If math is like a race, then I am last place
When it comes to math, I am the slowest
I run as  quick as i can
My lungs out of breath
 Yet still, I am last place

As I glance up ahead of me
My eyes spot the all time race winner.
With a smile that’s bright, they zoom right past
I wish I was as smart and could finish at last.

The numbers and letters twist and they twirl
In my head, they all  dance and make my head swirl
However I cannot give up, I’ll keep on trying 
i’ll stretch my brain like a runners long stride
One day I will catch up and take it in pride.

Even if im falling behind, in the race of my life
Im learning that each step helps me learn and see
Math is just a challenge, and I wont let it defeat me




