
It has been nearly a month since I retired my last Casey County jersey; my most treasured one, at that.  Track has been a way of life for me for the past five years.  I certainly never knew at my first practice in ‘98 how important and dear the sport would become to me.


I have already dealt with the retiring of other Rebel jerseys in my senior year, but nothing would prepare me for having to pack away the Columbia blue singlet that received, as well as gave, respect on the track.  Track has been an awesome experience for me.  Sometimes I thought it was a bad experience, but now I know it was all for the good.  There were times when I questioned my sanity for running around in circles until I threw up.  What fun is it to run yourself into oblivion, until you can’t open your eyes, or even talk?  Only those who have experienced that pain know what a thrill  it is to work like that and win a race.  


What I’ve learned, however, is not only how fun it is to win.  More importantly, I’ve learned that the satisfaction of track lies in personal success.  Going beyond one’s imagination of possibility.  Testing the limits of the human heart.  Talk to any true track athlete.  Sure, they want to win.  But they would rather get second place and set a new personal record, rather than win and get nowhere close to a best time.


I don’t want to knock any other sports, because I know all of them require dedication, hard work, and more.  But I honestly hold dedicated track athletes above any other athlete.  It is in a sense the purest sport.  The first mankind ever knew: Running.  Pure talent against talent.  No one to fall back on or teammate to rely on, no referee to blame, no ball to protect.  Simply guts and speed.  It takes a special person to excel in the world of track and field.  That is why I have the utmost respect for anyone who truly competes in the sport.

I hold true to what I’ve always said:  I would not trade anything for what I’ve learned and experienced through track.  I am amazed when I think of how many friends and memories I have made over the past five years.   The sport has taken me to both ends of the spectrum when it comes to emotion.  From ‘the thrill of triumph to the agony of defeat’.  Certain pictures and music  bring cold chills to me  because of the great memories they evoke.  Somewhere along the way, track became my life, a part of me forever.  Even now, I go over to Casey’s  track and just sit sometimes when I need to get away.  It has been my second home and my sanctuary.  It can hold such serenity while at the same time producing such adrenaline.  For me, there is nowhere like it in the world.  And the same is true for the sport.  There is nothing like IT in the world.  That is why I wouldn’t trade anything for my time in the track program.  I owe it a great deal.  It has shaped me into the person I am now.   

Next year, I will suit up in maroon and silver as a freshman for the Bellarmine Knights, but the Columbia blue will forever run through my heart.  Everyone who has been a part of Casey’s track team - past, present, and future, is family to me.  Coach Salyers and Sharon  - Thank you so much for everything you have done for me.  Super-Josh – You showed me what it took and what this sport means.  Emily and Elijah – My second “throwing” family out there.  My 1600 relay boys: Baldock, G-off, and Grant– We set a goal and we got it: 3:37.14.   That will stay with me forever.  Take it to the house!  All my senior friends – It’s been great, guys.  Good luck!  Rita and Seth – Never lose your drive and make the best of every second you’re out there.  And to all those to come, remember this: Records were made to be broken, and dreams achieved.  Live with no regrets.  And, don’t worry -  I’ll be back to push all of you.

