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         Tommy Fletcher zipped up his black-sleeved gray jacket. He tugged on his baseball hat and stepped out of the warm house. The
         late September wind was bending the tall oak tree in the backyard. The clothes on the line whipped like a string of white
         flags.
      

      A slip of green paper on the short-cut grass caught Tommy’s eye. A ten-dollar bill!

      Tommy picked it up. The money must belong either to Betty or Mrs. Powell. The three of them had been hanging the clothes out
         on the line earlier.
      

      The last time Tommy remembered having 
         ten dollars was long ago. Back in January sometime, before the terrible accident. Back when his parents had still been alive,
         before their car hit that icy patch of road.
      

      But he was in a foster home now. Since he didn’t have any living relatives, he had been brought by the child welfare department
         to live with the Powells. The Powells were very nice, but they didn’t give him money the way his parents used to.
      

      Tommy thought for a while. He decided that the ten-dollar bill wouldn’t be missed by anybody. If it had been missed, Betty
         or her mother would have come looking for it.
      

      Tommy put the money into his pocket. He walked down the long cement pavement to the highway. The only nearby store was over
         by the school. On both sides of the highway were houses — old houses and new houses. They were painted white, blue, green,
         and 
         other colors. They were pretty, much prettier than the house Tommy had lived in in the city.
      

      He passed two of the houses. Soon he heard the excited voices of boys. He knew at once what the cries meant.

      The kids were playing football!

      He started to run. I hope David is there, he said to himself. David Warren was the only boy in the whole bunch that he liked.

      He ran past the store. Maybe he’d spend the money when he came back. A cold soda would taste good after playing a game of
         touch football.
      

      Then his heart sank. He had forgotten to tell Mrs. Powell where he was going!

      But why do I always have to tell her? he asked himself. I never used to tell my mother.

      Well, it was too late to turn back now. He 
         would tell Mrs. Powell when he got home. She wouldn’t mind that he had forgotten just this once.
      

      He turned to the right at the intersection. Up the road a little way was Barton Central School. Just this side of it was the
         large athletic field. The high school team had their own field, and the kids under thirteen had theirs.
      

      The football field for the younger boys was all laid out like the high school field except that it was smaller. Instead of
         being one hundred yards long, it was eighty yards long. The bleachers were only on one side.
      

      Tommy stopped running when he reached the field. Neither of the two teams had more than five or six players each. Maybe he
         would be given a chance to play.
      

      He spotted David immediately. David wore shoulder pads under his yellow jersey and a red-and-white helmet. He was playing
         
         quarterback. The ball was on the thirty-two-yard line, and David’s team had possession.
      

      David barked signals. “Ten! Fifteen! Twenty-one!”

      The ball spiraled up from the center. David caught it, tucked it under his arm, and sped around the left end. He made a gain
         of five yards before he was tackled.
      

      As he rose to his feet, he spied Tommy. A grin spread across his face.

      “Hi, Tommy! You want to play?”

      “Sure!”

      “Come on our side! They have one more player than we do!”

      Tommy took his hands out of his pockets and rubbed them together. “Can I play end?”

      “Okay. Play left end.”

      David motioned his team into a huddle. “Think you can catch a pass?” he asked Tommy.

      
         “I think so,” said Tommy.
      

      “Okay. We’ll pull a surprise on ’em,” David said. “I’ll throw Tommy a pass. The number is forty-two. Let’s go!”

      The team broke out of the huddle. The backfield and linemen moved into position. Tommy crouched at left end and looked directly
         into the eyes of the end playing opposite him.
      

      “Twenty-two! Fourteen! Thirty-six! Forty-two!”

      Tommy sped forward. He knocked his opponent down and raced down the field. He looked back and saw David throw the ball. The
         pigskin spiraled through the air, wobbling just a little.
      

      Tommy reached out. The ball hit his fingers then bounced to the ground!

      “Yes! Incomplete pass!” a player on the other team shouted.

      
         Another player picked up the ball and returned it to the scrimmage line.
      

      “I’m sorry, David,” said Tommy. “I should’ve caught that.”

      David waved his hand. “Forget it, Tommy. That was a tough one to catch.” When Tommy was closer, David said, “Mr. Powell may
         stop by later on, you know.”
      

      Tommy shrugged. “Oh, yeah?”

      “Mr. Powell’s our coach,” David continued. “He sure knows his stuff. We play in the Midget League. Be nice if you could play.”

      Tommy stared. “Do you think he’d let me on the team?”

      “Sure, he would,” replied David. “Ask him.”

      “I will. Maybe, if I can play real good —” Tommy paused. All the boys looked at him. Most of them had unfriendly looks on
         their faces.
      

      
         Tommy knew they didn’t like him much. He had scrimmaged against them before. They had said he was a dirty player. He played
         too rough.
      

      But that was the way he always played. He didn’t know any other way.
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