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The person who is continually as-

sailed with doubts of ability never
does anything well and is one to be
pitied. Being afraid that whatever
one does will be wrong results in a
feeble, unsatisfactory effort at ac-
complishment

If such a mental condition be-

comes chronic, winning a victory in
the battle with fear is next to impos-
sible. Whether a decisive move is
made to change that state of mind is
something that each individual must
decide alone.

In some fields of endeavor, being
afraid would result fatally. It is ab-
solutely essential that such workers
be devoid of fear. Take the actors
who make the motion picture thril-
lers, for example. If they went into
their work with a worry, a fear that
they couldn't go through with the
program of danger, many of them
would be killed. Men who guide
aeroplanes tell me that they forget
to be afraid up in the air. The work-
ers who place the steel girders in the
skyscrapers cannot afford to worry
about falling. They probably would
take a tumble if they did. The long
distance swimmer cannot enter a
race fearing his chances of finishing.
And so down the line of hazardous.
occupations. All of them demand a
lack of fear.

After I had been swimming for
several months I thought I had suc-
ceeded quite admirably in my con-
quest of fear. I was no longer afraid
of the water. My instructor was
pointing enthusiastically to the va-
rious strokes I had mastered. I had
become a proficient water pupil and
I was feeling mighty good about it.

About this time I was induced to
enter a public swimming contest at
an athletic club in Philadelphia. I J

consented willingly. It seemed easy
enough.

But when I reached our dressing
room on the night we were to com-
pete, I was fairly bowled over with
a distressing, nauseating fear a
fear of everything. It was disheart-
ening and discouraging, after I had
thought so confidently that I had
banished my fears. There I was,
huddled over in a corner, thinking
all sorts of vague, unpleasant things.

I had never appeared in public in
a bathing suit What would people
say? I simply couldn't do it I was
foolish to think I could compete be-

fore a crowd. I wouldn't These
were the thoughts that held my mind
in a grip. I was about to give way
to being afraid when a girl friend
urged me to hurry. She was so non-
committal about her preparation
that I didn't have the courage to tell
her I was scared.

I was nervous and upset with
doubts when I finally donned my
bathing suit.

"Oh, well," I thought, "I probably
won't do much. And if anybody
laughs at me I just know I'll die of
fright"

1 was in a daze when I lined up
with the other girls for the dive. But
when I struck the water all my old
confidence came back to me and I
swam like fury. I didn't win the
race, but I was the happiest girl in
the crowd because I had won a little
fight of my own that no one knew
anything about

My first public contest was much
like the maiden appearance in court
of-- a lawyer friend of mine, according
to his story of that event in his life.
He had been out of law school only
a short time and his work had been
chiefly that of a clerk in the office.
One day when the older members of
the firm were all busy on important
cases he was ordered to appear in
court to present a minor matter.
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