
AT THE GAME 

Read it. It is a riot . 

• By ERMA FISTE. 

He wrapped his muskrat coat 
tighter around him and barked, 
"Well, let's go ... stick with me, 
kid ... you'll know something about 
football." 

''Aw, shut up, I know a foul 
player when I see one," and with 
my backfield in motion, I stomped 
off. 

I'm about as desirable at a foot
ball game as a plate of soured hog's 
belly on the breakfast table. 

I'm a misfit. I just don't know 
who blocked the kick made by Herb 
Zubinskif in the third quarter in 
the game between Army and Purdue 
in 1939. I wouldn't know the guy 
if my father had mounted him in 
taxidermy school and hung him over 
the fireplace in the Recreational 
Roon,. 

I've been going to games since J 
was knee-high to a sheepskin. I know 
a football when I see it ... it's jn.;t 
the little things that throw me. 

Take last week ... I go to the 
game with this friend of mine. He 
has appeared in his muskrat coat 
and reel nose at every football game 
since they substituted the T-Forma
tion for the old Choke-Throat Play. 
(A sure thing for fullbacks who 
hate crowds.) 
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The band parades clown the field. 
I am loving martial music, but not 
Broomhead. He is reading the pro
gram by a lighted match. He is also 
setting fire to my Dayton pennant. 
It appears that I go to DA Uni
versity, which is perhaps the short
est locomotive cheer in the history 
of education. He speaks! 

" (Cough) " 

My mistake ... Being the friendly 
type, I offer, "Looks like it's going 
to be a good game." He gives me 
that why-don't-you-curl-up-in-a-nice
deep-manhole-and-pick-me-up-wlhen
the-game-is-over-look. I think of 
something else to say. "Who'sc 

starting?" I query. That sounded in
telligent when the fella next to me 
said it. He shoves the program at 
me. It drops to the floor. 

I am chewing on an old Neolitc 
sole and trying to salvage my elbow 
from a barrage of saddle shoes when 
the crowd cheers. When I emerge 
with the program, "Happy Sam'' 
retorts, "Your hair looks terrible." 

"What's the score?" I pant. 
"The game hasn't started yet." 
"Then what were they so happy 

about?" 
"The band went off the field." 
"Oh." 
"Here comes the team . . . now 

we'll see some action." 

"Do you have any chewing gum?" 

"Here, in my jacket." He shoves 
it at me. It drops to the floor. 

This is getting to be old stuff to 
me. Crawling around on the cold 
cement I marvel at how many peo
ple smoke Harvester Cigars and 
chew Sen Sen. I climb back to the 
seat. 

"Your face is dirty. "  

"What's the score?" 

"35-6, our favor." 

"Listen, they're starting to play 
our Alma Mater." 

"Sit clown ... that's a horn on 
the play. We get 10 yards." 

I nudge the fat man next to me. 
"There's a horn on that play," I say 
proudly. "We get 10 yards." He 
gnashes his teeth. He is a fan for 
the opposing team. 

"Cold, isn't it?" I offer my friend. 

"Get a load of that, would you 
... we get 15 yards on 'em." I re
member this line very well, for it 
was accompanied by an elbow in 
my ribs that knocked me into the 
reserved section. 

"Swell," I gasped. "Just give me 
the blanket for a tourniquet." 

He shoves the blanket at me. It 
dropped to the ... yeah. 

I emerge. 

"Your eyes look terrible." 

"Who'se winning?" 

"We are." 

I smile, "Hot Ziggity." 

The Exponent 
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