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A 400-Word Reading Response: The Hand That Let Go
Without a Sound

Reading ' I Learned to Swim', the scene that made me stop is the moment the father
steps into the pool. As a little girl the author clung to the pool edge, crying,
refusing to let go. Her father neither scolded her nor lectured her. He simply took
off his shoes, walked into the water, held her waist with his big hand and said:
don’ t be afraid, I’ve got you. She shut her eyes and blew bubbles under water, one
string after another, and when she opened them again she found she had swum three
meters on her own. The father’s hand had let go at some point without a sound, and he

stood at the edge, smiling and clapping for her.

I read this part several times. What moves me most is the silent letting go. The
father supported her for days, and only released when she could truly swim — and he
released so quietly that she was never frightened. Growing up seems to work the same
way: the hand holding you up lets go while you are not paying attention, and by the
time you notice, you have already swum some distance. The father let go silently
because what he was waiting for was not courage but strength — the hand should leave

only once she could float by herself.
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It reminds me of the month I learned to swim. I was afraid of water too. In the
first lesson I hugged the pool edge and cried. The coach did not rush me. He had me
practise kicking while holding the edge, and his hand stayed under my legs the whole
time. Through the first week that hand was always there. One day in the second week,
kick by kick, my body felt lighter, as if it were floating by itself. The coach
called out: swim to the other side on your own. I held my breath and swam five
meters, and when I lifted my head he was already waiting on the far side. His hand
had let go long before, and I had not known it at all. That day after getting out, my
fingers were pruned white from the water, yet my heart was light, and on the way home

I told my mother: I swam to the other side all by myself.

The author in the article was held up by her father; I was held up by my coach.
What this article taught me is not a swimming stroke but a reassuring sentence: being
afraid of water is not a disaster, and being afraid of anything is not a disaster.
Someone will hold you up at the start, and they will let go quietly at exactly the
right moment. All you have to do is keep kicking, and one day you will find that you

can already swim.
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