The Turning Point

The small, sneaking fear began almost immediately. I can pinpoint the moment because I lay on the ground in immense pain, with stadium lights blazing in my face. The soccer player I had just caught had gotten by me at the last second. I had run at full throttle from the other side of the field to stop her drive. As I cut to block her, I hit the ground. Seconds later, the whistle blew. The play was over and the offender had had not scored; I had forced her approach so that her angle was off alignment. 

Try as I might, I could not stand. Tears streamed down my face from the pain while my teammates circled around me. It was not a desirable position and I did not want the spectators to see me broken. However, I couldn’t get myself under control. After what felt like hours, I was able to stagger and stumble off the field. Everyone assured me that I had simply stretched a couple simple ligaments in my knee. With some rest and the appropriate exercise, I would be back on the field in no time. I wanted to believe them; I had to believe them. What would I do if I was so badly injured that I could no longer play soccer, run track or compete on the swim team?

Playing sports and competing are as natural to me as breathing air. I have done it for years. Surely, they knew what they were talking about. There was hardly any swelling and by the game’s half time, I was jogging on the sideline. I could not wait to go back in. I pushed the fear behind me and remained hopeful.

The next day, my coach and trainer assured me that it was just a pull. I left the office, unconvinced. The fear intensified. What would my life be if I could no longer play sports? Over the next several days and after seeing a host of doctors, enduring multiple examinations, x-rays and an MRI, all my fears were realized. I was told I had torn my ACL.  I had to have surgery and would not be able to play sports - any sports - until I had fully rehabilitated my knee. With intense and disciplined physical therapy, I might be able to compete in six to seven months.   

Nothing had prepared me for this news. It’s been said, “What doesn't kill us makes us stronger.” Friedrich Nietzsche, the German Philosopher credited with this quote had summed up what I was feeling. After playing so many sports for such a long time, I never thought anything like this could happen to me nor I would ever find myself in this type of situation. However, my love for sports coupled with discipline that is required to play has served me well. Conditioning, practicing, and competing have only prepared me for the tasks ahead. I am committed to get back to the field of play, and I’m convinced I will be stronger. 

