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actually shot the puck and made a clean and precise goal past his friends. Right then, right there, I saw true talent. But of course, I didn’t want him as an opponent. In a fit a rage, I yelled out and cussed at him. He ran of course; no one was allowed to be there. Along with the others, they ran out of the stadium and out of my sight. The only thing I knew I about him was by overhearing the others calling out his name ‘Mike’, telling him to hurry up and get out of there. For the remainder of the day, I kept my eye out for him. I didn’t get a clear view of his face, but I knew I could recognize him once he gets on the rink.”
“And did you?” questioned the boy, “Did you figure out how we was?”
“Unfortunately, no. Although at first, I was surprisingly happy that he wasn’t part of the opponent’s team. Throughout the game, I lost focus on our team. Not just that game, these few games too,” Johnson suddenly rose up and put out his cigarette, “But no more! This has gone on long enough, its time to focus my energy on the team. There’s no use crying over spilt milk.”
“Is that so?” the adolescent turned his slight frown upside down as he continued, “With their coach so determined, I’m sure the team will do great and make us proud in the next game! Well, Mr. Johnson, I got to clean up and leave now. It’s been an honor to speak with you.” He turned around and headed back to pick up the sweeper 

“My name? I’m just the cleaning boy. There’s no point in learning my name,” the young man smiled, “So, what’s wrong?”

Johnson gazed the well-built boy for a moment then shifted his eyes away as he retorted, “What would a cleaning boy know about my troubles?”

In response to the sharp remark, the adolescent too a step back while a frown surfaced from his face. His youthful energy seemed to have taken over as he approached the man once again. “I maybe not understand, but its better to have someone to talk to than keeping it all inside,” the boy stated as he tilted his head and gave another smile.

Johnson remained silent, staring curiously at the boy and his smile. 

“Well?” the boy took initiative, “What is it? It is because of the team? They’ve lost almost all the games this season, is that why?” 

The hockey coach cringed as if he just took a blow to his stomach. “This losing streak is not doing well for us. The team is losing morale.”

“Hmm… Its probably just a rough season, the team always pulls through. Don’t they?” he asked rhetorically, “I mean, just look at the last couple of years! Its not luck that they made it ”

“Its probably my fault for being overly confident. Our star players are getting rusty without the intense practice we had when we 
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he had earlier abandoned.

Johnson stood still for a while as if reminiscing his game plan. He gazed over his shoulder, noticing the boy departing from the stadium. He quickly caught up with him and grabbed him by the arm. “Hey boy!” he called out, “What’s your name again?”
“Like I said earlier… No one important. Just think of me as a shooting star, a stranger in the sky that you’ll only ever see once” Then the stranger smiled and walked away.


“From the moment I first saw him, I knew he was the one,” exclaimed a man in a decisive tone. With his arms folded across his chest, he continued his conversation with the cheery adolescent boy…
It was late at night; the crowd seemed to have dissipated from the grand stadium after the disappointing match. It was another glorious victory for the visiting team. The older man stayed after the humiliated home team players packed their equipment and rushed home. Lighting up a smoke, he sat on one of the benches and gloomed over the loss as he mumbled curses to himself. He was soon discovered by a teenager who seemed to be sweeping the stadium floor. 

“Mr. Johnson!” the boy yelled out as he placed his sweeper on the dirty floor, “What are you still doing here? The team’s already left.”
The energetic voice caught Johnson’s attention, disrupting his deep pondering. His eyes scanned the soiled boy before letting out a silent scoff. The boy approached as Johnson stood his ground and waited until the boy was in range, “How did you know my name?”
“Of course I know you, Mr. Johnson. You’re the coach of the hockey team.”
“Hmm,” the man spoke in a slightly pompous tone, “What’s your name, boy?”
just started out. These newcomers from the other teams are outplaying us. We’ve got to bring our team up to the standard again,” Johnson sighed as he took a deep puff on his cigarette.


“Well… Do you have anyone in mind?”

“In fact, there is,” Johnson’s face tensed and spoke in a melancholic voice, “From the moment I first saw him, I knew he was the one. Whether it’s his skill, or agility, I have never seen any like it. But most of all, it was his natural charisma that caught my eye. He’s got all the qualities of a star.” 


“Oh really?” the adolescent chuckled in slight amusement, “Where did you find a guy that like?”

“It’s hard to believe, but he was right here in this stadium, before the big match that started this season.”

“So, why didn’t get him to join the team? You are the coach aren’t you?”

Johnson’s face turned a shade of red as he retorted, “I thought he was one of the opposing team. I saw a few of his comrades cheering him on for him to attempt a slap shot. I first stared in amusement; you could tell that he didn’t have much professional training.”
Noticing the boy’s raised eyebrows, Johnson let out a soft baritone laugh. “You must think I’m contradicting myself. I haven’t gone crazy, yet. Anyways, as I was saying… I was surprised when he 
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