To swim or not to swim

Whenever my impossible back allows it, I head for the local public swimming pool to get a bit of exercise. I’ve been coming there for years, always enjoying the swim and the sauna afterwards, but…

When I reached the indoor facility after the recent summer break, I was in for bit of a surprise. In all the years I’ve been visiting the pool, the main idea had been that people came there either to exercise or to play in the water. A special area was marked for people (mostly kids) who just wanted to play around and then the rest of us could swim wherever we wanted as long as we paid attention to each other. But no more, my friends, no more.

During the break, the eight lanes of the pool had been divided into three areas. To the left thee lanes for people like me, who just want to get a bit of exercise, in the middle two “fast lanes” for competition swimmers and to the right three lanes for fun & games AND people who’re not very good at swimming. The problem was that nobody respected the lanes, let alone paid attention to each other anymore.

I guess we were about ten swimmers sharing the three left lanes, eight people exercising like me and then two who had most certainly chosen the wrong lanes! One was middle-aged man who was a very poor swimmer, not really knowing if he should go…forwards….or maybe…backwards would be better? Well, what the heck, let’s try zigzag! He was just all over the place at the speed of a snail. A very old, walking-impaled snail.

The other one was a competition swimmer who’d decided to use “our” middle-lane as his fast lane. Usually the middle lane is used for overtaking people, and overtake us he did, kicking and hitting everybody on the way in his fierce crawl. At the same time he made it impossible for the rest of us to overtake the slow swimmer as the constant splash-splash sound of the competition swimmer made us aware that he was only seconds behind us!

I don’t know why those two swimmers decided to use other lanes than the assigned. I don’t know why they chose not to look out for their fellow swimmers, either. And I sure as hell don’t know why the lifeguards chose to ignore it. All I want to say is; please Mr. Zigzag Snail, go to the fun & games lanes the next time, and you, Mr. Get-Out-Of-My-Way-Or-I’ll Kick-Your-Teeth-In, you should be ashamed of yourself, sir! I took a nasty blow to the head and that little old lady in front of me you kicked in the ribs. Get out of our lanes!!

Needless to say that it was a mixed pleasure going for a swim that day and to top it off some lady in the sauna afterwards had us all looking for an earring that she’d lost. Usually I like to sit in the heat, meditating, but instead we were five bare-arsed women running around all over the sauna looking for that bloody earring which – it turned out – she had dropped in the showers and not in the sauna at all.

When I got home I looked at my back yard, wishing it was big enough for a pool. But it isn’t. Besides, even if it were I would have to turn it into an ice skating rink half of the year as I live in Denmark and I wouldn’t get to swim, anyway. So I guess it is back to the public pool next week, but it’s not without a little fear in my heart!

© Lise Lyng Falkenberg, 2009

