Wondertime, February 2008, pp. 71-73

the great outdoors | /2w w0 e

PP T TR
EYOTR TrEYY

“Mom!” yelled my daughter Erin, then 3. " want to
do that!” On vacation in New York's Adirondack
Mountains, we had driven past the outdoor skating
rink in front of the Lake Placid high school. In the
rearview mirror 1 could see her pressing her nose
against the car window, gazing at the ice-skaters rwirling
in their Lycra outfits. Enter that sinking feeling,
When [ was pregnant, [ spent lots of time worrying
about what I would do if [ gave birth to a “girlie” girl,
someone who fussed over dolls and hated to get dirty.

Erin turned out to be neither all girlie nor all tombaoy.
She does fuss over her dolls, but she also gives them
tattoos. She wears green tulle and a tiara to dig for
worms in our backyard. On the playground, she’s
usually the only girl chasing the boys, slashing the ajr
with pretend swords and lightsabers. We call her our
"Pirate princess.” So I was surprised that Erin was drawn
to figure skating, something I suspected was a foofy
pursuit with expensive costumes and pushy parents.

“Mommm! Pleeeease?!”

The next day, she and I rented skares. Erin was like
newborn Bambi: legs splayed, body boneless. After
15 minutes the tears began. Well, that takes care of that,
I thought as we unlaced our skates.




Wondertime, February 2008, pp. 71-73

. i the great outdoors

Avyear passed. Then we drove by another out-
door ice venue, Wollman Rink in Prospect Park,
near our home in Brooklyn. Erin yelled, "Mommy!
Skating!” The ski slopes are hours away and there
aren't many outdoor options in New York City
when it’s 20 degrees and the only thing white on the
ground is road salt. So I pulled into the rink park-
ing lot and we rented skates again. Holding on to
the side boards, Erin edged along the jce, knees stiff.

"1 can skate, Mommy!” A few days later, she
insisted that we go back. The next week, Erin let g0
of the boards and I pulled her around the rink so
that she could get the feeling of gliding. That sealed
the deal. "Faster, Mommy. faster!” She started
taking lessons every week. I skated with her.

The winter Erin turned 3 she learned how 1o
bend her knees properly, to stroke rather than
step, to do swizzles (making an in-and-out pattern
on the ice). By midseason, she knew about inside
and outside edges. She could spin, make lirtle
jumps, skate on one leg for a bit. It surprised me
how difficult it is to ice-skate well, how much
bravery even 2 simple direction change requires.

Thursday became skating day: first a lesson for
Erin, then her demonstration to me of what she
had learned. Then wed skate together for another
hour or so. We got to be on smile-and-wave terms
with the Muslim and Orthodox Jewish families
who came to the rink in search of modest exercise
for their long-skirts-only daughters.

Every winter Thursday, my swashbuckling child,
now 6, charges onto the ice. “Hey, Mom! Try to
catch me!l” she yells, and she’s off, just as [ catch up
with her, she orders, “Try this!” and goes into a
baby spin. Still out of breath, T copy her tentatively.

“Not bad, Mom,” Erin says with almost adoles-

cent forbearance. Then she

-‘S?L @ l?ﬂ zooms off again. I realize, not

for the first time, that I have
no choice (this is tiring!) bus
to let her go.

Author photograph provided by Heather Millar; elmot and ico skate photographs by Richared Carperier
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