
For this assignment, I want you to write about safety. Most of the narrative - 
in total, 750 words or so - should focus on the first time you were aware of 
feeling afraid. Pay attention to the details as we've discussed throughout so 
far. The piece should conclude with a depiction of how you make yourself 
feel safe, again with consideration paid to the detail.

———————————————————————————

I remember the first time I thought it was about time I climb up to the top of the high 
dive after watching others diving, leaping, or falling off of it all summer at the public 
pool. I must have been about 10 or 11 but I don’t remember a specific age. This 
particular swimming pool was on the Air Force base where my dad was stationed and 
was a safe place for underage friends to congregate, with or without parents. I was 
acutely conscious of the ever-present group of older boys always hangin out, splashing 
and showing off. I didn’t have the figure of a teenager yet but I was aware of how I 
looked and would suck in the baby fat around the middle as I paraded across the hot 
concrete and past them, trying to look inconspicuous but still wondering if they noticed 
me.


I can’t remember if I climbed back down that first time or finally took the plunge. What I 
do remember is standing at the end of the board, looking out over the blue tinted 
water, so clear I could see the black painted numbers rippling under the water and 
almost all the way to the tiled bottom of the pool. I’m sure I couldn’t see the bottom 
from the high dive because otherwise it would not have been safe but in my 
imagination, it was there waiting for me. This is probably something that anyone with a 
similar experience will tell you — it is a lot higher when you’re at the top than it appears 
when you’re at the bottom watching others take the plunge. It’s high, shaky, windy, and 
scary.


It seems now, looking back, that I stood there, looking at all the tiny people, laughing 
and sunning below me, for a very long time. I can’t remember if there were any 
encouraging shouts from friends down below. I do remember that I had made this 
decision by myself and for myself, feeling that it was time, in my short life, to do 
something brave. Looking back, even if I didn’t have any friends as witnesses, I’m 
positive I would have jumped whether I wanted to or not. In those days, saving face 
was very important to me. I tried so hard, most of my pre-teen years, to not look foolish 
or out of place, whether others were aware of me and my actions or not.


If I did jump that first time, it would have been a hesitant step off into oblivion, not a 
graceful dive or jubilant leap, like I’d seen the older teens perform. I can’t now 
remember the actual jump or when exactly I made the decision that it was the time to 
do it. I remember pumping my arms and holding my breath to reach the surface after 
jumping (or falling, as the case may be) and trying to check my two piece bathing suit 
as I struggled to break through and take my first gasp. I was entirely cognizant, even 



more than the cool clear water or the shimmering surface far above, of the status of my 
bathing suit and whether I would be decent as I broke through and gasped for the first 
breath of air.


Whether there were shouts of “way to go” and “yahoo” from encouraging friends or 
whether I silently dog paddled back to the edge by myself to climb out, I have no idea. 
They may have been there. Or maybe I was all alone and had only myself and my 
memories to prove that I had done a brave thing even though I had been so terrified. I 
don’t remember an audience but I do remember that complete aloneness at the top, so 
very high, and absolutely petrifying. I’m not sure what thing inside me finally compelled 
me to take the leap but whatever it was, I hope I can always count on it to take me 
through brave and scary chapters of my life.



