
SOCCER COLLEGE ESSAY

Whenever I am feeling dismal, the best pick-me-up is playing soccer. The soccer field is such a magical place. It is the
perfect place to go if I am seeking.

However, I know a secret. Only feet further, however, it runs past a decrepit gun factory and underneath a
graffitied bridge before flowing adjacent to my high school and out to Cayuga Lake. I saw someone else
walking me down the aisle. However, being on the field unaccompanied is an even better feeling. I was Emily,
I had a breakthrough, and that was my Act Three. But as I continued to navigate my way through this different
type of geography, I would occasionally go back to the hollow model world, watch it wobble on its axis and
begin to understand how to live, even grow, despite imperfection. I am a writer. In the case of the picture
below, the soccer ball was struck on the right side of the ball and is spinning counter-clockwise. After each
imagined journey, I traced my way home. Time spent on the soccer field is time spent for self reflection and
amelioration. Alexandra Reboredo Hialeah, Fla. The lines are unforgiving, the trenches have been dug, the
stalemate between the want of joy around the eyes and the stubborn endurance of suffering around the silent
lips wages on. It was my own world. I let go, feeling comfortable enough to surrender myself to the moment
as an understanding among us transcended both cultural and language barriers. It is the perfect place to go if I
am seeking contentment. Critique of Gwen's Short Answer Response Gwen's short answer response is not
terribleâ€”the language is easy to read and Gwen's love of soccer comes across forcefully. Alexander
McLaughlin Lexington, Mass. We learned that it was caused by a brain tumor that had been growing
undetected for many years. Yet I do not feel split in half. I strained my ears in an attempt to make out the rapid
Spanish coming from the streets below. I didn't want to be the one at fault if I dropped the ball and the play
didn't succeed. I spent days not catching anything. There can be beauty in spite of loss. Don't be misled by the
word "short. There was research to do. I was still afraid of making mistakes and getting blamed by screaming
coaches and angry teammates. A soccer ball rolls without slipping when its center-of-mass speed equals its
angular speed around its center of mass. All I could hear was the same toxic phrase in my head, over and over,
as I stared at a freckle on the wall. I pictured graduating without my dad there. Sample Essay 1 Princeton,
Athlete Football I have learned a great many things from participating in varsity football. Beth could become
paralyzed, lose memory, and she could die. They let me play with the team that day and I fell in love. Perhaps
it was subconscious at the time, but while many of my elementary school friends were playing sports with
their dads, I was looking for a way to connect to my donor through music. My friend noticed. I get the feeling
that I am an angel as I float up and down the soccer field without interruption. I stood there and said my lines.
I used to whirl this world recklessly, close my eyes, point a finger, and imagine living wherever I landed: in
Tel Aviv or Tegucigalpa or Islamabad. I have paint under my nails and charcoal dust in my hair. I love being
part of a team of girls who go out there and give their all, heart and soul, in every game. I am a daughter. I saw
in front of me a group of Puerto Rican boys about my age, all wearing soccer jerseys and standing in a circle
passing a small, flat soccer ball amongst them.


