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     We did it! After all we did. We won the championship game and were taking 

home the trophy. Now I know what you are thinking. What the heck are you 

talking about!? What did you win? Well if you won’t interrupt me I will tell you.  

      It was seven o’clock one hour before the game. I was stressed out. Horribly 

stressed out. Like I was going to puke my guts out! But you guys don’t care about 

that. All right let’s get back to the story. I was heading to the restroom. So, I go in 

do my what I needed to do and came out. After that I went back to the bleachers 

and watched the game that was going on at the time for a little bit. Now it’s about 

seven thirty and it’s time to warm up. At about seven forty -five and coach Carter 

walked up to us and asked, “Do you boys want the can?” We all said yes. So, he 

walks to his truck and pulls out this trash can and a fire work along with a liter. 

We finish warming up and walk up to the gate and coach Derek chooses three of 

us to do the coin toss. It’s the left T.E. the Q.B. and me. Seven fifty- eight. Coach 

Carter lit the firework, threw it in the can and shut the lid. He almost burned his                                   

eye brows off, which would have made him speak some French like an Irish man 

all night long. So, he takes the lid off and we run out carrying the can to We Will 

Rock You.  

       The three of us that the coach picked went to middle of the field for the coin 

toss. They call heads. It’s tails. We choose to return the ball. So, we get in our 

spots. The next thing I know the ball is coming to me. It bounces a couple times 

and I bend down to grab it but my stupid foot slips a tiny bit when I go to grab the 

ball and my knee touches the ground, so the ref calls it down at the thirty yard 

line. From then to about half way thorough the second quarter both teams where 

struggling until we got down to the twenty – yard line. So, we are in our huddle 

the Q.B. runs into the huddle and tells us the play. It’s a running play. We get set 

and go. In this play I block which is not the most fun thing to do. He runs into the 

end zone rather easily. So, we get back to the huddle the play is called and we get 
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set and go. This time it’s a play where I push the guy in front of me, turn around 

grab the ball, and run for the touchdown or two- point conversion.  

 

      After all the excitement the game went on. And both teams where struggling 

until the end of the third quarter when the Q.B. threw the ball to the left T.E., But 

it was to short of a pass and the short little dude snatched it out of the air and got 

a pick-six!!! It was dumb because after he got the ball he broke five freaking 

tackles and scored before I could get to the other side of the field where he was. 

The coach pulled me out because I couldn’t breathe. They line up for the two- 

point conversion to tie it up. They get set and go. Within five seconds there was a 

big heap of bodies on the ground. It’s no good! We stopped them from getting 

the two points! So, now it is eight to six us and then we get the ball back at about 

the thirty. We gain twenty yards. Then twenty more yards. Now we are back in 

the huddle and the Q.B. runs up to the huddle and calls a pass play. We get set 

and go. I run my pattern, A post to the inside of the field. It’s coming it’s coming, 

HOLY FREEOLAY!! It is way over my head! I try to reach it but it is no good. It 

bounces a few times and I pick it up and hand it to the ref. I was kind of annoyed 

at the fact that I missed the ball. Other than that I was fine. I get to the huddle 

and the Q.B. says he is going to take a knee with three mins. left on the clock. He 

takes a knee and the clock runs down to one and a half mins. on the clock. He 

takes another knee and we win the game! So, we line up on the side line to go 

congratulate the other team on their work. When we got to the end of the line we 

run to the end zone to celebrate. The coach gets the trophy out of his truck and 

passes it around so we can hold it. After that we head to center field for pictures.  

We congratulate one another and throw the ball around for a little bit. Then we 

head out of the stadium to our cars and head home. 

  Even though I was going to puke the thrill in the end made it worth it. It was one 

of the most stressful but exciting games I played in.  Latter that night and the next 

morning my knees were about to jump out of my legs and never come back. 

Other than that I was fine.                                                                                                                                                                                                                                      

                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                   


