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Chapter One




It was the end of the day on September 1, 1999 at Morgansville High School in the city of Morgansville, a city of about 16,000 located in a hilly prairie location in the province of Edine, in the country of Martella.  The school day ran from 8:15 to 3:30, with classes being held as follows: 8:15-9:15, 9:30-10:30, 10:45-11:45, 1:00-2:00, and 2:15-3:15.  There were also two homeroom periods, one from 11:50-12:00, and the other running from 3:20-3:30, with a one-hour lunch break from 12:00-1:00.

Mortimer Biston, or Blue, as he liked to be called, struggled in opening up what he thought was his locker, wondering why his combination was not working.  He was named after his grandfather because his mom wanted to find a way to honour her father’s memory, and was given the nickname “Blue” by his parents when he was small because of his obsession with the colour blue, and the nickname stuck, as did his obsession with the colour.  Blue, who would be turning 15 on October 16, was born and raised in Morgansville, as was his brother, Dave, who was three years younger than him.  Their parents moved here from Caledonia while Mrs. Biston was pregnant with Blue, partly because Mr. Biston had gotten a job as a financial advisor at Morgansville Savings and Credit Union, and partly due to the fact that Mrs. Biston wanted to move to a smaller, more family-oriented town, as she felt that Caledonia was too dangerous.

The city of Morgansville was a popular tourist destination, as it was near a large lake and a major cross-country ski area.  Many of the tourists would come in the summer for the beaches, and in the winter for cross-country skiing.  The city’s other major industry was the finance industry, which centred on the city’s two major credit unions: Morgansville Savings and Credit Union, and Town and Country Credit Union.  Agriculture and ranching made up the other elements of the local economy.  Most of the residents were younger families who, just like Mrs. Biston, wanted to move away from the big city and settle down in a smaller, more family-oriented town.  There were also some single adults who lived there, many of whom were lured by the tourism industry, while others were lured by employment opportunities at the credit unions, which were highly regarded as great places to start their careers.

Suddenly, Blue heard an angry male voice, and a guy approached him with a look of annoyance and anger.  “Hey, what are you doing?!” the guy asked angrily.

“Huh?  What?”  Blue asked, looking up.

“Why are you trying to break into my locker?!” the guy demanded to know.

“What do you mean?  I’m not trying to break into any locker,” said Blue.

“Well, the way things look, that is exactly what you’re trying to do!”

“You sure?  Isn’t this locker 69?”

“No!  This is locker 629!  Look at the number on the front!”

Blue looked down at the number written on the front, and saw that he was indeed at locker 629, and not his locker, 69.  “Oh!  No wonder my locker combination didn’t work!  Sorry dude,” Blue said.

“Next time, be more careful, you idiot!” the guy retorted.

Blue then slunk away, his green eyes looking down, embarrassed that he made that mistake.  As Blue walked away, the guy stared at Blue with a dirty look, before he opened up his own locker.  Usually, Blue didn’t forget where his locker was, or his locker combination, but he was in a hurry to meet with his friends, Paul Cars and Jimmy Newton, both of whom he had known since elementary.  They were supposed to be waiting for him outside of the school, but when Blue arrived at his first-floor locker, Jimmy and Paul were already there, waiting for him impatiently.  Blue put his hand through his thick black hair, looking very confused.  “You’re late!  What were you doing?” Paul asked.

“Uh, weren’t we supposed to meet outside?” Blue asked.

“No, we agreed to meet here,” Jimmy replied.  “Did you forget?”

“No.  Yesterday we agreed to meet outside,” Blue responded.

“And at lunchtime today we changed the meeting place to your locker, where we are now,” Paul said.

“Oh right!” Blue said, slapping his hand on his forehead.  “I guess I did forget, then.”

Blue opened up his locker, took out his books, and locked it.  “I went to the wrong locker.  I went to locker 629 instead of 69,” he said.  “My mind has just not been working today.”

“Really?  That’s not like you.  What happened?” asked Paul.

“I don’t know,” replied Blue.  “I’m just trying to figure out how I can give back to the school after everything that had happened last year.  I don’t want any teacher telling me that all I do is take, take, take, and never give back.”

“Don’t worry about that.  You know, sometimes teachers don’t know what they’re talking about,” Paul replied.

“Thanks, Mr. Psychologist,” Blue said, somewhat unimpressed with Paul’s reply.

 Paul’s nickname was “Mr. Psychologist,” which was given to him in Grade 7 because he would give advice to any person that had a problem, whether they asked for it or not.  However, he always seemed to help everyone solve their problems, so no one complained too much.  Because he enjoyed helping people, and with his success in helping people solve their problems, Paul had decided that the wanted to become a therapist, and was already looking at the top schools for clinical psychology.  He saw high school as a perfect training ground for himself because of some of the drama that a person could experience in a typical day.  His behaviour and demeanour also suggested that he was suited for the profession, as he was pretty serious and quiet, and had never changed the style of his black hair since he was in Grade 6.  A few weeks older than Blue, his birthday being on September 18, Paul had piercing blue eyes that stared through his thick glasses, but was shorter than Blue and Jimmy, at 5’5”, and slightly stocky at 140 pounds.

Jimmy was also several weeks older than Blue, with his birthday coming up in a couple of days on Friday, September 3.  He was more of a free spirit, which showed in how he conducted himself.  He already had a couple of tattoos on his arm, and even coloured his natural blonde hair blue because he didn’t want to be like everyone else.  He was shorter than Blue, though a little taller than Paul at 5’6”, and was also quite stocky 150 pounds.

The particular issue that Paul was trying to comfort Blue about was related to what happened in the previous school year, 1998-1999, when Blue was in Grade 9, his first year of high school.  Blue got very good grades, but he didn’t get any awards or scholarships because he never participated in any extra-curricular activities at the school.  Many of the teachers complained to Blue and his parents that he was not filled with school spirit, and was taking from the school by only focusing on his schoolwork.  As a result, Blue wanted to make sure that his Grade 10 year, 1999-2000, would go better, and that he would earn more respect from everyone in school, especially the teachers.

After Blue put on his jacket and picked up his backpack, he, Jimmy, and Paul started walking towards the exit, located near the theatre, when Tiffany Norton, a friend of Blue’s since elementary school, ran up to them.  She was short at 5’0”, but was very slender, had straight blonde hair that went just past her shoulders, and big brown eyes.  She was also a cheerleader, and was in really good shape.  “Oh good, I finally caught up to you, Blue,” she said, out of breath because she had to run quite a long distance to catch up to the other three.

“What is it, Tiffany?  You’re completely out of breath, so it must be important,” Blue asked.

She took a few moments to regain her composure.  Then, with a hopeful tone in her voice, she asked Blue, “I-I-I was just wondering if you were interested in coming with me to my house, maybe so we could do our homework together?”

“No, I’m good.  I need to get home soon because my parents will start wondering what is happening to me.”

“Oh,” Tiffany said, looking down disappointed that Blue had once again turned down an invitation to meet with her outside of school.  “Are you sure?”

“Yeah, I’m sure.”

“Okay, well, I guess I’ll see you tomorrow.”

Blue said, “Okay, see you then!”

Tiffany slowly walked away towards a different exit, occasionally turning around hoping that maybe Blue had changed his mind.  As Blue and his friends walked towards the theatre exit, Jimmy gave him a slap on the shoulder, saying, “Dude!  What are you doing?!  Didn’t you see that Tiffany was coming on to you?!”

“Huh?  No, I doubt it,” said Blue, not believing his friend.

“Really?” replied Paul.  “You know, I think she has this major crush on you.  I mean, she won’t tell you because she may be hoping that you will pick up on her hints.  Or maybe she’s just too shy to tell you.  But I can see that she has some sort of feelings for you.”

“Uh, I don’t think she does.  What makes you think that, Mr. Psychologist?” Blue asked.

“Well, just think about it.  She’s always inviting you over either to her house or downtown, she always looks excited whenever she sees you, and she has this look that girls give when they want to be more than friends.”

“Nah.  I doubt it has anything to do with wanting to date me,” Blue replied.

Suddenly, Blue stopped walking and looked at something posted on the exit door.  “What is that?” he asked, as Jimmy and Paul also had to stop suddenly.

“What’s what?” Paul said, making sure he didn’t fall down.

“That!” Blue replied, pointing at the paper on the door.

On it was a sign that read, “Football tryouts, September 2, 1999, after school.  Anyone is invited to try out (yes, including the girls).  Please be sure to change into your gym clothes, and remember to wear an athletic support.”  The poster also had a picture of the team from last year.  The league that Morgansville High School played in used Canadian football rules, and consisted of 12 schools, with the teams being divided into two divisions of six.  The regular season was eight weeks long, with every team playing one game each week.  Each team played all the other teams in its own division once, and three games against teams from the other division.  This was followed by the league playoffs, which lasted for the three weeks following the final regular season game, and consisted of quarterfinals, semi-finals, and the league championship.  After that came the provincial playoffs, which was played over the following three weeks, and also consisted of quarterfinals, semi-finals, and the provincial finals.

“Oh, it would appear to be a poster for football tryouts,” Paul said.  “Funny how we didn’t see it there before.”

Blue took the poster off of the door, and looked at it.  “You know, I could try out to be a kicker,” he said.

“Uh, are you crazy?!” said Jimmy.  “You’ve never played competitive sports in your life!  How are you going to be a kicker?”

“I kick the soccer ball and football all the time with Dave, and even with you guys sometimes, in that park near my house.  We don’t just play horseshoes, you know,” Blue said.

“True.  But there is a difference between playing with your brother and us, and playing a competitive game in a pressure situation,” said Paul.

“But, this would be a great way for me to get some respect around here, especially from the teachers that kept saying that all I do is take from the school,” Blue replied.

“Are you still holding onto that?  You know, that is not a good reason to get into something where you might embarrass yourself,” Jimmy retorted.

“I’m in good shape.  Okay, fine, I don’t lift weights after the near-torn groin from last year, but I think I could do it,” Blue said.  “Besides, I’m 5’9”, 139 pounds, and you don’t need to be as tall as a basketball centre to be a kicker.  Especially not in high school, and in Grade 10 at that.”

“Well, you don’t lift weights because your mom now locks up the weights because she is scared that you will seriously get injured again,” Paul said.  “And, the height and weight thing can play a factor in any sport if you’re not careful.”

“But, my mom is always encouraging me to play sports, so this might work,” Blue said.

“Okay, do what you want, but don’t say we didn’t warn you,” Jimmy said.

Blue took the poster with him and put it in his backpack.  Then, he walked with Jimmy and Paul to the school bus, which they all boarded.  Blue didn’t live close enough to the school to be able to walk to school, since he lived about three kilometres away, and his mom did not have a car at home to be able to drive Blue to school.  Jimmy and Paul lived about a couple of blocks away from Blue, and both of their parents worked, so they too could not walk to school or get a ride from their parents.  When the bus arrived in front of Blue’s house, he said goodbye to Jimmy and Paul, and got off.  After saying hello to a couple of neighbours, he fished for his house key in his pocket, and after finding the key, he opened the house door, and went inside.

“Hi honey, how was school?” asked Mrs. Biston, whose first name was Maria, as Blue entered the house.  She was sitting in the living room waiting for Blue to come home.  Dave was the city’s only New Year’s Baby, having the honour of being the only one in town that was born on New Year’s Day, had already come home an hour earlier, and was in his room doing his homework.

Blue’s house was a four-level split.  On the upper floor were all the bedrooms.  Blue’s room was the furthest to the left, and across from his room was the master bedroom, where his parents slept.  The master bedroom had its own full bathroom, and included a hot tub.  Dave’s room was closest to the stairs, and was next to Blue’s room.  Across from Dave’s room was the hallway closet, as well as the other full bathroom.  The main floor, where Blue and Mrs. Biston currently were, had a kitchen, a dining room, and a living room.  However, the living room did not have a television because Mrs. Biston liked the idea of making the living room a “talking area.”  The reasoning that Mrs. Biston gave was that if they had guests over, or if anyone in the family wanted to talk outside of dinner, this would be a quiet area to discuss things without any distractions.  On the third floor was the family room, which had a computer and Dave and Blue’s video games.  It was also the only part of the house that had a television because Mrs. Biston wanted to ensure any noise in the house only came from that area.  The third floor also had another full bathroom, as well as a guest room in case any relatives came over for a visit.  Finally, there was the basement, which Mr. and Mrs. Biston had developed when Blue was three years old so that Mr. Biston could have a home office, especially if he had to bring his work home with him.  The basement also included Mrs. Biston’s sewing room, a storage room, and the washer and dryer.

“It was good, though I confused my locker with someone else’s for the first time ever,” Blue responded as he took off his jacket.  “And the guy whose locker I was trying to open was not very happy about it.”

“Don’t worry, it can happen to anyone,” Mrs. Biston said.  “Sit down, and let’s talk.  Anything interesting happen?”

“Well,” Blue said as he opened his bag to pull out the football tryout poster, “there are these tryouts tomorrow, and I thought that I might try out as a kicker for the football team.”

Blue sat down next to his mom, and handed her the poster.  She examined it, and then said, “This looks nice, dear.  You should do it.”

“Really?  You don’t think I’ll embarrass myself?”

“Now where would you get a thought like that?  This is a good idea because it will get those pesky teachers off of your back about not having school spirit, like they did all of last year.”

“Well, Paul and Jimmy-,” Blue started.

“Forget what they say!” Mrs. Biston said, cutting Blue off.  “If you don’t make the team, then you don’t make the team.  But you’ll never know unless you try.”

“Thanks Mom.”

Mrs. Biston then gave the poster back to Blue, and he went up to his room.  Blue, as well as Dave, usually did their homework in their respective bedrooms.  They rarely went to the office in the basement because, with it being their dad’s office, Mr. Biston had told them not to use it since he didn’t want them to mess up anything down there due to Mr. Biston’s work having installed new, expensive technologies down there.  Morgansville Savings and Credit Union had recently set up its email and webmail system, the latter allowing employees to check email when they were not at the office.  The credit union had also introduced teleconferencing and videoconferencing technologies.  With these new systems in place, Mr. Biston was allowed to work from home for a couple of days a week, if he wanted.  Because he didn’t have to bring his work home with him anymore, he did sometimes take advantage of this opportunity, but most of the time he would do his work at the credit union because he preferred to be around people.

Blue turned on his computer when he entered his room to do his Social Studies homework, which was to make a summary of the readings that were assigned.  It took him about half an hour to complete, after which he moved on to his Math homework.  This took him an hour because of the difficulty, and once that was done, he went to have a shower.  Luckily, Dave had already finished his homework and had a shower, so the washroom in the hall was free.  After his shower, he went downstairs for dinner with the rest of his family.

“Hey there, Blue, how are you doing?  How was your day?” asked Mr. Biston, whose full name was Carter Banks Biston.

“I’m doing alright.  The day was okay,” Blue replied.

“That’s it?  Just okay?  Anything interesting happen?” asked Mr. Biston.

“I saw this poster for football tryouts, and…,” Blue started to say.

“You’re not thinking of trying out, are you?” Mr. Biston replied angrily, interrupting Blue.  “You know how I feel about competitive sports, and if you are thinking about trying out, you are in trouble.”

“Well, I actually was thinking about trying out as a kicker.”

“Over my dead body!  Why do you want to do something that will cause you to get an ego?!”

“But dad!  It might help me out in getting those teachers off of my back for not having school spirit.”

“No!  Forget what those people say!  You are there to get good grades and become a finance professional!”

“Dad!  I don’t want to go into finance!  And I really think that football might help me out, especially in getting some of those awards!”

“No!  If they think that grades don’t matter, then they’re wrong!  And, why don’t you want to follow in my footsteps?!”

“Because, it’s not what I enjoy!  I want to find my own path in life!”

Mrs. Biston interrupted the argument, saying, “Carter, come on.  This would really work for Blue.  And why do you want him to do what you want him to do?  He should go into a profession that he likes.”

“But sports, Maria?  What will he do with that?” Mr. Biston asked.

“It looks good on the resume.  Before I met you, I was a volleyball star, and I was able to secure a great job because of the fact that I had played sports.”

“Yes, I know.  I did meet you at one of your games.  And just after we got married, when you got your job, you mentioned you playing volleyball was a reason behind you getting it.”

“Then what’s the problem with Blue playing some sports?  It could help him keep busy on the weekends, since he won’t be playing video games when he doesn’t have any homework to do.”

“Uh, Mom, games are on Fridays,” Blue corrected Mrs. Biston.

“Oh, I was not aware of that.  When I was in school, games were on the weekends,” Mrs. Biston replied.  “But I still think that that trying out is going to do Blue wonders.  And think of the new friends he’ll make too!”

Mr. Biston turned to Blue, and asked him, “Okay, Blue, if I say yes, do you promise to do your homework, and to stay humble?”

“I do Dad, I promise to keep up my grades,” Blue responded happily.  “And to not develop an ego.”

“Okay then, give the tryout a go.”

“Oh, thank you so much, Dad!”

The family then finished the rest of their dinner, and Blue just could not stop grinning because of how happy he was that his parents, especially his dad, agreed to let him try out for the team.  After dinner, Blue finished off the rest of his homework, then went downstairs to watch a bit of TV.  At about 10, he went up to brush his teeth, then went to sleep.





Chapter Two




It took Blue almost an hour to fall asleep that night because was still so excited.  All he could think about was how great of an experience this would be.  He was also really confident that he could make the team because the kicker from the previous year was now in university, meaning that the kicker’s spot was wide open.  

The next morning, he woke up at 6 because he just could not contain his excitement.  After brushing his teeth, Blue prayed for a good tryout, and that at least the teachers would take him seriously about wanting to give back to the school after trying out for one of the school teams.  At about 6:30, he went downstairs to the dining room to have breakfast.  Mrs. Biston was already there, preparing the table for the breakfast, as was Dave, who was already eating.  He looked up, and was surprised to see Blue down so early, since Blue usually would not come down until about 7.  “You’re up early,” Dave said to Blue in a surprised tone.  “What gives?”

“I just couldn’t sleep in anymore,” said Blue as he was sitting down to eat.  “I’m just too excited about the tryouts today.”

“But the tryouts aren’t until after school,” Dave replied.  “Aren’t you going to be tired?”

“Don’t worry, Dave.  I’ll be fine,” Blue said.  “Sometimes athletes have to go on very little sleep, and have to go on pure adrenaline.  Think about those pro athletes that sometimes have to play games on consecutive nights.”

“But, don’t they take steroids and other drugs?” Mrs. Biston asked.

“I don’t know,” Blue replied.

“Well, I think they do.  And last night, before we went to sleep, your dad was still uneasy about you trying out.  In fact, he was worried you might start getting into drugs.  You know, it isn’t only the professionals that take drugs.  I want you to promise both of us that you will not do steroids or any other drugs that these pros do.”

“Don’t worry mom, I promise I won’t get into that stuff,” Blue replied.

“Same here,” chimed in Dave.

“Okay then,” Mrs. Biston said to both of them.

After his breakfast, Blue went up to his room to get ready for school.  He changed out of his pajamas into his school clothes, packed up his backpack, and headed down.  Dave had already left because the junior high that he went to started at 7:45.  Blue said goodbye to his mom and waited outside for the bus.  It was a nice sunny day out, and the forecast called for it to be warm the entire day, meaning that Blue wouldn’t have to deal with poor field conditions when the tryout started.  When the bus arrived, Blue got on, and looked for Paul and Jimmy, who were not there.  “Where are Paul and Jimmy?” he asked the driver.

“Oh, their dad called this morning and said he would drop them off,” said the driver.

“Oh,” Blue replied.

Blue then sat in one of the empty seats, and put his bag onto the seat.  He opened the bag and pulled out the poster for the tryouts.  “I am going to try out for the ballet!” he said aloud.

The entire bus erupted in laughter at the remark.  “Oh, that would be cool to see!  Blue Biston in a tutu!” yelled one person.

“Hey, it might fit you properly!  You’re so quiet and reserved that prancing around in a pink outfit suits you perfectly!” said another.

“What?” Blue asked.  “Why are you talking about tutus and pink outfits?”

“You just said you were going to try out for the ballet!” someone said.

“Oh!  No, no, no, no, no,” a defensive Blue said.  “I misspoke.  I meant to say that I’m trying out for the school’s football team.”

The bus erupted in even louder laughter.  “Ha!  I’ve never even seen you work out, let alone lift weights!  How are you going to play football, a man’s game?!” yelled one person.

“Oh, he must be kidding!  There’s no way that Blue would ever put himself in that danger!” another retorted.

“As if his parents would let him play!  His mom won’t even show him where the weights are!  How is he going to lift a bunch of defenders on his back?!” said another.

“My parents are okay with it.  And you’ll see, I’ll be good at it,” Blue responded to them, disgusted at the reaction on the bus.  “Besides, I’m going to be a kicker.”

“Ha!  These days, kickers are expected to get more involved on kicking plays beyond just kicking the ball!” someone else said.

“You’ll see,” Blue replied.  “I’ll make the team, and then you will have nothing to laugh about.”

When the bus arrived at school, Blue got off, entered the school, and went straight to his locker.  As he was putting his jacket away, Paul and Jimmy came up to him.  “So, how did you like that Math homework?” Jimmy asked.

“I found it a little challenging, but I got through it,” Blue responded, as they walked to Math class.  “Thank God that there is an Internet now.  I was able to go online and find out what I was doing wrong and get through some of the more difficult problems.  I didn’t have to call the Homework Help Line and wait on hold for hours.”

“Yeah, I know what you mean,” Paul said.  “I truly believe the Internet will be something that will be an important aspect in people’s lives because the information on it will help people answer their questions.”

“If this Internet thing ever takes off, like so many analysts are predicting, would it ever put you out of business when you get your clinical practice started?” Jimmy asked.

“Ha!  I think psychologists, especially clinical psychologists, will never get replaced by the Internet!” Paul said.  “After all, people will still need human contact when they’re discussing their problems, and that is one thing that computers and all of this technology coming out cannot replace!  I’d love to see a computer try to give the nurturing environment that someone with problems needs!  I’d love to see how a computer reacts to situations that requires a compassionate human to intervene in those cases!”

“But we’re already seeing instant messaging software coming out,” Blue said, “and a good number of people are already using it.  In fact, those people are replacing talking on the phone with that software.  Who knows what will come next to replace face-to-face contact?”

“Do you really think computer software can replace human contact?!” Paul replied.  “As if people will try to use software, Internet or otherwise, to replace the need for being around other people!  And it’s not like instant messaging has the capabilities of listening to people the way another person can.  The communication is way too disjointed to be effective to replace an actual therapist!”

Just then, they arrived at their Math classroom.  As they entered, Blue said, “Oh!  I almost forgot to tell you guys that I am going to try out for the football team as a kicker.”

“What?!” Paul said.  “Since we’re in the same English class, we’ll talk about it after this class.”

In class, Jimmy sat at the front, while Paul and Blue sat closer to the middle of the room.  It was ironic that Jimmy would sit at the front of the class because of how disruptive and hyperactive he was.  Many of the teachers constantly told him to be quiet, and always wondered how a student like him would want to sit at the front instead of at the back, where the disruptive students usually sat.  Jimmy would always respond that it was easier for him to keep focus if he sat at the front of the class instead of the back because he knew that someone would be right there to keep him in check.  And he was being truthful in his reply.  He honestly felt that if he sat at the back, he would be distracted by the kids that fooled around, which would not allow him to concentrate on the material being taught.

After class, Blue, Jimmy, and Paul left together.  Before he went to his gym class, Jimmy said to Blue, “Look, before I head to Pillar’s class of hell, I have to tell you, I don’t think it’s a good idea for you to try out for the team.”

“Why not?” Blue asked.

“Because, you will end up stuck with a bunch of jerks, then become one.”

“I won’t.  You know me, I’m not the type that even likes to be the centre of attention.”

“Okay.  I guess all I have to say, then, is good luck.  And I hope that you




















