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                                          July 1st: The Day That Can Make You or Break You
              Tracing back my steps, wondering how did I let this moment slip away last year. Was it 
the tires? The Engine? Was I not focused enough? Finding out what went wrong in last years 
race is practically impossible. Everything seemed to be formulated perfectly but somehow I fell 
just a little short and finished in second place for the second straight year. The disappointment 
on my mother’s face and all the others who were expecting me to win has made me think twice 
on whether I should participate in this year’s race or not, but I am destined to accomplish what 
I’ve been anticipating to do for the past two years. Two weeks away from July 1st, the big day, in 
which every toddler from ages 5-10 gather together and race around the block in our custom 
made motorcycles to see who’s the best on the block. Kate, the next door neighbor, oh how 
much I despise her. The one who has triumphed over me for the past two years in this event. A 
9 year old blond girl, who wears pigtails just about everyday of the week. Looking towards my 
Window, staring at Kates hideous motorcycle, along with her exaggerated use of pigtails and 
how her mother incorporates the color of her clothes together only makes me wonder what 
goes on in that home. Her recent trend in clothing has been overalls, and I’m excessively 
convinced that she has taken this style from me, no one can wear overalls like I do. The engine 
I’ve been generating for the past month is intended to accelerate faster and be more durable 
than my previous motorcycle from last year, Hopefully this engine can grant me the trophy I’ve 
been aspiring to have for the past two years. Maybe my new modernized Minnie Mouse 
motorcycle can beat her this time. Just hearing the date July 1st gets my adrenaline going, I can 
only imagine the gratifying emotion and bragging rights that is acquired when someone wins 
this race. The only obstacle standing in front of me is Kate. I’d be lying if I said I never thought 
of just taking my engine and lobbing it across her window in hopes that it’ll hit her right in the 
head. Mom says to take a break and relax until the day of the race arrives. Fast forward two 
weeks, the day has finally arrived. The moment that will shape who I become throughout my 
childhood. All 10 of us toddlers lined up in one row. Helmets secured, both feet cemented to 
the peddles, perseverance and enthusiasm is what you can read from my facial expression as I 
await for the countdown. All engines are roaring with heavy intense sounds, except for mines. It 
seems to be whispering rather than roaring but my attention is on the finish line rather than the 
sound. The countdown ends and not a single progression was made towards the finish line. 
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