Changing Room
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There are two swimming pools in the resident clubhouse: one indoor, one outdoor.

When I sit on the sofa and look outside the window, I can see the outdoor swimming

pool and the people swimming in it. Sometimes I think of going down in the summer,

to enjoy the feeling of being surrounded by cool water, but I can always find a reason

not to do so. The weather is too hot, the sun shining so brightly that I can imagine my

skin burning from the heat. I hate getting tanned, and I dislike getting my hair tangled

and having to shower in the changing room. The AC, after all, is more attractive than

the outdoor sunshine.

I haven’t swum for around two years. And the last time I went to a pool, I was

only there for the slides.

I used to go to the pool much more often, though, when I was young. My mother

took me and my younger twin brother to the Morse Park Swimming Pool every week

for swimming lessons. Because of her inability to swim, she stressed its importance to

us all the time. “At least you’ll know how to save yourself'if there’s a marine accident.”

Even though we did learn how to swim in the end, I never agreed with her. The

controlled environment of the pool was way different from the unpredictable power of

the ocean, and I didn’t believe I would be able to save myself from the deep blue waves.



We started learning how to swim when we were still in kindergarten. We had our

swimming lessons on Saturday, and since my father had to work, my mother needed to

take us to the pool alone. It must be quite troublesome, needing to take care of two

dripping kids. Luckily, my brother was young enough to follow us into the women’s

changing room so she could watch us together.

But there was one time that he was asked to use the men’s changing room. My

mother was leading me and my brother into the woman changing room when we were

stopped by a staff member.

“Stop,” said the woman as she stared at my brother.

“Why?” my mother asked. We had never been stopped before.

“It is the rule.” She pointed at the board (with a height chart) next to the women’s

changing room. No entrance for boys who were six years old or 130 cm or above. We

could see it every time before we entered the changing room. We knew the rule.

“But my brother is only five,” I spoke up, looking into the woman’s eyes. I didn’t

understand why she didn’t let my brother in without even asking his age. Besides, it

was obvious that he was shorter than the 130 cm marking on the board. “And he hasn’t

reached the height limit.”

The woman looked down and met my gaze, not saying anything. I stood up straight

and didn’t blink. There was a short moment of silence.



“You can’t stop us. You don’t have a good reason.” I opened my mouth again, this

time my voice was louder since I could feel my mother and my brother were also

looking at me, perhaps amazed. I suddenly felt taller, stronger, like a little superhero.

Sometimes when I am chatting with my mother, she still talks about how I stood up for

my brother when I was so little, a tiny bean shorter than my brother. Then the childish

feeling of being powerful and hero-like will come back to me. It is nice, to be reminded

that you were not afraid of people older and stronger than you. Having such courage

isn’t as easy when you have grown up. Adults think much more before they act, and for

most of the time it ends in giving up and calling their courage as impulsiveness.

I could tell that the woman was not happy with me, yet in the end, she still

mumbled “fine” reluctantly and walked away. It was a small victory, but a victory

nonetheless. I smiled and squeezed my mother’s hand as she led us into the changing

room. | didn’t remember anything about the swimming lesson on that day, but that

“incident” in front of the changing room stayed in my memory. Why did I speak up at

that moment? I could have let my mother speak for us and be quiet, letting the adults

talk. Would the woman still let us go if my mother spoke instead of me? Where did my

courage come up all of a sudden?



Those questions remained unanswered till today, and I don’t think I will ever get

an answer. But it’s fine, they are not that important anyway. The most important thing

is knowing I was once that brave.

And I like that brave tiny bean. Maybe even miss her a little.



