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It’s Not a Passion, It’s an Obsession

September 27" 2007 was just another rainy Thursday night—well, at least to start off
with. I went to my classes and hurried off to work at the downtown Subway at 5:00. Not two
hours later, my friend Michael swarmed into my work, winded and about ready to collapse on
our prep counter. “Kayla!” He shouted, “Kayla, you’ll never believe who’s flying into Lewiston
tonight?! You HAVE to get off work early.” I was half-anxious and half-confused. “Who,
Michael?” I pondered. He took a couple of breaths and exclaimed “The University of Hawaii!
You know what that means...” Almost instantly a Texas-sized smile just roofed my entire face
and my eyes lit up like a six-year-old on Christmas morning. “COLT BRENNAN!!” I freaked
while I could feel my heart skip several beats.

Colt Brennan is an all American stud quarterback for the University of Hawaii Warriors
and happens to hold many NCAA records for his incredible offensive performances: touch
downs in a game, touch downs in a season,yards in a game, yards in a season, completion
percentage, and on and on. Colt was going to enter the NFL draft last season as a junior but
decided he would play out his senior year for Hawaii. He would have been chosen as a number
one round pick. Hawaii’s division happens to be the WAC, (Western Athletic Conference) which
is the same conference as the Idaho Vandals. Little did I remember that Hawaii was flying to
Idaho this year! So basically Colt is a big deal. Not just that, but he is very easy on the eyes.
Most girls at my age tremble, cringe, and melt over actors, and singers. Not this kid. I happen to

be quite the avid sports fan. I shudder at any thought of great double plays, slam-dunks, no-
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question-about-it homeruns, and fifty-yard touch down passes and the amazing athletes that do

these. Colt Brennan was my ideal excitement.

I hurried to the back of the restaurant where our other supervisor, Chelsea, was busy
stocking chips and soaking dishes. “Chelsea, I need to get off work an hour early!” I slurred all
my words, I’'m sure, “You wouldn’t understand, but I’ll tell you all about it tomorrow.”

She thought I had lost it. “Is everything ok?”” she questioned.

“Trust me dude, I’'m fine. I’ll talk to you tomorrow!” I flew out that door like Marion
Jones.

Michael and I wasted no time. The first stop was my place to grab my Black Sharpie and
my Athlon Sports magazine. Colt coincidentally was to be the face of September’s issue. I threw
on my Indianapolis Colts sweatshirt and off we went to Michael’s just so he could grab his new
Nike football.

The drive to the Lewiston airport seemed so long, even though we were so close. It was
fate when we arrived. There happened to be a front row parking spot for us, just glowing, with an
invisible sign that read “Reserved for Kayla and Michael.” It was sweet. As we approached the
automatic sliding doors, so many emotions washed through me. I was nervous, anxious, and
ecstatic all at the same time. Were we really going to see Colt? What would I say? How would I
act?

Michael and I paced the lobby like coaches on a 4™ and 1 conversion. What was going to
happen next? I couldn’t take it anymore. I asked some lady at the desk when this flight was
supposed to be in. She shuffled through some papers and adjusted her minute glasses. “Let’s
see...the Hawaii plane is scheduled to land in....two minutes” she so slowly responded. “But
they aren’t coming through the gates.” Wait, what did she say?! Michael and I just looked at
each other in sheer sadness. That put a damper on everything. “But wait, let’s go to the gate
outside then and see what happens!” Michael took off. I didn’t even bother to yell, “wait!” I just

followed.
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There it was...Hawaii’s airplane with a full-sized green “H” on the door. Michael and I

were glued to the fence, with our cameras, markers and all. That plane was plum packed with
gigantic Samoan football players with long, dark, fizzy hair. They all looked like they could at
least eat us and then some. We observed the stampede of them huddle on the bus. Well, where’s
Colt? He’s like the only white guy with blonde hair. We couldn’t have missed him. Apparently
we did. I seriously wanted to go in a corner and bawl like a baby.

A petite Hawaiian man, all decked out in Hawaii green walked over to the fence to open
it up for the University’s charter busses. “Excuse me, sir,” Michael declared, “Are we going to
get a chance to see Colt and the rest of the team?”” Come to find out later, that man is the
Warriors defensive coordinator. With no hesitation, the man told us, “We are on our way to the
Red Lion. We’re staying there for the next two nights.” Michael darted off to the car while
shouting out, “Thanks!” to the man. By the time Michael turned around to run to the car, I was
already there! “Let’s go, Let’s go, Let’s go!” I cried out. For some reason it was taking Michael
an eternity to find his keys to unlock the dang door! Off went the charter busses and on we
followed.

In Michaels piece-of-crap Altima, we raced those Charters down 21*" We did about 50
the whole way there. I was screaming and shouting, “Woo, I love you Colt” and “Colt for
Heisman!” When we arrived at the Red Lion, I sprinted to the front. Michael wasn’t far behind.
Man, were we ready. I folded my magazine out to the “Warriors Layout.” The players were
scrambling off the buses and heading towards us. This was our time. Michael and I did all the
preparation and running around for this moment. I asked for a few autographs here and there. I
managed to retrieve signatures from C.J. Hawthorne and Ryan Grice-Mullins, two of the four
primary targets for Colt. I told the guys their good lucks and their thank you’s before I instantly

froze.
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To my left, there he was, strutting along. Colt the Bolt, the money player, Mr. Brennan,

number 15, and all I could do was drool and stare. Was this happening? He wore a gray ‘Hawaii
Football” hoodie with a black Nike swoosh on the front pocket. He had the hood up covering his
golden hair. His hair had the state of Hawaii embedded in it. I saw it on ESPN and my magazine
of course. At this point I could only see half of the big
island on the side of his head. I also noticed he had a
white t-shirt underneath that, a pair of black Nike
Swoosh athletic pants, and white Nikes on his feet. He
was on his cell phone, probably with some reporter or
someone of importance. He glided right in front of
Michael and I and I stood there like a manikin. I didn’t

even have to ask his for an autograph, he just

assumed! He talked on his silver Nokia while signing
i himself on my magazine. He smiled at me and tears
started to well up in my eyes. It was pure happiness of course. I looked down at my hands where
my magazine lay. I could read the “Colt” part of it, but “Brennan” kind of trailed off. Then there
was the #15 located above the B.

‘What do we do now?” I asked in a shrill tone.

“Get your camera!” Michael exclaimed.

I dug everywhere in my purse for it. “ I can’t find it Mike!”

“Hurry Kayla, he’s going inside.”

“Oh my gosh, I think I left it at the airport!” On the spot I just wanted to cry again.

“Are you kidding me Kayla?” I thought to myself, “You’re an idiot! How could you do
that! Colt Brennan was right in front of you! Gosh, you’re an idiot!!” “Call Jason!” I replied to
Mike. It was the only thing I could think of.

“Dude, he knows who Colt Brennan is and he’ll bring his camera!’



Cervantes 5
With no hesitation, Michael whipped out his phone and dialed up Jason. While Mike and

I waited in the lobby, players were storming in and out of the dining area. No sign of Colt yet.
With Jason just seconds away, there he appeared in front of me again. His emerald eyes shined
under the glow of the tall lobby lamp. His facial hair was perfectly trimmed around that million-
dollar smile. He was hauling an immense amount of food on a tray, heading towards the hallway.
“Colt!” I blurted out, and he paused at mid-step. “Um...can I ask you a question?”’

“Yeah, sure” he replied casually. “Um...my friend Jason is on his way with a camera. Is
there anyway we could get pictures with you?” I took a vast breath. Did I just talk to Colt? Wow,
I bet I sounded retarded using the word “um” and being real hesitant and nervous.

Then he replied “Uh, yeah. No problem. Let me go take my food up to my room and I’ll
come back down.” As [ was turning to grin at Michael, Colt asked, “Would you guys like some
food?” as he held his plate towards us. With no pause we both blurted out things like, “Oh, no
thanks” and “We’re good,” and “But thank you anyway.”

Colt disappeared for a while and Mike and I were freaking out like we had both won the
lotto or something. This was crazy dream I swear I was having. Jason came through the doors
without a clue of what just happened. When we told him that Colt offered us HIS food, he was in
disbelief. All three of us sat on the couches giggling like little recess girls on the playground
until we heard,“Let’s do this” coming down the hall.

For the third and final time, Mr. Brennan, my love, ambled to where we sat. He looked
even more perfect this time. Something was different about him this time. He smelled like
heaven and I wanted to go there right then! I knew that cologne. It was only my favorite scent
ever on a man. He had on Adidas. That made him ten times more faultless. I just wanted to
smell him for the rest of the night. I simply watched his every move again and his arms swung so
graceful and flawless. His legs, still so toned, even under his swoosh pants and again his pearly

whites. If you can’t tell, that’s the one thing I couldn’t get over.
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I jumped off of the couch, ready to get my picture taken with number 15 himself. I just

stood there. I didn’t know what to do with my hands until a bolt of excitement shot through my
spine. Colt put his arm around my
lower waist!! So of course, I did the
same thing right back to him. I
could feel my cheeks turn purple. 1
never blush! We did the photo thing
and I loved every moment. Jason
and Mike got their pictures taken
after me, but Colt didn’t touch them.
Being a girl in these situations sure

rocks. He shook each of our hands

fifty times it seemed like.

“I bet the weather sucks here compared to Hawaii.” I had to say something to keep him
around longer.

“Man, I don’t know how you do it here. I bet it’s at least 80 degrees in Manoa.” He
glanced at the tile and smirked. “What do you do for fun around here anyway?”

“Um, well, we go four-wheeling, camping, fishing, hunting, you know, all that outdoors
stuff.” I was turning purple again and playing with my hair.

He seemed interested now. He crossed his arms in front of his chest and leaned his right
shoulder against the wall all casually. “Oh really? Where do you go to school?”

“I go to school here. It’s called Lewis-Clark State.” Of course I wanted to go on and on
about how I was 19, studying kinesiology, and perfect for him and blah.

‘What? There’s a college in this town? This town is small! Are there any athletics?” He

was dying inside to just laugh I just knew it.



Cervantes 7
He was smiling again! Gosh...I had to keep going and telling him stuff he wanted to

hear. “Yeabh, it’s a small school. We have, you know, basketball, cross country, and volleyball.
Our big thing here is baseball. We don’t have a football team unfortunately.”

He then repositioned himself. He now folded his arms behind his back and bent his left
knee over his left leg. “So are you a Vandal football fan?”

“No, I hate the Vandals. Good luck tomorrow. Their quarterback was a rookie and their
line sucks.” Wow that was probably something he already knew. “ I like the Hawaii Warriors.” |
looked up at him and I started fidgeting with my fingers. I could see Mike and Jason just
laughing at my nerves.

“Whatever. You’re from Idaho. You have to kind of like the Vandals. That’s cool if you
do. You don’t have to like Hawaii.” He smirked again.

“No really! I promise I will wear Hawaii green gear in front of all the Idaho fans
tomorrow. Promise me something, though.” I was bargaining.

He squinted and looked a little confused now. Grinning, he asked, “What’s that?”

“You have to promise me that you guys will kick the crap out of the Vandals.” After that
statement, I wasn’t even tense anymore. It felt like I was just talking with one of my guy friends.

“All right, we’ll do what we can.” He let his arms flopped down against his sides and he
leaned over to me and shook my hand for the fifty first time “Good night and you guys drive safe
to the game.”

“Thank you! And Good luck Saturday!” I realize I told him good luck like every other
phrase, so I assume he got the hint. Mike and Jason got up to shake his hand again and I just
watched Colt the Bolt walk off to his room. Mike and Jason had to scrape my jaw off the rug in
order for us to go home.

Colt was so humble and just any normal college guy. After I felt comfortable around him
for about a minute, I realized why I was so obsessed with him. That small talk Colt and I had will

probably be the only time I’ll ever talk to Colt Brennan face to face. It was amazing and I hope
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he remembers his number one female Idaho fan. Needless to say, the boys, my couple friends,

and I went to the game. We bought cheap general admission tickets, but we sat directly behind
Hawaii. I made a “Colt for Heisman” shirt for my main man and he smiled at me. For the last
time | embraced the image of him grinning at me through his helmet. The Warriors won 48-20.
Now days I am even more infatuated with Colt and deep down I think he will always remember

me.

Go Warriors!



