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Descend In Through Fear

P'm notreally sure how my morbi fear of death sparked, but | do remember when |
realized it existed. 1 was watching a documentary on the history channcl about Albert
Einstein. The documetary included interviews with Einsein’s family and close friends, and
they were all asked i they knew i instin was afraid of death. At irst it sccmed strange to
me, for somoone o actually fear death. Cin someone fear death? The words “ajraid of death”
just bounced off the television and resonated within my head. Then the idea stared to
saturate. [ was suddenly infatuated by death. How does it feel? What happens afer? Images
afflited with the word flooded my mind, and whe I realized I couldn'trepel them, my fear
grasped a hold of me even tighter. | was barely ix years old and nervously shaking duc toa _
sudden fear of the inevitabie. o~
But seven years laer, when | was enjoying my city’s county fair, death was far from
my mind. Thirteen years old and fresh into summer, my brain was flled with thoughts of
good food, good fimes with friends, and the hot chick working a the com-dog stand. The fair
s the place 1o be at the tart of summer, With good company, bright sights and smells, and
the forever-legendary ridcs,the county fair is an attractive event for many. Most tiricen year
olds who have lived in San Diego for a while, arc cxperts at “going to” the fair. [ knew the
best food stands, where and when which concerts were held, and I had ridden almostal of the
rides.

“The ides are the main reason of why kids go fothe fair. The bright neon color
schemes, the sounds of laughter, and the swift movements of the carts, always seemed (o
bring my mind into  bref stae of irvana. At thirtecn years ld, | was a veteran of The Hard
Rock, an expert of The Crazy Mouse, and I was a connoisseur on Karikaze. Howeser, there
‘was ane ride [ nver got a chance to indulge.

Eyery fifteen minutes (or so) everyone present, a (slowly) the same time squints
through the sun upwards with a sort of 90-degree angle deer i the headlights look, i order to
seea certain ride’s next victim, The ride is simply named, but siznds intimidating on is own.
‘Bungee Jump includes a 200 foot,fie truck red, crane, a cage that fits four, a 140 foot
bungee, and a loud, incredibly obnoxious MC. Basically the cart goes up, the victim stands on
a four-by-six inch piece of tin, and then leaps off in through fear. The bungee pulls him/her
back up, and the cart goes down. I lways enjoy watching & couple or so every year.
‘Sometimes they jump. Otir times they just trn around and re-enter the cart,ooly (0 be:
grected with boo's from 200 feet below. I hrilled me to watch someone come 5o close to
death. It eminded me of my love-hate relationship with my ultimate phobis.

“Clldoitif you doit”

‘The sentence surprised me, and when | heard it wasn't sure what my friend Aaron
was referring to.

“What, the Bungee Jump?"

“Yea, Pll doitif you doit”




[image: image2.jpg]For some reason, at that moment I was convinced to do something 1 knew I didn’t
want to, within a matter of seconds. [ could hear my dad'voice going off in my head

“Sure, great idea, thea tomorrow you can follow him off a clifft”
1 basically did just that.

‘The ride up was uncomfortable. My hands were sweaty; my hat was on 0o tight, and
the hamess that straddied my s like some mix befween a seat belt and a pretzel didn't help
oo much cither. Before going up the MC’s assistant made sure [ was the proper weight,
reviewed me on the safety tips, and then helped me empty my wallet, There were only thrce
of us in that cart but it tll secmed to move slower than a slug on sandpaper.

‘The view from two hundred feetis memorabl. I could sce the rides below flowing
like clockwork, a wall of palm trees behind them, standing tall and proud, and behind that, the
‘majestic, immortal Pacific Ocean which requires no more description than that. As we inched
upward, time began to slow down t0 the milisecond.

It 00k the jolt of the carts brakes to tear me away from my deep meditation. The
assistant stood up and opened the cart door after briefing me one final time. It only took three.
steps 10 thetin-plank. My blood went cold, and my heart began t0 beat harder. I stared below
to the peaple whom I had just been standing safely with. They looked peaceful and together.
It made me feel alone. Time stopped corpletely, the wind died, and all sound was muted in
my head. T held my arms up, and pushed my weight forward, staring at the bare concrete
below that would be painted red i perhaps my cable broke. Offthe cliff 1 go.

My mind flashed with images of my father that moming, the lemonade Ice-E I had had
ton minutes before, and then the night | Iearned of my one and only phobia. My then,_.
displayed my pale Tifeless body within a wooden bos, rotting away for al etermitSifit then
suddenly, at about 150 feet I had an epiphany. Everyone dies; i’s  part of . d that

at that moment, T had anywhere from 2 seconds to 100 years Iof o live, and that no matter

‘what I should enjoy it. IF  was eventually going o rotin some box for ll etemnity, I knew that
Thad to live each day I had alive to the fullest, And that is exactly what I swore to myself to

do, for the rest of my life.

According to the laws of physics, it takes  one hundred pound mass 3.24 seconds to
free-fall 200 feet. For me however, it seemed much longer. s intercsting how quickly and "
for what reasons a mind can change. T guess ultimately, you have to get up next o a wall, in
order to get over t. My fear of death always brought hesitation over me. I had o g0 to the
extreme in order for me to realize that fearing anything inevitable is futle.

‘When 1 hit 0 feet above the ground, my bungee tightened, coiled, allowed my head to
hang a tintalizing six fect above ground, and then shot me back upwards. 1 knew right then
that no matter what happened | would enjoy lifc, and live it toits fllest. I'm seventeen years
old right iow, and I till hold true to my vows | made o mysclf that sunny day at the fair




