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    For the twenty.For the ones who scored, the ones who fell, and the ones who kept running.You are the magic and the machine.

      

    



  	
        
            
            "Football is the excuse. Life is the story."— Traditional Proverb
 
"No answer is final. Neither is any life."— From the School Library, Room 4B
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PROLOGUE
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One Question

The morning of September first, 2009, was unusually warm. The sun hung high over the school building, casting long shadows across the gravel playground. Inside Room 4B, twenty students sat in nervous silence. They were eleven years old, caught in that fragile bridge between being children and becoming teenagers.

The air smelled of fresh floor wax and sharpened pencils.

The door creaked open. Mr. Gabriel walked in. He was a man who seemed to be made of old books and gentle smiles. He did not carry a textbook. He did not carry a syllabus. In his right hand, he held a small, weathered notebook made of dark brown leather. It looked like it had traveled across oceans.

He did not say hello. He did not ask them to open their bags. Instead, he picked up a piece of white chalk. With slow, deliberate movements, he wrote four large words on the blackboard.

MESSI OR RONALDO?

A few students whispered. Someone giggled. In 2009, the world was just beginning to realize that these two names would define an era. One was a quiet genius with a low center of gravity. The other was a physical marvel with a relentless will to win.

Mr. Gabriel turned to the class. His eyes moved from face to face, resting on each child for a second.

"This is the only question that matters today," he said. His voice was soft but it filled every corner of the room. "I want you to come to my desk, one by one. Tell me your name, and tell me your choice. I will write it down."

"Is there a right answer?" asked a boy named Tomas, who was already wearing a red football jersey under his school sweater.

"The right answer," Mr. Gabriel replied, "is the one you can live with for twenty years."

The students did not understand. They thought it was a game. They thought it was a way to waste time on the first day of school.

One by one, they walked up.

"Luka. Messi," said a boy with messy hair.
"Tomas. Ronaldo," said the boy in the red jersey.
"Sita. Messi."
"Maya. Ronaldo."
The leather notebook clicked shut once the twentieth name was recorded. Mr. Gabriel placed it inside his desk drawer and turned the key.

"We will discuss your answers in twenty years," he said. "On this day, in this room. Until then, go out and live. The bell is about to ring."

The students sat frozen. Then, the shrill sound of the school bell echoed through the hallways. The twenty children scrambled out into the sun, laughing and arguing about goals and trophies.

They did not look back. They did not see Mr. Gabriel standing at the window, watching them go. He knew what they did not yet understand. He knew that the names they chose were not just players. They were symbols of how they viewed the world—one through the lens of natural magic, and the other through the lens of iron discipline.

The journey had begun.
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PART ONE
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CHILDHOOD (2009–2012)
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Chapter 1 — The First Day
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The playground was a wide rectangle of gray gravel and faded white lines. To an adult, it was just a place for a break. To the twenty students of Room 4B, it was the center of the universe. The heat of the September sun stayed on their skin as they spilled out of the classroom, their voices rising like a swarm of bees.

Tomas was the first one to reach the center of the yard. He was a boy who never walked when he could run. He stopped, turned around, and looked at his classmates. His red football jersey was slightly too big for his thin shoulders, but he wore it like a suit of armor.

"He actually wrote it down," Tomas said, his eyes bright with excitement. "Mr. Gabriel actually put it in a book. Did you see? He locked it in the desk."

Luka walked up more slowly. He was rubbing a smudge of ink off his thumb. Unlike Tomas, who seemed to be made of straight lines and sharp edges, Luka was soft-spoken and observant.

"It was strange," Luka said. "Why does he care who we like? It is just football."

"It is not just football!" Tomas shouted, though he was smiling. "It is about who you want to be. Ronaldo is the best because he is the strongest. He practices until the sun goes down. My dad says he is a machine. That is why I chose him. I am going to be a machine too."

Maya joined them. She was a girl with dark hair tied back in a ponytail so tight it made her eyes look sharp. She was holding a plastic water bottle like it was a trophy.

"I chose Ronaldo because he does not give up," Maya said firmly. "Last night, I watched a video of him. He missed a goal, and he looked so angry. But then he scored three more. He does not let anyone tell him he is small. I like that."

On the other side of the gravel, a smaller group had gathered near the shade of an old oak tree. Sita was sitting on a wooden bench, swinging her legs. She was the smartest girl in the class, known for reading books that were much too thick for an eleven-year-old.

"I think Messi is better," Sita said to the students around her. "He does not need to look like a machine. He looks like a boy playing in a park. He makes it look easy, but it is actually the hardest thing in the world. He is like a magician who does not want you to see the trick."

"Exactly," said a boy named Omar, who was sitting next to her. Omar was a quiet child who often spent his lunch breaks drawing in the dirt with a stick. "Messi sees things before they happen. He is small, like me. But he moves around the big players like they are made of stone. He is smart."

The playground was now divided. It was not a mean division, but a clear one. The "Team Ronaldo" group stood in the bright sun, talking loudly about power, speed, and winning. The "Team Messi" group stayed in the shade, talking about beauty, passing, and vision.

For the rest of the afternoon, the atmosphere in Room 4B felt different. The students looked at each other with new curiosity. Before this morning, they were just children who happened to be in the same class. Now, they had labels. They had identities.

In the back row, a tall boy named Leo sat quietly. He had chosen Messi, but he had not said why. He watched Tomas, who was already pretending to do a famous goal celebration during the middle of a geography lesson. Leo looked at Mr. Gabriel.

The teacher was sitting at his desk, marking papers. Every few minutes, his eyes would drift toward the locked drawer where the leather notebook was hidden. He seemed to be listening to the quiet hum of the classroom. He was not looking at their grades. He was looking at how they sat, how they whispered, and how they reacted when someone made a mistake.

When the final bell rang at three o'clock, the students gathered their bags.

"See you tomorrow, Machine," Luka teased Tomas as they walked toward the school gates.

"See you tomorrow, Magician," Tomas replied, bumping Luka’s shoulder.

They laughed and headed toward the yellow buses. But as they left, a girl named Sara stopped near Mr. Gabriel’s desk. She was a girl who rarely spoke, often hiding behind her long hair.

"Mr. Gabriel?" she whispered.

The teacher looked up and smiled. "Yes, Sara?"

"What if I change my mind?" she asked. "What if I choose one today, but in a few years, I think the other one is better?"

Mr. Gabriel leaned forward. "That is the most important part of the question, Sara. The world will try to make you stay the same. But life is about moving. If you change your mind, it means you have learned something new. But for now, let the answer stay in the notebook. Let it grow with you."

Sara nodded, though she still looked worried. She turned and ran to catch her bus.

Mr. Gabriel stood up and walked to the blackboard. The chalk dust was still thick in the air. He picked up an eraser and wiped away the words: MESSI OR RONALDO?

The board was black and empty again. But in the minds of the twenty students, the question was still there, glowing like a small fire. They went home to their different houses, in their different neighborhoods, and told their parents about the strange teacher and his leather notebook.

That night, Tomas practiced his footwork in his narrow hallway until his mother told him to stop.
Luka sat by his window and watched the streetlights, thinking about how a person could be as fast as a flash of light.
Sita read about the history of Argentina.
Maya looked at herself in the mirror and practiced a determined expression.
They were no longer just a class. They were a story that had just begun its first chapter. They did not know that twenty years would pass in what felt like the blink of an eye. They did not know that some of them would travel across the world, while others would never leave this town.

They only knew that tomorrow, they would come back to Room 4B, and the game would continue.
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Chapter 2 — Team Messi
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October brought the first heavy rains of the year. The gravel playground turned into a map of muddy puddles, and the school building felt smaller as everyone stayed inside. During the long lunch break, the library became the sanctuary for those who did not want to shout in the crowded hallways.

In a corner hidden by tall shelves of history books, a small group had gathered. This was the unofficial headquarters of Team Messi.

Luka sat on the floor, his back against the cold wood of the shelf. Next to him was Sita, who was carefully organizing her colored pencils. Omar was there too, hunched over a sketchbook, and Leo stood leaning against the wall, watching the rain strike the window.

"My brother says Messi is a fluke," Omar said without looking up from his drawing. He was sketching a pair of football boots, trying to capture the way the laces curved. "He says you cannot be that good without being tall. He says it will not last."

Sita looked up from her pencils. Her eyes were sharp and intelligent. "Your brother is wrong, Omar. Height is just physics. Being small means you have a lower center of gravity. It means you can turn faster than the big defenders can think. It is not a fluke. It is geometry."

Luka smiled. He loved how Sita could turn a game of football into a science lesson. For Luka, the attraction to the little magician from Argentina was more personal. Luka was often the smallest boy in any room. He was used to being overlooked in line and being the last one picked for heavy lifting.

"I do not think it is just about geometry," Luka said softly. "When I watch him play on the television, it looks like he is dancing. Everyone else is working hard, sweating and pushing. But he is just... there. He finds the one space that no one else saw. It makes me feel like being small is actually a secret power."

Leo, who rarely spoke, finally moved away from the window. "He does not talk much either," Leo remarked. "He just does the work. He lets the ball speak for him."

The group fell into a comfortable silence. In the library, surrounded by the smell of old paper and the sound of the rain, the football debate felt different. It was not a loud argument like the ones Tomas started in the hallway. It was a shared understanding. To them, choosing Messi was a choice to believe in the quiet ones. It was a choice to believe that intelligence and grace could win against raw power.

"What do you want to be when we grow up?" Sita asked suddenly. She was not the kind of girl to stay on one topic for too long. "Do you think we will still be talking about this in twenty years like Mr. Gabriel said?"

"Twenty years is a very long time," Omar said, finally showing his sketch. It was not just a pair of boots. He had drawn a player moving through a crowd of shadows. The player was small, but he was glowing. "I want to be an artist. But my father wants me to work in his shop. He says art is for people who do not have bills to pay."

Luka felt a pinch in his chest. "My father wants me to be a soldier like him. He says I need to toughen up. He thinks if I play enough sports and follow the right leaders, I will grow a bigger heart. But I do not want to fight anyone. I just want to watch how things work. I want to see the world, but not through a telescope or a gun."

"I want to be a doctor," Sita said firmly. "I want to fix things that are broken. I like the idea that a human body is a puzzle. If you are smart enough, you can solve it."

Leo looked back at the rain. "I just want to be happy," he whispered. "I do not care what the job is. I just do not want to be tired all the time like my parents."

The honesty in the circle felt heavy but good. They were eleven years old, yet they were already carrying the weights of their families’ expectations. For a few minutes, they forgot about the football stars and the famous stadiums. They were just four children wondering if they would ever be allowed to be themselves.

"Let’s practice," Luka said, wanting to break the serious mood.

"Practice what?" Sita asked. "It is raining."

Luka reached into his bag and pulled out a large sheet of scrap paper. He crumpled it into a tight, round ball. Then, he took another sheet and wrapped it around the first one. He did this until he had a paper ball the size of a large orange.

"Hallway football," Luka whispered with a mischievous grin. "The Messi style. No running. Only passing. We have to get the ball from this end of the library to the door without making a sound."

The four of them stood up. The library was supposed to be a place of total silence, which made the game even more exciting.

Luka started. He tapped the paper ball with the side of his sneaker, sending it sliding across the carpeted floor toward Omar. Omar caught it with his toe, his eyes wide as he looked toward the librarian’s desk. He flicked it softly to Sita.

Sita did not use her feet. She used her mind. She waited until the librarian turned to put a book away, then she nudged the ball toward Leo.

They moved like ghosts between the bookshelves. There was no shouting, no crashing, no ego. It was a perfect chain of movement. For those few minutes, they were not students with heavy futures. They were a team. They were finding the small spaces, just like their hero.

Just as the paper ball reached the wooden door, it swung open.

The students froze.

Mr. Gabriel stood in the doorway. He looked down at the crumpled ball of paper at his feet. Then he looked at the four students standing like statues between the shelves.

Luka’s heart hammered against his ribs. He waited for the lecture. He waited for the teacher to tell them that the library was for study and that football was a distraction.

Instead, Mr. Gabriel reached down and picked up the paper ball. He felt its weight and turned it over in his hands. A small, knowing smile touched his lips.

"A good pass," Mr. Gabriel said quietly. "The trajectory was very precise."

"We are sorry, sir," Sita said, her face turning red.

"Do not be sorry for finding a way to play when the world gives you rain," Mr. Gabriel said. He handed the paper ball back to Luka. "But remember, a team is only as strong as the trust between its members. You four move well together. Do not lose that."

He turned and walked toward the science section, his leather notebook tucked under his arm.

The four students looked at each other. The fear was gone, replaced by a strange sense of being seen. Mr. Gabriel did not see them as troublemakers. He saw them as a group.

"He is definitely Team Messi," Omar whispered.

"No," Sita disagreed, "He is Team Room 4B. That is even better."

As the bell rang to end the lunch break, they walked back to their classroom. The rain was still falling, but the hallways did not feel quite so small anymore. Luka kept the paper ball in his pocket. It was just a bunch of trash, but to him, it felt like a promise.

He looked at Tomas and the other boys who were shouting about Ronaldo’s latest goal in the corridor. He did not feel the need to join the noise. He had his own team now, and they had their own way of winning.

They sat at their desks, and as Mr. Gabriel began the afternoon lesson, Luka noticed something. On the corner of his desk, the teacher had left a small piece of chalk. Luka picked it up and, hidden by his textbook, he drew a tiny number 10 on the wood.

It was a small mark, almost invisible. But it was there.

Across the room, he saw Omar drawing the same thing on the back of his hand. They were connected by more than just a name. They were connected by the idea that even in a world of giants, there was a place for the small, the quiet, and the clever.

The day ended with the sun finally breaking through the gray clouds. As Luka walked to his bus, he saw the Team Ronaldo group gathered near the goalposts on the wet grass, competing to see who could kick the ball the hardest.

He waved at them, and Tomas waved back, a big, bright smile on his face.

The two groups were different, but they were breathing the same air. They were all just starting their journey, and the question on the blackboard was only the first step. Luka climbed onto the bus and took a seat by the window. He touched the paper ball in his pocket and thought about twenty years from now.

Would he be a soldier? Would he be a traveler?

He did not know. But he knew that whatever he became, he would try to move through the world with the same grace he had found in the library that afternoon.
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Chapter 3 — Team Ronaldo
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If the library was the quiet heart of the Messi group, the concrete basketball court at the edge of the school grounds was the cathedral of Team Ronaldo.

The morning air in November was sharp enough to make a person’s breath turn into white mist. Most students stayed inside the warm hallways until the very last bell, but Tomas was already outside. He was not just standing there. He was running.

Tomas wore a thin training jacket over his school shirt. He had set up a row of plastic water bottles to act as cones. He moved between them with a focused intensity that was unusual for an eleven-year-old boy. He counted his steps. He watched his feet. Every time he stumbled, he did not sigh or complain. He simply went back to the start and began again.

"You are late," Tomas said without looking up as Maya approached the court.

Maya was carrying her heavy school bag on one shoulder. She looked at the water bottles and then at Tomas, whose face was flushed red from the cold and the effort.

"The bus was slow," Maya replied, dropping her bag on a wooden bench. "And it is seven thirty in the morning, Tomas. School does not start for another hour."

"Ronaldo would not be on the bus," Tomas said, finally stopping to catch his breath. He wiped sweat from his forehead with the back of his hand. "He would have run to school. He probably would have run while carrying the bus."

Maya laughed, but it was a respectful sound. She stepped onto the concrete. Unlike the Messi group, who talked about magic and feeling, Maya and Tomas talked about iron. They talked about the gym, the repetitions, and the refusal to be defeated.

"I did fifty sit-ups this morning," Maya shared. She said it with a casual tone, but her eyes searched for Tomas’s reaction.

Tomas nodded. "Good. I did sixty. But I think I can do eighty by Friday."

For Team Ronaldo, life was a series of numbers to be conquered. It was a ladder that went up and up, and if you stopped climbing, you fell. This was why they were drawn to the tall Portuguese player. They did not see a magician; they saw a worker. They saw someone who had decided to become the best through sheer force of will.

"My father says that talent is a lie," Tomas said, sitting on the edge of the court. He began to retie his shoelaces, pulling them so tight his skin turned pale. "He says people use the word 'talent' as an excuse for being lazy. If someone is better than you, it is because they worked harder. That is it."

Maya sat down next to him. She understood that pressure. Her parents were immigrants who worked three jobs between them. In her house, there was no room for "magic." There was only the grade on the paper, the hours spent studying, and the hope that if she worked twice as hard as everyone else, she might get half as far.

"People think it is easy for him because he is famous," Maya said, looking at a poster of Ronaldo she had pasted onto the inside of her notebook. "But they do not see the hours in the dark. They do not see the times he cried because he lost. I like that he is not perfect. I like that he has to fight for it."

A few other students joined them—boys and girls who preferred the loud, competitive energy of the court. Among them was a boy named Hugo, who was larger than the others and often used his size to get what he wanted.

"Let’s play a match," Hugo shouted, dropping a real leather football onto the concrete. The sound was loud and heavy. "Team Ronaldo versus anyone who is brave enough."

The Messi group was walking toward the school building. Luka and Omar were sharing a book, their heads bent together. Tomas stood up and cupped his hands around his mouth.

"Hey, Luka!" Tomas yelled. "The court is open! Do you want to play or are you too busy dreaming?"

Luka stopped and looked over. He smiled, a small and peaceful expression. "We are busy, Tomas. We are figuring out how to build a telescope."

"Telescopes do not win trophies!" Hugo shouted, laughing.

The Messi group continued walking, their voices fading into the distance.

Tomas turned back to his own group. "Forget them. They do not want to compete. They just want to exist. We want to win."

But as the game began, the atmosphere changed. On the basketball court, the competition among the Ronaldo fans was fierce. Because they all wanted to be the leader, no one wanted to pass the ball. Hugo tried to dribble past everyone. Maya tried to take the ball from her own teammates. Tomas kept shouting instructions that nobody followed.

Within ten minutes, the game was a mess of shouting and tripped feet.

"Pass the ball, Hugo!" Maya screamed. "I was open!"

"I can do it myself!" Hugo shouted back. "I am faster than you!"

Tomas stood in the middle of the court, his chest heaving. He felt a sudden, sharp pang of frustration. He loved the idea of the "machine," but he was starting to realize that five machines working against each other did not make a team. It just made a lot of noise.

He looked toward the school windows. Mr. Gabriel was standing in the second-floor classroom, watching them. The teacher was leaning against the glass, his leather notebook in his hand. He was not waving or smiling. He was simply observing the chaos on the concrete.

Tomas felt a surge of embarrassment. He wanted to show Mr. Gabriel that he was a leader, but right now, he was just a boy shouting in the cold.

"Stop!" Tomas yelled, his voice cracking slightly.

The others slowed down. Hugo was red-faced and angry. Maya was scowling.

"We look like idiots," Tomas said, his voice lower now. "We say we like Ronaldo because he is the best. But he is the best because he knows how to win. You cannot win if you are fighting your own side."

"He is the star," Hugo argued. "The star does everything."

"No," Maya interrupted, surprising even herself. "The star makes the team win. If we all try to be the star at the same time, we lose. Even Ronaldo has to pass the ball sometimes."

They stood in silence for a moment. The bell for the first lesson rang, its mechanical chime cutting through the air.

"We will try again at lunch," Tomas said, picking up his water bottles. "But we do it properly. We practice the drills first. No one plays unless they do the work."

As they walked toward the building, Maya fell in step with Tomas.

"It is hard, isn't it?" she asked quietly.

"What is?"

"Trying to be the best," she said. "Sometimes I feel like if I am not perfect, I am nothing. Does your dad feel like that too?"

Tomas looked at his feet. The gravel crunched under his shoes. "He says that second place is just the first person to lose. He wants me to have a better life than he had. He thinks the only way to get it is to be at the top of the mountain."

"The top of the mountain is a very small place," Maya said. "There is not much room for friends there."

Tomas did not have an answer for that. He thought about Luka and Omar, who seemed so happy just talking about their telescope. He thought about the way they laughed without checking to see who was watching. Then he thought about the feeling of scoring a goal—the rush of power, the way the world seemed to stop and look at him. He wanted that feeling more than anything. But he was starting to realize that the price of that feeling was a constant, buzzing anxiety in his stomach.

They entered Room 4B and took their seats. The classroom was warm, and the smell of coffee from Mr. Gabriel’s mug filled the air.

Mr. Gabriel stood at the board. He did not mention the shouting on the basketball court. He did not mention the messy game. Instead, he began to write a list of names of famous explorers.

"History," Mr. Gabriel said, "is often written about one person. One name on a map. One name on a statue. But if you look closer, you will find that no one ever went anywhere alone. Behind every great name, there is a crew, a family, or a rival who pushed them to be better."

Tomas looked at the back of Luka’s head. He looked at Maya, who was already taking neat, perfect notes. He realized that Mr. Gabriel was talking to them, even if he was talking about people who lived hundreds of years ago.

During the lesson, Tomas found himself distracted. He looked at his hands. They were rough from the cold and the concrete. He felt a strange sense of insecurity. What if he worked as hard as he could, and it still was not enough? What if the "machine" broke?

He reached into his bag and touched the small plastic trophy he had won at a local summer tournament. It was gold-colored and cheap, but it felt heavy in his hand. It reminded him of who he wanted to be.

At the end of the day, as the students were packing their bags, Tomas walked over to Luka’s desk.

"Hey," Tomas said.

Luka looked up, surprised. "Hey, Tomas."

"The telescope," Tomas said, clearing his throat. "Did you figure it out?"

Luka’s eyes lit up. "Almost. We need a better lens. Sita thinks we can use an old magnifying glass from the science lab if Mr. Gabriel lets us."

"That’s cool," Tomas said. He hesitated for a second. "Do you think... do you think you can be a great person if you are just quiet?"

Luka thought about this. He looked at the window, where the sun was starting to set, painting the sky in shades of orange and purple.

"I think the sun is very quiet," Luka said. "And it is the greatest thing in the sky. It just does its job. It doesn't have to shout to let us know it is there."

Tomas nodded slowly. "I guess. But the sun is also very powerful. Everyone has to look at it eventually."

"Only if they want to see," Luka replied.

Tomas walked away, his mind spinning. He still wanted to be Ronaldo. He still wanted the muscles, the speed, and the glory. But for the first time, he wondered if the strength he was looking for was something he could carry inside him, rather than something he had to prove to everyone on the playground.

He walked out to the bus, his bag feeling a little lighter. He saw Maya waiting by the gate.

"Eighty sit-ups by Friday?" she asked.

Tomas grinned. "Ninety."

They laughed and stepped into the bus. The competition was still there, but the air between them felt a little warmer. They were Team Ronaldo, and they were learning that the hardest person to beat was not the boy in the Messi jersey, but the voice in their own heads telling them they weren't good enough.
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Chapter 4 — Lunch Table Debates
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The school cafeteria was a place of high noise and low light. It smelled of boiled potatoes, floor cleaner, and the damp wool of twenty different sweaters. Every day at noon, the long wooden tables became a map of the classroom’s social geography.

There were no assigned seats, but everyone knew where they belonged. The "Ronaldo Table" was near the windows, where the light hit the plastic trays and made the students feel like they were on a stage. The "Messi Table" was closer to the back, near the stacks of extra chairs, where the conversation could flow without being interrupted by the noise of the lunch queue.

Between these two worlds was a neutral zone where students like Sita and Luka often found themselves acting as messengers or observers.

On a Tuesday in early December, the debate reached a new level of intensity. It started with a simple question about a weekend match, but it quickly grew into something much larger.

Tomas sat at the head of the Ronaldo Table, leaning forward over his plate of pasta. "It’s about the numbers," he said, his fork pointing at Luka, who was sitting just across the aisle. "You can’t argue with numbers. Goals, speed, jump height. Ronaldo is a peak human being. If you were building a person in a lab to win at life, you would build him."

Luka took a slow bite of an apple. He didn't like to raise his voice. "But life isn't a lab, Tomas. And winning isn't just about a scoreboard. Messi is about the moments that don't make sense. The way he keeps the ball close to his feet, like it’s attached by a string. That’s not a machine. That’s a spirit."

"A spirit doesn't get you a contract at a top club if you're too small to survive a tackle," Maya added, sitting next to Tomas. She was carefully peeling an orange, the zest scenting the air. "In the real world, you have to be tough. You have to be able to take a hit and keep running. If you're soft, the world eats you. That’s why we choose the one who looks like he can survive a war."

Sita, who had been listening from the Messi side, put down her book. She always waited for the right moment to enter a conversation.

"Is that what you're afraid of, Maya?" Sita asked quietly. "Being eaten by the world?"

The table went silent. The clatter of plastic spoons and the distant shout of a teacher seemed to fade away. Maya stopped peeling her orange. She looked at Sita, her eyes narrowing.

"What do you mean?" Maya asked.

"You always talk about survival," Sita said. "And Tomas always talks about being a machine. It’s like you think that if you aren't the strongest person in the room, you're in danger. But football is a game. It’s supposed to be about joy."

Tomas let out a short
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