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Chapter 1
Steve Thompson was standing on the corner of Baystate Rd. in Boston, MA
reading a copy of the Freep, short for Boston University’s Daily Free Press.
“Hey! Hot Shot!”
He looked up from the paper to find a girl about his age smiling.
“Hello,” he said, startled.
“So, you’re going to lead us to the Promised Land,” she giggled again.
“I’m reading the paper,” he said.
“Everybody’s reading about you. You’re even reading about you.”
“Who are you?”
“I have class,” she winked at him and spun around books in hand.
“That’s what you think!” He hollered.
She laughed.
“I’ll see you around hot shot.”
“Hey! You’re pretty cute! What’s your name?”
“Hot shot!”
She stuck her tongue out, turned her head and kept walking.
“Damn. If you really had some stuff, you would’ve had her name and
number.”
Steve’s roommate was standing a few paces away.
“Nate. What am I doing wrong?” Steve asked.
Nate Williams was Steve’s defensive partner on the Boston University
Terrier hockey team. Nate was about 6-2, 200 pounds, dark haired, the captain,
and a Rhodes Scholar candidate. Steve felt like a neophyte next to him in many
areas including this one.
“She’s cute,” Nate smiled, “Hang in there kid.”
“I have to go to class,” Steve said. “Beginning Photography.”
“Hit your classes and I mean all of them. Then we have practice and then
we have study hall. This is not cup cake U. Do your job.”
“Yes, sir.”
“Hey! Opening night is Friday! They gave you a nice write up. You
seemed to have some stuff.”
“Meaning?”
“Meaning, you didn’t make an fool of yourself. Good job. Your parents
coming?”
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“And about a third of the Commonwealth.”
“Good. Always remember. We’re the best.”
“Right.”
“Go to class.”
“When I figure out how to do this photography thing, I’ll get you some
nice photos for your Karen.”
“You know, as seniors, it’s our team…”
“I know.”
“Stay awake in class.”
Steve had to laugh and hurried off to the big gray building that was the
Communication school. Steve had come from a fairly affluent suburb in
Western Massachusetts and had some life experiences through family vacations
and such where he thought he had some sort of education about the world. He
really didn’t know the complexities or the opportunities that awaiting him at
BU when he was a freshman. And now that he was a senior he was much more,
savvy about the world around him. The school was run like the hockey program
in that it expected you to win immediately without any hesitation. Their attitude
was that if you put your time in then you could accomplish your goals.
Boston was much different than back home. In East Longmeadow, you
needed a car to go anywhere. In Boston, you hopped on the ‘T.’ The population
was much more dense in Boston and you had to be more careful but the cultural
opportunities were more vast and the possibility for enhancement was greater.
Like many young people his age, at times he was very much a supporter of
his hometown and sometimes he was a detractor but at least he made his
criticisms make sense. Steve was happy and excited to be a part of the Boston
University tradition and he was working as hard as he had ever worked in his
life. He didn’t want to be left behind by successful people so he just picked up
and forged his own identity. It was only the first week of senior year and he
was wondering just who that girl was who was made him react that way. She
had a fun personality and she was cute.
After classes that day, Steve headed over to Harry Agganis Arena. Harry
Agganis was BU’s most famous athlete. Multi-sport the “Golden Greek”
excelled at all of them. Steve would get to play there but that wasn’t on his
mind at practice, surviving the drills were.
The college game was more complicated than the high school game. In
high school, all Steve had to do was skate through the opposition. Now he had
to think and pressure smartly instead of pressuring constantly and dangerously.
Steve had grown accustomed to wheeling up ice in high school mostly because
he scored or assisted on seventy per cent of his team’s points. Now he was in
Division I College Hockey playing against some of the best amateur players in
North America and the world.
As in the classroom, the learning never stopped on the hockey rink. Today,
Coach Bricker, was teaching the guys how to break a defensive trap with quick
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short passes. Steve was having trouble with his positioning and the Coach let
him know it.
“Steve, I know you’re intelligent. BU doesn’t accept dummies. Skate your
zone. That’s all you have to do. Don’t make the situation more than it is. Skate
your zone. Use your head. I’m telling you nicely now but if you don’t
understand what I’m saying, it seems to me that you’re glory grabbing and that
can’t be with the Terriers. It’s not going to happen. We’re a team here. We play
as a team. All right! Let’s hit it again.”
Steve played desperate. Coach Bricker was a legend. He had known Steve
since he was in mite hockey and travelling with junior clubs. This was Steve’s
first choice to come to school and he worked as hard as he could to impress his
coach—sometimes too hard. Finally, Steve finished the drill satisfactorily and
practice was finished a short while later.
After study hall a bunch of the guys went to Shelton Hall to eat dinner.
Steve was kind of quiet at the table.
“Don’t worry about it man,” Tony Buck a right wing said.
“Coach is like that,” Paul St. Croix smiled.
“It’s not that. I know what he’s worried about,” Nate grinned.
“What?” Tony asked.
“Oh! He went down in flames with some girl today—right on Baystate,”
Nate laughed.
“I did not go down in flames. She said and I quote ‘I’ll see you around hot
shot!’”
“He didn’t get her number or her name,” Nate said flatly, “All who think
he struck out say ‘Aye!’”
“Aye!” The other players chorused.
“Drop dead.”
“You’re a senior. You can’t say that.” Paul said.
“It’s a democracy.” Steve said.
“This hockey club is the Boston University Terriers. We had an off year
last year and we didn’t win the Bean Pot, which is ours by the way. We’re not
here to shoot our mouths off. It’s just good-natured ribbing. It’s fun. We like
winning. That’s all. You are the best defenseman in college hockey but you’re
way too serious,” Nate said.
“Right. I’m sorry.”
“Are you going to miss this college food?” Tony asked.
Steve laughed.
“That’s about the size of it,” Paul grinned.
“Next year you’ll be playing for the Bruins,” Tony said.
“Yeah. The NHL,” Steve said quietly.
“I think I may take my year, enjoy the hell out of it, take the walk and sign
my contract. After we win the National Championship and the Pot; that is how
I want it to end,” Nate said.
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“Well, to our year,” Paul said.
“To the best defenseman in college hockey,” Tony toasted him with his
water.
“Yeah, all hail the Terriers.” Steve smiled.
“You just keep that in your head and you’ll be fine in life,” Nate smiled.
“Well, we start with them right off. The toughest team in Hockey East
besides us,” Steve said.
“We can take them at Conte Forum. I know it,” Paul smiled.
“Then we take them when we get back,” Steve said.
“They’re big and they’re fast. They play hard. We joke around a lot but
they have quality players. You have to play hard, skate, and get in the corners
with them. It’s a toughness test against the Eagles,” Nate said.
“What about Harvard, or Northeastern?” Paul asked.
“They’re tough. It’s Division I College hockey. They’re all out to win a
National Championship—at least the ones worth playing against are,” Steve
answered.
“Why did you come here?” Tony persisted with another question directed
toward Steve.
“I want my degree to go along with my National Title,” Steve smiled.
“Titles. Don’t forget the Beanpot,” Nate smiled.
“Clean sweep. I want my senior title,” Steve grinned.
“Well, we had that forever,” Paul grinned.
“Why not?” Steve asked.
“Well, we have to win this one,” Nate said.
“Yes, we do,” Paul said.
They ate for a while and Steve listened to war stories about the Beanpot
and the NCAA play-offs and then they went back to the room to study. At
about eleven o’clock, Steve took a break to go upstairs to watch the full moon
from the ballroom window that set atop Shelton Hall.
Along came roses and sunshine almost in the middle of the night.
“Hello,” An innocent voice called. He turned to see that girl from this
morning.
“I’m not talking to you unless you tell me your name,” he grinned.
“It’s Susan. Why so snotty?”
“Because you embarrassed the hell out of me in front of our team captain.”
“It’s my job. If you listen to the Freep telling you how great you are,
you’ll get a swelled head.”
“Would you like to sit down?”
“Does that mean you like me?”
“It means I want to chew you out.”
She laughed and so did he.
“You’re easy to talk to even when I’m trying to bait you,” he smiled.
“Thank you. Thank you very much,” she blushed.
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“So? What’s your story? What possible function do you have here?”
“I’m pre-med.”
“You have to be kidding.”
“I want to be an ER doctor like on television.”
“Are you serious?”
“Oh! Yes!”
“Oh! Yes!”
“Uh! Huh!”
“So? You could possibly be more intelligent than me?” He smiled innocently.
“I’m trying to be nice.”
“Yes but can you pull it off.”
“Hey!”
“Ah-Hah! I got you.”
“Very funny!”
“Why aren’t you nervous? I’m running on adrenaline”
“I’m not.”
“Why?”
“You’re easy to talk to. You can find people right off and for the record, I
don’t do this with everybody. I like you and you’re going to pay for it for the
rest of your born days.”
“Well, thanks very much.”
“Well, isn’t this nice,” he looked away.
“You’re getting shy on me now.”
“Maybe.”
“Turn back to me.”
“Do me a favor. Sit down next to me. I’ll clear the sports page off the sofa.”
“Aren’t you the sport?”
“Hey, it beats reading and seeing pictures of cadavers.”
“It’s not all cadavers.”
She sat down next to him as he cleared out the newspaper.
“Then what is it?” He asked.
“I like it. I like helping people. Just between us. It’s well worth it. You can
help most and most is enough for me. For some docs it’s not. They want to help
every one and nobody’s perfect. Mostly right now, we’re loading up on science
courses. It’s tough.”
“Intimidated?”
“No. I’m just a realist. It takes effort.”
“What’s your last name?”
“Baker, Susan . I’m from Springfield.”
“You’re kidding.”
“Springfield’s not Boston but it’s nice.”
“I’m from East Longmeadow. Ten minutes away from Springfield.”
“Spartan?”
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He nodded his head.
“Golden Eagle?”
“Yes. Pretty much.”
“I am very much interested in you,” he said.
“I am very much amazed by your maturity.”
“Well, it took me four years.”
“I don’t know. All the hockey players I knew in high school cared more
about Bourque than SAT’s.”
“Yet, you like me. I was one of those by the way.”
“Why are you here? I heard those stories about the draft and the Bruins.
Why come to Boston University? The press will filet you.”
“The only thing the press has filet my so far is what I’m so solely
dedicated to get out of the locker room expediently. Besides the real reason
why I’m here is my degree. I always wanted this. College and everything mean
a lot to people. It’s more than just hockey games. I lied. I was trying to make
you laugh about the SAT’s. I want my degree and I like Business Management.
It will make me mentally to get my degree. It’ll be easier to live because I stuck
it out. I don’t know. People have all kinds of hypothesis about life. That’s
mine.”
“You passed up all that money.”
“Yes. I did. In the future with my degree and my abilities I’d have a
successful life anyway. I still wanted my degree in the end. Why are you here?”
“I wanted to be a doctor since forever. When I was young, I was mystified
by getting strep throat and then having the doctor proscribing the cough
medicine to cure it. Medicine fascinated me from an early age. I mean, you
want to help people anyway. Medicine just seemed like my way. Why
Business?”
“I like leading and using a group of people to overcome challenges.”
“Materialist,” She teased.
“Not quite. Builder! “
“You’re a hockey player.”
“Not permanently; it’s got to end sometime.”
“It’s not that bad.”
“I beg to differ. It stinks. I’d play until I was one hundred.”
“You’re pointed.”
“I have tact. I just don’t show it unless I need it.”
“All right but still; you think sometimes.”
“Hazard of college***”
“Of course, I’m serious. Why come to college—especially one like this?
It’s important that I win. In the NHL, and back home it’s important to win. A
school like BU just doesn’t happen and they accepted me. I have a chance.
What about you? What are your dreams? Besides medicine?”
“I want to be an ER doc like I said. To tell you the truth, I’ve been here
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three years and I’m hooked on cities. I love everything being five minutes away
from each other or at least you hop on the ‘T’ and you’re there.”
“What neighborhood are you from?”
“Behind Kiley. Near Veterans Golf Course.”
“Keep talking.”
She blushed but continued on.
“I have a lot of the same feelings as you. I like Springfield but
Northampton is a drive and the city for the most part shuts down at five
o’clock. I love the Big E. All my friends do. It’s just that people are in love
with their houses. You buy a house and it’s the center of your universe. I’m a
condo person myself—especially in a city. Boston doesn’t shut down at five
o’clock.
“Okay. Tough guy,” she smiled quietly.
“It’s sort of important to me that I graduate,” he said quietly.
“Hey,” she squeezed his hand. “It’s okay.”
“I get very competitive. I’m sorry,” he apologized.
“Me too.”
“I can’t see you as competitive. Cool under fire yes but not very
competitive.”
“I’m liking this.”
“I can also see you as really caring. I can see you as my friend.”
She blushed and turned away.
“How are you?” he asked quietly.
She held his hand tightly and he watched her brown hair fall to her
shoulders.
“Hey brown eyes. Turn around,” he ordered gently.
She turned toward him.
“I could kiss you right now,” he said.
“Go easy with me.”
“I have a big mouth. I’m only teasing you. It’s okay. May I?”
She moved gently toward him and he finished the motion softly. Their lips
touched.
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