
Pk’s Perspectives …	Encourager	

	 The two swim teams formed a line on the side of the pool.  Whistles blew, races were 
begun and races were lost.  Halfway through the meet, Coach Huey realized that he had no 
participants for one of the events.  “Okay team, who wants to swim the 500 meter freestyle?” 
the coach asked.  Several hands shot up, including Justin Rigsbee’s.  “I’ll race, Coach!”  The 
coach looked down at the freckle-faced youth and said, “Justin, this race is 20 lengths of the 
pool; I’ve only seen you swim eight.”  “Oh, I can do it, Coach.  Let me try.  What’s twelve more 
laps?”  Coach Huey reluctantly conceded.  After all, he thought, it’s not the winning but the 
trying that builds character. 
	 The whistle blew and the opponents torpedoed through the water and finished the race in 
a mere four minutes and fifty-seven seconds.  The winners gathered on the sidelines to socialize 
while our group struggled to finish.  After four more long minutes, the last exhausted members 
of our team emerged from the water; the last except for Justin.  Justin was stealing breaths as 
his hands slapped against the water and pushed it aside to propel his thin body forward.  It 
appeared that he would go under at any minute, yet something seemed to keep pushing him 
onward.

	 “Why doesn’t the coach stop this child?” the parents whispered among themselves.  “He 
looks like he’s about to drown, and the race was won four minutes ago.”  But what the parents 
did not realize was that the real race, the race of a boy becoming a man, was just beginning.  
The coach walked over to the young swimmer, knelt down, and quietly spoke.

	 Relieved parents thought, Oh, he’s finally going to pull that boy out before he kills himself.  
But to their surprise, the coach rose from the concrete, stepped back from the pool’s edge, and 
the young man continued to swim.  One teammate, inspired by his plucky friend, went to the 
side of the pool and walked the lane as Justin pressed on.  “Come on, Justin, you can do this!  
You can do it!  Keep going!  Don’t give up!”  He was joined by another, then another, until 
Justin’s entire team was walking the length of the pool rooting for and encouraging their fellow 
swimmer to finish the race set before him.

	 The opposing team saw what was happening and joined the chant.  The students’ 
contagious chorus sent a chill through the room, and soon the once-concerned parents were on 
their feet cheering, shouting, and praying!  The room was pulsating with energy and excitement 
as teammates and opponents alike pumped courage into the small, solitary swimmer.

	 Twelve long minutes after the starting whistle had blown, an exhausted but smiling Justin 
Rigsbee swam his final lap and pulled himself out of the pool.  The crowd had applauded the 
first swimmer as he touched the line in first place.  But the standing ovation they gave Justin 
that day was proof that the greater victory was his, just for finishing the race.

	 We’ve lived under the shadow of Covid-19 for a year.  An entire year!!  Somewhere in your 
circle of relationships is a Justin Rigsbee - a friend or family member who is truly struggling to 
make it through this pandemic.  Come alongside that individual, be his or her encourager…help 
them finish their race!  Grace & peace, PK.


