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Personal Narrative  

It may be cliché to say that a basketball court is one’s “second home,” but when it brings 

you the feeling of comfort and excitement that it brings me, there is really no other way to 

describe it.  Fourth grade Berkley Hoops was when my basketball career began, and I have been 

hooked to the thrilling sport ever since. To this day I can imagine Coach Gary DiCarlo’s 

booming yet compassionate voice teaching 13 other girls and me the basics of basketball in the 

Burton Elementary School gym. The gym was about half the size of a standard basketball court 

and had grey, dusty floors and a smell of burnt rubber, but that made no difference to me because 

all I could focus on was how exhilarating it was to dribble that brown-orange ball and feel its 

smooth yet tacky surface between my small, soft, 9 year old hands. For the next 7 years, that 

feeling grew stronger and stronger every time I stepped onto a court. The sound of my shoes 

squeaking, whether they are 2008 Converse Allstars or Nike Kobe 9 Elites, is music to my ears.  

Seeing the opposing team jump-starts my competitive drive and urges me to play as hard as I 

can. The echo of a basketball hitting the gym floor stirs through my body and makes my mind 

tell me, “Celia, go play!”  

 Today, I play on the Berkley High school girls varsity basketball team during the winter 

and Greg Grant AAU travel team in the spring and summer.  No longer am I a small, 70-pound 

girl running aimlessly around a gigantic court with 9 other fourth graders, but I am part of a 

group of 10-12 skilled players who make up a competitive team. Family and friends fill the 



stands at our games, their shouts echoing around the gym, across the high ceiling, and into my 

ears. They get more ramped up at every play and the noise just makes my already racing heart 

beat even faster, such that it feels as if it might flutter out of my chest. A row of chairs lines the 

sideline on both ends of the court for each team to sit on. A rectangular, electric scoreboard is 

mounted to the wall, which displays the score, time, and varying statistics of the game along with 

making a very loud, ear-piercing buzzer sound when the time is finished. This kind of loud, high-

tempo, thrilling gym environment gives me a rush of adrenaline and excitement like no other.   

 We run up and down the court, sometimes sprinting to get back on defense as the 

opposing team comes our way, and sometimes in an athletic, squatting position shuffling our feet 

back and forth in an attempt to defend a player on the other team. The level of play is now 

strenuous, and we are hot, sweaty, and panting. It is a physical sport and I constantly feel the 

slick layer of perspiration on my opponents’ skin and my own as we contend for the ball. Playing 

my role as point guard, I dribble the ball up the court and hear my coach yell out in his steady 

voice. He calls a play from the sideline to my right and the girls on my team immediately react, 

sprinting to the position they must be in for the play to execute correctly.  With a quick shove of 

my arms and flick of my wrists, the ball leaves my fingertips and is passed around the team. I 

fake my body to the right and cut hard to the basket only to find myself being passed the ball and 

softly shooting it up against the clear, glass backboard. My shot quickly deflects into the bright, 

orange rim and drops through the white knit net.  Scoring a basket is an unmatched feeling.  

Playing the sport of basketball for a significant part of my life has undoubtedly played a 

roll in shaping who I am. From a young age, it has sparked a competitive drive in me and taught 

me devotion that has pushed me to be the greatest I can in order to overcome my opponents. In 

many cases, these “opponents” are not simply other players, but aspects of my life such as 



school. Every day I compete with the grading system to earn as many points as I can by 

completing assignments and mastering academic content to win the grade I desire. With this type 

of devotion come sacrifices. Sometimes on a basketball court you must dive on the floor to attain 

a loose ball. Although this may bring some physical pain, it is necessary in order to keep 

possession of the ball for your team and have a chance at scoring.  Similarly, sometimes I must 

stay up an hour or two later one night so that I finish all of my homework. Although I might be 

losing some time that could be spent sleeping, it is worth it in the end because I earn points in my 

classes for doing the work, and I ensure that the concepts I am learning become internalized in 

my memory. Clearly, both doing the work and understanding it are critical to success.   

Like any sport, basketball requires teamwork and communication. It takes a lot of both to 

be able to have five girls pass the ball and run around in such a way that allows us to put the ball 

in the basket, while having five other girls do whatever it takes to stop us from scoring. Every 

girl on the floor must be communicating to the others about when they are open to receive 

passes, where the defenders are, what play we are running, which way to dribble the ball, etc. 

Without this, everyone would be running around aimlessly, like fourth grade Berkley Hoops all 

over again, and the ball would never make it into the basket.  

An ultimate manifestation of teamwork and communication is the ability to step up as a 

leader as well.  As point guard for the past five years and captain for the most recent two, I have 

developed many leadership skills, including being responsible for managing plays, 

communicating to my teammates and coach, and modeling hard work myself. As a less obvious 

but similarly important leadership example, I also help to drive the team’s morale and motivation 

by demonstrating resilience to adversity, and hoping that my teammates imitate this strength. 

Playing basketball has taught me to battle through the toughest times and keep my head held 



high. If a girl steals the ball from me or I miss a shot, I hustle back and play great defense to 

make up for my mistake.  Similarly, when I lose points on an assignments and/or receive 

negative feedback from a teacher, it would be easy to shut down and let it get the best of me, but 

I battle through this set back and make efforts to fix the mistakes I made or do even better on the 

next assignment.  I have learned that everyone messes up and there is no way to go back in time 

and change it, so I must live in the present, anticipating the future, and not dwell on the past.  

Basketball touches me emotionally, bringing me a rush of comfort and excitement every 

time I step onto a court. It is truly a multisensory experience that has played a role in my 

development of skills such as teamwork, communication, leadership, and toughness. These are 

skills that have application beyond the gym and will benefit me in many other areas of my life. I 

am immensely fortunate to have an activity that I enjoy so much that also challenges me in all 

aspects of my life to be the best person I can, on and off the court.   

 


