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Eight-year-old Jackson Le Moyne took a light but guarded step, planted his left foot into the grassy soil, and swung his right leg toward a leather-covered object perched in the grass before him using his body like a pendulum.

He adjusted his balance carefully, the way he always had to.

Conrad Beaver, a new freshman quarterback from Philadelphia, held the ball in place.

Forty-thousand fans stopped screaming and, for the moment, breathing. Jackson's sole job was to kick the football through the 18-foot, six-inch wide yellow uprights, which sat forty-eight yards away at the back of the end zone in Veteran's Field, which would seal the victory for his beloved University of South Moro.

The game was tied at 17 points each.

A stoic-faced Coach Jeremiah P. Monroe—his face was always stoic—stood like a statue on the sidelines with an unmistakable look of "Boy, you better not miss this" etched on his face.

Jackson had been waiting for this moment all his life. As far back as he could remember, all he wanted to do was play football for Coach Monroe. It had been a long, difficult journey, but he was finally here. Finally, in the big stadium. The big league.

Like a fall state fair, the taste of popcorn, hot dogs, and barbeque drifted through the old stadium. Beneath it all, though, there was the stronger smell of pine and damp earth. The non-stop roar of fans screaming and chanting nearly deafened Jackson. As they always did, his mother, father, and little brother sat in the stands, cheering him.

The student section from Loachapoka College contained at least forty thousand fans, with at least 100 shirtless fans painted orange and blue, head to toe. They had been screaming non-stop since the game started.

'Crazy fans,' Jackson thought and shook his head as he listened to their screaming. 

The tall, lanky freshman quarterback, standing six feet, three inches, kneeled about eight yards behind the center and waited to receive the quick and sometimes precarious snap.

Jackson exhaled. His breath floated in front of his helmet in the thirty-eight-degree air like a miniature cloud. Jackson was thankful for the low temperature because someone told him once that it made the ball travel higher and further.

He wasn't so sure about that bit of "science" but believed it just the same. If he could, he would have inflated the ball with helium or just about anything that would make it lighter.

For Jackson and most all other football fans, life didn't get any better than South Moro playing Loachapoka again in the yearly fall tradition. The winner would have bragging rights for the next year. Jackson wanted nothing more than to win, considering many of his friends and neighbors were diehard Loachapoka College fans.

The game clock showed 6 seconds left in regulation. 

South Moro had taken possession of the football on their own sixteen-yard line, which meant they needed to drive 86 yards for a touchdown. On the previous play, Marshall K. Higg, the freshman Loachapoka quarterback from Jacksonville, Alabama, was forced by blood-thirsty rushing defensive backs to scramble out of the pocket. He threw an easy interception into the hands of a grateful South Moro middle linebacker named B.C. Dubois. He managed to run the ball to Loachapoka's thirty-yard line before he was brought down by the free safety.

For South Moro, there was still hope of winning.

Victory was in the air, like a butterfly floating wistfully about to land on a blooming fall chrysanthemum.

South Moro fans confidently tasted the inevitable game-winning run or pass that would put the score in their favor, breaking the tie. 

But after a few grueling and unsuccessful pass attempts, the tired South Moro offense couldn't push any further, which sent Coach Monroe into a frenzied display of waving arms and colorful language, causing the network announcers to shift gears and talk about anything else but the coach's artful and skilled soliloquy.

The line of scrimmage remained at the thirty-yard line.

And it was fourth down.

Because South Moro was unable to score a touchdown, Coach Monroe decided to give his special teams a shot at winning. Coach Monroe disliked nothing more than ending a football game in a tie.

"Alright, let's go. Three points," he screamed as he held up his right hand with three fingers extended, indicating he wanted the field goal team.

Jackson, along with the rest of the kicking unit, trotted onto the field, holding a small black square made from hardened rubber. College kickers were allowed to use these tees, unlike the professionals who kicked off the bare ground, which was almost artificial turf.

Most American football kickers are jittery and nervous before the kick, like actors before the curtain goes up. Jackson was no different. On the sidelines, he had shuffled back and forth, waiting and hoping for his chance to score three points. He spent most of his time practicing putting the ball into a kicking net, which stopped the ball from sailing into the field or stands. 

And now Jackson was center stage, waiting for the snap.

In the end zone, a large turkey vulture patiently waited and watched the sea of people. Jackson looked at the large bird for a moment, thinking that the strange choice for the Loachapoka College mascot would probably have preferred to fly away. But he was shackled and forced, against his will, to watch Loachapoka College play football.

'Come on, man, focus,' Jackson scolded himself. 'Forget about the bird. Forget about the crowd. Forget about anything and everything that is getting in your way of concentrating.'

The referee signaled for the game clock operator to start the play clock again the instant the center hikes the ball to the holder.

Because it usually took one point three seconds for the whole field goal kick to happen, perfect timing was imperative.

On extra points and field goals, the holder almost always calls the play signals. And that's exactly
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