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Three-Point Shot

Frederic raced down the block with the wind whipping past 
his ears. Nothing was stopping him, not after he had sunk that 
three-point shot just under the buzzer to win the big game. This 
was his fourth year as a point guard for his school, but only the 
first year he’d been off the bench. He’d never been tall or fast, 
so he’d slowly made up for it by practicing until his aim was 
perfect. And now, finally, all that work had paid off.

“Gram!” he shouted, skidding his bike on the dirt lot in front 
of the apartment house. Inside, Gram was already laughing, 
waving her cane to celebrate. “Tell me about every single 
minute, and start at the beginning,” she said.

“But—” Frederic interrupted, wanting to tell her right away 
about his last shot.

“You should know, Frederic,” she said, her blind eyes 
somehow finding his face, “I like a story with a beginning, 
middle, and end.” Frederic finally caught his breath from  
his ride home, smiled, and began at the beginning.
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