Setting Description

The Tire Swing

The setting that I chose is the tire swing in my backyard. Pretty much most of my childhood was spent on that swing. I still remember the time when we first got it; my dad was climbing up my big willow tree. I was so scared that he would fall, but he made it through, safe and sound. I was so excited to try it out. I was also very scared that the rope would rip.  As an eight year old child, I saw the swing made as a sort of hero, and made me feel like my life was complete.  The swing hung down from a branch 15 ft high. It was tied to a rope that had four knots down and the tire was attached to that rope which was attached to an orange rope. The orange rope was tied to the tire on 4 different spots, creating four different sections. 

We had a ladder going up the tree, giving us a plat form for us to jump off of onto the tire, and also the tree was a good spot too. When we first got it, the tire was so shiny, and plump. Me and my friends would walk home everyday from school and would jump on the swing and play on it until the mosquitoes would come out.  I was the best pusher and could even push them over the fence. Sometimes we would have one person pushing from the ground, towards the tree and someone would have to jump onto it off the tree. I had spent my whole childhood on that swing. 

Whether I was there with my friends playing a game; with my brother just spending a whole day lazing around; or I was by myself either bored out of my mind, or had something to think about. We only spent time on it during the summer, it was left untouched during the winter, it was a summer thing.

Time passed and I grew older. I wasn’t as short as I used to be so when I stood on the swing, my face would brush past through the branches of my great willow tree. The ladder that leaned against my tree started to mold and turned into a dirty brown colour. The rope holding the tire was tattered, giving me splinters in my hand as I held on tight. The white paint mostly scraped off, is now just a patchy mess. The older I got, the more I forgot about my swing, just like how I forgot about parts of my childhood. 


Now, when I look out my kitchen window, once in a while, I see my swing. It hangs there still. My ladder is gone, due to the damage done by the years passed. My friends and I don’t go to the swing anymore. We can’t push each other over the fence, or jump onto it from the tree. 

It’s only meaning now is just a mere symbol for a memory. It is a part of my childhood, a reminder of my summer days, when I would be outside everyday. One time I went outside, walked up to my swing and sat on it. I was overwhelmed with the longing for the days from the past. The times when I didn’t care what was happening around the world, didn’t worry about school, just only knew to have fun, let my imagination run wild. The tree creaked as I swung back and forth, a sound that never used to be there.


As time passed, the tire swing became forgotten and beaten just like my memories of my childhood, but I still need it. I look at it sometimes, and it reminds me of the warm summer sun on my skin, the sounds of the screams and laughter on the swing, the memories with my friends and family. It has a significant existence in my life in the past, present, and the future.   
