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To Logan and Christopher,

It is a joy watching you grow and develop your talents. You are amazing boys!

Love,

Mom
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“Alexis, what is this flyer?” my mom asks holding up a piece of blue paper that says Winter Wonderland Talent Show.

“It’s for a talent show,” I say.

“Are you going to do it?” she asks, her blue eyes sparkling with delight. 

I know she is dying for me to participate. I decide to mess with her a little. “Maybe. I’m not sure. What talents do I have?”

She puts down the paper and starts rummaging through my brothers’ back packs. “Well, I know what I would do if I were you, Baby Girl,” she says, pulling out more papers and skimming them.

My mom calls me Baby Girl because I’m her fifth child and only girl. She says I will always be her baby. I don’t really mind. I’ve noticed, though, since I started third grade she has stopped calling me Baby Girl in public.

“Boys!” she yells upstairs, “Come down here for Table Time!” A thunder of footsteps echo down the stairs as the boys come running.

“How come she’s not at Table Time?” Ethan asks, as he passes me sitting at the kitchen counter.

“She’s still finishing her snack. She eats like a lady, unlike you crazies,” my mom teases.

I pick up my apple slice and slowly eat it while I listen to my mom settle the boys in at the table. Table Time in our house means we all sit at the dining room table and do our homework. We don’t eat at the dining table all week because it’s a huge mess of books, homework, papers, pencils, crayons, backpacks, and glue. It stays like this all week. But on Sundays my mom clears it off so we can have a big family dinner after church. 

I have four brothers: Josh, William, Ethan and Drew. My oldest brother, Josh, is at basketball practice while the other three are at Table Time with my mom. 

“Andrew, when is this book report due?” my mom asks Drew. 

“Friday, I think.”

“Good thing you’ve been reading Adeline Falling Star, you can use that,” she decides.

“Alexis! You should be done by now. No more stalling.” I reluctantly slide off my stool and head toward the dining room. I bet Josh never got rushed during his after school snack when he was a third grader.

As I get to the dining room I see William, Ethan, and Drew bent over their homework. My mom has my spot ready with my spelling words out. 

“Let’s see, when are the talent show tryouts?” My mom picks up the blue paper again from the pile she has brought in from the kitchen.

“Talent Show?” Drew asks, looking up.

“There’s a talent show at Mountain View. You should do it, too,” my mom says to Drew.

“What would I do?” Drew asks.

“What about tumbling to music?” my mom asks. Drew is my only brother that isn’t into basketball or baseball. He does gymnastics like me.

“No thanks, boys don’t tumble to music.” 

“They might in talent shows,” she says.

“That’s something for Alexis to do,” he says, and goes back to his homework.

“Do you want to do it, Baby Girl? I could help you put something together,” my mom says. I can tell she really wants me to do the talent show.

When my teacher announced the talent show in class I was excited. I thought Drew would do it with me. He can tumble so well and it would be so cool if we did the show together. I glance up at my mom, I know she is expecting an answer.

“I don’t want to do it by myself,” I confess. “Are you sure you don’t want to do it, Drew?” I ask my brother. He looks up and shakes his head no.

“Male gymnasts don’t perform to music,” he insists.

“Maybe my teammates will do it with me?”  

“What a great idea!” my mom exclaims, “You can ask them at practice today.”

“Can they come over on Saturday to make something up?” I’m getting excited about this. Paige could create the dance and Trista could do her back flip.  Everyone at school would see how cool it is to be a gymnast. 

“You have the Team Banquet and sleepover this Friday. Why don’t you just make up something at the sleepover?”

“The banquet is this Friday? Finally!” I am so excited for the end of season banquet.

“I know it feels like you’ve been waiting forever, but it’s only January and your season ended in November. December is a hard month to do anything. I’m sure Katie and James were just busy. Anyway, better late than never,” Mom says, walking over to her place at the table. She sits down and picks up her book to read while we work.

“Will we get trophies like the boys do after their baseball and basketball season?” I ask.

“I’m not sure, but probably not. My guess is each of you will be recognized in some way. But gymnastics isn’t really a sport that gives participation trophies. You get medals and ribbons all season.” 

“What do you mean recognized in some way?” Drew asks.

“When I was a kid we could get Most Improved and MVP trophies. But I’m not sure if Katie will do that or give out any awards. We have to just wait and see,” she says, looking down at her book.

“What’s MVP?” I ask. 

“Most Valuable Player. Haven’t you been to all the same baseball banquets I’ve been to?” Drew asks.

“Yeah, but I never paid attention. They’re boring.”

“Hey!” Ethan looks up from his work, “It’s not as if going to a gymnastics meet is a picnic. The same stupid music over and over again is nightmare!”

“At least no one is spitting!” I yell.

“Hey, you two,” my mom raises her voice and we immediately stop shouting. We don’t want to be in here longer than we have to be. She has extra workbooks and worksheets for us to do if we misbehave. We quiet down and go back to our homework.

I stare at my spelling words while I think about the banquet. Would I be MVP? No, Marissa would probably get that. Most Improved That would probably go to Trista. Did I do anything special this season? What about Paige and Savannah? What would James give them? I still really hope we all get trophies.

After the banquet when we are at the sleepover we can make up the best gymnastics and dance routine ever. We’ll perform it at my school and my mom will be so proud.

“Alexis,” I look up to see my mom is staring at me. “Are you ready for me to give you a spelling test?” she asks. 

“Yes,” I say. It’s lucky that I’m good at spelling. She’ll think I was studying instead of day dreaming about trophies and talent shows.
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“There’s a talent show at my school and I was thinking we could do a gymnastics and dance routine. Would you guys want to do that with me?” I ask my teammates, Trista, Savannah, and Marissa.

“I’m in. I’d love to Lex,” I smile, I figured Trista would want to do the talent show.

“What would we do exactly?” Marissa asks.

“A dance routine or something with gymnastics in it,” I answer. At least that’s what my mom said we should do.

“Hi, guys,” Paige says, walking up to us. We are at the cubbies at Perfect Balance Gymnastics Academy putting our shoes and jackets away before practice begins. We leave our leggings on because it is cold in the gym today.

“Why do you all look so serious?”

“Alexis wants us to do a talent show with her at her school,” Savannah supplies.

“Oooh, that sounds fun,” Paige says, then they all start talking at once with ideas and opinions about what song to use, how to incorporate gymnastics, and who should do what. Before I can grab onto any one idea our coach, James, pokes his head out of the office door that connects to the lobby. He tells us to run around the floor ten times to warm up then disappears back to the office.

We walk through the glass doors into the training area and over to floor. Paige turns to me, “Let’s figure it out at PNO this week.” She is referring to Parents’ Night Out. Parents’ Night Out is at Perfect Balance every Friday night. We can play in the gym and play on the equipment in a way we are not allowed to during practice. We eat pizza, play games, and build forts with the mats. Our parents like it because they get to go out to dinner. Everyone loves PNO, except sometimes James. He complains about having to work late on those nights.

“Isn’t our team sleepover this week?” Trista asks.

“Oh yeah,” Paige turns to me as we start running around the edge of the floor, “we’ll have plenty of time at the sleepover to come up with something.” 

James comes out of the office into the training area just as we are on our last lap. “Ten tuck jumps,” he instructs. I have more questions for Paige but I’m going to have to wait.

We do our tuck jumps, split jumps, and straddle jumps. Then we sit down to do some light stretching. That’s when the talking begins again.  

“James, can we compete this spring?” Trista asks as soon as we sit in our splits. “I went to a Level 7 meet over the weekend and I was sitting next to some Level 3 girls from Salt Lake Gymnastics and they said there is a spring and fall season for compulsories,” she explains. I can tell Trista has been dying to ask James this question all weekend.

“I am aware of that Trista and no. At PBGA we compete one compulsories season, the fall season,” he answers.

“But why?” she asks.

“Because doing routines every day during season takes time away from learning new skills. At PBGA we teach you your new skills in the spring rather than competing,” he explains.

“Then how do other gyms do both?” she asks.

“They train more hours,” he says simply.

“Can we train more hours?” Trista asks.

“Not at PBGA,” he says. “Make sure to stretch your wrists and let’s start on bars,” he says to the group.

“Why?” Trista presses.

James stops to look at Trista and finally says, “Why do you think we’re called Perfect Balance Gymnastics Academy?” he asks.

“Because gymnasts have to be perfect and have balance?” She ventures.

At this point we are all standing up ready to go to bars, but we are waiting for James’ answer.

“That’s part of it. The other part is balance in life. Katie named her gym Perfect Balance Gymnastic Academy because she liked the idea of teaching gymnasts balance in life.  Training 15 hours a week as a Level 4 is, in her opinion, not balance. Those kids do not have time for other hobbies.”

He looks at us to make sure we are all listening. “Gymnastics is wonderful for kids, but you still need to be a kid. Play with friends, have hobbies and do things with your families. Two seasons would be more work,” he says.

“But
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