The Soccer Game.
Darren Sylvester

Three months of full time employment being contracted data entrn operators in a finance company have been completed. Yesterdays pay
contained the contractual thousand dollar severance fee and on this, the final Friday afternoon together, a picnic has been organised on
behalf of the temp agency. One of the many supervisors arrives with a plastic bag for each of them containing not only obvious stationary
items but also more interestingly a frisbee, baseball style cap and a coffee cup displaying the temp agency logo as farewell presents. The
supervisor has also brought along a soccer ball and naturally supervises everyone in an office boys v. girls match before they head for home.
They get the feeling this sort of thing has been done many times before. For some of them, this is already their second frisbee.

A wooden park bench is set out with simple food such as crackers, eggplant dips, bottles of white wine, orange juice and beer. Napkins are
handed out in a similar fashion to a take one pass it along information sheet at work. Someone is complaining about leaving food in the
open air which insects are landing on.

The majority haven’t played any sport since university or earlier which results in most people trotting after the ball slow paced and kicking it
aimlessly. Those that attend gym after work have outfits that match. Someone is actually wearing ce clothes. Someone secures hold
the ball, shuffling it away from them and holds their hands aloft whilst shrieking out, jumping up and down, amazed they’d even moved it at all.

Everyone is relaxed and comfortable, laughing together like old friends. Everyone is genuinely afraid of getting their trainers dirty. A goal is
scored. Then another. One of the goa’lkeapers is smoking a Benson & Hedges.

Then after a simple cross field pass, the ball travels directly and solidly off a blue Reebok firing straight towards Rachels face. It
splits her head back almost ninety Jegrees - sending her backwards and into the ground. Everyone stops and stands still for a second, then
rushes over as she begins to wince and contract in pain.

:‘ahe ki‘¢l=ker murmurs when ambling over, raising both hands skyward and then when arriving at Rachels feet, drops both hands to their
ce."Jesus.”

Not only has Rachel’s nose started to bleed and the ball skidded off burning her ral face, however more seriously, the impact has caused
her front tooth to drive and puncture right through her bottom lip which is now bleeding profusely over her neck onto a white t-shirt. She’s
crying and slowly raising her hand to the lip. Slowly arching her back and rolling over on her side, bringing her knees up.

“I'm sorry, so sorry. Fuck, I'm sorry.” The kicker is down on their knees placing a hand gently under her head.
Rachel has now managed to dislodge her tooth. She’s still crying, although it’s a little louder now after feeling the slit beneath her lip.

Everyone stands around, unsure of what to do. The ball is now thirty metres away after ricocheting off her head into the air and sailing back
over the picnic bench.

S&u’:‘no running over shaking their head begins to remark. “It starts off fun and games...” Until they arrive close enough to see Rachels face.

Someone runs off, only to turn back shouting they’re getting a car. Everyone gathered stands in a circle, ins placed over Rachels mouth
and nose, decorated in Christmas trees and mﬂmrmhmh-hmvdnnlﬁngimahmned nd-&oplomlmtsh:ﬂngm
luklnga‘uchm,dlsbolwlng.

In the office Rachel is discussed and cherished. She is naturally likable, with blonde hair always pulled tightly back into a pnghll or bun. She
mmamﬂejuluulg Mdﬂ.%mw«ﬂubrﬂwmmlﬁgﬂm mi;lnﬂlg‘msﬁnﬂmdﬂdhn hem. Rachel




