Second Place

By Julia Toney

Once there was a little girl named Emma.  No matter how hard she tried at contests she always came in second place.  One day she was with her friends in the park.  Jason told the other kids he was very, very fast and said he could beat anyone in a race.  A race! I’ve never run a race before! Maybe I can win first place this time! I’m really fast! Emma thought.  Everyone thought that Jason was the fastest kid in the park.  They all started to talk about something else.  Then Emma stepped forward. 

“I can beat you in a race!” she said. “I’ve seen you run! You’re not that fast!” Jason looked at her and told her that he would have a race with her. All the kids came up to Emma and said she would do really well in the race…but that Jason was really good too. 

The race was set.  Jason sat on the bench, watching the pigeons eat some yummy buttery popcorn someone had spilled on the ground.  All the kids stood behind the bench and cheered.  Some cheered for Jason and some cheered for Emma.  Jason hopped off the bench and Emma looked down at his shoes. “Uh oh! Jason, you forgot to tie your shoes!” said Melanie, one of the girls in the crowd. 

“It’s okay,” Jason said, looking down at his shoes and not tying them.  It was time to race and Emma and Jason were ready.  Emma had butterflies in her stomach! 

Jason and Emma stood at the bench and waited.  Melanie stood on the side. “Ready! Set!” she announced.  Emma got ready to run. “Go!” 

Emma ran to the tree as fast as she could, with Jason right behind her.  She touched the smooth tree trunk and turned around to run back to the bench.  Halfway there, Emma heard a yell and turned around, stopping.  The kids had stopped cheering and the park was quiet except for the birds chirping in the trees.   

Jason had tripped over his shoelace and fallen on the ground.  He had skinned his knees and was crying! 

Instead of running to the bench and being in first place for the first time in her life, Emma ran over to Jason and helped him up. “Ow!” Jason cried as he put his arm around Emma’s shoulder and they walked slowly over to the bench. They both reached the bench together, and Jason touched it first. The kids cheered and ran over to hug Emma and Jason.  Emma smiled. 

Emma had not been first.  She had gotten to the bench second, putting her in second place. Emma didn’t win that race, but from then on she didn’t care about winning or losing. What really matters is how you play the game.  Emma could have won that race but instead of wanting to win, she wanted to help out her friend when he got hurt. 

Emma had always wanted to be first, but this time, second place felt pretty good.       

