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Sam Kerr: Kicking Goals

The Flip Out





Hi,

Sam Kerr here, captain of the Matildas and striker for Chelsea FC.

I am so excited to be bringing you this book series about little Sam Kerr. This series follows my story from a soccer newbie to a skilled striker.

Growing up, I faced many challenges on and off the pitch. These books will share these experiences and I can’t wait to share my journey with you.

I hope you love it as much as I do!

Sam
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CHAPTER ONE


THE KNIGHTS’ HOME GROUND

BRUCE LEE OVAL

TUESDAY

4.36 pm



‘Hey, mate, wanna come and have a kick?’

Is he talking to me?

I stop spinning the footy round in my hands and look behind me. But there’s just a couple of trees and the orange brick clubhouse back there. I turn and frown at the lanky man standing a few feet away from me on the oval.

‘Me?’

‘Yeah, you.’ He smiles, pushes his Victoria Park cap back on his head and leans over the low chain mesh fence. ‘I’m the coach and we’re short one player.’

Dylan is warming up with the rest of the team in the middle of the oval. He grins and gives me a thumbs up. I look back at the coach.

‘Yeah, nah, I’m right thanks,’ I say politely, starting to spin the footy again.

‘Okay, no worries, son.’

Son?

I can’t help grinning to myself. This guy thinks I’m a boy. It’s a fair enough mistake to make. I live in shorts and T-shirts (there’s no way you’d catch me in a dress) and have short hair. Lots of people make the same mistake. It doesn’t bother me.

The coach straightens up, tips his cap at me and turns back to his team. ‘Right, boys, let’s do some laps!’

As the team takes off around the oval, Dylan shoots me a ‘why didn’t you say yes?’ look. But my best friend should know exactly why I didn’t join in.

Soccer just isn’t my game.



I kick the footy to myself as I head home. I’m thinking back to Dylan’s coach asking me, Sam Kerr, to play soccer. Soccer. Ridiculous. The only reason I was anywhere near a soccer pitch today was because Dylan dragged me there. He’s been hassling me for ages to come and watch his Under 12s team, the Knights, train. I only agreed to watch him today so he’d stop banging on about it. He’s always going on and on about how awesome soccer is, even though I’ve told him a gazillion times soccer isn’t as good as AFL.
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The Kerrs are an AFL family through and through. We’ve been obsessed with the game for years, going all the way back to when my dad first came out to Australia from India. He played in the West Australian Football League and won his first premiership at twenty-five, which is pretty cool.

We all barrack for the West Coast Eagles, and go to every game at their home ground, Subiaco Oval. I’m in the cheer squad, too. Standing on the fence and waving the Eagles banner is the best feeling in the world. Unfortunately, the last time the Eagles won a grand final was ten whole years ago. But now that my big brother, Daniel, is playing for them, I reckon we’ve got a good chance of winning the 2004 Premiership.

That’s what we tell him anyway. No pressure.

Daniel is ten years older than me and as crazy about football as I am. He could name the top five goal-kickers for the season by the time he was three and slept with a footy until he was eight. Playing for the Eagles is his dream come true and we’re all super proud. We’ve been helping him improve his skills for years. Some people might even reckon we were the reason Daniel became a professional footballer.

But I wouldn’t want to brag or anything.

And if we’re not at Subiaco watching the Eagles during footy season, the Kerrs can always be found at the South Freo football club, where Dad coaches the Under 15s and I play in the Under 12s. So yeah, the Kerrs are an AFL family all the way, which is why I can’t even imagine playing soccer. What kind of game doesn’t even let you use your hands? And soccer games have really low scores, too. Dylan told me that sometimes a whole game can go by and no one scores a single goal. That’s kind of weird when you think about it.

Nah, soccer definitely isn’t for me.




CHAPTER TWO


EAST FREMANTLE PRIMARY SCHOOL

WEDNESDAY

9.06 am



‘Psst! Sam!’

When I don’t answer, Dylan pokes a pencil into my back.

‘Ow!’ I turn around in my chair and glare at him.

‘Sorry.’ He shrugs.

‘What is it?’

I glance towards the front of the classroom where our Grade Six teacher, Mr Morton, is marking homework at his desk. Mr Morton hates it when we talk while we’re doing boring history worksheets in boring history class. But Dylan obviously hasn’t remembered this because he’s talking in a voice that is way louder than a whisper. My other best friend, Indi, sits next to me and gives Dylan a dirty look, too.

‘Why didn’t you join in training yesterday when Ted asked you?’ Dylan says.

‘Ssshhhh!’ I say.

I check to see if Mr Morton has heard, but he’s looking down and frowning at someone’s homework. It must be mine. I don’t know how our teacher can’t hear Dylan when he’s being so loud. That’s one of the good things about having a teacher who’s three hundred years old. Dodgy hearing.

I can hear Chelsea and Nikita giggling at the table behind us, but I’m ignoring them. It’s something I always try to do, but I’ve been trying especially hard since last week, when she saw me doing backflips on the oval.

‘Hey, Circus Dog!’ she called out. ‘Nice flips!’

‘Shove it, Chelsea!’ Indi called back.

Indi isn’t scared of anyone, not even the biggest bully in school.

‘Yeah,’ Dylan said in a shaky voice. ‘Why don’t you rocket?!’

‘Rocket?’ Chelsea squealed. ‘Good comeback, dork!’ Then she and Nikita walked off, laughing.

When Indi and I asked Dylan why he chose to insult Chelsea with the name of a lettuce leaf, he went red and shook his head.

‘I was trying to say “rack off,” but I got nervous.’

It was embarrassing for all of us.

Dylan is pretty shy and awkward around most people except for Indi and me, his best friends. Dylan’s whole family is shy. His mum and dad came out to Perth from Sudan before he was born, and he’s an only child. His mum is really smiley and makes the yummiest flatbread in the world.

Dylan pokes me again. ‘You should have given it a go,’ he says. ‘For fun!’

Indi spins around in her chair. ‘Shush!’

I try to focus on my war worksheet, but it’s hard. Why can’t Mr Morton give us worksheets about exciting stuff, like the history of the Eagles? It could have questions like: What year were the West Coast Eagles established? (1986) and, What is the Eagles’ mascot? (Australian wedge-tailed eagle.) I sigh and stare out the window at the school oval. I’d much rather be out there than stuck in this stuffy classroom.

I look at the clock on the wall and can’t believe my eyes. It’s only 9.15! Why is time going so slowly? I still have to wait a whole hour and a half before I can go out and kick the footy with Dylan. My Under 12s team, the Blazers, have our first training of the season after school today so I really want to practise my drop punt. Dad says my kick is pretty good but thinks I can get better. There’s a long hallway in our house, and one of our favourite things to do is try to curl the footy from the lounge room all the way around into the study. It’s a pretty fun game. Everyone in the family has a go, even my big sister, Maddi, who isn’t as good as the rest of us.

I look out the window at the oval again and imagine myself out there now, running across the grass, bouncing the ball and booting it straight through the big sticks. Boom!

‘Sam Kerr!’

Uh-oh. I forgot about the war stuff and now Mr Morton is glaring at me over his black-rimmed frames. This happens a lot.

‘Daydreaming again, are we?’ he growls.

‘Sorry, Mr Morton.’

This is all Dylan’s fault. He distracted me and made me lose focus. I try to shoot death stares at my best friend through the side of my head, but I don’t think it’s working.

‘What about you, Mr Mawut?’ Now Mr Morton is frowning at Dylan. ‘Anything I can help you with?’

I sneak a look and see Dylan’s neck doing its embarrassed blotchy red thing. Indi sees it, too.

‘Uh, no, Mr Morton,’ Dylan says.

‘Okay, then,’ says Mr Morton, swirling his finger in the air like he’s spinning an invisible yoyo. ‘Then maybe the two of you could get back to your worksheets!’

I stare at the worksheet and squint my eyes, trying really hard to concentrate. I promised Mum and Dad I’d make more of an effort with my schoolwork this year, but it’s only halfway through Term One and I can already feel my good intentions slipping away… just like the Eagles’ chances at the Premiership last year.

At least we’ve got art next. I like art. And our teacher, Miss Keystone, is really cool. Last week she said she had a surprise project for us to work on today. I can’t wait to see what it is. I’d bet my entire Eagles trading cards collection that it will be more fun than answering questions about war.

No! Stop! I have to focus on Simpson and his donkey, not daydream about how many drop punts I can fit into thirty minutes. Which is at least 280, by the way.



OEBPS/e9781761100864/xhtml/nav.xhtml


Contents



		Cover


		Title Page


		Chapter One


		Chapter Two


		Chapter Three


		Chapter Four


		Chapter Five


		Chapter Six


		Chapter Seven


		Chapter Eight


		Chapter Nine


		Chapter Ten


		Chapter Eleven


		Chapter Twelve


		Chapter Thirteen


		Chapter Fourteen


		Chapter Fifteen


		Chapter Sixteen


		Chapter Seventeen


		Chapter Eighteen


		Chapter Nineteen


		‘A New Knight’ Teaser


		About the Author


		Copyright







Guide



		Cover


		Start of Content


		Title Page


		About the Author


		Copyright








		V


		VI


		1


		2


		3


		4


		5


		6


		7


		8


		9


		10


		11


		12


		13


		14


		15


		16


		17


		18


		19


		20


		21


		22


		23


		24


		25


		26


		27


		28


		29


		30


		31


		32


		33


		34


		35


		36


		37


		38


		39


		40


		41


		42


		43


		44


		45


		46


		47


		48


		49


		50


		51


		52


		53


		54


		55


		56


		57


		58


		59


		60


		61


		62


		63


		64


		65


		66


		67


		68


		69


		70


		71


		72


		73


		74


		75


		76


		77


		78


		79


		80


		81


		82


		83


		84


		85


		86


		87


		88


		89


		90


		91


		92


		93


		94


		95


		96


		97


		98


		99


		100


		101


		102


		103


		104


		105


		106


		107


		108


		109


		110


		111


		112


		113


		114


		115


		116


		117


		118


		119


		120


		121


		122


		123


		124


		125


		126


		127


		128


		129


		130


		131


		132


		133


		134


		135


		136


		137


		138


		139


		140


		141


		142


		143


		144


		145


		146


		147


		148


		149


		150


		151


		152


		153


		154


		155


		156


		157


		158


		159


		162


		163


		164


		165


		166


		167


		168


		169


		170


		160


		161








OEBPS/e9781761100864/images/f0004-01.jpg





OEBPS/e9781761100864/images/f000i-01.jpg





OEBPS/e9781761100864/fonts/Spectral-Bold.ttf


OEBPS/e9781761100864/images/9781761100864.jpg





OEBPS/e9781761100864/fonts/Spectral-Italic.ttf


OEBPS/e9781761100864/fonts/Raleway-Black.ttf


OEBPS/e9781761100864/fonts/Raleway-BlackItalic.ttf


OEBPS/e9781761100864/images/title.jpg
KICKIN
GOIILSG

Sam Kerr and Fiona Harris
lllustrated by Aki Fukuoka

THE FLIp-OVUT

A

SIMON &
SCHUSTER

London - New York - Sydney - Toronto - New Delhi






OEBPS/e9781761100864/fonts/Spectral-BoldItalic.ttf


OEBPS/e9781761100864/fonts/Spectral-Regular.ttf


