I look up at the scoreboard as the time counts down from 10 seconds. Glancing around the court I see the familiar faces of fans that have always sat courtside cheering us on since I was a freshman. 8 seconds. The all too familiar black and yellow jerseys that represent our cross town rivalry stare back at me from across the free-throw line. 4 seconds. We secure the rebound as the time runs out. 0 seconds. I’m being tackled at half-court by senior and best friend Becca Wann as we embrace on the spider knowing that this is the last time we will ever be on our home floor together. 
Tears start to slowly fall as the emotions that were suppressed all game finally came out. Realizing that I had just ran out on that floor as a player for the last time. That I had played in front of our fans for the last time. Memories flood in from back to when I was just a freshman with no clue of what college basketball really entailed. The rivalries from conference, the competition that takes place every time you step out on the court, and the pride that comes from wearing your university’s name across your chest became all too real. From the early morning runs to the two a day practices where we felt as if our legs were going to fall off by the end of the day. The late nights spent in the gym shooting and pretending that the game was on the line and I was hitting last second shots. 
[bookmark: _GoBack]As a little kid, I had dreamed about one day playing college basketball. These four years flew by and now the dream is slowly coming to an end. Bittersweet as I look around at my teammates; these girls who had become my family, my sisters over the last few years. 
We ran into the locker room shouting, screaming, and yelling from how excited we were to beat our cross town rivals. Jumping up and down with my head coach as we held the old City Championship Trophy high above our heads, he whispered that he was proud of me. Words that every player wants to hear from their coach. 
After a moment with coach, I walked over to Becca Wann and Amber Nichols. Nothing had to be said as we put our arms around each other for the last time in our white uniforms. This senior class who has took part in opportunities that people our age never have experienced. We were the first freshman group that was allowed to go overseas in the summer leading into our freshman year. I still remember our first game in Sweden as collegiate athletes when Coach Shafer started all of us freshman. Over these last four years our class as a whole has dealt with a fair share of adversity; a group that started out as seven is now finishing up as three. 
Despite everything, we were able to finish out with a win in our last home game in the Robins Center. It’s surreal to think that the next time there is a home women’s basketball game that I will be attending it as a fan. 
But as I’ve been told by alumni before me, “Once a spider, always a spider”.



