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In loving memory of my late husband, John Burns Jr., “the greatest hockey dad that ever was.”










Chapter One
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“Get off the ice, twirl girl!” shouted Eddie from the corner of the arena.


But Hope ignored him, determined to finish practicing her backward crossovers on the newly resurfaced ice, as she worked on fully extending her skating leg the way the coach just taught her.


Hope knew she wasn’t supposed to be out on the ice right before hockey practice, but she couldn’t resist being the first one to carve thin lines into the super shiny smooth surface with her skating blades.


To Hope, it was as sweet as running a finger across a freshly frosted cake! Mmm . . . mmmm . . . good! “I said, off the ice, twirl girl!” shouted Eddie again. “You know the rules!”


“Stupid rules,” Hope muttered to herself. “Who made hockey players the kings and queens of the ice around here, anyway? Hockey players. Oooof!” Hockey always got the better ice time. Every season, there were always more hockey players than figure skaters. The hockey teams brought in more money than the Figure Skating Club, which had just grown to twenty-two members, compared to hockey’s 220-plus players.


Hope spotted the rink manager picking up some cups on the upper level of the arena and worried that Eddie was going to see him too and snitch on her. She picked up her pace and hurried to the rink door to try to make a fast exit but couldn’t resist an opportunity to annoy Eddie. “All yours, King Eddie.” Hope bowed before an impatient and angry Eddie, who gave her a nasty glare through the face mask of his helmet. “Ewww.” Hope waved her hand back and forth in front of her face and plugged her nose. “What’s that horrible smell? Smells like . . . like a wet dog! Is that you?” Hope inched closer to Eddie and took a big whiff of his jersey. “Pee-yew. It is you! You smell like a bucket of barf. Like a dead rat rotting in a basement for a hundred years. Eddie, you’re disgusting!”


“That smell,” Eddie proudly proclaimed, “is a badge of honor. It took months . . . no, years . . . to earn this badge. This jersey hasn’t been washed . . . well . . . since we lost our last game. That was . . . well, a while ago, I guess.”


“Give it a rest, Eddie!” said Sophia, who came up from behind and tapped her hockey stick on Eddie’s padded shoulder. “Save your breath. We’ve all heard your badge of honor speech and Hope is right. You stink! I’ve got a great spray in my bag that will make you smell human again.”
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“Why DO you skate on the dark side, Sophia?” asked Hope, as she did a gentle waltz jump in her sequined pink skating warm-ups and glided into a scratch spin. “Come to the light, where it’s pretty, graceful, and odor-free, like me! Where you can jump, spin, and sparkle.”


Hope and Sophia were very different, but the best of friends. They both played on the same softball team when the hockey and figure skating seasons ended in the spring. But when it came to the ice? They were on opposite sides of the rink. Sophia liked the intensity of a game and fierce battles for the puck. Hope enjoyed the glamour and artistry of figure skating. A bright spotlight, shining on her solo routines during the Figure Skating Club’s annual Celebration on Ice show, motivated her to practice every chance she got. A chance to get a wrister in the net motivated Sophia to practice every chance she got.


“No way,” said Sophia. “You know I like to have a stick in my hand when I skate. Besides, you girls could never win a trophy like that.” Sophia pointed with pride to the biggest and most spectacular silver trophy in the arena’s trophy case. It was shaped just like the majestic Stanley Cup. Her team won it at the Lake Placid Invitational, where hockey players from all over the country competed for the coveted prize and exclusive bragging rights. That was the year they beat Team Canada. It was something no other team in their league had ever done. It was the envy of everyone in the league.


“Yeah, but . . . is it worth putting up with that?” Hope pointed to the ice where Eddie was flat on his stomach. Hope grabbed her skating bag handle, and the wheels of the bag started to squeak as she dragged it behind her and out of the rink doors, leaving Eddie and Sophia alone in the rink.


“Stupid twirl girls!” shouted Eddie. Eddie’s skate blade had caught in a chip in the ice where Hope had been practicing her flip jump. The jump, which could lift a skater several inches into the air using the figure skating blade’s toe pick, could also drill a small hole into the ice. Hockey skate blades didn’t have toe picks. “Dumb toe picks ruin our ice! They should be banned from the rink!” shouted Eddie.
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