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PURPOSE: Express and reflect 

winning the volleyball tournament.
The Sweet Taste of Victory!
I was surrounded by screaming teammates and the overjoyed crowd. As I looked around for my coach, I spot her carrying the biggest and at the time, the most valuable thing in the world, our first place trophy! It was beautiful, the sparkle the light gave the trophy was stunning. It really hit me, we won our volleyball tournament!
 
The nerves started at six-thirty in the morning. After realizing I pressed the snooze button one too many times, I was rushing to eat breakfast, brush my teeth and get my uniform on. I have never been in a tournament before. I was worried because it was not my best season. This was my first season learning how to over-hand serve. I still needed practice. But, I was determined to do my best.
Seven in the morning is too early to be pumped up. Although, I was fired up, I held many emotions, tiredness, nervousness, and mostly I was energized. We played the first game of the tournament and it was my job to carry the intensity through my teammates. As my team and I knew, we needed to get our heads into the game. It was now or never.
While I was warming up for the game, my captains were flipping the coin to see who received first serve. Unluckily, we did not get serve. But I knew we could get the serve back over and get the point. As we were serving, I knew we needed to focus; our serves were not the greatest this morning. We huddled up, did our cheer and coach gave us the speech. The speech that states we can do anything that we put our mind to. We shook the team’s hands to wish them luck. The game began.

 “Sub please,” is all a volleyball player has to hear to get her hopes up. I was the substitute. My hands were damp from perspiration. Serving has never been my strong suit. There I go, walking to the end of the court. I bounced the ball while I waited for the referee to blow the whistle, giving me permission to serve the ball. “Beep,” I bounced the ball once more. The toss was good, Smack! The ball soared over the net, with power I didn’t know I held in me. The other team could not retrieve my serve. Ergo, it was an ace, “ahhh ace,” shrieked my teammates. The whistle blew, my hand stung from hitting the ball. The ball flew over back over the net, aimed directly at me; I moved my feet and passed the ball to my setter. We had set the ball up, the front middle smacked the ball down, and the other team shanked the ball. The score was ten to nineteen, our lead. We needed two more points to win the game. I was still serving, yet another serve was an ace. “Timeout!” yelled, the other coach. I felt like nothing could stop me. One more serve and we win the game! My coach and my teammates were excited for me. Everyone could tell that I was tense and that I didn’t believe in myself. But, they believed in me. I could not let my team down. I focused on getting a good toss. With a good toss I hit the ball it went into the net, but went over. The best serve I could ever have, the other team was diving for the ball, but could not get there. With my several serves, I won the game. I would never forget this moment.
 
Game after game, win after win, and we were in the finals. I was speechless. No matter what we are taking home a trophy. Hopefully, we will get the bigger and better first place trophy, I thought. 
 
In the first game of the finals, our serves, digs, passing and hitting were amazing. As a result, we won the first game. Our intensity was up. Not keeping our intensity up, their serves, hits and tips got us working hard, we got exhausted. Putting up a good battle, we lost the second game. This was it; we had to put our all in this game if we wanted to become champions. We had the privilege to have first serve! We could get a great lead in the game. As the down referee checked the lineup, I was high-fiving my team! Making sure that they knew we could win this game. The referee blew the whistle and the toss went up and the ball flew over the net with so much power, the other team was blown away. Serve after serve, we got point after point. Once our serves were not getting over the net, the other team was catching up. We had to moving our feet, if we wanted to win. Once we got a good pass, we set it up and spiked it down the other team’s throat. Once we got back into the game, moving our feet, communication, and intensity helped us win the game! Keeping our screams of joy held in, we shook the other team's was ours! We showed the other team that it was our house.
