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The names, and brands mentioned in this book have nothing to
do with reality. This book is purely an imagination.
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This book is dedicated to the glorious Liverpool fans who
tell football players 'you'll never walk alone.' Know this: you
will never sing the anthem alone, either.







PREFACE






The year 1892 is the birthdate of a football giant, one of
the rare legends of the 21st century that does not smell of blood
and tears. It is the year when a club, writing a history that
should not only be read but also memorized, said "hello" to the
world.
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Shortly after its founding, it became the nightmare of all
national league teams, and then all of world football. There was
hardly a team it did not beat, hardly a rival fan it did not
sadden. In 125 years, it won 18 league championships, 5 European
cups, 7 FA cups, 8 league cups, 3 UEFA Super Cups, 15 Charity
Shield Cups, and 3 FA Youth Cups. As the club gained success, its
coffers filled, and its fans grew in number. It captured the hearts
of approximately 600 million people worldwide; its name, and song
were on the lips of its fans every day.

Joy and sorrow, night and day, death and life always follow
each other, just like victory and defeat. From the early 1990s, the
club ship began to take on water. As it slowly lost its strength
and its rivals grew stronger, its popularity both in its own league
and around the world began to wane. Executives became unhappy, fans
hopeless, and the team tense. Derby victories won from time to time
were just consolation prizes for the fans. Fans who wanted to be
happy now either delved into nostalgic memories or childlike
dreams.

However, its love never ended and will never end. Because it
is not just a football club; it is an excitement, a desire to win,
a passion, and a love. Yes, it is a love and that love is red and
white. And this book is written to express the expectations and
dreams of those in love with the red and white colors, and is a
message thrown into the ocean of the future in a bottle. Will the
bottle reach a shore, will those living on the shore find the
bottle, and read the message inside, will the words in the message
mean anything to the reader? No one knows this.
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CHAPTER I


Mental health institutions exist, it is said, to make people
feel sane. Since only a small number are actually treated in such
places, billions of others may conclude they are perfectly fine.
Job applicants aren’t required to submit mental health reports.
Knife buyers don’t need to prove their sanity. Married couples
trust in the mental soundness of their spouses. For many, simply
not being confined to a mental institution is evidence enough of
their own stability.

In much the same way, perhaps prisons serve to make people
feel honest. After all, nearly everyone commits some form of
crime—be it small or large—and softens the truth with excuses or
rewords it into something innocent. Prisons, then, may be little
more than a stage for a few unfortunate souls, scapegoats who were
unable to cover their tracks, lie convincingly, or evade the
police. And, as we know all too well, the worst offenders are often
the ones who walk free.

Could orphanages, too, have been constructed for a similar
purpose? Could they be the creation of a society that, rather than
taking responsibility for adopting orphans, chooses to ease its
conscience by building facilities for them, offering good meals and
nice clothes as a way to shirk the greater duty of love? Have
orphanages become the way for people to silence the voice of guilt
in their hearts?

Whatever the reason behind their construction, these
buildings house the world's most innocent souls. Children, who came
into this world without the love and support of their parents, lead
lives of quiet sorrow within those walls. Angels, who cry in secret
every day, longing for a shoulder to lean on, their tear-filled
eyes gazing out, always waiting for the parents who will never
come. Children who have never known the warmth of their mothers'
arms must instead warm themselves by radiators, stoves, or gas
heaters. They don’t have mothers who prepare special meals for
them, nor fathers who hoist them onto their shoulders for a
ride.
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Eden Orphanage in Liverpool’s Kirkdale district is one of
these homes of angels. This three-story building was erected by
Queen Victoria for the children of sailors who either perished at
sea or never returned from their voyages. Though a fire consumed it
in 1974, the building has retained its Victorian charm thanks to a
series of careful restorations.

The orphanage boasts a curved roof covered with red tiles.
Its strong walls, built from long bricks, speak of resilience, and
the large stained-glass windows allow ample sunlight to flood the
rooms. The building's interior is predominantly wooden, though the
banisters have been replaced two or three times, stripping it of
its historical value. Its garden, however, is a picture of beauty.
Golden Cypresses, Small-Leaved Privets, and Honey Locust trees line
its borders, just in front of a tall fence.

On the ground floor, there are administrative offices, a park
for the younger children to play in, a guestroom, and a theatre
with a capacity of one hundred. The boys reside on the second
floor, the girls on the third. Each room is shared by four
children, and every child has their own bed and cabinet. The first
room near the stairs on both the second and third floors is
reserved for administration, with two staff members stationed there
overnight. From the principal to the staff, twelve dedicated
individuals do their best to guide this angelic army on their
life’s journey.
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In the early 2000s, 54 children called Eden Orphanage home.
Of these, 22 were girls and 32 boys, aged between six and
seventeen. Compared to their peers outside the orphanage, they led
lives of deprivation, preparing for the unknown and harsh adult
world that awaited them. Their days were spent living like boy
scouts, confined within the walls of administrative rules. It’s
easier, after all, for young children to follow orders than to make
their own choices—though, as time would teach them, growing up does
little to change that.

One of these young angels was Leo Jo. Leo was an
eight-year-old boy with tanned skin, standing 130 cm tall and
weighing 25 kilograms. His dark hair was neatly parted at the top
of his head, framing a round face with large, expressive brown
eyes. His eyebrows were thick but well-shaped, his lips full, and
his body, though small, was healthy and straight.
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Leo’s mother, Kamila, was Czech, and his father, Zachary, was
English. He lost them both in a tragic car accident in Liverpool
when he was just four years old. With no relatives to take him in,
Leo was placed in the orphanage. Children, of course, can’t
comprehend the inevitability of death. For them, it’s something
that only happens to the unlucky. Leo, too, struggled to accept his
parents’ absence, refusing to speak to anyone for an entire
year.

But time, as it so often does, began to heal his wounds.
Slowly, Leo made friends with other children who shared similar
stories, and he began to find his footing in life again. The staff
and children at the orphanage became his new family, and over time,
Leo came to accept this new chapter in his life.

Every night, Leo would clutch an old scarf with the Liverpool
Football Club emblem on it as he fell asleep. Each morning, he woke
early, made his bed, cleaned himself up, prepared his school bag,
and combed his hair in front of the large mirror on the ground
floor before setting off for school. His best friends, Harvey and
David, would wake up about half an hour later, but they always
caught up with him before reaching school. This was because Leo
would stop in front of a sporting goods shop every day, staring
dreamily at the display for several minutes. Harvey and David knew
this, and it became their meeting point before walking to school
together.

One sunny October morning in 2005, Leo woke up as usual, left
the orphanage, and set off for school. He paused in front of the
sporting goods shop, as he always did, and gazed intently at the
display. While he stood there, a middle-aged man, seemingly in a
hurry, rushed past him and entered the shop. The man scanned the
shelves quickly before handing the shopkeeper a long list of items
to purchase. The shop was empty, so the owner gave his full
attention to the man’s requests. While waiting for his order, the
man noticed Leo staring at him. At first, he didn’t think much of
it, but after a few moments, the boy’s gaze began to unnerve him.
He turned to the shopkeeper.

– Who’s that kid staring at me?

Fearghal straightened up from under the counter, glanced out
the window, and said:

[image: tmp_0495077-b113cf52-951d-4507-995d-bc3349fc9d50_m8Ibfb_html_m56f541ab.jpg]

– That one? Oh, that's Leo. He always stops to admire Robbie
Fowler’s jersey on his way to school every weekday morning. Don’t
worry, he’s harmless. Not a thief.

He spoke calmly, as if explaining a simple fact.

– Why does he look at it like that?

The customer asked with a hint of skepticism. Fearghal, busy
preparing the orders, continued to answer while working:

– He doesn’t have enough money to buy the jersey.

The customer felt a wave of emotion wash over him after
hearing this. A deep sense of sorrow and compassion filled his
chest. He knelt down slowly, placing his hands on his knees, his
lips tightening as his brows furrowed in the middle. He stared at
the boy outside, who remained oblivious to the man’s gaze, still
mesmerized by the jersey.

– We should give him that jersey.

– Don’t bother. You don’t need to do that, the boy lives at
Eden Orphanage, just down the road. The orphanage’s expenses are
covered by our taxes. Trust me, we’ve already given him and the
other kids plenty of jerseys. Besides, I run a store, not a
charity.

– You’re right.

The customer kept looking at Leo, who was standing outside,
lost in thought. Then, as if making a sudden decision, he called
out to Fearghal, still watching the boy through the
window:

– Along with my orders, prepare a bag. Put that Liverpool FC
jersey in it, a pair of cleats, a few footballs, and goalkeeper
gloves.

– But sir, …

– You probably know his size better than I do. Cleats, size
11.

– He doesn’t…

– Just do what I asked, please.

– Alright, sir.

Fearghal, though a little uncomfortable, didn’t want to lose
a good customer over the wistful look of an orphan boy. Grateful to
make a solid sale so early in the day, he removed the Liverpool FC
jersey from the display while Leo was still staring at it. He
placed it into a plastic bag along with the rest of the items on
the counter.

Leo, seeing the jersey he had long coveted being taken off
the display, felt his heart sink. He lowered his head, and in
frustration, kicked a Coke can lying near his feet into the street.
He turned away from the store and hurried towards school, his pace
quickening. Harvey and David had to jog to catch up with him, and
together they continued their walk to school.

Meanwhile, the customer left the store as Fearghal continued
preparing the rest of the order. He followed Leo and his friends
from a distance, keeping an eye on the boy. The trio, with their
backpacks swinging, walked along the sidewalk, checking their
reflections in car mirrors, closing the gates of houses as they
passed, teasing the barking dogs, and pointing out the homes they
found beautiful. Every time Leo saw a discarded can or piece of
paper, he would kick it and shout – Goal! – leaping into the air in
joy.

– That boy really loves football – the customer mumbled to
himself.

He turned back to the shop once the boys were out of sight.
He collected his purchases, loaded them into his car parked
outside, and drove off.

At 4:00 pm that same day, the customer arrived at Eden
Orphanage with the gift packages. At the entrance, he asked for the
principal’s office and was directed to the room. There, he met with
Principal Brynmor Prichard. They shared a cup of tea as the
customer recounted what had happened at the sports store earlier
that morning. Brynmor immediately knew who the boy was.

– That’s Leo – he said, standing up and walking to the window.
He looked outside and gestured for the customer to join him. – Mr.
Wells, come over here.

Nathan Wells moved closer, following the direction of the
principal’s gaze. Ten children were playing football in the garden.
Wells recognized Leo instantly—the same boy who had been so
captivated by the jersey that morning. Now, he was running about
the field, unable to stay still for even a moment, darting here and
there with boundless energy.

Brynmor, noticing the relief on Wells’ face, smiled slightly.
They continued watching the game in silence for a few moments
before Brynmor spoke again:
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– His name is Leo, and he’s eight years old. He lost his
parents in an accident when he was four. The state brought him
here. I remember the day he arrived like it was yesterday. He was
such a quiet, sweet child. Over time, though, he’s become a bit of
a handful.

– That’s alright. Every child has their moments.

– Exactly. I always say, if a child doesn’t break a few things,
skip school once in a while, or play a prank or two, they might not
be quite right in the head.

– That’s just what I thought.

– Did you think he’d be naughty?

– No, not exactly. But watching him this morning, the way he
looked at that jersey with such passion, I figured he must be good
at football. I wasn’t wrong—he’s got talent.

– And the youngest of the other children is eleven. He’s
playing against older boys and holding his own.

– He’s just scored again! What a gifted boy.

Nathan watched Leo for another fifteen minutes, chatting with
Brynmor about the boy and his life at the orphanage. Eventually, he
turned to the principal.

– Could you call him over? I’d like to give him the gifts I
brought.

– Of course, Mr. Wells. I’m sure he’ll be thrilled.

Brynmor asked the janitor, Tierra Glover, to fetch Leo. The
boy immediately stopped playing when he heard the call and made his
way to the office. Before entering, he paused by the mirror outside
the principal’s office, tucking his shirt out of his shorts and
smoothing his hair down with his hands. He took a deep breath, then
knocked on the door.

– Come in – came the voice from inside.

Leo hesitated for only a second before pushing the door open
and stepping into Brynmor’s office.

Brynmor Prichard was a Welshman, a 60-year-old principal who
still lived much like he had in his youth. He shaved every day,
never neglecting to comb his long, white, curly hair and his thick,
U-shaped mustache. His long sideburns stretched down into L-shaped
lines that connected to his handlebar mustache. Brynmor always wore
suits tailored in the style of the 1970s, rotating through a
different one each week. His signature egg-heeled shoes gave him
away; the sound of his approach would echo down the hallways,
causing the children to gather, amused by his flamboyant sense of
style. He usually listened to 70s music, the soft strains of which
could be heard through his office door. But when guests or children
came to see him, he would always lower the volume or turn it off
entirely.

On the nightstand by the window in his office was a cage,
home to a chameleon that had become a favorite of the children.
They would bring it cockroaches and caterpillars, fascinated by the
little creature’s color-changing trick, visiting in groups just to
watch the spectacle.

When Leo entered the office, Brynmor was lounging in his
chair, as usual. That day, he wore a narrow, brown tartan jacket
over a yellow shirt, complemented by a light brown scarf. His
trousers, tile-colored and flared, sat high on his waist in true
70s fashion. Behind him, Pink Floyd's "Wish You Were Here" played
softly on an old gramophone. The chameleon sat, as always,
surveying the room. But what really drew Leo’s attention wasn’t the
lizard.

A man, sporty-looking and around 35 or 40 years old, sat
opposite the principal. Leo had never seen him before. He wore a
burgundy T-shirt with a blue-green denim shirt underneath, and
sturdy Timberlands on his feet. His blue eyes gleamed beneath
slicked-back, jellied blonde hair. His beard and mustache, just a
few days’ growth, gave him a rugged look, and the lavender cologne
he wore perfumed the air. As Leo entered, the man’s face broke into
a slight, relaxed smile.

– Welcome, Leo! – Brynmor greeted warmly, gesturing to an empty
seat. – Sit here.

Leo, feeling shy, followed the principal’s invitation and sat
on the leather couch, opposite the mysterious man. His eyes scanned
the room and landed on the colorful chocolates sitting in a bowl on
the coffee table. He stared at them for a brief moment.

– Don’t be shy, Leo. Take as many as you like.

Brynmor, noticing the boy’s interest, offered
kindly.

– Thank you, sir – Leo replied, grabbing a few chocolates and
popping one into his mouth. As he chewed, Brynmor
continued:

– Leo, this is Mr. Nathan Wells. Do you remember
him?

Leo glanced at Nathan, but the man was unfamiliar. Instead,
his mind flashed back to a recent incident. Three days ago, he and
his friends, Harvey and David, had thrown stones at a butcher’s
shop window, shattering the glass before fleeing. His stomach
dropped. "Is this man the owner?" he wondered in panic. "This is
the end."

Suddenly, Leo burst out, his voice trembling:

– I didn’t break that window! I swear, it wasn’t me!

Brynmor chuckled softly and asked:

– What window?

Leo’s anxiety spiked. His mind raced through other
memories—breaking the barber shop window two weeks ago, and the
bakery’s glass twenty days before. Maybe Nathan was one of those
shop owners. He shrank back into the chair, his feet pulling closer
to him as he trembled. His hands clasped together nervously, his
brows raised in distress. In a matter of seconds, his face turned
red, his lips quivering as his eyes filled with the threat of
tears.

Nathan, sensing the boy’s fear, spoke gently, trying to put
him at ease.

– Don’t worry, son. Take it easy. I’m not who you think I am.
There’s no need to be scared. I saw you looking at a sports store
this morning, and I wanted to know why. What were you staring at
for so long?

Leo felt a wave of relief wash over him. He sat up
straighter, his hands unclenching, and took a deep breath. Brynmor
handed him a glass of water.
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– Drink this, you’ll feel better.

Leo stood, took the water, and returned to his seat, gulping
it down quickly. As he finished, Brynmor repeated Nathan's
question.

– Come on, Leo. I think I know why, but I want you to tell Mr.
Wells. Why were you looking at the display in that sports store
every day?

Leo blushed, suddenly feeling embarrassed.

– Um, well... I was looking at Robbie Fowler’s jersey. But I
wasn’t planning to steal it or anything, I promise.

– Of course, you weren’t – Nathan reassured him. – But tell me,
why were you so focused on it? I’d like to hear it in your own
words.

– I was just... dreaming.

– What were you dreaming about? Would you like to tell
me?

Leo hesitated for a moment, then spoke quietly.

– I’m a Liverpool fan. Someday, I want to play for Liverpool
Football Club. That’s my biggest dream. When I looked at the
jersey, I was imagining myself playing at Anfield.

Nathan was moved by Leo’s words. He could see the depth of
the boy’s passion for football and was struck by the vividness of
his imagination. His gaze softened as he admired the young boy’s
spirit. After a brief, silent exchange of glances with Brynmor,
Nathan reached down, picked up the sports bag beside him, and
handed it to Leo.

– Here, son. This bag, and everything inside it, is
yours.

Leo glanced at Brynmor before reaching for the large sports
bag in front of him, seeking a nod of approval. With the
principal’s subtle consent, he quickly unzipped the bag and eagerly
emptied its contents onto the coffee table. Out spilled a jersey,
shorts, leggings, a ball, cleats, socks, shin guards, and
goalkeeper gloves. His hands instinctively went for the jersey
first, holding it up to his chest with pure joy. Yes, it fit
perfectly. His happiness radiated. He then tried on the cleats, and
to his delight, realized every piece of equipment had been selected
just for him.

– This is the jersey from the display, isn’t it? – Leo asked,
his voice bubbling with excitement.

– Yes. Do you like it? – Nathan replied with a knowing
smile.

– Of course, I do! I love it! I don’t even know how to thank
you, Mr. Wells. But, um... you can take back these goalkeeper
gloves. I don’t need them—I’m not a goalkeeper.

– Who knows? Maybe you’ll be Liverpool FC’s goalkeeper one
day.

– Not a chance! – Leo shook his head emphatically. – The worst
player on the team always ends up in goal, and I’m definitely not
the worst.

– Well, it’s your choice – Nathan said with a chuckle, taking
the gloves off the table and slipping them into a plastic bag that
Brynmor handed him. He set the bag beside his shoes.

Leo could barely contain his excitement. He wanted nothing
more than to try on the jersey and all the gear he had been
dreaming of for months. His eyes lit up as he touched the ball,
stroked the jersey, and inspected the cleats with care. His
restlessness didn’t escape Brynmor or Nathan, and finally, unable
to hold back any longer, Leo asked eagerly:

– May I go now?

Nathan, however, gently declined, gesturing for him to stay a
while longer.

– Not just yet, Leo. I have something I’d like to
propose.

– Sure, go ahead.

– Do you play football, or are you just a fan of
Liverpool?

Leo leaned back in his chair, grinning mischievously, his
lips curling with pride.

– You must not be from around here, sir. Every kid in Liverpool
is born a footballer.

Brynmor interjected, smiling fondly as he spoke of Leo’s
passion.

– Mr. Wells, this boy is a football fanatic through and
through. While the other kids fly kites or play hide-and-seek, Leo
is out kicking a ball with the older boys, often breaking at least
one window a month. Every week, they organize matches against
neighborhood teams, and the games usually end in a brawl. Our
orphanage nurse spends her weekends treating cuts and bruises from
these so-called “friendly” games.

Leo turned crimson, embarrassed by the principal’s candid
words, his gaze dropping to the floor. Brynmor smiled kindly,
continuing.

– But this isn’t a complaint. I just want you to understand how
deep his love for the game runs.

– I could tell – Nathan murmured thoughtfully. He brought a
fist to his mouth, pondering for a moment, then turned back to Leo.
– I watched you play for about fifteen minutes, and I can tell
you’ve got the spirit of a true Liverpudlian. So here’s my offer:
how about you join me for a training match this weekend?

– You and me? – Leo’s eyes widened in disbelief.

– Yes, you and me.

– That sounds amazing! Are you a football manager?

– You could say that. I’m the coach for the
under-18s.

– The under-18s? Of which club? Liverpool?

– No, Everton.

Leo’s jaw dropped at the mention of Everton. His voice shot
up with excitement.

– Everton? Can I meet Wayne Rooney?

– Not this weekend, but soon enough. You might even get the
chance to play with him one day.

Leo couldn’t contain himself any longer. He leapt up from his
seat, shouting “Hooray!” and bounding around the room like a
madman. The ball he had been holding slipped from his hands,
bouncing across the floor. He chased after it, snatched it up, and
flopped back onto the couch, his face flushed with
exhilaration.

Brynmor, seeing Leo’s exaggerated joy, didn’t have the heart
to rein him in.

– Leo, take your new gear and head to your room. I need to
discuss a few things with Mr. Wells in private.

– All right, sir. – Leo stood up, beaming, and turned to
Nathan. – Thank you so much for everything, Mr. Wells. You won’t
forget to pick me up on Saturday, right?

– I won’t forget, son. You can count on it.

– Have a nice day, sir!

– Have a nice evening, Leo.

As soon as Leo left the room, Brynmor turned to Nathan with a
curious smile.

– So, you’re Everton’s under-18s coach, are you?

– That’s right. Here’s my card.

Brynmor took the card and raised an eyebrow as he looked it
over.

– Tell me something, Mr. Wells. How do you invite a boy to a
training session without knowing much about him? You hadn’t even
seen him play before today. Your time must be valuable, and I can’t
imagine you make a habit of inviting every kid you meet to try out
for the club.

– Of course not. Normally, I don’t handle new recruits. I have
four assistant coaches who scout for me. They watch the kids, and
if they see potential, they recommend them to me. But this boy...
the way he was staring at that Liverpool jersey... it wasn’t just a
glance. It was love, pure and simple. The most important trait a
footballer can have is a genuine passion for the game, and Leo has
that in spades. Together, we watched him for just fifteen minutes,
but that was enough for me to know. I’m certain this boy has a
bright future in football.

– You think he could be like Rooney? – Brynmor asked, still
processing the weight of Nathan’s words.

– Better than Rooney.

– You’re joking, right?

– I never joke about children’s futures.

Brynmor was taken aback. He had never imagined that a boy he
passed by in the corridors each day, a boy raised in the orphanage,
could be destined for such greatness. Shaking his head in wonder,
he pulled open the top drawer of his desk. From inside, he took out
several papers and handed them to Nathan.

– These are just routine documents. We need these signed to
allow a child to leave the institution for something like this.
Don’t worry, it won’t take long. I’ll help you fill them
out.

– Of course. Just show me where to sign.

said Nathan and signed the documents almost absentmindedly,
his focus elsewhere. Afterward, he and Brynmor chatted for nearly
an hour before Nathan finally left the orphanage around six in the
evening.

Nathan Wells was a man entirely devoted to his work. At 45,
he was the under-18s coach for Everton Football Club, a tall,
slightly overweight man with blonde hair and piercing blue eyes.
His life revolved around football—training young players, scouting
new talent in the streets of Liverpool, and spending his free time
watching school tournaments and street matches. Nathan had a
reputation for his dedication and his care for the young athletes
under his guidance. He maintained constant contact with his
players, helping them with their needs, ensuring their development,
and advising them on the importance of living a disciplined
life.

In his younger days, Nathan had lived as a footballer
himself, leading an orderly life until he retired at 32. After
hanging up his boots, he’d joined Everton’s youth academy,
determined to pass on his knowledge and passion. His advice to all
the young players was always the same: focus on football, and keep
your life as clean and organized as possible.

Leo, meanwhile, was thrilled with the gifts Nathan had given
him. He wore the Liverpool jersey for three days straight—eating,
sleeping, and even playing football in the orphanage’s garden while
wearing it. With his mind no longer occupied by waiting outside the
store for a glimpse of the jersey, he started walking to school on
time with Harvey and David. Yet, while he sat in class, his
thoughts were far from the lessons. He was constantly dreaming of
playing at Anfield, wearing his beloved Liverpool jersey. Every
day, he checked to make sure the jersey was still clean, dusting it
off with his hands whenever he found a speck of dirt.

On Saturday morning, at precisely 8:00 AM, Nathan arrived at
the orphanage to pick Leo up. The boy was already waiting, still
wearing the jersey and shorts, though his shoes were old, and he
carried a small bag. Together, they went to Everton's academy at
Finch Farm, where Nathan gave Leo a tour of the facilities. The
fitness center, press room, indoor pitch, recreation room, swimming
pool, and the club’s cup museum—it was all there, and it made Leo
feel like a real footballer for the first time. By the end of the
tour, Leo was buzzing with excitement. He headed to the locker
room, where he put on his new cleats, then returned to Nathan,
ready for the day ahead.

At 10:00, a training session for the under-8s began on Ground
3, and Leo joined in. He mimicked the other boys’ warm-up
exercises, determined to fit in. Despite being new, he worked hard
and quickly adjusted. He came in first during a sprint, scored two
out of three shots, and outdid the others in pushups.

After two hours of training, Leo was placed on the right wing
during a scrimmage. His energy, his speed, and his relentless
movement impressed Nathan. Five minutes into the match, Leo’s team
scored. Not long after, however, they conceded a goal. Leo’s face
fell, and tears began to well up. Nathan saw his distress and
hurried over, kneeling beside him.
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