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Having Balls 
by Frankie Piccione 

 Sydney’s hand trembled as she slid her glasses through her golden blonde hair. She stood 

in front of the television, clutching the remote. Her forehead sparkled of sweat and it pooled 

under her armpits. Sydney’s eyes darted frantically around the living room. There was a couch 

here and a table there, but no mean, older sister. Sydney hopped onto the couch. She ran her 

hands down the back of her thighs to smooth her skirt against her legs. Her legs stuck out of her 

skirt like two boney toothpicks holding an intelligent block of cheese. 

Sydney sank in the couch cushions and powered on the television, a thrill she did not 

often experience. Sydney’s sister, Sam, hogged the television constantly, thus forcing Sydney to 

watch only what Sam watched. Sydney flipped through the channels until she came to a soccer 

game. Thanks to Sam’s addiction to the Food Network, Sydney had never seen a soccer game. 

She had no idea what was happening, but she learned quickly and fell in love with it. A soccer 

player kicked the ball through another player’s legs and into the goal. Sydney’s mouth hung open 

as she gasped almost without thinking. 

About half way through the soccer game, Sydney felt uneasy. Where was Sam? Was she 

waiting for just the right moment to jump out at Sydney? Waiting for Sydney to go to the 

bathroom to change the channel? This was the longest Sydney had ever been at peace without 

Sam around. She peered over the back of the couch, studying the nearby closet. The door 

creaked as it swayed in the draft of the air condition. Sydney approached slowly, checking and 

double checking that Sam was not near by. With the coast clear, Sydney dug through the closet 

and found a soccer ball. She snatched it from the box where it had laid comfortably for many 

years. 
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Sydney headed for the front door when Sam bulldozed into view and blocked Sydney’s 

path. Sydney tugged at her collar and unbuttoned the top of her shirt to let the heat out. 

 “Where are you going?” said Sam. 

“Outside,” said Sydney. Compared to Sydney, Sam was a giant. 

“Why do you have that soccer ball?” 

“I’m going to be professional soccer play when I grow up,” Sydney said, “so I’ve got to 

practice.” 

“As if,” groaned Sam, and she kicked the ball out of Sydney’s hand. 

Sydney dove for the ball and caught it just like the goalie on television. Sam almost 

didn’t believe it. The fat on her face danced as she did a double take. 

“You’re such a loser!” said Sam. 

“Well, at least I’m trying to do something with my life,” said Sydney. “You should try it 

sometime.” 

Sam grabbed Sydney’s arm and twisted it. “What’d you say?” 

“I said that you’re overqualified for most positions and any employer would be happy to 

have you! Ow! Ow!” 

“And?” 

“And you’re not a loser like everyone says. Majoring in art was not a mistake.” 

“That’s what I thought you said.” Sam released Sydney’s arm and shoved the nerd away 

from her. “You want my advice?” 

Sydney wasn’t sure. 

“Give up the soccer dream. It will only lead to failure.” 

“How do you know that?” asked Sydney. 
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“Because it’s your dream. You don’t have the coordination to play soccer.” 

Sam nudged Sydney. Sydney stumbled backwards, trying to catch herself.  

“But there’s no pushing in soccer,” Sydney said. 

“But if you play soccer, then there’s Sydney in soccer. And that’s where the problem is.” 

Sam continued to push Sydney. “It’s not the pushing, it’s the Sydney.” 

Sydney tried to exit the scene, but she tripped over the soccer ball and fell into the closet. 

Sam closed the door on Sydney’s nose and leaned on the door. Sydney yanked her face back. 

“Case and point.” said Sam. 

Sydney closed her eyes tight, but she couldn’t control her tears and a waterfall steamed 

from her face. She grabbed for the nearest piece of cloth to dry herself. 

“Now, you stay in there until you can give up on this soccer dream,” said Sam. “I’m 

helping you. You’re not using your head.” 

Sydney pressed the cloth to her face. Suddenly, she realized what she had. It was her 

godmother’s old soccer shorts. Sydney looked deeper in the closet and found her godmother’s 

entire uniform.  

Sydney pictured herself wearing the uniform and winning a soccer game. The crowd 

cheered and Sydney got a trophy. Sydney’s teammates lifted her up and paraded her around like 

a Macy’s balloon. 

In the closet, Sydney rid herself of her plaid skirt and nerd shirt and dressed in the 

uniform. Her posture straightened, her eyes brightened, and her shoulders rose. She leaped from 

the closet, knocking Sam over.  

“Get back in there! You haven’t learned anything!” Sam said as she slid into the couch.  

Sydney scooped up her soccer ball and headed for the front door.  
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“Oh, yes, I have.” 

Sam jumped at Sydney, but Sydney hopped outside the front door and slammed it shut 

just before Sam could reach her. Sam hit the wooden door with giant thud. 

Outside, Sydney dropped the ball to the ground and gave it a mighty kick. It left the 

safety of the ground and took off like a rocket. It hurdled through two trees. 

“But you were right about one thing, Sam.” 

Sam flung the door open. “What?” 

“I wasn’t using my head.” Sydney kicked the ball. It smacked Sam in the face and came 

back at Sydney. She head-butted it between the trees. 

“Goal!” 


