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Extract 

Chapter One 

I invented it, even though it was Dan who named it 'You Play, You Pay'. We 

were at the EBO, which is what we kids call the E. B. Watson Oval when we 

don't want to say 'E. B. Watson Oval', which is always, because who has the time 

for saying E. B. Watson Oval? The EBO is across the road from the school. It's 

where we sometimes go for PE, or for sport practice. 

'Okay. It's a nice day,' announced Mr Atherton. I've never seen him not wearing shorts, even in the middle of 

winter. 'The ones who want to, can stay at the EBO for recess. The rest I'll walk back to school.' 

'Bewdy! Oval time!' shouted Benj. 

'Good on ya, Athers!' said Jeff. 

The boys around me started chanting. 'Athers! Athers! Athers!' Mr Atherton walked away, grinning. It was a 

bit cheeky for us to call him 'Athers', but he never seemed to mind. He gathered up the soccer balls we'd used 

for PE and led the less-sporty kids from 5J, 5M and 5H back towards Monvale. 

'Behave yourselves, boys,' he said, because it was just eleven of us boys staying on. 'I'll be ten minutes. And the 

duty teacher will have an eye over here too.' 

Mr Atherton then wandered off with a net bag full of balls slung over his shoulder, a herd of girls and 

bookworms and kids who really love their playlunch trailing behind. It was only when he was back inside 

Monvale, halfway across the asphalt, that we realised our mistake. 

'Hey, birdbrains! We forgot to keep a ball,' Benj said. 

We groaned. It was such a waste to have an EBO recess without a soccer ball. And we were all mad for 

soccer since Athers announced that actual stars from the Southern Cross Vipers were visiting the school this 

week. 

'We could play Gang-Up?' Dan suggested. 

'Too hot,' I replied. It was so hot. So hot that a few of us had taken off our shoes and socks to feel the cool 

grass against our feet. Gang-Up meant lots of running. 

'What about British Bulldogs?' 

A few of the kids whooped with excitement. 

'We probably shouldn't,' Fadi mumbled quietly. 'Principal Davies says no tackling games.' 
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I looked at Fadi. He was a big kid, huge in fact, with wiry hair, large brown eyes, dark skin, and almost no neck. 

He didn't talk much, but we knew why he had spoken now. During British Bulldogs last term, he'd given 

Gregor a chipped tooth, and Gregor's mum had complained to the school. 

'What about Buck Buck?' Dan said. 

Fadi shrugged. 'I dunno. Isn't that just piggyback tackling?' 

Sitting there, Fadi's back was almost twice as wide as Dan's. Although he was fast and strong and brilliant at 

rugby, he was also a bit large, so kids sometimes called him 'Fatty'. Fadi didn't like it when this happened, but 

kids would just apologise and pretend they were saying his name. Fadi once punched Huck for calling him 

'Fatty'. I actually thought Huck deserved it, but Fadi did three Lunchtime Time-Outs for fighting. 

'I've got it!' I said. 'We can have a shoe- kicking competition!' 

'A shoe-kicking competition?' Nobody knew what I was talking about, so I showed them. I put on my sock, and 

then loosely stepped into my shoe, but with the laces undone. Then I jogged forward, like I was taking a soccer 

penalty, and kicked the shoe as high and as long as I could. It spun beautifully, arcing through the air, and the 

boys broke into a chorus of cheers. 

'Awesome,' yelled Benj. 

'Cool!' whistled Dan. 

'Let's kick from this line!' suggested Jeff, pointing to the sideline of the soccer pitch. 

It was brilliant. The sight of eleven shoes spinning against the blue sky made us laugh every time. After a few 

goes, we invented a rule that if your shoe came last, everyone chased you until you were tagged. 

We played a few more times. Then I said, 'The kid who comes last gets thrown to the ground. If you play, you 

have to be prepared to pay.' 

Everyone laughed. 'Let's call it, 'You Play, You Pay',' yelled Dan. 

We played the next round and Benj shanked his kick. He ran away from us, giggling, but eventually Dan caught 

him by the jumper and slung him to the ground. We all piled on until Benj begged for mercy. 

It was close to the end of recess. 'One more round!' I called, jogging back to the kick-off line. 

I made a total mess of my kick. My shoe scuffed the grass on the way through and just plonked there less than 

a metre away. I started running immediately, knowing my friends would be coming. I don't know if I was scared 

or excited, but I couldn't stop laughing. This was just like Gang-Up, only better! 

I sensed Fadi. I knew it was him because I could hear the wheezy huffing and puffing. But for a big kid, he was 

super-fast! I tried a quick change of direction, but that didn't fool Fadi. He'd played rugby juniors for Monvale 

Central. He knew how to chase. 

He was less than a metre away now. We were both laughing, knowing Fadi was going to get me. His feet were 

thumping. My heart was racing. I felt a hand grab my T-shirt, then I was swinging around, and then . . . 

'Aaaaaaaaaargh!' 



Pain. Sharp, horrible pain. Pain like nothing I'd ever experienced. As I was falling, I'd thrown out my arm to 

save myself and it bent awkwardly. Fadi, the tackler, was on top of me, but all the other boys were too, 

shouting 'Stacks on!' and 'You play, you pay!' I'd heard the crack. I knew straight away it was bad. Fadi must 

have heard it too. 

'Get off!' he screamed. 'He's hurt! Jack's hurt!' 

But the other kids didn't take any notice. 'You play, you pay!' was the chant. 

Fadi continued yelling. 'Get off! It's serious! We gotta find help.' My face was wet with tears. Fadi practically 

threw everyone off me. 

Fortunately, Mr Atherton was only a minute away. He broke through the circle of my friends and dropped 

down to his knees. 

'Jack,' he said. 'What happened? What's hurting?' 

'My a-a-a-arm,' I sobbed. 'I heard a c-c-c-crack.' 

Mr Atherton jumped on his phone to call for staff help. 'At least two staff. And could you ask Catherine to 

bring the stretcher?' My friends were definitely worried now. They stood around, staring, not knowing what to 

do. 

'How did this happen?' Mr Atherton asked. He was quiet and also a bit angry. 'I trusted you boys. Who tackled 

you, Jack?' 

I was in so much pain I couldn't speak. 

'Fadi did.' I don't know who said it. A couple of other voices joined in. 'Fadi. It was Fadi.' 

'Is that true, Fadi? Did you tackle Jack?' 

Fadi nodded. 'But . . .' 

Mr Atherton didn't allow him to finish. 'And you of all people know that tackling games aren't allowed at 

Monvale. That's correct isn't it, Fadi?' 

Fadi bit his bottom lip. I sensed he wanted to cry too. 

A moment later, the stretcher arrived. Catherine, our school nurse, bustled over with the first-aid kit. Two 

more teachers were with her, out of breath and frowning with worry. 

Nurse Catherine took charge. 'Mr Davies, please walk the other boys back. Mr Atherton and Mr Shaw, help 

carry the stretcher. I'll make the splint.' 

'I can walk,' I said, wiping my tears, not wanting to be a wuss. 'It's my arm, not my legs.' 

'Just do what we say,' Nurse Catherine said quickly. Then she softened her voice. 'Your mum's on her way, 

sweetheart. Close your eyes and we'll have you back at school in a jiffy.' 

I lay down on the old vinyl and breathed in the musty smell of the stretcher. At least I hadn't screamed like a 

baby. A lot of year fives would have cried more. I swallowed hard. They were all still watching. I took Nurse 

Catherine's advice and closed my eyes. This hurt like crazy. 



 


