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Written by Salamonie Elementary School second grader  (Warren, IN)

Narrative: WINTER TUNNELS

What— Establish the situation.

When & Where— Describe the setting.

Fix up the problem.

Who— Introduce the characters. My brother and I were making tunnels  
in a snow mound.  My brother’s tunnel broke. 
He stared at me, thinking I broke it. That’s 
when it started. 

He ambushed me with snowballs. They 
flew through the air like jets. AAHHH! I ran, 
dove, and slid into my tunnel to stay away 
from him. I got hit. I got angry. I crawl out of 
the tunnel and start throwing giant pieces of 
ice back at him. He fired back. Snow and ice 
chips were dripping down my shirt. 

Eventually I lose and go back inside. 
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My brother and I were making tunnels in a snow 
mound. My brother’s tunnel broke. He stared at me, 
thinking I broke it. That’s when it started. 

He ambushed me with snowballs. They flew 
through the air like jets. AAHHH! I ran, dove, and slid 
into my tunnel to stay away from him. I got hit. I got 
angry. I crawl out of the tunnel and start throwing giant 
pieces of ice back at him. He fired back. Snow and ice 
chips were dripping down my shirt. 

Eventually I lose and go back inside.

Narrative: WINTER TUNNELS

Written by Salamonie Elementary School second grader  (Warren, IN)
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Written by Northwest Allen County Schools fourth grader (Ft. Wayne, IN)

Narrative: THE BIGGEST SNOWBALL FIGHT!

What—Establish the situation.

Who—Introduce the characters.

When & Where—
Describe the setting.

Fix up the problem.

Wrap up 
what happens 
after the end.

Look up and reflect.

WHAM! Cold, frozen, ice chips slammed into 
my face. Whoa…? What’s going on…? It wasn’t un-
til I wiped the snow off my eyelids and fluttered my 
eyelashes that I saw them.  It was the local neighbor-
hood army. They looked like a fleet of a thousand or 
more kids. I didn’t even recognize most of them,  but 
this wasn’t the time for introductions.

I dived into the house and gathered my defense. 
They broke my window while I was in there. So I got 
my brother in this because he is the champ at throw-
ing snowballs. Also because he’s 13. 

So he gathered his snowballs in the front yard. 
When his pile was huge, we loaded it into the wagon 
and slowly pulled it to the backyard. When we got 
there, we fired one ball after another at all those 
kids. We threw them faster than they could make 
them. And when they ran away from us, we just 
pulled the wagon and chased them down. 

Out of breath, we doubled over and panted.  We 
shook our gloved fists in victory.  AAAHHHHH...   
Two against a thousand…. and we still won.
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WHAM! Cold, frozen, ice chips slammed into my face. 
Whoa…? What’s going on…? It wasn’t until I wiped the snow off 
my eyelids and fluttered my eyelashes that I saw them. It was the 
local neighborhood army. They looked like a fleet of a thousand or 
more kids. I didn’t even recognize most of them, but this wasn’t the 
time for introductions.

I dived into the house and gathered my defense. They broke 
my window while I was in there. So I got my brother in this be-
cause he is the champ at throwing snowballs. Also because he’s 13. 

So he gathered his snowballs in the front yard. When his pile 
was huge, we loaded it into the wagon and slowly pulled it to the 
backyard. When we got there, we fired one ball after another at all 
those kids. We threw them faster than they could make them. And 
when they ran away from us, we just pulled the wagon and chased 
them down. 

Out of breath, we doubled over and panted. We shook our 
gloved fists in victory. AAAHHHHH... Two against a thousand…. 
and we still won. 

Narrative: THE BIGGEST SNOWBALL FIGHT!

Written by Northwest Allen County Schools fourth grader (Ft. Wayne, IN)
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Written by Wilbur Wright Elementary fourth grader (New Castle, IN)

Narrative: MY WORST DAY EVER

My worst day ever is when  my Grandpa Bob  died. 

It was heart breaking to me. I cried for weeks and weeks until my dad 
and mom told me he wants me to be happy and he’s in a better place now. We 
watched videos of Grandpa Bob. He had a great life with a great family. He al-
ways called me Michelle because he had cancer and couldn’t remember as well.

We picked a flower to keep for ever and ever. I still have it. And the fam-
ily was there praying, while we watched them bury him on the coldest day, 
where nobody could see the sun. While the preacher was preaching, the sun 
popped out. The preacher said it was Grandpa Bob saying why are you down, 
you should be up. Everyone just cried, until I knew he was all right. I smiled 
and daddy pushed me up to the front to see everyone, and to say some stuff to 
let it out. So I did. 

I got a big reward, but nothing to hold or to spend or to play with. I got 
hugs and kisses from the family.  And that’s all I really needed after all was 
love and to know he’s in a better place. 

When & Where—
Describe the setting.

Who—Introduce
the characters.

What—Establish
the situation.

Wrap up
what happens
after the end.

Look up and reflect.
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My worst day ever is when my Grandpa Bob died. 
It was heart breaking to me. I cried for weeks and weeks until my dad 

and mom told me he wants me to be happy and he’s in a better place now. We 
watched videos of Grandpa Bob. He had a great life with a great family. He al-
ways called me Michelle because he had cancer and couldn’t remember as well.

We picked a flower to keep for ever and ever. I still have it. And the fam-
ily was there praying, while we watched them bury him on the coldest day, 
where nobody could see the sun. While the preacher was preaching, the sun 
popped out. The preacher said it was Grandpa Bob saying why are you down, 
you should be up. Everyone just cried, until I knew he was all right. I smiled 
and daddy pushed me up to the front to see everyone, and to say some stuff to 
let it out. So I did. 

I got a big reward, but nothing to hold or to spend or to play with. I got 
hugs and kisses from the family. And that’s all I really needed after all was 
love and to know he’s in a better place.

Narrative: MY WORST DAY EVER

Written by Wilbur Wright Elementary fourth grader (New Castle, IN)
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Written by Wilbur Wright Elementary fourth grader (New Castle, IN)

Narrative: JUST A PICTURE

Just a picture, funny little words aren’t they.  Just a picture, just 
a piece of paper with ink on it.  Tattered, torn, black and white, or even 
color it’s still just a picture.  To me, this picture is the best thing that 
happened to me.

I remember everything from that night, the smell of my aunt’s garage, the 
taste of sweet birthday cake.  As I touch my Papaw’s warm back and smile for the 
camera, I think nothing can harm Papaw and I.

But, as we sing “Happy Birthday” to him for the 80th time, I think, what if 
something happened to him, what would happen to me?  What would I do?  Who 
would we take out to Cracker Barrel every Friday night?

Papaw was on my mind that night, while I brushed my teeth, and wet my 
hair.  As I lay in my bed, Papaw drifts off my mind, as I drift off to a cumbersome 
sleep.

For the next 2 weeks it was the same old, same old.  My family and I took Pa-
paw out to eat like usual.  But, one Friday, my Dad and I went into Papaw’s house 
to get him, Papaw was in his chair with a fleece blanket, and his thermostat turned 
all the way up, and he was still cold.

The next day, my Aunt Linda took Papaw down to the Medi-Center in Har-
rison.  They immediately took him to Christ Hospital, were he was diagnosed with 
pneumonia.  That was on Saturday.  My family and I went and visited him on 
Sunday.

The next day, September 26, 2005, it was a Monday, and I woke up an hour 
after school had started, so I went into my mom’s bathroom, were I found her 
cheeks aglow, and her heart broken.  She then told me that my Papaw, “The Wood”, 
had died at 80 years of age.  It was the hardest thing I’ve had to get through.

That’s why this picture is so vital to me; it was taken 2 weeks be-
fore my Papaw died.  Just a picture, funny little words aren’t they.  Just 
a picture, just a piece of paper with ink on it.  Tattered, torn, black and 
white, or even color.  It’s still just a picture. Yeah right.

When & Where—
Describe the setting.

What—Establish
the situation.

Wrap up
what happens
after the end.

Look up and reflect.
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Just a picture, funny little words aren’t they.  Just a picture, just a piece 
of paper with ink on it.  Tattered, torn, black and white, or even color it’s still 
just a picture.  To me, this picture is the best thing that happened to me.

I remember everything from that night, the smell of my aunt’s garage, 
the taste of sweet birthday cake.  As I touch my Papaw’s warm back and 
smile for the camera, I think nothing can harm Papaw and I.

But, as we sing “Happy Birthday” to him for the 80th time, I think, what 
if something happened to him, what would happen to me?  What would I do?  
Who would we take out to Cracker Barrel every Friday night?

Papaw was on my mind that night, while I brushed my teeth, and wet 
my hair.  As I lay in my bed, Papaw drifts off my mind, as I drift off to a cum-
bersome sleep.

For the next 2 weeks it was the same old, same old.  My family and I 
took Papaw out to eat like usual.  But, one Friday, my Dad and I went into 
Papaw’s house to get him, Papaw was in his chair with a fleece blanket, and 
his thermostat turned all the way up, and he was still cold.

The next day, my Aunt Linda took Papaw down to the Medi-Center in 
Harrison.  They immediately took him to Christ Hospital, were he was diag-
nosed with pneumonia.  That was on Saturday.  My family and I went and 
visited him on Sunday.

The next day, September 26, 2005, it was a Monday, and I woke up 
an hour after school had started, so I went into my mom’s bathroom, were 
I found her cheeks aglow, and her heart broken.  She then told me that my 
Papaw, “The Wood”, had died at 80 years of age.  It was the hardest thing I’ve 
had to get through.

That’s why this picture is so vital to me; it was taken 2 weeks before my 
Papaw died.  Just a picture, funny little words aren’t they.  Just a picture, 
just a piece of paper with ink on it.  Tattered, torn, black and white, or even 
color.  It’s still just a picture. Yeah right.

Narrative: JUST A PICTURE

Written by Sunman-Dearborn Intermediate sixth grader (West Harrison, IN)
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Written by Riverview Middle School seventh grader (Huntington, IN)

Narrative: KEEPING MY COOL

It all started when  I let my younger sister, Laura,  wear and borrow 
my clothes, shoes, and other miscellaneous things from my closet. She’d 
wear a pair of my pants one day and my tennis shoes the next. I’d let 
Laura borrow most anything of mine. In turn, I’d wear her clothes, also. 
We were both fine with this arrangement.  My sister has been known to 
get a little messy at times, but I never worried about it before,  so I didn’t 
expect what would happen next.

Not long after I had gotten a brand new outfit, Laura wanted to 
wear it. At first, I’d thought, “Well, maybe I shouldn’t let her wear my 
new outfit since I had just recently got it.” Then I decided that it would 
be okay, but she had to be especially careful with it. The next day when 
she got dressed, I saw she had not on just my outfit, but my shoes, and 
my favorite bracelet. As it turned out, Laura failed to tell me that she was 
having art class that day at school.

I went to school that day and came home as usual, but I thought it 
strange that Laura had changed into her own clothes and she was avoid-
ing me. I finally cornered her and asked her why she had changed her 
clothes. Laura started crying as she tried to explain what happened. She 
told me that they had painted in art class that day. A little boy was tak-
ing paint to his desk to work, when he tripped and spilled non-washable 
paint all over her. Mom had to pick her up from school and take her home 
so she could change into clean clothes. I knew right away that my new 
outfit was ruined. After giving it some thought, I knew it wasn’t Laura’s 
fault that the outfit was trashed. I just let it go, even though deep down I 
wanted to cry.

After everything that happened, Laura still borrows clothes from 
me. I knew that she didn’t ruin my new outfit on purpose. Accidents hap-
pen. It turns out that the little boy felt so bad that he gave me money to 
buy a new outfit.  I guess I didn’t loose anything that day; I just gained 
more self control and maturity.

What—Establish
the situation.

What—Establish
the situation.

When & Where—
Describe the setting.

Who—Introduce
the characters.

Who—Introduce
the characters.

Wrap up
what happens
after the end.

Look up
and reflect.
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It all started when I let my younger sister, Laura, wear and borrow 
my clothes, shoes, and other miscellaneous things from my closet. She’d 
wear a pair of my pants one day and my tennis shoes the next. I’d let Laura 
borrow most anything of mine. In turn, I’d wear her clothes, also. We were 
both fine with this arrangement. My sister has been known to get a little 
messy at times, but I never worried about it before, so I didn’t expect what 
would happen next.

Not long after I had gotten a brand new outfit, Laura wanted to wear 
it. At first, I’d thought, “Well, maybe I shouldn’t let her wear my new outfit 
since I had just recently got it.” Then I decided that it would be okay, but 
she had to be especially careful with it. The next day when she got dressed, 
I saw she had not on just my outfit, but my shoes, and my favorite bracelet. 
As it turned out, Laura failed to tell me that she was having art class that 
day at school.

I went to school that day and came home as usual, but I thought it 
strange that Laura had changed into her own clothes and she was avoiding 
me. I finally cornered her and asked her why she had changed her clothes. 
Laura started crying as she tried to explain what happened. She told me 
that they had painted in art class that day. A little boy was taking paint to 
his desk to work, when he tripped and spilled non-washable paint all over 
her. Mom had to pick her up from school and take her home so she could 
change into clean clothes. I knew right away that my new outfit was ruined. 
After giving it some thought, I knew it wasn’t Laura’s fault that the outfit 
was trashed. I just let it go, even though deep down I wanted to cry.

After everything that happened, Laura still borrows clothes from me. 
I knew that she didn’t ruin my new outfit on purpose. Accidents happen. It 
turns out that the little boy felt so bad that he gave me money to buy a new 
outfit. I guess I didn’t loose anything that day; I just gained more self con-
trol and maturity.

Narrative: KEEPING MY COOL

Written by Riverview Middle School seventh grader (Huntington, IN)
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Narrative: CONFERENCE COLLISION

Written by Southern Wells High School twelfth grader (Poneto, IN)

Tension filled the spring air.  Excitement blended with nervousness and 
intensity.  Beaded sweat fell from  my face and my expressions  were as fierce 
as ever; it was no mystery  I was feelin’ it.  My first three discus throws  had 
been the best of the night, by anyone.  Those were also  my best  in a month;  
my confidence  was on high.  The date was May 15, 2009.  The event was the 
Allen County Athletic Conference Track & Field Championships.

As my warm up tosses soared through the crisp, spring air I knew they were good. 
I didn’t know until my first official, measured throw how good they actually were.  I kept 
warming up, giving much detail to my footwork in the ring.  My confidence continued 
to climb. I had been worried all week because we weren’t able to practice outside much, 
due to rain. But as the disc continued to fly perfectly out of my hand on my last warm up 
attempt, it seemed everything was going well. Everything was just the way I wanted it. 
Oh how that all changed so very quickly. I look over to see a crowd of people talking to a 
fellow thrower, that fellow thrower just happened to be Geoff G____. 

Geoff G____ was a junior from Garrett High School.  Geoff and I had become friends 
through track and football. That winter I had seen Geoff at a throwing camp I attended 
and he seemed to have gotten immensely bigger. His arms and shoulders seemed to triple 
in size, but I never thought much about it. He told me that he practiced a lot over the 
summer and had high goals.  I never thought anything of this. Until I read in the paper 
Geoff was winning meets with throws of 160+. Since my personal best was 155, which just 
happens to be the school record, it concerned me a bit. 

I’d recalled a text I’d received from Geoff saying he had broken his foot, while 
throwing. He told me all about this black boot that he was forced to wear on his foot at all 
times, obviously not making him very mobile.  Feeling sympathetic but at the same time 
excited (it sounds bad, but come on many would feel the same way) I started to ponder the 
discus throwers in the conference.  There was no one besides him that was any competi-
tion to me, no one at all!

Well as I walked over to Geoff by his team’s tent, I saw the huge protective black 
boot over his right foot.  Geoff had already informed me he was going to throw at confer-
ence, but I was still unconvinced he would be able to throw well at all, with the conditions 
of his foot. Only time would tell I guess.  As I walked into the ring for my first official 
attempt, I felt as though I was barely able to stand straight.  Shaky were my steps enter-
ing into position.  Geoff’s presence in the discus had been in the back of my mind for two 
months and I now was sure that people could tell. My body is in sync and firing on all 
cylinders. My right foot swung to the center of the ring as I went into orbit with my spin.  
My yell was heard by all and my release was as smooth as butter. “Mark!” I step down 
from the ring and wait anxiously by the tape to see how far my first throw was. “One hun-
dred and fifty feet.”  I was ecstatic, my best throw in a month!  What a huge way to start 
the night.  Stay focused, keep loose, get a good sweat going, those were all the thoughts 
going through my scattered mind at that moment.  Geoff threw right after me, since we 
were the first and second seeds.  Nervously watching, wondering, waiting, I stood by my 
dad to see just how well he could move and compete on that foot!  

When &
Where—
Describe

the setting.

Who—Introduce
the character 
(first person I).
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Fix up
the problem.

Wrap up
what happens
after the end.

Look up
and reflect.

Written by Southern Wells High School twelfth grader (Poneto, IN)

The crowd was silent; curious minds wondered the same thing I did, how far was he 
going today?  As Geoff began his spin, I could tell he was in pain by the way he pivoted on his 
bum foot.  Geoff released the disc and it flew out of bounds miserably.  I couldn’t help but to 
smile.  My second attempt had been another good throw but not as far as the first.  Much to my 
pleasure Geoff repeated his performance on his second throw, scratching once again.  With my 
confidence rising and smile growing, I stepped into the ring for my third attempt. With my roar 
comes a huge throw, one hundred and fifty one feet. Everything seemed to be going my way as 
I blissfully ran out to retrieve my discus.  It’s Geoff’s  last throw, if he doesn’t get one in bounds 
he wont advance to the finals, therefore have no way of placing in the conference.  He steps in 
and looks out at the field.  He took a power throw.  Landing in bounds, they mark his throw at 
140 feet, no big deal.

Going into the finals I was seeded first and Geoff second, which means I would throw 
very last and Geoff would be before me.  As others warmed up for the finals with more throws, 
I made myself at home in the parking lot doing sprints and stretches to keep warm and loose.  
Music jamming ear to ear, I was focused, ready, and intense. 

Four songs and two throws later, we hit the main event of the night. With less than spec-
tacular throws initially, I was still in first and increased my best to one hundred and fifty two.  
Geoff’s two throws both missed the mark and flew out of bounds.  The time came. Geoff and 
I had the last two throws of the whole meet. He would go first and I would follow him.  Geoff 
stepped in the ring and I still felt very comfortable about how things had been playing out.   He 
flew through the ring as quick as lightning and released the disc.  The disc flew… and flew… 
and flew.   “Mark”, said the judge.  Much to my dismay I was already aware his throw was far 
better than mine. “One hundred and sixty nine feet,” read the judge.  My heart dropped.  My 
dream crumbled. My hope...gone. 

 I took my last throw knowing it would take a miracle for me to win.  The throw landed 
somewhere around one hundred and fifty feet.  I dismally walked to retrieve my discus. I knelt 
to the ground acting like I was untying my shoes, and a few tears rolled down my cheeks. Be-
hind me the frenzied news-crew swarmed over Geoff.  He’d broken the ACAC conference record 
by five feet. 

I walked around by myself reflecting on all the time and hard work I had put 
into the track season. I heard the announcer call all the discus finalists to the podi-
um, I was annoyed.  I didn’t want the red ribbon that was rightfully mine, it wasn’t 
good enough.  I was only the best loser, losing is not an option.  It never has been, 
it never will be.  As I stepped up onto the podium and took my ribbon I thought 
of all the invitational’s I had won and all the meets I had dominated.  Sure I felt 
accomplished and proud, but the strongest feeling I had was none of those things.  
That feeling was the one that had Geoff G____ in my sights for the whole next year. 
I’m going to beat him, you can count on it.

Narrative: CONFERENCE COLLISION
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Tension filled the spring air.  Excitement blended with nervousness and intensity.  Beaded 
sweat fell from my face and my expressions were as fierce as ever; it was no mystery I was feelin’ 
it.  My first three discus throws had been the best of the night, by anyone.  Those were also my 
best in a month; my confidence was on high.  The date was May 15, 2009.  The event was the Allen 
County Athletic Conference Track & Field Championships.

As my warm up tosses soared through the crisp, spring air I knew they were good. I didn’t 
know until my first official, measured throw how good they actually were.  I kept warming up, giv-
ing much detail to my footwork in the ring.  My confidence continued to climb. I had been worried 
all week because we weren’t able to practice outside much, due to rain. But as the disc continued to 
fly perfectly out of my hand on my last warm up attempt, it seemed everything was going well. Ev-
erything was just the way I wanted it. Oh how that all changed so very quickly. I look over to see a 
crowd of people talking to a fellow thrower, that fellow thrower just happened to be Geoff G____. 

Geoff G____ was a junior from Garrett High School.  Geoff and I had become friends through 
track and football. That winter I had seen Geoff at a throwing camp I attended and he seemed 
to have gotten immensely bigger. His arms and shoulders seemed to triple in size, but I never 
thought much about it. He told me that he practiced a lot over the summer and had high goals.  I 
never thought anything of this. Until I read in the paper Geoff was winning meets with throws of 
160+. Since my personal best was 155, which just happens to be the school record, it concerned me 
a bit. 

I’d recalled a text I’d received from Geoff saying he had broken his foot, while throwing. He 
told me all about this black boot that he was forced to wear on his foot at all times, obviously not 
making him very mobile.  Feeling sympathetic but at the same time excited (it sounds bad, but 
come on many would feel the same way) I started to ponder the discus throwers in the conference.  
There was no one besides him that was any competition to me, no one at all!

Well as I walked over to Geoff by his team’s tent, I saw the huge protective black boot over 
his right foot.  Geoff had already informed me he was going to throw at conference, but I was still 
unconvinced he would be able to throw well at all, with the conditions of his foot. Only time would 
tell I guess.  As I walked into the ring for my first official attempt, I felt as though I was barely 
able to stand straight.  Shaky were my steps entering into position.  Geoff’s presence in the discus 
had been in the back of my mind for two months and I now was sure that people could tell. My 
body is in sync and firing on all cylinders. My right foot swung to the center of the ring as I went 
into orbit with my spin.  My yell was heard by all and my release was as smooth as butter. “Mark!” 
I step down from the ring and wait anxiously by the tape to see how far my first throw was. “One 
hundred and fifty feet.”  I was ecstatic, my best throw in a month!  What a huge way to start the 
night.  Stay focused, keep loose, get a good sweat going, those were all the thoughts going through 
my scattered mind at that moment.  Geoff threw right after me, since we were the first and second 
seeds.  Nervously watching, wondering, waiting, I stood by my dad to see just how well he could 
move and compete on that foot!  

Narrative: CONFERENCE COLLISION
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Written by Southern Wells High School twelfth grader (Poneto, IN)

Narrative: CONFERENCE COLLISION

The crowd was silent; curious minds wondered the same thing I did, how far was he going 
today?  As Geoff began his spin, I could tell he was in pain by the way he pivoted on his bum foot.  
Geoff released the disc and it flew out of bounds miserably.  I couldn’t help but to smile.  My sec-
ond attempt had been another good throw but not as far as the first.  Much to my pleasure Geoff 
repeated his performance on his second throw, scratching once again.  With my confidence ris-
ing and smile growing, I stepped into the ring for my third attempt. With my roar comes a huge 
throw, one hundred and fifty one feet. Everything seemed to be going my way as I blissfully ran 
out to retrieve my discus.  It’s Geoff’s  last throw, if he doesn’t get one in bounds he wont advance 
to the finals, therefore have no way of placing in the conference.  He steps in and looks out at the 
field.  He took a power throw.  Landing in bounds, they mark his throw at 140 feet, no big deal.

Going into the finals I was seeded first and Geoff second, which means I would throw very 
last and Geoff would be before me.  As others warmed up for the finals with more throws, I made 
myself at home in the parking lot doing sprints and stretches to keep warm and loose.  Music jam-
ming ear to ear, I was focused, ready, and intense. 

Four songs and two throws later, we hit the main event of the night. With less than spec-
tacular throws initially, I was still in first and increased my best to one hundred and fifty two.  
Geoff’s two throws both missed the mark and flew out of bounds.  The time came. Geoff and I had 
the last two throws of the whole meet. He would go first and I would follow him.  Geoff stepped in 
the ring and I still felt very comfortable about how things had been playing out.   He flew through 
the ring as quick as lightning and released the disc.  The disc flew… and flew… and flew.   “Mark”, 
said the judge.  Much to my dismay I was already aware his throw was far better than mine. “One 
hundred and sixty nine feet,” read the judge.  My heart dropped.  My dream crumbled. My hope...
gone. 

 I took my last throw knowing it would take a miracle for me to win.  The throw landed 
somewhere around one hundred and fifty feet.  I dismally walked to retrieve my discus. I knelt 
to the ground acting like I was untying my shoes, and a few tears rolled down my cheeks. Behind 
me the frenzied news-crew swarmed over Geoff.  He’d broken the ACAC conference record by five 
feet. 

I walked around by myself reflecting on all the time and hard work I had put into the track 
season. I heard the announcer call all the discus finalists to the podium, I was annoyed.  I didn’t 
want the red ribbon that was rightfully mine, it wasn’t good enough.  I was only the best loser, los-
ing is not an option.  It never has been, it never will be.  As I stepped up onto the podium and took 
my ribbon I thought of all the invitational’s I had won and all the meets I had dominated.  Sure I 
felt accomplished and proud, but the strongest feeling I had was none of those things.  That feel-
ing was the one that had Geoff G____ in my sights for the whole next year. I’m going to beat him, 
you can count on it.


