Milek’s Minute  September 19, 2007  Brave?/Chicken?

Hello Hello

It was a long time ago. I was barely a scout and just learned to swim. We were at a swimming pool that had a high diving board. I kept looking at it and watching people jump off.  Why it beckoned to me as something I had to do I have no idea.  Guess I always had some kind of adventurer in me.  Eventually my curiosity wore me down. Slowly I climbed up to the top of the diving board. I looked out across the pool I was scared. I walked to the edge and made a mistake of looking down.  Eeek! That’s scary.  I could go back down the ladder I came up but that would be embarrassing.  I can’t do that, I thought. But what was the alternative? The people behind me were now starting to get impatient and started yelling, “JUMP!”  Ten feet of air between the water and me.  Yow!  I could see the bottom of the pool 12 feet beyond that. I stood there looking, hesitating, seemed like forever.  The person behind me probably knows exactly how long that took. I took the plunge and eventually did a lot more of them.  The first time I decided to go headfirst was almost as much a traumatic experience.

A couple of years ago on a raft trip we stopped at an island with a large cliff on one side and we were told we could jump from the top of the cliff (about 10 meters) if we wanted to.  I said to myself “I have to do this” I was quick to put up my hand and get to the top of this rock face. I stopped at the top and then looked down and hesitated.  It would probably have been a long time if I did not have people behind me. But I did jump.

For a long time I have been borderline diabetic.  I started watching my sugar intake but somehow now that I have been on other medicine it got too high.  So now I was told that for my better health I was to give myself insulin shots.  I made faces and arguments, I was worse than a little Cub Scout. So now once a day I get this small needle and have to give myself an insulin shot.  The needle is only one centimeter long and it takes 10 seconds to inject it and pull the needle out.  It hardly pinches, and I know that. Still I take about 10 minutes lingering over this the needle two centimeters from my skin almost daring myself to “Just do it”.  I think I would rather jump from that 30-foot cliff. 

Evidently “A scout is Brave” has a lot more meaning to it than I ever thought it did.

I guess I am just one Brave Chicken.

Celebrate Life

Yours in scouting,

Al Milek

