
 

 

Hard-Work Pays Off 
 

By Bryan Chico 
 

 “Daddy how did you get so good at soccer?” asked my son. 

 “Well, son, it took a lot of sweat, tears, perseverance, and help from a friend.” I said, “Sit 

down, Junior, and listen up. I am going to tell you the story of my experiences with soccer and 

with a man named Mr. Prado.” 

 It was the summer of 2014 and I had just finished my final year of middle school. Today, 

you know me as a skilled player.  However, I wasn’t always like that. That is, until I met Mr. 

Prado. It was a breezy summer day and as I walked down the street, I thought of many things. I 

thought of the World Cup, my friends, that I have to tryout for Los Alamitos High School Soccer 

soon, and that I need to improve my playing. Soon after, I arrived at Hopkinson Elementary 

School with a soccer ball in one hand and my cleats in another. Hopkinson was my solo practice 

area because it had soccer goals and was just down the street from where I live. As I laced up my 

cleats, I spotted a man watching from afar. I pretended not to notice and kept to what I was 

doing. With my cleats laced, I let the ball drop to my feet and started dribbling out on the field 

throwing out moves here and there. After a while, I decided to work on my shooting. Usually I 

was pretty accurate, but today was different. I lined up my shot, kicked, and missed. I continued 

to do this on my following attempts, my frustration rising. I began to get so angry that I didn’t 

even notice the man from earlier had walked to the field and was observing me once again. 

Oblivious to my spectator, I proceeded with my tantrum until I finally gave up and sat in the 

grass, frustrated and disappointed. This is when the man approached me and said, “Why’d you 

stop?” 

 “I can’t make the shot,” I said. 

 “Why do you think that?” he asked. 

 “Because I tried and tried, but I can’t manage to get the ball to go where I want it.” I 

replied. 

 “Can I make a suggestion?” he asked. 

 “Sure,” I said.  

 “When you’re lining up a shot make sure that when you kick, your plant foot is facing 

where you want it to go,” he instructed. 

 As I stood up and lined up the shot, I felt the man’s eyes watching me. When ready, I 

shot the ball right to where I wanted it to go. Awestruck, I looked at the man and said, “Wow, 

thank you sir, for your help.”  

 “No problem, buddy. You know, I used to play a good amount of soccer back in my 

day.” he said. 

 “Were you good?” I asked. 

 “I guess. I was about to be recruited to play for Manchester United over in Europe but I 

hurt my knee that prevented my soccer career from ever taking off.” he replied. 

 “Oh. I’m sorry about that.” I said.  

 “ It’s alright. That’s all in the past now. By the way, you can call me Mr. Prado.”  

 “Ok well, Mr. Prado, I know it’s kind of a long shot but I have soccer tryouts in a month, 

and I was wondering if you can train me so that I am ready?” I asked hesitantly.  

 “Sure.” he said, “Meet me at Rush Park tomorrow at eight o’ clock sharp. Oh, and be 

ready to work.” 



 

 

 “Wait, really?!” I said excitedly. 

 “Yes sir, see you tomorrow.” he said and started to go his way. 

 “Thank you so much, Mr. Prado!” I shouted after him. 

 “You can call me coach!” he shouted back. 

 I walked home that day excited for what was to come. From that next day forward Mr. 

Prado and I trained everyday at Rush Park until tryouts and during off season during the school 

year and for the next four years he helped sculpt me into the player I am today. After those four 

years of training, I graduated high school and was getting ready for college. However, one day, a 

man approached me and gave me some amazing news. 

 “ Are you Mr. Chico?” he asked. 

 “ Yes sir.” I replied.  

 “ I am Mr. Eriksen and I have an offer to make you.” he said, “I am a scout over at LA 

Galaxy and have been watching you play for the last year. And must I say you are quite a 

monster out on the pitch.” 

 “Thank you sir,” I said, heart racing.  

 “And I would like to invite you to come out and practice with the team, that is, if you’re 

up to it.” he said.  

 “Mr. Eriksen, this has always been a dream of mine. When do we start?” I asked with a 

smile on my face.  

 “Friday at ten o’clock sharp at StubHub Center. Here is my contact information if you 

have any questions.” he said while handing me his card.  

 “Thank you sir. I will see you then.” I said unable to control the overjoyed look on my 

face. Right after receiving the news, I ran to Mr. Prado’s house. When I got there, I told him all 

about it and how thankful I was for his help. Once I was done, he said something that will stay 

with me forever.  

 “Congats, buddy. You deserve this. All that hard-work payed off, eh?” he said with a 

smile as big as mine.  

 It did. All that hard-work did pay off. It was at this moment that I realized. I wasn’t just 

that little boy shooting around at Hopkinson four years ago. I was a skilled soccer player. And I 

carried that thought all through my entire soccer career all the way until now.  

 “Wow, dad, that’s awesome!” my son said.  

 “It really is.” I said cheerfully, “Now if you’ll excuse me, Junior, I have a World Cup 

game to go win.”   

  

   
  


