From: Bready, Al CIV MDA/D/DD
Sent: Thursday, October 11, 2007 2:09 PM
To: Carlson, Jim, CTR, OSD-ATL

I'1l title this story (one, no doubt you've heard before) ... "Up the
middle, Up the middle, Pass, Punt"

During the week prior to a Saturday football game, the football coaches
and team would study film (... yes, film) of our upcoming opponent's
previous games. From this, the coaches would develop specific offensive
and defensive strategies and plays to counter what we observed in the
film. We refined the strategy and practiced those plays during the week
in preparation for Saturday Game Day!

As you all know from watching those games on Saturday, we went right
back to that which the Falcon offensive had became famous (see title of
this story). The upcoming pass play fooled no one and usually resulted
in a desperation throw to avoid the sack by one or two blitzing
linebackers. I'm sure it frustrated the fans. You can't imagine how it
frustrated the players. Bob Farr and I were the Falcon wide receivers.
At the completion of our pass routes we usually looked back only to find
the quarterback running for his life.

During one game ... forgive me, I'm old and can't remember which one ...
the Falcon offense found its way to a first-and-goal situation from

about the five yard line. Our quarterback, Mike Worden '76, called the
play that Coach Terry Issacson (All-American, AFA '64, I believe)
signaled in from the sideline (see first part of title for play called).

On second-and goal from about the five, the coaches sent in a substitute
for me. I'm thinking, "Great! The coaches are sending in a play that
we practiced this week for this specific situation" (see second part of
title for play called) only, the play was called off tackle, not quite

"up the middle."

On third-and goal from about the five, the coaches send me back into the
game with the next play to be called .... another running play.

I think my frustration got the better of me. I changed the play to a
pass play that we had practiced during the week before I got to the
huddle. Bob is split wide. I'm in the slot. We ran a crossing pattern
to "pick off" each others defender. Mike spotted the open receiver
(Bob, in this case) and threw a perfect spiral for a touchdown. The
fans go wild!



As I'm trotting back to the sideline with the noise of the fans still

deafening my ears, I see Coach Issacson. He is fuming (and I think even
foaming at the mouth) that I changed the play called by the coaches! He
grabbed me by the face mask on my helmet, dragged be to the bench,
slammed me down and said some four-letter words that told me my playing
days were over.

As I turned around and looked at the cheering fans, I remember thinking
"If my playing days are over, what a great way to see them end!"

Al



