




























Skate Story
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

by 
 

Patrick Blane
 
 
 
 
 
 X
 
 
 
 
 
 

bodyslam three
portland, oregon

1983



 

 I
t was nice on the ramp with its new masonite. The sun 
was shining and reflecting off the new smooth surface of 
the ramp, He skated back and forth, up and down. That 
was what he liked, to go as high and as fast as possible 

over and over again was what he liked. The sun was warm 
and the surface good. He liked that.
   He knew his skating companions were nearby. They always 
collected to watch him skate. He was the best, He had won
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 contests. He had skated in all the parks on the 
west coast and in the MG conmercials. He had 
been interviewed in Thrasher threq times and had 
been on network T.V. twice. He never wore knee 
pads, never wore protective gear of any kind. That 
stuff was for the weak,. But those things weren’t 
what Made him the best, He was just the best and 
they knew it. That was why they always came to 
watch him skate.
   He knew his skating companions were 
nearby. He knew they always collected to watch 
him skate. When he was finally done he would be 
tired and sometimes he would talk to some of them. 
They always gave him a beer when he was done, 
and sometimes he would talk to them, He knew 
they were nearby, watching him, but when he 
was up there he was alone. There was only him, 
his skateboard and the ramp. When he was skat-
ing he was alone. Up there he didn’t have to think 
about anything, he didn’t have to talk, Up there he 
didn’t have to do anything. All he had to do was 
skate. He liked that. It was important to him.
   Then he had his accident. Like all accidents 
it was unexpected. Unlike all accidents it was a 
bad one. He rolled up one side of the ramp. He went 
high into the air and made to turn and drop back 
down. This was the part they liked best to watch, 
He would make it look as though he’d almost lost 
control and then he’d turn and drop back down, 

rolling over to the other side, Some people thought 
the skater’s feet should never leave the board, 
Looking as though you might just lose it made it 
more interesting though, It was a habit he had 
gotten into a long time before and now he did it 
without thinking about it, It always worked, This 
time it didn’t, This time he actually lost control, 
His skateboard shot out from under his feet, went 
over the ramp into the bushes by the side, the 
wheels still spinning in the air. He still managed 
to turn though and without the skate board he 
dropped down onto the ramp, landing on his left 
knee pretty close to the middle sliding the last 
few feet to the center,
   Normally such a fall would not be too bad, 
But this was not normally, The more usual com-
plaint for skateboarders who spilled on ramps 
were skin burns caused by friction, But his knee 
was unprotected. His knee was hurt; hurt badly.
   He didn’t scream as he hit his knee, Skaters 
like him didn’t scream when they got hurt, The 
only noise came from his skateboard as it hit one 
of the bushes behind the ramp in the backyard. He 
slid down quickly but quietly on the ramp’s new 
smooth and quiet masonite surface. He lay half 
on his side atthe bottom of the ramp. His left leg 
was curled up half under him, He had his hands 
clasped tightly over his knee, The knuckles were 
white, His lips were tightly pressed together and 
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his whole face was screwed up like a walnut,
   Somebody ran back into the house to call an 
ambulance. Noone outside said anything. They stood 
and stared at him. They knew it had to be bad. 
They stood there, not saying anything until the 
ambulance men arrived and tried to put him on a 
stretcher, This was difficult because he wouldn’t 
unbend. He wouln’t move. He wouldn’t take his 
hands away from his left knee. They couldn’t pry 
his hands away from his hurt knee. They had to give 
him an injected tranquil izer. When he relaxed they 
took his hands away from the knee. His knee was 
white. It was swollen and completely white, even 
though he was tanned usually.
   When they got him to the hospital they 
wheeled him into the emergency room. The 
intern took a look at his knee and pressed the 
swollen mound gently. His hands were clean 
and smelled of soap. The knee was swollen 
tight and chalky white. The veins of the thigh 
were drawn upwardland grey. The tranquilizer 
hadn’t worn off yet, so the body was relaxed. 
Even so the leg was bent because of the swel 
ling. The intern pressed the knee gently. When 
he pressed blood oozed out of the pores of the 
taut skin like water from a sponge,
   “Jesus Christ! get him to radiology!”
   Two orderlies in white transfered him from 
the stretcher to a guerney and rapidly wheeled 

him down the hall. Their white shoes squeaked on 
the linoleum which was clean.
   In radiology they took pictures of his knee and 
then wheeled him into a cubicle with a curtain 
around it. The curtain was made of transluscent 
shrimp plastic, In the next cubicle the doctors 
worked on an older woman who was having a heart 
attack, It was not until she had finally been pro-
nounced dead that they heard the guy with the 
knee moaning over the shrieks of the dead wom-
an’s daughter, A nurse came in and gave him 
another shot and he passed out again.
  “The patella is completely destroyed. We’ll 
have to go in there as soon as the swelling goes 
down and see what we can do.”
  “Even with a new kneecap – German plastic 
– he’ll probably never bend it again. How did he 
do this?”
  “ Skateboarding without pads.”
   “God those kids are crazy. They tear them-
selves apart for kicks . “
   “Well this one won’t be doing any skate-
boarding anymore. Shit, he’ll be lucky if he can 
walk.”
   The operation was performed the next day 
. It went about as well as the doctors could 
expect. Every ligament had been torn. Curls 
of muscle, released frorn their normal tension 
peeled away from the joint like streamers. The 
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kneecap had been reduced by the accident to 
coin sized 
 pieces of gristle. rhese were removed. The 
plastic kneecap from, Germany was inserted 
and the damaged ligaments were attatched to 
it, The extra liquid was drained off and a spe-
cial lubricant was applied to the joint, The 
doctors worked in silence. It is depressing to a 
professional to know that no matter how well 
he does - the result will probably be the same 
as if he hadn’t done done anything.
   “He’ll be lucky if he can walk.”
   They put a cast from his foot to his waistt 
on his leg. They gave him drugs to reduce pos-
sible tension in the joint. They gave him drugs 
to reduce the pain. After he was wheeled back 
to his room his parents came to see him. They 
were horrified by what they saw. His face was 
drawn and his eyes were almost blackened. 
They didn’t stay long. They never understood 
why he went skateboarding. It was something 
kids did, they thought, but he was getting too 
old to be spending his days that way. He should 
have been building a career, getting married, 
settling down. Now he’d gone and maimed him-
self for life, His mother got a secret satisfac-
tion when the doctor told her her son would 
never be able to skateboard again, “He’ll be 
lucky if he can walk,” he told her. She said 

that was awful, but she was really making 
plans to go through his room and collect all his 
skateboards and equipment and take them to 
the Goodwill, He’d had his skateboarding, now 
he’d have to get a real job and start making 
something of himself, She couldn’t admit to 
herself that was how She really felt, but later 
that night she surprised her husband by let-
ting slip out that it really served the little 
bastard right.
   His friends came to visit him, but they had less 
to say than his parents. Some of them were secretly 
pleased that he wouldn’t be skating anym0re. He 
was the best. Now they hoped they would be.
   The drugs gave him nightmares. He kept 
reliving the accident. They say you can’t 
dream pain. It’s true that you can’t but his 
knee was in pain constantly so the pain 
intruded and he dreamt of the accident again 
and again. On the third day the plastic knee-
cap popped out, pressing up against the skin, 
tearing all the newly stitched tendons. They 
operated again. They put in a new German 
plastic knee cap which they connected this 
time with metal pins. Now there was no ques-
tion. With the pins in he woulld not be able to 
bend the knee.
   Eventually the pain and swelling went away. 
The leg healed. The third cast came off and he 
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went home. His mo ther had cleaned up his room 
and his father left the paper open to the want 
ads with the Help Wanted columns circled in ink. 
His skateboards had all been given to Goodwill. 
But he didn’t get a job and he didn’t settle down. 
Every day he walked around and exercised his leg 
as best he could. When he knew no-one would be 
aroud he would go to the ramp and stare at it by 
the hour. He once clumsily clambered up onto it 
and lay in the middle, staring up at the two sides. 
Xe would lie there a long time, He would run his 
hands over the new smooth masonite surface. He 
would lie there even when it was raining. Finally 
he would struggle down again and limp home. He 
knew he wouldn’t be able to skate anymore. It left 
a big hole in him. He felt uncomfortable. He didn’t 
care about the limp, He didn’t care about the pain 
that would come if he walked too far. He only cared 
about not skating.
   Every now and then one of his skating com-
panions would call him up to see if he would judge 
a contest or something He always said no, Finally 
he took out his last 140 dollars from his savings 
account and went to a skate store in another town 
where they wouldn’t be so likely to know him and 
bought a board, the trucks,wheels and hardware. 
When they looked at him funny because of the 
limp he told them that the board was for a friend 
who liked to skate, When the woman said, “oh I 

see,” he wanted to smash her head open with the 
board, but he didn’t.
   He took the Trailways bus home. He took the 
board to the garage and put it all together and 
skated around, standing up stiffly, turning gently 
in the driveway, His mom drove up in the station 
wagon loaded down with bags of gro ceries. On top 
of one of the bags rested a family sized box of 
Pop Tarts. She really liked Pop Tarts, When she 
saw him and the skateboard she started screaming 
before she got out of the car. He could see her face 
turn red and her mouth moving before she got out.
   “...the hell do you think you’re doing? 
Where did you get that thing? Your father told 
you you were supposed to get a job. Why do you 
disobey us? If you don’t get rid of that thing, 
and I mean now, you might as well just pack 
your bags and get out. I don’t want any son of 
mine to waste his life like that. You make me 
sick. Get rid of that thing or I swear....”
   He wasn’t listening. He just rolled out the 
driveway and down the street towards where the 
ramp was. It took him a long time to get there. He 
couldn’t really go uphill, he could only coast on the 
down parts. rventually he got there and there was 
no-one around.
   He started to go everyday.  Everyday is father 
told him if he didn’t quit he’d have to leave. Every 
day he went anyway. He practiced skating the 
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ramp without bending that one leg. He still didn’t 
wear pads. His stiff leg would be stuck out from 
the board and he’d have to bend the other one down 
so low he was almost kneeling and he’d have to 
hold on with both hands. When he got to the top he 
couldn’t turn – he’d just roll down backwards and 
back up the other side. But he was skating and 
that was all he cared about.
   Eventually people began to hear about his 
exercises on the ramp. Gradually they came to 
watch. His possible embarassment was over, 
and it was like it had been before the accident. 
When he was up there, rolling back and forth, 
he didn’t even know they were there. He 
wasn’t very good any more. There was no way 
he could be. He was like the guy in the wheel-
chair who does the marathon. But he was skat-
ing again and he was skating with a stiff leg, 
and that meant, in a way, he was still the best. 
None of that meant anything to him, It was like 
it was before, Not the actual skating, but in 
his mind. When he was up there, nothing mat-
tered. His parents didn’t even exist, There was 
nothing but him, the skateboard and the ramp 
with its new smooth masonite surface.
   The guys who had been glad that he wouldn’t 
be skating any more were not so happy now. It 
didn’t matter that he wasn’t as good as he had 
been. It didn’t matter that they were now a lot 

better than he was, It didn’t matter that all he 
could do was roll forward and then roll bacK-
wards without being able to do kickturns. The 
point was he was skating.
   Pretty soon people got used to seeing him 
and he got used to having them there. His par-
ents didn’t get used to his skating again. Every 
time his mother saw him get out the skateboard 
and head out the door she’d burn up. Finally one 
day his father told him to move out. He didn’t 
work all day to support a burn who wouldn’t 
even work, who didn’t care about anything 
decent. Sometimes he thought the only impor-
tant thing in his son’s life was skateboarding. 
When he decided to settle down and quit this 
skateboarding business they’d welcome him 
back. He should be thinking about important 
things: job security, and a family to raise. 
That’s what he should be thinking of instead of 
that juvenile skate boarding crap.
   If they were expecting a reaction from 
this they were disappointed, He just got out 
his skateboard and went off to the ramp. The 
surface wasn’t as smooth as when it had first 
been put on. They were thinking of doing it 
over, Still it was a good ramp and he liked it 
there, When he skated he didn’t think about 
jobs, about settling down, about anything, 
That day it was sunny and it was nice on the 
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ramp, But skating with one stiff leg isn’t easy 
and accidents happen. His first accident had 
already passed into a sort of legend, Those who 
had witnessed it had told the story over and over 
again. It grew in importance when he started 
skating again. The people who saw his first 
accident talked about it. The people who saw his 
second accident never talked abaUt it.
   They thought perhaps he had been going too 
fast. What happened was that he went further up 
the ramp than he could and his wheels caught on 
the lip. He grabbed at the lip but he missed it, lost 
his balance further and fell. His weight fell onto his 
bad leg which was stiff under him and as he fell 
onto it the knee gave.
   With the pins holding the German plastic 
kneecap in position that leg should not have been 
bent. The knee joint couldn’t bend , but it did 
bend and the pins shattered the bones in his leg, 

one of them forcing itself through his thigh 
muscles and skin. The kneecap popped up. It 
was torn in half and this was clearly visible 
through the skin. His lower leg was twisted 
and the larger of the two bones was wrenched 
a full half circle from where it should have 
been. The knee joint that shouldn’t have bent, 
did bend and with a loud cracking noise.
   The first time he hurt himself he didn’t 
scream. The second time, he screamed and went 
on screaming until the ambulance arrived. As 
the ambulance drove off with him someone 
picked up the skateboard he had spent his last 
140 dollars on and threw it into a dumpster. The 
wheels rolled in the air after it hit the bottom 
upside-down and as those wheels turned his 
mother dialed the phone, calling her husband up 
to tell him that their son would be coming home 
and that he would finally be settling down. x
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