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	As the rest of my team continued to play games and practice, I was trapped. What could possibly make this season so terrible that I was sitting in the boys wrestling room alone with my two coaches? “Emilee, there is nothing I will do for you at this point. It’s up to you if you want to stay on this team or give up now,” said Coach Monroe. I didn’t know what to say. All I could manage to do was cry. Not only was I crying because I was angry, but because I was outraged as well. I left practice early that day, not knowing what decision I should make.
[bookmark: _GoBack]	Tennis had always been my passion. I spent endless hours week after week practicing. I woke up at 6:00 A.M. every Saturday morning to practice and I even missed school dances for tennis tournaments. It was my senior year of high school and I was finally the star of the team, as well as team captain. There was nothing I wanted more than to finish high school with the satisfaction of going to state. Unfortunately, the year was not going as I had planned.
	Right before I started my senior year, the school’s region changed. How could this happen to me? Right when I thought I had this season in the bag, I was being challenged to play the toughest schools in the state. Of course this would be my luck. Every night was sleepless as I tried to come up with a solution. My hopes and dreams were being crushed.
	“Mom, I can either play number one doubles with Michelle, or I could try to trick Michelle into playing first singles so I can play down a level!” This was the most brilliant thing I had thought of. Michelle played the next spot lower than me, and I knew if I were put there I would stand a better chance at going to state. If I could even play doubles with Michelle, we would be better put together than any other teams and could maybe even win at state!
	I was so eager to talk to Michelle. Obviously I didn’t want to tell her that I was trying to make her suffer so that I could do better. For this reason, I decided to ask her about doubles first. 
“Michelle! I have a really great idea for the tennis team that would benefit us both!” 
“What do you have in mind?”
“I was thinking that if we were to pair up and play doubles, then we would both do a lot better in the state tournament!”
“Em, that’s a brilliant idea! We should start practicing doubles strategies soon so that we can be ready to play the tough teams.” 
	I don’t think I had ever been happier. The next few weeks at practice Michelle and I worked on doubles strategies until we felt halfway decent about our decision. We felt prepared to play our first match together which was against one of the hardest teams in the state. As we played we were not doing so great. The other team had better strategy and had definitely been practicing longer. We stuck to our plan and caught up to them. It was a very intense match and we ended up losing in a tiebreaker. I thought to myself, if we can come that close to winning when it’s our first time playing together, with some practice we will be amazing.	
	“Emilee, do you have a moment to come talk to us?” Coach Langley asked me. I eagerly followed my two coaches into the boy’s locker room. I thought they were going to praise me for my match yesterday, even though we lost. Clearly, that wasn’t the case.
“I have some bad news. Michelle has come to me and expressed her feelings to play singles again. She says that doubles is too different and she doesn’t enjoy it. I have no choice but to follow her wishes. I’m very sorry.” Coach Monroe tried not to make eye contact with me as he knew how upset I would be.

“That’s not fair! How come you will let her choose what she wants to play, but I don’t get a choice? It’s not fair that I have to watch Michelle make it to state, while I get stuck playing first singles and losing.”
“This team isn’t all about you, Emilee. Of course I want you to go to state, but I have to think of the rest of the team.”
“Well, why can’t Michelle play at the number one position and I play down a level?”
	“Rules are rules. I can’t place my best player down a level. Everyone would know that I’m cheating and I’m not going to risk my job over this.”
	This is when I told my coaches I was going to quit. It wasn’t fair that I was getting the short end of the stick. It was my senior year and I deserved to make it to state. I was so furious at Michelle that she wouldn’t want to play doubles. I knew that inside she wanted to make it to state, but without me. She probably thought it would be hilarious to brag to me about how she made it and I didn’t.
	After many hours of research, I thought of the most brilliant solution. I decided I would quit the tennis team. The rules made it clear that there was no “stacking” allowed. If I were to quit, Michelle would have to move up to my level. Therefore, she would never make it to state either. If she wasn’t going to help me out, why should I stick around to help her?
	The next morning I arrived at school extra early to let my coaches know I was quitting for good. It was very emotional for me because tennis was my passion and I didn’t want to let it go, but revenge felt really good.  Right before I stepped into the coach’s office, I broke down. Michelle had been my friend for almost twelve years. Just because she was choosing to hurt me, didn’t mean I should hurt her back. How could I quit something I love, just to get revenge at Michelle? 
	I never ended up going into the office that day. For the next few weeks, I showed up to practice as usual. I finished out my last season of tennis strong. No, I didn’t make it to state and I had to watch as Michelle did. It was the hardest thing to watch and sometimes I still have bitter feelings.
	As I look back on my senior year, I am so glad that I decided to stick it out. I realized that in ten years from now, the bitter feelings will be gone and I will be glad that I stuck to what I love doing. At least I know that I made the more responsible choice and decided to help my friend out, instead of setting her up to fail.

	




