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The Big Tournament


			

		

	
		
				“Winning isn’t everything.” That was something an eleven year old girl named Kylee Taylor Johnson who loved soccer didn’t believe. She had bright, blonde hair that was always in a ponytail, and pretty blue eyes. Kylee always wanted to win the soccer tournaments that she and her team had every Spring, and so far, she had won gold every time. The tournaments always took place at the peaceful park in Kylee’s neighborhood by the city of San Francisco, California.

	The first practice since the tournament started was in ten minutes, and Kylee was in her room getting ready. She threw on her Red Rockets uniform, grabbed her bag, and ran downstairs.
	“Come on Kylee, hurry up,” her mom insisted.
	“Coming, coming,” Kylee replied as she filled her water bottle and hopped in the car.
	“We’re going to win this year. We have to.” Kylee thought to herself.
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				When she got to the field, she met up with her team and got ready.
	“Bye honey!” Her mom called out from the car.
	“Bye!” Kylee exclaimed as she turned around, waved, and watched her mom drive away.
	“Alright, time to play,” she said as she narrowed her eyes and cracked her knuckles.

	Fifteen minutes later, everyone was out on the field, annoyed and tired already because Kylee kept telling them that they HAD to win, making them do pushups if they made any mistakes, and that mistakes weren’t allowed. Kylee’s throat was sore from talking so much.
	“Oh, you missed the goal. You better not do that again,” Kylee ordered.
	After practice, Kylee told her whole team that if they didn’t win, she would blame the team.
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				The next day was game day. Kylee stepped out of the car and walked onto the field. It was a crisp morning and the sun was just coming out. Today was the first game, and Kylee was super nervous. She kept fiddling and trembling. Her heart was beating really fast.

	A couple of minutes later, the game had started. Ten minutes into the game, the other team was winning.
	“COME ON TEAM!” Kylee yelled.
	“DON’T JUST STAND THERE LIKE A BUNCH OF MARSHMALLOWS!” When Kylee asked her teammates to pass, they would just glare at her and pass to someone else.
	“RRR, dang it!” Kylee grumbled with her teeth clenched as she stomped away when she missed her shot.
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				During Halftime, Ava, one of Kylee’s friends asked her a question.
	“Are you taking it a little too far?” Ava questioned. 
	“Of course I’m not! How dare you!” Kylee screamed. 
	“Fine.” Ava fumed as she walked away with her arms crossed and head up. After the game was over, Kylee’s team won by a point.
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				Later on in the tournament, Kylee’s team continued to win, but still only by one point. Until it came to the last game, the championship. Kylee was still super mad at Ava. During all the practices that their team had, Kylee was still punishing and yelling at her teammates. 

	The night before the big championship game, Kylee lay in bed watching a soccer game on TV. She was super exhausted from soccer and was sweating head to toe. There was something peculiar about the soccer game she was watching that made Kylee sit up. No one was yelling at each other and no one was punishing the people that made mistakes. They just pat each other on the backs and gave high fives. Kylee’s eyes widened as she thought of something suddenly.
	“A-am I making a mistake?” She stuttered to herself.
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				The next morning was the big game. Kylee got to the field extra early, because there was something she wanted to get done. Her first stop was Ava. She ran up to her as fast as she could to apologize.
	“Ava,” Kylee stated while still panting, 
	“Ava, I’m so sorry. I might have went too hard on you, please forgive me.” Kylee apologized and looked down at the ground. Ava smiled and turned around.
	“I would always forgive you Kylee, but there are still people we need to apologize to, so let’s go do it now,” she confidently said. Ava and Kylee burst into a hug and walked onto the field.

	The team was standing on the fresh cut grass in a circle whispering. They were even taking quick glances at Kylee.
	“Hey guys,” Kylee trembled. 
	“I know you all hate me right now, but I’m sorry for getting so mad.” The team joined all of hands on top of each other and they all exclaimed, 
	“Go Kylee!” That’s all they’d been waiting for.
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				She hugged her team and then the game started. This time, Kylee had better sportsmanship. She didn’t yell at all and just said things like, 
	“Good job,” or 
	“It’s ok, get them next time!” Her team ended up winning by a lot, with Kylee making the winning shot, and they all held up the trophy and yelled, 
	“Go Rockets!”
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			About The Author

	Audrey C. is ten years old and lives in Southern California. She likes to read books with magic, figure skating, drawing cute things, playing piano, and jazz dancing. Audrey wrote her book to inspire people to have good sportsmanship. Her favorite part part of The Big Tournament is when all the teammates put their hands together and exclaim, 
	“Go Kylee!” One fun fact about her is that she has performed at a famous hall in New York before.
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