
   [image: Cover: FC Mezzi 5: Nine a Side by Daniel Zimakoff]


   
      
         
            Daniel Zimakoff
   

            FC Mezzi 5: Nine a Side
   

         

          
   

         
            Saga
   

         

      

   


   
      
         
            FC Mezzi 5: Nine a Side

translated by
Signe Holst Hansen

original title
FC Mezzi 5: Ni mod ni
Copyright © 2014, 2019 Daniel Zimakoff and SAGA Egmont

All rights reserved

ISBN: 9788711872253

             
   

            1. e-book edition, 2019

            Format: EPUB 2.0

             
   

            All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrievial system, or transmitted, in any form or by any means without the prior written permission of the publisher, nor, be otherwise circulated in any form of binding or cover other than in which it is published and without a similar condition being imposed on the subsequent purchaser.

             
   

            SAGA Egmont www.saga-books.com – a part of Egmont, www.egmont.com

         

      

   


   
      
         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.

      

   


   
      
         
            Chapter 1
   

         

         I put on my thermal underwear, then the long shorts in beaver nylon. Today was our last training match on gravel, against Furlong City. The winter in Denmark is long when you love playing on grass, but now it was March and a new tournament was about to begin.

         I yelled bye to my mum, grabbed my bag and helmet, and went to my bike. It was a special feeling; stepping on the pedals while wearing my football boots.

         And there were a lot of new things this year. We would be playing nine a side and soon, we would consecrate our clubhouse. It was an old barrack. It had been used as a schoolhouse when the school was getting renovated several years ago. It had been a stockroom for a while, but now the school had rebuilt it for FC Mezzi. Peter and I had gone looking while they were working on it.

         On Friday we would consecrate it with a horror sleepover.

         I met Nick when he got on the bike.

         “Hi Jake. Freaking cold, huh?”

         “Yup, March is supposed to be spring, man.”

         “Tell that to the weather gods. But it’ll be cool to play on grass again next weekend. Do you think we’ll win today?”

         “We better. That’ll give us confidence when it gets serious again.”

         We had played indoors in the school’s gymnasium from November to February. In February, we had trained on gravel once a week and played two training games, to get used to play nine a side. It was okay playing on gravel, as long as there was no ice on the field, but imagine if we had had artificial grass on the field. Only big clubs and rich municipalities could afford that. They could play on grass all year, no matter if it rained, snowed or if there was ice on the field.

         Marco came by and threw his bike in a snowdrift.

         “It’s so freaking cold,” he sighed. “In Barcelona it’s 14 degrees today. And not minus 14.”

         “Do you miss Barcelona?” Kingo asked.

         “Only during the winter. But that’s looooong.”

         A bit later, we were ten. The new guys, Eric and Sebastian, were both there. They had been there every time we trained during the winter. Everyone should show up for our training matches. There were no limits to how many people could be on the bench. James, Christian, and Albert were all sick… and none of the girls were there. They had been to school. Did they just not want to go?

         “Too cold for girls,” Marco said.

         “Yeah, girls get colder than boys,” Peter said.

         “Rubbish,” Kingo said. “Girls can be really warm.” He had a silly smile on his face.

         Ten.

         There would only be one person on the bench. Furlong City had three benched players.

         We helped Kingo put out the goals, so they reached the penalty area. The goal was only for seven a side matches. A nine a side field was as wide as an 11 a side field was, but quite a bit shorter. It would be a completely different game from what we were used to with the seven a side field.

         “You’ll start on the bench, Sebastian. But you’ll have plenty of playing time. We’ll play 4-3-1 today, so Zlatan will be the only forward striker. Remember to keep the straight line and to pull them offside. Don’t complain about the referee. He’ll try his best.”

         Today’s referee was… Kingo.

         It was quite an easy match. We won the midfield battle. Nick and I conquered the ball and passed it deeply to Zlatan. He could outrun most people Their goalie was not particularly good either.

         1-0 to Zlatan.

         Nick scored the 2-0 goal with his head.

         Zlatan pushed a defender who put the ball back to his own goalie.

         He picked up the ball.

         You cannot do that in nine or eleven a side. We got a free kick a few meters into the field.

         Nick and Zlatan looked at each other. Who would do the kick?

         “I’ll kick,” I said and took the ball. There had to be some advantages to being the captain. I did not kick it as hard as Nick, but this distance was perfect for me.

         They made a wall. Their goalie was quite small. I ran up and propelled the ball over the wall and directly into the goal corner.

         Oh yes! Kingo blew his whistle and sent me a look.

         “You’re pure Ronaldo… Or Eriksen,” Peter said during the break.

         “Yeah right. Their goalie was not as big as you.”

         “I’ll definitely be ready for an eleven a side goalie in a few years,” he laughed.

         Peter had grown a lot this year, and now he was the tallest player in FC Mezzi. Taller than Ursula. His dad was quite tall too, and he might have hit puberty early.

         Furlong City was three goals behind, so they were allowed to bring in an extra player. It stopped the bleeding. There were no goals in the second half. Sebastian hit the crossbar with a hard kick and Peter had a nice save at the end.

         We thanked Furlong City for the match and the referee, who was Kingo, for being fair.

         Kingo collected our kit.

         “It’s easy to see that you’ve learned a lot in Barcelona,” he said.

         “Ha, that’ll teach the ones that weren’t with you,” Marco said. Matt and Mike had not been to Barcelona, because they had their grandfather’s funeral to go to, and Eric and Sebastian were new to the team.

         “Actually, Eric and Sebastian played well,” Kingo laughed. “But maybe you’re just naturals.”

         On the way home I thought about Ursula. I would have liked it if she had seen my free kick. It should have been filmed.

         There was only one person in the crowd, Kingo’s girlfriend Maria. And she had not arrived until the second half.

         Had Ursula gotten ill? Or did she just not want to play in the cold?
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