The Championship

In twenty-seven seconds, this will all be over.  1 I will either be Emma Henley, the star who grabbed the state basketball championship for the Tigers, or Emma Henley, the one who let it slip right through her hands.

The score is tied.  2 We weren’t supposed to have a chance against this team.  No contest, the county paper had the nerve to write.  But here we are, twenty-two seconds from the buzzer, and the score is tied.  


3 I hope no one can see my shoulders shaking as I dribble, not too fast but not too slow.  By the time I get within reasonable range, we’re down to nineteen seconds.  I dribble.  Breathe.  Dribble.  Breathe.  Seventeen seconds.  I glance at the members of the other team.  They’re expecting me to move in for a layup; that’s what I’ve done for most of the game.  I have to do something else, something they’re not prepared for, and I only have fifteen seconds.


I move as if I’m going in for my usual shot.  4 When the clock flips to thirteen seconds, I turn and let the numbers tick.  Twelve, eleven, ten, nine.  Dribble, aim, shoot.  Score.  When the buzzer sounds, the scoreboard reads Tigers-68, Sharks-66.  The championship is ours!

