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“Ugh! I lost again!” I’m terrible at this game. It was a typical Saturday night, my best friends 
Katie and Laura were at my place, and as usual, we were snacking on popcorn while playing 
Mario Kart. It was our tenth round, and I got in 12th place every single time. I was sick of it! 
Annoyed, I threw the joystick at the tv, expecting it to shatter. However, instead of breaking, 
it opened up a galaxy-colored portal with a wind so strong that everything was getting 
sucked into it.  
 
Frightened, I tried grabbing onto the wall, fearing for my life. Two seconds later, though, I 
heard Katie scream, “Aaaah!!!” as she got sucked in like a vacuum. Gone! Next came Laura, 
she started screaming. However, she didn’t seem scared; she sounded excited. In shock, I 
accidentally ended up letting go of the wall, being sent flying in the air and into the portal. I 
opened my eyes to see purple all around me, it was windy, and thunder was crackling all 
around me. I saw Laura in front of me in awe of what she was witnessing. Then I saw it, a 
light in the distance. It was approaching closer and closer until we were forced out of the 
purple dimension into this new land.  
 
Worried, I looked around to realize where my friends and I had landed. We were all in Mario 
Kart land. Across the sky, there were written directions, reading that we were in a head-to-
head competition, and after twelve rounds,  one person would get to go home.  Around me, I 
saw other gullible kids like us, some placing a worried look over their faces, whereas others 
were in awe at this site. Concerned for my life, we were off, and soon I realized that every 
hit hurt, every detail was precise, every coin made me stronger, every obstacle made us 
slower. I realized that this was Mario Kart in real life.   
 



I was on my third lap, and it was a head-to-head, me vs. an older kid who looked like my 
worst nightmare, seemed deadly serious, looked like she knew she was going to win.  The 
winner would survive and advance to the next round. However, the loser would be trapped 
and would have to endure this game over and over again. Her cart looked fierce, with red 
and yellow streaks of fire everywhere; compared to her cart, mine looked childish, with 
flower petals and hearts. Nervous, I pushed the accelerator pedal, and off I went. We pushed 
and shoved. You probably think head to head means I’m in first or second, but this is 
eleventh or twelfth. Twelfth gets stuck in the game forever, whereas eleventh onwards gets 
a chance to survive. On the last lap, when I felt defeated and was guaranteed a loss, I 
quickly collected one of the bananas scattered on the floor,  threw it back at the opponent, 
and saw her fall, giving me a lead. Five, four, three, two, and I passed the finish line, winning 
eleventh place! Now, 11 more rounds to go!  
 
Lap after lap, I kept winning by seconds. Until finally, it was a showdown, me against Katie, 
to see who gets to go back home and who has to stay and repeat this terrible process. I 
wasn’t going to compete, I wasn’t going to verse my best friend, but then I saw her, she 
looked ready to beat me, prepared to go home. The look on her face made me sure I was 
going to compete and win. I pushed the acceleration button and heard the “VROOM, VROOM.” 
Three, two, one, and I was off! Katie was five feet in front, and it was the last lap. The crowd 
was cheering, and the pressure was on. I pushed the acceleration button full speed and 
crashed into Katie, sending her flying into the side of the course. One of my wheels popped 
off, but I continued, ten feet away, eight feet, four feet, and then I passed the finish line. The 
crowd went wild. It sounded like a bull rampage. I saw a portal open up; this time, it was 
gold, the color of a trophy, no lightning came. Instead, it was cheering, feeling proud I 
walked through, thinking I was finally free and life could go back to normal.  
 
Little did I know I was in for a big surprise. Walking into my room, I expected to see 
everything like the way we left it, but instead, I saw every picture my friends and I had ever 
taken, every card I had ever received from them, everything that had anything to do with 
them was all gone. It was like they were erased from existence like they weren’t part of this 
world. Worried, I ran to the kitchen to tell my parents, when I realized this was my fault. If I 
didn’t win, my friends could have had a chance of surviving. But now, a below-average, 
ordinary girl who had no purpose was alive, and they weren’t. “Why did I have to win? Why 
do I get to live, and they didn’t,” I thought to myself, feeling like the worst person alive. 
Realizing I couldn’t lose them forever, I then swore to save them all, even if it meant giving 
myself up. Now having a true sense of purpose, I started my journey where it all began. In 
the living room, I threw the remote at the tv,  and I was ready to bring them back from that 
point on.  
 


