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CHAPTER 1 ON YOUR MARKS



The Tokyo National Sports Stadium was spectacular. As host to the twenty-fifth Games, it was by far the biggest sports arena that Hannah Walker had ever been to. It was so vibrant and colourful as all the flags of the world danced in the wind. Hannah could hardly hear her dad speak over the excitement of the crowd. She watched a group of school children waving the Japanese flag as they saw themselves on the big screen. In the front row, Hannah brushed bits of popcorn off of her navy jumpsuit. Her dad rolled his eyes and laughed.


‘You don’t want to get food down that! You’ve been planning that outfit all week!’


‘I’m just glad it’s not ketchup.’ Hannah rummaged through the maps and notebooks inside her satchel and looked up at her dad. ‘Do we have our flag?’


He unfurled a Union Jack from his pocket. ‘Of course we do!’


‘Can I hold it?’ asked Hannah. ‘It might get us on the big screen!’


Her dad grinned. ‘We’re in the front row. I’ll hang it over the railing for you!’


He held out the flag in the wind and attached it at either end of the railings.


Before Hannah could thank him, the lights in the stadium went out and music blasted from the speakers. The moment had finally arrived. The final of the men’s one-hundred-metre sprint.


Over her shoulder Hannah heard an American voice squeak, ‘Look! The one-hundred-metre dash!’ Hannah smiled. She’d never heard that name for the race. It made her feel even further from her home in London, but in a good way. Everybody in the stands went wild as the big screen lit up and the tannoy announced, ‘Ladies and gentlemen! Please welcome your athletes for the men’s one-hundred-metre final!’


Hannah leaned over the barrier to catch a glimpse of the emerging sprinters. All she could see was a spotlight shining at the end of the athlete tunnel. The crowd fell silent in anticipation. Hannah’s dad grinned and whispered into her ear, ‘Here they come!’


All of a sudden, a beam of light illuminated the track. A name appeared on the screen and the loudspeaker announced, ‘In lane eight… Christoph Leichum of Germany!’


Christoph emerged from the tunnel and waved to a cluster of people in Team Germany T-shirts. The spectators settled down when the next lane lit up and the announcer declared, ‘In lane one… Lance Clark of the United States of America!’ There was a particularly big cheer from the American fans. Hannah watched the athletes already on the track stretching as the loudspeakers blared, ‘In lane seven… Arturo Maggio of Italy!’ Maggio ran out from the tunnel and leaped into the air.


‘In lane two… Jayden Francis of Jamaica!’


The big screen at the end of the stadium caught Hannah’s eye. It showed a group of Jamaicans in the crowd, jumping up and down, with the flag of black-and-green triangles with yellow stripes painted on either cheek.


‘In lane six –’ Hannah pulled out her special competition programme from her satchel as the next name was called out – ‘Nathan Henrie of Canada!’


She flicked through the handbook to find the ‘Start-Line Star Stats’: a fact file about the athletes. As Hugh van Luben walked out to lane three to a wave of cheers from the Dutch, she landed on the box she’d been looking for: Marks vs Tanaka – the two biggest rivals in all of sporting history. With one gold medal each from the last two Games, this was the deciding race. The entire stadium had fallen silent as the announcer built up the tension. In the darkness, lane five was lit up in gold and Haru Tanaka’s name was plastered across the boards in the stadium.


The tannoy boomed, ‘In lane five, representing Japan…’ Everybody held their breath. ‘Gold medallist and world-record holder… HARU TANAKA!’


The stadium erupted with a level of noise Hannah had never experienced before. As Tanaka walked out to his adoring fans, she and her dad let out a cheer. The Japanese superstar took his place behind the starting blocks and waited as the final name was called out. The only name that had a chance of beating Tanaka. Now lane four went up in lights. This time in red, white and blue. Hannah got up from her seat to catch a glimpse of the final athlete as he emerged from the tunnel.


‘In lane four… representing the United States of America…’ The athlete raised his hand in the air. ‘Jesse Marks!’


After the cheers for Tanaka, Hannah didn’t think the stadium could get any louder. Yet, as the American hero walked out on to the track, the atmosphere was electric – a rush of cheers and stomping. It was impossible to tell one nation’s fans from another’s as everybody got to their feet to applaud Jesse. Hannah watched as the American peeled back one side of his headphones to listen to the noise.


Chants of ‘Jesse! Jesse!’ rang out for everybody to hear.


Jesse kept his head down and raised his arm into the air. He gave a little wave to the crowd, before arriving behind his starting block and dropping his kit into a plastic box.


With all the runners now making their final preparations, the chants for Jesse were still ringing out. Hannah beat her hand on the railings to the rhythm. ‘Jesse! Jesse!’


A smart official stood at the side of the track in grey trousers and a navy blazer. She must be the starting official, thought Hannah. The woman raised her hand and each of the sprinters made their way to the blocks. The Games volunteers put their fingers to their lips and the big screens displayed QUIET PLEASE. Within seconds the crowd fell silent and Hannah’s chest went tight with suspense. The official with the starting gun stood up and brought what looked like a walkie-talkie to her mouth.


‘On your marks…’ said a speaker from each of the blocks.


The athletes took their start positions and Haru stamped his foot against the wedge. The clatter echoed around the stadium.
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‘Set.’


Hannah was almost hanging over the railings now. The sprinters were coiled and ready to strike.


BANG!


At the sound of the gun, the athletes launched themselves off the blocks and into the race. The crowd screamed as the Japanese athlete pulled out a tremendous lead with his world-famous lightning-fast start. Behind him came Marks, Francis and Maggio, all in a line. Hannah gasped and it seemed like the rest of the crowd gasped with her. Jesse had stepped up a gear and was powering down the second fifty metres. Desperate cheers from the spectators made Tanaka and Marks run even faster. Hannah saw the determination in Jesse’s face as he refused to give up.


She found herself willing the American on. ‘Go, Jesse!’ she shouted.


The American closed the gap even further and with fifteen metres to go, the rivals were neck and neck. Hannah’s dad joined her in yelling, ‘Come on, Jesse!’


Hannah didn’t dare blink. As Tanaka and Marks battled their way to the finish, the American appeared to have a toe in front! They stretched their necks in a last-ditch effort and dipped over the finish line. Everyone in the Tokyo National Sports Stadium looked up at the scoreboard in hope. Hannah leaped on to her chair when she saw the results. Jesse had won by two milliseconds! In a new world-record time!


‘He’s done it!’ Hannah cried. ‘He’s won!’


She watched Haru crouched down on the track, gasping for air. He caught a glimpse of Jesse and shot to his feet to give him a hug. The smile on Haru’s face lit up the big screen and his fans all jumped up to applaud him.


‘Look!’ Her dad pointed to the athletes on their lap of honour. ‘They’re coming this way!’


Hannah dived back into her satchel and pulled out her new compact camera.


‘This is going to be my best photo yet!’


Not far away, she heard the clicking of big professional cameras. She leaned over the barrier to see Jesse and Haru posing together for the press. Hannah brought her camera to her face and pretended to be an international photographer herself, but she couldn’t get a good shot.


‘Ah, they’re just too far away…’ She sighed.


Hannah heard a young voice call out behind her.


‘Hey, Jesse! Over here!’ the girl shouted in an American accent.


Before Hannah could turn around, a girl who looked about her age, with glasses and long brown plaits clambered down on to the seat next to her and waved her arms in the air. ‘Jesse!’


Hannah saw Jesse trying to follow the sound.


The girls took one look at each other, nodded and yelled as loud as they could.


‘Jesse, over here!’


Jesse spotted the girls and led Haru over.


‘They’re coming!’ Hannah beamed. ‘It worked!’


Haru gifted Hannah a smile and posed with his Japanese flag. As she snapped away on her camera, the girl beside her pulled an American flag from her pocket and handed it to her hero.


‘Thank you…’ Jesse grinned. ‘What’s your name?’


Hannah felt everybody in the stand crowding around them as the girl replied, ‘Maria.’


Jesse wrapped the flag around his shoulders like a cape.


‘Thank you very much, Maria!’


Haru linked his arm through Jesse’s as they both wore their flags like superheroes.


‘Haru!’ someone shouted down from the stands. ‘Aren’t you angry with Jesse for winning?’


The two athletes laughed.


‘Of course not!’ replied Haru. ‘We’re rivals for nine seconds, and friends the rest of the time.’


‘I don’t suppose that you have time for a quick photo with my daughter, do you?’ Hannah’s dad asked, taking her camera.


Hannah wasn’t sure her beam could get any wider as both Jesse and Haru climbed up to the barrier and stood either side of her to pose. As her dad clicked, Hannah saw a woman with golden-brown curls in a long silk dress step over the row of seats.


‘Quick, Maria!’ She was gesturing to the American girl. ‘Move in!’


‘Mom…’ The girl sighed, shuffling into the shot.


Hannah’s dad chuckled. ‘Smile, everyone!’


He and Maria’s mum clicked their cameras and then thanked the two legends. Jesse high-fived the girls and turned back to the track.


‘Thanks for the flag!’


Haru bowed to the crowd and rushed to rejoin his friend on their lap of honour. Hannah stared at her palm in awe.


‘Wow!’ She turned to her dad. ‘I’m never washing my hand ever again!’


Maria squealed, ‘Damn, I just met Jesse Marks!’


Her mum stashed her phone away and teased, ‘I know you don’t like photos, but I bet you’re glad you’ve got that picture, aren’t you?’ She turned to Hannah’s dad and smiled. ‘Thank you for letting Maria join the photo.’


‘Being together is what these Games are all about!’ He beamed. ‘And Hannah doesn’t mind – do you, Hannah?’


Hannah shook her head.


‘Well, thank you, Hannah,’ the lady said. ‘I’m Carmella, by the way.’


‘Nice to meet you.’ Hannah’s dad smiled. ‘I’m Michael Walker.’


The adults began chatting and Hannah took her seat next to the girl.


‘So you might have guessed, I’m Hannah.’


‘I’m Maria.’ The girl stuck out her hand.


Instead of shaking it, Hannah laughed.


‘Oh.’ Maria looked panicked. ‘Do you not shake hands in England?’


‘No, we do!’ said Hannah. ‘I just only have one arm.’ She showed Maria the empty right sleeve of her blouse.


‘Oh, in that case –’ Maria cheerfully swapped hands – ‘I’ll offer you this one.’


The two girls shared a grin as they shook left hands.


‘It’s very nice to meet you, Maria,’ Hannah replied.
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CHAPTER 2 LUCKY SOCKS



‘It’s nice to meet you too,’ said Maria. ‘I never would have met Jesse without you!’ She beamed. ‘It’s been my dream for ages!’


‘So you’re a big sports fan?’ Hannah asked.


Over a stadium announcement, Maria laughed.


‘You could say that.’ She showed Hannah the special pass hanging around her neck. ‘I’m a long jumper. I won a competition back home and my prize was a trip to the Tokyo Games.’


‘That’s so cool! You must know everything about the Games!’


‘Well… the competition wasn’t a quiz.’ Maria chuckled. ‘I won the prize for jumping the furthest.’


Hannah shook her head. ‘Of course you did, sorry!’


Maria smiled. ‘Well, you’re kinda not wrong. I do know a crazy amount about the Games.’


The crowd fell silent around them. Hannah’s dad tapped her on the shoulder. ‘Look! The medal ceremony for the women’s long jump!’


Hannah and Maria peered over the barrier just as the tannoy blared, ‘The winner of the gold medal… representing Germany… Katja Schultz!’


Hannah and Maria watched with wide eyes as Schultz leaped on to the podium with her hands in the air. Amongst all the cheering, Hannah could hear an English voice from someone she guessed was around eleven years old too. She spun round and saw, a couple of rows behind her, a boy brandishing a German flag. A man she assumed was his dad placed a hand on the boy’s shoulder as the national anthem began to play; Hannah quickly stood and faced the podium while she hummed along. She knew the anthem well from her love of Formula 1. One of the best drivers was German and they played the ‘Deutschlandlied’ every time he won. Hannah always joined in during the last part, when she remembered the words.


‘Blühe, Deutsches Vaterland!’


The crowd gave Schultz a big round of applause as they all sat down.


The boy stretched over the rows of seats and said, ‘You know the words too!’


Hannah turned and smiled. ‘Yes, I know them from F1.’


The boy sat down on the row behind and tied his flag to his backpack.


‘Ah, epic! My dad is German, so that’s how I know them.’


Hannah looked around and asked, ‘Is your mum here too?’


The boy shook his head.


‘No, my parents aren’t together any more. My mum lives in the UK and my dad is a German sports reporter… That’s why we’re here.’


‘Ooh!’ Hannah said. ‘I wondered why you had a British accent.’


‘I speak German too,’ he said proudly.


‘That’s cool! I can’t really speak any other languages.’ Hannah turned to Maria beside her. ‘Can you?’


Maria smiled. ‘I actually speak Portuguese.’ She pointed to her stylish mother, who had sunglasses perched on her head. ‘My mom’s from Brazil.’


‘Do you live in Brazil?’ asked the boy.


Maria nodded. ‘We just moved out to Rio from the States.’ She pointed again. ‘You see the man sat next to her with dark hair? That’s my dad.’


Hannah looked up at the Yankees basketball cap on his head. ‘He’s not from Brazil, is he?’


‘Nah, he’s American.’ She chuckled. ‘What gave it away?’


The three of them waved at Maria’s dad. On his knee was a girl a few years younger than Maria.


‘Is that your sister?’ Hannah asked.


Maria sighed. ‘Yeah. She’s kinda annoying, but I love her.’


‘She looks like you,’ said the boy.


‘Yeah, we have our mom’s hair.’ Maria pushed her neatly tied plaits over her shoulder. ‘Thick and very curly.’


The ceremony music started up again and another group of athletes lined up to receive medals.


Hannah’s dad turned to her with a grin.


‘The one-hundred-metre finalists!’ He took a look at the boy sitting behind them and laughed. ‘Each time I turn around, you’ve got another friend!’


‘I know, right? Dad, this is…’ Hannah hesitated for a moment. ‘Actually, I don’t know.’


‘Sebastian,’ the boy answered. ‘But everybody calls me Seb.’


‘So we have Maria and Seb!’ Hannah’s dad brought his fingers to his chin in thought. ‘I tell you what…’ He pointed to Seb’s and Maria’s parents, who were chatting. ‘Are those your families?’ The two of them nodded. He stood up and patted his chair. ‘Here, Seb. You take my seat and I’ll go and join the adults.’


As Hannah’s dad left, Seb clambered over the row and plonked himself down next to Hannah.


To the other side of her, Maria squeaked, ‘I can see Jesse!’


The three of them pressed themselves up to the barrier, watching the podium.
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‘He’s wearing his lucky socks!’ said Maria, pushing up her glasses.


Hannah squinted. ‘How in the world can you see that?’


Maria laughed and pointed to the screen. ‘Because the camera is zooming in on them.’


‘Hey.’ Seb tapped Hannah on the shoulder. ‘You’re missing the presentation!’


Hannah took in the crowd’s cheers as Arturo Maggio of Italy stepped forward to receive his bronze medal. He blew a kiss to the cluster of Italian fans to show his gratitude. Slowly the cheers died down in anticipation of the Japanese superstar up next.


‘The winner of the silver medal… representing Japan…’ Seb called out in time with the announcer.


Hannah joined in. ‘Haru Tanaka!’


The appreciation for Haru inside the national stadium was enormous. A sea of white flags with red circles waved across the stands. Parents lifted children on to their shoulders to get a better view of the athlete. A group of security guards even had to chase an over-excited fan off the track.


Hannah looked up at the screen to see the biggest smile spread across Haru’s face. As he was presented with his silver medal, he curled his fingers into the shape of a heart and held it up to the cameraman.


Hannah smiled. ‘He really is happy.’


After letting out a whoop, Seb replied, ‘It’s epic. He doesn’t need medals when he has the love of his fans!’


Hannah had never seen someone be so happy with second place. She took out her camera to capture the elation on Haru’s face, and as the shutter clicked, she smiled. ‘They don’t love his medals. They love him.’


The speakers began to announce the winner of the gold medal and Seb quickly pointed to the American. ‘Here we go!’


Hannah watched Haru applaud his rival. ‘They’re so—’


The crowd erupted before the announcer had even finished, cutting Hannah off. She shouted over the noise.


‘They’re both so kind to each other!’


Hannah couldn’t hear a word of the tannoy over the volume of the spectators, especially Maria’s dad, who was bellowing behind them.


Jesse sprang on to the top step of the podium, grinning wildly.


‘You know, my dad says that medals bring you recognition,’ Seb said, ‘but personality makes you memorable.’


Jesse bowed before the prize-giver and allowed her to drape the medal around his neck. Hannah gave her loudest cheer as Jesse beckoned Haru on to the top step. The pair squeezed together, arm in arm, and the crowd roared. All across the stadium, fans, volunteers and officials linked arms with one another. On the big screen, Hannah saw Jesse mouth to Arturo, ‘Get up here!’


Arturo carefully balanced himself alongside the other two, who bunched together to make room.


‘This,’ said Seb, ‘is the most epic event I have ever been to!’


Maria turned to face him. ‘Does your dad bring you to a lot of competitions?’


‘The ones in the school holidays, yes.’


‘Are you back here tomorrow?’ Hannah asked.


He quickly shook his head but didn’t explain why as the American anthem started up.


Standing up straight, Hannah and her friends turned to the flagpole and the US flag was hoisted into the air. She noticed how both Jesse and Maria brought their right hands to their hearts – and so many of the audience did too. There had to be thousands of Americans here, thought Hannah, but fans from all countries were cheering. Even the Japanese fans of Haru gave a huge round of applause at the end of the anthem’s final note.


Hannah had never seen so many countries cheer together. She called out to her dad, passed him her camera and got Maria’s and Seb’s attention.


‘Can we take a photo for my mum? She’ll think it’s so cool that we’re together!’


‘Why’s that?’ Seb asked as he grinned at the camera.


‘Mum’s a foreign diplomat, so her job is to help bring people together,’ Hannah explained. ‘She has this running joke that all nations do is argue, but this stadium is proof that they don’t.’


‘Wow…’ said Seb. ‘That job sounds serious!’


Maria looked a little confused. ‘What’s a diplomat?’


Hannah always loved explaining her mum’s work.


‘She basically goes around the world, talking to important people from every country.’


Seb laughed. ‘Yep, that’s very serious!’


‘Do you want to do that?’ Maria asked Hannah. ‘When you’re older?’


‘Absolutely!’ Hannah replied.


As the noise inside the stadium settled down and spectators began to file out, Hannah shuffled closer to her new friends. She told Seb, ‘Maria’s going to be a professional long jumper!’


‘Really?’ He turned to Maria and joked, ‘Mention me when you win a medal!’


‘Me too!’ said Hannah.


Maria smiled. ‘Of course I will.’


Hannah looked at Seb.


‘What?’ He looked panicked.


She rolled her eyes and laughed. ‘What do you want to do?’


He visibly relaxed. ‘Oh, phew! I wondered why you were staring at me! I’m going to be an actor,’ he told her proudly.


Before he could elaborate, his dad shouted from the seats behind them, ‘Sebastian, are you ready?’


Seb shrugged and sighed. ‘Yeah…’ He faced the girls. ‘It was nice to meet you both.’


Hannah frowned. ‘You’re definitely not coming back here tomorrow, are you?’


‘Ah no, I’m not.’ He shook his head. ‘My dad’s got interviews in the morning and then he’s taking me to the media centre.’


‘Oh, okay,’ Hannah said.


‘But if you’re free in the morning,’ Maria said, ‘we could all go for breakfast?’


Hannah wasn’t sure why she hadn’t thought of that. They turned to the adults with big cheesy grins.


‘Can I, Dad?’ begged Seb. ‘Please?’


‘What’s this?’ said his father, smiling.


‘Have breakfast tomorrow with Hannah and Maria!’


‘If that’s okay with their parents.’ He turned to their families. ‘Is that all right with you?’


Hannah’s dad nodded. ‘Absolutely! I’m meeting some colleagues at the Tokyo Skytree tomorrow morning, so Sebastian and Maria could come along and keep Hannah company?’


Maria’s mum brought her hands together. ‘That’s a lovely idea!’


‘We can take Isabella to the Sportpark to meet the mascot,’ Maria’s dad said. ‘She’s been begging to go and I know Maria isn’t interested. She’s too grown up for mascots!’


Seb turned to his dad. ‘So I can go?’


‘Yes, and in fact, I think I’ll come with you.’


‘Ugh, Dad!’


Seb’s dad rolled his eyes. ‘Not to annoy you! I’m interviewing the captain of the German hockey team and the Skytree would make the perfect setting.’


Hannah grinned. ‘Amazing. Tomorrow, we’re having breakfast at the Skytree!’
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CHAPTER 3 BUSTER THE COLLIE



From inside the Skytree cafe on Floor 340, the view of Tokyo was phenomenal. Hannah felt her ears adjust with a pop to the pressure of being so high up. She bit her nails as she gazed out of the window to look down on the world, noticing how each tiny person, car and animal were all intertwined. She imagined a dog on the loose running down the street and being caught by a customer leaving a nearby shop. Then the owner running after the dog, causing a taxi to slam on its brakes as they crossed the road. Hannah opened her notebook to jot down a cool thought.


We are all characters in one big story – life.


As Hannah clicked her pen shut, a waitress with short black hair and a sweet smile came to the table and set down a variety of drinks.


‘That’s a super cute outfit!’ She pointed to Hannah’s white shirt and dark brown trousers. ‘You look like a retro movie star!’


Hannah blushed. ‘Thank you. I’m glad you like it.’


The waitress bowed and turned to the drinks on the table. ‘Your dad ordered these for you and your friends.’


Hannah took a look at them, each in a tall, thin glass and a different bright colour.


‘What are they?’ she asked.


The waitress pointed to the lime-green drink. ‘This is a melon cream soda.’


‘Cream?’ Hannah wasn’t sure about that and melon together.


‘Ice cream!’ the waitress replied.


That sounded better! Hannah stole a glance at her dad. ‘Cool, ice cream for breakfast!’


The waitress giggled.


‘Would you like to know about the other drinks?’


She pulled her eyes away from the melon cream soda and nodded.


‘The orangey-yellow one is a tropical gradient soda and the pink one is a pink lemon drink. That one is my favourite,’ the waitress confessed. ‘They use lemon sorbet and pink lemonade to make it!’


All three drinks were a treat she’d never be allowed at home, but Hannah had her eyes on one in particular. She thanked the waitress and slowly nudged the melon cream soda closer to her side of the table. Just as her fingers left the glass she heard a loud, ‘Hey!’


Quickly pushing the glass back, Hannah looked up and saw Seb walking towards her in an effortlessly cool outfit: pastel striped shorts, a white T-shirt and a light pink shirt.


He waved and called out, ‘This is pretty epic!’


Hannah sat up straight and waved back. ‘You made it!’


He shrugged. ‘Why wouldn’t I?’


She shrugged too. ‘I was worried that you and Maria would forget.’


‘Forget to visit the tallest building in the world?’


‘Tallest tower,’ Hannah teased.


Seb smiled. ‘The tallest something.’


He took a seat opposite Hannah and waved goodbye to his dad. Hannah watched Seb’s dad and a camera crew pile into the lift.


‘Where’s he going?’


‘To the Tembo Deck above us.’ Seb pointed to the ceiling. ‘You get an even better view of the whole city from there.’ Before Hannah could ask anything else, he picked up the tropical gradient soda and examined the glass. ‘Wow! What’s this?’


Hannah smiled. ‘Taste it and find out.’


Seb took a slurp from the straw and his eyes widened. ‘I know what this is!’


‘Really?’ Hannah said, surprised. Had he been here before?


‘Yes. It’s mine.’ He took another sip and looked up. ‘You know… unless you want it.’


Hannah noticed a girl in the distance. She was dressed in patchwork shorts and a baseball jersey that Hannah thought she recognized.


‘Is that Maria?’


Seb spun round and squinted. ‘I think so.’


‘Maria!’ Hannah shouted. The girl turned around and smiled. ‘Over here!’


Maria quickly headed towards the table and took a seat next to Seb.


‘I think everyone in the cafe now knows that my name is Maria,’ she mumbled.


‘Perfect!’ said Seb. ‘No need to introduce yourself.’


‘But they stared at me…’


‘Who cares? I love being in the spotlight. You have to if you’re going to be an actor!’


Maria pushed her glasses up her nose. ‘Well, there’s only one person in the spotlight today.’


Hannah leaned closer. ‘Who?’


‘You don’t know?’ said Maria.


‘No!’


Her eyes widened. ‘You haven’t seen the news?’


‘What news?’


‘Jeez, really?’


Hannah rolled her eyes. ‘What news, Maria?!’


Maria pointed to a TV in the corner of the cafe. ‘That news!’
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In bold letters across the bottom of the screen, the headline read, MARKS’ MEDAL STOLEN. A video was playing that showed Jesse talking to the media.


‘Is that true? Jesse’s medal has been stolen?!’ Hannah asked, amazed.


‘It’s gotta be! It’s all over the news,’ said Seb.


‘Why would someone do that?’ Hannah scoffed. ‘Money, I guess,’ she added.


Seb suppressed a laugh. ‘You think they’re holding it ransom in a dungeon?’


‘But what if it’s true?’ said Maria. ‘Not the dungeon part, of course, but Jesse does have a lot of sponsorship deals. A thief could demand he pays them millions for his medal back!’


‘That would be really cruel,’ said Hannah. ‘Jesse worked so hard for that medal.’ She thought back to her taxi journey that morning. ‘The radio in our cab ride here did keep mentioning Jesse’s name, but it was all in Japanese and I just thought they were talking about the race.’


‘Dad mentioned it to me this morning,’ Seb said, shrugging. ‘Is it really that big of a deal?’


‘It’s terrible!’ Maria said. ‘Poor Jesse. He must feel awful!’


She reached towards the melon cream soda as she continued talking. ‘The police have no idea how it disappeared.’


Seb laughed. ‘Well, if they can’t find who did it, then maybe we should!’


Maria sipped the drink and immediately stuck out her tongue. ‘Damn, that’s sweet!’


Hannah grinned. ‘I’ll have that one, if you like!’ she suggested quickly.


Maria nodded and picked up the pink lemon drink instead. ‘I know you were joking, Seb, but we could try to find the medal. It would be such a great thing to do for Jesse!’


The three of them shifted their gazes from one to the other. Hannah thought about it. Finding the medal would be a pretty cool thing to do. But… if the police were stuck, what hope did they have?


But Seb was grinning. ‘Yeah, why not! Let’s do it! Let’s find that medal!’


Hannah swallowed her doubt. ‘Let’s give it a go!’


Maria beamed. ‘So, where do we start?’


Hannah delved into her satchel and pulled out a pen, her notebook and a map of the Sportpark. ‘We need to make some notes,’ she explained.


As she took hold of the pen, Seb blurted, ‘Epic, you’re left-handed like me!’


Looking at her one arm, Hannah smiled. ‘Hmm, I suppose I am.’


Seb held his hand out for a fist bump. ‘Us lefties have to stick together.’


‘Hey!’ said Maria.


He winked at her. ‘I’m only teasing.’


‘Oi! We can’t fall out now.’ Hannah said, straightening out her fold-out map. ‘We could start by connecting all the places where the medal has been?’


She clicked the top of the pen, ready to write.


‘Right now, the police say they don’t know when or where it went missing,’ Maria said. ‘So I guess we’ve just gotta list all the places it could have been?’


‘The athletes’ village?’ Seb suggested.


‘And the stadium,’ said Maria.


Hannah circled their locations on the map. ‘You’re right, but they’re both so big.’ She tapped the paper. ‘The stadium must have so many rooms behind the scenes.’


‘And a warm-up area for the athletes,’ added Maria.


‘Yes, and they have a prep area too…’ Moving her pen to the athletes’ village, Hannah shook her head. ‘The village is even worse. There are twenty-one apartment buildings, a food hall, a games room, an anti-doping building, casual-dining cafes, a gift shop, a plaza and a bus station.’


Seb looked impressed. ‘Wow, how do you know all this?’


‘It was a long flight over here and I like to read,’ Hannah confessed.


She turned to her notebook and began biting her fingernails.


Maria frowned. ‘What’s wrong?’


‘Nothing…’ Hannah forced her hand away from her mouth.


‘You sure?’


Hannah sank into her seat. ‘This is already so difficult,’ she admitted.


Seb pointed to the TV with a shrug. ‘It was difficult for Jesse to win the medal, but he did it!’


‘We could at least give it a try,’ said Maria. ‘Do it for Jesse!’


Seb held out his arms. ‘Totally! What could possibly go wrong?’


Hannah fiddled with her pen. ‘Don’t you think this is a job for a detective?’ she said as she watched Maria slowly stir her ice cream with a straw.


Maria let go of the straw. ‘But there’s a thirty-thousand-dollar reward.’


Seb’s eyes lit up. ‘Wow! Why didn’t you tell us that?’


Maria pushed up her glasses. ‘It’s more about helping Jesse, isn’t it? But actually, my family could really do with the money. My dad’s gotta find a new job now that we’re in Rio, and my mum spends all she earns on sending me to a good athletics club.’


Hannah felt a wave of guilt. ‘Oh, I’m so sorry…’


‘Don’t feel sorry for me!’ Maria said with a smile. ‘Help me win ten thousand dollars!’


‘Ten?’ said Seb.


She rolled her eyes. ‘Thirty divided by three is ten, isn’t it?’


The other two grinned.


‘Imagine what we could do with ten thousand dollars!’ Hannah said.


Seb’s hand shot up. ‘I’d buy a dog!’


‘That’s one expensive dog,’ Maria giggled.


Seb smiled. ‘Buster needs food, toys, pet insurance, a bed…’


Hannah laughed. ‘Buster?’


‘Yeah! Buster the collie.’


‘Aw, he already has a name!’


‘What about you, Hannah?’ said Seb.


‘What would I spend ten thousand dollars on?’ She pondered, but only for a second. ‘All-access Grand Prix tickets!’


‘Well, there we are. Three reasons to find this medal.’


Maria took a slurp of her drink. ‘So let’s work out where Jesse went after the ceremony, because wherever Jesse went, the medal went too.’


‘Is there a way of seeing what the athletes are doing?’ asked Seb.


‘Like a diary?’ Hannah suggested.


Maria frowned. ‘I wonder if he keeps a diary. But even if he did, I’m not sure we’d be able to get hold of it.’


‘Ooh!’ Hannah could almost see the lightbulb ping above Seb’s head. ‘Social media! There’s the Tokyo Games Social app where you can see posts from anyone involved.’


‘Oh yeah, I’ve heard about that, but I don’t have a phone,’ Maria said sadly.


‘I’ll look!’ said Hannah. She typed Jesse’s name into the app and shook her head. ‘Oh, Jesse doesn’t have an account.’


‘What? Not at all?’ said Maria.


‘Nope,’ said Seb, who was looking at his phone too. ‘So much for that idea!’


Hannah buried her phone into her pocket. ‘Looks like we’re going to do things the old-fashioned way, Holmes and Watson style.’


Maria nodded. ‘It’s gotta be better than nothing.’


Seb leaned forward. ‘Who? What are you talking about?’


The girls raised their eyebrows at him.


‘You know, Sherlock Holmes and Dr Watson…?’ Maria prompted.


‘Dr John Watson?’ Hannah added.


Seb’s face remained completely blank.


‘Seriously?’ said Maria. ‘That doesn’t ring a bell?’


Seb gave an awkward smile. ‘Not really…’


Hannah’s stomach growled and she looked about for the waitress. Behind her, she could hear Maria asking Seb, ‘I thought you wanted to be an actor.’


‘I do! But I’ve never done this play…’ He fell quiet. ‘Not a play? Hmm, book? Film? Opera?’


As the waitress came over to the table, Hannah turned back to Seb. ‘We have a lot to teach you!’


The waitress opened up her flipbook and smiled. ‘Is everything okay?’


Hannah smiled. ‘Yes, thanks! Can we order some breakfast, please?’


‘Absolutely! What would you like?’


Seb lunged for the menu. ‘This may take a while.’


‘Shall we get the Japanese sharing plate?’ Hannah said to Maria. She liked the look of the rice, eggs, salmon and avocado.


‘It looks kinda expensive…’ Maria whispered back from across the table.


She waved her hand. ‘It’s cool, don’t worry. My dad’s work is paying for it. This week is technically a business trip.’


‘Thank you,’ Maria mouthed.


‘Mmm.’ Seb set the menu down. ‘I want to try some Japanese food too.’


The waitress smiled. ‘Have you ever tried sushi? That is the most famous Japanese food.’ Seb shook his head and she pretended to whisper, ‘The chef doesn’t usually make it for breakfast, but I can ask him very nicely…’


Hannah grinned. ‘Go on, you have to try it now!’


‘Yeah!’ said Maria. ‘I tried vegetable sushi once and it was so tiny and cool.’


‘All right, then.’ Seb slotted his menu back in its holder. ‘Looks like I have no choice!’


The waitress soon returned to the table with cutlery.


‘Ah, jeez,’ said Maria, staring at the two long metal sticks she’d been presented with.


‘Chopsticks!’ Hannah chuckled. ‘I’ve never eaten breakfast with them before!’


‘They’re kinda my arch nemesis,’ said Maria, grabbing one end of them. She moved the chopsticks up and down and grimaced. ‘I suppose I’ve gotta learn how to use them one day.’ Her hand slipped and a stick crashed on to her plate. ‘Damn it!’
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