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A Test of Speed and Unity

When autumn arrived, our school welcomed the long—awaited sports day. Colorful
flags fluttered across the playground, and students were full of energy, with cheers
and shouts filling the air. As a third grader, the event I looked forward to most was
the relay race because it tested not only our speed but also the team’ s coordination

and cooperation.

Before the race, our classmates stood by the track, encouraging each other. My
heart was both nervous and excited, and I clenched my fists, afraid of not performing
well. With the sound of the starter gun, the race began. The first runner shot
forward like the wind, and our classmates cheered loudly from the sidelines, each

shout full of strength and hope.

When it was my turn to take the baton, I took a deep breath, and the track ahead
seemed endless. I held the baton tightly and began sprinting, the cheers of my
classmates ringing in my ears: “Come on! Faster!” Their voices drove me to give my
all, ensuring our class did not fall behind. The wind hit my face and sweat ran down

my forehead, but I did not dare slow down. I could feel the team’s strength
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supporting me, and every step was full of energy.

The baton handoff was tense and exciting. I had to pass it steadily to the next
runner while keeping my pace. At that moment, time seemed to stop, and the playground
was filled only with our breathing and footsteps. When the baton reached the next
teammate, I felt both exhilarated and relieved. Everyone was running their hardest

for the class, and this coordination made the race more thrilling.

Although our class did not win first place, everyone’ s smiles shone brighter than
any medal. The race made us feel the power of teamwork and taught us the importance
of perseverance. Through the relay, I learned the value of mutual trust and support
in a team and experienced the joy of sports. That relay race during sports day will

be one of the most unforgettable memories of my third—grade life.
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