
I took Bella over to the pool.  She was 7 months old, and struggling to get out of my hold.  Her focus was on the kids in the pool.  I couldn’t begrudge her, so I set her down.  She walked right into the pool.  Terror was my only companion for a moment...

I didn’t think I was that close, and the water shimmered in a way that made me thirsty.  I touched it and was surprised to see it wasn’t made out of anything.  How could something so pretty not want to be in my hands? So I touched it more persistently.  I don’t remember if I jumped, or slipped but the jeweled water was over my head.  I could hear my heart,, and I looked up to see a brilliant shadow.  

The arm that pierced through not only grabbed me roughly, it made feel guilty for trespassing.

“Mama? Mama?” I questioned incessantly to hide my fear of having been caught.  But she wasn’t there to save me. 


“Sanju, kee kar reya si [what are you doing?” shouted my annoying cousin. 

I now realize that while I felt like I was in the water for minutes, the water had barely gotten to know my bald head for milliseconds before I was yanked out.  Somehow, my memory is longer than that of the actual event.  I made my life bigger than it was, almost like the preview of a movie that looks brilliant but in most cases is a rehashed version of a dozen bad movies.  
That day became the day “Sanjay almost drowned and Micky saved him” That is episode #1 of how I am always rescued by my family Isn’t it just special that 5 year old Sanju got was rescued by Micky.  Aren’t we all lucky that he was just in time to save him?   
The truth was probably more like my dog Bella seeing something pretty and walking into it, safe in the knowledge that I would keep her safe.  She was as unseeing as I was, not just to death but the fact her life was built because of others.   It’s a burden that can almost feel like drowning sometimes.
