What would it take?

By Bruce Hemenway, Training Specialist

| have said many times to many people, “I refuse to
live my life in fear.” But is that really an accurate
statement? How much does fear control our lives on
a day to day basis? Fear’s possibly, we are not even
aware of? For example; why don’t you start that
new business you have thought about for years or
why don’t you stand up for yourself at work or why
don’t you take that next level certification exam or

in some cases take the level 1 exam? Plain and
simple, it is fear.

FAILURE! Fear of failure and rejection are of two
of mankind’s greatest fears. Those fears keep us
from achieving many otherwise attainable
accomplishments in our lives. There are also other
kinds of fear, like all the phobia’s; fear of spiders,
water, heights, close quarters, darkness and the list
goes on. All fear is real, and prevents us from
discovering new, rewarding, profitable, challenging
and fun things in life.

So, what would it take to conquer the possible
fear(s) you may have in your life? | have found in
my life there is usually an underlying reason for any
fear. It may be helpful to take the time to
understand where a particular fear has come from.
Understanding ourselves, | believe is a healthy
exercise. Life is a series of choices, from the small
ones we make each day that come and go to the
larger ones that can affect us the rest of our life. The
best choices made will not be fear based, but from
open, sound, healthy, uninhibited minds.

I'd like to tell a story from my life and what it took
to conquer a fear that controlled me to the point of
not allowing me to do something | really wanted to
do. But first | need to disclose what that fear was
and how | happened to attain it. It was Closter
phobia. | came by it because someone much bigger
than me, when | was 5 years old, wrapped me
tightly in a blanket and held me there for more than
a reasonable amount of time. I really thought | was
going to die. At 5 years old, | knew | was afraid of
tight dark places and why | had become fearful.

I grew up in central California in the Sierra Nevada
foothills, right smack dab in the heart of the Mother
Lode. You remember, the California Gold Rush.

There were not only mine shafts and mine tunnels,
but many natural caverns to explore. My friends and
I would go, as we called it, caving. Well, | would go
to the cave alright, but | could not bring myself to
enter the darkness more than a few feet.

So the scenario was; we would all go to a particular
mine or cavern, we had most of them named. We
would all get ready to go in, then, away we’'d go.
Except, my journey would end within the next 50
feet. The others would go and explore the
underground expanse while | would wait at the
entrance for their return. My memories of the
adventure were limited to what others talked about
when they returned. Every time we went caving, |
just knew that that would be the time something
miraculous would happen and | could force myself
to overcome my fear and stay with the group.

One fall afternoon, Dale, Norman and | went to the
Purple People Eater. That was the name we had
given a mine tunnel located about two miles from
town. Dale was a teenager in high school. Norman
and | were in the'8grade. | knew from other’s that
in the Purple People Eater on the right side of the
tunnel in the floor there were two vertical shafts.
They were about ten feet apart and twenty to thirty
feet deep. | also knew if you were to keep to the left
side, staying close to the wall, you could make your
way safely by the two shatfts.



I had told them that this timéWAS GOING IN.

Well, we did our usual, including my 50 or so feet

of adventure. To get to this mine, we would go to
the east end of town. Then go down Pine Grove Hill
which is a very steep half mile downgrade. Then at
the bottom, cross a bridge over a small creek, take a
left on a gravel road another mile or so. At that

point we took another left onto a dirt road that dead

ended just above the creek. We then had to go down §

a rather steep hill, cross the creek and up the other
side which was also very steep, to the mine.

So away they went, again. | knew from experience
just about how long they would be in the mine. That
time came and went. | went to the entrance and
called out very loudly, Dale, Norman. Nothing
came back but silence. | called several times, even
turning it around, Norman, Dale. Nothing. My
thought was, | must get help, something has
happened. | slid down the steep hill to the creek,
scrambled up the other side to the dirt road, then as
fast as | could go | started running toward town.
Then, | stopped. | don’'t have time to make it to
town | thought, they need heflOW! As fast as |
could, I got back to the entrance of the mine.

The only device | had for light was my Zippo

lighter, and yes, | was a smoker in tiegBade.

They had taken the flash light and candles with
them. So in | went, stopping along the way to call
their names. | stayed real close to the left wall of
that tunnel | can assure you. | was not able to move
fast as the lighter would go out. Sometimes | would
have to stop and put out the flame to let the metal
case of the lighter cool. | would then find myself in
complete darkness. | got by the two vertical shafts

but still could not find Dale and Norman. Then on
one of my stops to cool the metal case, in the
darkness ahead, | saw two little orange glows. |
called again, but still no response. | relit the little
Zippo and continued further into the mine. Finally,
when | got to the little orange lights, | found it was
Norman and Dale sitting on the floor of the cave,
one on one side and one on the other having a
smoke. The little orange lights were the glow from
their cigarettes.

For the rest of my life | will never forget what Dale
said to me first, “Well, | see you finally made it.”
How a young man in high school had such an
understanding of the human mind I'll never know,
but it worked. Somehow he had figured that my
concern for my friends would overcome my fear of
the cave and its darkness.

From that day forward | never held back, | went in
every hole in the ground | could find. Including,
crossing back and forth under the highway through
the culvert pipes.

So what did it take for me to overcome my fear of
dark and tight places? | found that my fear was less
important to me than my concern for my friends. |
knew that my fear had not come from some close
call in a mine or cavern. | knew it had come from a
bad child hood experience. Would | have been able
to enter that mine that day to look for my friends if |
had not have considered what the source of my fear
was? | guess we will never know, but | think,
because | knew the source, | could finally let it go.
From then on, often times it was only Norman and |
that would venture into the tight push your way



through size openings to see what was ahead. | was
set free that day from my fear of dark and tight
places.

My whole purpose in writing this article is an
attempt for those of you who have not made the
choice to take a certification exam, whatever level,
1, 2, 3 or 4, to consider what is preventing you from
making the decision to take the exam. Fear of
failure, do you think that everyone, that has any
grade level, has always gotten it on the first
attempt? Not likely.

As the Training Specialist for OAWU, | know from
talking with some of you, there are many qualified
people that could reach that next level of
certification if only you would break through that
fear, by taking the exam, and exposing that fear as
invalid.

Good Luck!



