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File preview

Abdullah Abu Snaineh



dedicated to Chapecoense Football Club and

those who fall but

never stay down



I usually try to write funny and smart

acknowledgments, but I failed to do so here,

so I’m just going to be honest.

Thank you Hebron University.



September 17 – 2013

I love scoring goals and I am very good at that but my

new coach is always telling me to play as a winger. By

„always‟ I mean only the past few days as it was my

second week at my new high school, the place where

you find your first real love, or not.

It was nice to be good at a hobby in a new high school.

This way I won‟t be the lonely boy with neither a

girlfriend nor a hobby. Rather, I will be the lonely boy

without a girlfriend but with a hobby. Mine was soccer.

Soccer was one of the things I can‟t remember when I

started doing. All I knew was that I grew up playing it,

not always with a ball though as cans and stones were

enough for me. Another thing that I recalled very well

was that I have never played in a position besides

forward until the third day of training.
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On the third day of the high school soccer team training

I had to change my playing position for the first time in

my life. I used to play in front my whole life but on that

day something extraordinary happened as coach J.D.

approached me and said, “Boy, you are good as a

striker but so is he,” pointing at Jess, my friend and

teammate, “but you have the prowess to play as a

winger and he doesn‟t.” he was still pointing at Jess.

“My plan is that he scores and you help him. We need

goals but to do that we need ass ”ـــhe sneezed, “Not the

perfect place to stop in a sentence. Anyway, we need

assists.” he continued.

I was new to the team and I didn‟t want to protest

despite that I was disappointed. The coach actually

made sense in his point of view. Besides, the coach

considering me as a player who can play well in more

than one position was flattering. The thing was that I
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loved scoring goals. Many considered it a matter of ego

but I saw it as a matter of self-fulfillment.

“You see boy,” he began again, “possessing the ball

and not scoring is like, like not finishing a sentence,

like I just did minutes ago when I halted at ass. And we

don‟t want to stop at the ass, do we?” I would love to

stop there, I thought. “No, sir,” I said. “What we are

going to do is take the ball and get to the V. Do you

know what the V stands for?” he asked me. “I think I

do, sir.” I sheepishly answered. “So tell me!” he

required. “V stands for vagina. We have the balls and

we should get to… the vagina.” I unnecessarily

explained. “Oh! What an exposition! But V stands for

victory.” Man, was I embarrassed. “Go and practice

with Jess.” the coach finally said.
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September 23 - 2013

Jess told me that Mike will drive us home. Mike has

been saying that he wanted to drop out of school so he

can be a fulltime car mechanic. I have known Mike

closely for only few months now but he and Jess were

friends for years. I mean Mike and I talked many times

before. Almost 76% of our talk was only exchanging

greetings. On the other hand, only in the last days we

got to know each other better. Moreover, he later gave

me rides in his car.

His car was the thing we were going to as Jess and I

were walking toward the parking lot where Mike was

waiting for us. Mike was wearing black pants and a red

hoodie. His car was burgundy except for the rims and

the spoiler which were black. It was a Volkswagen

Golf but Mike made it more appealing to the eye and

noisier to the ear.
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Before any word was spoken Mike had opened his car

and we got in. Jess and I took the backseats. The

strawberry car air freshener tree wasn‟t useful that day

as the inside of the car smelled like rotten tomatoes

eaten by a zombie and then thrown up.

“Oh, man!” exclaimed Jess.

“It‟s the garbage. I didn‟t throw it.” replied Mike.

“It was nice of you to offer us a ride.” I said.

“I‟ll give you rides and you teach me some stuff for

school… to drop out of it with my head held high.

Cool?” he asked me.

“Yeah, sure!” I answered.

“But first,” he said, “we have to pick Martin up.”
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“Maybe we should throw the garbage first!” suggested

Jess. “Besides,” he continued, “Why didn‟t you pick

him up from school?”

“He wanted to bring something to program my car

navigator.”

I looked at Jess in astonishment.

“You could‟ve driven him home! Tha…” I didn‟t finish

my suggestion as we were in front of Martin‟s home.

Martin was waiting in front of a dumpster but he didn‟t

look like one. He actually looked so handsome and

immaculately dressed. Some players spent more time

taking care of their appearance than they did warming

up before a match. And since they were athletes, their

bodies always looked gorgeous, regardless of the faces

of some players, the abs were enough to attract

attention. And those who had sexy bodies and pretty
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faces were cheered not only by the girls from our

school but also by the girls from the other schools too.

Point made that some of the players were really

attractive and all, Martin looked even more handsome

than these players. Mike stopped to let Martin in.

“Throw the garbage!” cried Jess.

“No!” whispered Mike. “I have to buy a catback

exhaust and I don‟t have much money.”

“I don‟t see the correlation!” said Jess.

“Stolen parts Jess. Stolen parts.” explained Mike. He

then continued, “We‟re going to the Northern Bay. The

garbage is just a guarantee. Just in case if the cops

show up. We‟re there just to throw some garbage!”



-7-



“With such smell cops won‟t have a doubt!” said

Martin, looking back at Jess. He saw me too but didn‟t

say anything.

“So you kept the garbage in your car on purpose?!” I

demanded.

“You have to be careful!” said Mike. “You have to be

careful.”

“I know that. Maybe we shouldn‟t have accepted to get

in the car in the first place!” I said.

“We?” required Mike.

“Jess and I,” I replied. Then Mike looked at Jess who

looked at me and said nothing. I wanted to dodge total

embarrassment so I fibbed, “Maybe we should have

told our parents that we were with you. I don‟t want my

mother to be worried if I didn‟t get to my house early.”
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Why would my drunken mother worry about me being

late? In truth, I always thought she wished if I didn‟t

get back to the house on time. And there I was,

fulfilling one of her wishes.

“Do you race?” I asked Mike. Both Mike and Martin

had exchanged bewildered looks between them before

Mike responded, “No. Do you?”

“I prefer physical sports.”

“Are you good at that?” Martin asked me.

I didn‟t answer as Jess quickly said to Martin, “I‟m the

second best soccer player in this car.” Mike adjusted

the rearview mirror and looked at me in amazement,

and Martin only shrugged. I looked at Jess and gave

him a thank-you smile.
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There was a huge scrapyard at the entrance of the

Northern Bay. I looked if I could spot a place to throw

the garbage but there wasn‟t and that alarmed me.

Mike slowly drove to the middle of the scrapyard and

looked around.

We waited.

“It seems your man is not here!” said Jess.

“Of course he is not. It‟s a woman.” replied Mike and

then honked twice.

A middle aged woman appeared from behind a pile of

scrap carrying the catback exhaust and approached us.

“What‟s that smell?” she asked while her fingers were

closing her nostrils when she was at the car window.
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“Guarantee.” said Mike and handed her the money. She

gave him the catback exhaust which didn‟t look like

the back of a cat by the way. He nodded in appreciation

and she went to where she came from, or any other

place behind the big pile of scrap.

“What about the garbage?” asked Jess.

“Oh, there‟s a dumpster near here somewhere. We‟ll

throw it there!” answered Mike.

The door was ajar when I returned to the house. It was

what I expected as I‟ve already seen my mother‟s

Buick parked outside the house. I could smell that she

was drinking and smoking in the kitchen. Few steps

more and I was able to see her doing so. My mother

didn‟t like to drink in front of me so she protested

immediately when she saw me, “You could‟ve said you

were coming! Now, what should I do with this glass?”

she told me, holding a glass of whiskey while sitting on
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a stool and leaning on a table. Her veins were bulged

on her fingers, and her nails were bitten, almost

bleeding.

“You could throw it! Or pour it down the gutter.” I

suggested.

She put the glass down but went on smoking. “You are

late!” she said.

“For what?”

“You are late,” she raised her cigarette to her mouth.

Her lips were dry, “and that‟s bad my son.”

Then she told me what she had already said a thousand

times, “If your father were late he wouldn‟t have had

that accident. He wanted to be there before you were

born. He didn‟t want to miss a thing.” she said. She

took another drag on her cigarette and continued, “It
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turned out he missed everything.” Before heading to

my room I stood there silently for a moment, thinking

about the contradiction of the fact that being late was

bad, but that also being late would‟ve saved my father.

I was born on the same day my father died, same hour

even. And that is one of the three reasons I don‟t

celebrate my birthday: 1- already mentioned. 2- I don‟t

have many close friends to celebrate with. 3- Why

would I celebrate getting older?

Number 3 was one of many questions I‟ve been

thinking about. A very recent one was, “What am I

going to do in Spanish class?”

My favorite team was Spanish and I‟ve always

dreamed of playing for it. Supporting a Spanish club

was another reason for me to learn Spanish. Being

motivated to learn a new language didn‟t mean it

would be easy. And to be honest, learning Spanish was
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hard. I pulled my course book and notebook to study,

or try to. I opened the course book and oh, mi dios! I

should take a shower instead, I thought.

While I was in the bathroom trying to get rid of the

smell of the garbage, I heard someone honking in front

of the house. At first I thought it was Mike but why

would‟ve he wanted me? Besides, that car wasn‟t

noisy. Two minutes later I heard the front door opened

then shut. When I was done I went to check who came

or if my mother had left.

She did.

There was a note written on a blue note slip stuck to the

fridge. It read, “I‟m out. Won‟t be late. Love.”

Then I had an idea.

Find alcohols and throw them.
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For a minute, I wondered where to begin then I started

thinking like an alcoholic widow who doesn‟t drink in

front of her son and that excluded the fridge.

I looked everywhere else but I couldn‟t find anything.

A part of me was happy that there were no drinks or

cigarettes in the house but the other part told the first

part that there were drinks and cigarettes but they were

well hidden. However, I found a closed metal box but it

was too small and too light to hide drinks in it, maybe

there were only cigarettes in the box but not drinks.

One thing I knew for sure was that I didn‟t know how

to fold clothes like my mother did.

When she returned hours after sunset she headed

directly to her room. Seconds later and she shouted at

me, “Come here!” I went to her room knowing that she

knew I‟ve searched her room.
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“What were you looking for?” she asked me while

pointing to creased clothes in her closet.

I kept silent.

“I don‟t suppose you need money.” she continued.

“I was looking for a dictionary… Spanish.” I lied. “I

remember you had one!” I continued.

“You have the internet!” she suggested.

“I prefer paperback dictionaries. I get distracted when I

use the internet.”

That was true. I usually get distracted when I‟m on the

internet. I open one or two tabs to look something up

for school but it turns out that I open more than 30 tabs,

most of them irrelevant to my research. It‟s funny

because it reminds me of getting to know people in my

life. I have a goal and spending time with too many
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people might delay me from achieving it. I see it as if

people were internet browser tabs.

“Well, I have one. It‟s in the second drawer.” she said.

I pretended that I was excited and all about it but she

stopped me short, “It‟s on top of the crumpled clothes

in the second drawer.” she specified.

“I might have missed it!”

“Or not!” she accusingly said, “If your father were

alive he would‟ve taught you not to touch anyone

else‟s things.”

“If he were alive you wouldn‟t drink, therefore I

wouldn‟t do this.” I confessed.

“Don‟t touch my things again!” she ordered.
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“You are my mother and I like to take good care of

anything and anyone I care about!”

“Son, taking good care of someone doesn‟t include

lying to them.”

“Are you taking care of me? Are you taking care of

yourself?!”

“I know where you are going with this so just stop!”

“Why?!”

“You‟re so stubborn! Okay, I love you son! I‟m willing

to die for you.”

“But you are dying! My father died for me, or because

of me! I don‟t want anybody to die for me. I want

someone who would live for me. Besides, the note slip

told me that and I would really appreciate it if you act

as you mean it.” I said before I walked toward the door.
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There I stopped for a bit and called, “Mom!” my face

in the opposite direction. “Yeah?” she responded.

“I…” I started before turning my face to see hers. She

had just lit a cigarette. “I might need that dictionary.” I

said before I left. I didn‟t really need a dictionary to

translate a language into another. What I really needed

was something that was capable of changing my

temper.
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September 26 - 2013

“I need your help!” Mike told me while holding his

lunch tray in the school cafeteria. At first I thought that

he needed my help to teach him something for school

but he looked so anxious, and he wasn‟t a guy who

bothered himself much about school so I asked,

“What‟s wrong?!”

“It‟s Jess!”

“Where‟s he?!” I worriedly asked.

He pointed with his head toward the table where Jess

was sitting. We walked there and before I sat down I

tried to cheer Jess up. “It‟s the champ. It‟s Jess. He

crushes you in soccer and beats you easily in chess!”

A fact about me: I have never joined the cheerleading

team, not that I wasn‟t good enough, but because I
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preferred to be cheered over cheering someone else up,

but Jess wasn‟t just someone else.

“He doesn‟t play chess. It requires intelligence!”

elucidated Mike.

We sat.

Jess sighed and said, “I might also not play soccer!”

“You had an injury?!” I asked. I was worried sick that

he was really injured. An injury is the worst enemy an

athlete could have and speaking from personal

experience, it truly is, but it also shows who you really

are and what kind of people you have in your life.

“No!” Jess answered. I waited for an explanation but

Jess didn‟t mouth a word. “It‟s the coach,” started

Mike, “He said that if Jess gets less than C in any test

he‟s out of the team. I suppose you know that.”
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“I didn‟t know there were questions on the back of the

paper. I didn‟t!” complained Jess. “There is nothing to

do to avoid this disaster!” he finished.

“Yes, there is.” said a voice. It was Martin who was

walking toward us. One can easily mix up between

Martin and any male model, but Martin was really

clever, cleverer than to walk in front of hundreds of

strange people wearing only boxers, he was even

cleverer than to walk in front of familiar people while

wearing only his underwear, too.

“I could hack the system and edit your score!” he

casually said like hacking the system for him was as

easy as scoring a goal from inside the box for me.

“He will ask the teacher.” said Jess.

“Why don‟t you tell the teacher you didn‟t know there

were questions on the back?” asked Mike.
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“Because the answers on the front don‟t particularly

stand in my defense!” replied Jess. “I couldn‟t sleep

last night thinking about this!”

“Wait!” demanded Mike, “When did you have the

test?” he asked Jess.

“Yesterday, but I didn‟t want you to panic.” answered

Jess.

“We are not panicking.” said Martin, shifting his eyes

between Mike and me. “You are!” he told Jess.

“I‟m not panicking!” Jess panickingly disagreed, biting

his lips.

“Panic won‟t get you a good score!” I unnecessarily

commented. The three of them looked at me waiting

for an idea to help Jess.

I thought and thought but nothing came.
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“You said you had the test yesterday?” asked Martin.

“Yes.”

“But the teacher didn‟t give you your results?”

“No.”

“The tests may be in his office then!” suggested

Martin.

“No.” Jess shook his head in refusal. “I saw him taking

them to his car yesterday.”

“That‟s it!” The idea finally came to my head. They

looked at me again. “I know the teacher‟s car.” I

started.

“So does half of the school! It‟s the most recognizable

car around.” interrupted Martin.
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“I know the teacher‟s car and so does half of the school

but what they don‟t know is this…”

“And that?” interrupted Jess.

“My idea is that Jess goes to the teacher‟s office just

after the school ends today… to walk with him to the

car. Meanwhile, I do something bad… not so bad but

bad… to the car. When Jess sees the car he pretends

that he‟s surprised but quickly tells the teacher that a

friend of his, that‟s you Mike…”

“But I have to deliver a car I fixed. I have to do it at

around 3:10 so I‟m not sure I could make it.”

interrupted Mike.

“It‟s not a big deal!” I said, “Anyway, we get you the

car to fix it and then you take the tests!” I told Mike.
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“Sounds reasonable!” said Martin, and Jess nodded in

agreement and appreciation.

At 3:02 I was at the faculty and staff parking lot but the

teacher‟s car wasn‟t there. I waited for only few

minutes for Jess before I saw him coming out of the

school building alone. I waved to him. He rushed to me

and worriedly started, “They said the teacher had left

already!”

“But I was here and I didn‟t see him!”

“Maybe he was faster than us!”

“The two of us are the fastest soccer players at school!”

“Are you sure you know his car?!”

“Yes, it‟s a pink Cadillac Deville.”
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It wasn‟t necessary to specify the manufacturer and the

model of the car since it was the only pink one there.

Its color was something that a lot of students laughed

at, but when we noticed the pink ribbon painting on the

car we felt guilty.

Guilt was one of many contradictory and mixed

feelings I‟ve had while plotting to retrieve the tests. But

my feeling of obligation to help Jess was stronger.

“I‟m gonna call Mike and tell him not to wait.” said

Jess after a while.

He put his cell phone on his ear and after wordless

seconds he put the cell phone down and said, “I don‟t

have enough credit!”

“I don‟t have his number. Give it to me and I‟ll call

him.” I suggested. Jess agreed and gave me Mike‟s
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number. I called the number and put the cell phone on

my ear.

“Hello?” answered Mike over the phone.

“It‟s me. Jess gave me your number. Did that man take

his car?”

“He did. It‟s the first time I mend a pink car. When

ar…?”

“What did you say?!”

“When are you going to br…”

“No, no, before that. The pink car?”

“Yeah, it‟s a strange col…”

“Was it a pink Cadillac Deville?”

“Yes, it was… does the teacher wear glasses?!”
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“Yes!”

“Was there a pink ribbon painting on the side of the

car?”

“Yes. Was there a dent on the same side too?”

“Yes, but I fixed it. Were the tests in an envelope?”

“I don‟t know. Let me ask Jess.”

I asked Jess and he told me they were.

“Yes, they were.” I told Mike.

“Ops!” he murmured.
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September 27 - 2013

I was surprised to see Jess in training next day. But it

was a pleasant surprise.

“It turned out that many students didn‟t know there

were questions on the back of the paper so the teacher

gave us the grades based on the front.” he told me.

“But you said the question you‟ve answered weren‟t so

good. What did you get?”

“C”

“I hope I can manage this in Spanish!”

“I have an excellent idea that could help you pass it

easily.”

“Yeah? What‟s that?”
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Before Jess told me his idea coach J.D. started talking,

“One thing you should know about me is that I‟ve

worked as a stonemason for years. I told you that

already but I wanted to remind you. When I was a

stonemason I built houses, malls, factories, walls… and

one important lesson I‟ve learned while working as a

stonemason is that… a wall is not made of bricks of the

exact same size. A wall consists small bricks, smaller

bricks, big bricks, bigger bricks than the big bricks and

so on… and in this team we have talented players, we

also have talented and skilful players, we have the

ambitious ones… in short, you are bricks of different

sizes but together… with the right cement that brings

you together… you are an unbreakable wall!”

“It‟s the first time someone calls me „brick‟ and I‟m

not mad about it!” Jess told me.
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“Are you used to being called „brick‟?” I teasingly

asked him.

“Okay, bricks,” continued the coach. “Next week is our

first competitive match and today I‟m appointing the

team C and vice-captain. Many of you are wondering

„what the team C is.‟ Obviously it‟s the team captain

but what the C stands for is much more than the word

captain. The letter C stands for the word see too. The

captain should be able to see everything on and off

pitch. To see, observe, feel, manage, and change. He

should be an influence of positive change for the

team.”

The players waited for a minute. Then the coach threw

the captain armband to Jess and declared, “You are our

captain, Jess.”

Jess wore the armband with the word captain inward. “I

think you are wearing it wrong!” I told him.
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“Wrong to who?” he responded.

Then the coach looked at Aaron Abraham and told him

he was the vice-captain. “See you on match day.”

finished the coach.

“Our performance must be better than C.” said Jess.

“Mike‟s car is not working properly. He won‟t give us

a ride today.” he notified me while we were on our way

to the showers and dressing room.

After having a shower and changing my clothes I

waited for several minutes for Jess to finish his. He

used to take a long time taking a shower. Not only that,

but I have never seen him use a towel. He just used to

stand and wait until his skin dried out.

When he was standing I asked him again about the

upside down armband but he didn‟t answer. He was
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still standing and doing funny moves. “What are you

doing?!” I asked him.

“Sometimes it‟s not about what I‟m doing. It‟s what

I‟m being, beyond the name and face.”

I wanted to change the subject so I asked him another

question, “What would you… How would you be a

positive factor for your team if you were five goals

down?”

“Not thinking I‟m going to be down.” he simply

replied.

On my way to the house I remembered that Jess didn‟t

tell me his idea regarding the Spanish class, so I

intended to send him a message about it.

My mother was sitting on the kitchen table, not

drinking nor smoking. There was a pack of gum on the
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table. “In a couple of years,” she started, “you‟ll be

legally able to control your father‟s shares in the

company.”

My father had founded a marketing company before he

died. I had always believed that marketing companies

are totally full of deception. I thought they lied to

customers in order to sell them products. However, on

the day of the high school soccer team tryouts, the

coach told us something which changed my point of

view about such companies, maybe not a change in the

opposite direction but I stopped looking at them as

cunning in general. The coach told us, “Only few

people know the reason why people usually call me

J.D., including my dearest friends. Maybe they know

when it started but most of them think that the letter J

stands for Jake and the D stands for Donald. The true

reason behind it is that I‟ve worked as a stonemason for

years… always covered with dust and dirt. One day
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however, there was an accident at work and I saved my

co-worker. Then this worker‟s mom, who came right

after the accident, told me I was so precious to her

because I saved her son, „more precious than a jewel.‟

she said. Then she looked at my dirty clothes and

corrected herself, „a jewel covered with dirt.‟ And you

boys, some of you might be just like jewels which are

covered with dirt, valuable, but not yet visible.” The

coach showed me that these companies might only

show the real value of something, honestly.

“It‟s time to inherit his legacy.” I said to my mother.

“No, your father‟s legacy to you is more than shares.

Or at least, it should be.”

I could see that; my father‟s absence turned my mother

into an alcoholic, and that fact has always been a

burden on my shoulders. I thought that my existence

should have been a reason for my mother to quit
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drinking in the same degree that my father‟s absence

was the reason she started in the first place. And I

know she has always loved me but it wasn‟t enough to

make her stop being an avid drinker and a heavy

smoker. That assured me that her love for my father

was greater.

“I know, but I don‟t really know anything about him.” I

said.

“Even if I tell you how he was it won‟t be enough.

Getting to know someone closely is almost impossible

to be done by being told something about that person.

It‟s done through personal experience with the person

in question.”

“I know you worry about me and that‟s why you stay at

home, but you can do what you love or you can work if

you want to!” I said after a minute of silence. I was

hoping that working would help in overcoming her
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ordeal. What I said made me realize that I have never

asked about my mother‟s talents and hobbies before.

She took a piece of gum from the pack and offered it to

me. “No, I‟m fine.” I said. She tossed the piece of gum

into her mouth. She was loudly chewing and I knew

her brain wasn‟t any calmer but the words in her mind

kept unspoken.

I quietly went to my room.

There was one message in my inbox. It was from Jess:

I‟ve forgotten to tell you how to practice

languages. I write what happens to me in my

native language in a notebook and then

translate it into the target language. In your

case, you can type what happens to you

because your hand writing looks like graffiti

done by a blind illiterate. This is a good way

but probably what you write, or type, won‟t

include „my girlfriend‟ so here it is in

Spanish: mi compañera.
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“Grusies!” I replied.

“I suggest you start today!” he replied after two

minutes even though he wasn‟t online.

I took his advice. I grabbed a notebook and looked for

something to write. Of course I wasn‟t going to write

every little detail in my life. After several minutes I

started writing, “I love scoring goals and I am very

good at that but my new coach…”

CONFESSION: I‟ve edited many things after finishing

writing these memoires and this note was the last thing

I‟ve written in this notebook just to make clear that

there wasn‟t „my girlfriend‟ here (besides the ones in

Jess‟s message and this confession.) Jess was right.
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October 2 - 2013

Match day.

Since it was our first match you would have probably

thought we would lose, or at least, make a comeback, if

so, you were wrong. We trounced the other team 7-0,

and I scored a perfect hat-trick.

Perfect hat-trick in soccer, aka football in more than

173 countries, is when a player scores three goals with

the right foot, left foot and the head.

The head.

Mine was injured in the last minutes of the first half

during which I‟ve scored two goals with my feet. It

was a high ball and when I jumped to pass it to a

teammate with my head, a player from the other team

challenged me to get the ball. Mid-air I thought about
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the reasons that make a football player challenge

another football player over a ball when the first is

losing by a wide margin. Anyway, I got the ball but

when I landed the other player‟s elbow hit my head and

caused a cut in the front. It wasn‟t a deep cut but it

required the paramedic to attend to it for the last

minutes of the first half and the first minutes of the

break.

When the paramedic was done with taking care of my

cut the coach approached me and asked, “Does it

hurt?”

“Yes!”

“Can you still play?”

“Yes!”
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