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She stood tall for her three-a-half feet, and she was wearing a Power Ranger pink and white shorts combination that clung snugly around her tiny waist. Her long blond hair, which reached to the middle of her back, was streaked with lighter shads of blond. She had wide-set big, sky-blue eyes, pink cheeks, a button nose, and a small mouth that turned upward at the corners. 


I watched her as she raced through her routine, on the monkey bars of the neighborhood playground. The muscles in her legs popped out as she swung back and forth over the bars. Then with hands clasped tightly around the bars, she made several revolutions and slipped gracefully to the ground.

As she swung her body around, she spotted the trampoline on the far side of the playground and raced toward it. Within seconds, she was there. Extending out her

small, muscular arms to the trampoline, she pulled herself up on it, over to the 

middle, and stood up. Reaching her arms upward, she began bouncing her body up and down, After about six bounces, she flipped over backward three times, and then magnificently down to the ground.

Standing several feet from the trampoline under a shade tree were three children. They had been watching Kelly as she had gone through her routines, and the tallest of the three called to her. “Wow! That was great! Where did you learn to do all them back flips?”

Putting her pointer finger to her right cheek, she smiled widely showing her short, white teeth and said confidently, “I take gymnastics three times a week, that’s how.” She then turned and skipped swiftly over to the monkey bars. She turned her head and looked back over her shoulder, and said in a take-charge tone, “Hey, why don’t you come and watch me do my routine on the monkey bars?”

“Okay, yeah, we’d like to,” they said, as the three of them raced to catch up with her.

Not slowing down for a second and with full speed ahead, Kelly attacked the monkey bars with a vengeance. Swinging from bar to bar and singing “Up On The Housetop” in perfect pitch, she did her routine. After a while, she stopped, looked down at the three gawking children, and asked, “Hey, you wannna try it? Come on, it’s easy.”

Without saying a word, the tallest girl moved over to the monkey bars, put her hand on the bar and pulled herself upward. “Great! See you can do it. Now come on up here to the top. Don’t be afraid. Here, take my hand. I’ll help you.”

“I’m afraid of heights. I’m afraid I’ll fall,” she wined.

“Oh no, you won’t fall. I’ll keep a hold of your hand,”

“Okay,” the girl groaned, as she stretched out her hand to Kelly.

“My name is Kelly” she said as she reached down and grabbed the girls shaking hand. “Don’t be afraid. I’ve got you. So what’s your name?”

“I’m Monica, Monica Green. What did you say yours was?”

“I’m Kelly Davis, and I’m five years old. So how old are you, and who are the other kids with you?”

She smiled. “I’m seven and will be eight in two months. My brother, Justin is four, and my sister, Jenny is five.”

“Jenny is the same age as me, huh?”

She laughed. “Yeah, but she can’t do the things on the trampoline or monkey bars like you can.”

“Well, she could if she took gymnastics three times a week like I do. Come on, I’ll help you down, and we’ll go over to the giant slide.”

Her blue eyes lit up. “Okay, we all can do that, and it’s fun too.”

Kelly pointed to the slides. “Monica, look! See that girl in the green sweater there on the big slide? “That’s my sister, Amanda. She is your age. Come on, I’ll introduce you.”
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