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When I was fourteen years old I got the privilege to
compete in the Fourteen and Under Arkansas State Swim
Championship. This meet is like the super bowl of
swimming. It is where the top swimmers in the state
come together to determine the fastest swimmers of the
season. That year the meet was held at The University of
Arkansas in Little Rock (UALR). UALR’s Natatorium is one
of the few pools in the state that is indoor and large
enough to hold three hundred swimmers and their
families. The pool was old and in need of some updating
with its broken lane ropes and rusty pipes, but none of
these things would prevent me from swimming my
fastest. I had been training for this meet for months.
After six years of competitive swimming, I thought I was mentally prepared for what was to
come. I was wrong.
The meet started Friday night, and I remember waking up on that cold March morning to a
busy school schedule. After a long day at school, I arrived at the swim meet. My team and I
swiftly dove into the water for warm-ups. Warm-ups involve swimming several laps and doing
multiple exercises to get your muscles warm and flexible so they can work to their fullest
potential. After warm-ups, I did a little stretching, but I soon came to find out that I did not do
enough. After sitting at school all day, my legs felt like wires and pulleys that reluctantly
moved, and looking back I now realize that I did not drink enough water that day and was
slightly dehydrated. Although my current situation was not optimal, I still felt confident
because I had performed under these conditions before. Eventually, it was time to swim the
500-yard freestyle. The race went very good and I won third place, but more importantly I cut
over a minute from my best time. I was happy! Admittedly, I was exhausted after that event,
but I thought if I properly warmed down everything would be okay. Warming down is
extremely important because it forces your heart rate to drop slowly and allows you to
recover faster after a hard swim. Unfortunately, warm down did not go as planned, and what
happened next changed my perspective forever. It would teach me that pushing through
physical and mental pain would pay off.
As I began to warm down, my legs began to tingle. It felt like when I sleep on my arm for an
extended time and wake up to that “pins and needles” feeling. I had felt this feeling before
when I had over exerted myself so much that my legs could not get enough oxygen. In the
past, this feeling would subside after a few minutes. I continued swimming several laps of the
pool to cool down, but the feeling would not go away. Through my blurry goggles, I saw my
father waving his arms on the side of the pool. He was hollering, “Go get your medal on the
podium.” As I began to stand up in the shallow end of the pool to talk with him, the worst
cramps I have ever felt in my life struck my legs. Both of my legs and lower back felt like they
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had been stabbed with multiple daggers. I screamed out and launched myself to hold onto the lane rope. I
then used the lane rope to drag myself to the edge of the pool. About that time, my legs and back tightened
up again for what felt like a bone crushing cramp. The feeling of this cramp can be described as if someone
had taken several eight-pound hammers and simultaneously smashed them on the back of my legs and
lower back. This cramp probably only lasted for two minutes, but it seemed like two hours. The cramps
continued in waves for another thirty minutes. My leg muscles never fully relaxed, but they would loosen a
little for a couple of seconds, and then they would tighten back up tighter for half a minute. During this
time, my family and friends, along with my coaches and teammates, came over and asked several times if I
was going to be okay. The pain was so bad that I had tears running down my face. They gave me bananas for
potassium and a lot of fluids to help me rehydrate. My parents were very concerned, and my coach had to
go accept my award on the podium for me.After a few minutes, my coach began to encourage me to swim
my upcoming race; which was the 200 yard breaststroke.I thought he was completely crazy, and I told him
“NO WAY!” Around the time of this conversation, I was able to get out of the pool, but I still could not walk
from the cramps. My coach persisted that I swim the race, but I truly did not want to. I sat on the deck
desperately trying to stretch my legs out to stop the cramps. During the several minutes I tried this, my
coach continued to bombard me with reasons why I should swim. “I think you should at least try to swim
the race. What is the worst that could happen now?” he said. I continuously responded with, “I don’t think I
can do it, Coach Adam.” He persistently continued repeating, “Come on, just try.” This back and forth
happened for several minutes. Finally, I agreed to try and swim the race. I felt rage, fueled by the adrenaline
and pain, as I headed toward the opposite end of the pool. I hobbled behind the blocks and prepared to
swim my race.
I had so much adrenaline that I could only feel a dull distant pain in my legs and back. The officials blew the
whistle to climb the starting blocks. I got onto the blocks and took my mark. The buzzer went off and I dove
in. When I dove in, I was infuriated that I was even attempting to do this race, but I kept going. My swim felt
smooth and my turns felt lightning fast. The race went by in a blur. I had finished the race and pushed
through my pain. I remember getting out of the pool and punching the wall out of pure rage fueled by
adrenaline. Then I noticed my coaches jumping up and down, and my friends cheering and giving me highfives. I looked at my time on the scoreboard. To my surprise, I had dropped eight seconds and won second
place. I could not believe I did so well on a race that moments earlier I did not think I would be able to finish.
I limped over to my coaches as they continued to celebrate my success. Several of them told me that was
the best comeback that they had ever seen. My friends were as astonished as I was that I even finished,
much less did so well in the race.
That race taught me to try no matter what the circumstances are; even if I think I will do horrible.
Eventually, the adrenaline wore off and I felt physically drained, but I could not help but smile all the way
home. I learned that night that I could accomplish anything I put my mind to. I came so close to giving up on
something I did not want to do, but now I am so glad that I put forth my best effort. I am grateful that my
coach persuaded me to swim that race when I did not think it was possible. During that meet, I went on to
win four gold medals, two silver medals, and one bronze medal. It was one of the greatest experiences I
have ever had.
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