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DEDICATION

For the incredible

Leah Kate

May your imagination always be
bigger than any obstacle ahead,
and your heart more generous

than any treasure ever found.




The stadium shimmered in the last warm light of afternoon. Leah Kate stood at the gate,

her colorful sneakers squeaking on the shiny floor. The golden twilight made everything

glow like honey, and even the bleachers seemed to sparkle. Leah Kate had never seen

anything so beautiful.

Beside her, Mia jumped up and down in her bright yellow jacket, pigtails bouncing wildly.
James stood tall, smoothing his floppy hair, and Amelia jogged in tiny circles because she
simply could not hold still. They were all here for the Big Friendly Competition — a day

when every team tried to win, but nobody was allowed to make anyone sad.

"Look at the colors!" Mia cried. The stadium walls had turned a soft, happy orange —
because everyone around them felt excited and full of joy. James nodded slowly. "The
world rule is already working," he said. Leah Kate grinned. She knew that in this magical

place, feelings painted everything. And today, she wanted every single color to stay bright.



A wide, floppy hat came spinning through the air from out of nowhere. It was covered in

tiny ear-shaped bumps that wiggled all on their own. It landed — plop — right on Leah
Kate's head. It fit perfectly, as if it had always belonged there.

The hat's bumps began to wiggle faster. A small cat near the popcorn stand meowed
loudly. Suddenly, Leah Kate heard words — clear as a bell — coming from inside the hat.
"Excuse me! That popcorn smells amazing and someone stepped on my taill" Leah Kate

blinked. She looked at her crew. "The hat just translated the cat's meow," she whispered.

Amelia pushed her round glasses up and gasped. "Oh! Oh! It's the legendary Translator
Hat! | read about it — or maybe | dreamed it — or both!" Mia shrieked, "YES! This is the best
day EVER!" James folded his arms. "So now you can talk to animals?" he asked carefully.
Leah Kate touched the brim of her magical hat and nodded. "l think | can," she said. "And

something tells me we are going to need that today."
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The competition was about to begin. A big scoreboard lit up with colorful letters spelling:
WIN WITH KINDNESS. Leah Kate read it aloud and felt a warm glow in her chest. That
was exactly what she wanted to do — win, but make sure nobody went home with a sad

face.

Then something strange happened. The ball rolled onto the field all by itself. Nobody had
kicked it. Nobody had thrown it. It simply bounced, turned left, and stopped as if waiting for
someone to say hello. James stared. "Did that ball just... choose where to go?" Amelia was
already scribbling in the air with her finger. "Yes! The ball has its own will! | had a theory

about this — or maybe it was a dream about a theory—"

Mia waved her notebook, which was full of noodle-shaped drawings. "My plan covers this!
Sort of!" Leah Kate laughed and stepped toward the ball. The golden twilight poured
through the stadium roof, making the whole field look like a painting. The tiny bumps on her

hat wiggled. Something was speaking nearby. Leah Kate listened very carefully.



A small dog near the sideline was barking urgently. Leah Kate's hat translated every word.

"The ball is shy!" the dog said. "It only goes where people are being nice to each other! If

anyone is rude, the ball rolls the other way!"

Leah Kate turned to her crew and relayed the message. Mia clapped her hands. "That is
the sweetest rule EVER!" James rubbed his chin thoughtfully. "So being kind is actually our
strategy," he said. "l can work with that." Amelia had already jogged three small circles and
was now adjusting her glasses. "Kindness as a competitive advantage — brilliant! | think |

invented that idea, or someone did, or a book did—"

The stadium walls flickered from orange to soft gold as everyone felt curious and hopeful.
Leah Kate noticed the color shift. The Crazy World Rule was working — moods really did
paint everything around them. She took a big breath. "Okay crew," she said. "We are going
to be the kindest team out there. And we are going to mean every single bit of it." The tiny

ear bumps on her hat wiggled happily in agreement.
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Then a very unusual figure rolled onto the field. It was a robot — about as tall as James —
with round silver shoulders, a kindly blinking face, and a name badge that read BOLT. Bolt
raised one hand in a polite wave. "Hello! | am here to help! | believe we have met before. Or

perhaps we have not. My memory is a little... wobbly."

Mia spun around. "A robot! YES!" James looked cautious. "What kind of help?" Bolt blinked.
"Excellent question. | remember | am very good at... something. | will recall it shortly."
Amelia jogged over and peered at the robot's panel of buttons. "Ooh, buttons! So many

interesting buttons!"

Leah Kate smiled warmly. Even if Bolt had a faulty memory, something about the robot felt
genuinely kind and eager. The hat's ear bumps wiggled — a nearby pigeon was cooing. The
hat translated: "The robot once helped a whole flock of us find our way home. Trust it."
Leah Kate nodded at Bolt. "We are glad you are here," she said kindly. The stadium walls
turned a cheerful shade of peach, because everyone was feeling just a little bit more

hopeful.



Y
W . —— — -0

The competition started with a cheer that rang around the whole stadium. The other team
had bright purple jerseys and very serious faces. But their stadium side glowed deep purple
— the color of nervousness. Leah Kate saw it and felt her heart squeeze a little. She did not

want anyone to feel nervous.

She whispered to Mia. Mia immediately ran to the sideline and held up her notebook — the
noodle-drawings side — and shouted, "GREAT JOB EVERYONE! YOU ALL LOOK
AMAZING!" The purple team blinked. Then one of them smiled. Slowly, the purple color

softened to lavender, then lilac, then the palest cheerful blue.

James watched the color change with quiet admiration. "It's working," he said. Amelia was
already drawing something with her finger. "Mia's encouragement is literally changing the
atmosphere — metaphorically and also actually!" The ball, sensing the improved mood in
the stadium, gave a happy little bounce and rolled toward the center. Leah Kate ran after it.
The golden twilight was deepening, making every color richer and more magical. She could

feel the adventure was only just getting started.



A large parrot landed on top of the scoreboard and began squawking. Everyone looked up,

confused. Leah Kate's hat bumps wiggled furiously. She heard the translation clearly: "The
other team's captain is scared! He dropped his lucky charm under the bleachers and now he

thinks he cannot play well without it!"

Leah Kate stopped running and turned to her crew. She quickly told them what the parrot
said. Amelia gasped. "That changes everything! We have to help him find it!" James
nodded firmly. "If he goes home sad, we fail the mission. Even if we win every point." Mia
was already running toward the bleachers, pigtails flying. "On it FOUND IT! Wait — no.
Maybe. YES!"

Bolt rolled helpfully alongside. "l believe | once recovered seventeen lost objects," the robot
said cheerfully. "Or possibly it was seventeen sandwiches. My memory is unclear." Leah
Kate laughed and followed. The hat kept translating — the parrot was now giving
directions. Left a bit. Forward. There! Mia reached under the bleacher and pulled out a small
shiny coin. The stadium walls burst into warm gold. Everyone felt the kindness, and the

colors showed it perfectly.



Mia ran back and handed the coin to the other team's captain, a boy with very serious

eyebrows that instantly became much less serious. He stared at the coin, then at Mia, then

at Leah Kate. "You found it? For me? Even though we are competing?"

Leah Kate smiled. "Winning doesn't feel good if you are sad," she said simply. The captain
looked like he might cry happy tears. The stadium walls turned the most beautiful shade of
golden yellow that anyone had ever seen. Even James had to shield his eyes for a moment

because it was so bright and warm.

Amelia jogged past, adjusting her glasses. "Mood-color intensity reaching maximum
cheerful — | am recording this in my brain, or | will forget it, or both!" Bolt clapped politely.
"Wonderful! | believe this is what | came here to witness. Or possibly | came to fix a vending
machine. Memory still unclear." Leah Kate touched the brim of her hat. The ear bumps
wiggled softly. All the animals nearby — the dog, the cat, the parrot — were making happy
sounds. The hat translated them all at once: "More of this! More of this! More of this!" Leah

Kate laughed until her sides ached.



Now the real competition began — and it was wonderfully strange. The ball with its own

will kept choosing where to go. It zoomed toward whoever was being the most
encouraging. It bounced away from anyone who frowned too hard. Leah Kate watched it

carefully, her hat bumps wiggling with every animal sound from the crowd.

James noticed the pattern first. "The ball goes to kindness. So we just have to keep being
kind and it will come to us." Amelia was mid-jog. "Yes! Yes! And also | had a plan involving
— wait, what was it — it rhymed with something — potato? No —" Mia shouted, "IT
RHYMED WITH GREAT-O! Because the plan is GREAT-O!"

The ball bounced toward Leah Kate and she laughed in delight. She passed it to the other
team's captain — not because she had to, but because she wanted to. The stadium walls
shimmered between gold and soft pink as surprise and warmth mixed together through the
crowd. The golden twilight was growing deeper outside, painting long honey-colored
stripes across the field. Every stripe made the magic feel stronger. Leah Kate felt it in her

fingertips and in the wiggling brim of her wonderful hat.



Then everything went sideways. Amelia was demonstrating one of her seventeen ideas to

Bolt, gesturing wildly at the robot's front panel. Her elbow bumped into Bolt's chest. There

were seventeen buttons on that panel. Amelia pressed the wrong one.

A sound like a cheerful trumpet rang out. Bolt froze for one second — then all of Bolt's
memory came flooding back at once. The robot's eyes lit up like two bright little moons. "l
REMEMBER!" Bolt cried. "l remember EVERYTHING! | am a Stadium Assistant Coordinator! |
know every rule of every competition ever held here! And | know —" Bolt paused for

dramatic effect. "— there is a secret kindness bonus round!"

Everyone stopped moving. Even the ball stopped rolling. Leah Kate stared at Bolt. Mia
grabbed James by the sleeve. James said, very carefully, "What is a kindness bonus
round?" Bolt beamed. "It is a special round where BOTH teams can win if they complete a
kindness challenge together!" The stadium walls exploded into every color at once — red,
orange, gold, green, blue, pink, purple — because everyone felt shock and joy and surprise
all swirling together. Leah Kate pressed her hat down and grinned the biggest grin of the

whole dav.



Bolt explained the kindness challenge quickly, because the golden twilight outside was

fading and the special round only worked while the magical light lasted. Both teams had to
work together to guide the willful ball through a course using only encouraging words. No

pushing. No chasing. Just cheering.

Leah Kate turned to the other team's captain. "Want to try?" He grinned — his eyebrows
were very un-serious now. "Absolutely." Both teams lined up on opposite sides of the
course. The ball sat in the middle, waiting. Leah Kate's hat bumps wiggled like crazy. The
animals in the stadium were cheering too. The dog barked encouragement. The parrot

squawked directions. The cat meowed suggestions.

Leah Kate relayed every animal message to the crew and the other team. "The dog says
lean left! The parrot says cheer louder! The cat says — oh — the cat says the ball prefers
when people clap rhythmically." Mia started clapping a beat immediately. James followed.
Amelia clapped in a completely different rhythm but with enormous enthusiasm. Bolt
clapped too, perfectly on time, because apparently coordinating stadiums included excellent

clappina. The ball beaan to roll.



The ball rolled slowly at first, then faster as the cheering grew louder. Every encouraging

shout pushed it a little further. Every clap moved it a little straighter. The stadium walls
cycled through warm, glowing colors — gold, peach, soft green — as the mood of two

whole teams blended together into something wonderful.

Mia's yellow jacket seemed to glow brighter than ever, because her mood was the happiest
it had been all day. James was cheering with his whole body, which was unusual for him
and absolutely delightful to see. Amelia had forgotten which plan she was on but was
yelling encouragement in three directions at once, which somehow helped. Bolt coordinated

everything with calm, recovered confidence.

Leah Kate kept one hand on her hat brim and listened to every animal voice the hat
translated. "More clapping!" "Turn left!" "Almost there!" "You are ALL doing BEAUTIFULLY!"
— that last one was from the cat, who had strong opinions. The ball reached the end of the
course and gave one final, triumphant bounce. Both teams erupted. The stadium walls
turned pure, blazing gold. The golden twilight outside seemed to pause, as if even the sky

wanted to watch. Leah Kate felt her heart so full it miaht overflow.



The scoreboard lit up with giant glowing letters: BOTH TEAMS WIN! Then confetti — in

every color of a good mood — rained down from the ceiling. Leah Kate spun around with
her arms out, catching handfuls of it. The hat bumps wiggled so fast they were practically

dancing.

Mia grabbed James and Amelia in a group hug so big that all three of them stumbled
sideways. Bolt stood at the edge of the celebration, beaming and nodding, and then very
politely walked into the confetti just to see what it felt like. "Delightful," Bolt reported. "l

will remember this. Probably."

The other team's captain came over to Leah Kate. "Thank you," he said. "For finding my
coin. And for making this the best competition | have ever been part of." Leah Kate smiled.
"That was the whole plan," she said. "Win, but make sure nobody goes home sad." He
laughed. The stadium walls swirled with warm colors — gold and peach and the happiest
orange imaginable. Leah Kate looked at her crew, at the animals who had helped, at Bolt

who had remembered just in time. She could not imagine a better day.
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As the last of the golden twilight faded from the sky, Leah Kate sat on the stadium steps
with her crew. The hat rested on her head, its ear bumps now still and peaceful. The
animals had settled too — the dog curled up near the bleachers, the cat washed its paw,

the parrot tucked its head under its wing.

Mia was drawing something in her notebook — probably noodles again, but she called
them "victory noodles." James said, "Today was a good day. | was skeptical at first. But | see
it now." Amelia said, "l had a plan for this exact outcome — or something near it — or
possibly a completely different outcome that accidentally became this one—" Bolt sat

beside them all, quietly content, blinking slowly in the warm last light.

Leah Kate looked up at the stadium. The walls had settled into the softest, most peaceful
shade of golden cream — the color of everyone being completely happy. She touched her
hat one last time. It wiggled gently, translating a final sleepy murmur from the cat: "Good
job, hat girl. Good job." Leah Kate laughed softly. She had won something today — not just
a competition, but something much better. She had made sure everyone — every single

person and animal — got to do home smilina.
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Congratutations,

Leah Kate!

You lived an incredible adventure, full of
courage, imagination and special moments

that only you could experience!

You are incredible!




SPECIAL MESSAGE

Dear Little Group!!!

Scan and discover more stories!

Point your phone camera at the QR code and find new personalized

stories for Leah Kate.

Magic Story Code Personalized Stories - Made with LOVE for Leah Kate





