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Redemption 
 My last year of little league ended with the state title. The next thing for me would to win one in high school, but the question was what school. I knew football is probably my highest chance of going to college, so deciding a high school was more difficult than I thought. I got accepted into Juan Diego who is known for really great football program. The only down side was that they weren’t 5A but I was leaning towards Juan Diego. I thought a new start would be nice over my home town school, Taylorsville. Taylorsville is known for horrible football program but to turn it around would be something. I chose to stay home and attempt to do the impossible. It was a team known to fail, anyone who knew about the team would agree regardless. Ever since the last successful season, the team began the losing tradition, with wining two or less games a season. Anyone who in right mind would not think of selecting this team especially if the state title was a goal in mind, but I guess I was out of my mind. I chose this team with high confidence and hope that I could help change this team. It wasn’t till I told my father that I was considering going to Taylorsville when I fully decided I was going to Taylorsville. My father and I don’t share that father son bond; I don’t think anyone in my family does. To me I don’t really think of him as one but I guess he is what he is. After I exclaimed that I was considering to go to school at Taylorsville, he told me I was stupid and I wasn’t good enough to take that team anywhere. I wasn’t surprised by his reaction he would of said that to any school I chose. This gave me the biggest motivation to go to Taylorsville, just to prove not just him but others that their wrong.
It was my sophomore year and I was playing under Coach Matich. He influenced me to make my first goal, get big for my senior year. I dedicated all my free time to football from then on. I was started at the quarterback of the junior varsity and I was second to the linebacker position for varsity. During the offseason I worked my tail off giving everything I got to every lifting rep to every sprint, only to insure that I was more than ready to play. The first game I was nervous yet edger to play. I was under center to take the first snap of the season I keep saying to myself two twenty-four triple over and over. Everyone got set, I called the cadence, the center snapped me the ball and opened right and slammed the ball against backs chest while my eyes on the read. The read cut in and hit the back, I took the ball out of the backs hands just in time then I cut right to open field, then before I knew it I was in the end zone. The feeling I had was odd, such a different feel then my pervious touchdowns I’ve sored. It was like a mixture of pure satisfaction with disbelief of how easy it was, but I knew this was just the beginning and more was yet to come. I had my first varsity start as the middle linebacker against one of the biggest teams Granger. I stepped up doing better then what I was expected of.  I  finished the year with a winning season for my Jv team, but sadly the varsity team didn’t do so well, but I didn’t let it kill my confidence and I stayed hungry for the next season. It wasn't till a week before offseason where my confidence in moving the team to success started to fade
It was time to start training for the two-thousand twelve seasons and my head coach announced that he's quitting along with his staff. They might as well have taken my future with them; everything I gained would have to restart. I was in disbelief I had no idea what to think of what the team is going to be like. I felt like he left me and the team to fail just like the recent coaches. The worst part was that the offseason didn’t start till summer. Once the school announced the new head coach I had already lost hope. When I first saw the new coach my first impression was he was the shortest buff guy I've ever seen. He was in process of transferring to Taylorsville from Bear River so no one really has gotten the time to get to know him till the summer. It was a few weeks before the team camp and the team had small practice here and there. My confidence began to arise once the team got going at least till camp started. The team made its depth chart and they put me as starting linebacker and not quarterback. I was hurt by decision, but I had to work what they gave me. 
The beginning of the season didn’t go so well for me. I started the season with no wins, but losing the game was never the worst part. Coming home to my father would remind me that I sucked and I belonged to this kind of team. I tried my best to forget about it and just ignore what he said but sometimes it gets to me. It took every ounce of faith to keep my confidence until a week before region. It was Tuesday practice and the team was doing hitting drills I was up. I got set, once coach blow the whistle I burst off the line and lowered my shoulder and bam the other guy fell to the ground and I got tripped up over him then a loud pop noise accord as I hit the ground. I knew something bad had happened, I felt a weird tingle in my knee. I got up and tried to walk it off but pain was intolerable. I nervously had the trainer checked out my knee, next thing I knew the doctor explains that I tore my meniscus and my season's over. Just like that the feeling of regrets hit, I wished I could go back and chose to go a different school.
 I thought this season couldn’t get any worse. I battled through the pain instead of getting surgery just so I could possibly play another game this season. I tried to play the next game but it was obvious that it was affecting me. I didn’t play much for the rest of the season. The results of the team were disappointing but I learned a lot. I learned senior year comes fast like what I was told my freshmen year and never take granted of ones abilities. The way my knee heal the doctored described as a miracle. After hearing that a boost of motivation appeared to finish what I and my team started. This was the start of our redemption.
A few months after the season end and my knee fully healed. I was eager to start training again. Going around the team there were a few rumors saying were adding on some coaches who were previously at Jordan high school, the team that won state the past season. I was glad and I was hoping they would come here. Time flew by and the coaches from Jordan started coming to the school. They had us start the offseason early than previous year, but unlike the majority of the team I was happy to start training again. The training the coaches put us through was the most challenging and most effective than I have ever done before. Months and months of running and lifting my strength, speed and agility increased enormously. I never felt more ready for football then I ever have. 
Before I knew it was the first game of the season against a team who last year destroyed us by more than five touch downs. I was ready to play. In an unexpected win my team won. I knew this was going to be a good year. After the first win I wasn’t satisfied I wanted more so I practiced every chance I could and when I'm not practicing I'm watching film studying my next opponent in result I won next few games. Starting out with wins was the best thing to come home to. The student body was looking up at the new team and we gained respect. I don’t remember the last time so many people told me good job after game it was good feeling. Unfortunately I lost the next two games however, it didn’t break me nor did the team down we know we probably were going to have a perfect season or at least I knew. The following week of practice I and the other captains did everything we could to get the team out of the slump and get back on the winning wagon and back on it we did. I looked up the rankings for the team and we were below everyone in our region. I knew this team is going to shock the state proving them all wrong.
Region started and I remembered from early in the season that the region champ was between my team and Granger, my team was still noted the underdog but weren’t going down without a fight. The game was close we passed by the win by a field goal with a three point victory this was another unexpected victory for us. The following weeks were remotely similar. Each week we were the underdogs and we overcame. I was thrilled after the win over cottonwood because that win gave the first time in a long while that Taylorsville was region champions and got the first seat in the playoffs. Just being part of this experience was amazing and it wasn’t over.
 I started preparing for the playoffs as soon night after the game recent game against west. I spent all most of my time watching film that weekend. The week of practiced felt too relaxed I don’t know if it was the nervous feeling or suffering from lack of sleep. The night before the big game I finally got a good night’s rest, sooner as I thought it was game time and kickoff entered the field. After the first quarter I was devastated the look upon the eyes of the other seem like the game was over. The second quarter didn’t look any better than the last. After half time the third and fourth quarter past by fast. I was sad the season was over but I wasn't sad that I didn’t win a state title. After shaking hands with the opponent, I went around hugged and thanked all the coaches and players for everything. 
Once the field started cleared and the bleachers started to fade. I went to the center of the field I glanced at the north side of the field, and then all my memories started to replay as I rotated to glancing at the rest of the field. Then it hit me, it was over no more Friday nights under the lights, no more practices no more. As the tears started to come out  I came to acceptances that helping a team with a losing tradition to a team who went against the odds to become the new Taylorsville felt if not the same better than winning a state title with another team. I took a brief moment to take one last look then I walked off the field the last time as a Taylorsville warrior. 
      
