
1 
 

The Enfield Prizes: Poem inspired by the Olympic Games 2012   

Podium 
It wasn’t always quite like this, you know, 

My life seemed to be one more body-blow. 

But now, I’m filled with anticipation; 

Compelled to be at this action-station. 

 

I tried very hard to hide who I am, 

Masked it from others, I was in a jam. 

But I then tripped and fell flat on my face; 

A public show to reveal my disgrace. 

 

My failings tumbled out of the smashed jar, 

But, just like me, they didn’t roll so far. 

I scrambled on the ground, gathered them in,  

My embarrassment, escaped from within. 

 

I’m now off my knees, can’t sink further down. 

I just can’t fall over again, I frown. 

In fact, I’m squatting at the starting line; 

We’re all awaiting the starter’s next sign. 
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On your marks! Get set! It’s time to begin. 

It’s time for my life to now underpin. 

The gun goes off and I sprint with many, 

At first I chase wildly every penny. 

 

The right pace gets across the finish line, 

Then everything will again be just fine. 

It’s 2012, I too am a winner, 

Though, to self-belief, I’m a beginner. 

 

I now believe I have something to prove, 

I’ve got stamina, with purpose I move. 

I hurdle handicaps that challenge me, 

I’m a champion, can London too see? 

 

No way can I fail in Olympic year, 

It inspires me to find the next gear. 

I’m really flying now, just call me flash! 

I’m so eager; I now chase the real cash. 

 

On the winner’s podium, the crowd cheer, 

I raise the gold medal; now it’s all clear. 

I proved myself to all who laughed at me. 

I’ve made something of myself, now they see. 
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I’ll now watch the Games and observe the best, 

Every race mirrors life, a daunting test. 

I’ll cheer on everyone who gives their all, 

No matter where they finish, they’ll stand tall. 

 

I’m an ignited torch, a burning flame, 

Now I’m aglow, I’ll never be the same. 

As I no longer can hide my true face, 

I pass the baton on for the next race. 

 

 

The End 

  


