There was nothing else I could do and nobody I could ask for help that day.

It was the day I had been waiting for a long time. My favourite football team was coming to London and I was going to watch it. The tickets were booked and my friend Harry, who I was going with, was ready to go. Everything was ready ad the only thing I should do is just to come to London from Coalville. It would take about two hours and I thought it won’t be a problem. I prepared my car, called Harry, saying I would be on time and went to London, looking forward to the match. It was early morning and there were no Carson the road. The weather was rainy and the road was slippery but nothing could spoil my mood: I was going to the greatest football event of the year! But suddenly I lost control and my car went off the road and bumped a post. There was no limit to my shock. I convulsively started to call technical service and Harry but found that the battery on my mobile was too low and the only thing I could hear  was “ Hello” at the other end of the line. AsI have already told I was early morning and there were no cars on the road. There was nothing I could do. My mobile didn’t work and nobody could see me. The only hope was to meet somebody going the same road to London so early but usually people go there later. There forty minutes left before the match and I was sitting and waiting for a miracle.

There was nothing else I could do and nobody I could ask for help…
