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The inspiring autobiography from Gabrielle Douglas—the first African-American gymnast in
Olympic history to become the individual All-Around champion—revealing her journey from the
time she first entered a gym to her gold-medal-winning performances.In the 2012 London
Olympics, US gymnast Gabrielle Douglas stole hearts and flew high as the All-Around Gold
Medal winner and the brightest star of the US gold-medal-winning women’s gymnastics team.
That same year, Gabrielle was also named the 2012 Sportswoman of the Year by the Women's
Sports Foundation.In this personal autobiography, Grace, Gold, and Glory My Leap of Faith,
Gabrielle tells her story of faith, perseverance, and determination. Walk with Gabby Douglas
through her journey of faith and what her family overcame, from the time she first entered a
gymnasium to her gold-medal-winning performances, demonstrating to readers ages 13 and up
that they can reach their dreams when they let themselves soar.Grace, Gold, and Glory My Leap
of Faith:Is the official autobiography of renowned US gymnast Gabrielle DouglasChronicles
Gabrielle’s journey from her first practice to becoming a 2012 gold-winning US
gymnastCelebrates Gabrielle as the first African-American gymnast in Olympic history to
become the individual All-Around champion, and the first American gymnast to win gold in both
the individual All-Around and team competitions at the same Olympics.Is one of the most
inspiring books on the market today for reader ages 13 and up
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ThoughtsIntroductionJanuary 2, 2012, in West Des Moines, Iowa — sevenmonths before the
London Summer OlympicsGYMNASTICS IS NOT MY PASSION ANYMORE. I’D DRAFTED
THOSE WORDS onto my smartphone as a text message two weeks before my mother and two
of my older siblings, Joyelle and John, flew from Virginia Beach, Virginia, to celebrate Christmas
and my sixteenth birthday with me. In October 2010, I’d left my hometown and family and moved
to Iowa so I could be coached by elite trainer Liang Chow. I’d been dreaming of an Olympic gold
medal since I was eight — but as I became more and more homesick, that dream seemed like a
zillion miles away. That’s when I knew I needed to have the toughest conversation of my life: I
had to tell Mom that I wanted to quit.“Here we are,” Mom announced as she rounded the corner
into the parking lot of Chow’s gym. I was there that afternoon for my usual training session at two
thirty — something even a family visit couldn’t stop. Before either of us could get out of the silver
Nissan Versa, I handed my phone to Mom. She lowered her eyes to the phone’s screen and
scanned the words that I’d been too scared to say out loud — which is why I had written them
down:Gymnastics is not my passion anymore. I want to get famous off of running track, or I want
to try dancing, or become a singer. I can get a job at Chick-Fil-A in Virginia Beach and live off the
14 grand I just won at World Championships. I just want to be a normal teenage kid. I am so
homesick. I just want to come home.As Mom read my letter in silence, her eyes narrowed and
her expression turned to stone. “You’re breaking my heart here, Brie,” she said. I could feel my
stomach flip as I hunched my shoulders and looked down at my lap. “You’ve been doing
gymnastics for ten years, and now you want to run track? Have you lost your mind?”I hadn’t lost
my mind — but I had definitely lost my fire. Did I understand the enormous sacrifices my mother
had made just so I could become an elite gymnast? Absolutely. Had I been the one who begged
Mom to send me to live with a host family in butt-freezing West Des Moines, Iowa, for nearly two
years of rigorous training? Of course. But looking back on it, had I understood what it would



actually feel like to live through the painful injuries and daily demands without my mom and
siblings at my side every day? Not even sorta. It’s one thing to keep fighting for your dream when
you’re surrounded by the four family members who know you the best. It’s an entirely different
thing to push toward that dream when you feel alone and totally homesick.“I’m not trying to break
your heart, Mom,” I said.“Look, you’re going to go into this gym right now, and you’re going to
work out today,” Mom said in a tone that told me a smackdown was on the way. “I’ve worked my
behind off for you to be here because this is what you said you wanted — and I’ve loved helping
you strive for your dream. But you’re not going to repay me like this.”“But I’m not passionate
—”“That’s a lie!” Mom cut in. “Just a couple months ago, you said you wanted to be the world
champion. Is there something going on at the gym or with your host family that you’re not telling
me?” I shook my head from side to side. “Then you’re gonna have to explain yourself to me —
‘cause this right here isn’t making any sense.”I could feel teardrops forming on my lower lids as I
pressed my palms into the seat. “I just don’t want to do it anymore,” I finally said.“Well, that
choice is not yours to make,” Mom snapped. “You’ve got your coaches, Chow and Li, involved in
this dream. They’ve put everything they have into your coaching! You’ve got your host family,
Travis and Missy, involved in this dream. They’ve opened up their home and turned their lives
upside down to accommodate your training schedule! You’ve got hundreds of people rallied
around, helping you to get to the next level.”“But, Mom,” I cut in, my lower lip suddenly trembling,
“you don’t know how it feels!”Mom paused and looked directly at me. “I know you miss home,
Brie,” she said, her tone softening just a little before she shifted right into the next gear. “But
you’ve signed a contract that says you will represent your country to the best of your ability.
You’ve got a responsibility to your teammates. And now you just want to walk away? I will not let
you be dishonorable. If gymnastics is not your passion, then at the very least, you will finish the
season. I didn’t raise you and your brother and sisters to be quitters.”“It’s my body and my
choice,” I said stiffly, staring straight ahead at the dashboard. “And I’m not going to do it.”Without
a word, Mom turned the key in the ignition, sped through the parking lot, and swerved left onto
the main road that leads to the gym. And if you think she was upset before — this is when she
really lost it.“I can’t believe you’re doing this!” she shouted, slamming her wrists against the
steering wheel to the beat of each one of her words. As the car’s tires wavered from left to right,
Mom hit her brakes just in time for us to miss a pole on the right-hand side of the road. She then
pulled over for part two. “All the people who’ve said you can’t do this, the people who’ve doubted
that your dream could ever come true — I guess you’re just going to let them win,” Mom said. Her
eyes filled with tears. “Why didn’t you just tell me a long time ago that you wanted to quit? What a
waste — a total waste.”“I love you, Mom,” I whispered in an attempt to calm her down. I reached
over and began rubbing her back. Yes, I still wanted to quit gymnastics — and PS, I also wanted
to make this argument long enough for me to miss that day’s training session with Coach Chow
— but I thought coughing up a little affection might keep me alive a few minutes longer.“No, you
don’t love me!” Mom shot back. I knew she didn’t mean those words — and she knew it too —
but the tension of the moment brought out so many emotions. “You can pack your bags and buy



yourself a plane ticket back to Virginia Beach,” she told me. “But when you get there, you’d better
go live with your grandmother — because you’re not moving back in with me.”Everyone around
me knows that I’ve always had just one hero — my mom. But on the very first Monday of 2012, I
couldn’t have been more mad at her. In fact, after my mother, my sister Joyelle, and my brother,
John, flew home to Virginia the next morning, I was still so furious that I didn’t Skype with Mom
for two weeks. I knew she was right. I was just way too upset to admit it.The next afternoon as I
dragged myself into Chow’s gym for a hard workout, Mom’s words were still fresh in my head. I
thought of the hundreds of double shifts she’d worked in order to pay for my training. I thought of
my two sisters: Arielle, who gave up ballroom dancing, and Joyelle, who stopped ice skating so
that our single mom could afford to keep me in gymnastics. I thought of my father — the one
person who’d missed out on so much of the dream I was about to set aside. I thought of my
closest friend and my only brother, John — the one whose little pep talk turned out to be the big
miracle that changed everything that month. But I’ll come back to that part.For now, here’s what
you need to know: Exactly 210 days before I ever attempted my first vault in the London Summer
Olympics, my leap of faith came this close to ending in a crash of disaster. That’s why this isn’t
simply the story of how a one-handed cartwheel at age three eventually landed me on the top of
an Olympic podium. It’s also the story of how the people who love me the most literally lifted me
up during the lowest moments of my journey. It’s the story of how I finally faced the truth about a
dad I hardly even know. It’s a testimony of the one huge lesson that I’m still learning every day:
With strong faith in God and some serious determination, every dream is possible — especially
if your mama refuses to let you fly home, fry chicken, and give up.My FatherIn one way, I know
my dad. In another way, I never have. He was there. He was gone. He was suddenly back again.
Strangely, the truth lives in every one of these statements, as well as in the cracks between
them. While I can’t tell you all there is to know about this man who gave me life, I can tell you this:
The story of my dream to make it to the Olympics has both everything and nothing to do with
him. That’s why I’m finally choosing to share it.My first memories of my father are dim — just
faded images of him picking me up or playing with me when I was a toddler. In later years, my
recollections are more concrete. Living briefly with him and his parents in Chesapeake, Virginia.
Looking on in silence as he and my mother separated. Overhearing my mother implore Dad to
spend time with me and my siblings. Going fishing with him before I moved to Iowa. In the
chapters to follow, you’ll read about the countless joys, stresses, tumbles, and thrills that line my
path to London. Alongside that account, you’ll experience my dad in the same way that I did as a
girl — in a series of brief snapshots and scenes that led me toward a place I’m still trying to
reach.I have always loved my father. I just haven’t always understood him. Maybe gathering up
the pieces of what I remember about our moments together will somehow reveal him more
clearly to me. That is the only real reason to reflect. That is also my deepest prayer.Chapter
OneBy His stripes we are healed.—ISAIAH 53:5, NKJVMY MOTHER ALMOST DIED ON THE
DAY SHE HAD ME: DECEMBER 31, 1995. As Mom gripped the arm rails of her hospital bed in
Newport News, Virginia, a doctor and nurse tripped over themselves trying to stop her from



bleeding to death. No one could figure out exactly why she was hemorrhaging so badly, but they
finally gave Mom a series of medications that made her blood clot. An hour later, a nurse
bundled me up and placed my six-pound, five-ounce body in Mom’s arms — that warm spot I’ve
returned to a thousand times since.Back then, cash was tight. Very tight. I’m the baby in my
family, and that made me the last of four mouths to feed. Since three of those mouths arrived
back to back (Mom was prego every year between 1993 and 1995, and each birth came with
major complications), my mother had to be on bed rest. So Mom let go of her job as a bank
teller, a position that only paid about $20,000 a year; and my father, who worked on and off at
various jobs, wasn’t bringing in much money. That’s why my mother and father loaded up a U-
Haul trailer and moved us all to Oklahoma so we could find a fresh start.Mom had once
dreamed of becoming a lawyer. But after she had Arielle in 1989, she set aside college at
Norfolk State University in order to keep food on the table. A couple years later, when she was
twenty-one, she met my father and they got married. As they considered a move from Virginia to
Tulsa, Oklahoma, after I was born, the plan was for my mother to go to Bible school and for my
dad — who already had a background in ministry — to continue his training. At the time, my
parents were both part of a movement called Word of Faith, a set of teachings that involves
claiming and standing by God’s promises in the Bible. So Tulsa — a city filled with Word of Faith
mega-churches and Bible schools — was the perfect spot.When we rolled into Tulsa in February
1996, my family drove right into one of the worst situations we’ve ever survived. My mother and
father had scrounged up a thousand or so bucks to cover the deposit and rent on an apartment,
but because of a miscommunication between my parents and the owner, that place fell through.
So rather than sinking all their money into a hotel, my parents first looked around for apartment
vacancies. When they couldn’t find a single rental that was in their budget, we ended up living in
the only place that wouldn’t cost them a cent — the floor of our blue Dodge van.So that’s how we
became homeless — as in parked in a dark, damp, and rundown lot for several months. Why
didn’t they reach out to their families for help? Because Mom was sick and tired of asking her
own parents to lend us money, so she just wanted to stick it out this time. When my mother
called her mom from a pay phone — not many cell phones back then! — my grandmother kept
asking, “What’s your address?”“I felt humiliated,” Mom once told me when I asked her about the
experience. “We removed a bucket seat from the back of the van so that we’d all have more
space to lie down, huddle together, and try to sleep at night.” After lifting me up to her breast to
feed me, Mom would rock me in her arms. Later, after my mother had patted me on my back till I
was asleep, she’d carefully spread a napkin on the floor to prepare the only daily meal our family
could afford — peanut butter and jelly sandwiches. “And since we’d gotten to Tulsa right in the
middle of winter,” Mom recalls, “it felt like it was below freezing some nights.”Just to keep us
warm, Mom dressed my sisters and brother in every shirt, pants, underwear, and socks she
could find. With all those layers, my siblings must have looked like little stuffed animals! My sister
Arielle was already six at the time, so Mom enrolled her in school by using the address of a post-
office box. In between shuttling Arielle back and forth to first grade with the few drops of gas we



had in our van, Mom practiced the alphabet with Joyelle, who was two, and John, who was one.
For hours, our mother would entertain them with stories or let them color while my father, who
worked sporadically as a day laborer, was away from the van. At just two and a half months old, I
lay there next to all of them, wrapped in every blanket Mom could find.That April, my parents’ tax
refund check showed up in their temporary PO Box — and that gave us enough money to move
into a small room in a Super 8 hotel. But after two months of shelling out $50 a night, they’d
blown through every dime of their money. In place of cash, my parents began making promises
to the hotel manager that they would pay up soon — and that worked until their bill climbed to
more than $300. So one afternoon when we were away from the hotel, the manager evicted us
from our room and removed our few belongings. In fact, just to get our suitcases back, my
grandmother had to wire some money — by this time, Mom had ‘fessed up to her parents that
she and Dad were flat broke. Once that money ran out, we stayed for three weeks with a
newlywed couple my parents had met through a local ministry. But after awhile, we ended up
back where we began — crowded together in the back of a Dodge. We spent most of our five
months in Tulsa living on that hard floor.By spring, I was a few months old — and getting smaller
by the day. (I’ve always been tiny — don’t rub it in!) Because my weight kept dropping, my
parents became concerned. In fact, my mother told me that a couple of people accused her of
starving me. She fed me constantly, but I threw up everything. At one point, Mom says it felt like I
only weighed about four or five pounds. I’d received one round of vaccinations at birth, but
because my family had no insurance, Mom hadn’t taken me back to the doctor. Mom eventually
received a letter from the hospital where I was born — a friend back in Virginia had forwarded
the note to our PO Box. Doctors had gotten the results of the blood test they run on all newborns.
They’d diagnosed me with a life-threatening disease called Branched Chain Ketoaciduria.
Sounds scary, right? Basically, it’s a rare blood disorder found in infants who can’t process
particular kinds of protein. The condition is also known as maple syrup urine disease (MSUD) —
mostly because it makes a baby’s pee smell just like a stack of molasses-soaked pancakes.
Maybe that explains why I’ve always loved me some IHOP.But all jokes aside, I was sick.
Seriously sick. And in addition to the blood disease, Mom was also pretty sure I had whooping
cough, because I sounded like a child she’d heard on a public service announcement on
television. “I was afraid for your life,” Mom recently told me. “Because we had no money and no
health insurance, I was afraid to take you to the doctor. I just didn’t know what to do, so I leaned
on my faith.” Mom prayed for me every single day as she quoted (and requoted!) a powerful
Scripture, Isaiah 53:5: “But He was wounded for our transgressions, He was bruised for our
iniquities; the chastisement of our peace was upon Him, and by His stripes we are healed.” As it
turns out, God answered Mom’s prayers and came through with a miracle: By the time I was six
months old, the disease had gone away. Completely. And to this day, I am healthy — even if I am
only 4’11” and 94 pounds.By the summer of 1996, my parents were so over the whole Tulsa
thing — so our next stop was Texas. We moved into the two-bedroom apartment of Mom’s Uncle
Ben and Aunt Teresa in Irving. My uncle offered my dad job leads, and Dad eventually began



working at a used car dealership; but because he didn’t sell many cars, he didn’t earn much
money. So he quit that job. Around that time, Mom’s aunt and uncle traveled to the Olympic
Games in Atlanta. Years later, Mom told me that her uncle left a note with her. “In that letter, my
uncle wrote that he loved me and my kids, and that we were always welcome to stay with him,”
Mom recalls. “He also wrote that he wouldn’t support a grown man, so we had to be moved out
by the time they returned from the Olympics.” Arielle told me that Mom began looking for work
too, since my father wasn’t working. It didn’t take long for Mom to land a job in the collections
department at Citibank. In addition, Mom’s friend — the same one who’d once forwarded the
hospital’s note about my blood disease — knew a young couple in Dallas. That friend asked the
couple if they’d be willing to take us in temporarily, and they agreed. In the fall of 1996, Mom had
saved up enough money for us to move into our own apartment in Richardson, Texas.Later that
year when Mom celebrated my first birthday, I’d already been given the nickname my whole
family still calls me: Brie Baby. Since then, we’ve put every possible spin on that name, including
Brie Cheese and Breezy. And then there’s my personal favorite — Easy, Breezy, Beautiful Cover
Girl. But if you ask me, none of those nicknames roll off the tongue quite as gracefully as my full
name does: Gabrielle, which means “God’s able-bodied one.” When that blood disease almost
snatched away my life, it might’ve seemed that I wouldn’t really live up to my name. But my
heavenly Father had something totally different in mind. In Texas, as I grew stronger by the
month — and as my mother worked to turn our family’s financial crisis into a comeback — my
name’s meaning became a sneak preview of all that would come next.Chapter TwoIt is God who
is at work in you, both to willand to work for His good pleasure.—PHILIPPIANS 2:13, NASB“GET
DOWN FROM THERE, BRIE!” MOM SHOUTED IN THE DIRECTION OF my crib. I’d gripped all
ten of my fingers around the wooden bars and was attempting to inch my entire body up toward
the top of the crib. Just in time to keep me from falling, Mom darted over to the crib’s edge and
pulled me into her arms. “You’re going to hurt yourself, child!”I wasn’t even quite two — yet I’d
already turned my bed and our entire Richardson apartment into my own little obstacle course.
With my days as a fragile, sickly baby long behind me, I’d grown into a teeny tot with the
strongest grip my parents had ever witnessed in a child of my age. And I was a toughie: Even
when I dove off the furniture and bumped my head, Mom says I would simply sit up, look around,
let out one of my trademark giggles, and then keep right on jumping and wiggling. My older
brother, John, and I are only fourteen months apart — so every time he attempted a hop or
tumble in our living room, I was right there behind him with a copycat move. And that was just the
beginning. Month after month, my daredevil attempts expanded to include everything from
scaling to the top of a closet door (“Look, Mom!” I yelled from up above) to leaping off the back of
our sofa and onto the kitchen table (I was pretending I was Supergirl). As it turns out, I can flip far
better than I can fly — I hit my chin on the table’s edge and blood came spouting out. Ouch!John
and I have been practically inseparable since we were tots. Even way back then, he was the
protective older brother. Mom told me that once when I was two and John was three, I rode
around a playground in a toy car — until a little boy came over and pushed me out of my seat.



When John saw that, he ran up to the boy, pushed him out of the car and then pulled me back
into the seat. He was like, “Go ahead, Brie. You can ride.” So even when we were tiny, he was on
my side. Though we’ve both grown much taller since then, not much else has changed between
us.Unless you’ve been vacationing on Saturn, you’ve probably heard that my oldest sister,
Arielle, a former gymnast, showed me how to do a perfect cartwheel when I was just three and
she was just nine. The two of us also practiced all kinds of other skills, aka tricks: spider-walk
handstands, the splits, bridges, and back walkovers. “You were so flexible!” Arielle recently
reminded me. “And you learned everything super fast. Pretty soon, you’d gone over my head —
you’d already excelled my level of expertise!” In fact, after a week of mirroring Arielle’s moves, I
went solo: I taught myself how to do a cartwheel on one hand. That’s when my sister really
noticed that I had a special gift.“Mom, you need to put her in gymnastics!” Arielle hounded. Our
mother’s answer was always the same: not enough dough. Plus, Arielle once broke her wrist in
two places while doing a back handspring in her bedroom, which is why my mother took her out
of classes for a few years. Mom didn’t want to risk the same kind of injury with her youngest child
— her baby girl.“But she’s so talented,” Arielle pleaded. “Why don’t you put her in?”“I’m not
interested,” Mom answered flatly.This exact negotiation went down time and time again in 1998.
Then in 1999. Then in 2000, which is the year my parents separated and we headed to
Virginia.At first, we all moved into the two-bedroom house of my mother’s mom, Miss Carolyn.
Arielle first began calling my grandmother by that name back in 1990, after my grandmother
married her now ex-husband, Marcus. Marcus’s little girl didn’t know what to call my
grandmother, so she dubbed her “Miss Carolyn.” Arielle overheard the name and followed suit.
When Joyelle, John, and I came along, we copied Arielle. When we arrived in 2000, we turned
the downstairs of Miss Carolyn’s house into a kids’ bedroom. Arie and Joy slept on the couch,
and John and I took the pullout futon bed. When Mom’s younger sister, Bianca (my aunt!) came
home from college in the summer of 2001, Bianca reclaimed her bedroom— and Mom went to
stay with a friend.Starting in November 2001, our family became separated. For about nine
months, John, Joyelle, and I lived with my father, who had moved back from Texas after we did,
and his parents at my grandparents’ home in Chesapeake, Virginia; Arielle stayed with Miss
Carolyn in Virginia Beach, while Mom stayed with her friend. This gave our mother the chance to
work around the clock and get back on her financial feet. We missed living with our mother, but
we kept ourselves plenty busy around my grandparents’ neighborhood.That year, I got my first
bike. John, Joyelle, and I rolled through my grandparents’ neighborhood — only their bikes were
two-wheelers, while I still had training wheels! Do you know how annoying it is to ride a bike
made for babies? I so wanted to balance on a regular bike. Whenever they sped up, they could
just leave me in the dust. “Hey, wait a minute,” Joy pointed out one day, “your training wheels
aren’t even on correctly.” So for at least a couple days, I’d been pouting for no good reason — my
trainers hadn’t even been touching the ground! Without even knowing it, I’d taught myself how to
ride a two-wheeler. Joy and John were pretty impressed, and I was just happy to be rolling with
the big kids!Around the neighborhood, the three of us made new friends. Billy and David were



our two best pals, and they lived across the street from us. We’d all play hide and seek and
freeze tag, and for the longest time, I had a major crush on Billy. He was so tall! We all hung out
together for hours every day; then at nightfall, we’d catch fireflies or play one last round of cops
and robbers on our bikes.By 2002, Mom had squirreled away enough money to buy a three-
bedroom, 1,378-square-foot town house. How awesome it was to have our whole family under
one roof again! It didn’t take long for Arielle to reboot her campaign: “Mom,” she begged, “you
need to put Brie in gymnastics.”Though Mom had a couple extra dollars to her name by this
point, she still had no intention of signing me up for classes. She probably only did so because
she needed a long nap. But here’s the official reason Mom still gives me: “I was afraid you were
going to hurt yourself!” she says. “I figured I should get you some formal instruction so you could
burn off some of that energy.” That’s just how much of a spark plug I’d become.Mom intended to
raise a gymnastics star — only I wasn’t the star she had in mind. Back when Mom had put then –
three-year-old Arielle in classes, my older sister had been so focused and talented that Mom
was sure she’d become an elite gymnast one day. And if there’d been enough money to go
around, Arielle might’ve been the one to mount those uneven bars in London. “Arielle was on her
way to becoming a phenomenal gymnast,” Mom recalls. “I just wish I had enough money to take
her all the way.” Now can you see why I always give so much credit to my big sister? Even though
she didn’t get to pursue her original passion, Arielle was one of my loudest cheerers in the
stands when I represented the USA in the 2012 Olympics. But that’s getting way ahead of the
story.Let’s circle back to the fall day in October 2002 that Mom loaded us into her car and drove
us down to Gymstrada, a local training center that offers recreational gym classes. In October
2000, when we returned to Virginia, Mom had found a job in the recovery department at
Household International (now HSBC), so she had enough extra cash to even consider handing
over money for classes. Mom initially signed up all four of us for gymnastics lessons — the idea
was to keep us in one spot! — but that didn’t quite work out. Arielle had a passion for
gymnastics, of course, but by this time, she was already thirteen — and she felt she was too old
to start a serious competitive gymnastics career. So Arielle took a tumbling class and used the
skills she learned to rock her moves as a competitive cheerleader on the squad of American
Cheer Elite (ACE). Later, Mom let her follow her coaches from ACE when they started another
competitive squad called Fame All Stars. Joyelle didn’t like doing gymnastics at all and decided
to try ice skating; she absolutely loved it and excelled quickly. John enjoyed the tumbling at
Gymstrada; he just didn’t want to be a male gymnast. Instead, he wanted to spend his time on
the field playing tag football with the neighborhood recreation league. And me? Well, the day I
stepped through the front doors of Gymstrada as a six-year-old, I instantly knew what I still know
to this day: I was in exactly the right place.“Come back here, Brie!” Mom called out as I dashed
onto the gym floor and did over splits. I was a real showoff back then. Before the handful of other
students had even gathered, I leapt around that gym in my (cute!) blue leotard (nicknamed a leo)
and did every single trick I’d learned from Arielle. “You need to stay put until class begins,” Mom
warned, but I was way too excited to wait. At home, I did all my flipping and tumbling in a small



space, so you can imagine how I felt when I walked into Gymstrada — an enormous room with
lots of beams, bars, and trampolines for me to play on. In retrospect, the gym really wasn’t all
that big — but when you’re six, everything seems gigantic. When I finished the trial class that
day, I had just one question for Mom: “Do I get to come back?” The answer was yes — and a lot
more frequently than even Mom had anticipated.“Is this your daughter?” Gymstrada’s owner
asked my mom after my first session. He tilted his head in my direction, and Mom nodded yes.
“How much gymnastics training has she had?” My mother paused, then formed the number zero
with her right fist, which she put up to her right eye. “Are you kidding me?” he said, furrowing his
brow. “Your daughter has too much raw talent for just a Saturday recreational class.” So that
afternoon, Mom signed me up for a different schedule — gymnastics lessons every Tuesday,
Thursday, and Saturday for a total of six hours each week.That same fall, the owner launched a
pilot program called TOPs — that’s short for Talent Opportunity Program. TOPs is affiliated with
USA Gymnastics (USAG), the organization that oversees gymnastics in America. So when you
participate in TOPs, that automatically puts you on the radar of USAG’s national staff. And if a
young gymnast has her heart set on competing in the Olympics one day — wink, wink! — having
the TOPs connection can be very beneficial. Though I had no clue what earning a gold medal
was all about (at that age, I just wanted to jump around), I still took my spot in TOPs.I don’t
believe in coincidence. So when I look back on all the experiences that led to my first day at
Gymstrada, I can definitely see how the Lord put me on the path that He designed for me. Who
could’ve predicted that I’d go from being a scrawny baby on the floor of a Dodge van to being the
bounciest kid in my family? And besides that, who knew that having ants in my pants would
prompt Mom to enroll me in gymnastics? Oh, that’s right — God knew. He still always does.The
Safe SpotI don’t recall much about my parents’ divorce — the first time they split, I was only four.
After Mom and us kids returned to Virginia from Texas, Dad eventually came back there too.For
several months, John, Joyelle, and I lived with my father at his parents’ home in Chesapeake.
Dad’s father owned a small neighborhood restaurant. Sometimes, our whole family would go
there to have dinner together. “Come sit right here, baby,” Dad would say. Each time I climbed up
into my father’s lap, I felt safe and loved.Our dad quoted a lot of Scripture. “Death and life are in
the power of the tongue,” we’d sometimes hear him recite. Other times, he’d say things like,
“Satan is just trying to get to me.” My dad’s father was a minister, and though my grandfather
hadn’t yet pastored a church of his own at that time, he encouraged my dad to go to Bible school
and get into ministry. Dad followed that path. Once he finished high school in 1984, my father
went to Bible school for three years. He graduated and then enlisted in the Virginia Air National
Guard Reserves Unit. About six years later, in the fall of 1990, he and my mother met at Rock
Church International in Virginia Beach. They dated for eight months before they exchanged their
vows.
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Ebook Library Reader, “Faith to follow your dreams. Gabrielle Douglas tells her story of Olympic
success through the lens of faith, commitment, acceptance, and forgiveness. She takes us on
her journey both as an Olympian and as a young girl reconciling the truths of her life. Gabrielle
was raised by a strong, hard working single mom who taught her the values that carried her to
Olympic gold. From the first time this young gymnast stepped on the mat, her coaches saw in
her a fiery spark and a natural talent. Gabrielle and her mother took that raw talent and nurtured
it, through great sacrifices from the entire family, in order to reach the top of her sport. Never
afraid to succeed, the family even agreed to a two year separation so that Gabrielle could train
with the coach that would ultimately help her reach her goal.Gabrielle tells her story of
gymnastics greatness, but she also parallels it with the story of her family, of her faith in God and
her religious journey, and her path to forgiving her absent father. She speaks from the heart,
sharing childhood memories good and bad. Her personality really shines through in her writing,
as does her work ethic and her love for her family. She counts her blessings and she is
appreciative of them. Gabrielle Douglas is an amazing athlete and an inspiring young woman.”

Remi Ade, “G is Gold!!!. As an older woman, Gabrielle Douglas story inspires and deeply
touches me. I remember watching her with such rapt attention and admiration during the
summer Olympics and reminiscing how nearly 20 years earlier, I watched Dominique Dawes
with the same feelings. Amazing! Nearly two years later, I tune in to watch the Lifetime biopic
and my eyes start to tear up as before the opening. Teary-eyed and proud, I made it through the
biopic. And now, with her memoir, I am awarded the opportunity to dive deeper into her story.
Fortunately, I read her memoir on my Kindle so my tears did not cause any damage. This is an
truly inspirational story. It saddens me that young minority women have to endure any form of
racism but as I think about it the Civil Rights Movement occurred in 1960s after 200 years of
slavery and a systemized form of oppression. A lot of prejudice and racial bias is still buried
deep. Alas, what does not kill you makes you stronger. I am glad that Gabrielle is receiving all
the accolades as it is well deserved. I hope her story continues to inspire minority girls to enroll
in gymnastics and I hope they pay special attention on the backlash Gabby receives and how
well she handles it.”

Patel, “An inspirational novel.. Gabby Douglas was recently named Associated Press's Female
Athlete of the Year. In this novel, Douglas reveals her story of discovering gymnastics and
eventually training for the Olympics. Aside from them, readers also get a look into her family life.
As a single mother, Douglas's mother works hard to support her daughter's dream, financially
and mentally. Also included is a brief look at Gabby's father, who has been absent for much of
her life.This is an inspirational novel. Everyone saw Gabby's performance at the Olympics, but in
this novel, readers get a glimpse of the real Gabby Douglas: an American teenager who



happens to enjoy gymnastics. One thing that I enjoyed about this novel was that it sounds like a
teenager wrote it. Normally, this would usually be a bad thing, but in this case, it's not. After all,
Gabby Douglas is a teenager, and it made the novel much more personal.I recommend this
novel to anyone who enjoys the Olympics, gymnastics, or just loves a great story!”

cas, “Grace, Gold, and Glory will restore your faith in the American dream. This book is a story of
triumph over adversity, and how even a little girl in a disadvantaged home can have a big dream
come true. Gabrielle is mature far beyond her years (she had to be), and still she is a little girl
with big dreams and a love for fun. The book just keeps surprising as she faces one set-back
after another. Just when it looks like she can't miss--her own problem with home sickness nearly
does her in. She has a wonderful support team that helps her pull through. Her mother and her
siblings just keeps giving her the inspiration to reach higher and higher. It seems like a novel,
and yet it is real-life, and big dreams do come true. This book will inspire a lot of little girls to "go
for the gold".  And, if they have Gabrielle's faith...they can.”

RosyG, ““Whatever the mind can conceive and believe, it can achieve.”. My husband bought this
book for our daughter for Christmas. Our daughter has done competitive gymnastics since age
6 and is now 11 years old. A lot of hours, intense training and effort goes into this sport and the
fact that our daughter misses out on a lot of things that other kids her age gets to do comes up
sometimes. This book is a great read and realization for anyone considering the sport or
currently in gymnastics that will open the eyes to the fact that the road to success is not always
easy, but as the great Napoleon Hill said, “Whatever the mind can conceive and believe, it can
achieve.””

Scott T. Barnes, “Faith, family and hard work. My daughters are into rhythmic gymnastics. This is
a great book to read together with family (or listen to the audio). It stresses the supreme
importance of faith, family, and hard work. I can't think of a better lesson for kids. Very
inspirational.”

Dr. La Verne Tolbert, “An Educator's Review. The book is easy-to-read, and the message is so
inspirational! Gabby has not had it easy but she persisted, and she excelled. This message will
help other young people, even those who perhaps feel the odds are against them because of
their circumstances. As an educator, I recommend this book for all...it should be required
reading in our children's public and private schools. Parents, too, would gain a world of insight
into the ways children see their world by understanding Gabby's perspective on some of the
events in her life. The role of parents and the power of their words to propel their children
forward cannot be underestimated as demonstrated in this book. Writer Michelle Burford has
done an excellent job of preserving Gabby's voice as she chronicles Gabby's tremendous leap
of faith to the gold. ~ La Verne Tolbert, Ph.D. (Teaching Like Jesus Ministries [...])”



Ebook Library Reader, “Lovely read. True story”

Hilary, “Inspiring reading. Christmas money gift for my daughter aged 11 who loved it”

Victor O., “Nice. Bought as a gift”

P Mills, “Happy with purchase. Fast delivery. Happy with purchase.”

Gran 22, “Book for anybudding sports person. Granddaughter loved this book quite an
inspirational true story for any young person”

The book by Gabrielle Douglas has a rating of  5 out of 4.7. 792 people have provided feedback.
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