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About the Book

IN THE NET!

Missed! Whether it’s football of fishing, Jake seems to be out of luck. He can’t get a ball or a fish into the net! Adam and Owen are very keen to help Jake score – but will their deal mean Jake has to keep his “fishy” promise?
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Chapter One

Adam Says

“MISSED!”
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“So?” Jake snorted, giving his younger brother a dirty look. “Can’t catch one every time.”

“You never catch one!” Owen laughed. “Your mate Adam says you always strike too early.”

Jake reeled in the line and took another worm out of his bait tin. “Better too early than too late,” he muttered.

“And Adam says—”
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Jake cut him off. “Adam doesn’t even go fishing.”

“That’s because he thinks it’s cruel. He says the fish get hurt …”

Jake took a step up the bank towards him and Owen moved smartly away out of reach.

“You’ll get hurt in a minute,” Jake warned. “I’ll chuck you in the brook so you can ask the fish what they think!”

Owen kept at a safe distance – just in case. He waited until his brother had made his next cast before he spoke again.
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“It’s the same in football.”

“What is?”

“The way you keep missing.”

“Rubbish!”

“Oh yeah? So how many goals have you scored for Rangers?”

[image: image]

Jake gave what he hoped was a casual shrug. “Dunno,” he mumbled. “Not really been counting.”
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Owen chuckled. “I thought even you could count up to two.”

“I’ve scored loads more than that.”

“In friendly games maybe, but I’m talking about Sunday League matches,” Owen said. “You haven’t found the net for three weeks.”

“How do you know?” Jake snapped. “You don’t come to the games.”

“I’ve checked in your little black book.”

“That’s private!” cried Jake. He didn’t think Owen knew about the soccer diary he kept in his bedside cabinet. “I’m going to—”
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“You’ve got a bite!” Owen yelled. “Strike!”

Jake saw the float bobbing and he struck. He felt a slight tug on the line but then the fish was gone – and so was another worm.
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“That was your fault,” he said bitterly, staring at the bare hook.

“Another one that got away,” Owen giggled. “Just like all those chances last Sunday.”

“Who said that?”

“Adam.”
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Chapter Two

Off Target

“TAKE YOUR TIME, Jake. Don’t snatch at it.”

That might have been a good piece of advice to help him catch a fish, but this comment came from the Rangers’ team manager.
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It was the squad’s Thursday evening training session in the sports hall and the strikers were having extra shooting practice. Jake clearly needed it. His latest shot bounced off the wall and almost hit the goalkeeper on the back of the head.
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“Huh! That would have gone right in the top corner in a proper goal,” Jake moaned. “This one is too small.”

“No excuses, Jake,” Mr Burrows told him. “And there are no prizes for breaking the net either. You’re trying to hit the ball too hard.”

“I know how to score goals,” he replied cheekily, only just stopping himself from using the manager’s nickname of Rabbit. “I was Rangers’ top scorer last season, remember.”
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“Yes, but it’s this season I’m interested in now,” Mr Burrows said, curling his top lip to reveal the twin prongs of his two buck-teeth.

“One-season wonder,” mocked Sameer, the goalkeeper. “We’ve had two school matches this term and Jake hasn’t scored in either of them.”
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Jake glared at him. “It’s not worth the bother,” he retorted. “Not when you keep letting goals in at our end.”

“Come on, lads, it’s no good getting at each other,” said Mr Burrows. “We need teamwork on Sunday to beat Villa.”
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The manager knew how keen his players were to do that. A win for Rangers would see them leapfrog over their local rivals in the league table.
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“Yeah, I’m fed up with the Villa lot at school bragging about how they beat us twice last season,” Jake said and then took the chance to do a bit of boasting himself. “So I’m going to shut them up by scoring a hat-trick!”

Mr Burrows chuckled. “Well, if you do that, Jake, you can keep the match ball,” he promised.

“Wicked!” cried Jake.
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Adam let his feet do the talking. When it was his turn to shoot, he showed everybody how to do it. He flicked the ball up into the air with his right foot and, as the ball dropped, he lashed a left-footed volley past Sameer.
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“Great goal, Adam!”

The shout came from the top of the wall-bars lining one side of the hall where Owen was watching. He had turned up in the hope that Rabbit might let him join in if they were a player short.
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“Bet you can’t beat that, Jake,” Owen taunted.

Jake didn’t even try. His next shot went nowhere near the goal – deliberately. He had another target in his sights – his little brother.

It was just as well for Owen that Jake’s shooting was so wild. The ball crashed into the wall-bars two metres from his head, but the shock of its impact almost made Owen fall off his perch.
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“Watch it, Jake!” warned Adam. “That was a pretty stupid thing to do.”
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Mr Burrows agreed. He let Owen take his brother’s place in the practice game that followed and made Jake sit at the side instead.
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“Huh! You wait till Sunday, Rabbit,” Jake muttered under his breath. “I’m going to have that match ball!”


Chapter Three

Promise

“LOOK AT THAT one!” Jake cried, pointing into the brook. “What a beauty!”

“Where?” demanded Adam. “I can’t see it.”

[image: image]

“Too late now. It’s gone.”

“I bet it was never there in the first place.”

“Would I lie to you?”

“I thought every fisherman lied,” Adam said. “You know, about how many they catch.”

“I don’t.”

“So how many do you usually catch?”

“Oh, loads!” Jake grinned, unable to keep a straight face.
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Jake and his friend had spent most of Saturday afternoon kicking an old ball about in the park. When the ball burst, they had wandered along the water’s edge until they came to a loop in the brook. It formed a deep pool where the fish could lie hidden and wait for food to be washed downstream to them.
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“I caught my biggest-ever fish here,” Jake claimed.
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“Yeah, so you’ve said,” Adam sighed, hoping not to hear the story again. “Surprised you didn’t bring your rod with you today.”

“Mum wouldn’t let me,” Jake admitted. “Just because she found my tin of maggots in the fridge! She went totally bananas!”
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Adam’s laughter made Jake change the subject.

“Do you think Rabbit would really give me the match ball?” he asked.

“How should I know?”

“Yeah, but what do you think? You know, honestly.”

Adam paused for a moment. “Honestly? You mean, like a fisherman?”

Jake pulled a face at his friend.

“Well, OK, then,” Adam said
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