My Earliest Memory

I see the images through a fogged window, but I can feel and hear that day in Florida when I was three years old and taking swimming lessons. 
There I was on the high diving board, getting ready to jump in. I loved the water and was a pro at the dog paddle. The poolside mothers were watching their children jump to the commands of George, the swimming coach.
Down the sand papery board I marched. Sprong! Splash! I hit the cool water and paddled over to the side of the pool, enjoying the applause of the onlookers. Out of the water, back up the ladder I went again and again.
I scurried up the ladder once more and went to the edge of the board. Whoa! The water hadn’t looked this far away before, and my heart thumped. In the space of a few moments, I had lost my fearlessness. I retreated to the ladder as I heard the deafening silence of the watching mothers. 
George was blocking my way. I cried and I screamed, but George would not move. His eyes bored into mine to say, “You’re not coming down this ladder.” 
I had no where to go but off the diving board. I remember crying with my toes glued to the edge of the board. Splash! Polite applause greeted me as I paddled to the side of the pool, and my mother looked relieved. Ignoring her, I scampered back to the board.
