Contradictory Falls
Authoritative Mismanagement from the White House to your House 

by Alex Jones


One day, after a particularly harrowing football practice, I came to realize something. Spontaneously and violently, I was hit full force by a sick truth as I tore my helmet off my dripping wet face. Now I can tell you, with confidence, that never have all the authorities around us been such a disgustingly negative influence on our current and future lives. I am a teenager, and you may call my views typical teenage angst. However, “pesky hormones” or not, my generation is in very real danger of losing sight of the morals all good and decent people used to hold so dear.  


My football coach has preached to us for three years about the values he’d like us to uphold. He’d forcefully represent accountability as a necessity for the team- to the point where he’d publicly ridicule those who had excuses or tried to reason with him. In fact, both accountability and no excuses found their way on to the backs of our t-shirts during my junior year to act as a team slogan. Our group of kids had a lot of heart- on nearly all the practices everyone was there. When our starting quarterback was injured, he still showed up at every practice. We sacrificed countless hours for our coach from the month of January to November, lifting weights, running sprints with weighted vests, attending two-a-days, practicing four days a week, and playing both a varsity and JV game at the end of each week. Everyone was always there and willing to do anything for playing time, and followed the high principles of accountability and no excuses to the T. 
Unfortunately, our team got off to a bad start. We were 0-4, and receiving basically the same punishment and speeches (with increasing severity) with each loss. The day my little revelation came, the day of my football practice, I had taken off my helmet and taken a knee on the field to listen to the coach’s post game speech. He informed us, as he had for the last four weeks, that our team was playing terribly and that our team was being torn apart by “players who like to get pushed around.” He constantly referred to this same dreaded faction of players  after each game, so I was used to it. Whenever he mentioned them, he said that we weren’t willing to pull our own weight and we “didn’t appreciate anything we got and won’t give back to the program.” These hurtful, repetitious claims were always followed with a “but its only some of you.” Every time. That’s when I realized, with a kind of fearful freedom, that everything I learned from that harsh dictator of a man up to that point was complete and utter bullshit. Only some of us were tearing the team apart. Only some of us weren’t accountable and had excuses. This small faction was the reason we were 0-4, and he’d jam that down our throats every single day. He hurt us like that, implying that each and everyone of us could be secretly considered part of this small portion of losers who are ruining it for everyone else. Yet, if that was true- if there was only a small group bringing the others down, then why in the hell did he yell at everyone at the end of every practice? Why did he kill our self-esteem and attack our morale if only a small group of people were at fault? Why, why, why, why- if this group was such a detriment to our cause, did he not just seek out this small group in private and make them change or stop them from playing or make them quit the team? I knew why. Because there was no small faction. That was an excuse. All the post-game tirades our coach rendered for us in the locker-room were excuses. He- in all his hipocrosy, would scream at us after the game. At least one player in the front row would be wearing the team t-shirt, and he;d grab that one every time. He’d turn him around, and show us the words on the back. Accountability. No excuses. He’d preach to us again about each, and I wouldn’t have been so disgusted if he stopped then. If he had yelled at everyone, then let us go, my lingering faith in humanity would have me believe that he actually did practice what he preached and after the players left he and all the coaches would tear each other apart over the playcalling and communication of the coaching team. Coach didn’t let us go though, ever. He’d put the final nail in the coffin of decency by stating that the coaches had done a great job, and had given us everything we needed to pull out a win. Every time, for three years, they’d be behind the wins. They’d have given us proper instruction during each and every lost game, and we had squandered it. I realized from my kneeling position then that never has our coach ever taken accountability for anything. I looked around me. Everyone was sweating and breathing heavily. Their hair stuck to their faces and you could smell the fatigue in the air. These were players busting their asses, being accountable and making no excuses. So as the coach went on to blame our problems on the divergent, tiny faction that split our ranks. I looked around and tried to find one guy who hadn’t busted his ass on the field. We has been practicing for ten straight days, and I found no one.
Accountability. No excuses. Two values of great importance that are being erased. Two values that were blatantly broken by the governing authority. Two shattered values that would add to the legend of Contradictory Falls- a small and close to home hypocrisy that made me realize the corruption all around us.
 I live in a small suburban town called Cuyahoga Falls, 

