Valeria Piano Slam

My nervousness escalates as I stand here
Wondering “What if I mess up, or get hurt
The pressure is like a forte
Finally it’s my turn
As I run all my worries go away
I feel like I’m floating in the air as I hit the vault

Now I’m on my next event, bars
The blood rushes to my head as I flip upside down
I jump on to the bar and hold on tight
I turn with my hands, then swing
I let go, and stick the landing

Like a tightrope walker walking on a rope
I am a gymnast walking in a beam
Sharp, and precise
I twist and turn, like a churn
I flip of the beam and win for my team

Now I’m on my final event, floors
I twist and turn, flip and soar
As smooth as silk, I glide on the spring boards
As the music ends I strike a pose
Then I win and beat all of those
As I listen to the cheering crowd,
I see my parents standing proud
All my stress and worries are gone
After I lay in my bed and yawn
Thinking, gymnastics is my home
