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JAMES KICKS A FIELD GOAL
     
James was playing football.  He was the quarterback.  His team wanted to kick a field goal.  In the huddle James asked his team, “Can anybody here kick a field goal?”  Nobody answered.  He asked again, “Can anybody here kick a field goal?”  Again, nobody answered.  “What about you Molly?  Can you kick a field goal?”

“Oh no,” she said.  “Last time I tried to kick a field goal I got poked in the eye with the football.”


“What about you Biff?” James asked.  “Can you kick a field goal?”

Biff said, “Last time I tried I got my shoes dirty.  I don’t like getting my shoes dirty. “


“We’ve got a problem,” said James.  “Who’s going to kick our field goal?”


Molly said, “Why don’t we ask Dr. J, the magical reading elf.  He’ll help.”


“Good idea Molly,” said James.  “That’s just what I’ll do.”  James closed his eyes and tapped his shoes together three times and said, “Help me, help me Dr. J the magical reading elf!” 
     
There was a big bang and a poof of smoke.  When the smoke cleared, there was Dr. J, the magical reading elf.  He was 1 foot tall, had a bald head and classes, and wore tight shorts.  He was reading a book.  “What do you want now?” he asked.  He didn’t like getting bothered when he was reading.


James said, “We need your help Dr. J” he said.


“You always need my help,” said the elf.  “Can’t you do anything by yourself?”

“You’re a magical reading elf,” said James.  “You’re supposed to help people.  That’s your job.”

Dr. J the magical reading elf sighed.  “Okay … what is it now?”


“We’re playing football,” said James.  “We need to kick a field goal.”

“So kick a field goal,” said Dr. J.  “What’s the problem?”

“Well,” said James, “nobody on our team can kick a field goal.”


“That could be a problem,” said Dr. J the magical reading elf.
     
“It is a problem,” said James.  “That’s why I called you.”

“I suppose you want me to kick a field goal?” asked the elf.


“Yes.  Yes we do.  We want you to kick a field goal,” said James.


Molly said, “We want you to kick it hard.  Kick it so hard that it goes over the goal post.”


Dr. J said, “I’m only 1 foot tall.”


“Yes,” said Biff.  “We can see that.”


 “The football is almost as tall as I am,” said Dr. J.  “How am I supposed to kick it?”

“You’re supposed to kick it hard,” said Molly.  “Kick it real hard.  Kick it so hard that it goes over the goal post.”

The magical read elf sighed.  “Okay.  Hike the ball.”


Biff hiked the ball to James.  James put his finger on top of the football.  The other team started to rush.  “Hurry Dr. J,” said James.  “Kick the football!”


“Kick it hard,” said Molly.  “Kick it real hard.”


“Okay,” said Dr. J.  “Here I go.”

Dr. J the magical reading elf starting running toward the football.  He ran fast.  When he got to the football he kicked it.  He kicked it hard.  He kicked it real hard.  But the football didn’t move.  Instead, Dr. J the magical reading elf bounced off the football.  He flew backwards into the air.  He landed on the ground.  He landed on the ground hard.  He landed real hard.  “Ouch!” he said.

James walked over to him.  “What’s wrong with you?”


“OW!” said Dr. J the magical reading elf.  “It hurts.  I think I broke my stomach!”


