“Three…Two…One…START!” came the announcer’s voice, and at that moment a pang of nervous fear shot through me. This was it, I thought, the final round of the VEX Robotics Tournament, where months of engineering would be tested in a two minute competition. Gingerly, I pushed the controller switch forward, sending Scrappy—our beloved robot—into the sea of colored balls. Then I prayed for victory, somehow forgetting that simply being part of this competition was a miracle in itself. 

When my four best friends and I joined our high school’s VEX Robotics Club, the idea that we could build a vehicle to transport three different sized balls was nearly unthinkable. In the first three weeks of “RB Club” we rebuilt the robot’s chassis over twenty times before finally agreeing on the correct gear ratio. Not to mention the hundreds of skeptical glances we received from the more advanced teams, each of them doubting that five girls would succeed in their cutthroat world. Yet admiration slowly replaced doubt as we poured years of mathematical knowledge into Scrappy and absorbed mechanical terms, all while laughing exuberantly. And each of us found a niche as a vital member of the team: from Gaby, whose creativity pushed us to try catapults and conveyors, to Netania, whose business savvy helped us trade for wheels and sprockets, to me, with my logical nature leading our design.


When the team rankings were announced after the first competition, the nervous knot in my stomach dissolved into a shriek “SIXTH PLACE! We won sixth place!” I yelled to my friends. Standing in the winners’ circle in a pink sweater beside seven guys in baggy t-shirts, I still felt out of place. Yet until that moment, I never would have believed that a girl who was once unable to tighten a screw could build a champion robot and somehow fall in love with engineering and mechanical design.
