
One very useful life-skill that was a mainstay in
my early years was running. It was an extremely 

needed and well-used skillset in our neighborhood- 
particularly used by me to get away from trouble 
which seemed to follow me like my shadow.

I ran track and cross-country at my inner-city 
school. Sometimes at our track meets I would run 
800m, 1500m and 3000m (but the US distances 
(880yards-1/2-mile, 1 mile and 2 mile) in the same 
track meet! It was fun. Later on, they decided that it 
was a health risk to do so much so they limited the 
distance total could not exceed 2 1/2 miles. 

Since it was the inner-
city schools most students 
didn’t do well in long 
distance, that was for the 
suburban students. So, the 
quality of long-distance 
opponents in the public-
school league was not at the 
beginning so good. Also, 
the school teams were not 
always so serious, though 
some were very serious 
and very good. Most of the 
serious runners joined out 
of school teams.

We ran on a standard 
440-yard school track. On
this track 2 miles is 8 laps
around. One race I had
was very interesting. After
having run a mile race as
well as 1/2-mile race it was time for the two-mile. My
coach would have me run all of the races to give me
experience as well as build up my endurance and see
my times in each event to find out which was the best
one for me.

So there were about 12 of us running. We start off 
and it was good as I found myself well out front so 
my competition in this race was myself and the clock. 

I find that almost half of the way I lap one runner. 
Now my motivation to run faster is to see how 
many I can lap before the race is done. My goal is 
to lap everyone! I catch all of them-except one. The 
stereotype at the time was that if someone was Negro 

that they would run sprints- the 100m, 200m 400m 
and that the Caucasians would run 800m, 1500m, 
3000m, 5000m and the marathon. That narrative was 
completely put to bed as here was a Negro about to 
lap a Caucasian in a two-mile race on a 400m track! 

Every time I just about get ready to pass him, the 
last guy to lap in the race, he would speed up. I’d 
try again, he’d speed up again. Time and again, he’d 
get away. He was as determined to make sure that 
he may lose the race, he’d already lost, BUT he was 
not going to allow himself to be lapped. I tried and 
tried and won the race, but felt as if I’d “lost” since 

I couldn’t catch him. 
(I also had progressed 
in getting my personal 
best 2-mile time lowered 
considerably as a result 
of making a race out of 
lapping as many as I 
could.) As he finished his 
race, he had this cheeky 
little smile that seemed 
to say, “YOU won the 
race AND I won the race! 
You won by being first, 
but I won because I kept 
you from lapping me!” I 
congratulated him on his 
determination, guts and 
grit. I was wiped out and 
could not do anything but 
admire him.

There are so many 
winners in life. Look at Hebrews 11 at the Heaven’s 
Hall of Fame mentioned there. Winners all! - but how 
- were all strong, were all rich, were all kings, were
all intelligent? No, but each one, in his/her own way
let their lights shine for God and in their own unique
way left their imprint on this life, on eternity and on
the Kingdom of God with many life-lessons for us to
learn from! How is your “race” coming along? Keep
going forward! Don’t get lapped by the “enemy”.
Finish your race as you have run your race-Looking
unto Jesus, the Author and Finisher of our faith!
Hebrews 12:1, 2 and Hebrews 11 - all, especially
from verses 32-40
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