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Stark white walls,
pictures of the
human body and
paper crinkling
underneath me as I
sat strutting my leg
nervously. My
coach, mother, and I
are waiting for the
doctor to come in the

room with the news. Three of them
show up, wearing the long white
lab coats. One of the doctors asked
about my knee while the others are
observing and jotting down notes.
“How does it feel?  Where does it
hurt?” he asked. I point to where it
hurts. He presses down gently and
I grit my teeth on how awful the
pain felt. He observes the look on
my face, and asked “Is that where
it hurts? “ “Yeah,” I answered. He
turns to the other doctors and they
all stare at each other for a while.

He then looks at me and told
me it could be something serious
because the pain has been present
for over four months now and it
hasn’t gotten any better. He looks
at me very closely and tells me I
will need an MRI to see what the
problem is and depending on how
it goes, I might need physical ther-
apy or maybe even surgery. 

That’s when I stare out into
space, dazing off thinking to
myself “Another injury? Can this
one take me out for my senior year
of football?” I almost get mad at
myself for thinking that every time
I’m on the right path something
always tries to bring me down, but
I don’t let it happen.

I remembered my first injury,
when I caught a concussion after I
hit my head pretty hard during a
practice. Then a back injury landed
me on Physical Therapy at Bronx
Lebanon Hospital for over a year. 

I started to think “What would
happen if I don’t play football any-
more, would I go back to hanging
on the streets?” then I answered
myself “No, I won’t because foot-

ball changed me; I became a differ-
ent person after I started playing.”

Before football, it would be
3:25 p.m. when I would be on the
28 bus coming from Evander
Childs Campus. I would text my
friend Joel, asking him what were
we going to do? and he would
answer “Idk, I guess we’ll see what
happens”. I would be anxious to go
home and hang out with my
friends. 

By the time I got home, it would
be 4:30 p.m. so I would take off my

school clothes, and changed into
my Nike shorts, shirt, and sandals
and head outside. Say “Wassup ?”
to all my friends, most of them
would be high on weed. However,
as soon as I got there, all of them
would ask “You down to rob the
African store for some t-shirts?” At
that point, my smile would turn
into a serious face. I would dis-
agree and say no, then my friend
Joel would responded “Aw c’mon
man, you gonna act like that now?”
I would then say “I’m not going to

rob them; I’m not tryin’ to get
locked up man.” All of them being
infuriated by my response would
stare me down puzzled. Joel would
say, “Ok man, I guess we’ll catch
you later then”, and walk away.

Now with football in my life I
walk to the Varsity Boys’ Locker
Room right after school. I take off
my school clothes, talk trash about
what was happening on Sports
Center, with my teammates Jose
and Rashad while putting on my
onion-smelled shoulder pads,
laughing and having a good time.
Then, I warm up; run 10 laps
around that big green field while
Yelissa and her friends watch us.
Coach Lewis, Coach Press, and
Coach Kevin then come to the
middle of the field, and call every-
one over to let us know how prac-
tice is scheduled for the day. We
run plays back to back in 40 degree
weather, cold air blowing out of
our mouths as we yelled out play
changes. Then, my team and I fin-
ish practice and I’ll say a speech in
the middle of the huddle telling all
of them, looking at their faces, of
how proud I was of them. I was.
By the time practice was done, it is
7:00 P.M at night; we take off the
sweaty and smelly equipment, get
dressed, wait for each other, and
leave as a team.

…“Do you understand?” asked
the doctor, my face puzzled for a
second, “Um, yes doc.” “Ok,
Marlon, I guess we’ll schedule an
emergency appointment on
Monday for your MRI. Take care
and I’ll see you on Monday” he
said with his hand reaching out for
a handshake. I shook his hand, got
up from the chair and walked out
the door. As I am walking out the
door, Coach Press puts his arms
around my neck, and tells me
secretly, “You’re gonna be alright
champ, don’t worry about it,” I
then looked into his eyes and
responded, “I know coach ... I
know.”

This Game Changed My Life!

Marlon
Hernandez

12th Grade
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