


Last sunimer we took a trip
as a family to the famous West

Edmonton Mall. T had en-

joyed going there many years

ago as a young college student,
so I thought maybe my family
would find the experience fun.
(Okay, truthfully, I was think-
ing it’s similar to Disneyland,
but much cheaper.)

We spent many hours shop-
ping,and another whole day at

the amusement park. But for
our family, the real highlight
was undoubtedly the day we
spent at the five-acre indoor

water park. Twenty amaz-

ing waterslides with names
like 'The

Corkscrew, Nessie’s Revenge,

Howler, Twister,
Tropical Typhoon, and Thun-
derbolt; and we rode them all.
'Then there were the waves, the
nacho shack and the energy of
the incessant music blasting

through the park.

“Dad, come on! Let’s go!” was
the constant refrain from my
kids. It was like a never end-
ing roller coaster: go, go, go. It
was awesome fun... or at least
it was until one of my dar-
ling children suggested we go
down the Sky Screamer.

Never has a slide been more
fittingly named. The second
highest slide in the pool, it
features a six-story, almost
vertical drop. Five seconds of
straight free-falling that, if
you don't cross your legs and
hold on tight, could result in

an extreme mess down below.

Being the wild-at-heart type
of man that I am, I was, well,
completely freaked out. But
that’s not the kind of thing
you admit to your son, so I
took a deep breath, and to the
top of Mount Doom we trav-

eled.

Searching for an oxygen mask
as we arrived at the sum-
mit, I noticed that there
were two slides leaving

the mountain. I as-
sumed it’s to ensure

that you dont die

alone, but my son
informed me it’s so

you can race each

other. I'm thinking,

how much faster

can one person go

than another down a

slide like this? If two
people jump off a clift at
the same time, does one hit
the ground before the other?

We stood together in line, and
I decided this would be a good
time to model the virtue of
courtesy for him. So I allowed
the old, the young and
pretty much everybody

else to go in front of me,

much to his dismay.
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Before

there were only three people

long, unfortunately,  tance I could hear my son say-

ing, “Ready... set...”
up there: myself, my son and
the dragon lady slide atten- I was a statue.
dant. “Let’s go, Dad!” he en-
couraged enthusiastically. “Ready... set...”

Still T stood there. I could

have got a job as one of those

I crept to the start of the slide
and prepared to accept my

fate. Somewhere in the dis-  live mannequins.
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My son looked at me expec-
tantly. His eyes asked the
question that his lips didn’t
speak: “Are you going to go, or
what?”

I couldn’t do it. Fear gripped
me, and it wouldn't let me go.
So I got up and prepared to

descend the stairs in shame.

I hadnt noticed the three
adults who had arrived on
the scene while I hesitated.
One said with great enthusi-
asm, “Come on, you can do it!”
Another called out, “It’s easy!
Don't quit, keep going!” “Shut
up!” I yelled back. (Okay, it

was only in my head.)
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I turned to my son and, in a
moment I will never forget,
looked him in the eye and said,
“Im sorry. I just can't go now.”
He looked at me with puppy
dog eyes, and then with one
big push he was gone, down
the slide. Five seconds later I
saw him hit the water six sto-

ries below me.

I watched as the three happy
witnesses to my shame took
their turns, and then another

ultimate warrior. Then it was
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back to just me, the attendant
and the slide. No one else.

Everything in me wanted to
turn around and walk down
those stairs. But I didn't. The
words I've said countless
times to my own kids and to
hundreds of athletes over the
years became a loudspeaker in
my heart. “What’s the worst
that could happen? You've got

to face your fear.”

I stepped into the water, lay
down, and slowly
inched my way to
the edge. The drop
was so sharp that,
sitting at the top,
my feet stuck out
the end as though
I were about to fall
into the abyss of
death. I continued
inching my way out,
& now repeating the
words “cross your

legs, what’s the worst that
could happen, face your fear,
cross your legs...”

Soon the water was pool-
ing behind me, pushing me,
forcing me closer to the edge.
“No, stop it; I'm not ready,” I
protested internally, strug-
gling against the current. It
seemed like an eternity, but at
last the force of the water be-
hind me shot me through the
chute and out into the drop
of doom. I'm positive the at-
tendant yelled as I went over,
“It’s about time!” but I didn't
care. All I was worried about
at that point was keeping my

legs crossed.

The arrival at the bottom was
fast and furious... and reward-
ing. I could hear my son and
the happy three cheering for
me as | rose from the water. |
waved humbly to my fan club
and slowly walked to the steps.
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I felt exhausted, but proud and
vindicated. I looked around to
see if TSN was there filming
the triumph, but alas, no. I'm
left with only the memory of
the experience, and the satis-
faction of knowing that I did
not allow fear to step in front
of me this time and sideline
me from living.

What about you? Is this the
year you face your fear and
take the plunge? I don’t mean
go off the deep end, but maybe
it’s a much needed job change,
a family move, or dealing
with a tough issue with your
spouse.

Whatever the issue, problem
or challenge, what’s the worst
that could happen? Face your
tear...and don't forget to cross
your legs.
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Upcoming On

Marriage ~

uncensored

™

Making More Money on Less Mistakes
Guest: Tim Cestnick

Love Lost: Living Beyond a Broken
Marriage
Guest: David Hawkins

Dematerializing Our Kids
Guest: Tim Cestnick

TBA

For local broadcast information, visit
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