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About the Book

“C’mon! Let’s go for that record!”

The young footballers of Great Catesby Village School are going all out to save their small village school from being closed. Both on and off the pitch, captain Tom and his teammates are creating new records. And up against their local town rivals, they’re determined to prove themselves a great hit – one way or another . . . 

An action-packed football tale, the third in a terrific series.
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For My Great Mum!


Chapter One

“BRILL!” CRIED TOM, the team captain. “Best goal of the match.”

Tom wrapped his arm round the scorer’s slim shoulders. “Don’t know how you put so much bend on the ball,” he grinned.
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“Nor do I,” Rebecca admitted. “I just hit it.”
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The beaten goalkeeper booted the ball away in disgust. He thought he’d had the shot well covered until the ball swerved out of his reach.
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“No idea what the score is now,” he muttered. “I’ve lost count.”

The score was even worse than his maths. Rebecca’s second goal had put Great Catesby 9–2 ahead. The Greats were living up to the name on the back of their red shirts.

“We want ten!” chanted the home fans. “We want ten!”
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“C’mon, men,” shouted Tom, ignoring the fact that there were two girls in the team of six. “There’s still enough time to make it double figures.”

The first of the Greats to touch the ball again, however, was goalkeeper Hannah – and that was only to pick it out of the tangled netting. The long-range shot had taken her by surprise and the ball skidded underneath her diving body.
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The captain was not best pleased. “That was sloppy, men!” Tom moaned. “C’mon, concentrate! The game’s not over till the final whistle.”

A minute later, it ended in the same way as it had begun – with another goal by top-scorer Jonty. The keeper dived to his right to make a good save, but he couldn’t hold on to the ball. Jonty pounced on the rebound, stretching out a leg to poke the ball into the net.

“Goal!” he cried. “That’s my fourth!”
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“And it’s also number thirteen in the match,” said Tom, ruffling Jonty’s ginger hair in delight. “Unlucky for some.”
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“Huh!” grunted the keeper. “More unlucky for me than you, I’d say.”
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“Ten-three!” exclaimed Michael in the boys’ cloakroom afterwards. “That’s got to be some kind of record.”

“I’m more interested in the record we’re making tomorrow,” said Imran, Michael’s partner in defence. “Hey, Jonty-boy! What time’s your dad wanting us in the morning?”

Jonty reddened. He didn’t like anybody but his dad calling him by that name.

“About ten o’clock,” he replied. “You know that.”

“Yeah, I was just wondering whether he’ll be up by then,” Imran laughed. “I didn’t think pop stars got out of bed till the afternoon!”

[image: image-missing]

Jonty’s dad was better known as the Red Fox. The famous singer had recently moved into Great Catesby and he was going to record a special song with the children. Everyone hoped it would raise enough money to help save the little village school from being closed.

[image: image-missing]

Tom started to chant the song’s chorus and the others quickly joined in, their voices bouncing off the walls.
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“Cor! It doesn’t half echo around in here!” laughed Michael.
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“It’ll sound much better tomorrow,” said Jonty.

“Bound to, y’know, in a proper recording studio like your dad’s had built at the Manor,” Tom pointed out.

“I didn’t mean that,” Jonty grinned. “I meant the girls will be with us then – and they can sing much better than you noisy lot!”


Chapter Two
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THE NEXT MORNING, Mrs Roberts led the footballers and members of the school choir through the village towards the Manor.
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“Keep up at the back there,” the teacher called out towards Imran’s group of stragglers. “We don’t want to be late.”

“Won’t matter,” he said. “Bet the Red Fox won’t even be up yet.”
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Michael chuckled. “Perhaps the studio’s in his bedroom!”
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The jokers were in for a surprise. The Red Fox himself greeted the party at the iron gates of the old Manor – fully dressed – before showing them towards a low, modern building in the grounds.
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“Magic!” breathed Rebecca, a big fan of the Red Fox, as she stepped inside and gazed around the studio in wonder. “This is like a dream come true. It’s just too incredible for words.”

“I hope not,” hissed Tom. “Cos we’ve now got to start singing them!”
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They listened first to the music that had already been recorded by the Red Fox’s own band, the Earthlings.

“So what do you reckon?” he asked.

“Brill!”

“Magic!”

“Great!”

“It’s perfect!” smiled Mrs Roberts. “Thanks so much.”
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“No trouble, lovely lady,” replied the Red Fox, making everyone laugh at the way he spoke to their teacher. “Let’s just hope it does the trick.”
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“Course it will,” said Jonty confidently. “So now let’s get the words on that tape as well, Dad, OK?”
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“OK, you’re the boss!” grinned the Red Fox, breaking into song.
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The pop star and his son then formed a duet to sing the rest of the first verse.
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As arranged, the Red Fox sang the second verse with Rebecca as his partner. She was feeling so nervous, her voice sounded a little squeaky, but it didn’t matter. This was only a practice.
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Everyone joined in the chorus and then the pattern was repeated with the next two verses. This time, though, the Red Fox sang along with all the boys, followed by all the girls.

[image: image-missing]

It took the rest of the day to rehearse and get everything right, stopping only for a short picnic lunch outside in the autumn sunshine.
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“Phew!” breathed Imran, chewing on a sandwich. “Didn’t know making a record could be such hard work.”

“Practice makes perfect,” said Tom. “Just like with soccer. You have to try and make all that work in training pay off in a real match.”
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Being on the same side.

Whether we win, lose or draw,

Whatever the score — knowing we
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