouraging me for months now. Really, society has been encouraging me as skateboarding has become decriminalized and even mainstream. It is so amazing to see skateparks opening up all over town. My two friends are a little older than me and from the true generation of pioneer skateboarders, they had been going to the park. I kept turning them down. I think I was a little nervous and scared. I had all the pads, an amazing board and a lot of skill but I think I just did not believe I could do it. As my memories played back the many days turning across huge wooden ramps I realized again the transcendent experience and medicinal qualities of skateboard therapy. It has become now a ritual or a must do. I’m 33 and my friends older. We’re surfers by heart. But as a kid we learned how to sidewalk surf first. We sit around all week feeling a little excited, happy and we don’t know why. Then we remember it is because we are going skating on Sunday. It is easy to do. Just roll into the kid pool and go around for hours, grinding on the coping or learning to catch air off a small section. Soon you will be rolling into the ten-foot deep bowl called the clover leaf and you’ll be well into your session of wind and rolling wheels, axle grinds and tail taps on a journey through your imagination.
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