
 

 

Years 11 & 12 
3rd Place: Olusegun Adeniran 
Year 12, Carey Baptist College 
 

Ready to Run 
 
Running to me is more than it is for most people.  
 
To me, running is more than an evolutionary mechanism, a light-hearted competition or 
even a way to stay fit. To me, running is a state of freedom – freedom from the nerves 
you felt before the line, freedom from worries and troubles, and especially freedom to be 
yourself. When you run, you find yourself in this freedom, and it is here you learn so 
much more about yourself – how much grit you have, how much dedication you can 
bring to the table, and how fierce you can be under pressure. And paired with the 
feeling of victory – the feeling that out of seven other competitors, you were better than 
them; you were the best, running wasn’t just an aspect of life – it became life.  
 
That is why, whether it was long distance, short distance; sunny weather or rainy 
weather; on an empty stomach, or a full one, I could – no, I would – run anything. That 
is why I dreamed of being an elite runner, running at the Olympics with crowds of 
supporters cheering my name. And that is why I was standing in front of this very line. I 
held my finger up – there was a slight headwind; there was something in the air and it 
was clearly against me. However, the commotion of the crowd was loud – and as I was 
the reigning champion, they were for me. So, would the conditions be my fall, or would I 
rise to the occasion?  
 
Only my running prowess would tell. The competition and atmosphere were strong, with 
the loudspeakers booming, crowds cheering, and adrenaline rushing, but even through 
it all, I breathed in and focused on the dew shimmering on the morning grass.  
 
And at the sound of the gun, I was off.  
 
It’s hard to describe the sensations in a race. You’re running fast, but the snapshots – 
the little glimpses to the left or right – last; they stay with you. I came first to nobody’s 
surprise, but unlike other races, I couldn’t quite celebrate yet. I was going to interschool 
– a race of the fastest kids from several schools. I had run interschool in my primary 
school days, but as I was now in high school, it was a competition of the city, not the 
town – there would be fiercer opponents. But I was ready, having run interschool 
multiple times before with great success.  
 
Before I knew it, like a severe case of déjà vu, I was at the line again. But this time, 
there were objectively faster opponents. My game face was on, but I overheard some 
banter at the start of the race, and I just couldn't help but listen. They were all talking 
calmly, like they had been in this position before. Needless to say, the competition was 
fierce. My attention was caught at the booming “on your marks!” Silent tension filled the 
air. I was in the right position, the spring from my legs ready to explode, and as the 



 

 

loudspeaker boomed “get set,” I felt so, but was I really? This was then followed by a 
“go!” and before I knew it, I was gone.  
 
I got off to a good start, even taking the lead by the 30-metre mark. I felt good, my body 
pushing against the momentum of the wind, however, by the 50-metre mark, two 
challengers seemed to have the edge over me; I went from seeing nothing in front, to 
their whole bodies. I was running with all my speed, but they just seemed to run quicker 
– they somehow seemed to receive a sudden injection of pace just when they needed it, 
and they weren't slowing down.  
 
Surprised by the fight of these two new challengers, I did everything to catch up - I 
tensed, I breathed deeper and I did everything in my power to make my legs move 
quicker – you could tell I wasn’t used to not being first. But unfortunately, I did all of 
these things to no avail, as at the 50-metre mark, they were well and truly ahead. It was 
then I started panicking. The joy I gained from running was being sapped. My 
competitive fight was being drained. The thought dawned on me: I could lose. I. could. 
lose. See, I had been the best in my primary school for years, and I thought I would 
remain at that position in high school – there had been no alternative the whole of my 
life, and I was determined not to let that change.  
 
But I just couldn't do it. It was close to the 70-meter mark, and I was in such a deep 
state of panic, taking too many glimpses left and right, that before I knew it, I was 
crashing into the weight of the world; I had tripped. There were still challengers behind 
me, but my gaze was on the athletes ahead – I stared at them until my face met the dirt. 
Time seemed to stand still as my arms led my body in recovery – I heard the footsteps 
of my competitors run past and conceded that it was truly over for me.  
 
I got up, and with adrenaline, and likely cortisol coursing through my veins, I had 
nothing else to do but to finish. At this point, the others had crossed the finish line. I 
thought the crowd would be against me, focusing instead on those who passed me. 
However, the echoes of the crowd now seemed to all be cheering for no one other than 
me. But unlike my daydreams, it wasn’t for my victory – it was in my utter loss. With 
tears in my eyes, I finished the race.  
 
I won pity, but I didn’t win first place – openly, and in my heart.  
 
But as I sat on the bus, something dawned on me. Even though I still didn't win, I knew 
through blood, sweat, and tears that I have improved myself, and that my dedication 
while running would lead somewhere. It’s funny, ‘cause they call it the 100 metres, but 
the pain, suffering, strive and energy before, during and after, is equivalent to that of a 
marathon. I still loved running, it still made me free, and it still brought out the better in 
me. I would train, keep on being dedicated and keep on running, and while I may not 
become an Olympic sprinter, you bet next year at interschool, more than ever, I would 
be . . .  
 
Ready to run. 


