		The __________ who conquered __________
[bookmark: _GoBack]On the night of __________, a small crowd gathered outside the __________ Center at the __________ campus in __________. Halogen street lights cut across the darkness, outlining boom microphone operators and cameramen who looked like soldiers about to go into combat. Reporters scribbled in notepads, and a few of the faithful who absolutely couldn't wait any longer stood with mobile phones raised like Eucharistic offerings, ready to begin their furious Instagramming.
Inside the __________ Center, hundreds of people lined a path to the main auditorium. They were anxious, giddy, twittering like birds and saying things that everyone already knew, but needing to say something. Most carried small American flags that had been distributed earlier in the day. Some had had a few festive drinks. It had been that kind of night.
Outside, the __________ team emerged from a bus to camera flashes, cheers, and applause. __________, who leads the mission, raised his fist in sheepish solidarity. When it became clear that there was movement around the bus, the crowd inside the __________ thundered its approval as well. Minders opened doors and just under 40 members of the __________ team glided inside, where they were received as conquering heroes, and rightly so. They had, after all, just conquered a world.
…
The __________ team had earned their applause, and then some. But something more, it seemed, was at work in the crowds. What of the flags? Patriotism was a recurring theme last week, but a secondary one. Undeniably, it had been an American week. Early that morning, seconds after __________, another packed crowd in __________ broke spontaneously into cheers of "USA! USA!" And why not? At that moment, after all, the United States had achieved a breathtaking milestone in human history: __________
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