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The Chase on the Track

To the sound of the gun’s crack,
My heart races as I hear other spikes running on the track.
The sprinters among me blazes, swift and strong,
A fleeting shadow, gone too long.
Every event in track takes strong courage and strength,
Taking off and running can help jumpers fly to a great length.

The throwers spin, their power to an extraordinary height,
When I start off running on the track I reach amazing flights.
From when the relays pass the baton with care,
A dance of trust, a bond they share.
Four hearts and souls in sync, their steps aligned,
Victory won by team and time.
Speeding down the lane, my heart beats fast,

Chasing the wind, I will not be last.
Footsteps pound with power and grace,

Striding ahead, I own this race.

The track is long, but I push through, Each breath I take feels strong and true.

Victory waits at the finish line, With every step, the gold is mine.


And in the stands, the cheers resound, 
For every amazing athlete on the ground.
In track and field, they all compete,
Where grits and passions always meet.
A world of motion, fierce, delighting and free,
Unfolds in vibrant harmony.
Awaits the gun’s sharp echoing,
And then, like thunder feet take flight.
Upon the track where dreams ignite,
Beneath the floodlights’ steady light,
The relay teams, with batons passed,
Proves to us that unity can make us fast.

The distance runner, steadfast, bold,
Knows battles fought in heat and cold.
Each mile a trial, each step a fight,
Each finish line is a burst of light.
As for many track meets that takes place as Traz Powell stadium,
They run fast as the bottom of their spikes hit the ground with their vanadium.
Feet strike the track in a steady refrain, A rhythm that pulses, that echoes, remains.

The tempo builds-fast, then faster still, Legs like drumbeats, powered by will.

The wind hums low in a whispered tune, The final stretch comes all too soon.

A burst, a sprint, a last refrain, Then silence sings-the race is slain.


