Reality closing to open another
By Roxy Shelton
I was swimming in the pool like any normal day. My mom had just gotten off work, so we drove to the local pool. Kids splashed everywhere, and screams of joy filled the air. My friends wanted me to jump off the diving board and do a flip. I almost slipped heading toward the tall board, but I made it.
High up on the diving board, the water glistened beneath me like sharp teeth. I started getting a little scared, the thought of the cold water swallowing me whole creeping into my mind. My friends cheering from the side pushed me to jump. All eyes were on me as I went down.
I sank into the water quickly.
My breath suddenly seemed to disappear. I gasped and struggled for air, bubbles from the splash rising around me, appearing to mock me because they could surface but they knew I couldn’t. The laughs of kids I had known my entire life still rang in my ears as I finally broke through the surface.
I was relieved to breathe again.
But something felt wrong.
My swimsuit was green, not blue.
My mom, who usually smiled warmly after I dove, now seemed cold and distant. Her honey-colored eyes glinted with a sharper, more dangerous edge. The blue slide behind her was now yellow.
“How was your dive, sweetie?” she asked.
She never asked about my dive. She always asked about the water. If I was okay.
A sinking feeling crept into my stomach, as fast as I had sunk into the water. Memories from the dive flooded back, a kid pushing me near the board. My hair had come undone from its braid, like a connection being cut.
The air felt heavier.
The laughter sounded farther away.
The water rippled.
Like a reality closing to open another.
