The Unsinkable Dream


I almost didn’t make it—
No, nothing so dramatic.
It wasn’t life or death,
Just one stupid swimming test.

A single checkbox
Between me and my future—
Not just leadership roles,
but graduation.

You see,
I escaped Chicago.
My past didn’t even follow.
But one skill I never picked up—
the doggy paddle—
Almost cost me,
 my destiny:
The United States Navy.

So I buckled down,
Refusing to let one test
Push me around
Or rob me of my crown.

Attempt after attempt;
I would not be exempt,
If I wanted to wear
those blue and gold colors, with honor,

I had to float. 

I had to swim. 

But in the water,

I sank and sank,
Again and again

Along with my chances,
to be a sailor.

Until one day,
I didn’t.

I quit fighting the water,
my breath steadily slowed,
And I found the secret to pass:
I learned to relax. 
Then,
I my body didn’t only float—
it rose.
Not like a hero,
but like a man. 
Who had failed in leaps and bounds 
yet refused to stay down.

So stroke by stroke,
I fought for that title
To be a sailor
I earned that salute
That  privilege to put on those 
Navy dress blues
Fought For that Navy-blue dream
I refused to let drown.
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