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Bddie “Air” Ball

0:-:_&::*, LAST PLaAY! Your turn, Eddie Ball!” hollered our
gym teacher, Mr. lanucei, “This is Eddie’s shot, every-
body!™

It was the end of the school year, and Mr. lanucci was
putting the fifth-grade boys through a basketball drill. He
had split our class into two teams, Shirts and Skins. I
always prayed to be on the Shirts because I'm real skinny
and T don’t like taking my shirt off in front of other
people, My nibs shew, vou know? It's embarrassing.

But today T was a Skin. One of my friends, Ty Wegmer,
dribbled the ball upeourt. The Shirts backpedaled to
defend their basket. Ty passed off to Johnny DeFonza,
another friend of mine.

As the designated shooter, [ wasn't allowed to touch
the ball until the end. The shooter’s Job in this drill is to
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move without the ball and try to get open so one of your
teamrnates can pass it to vou. It's tough, because everyone
on the other team knows you're the one who will eventu-
ally take the shot.

I scooted under the basket and out to the comer of the
court, but there were Shirts all over me. Johnny passed the
ball to Ty. I cut back the other way, but 1 was still covered
in the other corner.

“Okay,”” boomed Mr. [anucci. “Pretend there are six
seconds left on the clock!™

Oh, man! 1 Aare when he does that.

I ducked behind Johnny, faked as if T were heading for
the basket, and ran out near the foul line. I was open, and
[ figured [ had about a second or so before [d be sur-
rounded by Shirts.

Ty whipped a pass o me. Quickly, I planted my feet at
the foul line.

“Sheoot it, Eddie!” Johnny velled.

I took aim and put it up. The ball missed everything.

“Alr ball!” Ty said dispustedly.

“Hey, we shouldn’t call you Eddie Ball," one of the
Shirts said, laughing, “From now on we oughta call you
Air Ball'™

I heard the guys snickering as we filed into the locker
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room. Mr. lanucei slapped me on the back and said, “Nice
try, Eddie. You’ll sink it next time.”
It didn't make me feel any better.

Let me get one thing straight right from the start. I can
shoot.

I can shoot the daylights out of a basketball, T've
always had a special talent for throwing stuff at
targets. I can toss a soda can into the recyeling bucket
from across the room, Mo problem. 1 can fire a snow-
ball at a tree across the street and hit it nine times out
of ten.

It's like a sixth sense. Sometimes [ set up a bunch of
tay soldiers on a table and pick them off with a rubber
band one by one. Other kids are amazed. 1 can shoot a
bow and arrow Dike a laser beam. I'm always winning
stuff at camivals.

Of course, being a great shooter isn't good enough in
a real game. You've pot to be able to dnbble the ball.
You've got to be able to pass. You've got to be able to han-
dle pressure,

I was never as good at those things. 1 get rattled when
I'm playing in a game. The other kids are always shoult-
ing, sticking their hands in my face. Everybodys running
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When Eddie Ball find: vut ahoul the Finkles poctry
conteat—a chanee Lo win a million dollars by sinking a foul shot
during halftime at the NBA Finals—he realizes it could be the and

to his and hiz mother’s problems, But someone really wants Eddie
to shoot an air ball on the big day, and will do anvthing to sabotame
the million dollar zhot. ...

“Another page-turner. . Gutman's subtle humor, exeiting sports
action, and excruciating suspense make Chis title an outstanding
choice, . . —Selhool Lilrary Jweenal

Winner of six state awards:
Culifornia, Towa, Connectient, Tennezzee, Ollahoma, and Minne=ota

Neminoted for four state awards:
Minois, Maryland, Pennsylvania, and Vieginia
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