DIÁLOGOS ORIGINALES CORTOMETRAJE:


By that time, I had stopped making illusions about being professional, but there was a thing that I liked to imagine, How it would be to stop a penalty. 

	Rober
Probably, each one of us had found a personal target to keep playing football.

Anyway, none of us would have left the team if Javi wouldn’t have quit.

Javi had been our coach during the last three seasons. In season 93-94 we thought that he wouldn’t be able to train us, because he would be at university, and would have a lot of things to do, but he failed the final exams, and had to repeat level, so he stayed with us.
Come on kids, we have finished, come here. Well trained today. Well, you know, this Saturday we play against first clasificated, so be careful. They seem to have a very tall guy...

I am pretty sure that we all wanted that Javi would have a successful life, that he would get to be someboy, but, although we never told him, we were happy when he repeated.

¿ok? Let´s go home guys.

The municipal league was played every Saturday morning.
My father worked as a waiter from Monday to Friday, and he arrived late at home.
On weekends he used to connect his radio station, so he didn´t come with me to the matches.   

How is the national route in Zaragoza?

My father always was a busy man. 
Alpha Zulu is telling me that there has been a collision.

Wait a sec. Goodby son.

Good luck! Change the frequency, cut and over.

On match days we all met at the school’s gate.

One week, Javi started to come by car, and since that day, everyone wanted to go with him.

Huh, Huh, Huh! We are going to win! Let’s go Real Madrid! Let’s go Real Madrid!
Javi only had one problem. He was Barcelona’s supporter.

Almost everyone in my team supported Real Madrid or Atlético, but when the Barcelona started to win leagues, people started changing. I would never change Real Madrid for anything in the world.
Real Madrid should have won the last two leagues, but in the last match, they lost in Tenerife, and finally Barcelona won.

What´s up fellows, this year Real Madrid is fucked up, isn´t it?

Nevertheless the Barça is fucking georgeus.

You have a shitty team, my friends.

By those days, Javi laughed at us, he allways come with a Barcelona T-Shirt, and he told us:   

With Butragueño, Paco butterhands Buyo, and Fernado
Karate kid Hierro.

You like my t-shirt don’t you? I know you love it. If I get some money, I will buy Tenerife’s one.

Bastard. Once a month, when we have finished training, we went to the shopping mall that they had opened in the neighbourhood.

We always told our parents that we were going to cinema, but many times, we went with Javi to play videogames.

Waste my allowance in just one day and get late at home, what else could I ask life for?

Since Javi started bringing his girlfriend to the matchs, there was one place less in his car.

It is true that Javi seemed to be more silent those days, but we thought that he was like us, he didn’t have much to talk about with girls.

Also, that year the Deportivo of Coruña was going to win the championship, and even Madrid or Barça had a nothing to do.

But one day, when we had just played half of the tournament, Javi was very strange in the car. It was also strange watching him talking with my friend´s parents, instead yelling us as he used to.

Marquitos will not play anymore, he is a looser.

And the strangest thing was when, after being very close to tie a match, he didn´t congratulate us as always did, in fact, he gathered us and told:

Kids, I am sorry, but I have to quit. My studies are getting worse, I have had some problems, and I have to start working. The Monday training seems to be difficult, but I will try to come and see you some matches, ok?

All of us were desolated, and after a silence, Javi told us: Good luck with everything, and he left.
Jorge said that it could be a lie, and that Javi had been employed to train a better team.

Other said that he was doing the military service, and Julio, who was a flipped out was telling that he had to leave the town because he had problems with the gypsies of the district.
We all laughed at him, but when three monts had passed, and nobody had seen Javi, we started to belive that, maybe, Julio was right.

Raúl´s father started to train us. He worked, so we cancelled the Monday training, but we kept playing the matches; it wasn’t the same. 

In fact, I think that many of us kept going because Javi told us that he would come to see us some day, but that day never came, so we lost the illusion for playing matches that we always lost.

When the spring league started, they weren’t able to join enough people to the team, so we didn’t participate.

That year, Deportivo de la Coruña missed a penalty kick that would have made them champions, so the Barcelona won the league again.

Anyway, it had been some time since that Madrid had any chance to win, so I was not interested in football.

Also, I started to enjoy the value of the secrets.

Hey, look, there is Javi.

I saw Javi some time after. I thought about telling him something... but our time had finished.

Oh, I never knew how does it feel to stop a penalty. Probably, It wasn’t my destiny.
	


