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Sam Kerr

Kicking Goals

Cup Countdown!






Hi,

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

I hope you have enjoyed The Flip Out, A New Knight, Sports Day and Finals Fever, the first four books in my 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 settled into playing soccer for the Knights. Cup Countdown! is the final book in my Kicking Goals series.

This 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

KENNEDY BAPTIST COLLEGE

MONDAY

12.40 pm

‘I’m starving!’

‘Me too,’ Indi says. ‘Wanna get a sausage roll? My shout.’

‘Yep!’ My mouth starts watering just thinking about all of that yummy, crusty goodness. ‘I’ll buy next week.’

Indi nods. ‘Deal!’

We finish packing up our desks and are just heading out of the classroom when Dylan appears in front of us, stuffing a handful of potato chips in his mouth.

‘Are ooo guys ’etting uh bus ’ome later?’ he says, through the sound of crunching.

‘Gross!’ I say. ‘Wanna put a few more chips in your mouth before you speak next time?’

Dylan nods and shoves another handful in his gob. ‘Oooo rr oou?’

His eyes almost bulge out of his head, as he struggles to keep them all in his mouth.

‘Yes, I’m getting the bus,’ I laugh.

‘Not me,’ Indi says. ‘I’ve got rehearsals.’

Dylan winces as he gulps down the mountain of chips. ‘Okay, see you at the bus stop after school, Sam.’ He glances at his watch. ‘Astronomy Club commences in two minutes!’

Dylan signed up for Astronomy Club on the day we started high school last year. Indi and I have no clue about anything to do with astronomy, so we’re happy our friend has found a bunch of people who are as mad about it as Dylan is.

‘Come on, Sam,’ Indi says, as Dylan runs off. ‘Let’s get those sausage rolls before the canteen runs out!’

We dump our stuff in our lockers, and as we start sprinting across the yard, I think about all the cool stuff that goes along with being at high school, such as yummy canteen sausage rolls, getting the bus with Indi and Dylan, and having our own lockers. But there’s not-cool stuff too, such as doing more tests and having heaps more homework.

I still can’t believe that Indi, Dylan and I are in Year Eight already. It’s kind of weird being the young ones at school again. There are some things I miss about my old primary school, such as being the oldest in the school and not having to do tests and stuff. Believe it or not, I even miss Mr Morton sometimes! Luckily, there are awesome teachers at Kennedy, too.

Dylan is in a different class to me and Indi, but the three of us are still best friends and hang out every recess and lunchtime. Unless Dylan has Astronomy Club or Indi has rehearsals. Indi’s love for acting hasn’t changed and she even got a role in this year’s Kennedy Baptist whole-school play. Our school doesn’t have a soccer team, which is annoying, but at least Dylan and I still get to play with the Knights.

We’re in the U13s now, but even more exciting than that is that I’m team captain! Ted stayed as our coach when we moved up to U12s and then to U13s, and at our first training session this year, he made the big announcement. Everyone was super happy for me – even Chelsea! And I was stoked.

Me, Sam Kerr, captain of the Knights!

My Knights team is almost the same line-up as when I first started playing with them. The only ones who have left the team are Cooper and Liam, but we got a couple of great new players. Cooper got picked up to play in an all-boys rep team last year. I’d love to get picked up for a rep team in a year or two. Those players have the most awesome skills.

Not as awesome as the World Cup players though. And I cannot WAIT for that. It’s only four weeks away! Dylan and I are PUMPED to see the Socceroos play. We’re going to take turns watching the matches at each other’s houses. The games will be played in Germany, but we can still watch them on TV. Indi said she’ll come over and watch the matches with us – she’ll probably also bring her book or a script to read through, but she never misses the chance for a pizza night with her besties.

I’ve drawn a huge chart with all the matches, times and dates in the World Cup, and stuck it on my bedroom wall. So, for example, I know from my chart that Australia plays Japan on Monday 12 June at 3 pm (9 pm here).

When my sister Maddi saw my chart she sighed and shook her head. ‘Obsessed much?’ she groaned.

Okay, so maybe I am a teensy bit obsessed, but so what? Anyway, I know Maddi was just taking her Year Eleven stress out on me and my World Cup chart. My sister has a TONNE of homework, and most nights she doesn’t even come out of her room until after I’m already asleep. I’m dreading getting to Year Eleven and having that much homework. Year Eight homework is bad enough.

Bleugh! At least I have the World Cup to look forward to!






CHAPTER TWO

MY BACKYARD

MONDAY

4.10 pm

Trying to kick a ball against the brick shed in your backyard when your kelpie keeps trying to steal it from under your feet is NOT easy.

‘PENNY!’ I shout. ‘Get down! How am I going to be a world-famous soccer player if you won’t let me practise?’
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But Penny just gazes up at me with her cute brown eyes, making it impossible for me to be annoyed with her. Thank goodness dogs aren’t allowed on soccer pitches or I’d have no chance of ever scoring a goal.

‘Hey, Sam!’ Jake, my next-door neighbour, is grinning at me over the top of our shared backyard fence.

‘Hi, Jake,’ I say, walking over to him. ‘How’s it going?’

Jake is thirteen like me. His family moved next door to us a couple of years ago and we became good mates, but I don’t see him as much now that we’re in high school because we go to different schools.

‘I heard the ball thumping off the shed and knew it was you,’ he says. ‘Mum told me we’re having Penny to stay in a few weeks’ time when you guys go away. Where are you going?’

‘Queensland!’ I say, getting excited just thinking about our trip. ‘We’re starting up north then going down to the Gold Coast.’

Mum and Dad have been planning this holiday for ages and now we’re finally going – the whole Kerr family apart from my big brother Daniel. He plays for the West Coast Eagles and can’t leave in the middle of the season, but me, Maddi and Levi can’t wait. Having both the World Cup AND our trip to look forward to is so exciting that sometimes I worry I might burst with excitement.

‘Cool!’ Jake says. ‘You gonna go to Movie World and Dreamworld?’

‘Yep!’ I grin. ‘AND Seaworld!’

‘Lucky you,’ Jake sighs.

‘Yeah, it’s gonna be awesome,’ I say. ‘Hey, wanna have a kick at the oval?’

I run over to pick up the footy lying near the Hills Hoist. Penny jumps up, excited. ‘Okay, you can come too,’ I say to her. ‘Then you can chase the other dogs instead of my ball.’

‘Can’t,’ Jake says. ‘Too much homework. Maybe tomorrow?’

‘I’ve got soccer training. Sorry.’

‘How are the Knights going?’

‘Good!’ I say, happy for any chance to talk about my favourite subject in the world. ‘We’ve won three of our five games so far.’

Jake smirks. ‘And how many goals have you kicked in all those games, Captain Kerr?’

I blush. ‘Dunno. Can’t remember.’

He laughs. ‘Yeah, you do! Come on, you can brag to me!’

‘Eight,’ I say, smiling. ‘But Dylan and Chelsea have got almost as many as that too, so it’s no big deal.’

‘Stop being so modest, Sam Kerr,’ Jake grins. ‘You’re a soccer superstar. Own it! I wish I had your –’

‘JAKE!’

At the sound of his mum’s voice, Jake’s head whips around to look towards his house.

‘Uh-oh,’ he says. ‘Better get back to my English essay. See ya!’

‘Bye, have a good –’ I start, but Jake’s head has already disappeared from the top of the fence.

I’m about to go back to my game of kick-to-kick with the shed when someone else starts yelling. This time it’s a male voice and it’s coming from my house.

‘SAM!’

It’s my brother Levi. What now? Can’t a girl just practise her soccer in peace?!

‘WHAT?!’ I shout back.

Levi appears at the back door, scowling. ‘Did you take my black hoodie again?’

‘No,’ I say, even though I totally did.

My brother narrows his eyes. ‘Where is it?’

Oops. I’m busted. ‘Um… probably in my room somewhere.’

Levi’s eyes widen. ‘Have you SEEN your room? I’d be lucky to find Penny in there!’

‘You can’t talk!’ I snap back. ‘Your room looks like a cyclone just ripped through it!’

Levi sighs and throws up his hands. ‘Right, that’s it.’

‘What?’

‘You lied about my hoodie and now you’ve insulted me,’ he says. ‘As payback I’m gonna have to take you down to the oval and destroy you in a game of one-on-one.’

‘You’re on,’ I grin. ‘Let’s go.’




CHAPTER THREE

THE KNIGHTS’ HOME GROUND

TUESDAY

5.27 pm

‘Keep the pressure up, Sam!’ Ted yells from the sidelines. ‘Good! Toby is open!’

I jerk my leg back and boot the ball to Toby, who traps it under his foot then runs towards our goal, dodging and weaving around Chelsea and Ky.

‘TOBY!’ I shout, sprinting away from Dylan and opening myself up to receive the ball.

Toby slices a pass back to me, and I dribble the ball all the way down to the goals where James is goalie. I see the look of panic on his face when he sees me lining up for a shot. I trick him into thinking I’m going to aim for the left side of the net by pulling my right foot back. At the last second, I swap feet and boot it with my left foot, straight into the top right corner of the net.
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