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​​Introduction: The passion for soccer and futsal  
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I was born in 1972, an era when futsal was not yet a recognized sport, but was played daily on neighborhood fields. We played non-stop on uneven streets, dusty courtyards, or improvised open spaces, where makeshift objects became our goals. It didn't matter how many players there were or what the ground conditions were like; all that was needed was a ball and an endless passion. We spent hours chasing that dream made of passes, dribbles, and shots, unaware that we were living the intensity and rhythm that characterize modern futsal today.  

At 14, a crucial moment arrived for many of us: the scouts from the most famous teams would show up. I still remember the excitement of hearing someone say, "I'm going to train with Tor Tre Teste" or even, "Roma picked me up!". But despite individual ambitions, the real magic of those afternoons was in sharing. The differences between the most and least skilled players vanished, and we were all part of a single team. We played ten hours a day, seven days a week, regardless of the conditions. It was on those neighborhood fields that the generation that would accomplish the "2006 Miracle" was forged. 

I had a dream too. I played as a goalkeeper, but I wasn't a traditional one; I was good with my feet, both right and left, and was often chosen for my pinpoint passes that opened up the game. Unfortunately, three knee surgeries forced me to stop playing soccer, but I never left the field. My passion was too great to be stifled.  

I began my educational path by following in my father's footsteps, earning a diploma in optometry. However, I soon realized that the true secret to freedom and personal success would come through constant commitment to study and education. I graduated with a degree in Behavioral Economics, a field that combines psychology and economics to improve decision-making processes. From that moment on, sports became my center of gravity: I earned a Master's in Sport and Business Management and another Master's in Kinesiology, delving into every aspect of training methodologies and movement.  

In parallel with my studies, I dedicated myself to futsal and soccer, earning my first-level futsal coaching license with a score of 110/110, and my UEFA A license with a score of 105/110. I started my coaching career in women's futsal leagues, leading teams like Pigneto Team and Divino Amore, before moving on to the national Under-21 category with Divino Amore and Ostia Stella Azzurra. Subsequently, I spent seven years at Circolo Canottieri Aniene, coaching the first team and the Under 21s, where I gained my first experience of great responsibility. 

My big break came with the Lazio Region's Under 17 teams, where in six years I reached four finals and won two consecutive championships. This success opened the doors to AS Roma, where I helped create the club's first academy at the Giulio Onesti sports center. There, we integrated a cognitive methodology that combined confined spaces and speed of thought, creating a perfect bridge between soccer and futsal. Coach Rudi Garcia, who was the first team's coach at the time, was well-acquainted with this methodology from his Spanish experiences, where teams like 

Barcelona often integrate futsal to improve decision-making speed. 

My career has taken me beyond Italy's borders. In Norway, I coached the Futsal National Team for six years, winning the Nordic Cup, a historic achievement for the country. I also collaborated with the Under 18 and Under 19 soccer teams, promoting a hybrid methodology that blended the principles of futsal with those of soccer. During these years, I had the opportunity to coach in China at the Guizhou academy, in the United States at the universities of Albany and UNLV in Las Vegas, and in Japan, in cities like Kagoshima and Tokyo.  

Today, since October 1, 2024, I hold the role of head coach for the Chinese Futsal National Team, an experience that represents the culmination of my journey and the lessons I've learned. Futsal and soccer have never been just sports to me; they are schools of life, universal languages that teach us to overcome barriers and grow as individuals. With this belief, I want to tell you an extraordinary story: my journey in Japan, an experience that changed me deeply and that I hope can be a source of inspiration for you, just as it was for me. 

​
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​Chapter 1: Was accepting the right choice?  
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The call that changed everything.  

It was a day like any other, and I had no idea that one phone call would change my life. From the other side of the world, a calm and composed voice proposed something unique: a project in Japan that was as ambitious as it was risky. A local club was looking for a modern coach, one capable of bringing an innovative methodology. Their goal was not only to create better soccer players but to form more well-rounded individuals. They told me they already had a renowned academy, famous for offering overseas experiences to their most deserving boys. However, they wanted to take a leap forward. They were looking for someone who embodied a mix of professionalism and humanity, and who was willing to step outside their comfort zone.  

They described the project to me: select 16 boys between the ages of 12 and 13, from difficult backgrounds, and turn them into a team capable of competing against much more experienced teams. All of this was to be done in just one month. I was promised a generous budget, a state-of-the-art multi-purpose sports center, and almost total freedom in designing the training sessions. But there was one non-negotiable condition: every action of mine had to be documented. Every training session, every decision, every result had to prove that the methodology worked.  

I accepted, but not without fear. 

The leap into the unknown.  

Accepting that challenge meant abandoning my comfort zone and embarking on a journey into the unknown. As exciting as it was, the idea of moving to a country so culturally and physically distant was frightening. I knew I had everything to lose. If it went well, it would simply be confirmation that my method worked. But if I failed? I would have no excuses: there were no budget limits, I had been given a blank check, and my reputation would be on the line.  

I didn't know a word of Japanese, and I knew that their approach to life was diametrically opposed to mine. I had a taste of it from the stories of my brother, a telecommunications engineer who had been working in Japan for five years for Apple Japan. He once told me that during a meeting, his boss asked for his opinion, and he responded enthusiastically, proposing an innovative idea. The reaction was absolute silence. He thought he had made a mistake, but he later discovered that the pause was a sign of respect, a moment to reflect before responding. On another occasion, he told me how punctuality was sacred: a meeting scheduled for 9:00 AM started exactly at 9:00 AM, not a minute earlier or later. I imagined how difficult it would be to adapt.  

Leaving meant abandoning everything I knew and facing an experience where I would be alone. I would have to create cohesion with a staff I didn't know, satisfy an ownership with high standards, and build a relationship with the local press and the parents. But above all, I would have to earn the trust of the boys, who were the heart of everything. 

The arrival.  

The trip was exhausting. After 18 hours between layovers and flights, I landed in Tokyo at 10:00 PM. I expected to be taken directly to the hotel to rest before the selections the next day, but that wasn't the case. A group of ten people was waiting for me, all in impeccable suits despite the late hour. They took me directly to the sports center, a picturesque place at the foot of Mount Fuji. When we arrived, it was almost midnight. There was no time for rest: they took me to a meeting room and immediately began an operational meeting.  

They were all extremely formal. They presented the program for the next day in great detail: times, logistics, and the timing of the selections. Every minute was planned with precision. I tried to stay focused, but jet lag and fatigue made everything surreal. One thing, however, struck me: their seriousness and dedication. There was no room for improvisation, and I would have to adapt quickly. 

The first night of reflections.  

When I finally arrived at the hotel, it was almost 2:00 AM. I looked out the window and saw the city lights in the distance, a landscape that seemed to belong to another world. I sat on the bed and started to reflect. Was I ready for all of this? I was used to planning and managing complex projects, but this challenge seemed different. It wasn't just a technical matter; there was an entire culture to understand and respect.  
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