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‘Wake up ref, that’s a blatant foul! He must be a Tottenham fan, 

I reckon…’ 

‘Come on, you Blues!’ 

For once, Jamie wasn’t cheering for his beloved Leicester City; 

no, he was cheering for Chelsea instead. And so were all his 

teammates, who were watching the game with him at his 

house. That’s because if Chelsea could beat or draw with 

Spurs at Stamford Bridge, then Leicester would officially be 

crowned the new Premier League Champions.  

‘Premier League Champions’ – unbelievable! It still sounded 

too good to be true. Surely, something that special couldn’t 

happen to a club like Leicester City, and a striker like Jamie? 

‘Well if this is a dream,’ he told himself, ‘then I don’t ever want 

to wake up!’ 

Back in August at the start of the season, the newspapers had 

made Leicester one of the favourites for relegation. And the 

odds on The Foxes winning the title? A whopping 5000-1! Yes 

that’s right, some people thought Lionel Messi signing for 

Stoke was more likely than Leicester lifting the Premier 

League trophy.  

But the players didn’t mind if others underestimated them; it 

only made them more determined to shock and succeed. All 

that really mattered was that they believed that Leicester City 

Football Club could keep improving. And they definitely did. The 

Foxes had won promotion from the Championship in 2014, then 

battled back from the verge of relegation in 2015. What next? 

To the players, anything seemed achievable in 2016, even 

winning the Premier League title. 

So together, Jamie and his teammates had set out to prove 

everyone wrong, with the help of their new manager, Claudio 

Ranieri.  

The Italian had started by making Leicester more solid and 

organised in defence. With Kasper Schmeichel in goal, Wes 

Morgan and Robert Huth at the back and little N’Golo Kanté 

winning every ball back in midfield, they had soon stopped 

conceding goals and started collecting cleansheets instead. 

Excellent, and at the other end? Well, Ranieri could see that 

Leicester’s line-up was perfect for the quick counter-attack. 

They had the hard work of Shinji Okazaki and Leonardo Ulloa, 

combined with the creativity of Riyad Mahrez, Marc Albrighton 
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and Danny Drinkwater, and the speed of Jamie. Oh and the 

goals too, of course! 

During his first year in the Premier League, Jamie had only 

grabbed five all season, but he felt so much sharper second 

time around. All he had needed was a bit of time to adapt, just 

like when he first arrived in the Championship. Now, he was 

ready to wear the ‘Number 9’ shirt with pride, just like his 

childhood hero, David Hirst, had back in the day, at Sheffield 

Wednesday. But while Jamie did still support his old boyhood 

club, he was all about leading the line for Leicester City now. 

That season, once he had started scoring, Jamie couldn’t stop.  

He converted Danny’s cross against Aston Villa. GOAL! 

He outsprinted the Stoke defence. GOAL! 

He curled two shots into the far corner against Arsenal. GOAL! 

He headed home at Southampton. GOAL! 

‘VAAAAAAARDY!’ the TV commentator cried out. ‘It’s him again!’ 

He finished off a one-two with Danny to score the winner 

against West Brom. GOAL! 

He nutmegged Moussa Sissoko and fired a low shot into the 

Newcastle net. GOAL! 

Jamie was on fire! He was banging them in, week after week, 

against the best defences in Britain. It was still November, and 

not only was he up to 13 goals already, but he had also scored 

in 10 league games in a row!  

He had just equalled the Premier League record set by 

Manchester United’s legendary striker Ruud van Nistelrooy. So 

now could he score one more and become a record breaker? 

Jamie and his teammates were playing with so much 

confidence and belief, but Leicester’s next game was away…at 

Old Trafford. 

Oh well, United weren’t as strong as they used to be, and Jamie 

had already destroyed their defence once before, in a 5-3 

fightback win at the King Power Stadium. He just had to do that 

again, and all he needed was one chance… 

In the 24th minute, Kasper caught the ball and launched 

another quick Leicester counter-attack. He rolled it out to 

Christian Fuchs, who looked up and delivered the perfect pass, 

just in behind the United defence. ZOOM! Jamie was onto it in 

a flash, and before Matteo Darmian could catch him, he slid a 

shot past David De Gea. 

Gooooooooooooooooooooooooooaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaalll

lllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllll!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!! 
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Yes, he had done it! Pointing proudly at his chest, Jamie raced 

over to the Leicester fans to celebrate his amazing 

achievement. Only four years earlier, at the age of 24, he had 

still been playing non-league football, while also working in a 

factory. And now look at him! He was a new Premier League 

record holder and the hottest striker in the country. 

Plus his team, Leicester City, were top of the table.  

‘No, there’s no way they can keep this up,’ a lot of people 

argued. ‘Leicester’s lucky run can’t last forever!’ 

But just like Jamie himself, The Foxes weren’t giving up on 

their goal. 

Leicester 2 Chelsea 1, 

Everton 2 Leicester 3, 

Tottenham 0 Leicester 1, 

Leicester 3 Stoke 0 (they didn’t sign Messi by the way)… 

Surely, everyone had to start taking them seriously now? But 

the next two games could make or break Leicester’s super 

season: Liverpool at home and then Manchester City away. 

Could they keep it up? 

Against Liverpool, the score stayed 0-0 until the 60th minute, 

when who came up with a moment of pure magic? Jamie! 

As Riyad got the ball deep in the Leicester half, he only had 

one thought on his mind – find Jamie. So he sent a long, looping 

pass over the Liverpool defence for his teammate to chase.   

Jamie reached the ball first, but he didn’t have much time. He 

could see Dejan Lovren racing over to stop him and Mamadou 

Sakho too. Plus, Simon Mignolet was moving back towards his 

goal-line, so it was now or never… 

As the ball bounced up off the grass, Jamie watched it 

carefully and then hit it first time on the half-volley. Why not, 

with the season he was having? BANG!  

What a strike! Jamie stood and watched from the edge of the 

area as the ball flew over Mignolet’s upstretched arms and 

into the back of the net. 1-0! 

Gooooooooooooooooooooooooooaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaalll

lllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllll!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!! 

‘Get in!’ Jamie roared, buzzing with excitement as he ran over 

to the fans by the corner flag. It was one of his best strikes 

ever and what a time to score it! 

£1million – that’s what Leicester City had paid Fleetwood Town, 

back in 2012. At the time, it had seemed like a lot of money to 

spend on a non-league footballer. But as Jamie celebrated yet 

another glorious goal, that looked like an absolute bargain. 

Leicester’s Number 9 was now worth 20 times that, at least! 
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11 minutes later, Jamie made it 2-0, pouncing at the back post 

like a proper Premier League striker. Leicester just would not 

be beaten. This was their season, no doubt about it. 

Four days later, they pulled off a wonderful 3-1 win away at the 

Etihad to stretch their lead at the top to five points. 

‘Premier League Champions, here we come!’ the players 

cheered at the final whistle. Their team spirit was so strong 

that no-one could stop them. 

Jamie was having the time of his life, doing all those things 

that he had dreamed of as a youngster, before that heart-

breaking day when his local club Sheffield Wednesday told him 

he was too small to make it as a professional footballer. After 

that, he had almost given up on the game several times, but 

thanks to the support of his family and friends, he kept on 

going, kept on doing what he loved most – scoring goals. And 

it turned out that his agent, John Morris, had been right all 

along: 

‘You can do whatever you want in this game. You can go on and 

play for England. That’s how good you are.’ 

When John had told him that back in 2011 during his days at FC 

Halifax Town, Jamie had just laughed. ‘Me, playing for England? 

As if, mate!’ But now he was one of his country’s top strikers, 

scoring goals against great nations like Germany and the 

Netherlands. That second goal had come at Wembley, ‘The 

Home of Football’, and the feeling was out of this world – 

delight, pride and disbelief all rolled into one pure, raw 

emotion. Incredible! 

And now, on 2nd May 2016, Jamie and Leicester City were just 

90 minutes away from achieving the truly unbelievable – 

winning the Premier League title. So for one night only, every 

Foxes player and fan all over the world was a die-hard 

Chelsea supporter. 

‘Go on, Hazard!’ 

‘We love you, Willian!’ 

At half-time, however, it didn’t look good for Leicester. 

Tottenham were 2-0 up thanks to goals from Harry Kane and 

Son Heung-Min. It certainly wasn’t the loud, happy, banging 

house party that Jamie had been hoping for. 

‘Oh well, we’ll just have to win the title next week at home 

against Everton,’ he said to Wes. ‘No problem, we can do that!’ 

But everything changed midway through the second half. 

Spurs started panicking, and Chelsea started playing. 

First, Gary Cahill poked the ball past Hugo Lloris from a Willian 

corner. 2-1! 
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‘Yes, you legend!’ Jamie screamed at the TV screen, punching 

the air with passion. ‘Right, game on, lads!’ 

Chelsea still had 30 minutes left to score that crucial 

equaliser. It was the start of one of the longest and most 

nerve-wracking half hours of the Leicester players’ lives. 

‘Yessss!’ they cheered as Diego Costa dribbled into the Spurs 

penalty area. 

‘Noooo!’ they groaned as he slipped on the ball. 

‘Yessss!’ they cheered as Hazard got the ball on the left side of 

the box. 

‘Noooo!’ they groaned as his cross flew just past Costa’s 

outstretched leg. 

‘Noooo!’ they groaned as the ball came to Ryan Mason on the 

edge of the Chelsea box. 

‘Yessss!’ they cheered as he scuffed his shot straight at Asmir 

Begović. 

With 10 minutes to go, it was still 2-1 to Tottenham. But just 

when Jamie was starting to think ahead to Everton, Costa 

turned past Toby Alderweireld and slipped the ball across to 

Hazard… 

‘Yessss!’ 

…who curled it first time into the top corner. 2-2! 

‘Yeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeessssssssssssss!’ 

There were amazing scenes at Stamford Bridge, and at Jamie’s 

house too. There was an almighty explosion of noise and 

movement. Players were shouting, crying, jumping, hugging, 

and drinks were flying everywhere. Because Leicester City 

were now only  moments away from winning the league title 

for the first time in 132 years. 

‘Come on Chelsea – just keep it tight at the back now!’ 

Those last 10 minutes were almost unbearable for Jamie and 

co, but at last, the final whistle blew. It was official - Leicester 

City were the new Premier League… 

‘Championes! Championes! Olé! Olé! Olé!’ the players sang as 

they danced around Jamie’s kitchen, arm in arm. 

Although Jamie hadn’t actually played in the game, he felt like 

he had. In his head, he had kicked every ball, and now he was 

exhausted and emotional. Unbelievable! It was a night – and a 

season – that he would never forget. 

But it wasn’t the time for resting and reflecting. No, that could 

wait, because Jamie’s loud, happy, banging house party was 

only just beginning. 

 


