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THE STORY SO FAR …


Football-mad friends Jez, Raheem, Big Keith


and Viv have formed their very own school


football team with Jez’s sister, Jemima, in


goal – and they are on a winning streak.


So far, they have won the Inter-School Cup,


the Inter-School National Tournament and,


most recently, the European Schools Cup!


But, as football ninjas, Jez and the rest of


the Smedley family have also confronted


a series of super-villains and foiled their


cunning plots along the way. Jez and


his family have used a series of foot-jitsu


moves and a host of footie gadgets to


save the day, but this case could be their


toughest yet …







FLYING PHONES!


Now, there are some things in life that just aren’t that


interesting. Things like doing the washing up, or going


to the dentist – you know they’re boring, but they just


have to be done. Sadly, that day I was doing one of those


things, because I was spending Saturday afternoon at …


the optician’s.


I know we all need to have our eyes tested from time to


time but, unfortunately, it always seems to take forever.


There’s the endless succession of screens to look at and,


sorry, but no, Mr Optician, I can’t see that letter P that is


the size of a full stop. Fortunately, that day I wasn’t the


one getting their eyes tested.


“Mr Smedley senior,” called out the optician, “follow me,


please.”


Yes, I was accompanying my grandfather, Grandpa


Smedley – and whenever he was around, incredible


things seemed to happen!


There was the time we went to the zoo and a python


escaped. He tracked it down, cornered it by the cafe


and wrestled it until its handlers arrived. “Sorry, folks,”


Grandpa told the cafe’s customers. “No burgers or


milkshakes until this bad boy is back in his vivarium!”


Then there was the day we went on an excursion to


the beach. My ice-cream was attacked by a flock of


vicious seagulls, and Grandpa used his kendo skills







to fight them off. (Although without a kendo stick, he


improvised and fended them off with a cheese baguette!)


“Take that you winged brigands!” he shouted as the


seagulls made a hasty escape.


Sadly, so far that day all we had done was sit in


the optician’s waiting room. I really didn’t know


why Grandpa bothered to go since his eyesight was


unbelievably good.


“A, E, L, H …” barked Grandpa as he rapidly read off


the top line of letters from the eye chart.


“Can you read the teeny, tiny line at the bottom?”


queried the optician.


“O, P, D, Q …” continued Grandpa.


“Amazing!” cooed the optician. “You have the eyesight


of a trained airline pilot one third of your age. Right, try


these super-duper tiny letters – I don’t think you have a


hope of ever getting these.”


For the first time, Grandpa slowed down, and I could see


him squint at the letters.


“I … J … That’s a W, yes, W … and the last one I can’t


make out …”


The optician stopped, and I looked up. So this was it –


Grandpa couldn’t read a letter. Was his eyesight finally


failing?


“… because a fly has landed on it. It’s flown off now!


That’s better. N …yes, it’s definitely an N,” beamed


Grandpa.


“Congratulations, Mr Smedley. You have near-perfect


vision!” smiled the optician. “I don’t know how you do


it. We’ll see you next year!”







Then something strange happened – something stranger


than something super-strange happening on Planet


Strange, the strangest planet in the Strange Galaxy.


Grandpa decided to buy some glasses anyway!


“I know my eyes are perfect,” he noted. “However, I think


glasses make me look debonair, not to mention give me a


certain gravitas. I would like to purchase a pair of glasses


with clear lenses.”


“Very well, let me order those for you,” declared the


slightly confused optician. “I would never get in the way


of anyone looking debonair!”


“Excellent,” chuckled Grandpa. We left the optician’s and


Grandpa winked at me. “I do believe it’s time for lunch!


Let’s eat!”







The great thing about going to the optician’s with


Grandpa is that, because he has amazing eyesight, the


test never lasts very long – and afterwards he treats the


whole family to a meal.


“There you are!” Mum had come to meet us. “So, how


was it?”


“Oh, Grandpa’s eyesight is still as sharp as ever,” I said


as we made our way to the shopping centre food court.


“By the way, where is Jemima?”


I should have guessed. As soon as we arrived at the food


court, I spotted her. Well, I didn’t so much spot her as


spot a teetering pile of textbooks on a table. “Who brings


their homework to a restaurant?” I complained.


“I have a very important exam coming up,” hissed the


pile of books. My sister ALWAYS seemed to have a very


important exam coming up.


“You’ll have to stop to eat,” said Mum.


“Now, where is your father?” asked Grandpa. “I’m


hungry. I know, I’ll call him.”


I should mention that my dad is a hypochondriac. If


there is a cold to be caught, he’ll catch it; if there is a


fever to be gripped by, he’ll be gripped by it. He is also


accident-prone, so if there is a low ceiling to bump your


head on, he’ll bump his head on it. So, as I saw Dad


approaching, I should have spotted that he was holding


his brand-new mobile phone. A phone that Grandpa


was now calling, and which was about to ring with


a loud, piercing ring that Dad was unaccustomed to


hearing … a ring that was about to take him completely


by surprise.







“Help! Call an ambulance! My ears! I think they’ve


exploded!” screeched Dad as his phone rang.


What happened next seemed to unfold in slow motion


as Dad held his head and staggered backwards –


towards the staircase that led to the shops below.


I shouted, “STOP!” Too late. Dad was now teetering on


the edge of the staircase … one more step back and he


would plummet down the stairs.


It was time for some foot-jitsu, so I immediately flew into


a lightning leopard turbo dribble round the table and


towards Dad, then performed a sliding iron tiger tackle


that slid me right behind him and down the stairs. I


knew that I would be aching all over the next day, but


there was nothing else I could do. I had to become a


human trampoline to save my Dad.

































