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	Twins Jocelyne Lamoureux-Davidson and Monique Lamoureux-Morando started play­ing ice hockey with their four older brothers and their friends on a frozen pond next to their home in North Dakota. No girls hockey teams, no problem;―they just played on boys teams.
  

	As their careers skyrocketed to the world stage, they did not allow roadblocks and dis­crimination deter them from taking on their governing body, USA Hockey. They threat­ened to boycott the 2017 World Champion­ships and jeopardized their ability to compete in the 2018 Olympics unless their gender equity issues were addressed. The success of Monique, Jocelyne, and their team thrust them into the center of the struggle for gender equity, for women in hockey and in sports in general, as well as in society at large.
  

	In Dare to Make History, the Lamoureux twins chronicle their journey to the pinnacle of their sport, their efforts along with almost 150 other hockey players to start a new pro­fessional women’s hockey league, their train­ing to come back and make another national team after giving birth, their tireless efforts to advance the interests of disadvantaged com­munities in closing the digital divide, and their ongoing contributions as role models champi­oning the dreams of future generations of girls in sports, education, and the workplace.
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	Jocelyne Lamoureux-Davidson and Monique Lamoureux-Morando are identical twin sisters, born and raised in North Dakota, whose competitive ice hockey careers took them around the world. They led the USA Women’s National Team to win six world championships, two Olympic silver medals, and ultimately, an Olympic gold medal in Pyeongchang, South Korea, in 2018. In the gold medal game, Monique scored the tying goal and Jocelyne scored the highlight-reel shootout winning goal.
  

	After the 2018 Olympics, they became mothers within six weeks of each other and now share a new bond of motherhood and a brand new motivation to cheer for the ones behind.
  

	Monique and Jocelyne are much more than world-class athletes, though. They were raised to be difference-makers. They are dedicated to the fight for gender equity, leveling the playing field for young girls and women, whether in sports, the workplace, or life.
  

	They both reside in Grand Forks, North Dakota, with their husbands and sons.


  

	For more information, you can visit
  

	Website: LamoureuxTwins.com
  

	Facebook: @LamoureuxTwins
  

	Twitter: @LamoureuxTwins
  

	Instagram:
  

	@jocelyneusa17 and @moniquelam7
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	This book is dedicated to our parents, who always encouraged us to dream big. To our brothers, who never pulled any punches and taught us we could compete with anyone. To Anthony and Brent, whose consistent love in tough and exhilarating times is our rock. And of course, to Mickey and Nelson; may you set ambitious goals and dreams and chase them with endless passion.
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	I have interviewed many female athletes and gender equity trailblazers and advocates throughout my career, but none as tenacious and dedicated to the advancement of women in sports, in the workplace, and in life as Jocelyne Lamoureux-Davidson and Monique Lamoureux-Morando. Their athletic accomplishments speak for themselves. They have won twenty international medals between the two of them, including six world championships, two Olympic silver medals, and one Olympic gold—all before turning thirty years old. 


	But it’s their sense of justice and willingness to risk it all that created real change.


	I was on my own personal odyssey of trying to understand and appreciate my worth when I met Jocelyne and Monique. I was a successful national television anchor and on a mission. I was tired of seeing young girls and women shut down, self-deprecate, and apologize their way through a conversation or challenge. This had played out in all aspects of my life, so I knew there were legions of women out there struggling the same way.


	I became a fierce advocate for women and girls once I forced myself to dig deep and evaluate my own sense of value and confidence. It took me twenty-five years to understand that I played a role in quantifying my success.


	I’ve learned women are ferocious when it comes to protecting, defending, and augmenting the success of others—their spouses, their children, their bosses, anyone who isn’t themselves! I came to realize that women everywhere could find their own value and appreciate it.


	I decided to travel the country and interview as many women as I could about their own value. It was part of my own self-discovery expedition, and during that journey, I witnessed other women’s lost dreams and buried ambitions, which is something that can be fixed. Those conversations were published in my first book, Knowing Your Value, in 2011.


	Shortly thereafter, I launched my own women’s empowerment platform called Know Your Value. I held events around the country, highlighting women’s stories of failure and success, and celebrating how they dug themselves out of their insecurities and stopped using the same old patterns and techniques that were not working. I clearly struck a nerve with women and a community was born.


	It was during this process that I met and got to know Jocelyne and Monique. I was in awe of them: twin sisters from a small town in North Dakota who had dreamed of winning an Olympic gold medal together, who played on three Olympic ice hockey teams, and who finally brought home the 2018 Olympic gold medal from Pyeongchang, South Korea, one scoring the goal that tied the game, the other netting the dramatic final shootout goal to win it all.


	What truly captivated me was their determination to fight for gender equity in hockey and sports, but also in the broader context to show the world what was going on behind the scenes. USA Hockey was so disconnected from women’s ice hockey, generating limited sponsorship dollars, zero marketing initiatives, meager support for girls’ hockey programs, unequal travel and living arrangements, unequal benefits, and the list went on and on. Jocelyne and Monique and their teammates were determined to change the culture. And they did.


	This book takes you on Jocelyne and Monique’s wild ride to success and what it took to get there. It’s more than a story about hockey or sports. It’s more than a story of hard work, determination, and embracing adversity. This is a story of clear and serious purpose. It’s a close look at how two female athletes empowered their teammates, and female athletes all over the world, to stand united for change. This is a story of leadership and the role that personal values play in developing the strength and the conviction to see a mission through to the end. It’s a story of incredible courage as Jocelyne and Monique and their teammates put their Olympic dreams on the line to fight for lasting change that would largely benefit future generations of female ice hockey players.


	Jocelyne and Monique are both married mothers now and juggling the complexities that come with being working moms. In fact, they are the first two women in USA Hockey history to take advantage of the maternity benefits that they negotiated for with USA Hockey. They have traveled the country and amplified the conversations and perceptions surrounding athletes, women, and motherhood. Their fight for gender equity in sports and in the working world continues, but their mission goes beyond women’s ice hockey. They are now agents of change for social justice.


	We all have to make a life for ourselves. How we do it and who we do it with is the single most critical question we can ask ourselves. We are all incredibly lucky to have Jocelyne and Monique as role models. 


	Jocelyne and Monique chose ice hockey, but in reality, no matter what their vehicle, I believe they would have ended up on this same impactful road. The rearview mirror may show them as young girls playing on boys’ hockey teams, but as they matured into elite athletes who competed at the highest level, there was more to their journey. They were beginning to unlock doors for young girls and advocate for those less fortunate in a way that I feel blessed to have witnessed firsthand. There is no greater gift in life than creating an opportunity for the next generation, and Jocelyne and Monique are doing just that.


	It’s said that we journalists are eyewitnesses to history. Watching the evolution of Jocelyne and Monique’s careers is a significant milestone in the history of athletics and in the modern fight for gender equity. Their story will be an important one to tell for generations to come.


	 


	 Mika Brzezinski


	 Cohost, Morning Joe


	 MSNBC




	INTRODUCTION 


	Making the Team
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	MONIQUE


	It was August 4, 2019, and our predawn flights from Grand Forks, North Dakota, to Minneapolis to Albany were delayed. After fifteen years of repetitive road trips, we were used to travel challenges. But this trip presented a new set of experiences. My identical twin sister, Jocelyne, and I were on our way to the USA Hockey Women’s National Festival in Lake Placid, New York, less than a year after we’d given birth to boys, Mickey and Nelson. We’d gotten up at 3:30 a.m., only to find out we had to completely rearrange our carefully made plans to travel with our sons for the first time.


	Our little boys, now nine months and seven-and-a-half months, were resting peacefully—for now—beside us at the airline check-in counter in a double stroller. We were traveling with a nanny who was keeping an eye on them as we discussed our flight schedules with the airline rep, who sighed along with us. We all knew that we had our work cut out for us. Mickey, in the midst of teething, was gnawing on a toy and momentarily quiet; Jocelyne was going to need to nurse Nelson soon.


	Next to us on the ground, ready to be checked, our bags were packed with the usual sticks, skates, pads, and other gear we’d lugged around for years as elite athletes who’d played in three Olympic Games, seven World Championships, and countless tournaments and hockey festivals and camps. Thanks to our new traveling companions, the bags also contained diapers, toys, formula, baby clothes, wipes, extra sheets, and even a Pack ’n Play. Even though we were Olympic athletes, our travel was not glamorous. We served as our own drivers, valets, trip planners, and baggage handlers. Our goals have always been about pursuing the next gold medal, but this trip was about chasing a new and different kind of mettle, our ability to adjust and adapt.


	We were only five hours late when we finally arrived at the Olympic Training Center. The boys’ usual feeding and nap schedules? They had long since been blown up. After three flights, a hotel overnight, and a two-hour drive, we had made it. Jocelyne and I were tired and eager to get settled in our rooms with Mickey and Nelson. We were also excited to be returning to our day jobs. Neither of us had played in a competitive hockey game for eighteen months, the longest we’d gone since signing up for hockey at age five, but that didn’t mean we were lounging on the sofa, watching television.


	Since helping the U.S. Women’s National Team capture a gold medal against our archrivals, Team Canada, in the finals at the 2018 Pyeongchang Olympics, we got pregnant, had our babies, and cheered from the sidelines as Team USA won the 2019 World Championship while we were on maternity leave. Throughout our pregnancies, we maintained a full schedule—working virtually every day—traveling to dozens of cities, representing our sponsor, Comcast Corporation, as brand ambassadors, and serving as national spokespeople for the company’s internet program for low-income Americans. We also continued to promote equity within our sport, an effort that began with a near boycott of the 2017 World Championships before we came to an agreement with USA Hockey. That focus grew into a passionate public advocacy program for gender equity beyond our sport.


	Now we were the first two players to benefit from the maternity-leave benefits we’d negotiated, which included full pay, a childcare stipend, and a guaranteed invitation to two national team tryouts.


	Our battle for gender equity in hockey had always been focused on the next generation of girls. We wanted to make sure that they would not face the same barriers that we had—that they knew the times were changing in education, sports, and the workplace.


	2019 seemed to represent a certain maturation of the gender equity battle. The #MeToo movement in Hollywood and the very public sexual harassment/assault allegations in women’s gymnastics put a glaring spotlight on issues of sexual harassment in the workplace and in sports. Our battle for gender equity in women’s hockey was followed by an amazing stand by the U.S. Women’s National Soccer team, which fearlessly and courageously won a World Cup while in a pitched battle, including litigation, with their governing body for equal pay.


	There was also increased attention on pregnancy and maternity leave, something that we were living quite personally. Pregnancy and maternity leave have long created conflicts and tension in the workplace, but women in sports put a spotlight on these issues in 2019. It’s hard enough to be elite in your profession—whether as an athlete or in the traditional workplace. But layering in motherhood—the physical challenges and the guilt of juggling your job as a mother and your job as an athlete or professional—can be daunting.


	We were not alone in confronting these issues. Serena Williams, Allyson Felix, Nia Ali, Skylar Diggins-Smith, and other elite athletes who’d added motherhood to their résumé were all dealing with pregnancy and motherhood in the midst of elite athletic careers. There was a well-publicized spat between Allyson Felix, Kara Goucher, and Alysia Montano and Nike relating to the lack of maternity protection in Nike’s sponsorship agreements and the penalties that all three of these premier track athletes experienced during their pregnancies. Fortunately for us, our main sponsor and partner, Comcast Corporation, fully supported us through our pregnancies (and after birth as well), and frankly, we were surprised that this was not the norm.


	For all of us, our return was proof that the dreams of women athletes like us didn’t have to end with marriage and babies, as they did in the past, unless we wanted them to. We’d competed in three Olympics and accomplished everything we had dreamed of in hockey. But we wanted to see if we could make it back to a national team post-childbirth—and maybe even play in one more Olympics in 2022 in Beijing.


	But first things first. We had to make the team again. This week’s camp was part of a long process leading up to the 2022 Olympics, including camps like this one every six to eight weeks and numerous international competitions. Jocelyne and I resumed training two weeks postpartum, not that we ever stopped since we worked out through our whole pregnancies with guidance from my husband, Anthony, who’s managed our fitness program since 2014. Once the boys started day care in early summer 2019, we were able to commit more of our days to training full time and getting back into elite shape.


	We were doing the thing that made us happiest, with the understanding that spots on the team weren’t guaranteed. That’s right. None of our contributions since we first made the U.S. Women’s National Team in 2009 counted. Not the World Championships. Not our silver medals in the 2010 and 2014 Olympic games. Not the fact that we were responsible for the tying and game-winning goals in the 2018 Olympic finals against Canada, called by some the greatest game in the history of women’s hockey. It all had a shelf life. There was new team leadership—new coaches. We hoped we would get a fair shot even though the head coach had never seen us play—that we would be given a fair opportunity to prove ourselves in terms of time on the ice and even getting a timely decision on whether I would be playing defense or forward. We had to prove ourselves all over again.


	But that’s life, especially in sports.


	JOCELYNE


	Our first full day in camp was spent greeting teammates, many of whom we hadn’t seen in person for almost a year. Hilary Knight slowed her car down and waved as she drove into the facility and headed toward the parking lot. Soon we were introducing our boys to Kendall Coyne, Lee Stecklein, Emily Matheson (Pfalzer), Annie Pankowski, Dani Camernessi, Kelly Pannek, and other teammates who were eager to meet them for the first time. Throughout all of the competitions—through the long battle for gender equity with USA Hockey—our team and teammates meant everything.


	Then we got down to business. We breezed through off-ice fitness testing and initial team meetings before getting on the ice at the Herb Brooks Arena, the site of the 1980 Olympics where the men’s hockey team triumphed over the Soviet Union in the historic “miracle” game (on the same date as we won our gold medal thirty-eight years later) on their way to a gold medal. But more history was being made right in front of us. A record number of women were on the ice, competing for spots on the U18, U22, and national teams, all with the dream of playing in the 2022 Olympics.


	The turnout was powerful evidence of the growth of girls’ and women’s hockey across the country. We knew that negotiating better working conditions, pay, benefits, and most importantly, support for future generations of girl hockey players in the US would grow the sport. And it did—girls’ hockey was now one of the fastest-growing sports for girls in America. An increasing number of veteran players were also receiving the support they needed to extend their playing careers after college. This was what we had believed in and fought for, and why we were returning to the sport we loved: a shared sense that all of us—veterans and up-and-comers—had the power to advocate for a playing environment that worked for us and let us determine our own fate.


	Monique and I reminded ourselves not to stress or get frustrated at our play. Having turned thirty in July, we were among the oldest players in camp—and after taking a year and a half off from playing competitive hockey, it would have been unrealistic for us to think we could step back in where we left off, no matter how hard we had trained and prepared since giving birth. But once we were back on the ice, it didn’t feel like it had been eighteen months away from the game.


	Except for my first entrance onto the ice. Right in front of our new coach, as I was stepping onto the ice, I tripped and fell flat on my face. I looked up and said to the coach, “I swear, I’ve been practicing!”


	When it came to my first real game-like situation against other players, I made a couple moves that felt good—a toe drag, a nice backhand-pass backdoor for a tap-in goal. During my last five minutes on the ice, Monique popped into the rink before her team started warming up and stood along the glass in time to see me wind up for a slap shot below the top of the circle. The puck hit the crossbar with a piercing crack. Monique nodded approvingly, a smile brightening her face. I could literally hear her think, Jocelyne’s still got it. She’s just fine.


	Afterward, I caught a bit of Monique in action. During her shift, she enjoyed a couple moments that showed why she’d been considered one of the best defenders in the world. Overall, the first day went well for both of us. We were on our way, but certainly not there yet. The ups and downs of a camp and a season were ahead of us, but the first full day of scrimmages made us feel like we were where we belonged—and on the right path.


	MONIQUE


	Our biggest challenges came at night. In my case, Mickey refused to sleep. He got four new teeth during the week of camp. He was a crabby, teething, tired baby, gnawing on anything he could put in his mouth and trying to pull himself up on whatever he could reach. At home, my husband and I had guided Mickey into good sleeping habits early on. He typically slept twelve hours a night and might wake up once. Not at camp. There, he woke up two to three times a night. And these weren’t your typical quick change, feed, and back-to-sleep interruptions.


	The night before our second game, I walked around in circles for an hour, gently bouncing him, trying to coax him back to sleep, while also asking myself how I was going to have enough energy for the game the next day.


	After the game, I was getting an old injury looked at in the training room, and our dietician walked in. She asked how I was feeling. I am normally so stoic—so focused on my training and the game. But that simple question triggered an unexpected outpouring of exasperation from lack of sleep, exhaustion, and just everything. “I’m just so tired,” I said, and then I started to cry. I couldn’t even blame it on hormones. Like many mothers, I just felt overwhelmed.


	That was a turning point. When Mickey was ready for sleep later that night, I put him down in the nanny’s room, and I got a much-needed ten hours of uninterrupted sleep. I woke up refreshed and clearheaded. Like many moms trying to do all things all the time, I initially felt that asking for help had meant I’d failed. Fortunately, I quickly figured out—with a lot of pride—that I hadn’t failed at all. I realized it simply meant that I had my limits, that I could only do so many things in a day, and sometimes needed an extra set of hands. Not a big deal, totally normal—and necessary. But like so many other new mothers juggling parenthood with a career, the mom guilt got to me. It took time for me to “be where my feet are,” as our sports psychologist, Colleen Hacker, would put it.


	My responsibilities as a mom made camp more complicated, but also more worthwhile. As the scrimmages wrapped up two days later, Courtney Kennedy, an Olympian in ’02 and ’06 and one of our coaches, pulled me aside and said she was happy to see Jocelyne and me back in camp. “I think it’s really great you guys brought the boys with you,” she said. “It’s good for the younger players to see you return and play and compete and do it all as moms. It shows them they don’t have to give up hockey. So just keep it going.”


	We planned to.


	JOCELYNE


	Quiet confidence—but not arrogance or overconfidence—has always been one of our competitive strengths. If we didn’t make the team this time, we felt like we would get there in the long run. We were just starting our comeback. There were multiple teams to compete for. And whether we made it all the way to our fourth Olympics was almost beside the point. We really wanted to prove that, as mothers, we could make it back to the national team.


	At the end of camp, we felt we had played well enough to make the team—we were not where we wanted to be, but we had competed well. One of the coaches left us with some encouraging words. But we didn’t know. It had been a long time since we had faced this uncertainty—and it was unnerving. Three weeks later, we received the email. We had made the team. While we had never wanted to consider not making the team, that message was an important first step and a tremendous relief—and we could both take a big sigh.


	But we had many more camps and teams to go before 2022, and we knew progress isn’t always linear. We expected that there would be dramatic ups and downs for us to face. Time away from Mickey and Nelson was inevitable—and no one can prepare you for what it will feel like saying goodbye for weeks at a time. Even though winning another gold medal was a goal of ours, it wasn’t the only one, not like it had been when we were younger. Ever since we first put on the USA jersey, we knew our efforts weren’t solely for ourselves. But with winning came a greater sense of responsibility to others. Our careers were no longer just about us. We competed to celebrate potential and defy limits—to set an example. By returning as moms, we wanted to show that women didn’t have to choose between a career and motherhood, between being athletes or anything else and being moms. Or if a choice was necessary, it was their decision to make. We wanted to continue improving the future for the next generation of female hockey players and level the playing field for all girls as they pursued their dreams in school, in sports, or in the workplace. And even just making this team had proved our point.


	Coming out of the disappointment of the 2014 Olympics in Sochi, Monique and I realized we had the opportunity to have a greater impact than just being Olympic medalists. That softened the blow of losing the gold, and opened our eyes. We could be agents of change and role models, which was what we had always been taught. Our dad told us to be difference makers—and our mom taught us to cheer and fight for the one behind. This book, which we began to write in the weeks before we went to our first camp as moms, is about how our pursuit of a childhood dream to play together in the Olympics and win a gold medal gradually turned into a mission to change the opportunities and rewards within our sport, to inspire dreams and unlock doors for women and girls beyond women’s hockey, and as an even broader matter of social justice, to advocate for those in our society who were being left behind.


	We are two identical twin sisters from a small town in the middle of America who, not without our share of bumps, landed on a big stage where we came to understand we’re part of an ongoing dialogue and movement, with women like Wilma Rudolph, Billie Jean King, Pat Summit, Michelle Akers, Jackie Joyner-Kersee, Julie Foudy, Cammi Granato, Abby Wambach, and others who pushed the limits and fought to get rid of them altogether.


	Our parents nurtured a passion in us to make a difference as we grew up playing against our four older brothers and competing into our teens against boys. After a certain point, we knew we’d never be as big or as strong as the boys, but we were never told that we couldn’t be as good as them or better. At boarding school, we helped our team win three national championships. As college freshmen, we made our first United States national team, and a year later, at age twenty, we played in our first Olympics.


	All told, we have won twenty international medals between us, including seven World Championships (six of them being gold), two Olympic silver medals, and one Olympic gold. But we were taught that statistics and medal counts aren’t as important as whether we’re remembered as good teammates, leaders who empower, and friends who are there to help. To that end, we’re going to take you inside all the bumps and successes of our career, including the hard-fought negotiations between the U.S. Women’s National Team and the sport’s governing body, USA Hockey, and our reluctant threat to boycott the 2017 World Championships.


	MONIQUE


	People have asked why our team was willing to risk the many years of hard work and sacrifice we’d invested in getting to the World Championships and ultimately, the Olympics. The answer is easy. We did it to get what was fair and right not only for our team, but mostly for new generations of girl hockey players.


	As you’ll discover, we’ve never been afraid to take off our gloves. But this book isn’t just about our path to the Olympics or the fight to bring more equity to women’s hockey. It’s not just about reliving the risks we took to succeed and encouraging others to do the same in their own pursuits. It’s also about the role values play in developing the strength, character, and conviction needed not only to win championships, but also to cheer for the ones behind, those who need a level playing field, those who might not have had all of the advantages and support that we had, and those who are next. It’s our job to leave our sport and the world in a better place for those coming up after us.


	Our parents ingrained this notion in us so deeply, that we wouldn’t be ourselves or think of ourselves as winners if we didn’t promote the importance of equity and inclusion and making sure those who need a break in the bigger game of life get it.


	As we write this book, we are like so many other working moms balancing the competing demands on our lives: our hockey careers; running the Monique and Jocelyne Lamoureux Foundation; continuing the fight for equity in ice hockey, in sports, and in life; reflecting on the devastating impacts of the coronavirus pandemic and the social unrest following the murder of George Floyd by Minneapolis police; and most importantly, taking care of our children. Some days, the balance is completely off, and you feel like you have failed, and other days you feel like Superwoman and can do it all. As we move closer to achieving our personal goals and check off accomplished ones on the list, we always remember the most important benefit of our medals—that they create a platform to make a difference for others.


	We naturally gravitated to the fight for gender equity and diversity in and out of sports. We learned that winning a sports competition—even winning an Olympic gold medal—has its limits. But what it means to be a winner has no limits and is up to us to define. Knowing that girls have traditionally been told they are less than, we want to be examples for girls everywhere that they can be more than—more than ever before. This might be you. If it is, you don’t ever have to think in terms of limitations. You can think of dreaming big and having it all. Like those who paved the way for us, we’re here so you can dare yourself to make history.


	We did.




	Part 1


	THE DREAM
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	1


	IT BEGINS WITH A DREAM
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	“I want to be on the American or Canadian Olympic hockey team with my sister.”


	JOCELYNE


	It begins with a dream. We can trace our dream back to third grade. It was the start of the new school year, and we each were assigned to write about ourselves. Our teachers wanted to get to know us better. Not that they didn’t have an idea. With four older brothers, the name Lamoureux was familiar to most of the school’s teachers. But we were girls, and identical twins. That had to make them curious.


	We were in different classes, something our parents preferred to give us some time to develop as individuals. Monique’s assignment was slightly different than mine, but the work we turned in shows a glimpse into our determination even at that young age. Monique used our family computer to print out a five-pointed star and then drew a stick-figure self-portrait in the middle and filled the rest in with descriptions of herself. “I like sports,” she wrote. “I like to play street hockey. I am really good at hockey. I like to run the mile. I get my work done right away. I try to figure things out for myself. I am not afraid to try.”


	For my assignment, I sat in the new computer lab at school with my computer screen in front of the window, peering into the library. I was eager to use the new computer skills I’d learned in tech class. I put a picture of myself in the middle and surrounded it with four boxes. They were labeled Favorites, Activities, Family, and Dreams. In Favorites, I listed the color green, Chinese food, and Harry Potter books. For Activities, I wrote hockey, gymnastics, track, throwing, violin, flute, piano, baseball, soccer, dance, basketball, skiing, tubing, and swimming. Under Family, I wrote, “All of my brothers and sister play hockey. My mom runs marathons, and my dad played hockey in college. I play on the same team as my sister, and my oldest brother is a goalie.” Finally, in the top left, in the box labeled Dreams, I wrote, “When I am seventeen years old, I want to be on the American or Canadian Olympic hockey team with my sister Monique.”


	That project is still in my mother’s scrapbook. The beginning of our dream.


	For the first time in the 1998 Winter Games in Nagano, Japan, women’s hockey was an Olympic sport. As ten-year-olds, we were caught up in the excitement of watching women’s hockey on the ultimate world stage. These women weren’t just paving the road. They were building it. Our four older brothers were all serious players who dared to dream big. They aspired to play in the NHL. So we dreamed big too.


	When I am seventeen years old…


	With dual citizenship, Monique and I would have our choice of playing for either the US or Canada if our ability allowed us. But we grew up in the US. We considered ourselves Americans. Proud Americans. We grew up saying the Pledge of Allegiance in school. We dreamed of playing for the red, white, and blue. We saw ourselves standing with gold medals around our necks and hands over our hearts while the “Star-Spangled Banner” played like we watched the ’98 team do.


	Our mom was into the Olympics. Really into the Olympics. She was an Olympics trivia queen. Summer and winter. For as far back as we can remember, she made watching them a family event. The trials and qualifying events leading up to them introduced her to the athletes and got her emotionally engaged in their lives. By the time the athletes walked in the opening ceremonies, she was emotionally invested, and eventually we were too.


	She was enthralled with the human side of the competition: the people, the drama, the dedication and years of training, the tears, the joy, and how sometimes it was just one little slip or a hundredth of a second that was the difference between gold and silver. A year after I scored the final shootout goal to win the 2018 Olympic gold medal, I saw a picture of Scott Hamilton in the stands, fists in the air, cheering for Team USA, and the goal I had just scored. I stared at the screen and thought, “Wow! Scott Hamilton, an Olympic legend, cheering us on during our greatest Olympic moment.” I know it might sound silly, as I was a three-time Olympian myself, but it was a bit surreal.


	One of Mom’s absolute favorites was Jackie Joyner-Kersee. Long and lean, with a big, inviting smile, Jackie won two gold medals at the Seoul games in ’88, in the long jump and heptathlon. Four years later, she took another gold in the heptathlon in Barcelona. Altogether, her career spanned four Olympics, including six medals in those games. Away from track and field, she focused on philanthropy and advocated for children’s education, health issues, and women’s rights. By third grade, we knew all about Jackie Joyner-Kersee, even though we had never watched her compete.


	Mom read Jackie’s autobiography as if it was a blueprint for success. Sports Illustrated named Jackie the greatest female athlete of all time. Amazingly, her world-record performance in the heptathlon still stands today. Mom would marvel at her accomplishments and ask herself how Jackie and so many athletes who had come from very little became the world’s best. That was her favorite part of the Olympics—how people from all over the world, many from the tiniest, most faraway places on the planet, and from every background imaginable, were able to accomplish so much.


	In a true small-world story, Jackie preceded us as spokesperson for Comcast’s Internet Essentials program. We got to meet her—and brought our mother to Washington to meet Jackie as well. And that autobiography—we got to present our mother with another copy, personally autographed by Jackie!


	Jackie and the other Olympic athletes we followed were proof that success was available to anyone who worked for it.


	MONIQUE


	Mom kept Jackie’s book in the kitchen, where she filled nearly every flat surface other than the counters with inspiring articles and motivational quotes she found in the newspaper. If you didn’t live in our house, you wouldn’t know what color our refrigerator was because it was plastered with quotes and photos. If it was one she really, really liked, she would laminate the piece of paper, which meant she “Linda-laminated” it by using clear packing tape on both sides and trimmed the edges that stuck out.


	There was a picture of Oregon long-distance runner Steve Prefontaine and his famous quote, “To give anything less than your best is to sacrifice the gift.” And there was a copy of the letter the city’s fabled athlete Clifton Cushman, a silver medalist in the 1960 Rome Olympics, sent to the local newspaper after falling on a hurdle in the ’64 trials and failing to make the US team. Addressed “to the youth of Grand Forks,” he wrote, “Don’t feel sorry for me…I would much rather fail knowing I had put forth an honest effort than never have tried at all.” As we got older, I always wondered what our mother’s motivation was in putting these snippets in front of us, and when I asked her, her response was, “I just did.”


	Our mom was low-key but quietly determined. Soft and pretty on the outside, with her blonde hair always perfectly coiffed and nails painted, she was tough as steel inside. She grew up in Grand Forks, one of six children, with parents of Scandinavian descent. Her mom, our grandma Edith, used to tell us, “To whom much is given, much is expected.” She also taught us the importance of a firm handshake and to look people directly in the eye when we spoke to them. “Those little things help make a good first impression.” I suspect my mom heard that many times when she was growing up, as did we.


	Mom swam competitively, starting in junior high school. She was one of the few girls who went out for the team. “Maybe I was a little bit of an oddball,” she once said to us, “but I didn’t care.” She liked getting in the pool and getting her laps in. She was hardwired for the mental discipline of setting her mind to a task and achieving it. She won high school state championships in freestyle, butterfly, and backstroke.


	Interestingly, most people assume that we get our grit, tenacity, and work ethic from our dad. We’ve heard that our entire lives: “You must get that from your dad.” And yes, we credit him for a lot of things, but our mom has always flown under the radar with respect to our genes for athletic ability and competitiveness. Dad has the outward appearance of seriousness and intensity, but a big part of our intense focus, competitiveness, and drive certainly comes from our mom. If you put her in a competition, it’s as if a switch flips inside her, and she goes into an all-or-nothing gear.


	The desire to do her best came naturally to her. As a young competitive swimmer, she dreamed of going to the Olympics, and although she was realistic about her ability, she always pushed herself to see how good she could be. She didn’t get to the Olympics, but she did swim on the team at the University of North Dakota (UND), which was where she met our dad, Pierre Lamoureux.


	JOCELYNE


	It was 1979, and they were both freshmen and had a class together, Introduction to Physical Education. They never spoke. Dad remembers her frequently coming in late. To this day, Mom has trouble showing up on time for anything, and Dad is ready to go at least five minutes early. Mom laughingly acknowledges the interruptions she caused. She wore wood-soled clogs, which she loved, but they made a clip-clop sound that distracted everyone from the professor’s lesson as she made her way to her preferred chair in the back corner of the room. So, of course, Dad noticed her; a beautiful, athletic, stylish blonde coed, trying to sneak in unnoticed and capturing everyone’s attention in the process.


	Their paths wouldn’t cross again for another two years when they ran into each other at a local bar, and they soon started dating. Born and raised just outside of Edmonton, Alberta, in a little town called Fort Saskatchewan, Dad was an exceptional athlete. In college, he was a goalie on UND hockey teams that won two NCAA National Championships in 1980 and 1982.


	They got married on Saturday, May 14, 1983, and the next day, Dad attended his graduation. Since they were already engaged and Dad’s family made the long drive into town, they decided to make it easy and convenient for everybody and double up on the celebrations. That’s typical of the way our dad thinks: strategic, analytic, and efficient—even for his own wedding.


	Soon after marrying, our mom became pregnant with our oldest brother, Jean-Philippe, who was born in 1984. Two miscarriages followed before she gave birth to Jacques in 1986. The rest of us arrived each summer after that: Pierre-Paul, Mario, and finally, Monique and me. That’s six kids in five years!


	Mom says that when Mario was born, people said, “Oh, another boy?” and tried to console her, as if she might be disappointed. She wasn’t. She was used to having boys and was grateful that her babies were healthy.


	Then she got pregnant with us. Back then, she worked part-time in the radiology department at the local hospital. With four kids at home ranging in age from four to not quite one, she says going to work was like taking a break. When her pregnancy reached the three-month mark, one of her coworkers scanned her belly and, as Mom recalls, “It got quiet, and she left the room.” She came back five minutes later with one of the doctors. They explained the scan showed something unexpected: two heads.


	Mom was confused and nervous. “There are two babies,” the doctor said. Mom relaxed. She already had four at home. As long as the babies were healthy, two more was good with her. She called Dad, who was with one of his business partners in Fargo. “Oh my God, she’s having twins,” he said. “I have to get a second job.”


	Dad’s parents were stunned when they heard the news. One of our cousins, watching them during that phone call with our dad, saw their reaction and thought someone had passed away. Nope, our grandparents said afterward. Pierre and Linda were expecting again. Their fifth child—and their sixth. Twins!


	For the last two months of Mom’s pregnancy, Philippe and Jacques stayed with our grandparents in Canada. It was too hard for Mom to take care of the two more active boys and the little ones while being pregnant with twins. Mom was hoping for Fourth of July babies and a celebration with fireworks. She came up short by a day. We arrived via C-section, with Monique, weighing seven pounds, seven ounces, arriving two minutes before me. I was a little over seven pounds, and both of us were healthy, alert, and, given the way one of us came out just before the other, competitive right from the beginning.


	MONIQUE


	Despite the sonogram pictures, Mom refused to believe she was having girls until she saw us with her own eyes. Once we were in her arms, she called us a miracle. When the news of our arrival reached Dad’s parents at their lake cabin in Canada, where they were taking care of Philippe and Jacques, Grandma went outside and rang the bell on their porch, determined everyone should know that the Lamoureux family had two new additions—and they were girls! As Mom says, we were celebrated in two countries.


	As babies, Mom painted my fingernails to make it easier to tell Jocelyne and me apart, but Philippe never got the hang of it and simply referred to us as “the missies,” as did most of our brothers and their friends until we were teenagers. Before we were even one year old, Mom started taking us to swimming classes, as she did with our brothers. She took a different kid—or kids, in our case—every day.


	She needed to get out of the house for her own sanity, she says. She also believed in starting everyone in activities at an early age. One day, our dad came home with a van that had belonged to one of the UND athletic teams. It was one of those extended models—big, institutional, and very uncool in the eyes of our mom. “There’s no way I’m driving that thing,” she said to our babysitter, Nikki.


	It had room for four car seats, two rambunctious older boys, and everything Mom needed for our daily outings, and it became her home away from home. As we shuttled between practices and games, it was more of a locker room on wheels, filled with skates, hockey sticks, uniforms, balls, schoolbooks, food, and even a TV that we watched on long road trips. I have vivid memories of Mom pulling up in front of the rink when Jocelyne and I were about three or four years old and all of us piling out of the van with our skates on, a hive of clamoring kids hurrying across the parking lot to get on the ice. I imagine those already inside the rink running for cover. There was no mistaking the storm that was about to hit.


	The Lamoureuxs had arrived.
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	YOU HAVE TO SWIM THE LAPS


	[image: image]


	“You can’t buy the things that help you succeed.”


	JOCELYNE


	In our family, everyone skated.


	Mom took us to preschool skating classes when we were two-and-a-half years old, the same year the International Olympic Committee voted to add women’s hockey to the games starting in 1998. While the timing may have been prophetic, she was simply being practical in putting us on the ice at that age. She was a mom with six kids, with the oldest two, Philippe and Jacques, already whirling-dervish fireballs who streaked across the ice, and so all of us went to the rink and skated.


	I baby-stepped my way around the rink right away, a natural if I do say so myself; Monique clung to Mom’s leg and cried the whole time. She didn’t want to be left alone. It was an early glimpse into our personalities: me jumping right into something and not always thinking it through, while Monique surveyed her options before making any rash decision. A year later, Monique took off on her own. The difference was night and day. The lady who ran the candy concession, Clara, marveled, “Is that the same little girl?”


	Now, both of us, with our bouncing ponytails, chased our brothers around the rink. They were wild men. They took turns sitting atop walkers—skating’s version of training wheels—and crashed them into the boards like they were bumper cars. I’m pretty sure Monique and I were calmer skaters. Mom says the two of us skated nonstop, waving as we passed her sitting in the stands while she did paperwork. We would’ve skated for hours if she let us—and sometimes she did. Why not? Afterward, everyone took good naps.


	Monique and I shared a room. Mom decorated it with rose-colored wallpaper and tried to introduce lots of girly things, but we gravitated to our brothers’ toys and games. How could a doll be as interesting as the way Philippe flipped our old playpen on its side as if it were a hockey goal and tried to block whatever the rest of us attempted to throw past him? No one ever kept score. The game usually ended when someone cried. But Mom saw the writing on the wall. Barbie was never going to get the same response from us as Gretzky. And in our house, Super Mario referred to Lemieux, not the video game.


	I was right-handed and Monique was left-handed (known as “mirror twins”). The differences ended there. We behaved like we were a unit. When Mom took me to the doctor to get a wart burned off my thumb, I sat in her lap while the doctor cauterized the ugly little bump. Monique hid under the chair and screamed, begging the doctor to stop, as if she were the one in pain. “It’s okay,” I told my sister, trying to calm her. “It’s okay.”


	We wanted to try anything and everything athletic—and Mom and Dad encouraged that. We started dance lessons at three. The next year we added gymnastics. Around five or six, we were on soccer and swim teams. Enthusiastic and fearless, we watched our brothers and mimicked their moves. We also took piano lessons. In fourth grade, we begged and pleaded to take violin. Mom said we were maxed out, but Monique and I cried, and eventually Mom gave in. She didn’t know how we were going to fit it in our already-full schedule, but she said she’d try—and somehow she fit violin in too.


	Mom kept a detailed schedule that she constantly updated. Dad kept a master monthly calendar with everyone’s practices and games, so they knew which one of them was going where to watch which kids. They had a hard-and-fast rule. You had to finish what you started. You might not sign up for the sport or the lessons the next time, but you couldn’t quit midway through. Take swimming, for example.


	Swim practice began at 6 p.m., and we normally headed to the pool from a different practice or lesson. We liked swim meets, but didn’t love practice. We pretended to fall asleep as Mom drove to the pool and made her shake us awake after she parked. We wanted her to think we were too tired to swim laps. If that didn’t work, we told her that we didn’t feel well. Anything to get out of swim practice, but it never worked, not even once. Swimming was important to Mom in a way we didn’t understand at the time. What she knew from her own background as a competitive swimmer was that you couldn’t fake it. You had to swim the laps. There is no hiding in the pool. So when she dropped us off at practice, it wasn’t about conditioning as much as it was about character and values.
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“This book takes you on Jocelyne and Monique’s wild ride to success and what it
took to get there. It’s more than a story about hockey or sports. It’s more than a
story of hard work, determination, and embracing adversity. This is a story of clear
and serious purpose.”

—MIKA BRZEZINSKI, CO-HOST, MSNBC’S MORNING JOE

“Parents who want their children to succeed in sports will find this book instruc-
tive, but more importantly, parents who want their children to succeed in life as
good, honest, and brave humans will find this book invaluable and truly inspira-
tional.”

—HEIDI HEITKAMP, FORMER US SENATOR (D-ND)

“For anyone looking for a blueprint on how to turn hard work into gold, this is an
extraordinary story about a family believing in one another. The Lamoureux twins
champion a cause bigger than themselves—fighting for gender equity. These stories
leave you wanting more.”

—JACKIE JOYNER-KERSEE, TRACK & FIELD OLYMPIC CHAMPION

“Beyond the twins’ gripping account of the 2018 Olympics, they explain that win-

ning gold was just part of their journey. They accomplished their goal of leaving the

game in a more equitable place for the girls who would come after them. They are
champions in life!”

—JULIE FOUDY, ESPN COMMENTATOR,

TWO-TIME WORLD CUP AND OLYMPIC SOCCER CHAMPION
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Dare to Make History is the story of the courageous and talented Lamoureux twins
who weren’t willing to accept anything less than being treated as equals. On their
journey to a gold medal in women’s ice hockey, they became role models for gener-
ations before and after them.

This is not a hockey book. It is not a girls’ book. It is a book about the impor-
tance of the fight for equity, particularly gender equity. It is the inspirational story
of how two young women from a small town in North Dakota have dreamed big—
had the courage to take on huge battles—and in the end how they have dared to
make history.
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