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The water was rough as I made my swim,
The current so strong, flowing against me.

I fought angrily with the water until my body 
was dead, 

But the water seemed to throw me around with 
ease,

As if I was as light as a snowflake,
But I did not give up. 

Something inside me told me that I needed to 
reach this place, this island,

Which seemed so close from the shoreline.

I made my way through the water and waves.
I had finally reached my destination. I did 

it.
I felt a wave of relief through my body.

I felt like a champion, I had hit the game-
winning shot and was holding the trophy,

But there was one problem:
I was alone, isolated.

There were no cheering crowds
chanting my name;

In fact, there was nobody at all—
Nobody to even give me a mere pat on the back 

or a “good job.” 

Where were my cheering fans?
I was suddenly saddened and needed to go 

home.
When I reached my house on that gloomy day,
Which had seemed much sunnier that morning,

I waited— Waited for anything, 
Anyone to knock on my door or give me a call,
But no one called or came; it was as if I had 

done nothing; 
All my hard work was meaningless.

It had gone unnoticed. 
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