THE WORK OUT

Focus Friend

twisting and turning
Sweat falling like rain

they move and they drill
Ignoring all pain

No complaints or whining
or showing up late

the battle cry...
To go to the "State"

The windows are fogged
The heat rising high

I hope I make weight
I pray for a bye

I picture the glory
My hand held up high

I run to my coach
My mom breathes a sigh

Shook from my daydream
My partner jumps in

Train hard and get focused, friend
Or I'm going to win!
