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he Gold Medal Games kicked off in style—with

a parade around a stadium! (Well, not a stadium

exactly. It was more like a sports field, with
bleachers set up all around a track. But it was still pretty
cool—kind of like the opening of the Olympics or something.)

And it turned out that all the banners we had been

standing under (the ones with our school names) could
be lifted out of their stands and carried around. And
that’s exactly what our three schools, Roland Lake Academy,
Trinity School, and Faith Academy, did. Teachers took
up those banners, held them high, and led us around in a
parade. Soon we found ourselves stepping in time to the
music of our school marching bands. Some of us waved

our caps, some our bandanas. Most of us whooped and
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hollered and cheered. And when I
am 47') heard the Roland Lake Academy

song played out loud, on real live

trumpets and tubas and drums,
my chest swelled with emotion.
I was not only filled with pride
for my school, but suddenly
really, really wanted to win all the
medals I could for it! Surprised at
how strongly competitive I was feeling,
I took a quick look at the other kids around me and
laughed. I bet a lot of them were feeling exactly the
same way about competing for their schools!

Once the opening parade was done, we all streamed
over to the bleachers. (Each school had its own set.)
The seats all faced the stage set up in the middle of the
field with an electrical sound system and large speakers
surrounding it. There was even a large television screen
set up behind the podium.

And there were several grown-ups sitting in chairs
on the stage. Some were dressed in suits, others in
sweats and athletic wear. Once we were all settled in, a

middle-aged woman in a matching royal-blue jacket and
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skirt and high heels stepped onto the stage and smiled.
“Good morning, teachers, school representatives, and
of course, young athletes. Welcome to the First Annual
Gold Medal Games!”

The crowd broke into cheers and applause. When it
died down, she continued. “For those of you who don’t
know me, I am Sabrina Kennedy, your mayor. And I am
so happy to be here to ofhicially get the Gold Medal Games
started! It’s sure to be an exhilarating week of athletic
challenges, creative teamwork, community building,
hard-won victories, and most of all—I hope—some
good old-fashioned fun! May the friendships and bonds
you form this week last a lifetime. And now ... without
further ado ... ” She threw her hands up in the air and
let down a shower of red, white, and yellow confetti as
she half-laughed, half-yelled out, “Let the games begin!”

Suddenly, confetti was raining down on all of us!
How? 1 wondered. I looked around and noticed that
teachers from all the schools were standing up and
throwing confetti on as many of their students as they
could. The colorful flakes fluttering around us made us
laugh and jump up and down. It was like being caught

in some kind of rainbow snowstorm.
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Next, our principal, Ms. Owens (who was dressed
in a white polo shirt and visor, and looked like she was
about to play tennis) stepped up to the podium. She
was followed by two other people who turned out to be
the heads of the other two schools. They held hands,
raised them, and asked everyone to stand to join them
in prayer.

I reached for Kitty’s hand with my right hand,
Mariska’s hand with my left. Once I was holding on
to both of them, I closed my eyes and listened to
Ms. Owens with my heart as she said:

“Father God, we your children, representing three
different schools in the district, have gathered together

in Your sight today to give You glory,
honor, and praise. For the next week,
we will engage in friendly com-
petitions that we hope will help
us grow in knowledge, respect,
\\ and love for our neighbors as
You call us to do. Through these
athletic games, we also wish to
show our gratitude for the gifts of
health, strength, and life You have
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given us. For as the blessing says in Romans 15:5-6:

May the God who gives endurance and encouragement
give you the same attitude of mind toward each other that
Christ Jesus had, so that with one mind and one voice you
may glorify the God and Father of our Lord Jesus Christ.

Amen!”

The other heads of school echoed, “Amen!”

We found out later that the heads of school would
take turns leading the prayers every day, but it made
me feel proud that our principal got to go first. I liked
that the prayer was all about being united. Not just
with our fellow students from our school, but with
everyone else from the other schools, too, because we
were all a part of God’s family. I smiled and nodded
at Kitty and Mariska. It made me feel even more sure
about our plan to cheer for everybody.

The rest of the morning rally took less than fifteen
minutes. There were general announcements, like how
Friday would be Visiting Day for parents and families
and that people from the press would be filming us or
taking photos during the week. We were also told that
there would be other activities we would be doing in

between the sports, like crafts and games.
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When the announcements were over, coaches from
different schools took turns making announcements
for each grade. The coach for the fifth and sixth grades
told us that our first meet would be a relay race, and
they called us all to follow them down to a track on a
different section of the field.

The way Kitty and I ran to the field would make
you think we were running in the Games already!
Actually, we were racing—against each other! (And I
got there first, although she insisted that she did.)

Once there, the students from each school met
up with their coaches (the P.E. teachers from their
schools), who began dividing us into teams of four.
On my team was me, of course, plus Zach, Quinn, and
Kai. I was a little worried about having grumpy Zach
on my team. If we didn’t win, I was afraid he'd be a
sore loser. | wasn’t worried about Quinn, since she was
a friend of mine from school, a dancer like me, and I
knew she could run. And when she and I found out
that Kai would be on our team, we squealed and high-
fived each other.

Zach sneered at us.

And Kitty also made a face—of disappointment.
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“Kitty,” Coach Janie, the small but
muscular gym teacher from
Roland Lake, said, “I'm putting
you on the second relay team
with Mariska, June, and Jayden.
That way, I'll have a Daniels

sister on each team!” She smiled
encouragingly.

Dallas waved from the Faith Team.

“We can race each other,” she smiled.

Kitty crossed her arms but nodded.

After the other schools divided their students into
teams of four, each school found its own lane on the
track and placed runners 100 meters apart.

The first runner for each team got a baton—in
white, purple, or yellow, of course—to pass on to the
next runner on their team as soon as they caught up to
them. Since I was the first runner for my team, I got
to hold the baton first! And once I had the yellow one
in my hand, I was surprised to find out two things:
one, that it was hollow, and two, that it was made of
metal. “But it’s not heavy,” I said aloud.

Coach Janie nodded. “That’s because it’s made of
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aluminum. It needs to have some weight so that it’s
easier to hand off and hold on to, but it also needs to
be light, so that it doesn’t hurt anyone by accident.”
“Cool!” I said.
Soon, we were all told to get on our marks, and
I felt my heart pound again as I got into position to
run. Since I was in the middle lane, there was a kid
from Faith Academy on my left and a student from
Trinity on my right. I wondered if their legs felt as
tense and shaky as mine as we waited to hear the blare
of the whistle.
Then it went off! And we were off!
As I sprinted, I kept my eyes focused on the members of
my team—on Quinn, really, since she was the person
in front of me, waiting at her station
for me to hand her the baton. I
didn’t want to look at the runners
& on either side of me. I just
wanted to move as fast as |

could and reach my teammate

first. This turned out to be a
good plan because I made great

time and was able to hand off the
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baton before the others were—just by a couple of
seconds, of course, but seconds count in sports. They
can mean the difference between losing and winning
a game!

As Quinn thundered ahead of me, I screamed after
her, “Go! Go! Gooooooo!”

A race can go by very fast and yet seem to take
forever. Once it’s done, it can feel like you just blinked
and it was over. But while it’s happening, it can feel like
everything is moving in slow motion.

That’s how I felt as I watched Quinn run up to Zach
to hand him the baton.

He roughly snatched it from her and kicked dirt
and dust into Quinn’s face as he dashed ahead, trying
to keep our lead. Then I noticed who he was running
against: Ruby on one side, and Timmy on the other.

As the three runners pounded toward their awaiting
teammates (who were to run the last leg of the race),
there was clearly one school in the lead—Roland Lake!

My heart fluttered a little as I thought, / think we're
going to win.

Ruby was running hard, but when she began coughing,
it kept her a few paces behind Zach. She was still faster
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than Timmy, though, who, since he was in last place,
seemed almost to have given up. He was jogging more
than running, like he was afraid of hurting himself.

After seeing Zach pull further ahead, I looked over
at Kai, waiting to receive the baton from him. He was
grinning, jumping up and down, and shouting at Zach,
“Come on! Yes! Let’s go! We got this!” But instead of
looking encouraged, Zach just looked annoyed.

Oh, we're definitely winning this, 1 thought, and I
looked over my shoulder to give Kitty a “thumbs-up.”
When I grinned at her, her smile back at me suddenly
dropped into a look of horror.

Between the look on her face and the sounds of
shouting and yelling behind me, I whipped my head
around to see what was happening. Judging by the
bodies on the ground, it looked to me like Zach and
Kai had collided with each other and both had
fallen down.

I was speechless for a moment. I couldn’t move a
muscle. Not my tongue to speak. Not my legs to run.

Nothing.

Then I watched as Ruby, who was still running,

looked over her shoulder in surprise. And, instead of
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continuing, she turned back and ran toward the two boys.
I guessed to check on them and see if they were all right.

This snapped me out of my shock, and I broke out
in a run to join her and the other kids and coaches who
were heading to the scene of the accident.

Just then, a movement at the corner of my eye
caught my attention, and I watched as Timmy crossed
the finish line.

“I won! I won!” He jumped up and down and
turned to smile at all the people that seemed to be
rushing over to congratulate him. Only then did he
notice that they were all headed towards Kai and Zach,
instead. “What? What’s going on...?”

Seeing the confusion and disappointment on his
face, I decided to go over to him instead. Kai and Zach
were getting a lot of attention, anyway, but no one was
paying attention to Timmy.

“Zach and Kai had an accident,” I explained once I
reached his side. “Come on. Let’s see if they’re okay.”

Timmy and I jogged up to the crowd surrounding
the boys. But when I strained to look, Coach Janie
yelled at everyone. “Keep back! Give them room! Give

them air!”
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I obeyed, taking a few steps backward. As every-
one else did, too, I could see that the boys were now
sitting up and moving. I breathed a sigh of relief.

“Except for a few scrapes,” Coach Janie told Zach,
“you look okay. How do you feel?”

Zach shrugged and flipped a lock of hair out of
his eye. “Fine, I guess.”

“And you?” Coach Janie asked Kai. “How are you
doing?”

I noticed that Kai was cradling his left arm with
his right arm. But he flashed a “thumbs-up” sign and
said, “I'm good!”

Then the boys got to their feet and everyone else
broke into applause.

“That’s what good sportsmanship is,” Coach Janie
said, nodding approvingly. “Never giving up! Now,
quickly, run to the finish line! Then we’ll have our
medal ceremony!”

Ruby sprinted off immediately and took second
place. Kai followed half-heartedly to cross the finish
line and took third place.

The medals were presented in a small ceremony,

and Coach Frayne slipped the gold medal, which was
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attached to a red, white, and purple ribbon over
Timmy’s head.

At first, he looked embarrassed. “I don’t deserve
this,” he told her. “I didn’t really win.”

But Coach Janie patted him on the arm and said,
“Yes, you did. Fair and square. You crossed the finish
line first!”

The blush on Timmy’s face turned into a glow of
pride. And when he looked down at the shiny medal
that hung from his neck, it looked as if he couldn’t quite
believe it was his.

As Timmy’s teammates cheered, I leaned over and
whispered to Kitty. “At least his dad will be happy.”

“It’s not fair!” Zach burst out suddenly. “He would
never have won if | hadn’t been knocked down!” He
whirled to face Timmy. “You just left us there and ran to
the finish line!”

“Zach!” Dallas snapped at her cousin in a warning tone.

“I—I didn’t see...!” Timmy protested. Then he
narrowed his eyes. “Besides, if you hadn’t crashed into
him, Kai would have won!”

Rage reddened Zach’s face as he balled up his hands

into fists.
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“Children!” Coach Janie clapped her hands in an
effort to stop the argument. “This is not good sports-
manship! There is a difference between being ‘a good
sport’ and being ‘good at sports,” she said.

“Yeah,” Ruby muttered as she looked glumly down
at her silver medal. “If you're good at sports, you get
a gold medal. If you are a ‘good sport,” you get
second place!”

In the next relay race, Roland Lake came in second
place. So Kitty got a silver, but she seemed much
happier about it than Ruby had been.

Afterward, Coach Janie waved at all of us to follow
her. “Come on, people. It looks like you all could use
a little cooling off—and we know how to help you do
just that.” And the three coaches led us all to a different
part of the field.

There, a banner was strung up over a series of long
tables. On the banner were the words “Gold Medal Glug,
Glug, Glug.” And on the tables, were bowls of strawberries,
bananas, blueberries, mangoes, all kinds of leafy greens,
canisters of frozen yogurt, and several blenders.

“Every day there will be refreshments for all the
participants of the Gold Medal Games,” the coach from

16 R R R R Q8 R AR RA QAR A RQL AQAARQQR



Trinity said.

“Today we have
turned the snack area
into a Smoothie Station—

and you’ll get to make

your own!” The children
oohed and aahed and
clapped. “Let’s start with

the winner and our

injured parties. Timmy?

Would you like to make the first smoothie?”

Timmy made a face. “It looks a little messy. First I
want to put my medal away.”

Coach Janie nodded. “Okay, be quick.”

Timmy ran off.

Zach scowled. “What a show-off. Give me a break.”
He began speaking in a higher voice, pretending to be
Timmy. “Oooh! I don’t want to get my gold medal all
dirty!” Then he snickered. “Yeah. I haven’t had my smoothie
yet, but he already makes me want to throw it up.”

Frowning, I walked away from him. 7 guess he really
doesn’t get what ‘good sportsmanship’ means, 1 thought.
When Timmy returned, he fell in line with Kai and
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Zach to make the first strawberry-banana smoothies. I
smacked my lips and rubbed my stomach. “Looks like
this day will end better than it started!”

“Not for Kai,” Kitty said who was standing next to
me. She gave me a nudge. “Take a look at his arm.”

I took a sidelong peek. Kai was holding his left arm
close to his body again. “It looks kinda pufty.”

Kitty nodded. “Maybe it’s sprained—or even
fractured.”

I agreed. “He should get checked out by a doctor.”

And soon after we made our smoothies, I was glad
to see Kai’s mother pick him up. “We need to have that
arm checked out at urgent care,” she told him.

The rest of the Roland Lake team waved goodbye.
“Feel better,” we called out. “It won’t be the same with-
out you!” And once he was gone, we exchanged sad
glances. It looked like our best athlete might not return
for the rest of the Games!

Zach was the only one who actually smiled at this
idea. “You should all thank me,” he said. “With Kai
gone, the rest of us will have an actual chance at winning
something.” He popped a strawberry in his mouth.

Wow. That was mean, 1 thought as I pressed the
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button on the blender and watched the yogurt and
fruit swirl into a creamy pink shake. You'd almosr think

he slammed into Kai on purpose! But he couldn’t have.

Could he?
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After solving the Mystery of the Pearl Necklace and creating
the Daniels Sisters Detective Agency, Lena, Ansley, Ashton and
Amber find themselves with their first “official” case after a
mysterious disappearance at the Gold Medal Games.

to help them with their Detective Agency and their lives.
YOU can learn along with them in this month’s

Reflections Journal!

| We first 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.



