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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.

          
   

         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.

          
   

         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.

          
   

         Ursula: One of the two girls on FC Mezzi. The other girl is called Anne. Ursula is fast. She mostly plays the right midfield position. She is good at passing the ball and is not afraid to tackle. Ursula is Jake’s girlfriend.

      

   


   
      
         
            Chapter 1
   

         

         “Next!” Johnson put a hand in the air to signal Bo, who was on the other end of the field in Farum Park, holding a stopwatch, on an artificial grass pitch. This was where the Superliga team, FC North Zealand played their home matches.

         Imagine if I could play here in the future, in the Superliga. Bo was a former league player. He was tough but seemed nice enough. Johnson was an old goalie in Farum, a bit older than Bo and not nearly as tough.

         “Come on, Jake!”

         I ran with the ball at my feet, slalomed between the pins along the entire field. It was all about having control of the ball at all times, so you did not lose time.

         “Good, Jake,” Bo said.

         “Was I fast enough?” I heaved after my breath.

         “Yeah. But in a few weeks, you’ll be able to do that much faster. Next.”

         The next person who ran through was a boy called Thor. He ran ten seconds faster than me! But he was one of the fastest players at talent training. Thor did not even look like he was out of breath afterwards.

         It was the second week of August. The school had started up again and I was at my first talent training. My dad had taken me and was now sitting on the tribune holding a cup of coffee.

         Ursula wanted to come too, but I had said no to that. It was too embarrassing arriving with not only your dad, but also your girlfriend at your first training.

         “Three on three on the little goals,” Johnson yelled. “A maximum of two touches.”

         I was on Team 4 with Thor and a redheaded boy called Joe, and I immediately positioned myself in the back, even though we did not have a goalie.

         “It’s all about being in constant movement,” Thor said. “Keep yourself free to the guy with the ball.”

         I nodded. I just hoped I would not fall through.

         Bo started the matches. Each match would be five minutes. Thor passed me the ball. One touch to get control of the ball and then a pass to Joe. Unfortunately, it was a bit hard, but Joe still got it under control with one touch and passed it to Thor. It was fast and hard. You were constantly running. It was almost like playing indoors. Five minutes felt like a long time.

         I scored only one goal. Thor praised me often anyway and yelled, “come again”, when I lost the ball. And I did lose the ball. Several times. The others were so much faster. Shit! Was I even good enough to be here?

         Finally, we played eleven a side. That was the new thing, for FC Mezzi too. No more seven, eight, or nine a side.

         I played defensive midfielder. It was okay. I played it safe, so no dribbling.

         Afterwards, we had to clean up. The players put back the goals and carried the pins and corner flags inside. We showered and got dressed.

         “What do you think?” Thor said. “This was your first time, right?”

         “Yeah, it was fine. But you’re…You’re really good.”

         “We’re good,” Thor laughed. “You’re one of us now. My first time was a catastrophe. I even scored on my own goal.”

         “Really?”

         “Yeah. I headed a corner right into the goal.”

         “Yeah, nice goal,” one of the others laughed. “Your best goal ever, Thor.”

         “Yes,” Thor said. “A royal goal. Weird, that I didn’t get to skip clean-up.”

         “Clean-up?”

         “Yeah,” Thor explained. “The one who scores the nicest goal gets out of cleaning up after training.”

         “That went well, Jake,” Johnson said when I had showered and was almost on my way home. He nodded at my dad.

         “Yeah,” my dad said. “Jake has to get used to the speed.”

         “Thanks for today.” I nodded towards the door for my dad to see. We had to leave before it got too embarrassing.

         “See you Thursday, Jake!” Thor yelled after me.

         “So, how was it?” my dad asked in the car.

         “Fine.”

         They seemed nice, don’t you think?”

         “Sure.”

         “There were a lot of coaches?”

         “Yeah.” In Farum they had goalkeeper coacher, striker coaches, technique and tactic coaches. I had never had more than one coach on the field. “So, you still want to continue?”

         “Of course.” Stupid question. Chris was a good coach, and Kingo had been great, but the coaches in North Zealand just seemed a tad bit more professional.

         “I think Thor lives close to us,” my dad said. “I talked to his dad about carpooling. It’ll be good to get some delicious lasagne at home. Are you hungry?”

      

   

OEBPS/images/9788711872222_cover_epub.jpg
DANIEL ZIMAKOFF






