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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
   

         

         Peter and I biked towards Nick to pick him up. We would play the fourth match of the season on our own field, against Dockland. I still went to talent training in Farum, but only once a week so I could still train and play with FC Mezzi. School demanded a lot of me as well, so I barely had any time for friends or Ursula.

         “Have you heard Matt and Mike aren’t playing today?” Peter asked and swerved around a puddle of water.

         “Yeah, something about a big birthday in their family,” I said. “They didn’t play the last time we met Dockland, and we won back then.”

         “Yeah, that was when we played eight a side. Marco’s dad was our coach and got the red card. And you scored the winning goal,” Peter said.

         “With my toe,” I said. “We’ll be fourteen today, then?”

         “Only if Nick talked Violet into playing with us.”

         “How is Nick?” I asked Peter. “Didn’t you go to his house yesterday?”

         “Yeah. He’s not doing great,” Peter said. “His dad moved out. He hopes Kingo comes home to live with them soon.”

         “I get why he hopes that,” I said. I wondered how it felt to have divorced parents. A lot of people got divorced, but it did not seem like much fun. Nick had gotten so silent.

         “Maybe Kingo could come back to coach us,” I said.

         “We have Chris, remember.” Peter looked at me. “Don’t you like her?”

         “She’s awesome, but in Farum we have more than one coach. It could be cool if both of them…”

         “This isn’t Farum,” Peter interrupted. “How is it, being the chosen one?”

         “I don’t know…It’s hard when I don’t train as often as the others.”

         “Well, then you train two places instead,” Peter said.

         I nodded. Farum had accepted my wish to only train once a week the rest of this season, but I did not think that would work next season. If they even wanted me in Farum next season. Apparently, a lot of players were not asked to come back.

         Nick did not open the door… Kingo did!

         “Hi boys,” he said and laughed at our surprised faces. “Ready for your match today?”

         “Of course, coach,” Peter said.

         “Hi Kingo,” I said. “Have you moved back now?”

         “Exactly!” Nick said as he came towards us. “He’s back and he’s coming to see our match.”

         “Super!” I said. It had been a while since I had seen Nick look this happy.

         “Promise me you’ll win,” Kingo said.

         “We promise,” all three of us said at the same time, and I remembered the time when all three of us asked Kingo to be our coach. It felt like a long time ago now.

         “Kingo has gotten a job in the sports shop,” Nick said. “So, we’ll be able to afford staying in the house.”

         Kingo nodded and nudged Nick.

         “Nick will work there a few afternoons a week, so we’ll grow tired of each other soon enough.”

         “I already am. Tired of your crap,” Nick said with a big smile.

         “What about…?” I stopped. Nick mentioned something about Kingo’s girlfriend staying in the US.

         “We’re not together anymore,” Kingo said. “That’s what happens. You grow apart.”

         I nodded. Kingo sounded a bit sad. He should just start dating Chris instead. They had football as a shared interest.

         Violet showed up with a sports bag. She said hi to us.

         “I’m not very good,” she said. “But I can be your reserve.”

         “You’re fine,” Nick said and blushed.

         Then we went to the school and the changing rooms. Violet followed Anne and Ursula to get dressed first.

         After warming up, Chris called us all together.

         She had her iPad in her hands. She wanted to figure out our troupe, and make sure what our starting positions were. First, the actual troupe as it looked now.

         “Say here if you’re here and ready to win,” she said.

         Everyone was ready to win, but it was good to say it out loud.

         Today, because we had Violet with us, we were exactly the 14 players we could be. 11 on the field and three on the bench. We would play 3-4-3. Chris thought that would be for the best when we played without Matt and Mike. The team that won the battle for the midfield, often won the match.

         Today’s team against Dockland looked like this:

         Goalie: Peter

         Defence: Eric, Marco and Sebastian

         Midfielders: Ursula, James, Anton and Anne

         Attack: Nick, Jake and Zlatan

         The bench: Violet, Ulrich, and Christian

         Nick and I would support the midfield if it looked bad.

         Zlatan would stay forward on the edge of offside.

         The field was slippery and heavy after last night’s rain, so we had to put speed in our passes. On the other hand, we had neither wind or sun to bother us.

         We got in line and said, “good match” to Dockland. There were several new players on their team. They had won and lost a few matches and were in the middle of the league. It would be great if we could win this.

         The referee, Luke, our gym teacher called the captains to the field. We had to draw lots. Heads or tails. I picked heads and won. I chose to serve the ball. There were about 20 people in the audience. I could see my dad, Nick’s dad, and Kingo. We said our battle cry: Who are we…? Mezzi!

         And then the match started.

         Dockland was a good team and we were put under immense pressure. Peter had a few nice saves and I was more defender than striker at the beginning. Anton did well in the midfield and he got better and better.

         Chris yelled me forwards. I had to trust my defence.

         I got the ball from Anton in the middle of the field. Dockland tried to pull the offside card, and Zlatan and Nick would be offside too, if I played them…But instead, I played myself. A long ball between two defenders that I ran after…followed by two opponents.

         I reached the edge of the field. I was about to be tackled…right before I was hit, I passed the ball flatly to Zlatan on the right. He had followed me. I was tackled and fell to the grass. It was definitely a free kick, but Luke let us continue to play, instead. Luckily. Zlatan passed it across to Nick who put his instep to it and immediately scored!

         Flat, close to the nearest pole: A really good goal, and it was cool that Nick was the one who scored. He needed to be cheered up.

         Unfortunately, Dockland got a lucky goal shortly before halftime, and at the same time, Eric was injured as he tried to kick it away. He strained the back of his thigh. He limped off the field and Ulrich took his place.

         It was still 1-1 when Luke blew his whistle to signal halftime.

         Chris praised us while we caught our breaths and drank water.

         “You’re playing really well,” she said. “Really nice goal! But try to play more to the edges. Our wings can outrun their opponents.”

         Chris substituted James and Ursula, with Violet and Christian. Violet looked a bit nervous. Nick said something I could not hear to her. He probably said she should relax, and that he was on the same side as her.

         Violet did well. She cost us a goal because she did not get enough speed in a pass…Dockland’s striker was fast and ran towards the goal alone, but luckily Peter saved the ball.

         Shortly before time, it was still 1-1. Chris signalled me. I should go forwards and stay there so we had three strikers. It was a risk, but it would be best if we won this match.

         Violet passed the ball left to Nick, who had gone a bit back on the field. He turned around and passed the ball between two defenders right to me. I moved it well and got free of the opponents. Zlatan ran up. I passed it to him around the guy on the edge of offside.
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