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y	twin	Robbie	tried	to	die.

I	guess	he	had	since	day	one.	My	first	breath	was	fourteen	minutes
after	 Robbie’s.	 He	 came	 out	 breach—sudden,	 fast,	 and	 hard—moments
before	Mom	could	be	pulled	in	for	an	emergency	C-section,	and	broke	her
tailbone	on	 the	way	out.	I	came	out	 the	right	way.	Unmemorable,	 like	on
holidays	when	Mom	and	Dad	would	drink	too	much	and	tell	stories	about
how	awful	it	was	when	Robbie	was	born,	but	not	even	mention	how	I	came
out	of	the	same	womb	just	after.

I’d	been	walking	unnoticed	 in	Robbie’s	 flattened	path	 ever	 since.	Those
fourteen	minutes	 stayed	 between	 us	 like	 a	wall.	Me	 on	 the	 side	with	 the
shadow.	 I	 didn’t	 have	 to	 think	 about	 him	 except	 when	 the	 debris	 of	 his
destruction	lobbed	over	and	caught	me	in	the	face.	We	were	two	countries;
no	 shared	 thoughts,	 languages,	 customs.	 We	 weren’t	 at	 all	 alike;	 we	 just
happened	to	have	been	alive	in	this	vast	world	for	almost	exactly	the	same
amount	of	time.

And	 in	 the	 rare	 instances	 we	 were	 forced	 to	 sit	 together,	 our	 lungs
matched	up.	Our	singular	twin	party	trick.	I	wasn’t	thinking	about	this	as	I
plied	through	pain	in	my	room.	Robbie	was	far	away	from	this	part	of	my
life.	Breathe	in—I	lowered	my	foot	to	first	position—breathe	out—I	dipped	into
the	 first	 plié	 relevé.	 A	 sudden	 tightness	 wrapped	 around	 my	 stomach,	 like
someone	was	clenching	it	in	hard	pulses.	It	thudded	in	my	ears	too	quickly,
the	 noise	 drowning	 out	 the	 instructions	 from	 the	 YouTube	 video.	Nausea
rose	to	my	esophagus.

For	 the	 first	 time	 in	my	 life,	 I	 felt	 what	Robbie	must	 have	 felt	 during
those	 first	 fourteen	 minutes.	 I	 was	 breathing	 alone.	 And	 I	 knew	 exactly
where	he	was.	Like	there	had	never	been	a	wall.

I	 yanked	 off	my	 headphones	 and	 staggered	 out	 of	my	 room	 toward	 the
bathroom	we	shared.	The	door	was	shut.	Through	it	I	could	hear	the	sound
of	the	shower.

I	pounded	on	it.	“Robbie,	need	to	use	the	bathroom.”

There	was	no	response.	My	face	wrinkled.	I	banged	on	the	door	until	 it
rattled.	“Robbie,	stop	jerking	off.	Gonna	be	sick.”



There	was	a	sound,	something	muffled	and	garbled,	and	a	thud.

I	turned	to	the	stairs	and	hesitated.	With	everything	turning	on	its	side,	it
was	more	 likely	I’d	 fall	down	the	steps	and	break	my	neck.	I	pounded	on
the	door	again.	“Robbie,	seriously,	open	up!”

Still	nothing.

Screw	it.

With	a	growl,	I	 twisted	the	knob,	almost	 tripping	when	the	door	swung
in,	banging	against	something	that	prevented	it	from	opening	completely.	I
squeezed	through	the	small	gap	and	my	skin	turned	to	ice.

Robbie	was	curled	on	the	floor,	fully	dressed	and	trembling,	his	bleached
hair	dry	despite	the	running	shower.	He	clutched	his	hands	over	his	mouth.
His	fingers	were	swollen,	throat	expanding	and	contracting	like	a	bullfrog	as
he	gagged.	Vomit	leaked	through	his	fingers	onto	the	tile,	frothy	and	white.

SUICIDE	ATTEMPT,	they	called	it.

I	called	it	bullshit.

He	probably	 just	wanted	 to	get	high,	 like	he	did	with	 the	guys	after	we
won	 a	 game.	 Like	 he	 did	 with	 the	 guys	 after	 we	 lost	 one.	 Off-season,	 at
parties,	on	the	roof.

We	went	to	pick	him	up	on	Monday,	three	days	after	the	EMTs	pried	us
apart,	 at	 first	unable	 to	 tell	who	 the	 victim	was;	we	were	both	 covered	 in
vomit.	Robbie’s	vomit.	I	was	shaking;	Robbie	was	still	as	death.

“You’ve	been	pretty	quiet,	Tristan.”

I	met	Mom’s	eyes	in	the	rearview	mirror	of	the	SUV.	Her	lips	were	in	a
taut,	 red	 line.	 Always	 Revlon,	 Certainly	 Red.	 Dad’s	 hands	 gripped	 the
steering	wheel	so	tightly	his	knuckles	were	white.	I	waited	to	see	if	she	was
serious	before	softly	answering,	“Nothing	to	say.”	Sometimes	with	Mom,	it
was	hard	to	tell.

“You	really	don’t	have	any	questions	about	it?”

I	should	have	said	no.	That’s	what	Dad	had	trained	us	to	say	over	the	past
eighteen	 years,	 just	 like	 with	 everything	 else.	 You	 need	 to	 be	 prepared	 for
interviews.	Don’t	give	anything	to	the	press.	Hide	your	cards.	Mom	didn’t	much	like
questions	 either.	 Not	 unless	 she	 was	 asking	 them.	 And	 even	 then,	 she
usually	didn’t	want	an	answer.



But	still,	I	asked,	“Why’d	he	do	it?”

Dad’s	dark	eyes	caught	mine	in	the	rearview	mirror—a	silent	“you	should
know	better.”	My	lips	snapped	together.	Dad	was	right;	I	did	know	better.

“Robbie	 didn’t	 do	 anything.”	 Each	 enunciated	 syllable	made	me	 shiver.
“Understood?”

I	swallowed	and	nodded.

“When	Coach	Benoit	asks	you	what	happened,	what	do	you	tell	him?”

“Nothing?”

Dad	 pulled	 into	 the	Mountainside	Hospital	 parking	 lot.	He	 parked	 the
car	and	undid	his	seatbelt.	“Food	poisoning,”	he	said.	“You	tell	him	it	was
food	poisoning.”

He	 stepped	 out	 of	 the	 car.	 I	 unbuckled	 my	 seatbelt	 and	 grabbed	 the
handle	just	as	Dad	hit	the	lock	button	with	the	clicker.	Through	the	closed
door	he	loudly	said,	“I’ll	get	him	myself.”

We	watched	him	cross	 the	parking	lot.	Mom	slouched	in	her	seat.	Only
when	Dad	was	inside	the	building	did	I	ask,	“Should	we	really	be	picking
him	up	this	early?”

“There’s	a	game	on	Saturday,”	Mom	answered.	“You	know	that.”

“Yeah,	but—”

“But	 what,	 Tristan?”	Mom	 turned	 around	 in	 her	 seat	 to	 face	me.	 “You
think	he’s	going	to	get	drafted	if	he	sits	out	a	game	as	a	healthy	scratch?”

I	waited	to	see	if	Mom	wanted	me	to	answer.	She	turned	her	attention	to
her	 iPhone.	Guess	 not.	 I’m	 not	 sure	 if	 I	 would	 have	 known	what	 to	 say
anyway.	Maybe	suggest	that	Robbie	wasn’t	healthy.

I	looked	out	the	window.	Had	the	situation	been	different,	I	might	have
enjoyed	watching	the	flow	of	people	who	stayed	around	hospitals.	It	would
have	been	perfect	 for	 a	 character	 study.	So	many	different	 types	of	people
slipped	 in	 and	 out	 of	 the	 hospital’s	 sliding	 doors.	 Decrepit	 old	 people
creeping	 on	 walkers,	 middle-aged	 lawyers	 in	 suits,	 crying	 snot-faced
children,	 fat	 nurses	 on	 a	 smoke	 break—all	 people	 who	 looked	 like	 they
belonged	 in	 a	 hospital.	 All	 unhappy	 people.	 All	 people	 who	 could	 have
considered	suicide.

Robbie	didn’t	belong	here.	He	hadn’t	seemed	depressed,	at	least	no	more



than	 any	 other	 senior.	 Everyone	 in	 high	 school	 was	 depressed	 to	 some
degree	no	matter	the	grade.	Stress	from	classes,	cliques,	extracurricular	crap,
SATs,	 college	 acceptances,	 college	 rejections,	 wait	 lists—it	 added	 up.	High
school	was	a	time	for	everyone	to	be	miserable.

It	 wasn’t	 a	 suicide	 attempt.	 He	 tried	 to	 get	 high.	 That	 was	 the	 only
explanation	my	brain	would	accept.

As	 we	 waited,	 I	 softly	 murmured	 the	 song	 “All	 That’s	 Known”	 from
Spring	Awakening.	I	rarely	sang	around	anyone,	 let	alone	my	parents,	but
Mom	was	absorbed	with	her	iPhone.	If	she	noticed,	it	was	close	enough	to	a
rock	song	that	I	could	simply	say	one	of	the	guys	played	it	at	practice	and
that	I	couldn’t	get	it	out	of	my	head.	My	best	friend	Heather	often	asked	me
why	I	never	 told	my	parents	I	wanted	 to	act	professionally.	She	didn’t	get
that	I	already	had	a	role	to	play.

When	Mom	found	out	she	was	pregnant	with	twins,	Dad	actually	wept.	At
the	time,	everyone	was	making	a	fuss	over	the	Sedins,	identical	twins,	now
some	of	the	best	forwards	in	the	NHL.	Dad	envisioned	that	for	Robbie	and
me,	but	in	his	head	we’d	play	for	the	New	Jersey	Devils.	They	were	the	only
team	 that	 ever	 invited	 Dad	 to	 training	 camp,	 before	 he	 got	 too	 many
concussions	to	continue	in	the	ECHL	as	an	enforcer	and	got	his	certificate
from	 the	NHLPA	 to	be	an	agent—our	 agent—doing	everything	he	 could	 to
sign	 his	 clients,	 including	 us,	 with	 the	 Devils.	 It	 didn’t	 matter	 that	 Lou
Lamoriello	 was	 no	 longer	 the	 general	 manager	 after	 a	 twenty-seven-year
tenure;	 Dad	 was	 loyal	 to	 that	 team	 and	 would	 be	 until	 the	 day	 he	 died.
Robbie	adopted	that	allegiance	and	dreamed	of	being	drafted	by	the	Devils,
although	he’d	gladly	wear	any	seal	if	it	meant	being	in	the	league.

I	didn’t	dream	of	hockey.	 I	never	did.	Maybe	 I	would	have	 if	 I	weren’t
always	 compared	 to	 Robbie.	 Instead,	 I	 dreamed	 of	 a	 Broadway	 stage	 and
dancing.	Of	 singing	 show	 tunes	 and	making	 the	 audience	 feel.	Of	 being	 a
star,	taking	the	final	bow	at	curtain	call.

I’d	 never	 be	 a	 hockey	 star.	 At	 least	 not	 like	 Robbie,	 whom	 scouts	 had
drooled	 over	 since	 we	 were	 ten.	 Definitely	 not	 like	 Robbie,	 who	 skated
effortlessly,	 feet	so	light	Coach	Benoit	sometimes	called	him	Twinkle	Toes
(which	 actually	 was	 a	 compliment)	 or	 Gretzky	 2.0	 (which	 made	 Robbie
incoherent).

Squinting	 across	 the	 lot,	 I	 could	 see	Dad	 and	Robbie	 emerge	 from	 the
sliding	 doors.	 Robbie	 didn’t	 look	 pale,	 or	 sick.	 He	 seemed	 normal,	 every



inch	 the	 promising	 draft	 pick	 he	 was	 projected	 to	 be:	 tall	 with	 broad
shoulders	and	plenty	of	time	to	fill	out.	He	already	had	ten	pounds	over	my
one-sixty-five.	 That	 would	 soon	 change	 to	 twenty—maybe	 twenty-five—of
hard,	solid	muscle.

Robbie	 climbed	 in	 the	 backseat.	 He	 scratched	 the	 rip	 in	 his	 jeans,
flashing	 me	 a	 smile	 like	 we	 were	 leaving	 hockey	 practice	 instead	 of	 the
hospital.	He	wasn’t	some	skinny	kid	with	a	My	Little	Pony	shirt	and	slashed
up	wrists.	Obnoxious,	smiling	jocks	didn’t	try	to	kill	themselves	on	leftover
Percocet,	especially	not	when	they	were	going	to	be	draft-eligible	at	the	end
of	the	season.

But	 they	 might	 accidentally	 overdose	 on	 leftover	 Percocet	 because	 they
thought	it’d	give	them	a	nice	drug	ride.	Stupid.

I	thought	maybe	I’d	feel	sick,	or	depressed,	or	maybe	even	the	sympathy
that	family	members	were	supposed	to	have	for	their	loved	ones,	but	I	felt
nothing.	 At	 least	 nothing	 nice.	 It	 was	 hard	 to	 think	 positive	 from	 my
resident	spot	in	his	shadow.	Robbie	took	after	Dad,	sometimes	beating	the
crap	out	of	me	if	I	made	a	mistake	that	cost	us	a	game.	But	eventually,	his
fists	stopped.	Eventually,	he	realized	I	just	couldn’t	do	what	he	could.	That
was	almost	worse.

As	we	pulled	out	of	the	Mountainside	Hospital	parking	lot,	an	ambulance
whizzed	past	us	 in	 the	opposite	direction.	Its	 sirens	wailed,	 lights	 flashing
blue	and	red.	I	 imagined	Robbie	strapped	to	a	gurney	getting	his	stomach
pumped	and	shuddered.	I	should	have	been	on	the	ambulance	with	him	but
the	EMTs	left	me	behind.

“You	okay,	Tristan?”	Robbie	asked,	touching	my	shoulder	with	the	tips	of
his	hard	fingers,	like	I	was	the	one	who	overdosed.	I	froze.	Robbie	offering
a	gentle	touch	rather	than	a	harsh	shove	was	weird,	even	though	he	hadn’t
really	hit	me	in	about	a	year.	Lately,	what	I’d	get	was	silence.	Not	the	mute
sort	of	silent,	but	the	kind	where	people	talked	without	saying	anything	at
all.

But	 that’d	mean	 the	 EMT	was	 definitely	 right,	 that	 it	 was	 intentional.
That	 it	 wasn’t	my	 twin	 failing	 at	 getting	 high,	 but	 something	 a	 lot	more
permanent,	irreversible.	Something	that	a	normal	twin	should	have	picked
up	on	a	long	time	ago.

But	we	weren’t	normal	 twins.	And	even	 though	I	shivered,	nodded,	and
bit	the	inside	of	my	cheek,	I	still	felt	nothing.
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nce	 we	 arrived	 back	 home	 after	 a	 stop	 at	 McDonald’s—Robbie’s
favorite	place	to	get	a	cheat	meal—Robbie	started	to	jog	up	the	stairs,

slurping	 his	 shake.	 Before	 he	 could	 get	 halfway	 up,	Dad’s	 voice	 boomed,
“Robbie.	Dining	room.	Now.”	As	I	tried	to	slink	against	the	wall	to	make	my
escape,	he	added,	“You	too,	Tristan.”

Great.	I	hated	family	pow-wows.	Dad	always	talked	about	us	needing	to	be
responsible,	and	by	we,	he	meant	Robbie.	I	was	just	guilty	by	proxy.

Robbie	groaned	and	 thudded	back	down	the	steps.	He	dropped	onto	 the
living	room	couch,	half-draped	over	the	arm.	Then	he	pulled	out	his	salad
from	 the	 bag,	 opened	 the	 container,	 and	 squeezed	 dressing	 all	 over	 his
lettuce.	 My	 cheeseburger	 was	 still	 untouched	 and	 my	 fries	 were	 barely
picked	at.	Dad	always	flipped	out	whenever	we	ate	in	the	living	room	with
its	 cream-carpeted	 floors	 and	 furniture.	 I	waited	 for	him	 to	 tell	Robbie	 to
put	 the	 container	 away,	 but	 Dad	 said	 nothing.	 My	 twin	 took	 a	 bite	 and
chewed	with	an	open	mouth	as	if	daring	Dad	to	say	anything.	I	was	kind	of
surprised.	It’d	been	awhile	since	he	really	challenged	Dad.

I	 sat	 on	 the	 opposite	 side	 of	 the	 couch	 from	 Robbie.	 The	 coffee	 table
separated	us	from	our	parents.	It	wasn’t	a	broad	enough	barrier.

Mom	looked	at	Dad,	then	began,	“Your	father	and	I	have	decided	that	you
two	are	going	to	be	sharing	a	room.”

“Huh?”

Sharing	a	bedroom?	Our	rooms	weren’t	even	twelve	square	feet	after	our
parents	remodeled	and	enlarged	the	bathroom	so	it’d	have	a	jacuzzi,	shower,
and	small	 infrared	sauna	in	case	Robbie’s	muscles	 tightened	up.	Although
tiny,	my	room	was	my	safe	space.	It	was	where	I	could	put	on	headphones
and	write,	learn	choreography,	and	use	my	desk	for	barre	work.	I	could	turn
on	a	fan	and	press	a	pillow	to	my	face	to	mute	my	singing.	It	was	where	I’d
steer	 clear	 from	Robbie	 whenever	 he	missed	 the	 game-winning	 goal	 in	 a
shoot	 out,	 or	 the	 Devils	 lost	 to	 the	 Rangers	 or	 something.	 He	 could	 get
really	 ugly	 then,	 flipping	 over	 furniture,	 screaming,	 punching	 walls,	 and
sometimes	me.	Especially	 if	we	lost	a	game	because	I	made	a	mistake	and
then	the	Devils	lost	to	the	Rangers	in	overtime	in	a	playoff	game.



Robbie	 chewed	 then	 swallowed	 a	 cherry	 tomato.	 “You	 know,	 we’re
eighteen.	Not	eight.	Just	in	case	you	forgot.”

Dad’s	face	hardened.	“Eighteen	or	not,	you’re	under	our	roof.	No	different
than	away	games.”

Robbie	looked	at	me	then	jerked	his	chin	toward	Mom	and	Dad.	In	spite
of	 our	 general	 lack	 of	 non-verbal	 twin	 language,	 I	 could	 practically	 hear
him	saying,	Come	on,	do	something.

I	 took	a	deep	breath.	 It	was	my	 turn	on	 the	defense	 stand.	Older	 twin,
younger	twin.	Last	resort	twin.

“I’m,	uh—”	I	paused	to	clear	my	throat.	“I’m	not	really	sure	why	you’re
punishing	us.”

“We’re	 not	 punishing	 you.	We	 need	 to	 keep	 an	 eye	 on	 you	 two,”	Mom
said.

Before	I	could	stop	myself,	I	blurted	out,	“But	Robbie	was	the	one	who
tried	to	kill	himself,	not	me.”

I	 could	hear	my	 sudden	heartbeat	 in	my	 ears.	Envisioned	Dad	 tackling
me	to	the	ground,	hands	squeezing	around	my	throat	as	Mom	begged	him
to	knock	it	off.	My	shoulders	trembled.	I	stared	at	the	carpet	like	it	would
soften	the	blow	of	Dad’s	fists	but	couldn’t	help	glancing	up	at	him	just	once.
Dad’s	hands	were	bunched.	“Food	poisoning,”	he	said	hoarsely.	“It	was	food
poisoning.	Understood?”

“Yes,	sir,”	Robbie	and	I	mumbled,	our	voices	joining	in	rare	unison.

Dad	got	to	his	feet	and	walked	out	of	the	living	room.	Our	meeting	was
over.	The	couch	cushions	gave	when	Robbie	stood	up.	I	heard	him	jog	up
the	 stairs,	 the	 quiet	 creak	 of	 a	 door	 opening,	 then	 the	 loud	 bang	 of	 it
shutting.	 I	wondered	which	 room	he	 entered,	which	one	we’d	be	 sharing.
Had	Mom	and	Dad	brought	in	the	futon	or	would	one	of	us	have	to	sleep
on	 the	 floor	 in	a	 sleeping	bag?	 I	didn’t	want	 to	 sleep	on	 the	 floor,	or	 the
futon,	but	Robbie	would	get	first	dibs.	Suicide	aside,	he	always	did.

I	stood	up	with	my	food	and	walked	to	the	stairs.	Mom	touched	my	arm
before	I	could	take	the	first	step.	The	only	time	she	ever	initiated	physical
contact	was	whenever	she	made	an	excuse	for	Robbie.	Starved	as	I	was	for
attention,	her	touches	were	never	for	my	sake,	so	I	pulled	away.

She	took	a	deep	breath.	“Can	we	talk?”



I	looked	at	my	McDonald’s	bag	and	cup	of	Coke.	It	was	harder	to	smell
the	 aroma	 of	 meat	 and	 fatty	 grease	 from	 the	 bag.	 The	 ice	 had	 probably
melted	 by	 now,	 and	 the	 burger	 was	 probably	 cold.	 Maybe	 we’d	 get	 food
poisoning	for	real.	Joke’s	on	you,	Dad.

“I	know	 this	 is	 frustrating	 for	 you	 in	particular,”	 she	 said	 shakily,	 as	 if
she	forgot	her	lines.	I	didn’t	know	why	she	bothered.	Any	time	Robbie	got
in	trouble,	I	wasn’t	allowed	to	go	out	either.	Dad	said	it	was	because	I	was
the	 responsible	 twin,	 that	 it	was	my	duty	 to	keep	an	eye	on	Robbie,	keep
him	from	sneaking	out,	drinking	with	teammates,	and	smoking	weed	on	the
roof.	Whether	Mom	agreed	didn’t	matter;	she	also	didn’t	argue.

I	knew	my	line.	“What	do	you	need	me	to	do?”

Mom	rubbed	her	 forehead,	French	 tip	 fingernails	 sliding	 into	her	hair.
“The	medicine	 cabinet	 is	 to	be	kept	 empty.	 If	Robbie	needs	 a	pain	killer,
you’re	to	get	it	for	him	and	mark	the	drug,	dose,	and	time.	You’re	to	check
the	 room	every	day	before	 school,	when	you	get	home,	 and	before	bed.	 If
you	find	anything,	you’re	to	bring	it	to	me	immediately.	Understood?”

Mom	folded	her	arms,	waiting	for	me	to	tell	her	I	understood	my	brother
was	 going	 to	 live	 out	 Dad’s	 failed	 dream	 no	 matter	 what.	 Sometimes	 I
wonder	 what	 Dad’s	 plans	 were	 for	 me.	 I	 was	 good	 enough	 for	 our	 high
school	hockey	team,	but	on	scouting	depth	charts,	I	was	embarrassingly	low,
“probably	 not	 draftable.”	 Unlike	 Robbie	 who	 might	 even	 be	 a	 late	 first-
rounder	depending	on	the	draft	combine	in	June.

“What	about	after	wins?”	I	asked.	We	always	had	parties	after	wins,	 the
guys	 rotating	 who’d	 host.	 Robbie	 always	 went,	 but	 usually	 I	 went	 to
Heather’s	 instead.	 Nothing	 wrong	 with	 my	 teammates,	 and	 there	 would
always	be	an	open	invite	for	me,	but	we	had	nothing	in	common	outside	of
hockey.	 They	 got	 along	 so	well	with	Robbie	 because	 he	was	 interested	 in
nothing	but	hockey.

“You	can	surely	spend	a	few	hours	with	him	and	his	friends.”

Right.	His	 friends.	So	much	for	Heather	and	the	rest	of	my	friends,	who
admittedly	 were	 only	 my	 friends	 because	 of	 Heather.	 But	 still.	 Thanks,
Mom.

With	a	reluctant	nod,	I	padded	up	 the	stairs.	Robbie’s	door	was	open.	I
peered	 in.	 The	 room	 was	 empty	 except	 for	 his	 desk	 and	 hockey	 posters,
mostly	 of	 the	Devils,	 especially	 his	 favorite,	Adam	Henrique.	 That	meant



we’d	 be	 staying	 in	my	 room.	 I	 wondered	when	 our	 parents	 even	 had	 the
time	to	rearrange	everything.	Did	they	hire	someone	to	help	them	while	I
was	at	school	before	we	went	to	pick	him	up?

I	returned	to	my	room,	took	a	deep	breath,	and	opened	my	door.	I	almost
screamed.

My	bed	was	gone.	In	its	place,	a	bunk	bed.	A	friggin’	bunk	bed.	What.	The.
Hell.	On	the	opposite	side	of	the	room	sat	a	long,	plastic	table	instead	of	my
desk.	There	were	two	rolling	chairs	there,	one	already	occupied	by	Robbie,
along	with	our	iMacs,	and	a	wireless	printer	in	between	them.	Stiffly,	I	set
my	bag	of	McDonalds	and	Coke	next	to	my	computer	and	sat	down.

Robbie	turned	in	his	chair	to	face	me.	I	stared	at	the	screen	so	I	wouldn’t
have	to	look	at	him.

“I’m	sorry,”	he	muttered.

I	 unwrapped	 my	 cheeseburger	 and	 took	 a	 bite.	 Barely	 warm,	 with
hardening	 yellow	 American	 cheese,	 gross.	 My	 Coke	 was	 watery,	 barely
flavored.	Even	grosser.

“No,	 really.	Tristan,	 I’m	sorry.”	His	voice	 sounded	sincere,	 so	 similar	 to
mine	it	could	have	been	a	recording.

I	swiveled	around	on	my	computer	chair.	Robbie	clenched	his	hat	in	his
hands.	 There	 was	 a	 good	 inch	 of	 brown	 roots	 in	 his	 ear-length	 bleached
hair,	the	same	color	as	mine.	“Just	wanted	you	to	know	that.”

I	knew	it	then,	with	startling	clarity	and	absolute	certainty:	Robbie	wasn’t
trying	to	get	high.	He	intentionally	tried	to	die.

Then	Robbie	got	up,	walked	to	the	bunk	bed,	and	climbed	up	the	ladder.
“I	call	top.”

I	opened	my	mouth	but	then	shut	it.	I	didn’t	want	the	top	bunk	anyway,
not	 that	 I	 wanted	 a	 freaking	 bunk	 bed	 or	 to	 share	 my	 room.	 Being	 his
roommate	for	away	games	was	bad	enough	with	all	of	his	pranks—bucket	of
ice	water	propped	on	the	door,	wedging	Dubble	Bubble	gum	in	the	fingers
of	my	gloves,	unscrewing	 the	 lid	on	my	Gatorade	bottle.	Even	 though	 it’d
been	more	than	a	year	since	the	last	time	he	punched	me,	if	I	pissed	him
off,	I’d	have	no	place	to	escape.	“It’s	just	hormones,”	Mom	had	said	the	one
time	I	complained	after	Robbie	slammed	me	into	the	boards	at	practice	just



to	call	me	a	loser	in	front	of	everyone.	“He’s	under	a	lot	of	stress,”	she	said
another	time	as	she	iced	the	purple	bruising	around	my	eye.

How	long	would	we	have	to	share	my	room?	Probably	a	few	days,	a	week
at	most	before	Robbie	fussed	enough	to	get	his	room	back,	using	some	sort
of	bullshit	excuse	about	it	affecting	his	play.

I	picked	at	a	French	fry.	I	knew	my	role:	be	a	good	son	to	my	parents,	try
to	 ignore	Robbie,	and	do	what	was	requested	of	me.	Just	had	to	share	my
room,	for	now,	and	keep	thinking	about	the	future.

The	 second	 I	 graduated,	 I’d	 be	 gone.	 No	 looking	 back.	 I’d	 never	 told
anyone	 about	my	 plan,	 not	 even	Heather.	 I’d	maintain	 a	 great	GPA	 so	 I
could	get	a	full	ride	to	a	good	performing	arts	college	like	NYU.	I’d	graduate
and	get	on	Broadway,	Off-Broadway,	or	at	least	a	national	tour.

I’d	get	away	from	my	clueless	parents,	away	from	my	identical	stranger—
my	new	roommate	I	didn’t	know	at	all	despite	nine	months	together	in	the
womb,	head	to	toe,	yin-yang.	I’d	get	a	stage	name.	A	strange	name.	Nothing
that	could	tie	me	to	the	Betterby	family.	I’d	be	reborn	into	a	world	without
our	 biased	 parents.	 And	 most	 importantly,	 without	 being	 the	 shadow	 of
Robbie.
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hen	I	approached	Heather’s	locker	on	Friday	morning,	she	had	crazy
pink	streaks	in	her	hair.	Last	week,	they	were	teal.	She	always	went	a

bit	nuts	with	her	looks	whenever	she	wasn’t	auditioning.	Every	few	months,
her	 private	 vocal	 teacher	 insisted	 that	 she	 take	 some	 time	 off	 so	 she
wouldn’t	wreck	her	 voice.	 “Way	 too	 young	 to	have	 your	 career	 cut	 short,”
she’d	say	as	she	smoked	a	cigarette	on	a	stick.

“Hey,	 Tristan,”	 she	 greeted,	 turning	 to	 show	 me	 an	 Attack	 on	 Titan
backpack.	“Like	my	new	swag?”

“I	thought	you	said	you	weren’t	into	anime	anymore.”

“Yeah,	well,	this	show’s	different.	It’s	good.”

“Uh	huh.”	I	fiddled	with	the	clip	on	my	messenger	bag,	thumb	brushing
over	the	thirty	pins	on	the	front,	one	for	every	team	in	the	NHL.	Something
my	dad	insisted	Robbie	and	I	do.

Heather	closed	her	locker.	“What’s	wrong?”

“Hm?”

“You’re	barely	looking	at	me.”

“Just	a	lot	on	my	mind.”

“Like?”

I	bit	the	inside	of	my	cheek.	“I’m	not	supposed	to	talk	about	it.”

“Wooooow.	You’re	going	there?”	Heather’s	nose	wrinkled.	“How	long	have
I	been	your	best	friend?”

“Please	don’t	do	that.”

“Four	years.”	She	touched	my	bicep.	“You	know	whatever	it	is	will	stay	just
between	us.”

“It’s	not	about	me,	though.”

She	quirked	her	brow.	“Robbie?”

My	thumb	snagged	on	the	Toronto	Maple	Leafs	pin.	I	barely	could	meet
her	eye.	“He	tried	to	kill	himself.”



Heather	barely	 got	her	hand	over	her	mouth	before	 she	 could	 gasp	out
loud.	“Oh	my	God,	are	you	serious?	When?	Why	would	he	do	that?”

“Few	days	ago,	and	I	don’t	know.”	I	shifted	my	weight.	“My	parents	are
making	me	keep	an	eye	on	him.	Check	for	prescriptions	and	whatnot.	They
even	put	a	bunkbed	in	my	room	and	are	making	us	share.”

“A	bunkbed?	What	are	you,	five?”

“Apparently.”

Heather	 frowned.	 “I’d	 say	 that	 sucks,	 but	 looking	 on	 the	 bright	 side,	 I
guess	it’s	nice	they	trust	you,	right?”

“This	 has	 nothing	 to	 do	 with	 trust.	 They	 just	 can’t	 risk	 their	 NHL
superstar	getting	hurt,	God	forbid	they	send	him	to	a	therapist.”

“Why	won’t	they	send	him	to	one?”

“It’s	really	stupid.”

“It	can’t	be	that	stupid.”

“They’re	convinced	that	scouts	will	find	out	and	it’ll	affect	his	draft	status.
That	it’d	make	him	a	high	risk	player	due	to	mental	instability,	forget	about
Hockey	Talks.”

“You’re	right.	 I	 take	 it	back.	That’s	 the	dumbest	 thing	I’ve	heard	 in	my
life.”

“I	know,	right?”	I	rubbed	my	face.	“You	can’t	 tell	anyone	 that	 I	 told	you
this.”

“I	won’t.	I	promise.”

“Seriously—”

“I	 said	 I	won’t.	 Jeez.	Relax.”	Heather	 stepped	 forward	and	wrapped	her
arms	around	my	shoulders.	I	hugged	her	back,	hands	resting	on	the	small
of	her	back.	I	inhaled	her	hair.	Coconut.	She	always	smelled	good.

I	remembered	when	I	first	met	her.	Dad	just	enrolled	us	in	Briar	Rose’s
School	 for	 Young	 Professionals	 because	 of	 their	 hockey	 program.	 Even
though	I	was	a	much	better	student	than	him,	Robbie	got	the	full	ride	and	I
only	got	a	three-quarter	scholarship.	It	was	fall,	freshman	year,	and	Heather
had	 just	 been	 cast	 as	 Red	 Riding	Hood’s	 understudy	 in	 a	 large,	 regional
production	of	Into	the	Woods.	Our	school	pulled	some	strings	and,	for	a	field



trip,	 took	 a	 trek	 out	 to	 see	 her	 perform.	 From	 the	 second	 she	 stepped
onstage,	I	was	hooked.	Hooked	enough	to	grow	a	pair,	walk	up	to	her	locker
the	 next	 day	 at	 school,	 and	 tell	 her	 I	 thought	 she	 was	 great.	We’d	 been
nearly	inseparable	ever	since.

When	I	started	to	squeeze	her	more	tightly,	she	pushed	me	back.	“You’re
playing	this	weekend,	right?”

“Unless	I’m	a	scratch.”

“Keisha’s	 singing	 the	 anthem	 so	 we’re	 all	 going.”	 By	 we,	 I	 knew	 she
meant	 her	 theatre	 friends,	 people	 who	 were	 slowly	 becoming	my	 friends,
especially	since	I	started	taking	an	acting	class	with	them	in	January.	“You
should	come	to	mine	afterward.	We’re	all	gonna	hang.”

Over	 Heather’s	 shoulder,	 I	 could	 see	 Robbie	 with	 his	 friends,	 our
teammates.	He	was	way	more	subdued	than	he	used	to	be.	A	year	ago,	he
would	have	pulled	someone	into	a	headlock	or	jumped	on	someone’s	back,
forcing	them	to	charge	down	the	hallway,	sometimes	ramming	into	football
players	just	for	the	hell	of	it.	I	wondered	what	would	happen	if	Robbie	told
the	team	about	his	attempt.	Would	they	ask	him	what	it	was	like	getting	his
stomach	pumped,	or	would	they	tell	him	it’d	get	better?	Would	they	even	be
his	friends?	A	few	years	ago,	a	girl	tried	to	kill	herself	after	her	old	Myspace
got	flooded	with	comments	about	how	fat	she	was,	and	someone	doxed	her,
ordering	200	pizzas	to	her	house	from	Dominos.	She	butchered	her	wrists.
Afterward,	she	got	bullied	even	more,	especially	by	her	closest	friends,	and
finally	her	parents	moved	so	she	could	go	to	a	different	school.

But	Robbie	would	always	be	popular.	He’d	never	be	harassed	like	that	girl
with	 the	 old	Myspace	 page.	He	was	 the	 star	 center	 on	 the	 first	 line	 even
though	he	sometimes	spent	more	time	in	the	penalty	box	than	on	the	ice.
Hooking,	 holding,	 tripping.	 Once,	 he	 even	 knocked	 out	 some	 guy’s	 teeth
after	the	guy	pulled	a	slew	foot	on	our	now	team	captain,	Beau.

The	bell	rang	for	first	block.

“Gotta	go,”	Heather	said.	She	quickly	gave	me	another	hug.	“Don’t	forget
you’re	coming	to	mine	after	the	game,	okay?	You	can	stay	over	and	help	me
practice	in	the	morning.	I	need	to	work	on	extensions.”	She	flashed	a	smile,
waved,	and	jogged	down	the	hall.	I	didn’t	get	a	chance	to	tell	her	that	the
only	way	I’d	be	able	to	go	out	was	if	I	talked	Robbie	into	coming	with	me.
She	wouldn’t	have	understood	anyway.



World	Civilizations	IV	was	my	first	class,	and	the	only	class	I	shared	with
Robbie.	 Because	 Mr.	 Tan	 arranged	 the	 room	 alphabetically,	 I	 sat	 right
behind	him.

“Nice	to	see	you’ve	joined	us	again,	Robert,”	Mr.	Tan	said.

Robbie	stuck	his	thumbs	up.	“Glad	to	be	back,	too.	You	know	how	much
it	 sucks	 to	not	 be	 ten	 feet	 away	 from	a	 toilet?	 I	 swear,	 I	 lost	 ten	pounds.
Food	poisoning:	the	new	Weight	Watchers.”

Almost	 everyone	 in	 class	 burst	 out	 laughing.	 Robbie	 always	 had	 that
ability	to	disarm	anyone.	Even	Mr.	Tan	barely	refrained	from	chuckling.

“Well,	I’m	glad	you’re	feeling	better.”

“Thank	you	for	being	so	concerned	about	the	state	of	my	ass,	Mr.	Tan.	I
shall	 remember	 your	 generosity	 the	 next	 time	 I	 worship	 the	 porcelain
throne.”	And,	with	a	flourish,	he	reached	into	his	bag,	pulled	out	a	bottle	of
Pepto	Bismal,	and	took	a	chug.	“Mmm,	deeeeelliiiiish.”

The	class	started	howling.	Mr.	Tan	even	wiped	his	eyes	as	he	gripped	his
desk	 for	 support.	 Only	 Robbie	 could	 talk	 about	 taking	 a	 dump	 and	 have
people	worship	him	like	it	was	the	coolest	thing	ever.	How	could	Robbie	act
like	 nothing	 changed?	How	 could	he	 act	 like	 his	 botched	 suicide	 attempt
meant	nothing	to	him?

As	Mr.	Tan	began	lecturing,	Robbie	reached	into	the	back	pocket	of	his
jeans	for	his	 iPhone.	Over	his	shoulder,	I	caught	a	glimpse	of	a	Snapchat
from	Dana,	a	girl	who	sat	in	the	back	of	the	class,	angled	to	give	a	generous
view	down	the	front	of	her	shirt.	I	swore	I	heard	Robbie	say,	“Ugh,”	before
he	shoved	his	cell	in	his	back	pocket,	shoulders	rounding	over	his	work	like
it	was	a	needless	distraction.	Maybe,	with	hockey	always	on	his	mind,	that’s
all	it	was.	A	nothing	instead	of	something.
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e	 shifted	 our	 weight	 from	 skate	 to	 skate	 while	 we	 waited	 in	 the
tunnel	 that	 led	 from	 the	 locker	 room	 to	 the	 ice.	 Leading	 our	 pack

would	be	Janek,	our	starting	goalie	who	was	brought	to	our	school	on	full
scholarship	plus	stipend	from	the	Czech	Republic,	and	bringing	up	the	tail
was	Ray-Ray,	 our	back	up.	Most	high	 school	 teams	were	 less	 formal	 than
ours,	but	parents	got	what	they	paid	for.	With	Briar	Rose’s	obscene	tuition,
parents	expected	the	best.	We	had	an	NHL-size	arena	that	could	hold	up	to
two	 thousand	 spectators,	 enormous	 locker	 rooms,	 showers,	 and	 fitness
lounges.	 Students	 sang	 the	 national	 anthem,	 announced	 the	 play-by-play,
and	picked	which	songs	to	blast	during	stoppage	of	play.	It	might	have	been
high	school	hockey,	but	we	were	so	good	we	usually	filled	every	seat.

Robbie	tapped	everyone	on	the	shin	with	his	stick,	proudly	wearing	the	A
on	 his	 chest.	 At	 the	 start	 of	 the	 season,	 Dad	 lost	 his	 shit	 when	 Robbie
wasn’t	given	captaincy;	instead,	he	shared	the	role	of	alternate,	but	Robbie
said	it	was	better	that	Beau	got	it.	He	and	Coach	Benoit	told	Dad	it	was	to
make	 him	 look	 humble	 to	 scouts,	 but	 I’d	 overheard	 them	 talking	 once.
Robbie	begged	to	not	be	given	the	C,	and	Coach	only	gave	in	once	Robbie
started	getting	hysterical.

A	horn	blared.	 It	was	 time.	Lights	 flashed	across	 the	 ice	as	Janek	burst
through	the	gate,	leading	us	in	a	fast	lap	around	half	of	the	arena.	We	sped
after	him,	torsos	ducked	as	people	cheered.	We	recognized	our	schoolmates’
faces,	 their	 flat	 palms	 pounding	 on	 the	 glass	 as	 we	 passed.	 Once	 their
cheering	turned	to	booing,	we	didn’t	need	to	 look	to	know	the	other	 team
was	here.	Tonight	we	were	against	Neshanic	High.	They	were	always	a	shoe-
in	 for	 playoffs	 with	 some	 really	 huge	 defensemen.	 Defense	 won
championships,	everyone	knew	that.	While	our	defense	was	just	as	good,	we
needed	our	offense	to	out-skate	them.	We	needed	Robbie	to	beat	them.

All	our	teammates	who	weren’t	starters	slipped	off	the	ice	to	the	bench.	I
lingered,	glancing	at	Coach	who	nodded	for	me	to	stay	on.	It	was	a	gimmick
having	me	on	the	starting	line-up,	especially	when	I’d	end	up	playing	less
than	seven	minutes	a	game,	but	coach	thought	it	might	intrigue	scouts	and
give	them	ideas,	like	with	the	Sedin	twins.

Overhead,	 one	 of	 the	 broadcasting	 kids	 called,	 “At	 left	 wing,	 number



nine,	Raideeeeeen	Hollennnnn.”	I	don’t	remember	a	time	when	Raiden	and
Robbie	weren’t	on	the	same	line.	They	were	a	dynamite	duo	on	the	ice	and
best	 friends	 off	 it,	 earning	 them	 the	 Rail	 Road	 Line	 nickname,	 which	 I
thought	was	 really	 dumb.	Raiden	 grinned	 crookedly	 at	my	 brother	 as	 the
announcer	said,	“At	center,	number	sixteen,	Robbbbbbiiiiieee	Bettterrrrby!”

The	 crowd	 erupted	 for	 my	 brother,	 crazy	 enough	 for	 us	 to	 feel	 the
vibration	through	our	skates.	Most	of	the	guys	were	good,	several	would	be
drafted,	but	Robbie	was	the	one	who	was	signing	autographs	already.	Robbie
didn’t	 soak	 the	 attention	 up.	Up	 until	 a	 year	 ago,	 he	 used	 to	 engage	 the
crowd,	 showboat	 a	 bit.	 Now,	 he	 gazed	 ahead	 at	 the	 American	 flag,	 grin
removed	from	his	face,	eyes	narrowed	in	concentration,	or	prayer.

Their	cheering	didn’t	die	as	the	seconds	passed.	I	doubt	anyone	heard	the
announcer	call	me—Tristan	Betterby,	number	forty-eight,	at	right	wing.

I	looked	at	my	twin	as	the	announcer	moved	to	our	defense—Smitty	and
Durrell,	 and	 finally	 Janek,	who	 elicited	 a	 roar	 as	 loud	 as	Robbie’s.	 Janek
wouldn’t	be	draft-eligible	for	another	year,	but	if	he	were,	it’d	be	a	coin	toss
whether	he	or	Robbie	would	be	drafted	first.

“And	now,”	the	announcer	continued,	“to	sing	our	national	anthem,	let’s
welcome	Keisha	Lewis.”

I	couldn’t	help	but	smile.	Keisha	was	a	really	great	singer	and	one	of	the
few	in	the	theatre	program	who	already	committed	to	the	New	School	as	a
junior.	We	had	 the	 same	circle	of	 friends,	and	now	shared	an	acting	class
ever	since	I	grew	the	balls	to	enroll	in	the	one	that	started	in	January,	but
we	never	hung	out	on	our	own.	Heather	was	always	there.

Keisha	 wore	 one	 of	 Robbie’s	 spare	 jerseys.	 She	 was	 tall,	 but	 the	 jersey
dwarfed	her.	The	red	complemented	her	dark	skin	and	hair,	today	styled	out
and	around	her	head	like	a	halo,	but	the	bulkiness	of	the	jersey	combined
with	her	skinny	jeans	and	tall	boots	made	her	look	like	she	was	wearing	a
poncho.

She	waited	for	all	of	us	to	take	our	helmets	off	before	she	took	a	breath
and	began.	If	I	weren’t	on	the	ice,	I’d	be	cheering	her	on	as	she	belted,	“And
the	rockets	red	glare,”	the	way	everyone	else	in	the	stands	did.

As	Keisha	finished,	there	was	extra	commotion.	I	turned	my	head	to	see
the	rest	of	the	theatre	kids	there,	whooping	and	hollering	Keisha’s	name.	I
couldn’t	 have	 missed	 them	 in	 warm-ups;	 they	 must	 have	 come	 late	 and



wormed	their	way	to	the	glass.	Heather	stood	in	the	front	next	to	Craig,	one
of	the	best	dancers	in	the	theatre	program	and	the	leader	of	the	self-dubbed
“Gay-Bros.”	Heather	waved	at	me	and	mouthed	something	I	couldn’t	read.
Craig	pulled	his	shirt	up	and	pressed	his	bare	chest	to	the	glass.	I	tried	not
to	laugh	as	I	put	my	helmet	back	on,	double-checking	to	make	sure	the	cage
was	secure	before	I	took	my	position	at	Robbie’s	side.	It	was	time	to	buckle
down.

The	 referee	moved	 between	Robbie	 and	 the	 opposing	 center.	 They	 kept
their	heads	low,	coiled,	ready	to	spring.

As	 soon	as	 the	puck	dropped,	Robbie	was	on	 it.	He	 sent	 the	puck	back
from	the	face	off	to	Smitty	as	Durrell	rammed	one	of	their	forwards	into	the
boards.	I	was	already	rushing	down	the	ice.	I	might	not	have	been	the	best
player	on	our	team,	but	I	was	fast	as	hell.

Smitty	fed	the	puck	to	Raiden,	who	tapped	it	back	toward	Robbie.	Barely
two	 steps,	 and	 Robbie	 sent	 it	 back	 to	 Raiden.	 We’d	 practiced	 this	 play
hundreds	of	times.	I’d	scoot	up	the	outside	and	slip	in,	giving	it	my	best	slap
shot	 with	 Robbie	 there	 to	 catch	 the	 rebound	 while	 Raiden	 screened	 the
goalie.	If	the	goalie	knocked	the	rebound	out,	Raiden	would	do	everything
he	could	to	shove	it	in.	We	had	a	sixty-one	percent	success	rate.

“Tristan!”	Raiden	yelled	as	he	passed	me	the	puck.

The	puck	connected	with	my	stick	and	I	took	off	toward	goal.	The	crowd
got	 louder	 the	 closer	 I	 got	 to	 the	 goalie.	 The	 sound	 of	 cheering	 and
screaming	was	addictive.	Thinking	of	the	game	as	a	performance	revved	me
up.

The	goalie	made	his	move,	scooting	forward	out	of	the	crease,	glove	out.	I
envisioned	 the	 goal,	 just	 high	 of	 his	 blocker.	 Flashing	 lights,	 everyone
cheering,	especially	Heather,	who	afterward	might	give	me	a	congratulatory
kiss.	I	pulled	my	stick	back	for	a	slap	shot.

“TRISTAN!	HEADS	UP!”	my	brother	screamed.

The	hit	came	so	fast,	I	didn’t	know	what	direction	it	came	from.	My	feet
left	 the	 ice	 and	 I	 flipped	 onto	my	 back,	 sliding	 until	 I	 slammed	 into	 the
boards,	 hard.	 From	 the	 ice,	 I	 saw	 who	 hit	 me:	 a	 six-foot-three	 defender
named	 Kris	 Jones	 who	 was	 just	 coming	 off	 a	 seven-game	 suspension.	 It
might	as	well	have	been	a	freight	train.	A	sea	of	booing	washed	through	the



arena.	I	glanced	toward	one	of	the	refs	before	getting	up	to	see	if	he’d	call	it
—he	didn’t.

As	I	 scrambled	 to	pick	myself	up,	Robbie	 scooted	between	players,	puck
miraculously	 in	 his	 possession.	 The	 goalie	 moved	 toward	 Robbie,
challenging	him	even	farther	out	of	the	crease	than	he’d	done	with	me.	Just
like	me,	Robbie	lifted	his	stick.	Tension	weighted	the	air;	everyone	sucked
in	a	breath.	Robbie	toe-dragged	a	good	two	feet	to	the	side	then	flicked	the
puck	up	top	shelf	so	fast	the	goalie	couldn’t	raise	his	glove.

The	goal	horn	blared.	Everyone	screamed.	Robbie	did	this	little	boogie	he
always	did	for	his	goal	celly,	fists	pumping	and	hips	wiggling.	I	glanced	at
the	scoreboard:	not	even	twenty	seconds	after	the	puck	dropped,	and	Robbie
already	made	it	1-0.

My	eyes	moved	 to	one	 section	of	 the	arena	 that	was	 sectioned	off	 as	 an
unofficial	press	box.	A	lot	of	scouts	were	typing	away	at	their	laptops,	a	few
on	 their	 mobiles.	 I	 scanned	 the	 crowd.	 Our	 parents	 would	 be	 watching
somewhere.	 At	 least	 our	 dad	 would	 be	 watching;	Mom	 would	 be	 on	 her
iPhone.	I	couldn’t	see	either.

We	 circled	 Robbie,	 tapping	 each	 other	 on	 the	 helmet	 and	 back	 before
Robbie	 led	 us	 to	 the	 bench,	 fist	 bunched	 and	 bumping	 past	 the	 other
players.

“Good	choice,	Robbie,”	Coach	said,	 rubbing	and	clapping	his	 shoulders.
“Smart	move.”

I	 sat	 on	 Robbie’s	 other	 side.	 Coach	 looked	 at	 me	 and	 gestured	 down
toward	the	end	of	the	forwards.	I	slid	to	the	end	of	the	bench.	I’d	be	on	the
fourth	line	for	the	rest	of	the	game.

“It’s	all	right,	Butter,”	Coach	said	once	we	changed	lines.	Everyone	on	the
team	had	at	least	one	nickname.	If	you	were	really	good,	sometimes	you	had
two	 or	 three.	 I	 wouldn’t	 have	minded	Butter	 if	 it	 weren’t	 for	 the	 reason.
When	we	were	freshmen,	our	then	team	captain	said,	“We	should	call	you
guys	Butter	and	Margarine.”

“What?	Margarine?”	Robbie	had	asked.	“Why	the	hell	am	I	margarine?”

“Because,”	he’d	said	with	a	grin,	“you’re	Better	Than	Butter.”

As	the	game	progressed,	my	time	on	the	ice	lessened.	I	was	no	longer	the



gimmick;	 I	 now	 was	 on	 the	 fourth	 line,	 dumping	 and	 chasing	 the	 puck,
blocking	pucks	before	they	could	get	to	our	defense,	let	alone	Janek.

When	 the	 end	buzzer	 came,	 earning	us	 a	 3-1	 victory—Robbie	 earning	 a
goal	 and	 two	 assists—I	 exhaled	 with	 relief.	 Thank	 God	 it	 was	 over.	 We
skated	out	to	Janek,	 tapping	him	on	the	helmet	per	tradition	before	going
back	to	the	locker	room.	Even	though	we	weren’t	supposed	to	use	our	cells
in	the	locker	room,	I	texted	Heather,	wait	for	me.

I	 slipped	my	 cell	 back	 in	my	 bag	 as	 I	 stripped	 down.	 Back	 in	middle
school,	I	used	to	be	self-conscious	about	changing	in	front	of	the	others.	I
think	all	of	us	were—the	dreaded	puberty	years—but	we	got	over	it	quickly.
After	playing,	we	were	all	hot	and	sweaty	and	had	swamp	ass	and	wanted	to
cool	down.	No	one	really	looked	or	made	jokes,	except	to	Henry,	whom	we
joked	must	have	been	a	porn	star	in	another	life,	and	those	were	mostly	in
envious	admiration,	not	that	anyone	would	admit	it.

“Good	 game,	 boys,”	 Coach	 Benoit	 said	 as	 we	 filed	 in	 and	 out	 of	 the
showers,	 clapping	 Robbie	 on	 the	 shoulder	 with	 a	 “you’re	 never	 going	 to
believe	who	was	here	to	watch	you”	gesture.	He	led	Robbie	off	to	the	side	of
the	locker	room.	A	huge	smile	crossed	my	brother’s	face—it	must	have	been
a	big	name.

When	 the	next	 shower	 became	 available	 and	 I	walked	under	 the	 spray,
my	heart	started	pounding	rapidly.	My	head	swam.	I	squeezed	my	eyes	shut,
hand	pressed	to	the	wall	to	keep	me	steady,	hot	water	pounding	against	my
forehead.

“You	okay?”

I	 turned	 to	 see	Robbie	 standing	 there,	 towel	wrapped	 around	his	waist.
The	 dizziness	 immediately	 cleared.	 I	 tried	 to	 cover	 up	 a	 bit	 out	 of	 habit.
You’d	 think	 for	 all	 the	 money	 the	 school	 would	 have,	 they	 could	 have
afforded	 shower	 curtains	 on	 the	 stalls.	 “Yeah,	 just	 was	 a	 little	 dizzy,”	 I
mumbled	as	I	stepped	out	of	the	shower.

“From	the	hit?	They	should	have	called	it.	If	I	wasn’t	in	position	to	get	a
breakaway,	 I	 would	 have	 beat	 his	 face	 in.”	 Robbie	 took	 my	 place,	 still
keeping	 the	 towel	on	under	 the	spray.	I	didn’t	know	what	 that	was	about,
and	like	hell	anyone	would	ask.

“Sure,”	 I	 said	 as	 I	 left	 the	 room,	 grabbing	 a	 towel	 and	 drying	 off	 as	 I
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