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The Incident

It’s April. I’m good. I’m really good. And I’m getting better. The thing is I’m finally at a point where everything in my life is well, good. And then it all goes flying downhill. It starts on Thursday at 3 o’clock where we begin our swim meet against Branson. I got second in 50 free and won the 100 breast, and then comes the relay. We start out winning with the first two legs and then comes the third leg slow slow slow. I know I’ll have pick-up the slack. I dive in.My fifty split is perfect.Speeding down my third I kick kick kick. And then I flip.

In that one moment I could feel myself breaking. That’s all it took and I was done. The eleven years I had spent swimming all thrown away, in a 0.8 second turn. My USA year round swim team, and truly my closest friends, were no longer around me. Every weekend I had spent with swim sleepovers Friday, to morning practice Sunday, or all weekend meets were suddenly cleared up. Everything I had practiced for, places I’d travel, and even some of the friendships I made had vanished the second I made my turn for the final lap. 

I suddenly had so much free-time and no one to spend it with. I had to reinvent myself. Who was I? At the time, I was a sad, lonely girl moping around for painkillers. And I knew it had to stop. I started going to the gym on a regular basis to bike being able to accomplish seven, eight, nine, and even sometimes ten miles. I made an effort to see my best friend from swim almost every weekend. And I made new friends and had new memories with different people. 

I made stupid mistakes. I had late nights not having to worry about my five-thirty in the morning practice the next day. I could go to a birthday party without having to be picked up at ten p.m. or five in the morning. But it did have its drawbacks. I couldn’t stay a size 00 forever. And I didn’t get the Redwood and MC drama everyday. No more Saturday breakfasts with my team, and I couldn’t eat an entire box of Oreos anymore, or have amazing swim meets all over America. 

What I learned was that there truly is “light at the end of every tunnel”. While there is some drawbacks, one has to learn to adapt. That’s part of being human and growing up, being able to be okay with change. While I miss my old life all the time, I have become accustomed to new activities, friends, practically a whole different lifestyle. While it’s really hard to lose something that means so much to you, it’s important to always make the best of every situation and be grateful for what you have.
