
[image: cover]


Contents

Cover

About the Book

Title Page

Chapter One: Fun and Games

Chapter Two: See Red

Chapter Three: Woof!

Chapter Four: Catch!

Also by Rob Childs

Copyright

Series Reading Consultant: Prue Goodwin, 
National Centre for Language and Literacy, University of Reading


About the Book

Catches win Matches!

Come and enjoy all the fun and drama of a special challenge game of rounders. It’s class against class, brother versus brother, and everybody sees red! What goes up must come down – but who wants to be underneath a high dropping ball to make a vital catch? Well, Bradley’s dog, Dylan, does for a start … Woof!

A SPORTS SPECIAL STORY

A lively story from the author of WICKED DAY!
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Chapter One

Fun and Games

“NO-BALL!” CRIED the batter.

“Rubbish!” exclaimed the bowler. “You could’ve hit that.”
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“Oh, yeah?” Jagdish sneered, stretching out with his rounders bat to show how wide the ball had gone. “I’d have needed a fence post to reach it.”
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“You can move your feet, you know,” Lee told him. “You’re not nailed to the ground.”
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“About time you learned to bowl straight.”

Lee chuckled. “That makes the ball too easy to hit. I want to keep the batters guessing.”

“Huh! What you mean is, stupid, you’ve got no idea where the ball’s going either. It’s all over the place.”

[image: image]

“That’s the spin I put on it.”

“Spin!” Jagdish scoffed. “I’ll tell you where your next ball’s going – right over the hedge into them gardens.”
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Lee grinned and prepared to bowl again. He skipped across the bowling square, swinging his right arm back and forwards, then twisted his fingers as he released the ball.
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Jagdish kept his eyes fixed firmly on the swirling ball and made good solid contact with the bat.

Clunk!
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To his delight, the ball soared high into the sky . . . but what goes up must come down.
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To his dismay, as he set off round the track, Jagdish realized that the ball hadn’t flown quite as far as he’d boasted.
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“Catch it!”

Lee’s scream made one of the fielders stop what she was doing – practising handstands for the gym club after school.
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Shannon had been placed near the hedge because of her long throws, but this was the first time that the ball had come her way. She didn’t even have to move.
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She simply reached up and plucked the ball out of the air as easily as picking an apple off a tree.

“Wicked!” whooped Lee. “Great catch, Shazza!”

Jagdish threw the bat away in disgust and it skidded across the grass towards the school building.
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Fortunately for him, his tantrum wasn’t seen by their teacher. Mrs Davison was working on fielding skills with the other half of her class.

Unfortunately, it was spotted by the caretaker. The bat finished up very close to where Mr Smith was stirring a pot of red paint, waiting for the Year 4 Games session to end so that he could get on with his own work in peace.
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“Oi! You little horror!” he yelled. “I’ve a good mind to report you.”
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Jagdish ignored the threat and slumped to the ground, leaving the bat where it lay.

The caretaker went on grumbling to himself. “Roll on half-term!” he muttered. “That’s what I say . . .”


Chapter Two

See Red

“OI! GET AWAY from that door. I’ve just painted it,” shouted Mr Smith across the playground. “Clear off home.”
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Jagdish pulled a face at the caretaker and then bent down to tie a loose shoelace. He was still feeling in a bad mood after Games.

“Roll-On should’ve put a warning sign up,” said Lee. “Y’know, saying ‘Wet Paint’.”
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“Bet he can’t even spell it,” Jagdish sneered. “He’d probably have written ‘Wet Pants’!”

“You could do with a notice like that.”

Jagdish twisted round and cursed. There was a patch of red paint on the seat of his trousers.
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He stormed inside to change back into his shorts. “Right, Roll-On,” he growled under his breath. “I’m gonna get even with you for this.”

There was no one else around when Jagdish re-emerged and he saw his chance for swift revenge. There was a tray of paint lying in the playground and he dipped his left hand into it.
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Jagdish sneaked towards the caretaker’s cottage nearby and saw that its bright red front door was also freshly painted.
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“Huh! Bet old Roll-On’s not had to buy his own paint for that job,” he muttered. “Well he can have some more of it for free ...”

Jagdish pressed his sticky hand against the garden fence twice, leaving large smudged prints on the white panels. He didn’t even hear the caretaker creep up behind him.
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“You little hooligan!” yelled Mr Smith. “Caught you red-handed!”

Jagdish had to spend the next two lunchtimes painting the whole fence red.
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His older brother, Suresh, couldn’t resist coming to taunt him. “Nice to see you doing some work for a change, little brother.”
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Jagdish turned and scowled. “Push off!” he hissed. “I want to get this finished before the bell goes.”

Suresh dribbled his football along a path up to the fence to inspect it more closely. “You’ve missed a bit.”

“Where?”

Suresh kicked the ball against the fence to make a big dirty mark on the panels.
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“There!”

He ran off, cackling, leaving the furious Jagdish no choice but to try and repair the damage with his paintbrush.

“I’ll get him back for that,” he promised himself. “Just wait . . .”
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Jagdish had decided what he was going to do by the time he heard the bell. He hid the brush behind the fence for later.
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At the end of afternoon school he ran all the way home to make sure he got there first. He still had another little painting job to do before tea.

The howls of rage from his brother’s bedroom could soon be heard all over the house. A wall poster of Suresh’s favourite footballer now showed him more the colour of an American Indian!

[image: image]

The loud argument that followed ended with a challenge from Jagdish: “Bet my class can beat yours any day.”
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“What – at football?” scoffed Suresh.

“It’s summer now,” said Jagdish. “Let’s make it rounders.”

“OK – fine by me. We’ll thrash you lot at anything.”

Jagdish grinned. “Prove it!”


Chapter Three

Woof!

“WICKED!” CRIED LEE. “What a catch!”

“Good boy!” yelled Bradley.
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The two friends had come back onto the school playing field after tea on Thursday to practise for the special challenge match.

They were not alone.
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“Pity your dog can’t play for us tomorrow,” Lee said. “He’s a star fielder. I hit that ball dead hard and he just gobbled it up.”

“Yeah, trouble is, it takes ages to get the ball back off him,” Bradley replied. “Come, Dylan. Here, boy!”
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The little black mongrel ignored the command and frisked around with the tennis ball in his mouth. They chased after him until Dylan finally grew tired of the game and lay down, drooling happily.
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Lee grabbed the abandoned ball. “Ugh! It’s all sticky now,” he complained, wiping his hand on the grass. “That won’t help my spinners.”
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Before Lee even had a chance to bowl, however, they heard a familiar rasping voice.

“Oi! You two – clear off! And take that mutt with you as well.”
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“Think Roll-On must mean you, Brad,” Lee said cheekily.

“Watch it!” Bradley grinned. “C’mon, boy – home!”

“Woof!” responded Dylan, jumping to his feet. He wanted a drink.

The caretaker watched the trio trail away. “Little pests!” he muttered, scratching his stubbly chin. “Roll on the weekend – that’s what I say.”
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Mr Smith still had a lot more painting to do before he could enjoy any break. He tried to get on with the job after
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