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         Jake: Jake loves to play ball. It is more important to him than anything else. He is good at reading the game, he is fast, and he is a good runner. He does not like to be tackled. He dreams of being a professional at FC Barcelona – like Messi.

          
   

         Nick: Nick practices with his ball in the garden very often, and has a mean left kick. He is always optimistic and fun to be around. He is really strong, has lots of energy and he is the younger brother of the top player, Kingo.

          
   

         Peter: Peter is an amazing goalkeeper. He has saved many difficult goals. He knows everything about football, knows every team, and knows their tactics. His only problem is that he hates to run and quickly gets out of breath.

      

   


   
      
         
            Chapter 1:
   

         

         We were one goal behind, and we were seven players against eight. We had to pack up and reorder the team. I held a hand in front of me to provide shade from the sun. The sun hit Peter, our goalkeeper, right in the face. The field was soft and uneven, so we needed great technique.

         Joseph failed at taming the ball, so I intercepted it from him in the middle of the field. I passed it to my good friend Nick and was suddenly alone with the goalie of the first team. He came towards me and I feinted the ball around his right and it went directly into the empty goal.

         “YES, Jake!” Nick yelled. Peter, Nick and I were best friends. We all played on the second team.

         “Good game!” Kenneth yelled. He was the trainer for both the first and second teams.

         We had evened out the score, but we were under pressure. Kenneth had made the teams completely unfair. All the best players were on the eight-person team, and the rest of us on the other team. Eight good players to seven decent players.

         “Crap team,” Nick had mumbled.

         “There’s a match soon,” Kenneth said. “The first team has to learn to play together.”

         “Fun… for them,” Peter said. He was our goalie.

         “Why do they have to be eight?” I asked.

         “They need the confidence,” Kenneth laughed.

         We made a living wall in front of Peter, and the team with eight players could not score. Peter grabbed the shots that went through, and I saw another chance to grab the ball. Even though a tie would be a win too, because we were outnumbered, I wanted to win.

         Felix directed his team -the first team. He was the trainer’s son, and he thought he was the star. Right now, he was mad he could not control us players from the second team.

         This time, Lukas was the one to have problems with the uneven field. I took the ball from him. Nick ran to my left side. I passed it to him so he could run with it and sprinted in front of the goal. Nick kicked left, and he put the ball right at my forehead, close to the goal.

         Sometimes I was a bit afraid of heading, but right now I closed my eyes and did my best to put it under the crossbar I already saw it hit the goal and heard the crowd go wild. But at that very moment, I was squished between two defenders. I was body slammed by both Felix and Alex at the same time. It was a violent sandwich that sent me to the ground.

         Shit, it hurt. My eyes welled with tears. I would have to let Nick take the penalty, but…instead of blowing the whistle for a penalty, Kenneth just let them play on.

         “That’s a penalty for Jake!” Nick yelled.

         “We have to get used to the hard play,” Kenneth said.

         Felix yelled at Lukas for losing the ball to me.

         I got up and limped back. I did not think I had broken anything, but my chest felt sore and one of my shoulders too.

         Before I got back, the first team scored. We were outnumbered by two now.

         Kenneth stopped the match at once. Alex and Felix high fived, satisfied. They won 2 to 1.

         Kenneth came over to talk to me.

         “Are you okay, Jake?”

         I just nodded.

         “Good. You played well. You and Nick are pretty good. See you on Wednesday.”

         He patted my sore shoulder.

      

   


   
      
         
            Chapter 2
   

         

         I pulled the handbrake and my mountain bike slid the last bit of the way, so I could grab the garden gate without getting off my bike. Nick was standing there in his Barcelona-shirt and kicked a ball towards the goal. The ball was exactly seven meters from the goal. I measured it myself. The goalie, Lind, was a figure Nick and I made from a piece of chipboard. Lind was named after Anders Lindegård who was a goalie for Manchester United.

         Short run-up. Bam! The ball hit the mark left of Lind who did not have a chance. Nick really had a tough left kick.
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