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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.

      

   


   
      
         
            Chapter 1
   

         

         The sun peaked out between the clouds. Nick and I were biking to training together, like we always did. Nothing would change about that, even though Ursula and I were now a couple.

         Peter had called in sick. He had the flu. Nick let go of the handlebars with one of his hands and grabbed my shoulder.

         “Did you see Barca win last night?”

         “Of course. But they were kind of lucky with that penalty Messi took.”

         “Yeah, but they were the best team.”

         We talked about Barcelona and their match against Manchester City in Champions League. We agreed Barcelona would win this year because of Messi, Neymar, and Suarez. This year, they would for sure beat Bayern München in the final.

         “Wait.” I stopped and fixed my mudguard. It was crooked.

         “Hey… uhm,” Nick said. “How does it feel to have a girlfriend?”

         “It’s fine.”

         “Fine how?”

         “You should try it. What about you and Anne?”

         “Yeah, but… She probably doesn’t want to.”

         “Have you asked her?”

         “Nah.”

         “Then do it. What could happen? She could say no, and I don’t think she would.”

         “Has Ursula said anything?”

         “Not directly, but…I could ask her. I think this freaking mudguard is properly on now.”

         Training was about one thing and one thing only. Our upcoming match against Fencehaven. How would we win it?

         “They are crazy for revenge and will probably charge at us,” Kingo said. “We’ll play defensively, stay on our side of the field, and wait for them to make a mistake so we can charge ahead.”

         “So, it’s like Norway,” Marco laughed.

         “Yeah, you could say that,” Kingo said. “Or like Chelsea and Barcelona. We’ll try it now by playing six to five. The six are going to defend and await mistakes. I’ll take the goal now that Peter isn’t here.”

         I was on the six-person team with Zlatan. Kingo yelled and directed and we kept them away from our goal. When I conquered the ball in the middle of our field, Zlatan ran forwards as fast as he could. I passed the ball to him and he coasted the ball and sent it confidently into the goal.

         “Yes!” Kingo yelled. “That’s exactly how we’ll beat Fencehaven.”

         On the way home, Nick dropped a bomb. Like, not a real bomb, but news that Kingo might not continue on as our coach. He and his girlfriend had applied for a scholarship to a Sports College in the US, and if he got in…

         “Yeah, but when?”

         “Immediately, I think. He’ll hear back within the next few days.”

         “If he quits… what’ll we do?”

         “No idea,” Nick sighed. “We have to find a new coach.”

         “Yeah, but who?” I caught myself hoping Kingo would not get in, but that was not a nice thought. The United States of America. Kingo would have an amazing time.

         Nick turned down his street, and I went home alone.

         Tonight, I was going to Ursula’s place. We would do English together and drink tea. I had to remember to ask her about Anne. It could be nice if she could be Nick’s girlfriend. Then, we would be two couples who could go to movies together and stuff like that. I wondered if Ursula had any ideas for a new coach?

         Things were finally looking up for FC Mezzi, we had won our last couple of matches easily, and if we won the league, we would go to Funen and play Mini-DC. That would be so awesome.

      

   


   
      
         
            Chapter 2
   

         

         Finally, the time had come for our big match. We were meeting Fencehaven, my old club that I quit because I was treated badly. If there was one match that was important to win, this was it. It could be a historical match in more ways than one. In a sad way, it could be the final match with Kingo as our coach. He had called a meeting on Tuesday night.

         Luckily, Peter was well again and ready for battle, even though he was a bit pale.

         Peter, Nick, and I biked there together. I asked Ursula about Anne. She would talk to her about it, but I had not heard anything yet. And today, Anne was not even there. She had asked to skip the match, because her knee was hurting.

         “We have to win,” Peter said. “Or I’ll have to listen to Alex for the rest of the year.”

         “And look at Felix’s I-told-you-so-smile when we say thanks for the match,” I said.

         “We will,” Nick said. “Win, that is. I have a good feeling in my stomach.”

         “You’re probably just hungry,” Peter said.

         Kingo had arrived early and he brought his girlfriend, Maria. He had not heard back from America yet.

         “Nice to see you, boys!” he yelled. “Change quickly today. We have to warm up and talk tactics.”

         “Like we always do,” Nick said dryly.
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