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Josh breathed deeply as he walked
along the diving board; every
measured step seemed to take an
eternity. He stood right on the end still
as a statue. Ten metres below him,
the blue water sparkled slightly and all
around the packed Aquatics Centre
there was a hushed sense of
expectation as stillness fell across the
audience. 

He took a minute to compose himself.
He thought of all the events that had
led up to this moment and in his
mind’s eye he could see himself as a
three year old in red trunks and arm
bands thrashing around in the water
and loving every minute of his
swimming lessons.

His parents could not have foreseen
that their enthusiasm for him to learn
to swim would lead to them getting up
at 5 am each day to drive him two
miles to the local swimming pool
where he would perfect his strokes,
build his strength and then develop a
passion for leaping off the diving
board. It hadn’t always been easy,
especially on icy winter mornings
when it was hard to get out of bed and
sometimes when he arrived at school
he felt as though he had already done
a day’s work. Some of the boys in his
class teased him because he couldn’t
stay out late and seldom went to
parties. But it was worth every second
of rigorous training and sticking to a
sensible diet just to stand here
drinking in the atmosphere and

representing his country. He lifted his
eyes for a second and scanned the
sea of upturned faces. Although he
could not see his parents, he knew
that they were out there in the
audience, very nervous and very
proud of all that he’d achieved so far
and no doubt wondering whether he
would be the one who would stand on
the top of the podium with a gold
medal round his neck at the end of
the day.

With just half a minute to go, he
thought of all the training that had
gone into making this the biggest day
of his life. He recalled the gruelling
routine of daily running and cycling
and exhausting work-outs in the gym
when he had almost been reduced to
tears as his trainer Mike urged him on
and wouldn’t let him give up. He
thought about the days when he had
sometimes done one hundred dives in
a session, pushing himself to the very
limits of his endurance until he barely
had the strength to get out of the pool.
And he knew that he wouldn’t change
a thing. There was nowhere in the
world that he would rather be at this
moment. He curled his toes over the
edge of the board for a second and
pulled his shoulders back, the tension
was now almost unbearable and he
couldn’t wait to start. 
“Good luck,” his mum had said as
they parted at the door of the
changing room. Yes, he would need
good luck if he was going to win a
medal, the other competitors had

trained just as hard as he had and
were every bit as skilled and
focussed. And the boy who had dived
first was obviously devastated that his
entry into the pool had been less than
perfect and he had been marked
down. Josh pushed away the
thoughts of what could go wrong.

His dad’s words rang in his ears as he
flexed his muscles, bent his knees
and launched himself off the board,
somersaulting and twisting through
the air towards the blue pool.
“Josh, you can only do your best.
Nobody expects more than that. Just
go out there and enjoy the
experience.”
And as he broke through the
shimmering surface like an arrow he
knew that he had given his all, he had
done his best and it was the most
wonderful moment of his life as he
emerged from the water to the sound
of tumultuous applause from the
home crowd. People were standing in
their seats and cheering as he made
his way to the edge of the pool and he
could not control the wide grin that lit
up his face.

He hauled himself out of the pool,
took the towel that Mike held out to
him and conscious that the TV
cameras were picking up every
expression that crossed his face, he
pulled the towel tightly around him
and waited for the judges to
announce his score.

The Dive


	Back to Contents: 


