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            OLYMPIC ICE DANCE FINAL

          

          FEBRUARY 19TH IN SAPPORO, JAPAN

          JACINTA

        

      

    

    
      Jacinta Tang had imagined winning the Olympics’ ice dance competition with Wes Allan thousands of times.

      That dream had hummed in the back of her mind for the past 20 years, every time they strapped on their skates at 5:30 a.m. Every time their breath puffed out like dragon smoke in the cool, humid air of the rink. Every time she fell on her butt, or wrist, or even nose-first onto the ice. Every second she had to learn to walk again after not one, but two separate operations on each leg.

      Reality was better.

      She stared down at Wes's dark hair. Their routine required him to collapse like a cut tree onto her left hip as she stood, triumphant, at the end of their free skate to Bizet’s “Carmen.” The arena's audience of 11,500 roared and pelted the Olympic ice with roses and teddy bears.

      Jacinta adored the Japanese crowd, now ignited and on their feet after hours of clapping on the beat and politely waving flags for competing countries. Camera lenses  filmed Jacinta's every blink and mouth twitch in high definition.

      But this moment was for them. No one else would intrude for a few precious seconds.

      She could still feel Wes's hands imprinted on her back, arms, and thighs.

      No matter what happened next, they would always have this. No judge could steal the magic they had woven with their music and their ice dance.

      No one.

      Not even her or Wes.
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            PLAYING DEFENCE

          

          7 MONTHS LATER (SEPTEMBER 15TH) IN GLENGARRY, ONTARIO, CANADA

          WES

        

      

    

    
      Wes Allan's skate blades carved into the indoor rink's soft ice as he flew forward, his stick out and ready to steal the puck from the opponent sneaking behind their hockey net.

      "Get 'im, Wes!" shouted Evan Chan, his best friend and the Glengarry Guards' goalie.

      Wes felt the pressure with the score tied 1-1 and only 2.5 minutes left on the clock, but he could outskate anyone in their recreational hockey league—kind of mandatory as the one half of Canada's Olympic and World Champion ice dancing team. With a few swift strokes, Wes closed in on their opponent.

      Ben, Wes's big brother and the other defenceman, popped on the other side of the red net to box the forward in. Before Wes could shout in triumph, one of their arch rivals, a Vernie Vortex, knocked Ben aside.

      Ben turned to give as good as he got, but two more Vortex forwards closed in on them, both primed to shoot at the Guards' net, while Vortex #66 snuck the puck out from behind.

      Sweat soaked Wes's back and hair. The Guards had left it to Wes to wrangle the puck back.

      Wes had bad hands, which meant the Glengarry Guards should never count on him to handle, pass, or shoot the puck. Bad stick handling was one reason he'd given up his Stanley Cup dreams when he was 11.

      Wes slammed to a stop in front of opponent #66 in a showy spray of ice. When the guy blinked, Wes's stick stabbed forward, snatching the puck.

      With a whoop, Wes took it behind the net, careful to cradle the puck on the heel of his stick. He raised his head, ready to pass the puck to his brother. He could do it. Short range. Should be fine.

      Ben outpaced Vortex #45, ready to receive the pass.

      Then #45 shoved his stick under Ben's skate blade. When Ben windmilled, #45 hiked his stick between Ben's legs.

      "Ref!" Wes hollered, his breath puffing around his face in a moist cloud.

      Ben dropped in a thump that practically shook the ice. Ben was the biggest Allan boy, the one they called the mountain man because he loved to ski and hike.

      Ben growled and started to push himself up.

      "Ref!" Their middle brother, Rob Allan, cut toward them from centre ice.

      The ref, still in the Vortex zone, only shrugged his striped shoulders instead of calling a tripping penalty. Wes hadn't expected a pro referee for their recreational team, but this one must've been hypnotized by the ads for schools and dentists plastering the boards. How could you miss that?

      Wes would either have to skate his way around his brother, or fight his way out the other side of the net, past Vortex #66 with the sandy hair and the bad breath.

      To avoid attracting more Vortex toward his brother, Wes chose #66, babying the puck between the toe and the blade of his stick. "Gotta cheat to win?" Wes taunted #66. Chirping was part of the game.

      Number 66 sneered from behind his clear visor, issuing another shot of morning breath, "Hands like that, no wonder you lost her."

      Heat flooded Wes, from hairline to toes while he absorbed the taunt. The guy couldn't mean Jacinta Tang. No stranger should know what Jacinta meant to him. "What did you say?"

      "I said, hands like that"—#66 slashed Wes's right wrist, causing an instant spike of pain—"no wonder Jacinta left you."

      Wes roared, wrist throbbing, but still ready to tear the guy's helmet off and beat his head in with it. He'd pin him to the boards. He'd⁠—

      "No fighting!" Both Jake and Mac, his remaining teammates, yelled down the ice, reminding Wes that he'd face an automatic suspension, with a possible expulsion, if he made a move on #66.

      During Wes's split second of hesitation, #66 stole the puck and wrist shot it between Evan's legs, winning the game 2-1 for the Vortex.

      More than anything else, right before his team howled in disappointment, Wes wished he could call Jacinta.
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            MAKING A MOVE

          

          SEPTEMBER 16TH IN OTTAWA, CANADA

          JACINTA

        

      

    

    
      
        
          
            
              
        Can you come over?

      

      

      

      

      

      Jacinta Tang stared at her phone.

      She and Wes had stopped talking after their triumphant post-Olympic gold skating tour of Japan and North America.

      Of course, during the media frenzy that followed, they’d scored dozens of interviews and media takeovers. They’d kept up a good show on Instagram for a few months. Well, she had, while Wes had mostly ignored social media.

      But offline, when they didn’t have an event scheduled for them to smile and wave at the cameras, they’d fallen strangely silent, to the point where it felt awkward to text and truly uncomfortable to call each other.

      Jacinta heart beat so hard, she could feel it in her throat as she began to type. What’s up?

      He answered right away. Bert got pneumonia.

      Jacinta’s stomach squeezed. When they were kids, Bert Allan, Wes’s grandfather, used to pick them up from the rink sometimes when their parents were in a pinch. Bert smelled like pipe tobacco and offered them apples, because he and his wife owned an apple orchard in Glengarry, Ontario, a town east of Canada’s capital. In the Fall, they sold apples and pressed apple cider and apple-cinnamon donuts. In the summer, they were famous for their crab apple sorbet. Everyone loved Bert, especially Wes.

      Jacinta glanced at the clock now, which read 5 p.m. The clock sat on a French provincial dresser near her room’s south-facing window. She’d curled up with a Jackie Lau romance novel in her tiny, white bedroom with its antique metal bed frame.

      Even this room reminded her of Wes. She’d modelled it after an apartment she’d loved in Paris, after Wes had said, “This is totally you.”

      But she couldn’t think about that now. Wes needed her. As a friend. Nothing more.

      She called him back, walking to the kitchen, trying not to notice the little apple charm on the windowsill, a gift from Wes’s grandmother. “Oh, Wes, that’s awful. How’s he doing?”

      “Hey, J, I don’t want to worry you. The doctor said that he could go home on antibiotics, but he’s a bit confused. He wants to check the McIntosh and Honeycrisp trees, and he said your name.”

      “Really? He said Jacinta?” It was an odd name in Canada. It meant hyacinth flower, and until she and Wes started placing at competitions, she kept having to explain that she pronounced her name as Ja-sin-ta.

      “Yeah, we’re pretty sure. I know it seems a bit random, and my grandma doesn’t know what to make of it, but do you think you could come to Glengarry? I’ll text you the address. I know you’re busy, and you’ve got all these sponsorship deals … ”

      She blinked back a few tears. He had to ask? If it had been the other way around, Wes would have broken the time-space continuum to zip to her side. It was one of the things she lo—appreciated about him. Not only his broad shoulders, his smell, and the way he managed to joke before either of them had sipped their morning coffee, but his loyalty. Nothing mattered more than his family. He’d once said that he’d die for his two brothers, and she knew he meant it.

      “I’m on my way,” she said, already grabbing her keys and shutting off the lights.

      She’d driven to Bert and Susan Allan’s farmhouse three times before, once for an ice cream and sorbet festival, once for an apple festival, and once for the couple’s wedding anniversary, but Jacinta didn’t relish heading to the country at dusk. Wes had warned her about deer jumping into the road, so she took her time and made sure to flash her high beams once she exited the 417 highway and took a slow right into Glengarry, Ontario.

      The tiny farming community sat about an hour’s drive east of Ottawa, Jacinta's birthplace, even during rush hour traffic, but Glengarry had created its own subuniverse. She marvelled at the cows grazing in the pasture, while in nearby fields, rows of corn stalks grew taller than she was. She braked for one cat skittering across the pavement.

      When she turned right onto Frog Hollow Road, a dozen cars already lined the shoulder, overflowing the farm’s ample parking lot. She shook her head and smiled. Most of them were customers, but Bert

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
        
          
            
              
        
      

      

      

      
        
          
        
      

      

      

      
        
          
        
      

      

      

      
        
          
        
      

      

      

      
        
          
        
      

      

      

      

      

      
    

  

OEBPS/images/qrcode-myicom-300-dpi.jpg





OEBPS/images/windtree-logocolorsmaller.jpg
Winditree

Press





OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		Cover


      		
        Title Page
      


      		
        Contents
      


      		
        Copyright
      


      		
        1. Olympic Ice Dance Final – Jacinta
      


      		
        2. Playing Defence – Wes
      


      		
        3. Making a Move – Jacinta
      


      		
        4. Grandparents Know Best – Wes
      


      		
        5. The Fire Before the Ice – Jacinta
      


      		
        6. The Prediction – Wes
      


      		
        7. Will you? – Jacinta and Wes
      


      		
        Author note
      


      		
        Also by Melissa Yi
      


    


  
  
    
      		Cover


      		Title Page


      		Contents


      		Copyright


      		Beginning


      		Also by Melissa Yi


    


  


OEBPS/images/fire-and-ice-prelim-cover-300-dpir-1gkkiq.jpg





