Don't Be Afraid To Try Something New


Can you believe that it's December already?  In a matter of weeks, it will be the year 2004.  Does anyone know what happened to 2001 through 2003?  All I remember is me hiding under my bed waiting for the lights to go off, the computer to blow up, the dog to take himself out for a walk, and the stove to start cooking when we hit the year 2000…well, maybe some of that was just wishful thinking but I think you get my point.  So anyway, with that being stated, now is the time to start thinking about the things that we have accomplished this year and start taking steps to reach some of the goals that we want to reach next year.  In order to do that, I want to take you back…way back in the day to where it all began…last month.


I'm not afraid to admit that I have a healthy fear of hospitals and emergency situations.  I always tell people not to come to me if they need some type of medical assistance.  I'm liable to pass out while trying to help.  The paramedics will come and see both of us lying there and think that there's an epidemic spreading or something.  Trust me, I'm not the one for that type of support.  First of all, I don't like needles.  Whether you want to call them needles, shots, or vaccinations they all spell out PAIN to me.  The thought of hospitals having these needles in an unlimited supply to aim at patients as if they were dartboards sends chills up and down my spine.  I am quite sure that the last time I got a needle the nurse yelled, "Bull's-eye!" as I was struck in the arm.  I bet you're wondering where this story is going…me too.


Recently, I have been going to the hospital pretty frequently with a family member that owes me a ton of favors when she gets better.  One of these incidents involved going to the Emergency Room and it's nothing like that ER show.  It's worse!  In case you haven't graced the emergency waiting area with your presence, let me tell you, it's a war zone.  First, the nurse gives you your sentence for being sick…the expected wait time before seeing the doctor.  For us, it was 5 hours.  Then, you have to find a strategically placed seat where you don't have to see the other ailing patients as they come in, but also far enough away from the two or three people with the whooping cough so you don't leave with something you didn't have when you got there.  Can you feel my pain?  When you finally do get to see the doctor and they take your x-rays, they place them outside your room, in the hallway for everyone to see.  I really don't want to know people that personally.  How can you look someone in the eye when you’ve seen his or her spleen in all its glory?  And what do say?  "Looking good"?  YUCK!!!!!!!!!!


Moving on, some of you may know that I recently went on my first vacation since being a kid to the Bahamas.  I was so excited about the whole trip.  I had my plans all laid out.  I wanted to hit the beach, hit the pool, get some rest, read a little bit and just kick my feet up.  On the first full day there, I got to go to the beach that was right behind the Westin Hotel at Port Lucaya where I stayed.  There, I learned a very valuable lesson…I can't swim.  In addition to that lesson, I learned something else that I will take with me for the rest of my life…people can't breathe underwater.  Imagine me trying to look cool in the water while trying to signal for the lifeguard to save me.  It wasn't such a good look and I don't recommend anyone else try it.  I took that as a warning and I spent the rest of my vacation in the kiddie pool with the other 3 and 4 year olds.  I fit right in.  We had a ball and because the water barely came up to my knees, I only drowned once.


Despite the fact that I can't swim, I was encouraged to try snorkeling.  I checked and double-checked to make sure that snorkeling was safe for non-swimmers.  Then I double-checked to make sure that snorkeling was safe for non-swimmers that were accident-prone.  After being the only person forced to sign an accidental death waiver (apparently, they heard about the sausage incident too…news travels fast), we headed out on the boat to explore the underwater world.  After slapping on some flippers, a life vest, goggles and a blow tube, the only thing that hindered me from a truly amazing experience was my being scared to jump off the boat.  I saw the fish coming up to the surface as they waited for me to take the plunge.  I clung to the boat for dear life as I imagined Jaws or Free Willy being somewhere out there.  In my opinion, I would have been fine with Willy being confined until after my snorkeling experience.  Anyway, the guide jumped in the water first and started yelling to me, "Get off the boat!"  Once I realized that he was liable to snatch me off the side of the boat at any minute, I decided to go in on my own terms and at my own free will.  At the count of three (of course, the guide was counting) I looked death in the face, and took the plunge.


The water was so cold that if I could have leaped back out, I would have.  Add to that the fact that I hadn't mastered the whole breathing through a tube thing.  On top of that, I hadn't planned on Finding Nemo right there in front of my eyes as soon as I stuck my head under the water.  It was a lot to take in all at once, but once I calmed down (and stopped swallowing salt water because I was still trying to breathe without the tube), I was amazed by all of the many variations of life underwater.  There were blue fish, and black fish, and zebra fish and some that swam with us as if we were members of the family.   I was thoroughly enjoying the experience…right up until I had to start dodging boats as they were passing through.  I was so busy trying to look out for Jaws underwater that I missed the Titanic heading straight for me.  Needless to say, I tried something new and I lived…barely.


The whole point of this article is that everyone has something that they have always wanted to do and haven't gotten around to doing it yet.  For me, I wanted to snorkel.  For you, it could be losing that thirty-five pounds that you found a year ago.  Or, driving across country to see if Britney Spears really does have a star on the Hollywood Walk of Fame.  Maybe there's a book you've been dying to read, or a car that’s gone unwashed for the past year or so.  Maybe there 's an in-law that you have accidentally forgotten to go see in the past 8 years, or a class you wanted to take to learn how to break dance like Susan Helms.  Whatever it is, soon it will be a new year and you owe it to yourself to get out there and do something just for you.  Take it from me, you'll be happy you did.
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