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Inside the Florissa and Eugene Hoolibasse Memorial Skating Rink locker room, Jill Belli, age 20, and Gigi Yamaha, age 19, tied on their freshly polished white skates. They were wearing their training outfits, tiny pink skirts with sequins and white tights. 

"Are you sure Charlie is here?" said Jill.

"Not sure," Gigi said. "But I heard he was supposed to be."

"Open skating?" Jill replied. "I don't get it."

"Well, you know he quit the team."

“I heard that. Unbelievable.”

“Yeah. I don't get it. He scored more goals than anybody.”

“So, you think he'll be here?”

“That's what I heard. To stay in shape, or something.”
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The girls exited the locker room, and put their bags on a couple of wooden chairs on the second row up, where they could see them as they skated around the rink.

Stepping through the wooden gate, they skated out onto the ice. For a few minutes, they moved quickly around the rink together.

For a few seconds, just for fun, they chased each other. It was a game they usually played, as part of their unusual freestyle routine.

Finally, out of breath, Gigi stopped at the boards at the north end of the rink, near the stage.

“I heard he was in that Celebrity Isolation Booth thing,” Jill said.

“Yeah, I heard that. Bee was in that too.”

“Hey, there she is.”

Jill and Gigi skated up to Bee, with her signature bright yellow lipstick on, dressed in an outfit similar to theirs. She was also there practicing for an upcoming show for the “Ice Bunnies,” a holiday skating show they were all in. They had been friends since high school. They’d gone to Sacred Heart, an all girls’ school.

Gigi said, “Hey, Bee.”

Bee grinned. “Hi, Gigi. Jill.”

Jill said, “What happened to Charlie?”

Jill, Gigi and Bee leaned against the boards. Gigi said, “Yeah. You were in that Celebrity Isolation Booth thing too, weren't you?”

“Oh, yeah,” Bee said. “Charlie was great. I like him.”

“I saw him first,” Jill said, as if she was kidding.

“No you didn't, “ Gigi said. “You only went out with Jack.”

“But Jack was his friend,” Jill said.

“I think we should figure this out,” Bee said.

“What?” Jill said.

“Why he quit the team,” Gigi replied.

“Bee, you're always trying to solve things.”

“It's in my blood,” Bee said. “I told you-my father was a cop. My uncle too.”

“Maybe we should be detectives,” Gigi said.

“Yeah,” Jill said. “Like the Ice Bunny Detectives.”

Bee said, “Yeah. That sounds cool. You know, he quit the show.”

“Celebrity Isolation Booth?” Jill said.

“Yeah. He said it was crooked.”

“Crooked?”

“Yeah-that they gave the goalie the answers.”

“He said that?”

“Not in so many words. But, the goalie disappeared—then Charlie quit the show-then the team.”

“There he is!” Gigi exclaimed.

“Hey, Charlie!” Bee yelled out.

Charlie skated by the girls and stopped near the boards. “Hi,” he said.

“Hi, Charlie,” Bee said. “You know Gigi and Jill?”

“Well, maybe not. But now I do.”

“Hi,” Jill said.

“Nice to meet you,” Gigi said. “We were wondering how come you quit the show.”

“Yeah,” Jill said. “And the team.”

Charlie said, “Well, I got to get some time on the ice. See you.” 

He skated away.

All three girls stared after him, sort of, like, dumbstruck.

“He doesn't say much,” Bee said.

“He'll lose his scholarship,” Jill said.

Gigi said, “Why don't we try to get on the show, and find out what happened.”

“Not likely,” Bee said. “It's off the air.”

“Hmmm,” Gigi said. “Maybe we'll have to be, like, detectives.”
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Barry Drysdale was 34. He had lived in Brisbane, Sydney and Durban all his life, yet had no current good girlfriend.

He had some past girlfriends, but in his advanced age of decrepitude, to put in bluntly, he wanted a wife.

At his age, he had no knowledge of unmatched socks, morning television shows, and visits to a girl's auntie’s house.

Then, he got a part on an evening television show, broadcast in Perth, Australia and Johannesburg, South Africa, and met Emma Spicey. The show was called, “Your Naughty Uncle.”

It was a very cheeky, cheap production, with scripts taped together by a crocodile wrestler from Sydney named Fred Joyce.

Joyce's sole claim to fame was that he was a great, great, not so great grandson of James Joyce, and an off Broadway actor.

There was a series of charming actresses that appeared on the show, which also provided an audience with low threshold lunatics. There were two set pieces: auditions and the Celebrity Isolation Booth.

Young actresses were found (quite easily) to audition to appear on Celebrity Isolation Booth. Barry Drysdale was the host.

Often, Emma Spicey, a Victoria Secret model, would serve as the celebrity.

She would enter the booth, a wooden structure with glass windows, sit down, and wait for a contestant. She could often be seen checking her emails or FaceBook, whatever that is.

The show went like this:

CHICHI, (23, pretty) is the first contestant. She and BARRY, (old, frazzled, plenty of makeup), stand behind two nonworking microphones.

BARRY

Well, hello. What's your name?
CHICHI
ChiChi.

BARRY
Oh, how nice. Are you Asian?
CHICHI
Not at present.

BARRY
Fine. Now, we have a few questions for you.
Bobby, the envelope please.

BOBBIE, (21), a gorgeous young production assistant in a tiny mini-skirt appears and hands Barry an envelope.

BARRY
Thanks, Bobbie. You look smashing tonight.

BOBBIE
One more word, Barry, and I'll smash you.

BARRY
What? What's wrong?
BOBBIE
You don't remember last night?
BARRY
Oh, Bobbie. That was last night. Who can remember that? Now run along.

Bobbie takes a swing at Barry, but he ducks.

Music plays. 

Bobbie is pulled offstage by two cheerleaders, who stare icily at Barry

BARRY
Boy, this job gets tougher every day.
Okay, now, ChiChi. Here's your question.

Emma has flunked out of school.

What should she tell her parents?
CHICHI
Umm. I got a job on TV?
BARRY
Okay, let's hear from Emma.

EMMA
You know, I can hear the whole thing.

BARRY
Uh, okay, now, Emma. You just flunked out
of school. What do you tell your parents?
EMMA
I'm pregnant?

BARRY
You're pregnant?
EMMA
No. That's just what I'd say.

BARRY
Okay, ChiChi, right or wrong?

CHICHI

Wrong?

BARRY
Correct! Bobbie, do we have any 
lovely parting gifts?
Bobbie?

Then, abruptly, without warning or explanation, the show went on hiatus.
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Jill cornered Charlie in the vending machine area.

“So, why did you quit?”

”Quit what?”

”The hockey team.”

He just kept pulling off his skates. She persisted. 

“Want to talk about it?”

He looked up. She was blonde—pretty—reminded him of Spicey. “Not much.”

He put on his shoes.

“Come on. Spill the beans,” she said.

”Gotta go,” he said. He started to walk out, then stopped. “Sorry.”

Then he pushed through the doors and was gone.

5

A week later, Jill was in the College Community Center, at the café, drinking a soda, and eating some French fries.

Out of nowhere, Charlie sat down, real intense.

“Listen,” he said. “I’m real upset about this. You can’t say anything. I’m just not sure.”

”What? About what?”

”This guy—this bastard on the team. I was with him one night. We were gone—blitzed—way too many craft beers. He met up with Spicey.”

”Who?”

”The girl















































































































[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



d2d_images/cover.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





