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Sam Kerr

Kicking Goals

Finals Fever






Hi,

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

I hope you have enjoyed The Flip Out, A New Knight and Sports Day, the first three books in my new series, which tells how I took up playing soccer after I wasn’t allowed to play AFL anymore, and how, after a rough start, I have settled into playing soccer for the Knights. And now we’re playing in the finals!

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

MY HOUSE

SATURDAY

5.30 pm

‘Oh, look!’ Maddi says, pointing out the window. ‘They must be our new neighbours!’

As Dad turns into our driveway, we all turn to look at the family standing on the front lawn of the house next door. The Harris family moved out a few months ago and a SOLD sign went up out the front of the house a few weeks later. We’ve been waiting to find out who our new neighbours will be and there they are! A woman, a man and two boys – one who looks my age and the other a few years younger.

‘Let’s go and say hello,’ Mum says, unclipping her seatbelt.

‘But I need to have a shower!’ I groan.

‘You can say that again,’ Maddi says, screwing up her nose.

We went straight from today’s game against the All-Stars to our coach Ted’s house for a BBQ to celebrate our epic win so, yeah, I’m not smelling my best right now.

Mum turns in her seat to look at me. ‘Say hello first, Sam. Then you can have a shower.’

‘Do I have to go over, too?’ Levi grumbles.

‘Yes, you do,’ Dad says. ‘It’s the neighbourly thing to do.’

The four of us step out of the car and walk across the driveway that separates our two houses. Mum lifts a hand to wave as we approach them.

‘Hello,’ she chirps in her friendliest voice. ‘You must be our new neighbours!’

The woman smiles. ‘Oh yes, hello!’ she says.

‘I’m Roxanne,’ Mum says. ‘This is my husband, Roger, and our kids, Sam, Levi and Maddi.’

‘Lovely to meet you all,’ the woman says. ‘I’m Lucy. This is my husband, Spike, and our boys, Jake and Will.’

Both boys are small and have messy brown hair that flops down over their eyes. The smallest one keeps pushing it back behind his ear, but it just falls forward onto his face again.

‘They’re starting at the school down the road,’ Lucy continues. ‘Will is in Grade Three and Jake in Grade Six.’

‘That’s the school where Sam goes,’ Dad says, jerking his head at me. ‘She’s in Grade Six, too.’

‘Oh, wonderful,’ Lucy says. ‘We’ve just moved from Melbourne so the boys don’t know anyone here yet.’

I smile at Jake. ‘I can show you around on Monday if you want?’

‘Okay, thanks,’ Jake says with a grin.

‘I’m going there, too,’ Will says loudly.

I grin. ‘I can show you around too, Will.’

‘Okay,’ he shrugs. ‘Cool.’

‘Do you play soccer, Sam?’ Lucy asks, nodding at my uniform.

‘Yep,’ I say. ‘With the Knights. Our home ground is at Bruce Lee Oval, just down the road.’

‘Her team won today,’ Maddi says. ‘It looked like it was going to be a draw but then Sam did her ambidextrous feet thing and tricked the opposition. She kicked the winning goal, which means the Knights are playing in the semi-final and if they win that game, they play in the grand final!’

I stare at Maddi, amazed. I had no idea she was paying so much attention to the game. Maddi isn’t exactly what you’d call a soccer fan, so I thought she was just doing the ‘good sister’ thing by coming to watch me play. I’m so flattered that I decide not to tell her that in soccer it’s called a ‘final’ not a ‘grand final’. One step at a time!

I’m not the only one who’s shocked. Dad arches one eyebrow at Mum and Levi makes a sound that’s halfway between a snort and a laugh.

‘What?’ Maddi says, seeing our expressions. ‘I do watch, you know! It was exciting!’

She’s right. It was SO exciting. Even though the game finished hours ago my buzz still hasn’t worn off. Our team played so hard to get into the finals and we did it!

Afterwards at Ted’s, we couldn’t stop talking about the match. We replayed our favourite moments as we sat around the table, cramming Cheezels and potato chips into our mouths.

‘How about when Chelsea dodged around that All-Stars player and sliced the ball to James?’ Archie said.

‘Oh yeah, that was wicked!’ Toby agreed.

‘And that goal, James!’ Ky shrieked. ‘BOOM! Straight into the back corner!’

‘Liam, you were on fire today!’ I added.

‘But your goal was the best, Sam!’ Cooper said.

Okay, I’m not gonna lie… it was an epic goal. But it was definitely a team effort. Chelsea passed the ball to me right at the perfect moment, which is how I could make the shot. I still can’t believe we’re going to be playing in the finals!

‘Congratulations, Sam,’ Spike says now. ‘That’s fantastic!’

‘It was a great game,’ Dad says proudly, putting his arm around my shoulders. ‘We’re more of an AFL family, but Sam here might just turn us around.’

‘Us too!’ Jake cries. ‘We barrack for the West Coast Eagles.’

‘You’re kidding!’ Mum laughs. ‘My other son plays for the Eagles.’

‘No WAY!’ Jake’s eyes almost pop out of his head. ‘Who?’

‘Daniel Kerr,’ Dad says.

Spike’s face flushes red and his eyes bug out of his head. It looks like he’s about to explode with excitement. ‘Oh, he’s sensational!’

As the adults start talking football, Levi and Maddi make a sneaky getaway back across the driveway and into our house.

Will looks up at me with eyes as big as saucers. ‘Does your brother really play for West Coast?’ he asks.

‘Yep,’ I say. ‘Sure does.’

‘But you don’t play footy,’ Will says, frowning at my uniform.

‘No, but I still love AFL.’

‘I don’t know anything about soccer,’ Jake says. ‘Is it fun?’

‘Heaps of fun,’ I say. ‘I only started playing this year, but I love it. I can teach you a bit about it if you like?’

‘Cool!’ Jake’s expression brightens. ‘Thanks!’

‘Can we go inside now?’ Will says, looking up at Jake. ‘You promised you’d help me set up my Lego table.’

‘Yeah, okay,’ Jake says. ‘In a minute.’

‘It’s okay, I have to go and get cleaned up,’ I say, pulling at my dirty jersey. ‘See you on Monday!’
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‘Come on, Jake!’ Will says, tugging at Jake’s sleeve.

‘I’m coming,’ Jake says, turning to go. ‘See ya, Sam.’




CHAPTER TWO

INDI’S HOUSE

SUNDAY

4.30 pm

‘Not another one who’s sports crazy!’ Indi groans, throwing herself backwards on the couch. ‘Why couldn’t your new neighbour be into drama or reading?’

‘It’s all part of our evil plan to turn you into a sports-loving nut,’ I say, reaching over from my comfy position on the beanbag to poke her leg.

Dylan grins. ‘We’ll have you signing up for next season before you know it.’

‘You’d have more luck turning me into a pumpkin,’ Indi snorts.

It’s Sunday afternoon and the three of us have spent the day hanging out at Indi’s, playing board games and UNO.

‘Hang on,’ Dylan says. ‘Aren’t you the one who just exhibited your exceptional goalie skills to the whole world on Friday?’

By some miracle, Dylan and I talked Indi into being goalie for one of the soccer teams at our school’s Sports Day because we didn’t have enough players. She might be the least sporty person we know, but she did an awesome job and even saved a few goals.

‘Exhibited?’ I frown at Dylan. ‘Isn’t that what you do with art? Not sport?’

‘No, it means, “to show or display”,’ he says.

‘Alright, smarty pants!’ I say, rolling my eyes. ‘Just because my dad didn’t give me a big fancy book full of big fancy words, you don’t have to rub it in!’

‘Anyway,’ Indi says, sitting up. ‘The only reason I “exhibited” anything was because I had no choice. You were desperate so I helped out.’

‘You loved it!’ I say, wriggling around on the beanbag, trying to get comfy again.

‘Yeah, it was fun,’ Indi shrugs. ‘But I’ll take green tights over those massive yellow gloves any day.’

Indi auditioned for the role of Peter Pan in our school production and got it. Dylan and I can’t wait to see the show.

‘Not long now!’ I say, clapping my hands. ‘Are you getting nervous?’

Indi bites her lip and nods. ‘Yeah, a little bit.’

Dylan scoffs. ‘Indi Pappas doesn’t get nervous! You’re gonna own that stage!’

‘I don’t know…’ Indi shrugs.

‘Hey, what’s with the face?’

We look up to see Indi’s older sister, Rena, standing in the doorway. You’d never guess they were sisters to look at them. Indi has curly auburn hair and glasses, while Rena’s hair is jet black like their dad’s. It’s dead straight and hangs halfway down her back. I’ve known Rena since kindergarten but I always feel a bit shy around her. She’s tall and pretty and wears super cool clothes. She never has mud on her shoes or unwashed hair like me.

‘I’m starting to feel nervous about the play,’ Indi says. ‘I mean, what if I forget a line or fall off the stage? That would be a… a…’

‘Travesty?’ Dylan offers.

‘Nice word, Dylan!’ Rena exclaims.

‘Thanks,’ Dylan says, blushing and looking down at his shoes.

There’s a loud burst of shouting from the other end of the house and we all turn our heads towards the kitchen. Indi’s brothers, George, Ari and Nick, are all yelling at each other and we can hear Indi’s mum shouting over the top of them to ‘STOP YELLING!’

‘Seriously, it’s like living in a zoo!’ Rena says, grabbing a magazine off the coffee table and walking out with a sigh.

Indi’s house is always loud and chaotic, but that’s why I love it. It’s just like my own noisy house, which reminds me…

‘I’ve gotta go,’ I say, wriggling myself out of the beanbag and onto the floor. ‘Mum invited Jake and his family over for a “Welcome to the Neighbourhood” dinner and I promised I’d make fudge brownies.’

‘Oooh, can you save a couple for us?’ Dylan says. ‘Bring them to school tomorrow.’
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