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 When I walk through the doors, everything else seems to disappear. 
Things don’t go away completely, but nothing else matters anymore. The 
bright lights make everything clearer, but all I care about is what happens 
inside the lines. Although it’s one of  the noisiest places I’ve ever experienced, 
the only things I can hear are the squeaks of  my teammates’ and my shoes. 
The basketball court is where I could be for hours and still want to stay 
longer.
 I’ve been playing basketball for as long as I can remember. When we 
lived in our old house we had a basketball hoop on the roof  of  my mom’s 
shop, but when I was six we got our new house and my dad put up an 
adjustable hoop so I could reach it better. I loved it when my dad, brother, 
and I would go out and play basketball until it was too dark to even play with 
the driveway lights. My dad used to put me on his shoulders so I could dunk 
it on the little hoop, then my brother, Beau, would show me how he could 
dunk it without Dad’s help. Being three and a half  years older than me, he 
was a lot bigger and stronger, so I looked up to him…but I never let him 
know that. My brother and I didn’t get to do a lot of  things together when he 
got older, so when he would willingly play basketball with me, it meant a lot.
 When I got a little older I would play with Beau and all his friends. 
I always thought I was a badass and would try to show off  in front of  the 
older guys—I don’t think it ever worked. I would always try to dribble 
through my legs, and the ball would end up bouncing into the grass. Or I 
would shoot a long shot and pray that I would make it, although I could 
barely make a shot that was three feet from the basket. During the summers 
there would be some pretty intense games of  basketball—normally between 
my brother, his friends, and me. When I say intense, I mean I would never 
get the ball and if  I did, it would just get stolen from me. I would usually 
get hurt, but I would have to act like I was fine because I didn’t want to be 
a sissy in front of  Beau and his friends. Sometimes I would get a couple of  
my friends to come play, but the guys didn’t really like playing with us. I liked 
playing a lot better when it was just my brother and me. When his friends 
weren’t around, Beau loved playing with me. He enjoyed having someone to 
beat up on and always having the satisfaction of  a win. I didn’t mind though. 
Spending time with my brother was enough to make me happy, no matter 
what the outcome of  the game was. My dad realized that we loved the game 
so much, he bought us some spray paint and told us to make the basketball 
court lines on the driveway. Once Beau and I got the lines drawn, the games 
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