
The Race 

 The day began like any morning before a meet.   But today would be different; it was the Regional Meet, the meet 

where only the top four places would go on to compete in the State Meet after months of grueling practice and a hundred 

other painful meets.   

At last, the time came: “Girls, find your starting places.”  We shuffled around, each made our last minute 

adjustments, and carefully set our bodies in a running stance position.  “On your marks...Get set...Go!”  As soon as that 

familiar crack rang in my ears, I could feel energy surging through my veins, pumping through my muscles.  High knees.  

Light steps.  Land on the toes.  Use your arms.  Breathe in, breathe out.  I started silently singing a song in my head, 

attempting to suppress the feeling of my calves tightening up, my lungs shrinking, my hands cramping.  I began the 

mental countdown of “Only eight more laps to go,” as I continued the routine trek around the circular track. 

 Finally, the end was near.  Only one more lap to go.  As I began to pick up my pace for the final 400 meters, I 

looked around me to discover that only three runners were ahead of me.  I was in fourth place!  If I could maintain my 

position for a little over sixty seconds, I could compete in the State Meet.  I began to curve around the first bend in the 

track, when I heard the distant breath of another competitor rapidly increasing in volume and sounding nearer with every 

passing second.  I resolved not to let her pass me and lengthened my stride.  And then it happened. 

 Just as I stretched out my leg, the girl attempted to cut in from the second lane and take the place just ahead of 

me.  As she took a step in, our legs tangled for a moment of confusion until I released my foot and was free.  Time 

seemed to pause for an instant when I realized that the heavy breath next to my ear had dissipated.  I looked to my side, 

and there was no one there.  I stopped, turned around, and was horrified to find the girl sprawled across the inner lane.  I 

started to jog back a few feet to see if she was ok when I was startled by the screeching cry of my coach—“Don’t stop!  

What are you doing?  Keep running!”   

I looked to see her shouting and motioning frantically for me to continue around the track before the group of girls 

behind me caught up.  In a split-second decision, I conceded to my coach’s will, and began to jog and quicken into a 

sprint, looking behind me whenever I could.  The last three-hundred meters of the race seemed to last even longer than 

the previous seven laps.  I defiantly wiped my face, attempting to dry the tears slowly welling up at the corner of my eyes.  

I finally reached the final curve in the track that straightened into the last one-hundred meters.  I gathered all the strength I 

had reserved just for this moment, and sped into a sprint, hardly noticing the clapping audience and the buzz of their 

cheers whizzing past me.  Gasping for breath, my tired feet finally crossed the painted white stripe indicating the finish 

line.   

I finished in fourth place.  I qualified for State.  But all I could think of was the fallen girl who had now disappeared 

from the track, and I could no longer restrain the persistent tears behind my eyes.  After I had finally rehydrated and 



checked in with my elated coach, I began searching for the girl.  I spotted her on the football field and quickly jogged over 

to her.  I apologized for what had happened and assured her that it was completely an accident and not at all intentional.  

Before the girl could respond, her coach angrily approached me and chided me for my selfish behavior.  This reinforced 

my already growing feelings of guilt, even though I knew that it was an unfortunate mishap that could not have been 

avoided. 

 I later ran into the girl at the State Meet, and she apologized for her behavior and that of her coach.  Throughout 

the following years, she and I ran into each other quite often at different meets and races, and would always find each 

other to see how the other was doing.  Although I wouldn’t wish to relive the agony I underwent, both physically and 

emotionally, the day of the Regional Meet that year, it is a day I will never forget, because of what I learned about myself 

and about the world.  Despite the fact that I no longer run competitively in track, throughout that time I learned valuable 

lessons and developed priceless principles that I strive to apply as I continue to run the race of life each day. 

 

ANALYSIS 

Although I shared only a simple story about one event in my life, I revealed several characteristics of my 

personality, as well as my views about the world.  For example, one inference someone could make about me based on 

the story I told is that my instinct is to stop and help someone in need, even in a tight situation.  When I accidentally 

tripped the girl, my immediate reaction was to stop and help her even though it would mean losing my place in 

the state competition.  However, I also revealed that I am susceptible to pressure, from peers or even a coach. 

Because I followed my coach’s instructions to run ahead, I sacrificed my own view to be obedient to her.  Lastly, 

someone could infer that I view all of the experiences in my life, even the bad ones, as learning opportunities.  In the 

conclusion of the story, I stated that I was grateful for what I had learned about myself and the world on that day, 

and that I still apply principles I learned from track to my own life.  Rather than view incidents as fleeting, I view 

each experience in my life as a defining moment.  With just a simple story about one experience, I have shared who I 

am and how I view my life. 


