The Run
The rain lashed down and scattered on the cracked concrete. Thunder boomed overhead and forks of lightning raced through the air. Bolts escaped downwards, crackling and sparking. 


William crouched unmoving. The rain was impacting on his hair and splattered out over his face, screwed up in determination and excitement. His teeth were clenched in fear. 


He waited.


“Will, are you sure you want to do this?” asked his friend, Michael.

He nodded, he was sure. “I’m alright thanks,” he answered confidently.

“Alright, let’s do this!”

Michael pushed his camera’s red button and smiled. William looked up and he started to run, then sprint. His legs travelled in a blur as he hit the slabs of slate on the sloping roof. The downhill momentum threatened his onward run but he maintained his concentration and quickened his pace. 

William met the flat, hard stone and his pace slowed. He urged himself on. He looked up to see the roof’s edge and he grimaced. His stride widened and with a cry he threw himself up into the air, up and over the building’s gap. The adrenaline coursed through his body as he landed, crouched, on the next building. Will looked behind him to see the space he had leapt across. It was about ten metres! Incredible! He pulled himself up and brushed off the dust. 

“That was amazing!” shouted Michael from across the gap. “You’ll be famous with this footage.” He stopped the camera, put it down and then started to run. 
