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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 ball rolled towards me. I kicked it hard with my instep. The direction was perfect, but I did not aim it right, so it went way above the goal.

         “Close, Jake!” Kingo yelled. Or was it my dad? They were right next to each other. I just hoped my dad did not act smart and try to give Kingo any advice. I rushed back to help the defence.

         Our first match in the best league was an away match against Holetown during the last weekend in the summer holiday.

         Zlatan was not playing with us. He was in Croatia on holiday. Thankfully, he was still on the team. His dad thought it went well. Zlatan was learning to control his temper.

         Ursula was in Mallorca. We could have used them both today. It was stupid to have a match before school even started.

         We were one goal behind and there was only ten minutes left of the match.

         Peter caught a hard ball and kicked it far away. Nick got it, dribbled it forward, but was tackled before he got to the goal.

         Only five minutes left. Damn. I hated losing. We had to bet everything now.

         Kingo had the same idea. He yelled for me to move forward on the field.

         Again, a nice save from Peter. I moved backwards, I knew exactly how far he could kick it.

         Yes! The ball went right to me. I grabbed it with my chest. It bounced off me, but I got it under control. A large player came running towards me. I dribbled past him. Two more came towards me. I pretended to dribble again, but instead I used Nick as a diversion. He passed it right between the two opponents. I ran to the field as fast as I could, dribbling the ball like a pro.

         The goalie came towards me. I feinted the ball, slid around him and shot. In some incredible way, he caught the ball with his hand. It went from his hand to the pole and right towards Nick. The goal was empty, the goalie was down, and my good friend Nick was …

         Not going to score! He shot over the goal!

         Nick cursed.

         “Try again!” I yelled.

         But he could not get to the ball. Holetown ran with the ball and scored before Peter even had a chance. They were two against one.

         The referee blew his whistle. Damn! We lost our first game in the best league 0-2.

         Kingo was calm. He bought us soda and praised us. We sat in the grass in a circle around him.

         “Good game,” he said.

         “But we lost,” James said.

         “If only Nick had scored…” Albert started.

         “I know,” Nick sighed. “I can’t believe…” Kingo stopped him.

         “It’s not Nick’s fault that we lost. It’s never one players fault. It’s the entire team. We win like a team and we lose like a team. Today we lost to a team that was better than us. And that’s not surprising. We have to get used to the tempo of this league.”

         Peter got the MVP Team Tiger. It was well-deserved. Without his many saves we would have lost 0-6.

         On the way home, I sat between Peter and Nick in the backseat. Nick could not stop talking about failing when he had such a good shot.

         “I could’ve just scored when I had the chance,” I said. “I should have.”

         “Come one! That was such a nice save,” Peter said.

         “Yes,” my dad said behind the wheel. “You did everything right and passed it perfectly to Nick.”

         “I was too slow,” I said. “I would’ve made that shot… If I hadn’t waited he would never have caught it.”

         “I was too fast,” Nick said. “And look how that went.”

         “Whatever. We’ll win against Fencehaven,” Peter said.

         I nodded.

         If we won against our old team, the entire season would be saved.
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