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Tony and I were skating doubles long before it became an event at the X Games. Indy airs to fakie for an old Airwalk ad.










introduction


by Tony Hawk





Andy Macdonald is an example of perseverance. From early on, he knew he wanted to be a professional skateboarder—at a time when most of his peers considered it nothing more than a hobby. Some only dream of such a goal; Andy made it happen against great odds. He moved to California to follow his quest when making it big in skateboarding meant getting coverage in a few struggling magazines and meager paychecks. Obviously, money was not the motivating factor.


His early days in California were not rosy. He did odd jobs (like dressing up as Shamu at Sea World) while skating during every spare moment. Other skaters saw this devotion as uncool, like he was trying too hard in a sport that holds its uncaring rebels as heroes (as long as they skate well). His skating improved dramatically during his time on the West Coast, so much so that it was getting difficult for the most hard-core skaters to pass him off as a robotic jock (someone who can do many tricks but at minimum height). He became more powerful, invented highly technical tricks, and started going higher on his aerials. He caught a lot of flack for his so-called training schedule, but his skills were undeniable.


In 1996, Andy qualified for the second-ever X Games in Newport, Rhode Island, because of his consistent contest performances throughout the year. He was relatively unknown to people outside the skate industry coming to Newport, but everything changed that weekend: He won. The biggest televised skateboard event at that time, and he was considered the best. He also placed well in the street event, making him one of the few athletes who could conquer more than one style. He still had his naysayers, but the television audience that admired his skills without prejudice muffled their voices. Since 1997 his name has been in the top ten placings in every contest.
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Lester Kasai invented and named the benihana. Christian Hosoi perfected it and taught it to me when I was just a grom. It's still one of my favorite tricks.







I met Andy just before he moved to San Diego, and we have been skating together ever since. We have lived through too many ridiculous travel experiences (a.k.a. “hell trips”), like the time we weren’t picked up at an airport in Zürich and were expected to get ourselves to a remote mountain three hours away, just to skate in subzero temperatures in a smoke-filled hall as a sideshow to a snowboard event. We have flown to Tokyo for a total stay of twenty hours, during which time we did two demos in freezing temperatures (so cold that I wore snow gloves while skating), bought new gadgets, and headed to the airport; we spent more time in the air than we did on the ground. Andy always approaches these situations with a good sense of humor and manages to rise to the occasion when expected to perform under such dire conditions. It is exactly the kind of attitude you need to live through our types of schedules, where we have intimate expertise on which airports have the best food and where jet lag is not an option once you arrive.


I have always admired Andy’s devotion to skateboarding. He skates every chance he gets and always acts like a professional at any public exhibition or event. If you want someone to perform well on a crappy ramp, call Andy. If you want someone you can trust skating on the ramp with you at the same time (a.k.a. “doubles”), Andy is the man. If you need a headliner for a six-week, twenty-two-city arena tour (a.k.a. “Boom Boom Huck Jam”), you can rely on Andy to be at every show, arrive on time, work hard, and skate his best. Quite simply, the guy loves to skate, and he’ll do whatever it takes to keep his dream of being a pro skater alive. He’s also one of the best there is because he’ll never give up.
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part one:


back in the day
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1.


from the start


For me, full speed was the only way to go.


It was one of the best days of my life. I had just won the vert competition at the 2000 NBC Gravity Games in Providence, Rhode Island, and everybody I loved was there to see it happen. My dad and stepmom, my mom, my aunts, uncles, and cousins, as well as my fiancée and her family were all there cheering for me. (I had sixteen guest passes that day, although I was supposed to have only two.) This was a really special day—not only because I won the competition, but also because my fiancée, Rebecca, and I had decided to have our engagement party that weekend. We wanted to introduce our families to each other. Even though there were thousands of people in the crowd that day, when I looked around, I easily spotted my large, extended family jumping up and down and waving their arms. I felt incredibly lucky to have so much support with me.


In the Beginning


On the day I was born, nobody would have guessed that twenty-seven years later we’d all be together. When my mother was eight months’ pregnant, my parents split up. My father stayed behind in Nebraska, where they were living, and my mom moved with my brother, Kyle (who is three years older than me), to my aunt’s home in Framingham, Massachusetts. Then, one month later, I was born in Natick, Massachusetts, at 11:00 A.M. on July 31, 1973. Soon after my birth my mom moved in with some friends in Peabody, Massachusetts, until she could find a place for us all to live.


This was a rocky start. My mom has told me that fortunately, I was a pretty laid-back baby and didn’t mind the moves. In fact, I didn’t even seem to notice that the three of us were living and sleeping together in one room.


Now here we all were at the Gravity Games. Some people might have found it awkward to have their divorced parents together at a skateboard contest and an engagement party. It didn’t seem odd at all to me.


A Place Called Home


When I was one month old, my mom, my brother, and I moved to a rented duplex at 37 Teele Avenue in Somerville near Boston, and that’s where my earliest memories kick in. It’s funny that I can’t remember my own phone number sometimes, but I’ve always remembered the address of that old yellow house with aluminum siding. It was just down the street from the Tufts University campus, and the neighborhood was full of college students (who never had candy to give out on Halloween, but who otherwise were pretty cool). I lived in that house until I was seven. What I didn’t know at the time was that Somerville was a run-down town often called “Slumerville.” All the houses sat really close to one another in this all-concrete area, and there were always shoes hanging from the power lines. But I didn’t notice or care that we lived in one of the poorer Boston areas; Teele Avenue was a great place to live.
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“He's not heavy, he’s my brother!” Older brother Kyle holding fat little me.









powdered milk


Money was pretty tight in those days, and although we laugh about it now, back then we couldn’t afford real milk all the time. Instead, we always had a big box of powdered milk in the cupboard that had to be mixed up every day. If you were the one who finished the cold batch, you had to be the one to mix up more and put the container back in the fridge. If my brother or I forgot, we would get super bummed at each other because, although powdered milk is always terrible, warm powdered milk is even worse!





Constant Motion


My mother now had two little boys to care for by herself, so although she was a registered nurse, she stayed at home with us and opened a family day-care center. She took care of me and three other infants as well as my brother and one other toddler. Because I was so young, most of what I know about her day-care business comes from photos and stories from my mom. I’m sure that taking care of six little kids all day couldn’t have been easy on her, especially since I was a pretty hyperactive kid—even as an infant.


Apparently, I was in constant motion. My mom swears I used to pull myself up to a standing position in my crib, grab hold of the upper bar, and do chin-ups. When I got a little older, I was always bouncing on Mom’s bed (it had the best springs) and diving onto the couch in the living room. For me, full speed was the only way to go. Funny, though: I was so busy building muscle strength and coordination that I didn’t put much effort into building verbal skills. I had nothing to say until I was about two years old. I was a spaz, but at least I was quiet.


Mom says that enrolling me in my first gymnastics class at age three was one of the best things she’s ever done. But before I ever got to the gym, I was doing flips on my own. When I was nine months old, we had a jolly jumper in our kitchen—a seat that hung in a doorway on long springlike ropes that let babies bounce up and down. It was one of my favorite places to be. One day Mom put me in the jumper and left to take a shower. By the time she came out, I had bounced myself so high that I’d done a half-flip McTwist and was hanging upside down. I wasn’t scared or crying; I was just chilling, checking out my new perspective on the world while my face turned purple.


My Poor Mom


My mom stayed home with us until I turned one, and then she got a job at a nearby hospital working nights. She hired a local college student named Tim to baby-sit Kyle and me while she was at work. Mom was always there for us in the day, which was probably a good thing, because as I grew I found more and more ways to get into trouble.


My poor mom counts three near poisonings before I was five years old. When I was about eighteen months old, we were visiting my aunt’s house, and I discovered malathion (a deadly pesticide) in her garage. My mom says she came in and found me standing next to the broken malathion bottle with the smell of the pesticide on my breath. She called the poison control center, and the person who answered the phone said to give me ipecac syrup to make me vomit it up. That, thankfully, saved the day.


The next close call was when I was three years old. We were up in New Hampshire at a cookout, and the host used kerosene to start the barbecue. It wasn’t long before my mother found me holding the can of kerosene with the smell of it on my breath. This time the poison control center rep (my mom had memorized the phone number by now) said that I should drink milk and be watched carefully for any seizures or signs of serious illness. Again I pulled through.


The near poisoning that I was old enough to remember was when I was three and got my hands on a brand-new bottle of children’s chewable vitamins with fluoride shaped like the Flintstone characters. (This was before child safety caps were invented.) My friend Matt and I hid behind the couch and ate the whole bottle before my mom found us. Fortunately, my mom never panicked over my adventures. This time she calmly broke out the ipecac syrup, and in no time Matt and I were puking little bits of Fred and Barney all over the bathroom and Mom still made it to work on time.
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I used to skate these three stairs behind Ceritani’s supermarket in Melrose all day long. This was the first handrail I ever slid.







I remember one night I really hurt myself, and my mom wasn’t so calm. It was a cold winter night, and my brother and I were riding home in the back of Mom’s Ford Pinto. It was late, but she had promised that when we got home, we could stay up for a cup of hot Ovaltine. I was the first one in the house, and after a quick change into my PJs I ran into the kitchen to help prepare the treat. I opened the bottom cabinet door and used it as a step to jump up on the countertop to get my favorite Peter Rabbit mug from the top shelf. With mug in hand, I pushed off to jump down backward and caught the inside of my groin on the corner of the cabinet door that I had left open. I landed on my butt on the floor and assessed the situation. I was looking at a four-inch-long gash. It was a pretty deep cut, but it didn’t hurt much. I casually called for my mother.


This time my mother did panic. Being a nurse, she knew that the cut was very close to the femoral artery. If I had cut into that, I could have bled to death in about thirty seconds. She shouted directions to my brother—something about some towels—as she picked me up and headed out the door.


My mother is usually an overly cautious driver. There are, however, two situations in which she transforms into a NASCAR racer: when she’s late for church and when she’s rushing to the hospital. It’s really amazing that Mom didn’t plow anyone down as she blew through red lights and took tight corners at top speed. I remember that she was concentrating so hard on her driving that she wasn’t talking. My brother kept asking why he had to sit in the backseat pressing on my wound with all his weight. But there was no answer. It wasn’t until later that my mother explained how close to death I had come.


It seems that most of my early childhood memories landed me in the hospital. As I grew older and was able to take my extra energy outside on my own, the fun (and the trouble) multiplied.
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2.


smash yourself


From the earliest age, I’ve had a fascination with anything that can result in bodily harm.


A psychologist doing a report on X Games athletes once diagnosed me as a natural-born risk taker. He said that the only way I can feel like I’m really living is to come close to dying. I don’t completely agree. I feel like I’m really living when I’m sitting in front of a big, fat Ben & Jerry’s ice-cream sundae, and that’s hardly death defying. But I do admit that from the earliest age, I’ve had a fascination with anything that can result in bodily harm, and I did seem to find a way to defy death more often than my mother would have liked.


The Screech of Tires


Most often the trouble began when I was trying to keep up with my older brother. When I was four years old, I had a Big Wheel bike that, in my mind, was pretty much the same as the Harley that my hero, Evel Knievel, rode when he went for one of his daredevil jumps. My brother and I had the Evel Knievel doll that came with the crank-up motorcycle launch. We’d build a jump at the top of a set of ten stairs with no landing ramp, crank the motorcycle up as fast as it could go, and let him rip. We’d yell, “He can do it! He’s Evel!” Like Evel, I used to jump my Big Wheel off the curb into the street so often that, eventually, the whole thing just broke in half.
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My brother and I on top of Hadley's ramp.







One day while out riding, my friend Matt was chasing me at top speed down the sidewalk. I opted for some evasive maneuvers by busting my patented curb launch. Just as I hit the street and pulled the skid brake, setting me into a sweet 180, I heard the sound of rubber tires skidding. Wow! I thought. My Big Wheel doesn’t usually make such a cool sound. As I came around on my 180, I saw the grill of a Cadillac coming straight for my face. With a high-pitched screech, it stopped a few inches from my nose. The driver jumped out of his car in a panic. I’m sure he thought he’d killed me. When he saw that I was okay, he probably wanted to kill me for almost getting killed. He was furious. My mom wasn’t home, so Matt’s poor father had to deal with the crazed Caddy driver when he stormed up to the door with me under one arm and Matt under the other.


The Kyle-and-Andy Daredevil Duo


By the age of five I knew the feeling I got from an adrenaline rush, and I wanted to keep it coming. One summer my brother got a Huffy Street Machine bike for his birthday. It wasn’t long before he was bombing down “Taa Hill” over on the Tufts University campus. (“Taa Hill” is simply what we kids with our Boston accents called the tar walkway that led down the hill from campus to the dorms.) On this same hill there was a sidewalk where some of the cement squares had been pushed up by the roots of an old oak tree. It made a natural launch ramp for “wicked awesome” jumps.


In no time big brother Kyle was asking for volunteers to lay down in front of the “Kyle kicker.” Jimmy got conned into doing it. Jimmy was a really skinny kid from across the street who looked like he had never seen a Hostess Twinkie. Because he was so skinny, everybody thought Kyle could easily jump over him. But just before Kyle and his Street Machine reached the jump, Jimmy got scared and rolled out of harm’s way. Boy, was Kyle angry. While he was busy calling Jimmy a wimp, I saw my opportunity. I lay down next to the twisted sidewalk and waited. “See? Even little Andy’s not scared!” Kyle yelled, jumping back on his bike. “I’ll jump him instead.” Jimmy picked up a rock and began to write on the nearby cement. He wrote down a disclaimer that relieved him of having to pay any hospital bills for my brother or me in the event of a disaster. I wonder if skinny Jimmy became a lawyer.


Of course the Kyle-and-Andy daredevil duo pulled off the stunt with flying colors and were the talk of the block for weeks. Mom wasn’t nearly as impressed when she found out about it. She took away the Street Machine for a week or two, but it wasn’t long before we were back in business.




like no other feeling in the world


When I reminded my mom of the Street Machine story, she looked puzzled and asked, “Don’t you have any good memories of your childhood?” I have many positive traits that I attribute to my mother, but having the courage to lie down in front of an oncoming bike is not one of them. I had to explain to her that these are my good childhood memories. It’s hard to describe to someone like my mother the feeling I get from coming close to harm and getting away with it. When I’m skating in a contest, I’ll risk slamming or getting hurt because if I pull off the trick, it’s like no other feeling in the world. Often I find myself screaming as I roll away from the landing. I don’t know whether it’s because I’m scared to death or because I’m so happy to be standing. Maybe it’s a little of both. Whatever it is, it’s a rush every time, and I love it. These are the moments of my good memories.





It’s Not My Fault


Though many people blame their parents for the way they turned out, I’m going to blame my brother. Whatever childhood lunacy didn’t come to me naturally, I learned from watching him and his friends.
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Classic New England style: smashed board, sketchy launch ramp, snow on the ground, jumping over my friends.







Kyle’s friend John had a bike with one of those long “banana” seats that could fit two riders. Every once in a while the two of them would send out a call: “Feed bags!” It had become a Teele Avenue tradition. Every kid in the neighborhood would scatter looking for some change. I’d hit my piggy bank and find maybe seventy-five cents that I’d saved from my allowance. Then we’d all come running back with a list of candy we wanted my brother and John to get from the store. My favorites were red licorice shoelaces and a hard candy called Fizz that had a fizzy center. Up and down the street you could hear kids yelling, “I want a Fun Dip and five purple fish!” “I want two Hostess cupcakes!” “I want three freezey pops!” and on and on until all the lists and money had been collected. Then Kyle and John would ride off on John’s bike to the store as fast as they could. I don’t know why they had to go so fast, but that was part of “feed bags day.”


The rest of us would sit on the curb and wait for their return. It was like waiting for the opening of some great show because it was on the return trip where the dangers lay. On the way to the store up the hill my brother could hold on to John’s waist and get there safely, but on the ride home John would come cranking down the hill at top speed and then have to turn onto Teele Ave., taking the corner way too tightly and cutting across two lanes of oncoming traffic. My brother would be behind John, legs out for balance, holding on to the bags of soda and junk food with both arms and no way to steady himself on the bike. We’d take bets on whether they could make the turn without crashing. I’d always bet that my brother wouldn’t drop the bags, because he had a great dismount that could save him every time. At just the right moment he would scoot off the back of the bike and land in a run. It was great to watch. Thanks to my brother, I had a rich appreciation for danger at a young age.
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