Competition, This is a word that everyone is familiar with. Not only are people
familiar with it but also, all have competed in something. Everyone has no exception.
Whether it be in a parking lot going for that choice parking spot or in a football game
fighting to get a pigskin across a white line made of chalk. Some people need to compete
in something everyday that is how it is. These people do not feel complete until they feel
the adrenaline from the idea of possibly beating someone at something. Written on paper
this seems like a bad thing but it really is not as long as the person can display self-
control. My name is Andrew Walter Schebel some know me as Walt or Andrew and a
few know me as Schebel. I love competing in things. The idea of possibly beating
someone at something sent shivers down my spine. I played football for Florida Air
Academy. I was a defensive tackle. I loved this sport I was on the line waiting for the ball
to be snapped. I could feel every muscle in my body waiting like a bullet in a gun to be
fired. I look at the quarterback and think, “Does he know I'm coming? Does he tremble in
fear?” The ball is snapped adrenaline courses through my body. I leap off the line
crushing the lineman in front of me. I run towards the quarterback. His eyes widen in fear
his footwork becomes flimsy as he stumbles to get away. He can’t though I get a hold of
his legs and pull with all my might. The quarterback falls to the ground and the ball flies
out of his hands the sack is now complete. I stand and help him up he says, “Nice hit!” I
go back to my position waiting to hit him again. This is an example of what I did. I loved
this with all my heart. But I got cancer this vile disease took my knee and six inches of
my tibia bone. Thanks to this I’ll never be able to feel the rush of sacking a quarterback
again. I thought I would never be able to compete on the same level as someone else. I
thought I would always need “Special” treatment. But I was wrong. John Beckstead gave
me a sheet of paper that I filled out. A couple of weeks later I met my new hero Shaun
Micheel. This man presented me with a set of golf clubs. But he gave me more than just
that. He gave me my competitive sprit back that was crushed and thrown aside. I can now
compete on the same level as someone else no special treatment. I can now practice a new
sport and get better at it. I can be normal in something. I can compete there is no earthly
value this has to me. THANK-YOU John & Shaun you have given me something I can
excel at with hard work and determination with no special rules.
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