
Marngrook Football: 

For a friendly game, my opponent’s tackle is ferocious. With the ball at the other end of the field, I 

am grabbed, spun, punched, and hurled into the ground. I hate friendly games. Gasping for air, I trot 

unsteadily to the front pocket and drift to the boundary, sick of the game and keen for a quick 

getaway. As I wait, Leanne Murray sprints towards me. Does she never stop? Between heavy 

breaths, she shouts: “Come on. One goal in a minute. We can do it. One goal. That’s all we need.” 

She raises her arm and gestures for me to follow her. My eyes unenthusiastically follow her bright 

red boots and then my legs reluctantly join her at a slow trot. She lifts her pace and, as I strive to 

keep up with her, I watch the red shoes leap from the grass.  

One foot plants itself on the blue and white back of an opponent while the other guides her ascent. 

Her knees and legs push down on shoulders, propelling her higher. Her body straightens and 

stretches, hands reach upwards and her keen eyes search the sky. I, like most of the other players, 

watch with mouth agape as she lingers, floating in the air for a long moment. Hands move up, back 

twists and the ball is stopped in mid-flight, held in the tips of her fingers. With eyes still fixed on the 

ball, she drops backwards, arms extended, still holding the ball by her fingers. I watch, too late, as 

her eyes fill with sudden panic. Back and head thump into the muddy turf. As if to mock her, the ball 

bounces loose, spinning up and over the still and silent figure. Shocked, I barely register the umpire 

raise her hand whistling time off.  

The St John Ambulance arrive, messages are sent from the coaches, Leanne is taken from the field 

and another whistle blows as I am handed the ball.  

“You are the closest. Your kick.” I look around and the siren sounds to end the game.  

As a child I had dreams of kicking a winning goal after the siren. As an adult, it is my worst 

nightmare. I take several steps back and feel my stomach churning. I stare at the ball and hold it in 

front of me. Stay calm. Watch the ball. Stay positive. I can do this. Stay calm. 

I take a few steps and stop. I look up to see the whole crowd has moved behind the goals and is 

silently watching. A pair of red boots catches my eye. Murray is there, watching from between two 

Ambulance officers, lifting her arms, and shaking her clenched fists. 

I look down, drop the ball, and watch as I kick it, through the goal and over Murray’s head. Cries and 

cheers explode into the silence.  

 


