


Game On!_

Bonton was running as fast 
as his legs could carry him.

But don’t worry!.. he wasn’t 
being chased, nor was he 
chasing anyone...
He was only running after 
the slippery ball that kept 
bouncing out of his reach all 
over the field!

It was the Snoutball 
Championship final.
As a sport, snoutball is 
played like soccer, except that 
instead of using their feet, 
players hit the ball with their 
heads and snouts.
Bonton was on the field for 
the first time in his sporting 
career.
Because you see... he wasn’t 
that great a player... but he 
certainly gave it his all!

He had stayed on the bench 
against the Nestville 
Ostriches, he had watched his 
teammates beat the Thornland 
Porcupines (they had needed 
to change the ball a dozen 
times), and he had watched in 
admiration and envy as they 



had played an amazing game 
against the Greenfield 
Buffaloes.
But always from the sidelines.

Now, the Barkersfield 
Bloodhounds were 
struggling to play in 
lower numbers because the 
champions of the previous 
year’s Championship were 
playing very, very dirty.
In fact, the Carrion City 
Hyenas were well-known for 
their foul play.
Always behind the referee’s 
back, and always mean-spirited.

How Not to Play_

Around the midway mark of 
the second half, the Hyenas 
had bitten the leg of the 
Bloodhounds’ best forward, 
Lucky.
Then they’d gotten one of the 
defenders expelled with a 



dirty trick.
Fortunately, the 
Bloodhounds’ keeper, 
Bobby, known as ‘Copter for 
the speed with which his ears 
moved, was letting nothing 
through into his net.
But then there was Sneer.

Oh yes, the Hyenas’ forward 
was none other than 
the famous... or perhaps 
infamous... Sneer!

That bully was always 
scratching, hitting, tripping 
and in every way hurting all the 
Bloodhounds. So many of 
them had gotten injured that 
the coach had no players left 
to send in other than Bonton!

Of course, our friend was 
happy to be on the field, but 
he would have liked to be 
there surrounded by healthy 
teammates, not after a never-
ending string of injuries!



The Rules of the Game_

Still, about halfway through 
the second half, the score was 
tied.
The Bloodhounds keeper’s 
skill had kept the game level, 
so that the Hyenas couldn’t 
take advantage of their shady 
tactics.
Now, however, with so 
few players on the field, 
things looked grim for the 
Bloodhounds.

Snoutball had rules: each team 
had five players and a keeper.
The field was oval-shaped, and 
each team aimed to get the ball, 
using snouts only of course, 
into the other team’s net.
Only the keeper was allowed 

to use ears or other parts of 
the body, and biting the ball 
was against the rules for 
everyone.

Pretty simple, right?

It was a fun game, played 
outdoors or indoors.
Then there was also the World 
Championship, which was a very 
big deal.



There, the teams had twelve 
players each, and the fields 
were much bigger... like 
Barkersfield Stadium!
It also featured famous 
champions like Barkham and 
Lambark, who were Bonton’s 
personal heroes.
Bonton himself, though, was 
a young player from a school 
team, and despite being in a 
very strong team... well, he 
wasn’t really such a great 
player.

That is... he ran and gave it his 
all...
He sweated buckets and 
worked so hard that the coach 
had no choice but to make him a 
starting player.
The only problem was that, with 
all that said, the ball simply 
didn’t go where he wanted it to.
His snout was steady, he hit the 

ball straight on... and the ball 
flew in the opposite direction!
The ball seemed to go wild 
every time Bonton hit it.

Do you know the kind of crazy 
ball that holds a weight inside 
to make it bounce in unexpected 
directions?
Well, when Bonton hit the 
regular snoutball, it behaved 
exactly like that!
He couldn’t even manage to 
score a goal during practice 
with an empty net.
So it wasn’t that surprising 
that he had always watched the 
others play from his seat on 
the bench.
Yet the coach was clever and 
understood that, in the end, 
snoutball was a game and 
the most important thing was 
for schoolpups to enjoy 
themselves.



He made sure to put Bonton 
on the field every so often 
during friendly games, where 
the pup could take a few 
aimless shots and come back 
to the bench, very grateful 
to his coach. Bonton could 
then sit happily on the bench 
during championship games, 
cheering on his teammates who 
would one day become famous, 
and enjoy their victories as 
a good teammate should, he 
thought.

Now, though, Bonton was on 
the field.
For the final game.
And he chased after the ball 
as though his life depended on 
it, trying to stop it.

Here it was, he’d finally gotten 
--!

But no. Sadly, the number five 
on the other team had reached 
it before him.
Still Bonton kept running! And 
trying to catch that ball that 
kept slipping away from him.
All of a sudden... yes! There it 
was, he had gotten it!
He had done it... but...

(continue)


