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SPORTS

Blind-sided
I know quite a bit about football. This 

comes from not only one too many ex-
periences involving my family, the Super 

Bowl and seven layer dip, but also having to 
sit through five hypothermia-inducing MVHS 
football games for band as a freshman. With 
just my clarinet as company, I was forced to 
learn football by watching the games.

I know that there are two teams, that the 
players wear padding in every pad-able area. 
I know that the offense has four attempts to 
move forward 10 yards and that once they get 
10 yards, they get four more tries to go 10 
more yards. I know that a touchdown is worth 
six points, a field goal is three points and a 
field goal after a touchdown is one point. And 
I thought that the players only had one goal: 
move forward.

The College Football National Champion-
ship was on a school night. Although I hadn’t 
started my homework, I was excited to watch 
some good ol’ Monday Night Football with 
my friends, whose company I had bought 
with Pizza Hut. We sat down and as with ev-
ery game I watch, I missed the beginning.

“Why don’t they have a game count-
down?”

“Yeah, if only they had a 30-minute pre-
game show…” my friend said. 

Oregon, not Oregon State, played against 
The Ohio State. Oregon started on offense 

and my friend told me that they’re notorious 
for their trick plays. But I sat there smugly, ac-
tually understanding what’s going on.

I noticed that the players seemed to run 
straight into the other players — on purpose. 
I guess moving forward worked though be-
cause Oregon scored a touchdown within 
minutes. However, Ohio State used brute 
force more and scored one touchdown and 
then another, ending the quarter at 14-7. 

Later, Oregon finally scored a touch-
down to make 
the score 21-13. 
But suddenly, 
even the replays 
began to replay 
because the ref-
erees couldn’t 
decide whether 
the Oregon player dropped the ball before 
or after he crossed the endzone line. He ran 
across a whole football field, dodging dozens 
of players ready to run him over, and dropped 
the ball — literally — because he wasn’t pay-
ing attention. No touchdown. Oregon would 
score the touchdown on the next play — they 
only had to push half a yard. Regardless, rules 
are rules and anything can happen in a play, 
so the referee reversed the call. 

Football seems to be a game of brute 
force, yet it’s ruled by the technicalities. I 

didn’t realize that football involves as much 
brain power as a game of chess does. In 
chess, they have to carefully choose the 
right square without getting killed by their 
competitors. In football, it’s the same thing 
except instead of getting killed, the players 
get sat on. 

After that, I saw, in the replays, that hold-
ing the ball by your head and by your shoul-
der when diving into the endzone made the 
difference between seven points and zero 

points. This is why Oregon was losing by 
22 points. Oregon players cried, Ohio State 
players cried — The Ohio State would win 
and they weren’t even giving Oregon pity 
touchdowns. 

Confetti fell as I revelled in my enhanced 
knowledge of football. A week after the 
game, a friend mentioned the New York Gi-
ants, but everyone knows that it’s the San 
Francisco Giants. As I said before, I know 
quite a bit about football. 

The intricacy of football unfolds amongst the tackles and dogpiles
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