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In theholidays I had foundafierce sport named“theMajestic
BasketBall nah just jokes, just basketball.”Mymum is a very
happyandhelpfulmanager of theamazingbasketball teamthe
G.I. Eagles. It is a community team.Sometimes I playbut
sometimes I get verybored so I helpwith themorning tea. One
daymyteamand Iwereplayingagamecallednumbers and I just
ranbecause itwasmyturn. I got theball andas soonas it
reachedmyhands this boynamedMasoncameand thoughtwe
wereplaying rugbyandcameand tackledme, I fell andmywrist
bentbackwards. As soonas I fell on thefloor I gotupbusting
out in tears.Mymumrushed tomeand thenshe tookme to the
hospital. I got it X-Rayedand they said itwasbrokensohere I
amwritingwithonebrokenhand. I don't knowwhy I amherebut
I guess it's a solid reason. I guess itwasn't suchabadholiday
after all. I felt so relieved that Iwasout of that stinkyhospital.
THEEND.


