Van Gras 

ANGELO LOVEFULL
An Extremely Dangerous Child

Book One

GAME INTERRUPTED

In this adventure of Angelo Lovefull, the first in a series, Angelo interferes internationally with the most powerful organization of football games, goes through hardships, coming to risk his own life seriously.

His unauthorized presentation of a great new sports game brings the crowds running out onto the fields worldwide with healthy athletics for thousands.

1  The Entrance of the Good


The hands on the stadium clock in Greece showed a quarter to three in the afternoon – a quarter to one Greenwich Mean Time.  In just 45 minutes, at three-thirty, the great match between the national football teams of Greece and England would be underway.  


A small section of the stands had already begun to fill up with spectators, mostly English fans who had come on a charter flight from England.  They were taken directly from the airport to the stadium, allowing them to arrive a bit earlier than usual.  The match was important, because the winning team would qualify for the annual European championship match. 


Just at that moment, at quarter to three, a boy running swiftly and lively in the direction of the stadium, as though he were flying, appeared in the distance.  As soon as he reached the stadium’s gate, he slowed down, but continued running, making a couple of circular moves, and then stopped completely.


His movements rather resembled an airplane folding in its wings as it landed, while continuing down the runway until it came to a complete stop.


Then the boy drew a few deep breaths, while raising his hands to his hips, slowly and rhythmically, in harmony with his breathing.

            After relaxing completely, he proceeded towards the ticket window and spoke to the ticket agent. 


 - Do you suppose you could let me in without a ticket?   I’m from England.  I came by myself and I have no money.
The ticket agent immediately reacted mechanically.

 - That’s not possible. 


However, the boy didn’t leave at once.  He looked the agent right in the eye, steadily and quietly.  His face shone as if lit by a light, and his rich curly blond hair also glistened with a fine shade of yellow.


The agent didn’t want to simply turn the boy away gruffly.  Perhaps he could do something!  Maybe someone else could find a way to let the boy in for free.  So he called out to the gate controller through the ticket window, who on hearing his name,

promptly walked over to see what the agent wanted.  The controller learned of the boy’s request for a free pass. 


The controller was ready to say no, but just looking the boy directly in the eye, the controller felt he couldn’t refuse him.  He said simply:


- You want to watch your national team, the English, play, right?  


        
- Yes, but that’s not all. .


- Aha!  You want to watch the Greek national team, too, right?


- Yes, but that’s not all.


The controller was intrigued by the boy’s response, but he buried his curiosity, and said:

      - Since you’re English, how is it that you speak Greek so well? 


- My mother is Greek.  But I don’t generally have problems communicating with people.    

- You mean to say that apart from Greek and English, you speak other languages as well?


-Well, yes, I can communicate with anyone in the world, not so much with words as with…  


He paused briefly while looking the controller intensely in the eye, steadily and tenderly.  The controller perceived something – he wasn’t certain – and asked the boy…


- …as much as with your eyes, huh?


- Right, replied the boy, in a serious and innocent manner, staring into the eyes of the controller.  You got my meaning.  You’re indeed a rare human being. 


- How do you figure?


- I see you have an open heart.  That’s rare in people.


The controller said nothing further, but took out his notebook and wrote something in it.  He tore out a leaf out of the notebook, and handed it to the boy. And then he said:

- My name is Yiannis Kalhas.  And yours?


- Kalhas, hmm?  Your name may find its destiny this afternoon, said the boy. Kalhas, the great visionary and prophet. Our meeting…, said the boy, without finishing his sentence.
            - You didn’t tell me your name, the controller repeated. 

      - Angelo.

      - Angelo what?

            - It isn’t important, said the boy.  Let’s say Angelo Lovefull.

            - Lovefull, replied Kalhas laughing.  I like that.  Lovefull means love-crazy.


- No, said Angelo.  Lovefull means full of love.  Lovefool, means crazy with love.  I’m the former, Lovefull, not Lovefool.


- O.K., Angelo.  I’ll just call you Angelo, so I don’t get the two mixed up, and commit a foul, o.k.?

And then Kalhas broke out into a hearty laugh.

- I like your laugh, said Angelo.  The tension has gone, you’re relaxed.


- What tension? Kalhas asked uneasily.  How did you know?  I mean, where did you see any tension in me?  You’re a strange kid.


- I’m in a hurry to go in, said the boy. 

- Just a minute, said Kalhas, tell me about your father... whatever comes to mind.


- My father, replied Angelo, was the top scorer on the England’s National Team…let’s say he was the team’s leader.

      - And is he on the team now, will he be playing?
      -  No.  He gave it up many years ago, even though he was still young.        


            - 
Why?

            - Because he felt sick.  Something just wasn’t right with football, he told me at the time.

            - What had gone wrong, did he tell you?

            - No, he didn’t tell me, but I sensed what it was.

- What did you sense, can you tell me?  You know, I was also a team captain on the Greek National Team.  And I too sense that something has gone wrong with the game.   There’s something sick going on in football, in my country… 

- Not just in your country… but worldwide.

- Yes, yes, worldwide.

- Is your father among those spectators who came down from England to see the match?

- No.  At the last minute he decided not to come.

- Why?

- Because he didn’t agree with the decision I had come to.

- I don’t understand… 

- You’ll understand in a little while, and I’m certain that you’re going to like it a lot.  That is, if you could help me.

- Me help you?  In what?  How?  Tell me something… some while ago, a large crowd of English people who had arrived on a charter flight from England entered the stadium.  Were you among them?

- Yes.

- Why didn’t you come in with them?

- I feel like a stranger among them.  We’ve nothing in common.  I lingered behind running around, until I met you.

- Well, well, but haven’t you come to watch the match, just like them?

- Me, watch the game? said Angelo with some disgust evident in his voice.  Do I seem to you to be that kind of person?

- Then why did you come?

- I had a recent dream.  A message, really…a very good message.  If you help me this afternoon, Yiannis Kalhas, your most secret desire, your most unbelievable prophecy might become true.  You might not even have shared this with anyone. You only need to open your heart and speak.  This afternoon, Yiannis Kalhas, …


- Hold it!  Wait!  the controller suddenly shouted, before Angelo got a chance to finish his thought.  And Kalhas jumped ahead, shouting out two or three times.  Stop, Δεσποινίς, Miss, stop!  But the girl slipped off among the others who had moved from the gate entrance to their seats in the bleachers, and Kalhas subsequently couldn’t locate her.  


When he returned, he seemed disappointed and embarrassed.

            - Did you see what happened because I’ve been spending time talking to you? 

She got away.  God help us!

- What’s the problem? asked Angelo calmly.

- That must be her, the one who has sworn revenge, said the controller.  She got away.  It’s a dangerous situation… very dangerous!


- I don’t understand.


- Fine, don’t you know anything?  Haven’t you heard the latest news?  The girl we’re looking to arrest, to prevent her from entering the stadium is 18-year-old Fair Vindic, the fiancée of Luciful, the top scorer at Leeds.  He became an invalid last month, unable to use his legs… you know… today he was to play for the English National Team.  Didn’t you know?


- I wasn’t aware of it at all, Angelo replied steadily.


   - A month ago, continued Kalhas, during the match between the English team Leeds and a Greek team, a Greek player named Kanas knee-kicked a foul to Luciful at his lower back, and as a result, Luciful suffered extensive fiber damage.  This normally would have healed itself in about a month at the most, but in Luciful’s case, the connections to the motor nerves in the hips were shattered.  This almost never heals.  You lose the use of your legs for life.  Luciful can only move around in a wheel chair.  What a shame!  He was a lovable lad.  
         
- What prompted the Greek player to do that, do you know? 


-  They say that Kanas, a Greek player, saw Luciful tripping up Kanas’ teammate a few minutes earlier, who subsequently fell down, but wasn’t hurt.  The downed player was a close friend of Kanas, who subconsciously decided to exact revenge, because the referee neither whistled a foul nor penalized Luciful.  So as soon as he saw an opportunity, Kanas hit Luciful low in the back, apparently not realizing how dangerous such a hit would be.   Luciful maintains he was fouled,, but the referee didn’t buy it, because no one else saw the hit, or would confirm it.


- And then? asked Angelo.   



- And then, well, you know, don’t you? Luciful swore revenge, making a statement to the newspapers.  “I’ll get my revenge.  I don’t know how, but I will.” 

It was highly publicized.


- A frightful oath, said Angelo.  Destructive, inhuman, gruesome, with far-reaching consequences.


- Why such strong words? Kalhas asked.


- Well, you never know about revenge.  Revenge can bring destruction on one’s sworn enemy, but isn’t it always self-destructive?  And then it reproduces itself, becoming in fact infectious.   


- I hadn’t thought about it that way, said Kalhas.

- Haven’t you studied history at all?


- Are you kidding?  Besides my interest in football, I was a junior high school history teacher in my youth.  


- Then surely you must know that in most of history’s events, the motive behind many terrible events has been revenge, whether hidden or open, conscious or subconscious. 


- They didn’t teach us that at the university.  But somehow you’re knowledgeable about that?  So young and playing the wise man?


- I’m not playing at it.  I am wise.


- So I’m to understand that you’re highly literate, having read many books?


- I never did learn to read, Angelo answered.


- Why?


- I didn’t want to fill my head with a lot of lies.  Now I can simply look people in the eye and see what’s going on in their minds.


- And what do you see?


- Revenge. Fear. Beatings. Hurting people. Retribution. Hate. Envy. Hope. Dreams, Self-delusion. Tripping.


- In other words, you can tell what I’m thinking right now?


- Yes, I can.  At this moment, fear.


- Fear?! asked Kalhas astonishingly… fear of what?


- Fear about everything that might happen tonight inside the stadium during the match, and outside the stadium, after the match.  You’re experiencing guilt, too.


- Guilt?  What do I have to feel guilty about?


- That the girl got away.  You suspect that she’s Luciful’s fiancée and that she plans to act out Luciful’s plan for revenge.  You’re afraid of something terrible happening.  An attack of some kind.  Possibly deaths. 

- It’s true, I am afraid.  The English police have warned us that the girl got on the airplane under a false identity.  They even sent us a photograph of her so that we could identify her and arrest her at the front gate, preventing her from entering the stadium.  I fear that she’s the one who got by me.  If she’s not alone… Wait!


Kalhas approached a man who was standing nearby, and handed him the photograph of the young English girl and whispered something in his ear.  The man glanced at the photograph, put it in his pocket, and went into the stadium.  Then Kalhas turned to Angelo.


- Well, you knew all about it?


-  I wasn’t aware of any of it.. You just told me about it.


- Well then, what kind of football fanatic are you?


- Me? A football fanatic?   Angelo laughed heartily and out loud.  I’d cancel all football games if I could!


- Then why are you here?  Maybe it’s because  you’re involved with the English girl, and intend to help her pull off some stunt, to incite rioting in the stadium, Kalhas asked him, full of suspicion.

 
- Wherever I go, all strife and rioting comes to a halt, said Angelo.  Destiny sent me here.  I serve my destiny.  I got a message, you understand?


- Destiny?  What destiny is that? asked Kalhas curiously.


- I told you.  To stop strife, to create friendship.


- Hmm... and just how do you plan to serve your destiny here? Kalhas asked again suspiciously.  Do you have people cooperating with you?


- Only if I find someone serving the same destiny, even if he doesn’t know it.  If I meet up with that person, perhaps he’ll realize his own destiny, and by working together with him, we can serve both our destinies.  Afterwards, only good things will prevail.  This afternoon, on this crucial day.  This afternoon!


- Today, what do you mean?  the controller asked curiously, full of questions. 

         - I’m going in, said the boy.  If I’m late, everything will have been in vain.


Meanwhile, during their engagement in conversation, crowds of eager spectators were entering the stadium in an ever-increasing rhythm.  Many people – Greeks mostly, but some Englanders as well, knew Yiannis Kalhas as captain of the Greek National Team from years ago, and greeted him warmly.  Angelo returned the greetings to as many of them as he could.  He nodded quietly, looked at them in the eye, and they all acknowledged him.  To be standing next to Kalhas, they thought, the boy somehow belonged to him.  His son, maybe?  In any event, they all took a liking to Angelo.

2   Angelo’s Audacious Interference


The boy set foot onto the playing field, but didn’t head towards the bleachers.  Instead he went directly to the lower door from which the players would emerge for the match.  Angelo showed his slip of paper to someone standing nearby who without understanding exactly what the boy had in mind, nodded to him in a positive way, as if to say, o.k., o.k.  Angelo, as soon as he was on the field, started running.  Not very quickly.  At a steady gait. He ran joyfully, with his head high, and his chest filled with air.  His arms moved rhythmically, swinging freely…left and right and left…


His presence, the rhythm of his running, and his demeanor generally emitted a feeling – a pleasurable feeling – to all of the spectators in the bleachers.  Some of them started to applaud.  In a short time, the field officials realized that something was happening on the field.  They were uneasy.  Flustered, actually, because they didn’t know what to make of it.  Someone had to decide to do something about it.  But who?


Someone went up to Yiannis Kalhas and told him what was going on.  Kalhas in turn found somebody to take his place at the stadium’s entrance.  Then he headed onto the field.  And soon he saw some boy running rhythmically and effortlessly on the playing field. He realized that it was the boy he had just been talking to.  He was flabbergasted.  He was ready to order the stadium officials to remove him from the field.  He certainly had every right, not to mention an obligation, to do so.  However, something deep within him restrained him, telling him not to act.  His heart started beating fast – faster than normal.  The boy’s words came swirling back to him… “Maybe tonight your secret desires, your vision…something very sick is happening to football…world-wide…if I could, I would cancel…”

Yiannis Kalhas was listening to the rhythmic clapping of the spectators and felt a certain joy within himself, a sense of exhilaration that overcame his uneasiness.  He regarded the boy now without a trace of anxiety.  Soon the boy would complete his first lap around the field and would reach his starting point.  Near the players’ door, a microphone had been set up.  Yiannis Kalhas took the microphone and decided to say something.  The public would hear his voice through the stadium’s loudspeakers.  He started:


- Ladies and gentlemen, my dear friends.  The boy you see running on the field is Angelo Lovefull; he’s the son of the former captain of the English National Football Team.  Cute kid, don’t we all agree?  Curly blond hair, handsome, fair-skinned. 


- Yes, yes...whistled the crowd from the bleachers.


- A real angel, added Yiannis, who knew English pretty well.


- Yes, you bet! ...the crowd responded again and the fans in the bleachers broke out into applause.


- That’s LOVEFULL, you understand, right?  What do you say we let him run a little bit more.  O.K.?


- O.K., let him run, the crowd shouted, as if in one unified voice.

At that moment, Angelo reached a spot near Yiannis.  He stopped running, advancing toward Yiannis in a walk, not running.  He stood next to Yiannis, looking  at him in a way such that Yiannis understood immediately that Angelo wanted to have the microphone.  And so Yiannis handed over the microphone without a second thought.

- Ladies and gentlemen, my dear friends, said Angelo.  The person who just spoke to you is a former captain of the Greek National Football Team, Yiannis  Kalhas.  As you know, in history, Kalhas was a great visionary and prophet.  Right?

- Right on!  the crowd whooped and applauded. 

Angelo repeated his words in English, and the crowd applauded in turn for the effort.

- Perhaps many changes will take place this afternoon in athletics.  You are all aware that something sick is prevailing currently in football, all over the world.  It’s giving off a negative influence to the sports world.  Brutal competition for who’s going to play on a team, not to mention ugly fighting over money.  Money gives a swelled head to those who take it and they in turn lose their humanness, their respect for their fellow man.  You all recognize this, don’t you?   

- Yes, it’s true, the voices in the crowd shouted out.

- This afternoon, everything’s going to be different, Angelo continued.  If you’ll help me…

- O.k, count us in! Yes, we’re willing!  The declaration of willingness to help reverberated throughout the stadium. 

- O.k, then, what I’d like is for 50 Greek and 50 English fans to come down onto the playing field.  Men and women.  But only those of you who believe that they can run for ten minutes without any risk to their health.  Be careful now.  Make sure you haven’t got undigested food in your stomach.   I ran a lap around the field in five minutes at a slow pace.  Some of you might be able to do three laps in about ten minutes.  The finish line of the contest is exactly at the starting point after the third lap.  O.K?  Let’s have the English contestants come down first. 

Following the boy’s request, many English fans of all ages – including children, teenagers, and even some athletic types over 50 years old, stylishly dressed people, scrawny-boned individuals – males mostly, but also 5 or 6 females – stood up and started down onto the field.  Angelo counted off fifty people and then closed the players’ entrance door behind him. Then he took out of one of his wide pockets a bunch of thin red ribbons.  He tied one of them around his neck.  The prospective runners understood:  they immediately tied a little ribbon around their necks.   

- And now the Greeks, Angelo announced.  On cue, Greeks, both male and female of all ages, moved down toward the playing field. Angelo counted off fifty of them and closed the players’ entrance behind him.  Without uttering a word, he gestured to those remaining (those in excess of the fifty from both teams) to return to their seats in the bleachers, somewhere near the players’ entrance door, as if to suggest that in a short while they too would be on the field, if everything proceeded according to a plan.  

· The race begins when I blow the whistle.  Start out slowly the first few minutes.   Then run as fast as you can.  Whoever tires out or runs out of breath, move off to the sidelines. If any of you are running for the first time, be careful.  In a future opportunity to run, you’ll be able to run faster.   In approximately ten minutes, you’ll hear the whistle indicating the end of the race, exactly at the starting point.  The cameras will photograph the leading runners, and of those, we’ll select the first eleven.  The red ribbons will show which of those eleven are English.  The winning team will be the one with six or more runners out of the eleven.  However, be sure that when you hear the second whistle, you don’t stop suddenly.  Run a few seconds longer, then walk a little to decompress, relieving the tension by reducing your rapid heartbeat gradually.  O.K.?
            Not only did the hundred runners shout out their understanding of the rules…the spectators added their cheering voices to the chorus.
            Angelo raised the arm holding the whistle high.  All of them could see him.  He slowly lowered the whistle towards his mouth as the contestants readied themselves for the run…with one foot in front of the other.  The cameras recorded all the events from the first moment that Angelo first took center stage.


Angelo blew the whistle.  The runners were off… a slow pace at the outset, slowly and steadily.  A few of them didn’t wait very long to increase their speed, and shot out in front of the others.  In about five minutes, some of them had already taken themselves out and left the track.  They had overestimated their running power.  Either they hadn’t engaged in running in a long time, or for one reason or another, felt that they couldn’t continue on without endangering their life if they made an attempt to reach the finish line. 

* * *


Meanwhile, the hour was approaching for the start of the big match between the two national football teams.  The stadium was quickly reaching its full capacity of fans, mostly youngsters, but a lot of older fans as well.  As the fans entered past the entrance gates, they could see that the playing field, instead of being empty as they had expected, was filled with people running laps around the track.  This was surely a strange sight.  As they took their seats in the stands, those who had arrived earlier explained to the newcomers all the happenings up to this point.  The newcomers were curious and began to take an interest in seeing which of the two teams would prevail in this special event.  


All the fans were now watching the race with bated breath.  Not a sound could be heard.  The runners were straggling along both in front and in the rear.  It was nearly impossible to make out the red neck ribbons from a distance, and so the spectators really couldn’t root for particular runners, couldn’t applaud, couldn’t get excited about any given player, as is the case in a football game.  Everything was so quiet, that the sense of anticipation over the result of the contest became a sense of joy.  In fact they were enjoying watching the flow of the runners. 


The ten minutes passed by quickly enough.  The lead runners reached the finish line at the end of the third lap.  As soon as a little bit more than twenty runners crossed the finish line, Angelo blew the whistle signifying the end of the race.


Everyone turned toward the big screen.  Yiannis Kalhas counted off the first eleven runners, and said:


- Six English persons, and five Greeks.  The victory goes to the English runners.  A roar of applause emanated from the stadium, and Angelo once again took the microphone in hand.



-  I’m going to ask the winners to please take a seat here on these bleacher seats to your left.  We’re going to be needing you later.  Now I’d like another fifty Greek fans and another fifty English fans…first those whom we were unable to include in the first fifty from each team.  And so another 50 persons from each team entered the field.  Angelo gave the English the red ribbons that the runners from the first group had given back.  


The whistle blew again and the second race began.  The varicolored crowd of spectators in the bleachers watched the race not only enthusiastically, but with great curiosity about the continuation of this unexpected athletic event.  Nobody had ever heard about anything like this, and they didn’t know what to make of it.  Nevertheless, they were totally into it and were enjoying this wonderful mass athletic event.  Many of the spectators began to think that if this goes on much longer, they themselves might like to participate.  They’d enjoy running, an activity they hadn’t involved themselves in, in their everyday lives.  And they’d be competing with so many other people, English as well as with Greeks.  And if they managed to come out among the first eleven runners in the race, who knows what other positive things might develop. .    

* * *


Meanwhile, the hour of the important match was fast approaching, and the two national football teams shortly would be coming out onto the playing field.  The match of course was of both pan-European and international interest.  The coaches of the two teams notified their respective players in the locker rooms to assemble for their upcoming run out onto the field.  Only eighteen players assembled, however.  Where were the other four, and the second-string roster?  Embarrassment, certainly. The seconds were passing by quickly.  Embarrassment turned into anxiety.


The match’s commentators were already seated high up in the broadcasting booths, microphones and cameras in place for transmission, along with the group of cameramen, sound engineers and their crews.   Everything was ready for the transmission of the match that would be under way any moment now…but the match didn’t get under way!      


The two coaches, captains of their teams, agreed between them to send five or six of the players that were present to search around for the missing players. 


And they did.  Heading out onto the playing field, they stopped at the players’ entrance door, and came upon Yiannis Kalhas and Angelo.  They asked Kalhas if they had seen the players who were missing from the locker room assembly, somewhere in his vicinity.


- I see them, Kalhas replied.  They’re among the runners doing laps around the track.  Look through my binoculars and you’ll see them.  They’re distinguishable from their T-shirts bearing their team colors.

The footballers looked through the binoculars.  Yes, it was just as Kalhas told them.


- So what do we do now?  they asked Kalhas.


- What’s to be done?  We’ll simply have to wait until they finish the lap.


- But it’s almost three-thirty.


Then Kalhas realized that he had lost himself in the enthusiasm of the new sporting activity that Angelo has begun.  He was worried, but he immediately figured out what to do.  His mind was clear, and his disposition was positive. 


- I’ll make an announcement that the match will start a bit later, right after the second lap is completed.  Okay?


- Okay, the footballers said and waited.

Yiannis Kalhas took the microphone to make his announcement.  At that precise moment, Angelo blew the whistle signaling the end of the second race.  Kalhas put his microphone down, and checked the big screen to pick the first eleven runners out of the hundred runners from both teams.  He did just that, and asked them to take a seat along with the eleven winners from the first race.  Then he announced that the Greek team had won, because seven of the eleven were Greeks, four were English runners.  The score was tied one-one.

He was ready to announce that the contest was over, but he thought to himself, before speaking, which contest?  Who had organized it?  What would follow this?  How many more laps could be run?  These questions filled his head and he couldn’t speak.  He looked around for Angelo so that he could come to an agreement about what he should tell the spectators who had come to see the two national teams play.

However, at that moment, he saw a crowd of people coming down on to the field.  There were fifty English people and fifty Greeks ready to participate in the third round of this extraordinary sporting event.  The red ribbons were quickly put on to new necks.  Angelo blew the starting whistle and the race of one hundred started.  

The sound of the whistle drew Kalhas’ attention to Angelo, and he walked over to him.  They looked each other in the eye, but didn’t say a word.  Each of them tried to understand the other, without speaking.  Angelo gathered that Kalhas wanted to speak to the thousands of spectators all around him in the bleachers.  

Angelo winked at Kalhas, handed him the microphone, as if to say... “be careful what you say.  Don’t overturn what has just begun here.  Give it your support.  It’s your secret wish, subconsciously up until now.  Make it conscious.  Don’t spoil your appointment with destiny over the great change in athletics all over the world.  Let the sickness in football vanish, let health take its place.”  

Kalhas couldn’t quite figure out all the emotions that were swirling about him.  He looked Angelo in the eyes, hoping for some kind of signal as to what he should do.  No discernible message was coming through, and so he made a decision to speak.  He would apologize to the spectators for the short delay in the start of the football match, and that it would commence right after the completion of the third round of the race.

3   The Establishment Reacts

But no sooner than Kalhas took the microphone, he saw the two national coaches approaching him nervously and obviously anxious.  They spoke agitatedly, first separately, and then the two at the same time.


- What’s going on here?  Who let these people onto the playing field, a half  hour right before the big match, to boot!?  Whoever’s responsible for this violation is going to pay a steep fine and maybe charged criminally as well.  These people need to get off the field, so that the match can begin now.  Otherwise the spectators might lose their patience and get up and leave and ask for their money back.  There’ll be financial losses.  The prestige of the organizing committees of both teams will suffer as well, and I guarantee you that heads are going to roll!  Mr. Kalhas, please make an announcement that the match will begin in three minutes.  And kindly stop those people that are running as soon as they’re within your reach!   


Kalhas took the microphone to talk to the public.  One of the coaches stopped him.


- First we have to assemble our teams.  Where are the players that I sent to find the missing ones?  Did they find them?  Where are they?


Kalhas had observed that within the third group of one hundred runners on the playing field, some of the footballers had slipped in.  He realized that they were the ones whom the coaches had sent to look for the absent ones.  He pointed out to the coaches the group that was running on the field, as if to tell them, “There are the ones you’re looking for.  They’re running with the others.  Look at them!”

The coaches became stressed out over this.  All the programming that they had worked on was being turned on its head.
 


Kalhas touched his index finger to his temple, as if to say, “You see, you can’t tell the people that we’ll begin in three minutes.  You better think of something else.”


Meanwhile, Angelo had slipped away from the coaches’ presence.  He wasn’t keen on being recognized by them:  he had to organize the continuation of his work.  He had worked out a general plan from the start, but he left the details to be filled in as the events took place, meeting the challenges as circumstances on the field warranted.


He quietly approached the point where the twenty-two winners from the first two races were seated.   He noticed that they were following the third race with great interest.


Approaching them, he leaned down to the ear of an Englander who belonged to the football team, and said to him:


- How would you like the final race to take place?  The Englander was surprised.  He turned, saw the boy – he recognized him.


- You’re Angelo? He asked with a wide grin.

Angelo nodded affirmatively.  He looked the Englander in the eyes, as if to say:  “I’m waiting for your answer.”  The Englander got the point.


- For the final race, huh?  I was just thinking about that.  I’m not sure, I was engrossed in the races.  How about you, have you come up with anything? 

Angelo gazed into his eyes for several seconds, as if to transmit his thoughts...   whereupon Angelo extended six fingers out of his ten.


- Six races, you mean? said the Englander.  And then a final, right?  Okay, I’m for it.  I’ll tell the others. My friends, he called to the others, and began to explain the schedule.  After six races, the first eleven from each of the six races, in other words six times eleven, sixty-six all together, will run one final race.  The first eleven of these sixty-six will determine which country is the winner, England or Greece, based on the majority of the eleven.

 
They all agreed enthusiastically. Someone said:


- And what about the match?  It was already supposed to have begun, you know?


One of the Englanders called out, laughing.

- Well, you can forget about that! Let it go.


- Forget about it!? What do you mean? asked another. Let it go where?

- To hell.

- I’ve totally forgotten about it, get my drift?


- We’ve been spared, someone else blurted out.


Everyone understood what he meant.  They all knew the danger that surrounded them, that threatened them.  But they accepted the risk to play, because everything had been set up by the organizing football committees.  No one could refuse.  They didn’t dare show their fear.  And then there was the money they would be receiving.  Their careers would be in jeopardy if they refused to participate.


- Who brought about this miracle?  an Englander asked.


- A Greek deus ex machina, said one of the Greeks on the team of winners.  He said it in English.


- Which deus ex machina is that? asked an Englander.


- This fantastic athletic event.  See what I mean?


- Which athletic event?  What’s it called?  How did it start? Who organized it? What’s the compensation plan?


They were all self-conscious.  No one knew the answer to any of those questions.


- Group running.  Team running.  Angelo’s reply in a soft but clear voice could be heard.


They turned around to see him.  Angelo looked at them all directly in the eye from the distance.  They were not able to avert Angelo’s gaze.  After a bit, someone asked:


- And who organized it?


No answer.


- The deus ex machina, said the Greek humorously, the same one who said more or less the same thing a short while back.  They didn’t understand what he was implying.  Until he pointed out Angelo to them.  Look, he said, if you’re familiar with ancient Greek tragedy, then you know that if  when things became all tangled up, and lives were at risk, the author introduced into the story a new personality, a deus ex machina, who would serve to untangle the knot around those wrapped up in the tragedy, putting everything back in order, and in that way, chasing out the evil they were expecting .      


Look, this guy Angelo here is now here for all of us, Greeks and Englanders alike.  He’s the deus ex machina who has saved us from evil, perhaps even a great evil.  Get my drift? 


- And what do you know about organizing and scheduling, etc.? the Englander asked.


- I don’t know anything.  Ask him, the deus ex machina.


- The conscious deus ex machina, Angelo answered making a motion to leave. 


Just then he saw the two coaches rushing hurriedly and furiously towards him.  He knew they were looking for the missing players from the teams’ respective assemblies due to their participation in the group running.  It seems that Kalhas had told the coaches where their players were to be found.  Angelo felt a twinge of fear.  What would the players do if they were pressed hard, were intimidated or blackmailed into breaking off their group running to participate in the great match?    

With these thoughts in mind, Angelo turns and says to the entire team.  
 
- You’ve got about half an hour before reaching the final race.  You’ll get numb if you sit down and watch the races.  Wouldn’t it be better to leave the field and train for the final race?  The rejuvenating benefits alone will justify your efforts, not money.

The team agreed.  They liked the idea.  They didn’t enjoy their current lack of motion.  They started to head for the exit gates.  Angelo felt that luck was smiling on him.  But the feeling quickly retreated.   

- Stop, all of you stop!  the two coaches shouted abruptly. 


Almost all of them stopped.  Except for Angelo, who slipped out among them and left.  He didn’t want the two football team leaders to see him.


- What are you doing?! screamed the Greek leader.  Have you gone daffy?!  Don’t you know that at three-thirty the match begins, and that at three-fifteen you’re supposed to be present for assembly in the locker rooms? I’m asking you directly… what’s gotten into you?!


 Nobody answered.  Nobody had realized what had happened.  And then a Greek footballer answered.


- We got carried away.

- Got carried away?  From what?  From whom?  How?  Where?  came the coach’s thunderous questions.


- Well, this great new sporting event had just begun, and we thought we’d take part in it to warm up for the match, you know?  


- What sport is that?  I haven’t the foggiest idea what you’re talking about.  Warm-ups take place in the locker rooms.  Have you gone mad?


- Group running, team running.  It’s really a wonderful sport.  You feel team spirit, not competition, within a large group of a hundred people.  You run for ten minutes with your buddies, they’re like your friends, they’re not chasing you, you’re not chasing them.  Every so often, you glance around, left and right, to see who’s next to you.  And if a fellow runner happens to meet your gaze, he smiles…….it’s crazy, coach, I tell you, crazy!


- What do you mean, crazy?


- This sport, this group running.  You should try it, coach.  The third race is just ending.  You too can get into the fourth race.  Ten minutes of running.  Think you could last?


- This guy here is crazy, not to mention insolent, said the coach, losing control.  Suspension from ten games and a fine!  You other players, what do you say?  Are you as loony as he is?


The players responded by nodding their heads affirmatively, Yes, Yes!

- Yes? Yes?  You agree that he’s loony, or are you agreeing with what he said?


- Yes! Yes!  came the answer from the teammates.


-  All of you are suspended for ten games!

* * *


Right at that moment, the whistle blew, signaling the end of the third race. 


- Quickly, said one of the coaches to the other.  Let’s grab our players that joined the runners.


- And what shall we do with them here?  They’ll walk away, said the second coach.


The first coach started to panic.  He didn’t know what to do.  One step forward, one step back.


- Just grab them and bring them up front.  I’ll grab the others, he said and hurried ahead.

* * *



Meanwhile, some time before the football match was to begin, the broadcasters, commentators, and camera crews that would be involved in reporting the match to a million viewers throughout Europe and beyond, had taken their positions in front of the microphones and the cameras. 


It was part of their job to show and describe to the listening and viewing audience exactly what the field of play looked like.  However, instead of an empty field, the TV was broadcasting a bunch of people running around the stadium’s track, at a relatively leisurely pace, i.e., in a friendly, brotherly atmosphere, just opposite of the mania typically found, let’s say, in a championship football game.  In lieu of a mask of anxiety and strain on their faces, these faces were lit up with smiles.


The TV stations were inundated with phone calls from viewers.


- What’s happening at the ball park?


- Is the TV station connected properly to the stadium management?


- Who are those people running on the playing field?


- Why are they running?


- Who organized this?


- Why wasn’t the TV audience advised in advance about what was going to be broadcast?


TV station officials were at a loss to answer these questions, because they themselves didn’t know what to tell the callers.  They tried to establish contact with the commentators and broadcasters.  They told the callers to listen to the commentators’ remarks directly.   However, the callers’ telephone connections with the TV stations were still shut off.  When the phones were turned back on, they heard some screaming by the station authorities and their assistants – actually loud cursing that shocked them! 


- Quick, give the viewers and listeners an explanation about what’s happening on the field.  Is the match going to take place?  Is it cancelled?  Postponed?  And for what reason?  Who’s responsible for the postponement?  Who are these people running?  Why are they running?  Don’t you know how charged the atmosphere here is?  Why are you making the situation worse?   Don’t you know there’s a real fear of a breakdown here?  Talk to the people.  Dampen down this charged atmosphere!  Many viewers are sitting at home on pins and needles, trying to figure this out, Greeks and Englanders both.


The broadcasters, not knowing what to tell the people calling in, were beside themselves with confusion.  Nonetheless they opened up the loudspeakers and began to articulate some words.  


- Ladies and gentlemen, football fans, good afternoon.  Good health to all, wherever you are.  And whoever you are.  The great match, the most important match of the year for these two teams will qualify the winner for the showdown in the European championship match.  I hardly need to tell you, you already know that…


Some people near the announcers could be overheard chuckling, and was also audible from the loudspeakers; consequently it was being transmitted across the air waves.  The announcers shut off their microphones.  They felt they were being made fools of.
* * *


Angelo sensed that the moment had come to take decisive action and started to look around for Yiannis Kalhas.  He found him.  


- The moment has arrived, he told him.


- What moment? Kalhas asked him in an uneasy voice.


- To help.  To keep your appointment with your destiny.  To make it happen.


- How? What am I supposed to do?


- Go on up to the announcer’s booth.  He knows you.  He’ll introduce you to the public and he’ll ask you to speak and explain exactly what’s happening on the field, as well as what’s going on with the match.

- And what should I say?

- Listen to your heart.  Your most glorious dreams, your deepest wish, your vision and prophecy for the great change in athletics all over the world.  But you know all of this, don’t you?

- I do? asked Yiannis Kalhas.
- Take the two footballers with you, the ones who took part in the group running.  They’ll convey their experiences to the public.  They’ll definitely be of help to you.


Kalhas looked at the footballers.  


- Let’s go, guys, he said.  Up to the announcement booth where they’re talking to the stations.  We’ll tell them the truth, as best as we can, with the most honest feelings we all can muster.  Shall we go?  


- Where are you going? the two coaches asked the footballers.


No one paid any attention to them.  They all went up together to the broadcasting booth.  When they arrived, the announcers heaved a sigh of relief.

The commentator turned on his microphone as soon as Kalhas was right beside him, and the cameras recorded the moment for the viewing public all over the world.

- Ladies and gentlemen, said the commentator.  I have here in our announcement booth Yiannis Kalhas, field supervisor for today’s match.  Former captain of Greece’s National Football Team, the popular and respected Yiannis Kalhas.  He’s going to tell us what’s happening at this moment on the playing field.  Go ahead, Yiannis Kalhas.  It’s all yours… 

- Ladies and gentlemen, sports fans all over the world, Kalhas started out.  At this moment on the playing field, something quite amazing is happening, something that will perhaps change the direction of athletics all over the world for years to come.


At this moment, there are a hundred runners on the field, fifty Greeks and fifty Englanders.  Among them are some of the few women who came down from England to see the match.  Before these one hundred took the field, there were three other teams of one hundred runners, fifty and fifty.  Each race is ten minutes long.  In each race, the leading eleven runners are singled out.  Then the eleven are counted.  If the majority of the eleven are English, England wins the race.  If  the Greeks are in the majority, then Greece wins the race.  Up to now, after three races, the score is two to one in favor of England.


-  And how many teams of one hundred are still to race? asked the commentator.


Yiannis Kalhas was taken aback by the question, but he didn’t allow his surprise to show.  He remained silent for a few seconds, until he heard a gentle voice whispering in his ear saying, “…a total of six”.
Kalhas got the message.  He said into the microphone.

-Now we’re on the fourth group of one hundred.  Apart from this group, two more groups will race.  A total of six.

- And then? asked the announcer.


Again Yiannis was nonplussed, but he didn’t lose his composure.  How strange, he thought to himself.  This guy who was usually so hot-blooded, who could get upset so easily, now he was exhibiting such tranquility, such poise in the face of a difficult moment, in front of such a large audience, not just all the people in the stadium, but the viewing and listening audience worldwide.  How was he able to accomplish this?  What caused this change within him?  Kalhas’ mind wandered to Angelo, and then it became clear to him.  Angelo was in contact with him, spiritually, psychologically, albeit from a distance, and was relaying to him calmness and self-confidence, just like the moments when Kalhas himself was close to Angelo and conversing with him, about a half hour ago.  Was he relaying the answer to the previous question?  Without a doubt.  Perhaps he’ll give the answer to that question and to the others as well.  And afterward?  However, instead of listening to Angelo’s message, he saw a footballer on Greece’s national team approach the microphone and, of course, appear on the screen next to him.  And of course, on the screens worldwide that had picked up the station and its transmissions. 

- Afterwards, said the footballer, answering the commentator’s question directly, there will be a final race.  The eleven leaders of the six teams of runners – a total of sixty-six – will run in a ten-minute final race that will decide the winning country.  Again the first eleven runners will be counted, and if the majority are English, England wins.  If Greek, then Greece wins.  

 - But then what’s the purpose of scoring the first six races? asked the commentator.  In other words, why count two to one, three to two, and so on?  Since only the final produces the winner, isn’t that right?  Maybe there’s some mistake in the rules of the game? 

The footballer was startled by the question.  He didn’t know what to answer.  Nobody had thought about it before.  He drew a blank.  At that moment he heard a gentle voice saying to him, “The final race has three extra points.”   The footballer figured out the rest.

- Okay, let me explain, he said.  The points in the first six races are counted normally one by one.  In the seventh race three extra points are awarded to the winning team.  So in other words, if after the sixth race is finished, the score is, let’s say, four to two in favor of England, if England wins the final race, they get another three points, and in this example, the score would be seven to two, four plus three equals seven, in favor of England.  On the other hand, if Greece would win the final race, they would get the three points, and the score would be five to four, in favor of Greece!  Two plus three equals five.  Get it?  In arriving at the final result, the scores of the six races plus the final play a significant role.  

- Yes!  exclaimed the crowd.  Yelling of some duration emanated from the stadium.  Now all of this will be explained in English by Bill Happy, the popular scorer of the National English Team.  


Immediately, the English footballer took the microphone and explained the rules of the game, as clearly and as briefly as he was able to.


Then the commentator spoke.


- Mr. Yiannis Kalhas, let me ask you.  It’s now a quarter to four here in Greece, a quarter to two Greenwich Mean Time, and the big match of the two football teams Greece and England should have begun fifteen minutes ago.  Why hasn’t it begin?  Please answer carefully.  We have a large wave of witnesses from all over the world, in Greece, in England, and in all of Europe, so I’m told by the stations that we’re talking to at this very moment.  Next to me is a screen which gives me relevant information about these stations.  They’re pressing me to answer this one question.  Not just the stations, however.  The National Football Councils of England and Greece, the Supervisory Boards on Athletics in both countries, want to know who’s responsible for this serious breach of procedures causing tremendous subversion of the entire scheduling of the Pan-European Championships.  They’re demanding to have those responsible be found and apprehended immediately, and to account for their actions.  They’re demanding that the match commence immediately, with no further stalling.  How do you respond to that, Mr. Yiannis Kalhas?   

Kalhas remained composed in the face of these thunderous questions, threats and demands.  For a few seconds, he was silent.  The tension surrounding the anticipation of his response, not just in the stadium but all over the world, had reached its peak, and was palpable.  Kalhas then spoke.  Collectedly, steadily, with deep self-confidence, with vision.  Like the prophet Kalhas himself. 


-  Fans of athletics worldwide.  Note that I didn’t say “football fans”, because I feel deep down inside me that out of love for athletics, for enjoyment and for health, mental as well as physical, offered by healthy athletics, we have all been carried away by an obsession with football., without understanding the reasons why.  Yes, an obsession.  Every obsession is a sickness.  You all know that, don’t you?


Now I’ll answer the organizing officials looking for those responsible for upsetting the schedule for the football match.  I’ll name those responsible in a minute.  First, however, I’m going to tell you that the entity most responsible for the turn-around is team running – group running, if you will – the fantastic team sport combined with athletic contests that is being carried out this very moment in front of us all. 


- “Σορι φορ δι ιντεραψιον,” an English footballer said suddenly, approaching the microphone.  Sorry for the interruption.  I understand Greek, but I don’t speak it well. I’ll say a few words in English.  You can translate.

The footballer spoke and Kalhas translated.


- You said, Mr. Kalhas, “’fantastic’ team sport.”  Yes.  I can confirm it.  A thousand times over.  I took part in it.  I participated with the second group of one hundred runners, one of the fifty Englanders.  What an experience!  I was running rhythmically, without pressure, without anguish.  Those ten minutes of running filled me with joy, and gave me a sense of great relief, a feeling I’ve never had from all my years playing football.  All I ever got from football was a lot of tension and anxiety.  Now I understand just how sick the sport is.  That’s all I wanted to say.  Thank you.


  The footballer stepped back, and Yiannis Kalhas spoke again.


- It’s not just the footballers who become overloaded with tension and anxiety from football, but also the thousands, the millions of people who get carried away with this passion, which is in reality an obsession.  And while the footballers are able to relieve their tension for a short time, running up and down the playing field, at times jumping and at times stopping, without rhythm, without harmony, at times violently, at times feigning, the same is not true for the spectators.  These passionate followers of football, seated in the bleachers or in their chairs in front of their TVs, become tense from both the developments in the game being played, and the lack of body movement…or even eye movement, as their eyes are glued to the TV screen!


Most of the outrages that happen on the field are a reaction to the accumulation of tension inside the players’ minds and bodies bursting into savagery and violence.  It’s an instinctive reaction.  That’s why we haven’t been able up to now to rein in these reactions, and in fact we shall never be able to rein them in, to make them disappear.  Every so often, they burst forth.  It’s not the youth that are to blame for this situation – it’s we, the people involved in all aspects of promoting football who are responsible.  How so?  We provoke this intensity in the spectators in the bleachers through the mandatory immobility that is part and parcel of their “participation” in this sport, a sport filled with tension and violence, a sport full of egoism, individualism, a shabby hunt for personal gain and advancement on one’s team, for money, for easy riches and glory.  


In a spontaneous reaction, thousands of hands came together breaking out into a high-spirited round of applause throughout the stadium.  This was totally unexpected, Yiannis thought, joyful at the outburst which seemed unexplainable.  A blessed feeling came over him, and he felt contented.  

When the applause died down, Kalhas spoke again.


- Sports fans all over the world.  The fourth team has just completed their race, and another one hundred people are coming on to the field.  Fifty Greeks, fifty Englanders, for the fifth race.  Those of you wanting to take part in the continuation of these races, please form a queue near the entrance to the playing field.  Do you all see the joy and the relaxation of those just now leaving the field on the screens above you?  Not just the eleven winners, but all the others who participated as well in the ten-minute race?  Think about it.  Up to now, four teams of one hundred runners, a total of four hundred people.  In the remaining two races, another two hundred people will be running.  Six races by ten minutes…that equals sixty minutes.  Six hundred people can exercise within one hundred minutes.  If we count the final race, ten minutes long, and the intermissions, another thirty minutes, we have one hundred minutes.  

In this space of time, this superb sport, team running – group running – will be giving an opportunity for six hundred people to exercise, to feel good health and exhilaration from sports…rather than the tension and outbreaks of violence that football provides to its passive spectators, denying them in effect the joy of sports. 


- You yourselves can organize this sport in your local neighborhoods, your opponents being teams from other towns or townships in your area.  New people can run each time, in order that more and more people can exercise.  Talented people will make themselves apparent in this sport, people who otherwise would have remained unknown and unsatisfied, were it not for this sport.  In every contest, sixty-six first-grade winners will emerge, and in the final race, eleven second-grade winners will emerge. 


Whoever of those want to, will train separately,  And of those, they will form the teams of fifty who will compete in semi-final and final contests in each area, in each association, in each country, and indeed, why not even all over Europe, or all over the world.  The methodology, scheduling, and organization that developed gradually over the years in football will be quite useful for group running.  


A new round of thunderous and omnipotent applause erupted, unexpectedly, for Yiannis Kalhas.  He allowed himself to believe for a minute that group running could become so cherished by the public, that it could evolve into a classic sport, a popular game with fanatic fans on a large stratum of the population worldwide.  Just like football.  He spoke again.

- Ladies and gentlemen… You can see now on your screen the group of one hundred people from the fourth team of today’s contest of group running.  You can also see the previous winners from the teams that ran previously, sitting over there on the left side, next to Gate 2.  Some of them are on the field, at the far corner, away from the track of the current runners, walking and running short sprints.  They’re training for the final race that will be taking place in about a half hour.  Before I take leave of you… 
4   Punishment and Revenge

Will Not Work


Before he could finish his phrase, Kalhas heard an angry loud voice coming from the loudspeaker which was now connected to an open telephone line.


- John Kalhas, the voice said.  Stay where you are.  And tell me, do you know who I am?   I’m the General Director of EPO, the office overseeing football affairs in our country.  Why haven’t you told us up to now who’s responsible for today’s debacle in our football sports, causing us, by the way, international ridicule?  I’ll tell you why you don’t name him.   Because you’re the guilty party, John Kalhas!  I have turned this matter over to the District Attorney.  A warrant has already been issued for your arrest, and it’s in my power to ask that the warrant be executed, if you don’t reveal now who started this havoc…who first entered the playing field, who sent him in, and who let him in. All of this must have taken place with your prior knowledge.  Right? 


- He got in by himself, replied Kalhas spontaneously and innocently.    


- You’ve just trapped yourself, John Kalhas, the Director said with wild satisfaction.  You admit that you know who entered the playing field first, and then enticed the others in.


- Of course I know, Kalhas said again innocently. It was a ten-year-old child. 

- Tell us his name.

- Ange…As soon as the said this, Kalhas realized that he was just about to betray the boy, surrendering him into the hands of the Director and the District Attorney.

- Ange…what?  the Director screamed.  Why did you cut his name off in mid-sentence?  Well don’t think that your accomplice is going to get away.  Even with half a name, and everything else you’ve told us – a ten-year-old child, you say – we’ll find him, and arrest him.  The District Attorney will declare him an extremely dangerous child and will offer a reward to the public for his capture.  As for you, John Kalhas, I am now ordering your arrest.   The police are in the stadium office, listening to me.  Go and turn yourself in… otherwise two policemen will come and place you in handcuffs.


This entire conversation exchange was heard through the stadium loudspeakers, and then through the commentator’s microphone, and then further to the TV sets of hundreds, thousands, perhaps millions of listeners in Europe, and possibly worldwide.   Everyone felt anxious.  Everyone, that is, except the fans in the bleachers, and the runners.  


The spectators were following the races with positive excitement.  The current race showed three Greeks and three Englanders in the lead.  The English runners had been wearing around their necks large red bandannas that hung on their backs, so that they could be made out from a distance.  In this way, the spectators were able to see who was in the lead, and allowed them to speculate about who would win the race.  The TV broadcasts also showed clearly the red bandannas, thereby allowing the viewers to follow the results of each race step by step.   The races were of significant continuing interest to everyone.  There weren’t those boring moments that one finds in football, where it’s possible to have nothing happening for a long period of time, causing spectators in the stadium and viewers at home to become unbelievably restless, or bored.

Here, in this superb sport, group running, interest never seemed to wane.  At any particular moment, something was changing.  One Greek or Englander would take the lead, and only a moment later, the lead would change.  Or many Greeks initially in the lead, followed by many Englanders in the lead or the opposite. It was something exciting.  It was virtually impossible to take one’s eyes off the runners.  Spectators felt like they were one of them, and as a result, they had fallen unimaginably in love with this sport, group running.  It was love at first sight – worldwide.  


Following the Director’s order to give himself up voluntarily to the police under threat to be taken in handcuffs, Yiannis Kalhas didn’t move an inch.  He would await his arrest stoically.  He was calm, and deeply satisfied about what he had done, as well as what he had said to the public, a public that had apparently taken this latest sport, group running, to its heart.  Only a handful in the stadium had protested the delay of the great match or even its postponement.  But what would happen now?  After his arrest?



His fears about the English girl who had entered the stadium earlier had subsided during the time the group running was taking place.  No danger then.  But now?  He started to worry about what might happen next.  Is it possible that the police had instructions to stop the group running, to expel the runners?  The two coaches of the national football teams would then certainly order their players onto the field, and the match would begin.  Attention would turn to the football match and group running would quickly be forgotten.  This was risky.  The new sport that Yiannis Kalhas had come to embrace – and possibly everyone else who was following the sport up to now –  might die aborning. Suddenly, Kalhas reached a decision.  He took the microphone.    


- Ladies and gentlemen, sports fans everywhere.  You’ve undoubtedly heard the order for my arrest.  The police are coming at any moment to take me away.  I’m not pitying myself.  Rather, I’m feeling pity about the potential loss of this great new sport, group running, that was born this afternoon, right here in this stadium.  I implore you not to let it disappear.  It has already given such joy to so many people, not just the runners themselves, but also those who were following the races.  And most of them have switched places – those who ran have become spectators, and the first spectators have become runners – on the same playing field at the same time.  Isn’t that just fantastic?

- Yes, yes, some spectator voices were heard in the bleachers. 


- Well, then, please don’t let it disappear.  Do what you can.  It’s in your hands to organize this new sport in your local stadiums, no matter where you live.  Right now!   If you’re at a stadium where a football match is about to get underway, even if you only have about twenty minutes until the match gets underway, get out onto the field and set up a race, fifty runners from the home team, and fifty from the visiting team.  You’re already familiar with the rules…they’re so simple and safe.  And without those hidden traps, like the calling of fouls or penalties in football, where the referee might wrong one team or the other...regardless of whether he has a monetary or personal reason to do it, or acts out of spite, or even is merely inattentive to the play.    

- In group running, you see, there aren’t any fouls, and no one gets injured, physically or otherwise.  It’s strictly against the rules in every race to even as much as touch another runner.  Self-respect and respect for the other runners is the basis for the sport.  Conscious self-discipline prevails, not compulsory discipline under the threat of a red card that would result in ejection or suspension.  

You know, despite all of these threats and punishments, in every football game, some players still break the rules, wronging others or getting wronged themselves, inflicting bodily injuries on their opponents, either without meaning to, and, yes, intentionally sometimes.

The need for self-aggrandizement; the thirst to stand out from one’s teammates; for a goal; for money; for achieving fame – these are so strong in some people, that they are led to mischief.  Within the sport of football, self-respect and mutual respect for others simply cannot grow...in fact, they can only succumb to destruction.  


- Ladies and gentlemen…I see two police officers approaching.  They’re about  to arrest me.  Go out onto your playing fields, as many as you can, and start your group running.  Support it, and it will become immortal, just as you, its founders, will become immortal. 


The stadium crowd thundered its applause.  Greeks and Englanders alike.  The two police officers stopped a little bit in front of Kalhas.  They waited for the applause to die down.  Then, showing him the handcuffs, they confronted Kalhas, who extended his arms and remained calm, indeed proud.  One of the officers snapped the handcuffs shut and motioned for Kalhas to follow him. 


And he did.  However, before Kalhas had a chance to take five steps, a child’s loud voice was heard, a voice that was at the same time unambivalent, clear, and decisive.


- Stop! Stop this!


The two officers and Kalhas stopped in their tracks for a moment, waiting to hear what would follow.


- I am Angelo Lovefull, said the boy, advancing towards them until he was finally standing in front of them.  (The commentator’s microphone picked up his words and broadcast them for everyone to hear).   I’m the person you’re looking for…I’m responsible for everything.  I accept the consequences.  I entered the playing field on my own initiative, slipping by at a moment when no one was looking.  John Kalhas had no idea.  We met at the entrance to the ball park about a half hour ago.  I organized the group running game on the field, just before the football match was to begin.  I intentionally and consciously prevented the match from beginning on time, in order that the group running could be completed.  Mr. Kalhas had not a hint of my plans when he saw me on the field, and asked the crowd to let me run a lap and bring down the first group of runners.  He had absolutely no intention of delaying the match.  He’s entirely innocent.  Take those handcuffs off of him at once, and put them on me!

On hearing Angelo’s words, the police officers, Kalhas, and everyone else became still and speechless. 


And then one of the officers came over to Kalhas, and leaned over to unlock the handcuffs.


- Hold up a second!  the other officer shouted.  We don’t have any orders to do that.


At that moment on the television screen, there appeared another police officer from the stadium office, and his voice was overheard to say, “Remove the handcuffs!”


The officer who had said “Stop!” moved towards Kalhas and unlocked the handcuffs.  And then he advanced towards Angelo, who stretched out his arms willingly and quietly.  The officer placed handcuffs around Angelo’s hands and leaned over to lock them.


- Wait! said the other.  We don’t have orders to do that either.

The officer stopped.  He hesitated.  Then after thinking about this a bit, said 
- Now see here, didn’t you just hear a little while ago that this boy, who’s responsible for all that has happened, has been declared extremely dangerous and his arrest was to be initiated by anyone who could manage it, with a potential reward in the offing?  


- Well, all right, said the other officer.  He handcuffed Angelo’s wrists.  Feeling sad about doing so, tears welled up in his eyes.  And then he asked Angelo…


- Are they too tight, or heavy?


Angelo smiled.  He then raised up his hands, moved them up and down three times to show that they weren’t uncomfortable at all.


- Hip hurrah! Bravo!  trumpeted the stadium crowd.  They interpreted Angelo’s arm movements as a greeting, and responded passionately in kind.  They were on their feet.  Everyone, that is, except the runners.  They were so totally absorbed by the race they were currently running, that they neither heard nor saw any of the other dramatic events unfolding on TV and radio from the broadcasting booth. 


The runners were simply enjoying the group running, this exciting sport that was affording them relief from their everyday stress.  They would surely never forget this Sunday afternoon for the rest of their lives.  For some of them, this would be the start of a new life. 


The image of the Director of EPO, who had been speaking with Yiannis Kalhas a while earlier, now appeared on the stadium screen.         


- Ladies and gentlemen, football fans, he started to say.  We have arrested Angelo Lovefull, the person responsible for the delay of the big match between the two national football teams of England and Greece.  A thousand pardons to all of you for what has happened.   With Angelo’s arrest, the police have succeeded in resolving the problem. 



-Boo-o-o-o!  Boo-o-o-o!  the spectators responded thunderously their extensive displeasure with the Director’s words. 


But the Director didn’t hear anything on the telephone he was speaking on.  He continued:  Coaches of the two teams, assemble your players in your respective dressing rooms, as quickly as possible, and in five minutes, get your players out onto the field, and get the match started.  Those people now running –  get off the field!  


Having made his pronouncement, he hung up his telephone and disappeared from the screen.  


In a few minutes, the two coaches went up to the broadcasting booth.  They wanted to follow through with the Director’s orders.  But they were palpably embarrassed.  They didn’t know what to do.  Or where to begin.  Finally, one of them decided to speak into the microphone.

- We’re asking all players of the two national football teams to assemble in their respective locker rooms.  The match will start immediately following the assembly.  This insane group running is to stop immediately.  Everyone off the field!  The football players are to proceed immediately to their locker rooms.

In the broadcasting booth, a commentator spoke next, addressing the Greek coach, all audible throughout the stadium.

- Coach, you know what?  Some of the footballers, both Greek and English, are right now on the field, among the runners running their ten-minute race.

In a loud voice, the coach reacted angrily talking, to the two policemen. 

- They need to get off the field at once!  All of those players now involved in this group running are to leave the field and go to their dressing rooms!


- I don’t have a formal order to do that, the police officer was heard to say.  Bring me an official order.


- Where am I supposed to get one? pleaded the coach.

His words fell on deaf ears.  The runners continued their joyful running.


- The police, shrieked the coach.  The police need to intervene, and get the runners off the playing field now.  Officer, you in the stadium office, can you hear me?  As chief of stadium police, go and clear the field of those trespassing on the playing field.  Arrest them!  They’re to be punished harshly for their illegal actions!


Laughter emanated from the stands.  The coach became enraged.


- I’ll get an order for the police to intervene, he said in a loud voice.


The commentator looked him in the eye.


- Aren’t you afraid of rioting, if the police go out onto the field?


The coach hesitated.


- What am I supposed to do then?, he asked in desperation.


-Maybe it might be better for you to get the crowd on your side.  That way, the crowd itself will find a way to convince the runners to leave the playing field, or at least prevent other people from coming onto the field, so that the game can start.


- Yeh, that’s what I’ll do.

He took the microphone in hand.

- Ladies and gentlemen, or rather, football fans.

- Boo-o-o-o! Boo-o-o-o! …once again from the bleachers.

- I’d like to ask you to convince the runners to get off the field.

- Booo-o-o-o! Booo-o-o-o!...

- …and to stop others from entering the playing field.

- Boo-o-o-o! Boo-o-o-o!

- …so that the match can begin.

5  The Transforming Power of Forgiveness


The coach, now in some kind of stupor, either didn’t hear the booing or he just didn’t understand what was going on.  He stopped speaking.  He couldn’t discern any reaction from anywhere.  Desperate, he turned once again to the announcer, who understood quite well his difficulty.


- Why don’t you use two or three of your players, those around us here?  Let them urge the people to help get the game underway. 


- Right, he said.  Come on over here, the coach said to a few nearby players.  


And they did.  Right after which the coach said to them…

- Tell me, don’t you agree that it’s time to stop this stupid group running, and get this match started?  You, Kostas Lallos, what do you say?


- We don’t agree, said Lallos.


- What exactly don’t you agree with? the coach asked him.


- We don’t agree that group running is stupid.  It’s great!


- Great?  Are you saying ‘better than football’?

            - Better, yes, much better.  Way better!

- Am I hearing right? The coach said taken aback.  You, Lallos, the best scorer on our team, are disparaging the game of football?!


- The best scorer, huh?  With two knee injuries under my belt, being operated twice, who knows what else I’m in for in your dirty sport!


- ‘Your dirty sport?!’  The coach looked at the commentator.  Can anyone hear us, what we’re saying now?


- Everyone, replied the commentator.


- Well, can’t you shut it off?


- That’s not permitted.  Whatever is being said now is of utmost importance.


- Importance?  Well, let me tell you what’s important.  Not what he’s saying.  Didn’t you hear him call football a ‘dirty sport’?


- Undoubtedly an important statement, said the commentator turning to his panel.  


- We’re done for, said the coach, now quite upset.  Or to put it in other words, you’re done for, Kostas Lallos, for cursing football.  You called it a ‘dirty sport.’  That’s enough to do you in.  After today’s game, it’ll be a long time before you’ll ever play football. 


- I’m never going to play football again, said Lallos.


- Well, you’ve got every right.  After today’s game, resign!


- I won’t play today either.


- That’s not your right.  You’ll be punished severely.


- I couldn’t care less. 


- You’re going to be rewarded with a stiff fine, you know.  You’ll be begging for mercy. .


- That’s not going to happen. Nobody’s going to play, not just me.  

- And just how do you know that?


- I’m sure of it.  All of the footballers who participated in group running are now training for the final race, in a half hour from now.  Don’t you see them on the sidelines, just off the playing field?

- I see them, answered the coach, glancing over at the sidelines.  Are they mine?

- Those are from our team.  But they’re not yours, they’re his, pointing out Angelo to the coach.

- Whose? The coach asked surprised, looking over where Lallos was pointing.  You mean Angelo?


- Yes.  They’re exuberant fans of the game that Angelo has just taught them  

-- group running.  An angelic sport.  Don’t you see how relaxed they are and training unstressed for the final race?  With self-discipline…self-assurance…self-respect.  With mutual respect.  Group running cultivates all these virtues.  Don’t you get it, coach? he asked respectfully. 

- He won’t get away with it.  That kid with the handcuffs isn’t going to do whatever he wants.  He’s not going to get away with it!


The commentator looked again at the coach.


- Maybe you should try siding with Angelo, he told the coach.  Why not ask him for your help?


- Ask him for help?  Me?  That boy who’s looking to destroy football forever?  I’d like to shoot him, not ask him for help. 


The utterances leaving the lips of the coach triggered an explosion, as if a bomb had gone off.  A loud thunderous, continuous ‘Boo-o-o-o-o-o’ reverberated through the stadium, followed by lightning. 

· Hands off of Angelo!

· Angelo, Angelo!

· Free Angelo!

· Take off the handcuffs!

- Angelo, Angelo!


Rather than knuckling under, the coach became more enraged.


- To the lockup for arraignment!  He has committed tireless and numerous violations.  Go ahead, he told the two officers. Take him to Security. Off to the lockup.  Tomorrow he’ll be arraigned.  The police officers became ruffled, but they didn’t obey.


- We don’t have orders to do that from the District Attorney.



- You’ve got my order, screamed the coach.  I’m the chief of the Greek National Football Team.  I’m ordering you! 


The officers didn’t move.


- I’ll take him myself.  And the two of you will be penalized for your disobedience.  Let’s go, he said to Angelo.  Follow me.  Get up out of your seat!  Move it!

And with that, he put his hand on Angelo’s arm to get him to stand up.

Just at that moment, a young girl of about eighteen years of age leaped in front of him.  She was blonde with short hair.  Her face was beautifully fair, but was flush with anger that had overcome her.  She spoke harshly to the coach, in English. 

- Don’t touch Angelo!  Put your hands down!  Immediately!

The coach was startled and became flustered.  But he didn’t want to retreat, to bow to the demands of a young girl.

Then the girl opened her purse that was hanging over her shoulder, and took out a vial – something like a lipstick, but larger and thicker. 

- You see this? she said to the coach in a threatening manner.  As soon as I squeeze it, it will blast liquid dye so powerful, so toxic, that it will blind you permanently.  You won’t be able to see the light of day.  You follow me?  Get your hands off of Angelo.  Now!


The coach became frightened and did her bidding.  The threat of blindness hit him in his gut.

- Free him, she continued, holding her hands around the vial in a threatening gesture.  Take his handcuffs off!
The coach complied.  Angelo raised his free hands and moved them up and down to relieve the numbness.

The public regarded his motions as a greeting.  They all stood up, shouting out in loud voices their hurrahs, waving their arms, their hats, their handkerchiefs, in response to Angelo.
When the shouting and demonstrations settled down, the coach turns to the young girl and says

- Give me that thing you’re holding.


- Don’t move!  Stay where you are, she answered him threateningly.  

- You’re threatening me with blindness.  You’re threatening my life.  You’re committing a serious crime, and you’re going to spend a lot of years in jail for this.  Give me what you’re holding, and I won’t press charges.

- Forget it, she said.  You’ve freed Angelo.  I’m not threatening you any more. See, I’m putting it back in my purse.  This was meant for someone else, not for you.  But Angelo’s group running spoiled my plans, by the postponement of the match. 

- What plans, what postponement?  the coach asked curiously.  Just who are you?

- I’m Fair Vindic, the girl answered, with some sorrow in her voice. 

- Fair Vindic? He roared back.  Luciful’s girl friend, isn’t that right?
- Yes. Luciful.  Whom you left crippled in a wheel chair for the rest of his life.

- I… I left him crippled?

- Not you, your player, Kanas.  Same kind of player, same kind of coach.  Is that how you like your players to behave?  Filled with revenge?  Like murderers?  In this criminal sport that you have devoted your life to, a sport that makes you inhuman, unfeeling, and turns you into a murderer.

- Now I understand, said the coach.  You’re talking about last month’s match with Leeds, right?

- Yes.  Were you there?  Did you see it? asked the girl.

- I was there, but I didn’t see what you’re referring to.  Kanas says that he raised his foot to kick the ball, at the same time as Luciful.  Luciful made a high kick without striking the ball, suffered a torn ligament in his spine and slumped backwards.  That’s when he hit his lower spine, just above Kanas’ knee. 

- Liar! screamed Fair. 

- I’m a liar?

- Kanas is a liar, and you’re repeating his lies.  You’re both liars.  Dirty liars!

Fair found herself again seething with rage.   

- I concocted this vial for Kanas.  He left my man an invalid in a wheelchair forever.  It’s only fair that I leave Kanas blind forever.  I was sitting in the first row bleachers, and I would have found him.  But the postponement of the game spoiled my plans.  This group running spread your team out all over the field, and I lost sight of Kanas.  But I’ll find him.  He won’t get away.  Two friends of mine are looking for him right now.  We’ll find him.   

And as she was telling him all this, Fair started hurriedly down the bleacher steps.

- Wait! the coach yelled at her.  Fair stopped.  Arrest her! he shouted at the police.  She’s dangerous!  There’s a serious possibility of a big riot!  English people who had come for the match were now laden with apprehension after what they had just heard. 


- Is there an official order, asked one of the police officers.


- There is, came the response from a loudspeaker.  This is the stadium police officer.  Don’t let her get away.  Take the purse that contains the vial from her.
Fair didn’t know Greek, and stood still there, unflinching.  Once however she saw the police approaching her, she started descending the bleachers, jumping over some seats.  The bleachers were full of people and she couldn’t escape.  The police caught up with her.  Fair resisted, kicking and screaming.  The police snapped handcuffs on her in one swift movement.  They led her upwards, toward the broadcasting booth.


Fair wiggled her hands very nervously left and right, up and down.  She yelled and screamed, having become hysterical.  People weren’t cognizant of the true conditions surrounding her hysteria, and thought she was merely looking for moral support.  Many Englishmen and Englishwomen stood up.  They were yelling, wringing their hands in fearful anticipation.  

The atmosphere had become electric and dangerous – ripe, in fact, for an outbreak of unpleasant incidents, like rioting or a massacre.


Angelo had now become quite worried.  Whatever positive emotions had been expressed up to now, could be lost forever – could be drowned in blood, or die before even being born.  Or be stained.  And the evil sport of football would reign once again throughout the world, unbowed, destructive and corruptive of human consciousness.  Healthy athletics, athletics that might bring joy and well-being to millions of people through group running, would lose the chance of taking hold.  Angelo’s visionary flame, and Kalhas’ as well, would be extinguished before having the chance to light up the world in its sweet glow.  His mind was functioning on a deep level, but he also was in direct contact with reality.  He sensed great danger all around himself.   

He looked around for Yiannis Kalhas.  He saw him standing nearby.  He walked up to him, and whispered something in his ear for some duration.  Kalhas indicated his understanding and his concurrence.  Angelo moved off the scene.  Kalhas approached the broadcasting booth and spoke to the commentator, who handed Kalhas the microphone.

- Ladies and gentlemen.  Quiet, please.  I’d like to say a couple of words that I hope will touch your hearts, and help us all avoid any conflict that could break out after all the appalling and inhuman happenings you have witnessed and heard up here in the transmission booth.

He paused. 

- For those who don’t know me, I’m Yiannis Kalhas.  Once, many years ago, I was captain of the Greek National Football Team for quite some time.  I left the sport at a young age because I couldn’t endure the violence of football, both inside the stadium, and outside as well.  But more than that… there was the grubbiness about factors in football that took place behind the scenes; the sick obsession of the fans for their teams; their war-like clashes; rioting; and destruction of property inside and outside of the stadiums.  There was inside of me an affliction, a sorrow actually, about the predominance of football on a world scale.  I was able to escape that sorrow by dreaming about some other sport that wouldn’t have all those maladies found in football – a new sport that might offer joy and well-being as true sports are supposed to offer.  I dreamt of something original, something genuine.  All my life.  Up until today, up until this afternoon.    

Today, this afternoon, I happened to meet Angelo.  He asked me if he could enter the stadium without a ticket because he had no money.  I let him in.  And instead of heading for the bleachers to take a seat to watch the football match, he went out onto the playing field, without permission, and started running.

You know the rest of the story.  You saw it happening live in front of you, and on the TV screens.  I’m talking about group running, this team running, a team sport that spectators find easy on the eyes, while at the same time providing enjoyment to the runners who in turn become spectators; a sport that  will afford athletic exercise to millions, young and old alike; and further give an opportunity to thousands of young people who show talent in the races, to practice, to develop, to shine. Well-being for everyone!

Football on the other hand just tosses a handful of people – twenty-two to be exact – out onto the playing field, full of  ill will, hate, aggressiveness, vengefulness, pitting one against the other for the sake of a goal and for money.  And it relegates thousands of people, mostly younger people, into inaction, to a sick identity obsession with a particular team, or with particular players, and who, with their maniacal screaming, incite the spectators towards violence.

My dear friends.  It was this sick sport that brought on the tragedy of Fair Vindic, who’s here now with us in handcuffs.  This sport landed her beloved Jimmy Luciful in a wheelchair, seriously disabled for the rest of his life.  This sport sent Fair Vindic here today sworn to avenge him, to blind Kostas Kanas, whom she believes to be responsible for her beloved Jimmy’s tragic injuries.  

Kanas has said that it wasn’t his fault.  But who really knows the truth?  Only Kanas himself.  And even if he is telling the truth, Fair won’t believe him.  Revenge, one of man’s greatest sins, the sickest of mental conditions, has taken root in her mind.  This afternoon, after the final race of the group running, the police will take her away in handcuffs to the airport.  They’ll  put her on a plane to England.  But who knows if Fair will control her anger, the tumult within her, over what has befallen her?  Who knows if she might not go into some mental shock that could bring on a brain injury, or damage to the central nervous system, a retinal detachment in the eyes, or blindness, or some other infirmity?  Who can guarantee it?  The police, do you think?  


Everyone listened quietly and mutely to Kalhas’ words – words which rung true and human, and touched them deeply.  And only Fair, the beautiful 18-year old English girl, standing handcuffed, was sobbing uncontrollably.  Her tears ran uninterruptedly down her cheeks, her neck, her breast, and she had no possibility of wiping her tears, since her hands were bound.


Yiannis Kalhas was deeply moved.  He paused until she could regain her composure. And then he spoke again passionately, with love and compassion.


- Ladies and gentlemen, athletics fans… of healthy athletics. The tragedy all of us are living this afternoon is a result of football, that dirty sport, just as Kostas Lallos, the best scorer to date on the Greek National Team, called it correctly just a few moments ago.  I repeat ‘to date’. Up to now.  Because from now on, he won’t be playing football.  He has abandoned it.  He’s quit!  You heard him, didn’t you?  Congratulations, Kostas Lallos!  Your decision speaks thousands of words, and  means a lot to us. 

   
- Hurrah!  The crowd roared its agreement.

- From this point on, I’m only going to take part in group running, Lallos shouted, approaching the microphone.


- Hurrah! That’s telling ‘em!

- Two English footballers next to me and I were among the leading eleven runners in the second race of today’s group running.  We’ve qualified for the final race. Will you stay and watch the final?

- We will, yes, you bet! the crowd responded.

Kalhas spoke again.

- In a little while, the final race will complete the first exhibition of group running in Greece and for that matter, all over the world.  The sport will become established, and will be loved, and will predominate.  It will drive dirty football out of our lives, or at the least will clean it up. This has been my vision, and is finally coming to fruition. 

He went on.  Jimmy Luciful, can you hear us?  Wherever you might be in England, are you listening?  We ask you for forgiveness for the tragedy which a Greek brought upon you.   All of us Greeks, all of Greece apologizes to you. 

But I’d like to ask you to look further, to look more deeply within yourself.  To see football, as it has made its way into our lives in this era, as the vilest form of sports to be found.  The mentality cultivated by football, with its sick passion for team victory, not to mention an unhealthy passion for retribution, I mean revenge.  It was this dangerous, inhuman mentality that injured you, not just some particular person.
Can you help destroy the root of this evil?  What good is exacting revenge on the guilty party?  If you succeed, the mentality of retribution will become even stronger, and will take deeper root.  I’m sure you don’t want that, Jimmy Luciful.  Your name, Luciful, means “full of light”  Luciful, act out your name, your greater destiny!  Be a guiding light to all of us, so that we can break the chain of revenge  that has tyrannized mankind throughout the ages.  Do you hear us?  If you hear us, answer us.  By cellular phone, from a land line, by SMS, contact an English correspondent here on the field, however you can. 

At that exact moment, a young footballer wearing the colors of the Greek National Team ran up the bleacher steps.  People nearby moved out of the way so the young man could get by them.

He neared the broadcasting booth.  And then he advanced straight towards the English girl, Fair Vindic.

As he got close to her, the two policemen stepped in front of him.  They feared something bad was about to happen.  The footballer seemed quite moved by this.  He spoke spiritedly and with passion to the policemen.

 - Let her go!  Take off her handcuffs!
The officers didn’t move.  The young footballer shouted.

- Aren’t you listening to what I’m saying?  She hasn’t done anything wrong.  She’s not guilty.  Why are you holding her in handcuffs?  Let her go!

- She intends to injure someone.  Weren’t you listening?  She swore revenge.  She’ll tempt others, too.  She’s dangerous.  A lot of people are going to pay a heavy price.
-No one’s going to pay a heavy price, except me. Only me.  I’m Kostas Kanas.  Yes.  I hit Luciful in Leeds.  Yes, Fair.  I’m to blame.  He had raised his foot high to kick the ball that was coming toward him from on high.  Just before he kicked it, I gave him a light, very light hit on his spine to move him out of the way, so that he’d miss his kick.  That’s what happened.  His foot missed the ball, and jerked up higher from the momentum he had.  He suffered a ligament rupture on his back, and on the sciatic nerve, and fell backward on his spine.  From that moment on, he became an invalid.


I didn’t hit him hard at all.  Far from it.  I just wanted him to lose his balance so he’d miss the shot.  I hit him lightly, but admittedly in a calculated way, to lay him low, to do him harm, to take revenge.  But I never could have imagined that he would suffer such an injury, I mean resulting in paralyzed legs for the rest of his life.  I never wanted that.  I swear it, Fair!  But I know all of this is meaningless for you.  I know it.  You wanted your revenge.  Go ahead.  Do it!  Even if they don’t remove your handcuffs.  I’ll give you your purse.   


And with a sudden motion, Kanas grabbed her purse from the police officer, opened it, and handed the vial to Fair.  He put it in her hands.


- It’s a weapon, watch out! cried out the policemen and stepped back in fear.


- It’s not a weapon, said Fair. It’s my nail varnish.  It’s coloring for my nails. But so toxic, that if it gets in your eyes, it’ll blind you. You know that, Kostas Kanas, don’t you?


- Yes, I know.  When my sister’s husband told her that he was leaving her for another woman, she threw nail varnish in his eyes and blinded him for life.

The announcers in the broadcasting booth, the journalists and the spectators in the bleachers almost cracked from their anguish.

Fair stood motionless for a few moments staring at Kostas Kanas.  His eyes met hers.  Finally, Fair said to him quietly, steadily, and from her heart,

- Take it and throw it in the trash.  But first empty the bottle high into the air, pressing the cap.

A sense of relief and of joy came over Kanas.  He was visibly moved.  As if he had been reborn.  Like a blind man who had suddenly seen the light of day.  

He took the vial from Fair’s hands, held it high, slowly, ceremoniously.  He then let the liquid contents float out into the air.

Afterwards, looking around, he located a trash basket and threw it in from a distance with a quick accurate snap.

Actually, everyone felt a huge sense of relief.  Nobody had anything to say.  They all had been through a lot.  These were major happenings.  Silence was the only appropriate response.

6   Angelic Success. The Adoption of the Great New Sports Game in England.

Will It Prevail Worldwide?

The silence was broken by a strong voice speaking English, coming from the correspondents’ large screen at the broadcasting booth.

- Are you listening? Can you hear me?  Answer me if you can hear me.  I’m Jimmy Luciful.  Can you see me?  I’m on a playing field, in my wheelchair.  Can you see me?  I asked to be connected with you.  Am I connected?

The English correspondent reacted immediately.

- We see you, and we hear you, Jimmy Luciful.  Speak to us.  Tell us.  Why are  you down on the field?

- I heard you, John Kalhas, Luciful answered.  You’re a great prophet and visionary.  It was your destiny to save athletics from disease, from the rottenness that football has cast upon us.  You are the agent for the restoration of athletics with the new sport of group running that you have originated.  

- Not me.  It was this boy here, Angelo Lovefull.  And he’s English, protested Kalhas.  I was just assisting him.  We owe the entire success of group running to him. 

- Greek-English, Angelo corrected him.  My mother is Greek.  But, you know, I’ve come from another planet.

- Long live Angelo! roared the crowd enthusiastically once more.  Jimmy spoke again.

- An Englishman invented the game of football many, many years ago.  At that time it wasn’t like the football it has degenerated into today.  Its founder had no intention of bringing together masses of people, and turning them into passive onlookers, nailing them to their seats in bleachers.  At that time there were no television or radio transmissions, along with passive audiences.  And it wasn’t possible for pathological identification with particular teams, with particular players, seeking conflict and revenge.  The founder of football wanted lots of people – lots and lots of people – playing football in every neighborhood.  A lot of players, and just a few spectators.  Or even no spectators.  You know, just the way children play, indifferent to whether anyone’s watching or not.  Maybe they don’t even want people watching them.  Ask children, and they’ll tell you.  Observe them and you’ll see what I mean. 

Luciful continued.  

- That’s the way it is with group running, with your creation, Angelo Lovefull and John Kalhas.  A lot of runners.  Six hundred in every event, on large playing fields.  Fewer, of course, in the neighborhoods in friendly contests, held regularly, daily.  It might not necessarily have 50 runners from each team.  It could be only twenty and twenty, or even ten and ten, so that all of the athletically active population can participate.  Health and well-being!  After a short pause, he announced:  You asked why am I on the playing field?  I made a request, and I was given permission, to organize the first game of group running in England!   
They have given me the large stadium where two famous teams are set to compete, German and English.  In an hour, their match will begin.  Within this one-hour period, I’m going to organize our new sport.  I say ‘ours’, because from the minute I saw it, I fell in love with it.  I’m already now its most fanatic fan, despite the fact that I can’t participate in it.  

I had sworn revenge.  You, John Kalhas, and you, my dear Fair, and you, Kostas Kanas, you have relieved me of my illness – my desire for revenge that had taken root within me.  I’m talking about a malady certainly much more serious than my physical handicap.


I now plan to teach and spread the ideals embodied within group running to as many people as I can.


Fair, my dear, from now on, I’m not going to call you Fair Vindic, which means ’revenge’.  I’m going to call you Fair Forgo.

In group running, there’s no place for sick competition, for hitting, for violence, or for revenge.  It’s clean and pure.  It’s a healthy athletic sport for everyone and not a sick championship for a few that kills respect for one’s fellow man.

I swear to help anyone I can to eradicate this desire for revenge, as I have done, and as Fair, Kanas, Kalhas, and Angelo have done.  Despite all the humiliations they have endured this past hour in the stadium, they never exhibited hate or revenge against anyone.

I’ll be following your successive group running contests.  In a moment, the last of the preliminary races, the sixth, will begin.  Fair, my dear, and you, Kostas Kanas, take part in it.  If you wind up among the first eleven, you’ll participate in the final race.  Good luck.  That’s all for me, I’ll say goodbye now.

Kanas offered his hand to Fair.  She gave him hers, and together they ran down the steps of the bleachers, carefully, towards the field of play, where they would compete as participants in the last team of runners, Greeks and Englanders.

The crowd began to applaud enthusiastically, emotionally, with love.

- Long live Fair!  Long live Kanas!  Long live Luciful!  Long live Kalhas!  Long live Angelo!  Hurrah!  Long live group running!

* * *

Angelo observed a footballer who had taken part in group running on the second team of one hundred approaching him.

- My name is Tony Barry, he said.  I belong to the English National Team, but I’m Italian.  I used to belong.  I don’t belong anymore.  From this moment on,   I quit.  This evening my contract expires.  I don’t intend to renew it.

In about an hour from now I’m catching a plane to Italy, to Florence.  I’ve got an extra ticket for my son.  I’ll tell him to stay behind here, with his aunt, my wife’s sister.  If you decide to come with me.  What do you say?

- You’ll be taking a substantial risk, Angelo replied gently.  There’s a price on my head.  Haven’t you heard?  Or perhaps you’ve forgotten.

- No, I haven’t forgotten.  I’m not in danger.  But you are, if you remain here.  That’s why I’m suggesting you come with me.  At security, I’ll pretend you’re my son. Here’s his identity card. You look like him. You’ll pass through.

- If I don’t go, am I risking arrest? asked Angelo.

- Much worse.

- How do you know?

- I overheard, unintentionally, a conversation between a coach, the one who was screaming before, and a guard.  Your life’s in danger.  Speak now.  Do you want to come, or leave for your planet by means of an accident they might be planning for you?

- But why would they want to do that? Angelo asked innocently.

- For revenge.  For the damages you have caused them, and will be causing them in the future through the game you taught the public this afternoon.  Huge profits will be lost.  Today alone, untold amounts have been lost in the lottery, and other betting institutions have also sustained losses.

- I’ll come with you, said Angelo, after considering it for a moment.  My hour for leaving for my planet hasn’t arrived yet.  I’ve got yet another mission here.

- As dangerous as the one you’ve involved yourself in today?

- Perhaps even more dangerous, Angelo replied.  Tell me, what are you planning to do in Florence when we arrive?

- Your work.  Tonight, at nine o’clock, the Italian and Spanish National Teams are set to play their big match.  We’ll be inside the stadium at eight.  You’ll go onto the field, and run the first lap.  Leave the rest to me. 

- Who’s going to let me on to the playing field?

- I will.  I know all the people who run the stadium.  Nobody will refuse me.  I was top scorer of Firenze for many years.  It’s my city, my neighborhood.  Know what I mean?

- Indeed I do.

- Thousands of spectators in the stadium, and millions of TV viewers will see and learn about group running tonight.  All over Italy, and all over Spain.

- As long as we manage to get the first one hundred people to take part, said Angelo.


- We’ll manage it.  Your good destiny is helping it along.  Our purpose is good and noble.  Holistic, not egocentric.  The whole of the universe is behind us.  Your white light will defeat the black demons of darkness. 


Let’s get going!  The car is outside.  The airport is close by.  We can make it.
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