Unexpected Detour


            
By Theresa Clark
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I took a deep breathe in, closed my eyes, and embraced the cool breeze as it wrapped around me. It had been a while since we were able to take the short trip to Elliot Bay. From September to early May, my days had previously been filled with non-stop morning workouts, school, work, and evening practices. My weekends consisted of traveling to different states and schools to play softball. It had been an extremely long and difficult season, but it finally ended, and I now had the freedom and time to explore my favorite beaches and hang out downtown with my friends.  
[image: image2.jpg]


My friend Karina and I let our feet dangle in the water on the edge of the dock while our friend Bri searched for different sea life.  It was refreshing to be close to the water simply enjoying the day and the beautiful scenery. Days like this made me love Seattle most. 
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In these moments, any stress from school or softball dissipated. My senses became the tools for creating a perfect neurological scrapbook. I can still close my eyes and envision the movement of the water, with the vibrant sea life lingering below; hundreds of tiny jellyfish dancing at the surface of the waves. I can feel the sea-worn wood that was held up by mussel-covered cement pillars beneath my hands and the cool water that leaves an almost sticky salt layer on your skin.  The ocean scent, cool and crisp, carried with it hints of salt. The sound of the waves breaking on the nearby shoreline mixed with the subtle sounds of fisherman and boaters setting up for their next ocean outing.
I absorbed this information with ease, confident that I would be able to visit the marina plenty of times next year. I also thought I would have an additional year to hang out around the lively market and enjoy the delicious food. Little did I know, life had a detour waiting for me.
The next week, our yearly exit meetings with the coaches were planned. I was prepared to talk about all the things I liked and disliked about the year, improvements I would like to see from myself, the team, and the coaches, as well as any other issues and suggestions I had. Going into the meeting, I felt good and prepared. 
I wasn’t.

My coach informed me our program lost funding and player’s scholarships were being reduced or completely cut. Because I’d been a walk-on my freshman year, with only academic scholarships, I hadn’t been promised a consistent athletic scholarship for my last three years. I was completely blindsided by this news. It was as if the breath had been taken from me, replaced with heavy bricks. I was speechless; a feeling of sickness crept up in my body as I stared across at my teary-eyed coach. I was too consumed by shock to tear up myself. My mind raced a mile a minute with questions. How could this happen? How would I afford $50,000 in tuition without the athletic scholarship? How do I tell my mom?...

Seconds passed without words, but those seconds seemed like hours as my world had zoomed in to the singular thought that I had lost my scholarship. My next words were positive, noting that there are always other things I could do and scholarships I could apply for. While the tone was positive, my voice was shaken, and the quivering words were drenched in uncertainty. 
Growing up, I always knew that life will throw you curve balls. I would hear people say when you face adversity, try to remember things get better with time or that things always happen for a reason. After my meeting, I called b.s. on this reasoning. There was no way I was going to feel good about not finishing at the school I loved. There was also no logical reason I could see that this would be better for me in time. I was lost, my plans were changed, and I was uncertain of what to do next.

Over the next few weeks, I considered many options, one of which consisted of transferring back home. The last thing I wanted to do was leave Seattle and transfer for my last year of undergrad. Among the options, however, transferring soon became the most feasible yet undesired reality.
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I finished out the few weeks of school we had left. It was difficult to know that places I frequented often would no longer be part of my routine. My favorite café downtown and trips to the market would become a pleasant memory. Hanging out with my best friends wouldn’t be just a text or a phone call away, but would now require a 2 hour plane trip.

As I packed up my belongings, my life in Seattle was minimized to four bags and backpack. Everything else had to be given away or thrown out. I wasn’t coming back.

With the unexpected change in my game plan for life, I had little time to look into schools to transfer to, and I had the question of whether or not I wanted to play softball for my last eligible year. With mixed emotions, I made the difficult decision to end my 18 year career of playing. Maybe I’ll just be a student for my senior year. That’s okay, right? Plenty of people do it and work in their spare time, so why can’t I? 
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This proved to be more difficult than expected. From the time I was three, my life had been a constant cycle of different sports from season to season. Never, in all those years, was I just a student. I always associated myself as a student-athlete, and I’d always been a part of a team. What was I going to do after classes when I would normally be going to practice? If I automatically wake up at 5:40am was I going to go to the gym to work out like I used to? 
Lost; the word that described my first few weeks of school in Denver. I didn’t know many people on campus. I hadn’t wanted this. I wasn’t ready to be a “new” kid again. I liked my school of 5,000 kids compared to 50,000. Every face was recognizable if not well known. I had 15 great friends and teammates that I would spend every day with. The familiarity of my routine in Seattle was greatly missed. 
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Attempting to look on the bright side of things, I decided it would be nice to have a chance to slow down. Without organized sports, I could finally take the opportunity to discover who I was besides an athlete, and I could get into activities and hobbies I had never had time for while playing sports. It took some adjustment, but within a few weeks’ time, I had picked up three jobs and was busy like normal. I also picked up snowboarding. I had never done it much before because it was considered dangerous, and if I got hurt, I wouldn’t have been able to play whatever sport I was playing that season. Without a commitment to a sport, I was able to go up often and challenge myself to go a little bit faster, try steeper terrain, hit some jumps, and even get into moguls. By the end of the season, I was going on double black diamond mogul runs and loving every second of it.                                                
For the first time since being back home, I didn’t regret leaving Seattle or making the decision to not play softball my last year. I found a fun activity I wasn’t doing for anyone else; it was solely for the enjoyment of being up on the mountain where I could take in every detail from the beautiful snow draped mountains to the crisp cool breeze that ran along the slopes and through the evergreen trees. The mountain serenity gave me the same feeling of being back at Elliot Bay. Along with snowboarding, biking, hiking, and paddleboarding have given me the ‘get-away’ adventures I need as well as the competitive drive and athletic challenges I am used to. The elements in each activity are different, but the closeness to the environment is just as refreshing and liberating as Seattle. 
Looking back, I realize words of wisdom are said for a reason. While my life isn’t where I expected it to be a year ago, I’ve learned so much more about myself and my capabilities. Leaving Seattle may have been one of the most difficult things I’ve had to accept. I wasn’t happy about it, and I didn’t expect those feelings to change. While I still miss Elliot Bay and the environment of Pike’s Place Market, this detour has exposed me to wonderful people, activities, and places I likely never would have been exposed to before. And as it turns out, things really do get better with time, and maybe, just maybe, they are exactly as they were meant to be.

