
THE DREADED FINAL WHISTLE

Time for the dreaded final whistle. With each shake of the opponent’s hand,
regardless of win, loss or tie, it always happened.

 
My thoughts were never if, but when? I observed the world around me. Team-mates
running full of joy towards their loved ones. Expect for me. I preceded to place one

front in front of the next and walked across. That’s all I ever knew. I kept hearing
friends and families in the distance. With each step I took, I slowly realised and

expected what was going to happen. 
 

I could feel the pleasure I had just felt fading away

I'd always wanted to be like the players around me. That appeared
a million miles away. I used to believe that playing sports was
about sharing special moments with the people who meant the
most to me. But I wasn't, and I started wishing my parents hadn't
come to watch me. 

A MILLION MILES AWAY.

Playing sport was not supposed to be stressful or fearful; it was supposed to be
enjoyable. I prefer playing with my friends because I feel lost and immersed in the

game. The dreaded final whistle blew. As I got closer to my parents, my eyes
remained fixed on the ground below. I heard the dreaded "BANG" of the door closing

as I went inside the car. I'd gone back to that world.
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AS THE LAST FEW SECONDS OF THE GAME WAS FAST APPROACHING, 
I KNEW IT WAS TIME!

 CONSTANT CRITICISM AND HARDSHIP SHOULDN’T BE CONNECTED WITH
YOUTH SPORTS.

Immediately, without reluctance:

"What
happened?!!!"

You weren’t
even there?!!!!

It was so
embarrassing!!!

Why do even
you play?!!!
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I leaned back in my seat and looked out the car window. I began to wonder whether
this would ever end. What can I do to make it stop?

 
I wanted to tell my parents that even though I sometimes won and sometimes lost, I

always had a good time and learnt something. These are some of the most
important reasons why I chose to play.

 
I knew before long, I’d get there.

 
In my own little world, fully of imagination and dreams.

Children do not play the game just for winning or losing; they play
for hope, faith, and love. Assert no pressure, be no unrealistic
expectations, simply show love and support. 

HOPE, FAITH AND LOVE
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WILL THIS EVER END?

MY ROOM.

LET US PLAY

OurGame
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