As the plane sped along the runway, I began to wonder how I ever could have thought skydiving was a sensible way to fundraise for Mukuru. Why couldn’t I have a thrown a party or done a raffle? I half-hoped the fog would come back so the whole thing would have to be called off again. But there wasn’t much I could do about it now, considering that we were already six thousand feet above the ground. The plane ride was a constant adjusting of straps and last-minute instructions shouted in my ear over the roar of the engine; I tried to listen to them but my mind had escaped to my happy place. And then all of a sudden, I was forcing the goggles down over my glasses as the metal shutter was flung open. Clear blue sky as far as the eye could see, that’s what I remember. If it wasn’t for the odd sliver of cloud I could have fooled myself into believing I was staring at the sea. As Hannah and her instructor pushed themselves towards the edge she told me she would see me at the bottom. That statement would have been a lot more comforting if the word ‘alive’ was included in it. A second later, she was gone. Before I knew it, my legs were hanging outside the plane and I was staring down at a patchwork quilt of green fields. My stomach lurched as I fell into open air. Hurtling downwards, the wind roared in my ears. After a moment, the panic of falling from thirteen thousand feet disappeared and suddenly everything felt surreal. Wisps of cloud rushed past me and, even though every bone in my body knew I was falling hundreds of feet by the second, the ground didn’t seem to be getting any closer. I decided that if I died I would try to pull some strings and come back as a bird. It was all over too soon. I swung upwards, vertical once again. Silence was the only sound. Then my ears popped and I could hear myself gasping for breath and half-laughing. The view was like nothing I had ever seen before; it was almost like looking down at a painting. Above me, Hannah waved; it wasn’t exactly ‘the bottom’ but it was close enough for me. As we spiralled downwards, my instructor pointed out the sky-diving centre and it all sank in. I pushed my legs forwards and glided on to the grass. Back on solid ground with the parachute falling around me, parties and raffles had never looked so unappealing.
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