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Soccer =My life
	“Colton, get up! We have to leave in 30 minutes!” shouted my father down the hallway. I heard these words over and over again every Saturday for most of my life. I launched myself out of bed, gently nudging my sleeping cat who responded by hissing at me,” Good morning to you too.” I replied back, I quickly search my room for all my gear and rushed towards the car. “Where’s your cleats?” asked my dad “crap!” I replied and rushed backed up the stairs to get them. “How did you forget your cleats?” asked my dad, “were going to be late.” I said, I rest my head against the seat and off we go. As we arrive at the field my dad leans over and says “Remember Colton if you have the shot take it, don’t pass it to someone else.”” Okay dad”, I replied as I grabbed my gear and ran towards my team.
	My chest starts to beat faster and faster as game time approaches, the smell of grass and sweat fills my nose. I glance over at the sideline; my eyes catch my dad’s eyes it’s as if he’s saying, “Don’t let me down or make me proud son.” The whistle sounds, the ball rolls forward and the game begins, the other team grabs an early lead by placing the ball right ball are goalie who for some reason wasn’t paying attention, “Damn” I said to myself.  We quickly get back two goals and start to control the game by playing keep away with the other team; the ball finally rolls out of play “corner” yells the referee. Both teams swarm the penalty box waiting for the ball to be kicked, words are exchanged and the ball is kicked I step on the guys foot whose guarding me and I jump and place the ball in the back of the net with my head. The sense of relief comes over me knowing that I scored a goal.  The final whistle sounds and the feeling of relief comes over me we won 3 to 1 and I scored a goal, I grabbed my gear and head towards my dad and prepared myself for what my dad has to say. “Good game, nice goal” was all he said to me. “What!” I thought to myself, you’re not going to tell me what I did wrong while I was playing.
	We arrived home and before I could get out of the car my dad leans over to me and tells me to grab your brother and meet me in the backyard were going to practice something’s.” Great I just played a whole game and now I have to practice.” My brother and I hustle to the backyard to get this thing over with. My father gives us this speech” I know this sucks but you guys aren’t playing that crappy recreation ball anymore, you’re playing competition soccer now and these practices in between your games and other practices will help you out in the long run with high school soccer and Iife in general.” My dad’s practices in the backyard usually consisted of me and my brother running a couple hundred yard sprints in the back yard and various passing drills and shooting balls in the back of a horribly made net.  I was only ten but I understood that playing competition was going to require a lot out of me. We practiced 3 times a week and had two games a week. We travelled to various cities and sometime out of state for tournaments but I never understood it would help me out in life.  I did make the varsity high school team as a freshman.
	As I got older I realized that I didn’t really have a social life and I decide that I wanted one, I would try and get out of practicing at home but my dad was always there to get after me and to continue to work and work at soccer .My father and I didn’t have the best of relationship’s we were always at each other’s throats over pretty much everything from grades to who I was hanging out with and to me it always seemed to me that soccer was the only thing that I did in my life to ever really make him proud of me. I asked my mother why dad pushed soccer so much on me. She replied that “your dad played soccer his whole life and so did he’s brothers and so will you, my dad always said that it helped him become the man he is today.  After that conversation with my mother I decided to just deal with my dad always getting on me about soccer so I continued to play soccer until I was too old to play soccer anymore and to make sure that he would have something to be proud of me for.
	As I’ve gotten older now and that I’m unable to play soccer due to my age and that I obtained too many injuries to my head I would often find myself pulling up to my old high school soccer field to take in the smell of the grass and ponder on past games, goals that I scored and of course to reflect on all injuries that I occurred to me. Those memories are something that I’ll never forget and those horrible practices after games with my dad in the backyard that. I can’t help but to think of the words that my father said to me about playing soccer and that it would help you out in your in life still sound in my head to this day. I can honestly say that by playing soccer it helped me out in so many ways. I get along great with others because I played a team sport and I can work in teams and me the desire to finish everything that I started in my life. Most importantly during that time in my life the friends that I was hanging out with started to get into all sorts of trouble with the law to drugs and because of my dad making me practice after my soccer games and always pushing me to get better and better, it helped me to stay away from those bad influences that are around in the world today that got a hold of my friends early in their lives. Because of soccer, and traveling all over the United States, I was able to make friends in all classes of life. Someday I will do the exact same thing that my dad did to me because i truly believed that soccer and those horrible practices with my dad greatly  affected my life in a good way and I’m thankful for that.
