
Ten Seconds of Joy 
 

 

After about twenty minutes in line and not very much progress made, Blackhawks legend Stan Mikita walked out 

of the fenced-in backyard to be swarmed by fans for an autograph or picture. After Mikita made his way back to 

the car my neighbor and I made our way to the backyard to check things out. As we turned the corner and saw 

the tent, there it was in all of its glory, the Stanley Cup.   

 

I had seen the Cup in person one time before, at the victory parade after the Hawks won it in 2010. I missed 

touching it by about three inches, which was one of the most disappointing moments of my life. So, when I saw 

it this time, it took a good amount of self-control not to jump in front of everyone in line ahead of me to lay my 

hands on it. 

 

I didn’t cut everyone; my neighbor and I got food and took our space back in line. The rest of the duration waiting 

in line was spent planning out what we would do in our pictures with it. We came to the conclusion that we would 

take two pictures— one of my neighbors and one of me with the 34-½ pound trophy. I wanted to do something 

different, so I decided to take a selfie picture of myself kissing the Cup. 

 

Once we got through the gate into the backyard, time went 

very fast and before I knew it, we were next in line. With 

my heart pounding, I jumped up when it was my turn. I 

put my right hand around the Cup and gave it a big kiss. 

After a few seconds, I pulled my phone out of my left 

pocket and took a selfie with it. I had chills as I walked 

away and looked at the photo. It turned out great: 

 

After that, the neighbors got their picture embracing the 

Cup, and our turn was over just as fast as we’d jumped 

into line an hour and a half before. Saying the experience 

was memorable would be an understatement — this is 

something that I will remember until the day I die and the 

selfie will probably be the avatar on my Twitter account 

forever.  

 

Having the opportunity to touch the same trophy that has 

been awarded to legends such as Wayne Gretzky, Mario 

Lemieux, and Patrick Roy brought on a feeling that is hard 

to describe. To be able to see all the names of past winners 

and see the history first hand is amazing, to say the least. 

 

Seeing the best trophy in sports was the only opportunity 

I’ve had in the almost twenty years I’ve been on this earth 

to touch a major sports trophy, and will probably be the 

last. I’m forever grateful to everyone that made this happen, and ecstatic I now have this story to tell for the rest 

of my life.  

 

One final thought — how amazing is it that Tony Ommen and his wife, Nikki, opened their home up to neighbors, 

friends, colleagues, etc. to share this moment with them? A truly amazing act, and they deserve all the thanks in 

the world for that gesture. 


