
Starting Line 

By Mia Chapple 
I stood there looking right down the dark green, grassy lane.  I felt a teeny bit nervous but I knew 

everyone else felt much more nervous than me.  It was the second last training before the big day 

when I go to regionals for 100m running.  A month ago I went to Zone for 100m.   

Then I heard him say it. “On your marks, get set, GO!” I sprang up from crouch start and ran.  I just 

could not help peek at the girl just behind me, coming second.  Then I leaped across the line waiting 

to get my ticket saying what I came.  When the last girl ran across the line they handed out the 

tickets.  Mine said first, as always.  I honestly cannot remember the last time I didn’t come first. 

If I didn’t run my fastest I wouldn’t come first, but that wasn’t my concern.  My concern was if I 

didn’t run my fastest my legs would feel like a big energetic tiger trapped in a small living room.  I 

walked over into the line to get my time written down.   

“Ester, what a surprise first again!” exclaimed the woman who wrote down the times.  “Great 

running girls” said my coach.   

The next week at training I got there bright and early.  Shannon was waiting for me.  The other girls 

were up, stretching.  At the end of training, Shannon was very impressed.  “Awesome running girls.  

Good luck at regionals.  I’ll be watching!”  Every night I lay in bed getting a bit more worried but also 

much more excited.  The morning of regionals I jumped out of bed, pulled on my singlet and shorts, 

put on my shoes and socks and then quickly had breakfast.  Then I jumped in the back of the car and 

mum drove me to the athletics stadium where the regionals was going to be held. 

I don’t normally get car or travel sick but I started to get nerve wracking butterflies in my stomach.  

Ideas of things that could go wrong flashed through my head as I sank down into my seat.  “Are you 

ready to try your best hon?” mum asked.  “And anyway, who really cares if you don’t come first.” My 

enthusiastic mum continued, as if she just lit up the entire car.  After mum parked the car, I grabbed 

my stuff and walked heavily over to where Shannon was meeting us.  “Ester” Shannon said excitedly 

when she saw me.  “Now girls, we’re up first so let’s get ready to run!” Shannon explained.   After we 

had stretched and gotten ready it was time to get in our starting positions.  “Shoelace check!” 

Shannon told us before we took off.  “Look, I know you feel nervous, but at least Emily is in your 

group.  She’ll look after you, and train with you Ester” Shannon said in a high pitched, excited voice.  

“Ready girls?” Shannon shouted.   

“Alright and now we have our ten year old girls starting off the competition!” shouted the lady on 

the microphone. Our hearts were pounding like mad and I wondered why you couldn’t hear a loud 

booming sound of hearts.  The audience were all clutching their hands together hoping for whoever 

(I hope it’s me) that they want to win.  The butterflies in my stomach that I had in the car were 

babies.  But now they’ve grown into one enormous, angry, red, fiery, hot butterfly flapping its wings 

like mad – like tambourines in my poor tummy.   My little five year old sister was waving around a 

pink glittery sign saying “GO ESTER” that mum had helped her with.   

OK, let’s get back to the race. 

After Tim (the man who lets you know when to run) got the start gun ready to go. It was time to run.  

“On your marks.  Get set. BANG!”  The millisecond the gun went off, I drove out of the starting 



position.  I could hear my family screaming the three lettered word at me.  R.U.N! My little sister and 

my dad were still a bit grumpy that they had to get up early but they had gotten used to it. I thought 

I might just stumble over my own two feet.  This was the longest 100m of my whole entire lifetime.   

I could also hear the extremely excited lady with the microphone shouting "ooooooohhhhhh! Who's 

gonna come first? This is so epic!" 

 

I felt like I might, we'll probably, explode, especially my heart. Finally, for what seemed like a never 

ending century, I got to the finish line. I kept running well, jogging, to try and slow down at the finish 

line but I only properly stopped five metres further than I was supposed to run. I looked at the 

judges "ooooohhhhh, who do you think came first?" I heard the judges say. "It's a tie in first place 

between Lily and Ester" one of the judges declared. Lily made her eyes narrow and squinted at me. I 

looked over at Emily. She showed me a friendly smile and I knew what she was thinking. Her smile 

was sort of a cheeky one meaning I think you came first and just watch out for Lily, she can 

sometimes be a bit snappy. That information was true, I've learned. 

 

Then a twelvish looking fancy girl walked over. She was chewing a big piece of bubble gum like mad. 

Lots of other parents started running to their children. Meanwhile, the crazy but slightly funny lady 

on the microphone shouted more details. This girl was now coming dangerously close to me and her 

sensible walking had now turned into a ridiculously fashionable catwalk. 

“What do you think you’re doing messing with my Lily?” asked the girl.  “Well, all that happened was 

that we tied first” I replied, feeling nervous.  Just then Emily appeared next to me.  “Oh little girl 

needs her best friend to help her” the annoying, fashionable teenage girl said in a babyish voice.  Lily 

smirked at me and stroked her long ponytail.   

Suddenly all the judges ran together and huddled in for a little meeting.  I had no idea what they 

were saying and I hoped that they weren’t deciding that Lily had actually come first. The main judge 

cleared his throat.  “We’ve just noticed that by about half a millisecond Ester has just come first!” 

Then the crazy lady on the microphone announced all the results.  Most people screamed with 

happiness but Lily and her sister (the annoying fashionable girl) just spat out their bubble gum and 

turned their backs. 

And so that turned out to be Ester’s favourite moment. 

THE END 

 


