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I look back at my elementary school and can’t believe that today is the last day of school for the year and I won’t be back here next year. I’m finally going to be in 6th grade in the fall and go to school with some of my gymnastics teammates.

“You did it!” my grandma says to me as she walks me home from school. I’m old enough to go alone now, but she still comes to walk with me. She says it’s her favorite part of the day, so I don’t have the guts to tell her she doesn’t need to come get me.

“Finally,” I sigh, “I’m ready for middle school.”

“You are used to hanging around kids older than you, that’s for sure.” As a Level 8 gymnast, I spend most of my time either at practice or with my teammates, who are all older than me. Well, except for Lucy, who doesn’t live in Snowcap Canyon. Even though Lucy and I are the same age, we don’t go to the same school. 

“I’m going to miss our daily walks,” she admits.

“Me, too,” I agree, and I mean it. I will miss my daily chats with my grandma.

“Will I be taking the bus home?” I ask.

“I don’t think we qualify for the bus. I think your mom and Trista’s mom are planning to carpool.” 

“Maybe you can just make sure you’re home after school and we can talk over cookies?”

She laughs. “Deal.”

As we approach our house, Trista runs out of her house and comes barreling toward us, her light brown hair flying behind her. Trista is my teammate and good friend who lives two doors down. She gets out of school a little before me and is clearly excited that school is officially out for summer. 

“It’s summer!” she yells as she runs. She hits me with a hug and knocks me to the grass like a Labrador. We are a pile of laughter while my grandma shakes her head.

“What should we do today?” I ask.

“PNO of course!” she says, getting up and reaching out a hand for me.

I don’t really feel like Parents’ Night Out tonight, which is odd. I look up at Trista, her smile reaching all the way to her hazel eyes, her arm outstretched to me, and I can’t say no.

“PNO it is,” I say, and take her hand.
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When we get to Perfect Balance Gymnastics it’s surprisingly quiet. I suspect people are enjoying the nice weather. We go to our usual spot on the floor to stretch, and I see my friend from school, Megan. She looks like she just finished a private lesson with Melony. 

“There’s my friend Megan,” I say to Trista.

Trista turns to look. “From school?”

“Yeah, I didn’t know she did gymnastics.”

Trista switches splits and says, “Maybe she just started?”

I watch as Megan finishes her conversation with Melony. She walks toward the doors going to the lobby and I wave at her as she passes us. She sees me and stops, “Hi, Savannah.”

“Hi.”

“Do you have practice tonight?”

“No, just here to work some extra skills. What are you working on?” I ask.

“Oh, I’m here doing privates with Melony to get my back handspring for cheer.”

“A back handspring?”

“Yeah,” she sits down, crossed-legged, with us. “I’ve been doing cheer for a while now. I want to make the middle school team, and I will have a better chance if I can do a back handspring.”

“There’s a middle school team?” I ask.

Megan laughs, “Yes. They cheer for the volleyball and basketball teams and go to a competition at the end of the year.”

“There’s a volleyball team?” Trista asks.

“Yes, don’t you go there?” Megan asks.

“Yeah, but I guess I’m not paying attention.”

“There are all sorts of teams at the middle school and even more at the high school.”

“Marissa was on the chess team,” Trista adds, making Megan laugh.

“There you go,” she smiles.

I forgot how nice Megan can be when she is not around any of her other friends. Megan turns to me and says, “You should try out.”

“Try out for what?”

“Cheer! You would be great at it. You can already  tumble. And the dance moves we do are easier than your floor routines. They would probably want to make you a flyer, that would take a little longer for you to catch on.”

“A flyer?” I ask.

“The girl we toss up in the air.”

“Oh.” That sounds a little scary, but the rest sounds fun.

“You’re training Level 8 this summer, though, and won’t have time for cheer,” Trista pipes up.

I look at both of my well-intentioned friends, considering their opposing opinions.

“When are tryouts? When do you practice?”

“They’re in a week, which is why I’ve been working so hard on my back handspring. I got it a couple of weeks ago, but I don’t want to lose it, so I still come in and work with Melony.”

“Good job,” Trista says, always one to recognize the hard work of getting a new skill.

“Thanks. Anyway, I’m not sure about practices, but I can let you know.”

“Yeah, let me know.”

“My mom’s here, maybe I’ll see you at tryouts.” She stands up and runs out of the gym to where her mom waits in the lobby.

I watch her, wondering about cheer tryouts. Cheerleading does seem fun. And even more fun that it would be for my school in the fall. Maybe I should ask my mom about it.

“What do you need to work tonight?” Trista asks me as she stands up.

“I’m not sure.”

“Do you mind going over to beam with me?”

“I don’t mind,” I say. I really don’t feel like working on anything. I worked hard at practice all week. I’m mostly here to hang out with my friends. PNO is not as playful as it was when we were little. Now it’s more about working extra on a challenging skill.

As we walk over to the low beam area and set up the panel mats, I can’t stop thinking about what Megan said. Would I really make the team by just showing up? Then what? What happens when you are on the team? I should have asked her more questions.

I decide to dork around with some new leap combinations on the low beam next to Trista, so it looks like I’m doing something. But the truth is, my heart isn’t in it tonight.
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My mom picks us up from PNO since Trista’s mom drove us there. After we drop off Trista, the car is quiet as we pull into our driveway and into the garage.

“It’s officially summer. I thought you would be more excited,” my mom comments.

“I am. I’m so happy it’s summer. I’m just tired.”

She nods and parks the car, grabs her purse, and gets out. “I have exciting news for you!” she sings as we walk into the house.

“You do?”

“I do!” She walks to the fridge. “Do you need to eat something first, or do you want me to tell you?”

“Tell me,” I decide as I drop my gym bag on the floor and climb up to the kitchen bar. I tug on the hairband holding my blonde ponytail. Once I pull out the band, I shake my hair and massage my scalp a little, waiting for my mom to tell me her news.

“You, my sweet girl, have been invited to train with the HOPES team at Salt Lake Gymnastics this summer,” she announces. 

“I have?” HOPES stands for High Performance Evaluation System. It’s a USA Gymnastics program for kids my age who want to move to an elite track and train to hopefully make the US National Team.

“You have, isn’t that exciting?” she asks, looking at me with big blue eyes that everyone says are just like mine. I think hers are deeper blue, though.

“When would I train with them?” I ask. 

“You were invited to try it out tomorrow morning.”

“Train at Salt Lake Gymnastics tomorrow?” I clarify. I still can’t wrap my brain around trying another gym or being invited to HOPES.

“Oh, honey, I thought you would be happy about this.”

“I like my team,” I venture. 

“Of course you like your team. You will still see them,” she says, pulling food out of the fridge. She asks me to wash my hands and help her set the table for our late dinner. I happily let the conversation change to who signed my yearbook on the last day of school.

That night, I lay in bed thinking about HOPES and what that might mean for me long term. Would I be able to train HOPES at Salt Lake Gymnastics and Level 8 at Perfect Balance? I think HOPES athletes train both the developmental levels and HOPES at the same time. 

Then my mind wanders to Megan’s suggestion that I should try out for cheerleading. I never thought about doing anything other than gymnastics. I’ve been a gymnast since I was 2 years old. Did I pick gymnastics? Or did my mom? I mean, I like it. I know I like it. But did I pick it?

Maybe it’s time to pick something else. That might hurt my mom, Katie, Trista, and all my teammates. 

“What do I do, Bunny?” I whisper, pulling my favorite stuffed animal tight to my chest. I’m probably too old for her, but no one needs to know. Bunny and I can decide what to do tomorrow.
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“You’re sure this is okay with Katie?” I ask as we get in the car.

“Yes, I already talked to her.”

My mom is taking me to this special training session at another gym. I didn’t think to text my friends last night that I wouldn’t be at practice this morning. 

“What if I don’t want to keep doing these Saturday practices?” 

“Then you stay at Perfect Balance. But remember, PBGA doesn’t have an Elite program.” I’m quiet at that comment, and she adds, “Let’s just see how today goes, and we can talk to Sue after practice.”

“Sue?”

“The coach at Salt Lake Gymnastics.”

I nod and sit back in my seat. “This is the gym Lucy left you know,” I pout.

“That’s right.” Mom looks at me in the rearview mirror. “I wonder why.”

“They were ignoring her, as far as I can tell. She was doing her back handsprings with the wrong hand in front.”

“That’s odd,” my mom says.

“James fixed it.”

“Hmm, that’s good he caught it,” my mom admits.

I slump in my seat as we drive. Do I want to be Elite? It would be amazing to be on the National Team and represent the United States in international competition. Then again, college gymnastics seems fun too, and then I can just keep training at Perfect Balance with my friends.

“Give it a real chance, okay? I won’t make you go back if you hate it.”

“Okay,” I agree.

The gym is huge. I thought Perfect Balance was a big gym, but this one is massive. Like our gym, the training area and offices are downstairs, and the parent viewing area and dance studio are upstairs. They also have a bigger pre-school gymnastics area, a daycare, and extra offices. In the training area, they have two spring floors, two foam pits, and much more equipment for all the other events, including men’s events. 

“Wow,” is all I can manage to say.

“Exciting, isn’t it?” my mom says next to me. I nod as I put my stuff in a cubby in the lobby. “Let’s find Sue. I talked to her on the phone. She’s expecting you.”

“Are you Savannah?” a coach asks, walking up to me. I turn and nod. “I’m Sue, the head Optionals coach here.” She reaches out her hand and I shake it. Then she turns and shakes my mom’s hand. “So nice to meet you in person, Debbie.”

“Are you ready to try a TOPS and HOPES workout?” she asks me. TOPS stands for Talent Opportunity Program, and I’ve noticed it’s for younger gymnasts, about second to fifth graders.

“Yes,” I say, knowing that is the only acceptable answer. “What makes it a HOPES workout?” I ask.

“Our TOPS and HOPES girls practice with their regular levels during the week. On Saturdays we work on the skills that the National Team tests. As we get closer to testing day, they will work these skills and routines at every practice.”

“I’m okay to stay?” my mom asks.

“Of course. The parent area is upstairs. The three of us can talk after. Savannah, I’ll walk you out to the team.”

My mom gives me a smile, and I follow Sue into the gym.

Coach Sue walks me toward where the team is stretching. She introduces me to each of them, and I immediately forget their names. The girls aren’t just sitting wherever they want, like we do at Perfect Balance, they are in perfectly spaced out rows. I’m not sure where to sit. I look around awkwardly until Sue tells me there is a spot at the end of the second line.

I know to sit in the same pike stretch they are doing. I notice a girl in front is leading the stretches, like Paige does in meets. I follow along with no problem, although it seems so formal to do this in practice. At the end of our stretches, she leads us in hollow body rocks. At Perfect Balance, those are usually saved for conditioning at the end of practice. 

When we are done, we get in three lines for complex. Rather than using complex to warm up and try new things, we are doing drills. Lots of drills. We walk with kicks, as if we are on beam, we do cartwheels from a knee, handstand snap down to back handsprings, standing aerials, and back extension rolls to a funky half-pirouette, which Sue is calling a blind change.

Then, Sue sends me over with two other girls to climb the rope.

“Do you guys always condition during a workout?”

“This isn’t really conditioning, just how we warm up,” a girl with dark black hair and blue eyes answers. Then she starts climbing up the rope with her legs straight out in front of her in a pike position. I know I can’t climb the rope without using my legs, much less holding my legs in front of me. 

This is going to be a long workout. I struggle to climb the rope without my legs and give up and just climb to the top using my feet for support, then come back down. When I hit the ground, Sue is next to me.

“See if you can go a little higher each time in the L-shape. Two more and you can move on to stalder press handstands on beam.”

I do my two more sorry attempts at climbing the rope in an L shape and then I go over to the beams for stalders. These I can do well on floor, but I haven’t done them much on beam. Sue lets me work them on the low beam while all the other girls do them on a high beam.

I’ve never been the scrappy older kid on the team, and I don’t care for it. I’m used to being the smallest, youngest, and one of the best. In this crowd of incredibly talented 7- to 12-year-olds, I’m well below average.

After presses, we move on to beam complex. It goes a little better than floor since I’ve had dance lessons with a ballet instructor. It shows here. I am holding my own a little better as we do kicking walks, arabesques, and turns. 

Sue coaches our group of nearly twenty gymnasts. She has an assistant coach with her, but neither of them pays much attention to me. I can see how Lucy, with all her talent, got overlooked here.

Once we are done with beam complex, the girls start working their back tucks, aerials, and flight series. None of these skills are more than what I would expect from a Level 8 team. What boggles my mind is that they can all do every one of the skills. In our gym, Paige works round-offs, Trista works aerials, and Marissa works back tucks. In this gym, they all do each of the skills on beam. How is that possible? Each skill takes so long to learn.

That’s the difference, I realize. Skills don’t take a long time for these girls to learn. They are the superstars of not just this gym, but of the surrounding gyms, all training in one place. I remember one summer, Alexis’ brother, Ethan, made an All-Star team in baseball. We went to the game and Alexis explained to me that the players were the best kids from a lot of different teams. That’s what this Saturday morning TOPS/HOPES group looks like, the All-Star team.
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By the time my three-hour practice was over, I was exhausted. We did a lot of body shaping drills and conditioning throughout the workout and then conditioned again at the end. No wonder these girls are more muscular than me and my teammates.

“How did it go?” my mom asks me as soon as I enter the lobby area.

“I’m going to be sore,” is all I can think to say. I go to my cubby and pull out my flip-flops and gym bag.

Sue comes out of the training area and tells my mom we can talk in her office.

Instead of taking us to a shared office like at Perfect Balance, she leads us down a hall to her own private office. She sits on one side of the desk, and my mom and I take seats on the other.

“Nice job today, Savannah,” she says to me first. “How do you feel?”

Muscle fatigued. Tired. Overwhelmed. “Good,” I say.

“Good. You definitely have the raw talent for HOPES. You have some of the skills. I notice you need your aerial and front walkover on beam. I think your tumbling is there. Can you do front giants on bars?”

Maybe the coaches paid more attention to me than I thought. “Yes.”

“Good. Your basic technique is good, no surprise coming from James and Katie. But your conditioning needs work.” She looks down at her notes, “How old are you?”

“Eleven,” my mom and I answer.

Sue looks at my mom, “While an eleven-year-old Level 8 is plenty young enough to have her sights on college gymnastics, she is a little late to the party for Elite.”

“What do you suggest?” my mom asks.

“HOPES Classic is in the spring, so you have a year to prepare. It’s a lot to learn, HOPES Compulsories are very comprehensive. Honestly, if this is something you want to do, I recommend changing gyms as soon as possible so you can catch up.”

We are both silent at that recommendation.

“Savannah, your mom told me you like your gym. The Elite track is intense; you have to want it. What we did today was some light summer training.”

“Your team doesn’t do the levels?” I ask.

“For a while, they do. They train TOPS while being in Level 7 or 8. Then they train Level 9 and 10 while doing the HOPES compulsories. But once they get to Junior Elite, they are no longer doing the Developmental Program. Once you are Junior Elite, we will have to talk about cutting back on school and taking some online courses so you can be here just after lunch.”

“Can she ever go back?” my mom asks. “To the levels?”

“Of course. Elites switch back to Level 10 all the time. It just depends on what their individual goals are.”

Again, we are silent. Cutting back on school? This is a lot.

“Do you have any questions for me, Savannah?”

Both Sue and my mom are staring at me. Do I have any questions? 

“Is there any way I can do HOPES compulsories without changing gyms? Like, can I just keep coming on Saturdays?”

Sue is silent for a moment, then she says, “If you just practiced with us on Saturdays, you will not learn as fast and will not be ready for HOPES Classic in the spring. I don’t really see the point of doing that.”

“Could we add in a private during the week to keep her on track?” my mom asks.

“That would help,” Sue mulls. “What is your training schedule this summer at PBGA?”

“Monday to Thursday and Saturday,” I answer.

“You have Sundays and Fridays off?”

“Yes.”

“You could do privates on Fridays, but honestly, Debbie, she needs some rest days. I like that she has two days off from training. I think the real question here is, what are your long-term goals, Savannah? Do you want to make the huge sacrifice to be Elite and compete internationally? Or do you want to make the slightly smaller sacrifice of getting to Level 10 and competing in college?”

“I don’t know. I didn’t know we had to pick.”

“Well, at our gym, you don’t exactly have to. You can train with our Level 8s and do the HOPES training on Saturday. The problem with training at PBGA and doing HOPES here is that we incorporate a lot of the skills you need for HOPES in our workout throughout the week.”

“What if I just had a list of the skills I need to work and I worked them at PBGA?”

She smiles at me through gritted teeth, and I can tell that negotiating here is not like at PBGA. “It’s not that simple. If you want to be an Elite gymnast, you will need to train here.” After an awkward pause, she adds, “You are welcome to join for a few more Saturdays, if that helps you decide.”

“That would be really great, thank you, Sue,” my mom says.

“You two have a lot to think about,” she says as she stands up, ending our meeting.

We walk out of the gym in silence. Changing gyms? Training HOPES on Saturday is one thing, changing gyms is another. Did my mom know that was part of the deal?

We get in the car, and my mom doesn’t ask me the obvious question until we are driving away. “What did you think?”

“I’m pretty far behind.”

“We can get you some privates to catch up.”

“When? I’m already training five days a week,” I say with a little more sass than I intended.

“You can miss a day or two at PBGA to have some time with Sue.”

I don’t think my mom realizes that the skills are a lot harder than when I was little. They are not something that can be learned in a few privates.

I am silent, so she tries again. “How was the workout?”

“Hard. They basically conditioned the entire time. I’m going to be so sore.”

“I noticed that, like the skills were secondary.”

“It was drills and strength, which isn’t as fun as working a skill.”

“Maybe it’s more effective.”

I shrug. “Maybe.” 

“But wouldn’t it be cool if you could be at the HOPES Classic next year?”

“Yes,” I agree. But I wouldn’t be there with my best friends. I would be there with girls who hardly speak.

“The girls didn’t really talk,” I venture.

“They had you guys pretty busy the entire time.”

“Yeah,” I agree. I wonder if they ever talk and have fun?

“I think I need a few more Saturdays with them before I decide,” I say.

My mom looks at me in the rearview mirror. “You want to go back?”

“I want to work out with them again,” I repeat. I need to see if these girls are interesting and fun teammates or if they are, I don’t know, robots.

“Oh, honey, that’s great. I’ll tell Sue and Katie that you are going back next week.”
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That afternoon, my friends decide to kick off summer with a pool party at Marissa’s house. I love summer days at Marissa’s house. Today the entire team is going to be there. We have been talking about it for weeks. 

I dig through my drawer to find a decent swimsuit to change into. Maybe I should just wear an old leotard, all these swimsuits look too small.

My teammates are going to ask me where I was this morning as soon as I show up. That might be weird to tell my friends that I am thinking about changing gyms. Am I really considering this? Maybe I should talk to Lucy first, since she has experience with Salt Lake Gymnastics. That used to be her gym. Do I know all the reasons she wanted to leave? 

“Do you want to sunscreen now or when you get there?” my mom asks, walking into my room.

“I can do it when I get there,” I comment. “Mom, I don’t think any of these are going to fit.”

“You have grown a lot. I haven’t had time to think about summer yet.” She walks over and peers into my drawer. She plucks out a swimsuit from among my messy piles of rash guards, suits, and leotards. “What about this one?”

She holds up a cute pink suit with blue flowers. “Can I just wear a leotard?” 

She laughs, “Sure, you have plenty. Grab an old one, though, because the chlorine will ruin it. I’m going to go downstairs and get your lunch ready.”

I grab a blue and green swirl leo that was a favorite, but that I’m growing out of. “Am I riding up with Trista?”

“No, I’m taking you. You’re going to be a little late, and Andrea said Trista didn’t want to wait.”

I frown at that as she walks out of the room. Between missed Saturday morning practice and rolling in late, my teammates are definitely going to know something is up. I don’t want to lie to them, but I don’t want to tell them I’m trying a new gym either. Maybe I can blame my mom. I can tell them she made me. 

Which, I guess, she kind of did. 

I make my way downstairs and to the kitchen counter. My mom is standing at the counter making peanut butter and jelly sandwiches. “Hi, hon, you look cute.”

“It feels good to wear shorts again.”

“You have a sundress cover up, remember?”

“Shorts and a T-shirt are fine,” I answer, climbing onto a bar stool.

“You can start on this nectarine while you wait,” she says, setting a plate of fruit slices in front of me. 

“Mom, what do I tell my teammates?”

“You don’t have to tell them anything,” she says, cutting our sandwiches in half, and sliding a plate over to me.

“They are going to ask where I was this morning.”

“Savannah, your teammates want the best for you. You can tell them you are trying a gym that is better matched at helping you achieve your goals.”

What are my goals? Are they better matched?

“That sounds like such a mom answer.”

“Then say you were invited to try out HOPES. PBGA doesn’t have that program, so you aren’t insulting anyone.”

“Yeah, maybe I’ll do that. Did I get invited?”

“I showed Sue your videos and she said you should come try it.”

I bite into my sandwich knowing there was probably more to it than that. I think about it as I eat. My mom is quiet while I think. 

“I like the HOPES idea. I think less feelings will be hurt with that one. Plus, we haven’t decided anything yet.”
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I’m nervous when I ring the doorbell at Marissa’s house.

Her mom answers. “Hi, Savannah, come on in.” She stands back and opens the door wider. I turn and wave to my mom in the car and step inside.

“The girls are already outside,” she says, walking me through the house toward the sliding glass doors that lead to the pool in their backyard. I can hear kids squealing outside as I walk through the quiet house. She slides open the doors and I step outside.

I walk over to a lounge chair, put down my bag, and step out of my flip-flops.

“Savannah! You made it!” Marissa happily yells from the pool.

I smile, happy to be around my friends. I quietly take off my shorts and T-shirt so I can get in the pool. I look around and notice more than just my teammates are here. Marissa’s sister, Vanessa, is here with a few friends. And Marissa’s school friends, Logan and Nate, are also here. 

“Where were you this morning?” Trista asks, swimming up to the side of the pool. She crosses her arms over the edge and looks at me.

Already? Leave it to Trista not to give me even a moment. I walk up to the edge of the pool and sit down next to her. I put my legs in the cool water and let out a squeal.

“Right? It feels colder than usual today.”

“Who are the other kids here?” I ask her. 

She turns and looks around, “You know Marissa’s sister, Vanessa. Those are her two friends, Kinsley and Sophia. And then Logan and Nate, you know them, right?”

“I’ve met them here before.”

“Marissa and I eat lunch with them every day. It’s weird you don’t know them that well.”

“I feel like I know them because I’ve heard you and Marissa talk about them,” I comment.

“I’m so glad you will finally be at our school this year! It was a long year without you.”

“I’m glad, too.”

I look across the blue water to see my teammates, Paige, Lucy, Alexis, Marissa, Riley, Carmen, and Victoria playing a game with Nate and Logan. Nate has a soft football he is throwing at kids running and jumping off the diving board. I’m surprised at how often my teammates catch the ball midair, making everyone erupt in cheers.

“Where were you this morning?” Trista asks again.

I look down at her. I should have known she would not forget that I didn’t answer her question the first time.

“Can I tell you later?”

“Savannah, you know that will just about kill me. I can’t wait for news like that! Now I am going to think it’s a big deal.”

“Maybe it is a big deal,” I sigh.

“Oh my gosh, Savannah. What?” She pulls herself up to a support position and out of the pool. Then she grabs me by the hand, pulls me up, and leads me back to the lounge chairs. I sit down across from her. She is still holding my hand. She squeezes it and says, “What happened?”

“I tried a new gym.”

“What?” she yells, then immediately looks around guiltily. But with the music blaring, kids splashing and shrieking, no one heard her. “Why?” she asks in a lower tone.

“My mom wanted me to try HOPES.”

“HOPES.” She looks at me steadily, “As in Elite? You were invited to train Elite?” she asks, and I can hear the envy in her voice as it rises.

“More like my mom asked if I could try it.”

“Savannah, unless you can do the TOPS skills, there is no way they would let you try HOPES.”

“I can’t do the stupid rope climb with my legs out.”

“But you can do stalder presses, cast handstands, and a million other skills.”

“Trista, it was crazy. I am so far behind those girls. They are like a team of Lucys.”

Trista thinks for a moment, then smiles, “Was it kind of cool though, to be training with Elites?”

I smile. “Yes and no. It was so tough. They work so incredibly hard. And they have to be able to do everything. Like, no front or back tumbling, they have to be good at both. And they don’t just train one flip on beam, they flip every direction.”

“You could do it. You’re good enough. I wish I was good enough.”

“Come on, Trista, you totally are.”

She gives me a look that says don’t lie to me, and I don’t know what to say. “If I work really hard, I’ll be good enough for a college team.”

I nod, knowing that gymnastics does not come as easily to her as it does for me or Lucy, or even Alexis. 

“That’s what I thought I was doing, too,” I admit.

“You can go Elite and still do college.”

“But why? Why do all that work to end up in the same place?” I ask. 

“Um, to make the National Team.”

I just don’t see how that is possible for me. I’m so far behind. And how many gyms across the country have programs like that? With all of these girls vying for twenty spots.

“I honestly don’t think that is possible for me.”

“Then to compete at the HOPES Classic or American Classic,” she amends.

“Yeah, that would be cool.”

“Wow, you are seriously going to change gyms?” she whispers under her breath.

“I don’t know yet,” I admit.

“You don’t?”

“No. I mean, the coach said I could try a few practices before I decide.”

“Hmm. And why wouldn’t you do it?”

“Well, it’s not nearly as fun as working out with you guys.”

“Of course,” she smiles.

“And I just don’t know if I want to drive an hour each way for practice and be with girls who for sure don’t go to my school. With coaches that Lucy left for a reason.”

“It’s at Salt Lake Gymnastics?”

I nod, confirming.

“You should talk to Lucy about them. Were you coached by her coach?”

“I’m pretty sure.”

“For sure ask her.”

“I will.”

“What else?”

“What else, what?”

“Are there other reasons you wouldn’t do it?”

Trista can tell I am holding out on her. We have been friends for too long. “Well, I like that PBGA lets us do other things. I might want to do other things at some point. All I have ever done is gymnastics.”

“Like what?”

I look at the water again, not sure how to tell her. I look back and decide that with a good friend like Trista, truth is the only option. “Like cheer.”

“CHEER?” she yells, agog. If I thought HOPES training surprised her, it was nothing compared to saying I was interested in cheer. “Like rah-rah, go boys, cheer?”

“You know it’s more than that, Trista,” I chide.

She slumps forward, and puts her forearms on her legs, and hangs her head. “You are just not going to make it to Level 10 with me, are you?” 

For some reason this makes me laugh. “Maybe not.”

“Those are two really different paths.”

“I know.”

“And your mom is going to flip out.”

“I know.”

“What are you going to do?”

“I don’t know.”

“When are tryouts? What did Megan say?”

“Like this week or next week,” I say. “Trista, you have to help me. I don’t know what I want to do.”

“Uh-uh, I’m no good at this. Maybe talk to Marissa, she stays logical. I just want you to stay with PBGA. If that means cheer, then I pick cheer. But can you please not wear the big bow?”

I laugh, “Those are pretty obnoxious.”

“Right?”

We are silent for a moment, and then Trista says, “This is big.”

It is big. I don’t know how to decide such important things. I don’t want to talk to my mom because I know she desperately wants me to change to Salt Lake Gymnastics and be in their Level 8/HOPES program. I do feel better talking to Trista. Maybe I should talk to Lucy and even Marissa. 
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