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“Look to � e Lord 
and His streng� ; 

seek His face always."
 Psalm 105:4
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LET THELET THE
GAMES BEGIN!GAMES BEGIN!

I 
unwrapped the present in a flash. Underneath all the 

colorful paper and tissue was a sealed box. I tore off 

the cover and peered inside. But for some reason, 

I couldn’t clearly see whatever was inside. Curious, I 

reached in, found something, wrapped my hand around 

it, and pulled it out. It was only once I held it up to the 

light that I saw what it was.

 “A magnifying glass!” I gasped. “I’ve always wanted 

one of these!” When I looked up to thank the person 

who had given it to me, I saw that my sisters were all 

holding up magnifying glasses as well.

 “I got one, too!” Kitty practically squealed.

 “And me!” Ansley waved hers in the air.

 Lena admired hers with an expression of pure delight.

--- Chapter Two ---
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I laughed. “I guess this means we’re 

all really detectives now!” 

 �en my eyes �ew open. I was 

lying in my bed. Kitty was sleep-

ing in the bunk above me in our 

bedroom. �e sun had already 

risen. But since the light coming 

from the window was soft, I knew it 

was still quite early. I had been dream-

ing! For a moment I lay there, unable to 

remember what day of the week it was or exactly what was 

happening. But it all came rushing back to me.

 It was Monday, aka Day One of the “Gold Medal 

Games”—a friendly mini-Olympics style sporting  

competition to be played by three schools in the district.

 “A week of fellowship, festivities, and fair play,” I 

whispered (mostly to myself ). At least that was the  

slogan I’d seen posted on the Gold Medal Games flyers 

all around town.

 A shaft of light streaming through my window  

widened and landed on my school uniform. It reminded 

me that I wouldn’t be wearing my usual button-down 

shirt and pleated skirt. Today I will be wearing my gym 
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clothes: a school tee and shorts. But that wasn’t all. 

Everyone in the school had also been given matching 

yellow caps, bandanas, and socks to wear at the games 

too. Some had the words “Gold Medal Games” written 

across them, others the initials “GMG” (like on the 

socks). On top of all that, my sisters and I had also all 

decided to paint our nails in that same cheerful,  

sunshine yellow before we had gone to bed the night  

before. �at way, once we were up and dressed, we would 

be (or at least look) Gold-Medal-ready from head to toe!

 I smiled down at my sunny-colored fingernails as I 

reached for the Bible I kept by my bed. Our mom had 

always taught us to “lean on the Word” and to start our 

day by talking to God first. So, deciding to do just that, 

I bowed my head and said in my heart: 

 Good morning, God. How are You today?  

Thank You for letting me get a good night’s sleep to prepare 

me for the day ahead. Please bless my family with your  

perfect and loving protection. Also, please watch us play  

at the Games today! 

 Then, I asked God to speak to me through His 

Word. And, after opening the Bible to the Book of 

Psalms, my gaze fell upon Psalm 118, verse 24. I read:
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  This is the day the Lord has made.

We will rejoice and be glad in it.

 That sounded good to me! Like Jesus was telling  

me to “Go have fun today!”

 “Thanks, Jesus,” I said, closing the Bible. “I think  

I will!”

 I got Kitty up and after we both changed into our 

shorts and tees, we ran downstairs. There the dogs, 

Austin and Suzy, were barking, jumping, and circling 

around our big sisters who were admiring their uniforms 

in the foyer mirror.

 Ansley, of course, was finding ways to style the 

bandana in her hair. (“I think I’ll try a 

different style every day,” she mut-

tered to herself. “But which one 

do I start with?”) 

     And Lena kept adjusting 

the brim of her cap so that it 

didn’t cover her eyebrows. “�is 

cap is either too big or my head 

is too small,” she sighed. �en Dad 

sneaked up behind her, reached out, 
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and twirled her cap around so that it was on backwards. 

 “How about that way?” he teased. 

 “Da-ad,” Lena growled. But then she took a second 

look in the mirror. “Actually, that’s not half bad. But it 

won’t keep the sun out of my eyes.”

 “Well, I think all you girls look great in your Gold 

Medal gear.” Dad nodded approvingly as we playfully 

modeled our hats and scarves and socks. “Why don’t we 

take a moment to thank God as we embark on the week 

to come, for the meal we are about to enjoy, and also ask 

Him for His blessing on your games today.”

 We quickly formed a circle in the foyer. Aunt Sam 

even stopped what she was doing in the kitchen to join 

us. Then we all clasped hands with one another. The 

dogs, seeming to sense it was a moment to quiet down, 

stopped barking to sit at our feet. (Although their  

wagging tails could still be heard softly drumming 

against the floor.) 

 Dad closed his eyes for a moment and then began, 

“Heavenly Father, my family and I come before You 

this morning to thank You for the gift of a new day. We 

are all so grateful for Your continued care and constant 

love and protection in our lives. We can never thank 
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You enough. I ask that You please continue to pour out 

Your blessings upon us, especially this week, while the 

girls compete in the Gold Medal Games. May it truly 

be a time of good, clean fun, a time of unity and grace 

for all those involved. Amen!”

 “Amen!” we chorused.

 “And,” Dad said with a smile, “we must not forget to 

thank You, Lord, for providing us with the daily meals 

that help us to feel Your love in very real nourishing 

ways. May the energy and health they give us allow us 

to work for Your kingdom. In Jesus’ name, amen.”

 “Amen!” we chorused again.

 “Dad?” I said as we all released each other’s hands.  

“You didn’t pray for us to win any medals.”

 “That’s because I don’t need you to win any medals. 

And you don’t need to win any to make me or God 

happy.”

 “But it would make me happy,” I said, only 

half-jokingly.

 “I’m sure it would.” Dad patted me on the shoulder.  

“And I love to see you happy. But I hope that you’ll 

be happy even if you don’t medal. You should just be 

proud of yourself for participating in the games and 
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doing your best.”

  We began walking toward the 

kitchen table together. “I get 

that,” I said, “but still, I would 

hate to not medal at all! I don’t 

like to lose.”

 “Not getting a medal doesn’t 

mean you lost,” Dad said. “Just that 

you didn’t get �rst or second or third 

place.”

 My sisters all heard that and we all burst out laughing.

 “Come on, Dad, if you don’t win, you lose,” I said.

 “I don’t see it that way. What if you come in fourth 

in a race but you’ve run the fastest you’ve ever run 

before in your life? That means you still did your  

personal best, and that’s something to be proud of. 

You all know how much I love golf. But what I love 

best about it is being able to get better and better at 

it—not just having a better score than the other golf-

ers. Just getting as good as I can at it.”

 “Hmmm,” I said. “I guess I understand what you mean.”

 “Breakfast is ready!” Aunt Sam announced. “Come 

on, help set the table and get your plates and utensils!” 
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 Aunt Sam had outdone herself. She always kept us 

well fed, but this Monday morning she had made us 

all a real feast! There were eggs, toast, bacon, oatmeal, 

yogurt, blueberries, bananas—she even made French 

toast for anyone who wanted it. (Well, that was Dad, 

who loves anything with cinnamon on it.) She packed 

snacks for us for later, too. “You’ll need a lot of energy 

for all the exercise you’ll be getting today,” she said.

As I watched her tuck some bananas into a lunch bag, 

I thought about all the yellow we were wearing and I 

wondered aloud, “Do you think the other schools have 

caps and bandanas too?” 

 “Good question,” Lena said. “I guess we’ll �nd out!”

 The Games were being held in Sunburst Park, 

because there were enough fields and 

grounds there to hold the differ-

ent sports events (and different 

grades) at the same time. The 

closer our car got to the park, 

the more excited I felt. Espe-

cially when I saw how many 

other cars, buses, and vehicles 

seemed to be headed in the same 
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direction. After a while we all merged onto the same 

road and began streaming into the parking lots on the 

outer edges of the park.

 Once we found a parking spot, my sisters and I undid 

our seatbelts and were about to jump out of the car when 

Dad said suddenly, “Oh, ladies, don’t forget—!”

 And we all froze. What did we forget?

 Dad smiled. “—to have fun!”

 He was always making us laugh!

 “Okay!”

 “We promise!”

 “Remember what I said earlier. Don’t worry about 

medaling. Just do your best, make friends, and enjoy 

your day.”

 Rejoice and be glad in it, I thought to myself with a 

secret smile.

 Once we were finally out of the car, my sisters and 

I ran into the park, looking to find where the athletes 

and teachers from our school were meeting. We figured 

it out pretty quickly when we spotted a large banner 

billowing in the wind on top of a small hill. It was in a 

yellow that matched the color of our caps and scarves 

and socks, and the words Roland Lake Academy were 
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written across it.

 “Now I get why they gave us all that yellow stuff,” I 

told my sisters as we huffed and puffed our way over to 

our fellow students gathering underneath the banner.

    “It sure makes it easy to spot us!” Ansley said.

 Once we reached the top, we split up. Lena and 

Ansley dashed off to join their classmates in their grade 

sections, while Kitty and I did the same. We soon 

found our friends, Mariska and June, looking both 

nervous and excited as they jumped around our 

homeroom teacher in anticipation of what was to 

come. I waved at them.

 “You look good in yellow,” I told Mariska, whose � u� y, 

dark shoulder length hair was wrapped in a bandana.

 “I like what they’re wearing at Faith Academy!” She 

pointed over at the neighboring hill. “They’re all 

ROLAND LAKE ACADEMY
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wearing red caps and scarves.” 

 “Socks too,” I noticed. “Some of them even have 

red sneakers! Actually, that kind of reminds me of our 

dance performance. Remember, Mariska?”

 “Oh yeah!” Not too long ago we danced on stage 

and wore red shoes together.

 “I think the red looks very nice,” June (who had also 

danced with us) said. “I love red—and not just because  

I’m a redhead!”

 We laughed at her silly joke.

 “Look at Trinity Academy,” Kitty said, shyly. “They 

might have purple uniforms, but their scarves and caps 

and socks and stuff are white.”

 “I think they gave us all these bright colors to help 

us keep track of who is playing for which team,” I 

guessed. But if we make friends, I thought, maybe at 

the end of the games we can make some trades. Or sign 

each other’s scarves and hats and stuff like yearbooks or 

something. That would be neat!

 As more and more of us gathered, teachers began 

taking attendance.

 “Daniels, Amber, check,” Ms. J-J, our homeroom 

teacher said, ticking Kitty’s name from a list she had on 
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a clipboard. “Daniels, Ashton?”

 “Here!” I said.

 “Check,” Ms. J-J said, giving me a wink. 

 When she called out Zachary Monroe’s name, I 

suddenly remembered the scene he had made the day 

before. I hoped he would be in a better mood today. 

But when he answered, “Here!” I couldn’t help but 

notice that it was with a frown on his face. 

 “Why does he always look like something is both-

ering him?” I wondered. Lord, I prayed in my head, 

please help Zachary to have peace of mind and heart. 

And most of all, to be a good sport! 

 When Ms. J-J was almost at the end of her list, 

she called out, “Wright, Jasmyn!”

 “Here!” A small girl with orange glasses that 

matched the orange wheels of her motorized 

wheelchair came forward. There was going to be a 

mini-paralympic event during the week, too. Jasmyn 

was going to compete in a table tennis competition 

for our school. We high-fived each other. 

 Then Ms. J-J called out the last name for kids in 

our grade: Wu, Kai Tung! 

 “Here!” Kai Tung leapt to the head of the line 
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to show himself to our homeroom teacher. He was so 

pumped that he was jumping up and down. “Let’s do 

this!” he said.

 Zachary rolled his eyes.

 I sighed. I wanted to tell Zach that since Kai Tung 

was so good at basically every sport, he should be happy 

that he was on our side and not playing for either of the 

other schools!

 Just when I stepped forward to say this, June looked 

me over and said, “Hey, where’s your bandana?” 

 I clutched at my neck and looked around the 

ground. I didn’t see it. “Maybe it blew off when I was 

running up the hill,” I said. “Lemme go back and 

check!” I couldn’t be missing one of my accessories  

already! The games hadn’t even begun yet! 

 I quickly ran back down the hill, searching the green 

grass for a flash of yellow anywhere, and trying to  

remember exactly which way I had come up. Halfway 

down I stopped running and scratched my head. Was I 

here? I asked myself. Or did I come by a different way?

Then I saw it. A patch of yellow—under a man’s shoe!  

Oh no! I thought. Now it’s all dirty. I began to hurry 

over to ask him to please move his foot when I saw (and 
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heard) him talking to a boy and I slowed to a stop. �e 

boy was kind of scrawny, with brown hair that almost 

covered his eyes like a curtain. His head was bowed, and 

he was twirling a red cap over and over in his hands.

 The man, who towered over the boy, asked him in 

a booming voice, “… and who’s going to win the most 

gold medals?”

 “I am,” the boy replied in a dull voice, still looking 

down at the ground.

 “What was that, son?” the man asked. “I didn’t quite 

hear you.”

 �e boy sighed, and then said in a louder voice. “I am.”

 “That’s what I want to hear! That’s my boy!” The 

man laughed and clapped his son on the back so hard, 

he almost fell over.  

 Poor kid, I thought. The boy kind of reminded me 

of an autumn leaf, but his father was more solid, like a 

tree stump.  

 “Excuse me,” I said as politely as I could as I 

stepped toward them. “But I think that’s my bandana.” 

I pointed to the scarf under the man’s shoe and flashed 

him an apologetic smile. “Can I just ...?”

 The man looked down and immediately lifted his 
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foot so I could snatch 

the bandana from off the 

ground. 

 “Thank you!” I said, 

though I didn’t know 

exactly what to do with it. 

I stuffed it in my pocket 

and began to walk away 

when I heard the man say:

 “See that, Timmy? 

What just happened with 

that girl’s scarf? That’s what you have to do with the 

competition! Crush them underfoot!” 

 I couldn’t help myself. I turned to stare at him. 

 The man caught me looking and added, “But in a 

good way, of course,” and laughed. 

 The boy looked up at me sadly. I read the words 

“I’m sorry,” in his eyes although he didn’t say them out 

loud. I gave him a tiny nod and went back to join  

my friends.

 “Did you find it?” June asked me when I got back.

 “Huh? What?” I said, suddenly seeing her standing 

before me. “Oh, my scarf? Yeah. Here it is.” I showed 
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her the yellow fabric I had crammed into the pocket of 

my shorts.

 “Are you okay?” June flipped her braids over her 

shoulder and looked searchingly into my eyes.

 Kitty and Mariska also drew closer.

 “Yeah, I’m okay, it’s just that, well, you know …” I 

crossed my arms. “I want us to win as much as anyone 

else does, but …” I wasn’t sure how to put it into words. 

“You know how Dad said he’d be proud of us whether 

we got a medal or not, as long as we tried hard and had 

fun and all that?” 

 June and Mariska looked over at Kitty, who nodded. 

 “That’s basically what my mom said, too.” June said.

 “My parents said, ‘remember that these are games 

and games are to be played, not battles to be won.’”

 “Good, I’m glad, because …” I dropped my voice to 

a whisper. “Not everyone’s parents are so understanding. So, 

I have an idea.” The other girls all leaned in even more 

so that we were in a tight circle. “I think we should 

cheer for anyone who looks like they need encourage-

ment, no matter what team they are on!” 

 Kitty, Mariska, and June all looked at me with  

expressions of confusion and doubt.
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 I changed my voice to a normal volume. “Well, 

if you guys don’t want to, it’s okay. But I’m going to 

do it.” I looked out from the corner of my eye over 

to where the kids from Faith Academy had gathered 

under their red banner. “I think some kids here will 

probably need an extra bit of cheering. It might even 

help them to do better at some of the events.”

 “When people cheer me, I know I do better,”  

Mariska admitted.

 “That’s exactly what I’m talking about.”

 “Oooh, I like this idea,” June said, rubbing her 

hands together. “We can be like a cheerleading squad, 

but instead of just our teammates, like, for the whole 

Games themselves.”

 “It won’t always be easy,” I said, squinting as if I could 

see into the future. “�ere will be some kids we probably 

won’t want to cheer. But we need to cheer on anyone and 

everyone who needs it! So … are you in?”

 “I’m in!” said Kitty, Mariska, and June together.

 “Great!” I said. “All for one, and one for all. Let 

the games begin!”
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THE DANIELS SISTERS ARE BACK FOR A SECOND ADVENTURE!
After solving the Mystery of the Pearl Necklace and creating 

the Daniels Sisters Detective Agency, Lena, Ansley, Ashton and 
Amber fi nd themselves with their fi rst “offi cial” case after a 

mysterious disappearance at the Gold Medal Games.

The Daniels sisters trust God's Word 
 to help them with their Detective Agency and their lives.

YOU can learn along with them in this month’s 

Reflections Journal!

The Daniels Sisters are fictional, but did you know they were 
inspired by four very real sisters? We fi rst met the Pitts Sisters (and 

their Daniels Sisters characters) in a series of books: Lena in the 
Spotlight–three books featuring Alena Pitts’ character, Lena Daniels, 
followed by Kaitlyn Pitts as Ansley Daniels in Ansley’s Big Bake Off, 
Camryn Pitts as Ashton Daniels in Ashton’s Dancing Dream, and 

Olivia Pitts as Amber Daniels in Amber’s Song.


