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Splash! swimming readers express their feelings for the sport in verse

:, o N s
Flie Lagi Wett

Thinking, as | stand gazing over the pohl.

The tigples of water reflecting the morning,

Soon to be transformed into speed mfested waters, -
But flot now, we are all stll yawning.

[ Remembering, the loag hours of practice, v
The many miles swam, yard, by yard, by yard, . * -

Hould it not be a pity, ifall thig

s don for noting,althat asbeen o hard

To continue doing, day after day, hour
After boar, | remember those cold risings,
before dawn, before many were yawning.
Yet without there would be no power.

In the water. Faster, keep going,

bon't Stop, don't slow down,

Dense water trying to stop my momentum.
To this endless, mindless work, | am abound.

{ was, but judgement Is today.

The preparation is over, positions

Have already been decided.

My speed only limited by the conditions

Of the cool, crisp water, waiting for my eatry.
(ontempfating the possibilities, | think,

“(an } succeed, can | fly

across the water, ahead of my competition?”

Questioning mysel, | want and have totry. - .

Anticipating, | stand, gazing over the pool.
Rlpples have now become waves.

"I the water for warm- upt” Our coagh yell;
and we swim like an orderly group of sfaves,
The lanes gather badies,

Fach entrant potent and ready for cumpctmon ‘

I can see them all, under the water,

In this slently rushing world. Allin preparation

for the main event. Keep going,

I've got it, | have it, hold on to the lead,
Yet my will loses determination.

| lose it and suddenly feet deccived.

And watch as ¢ the eycnt btfare m
Kkl feel veady, but 3 fals xtart | would

1 Hy batmng smt fcels hke I m pregnant

";H-'ar:d Swnm Pracme

ey re workmg 10 hiard ke 2 momr :
he bottom of the sea like I'm dead

\1 My legs | fccl like they’re bemg rafted around

' Tlurc are pnsom built with Rothing more than a mind;
itisan idea yu deem ymmelf unfit to challenge.

S;even‘ : ‘
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»Questmm Aboun*i ie
Q ' tions abound me, What has been my pnrpmt? To be all talk? In practice m walk the walk? To wh
Jamy semcc? o
*. S0 many hopes, 50 many dreams, are they shattered by dull extremes? Who do | let inguiries plague

 When | know In myh heart | weat for the goal | gave allof myselfto strive for bis, for 16 years, how ulq |
: Tht logs of last year gamed batk my fove of the race. Then, why at the perfect time, was | off of the

N Surc the time was wel Spem | was graced with best friends, a network of love, shared times of
Lord are we the oply ones Who Know what {'m worth?

: ;Sp whatev;r Your reasons for this glitch in my plan, | still stand proud, for | Imow who | am; {1l never know

-{: my ult;matc talent fad to remain occul, but no regrets-for through the sport af swimming, | be
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