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The week leading up to Mateo's visit to La Masia passed with agonizing 

slowness. Every day felt like an eternity as the eight-year-old boy struggled to 

contain his excitement and anticipation. 

 

 

The prospect of seeing Barcelona's legendary academy, of training alongside 

some of the most promising young players in Spain, had consumed his 

thoughts completely. 

 

 

The System had been unusually active during this period, providing constant 

analysis and preparation for what lay ahead. 

 

 

As Mateo practiced in the orphanage courtyard each evening, the entity's 

voice offered insights and advice that went far beyond normal football 

instruction. 

 

 

La Masia will test more than just your technical abilities, the System explained 

during one particularly intense training session. 
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They will evaluate your character, your adaptability, your capacity to learn and 

grow. Be yourself, but also be ready to demonstrate the full extent of your 

capabilities. 

 

 

Mateo nodded as he worked through a complex sequence of ball control 

exercises, his touch becoming more precise with each repetition. 

 

 

The enhanced perception that the System provided allowed him to see exactly 

how each movement affected the ball's trajectory and spin, turning practice 

into a form of scientific experimentation. 

 

 

Remember, the System continued, your silence is not a weakness to be 

overcome. It is a strength that sets you apart from every other player they will 

evaluate. Use it to your advantage. 

 

 

The advice resonated deeply with Mateo's understanding of his own abilities. 

 

 

Over the months since the accident, he had learned to see his muteness not 

as a limitation but as a unique characteristic that enhanced his football 

intelligence. 



 

 

The absence of verbal communication had forced him to develop other 

senses, other ways of understanding and influencing the game. 

 

 

Don Carlos had been equally supportive during the week of preparation, 

helping Mateo understand what to expect at La Masia while managing his own 

emotions about the boy's potential departure. 

 

 

The director had seen many children leave Casa de los Niños over the years, 

but none whose absence would create such a significant void in the 

community. 

 

 

"Remember, pequeño," Don Carlos said as they sat together in his office the 

night before the visit, "this is just the beginning of a conversation. Whatever 

happens tomorrow, you will always have a home here with us." 

 

 

Mateo wrote in his notebook, then showed the page to Don Carlos: "I want to 

make you proud." 

 

 

"You already have," Don Carlos replied, his voice thick with emotion. "Every 

day, in countless ways, you make all of us proud. Tomorrow is just another 



opportunity for you to show the world what we already know... that you are 

extraordinary." 

 

 

The morning of the visit dawned clear and bright, with the kind of crisp autumn 

air that made Barcelona feel alive with possibility. 

 

 

Mateo had been awake since before sunrise, checking and rechecking his 

small bag of equipment. 

 

 

He wore his best clothes: a simple white shirt and dark trousers that Sister 

María Elena had pressed specially for the occasion, and carried his football 

with the reverence of a pilgrim bearing a sacred relic. 

 

 

The journey to La Masia took them through the heart of Barcelona, past the 

Gothic Quarter and along the wide avenues that led toward the Camp Nou. As 

they approached the training complex, Mateo pressed his face against the car 

window, trying to catch his first glimpse of the facility that had produced so 

many of his heroes. 

 

 

When the buildings finally came into view, his breath caught in his throat. 

 

 



La Masia was everything he had imagined and more: a sprawling complex of 

training pitches, residential buildings, and state-of-the-art facilities that 

seemed to pulse with the energy of young dreams being pursued with 

professional intensity. 

 

 

"Impressive, isn't it?" Josep Colomer said as he met them at the main 

entrance. "Welcome to La Masia, Mateo. Are you ready to see where 

Barcelona's future is created?" 

 

 

Mateo nodded enthusiastically, his eyes wide with wonder as they passed 

through the security gates and into the heart of the academy. 

 

 

The first thing that struck him was the sound: the constant rhythm of balls 

being kicked, coaches shouting instructions, and young voices calling out in 

the universal language of football. 

 

 

The tour began with the residential facilities, where La Masia's students lived 

during their time at the academy. 

 

 

The dormitories were simple but comfortable, designed to create a sense of 

community among the young players while providing the privacy and study 

space necessary for their academic development. 



 

 

"Education is just as important as football here," Colomer explained as they 

walked through the academic wing. "Our players attend regular classes and 

are expected to maintain high standards in their studies. We believe that 

developing the mind is essential for developing the complete footballer." 

 

 

Mateo absorbed every detail, his enhanced perception allowing him to notice 

things that others might miss. 

 

 

The way the older students interacted with the younger ones, the respect they 

showed for their coaches and teachers, and the sense of purpose that 

seemed to permeate every aspect of the facility. 

 

 

This is where champions are made, the System observed. Not just through 

technical training, but through the development of character, discipline, and 

mental strength. 

 

 

The training facilities were even more impressive than the residential areas. 

 

 

Multiple pitches of varying sizes accommodated different age groups and 

training requirements, each one maintained to the same pristine standards as 

the Camp Nou itself. 



 

 

The indoor facilities included gymnasiums, medical treatment rooms, and 

analysis centers equipped with the latest technology for monitoring player 

development. 

 

 

But it was when they reached the main training pitch that Mateo truly 

understood the magnitude of what he was witnessing. 

 

 

Barcelona's U-10 team was in the middle of a session, and the quality of play 

was immediately apparent. These boys were the same age as Mateo, but 

their technical ability and tactical understanding were remarkable. 

 

 

"Would you like to watch for a while?" Colomer asked. 

 

 

Mateo nodded eagerly, settling onto a bench beside the pitch as the training 

session continued. The System immediately began analyzing what he was 

seeing, providing detailed commentary on the players' movements, 

techniques, and decision-making. 

 

 

Notice how they maintain possession under pressure, the System noted as 

the boys worked through a complex passing drill. Their first touch is 



consistently perfect, and they always seem to know where their teammates 

are positioned. 

 

 

The observation was accurate. 

 

 

These young players demonstrated the kind of spatial awareness and 

technical precision that Mateo had only seen in professional matches. 

 

 

Their passing was crisp and accurate, their movement intelligent and 

purposeful, their understanding of Barcelona's possession-based philosophy 
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You belong here, the System said with quiet confidence. Your abilities are 

different from theirs, but they are not inferior. In many ways, they are superior. 

 

 

As the training session progressed, Mateo found himself mentally participating 

in the drills, imagining how he would approach each situation, what decisions 

he would make, and how he would contribute to the team's collective success. 

 

 

The System provided constant feedback, helping him understand the tactical 

concepts being taught and how they related to his own style of play. 



 

 

When the session concluded, the coach, a former Barcelona player named 

Carles Folguera, approached their group with the confident stride of someone 

accustomed to working with exceptional talent. 

 

 

"This must be Mateo," he said, extending his hand to the boy. "Josep has told 

me a great deal about you. I understand you have some unique qualities." 

 

 

Mateo shook hands politely, then looked to Don Carlos for support in 

explaining his communication limitations. 

 

 

"Mateo can't speak," Don Carlos explained gently. "But he understands 

everything you say, and he has developed remarkable ways of 

communicating through football itself." 

 

 

Folguera nodded thoughtfully. "I've worked with many different types of 

players over the years. Communication takes many forms, and sometimes the 

most effective messages are conveyed without words. Would you like to show 

me what you can do, Mateo?" 

 


