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Sam Killer

Kicking Goals

A New Knight





Hi,

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

I hope you enjoyed The Flip Out, the first book in my new series, which tells how I took up playing soccer after I wasn’t allowed to play AFL anymore. I was heartbroken because footy was the only sport I’d ever wanted to play, but after a bit of a shaky start, now soccer is all I can think about. There is so much to learn!

The Kicking Goals series follows my story from a soccer newbie to a skilled striker. In these books, I share my experiences and challenges on and off the pitch, and I can’t wait to share my journey with you.

I hope you love them as much as I do!

Sam
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CHAPTER ONE

EAST FREMANTLE

WEDNESDAY

8.35 am

‘Chelsea Flint has joined your soccer team?!’ Indi shrieks. She stops so suddenly that Dylan bumps straight into her.

‘Um, hello?’ he says, glaring at her.

But Indi keeps staring at me, eyes wide behind her blue-rimmed glasses.

It’s Wednesday morning and Indi, Dylan and I are walking to school together, like we do every day. Well, Dylan and Indi are walking. I’m gliding beside them on my skateboard. It’s a sunny day in East Fremantle but, with Chelsea now on our soccer team, it feels like a storm is coming.

Chelsea is East Fremantle Primary School’s biggest bully and, in the six years we’ve been at school, I’ve only ever stood up to her once. That happened last week, when I told her to ‘Blow it out her ear’ in front of the whole school. She won’t forget about what I said anytime soon. No one embarrasses Chelsea Flint and gets away with it.

When Chelsea rocked up to training yesterday and our coach, Ted, told us she was joining our team, Dylan and I laughed and joked about it. But when I woke up this morning, the terrible truth hit me like a tonne of bricks. It feels like a bad dream. Actually, it feels more like a nightmare. The kind where you wake up screaming, fall on the floor and scare the life out of your dog, who had been happily sleeping on your bed.

‘What a nightmare!’ Indi says now.

I stare at my best friend in amazement. Did she just read my mind? Actually, yeah, she probably did. Best friends can do that sometimes.

‘Maybe Chelsea will get bored and quit?’ Indi adds hopefully, starting to walk towards school again.

‘I don’t think so,’ Dylan says. ‘She was having fun last night, and she’s a good player, too.’

I almost skate straight into a tree.

‘You thought she was good?’

Dylan looks like he wants to hide behind the nearest bush. Not an easy thing to do when you’re a tall eleven-year-old.

‘I dunno… she wasn’t terrible,’ he shrugs.

Has Dylan lost his mind? Why is he sticking up for Chelsea Flint? If anyone has the right to bag her out, it’s Dylan. Chelsea is meaner to him than anyone else at school. Most people would think that a strapping, well-built boy wouldn’t be scared of a tiny, blonde girl with a big mouth, but they’d be wrong. Dylan is super shy and awkward. But he’s honest, too, so if he reckons Chelsea is a good player, it must be true.

This fact only makes me feel worse.

Indi puts her arm around me – an awkward thing to do when I’m rolling along on a skateboard.

‘It’ll be fine,’ she says reassuringly. ‘Chelsea can’t be mean to you at soccer. She’ll be on her best behaviour in front of her uncle.’

Oh yeah, I forgot to say. Ted, our coach, is Chelsea’s uncle. But I wouldn’t say she’d be on her best behaviour for him. She’s never on her best behaviour.

Urg. I’d finally started to feel good about playing with the Knights. I even kicked my first goal on Saturday.

Yep. Life was good. Then Chelsea Flint had to go and spoil everything!






CHAPTER TWO

EAST FREMANTLE PRIMARY SCHOOL

THURSDAY

9.23 am

‘Have you got gum?’ I ask.

Indi stops chewing and looks guilty. ‘No.’

‘You have!’ I nudge her. ‘I can smell it.’

Dylan looks up from the other side of the table. ‘Yeah, I can smell it, too.’

‘Shush!’ Indi hisses. ‘I don’t want Mr Morton to know.’

She looks towards the front of the classroom where our Grade Six teacher, Mr Morton, is helping Erica Beasley with her fractions worksheet. I’ll need his help with the ‘Adding Fractions’ section in a minute. Do I write the answer as a fraction or whole number? I have no clue.

Fractions can be VERY confusing.

Dylan’s done half his sheet and Indi has finished hers, so now she’s chewing gum and reading her book. Show-off.

I wish I could be more like my mates when it comes to schoolwork. Dylan doesn’t struggle at all, and Indi is SO good at maths and English and… well, every subject. But I have to focus really hard and, even then, it’s not easy. I hate asking them to help me, too, because it makes me feel like a dummy.

My brain hurts as I stare down at the worksheet again. I need a distraction.

‘Give me some chewy,’ I say to Indi.

‘This was my last one.’ Indi pulls the tiny ball of white chewy out of her mouth and holds it in her hand. ‘Want half of this?’

Dylan screws up his face and pretends to gag. ‘Sam, if you put that in your mouth, I’ll never speak to you again.’

‘Yeah-nah,’ I say, pulling a face and looking back at my work. ‘I’m good.’

‘Your loss,’ Indi whispers. ‘Hey, I start drama class tomorrow!’

‘Mmmhmm.’ I’m only half-listening because I’m still trying to work out what 15 times 14 over 40 equals.

‘I’m really nervous,’ she whispers.

‘You’ll be fine,’ I say, scowling at the worksheet.

Dylan frowns. ‘Tomorrow is movie night,’ he says. ‘Did you forget?’

‘No,’ Indi says. ‘Drama finishes at six thirty so I’ll come after that.’

Dylan grins excitedly. ‘Star Wars, yeah?’

Indi and I groan.

‘Noooo!’ we whisper together.

‘Why?’ Dylan says. ‘What’s wrong with Star Wars?’

‘It’s BORING!’

Indi says this in a very loud voice.

‘Indi, do you need help with something?’ Mr Morton asks.

I look up to see him glaring at us over his thick, black-rimmed glasses.

‘No, thanks, Mr Morton!’ Indi chirps. ‘All good!’

As soon as Mr Morton turns his attention back to Erica, Dylan leans over to us.

‘I’m talking about one of the OLD Star Wars movies,’ Dylan whispers. ‘Not that new one. It’s abhorrent!’

Dylan loves throwing big, impressive words into our conversations, ever since his dad gave him a book called Storyteller’s Word a Day. Indi and I aren’t as impressed with Dylan’s big words as his dad is.

‘They’re all abhorrent!’ Indi hisses back.

‘INDI!’

Mr Morton is glaring again.

‘Sorry!’ Indi holds up an apologetic hand and smiles.

As our frustrated teacher tuts and shakes his head, Dylan pulls one of his most excellent, ugly faces at Indi. It’s a winner, and Indi laughs so hard that her gum gets caught in her throat and she starts to cough. I bang her on the back and the chewy shoots out of her mouth, flies across the room and lands on the back of Archie Delstrado’s chair.

We all stare at the tiny white ball sticking to the back of the chair for a second, then crack up.

Mr Morton cracks it.

‘Right!’ Mr Morton roars. ‘Indi, Sam and Dylan, stand up and move to different tables, now!’

I pick up my worksheet, still choking back giggles, and head for the empty table beside the stationery cupboard. But, as I pass Chelsea’s table, she says something that instantly kills my happy mood.

‘Yeah, Uncle Ted came to our house for dinner after training last night,’ Chelsea says in a loud voice to her best friend, Nikita. ‘He told Mum I’ll be an awesome striker!’

I’m 99.999 per cent sure Chelsea is only saying this because she knows I can hear her, but I’m not going to give her the satisfaction of reacting. This only makes Chelsea whisper louder.
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‘I can’t wait to show off my skills in the game this weekend,’ she says. ‘There’s more to being a star player than just doing stupid backflips!’

I can feel my cheeks burning as I sit down, but I just stare at my worksheet and pretend I haven’t heard. I’m not going to let Chelsea think she’s upset me… even if she totally has.

This is exactly why I don’t want Chelsea on our team. What if she tries to embarrass me in front of my new teammates? What if she is an awesome striker? Better than me? Worst of all, what if I lose every single bit of confidence I’ve only just discovered in this new sport?

Forget fractions. I need help with my Chelsea Flint problem!




CHAPTER THREE

THE BEACH

THURSDAY

6.30 pm

‘Hello? Earth to Sam? Are you there?’

It takes my nostrils a moment to register the pickled onion Levi is waving around in front of my face.

‘Gross!’ I gag and shoo his hand away. ‘That stinks! How can you eat those things?’

‘I had to do something to get your attention,’ Levi says, shoving the whole thing in his mouth. ‘Oo ernt issening!’

Levi is eighteen but, sometimes, you’d swear he was still eight.

‘Levi!’ Mum scolds. ‘Don’t talk with your mouth full!’

‘You’re disgusting,’ Maddi says as Levi rolls the onion around in his open mouth for everyone to see. ‘Penny has better manners than you.’

At the sound of her name, Penny, our chocolate brown kelpie, pushes herself up off the sand and shuffles a few inches closer to the hot chips. When no one’s watching, I sneak one to her before choosing the biggest, crunchiest fritter out of the paper wrapping. As the youngest, I always get first pick of the fritters. It’s a Kerr family tradition.

We usually have our fish-and-chip nights at home, but it’s so warm tonight that Mum decided we should have it on the beach instead. There’s hardly any breeze so it’s the perfect night to sit on the sand, watch the waves and stuff our faces with hot battered goodness.

‘Where’s Daniel?’ Dad asks, dipping his battered hot dog into a tub of sauce and waving away a group of nearby seagulls. ‘He doesn’t have training on Thursdays, does he?’

‘The coach is taking Daniel and the rest of the team out for dinner,’ Mum says. ‘Some fancy place in town.’
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