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“Track and Field”


The significant and extensive place where I love is the track field, where it’s just you and the track. What could happen? Who could lose? Who could win? In Track and Field, you will never know.


Running track and field is a very hard and difficult task. Track is an individual sport, even though a track has relays (four people on one team). Track is a sport where you have to be mentally, physically, and emotionally ready to compete with others like yourself. Track is a very good way to stay in shape.


What could happen is a very good question that wonders my mind. When I was about five years old, I began to run track. I didn’t like track at first, but with a little training and practicing I became very good at it. Still this very day at eighteen years old, I love track and field. I remember my very first big important track meet, it was May the fourth two thousand, I was in the seventh grade and it was Nationals. I had never been out of the Texas area. The track meet was held in Tree line Top, Oregon a small city near Portland. As soon as I walked in there were tiny little gold medals hanging from the ceiling. The stadium was full of people cheering with excitement. I was so nervous and afraid of defeat because I was being supported by family, friends, teammates, and my coaches. So I warmed up, and sat by myself, and prayed: Dear Heavenly Father, please give me the strength, the endurance, the speed, and the ability to finish my race. They only gave us a short while to get ready. A few minutes passed and a small woman got up and stated “ON YOUR MARKS, SET,” and a black rusty thing went off. I shot out of the blocks like a bullet as if I was a rocket blasting off. Blood pumping and my heart rushing with thrill. I was running as fast as I could to win the race. The race was over. I had won first place! After I had finished the race, I was greeted with an ice cold cup of water and a reporter asking all kinds of questions. I was too tired to say anything so I just nodded. By then teammates, coaches, family, and friends joined me on the field. My coach came to me and said “Were you afraid?” I said YES, exhaustedly. Then he said, “Good Job, Fresh, that was a fast time”.

Just because I was so good and fast I had been offered the experience of running in Houston, Austin, Georgia, Tennessee, Oregon, and Mississippi to run in track meets. I look at my life and I think that I am so blessed. I have GOD to thank for my talent. So as I look forward in the future to my track career, I hope that one day I will be able to make it and run on the best track team in the world; The Olympics Team(USA). I know that it will take hard work, dedication, discipline, and self-pride to make it and desire to finish the race. I know that it’s just getting started here at Huston-Tillotson College. I LOVE to compete, it gives me a rush. You win some, you lose some, but you live to compete again.


 Track and field is a good sport and I adore it. I hope to become very good at it. Track and field is a very physical, mental, and emotional sport. 

