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Pain. I think the one thing we here can all relate to, as athletes, is pain. We spend two hours every day sweating ourselves sick, running ourselves into the ground, and making sure we’ll need to be put in an old folks’ home by the time we’re fifty because we’ve knocked heads with another wrestler one too many times. Why?
To be honest, I never thought about the answer to that question. Then I had to answer it – why do I put up with the pain – I wrote my college essay about it. I had it in my mind that I was going to write my college essay about running, and my college counselor, ever curious, wanted to know what everyone wants to know about runners: what do you think about when you run? The pain, I answered. 
So then he wanted to know, if it’s so painful, why do I do it? To finish, I answered. 
What’s so great about finishing, he wanted to know? The pain stops, I answered. And there was my reason. Pain. I know some of you are already thinking I’m going to say, “no pain, no gain.” I will not say that. I promise.

I know most of you know what I’m talking about when I say finishing is the best part of running, because most – if not all – of you have probably run the Pie Race. Pie Race is four and a half miles of having exactly four words go through your head: “when will it end?” and it’s the best example I can think of to explain the pain that we’ve all gone through. 

It starts with adrenaline which is, in my opinion, the worst hormone ever designed because all it does is prevent you from thinking about the pain you’re in long enough to make you go faster and then wears off at about the third (oh, and incidentally, hardest) mile. Thanks a lot. 

Then there’s burning, sweating, bruising, breaking and ultimately, satisfying pain. And all that in 40 minutes or less. You know what I mean.

Sometimes the pain can be so much it’s intoxicating – that’s what runner’s high is all about. I know a boy who’s sitting among you all tonight, who I’d like to tell a story about. I’m convinced that this guy gets the most amazing runner’s highs, because sometimes he just won’t stop. 
I’ve often had to admit to myself that perhaps the only reason I do track is for the Creamy Runs. Don’t know what a Creamy Run is? You haven’t lived. 
By definition, a Creamy Run happens on that one spring day during track practice, when you just don’t think you can handle the heat, so you do the only logical thing you can: run three miles and buy ice cream, of course. 
On this designated day last spring, the long-distance team (myself and the aforementioned boy included) up and ran to the Creamy. The only thing is, as I told you before, this guy didn’t stop. He ran all the way to the Northfield campus and as we sat enjoying our cool, melting ice cream cones, we saw him run back past us on the other side of the road. I remember shouting to him, asking him if he wanted some ice cream. 

“I can’t stop running!” he yelled back. That’s when the pain is too much – so much, you can’t stop. Ironically, sometimes the pain is so much you have to stop.  

If we all went through the pain just to finish all by ourselves, then pain might be the only answer to my question. 

But the fact of the matter is, none of you are sitting at the table you’re sitting at by chance because you’ve done something individually; you’re sitting at that table because you’re part of a team. And being a part of a team is one of the best things that has ever happened to me. 
I go through the pain to finish, but in writing my essay I found that there was another reason: for teammates. 
The last soccer team that I was on, this past fall, was the most competitive NMH team I’ve been a part of so far, and we practiced to be competitors. Sure, we made it fun: we played games, but the result of the games depended on how much conditioning work we had to do. We ran sprints, we ran laps, and we did star jumps and abs. One of the worst consequences to losing was having to jump up and touch the crossbar of the goal. 
After one game during a practice, my team lost by a lot. I don’t remember exactly what our conditioning consequence was, but I do remember it ended with 100 crossbar touches. We worked our tails off to finish everything, and encouraged our teammates once we had finished. Just as we neared the last few girls to finish, one of my teammates completely fell apart. 
She was physically drained – she just couldn’t touch the crossbar one more time. At that moment, the pain was too much for her; and just for that moment we, her teammates, watched her, feeling our own kind of pain. It was then that I witnessed the most impressive team effort I’ve seen so far on all the teams I’ve been on. All of our teammates, still encouraging her, literally picked her up and finished all 100 of her touches. 
From the boys’ side of the field it must have looked pretty funny, but from our side it was an experience that I hope none of us ever forget, because no matter who we are now or who we become later, when we fall apart we’re going to want a teammate to pick us back up.

Some of you might have had a similar experience to mine; whether you picked a teammate up when she needed it, or ate alone in the dining hall until a teammate saw you and sat with you. A team was the first thing that I knew at NMH. I had a team before I had an ID card, before I had a roommate and before I even knew what DP meant (don’t worry, my team informed me of that one real quick.) For my first three months at NMH, I only ate with my team. In reality, they were NMH for me. You have to admit, eating with your team is a whole lot better than eating by yourself. Having a team is having a security blanket. 
So take a look at the people sitting at your table. Look really hard. Because you might feel pain again – the reality is, you’re going to feel pain again – but you’re never going to be on this team again. 

So enjoy eating with your team, and be glad you’re not eating alone - and you’re not eating in pain. 
