


FOOTBALL—it’s all T ever think about. I dream
about it when I'm asleep. At school I'm always
getting told off for doodling kits
and formations. My art teacher
says I've got REALTALENT—
Ijust need to widen my subject
matter. So 1 drew all the away
kits to go with the home ones.
She wasn't impressed.

L wish my real talent was
football.1 can always see the
pass or when to make a run into
space. The PROBLEM comes when
I get the ball. That’s when my FEET need to take
over. The trouble is, they’re NOT QUITE AS GOOD
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AT FOOTBALL as my BRAIN!

This is my first season as

captain of NORTH STAR GALAXY

UNDER-1Zs. All our best players left

to join another club, so it’s just the subs

and the people nobody else wanted in the team now.
My best mate Sam calls us CHARLIE MERRICK’S
MISFITS—which is about right rea”y.’

I'm going to tell you everything that happens—the
TRUTH—however painful that might be. I don’t
know how it’s going to end. By the time I finish
writing and you finish reading . .. we'll both know!












North Star Galaxy
\s
Cedar Street Wasps

There’s losing and then there’s LOSING! Getting
TROUNCED. BATTERED. HUMILIATED.

Five games. Five defeats. Youd think wed be used
to H‘by now . ..

‘Eleven—nill’ said Donut. ‘ELEVENY’

‘NIL!’ added Gerbil, in case hed forgotten.

‘Remember lads, football’s not)just about winning,’
said Douvg, our manager.

Sam scowled. ‘I thought that was the whole point!’
‘Well, that’s certainly the aim.’ Doug scratched
his beard. ‘1d say the POINT is the pure pleasure of

playing the beautiful 9ame."
If Doug thinks THAT was beautiful, he must have
been watching with his eyes shut.
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‘How can anyone enjoy
losing eleven—nil?’
I muttered.

You want to try being
in goal!’ said Sam. Tve
never lost count of how
many I letin before.’

Jasmine laughed. ‘Well,
you have only got ten
fingers!’

She’s allowed to say stuff
like that, because every
week Jasmine stands on
the touchline ... and
watches us lose.

‘Right then lads,
gather round,’ said
Doug.

Sam rolled his eyes.
‘Here comes the

speecla.'



