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Cornhusker State Games: 
Welcome to the world of foosball 
By BRIAN CHRISTOPHERSON / Lincoln 
Journal Star 
 
Journal Star sportswriter Brian 
Christopherson gives a first-hand 
account of the foosball competition at 
the Cornhusker State Games. If you 
want to play foosball with the big dogs, 
you better come with more than just two 
bananas. I did not know that when I 
woke up Sunday morning. I do today. I’d 
bury my ego right here and now if it 
could be located. It was lost yesterday, 
lost over a table of miniature soccer men. 
 
There were 20 competitors in the open 
division of this year’s Cornhusker State 
Games foosball competition. I finished 
20th. 
 
I certainly didn’t expect to win but there 
were high hopes of finishing at least 
third-to-last, or even better if the foos 
gods and their little club feet chose to 
whisk me to higher places. 
 
Riding high off the potassium of two 
bananas, I strutted into the Farmland 
Building in State Fair Park. Seemed a 
good day to foos. 
 
Then an 18-year-old with a ponytail 
walked into my life. 
 
Natasha Kraus, pride of the little town of 
Madrid, had come five hours with her 
family to play some foosball. 
 
Natasha was to be my first foe in the 
competition. 
 
Before we could begin, I wanted to know 
a little bit about the person across the 
table. 
 
It was the basic type of questions one 
might ask a new face. Madrid, huh? How 
far is that from Lincoln? Going to 
college? .... Yeah? That’s cool. 
 
A voice interrupted. 
 
“Are you writing an article or trying to 
pick up her number? I’m her father.” 
 
I’d like to say that voice made me tense 

http://www.journalstar.com/articles/2006/07/17/sports/doc44bb086579903679374412.txt (1 of 3)8/10/2006 15:56:57

http://www.journalstar.com/

http://www.journalstar.com/weather/

http://www.workforyounebraska.com/
http://www.workforyounebraska.com/
http://lincoln.wheelsforyou.com/
http://lincoln.wheelsforyou.com/
http://www.journalstar.com/admarket/real_estate/
http://www.journalstar.com/admarket/real_estate/
javascript:void(0);
javascript:void(0);
javascript:void(0);
http://www.journalstar.com/
http://www.journalstar.com/search/
http://www.journalstar.com/adventure/
http://www.starcitydeals.com/
http://www.journalstar.com/local/
http://www.journalstar.com/nebraska/
http://www.journalstar.com/nation/
http://www.journalstar.com/editorial_main/
http://www.journalstar.com/homeroom/
http://www.journalstar.com/business/
http://www.journalstar.com/legislature/
http://www.legacy.com/journalstar/
http://www.journalstar.com/sports/
http://www.journalstar.com/huskerextra/
http://www.journalstar.com/blogs/
http://www.journalstar.com/shared-content/gallery/
http://www.apartmentsforyou.com/
http://lincoln.wheelsforyou.com/
http://www.workforyounebraska.com/
http://www.journalstar.com/classifieds/
http://www.lincolnexperts.com/
http://www.journalstar.com/business_achievements/
http://www.journalstar.com/celebrate/
http://www.journalstar.com/sphere/
http://www.journalstar.com/family/
http://www.journalstar.com/savor/
http://www.journalstar.com/gz/
http://www.journalstar.com/stat/
http://www.journalstar.com/prairie_lane/
http://www.journalstar.com/gz/movies/
http://www.journalstar.com/media/podcast/
http://www.journalstar.com/values/
http://www.journalstar.com/special_reports/
http://www.journalstar.com/sunday_am/
https://secure.townnews.com/journalstar.com/secure/services/circulation/
https://secure.townnews.com/journalstar.com/secure/services/advertising/
https://secure.townnews.com/journalstar.com/secure/services/editorial/
https://secure.townnews.com/journalstar.com/secure/services/contact/
https://secure.townnews.com/journalstar.com/secure/services/employment/
https://secure.townnews.com/journalstar.com/secure/services/info/
http://www.starcitydeals.com/
http://journalstar.com/adventure
http://lincolnexperts.com/
http://www.journalstar.com/six_in_the_city
http://journalstar.com/nbs_store
http://adsys.townnews.com/c605244/creative/journalstar.com/interlinc_left/39544.js?r=http://www.lincoln.ne.gov/
http://www.journalstar.com/prep_extra/
http://www.journalstar.com/prep_extra/rankings
http://www.journalstar.com/huskerextra/
http://www.journalstar.com/outdoors
http://www.journalstar.com/articles/2006/07/17/sports/doc44bb086579903679374412.eml
http://www.journalstar.com/articles/2006/07/17/sports/doc44bb086579903679374412.prt
javascript:embiggen();
javascript:smallify();



JournalStar.com

Stories in Sports:

●     Sackett, Hrdlicka in title match 
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●     Attendance numbers please State Fair officials 

●     Press Box Views: Rust at home at NWU 

●     Cornhusker State Games: 

Welcome to the world of foosball 

●     Cornhusker State Games: 

Teen finds passion for archery 

●     Barbaro's condition still stable

and gave me an excuse as to why I 
didn’t proceed to play proper foosball. 
But the fact is this: I could play Natasha 
50 games and if I won once, I’d award 
myself a celebratory ice cream cone at 
McDonald’s. 
 
If she wasn’t scoring, I was clumsily 
scoring on myself. Ever played a game 
so bad that your competitor actually 
started to root for you out of pity? 
 
That’s what was going on here. Giggling 
her way through two easy victories (foos 
rules say first one to win two out of 
three games to five goals is the victor), 
Natasha scored 10 goals to my four. 
 
The beating took all of five minutes. It 
had to be bad because some of my new 
foosball friends were trying to buoy my spirits afterward. 
 
None of these new friends were more helpful than 28-year-old Jason Shovlain, a Lincoln man who 
plays foosball with headphones on, the rock band “Tool” blaring heavy metal into his ears. 
 
This guy would drink foosball out of a cup if they served it. As he told me: “You know, in the ’70s, 
there were more foosball tables than there were pool tables. Sometimes I wish I lived in that era.” 
 
He then showed me a “Snake Shot,” a slick maneuver that allows your center forward to score 
goals at will against bush-league players like me. 
 
Other things learned from Jason:  
 
-- A lot of bar room foosball players think you’re supposed to serve the ball into play right down 
the middle after a goal. Not so. If you’re serving, you’re supposed to try to drop it so it goes to 
your players. 
 
-- Any players who illegally spin the handles and win and think they’re hot shots need to be taught 
a lesson. 
 
-- The middle rod — the one with five men — is the one where most often games are won or lost. 
 
With that being the case, I had no chance of winning. I hate to say this about the men on my 
middle rod, but their effort was worse than the U.S. team’s at the World Cup. I guess I’ll take 
some of the blame since it was my duty to make them move and all, but geez ... 
 
In my second game, I got a mop ran over my face again. This time Justin Barraclough, a 35-year-
old from North Platte, did the work. 
 
After reporting the loss to the front table, I was told I would be moved to Level III (the lowest 
level) and that I could have a 30-minute lunch break. 
 
A roast beef sandwich with curly fries and cheese sauce from Arby’s provided renewed energy. 
Even the spilled cheese sauce on the shirt did not deter hope. The next game would be different. 
 
My fire was quickly doused. I got what seems a bad draw in my first game in Level III, against 26-
year-old Evan Fischer, a player much too skilled to be playing anyone of my caliber at this stage in 
the day. 
 
Evan got so bored in our game he tried to keep himself entertained by trying a trick shot (The 
Aerial), in which he cleverly put the ball on the back of his defender’s peg leg and flipped a rainbow 
through the air. To my credit, he did not score doing that. It’s about the only way he didn’t score. 
 
By then, it was no secret to me that the kind of foosball these guys play is about nine clouds above 
most of the amateur stuff that goes on around this city. In many of those games, the ball just hops 
with no rhyme or reason about the table. 
 
With skilled players, everything is calculated and the passes from one player to another are 
ridiculously accurate. And if they get the ball to their forward line, count the goal almost before it 
goes in. 
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The best player at the State Games was probably Eric Stumpf, a 36-year-old from Omaha. He can 
beat the best foosball players in the world when he’s on his game. 
 
But 17 years ago, he couldn’t beat a man off the street. 
 
“When I started, my friend killed me, just walked all over me, and I said, ‘Give me two weeks and 
I’ll kick your (butt),’” Stumpf said. “Sure enough, two weeks later, I came back and kicked his 
(butt).” 
 
Here’s thinking it’s not best for me to make any such two-week declarations after losing my final 
game of the day to 22-year-old Neil Brown of Grand Island. 
 
When it was all said and done, I had been outscored 40-14. 
 
But this can be said: Even though I got beat like a mule, a good time was had regardless. 
 
There was even a post-foos ice cream cone, a reward surely deserved for the fourth best player in 
Level III. 
 
Reach Brian Christopherson at 473-7438 or bchristopherson@journalstar.com. 

 

Viewer Comments:

foos wrote on July 17, 2006 4:37 PM:

"We need more articles like this in the paper and less of all the negative in the world today. Well done, Brian. 
Thanks for bringing a smile to my face."
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