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As I ended the day in the evening feeling very tired after having a hectic day at work, I drove slowly to my house speeding across the traffic jam. The long traffic jam is not something I expected, and I thought I had made up at the right time to evade the jam, but it seems this time around I got my guess wrong but what else can I do? Nothing it is a situation beyond my control, so the only option available is to remain patient. I felt sad and disappointed the way the traffic jam was moving slowly, the reason for all this is because it was almost the exact time that I'm supposed to be in the field where I play soccer for one of the prestigious clubs in the town. On my daily routine, it reads "on the field" always I'm supposed to have changed into my playing attires, but here I am, I think my patience had been tested to the limit. 
After a long drive of about an hour, I got to my house and quickly picked the attire and drove to our football training field in the shortest time possible. The training field was just situated some 2 kilometres away from my house. On reaching the field, my teammates were already doing physical exercises and a little bit of warm up a clear indication that I was late. I'm driven by my passion and football is my passion I can't wait to kick the ball. I started warming up after doing four laps around the field since the team members were already on the field. My favourite position is always playing as the centre back; I was called upon to join the rest in the field taking my position as number two central defences. Game day had just started.
I played for the rest of the time, and after 90 minutes the game was over and time to leave the field had come. It was one of my happiest days as I had put up one of my best game based on my analysis. I had done my statistics and was fully convinced that it was my best performance in the clubs jersey since I joined. To prove this, I had made 50 successful tackles, completed 150 successful passes and notable interceptions that could have resulted in a goal. It is statics that can be attested based on the fact that the opposing strikers we played against are one of the best around. I made life difficult for them in the sense that they did not have any shot on target. I left the field a delighted man chatting with my few team members and congratulating each other heading towards the changing room. In the changing room, i took a very fast shower of cold water and here I'm now meditating on the day as I figure out how I'm going to reach my house. The ball in wardrobe, boots still on the floor a clear indication of what the game was, putting only the boxer and holding the towel in my hands I requested my friend to take me a photo before I left the changing room.
