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The crowd went wild.

| was in the stands, surrounded by a sea of cheering fans.

| couldn’t help but feel a surge of energy coursing through my veins.
We watched the cheerleaders dance and jump.

The warm embrace of spring enveloped the school’s football stadium, infusing
the air with a sense of anticipation and excitement.

The football season was well underway, and tonight’'s game promised to be a
thrilling spectacle.

Jenkins High was playing against Pinewood Academy.
When the cheerleaders were done, it was time for the game to start.

With bated breath, | watched as the players took to the field, their uniforms
gleaming under the floodlights as they prepared to do battle against their
rivals.

The atmosphere crackled with electricity, the tension palpable as the opening
whistle sounded, signaling the start of the game.

As the action unfolded before me, | found myself swept up in the exhilarating
chaos of the game, cheering wildly with the crowd as each play unfolded.

For a brief moment, all of life’s worries and uncertainties faded into the
background, replaced by the adrenaline that came from watching football.

And as | looked out onto the field, watching James, pride swelled in my chest.

The stadium erupted into a cacophony of cheers and applause as James
leaped into the air.



His outstretched hands snatched the football from the air with precision.
He was amazing. My voice joined those of the crowd.

But even as | cheered for James’s athletic prowess on the field, my thoughts
drifted to the past couple of weeks.

James and his father had never had that talk, the one where they discussed
James’s future and his reluctance to pursue football professionally.

It seemed that James was still a part of the football team because his father
wanted him to be, and despite his protests, he appeared to be enjoying
himself out on the field.

| couldn’t deny that James had a natural talent for football, his athleticism and
skill evident in every play.

But | also knew that his heart lay elsewhere, his dreams reaching far beyond
the confines of the football field.

As | continued to cheer for James from the stands, a sense of unease gnawed
at the edges of my consciousness.

Was | being selfish in wanting him to pursue his dreams, even if they didn’t
align with his father’s expectations?

Or was | simply trying to support him in following his own path, regardless of
the obstacles that stood in his way?

Outside of the football field, James and | had been studying diligently, pouring
over textbooks and lecture notes late into the night.

We’d been working so very hard.

As the football game continued, the roar of the crowd echoed through the
stadium, punctuated by the occasional cheer or groan as plays unfolded on
the field.

Despite the excitement of the game, my mind kept drifting back to the English
assignment James and | had submitted earlier.

| couldn’t help but worry about James.



With football practice consuming much of his time leading up to this game, he
hadn’t had as much opportunity to focus on the assignment as | had.

As | cheered for him from the stands, a small part of me hoped that he had
managed to juggle his commitments effectively and still produce quality work.

With each passing minute, the tension mounted, both on the field and within
me.

| stole glances at James whenever | could, trying to gauge his demeanor and
glean any insight into how he was feeling about the game and, more
importantly, about our assignment.

But James seemed focused, his attention firmly fixed on the game as he
played with skill and determination.

Despite the pressure of the moment, he appeared calm and composed.

He really had the ability to rise to the occasion under even the most
challenging circumstances.

As the game progressed, | turned to my friends Lola and Sadhvi, who were
seated beside me in the stands.

“‘Have you guys heard back from any colleges yet?” | asked, trying to distract
myself from the nerves of waiting for acceptance letters.

Lola shook her head, her eyes bright with excitement.

“Not yet, but I'm hoping to hear back soon. | applied to a bunch of schools, but
I’'m really crossing my fingers for UCLA.”

Sadhvi nodded in agreement, a hopeful smile playing on her lips.

“I applied early decision to NYU, so | should be hearing back any day now. I'm
keeping my fingers crossed!”

As we chatted, Addison cheered enthusiastically from the sidelines.
“Go, Lucas!” she shouted, her enthusiasm. “Go James!”

| turned my attention back to the football field in time to see James break free
from the opposing defense.



He sprinted towards the end zone.

He scored the winning touchdown.

The crowd erupted into a deafening roar. | screamed until my throat hurt.
James was engulfed by his teammates.

Their jubilant cheers blended with the thunderous applause of the crowd.
James was lifted into the air by his teammates.

Along with them were Lucas, Keith, and Axel.

Their faces were alight with joy.

| couldn’t help but smile at the sight.

My heart swelled with pride at his incredible achievement.

Then, amidst the sea of cheering fans, James'’s gaze found mine.

His eyes shone with exhilaration as he waved in my direction.

A surge of warmth flooded through me as | returned his wave.

| was unable to contain the swell of admiration that filled my heart.

In that moment, as James grinned from ear to ear, his joy infectious and
boundless, | knew that all the hard work and dedication had been worth it.

Seeing him revel in the thrill of victory, surrounded by his teammates and
basking in the adulation of the crowd, filled me with an overwhelming sense of
pride and happiness.

| blew him a kiss.
James blew me a kiss in return.

| watched James revel in the spotlight, his talent shone brightly on the football
field.



He looked so natural out there, so effortlessly in his element, that it was easy
to forget about college plans.

Was he really sure he wanted to give up a possible future as an NFL star so
that he could attend MIT with me?

The question echoed in my mind, casting a shadow over the euphoria of his
victory.

| couldn’t deny James’s talent or his passion for the game.

His skill and dedication were evident in every play, his potential as an NFL
player undeniable.

And yet, | couldn’t shake the nagging feeling that he was sacrificing his
dreams for the sake of mine.

| couldn’t help but wonder if he had truly thought through the implications of
his decision.

Was he prepared to walk away from a future in football, from the fame and
fortune that awaited him, in pursuit of a different path?

| started doubting that MIT was the right decision for James.
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