Tripping


Crack! Ok so this is definitely not the way I wanted to start my story. I mean starting a story with an injury can only make it seem like the entire school will be one big sob story. I guess I could blame it on my mother because she once said that ‘the journey of a thousand miles begins with the first step.’ Maybe she wanted me to go on one of these journeys to find out something that I didn’t know before or she has it in for me. Even then I didn’t know that this ‘great’ saying was going to affect me in the way that it did. But in order for you to fully understand the entire meaning of this quote you would probably need to know what happened.


School had started and everyone was getting back into the way things were. Old friends reunited, and new friends were made. Of course being here for the past three years you know mostly everyone. And then you get that one person who you wish you knew so much more about. His name was Lucas and for the past year he was the little pet that had to follow around one of my friends. We talked casually and went to the movies in groups (of course his ‘master’ was always there). Don’t get me wrong she was a nice girl and one of my friends, but she never let him out of her sight. I wasn’t like all the other girls at my school, I could keep a secret. Especially one about whom I liked. I always thought that Lucas was such a great guy and I was happy for the two of them. But I always wondered what we would be like together. Then of course you get that one phone call from your friend saying that the two of them broke up and you are really sad for them (and of course deep down your jumping around like a crazy person). I wasn’t going to go after him, even though she moved really far away. We would stay friends, plus I didn’t think that he had any interest in me.


   I would say that it was a week into school and two days into soccer practice. I knew that this year would be great and that I would make varsity and captain. But I guess I got a little a head of my self, and wasn’t paying as much attention to my feet as I should have been. CRACK! Yes, that was the end of the soccer season for me. There I was sprawled across the field crying and praying that it was ok. I’m pretty sure it wasn’t because the next day my ankle was the size of grapefruit. My parents and coaches insisted that it was just a sprain and I would be back on it in a week. I was all right with that prediction and stayed off of it. Hoping and praying every night that it would be better before the twenty-fourth. Why the twenty-fourth you ask? Because that was the day when the scouts for the Chelsea Woman’s Soccer team were coming to my field to scout me. So I had a good two weeks to become fully recovered. 

I got through the first week with no problems but something wasn’t right. My ankle was still really sore and was stilled discolored like something that you would find at the exit of a rollercoaster. So my parents had the brilliant thought of taking me to the doctor. Of course going to the doctor never brings good news and this time was no exception. The doctor was convinced that it was broken and that I would be off of it for a good four weeks. This was definitely not what I wanted to hear. That’s when all my dreams came to a stop and randomly blew up. I couldn’t believe that I wouldn’t be ready for the scouts. My world had come crashing down and exploded with a whisper. 

So I had two choices; let my ankle fully heal and be able to use it in the future or play on it with the chance of totally messing it up (along with the try outs). We’ll I had absolutely no say in anything and my parents put the thing in a cast. There are no words for how angry I was! I now would miss the scout and pretty much all my chance for being on the team. But even though I was off of my ankle for four weeks I was still on the school team. I still had to show up for practice and help out but I didn’t have to stay on the bench the whole time. I really liked that part of deal because one of the coaches from the boy’s soccer team came over to ask me for help. Apparently the coaches weren’t the best with a camera and all the boys needed pictures taken for the records. So I agreed to help take the pictures, which was a really smart idea. With all the excitement over my ankle I had completely forgotten that Lucas was on the boy’s soccer team. I was more then happy to take his picture, but of course I had to have a blonde moment and forget how to use the camera. He felt sorry for me and gave me a hand. I guess something must have been right in the moment because we really started to talk from then on. We went to the movies a couple times, but the last time we went was the best. We were walking out of the movie theater when he grabbed my hand and kissed me. I don’t think I have ever been so happy in my entire life! I guess you could say that all the pieces just fell in place after that.      

We dated for while and in that time my ankle had healed. Of course that was three weeks past the twenty-fourth and my dream was crushed. I guess I would have to get on with my life (even though I didn’t want to give up my dream). So the cast was off and I was back at practice on the school team. I had no problem with that; I still got to play the game that I loved. I could still tell that this season was going to be awesome and it turned out that I did make varsity. That definitely made my month much better then it was. Being at practice made me feel alive again (mostly because the entire time I was broken I felt as though someone sucked out my soul). Running down the field had never felt better. That was, until, my coach came over with a very fit man wearing a Chelsea Woman’s Soccer team jacket. I couldn’t believe my eyes, it was the head coach for the Chelsea Woman’s Soccer team. My coach introduced him to me and I nearly fainted when he told me that he was to give me a second chance. Apparently when he found out that I had broken my ankle he decided to come back. I couldn’t believe it I could feel my heart beating as though it was going to bust out of my chest! I tied my shoes and fixed my shin pads. I was scared though, what if I tripped again? I didn’t want to mess up my only chance at my dream. I couldn’t even step on the field. Of course my coach had stopped practice and the boy’s team had come over to watch as well. It seemed as though my feet had become stone and I needed someone with a chisel. That’s when Lucas came over and saved my life by pushing me onto the field and telling me that everything was going to be ok. That’s when the whistle blew and I was flying down the field as the head coach instructed me on what to show him. All I knew at that moment was that someone had unlocked the door to my dream and I was finally aloud to enter. My teammates cheered for me, as I impressed the head coach. I was on fire!

Finally the next day I got the call that changed my life. I was in! I had passed though the tryouts and made the team. On top of all of that I made varsity and the first practice was that day. I was ready. Fear was no longer in my vocabulary. But then I started to think, if I hadn’t hurt my ankle, none of this would have happened to me. I wouldn’t have grown and learned that you should not let fear control you. I guess that’s that my mom meant by ‘the journey of a thousand miles begins with the first step’. Well, in my case, the first trip.                    
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