

















10:40 a.m. Three sets of rapid fire jumping jacks, followed by 20
pushups and 20 crunches. Then Coach Hopkins blows the whistle to
signal that it’s time to start running. We head to our end zone fora
series of sprints. We run to our 40-yard line first and I cross the mark
along with two or three of the front-runners — not bad for a beginner.
Then the sprints lengthen — 50 yards, 60 yards and soon we’re run-
ning the length of the field. You'd expect a small break after all that
running, but it’s time for pushups again. Sweat is dripping from my
forehead and I can feel my eye makeup melting. Why did I wear
makeup to play ball? Vanity I guess, but it looks like my play to loock
good for the camera backfired.

11:00 a.m. We're still sprinting. No longer keeping up with the
front-runners, I fall to the back of the pack. Perhaps I should have
paced myself.

11:08 a.m. The sideline is looking good. Think I'll sit and watch the
remainder of the running drills. “Go team go!”

11:15 a.m.Break time. I grab a bottle of water, take off my helmet,
make like a team player and pour the cool fluid over my head. Now
I’m cool, just like a football player. Only problem is that the eye
makeup is now streaming down my face and dripping off my chin.
Not coel and definitely not like a football player.

11:30 a.m. Coach has set up offensive and defensive drills all over
the field. I choose the running back clinic to start. To train agility, we
run in a square shape — forwards, sideways, then backwards. Upon
completion I get low fives and a couple of head butts. “Ouch!”

1 SPORTS

11:35 a.m. I move on to the slalom run; weaving around orange
cones, acting like I’'m catching the ball, then breaking a tackle. It
takes a few runs to get the footwork. Next, the girls actually get tack-
led by their teammates. Fortunately, coach won’t let me take part in
this one, citing insurance concerns. Personally, I think he knows I
couldn’t take it and wants to spare my feelings. What a guy.

11:45 a.m. M n’ M shows me how to catch the ball. The quarterback
instructs me to hold my hands above my head in the shape of a trian-
gle (fingers straight, thumbs and forefingers touching). She rolls
back a few yards and throws. Blam! She nails it. | manage to hold
onto the ball and everyone cheers.

12:00 p.m. Time for defensive drills. I get down on my hands and
knees and I find myself face to face with a 240-pound defensive
linewoman who isn’t smiling. We’re supposed to push each other
while the drill leader times us with a stop watch. Ready, set, push! I
give it my all, but feel myself rapidly losing ground. ['m down., with
only skid marks left to show where I once stood.

12:15 p.m. Hope I fare better with the offensive drills. Scrimmage
time. I’'m supposed to hand the ball off to coach and run a horseshoe
pattern. After three failed attempts, I finally get the fake-and-roll
move. Success at last.

1:00 p.m. After a quick lunch, we’re back on the field, divided into
two teams. The girls will spend the remainder of the day running
plays, learning strategies and basically honing their game. Me? I'm
relegated to the sidelines.




	Football0
	Football1
	Football2
	Football3
	Football4
	Football5
	Football6

