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			Prologue:


Five-year old Sarah Goldberg stared, entranced, at the skier on the screen. She ws slaloming throgh sets of poles. There was a sort of magic in that to Sarah. That was  the moment that she knew, she just knew, that she, Sarah Goldberg, would be an Olympic gold medalist. Never in her wildest dreams would she have imagined that she would be the best of them all.

Fourteen Years Later.....

Sarah had golden-brownish hair that reached halfway down her spine. She also had pale pink lips and fair, peachy skin. Sarah gazed down at the wide stretch of crisp, fresh, white snow that lay like powdery blanket before her. She took a deep breath, inhaling the cold mountain air. Then, she pushed off firmly and sped down the mountainside. Sarah loved the feel of the frigid air battering at her, as well as her loosley restrained hair whipping violently against her face. Before she knew it, Sarah was at the bottom of the mountain. 
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			Then, a man skiied up to up to Sarah. 
         "Hello," he greeted her in a clear accent. "I am Fitzroy. You would like to go to the Olympics, no?" Sarah nodded, surprised. "I will be your trainer, yes?" Without waiting for an answer, he began speaking again. "Right, let us begin."

[image: ]
For the next few weeks leading up to the Olympics, Sarah trained with Fitzroy. He never did tell her how he knew that she wanted to go to the Olympics, but that was okay. 
        When the Olympics started in Paris, Sarah's stomach churned with anxiety. But as soon as she slid onto the snow, all her worries disappeared. They melted away, just like ice on a sunny day. It was just Sarah and her thoughts now. 
        "I can do this," she thought. The next thing she knew, she was making a speech about following your dreams as she recieved the gold medal. 
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			Sarah had never felt so ecstatic. She decided to tell her story, starting at the beginning. Prologue: Five-year old Sarah Goldberg stared, entranced, at the skier on the screen.....
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Samantha is a middle child. 
She loves reading, dancing, and writing. 
Her favorite color is lavendar.
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