
The adrenaline was pumping as I set up for the final race of the day.  It had come down to this one race.  This was for all the marbles.  The anticipation of the crowd was almost unbearable as they stared down the track.  My opponent was set in the opposite lane, a Ferrari 250, waiting for the start.  I knew the car was fast.  How else could it have made it to the finals of The Keep Motor Speedway 12th Annual New Year’s Race?  I also knew my car was just as fast, but the question on everyone’s mind was this:  Would the intense speed allow the cars to handle the perilous track that had taken so many cars earlier in the day?


I, myself, was worried.  I had drawn the lane that had been the undoing of so many cars before it.  Even though my car had handled this lane many times earlier in the day, I was still worried that too much adrenaline would cause me to attempt to push my car beyond its limits, thus sending it over the edge and into the wall.


All of this was so new to me.  I had never been in the hot seat like this before.  It was my first time to be vying for the championship title in this race.  I knew I had the support of my family, Team Greystone, as well as the official starter, my good friend Geoff Caudill.  I could see the anticipation in his eyes, just as he could in mine, as he prepared to give the start.  A little nod of encouragement came from him as he readied himself to drop the flag.  Across the crowd, I heard the chant of the name of my car, Treva.  Could I maintain?  And if so, could I outrun this fast competitor?  It would all be decided in mere seconds. “Bonum fortuna,” I said to myself, meaning “good luck” in Latin.


The start!  A rather slow one compared to others I have had.  I began to see the yellow Ferarri take an early lead.  Into the first obstacle we flew.  My car held and I was able to regain invaluable time I had lost on the start as we both passed through.  Onto the second obstacle I went, the one that had plagued me since I began my run at the title.  This was it.  If I could hold here, I should be able to outrun my yellow competitor in the final straight. Into the hazard I went.  I could feel my car lift from the ground slightly, as it had so many times before in this lane.


Hold on, hold on.  Nice and easy.  Just don’t wipe out.  Keep your composure here, and I’ll have the speed to take the victory.


My wheels touched back to the track.  The entire car shook and swerved.  If I don’t hold on here, it’s over.  A slight glance to my right allowed me to see the Ferrari still with me.  With the car finally under control and the finish line in sight, I hammered home on the accelerator.  Seconds passed like hours.  And then, everything became quiet.  As I passed the electronic eye finish line, I looked up at the light which would indicate the victor.  Finally, the yellow light flashed on.


And then sound returned.  It was more than just any sound.  It was a roar - the roar of an overheated motor, the rush of wind across my face, the cheers of the crowd.  When that light flashed over my lane, I couldn’t hold myself back.  I threw my arms up in triumph and let out a shout.  I looked over to the Team Greystone owner, my dad.  He, too, was transfixed in victorious elation.  Then I looked at my opponent, my own uncle.  It was the look of anyone who had been defeated so close to the top.  It would have been the same look I would have had, had I lost.  But he looked at me and managed a smile to his young nephew who showed up and had the fastest car with the best control this year.  I smiled back as I shook hands with him over the great race.


Then Geoff came down the track.  The fire was in his eyes too.  You couldn’t have seen any happier people than the two of us as we exchanged a high five.  Even though it was my car, he seemed to be banking just as much on the race as I was.  As I made it out into the crowd of spectators and opposing team members, I was greeted with pats on the back and congratulations.  Then Team Greystone was escorted to victory lane where I was presented with the first-place trophy for the race.  Along with that, Team Greystone was presented the overall team trophy, which was given to the race team with the most accumulated points through the qualifying heats that day.  The cameras flashed as I stood with my brother Seth hoisting our newly won hardware.


It was one of those moments that you have to savor for everything it’s worth, because it may never happen again.  I shook hands with the track officials and the race sponsors.  Then I went and celebrated with my team.  Too bad I didn’t have a bottle of champagne to pop open and douse everyone with.


Eventually, the speedway quieted down.  The crowds departed and the cars were beginning to be moved out.  The track crew had already started to remove the forty-five foot track from the hallway floor.  With a smile, I merely picked up my champ off the victor’s showcase table, a 2001 Model Cunningham Car named Treva, and placed it back into my Hotwheels racing case.  Our family’s annual Hotwheels race, with a field of 64 cars from 11 households was over, and we were the victors of 2002.  With my first race championship in hand, there is only one more thing left to do as Geoff and I headed for home.  Figure out what went right for me and begin planning for the 2003 race.

