Sink or Swim
By: Anitra Cherie

I was a happy eight-year-old girl excited to visit the local public pool for the first
time. My twelve-year-old brother was an avid swimmer. He and his best friend jumped
into the pool as soon as we got there. I nervously put my bag down on a chair next to my
grandfather and removed my flip-flops. There were about ten kids in the pool, all seemed
to be having a great time. Several other kids were horse playing around the pool. I

wanted so desperately to join in the excitement, but I did not know how to swim.

I timidly walked closer. As I stepped up to the edge of the pool, another kid
running by pushed me in. I yelled as I went belly first into the cold water. Within
seconds, I sank to the bottom. The sound of the other kids playing had gone from distant
to faint. The weight of the water crushed me. Not knowing how to swim, I panicked at
the bottom of the pool. No matter how hard I fought the water, it would not let me go.
Just as I was about to give up and die, | heard someone shout, “Stand up”. I stood up and

gasped when I realized the water was no longer around my head.

I then made my way to the edge of the pool where my grandfather pulled me out.
I laid there in agony from the discomfort of water in my nose and mouth. I heard my
brother and his friend laughing at me. My brother leaned over me and said, “The water
in the kiddie pool is only three feet deep, you can’t drown!” Later, as I begin to feel

better, I told myself I would never go in the water again and I never did.



Looking back, that was my first memorable experience with fear. I was too
young to analyze it at the time. I panicked and fought something that never had any
control over me. I actually thought I was going to die in that pool. In reality, I was just
tall enough to keep my head above water. All I had to do was stand up, relax, and enjoy
myself. The fear of drowning controlled me and took away my ability to want to try
something that I may have enjoyed. Now that I am an adult, I wonder how many other
things in life I have feared that were never a real threat to me. I also wonder how many
times have I failed at something and was too afraid to try again. That memory reminds

me that it is okay to be afraid, but not to let the fear stop me from trying.

Moral of the story: There is nothing to fear but fear itself.



