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			Chapter 1

			We’re going to lose, thought Jake as he paced up and down the wrestling mat. He looked up at the five hundred spectators keenly watching the video replay. Would the adjudicators ever make up their mind about whether to award him his takedown? 

			For the first time in forty-seven years, a wrestling team from South Dakota State University, which had only recently moved up to number twenty-four in the rankings, was competing against the University of Oklahoma team, ranked seventh. The last time they had competed, Oklahoma had won 31-2. And yet, of the eight bouts so far, both teams had won four bouts each, so the tournament could go either way. But on team points Oklahoma was slightly ahead of South Dakota State, 16-14, because of a near fall in bout seven, and a majority decision in bout eight. 

			It was now the second-to-last bout—bout nine, 197 lbs. If Oklahoma loses this bout we might as well give up, thought Jake. How could such a thing happen, he thought, after decades of building ourselves up to a top collegiate wrestling team? 

			As he paced up and down he looked around at the home crowd, all with their University of Oklahoma wrestling towels—7-Time National Champions, Built by Tradition—ready to be waved at the expected victory. But they were not looking at him. The television cameras were not directed at him either, or his opponent, Sol Everett from South Dakota State. All interest was focussed on the video footage being screened on the right-hand side of the McCasland Field House indoor stadium. The adjudicators on the bench were viewing the crucial seconds again and again.

			Would they award Jake his takedown or not? 

			Jake had been leading 2-1 as he drove his opponent across the mat and took told of his left leg. His opponent had fallen to the mat, but both slid just beyond the crucial line, so both were technically out of bounds, only Jake’s toe remaining inside the circle. The referee had awarded the takedown, but the South Dakota State coach had challenged the decision. The question was whether Jake’s toe was within the line when the takedown occurred. 

			The adjudicators had spent a good three minutes watching the video footage, trying to reach a decision, but for Jake it had seemed like an eternity. He involuntarily thought of his old school friend Dylan Waters, who had been such a fan of University of Oklahoma wrestling. What would he have thought? 

			And then the announcement came. “The takedown awarded to Jake Nickel will stand.” 

			The cheerleaders started chanting “Go OU, Go OU, Go OU!” as the referee called both wrestlers back to the center. Because the takedown had been awarded to Jake, Sol took up the lower defensive position as indicated by the referee. The score was now 4-1 to Jake. 

			On the referee’s whistle, Sol attempted to escape from the lower position, but as he twisted around to face Jake, Jake got his opponent into a headlock and brought him down onto the mat in a body cradle. Taken by surprise, Sol attempted to bridge so that he would not be pinned, but Jake applied full pressure on him, so that one shoulder blade was already touching the mat. The referee was now lying on the mat himself in front of both wrestlers, watching intently, waiting for both of Sol’s shoulder blades to touch the mat. 

			The home crowd was already on their feet cheering, because they knew that if a fall was awarded for this bout, Oklahoma would win the entire dual against South Dakota State—even if South Dakota State won the final bout by a fall, Oklahoma would still win by 22 points to 20. 

			This was the decisive moment. Would Jake do it? Jake thought of Dylan and pushed with all his might, waiting for the sound of the referee hitting the mat. Will it ever happen? he thought to himself, and then redoubled his strength. Then it happened—the referee slapped the mat and blew his whistle. 

			The bout was over—Jake had been awarded a fall. 

			The whole stadium erupted, the home crowd cheering madly, waving their OU caps, scarves, and towels, and anything else they could get ahold of. Jake jumped up and raised his arms, acknowledging the crowd before he helped his opponent up and walked with him to the center, where they shook hands and the referee raised Jake’s arm as the winner. 

			Jake shook hands with the adjudicators, then ran straight over to his coach, who put Jake on his shoulders and paraded him around the mat, to the delight of the home crowd. The noise was deafening. Then Jake looked down and found a television camera and interviewer right below him. What, a television interview when the dual is not even over? With one bout still to go? Unheard of! The coach put him down and Jake did his best to compose himself. 

			“Congratulations!” said the television presenter, and Jake realised from the echo that the interview was being relayed throughout the stadium as well as to the television audience watching the live coverage of the dual. “How does it feel to have secured Oklahoma’s win with your fall?” 

			Jake grinned into the camera. “I feel quite overwhelmed. I don’t want to get off this cloud right now.” 

			“What were you thinking as you got Sol Everett into that decisive headlock?” 

			“I was thinking of my friend who died last week in a crash on Highway 412 by the Glass Mountains. He was such a fan of Oklahoma wrestling. I did it for him. I think if I died at this moment I would be okay with everything.”

			This was not the response that people were expecting. Everyone was touched by that comment, including the interviewer, who then asked, “And what comes next for you? Do you have a strategy for the NCAA championships?” 

			“I know team members are supposed to have strategies and goals, but I don’t. For me each match is a different experience, and I just learn so much from each one. I’m so grateful that I’m here and can compete. Last year I couldn’t because I broke my arm. At any moment I could get an injury and my wrestling career could be over. I’m alive and I’m healthy and I’m here. And to be here is a privilege.” 

			At this the whole stadium rose to their feet and applauded, Oklahoma and South Dakota State alike. Jake returned to his team members and they all queued up to shake his hand. 

			The cheer squad resumed their “Go OU, Go OU” chant as the wrestlers appeared for the 285-lbs bout, the tenth and final bout in the dual. It was won by the South Dakota State wrestler in a 4-3 decision, but Oklahoma won overall on team points 22-17, thanks to Jake’s decisive win in the ninth bout. 

			The teams exchanged handshakes, and while the head coach was interviewed by the Sports TV presenters, the Oklahoma team went off to the Sooner Locker Room, where everyone was in a celebratory mood. 

			The head coach joined them. “We’re proud of you, Jake! You pulled that dual off for us! An unbelievable performance for a freshman!” 

			The head coach wanted his team members to join him to celebrate. Jake was reluctant at first because he had not forgotten about his history test the next day, but then he thought of his friend Dylan, who would most certainly have been celebrating the Oklahoma win. He did not stay on too long, though, because he decided he needed a decent meal at the Couch student cafeteria before going through his history notes back in his room at the Walker Center.

			Making his way back to Walker via the North and South Ovals, he passed the Bizzell Library, which still had the notice about the wrestling dual in front of its main entrance. He thought about the geography thesis on Oklahoma mesa mountain formations that he was planning to look up there in the Great Reading Room after his history test the next day. At the other end of the South Oval he passed the Dale Hall Tower, which was where his history test was to take place, and the Cate Student Union restaurant, where he often met other friends who were living on campus—it had the advantage of being open late. 

			He dropped off his wrestling gear at his room at the Walker Center, where his roommate Matt Taylor was preparing for his German test, which, like Jake’s history test, was scheduled to take place on Monday at 10 a.m. They often commiserated at how their professors had a habit of ruining their Sundays. However, this did not prevent Matt from interrupting his German grammar studies when the occasion called for it. 

			“Congratulations!” he said, as Jake entered the room. “I reckon the whole of Walker was watching you on TV. You could have heard them hollering from miles away! Are you still on your cloud?” 

			“You bet! I’m so hungry though!” 

			At this Matt suggested they both go off to the Couch student cafeteria, which was just across from where they lived in the Walker Center. A number of people recognized Jake from the televised bout and congratulated him as he made his way over to the roast counter, where a student helper high-fived him and gave him a large helping of roast pork with onion rings, okra, and fries. 

			“I feel like a celebrity,” Jake said to Matt as he returned to his table. 

			“You deserve to,” commented Matt. “And I reckon after all that time keeping your weight down for the 197-lb bout, you’re entitled to a special dessert too.” 

			Jake needed no prompting. He went straight over to the dessert counter and was delighted to find his favorite dessert: key lime pie. He had just had his first mouthful of this delicious delicacy when he heard a familiar voice behind him. 

			“I was hoping I’d find you here. How are you all?” It was his history professor, Chet Pfarr. 

			“Hi, Dr. Pfarr. Don’t worry, I haven’t forgotten about your test.” 

			“The test’s not important compared with your performance today. Congratulations! I think the whole History Department was watching. But that’s not why I was looking for you. Our Chair of History says he needs to see you urgently.” 

			“What…Dr. Lemaster?”

			“Yes, Ethan Lemaster is asking if you could come to his office straight after tomorrow’s test. He won’t say why, but it seems to be pretty important. Can you send him a text? Here’s his cellphone number.”

		

	
		
			Chapter 2

			“Two hundred and sixty-three runs—we need ten to win,” Tom heard the team captain yell from the boundary after he had checked with the scorers. 

			Waitakere Cricket Club was chasing 272—a seemingly impossible task, the Waitakere players had thought initially, considering the reputation of the Suburbs New Lynn cricket team. But after the drinks break, the Suburbs bowlers seemed to have gotten tired and were bowling lots of loose deliveries. Then the leg spinners were brought in, but Tom and his fellow batsman Andrew Tusega were used to leg spinners, as they were leg spinners themselves. They knew how to play their deliveries and wait for a bad ball to hit to the boundary. 

			Together Tom and Andrew had had a very successful partnership of 136 runs, which had transformed the match from a predictable Suburbs win to a cliffhanger, with only one wicket remaining, meaning that if one of them got out, they would lose the match. There they were with just one over to go, and ten runs to win. Not only that, but Tom was on ninety runs, getting close to his first century. He looked over to the crowd watching expectantly, and could see his parents sitting under the trees on the right, ready to jump up and cheer at any moment. His dad had been there all day but had gone home to get his mum when his score had reached seventy. Luckily they lived not so far away from Te Atatu Park, in Henderson, so his dad had left during the drinks break and had only missed five minutes of play. 

			Tom imagined his name on the Waitakere Honours Board inside the club rooms, where all the players who had scored a century were commemorated. Tom Furlonger, 100 runs—that was, if he could make it to 100. He had seen enough players miss out on centuries to know that it would not be easy. 

			He wandered over to chat with Andrew at the end of the over. “Do you reckon we’ve got a chance, Andrew?” 

			“Yeah, if we stay focused, mate. We just need to make sure we hit the ball into the gap and don’t do any silly runs. We have to make sure we don’t run unless they have to run a fair way to get the ball. This bowler’s not the best, so we should have a chance if we’re careful.” 

			“Cool! But hang on, Andrew—it looks like they’re changing the bowler!”

			Changing the bowler? Yes, Suburbs was bringing back their opening bowler, Rob Ngaparu. Rob Ngapuru had been a black cap, a member of the New Zealand cricket team to play Sri Lanka, and he was a formidable bowler. And Tom was facing him! 

			The last thing I need, thought Tom, as he imagined being bowled first ball, and seeing they were the last partnership, that would be the end of the match. So much for the Honours Board! 

			He positioned himself to face the first ball, adjusting his helmet so that he could see clearly. The umpire signaled the all clear to the bowler, and Rob started his run-up. Well, Tom thought, I have nothing to lose. He would slog it and hit it with all his might diagonally to his left, where he could see a gap in the fielding. He whacked the ball so hard that it went sailing well beyond the boundary and landed among some trees at the side of the park. 

			A six! Two fielders ran after it and threw it back to the bowler. Two hundred and sixty-nine runs now—just four more and Waitakere would win! And Tom was on 96! So close! He looked over to all the Waitakere fans and his friends and family. His parents had been joined now by his brother James, whose game against Grafton at Ken Maunder Park must have finished early. They were all yelling encouragement. “Go for it, Tom!” 

			At the umpire’s signal Rob started his run-up. This time the fielders on the left had closed up, so that option was out. Tom decided to hit the ball to the right, but not to aim for a boundary, just far enough for two or three runs before the fielders caught up with it and threw it back at the stumps. His strategy worked—he aimed at a gap in the field where the fielders at the boundary had to run a fair way to get the ball. 

			He and Andrew managed two runs, but Tom yelled to Andrew not to attempt a third run because he could see that the fielders were getting close to the ball. Sure enough, one of the fielders hurled the ball so that it hit the stumps just after they completed their second run. Boy, that was close! thought Tom. 

			The crowd was getting really excited. Waitakere was now on 271 runs, just two to win, with four deliveries remaining. They realized that with four balls to go in the over and just two runs needed, that Waitakere could win. But all that Suburbs required was to get one of them out. And Tom was on 98! 

			Tom wondered if he could repeat the same strategy. He noticed that the captain had rearranged the field on the right so that the fielders were closer in. If he could aim for a four, with the ball rolling over the boundary before the fielders got to it, then they would win. 

			Once again, the umpire signaled for the bowler to start his run up. The spectators hushed expectantly. Tom hit the ball to the right. Helped by a sudden gust of wind, it went a bit further than he had intended. He watched it sail over towards the boundary, and for a moment he thought it would make it over the boundary line. But then what he had dreaded would happen did—an agile fielder caught the ball close to the boundary. He was out! Waitakere had missed out on a win by just two runs. And he had missed out on his century! 98 runs! 

			But wait! What was that? Some of his team-mates on the sideline were pointing to the boundary line. Had the ball made it over the boundary line before it was caught? If it was over the line then it was counted as a six, and he was not out! The umpire walked over to the boundary to inspect it, talked to the fielder who had caught the ball, and consulted other fielders and spectators who were close by. Then he spoke to the other umpire. Everyone anxiously awaited his decision. 

			Slowly he walked back to the center of the field. There he paused and looked around the field. There was total silence as members of both teams and spectators awaited his signal. Would he raise his right arm and signal that Tom was out and Suburbs had won? Or would he raise both arms and award a six? 

			The umpire finally turned in the direction of the scorers on the sideline. He stood completely still for a moment. Then he raised both arms. It was a six! Tom looked at the scoreboard. 277 runs! Waitakere had won by one wicket! A victory over Suburbs New Lynn! The spectators seemed stunned. 

			Andrew walked over to join Tom. “Congratulations, mate! You’ve done it! 104 runs! You’ve got your century! Raise your bat!” 

			Tom raised his bat towards the spectators. They now realized that he had gotten his century and let out an enormous roar of approval combined with tumultuous applause for the win that could be heard blocks away. Tom’s team ran on to the field to join him and Andrew, and took turns at hugging Tom and slapping him on the back. 

			The Suburbs members then came over to shake hands with their opponents, and Rob Ngapuru, who was the team captain, made a point of shaking Tom’s hand vigorously as he patted his shoulder. “Well done, mate, good batting. Great game!” 

			The Waitakere team captain, Joe Patel, got his players to gather around him before they left the field. “Tom is the man of the match,” he said. “He saved the day. You all helped keep Suburbs’ score down with your excellent bowling and fielding, and you all helped get our score up with your batting, and that’s how we won. You can all feel very proud of yourselves. But Tom won the match for us. Our first win against Suburbs in ten years. Congratulations, Tom! What a way to end the season! You really deserve your century!” 

			Tom’s team members cheered, shook his hand, and gave him high fives as they returned to the side of the field to collect their bags. Tom’s parents and his brother James came over to shake his hand. 

			“Will you be home for dinner, Tom?” asked his dad. “We’re having roast lamb with kumara tonight. If you’re home for dinner I’ll get a bottle of sparkling wine on the way home so we can celebrate!” 

			“Sweet as, Dad! Yes, I’ll be home about seven. The boys want a beer first in the clubrooms!” 

			Tom was making his way over to the Waitakere Cricket clubrooms surrounded by his jubilant teammates when his dad called him back. 

			“Oh, by the way, Tom, we had a ring earlier on from your German lecturer.” 

			“Really? Which one?” 

			“I think she said her name was Sanft. The one with German Tongan ancestry.” 

			“Dr. Sanft? Did she leave a message?” 

			“Well, she said that the Head of School was wanting to see you urgently, tomorrow if you can make it.” 

			“That’ll be Professor Aurisch. I wonder what he wants?” 

			“Well, Dr. Sanft left a cellphone number for you to ring. I’ll give it to you when you get home. See you later!”

		

	
		
			Chapter 3

			“We will now return to Siddhasana,” said Frau Wichtermann, the yoga lecturer, in a barely audible whisper. 

			The yoga students, who had been lying on their backs in the Shavasana pose for ten minutes in a state of complete relaxation, now moved slowly to a seated position. Luise felt that she was slowly returning to the real world. She became aware of the sounds and smells of the other students around her, particularly the sounds of rumbling stomachs, because everyone was obviously getting hungry, like her, but there was also a strong smell of perspiration. The plank pose, which Frau Wichtermann had asked her to demonstrate to the class before they wound down to the Shavasana pose, had demanded a lot of physical effort. 

			“Frau Breitenbach,” the teacher had said, “You are the best in the class at Chatturanga Dandasana. Would you mind demonstrating it to the other students, please?” 

			“Aber natürlich,” Luise had responded, momentarily forgetting that the class was taught in English, and hastily correcting herself. “But of course!” 

			So the other students had gathered around Luise as she demonstrated the Chatturanga Dandasana pose, which involved putting all your weight on your toes and hands while keeping a perfectly straight back. Much more difficult than doing a press-up, because you had to maintain the press-up with a straight back for a good two minutes, which took a lot of energy. After she had demonstrated the pose, Luise then had to do it again while the other students around her grunted and groaned as they got into position, and the body odor, from the males in particular, was, she felt, particularly noticeable, to put it politely. 

			The venue for this Freie Universität English yoga course was not ideal, being on the fifth floor of a residential block for visiting academics, the IBZ, which was some distance from the main university campus. To get there they either had to walk, cycle, or take the U3 line on the Berlin underground and get off at Rüdesheimer Platz. And as there was only one lift, which was pretty impossible to find, students had to walk up five flights of stairs to reach the fifth floor. Because the room had no ventilation, once they got there, body odor was quite a problem even before they started the yoga exercises. 

			The room had the advantage of being quiet, which was good from the point of view of Shavasana, which aimed at total relaxation and disengagement from the surroundings. But as Frau Wichtermann brought the class back to their awareness of their environment and moved them to the Siddhasana seated position, Luise became aware that her stomach was starting to add to the rumbling chorus. 

			Obviously this was a problem with the six-o’clock class, as everyone was getting really hungry at the end of their day at the university. Luise had had quite a busy day herself, with first-year German literature seminars on Theodor Fontane and Heinrich Heine, and an
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