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The Discipline Of It

    by Fangirl_Shrieks

      Summary

      Shane was fourteen the first time a number felt like safety.

The nutritionist worked out of an office in Kanata, framed certificates, a calm voice, laminated charts with columns. She explained it simply: fuel in, output required, timing of each. She said it was a starting point.

Shane took notes in the margins the way he took notes on everything—completely, past what was required. Yuna had found the nutritionist herself, sat beside him, and took notes too.

Like mother, like son.

-

Or: Shane’s system works until it doesn’t; Ilya notices first.



      Notes

        This story is about disordered eating, but more than that it’s about a mother and a son, and more than that it’s about where you come from to become who you are.

It contains depictions of disordered eating, food restriction, control, and related psychological distress. While nothing is described in graphic detail, these themes are central and sustained throughout the work.

Please take care while reading.


        
          See the end of the work for more notes
        



  






    






The Discipline Of It

    
      The form is called a Physical Readiness Assessment and Shane has filled out forty-three of them throughout his career, which he knows because he keeps a spreadsheet. He has filled them out correctly every time—sleep hours, recovery protocols, hydration, dietary framework.
The form asks, among other things, whether the player has experienced any significant changes in body weight over the past calendar year.
Shane writes: Adjusting to new training schedule. See attached nutritional framework.
The form asks whether the player has any dietary restrictions or requirements the team should be aware of.
Shane writes: Modified performance-based nutritional approach. Framework document attached.
The form asks whether the player has experienced fatigue, difficulty concentrating, or changes in mood that might affect performance.
Shane thinks about Hayden’s FanMail video, thinks about getting married only two months ago, thinks about leaving Montreal to sign with Ottawa last spring, and writes: Normal preseason adjustment period.
He hands it in on his third day of training camp, which is also the day he runs the fastest edge drill times Ottawa has recorded in four years, and he thinks nothing more about it until Dr. Anand's assistant calls to schedule a follow-up.

The follow-up is in a small room off the practice facility that smells like athletic tape and new carpet. Dr. Anand has Shane's form on the desk, and next to it a printout Shane doesn't immediately recognize, and next to that a woman he doesn't know who introduces herself as Andrea, the performance wellness coordinator.
Dr. Anand has the manner of someone who has been in many rooms with many athletes who were about to be defensive and has made peace with this.
"Your edge drill times were exceptional," Dr. Anand says. She says it the way doctors say things they are about to complicate. "You're in very good cardiovascular shape."
"Thank you," Shane says because it would be rude to say I know.
“Your form did flag in a couple of areas.” She’s looking at the printout. “Your weight is down from your last recorded full physical—your exit medical after the playoffs. About nine kilograms. What’s more concerning is that it hasn’t come back up over the off-season. Not enough to be immediately concerning on its own, but enough that we should monitor it closely.” She pauses. “Body composition has shifted as well. We're seeing less lean mass than we'd expect from someone at your training load.”
"I've been adjusting to this city again," Shane says. "New kitchen, house, schedule.”
“Sure,” Dr. Anand says. She doesn't say it dismissively, more like she's filing it.
“I've had a hard spring. You might know a little about that." Who didn’t, at this point? In March, Brad had made sure of that. It is now September.
“I try to base my conclusions on what’s in front of me and what my clients tell me,” she says, gently. “I don’t engage with media narratives. That said, I am aware of your profile in the sport. I’d like you to feel safe here.”
“Okay,” Shane says.
“The other thing is your energy output numbers from the first week of skates. Your conditioning is fine, better than fine, honestly. Your cardiovascular numbers are excellent, as mentioned. But we’re seeing some fatigue patterns in the afternoon sessions that suggest you’re not recovering the way someone at your level should be recovering.”
Shane looks at the printout. The numbers are his numbers. He knows all of them.
"I can adjust my post-skate nutrition window," he says.
“We’d like you to work with our performance nutritionist,” Andrea cuts in. Shane had nearly forgotten she was there. “Dr. Patel. She works with most of the roster. It’s standard within our performance staff structure.”
“I’ve been using a nutritional framework for eight years,” Shane says.
“We know,” Andrea says. Her face is flat. Patient, but firm. “We’d still like you to check in with her.”
A pause.
“And separately—this isn’t mandatory—but we’d recommend you meet with our performance psychologist. Given the transition, last season, given”—a slight pause—“everything. It’s a resource available if you want it.”
Shane looks at her.
“It’s not mandatory,” she repeats.
“Sure,” Shane says. “Fine.”
He drives home and the late Ottawa summer does what it does outside the car window: breezy and specific and familiar in a way that hasn’t stopped being strange—being home but not the home he built for himself, being his city but not quite his anymore. He sits in the driveway for six minutes before parking the car.

Ilya is at the counter reading something on his phone when Shane comes through the door. Anya gets there first because Anya always gets there first; she has been monitoring the door since approximately twenty minutes before Shane's car pulled into the driveway, operating on a system of predictions that she has never been wrong about and that Shane has never been able to explain.
She does four full circles around Shane's legs before he's put his bag down. Then she sits and looks up at him to conduct a formal inspection, finding the results acceptable.
"Hi," Shane says to her.
She wags once, satisfied, and goes to sit on Ilya's feet.
Ilya looks up from his phone. His face does the thing it does—the slight shift, the reading, the thing Shane has spent thirteen years both needing and finding difficult to be on the receiving end of.
"How was it?"
"Fine.” Shane goes to the fridge and opens it and looks at it without taking anything out. "They want me to see the nutritionist. And a psychologist."
Ilya says nothing for a moment. "Okay."
"It's routine," Shane explains. "New team intake. They do it with everyone."
"Sure.”
Shane closes the fridge.
He gets crackers from the cabinet—Simple Mills, five ingredients, the brand he switched to eight months ago because the original ones had something added—and counts out six onto a small plate and then counts them again. He stands at the counter and eats two.
Ilya has gone back to reading his phone. Or he is performing reading his phone, which is not the same thing, and Shane can tell the difference and doesn’t say so.
Anya, still on Ilya's feet, watches Shane eat with the fixed attention she brings to all food-adjacent activity. Not begging because she is more sophisticated than begging. She’s simply making herself available in case the situation evolves.
"I'm going to look at tape," Shane says. “Prepare more.”
"Okay," Ilya says.
Shane picks up the plate with the remaining four crackers and takes it with him. He sets it on the desk in an extra bedroom that has become his film room and closes the door and does not eat the crackers and watches tape for two and a half hours.
When he comes out for dinner, Ilya has made something that smells good and doesn't ask why Shane didn’t finish the crackers.
Shane eats some of the dinner and says it's very good, which it is. Ilya has always been a good cook in the way that people are good cooks when they have had, at various points in their lives, to fend entirely for themselves. Resourceful, unfussy, not precious about it. Hearty and wholesome.
"Sveta says hello," Ilya says.
"When did you talk to Svetlana?"
“This afternoon. She wants to know about the house. I told her Ottawa will disappoint her. She said everywhere disappoints her.”
Shane smiles. "Tell her she can come whenever."
"I told her.” Ilya nods. “She wants to know about the dog." Ilya looks down at Anya, who has materialized fully beside him at the word dog, sitting upright with the attentiveness of someone who has heard their name and is anxiously waiting to hear what is being said about them. "I explained that we have a dog," Ilya tells her seriously, scratching her behind the ear. Her tail wags once in acceptance.
To Shane, he adds, “Sveta did not see the point in a dog. Loyalty and unconditional love mean nothing to Russian women. That is why we are better at war.”
Shane ducks his head, trying—and failing—not to laugh. “You’re the one who decided about the dog.”
“I decided about the dog,” Ilya agrees. “You agreed to the dog when you married me. These are separate contributions.”
Anya is now actively loitering at his feet, watching for weakness. Ilya slips her a cube of cheese when he thinks Shane isn’t looking.
“According to the vet,” Shane says mildly, “she could stand to lose a few pounds.”
“Oh, so you would subject her to your rabbit food as well?”
He covers Anya’s ears gently. “Don’t listen to him, malyshka. Papa’s beautiful, perfect girl. Daddy does not know a good thing when it hits him in the face.”
Shane rolls his eyes and returns to his dinner. The window behind Ilya's shoulder is dark now, the Ottawa summer that falls late and all at once, bleeding into the earliest stages of fall, and Ilya's face in the kitchen light is the face Shane has been looking at for over a decade and still sometimes catches him off guard, how much is in it, how much there is to know about a person and how long it takes and how you never stop.
He eats what he eats. He says the food is good again.
Anya eventually relocates back under the table. She rests her chin on Shane's foot, perhaps deciding that Shane’s absence is one that will not be tolerated again, that she can keep him here with enough force, enough love, enough kisses.
That night he does not do the math about dinner. Or he does, but he does it quietly, under everything, as he goes, bite by bite, the way the fan runs.

When Shane was small, he went to the grocery store on Saturday mornings. There was a specific gravity of it, which is not a thing a child would name but which Shane felt anyway, at four and five and six, as something distinct from other errands. Weekday errands were efficient. Saturday grocery was different. Saturday grocery was the two of them, which meant it was its own thing.
Yuna's hand was small. He noticed this early: his mother, who was the largest presence in any room she entered, had small hands, cool and specific, and that she let him hold one without making a production of it. She simply accepted his hand into hers how you accept something that belongs there, and they walked through the aisles and she let him be the helper.
Helper was the official designation. Shane's the helper today. She said it to the checkout clerk, to the neighbor they encountered by the dairy case, to David when they came home and unloaded the bags. She said it matter-of-factly, not performing it, not making it cute, and Shane understood that this meant it was real, that helper was a real thing, a useful thing with actual responsibilities. He carried the bag with the non-breakables. He learned which vegetables she wanted and how to pick them. Not the ones with soft spots. Not the ones whose stems had gone brown or whose skins had begun to pucker. The ones that looked like they were still in the process of becoming something.
He was good at this. He was good at it quickly, which pleased him, and which he could tell pleased her, though she did not say so in so many words. Yuna did not say so in so many words, generally. She expressed satisfaction through the cessation of instruction: when she stopped telling him how to do a thing, he understood he was doing it correctly. This was a dialect he learned early and found, once learned, clarifying.
He remembers the kitchen on Sunday afternoons. Okonomiyaki was a production—the batter, the cabbage, the timing, the specific moment when the edges had set enough to flip without catastrophe. Yuna did not talk much while she cooked, either. She narrated her hands. She said: now the cabbage, folded in like this, not stirred, folded. She showed him, and he understood that the showing was the instruction, that he was supposed to watch what her hands did and replicate it, not interpret, not improvise. This was how she taught most things. Efficiently and with respect for the learner's capacity.
Shane stood on a step stool beside the counter and watched and sometimes was allowed to do the folding himself, and she watched his hands the same way he watched hers. When he did it wrong, she stared at his wrists without comment, demonstrated once more, and let him try again. When he did it right, she moved on to the next step, and the steam from the pan rose in agreement. The acknowledgment was in continuity. He came to understand this and to find it satisfying in a specific way, the satisfaction of being taken seriously, of having his work evaluated rather than simply praised.
He was her child and he knew it completely.
He had her eyes. He had her hair, which was a source of some consternation to David’s mother, who had very different hair and had perhaps hoped for more variety. He had her specific quality of viciousness about what was right and what wasn't, a quality David called opinionated when he was being diplomatic and exactly like your mother, under his breath, when he wasn't, a quality that made Shane correct people who said wrong things even when it would have been easier not to, that made him unable to watch unfairness without naming it, that would later make him a precise and devastating opponent in arguments he shouldn't have been having at all.
Shane did not mind being exactly like her. It explained things about himself that were otherwise difficult to explain.
Shane liked, more than anything, when Yuna was happy.
This sounds simple, but it was not. It was the organizing principle of a significant portion of his early childhood—the warm thing in his chest when a plan he'd helped with had worked, when a thing he'd done had produced the particular expression on her face that meant this is correct, this is what I wanted. It was not about the praise, exactly. David praised him often and warmly and with great enthusiasm for things Shane had done to roughly the same standard, and while Shane appreciated David's praise it did not produce the same thing. What he wanted was his mother’s satisfaction, specifically, which was rarer and therefore more meaningful, and which felt like being let into something.
Shane was useful. That was the feeling. He was genuinely, verifiably useful, not in the way of a child who is told they are helpful in order to make them feel good, but in the way of someone whose contribution has made the actual outcome better. She needed the vegetables chosen correctly and he chose them correctly. She needed the bag carried and he carried it. When David came home and said—good job taking care of your mom today, kiddo—Shane felt the warmth of it spread through him, because David was telling him something true. He had taken care of her. He had been the helper. The designation had been accurate.
Shane was a serious child. This surprised people who met him expecting something softer, something more eight-year-old with rough edges and less precision. Even his career choice, hockey, was not said in the same way other boys clamored around the idea of becoming a race car driver, or a singer, or a boxer. Shane neither minced words nor inflated them. He was precise. He asked clarifying questions before beginning tasks. He didn’t like to be interrupted mid-focus. He had opinions about the correct way to do things and expressed them calmly and was sometimes right and sometimes wrong but was always willing to examine the evidence.
Yuna had been surprised by none of this. She’d adapted to him how she adapted to most things, by observing, by adjusting, by updating the model until it fit. She’d learned early that he did not want to be held when he was upset; he wanted space and then, later, a matter-of-fact conversation about what had happened. He didn’t want vague encouragement; he wanted to know specifically what he had done correctly and what required work. He did not want her presence while he focused; he wanted to show her the finished thing, when it was beautiful and ready for viewing.
She had found, in the updating, that the model which worked best for Shane was close to the model she used for everything else she was good at. Clear information. Specific feedback. Trust in his capacity to handle accurate data. Room to work.
They fit together in a way that felt, to Shane, like finding out a thing he'd suspected was true. His mother was serious and he was serious and together this made sense.

When Shane was sick, Yuna sat on the edge of his bed and fed him by hand.
This is the part Shane doesn’t think about often because it is the most uncomfortable to think about—not because it was bad (quite the opposite), but because it doesn’t fit cleanly with everything that came after it, and Shane prefers things that fit.
He was eight, maybe nine, a fever that had come in hard overnight and left him grey and weightless in his bed, too tired to hold a spoon. She sat on the mattress in a small corner with a bowl of congee, the version her mother had made, which she had learned and which she made for no one else, which was not on any nutritional framework or training plan, which was simply what you made when someone you loved was sick, and she fed him small spoonfuls and did not say anything much.
He remembers the quality of that silence. It was different from her working silence, different from her driving silence. The silence of someone who had set everything else down.
Shane ate what she gave him. He did not evaluate it. He didn’t think about what it was or what it contained or whether it fell within any parameters or even if he liked it (he liked it if Yuna liked it). He was sick and she was feeding him and that was the whole of it, and he felt, for those forty minutes in the grey morning with the fever-warmth around him and the bowl slowly emptying, that he was simply her child and this was simply what that meant.
Shane got better, of course. He went back to practice. The congee was not mentioned again because it did not need to be mentioned. It was a thing that had happened, that was complete, that lived in him somewhere without requiring commentary.
He was happy. This is what he wants to be clear about, because it’s true and because later he will not always be clear about it, will sometimes look back and construct a narrative in which something was already wrong, already off, already organizing itself toward what it eventually became. But that’s not accurate. He was happy. He was her child and she was his mother and they were, in those years, genuinely good together.

Dr. Patel's office has no charts.
There’s a plant that looks like it’s been here longer than she has, a whiteboard with nothing on it, and a window that faces the parking lot, which is not scenic but lets in light. She’s direct without being aggressive, which Shane respects, and she has clearly done her reading on him, not just the forms, but his history, his metrics, the trajectory.
She says, "Do you want me to go through what I'm seeing, or do you want to start somewhere?"
"Go through it."
She does. Dr. Patel uses his language—precise, evidence-based, no hedging—and because she is using his language he cannot deflect how he deflects the softer approaches, the ones he can talk around. She describes the intake, the timing patterns, the recovery data. She describes it accurately. She’s a fine nutritionist.
When she's done Shane says, "This current framework has produced consistent results for eight years—"
"It has," she says. "I'm not disputing the results. I'm saying the conditions that produced those results are shifting. You're thirty. The margin is different."
"I can adjust the post-session timing—"
"Tell me about the morning," she says. "Walk me through it."
Shane walks her through it. He describes the system, the assessment before he's fully awake, the variables, the adjustments, the way one day’s action bleeds into another’s, and she listens carefully and writes nothing down, which he finds disorienting. She is not Yuna. He's used to people writing things down. Writing means categorizing means filing and moving on.
She doesn't move on.
Dr. Patel asks, "When did that start? The morning assessment."
"It's just a routine." There is a clock on the wall Shane can read without turning his head.
"When did it start?"
He thinks about this. "I've always been a morning person. Since I was a kid.”
"That's not what I asked."
He’s been reading it like you read clocks when you are trying not to appear to be watching the time.
She says, "When you're hungry—actually physically hungry—what happens?"
He opens his mouth.
He closes it.
Dr. Patel writes something. For the first time.
"Let's schedule a follow-up," she says. "Same time next week.”
Fuck.

Shane was twelve when he sat his parents down at the kitchen table and told them he was going to make it to the NHL. Not that he wanted to “when he grew up” or “just in case, realistically, being an accountant is my backup plan.” He was going, like it or not. He hoped they would support his decision, but that would not change what it was.
Shane wasn’t trying to be arrogant. He was describing a fact about himself, the truest fact, and he felt it was important that they have accurate information.
David's face did the thing it did when Shane surprised him, which was a particular widening, warm, and slightly overwhelmed. He looked at Yuna.
Yuna looked at Shane.
She didn’t say that's a big dream. She did not say we'll see or let's focus on enjoying the game first or any of the things he had been prepared, slightly, to hear, and properly rebut. She nodded once, the kind she gave when she had received sufficient data and was already moving to next steps and asked him three questions: What did he think the path looked like. Where did he think his game was strongest. What did he think was missing.
He answered all three with perfection, well-researched and well-rehearsed, and Yuna didn’t write anything down because Yuna remembered things accurately and completely, which was another thing they shared.
The following week she started recording his games.
She watched the tape back herself, first. Not because she knew hockey deeply—she had been learning it alongside him for years—but not in the way David did, who seemed to understand it as something already alive before anyone spoke about it, something that moved whether or not it was being watched. Casually, affectionately, without any analytical investment. She became a hockey person. She learned the language of it: the positioning, the gaps, the transitions, the difference between a coach who was developing players and a coach who was managing them. She watched Shane's tape and other players' tape and she took notes in the margins of a legal pad in the specific handwriting Shane had inherited, small and precise and slightly illegible to anyone else because her brain went too fast for her fingers.
Yuna found a skating coach and a skills coach within six weeks. She negotiated both. She had spent fifteen years in a professional environment and she knew how to negotiate and she was not going to pay more than something was worth, but she was also not going to sacrifice quality for cost because the thing being optimized wasn’t a budget line, it was her son.
She quit her job at the federal bank.
Yuna didn’t make a thing of this. She mentioned it once, in passing, in the context of schedule logistics (I'll be able to take him to the Tuesday sessions now) and did not return to it. Shane was twelve and understood like twelve-year-olds understand things that are too large to fully hold, that something significant had happened. He asked her once, years later, whether she regretted it.
Yuna looked at Shane with the expression she wore when a question struck her as not quite the right question. Regret what? she said. I knew what I was trading. And then she moved on, and Shane, who’d also learned to move on, let it go.
She refused to be paid, eventually, what a person managing the great Shane Hollander should be paid, every time he raised it. Every time, for ten years, the same look—faintly absurd, slightly impatient—and then the next item on the agenda. He raised it again after the second Cup because the second Cup had made the numbers genuinely large and he felt that continuing to accept her labor for what she claimed was adequate was a thing he was not comfortable with. She said: Shane. Just his name. And he didn’t bring it up again for six months.
A year later, Shane did so again, discreetly. Or so he thought. Yuna called immediately. She said: this is not a thing I'm interested in discussing, to which Shane said: it's not equitable. Equitable is for strangers, she huffed, and hung up.
Shane, who didn’t know what else to do, sent flowers the next day. She called him to say the flowers were beautiful but excessive and also that she had scheduled a media day for the following Thursday. He said he would be there.

Shane doesn’t tell Ilya about the session. Not because he is hiding it—Ilya knows he had the appointment—but because describing it would require describing what happened in it, specifically the moment where she asked an question and he couldn't answer (something that hasn’t happened since rookie year), and he isn’t ready to look at that directly.
Instead, in these ordinary days, he and Ilya are careful with each other, the kind of careful they have learned together, which is its own language.
Here is what the ordinary days look like.
Shane wakes at five. This is voluntary and also not—his body has been waking at five since he was fifteen and he has never successfully overridden it. He lies there for maybe four minutes, dons light thermals, because it’s September, and runs six kilometers. Then he rinses off, using the fancy, unscented shampoo that Ilya gets shipped in bulk especially for him, and he goes to the kitchen. The east-facing window finds him, aggressive and particular and not something he is ever going to make peace with, this light, but he stands in it anyway, portions breakfast, eats some of it, and rinses the bowl. Ilya comes in most mornings partway through (“at regular-fucking-o’-clock, Hollander”); they say the easy things, the team things, the Sveta things, the ongoing negotiation about Anya’s behavior and treat intake. Ilya drinks coffee. Shane takes a lightly caffeinated, zero-calorie tea and finishes whatever he finishes of the rest.
At the rink Shane is fine. At the rink he’s his best version, the one that makes sense and has always made sense, a body that cannot reliably receive its own hunger signal but executes a perfect backhand at game speed, that dissociates through meal decisions but is present and total and terrifyingly focused on the ice. These coexist. He hasn’t found this surprising for a long time.
The Ottawa Centaurs are, by the numbers, a significantly worse team than the Montreal Metros.
Shane knew this when he signed and signed anyway, for reasons that had to do with Ilya and loving him and marrying him, and the fact that eleven years in Montreal had produced three Cups and one public incident and a locker room he had spent the last of those years understanding he would never fully belong to. So, he signed with Ottawa, and now he is here, on Ottawa ice, right where he started at age three, and his new teammates look at him with the recognition of people who know he has come for a specific reason.
He knows of a few of them (through Ilya’s embellished stories, and Ilya’s kind hazel eyes, and the stats he’s had imprinted on the back of his eyelids since he was drafted). He has played against all of them. Neither is the same thing as knowing them.
They are also, as it happens, mostly fine. Again, this comes as no surprise. They love Ilya with a kind of loyalty deep enough to feel architectural, non-negotiable; something built into the room. And because Ilya loves Shane, that loyalty extends to him without friction—lodged somewhere under his ribs, an unconditional love capable of winning wars, and he hasn’t done anything to earn or deserve it.
Shane’s new teammates are still adjusting to him, which is understandable. He’s been adjusting to them. Boodram has decided they are friends and is acting on this decision with commitment; Shane appreciates the commitment even as he finds the energy slightly exhausting. Hayes is excellent and wasted here (or was, when Ilya was still the only star, when Ilya was still building) and does not seem particularly bothered by either of these facts. The younger players treat Shane like a test they haven't studied for. Luca, for all his fanboy behavior, is still the loyal rookie he once was, worshipping at Ilya’s feet, even with Shane mixed in. This is, to some degree, a relief. On the other hand, Shane maintains that he is the number one best player in the league, not Ilya, thank you very much. Maybe he should be insulted.
Shane tries to be warm, approachable, consistent. He’s aware, in the back of his mind, that his capacity for warmth runs through a filter after Brad (fucking Brad) that is catching more than it should. That he is moving through these days slightly outside of himself, watching. He has always been a watcher—Ilya used to say he could feel Shane cataloguing him across a room, and Shane had never denied it—but this is different. This is watching himself.
They run systems in the morning skate. Shane runs them correctly. Automatic, at this point. His brain splits off, one part executing the drill, one part running its other calculations.
After, there's food in the locker room. Someone has organized a catering spread: eggs, fruit, a carbohydrate situation that smells like a hotel breakfast.
Shane takes a plate because everyone else has.
Dykstra says, glancing over, "You're seriously disciplined. Like actually. I've been trying to clean up my diet for months and I can't make anything stick."
"Consistency is the whole thing," Shane says.
"How long until it becomes automatic?"
Shane thinks about this longer than the question requires. Automatic, to him, means something specific. It means the system persists whether or not he pays attention. It means it runs him.
"You stop noticing you're doing it," he says.
Dykstra nods like this is wisdom and goes back to his food. Shane eats what's in his Tupperware from home and does not explain that not noticing is not the same as it being fine.

Here is when things shifted, though Shane could not tell you when, exactly, the way you cannot tell someone when you stopped being cold—only that at some point the cold had been there and at some point, it was less, and you weren’t shivering anymore.
Shane was thirteen, maybe fourteen. Coming down the stairs one morning to find Yuna already at the kitchen table with the legal pad, going through his schedule, and he had sat down across from her. She pushed a copy toward him and they’d gone through it together, item by item, and it was a good morning, productive, efficient, and at no point had she offered him anything to eat and at no point had he thought to ask, because the morning had a shape and the shape was the schedule and food was not in the shape.
This was not the shift. The shift was that Shane hadn’t noticed.
He had not noticed, exactly how you don’t notice the moment when a path you're walking changes direction—only later, looking back, you can see that it turned, and turned again, and eventually brought you somewhere quite far from where you started, and you had been walking comfortably the whole time.
She was still his mother. She was also, by this point, his manager, his scheduler, his media liaison, his primary advocate in negotiations, the person who knew more about his career than he did in some respects because she was tracking variables he didn't have bandwidth for. These things were real and they were useful and they were, undeniably, expressions of love—she didn’t do any of this for any reason other than love, and Shane knew this how he knew the other large true things.
But the grocery store version and the okonomiyaki version and the edge-of-the-bed version had folded themselves, gradually, into the legal pad version, and come out the other side as one thing. Efficient. Functional. Warm like something consistent and reliable. And the kitchen was not a kitchen—it was a conference room.
David noticed before Shane did. This was, Shane would later think, because David was the one standing slightly outside the current, watching both of them move.
He said it once, when Shane was fifteen, not as an accusation, gently. They were in the car, just the two of them, Shane in the passenger seat after a practice, and David had said: your mom works really hard for you. Shane had said he knew, that he was grateful, that he would always be. These were things good sons said and he meant it, too. David had said that I just want to make sure you're also—I don't know. Getting to be fifteen sometimes. Shane had said he didn't know what that meant. David had been quiet for a moment. Then: never mind. I’m proud of you, you know?
Shane had known, even at fifteen, that never mind was not never mind. That David had arrived somewhere in that sentence and then retreated. He was not a pusher like his wife and his wife’s son, which Shane didn’t understand at the time. It would be many years later till he did.
Shane hadn’t asked what it was, what hid on the tip of his tongue. He’d been fifteen and in the middle of a conditioning push and there had been a lot going on.
He thinks about it now sometimes. What David was going to say. Whether it would have changed anything if he'd finished the sentence.
But. Probably not. He thinks the current was already moving. He thinks he would not have known how to receive the sentence even if David had said it, because to receive it would have required sitting still in it, and sitting still was not something the schedule allowed for.

David said it again, differently, when Shane was seventeen and coming off his first World Juniors. Shane had run an amended version of the chart the entire tournament—he had been on the outer limit for three years by this point, had refined it, had built in tournament-specific variables—and he had come home from Canada's second-place finish and Yuna had already been on the phone with two sponsors and a television segment producer. The segment was about his story, she explained. The biracial kid from Ottawa who'd made the national team. There was a real opportunity here, narratively.
Shane said yes. He said yes to most things she proposed because she was usually right and because the efficiency of saying yes to her was real. It saved time. It got things done.
David had come into the kitchen while Shane was eating—the framework meal, post-travel adjusted—and had looked at Shane's plate and then at Yuna, who was still on the phone, and had said: does he need a couple days first?
Yuna had covered the receiver. He's fine, she had said. He just got home, he's eating. She had looked at Shane for confirmation. Shane had said he was fine. She had returned to the phone.
David had sat down at the table. He had not said anything else. He had the expression he wore sometimes, not unhappy exactly, not worried exactly, something that did not have a clean name, something that sat in him and stayed there.
Shane ate his meal. He said yes to the segment. It went well.

The non-mandatory performance psychologist is a woman in her forties with reading glasses pushed up into her hair. She does not use them.
Shane notices immediately. It feels intentional. Competence as aesthetic choice. He can respect deliberate branding. After all, he is, in his own way, a fan of it.
He wonders if it works.
It probably does. Hayden believes whatever Jackie tells him, so the bar is not especially high.
Her office is warmer than the waiting room, and there is no window. Just plants. Too many plants.
Shane is starting to get sick of them, in these offices. They keep thriving in here, which feels like a personal judgment. Like they are doing it on purpose.
He would prefer they stop.
He would also prefer to be alive somewhere else entirely.
"What brings you in today?"
Shane has prepared for this. He says: "Adjustment to a new team, new city. Performance anxiety around the preseason. My husband's a Centaur, there's some navigating around the professional dynamic there." He pauses. "Residual stuff from how last season ended."
All of this is true.
She writes something, then looks at him directly—professional attention, steady rather than aggressive, the kind you can’t charm.
She says, "That's a lot of things."
"It is," Shane agrees. “Also, it was suggested I come in.”
“But you did not have to come.” It’s not a question.
“No, it wasn’t mandatory.”
She peers at him a little longer, calculating. “So, you would say you want to be here. This is your decision.”
“Maybe.”
“Okay, how would you put it?”
Shane shifts uncomfortably. He knows Ilya sees Galina, and that it seems to help, that he comes back from it both lighter and heavier in ways Shane does not entirely trust. Still, psychologists feel like something designed for other people. Like escalators. Or emotional vulnerability. Or queerness in someone else’s child, which is fine and normal and correct until it is not hypothetical anymore and is sitting in your kitchen eating your food and losing to a Russian boyfriend at Mario Kart.
Ilya, for example, is the kind of person psychologists were probably invented for. Shane has skimmed his biography but stopped around the point where it starts feeling like information that should come with a waiver and a second opinion.
Shane, on the other hand, feels vaguely like a fraud with excellent dental coverage and an alarming number of objectively successful life outcomes.
Yeah, it fucking sucked, but it’s over now, so. Also, I’m a multimillionaire, married to the love of my life, and I have two parents who are still happy I exist, despite everything. Poor me, right?
It feels like evidence being entered into a trial he is not sure he is winning.
He decides, very sensibly, not to participate in his own prosecution.
“I don’t know,” Shane says. “It was recommended, so I’m here.”
She seems to accept this and jots another couple of lines down. "Where do you want to start?"
Shane looks at the window. Outside, Ottawa in September is the particular green of his childhood—oversaturated, like someone has turned a dial and forgotten to turn it back, and cold with the certainty that this is all fleeting and will not last much longer. He grew up forty minutes from here. He has never played hockey for this city in his life.
"I don't know that either," he says.
She writes that down as well.

Here is what they are now.
Shane and Yuna have lunch every other week when they are in the same city, which is more often now that Shane is in Ottawa. They order efficiently because they both know what they want. They go through the agenda—sponsorships, schedule, Foundation logistics, anything that requires decisions—and make the decisions. They are good at making decisions together. They have been doing it for thirty years and they have a rhythm, and the rhythm is clean.
There are moments in the lunch where the agenda runs out before the time does. These moments have a specific quality, a slight deceleration, the two of them arriving at the same place from different directions: the end of the work, the remaining twenty minutes. She will sometimes tell him something about David, about a trip they're planning, about a book she's reading. He will tell her something about her favorite son Ilya, her favorite granddaughter Anya, about the team. These twenty minutes are warm and not nothing. They are, Shane thinks, the closest thing to unstructured time he has had in years, which is not a comforting thought so much as a factual one.
But she won’t ask, in the twenty minutes, what the tent was about. Not because she doesn't love him, but because it doesn't occur to her to ask, because she looked at the evidence and the evidence said fine, and the evidence has always said fine, and she taught him to make sure the evidence said fine, and they are both very good students.
Shane still holds her hand sometimes, crossing a street or in a parking lot, the way he did when he was little in the grocery store. She still accepts it without making anything of it. Her hand is still small and specific and slightly cool. Sometimes he wraps his arm around her shoulders instead, taking the outside edge of the sidewalk, keeping her close, and she accepts this too without comment.
Shane is thirty years old and does not know how to eat without running the numbers first. She does not know this, and he will not tell her, because the agenda does not have a line item for it, and they are both, always, already moving to the next step.

Shane was fourteen the first time a number felt like safety.
The nutritionist worked out of an office in Kanata, framed certificates, a calm voice, laminated charts with columns. She explained it simply: fuel in, output required, timing of each. She said it was a starting point. Shane took notes in the margins the way he took notes on everything—completely, past what was required. Yuna had found the nutritionist herself, when Shane sat her and David down one late night, and decided he wanted to make it to the NHL. Which meant making it to Juniors, which meant making it to the OHL. Yuna took notes side by side with him. Like mother, like son.
Shane then went home and applied it.
Not the middle of the range. The outer limit. Because if a range existed, the edge of it was where the most discipline lived, and discipline was the variable he could actually control. His skating he could work on. His height he could not. His face he could not, the face that was too something for certain places and not enough something for certain other places, the face that a kid on his first travel hockey team had looked at and said where are you actually from, not Ottawa, like where, and Shane had said Ottawa and the kid had shrugged and not believed him. That, he could not control.
The chart he could control.
The first full day he ran the outer limit of the chart, he lay in bed that night and felt something he did not have a name for: a rightness, a sense of the day correctly organized, himself correctly organized within it. Like a problem that had been solved.
He wrote in the margin of his training journal: no fatigue, this works.
He did not tell anyone. There was nothing to tell. It was discipline. It was exactly what Yuna had always said the difference between good and great was: what you do when no one is watching.
He was watching. He had always been watching himself.

The system has variables.
This is important to understand: it's not arbitrary. It accounts for training load, scheduled ice time, morning skate versus full practice, whether there's a game in the next forty-eight hours, what time the game is if there is one. It accounts for travel. It accounts for the fact that hotel breakfasts are nutritional chaos with continental ambitions. It is, actually, a fairly sophisticated system, and if Shane were explaining it to someone—which he would not, because explaining it would require describing it, and describing it would require looking at it directly—he thinks they'd have to acknowledge that he'd put real thought into it.
The variables today: morning skate in three hours, no game until Friday, sleep was adequate.
He weighs the oats.
Anya appears in the kitchen doorway at exactly the moment the scale comes out, as she always does, as though it has its own frequency only she can hear. She looks at the scale. She looks at Shane. She looks at the scale again with the expression of a dog who has opinions, a history of disappointment, and a clear memory of how this usually goes.
She decides against vocalizing this commentary, goes to her water bowl, drinks loudly and with great commitment, and then comes to stand beside Shane’s left leg. Not underfoot. Just nearby. In the mornings, this is usually her default position, given that Shane is awake and Ilya is not yet operational in a way that produces snacks.
Ilya comes in wearing the grey T-shirt he sleeps in, which has a small tear near the collar that Shane has offered to fix twice and that Ilya considers a feature. His hair is doing what it does in the morning, which is to say everything. He pours coffee without looking at the machine. Twelve years of professional hockey and Ilya can make coffee in the dark without spilling it, which Shane finds irritatingly complete as a skill set.
Anya immediately abandons Shane and goes to Ilya’s feet.
"Traitor," Shane says.
Anya does not respond.
“Morning,” Ilya says to Shane. To Anya: “Good morning, sweet girl.” He scratches behind her ear with one hand while the coffee finishes pouring with the other, which, at this hour, well now he’s just showing off.
Anya closes her eyes and sighs with contentment, listens to Ilya coo in Russian, and promptly re-establishes that she is the most important girl in his life.
Shane wonders, mildly, if he’s chopped liver.
"Morning," Shane says.
Ilya leans against the counter. He looks at the bowl. He looks at the scale Shane has already moved to the back of the counter, not hidden, just returned to where it lives.
He says, "You're up early."
"Couldn't sleep past five."
"Yeah."
Ilya drinks his coffee. He doesn't say anything else. This is what the last several weeks have looked like: Ilya seeing things and not saying them, and Shane knowing Ilya sees them and not saying that either, and the two of them navigating the kitchen like there is a large piece of furniture between them that neither has decided how to address.
Anya has relocated again to a position that allows her to monitor both of them simultaneously, which requires her to sit in an awkward spot in the middle of the kitchen that is not convenient for anyone. She does not appear to find this inconvenient in the slightest.
Shane eats some of the oats. They're fine. They're good, actually. He likes oats, he's always liked oats, there was a period when he was twenty-two where he ate them every morning because he genuinely wanted to and not because they'd cleared every variable, but that distinction has become hard to locate.
He eats roughly half the bowl and rinses it before Ilya finishes his coffee.

Shane was seventeen and it was his first World Juniors and the locker room smelled like rubber and cold equipment and something underneath it that was ambition, collective and almost visible. Boys from every province, boys from Russia and Sweden and the United States, all of them the best at the level they'd come from and most of them reckoning, quietly, with the possibility that this level was different.
He saw Ilya Rozanov after Canada’s practice across a long buffet table at the one shared in the hotel and understood immediately and against his will that Ilya Rozanov was going to be something. Not because he was the best player Shane had ever seen, though he was (and though Shane would not have said it out loud), but because of the way he was—this specific quality of inevitability like he had decided what he was going to be and was simply in the process of becoming it.
It landed somewhere in Shane’s ribs. A recognition without language, a mirror without glass. Twelve years old again, sitting in a kitchen, saying: I will be making it to the NHL.
Shane had his chart in his bag in the hotel room.
He watched Ilya at the buffet table and tried to name what he was seeing. Ilya ate like a person who had never been given a reason not to. That was the only way Shane could put it. He existed in his body without checking in first. Food was food: he took what he wanted, ate what he took, stopped when he was done. There was no math underneath it, no rhyme or reason.
Shane watched this for longer than was strictly explainable.
He had been on the outer limit of the chart for years. He had not told anyone because there was nothing to tell. It was discipline, it was research, it was what serious athletes did. He had a training journal with consistent entries and a coach who had just told him he had exceptional hockey instincts, the best hockey IQ he’d ever seen, and a mother who had said the nutritionist was impressed with his commitment. All of these things were true. They were the evidence.
He looked at Ilya Rozanov eating across the room and felt something he was not going to name.
Canada came in second, which was as good as last.

Yuna never said anything. That was the thing.
She said: the nutritionist I found works with athletes your age. She said: early discipline is the difference between good and great. She said: I talked to Coach Perron and he agrees your conditioning window this summer is critical.
She didn't say: don't eat that. She didn't say: think about what that does to your body. She didn't say any of the things that would have been obvious enough to push back against.
She handed Shane a chart when he was fourteen, through a nutritionist she hired to give it to him, which was like getting a babysitter to hand a baby a cigarette and thinking the distance made it harmless. He studied it the way he studied everything—completely, past the point where it was meant to stop. The notes in the margins grew longer and longer. He applied the logic with the precision she'd always praised in him.
The nutritionist had said the chart was a starting point. Shane had treated it as a ceiling.
Nobody said anything because the numbers kept getting better. Because he kept getting better. Because that was the evidence, and the evidence was what mattered.

Ilya is still in the kitchen when Shane comes back through with his bag.
“I made you tea.” He’s humming under his breath, light on his feet as he moves around the hardwood.
Shane looks at the second mug on the counter. He hadn’t heard Ilya make it.
“Thanks,” Shane says. He picks it up and drinks it standing by the door.
Anya appears from the living room, looks at Shane, looks at the bag on his shoulder, and her face collapses in the specific way it does when she has determined that a departure is imminent and she was not consulted. She sits in front of the door with the posture of someone initiating formal proceedings.
“I’ll be back,” Shane tells her.
She does not move.
“I never leave forever,” Shane tries again.
Anya blinks once, slowly, in a way that suggests she is aware this is not a legally binding statement.
Anya is Ilya’s daughter in the sense that she has inherited his ability to hear information and decide whether it is relevant to her case. She files “Shane leaving” under unresolved grievance.
Ilya watches Shane over his cup. Not how he watches opponents on tape— this is the other mode, harder to sit beside, where Ilya has already made some assessment and is deciding what to do with it.
“Do you want me to come to your skate?”
He does not usually come. He has his own.
“You don’t have to.”
“I know I don’t have to.”
Shane looks at him. Ilya’s face is very even. It is always like this when he is being careful, which is somehow more alarming than just coming out and saying it.
“I’m fine,” Shane says.
“Okay,” says Ilya. “Is not what I asked. But I am glad you are fine.”
The sentence sits there doing everything it mean.
Shane puts down the mug and moves toward the door. Anya does not get up. She simply rotates slightly so that leaving now requires a small negotiation with her body, which is her preferred form of protest.
“Obstruction noted,” Shane tells her.
Anya exhales through her nose.
Shane steps around her.
She watches him go with the expression of someone who has seen this outcome before and will be submitting feedback later.

When Shane was eight, he slept in the yard for a week.

The non-mandatory performance psychologist, to Shane’s chagrin, does not say nearly enough to make the session comfortable. It feels like Shane is doing a whole lot of talking, and a whole lot of effort, and she is doing a whole lot of “okay” and writing. This feels worse than if she just told him there is something wrong with him.
She stops writing.
“When you eat with other people,” she asks, “do you adjust what you choose?”
Shane blinks once. “No.”
A pause.
“I mean,” he adds, “it’s the same food. Just different context.”
She nods slightly. Not agreement. Just continuation.
“Do you adjust quantity based on who you are with?”
“No.”
Another note. Very light. Almost absent.
“Who do you usually eat with?”
“Teammates,” he says. “Ilya.”
She does not react to the name. She only writes it down.
Shane thinks this is probably the least interesting thing Ilya has ever been involved in.
“And when you eat with Ilya,” she says, “does anything change? Husbands are different than teammates.” Her smile is quiet, gentle. “Even if he’s both, now.”
Shane exhales once through his nose.
“He cooks,” he says. “So, it’s not really structured the same way. But he knows me, and he knows what I like, and he’s very good at accommodating it.”
“What changes?”
Shane hesitates. Then: “He notices if I don’t finish things.”
She nods. “And your teammates don’t?”
“Probably not. They’re hockey bros.” Shane’s smile is flat. He thinks of all the arguments he and Ilya had to have, big and small, to get here, because Shane didn’t see what was right in front of him, and Ilya never told him, and Shane didn’t ask. “We’re not particularly perceptive, or so I’ve been told.”
“I wouldn’t say a career necessarily determines that,” she says. “Do you think it does for you?”
“It was a joke,” Shane says, mildly. “Though I suppose my husband has always been funnier.”
The scribbling is more furious after this. Shane wonders what category that goes in. Things she agrees with, things she brings up again later (unfortunate), or “Shane Hollander, you’ve selected: emotional vulnerability for 500.”
He does not love this round.
“Do you finish things when you are alone?”
A longer pause this time.
“Yes,” Shane says. Because he already knows what’s in it, has portioned it to analytical perfection, follows the fucking system.
She waits, but he does not elaborate.
“Is that difficult to maintain?”
“No.”
“Does it feel like effort?”
“No.”
“Does it feel like it takes energy?”
Shane shifts slightly in his chair. “Not really.”
Now she writes something down.
Note to self, Shane thinks, very carefully: Do not. Fucking. Move.
“Does it feel like a choice,” she says.
Shane thinks these are starting to sound less like questions and more like charges being filed.
That one makes him pause.
“I don’t know,” he says.
“Do you ever feel inconvenienced by it.”
“No,” he says too quickly.
She looks up at him then. Directly. Not sharper, just more present.
“Let me rephrase,” she says. “Does it ever cost you something else.”
Shane does not answer immediately.
He thinks of mornings. Of measuring without thinking. Of stopping because stopping is correct. Of the moment something becomes “done” and how clean that line feels in his head.
Of Ilya spending days making him medovik for his last birthday, careful and ridiculous about it in the way he gets with things he cares about, layer by layer, a labor of love. Passed down from Irina’s hands to Ilya’s. From one kitchen to another, carried rather than learned. From Moscow to Boston to Ottawa, and maybe, someday, from Ilya’s hands to their children, like it is something that was always meant to keep moving.
Of Shane eating one forkful and saying it is good because it is, and not eating any more.
“No,” he says again.
She nods once, and writes.
The pen is still very light. Almost ceremonial in its restraint.
A silence settles. Not uncomfortable exactly. Just occupied.
Then she says, “When did this begin.”
Shane doesn’t move.
“Sorry?” he says. Ilya would make fun of him if he heard it. One of his Canadianisms.
“When did you start organizing food this way.”
The question is simple. It is not soft.
Shane looks past her for a moment, through her, like the wall might contain an answer that is easier to access.
He does not think of himself at fourteen first.
Without meaning to, he thinks of his mother.
Yuna never said anything. That was the thing.
She said: this is the framework. She said: this is what you need. She said: discipline is the difference.
She did not say: stop. She did not say: enough. She did not say the kind of words that would have created resistance instead of direction.
She handed him structure and called it care.
Shane swallows.
“I don’t know,” he says.
The psychologist does not push immediately. After a moment, she says, “Did anyone ever describe it to you as something flexible.”
Shane almost laughs, but doesn’t.
“No,” he says.
Another pause.
“And if you deviate,” she says, “what happens.”
Shane looks at his hands. Calloused with years of hockey, soft enough to trace the lines of his husband’s body, to make someone feel good, feel wanted, feel loved, unconditionally and with unending loyalty, the kind of loyalty that is apparently enough to win wars.
“I correct it,” he says.
“Who taught you to correct it.”
He doesn’t answer right away.
The room feels smaller than it did at the start of the session.
“My mother,” he says finally.
She writes that down.
And for the first time, she stops after she finishes writing.
Just lets the pen sit there.
“Okay,” she says.
It is not agreement.
It is the first time she sounds like she is placing something down.

When Shane was eight, he slept in the yard for a week.
He dragged the tent from the basement—his father's fishing tent, the one that smelled like lake water and the particular boredom of waiting for something that did not come, or came too slowly, or came and turned out to be smaller than expected. He had never liked fishing. He had liked, once, the idea of fishing with his father—the early mornings, the thermos of something hot, the version of it that existed in his head before he had tried it. The actual fishing involved a lot of sitting still and keeping quiet, both of which Shane could do and neither of which he found restful. The fish, when they came, gasped. He had not known what to do with the gasping.

The non-mandatory therapist asks, "How did the week feel, eating-wise?"
"Normal," Shane says.
"What's normal?"
He describes it. He describes it the same way he described the morning routine. Clearly, sequentially, the system and its variables. She listens.
She says, "Is there anything that happened this week that you'd call a deviation from the system?"
Shane thinks about Wednesday evening. He had come home from a long practice and Ilya had been cooking something—actually cooking, a production, the kitchen a controlled chaos of ingredients and smells—and had said sit down, I made too much and set a bowl in front of him and the bowl had been full and good and Shane had eaten about a quarter of it and then made a reason to get up.
"No," he says.
She writes something. She has a very light pen hand, barely a mark, almost proprioceptive, the pen just tracking the thought.
"What do you do," she says, "when you're done eating?"
"I clean up."
"Before that. In the moment of deciding you're done."
"I assess whether I've met the requirements for the session," he says. "For the day's schedule."
"And when you've met them?"
"I'm done."
"What if you're still hungry?"
He opens his mouth.
She waits.
He closes his mouth. It’s so similar to Dr. Patel, it almost stings. And yet still, weeks later, he cannot make his voice do what it probably should.
"The system accounts for adequate intake," he says, finally.
"I hear that," she says. "I'm asking about hunger specifically. Physical hunger. The body asking for something. What happens then?"
He cannot answer this question not because the answer doesn't exist but because he has gone looking for it, in the week between sessions and in this session, and has found something underneath it that he is not ready to name out loud in a room with a stranger who writes things with a light pen.
"I'll think about it," he says.
"Okay," she says.
“Can we talk about something else?”

When Shane was twenty-six, a reporter from TSN asked about his training discipline during a pre-playoff media session. Shane gave the charming discipline answer—consistent, structured, performance-based, I'm pretty boring honestly—and the reporter laughed and said he made it look easy.
He did make it look easy. That had always been the point.
He had started that season with a new iteration of the system, refined over the previous summer. He had not eaten bread in eleven months, which he did not think of as not eating bread, he thought of as preferring other carbohydrate sources. He did not think of the system as a system. He thought of it as clarity.
His numbers that season were the best of his career.
He remembered thinking: Look at me! Look at what I’ve done! No fatigue, this works, this works, this works.

Yuna drove him to the rink when he was young. This is what he thinks about, sometimes, on the drive to work.
Before he had his license, before he was allowed to manage his own schedule, she was the one who got him there. Five-thirty in the morning sometimes. Six. She'd be in the kitchen already when he came down, dressed for work, coffee made, keys ready. She drove him in the dark with the radio off because she knew he didn't want noise before a session. She waited in the parking lot some mornings when she didn't have to be somewhere, reading her phone, in case he needed a ride home early, or fell too hard, or fucking needed her, any way at all.
He never said thank you correctly. He didn't have a framework for it. The thank-yous he'd been taught were for specific discrete things, for gifts and meals and favors, and Yuna's presence was never discrete, was always just there, the way the sun is there, and the grass, and the birds. He couldn't see it as a thing she was choosing because it didn't look like a choice. It looked like a fact.
He knows now that it was a choice. He knows she chose this, that she reorganized her entire professional life around his career, that the managing came later but the mothering was always the same thing, her love expressed in logistics, in the management of variables, in the checking of weather forecasts and the printing of schedules.
He knows this.
He also knows: she told him the nutritionist had said, when Shane was fourteen, that the chart was a starting point. She told him later. She said: Dr. Singh mentioned that she wanted you to use it flexibly. He hadn't used it flexibly. Yuna had looked at his results—his numbers, his weight, his performance metrics—and had said nothing. No fatigue. This is working, this works, it works. Look!
He has never once blamed her for this.
He has also never fully let it go.

When Shane was sixteen, there was something in the middle of the highway ramp.
He was merging. He'd had his license eight weeks. The driving was a big deal—Yuna's idea, a way to get himself to early morning skates without disrupting her schedule, and a way to show more responsibility, though he never lacked it. He had appreciated the logic. He had not told her he was afraid of it, because by sixteen he had learned which fears it was useful to name and which ones weren't.
There was a fleshy lump in the middle of the ramp.
Shane saw it too late. In Canada, roadkill was a fact of life, but Shane had never had the stomach for it. He remembered the fish gasping on the deck of David’s boat, silver scales dulled by the sun, still trying to swallow the air and failing.
He swerved. He wanted to avoid it. He wanted to keep his tires clean, and let it rest, at least, in its final moments.
Instead, probably because he swerved, he hit it dead on.
The thud vibrated through the steering column, up his arms, into his teeth. In the rearview mirror, he saw feathers lift and swirl in the wake of his car like a macabre celebration.
He felt sick. He felt like he had failed a test he didn't know he was taking.
When he got home, Yuna was in the kitchen, her laptop open, three different schedules open in three separate tabs. She didn't look up.
"You're late," she said. Not unkindly, but like she expected an explanation, because she always did.
"I hit a bird," Shane said, unable to stop the confession. His heart was still hammering. "On the ramp. An eagle or hawk or something. I tried to miss it, but I hit it."
Yuna finally looked at him. Her eyes were calm. They were always calm. "Is the car damaged?"
"No. It was dead."
“Then, don’t worry about it. It’s not like you killed it yourself.” She switched tabs. “Your dad will be late for dinner.”

When Shane was eight, he slept in the yard for a week.
He dragged the tent from the basement—his father's fishing tent, the one that smelled like lake water and the particular boredom of waiting for something that did not come, or came too slowly, or came and turned out to be smaller than expected. He had never liked fishing. He had liked, once, the idea of fishing with his father—the early mornings, the thermos of something hot, the version of it that existed in his head before he had tried it. The actual fishing involved a lot of sitting still and keeping quiet, both of which Shane could do and neither of which he found restful. The fish, when they came, gasped. He had not known what to do with the gasping.
He dragged the tent out anyway. Also two throw pillows his mother had retired from the living room—too old, she said, though they looked fine to Shane, which was not a battle he chose to fight—and his Ottawa Centaurs keychain with the small flashlight attached to it. The flashlight cut out if you held the button for more than four seconds. He had tested this many times and the number was always four: not three, not five, always four, and he had spent longer than was probably necessary trying to understand why four specifically, whether it was a design choice or a limitation or just an arbitrary fact of the thing, and he had not been able to determine this. He had accepted it. The flashlight lasted four seconds and then you were in the dark.
He was eight and three-quarters. He was going to be a hockey player, and then a professional hockey player, and then the best professional hockey player in the world, and he knew this the way he knew a few other things—not because someone had told him, not because of evidence exactly, just because it was the truest fact he had about himself, the one that everything else organized around. He was not a little boy who did things without reasons. That was Daniel down the block, who barked at his mother and ate sand on a dare and had once cried for forty minutes because his ice cream fell and who genuinely believed, because his older brother said so, that the United States government had faked the moon landing in a Hollywood basement. Shane was not Daniel. Shane knew things.

Yuna calls at 10:15, which is when she's been calling since he was in juniors, early enough to catch him before any afternoon commitments, late enough that he's been awake for hours. She has always been precise about timing. He has always answered.
"How are the skates going?" she says, not hello, which is a very Shane thing to do, which means it’s a very Yuna thing to do first. David always said he was his mother’s child.
"Good," Shane says. "Getting a read on the lines. There's actually some interesting stuff Wiebe's running in transition."
"Mm." He can hear her at her desk, the specific quality of Yuna-at-her-desk, where half her attention is always on two other things. "Are you sleeping?"
"Well enough."
"And eating?"
"Yes," Shane says.
A pause. Not a loaded pause, just a pause. She takes a sip of something.
"Good," she says. "You'll need the energy."
He knows this is nothing. He has parsed Yuna-sentences for thirty years and he is fluent in all the dialects, and this one is nothing. She is not monitoring him, she is not making a point, she is having a Tuesday morning conversation with her son about logistics. He knows this.
She moves on to the sponsorship. She has a contact at a Canadian sportswear company who wants to have a conversation about a campaign tied to the new season. Visibility angle, culturally specific, they're specifically interested in Shane's profile as a biracial Asian Canadian ex-captain. She says, "The framing they pitched is about representation. Young players, specifically Asian Canadian kids trying to break into the league. They want you as the face of that." A pause. "Nothing you haven’t done before. I think you should take the meeting."
Shane says, "I'm almost at the end of preseason."
"It's one afternoon."
"I know it's one afternoon. It's also not the first one afternoon this summer. I've had the—"
"I know what you've had," Yuna says. Her voice has the careful quality it takes on when they are approaching a disagreement she has already decided she's right about. "This one matters, Shane. The numbers on Asian kids in the league haven't moved. You know what they are. You know what you represent to those kids, whether you want to or not."
"I know," Shane says.
"Almost thirteen percent of primary schoolers in Quebec are of Asian descent. Less than four percent of professional players. You are one of two players in the entire NHL who—"
"I know, Mom."
"Then take the meeting."
He takes the meeting. This is how most of these conversations end, not because she's wrong, because she is frequently right, the statistics are the statistics and he is not indifferent to them, but because the knowing and the doing are different things and neither of them have ever fully understood that distinction. To Yuna, which is to say to Shane, to know a thing is to act on it. This is one of her greatest strengths. It is also, sometimes, a weight.
Shane hangs up. He looks at what he'd been standing at the counter making. It has cooled. He puts it in the fridge.
He doesn’t eat it later. He forgets he put it there, or he forgets in a kind of not-forgetting.

When Shane was eight, he slept in the yard for a week.
He dragged the tent from the basement—his father's fishing tent, the one that smelled like lake water and the particular boredom of waiting for something that did not come, or came too slowly, or came and turned out to be smaller than expected. He had never liked fishing. He had liked, once, the idea of fishing with his father—the early mornings, the thermos of something hot, the version of it that existed in his head before he had tried it. The actual fishing involved a lot of sitting still and keeping quiet, both of which Shane could do and neither of which he found restful. The fish, when they came, gasped. He had not known what to do with the gasping.
He dragged the tent out anyway. Also two throw pillows his mother had retired from the living room—too old, she said, though they looked fine to Shane, which was not a battle he chose to fight—and his Ottawa Centaurs keychain with the small flashlight attached to it. The flashlight cut out if you held the button for more than four seconds. He had tested this many times and the number was always four: not three, not five, always four, and he had spent longer than was probably necessary trying to understand why four specifically, whether it was a design choice or a limitation or just an arbitrary fact of the thing, and he had not been able to determine this. He had accepted it. The flashlight lasted four seconds and then you were in the dark.
He was eight and three-quarters. He was going to be a hockey player, and then a professional hockey player, and then the best professional hockey player in the world, and he knew this the way he knew a few other things—not because someone had told him, not because of evidence exactly, just because it was the truest fact he had about himself, the one that everything else organized around. He was not a little boy who did things without reasons. That was Daniel down the block, who barked at his mother and ate sand on a dare and had once cried for forty minutes because his ice cream fell and who genuinely believed, because his older brother said so, that the United States government had faked the moon landing in a Hollywood basement. Shane was not Daniel. Shane knew things.
His father came out each morning with a new theory.
"Bigfoot," he said, on the first morning. He said it with the slight smile he wore when he was making fun of himself, which Shane had learned to recognize.
"No," said Shane.
"Wolves," said his father, on the second morning. "You've decided to study the wolves."
"There are no wolves this close to the city," Shane said.
"Survivalist training," said his father, on the third morning. "You're preparing for the collapse of civilization."
"I'm eight," Shane said.
"You're eight and three-quarters," his father said. "Very different."
His mother did not come out with theories. His mother checked the weather on the first morning—early June, warm, no rain projected for the week—and she let him go without a fight, which was its own kind of answer to a question he had not technically asked. She said: family dinner is still at six. She said: you'll be at the table at five-forty to set it. She told David—and he was always David's son when he wasn't cooperating, your son has decided to live in the yard, David—that if he wasn't at that table, or if he caught something, or if any of it became a thing that required her to rearrange anything, it would be on David. She had a full week. She had a client presentation. She was not going to rearrange the week for this.
And that was that.

Shane puts his phone face-down on the counter.
He is thirty years old. He has won three Stanley Cups. He is married to a man he has been in love with, in various forms, for thirteen years, and they have a house in Ottawa that is slowly accumulating the debris of a shared life—Ilya's Russian books on shelves that are still not fully Shane's yet (he is still on middle school short stories), two mugs that have assigned themselves positions by silent agreement, a dog who Ilya insists he birthed personally (“she has my nose!” Ilya announces, delighted in a way that is entirely unreasonable, helplessly charming, and very himself).
He has everything. He would like to be very clear, including to himself, that he knows he has everything.
He opens the fridge. He looks at it. He closes it.
He has a protein shake instead, because that's cleaner, and goes to his second session of tape review.
Anya, from the living room, opens one eye. She watches him walk past. She closes the eye again.

Shane was twenty-four when, post-game in Boston, Ilya pulled him into a hallway—a stupid, reckless, entirely Ilya thing to do, three steps from the locker room where anyone could walk through—and looked at him for a long moment and said, be good for me. I’ll reward you later, if you are.
Not quite a command. More like something he was allowed to ask.
His eyes were dark, half-lidded, and Shane felt wanton and desperate at once, which was frankly humiliating considering Ilya hadn’t touched him.
Shane had been good. Despite Ilya’s relentless teasing and messages that came in at completely inappropriate times, and then later, alone in his hotel room, he had cried. Not because crying was unusual—hockey made that happen sometimes, even to the very best of them—but because it wasn’t attached to anything he could point to. No hit, no loss, no injury. Just pressure releasing, like something had given up holding its shape.
He didn’t tell anyone. He didn’t have the language for it.
He had four more crackers than the plan that night, and punished the deviation the next morning with a pre-training adjustment he wrote in his journal as calibration.

Shane was twenty-two and newly captain and a reporter from Le Devoir asked, in a post-game scrum, what it meant to him to be the first Asian Canadian captain in Metros' history.
Shane had given the answer. He had the answer prepared. He had prepared it when he was drafted, had had a version of it since he was seventeen and walked into his first World Juniors locker room and understood from the shape of the silence what he was going to represent whether he wanted to or not. The answer was genuine. He meant it.
He called Yuna after. She said, "That was good. The part about the kids especially."
"Thanks."
She said, "I'm going to start looking at some summer camps. Outreach events. I think there's a real opportunity to build something intentional around this, the visibility without it looking corporate."
Shane said, "Sure."
He was twenty-two and he was exhausted in a way that he didn't talk about. He had been good for his entire career, had been careful and controlled and had represented everything he was supposed to represent, and he was so tired of the weight of the kid in Saskatchewan—Yuna had a specific formulation: there's a Korean kid in Saskatchewan right now who needs to see you do this—that he sometimes felt it physically, a pressure behind his sternum, a thing he breathed around.
He had said: sure.
He had gone back to his hotel room and eaten exactly what the framework allowed and opened his laptop and reviewed tape for the next morning's skate.

Ilya is on his back with his arm over his face, which is the position he takes when he is tired but does not want to admit he is tired. Resting his eyes turns into snoring, which is what David does, something Shane very politely does not point out. It means Ilya is just as boring and as old as him now (ha!) A fossil he had once sworn he would never become.
Shane is reading, which he does for approximately eight minutes most nights before his eyes give up and his brain follows.
They have been married for three months.
Shane still has not gotten used to the fact that this is just a thing that happens now. Tuesday nights, corking these ordinary days. Ilya’s elbow occasionally in his space by accident, or his fingers drifting toward Shane’s waistband very much on purpose. Both of them just here, like this is something people are allowed to have without it being temporary.
Anya is at the foot of the bed, where she has established squatter’s rights neither of them has successfully contested. Shane has tried. Ilya has tried nothing but to bribe Shane into allowing it, which did not work and was later reattempted with sex. Anya is dreaming—something twitchy, her feet making small paddling motions—and making occasional small sounds that suggest the dream is going well for her.
"Do you think Wiebe's going to stay conservative with the line rotations," Shane says, "or do you think he'll open it up once he's seen what we can actually do."
“He’ll stay conservative,” Ilya says. “Shorten the bench early. He’ll let guys earn it.”
"Mm."
"This bothers you."
"I didn't say it bothered me."
"You brought up Wiebe at nine-forty on a Tuesday."
Shane puts down the book he’s reading-not-reading.
"I just think we have more capability than his system shows right now," Shane says. "I'm not frustrated. I'm observing."
"You are frustrated," Ilya says. He moves his arm, rests it on Shane’s thigh. He looks at Shane with the calm that is not actually calm, that is Ilya having decided to say a thing. "And that's different from what I want to talk about."
"Okay," Shane says carefully.
At the foot of the bed, Anya’s dream seems to have resolved. She goes still, sighs once with great feeling, and repositions herself so that she is occupying a slightly larger percentage of the available space, exactly as Shane predicted.
Ilya is quiet for a moment. He does this—takes the space to make sure he's saying what he means, which is something Shane had not understood was unusual until he spent time with people who didn't do it.
"You didn't eat at the team thing today."
"I ate."
"I know what you eating looks like," Ilya begins, cautiously. "I've been watching you eat for a long time."
"I had a big lunch."
Ilya looks at him steadily. He doesn't argue the point. He doesn't push. He just looks at Shane with the specific quality of someone who is not going to pretend they believe something they don't believe, and also isn't going to make a scene out of it.
"Okay.”
Ilya rolls over, arms still loose around Shane’s waist despite all the things said and unsaid. After a moment, his breathing evens out.
Shane lies in the dark staring at the ceiling.

When Shane was eight, he slept in the yard for a week.
He dragged the tent from the basement—his father's fishing tent, the one that smelled like lake water and the particular boredom of waiting for something that did not come, or came too slowly, or came and turned out to be smaller than expected. He had never liked fishing. He had liked, once, the idea of fishing with his father—the early mornings, the thermos of something hot, the version of it that existed in his head before he had tried it. The actual fishing involved a lot of sitting still and keeping quiet, both of which Shane could do and neither of which he found restful. The fish, when they came, gasped. He had not known what to do with the gasping.
He dragged the tent out anyway. Also two throw pillows his mother had retired from the living room—too old, she said, though they looked fine to Shane, which was not a battle he chose to fight—and his Ottawa Centaurs keychain with the small flashlight attached to it. The flashlight cut out if you held the button for more than four seconds. He had tested this many times and the number was always four: not three, not five, always four, and he had spent longer than was probably necessary trying to understand why four specifically, whether it was a design choice or a limitation or just an arbitrary fact of the thing, and he had not been able to determine this. He had accepted it. The flashlight lasted four seconds and then you were in the dark.
He was eight and three-quarters. He was going to be a hockey player, and then a professional hockey player, and then the best professional hockey player in the world, and he knew this the way he knew a few other things—not because someone had told him, not because of evidence exactly, just because it was the truest fact he had about himself, the one that everything else organized around. He was not a little boy who did things without reasons. That was Daniel down the block, who barked at his mother and ate sand on a dare and had once cried for forty minutes because his ice cream fell and who genuinely believed, because his older brother said so, that the United States government had faked the moon landing in a Hollywood basement. Shane was not Daniel. Shane knew things.
His father came out each morning with a new theory.
"Bigfoot," he said, on the first morning. He said it with the slight smile he wore when he was making fun of himself, which Shane had learned to recognize.
"No," said Shane.
"Wolves," said his father, on the second morning. "You've decided to study the wolves."
"There are no wolves this close to the city," Shane said.
"Survivalist training," said his father, on the third morning. "You're preparing for the collapse of civilization."
"I'm eight," Shane said.
"You're eight and three-quarters," his father said. "Very different."
His mother did not come out with theories. His mother checked the weather on the first morning—early June, warm, no rain projected for the week—and she let him go without a fight, which was its own kind of answer to a question he had not technically asked. She said: family dinner is still at six. She said: you'll be at the table at five-forty to set it. She told David—and he was always David's son when he wasn't cooperating, your son has decided to live in the yard, David—that if he wasn't at that table, or if he caught something, or if any of it became a thing that required her to rearrange anything, it would be on David. She had a full week. She had a client presentation. She was not going to rearrange the week for this.
And that was that.
He came in every night at five-thirty-eight. He washed his hands. He set the table—placemats, then plates, then glasses, then cutlery in the specific order she preferred, which he knew without having to think about it the way he knew a lot of things about her, the things that were simply true and required no commentary. He ate dinner. He said the right number of things: something about his day, something about whatever his father brought up, something about hockey if it came up, which it usually did. He cleared his plate. He helped with dishes some nights and not others, depending on whether she asked.
Then he went back out.
The fourth night was cold. Not dangerously—he was in Ottawa in June, not on a mountainside—but genuinely cold, the kind of cold that crept through the sleeping bag around three in the morning and required a decision. He had said he was staying. He had told himself he was staying for the week, not four days, not five, a week, and the decision had been made on day one and was not a decision he was going to revisit because of weather. He had the extra throw pillow. He put on his hoodie. He lay there in the particular dark of a tent at three in the morning, the flashlight dead after four seconds, the yard just a yard but strange in the dark, and he was cold and he was fine. Being cold was not dying. He could be fine about being cold.
He came in at five-thirty-eight.

Thursday evening, Ilya is home before him, which is unusual. Ilya had a shorter day, some Foundation call that ended early. He’s in the kitchen when Shane gets back from an afternoon at the rink, a longer session than planned, two hours of edge work and then an hour and a half of tape he'd told himself he'd stop at twenty minutes.
He is also, Shane realizes immediately, in the kitchen having decided something.
Shane puts his bag down. He gets water. He does the small rituals of re-entering a space, and he does them slowly, because there is a quality to Ilya's stillness that tells him to take a moment.
Ilya says, "Can we talk."
Not a question. The syntax of a question, the weight of a statement.
"Sure.” He sits.
Ilya sits across from him. Between them, the kitchen table, which is Ilya’s, which they brought from his old Boston place—dark wood, built for two people and a conversation, positioned under the west window so that in the evenings the light comes through at a particular angle. Shane had looked at it the first time and thought: someone chose this with care.
"I'm worried about you," Ilya says. Not beating around the bush.
"I'm fine." Shane doesn't look up from the table. Habit, at this point. Reflex before thought.
"I know you say that."
"Because it's true."
"Shane." He says the name the way he always does when it means something total. Like a door closing. "I have been watching you for years. I know what you look like when you are struggling."
"This is the preseason." Shane's voice is already measured, already building the frame. "Of my first season, here. This is transition. This is workload. You are treating a performance adjustment like it is something else."
"You had half a bowl of oats on Tuesday." Ilya says it without inflection. Just weight. "No lunch, no dinner. Nothing at the team meal. Yesterday I watched you drink tea and then tell me you had already eaten."
"I eat. I have a system. The system accounts for training load, recovery, conditioning. It’s not random. It’s researched."
"I know about the system."
Shane stops.
"I know it very well," Ilya says. "I did not say anything because I watched you and thought: it is hard, but he is managing. And then this summer, after Montreal, I watched it change. I still said nothing." A pause. "So I am saying it now."
The silence that follows is not comfortable. It sits in the room like a third person.
Shane's voice drops into something practiced. Press conference calm, every edge filed down. "I hear you. But I have numbers. My numbers are better than they have ever been. This is not guesswork. This is structured, documented—"
"Shane."
"—performance management. It works. What you are describing as a problem is a system that has worked consistently for years, a decade if we’re being precise about it, across—"
"You didn't eat yesterday."
"I wasn't hungry."
"You are never hungry."
The kitchen goes quiet in a different way.
Ilya's voice doesn't rise. That's what makes it worse. "Something changed in March. When Brad did what he did, and Pike didn't open his eyes and use them. I thought it would pass. I kept thinking that. I was wrong. And I am ashamed I waited this long."
"That's not relevant," Shane says, and now there is something sharp emerging under the flatness, something metallic turning in the dark.
"I don't want to fight," Ilya says. "I am telling you this because I love you and I cannot watch this anymore." He pauses. "It was an accident."
Shane blinks. "What?"
"That is what you said. Last week, when I asked. I forget sometimes, Ilya. It's just an accident." Ilya's voice is very quiet now. Careful. Like he is carrying something fragile and also dangerous. "You said that."
"...yes," Shane says slowly. There's something in his voice—the particular patience people use when they think they're talking to someone who doesn't quite understand. To an immigrant or a dumb athlete or an invalid. He knows Ilya hates it. The assumption. He uses it anyway. "Because it is."
"An accident," Ilya repeats.
"Yes."
A pause. Something shifts in Ilya's face.
"Like my mother," he says, "was an accident."
Shane suddenly can't breathe.
It lands like a hit into the boards—clean and total, no room to brace for it.
"My mother hadn't meant to." Ilya's voice is even. Which is what makes it unendurable. "She was very young. She was very sad. She was married to a man who did not love her, and that is not something you survive easily." His fingers tick down, one by one, slow and deliberate, like counting a sentence he has rehearsed alone a thousand times. "She took too much by accident. My father said it like he believed it—or like he needed to. I still do not know which is worse: that he knew and said it anyway, or that he actually did."
He pauses.                            
"That is the thing," Ilya says. "You do not decide to walk into it. It becomes the next step. And then the next. And from the inside it never looks like anything except what is happening. It never looks like what it is."
Shane stares at him.
"That's not—" he starts.
"I am not finished."
The room tightens. Not louder. Smaller.
"You can call it whatever you want," Ilya continues. "Accident. Discipline. System. Nobody calls it what it is while they are inside it. They only call it that after. And by after—" He stops. Breathes. "Sometimes there is no after."
Shane's jaw tightens. "You're talking about something else."
"I am talking about you."
That lands clean.
Shane exhales through his nose, sharp and controlled. "No."
"Yes," Ilya says, immediately. The speed of it starts something burning in Shane's chest.
"You're projecting." Too fast. The seams showing. "This is about your mother. Not me. Not my eating. You are folding me into something that is not mine to carry."
"I said I am talking about you."
A short, wrong laugh escapes Shane. "I'm not—" He stops. Recalibrates. "I'm not doing anything like that. I have a system. I've had a system for years. It works. You are describing something that is not happening."
Silence.
Ilya studies him.
"It is the same shape," Ilya says quietly. "You just gave it a different name so it would fit."
Shane goes very still.
"You are hurting yourself, and what's worse is you are lying to me about it. Pouring things down the sink when you rinse your dishes, and folding paper napkins over the trash can. You are lying. Or is that also an accident?"
Heat rises under it now, something beginning to unseal. "You don't get to do that. You don't get to take something that is working and—and recode it because it makes you uncomfortable. I am not your mother. I am not some collapse waiting to happen or a damsel in distress. I am an athlete. This is control. This is discipline."
"I am not uncomfortable," Ilya says. "I am afraid." Flat. Simple. No performance in it at all. "And I am watching you repeat things I have watched other people repeat right before they disappeared."
That is what breaks something loose in Shane.
"No." Too loud, which is its own tell. He points an accusing finger at Ilya, which immediately feels absurd. He puts it back down. "No. You are not doing that. You are not putting me in that category." The press conference mask slides back, smooth and terrible. "You don't know what you're talking about. You are not a doctor. You are not my coach. You are not inside my body. I am fine. I am functioning. I am performing. There is nothing here except what you have decided to see."
Something final and ugly rises up from wherever he has been keeping it.
"You want to know what I actually think is happening?"
His hands press against the table. His palms are white with how hard he digs in.
"I think you have been afraid of something for a very long time. I think you watched your mother. I think you couldn't stop it. And I understand that it has weight. I do." The precision of it is awful—like watching someone pick up a blade and describe exactly where they intend to use it. "But what I think is actually happening is that you cannot tolerate being helpless. You never could. So you look for the version of it that you can fix. You look for the shape of it somewhere you have access to. And I am—" a gesture, almost clinical "—convenient. I am close. I am something you see every day. And so you have taken whatever you could not save in her and you have put her face on me."
Ilya just watches him, not saying anything, and the more Shane thinks about it, the more and more angry he gets.
"My habits are not her pill bottles," Shane continues, throat raw and wrong. "They are not your father's indifference. They are not your inability to prevent something that had already started. And I am not going to become the place where you rehearse saving her." And because stopping has never been something he does cleanly, "She was sad and she was young and she was trapped in a life with a man who did not love her, and that is a tragedy, and it is not mine. That grief is yours. Not mine to carry."
Something in Ilya's face—
"I am an elite athlete." Shane is standing now. He can hear himself as if from a distance, can feel the wretched momentum of it and cannot stop. He is standing over his husband, like Grigori stood over Irina and eventually Ilya, which is to say he becomes a big black shadow, and he barely notices it. "I am disciplined. I am controlled. I am at the top of this game and I have worked every single day of my life to stay there. Not all of us are willing to slow down so the people around us feel comfortable watching. Not all of us are quitters when things get tough. If you cannot handle what it takes to operate at this level—if watching a professional athlete do what is required is too much for you—then maybe you should have stayed in Boston where you didn't have to fucking see it."
The silence after is not empty.
It is occupied.
Ilya looks at him.
He does not cry. He does not raise his voice. His eyes are very bright in a way that is not yet tears and not anger either, something worse, something that has moved past both of those into a place that does not have a simple name.
He looks at Shane the way you look at someone you thought you knew standing slightly wrong. The face right. The posture right. The voice familiar. And something underneath not matching. Like looking at a photograph of a person and realizing it was taken before something happened to them.
Ilya, who gave up Boston. Who gave up Svetlana and Marlow and his Cups and the city that knew his name like a fixed point on a map. Who stepped out of his own life quietly, without complaint, and stayed there—so it could be Shane's team, Shane's city, Shane's parents, Shane's career salvaged from the wreckage of what Montreal had done to him. Three years of making himself smaller. Almost domestic. Almost incidental.
He doesn't slam anything.
Shane's chest heaves. His face is hot. His jaw hurts from how hard he's holding it. His nails have left marks in his palms.
"My mother," Ilya says finally. His voice is very quiet. Steady in a way that feels like the last thread of something holding. "Was very young. And very sad. And she lived her whole short life with a man who did not love her and made sure she knew it. And my father told himself it was an accident because the alternative—" He stops. Breathes. "The alternative was that he had watched it happen and called it something else and let it."
Shane doesn't move.
They both know what Grigori is. They have never said it out loud. They don't need to.
"I am not asking you to be her," Ilya says. "I am not asking you to be a tragedy. I am asking you to let me say: I see something. Because no one ever said it for her. And I am asking you to hear it without dismantling me for trying." His voice is barely above flat. "That is all I was asking."
He picks up his keys from the counter.
"You are very good," he says at the door, "at making sure no one can get close enough to help you."
It’s not an accusation, but rather a fact he has just finished deciding.
And he leaves. The door closes with a quiet, deliberate click, the specific sound of someone who wants you to know it was a choice.
Shane sits back down.
His hands are steady. They have always been steady. Excellent hands. Controlled hands. The kind of hands that make things obey him, that make a puck worth millions.
He thinks about the word accident.
About the way Ilya said it—not as argument. As something observed too closely to be softened anymore.
He thinks about I am telling you this because I love you.
He sits with it. The silence is absolute.
He thinks of how Ilya looks at him, really looks at him, and Shane feels like that bird on the highway. Hit dead on. Feathers in the wind.

Here is what the role model conversation has always been.
It is not a conversation. It is a context. It’s the atmosphere of his career, the thing that was there before every decision before the sponsorship meetings and the media days and the summer camps and the years of careful ambiguity about his personal life, about Ilya, about who he was and what he was and what the kid in Saskatchewan needed him to be. It was there before every decision he made about his own life, a pressure behind his sternum—low-grade and constant, the way tinnitus is constant, something you stop noticing except in the quiet.
Shane spent a decade being terrified to come out because he was worried about that kid. He has said this now. He said it to Yuna, in his parents’ backyard that summer Ilya visited and David lost a phone charger and wandered in on a half-interrupted moment, before Ilya moved here full-time, before everything cracked open under public scrutiny. He said it out loud and watched her flinch and apologize and felt the specific strange relief of a sentence that had been held a long time finally leaving him.
But the saying of it did not undo the decade. He had been good, and careful, and disciplined, and controlled, and he had spent every year afraid of his own life, and then someone had posted a video taken through a window, and the decade ended anyway, and the kid in Saskatchewan found out anyway, and all of it—all the careful, all the controlled—had not protected him from anything.
He had been outed on a Thursday.
He had called Yuna before anyone else.
By Saturday, the weight had been on him for so long that its absence felt like a wound—the raw place where a thing had been held and was no longer being held, and he didn't know what to do with his hands.
He had eaten three crackers on that Saturday. He hadn’t been able to locate hunger, could not find the signal in all the noise. He had gone for a run instead, and told Ilya he was fine, and not been fine, and Ilya had sat next to him on the couch without being asked and that had been, for that day, enough.
The system had gotten worse after. He knows this. He had watched it get worse and called it adjustment, called it the body responding to stress, called it everything except what it was.

Yuna had handled the FanMail as she handled everything: completely, at speed, with the particular ferocity of someone who had reorganized her life around her child’s career and refused to let a single Thursday unravel it. She had made calls. She had written statements. She had managed the narrative with a precision that Shane, watching from the passenger seat of the crisis, had found both deeply reassuring and deeply exhausting.
Before, it had taken her a long time, it had taken David walking in on them, to say, I'm sorry that I made you feel like you couldn’t tell me.
She had said it eventually. He knew she meant it, with tears in her eyes, the very same that shone back at her from her son’s face.
I forgive you. I forgive you. I do, I do. And he does.
But he hadn’t known what to do with it. He still, sometimes, doesn't.

When Shane was eight, he slept in the yard for a week.
He dragged the tent from the basement—his father's fishing tent, the one that smelled like lake water and the particular boredom of waiting for something that did not come, or came too slowly, or came and turned out to be smaller than expected. He had never liked fishing. He had liked, once, the idea of fishing with his father—the early mornings, the thermos of something hot, the version of it that existed in his head before he had tried it. The actual fishing involved a lot of sitting still and keeping quiet, both of which Shane could do and neither of which he found restful. The fish, when they came, gasped. He had not known what to do with the gasping.
He dragged the tent out anyway. Also two throw pillows his mother had retired from the living room—too old, she said, though they looked fine to Shane, which was not a battle he chose to fight—and his Ottawa Centaurs keychain with the small flashlight attached to it. The flashlight cut out if you held the button for more than four seconds. He had tested this many times and the number was always four: not three, not five, always four, and he had spent longer than was probably necessary trying to understand why four specifically, whether it was a design choice or a limitation or just an arbitrary fact of the thing, and he had not been able to determine this. He had accepted it. The flashlight lasted four seconds and then you were in the dark.
He was eight and three-quarters. He was going to be a hockey player, and then a professional hockey player, and then the best professional hockey player in the world, and he knew this the way he knew a few other things—not because someone had told him, not because of evidence exactly, just because it was the truest fact he had about himself, the one that everything else organized around. He was not a little boy who did things without reasons. That was Daniel down the block, who barked at his mother and ate sand on a dare and had once cried for forty minutes because his ice cream fell and who genuinely believed, because his older brother said so, that the United States government had faked the moon landing in a Hollywood basement. Shane was not Daniel. Shane knew things.
His father came out each morning with a new theory.
"Bigfoot," he said, on the first morning. He said it with the slight smile he wore when he was making fun of himself, which Shane had learned to recognize.
"No," said Shane.
"Wolves," said his father, on the second morning. "You've decided to study the wolves."
"There are no wolves this close to the city," Shane said.
"Survivalist training," said his father, on the third morning. "You're preparing for the collapse of civilization."
"I'm eight," Shane said.
"You're eight and three-quarters," his father said. "Very different."
His mother did not come out with theories. His mother checked the weather on the first morning—early June, warm, no rain projected for the week—and she let him go without a fight, which was its own kind of answer to a question he had not technically asked. She said: family dinner is still at six. She said: you'll be at the table at five-forty to set it. She told David—and he was always David's son when he wasn't cooperating, your son has decided to live in the yard, David—that if he wasn't at that table, or if he caught something, or if any of it became a thing that required her to rearrange anything, it would be on David. She had a full week. She had a client presentation. She was not going to rearrange the week for this.
And that was that.
He came in every night at five-thirty-eight. He washed his hands. He set the table—placemats, then plates, then glasses, then cutlery in the specific order she preferred, which he knew without having to think about it the way he knew a lot of things about her, the things that were simply true and required no commentary. He ate dinner. He said the right number of things: something about his day, something about whatever his father brought up, something about hockey if it came up, which it usually did. He cleared his plate. He helped with dishes some nights and not others, depending on whether she asked.
Then he went back out.
The fourth night was cold. Not dangerously—he was in Ottawa in June, not on a mountainside—but genuinely cold, the kind of cold that crept through the sleeping bag around three in the morning and required a decision. He had said he was staying. He had told himself he was staying for the week, not four days, not five, a week, and the decision had been made on day one and was not a decision he was going to revisit because of weather. He had the extra throw pillow. He put on his hoodie. He lay there in the particular dark of a tent at three in the morning, the flashlight dead after four seconds, the yard just a yard but strange in the dark, and he was cold and he was fine. Being cold was not dying. He could be fine about being cold.
He came in at five-thirty-eight.
His mother did not check the weather again after day one. She had checked once, established the facts, and moved forward with the week. This was how she operated. Shane understood this about her—she was not a hoverer, was not a person who rechecked what had already been established, and there was something he found both admirable and difficult about it. She trusted him to handle things. She had always trusted him to handle things. He had always handled them, and the handling had always looked, from the outside, like fine.

The not-mandatory psychologist asks, "What does control feel like?"
Shane has the answer ready. He's been preparing answers for most of his adult life and he's good at it. Not dishonest exactly, just efficient. He opens his mouth.
"Competence," he starts. "Like being—"
He stops.
The answer is ready. The answer is there. He can see it, fully formed, waiting to be said.
He doesn't say it.
The therapist doesn't fill the silence. She has a practice of letting silences be their full size, which Shane has decided he either finds respectful or aggravating and hasn't landed yet on which.
The things that happen in the silence are not organized:
Yuna's voice, you'll need the energy, which was nothing, which is always nothing, which lands anyway.
The nutritionist's pen moving across the intake notes.
Ilya standing in the kitchen in the grey t-shirt, looking at the plate, not saying anything yet.
A Montreal locker room, a specific afternoon, the word that got used, a person he'd considered a teammate, and the understanding that arrived over the following weeks like a slow water stain: it was going to happen anyway. Thirty years of careful, of controlled, of saying the right things and performing the right version. It was going to happen anyway.
Ilya's voice: like my mother was an accident.
The nutritionist's note.
The laminated chart at fourteen, its clean columns.
Seventeen, a buffet table, Ilya Rozanov eating without asking anyone's permission first.
The tent in the yard, five-thirty-eight, and that was that.
Shane becomes aware that his hands are flat on his thighs. He has been pressing them down. He stops.
"I think I need to stop here," he says. "For today."
The therapist looks at him. Her expression is the one she has been wearing since the intake—not worried exactly, something steadier than worry.
"Okay," she says.

Ilya and Shane don't talk about what happened, in that kitchen, on a Thursday. In fact, they don't speak much at all.
Ilya sleeps in the guest bedroom that first night, while Shane vomits in what was once their bathroom, and then returns without a word the next. As the days pass his arm comes back to wrap around Shane's waist in the dark, heavy and familiar, but they don't eat breakfast together anymore, and on the ice, they are perfectly, horribly cordial. No banter. No love. Nothing past what they are: colleagues. It is unusual in its own specific way, and everyone notices, and no one is brave enough to ask.
They don't have sex until the end of the first week, and Shane thinks at first it is a punishment of some kind—for what he said, which he still cannot bring himself to apologize for but which is eating him alive. (I was right, Shane tells himself. I should have kept Irina's name out of my mouth. I should have kept Ilya's career out of my mouth. But otherwise I was right.) When they finally do, it is clinical. Like Vegas. Like hotel rooms and the back entrance of his long-sold sex condo and sneaking around for most of their years because neither of them were allowed to say it out loud. Ilya comes and wipes Shane down after, but no pleasure shows on his face. He doubles his appointments with Galina. He finds reasons to be out of the house—his own house, that he bought, Shane knows—and he kisses Shane good morning and good night, chaste. But most nights Shane can see him through the glass, on the balcony, smoking. A habit he had nearly quit by now. For Shane.
And Ilya still tells him he loves him. Loves him, no matter what. Shane says it back, because what else is there to say, and because he means it and probably never won't. They have spent so long in each other's orbit that they are practically part of each other now—not ever fully a Shane, not ever fully an Ilya, but some mixture of both, walking around in two separate bodies.
"I shouldn't have said it," Shane whispers one night, Ilya's back turned to him. "I shouldn't have said any of it. About your mother. About you. I made it personal, and it wasn't personal, and I think it's the worst thing I've ever done to you."
The tears come before he can stop them.
"Probably," Ilya says. He sighs, and turns to face him, and wipes Shane's face with his thumb. "Lyubimyy moy. Don't cry."
"Don’t—don’t be nice to me." Shane hiccups, gasping for air that won't come. "I don't deserve it."
Ilya makes a wounded sound. "Don't say that—"
"I took the one thing." Shane isn't sure his words are even comprehensible anymore, he is weeping so hard. "The one thing you trusted me with. And I shoved it back in your face and made it into a weapon. And then I didn't say sorry for a week. And even if I had—who the fuck does that? What kind of person does that?"
Ilya tries to shush him. "Breathe, malysh. In and out. Not like that."
He demonstrates, and Shane follows, which is also fucking stupid—he's supposed to be the one apologizing, and instead he's having a panic attack, and his husband, patient and constant and tender-hearted right where Shane stabbed him, is still the one talking him down. Still the one with his hand in Shane's hair, firm, grounding strokes. Still here, even with the blood pouring out of him and the wound. For a week.
Shane cries harder.
"Shane, you will pass out if you continue," Ilya says, reasonably.
Shane thinks that might be a small mercy, at this point, and it must show on his face, because Ilya's hand stills in his hair. Something dark and careful moves through his eyes.
"Shane."
Shane shakes his head and shoves the pillow over his face and screams into it. He covers his ears. Squeezes his eyes shut. Rocks the pillow back and forth against his face like it will help, suffocating himself without maybe meaning to, like it will do anything.
"Don't." Ilya's voice catches—meaning he's crying too, meaning even in this half-assed falling-apart apology, Shane is making his husband cry. "Shane, don't."
"I don't want to be this," Shane sobs. "I don't want to keep doing this. I don't want to keep hurting you—I ran out the door and I hurt you, and I lied to myself about Rose and I hurt you, and I did this, and I don't know how to—I don't know how to stop—"
Ilya's arms close around him so tightly it should collapse his lungs. Instead, it anchors him. Shane goes dizzy with relief.
"You have to break up with me," Shane says into his shoulder. "You have to end this, because clearly I don't know how—"
Through his tears, Ilya gasps, "No, Shane—"
"You do. All anybody ever does is hurt you, and now that's me too, and I can't stand it. I can't be that. I tricked you into staying—don't look at my face, I'm manipulating you right now," Shane demands. "I'm manipulating you with my tears—"
"I don't care." Ilya sniffs, gathering himself, doing a significantly better job of it than Shane. "In sickness and through health. Now stop with this. I chose you, do you understand me? You did not trick me. You did not trap me. I chose you. I chose you and I will choose you again and again. In every fucking life, I think. And if you divorced me every time I said something stupid to you—because the pills weren't working, or I missed a goal, or whatever other fucking stupid not important thing—we would not have made it to the—the, fucking what is—starts with an A—"
"Altar," Shane finishes, softly.
“Yes. That.”
Shane's breathing slows. Still trembling, but no longer standing on a ledge. "But you've never said anything this bad, even at your worst. Nothing this unforgivable."
Ilya shrugs, like it is that simple. "Who are you to decide what I can forgive?"
“Oh, God.” Shane shudders and exhales, shaky. Coming back into his own body.
“Yes, you are not him.” Ilya’s mouth tilts, just a little, and Shane can’t help but return it—teary, unsteady.
But Shane’s voice comes weak and ragged when he says it, like something pried out of him: “Why can’t you learn to want what’s good for you?” It’s a confession, of its own kind, a whisper in the dark.
Ilya laughs, a little. Wetly. "You are the best thing in my life." He pulls the pillow away gently, cautiously, and looks at him. "I will always worry about you. I will always love you. You are the best thing in my entire life, and I don't know how to do any of this without you."
Shane's bottom lip wobbles. He looks into Ilya's glassy green eyes. "That's not healthy, probably. That you can't live without me." But his heart is pounding. The simplicity of it, the bluntness—Ilya never has the pretty English words for it, so it is always exactly what he means. Devastatingly exactly.
Ilya laughs a little harder, and Shane should be mad about that, sitting here looking like a drowned rat while Ilya laughs at him. Despite his best efforts, the shaky smile comes anyway, back and in full force. Watching Ilya laugh—it never matters what it's about. It makes Shane so, so happy. It has always made Shane so furiously happy, and he thinks it probably always will.
"No." Ilya grins. He kisses Shane's mouth, soft and steady and sure. Then pecks it once more, quick, just to be certain, sealing something in.
Shane cradles his face in both hands like something he cannot bear to fracture—or already has, and has spent a long time pressing back together, piece by piece.
"The best thing," Ilya whispers with reverence. He traces Shane's mouth with his thumb. Reaches over to the nightstand, grabs a tissue, and hands it to Shane matter-of-factly.
Shane blows his nose.
Ilya flops his curly head onto Shane's chest, right above his heart, and goes still. It pounds spectacularly beneath his warm cheek.
"I think this is the best sound I have ever heard," he says.

Two weeks later, on a Friday evening in October, nearly November, Shane's parents have them over for dinner.
This is normal. This happens. David cooks when he can and gets takeout when he can't, and Yuna supplements both with an enthusiasm that outpaces her technique but not, Shane has always thought, her love. The house smells like his childhood when he walks in—a specific accumulated smell, many years of dinners, the particular cedar of his mother's candles.
There is a photograph on the wall in the hall, which has always been there. Shane passes it every time he comes home. Him, age eight or so, missing a front tooth, mid-laugh in the backyard, completely unguarded. Something he almost never was in photographs. Something he stopped being not long after, actually, the year hockey got serious and cameras learned his face.
Ilya stops at the photograph.
This is not unusual. Ilya has a habit of stopping at photographs, the way some people stop at the plaques beside paintings in galleries. He looks at this one for a moment.
"You were a very funny-looking child," he says.
"Thanks," Shane says, dryly.
"The tooth."
"Yes, I can see the tooth."
"Is endearing," Ilya says, and something in his voice is different when he says it. Shane looks at him. Ilya is still looking at the photograph, his face the way it gets when he is thinking about something too far away for Shane to follow.
He doesn't say anything else. He follows Shane into the kitchen.
Dinner is good. David has made a roast—an actual production, the kind he reserves for Fridays when he has the time—and there is wine and the ease of people who have been having dinner together long enough that conversation flows without needing to be managed.
Yuna is telling a story about a meeting. Ilya is laughing at it, genuinely, the full laugh he saves for things he finds actually funny and not just socially required. David is refilling glasses (never Shane's, because Shane doesn't drink) and asking about the Foundation, asking Ilya about the season, and there is a warmth to it that Shane has always found both necessary and, lately, slightly unbearable to sit inside of.
On the back burner of the stove, there is a small pot.
Ilya sees it the moment they walk in. Shane sees Ilya see it. Neither of them says anything.
David has made, in the small pot on the back burner, a grain bowl. Rice, some grilled chicken, the specific composition that Shane's framework allows without adjustment. He made it from scratch. A separate meal, from scratch, so that his son would have something to eat at the table.
Shane eats the grain bowl. Everyone else eats the roast.
For a while, everything is fine.
It starts small.
Ilya says, not aggressively, in the conversational lull between Yuna's story and David asking about the Foundation: "David. How many years you make two meals?"
David looks up, still smiling from the story. "What?"
"Two meals," Ilya says. He nods toward the stove. "Every time Shane comes. How long you do this?"
"It's not a big deal," David says. Easy. Practiced. The tone of a man who has told himself this many times. "It takes an extra—"
"I'm not saying it's a big deal," Ilya says. "You are a very good father. You do anything for Shane. I'm asking how long."
Shane puts down his fork. The panic is immediate, cold, spreading. "Ilya."
"I'm curious," Ilya says. Still not hostile. Curious like a man who has already done the math and wants to hear the answer spoken out loud.
"Several years," David says.
"Several," Ilya repeats. "So since before Shane is captain. Since before the Cups."
"More or less," David agrees.
Ilya nods. He picks up his fork. He takes a bite. He says, to the table: "Shane's team flagged his form in September. Weight, recovery. They referred him to the performance nutritionist and the performance psychologist."
The table goes quiet.
"Ilya," Shane says.
"I'm telling your parents," Ilya says. "Because they should know." The same way he says things on the ice when he is completely certain—no doubt, no aggression, just the fact of it.
Yuna's face has shifted. Listening hard, the face she makes when something has become a problem to solve, and by God she will solve it.
"Form flagging during a transition is normal—" she starts.
"His weight is down significantly from his last playoff physical," Ilya says. "And then more, after another check last week."
Shane feels something drop through the floor of his stomach. He hadn't known Ilya knew about the update. Hadn't brought it up for a reason.
"He had a very hard summer—"
"Yuna." Ilya says her name the way he says Shane's name when he wants to say it completely. "David makes two dinners. For years. This is not adjustment to new city. This has been going on a long time."
"His framework is research-based," Yuna says. Her voice is careful now, the kind of careful that comes right before the sharp. It’s a different sharp than her son’s, the one way they have never been alike. Shane is a cold, silent knife hidden behind his back, poison slipped into a cup of coffee, quiet, calm, concealed. His mother is a gunshot, meant for everyone to hear. "He has worked with nutritionists, he has the metrics, his performance over the last decade has—"
"Is not about performance," Ilya says.
"He told Dr. Patel the weight loss was an accident." Ilya looks at her steadily. "He told me the same. I forget sometimes. It's just an accident. For a man so careful about his framework, his research, his metrics—that is a lot of accidents, no?"
The table is absolutely still.
Yuna's voice takes on an edge now. "That is not an appropriate way to describe—"
"Then what is appropriate way?" Ilya says. "I'm telling you what it looks like from outside. I'm telling you that when someone you love says I forgot, I just wasn't hungry, for months and months—" He stops. "Years, actually. I have seen this shape before. I know what this is."
"Shane manages himself," Yuna says. She is not backing down. She never backs down when she believes she is right. "I know my son. I have known him his entire life—"
"Mom," Shane says.
"I know you have," Ilya says. "I know you drove him to five-thirty practices for years. I know you found the coaches, built this career alongside him. I know what you gave. I have seen it." His voice has started to climb now, the control fraying at the edges in a way it didn't when he argued with Shane. That fight had been faith underneath it. This is something older and angrier. "And I am telling you that something you built went wrong somewhere. Not because you meant it to. But it went wrong. David makes two dinners and nobody says anything for years, and you are sitting here talking to me about performance metrics—"
"You don't know what you're talking about," Yuna snaps, and the careful is gone entirely now, cracked clean open. "You met him at seventeen. I was there before that. I reorganized my entire professional life. I gave up opportunities. I made everything—every single thing—around making sure he could—"
"I know," Ilya says.
"—I gave everything—"
"I know," Ilya says. "And while you were giving everything, while you were driving him and managing him and optimizing every variable, your fourteen-year-old son took what you gave him further than it was meant to go." His voice breaks on the word and then holds itself. "And nobody noticed. Or someone noticed and said nothing. Because the numbers were good. Because he was performing. Because the evidence said it was working, and the evidence was always what mattered."
"Ilya," Shane says. "Stop."
"Shane—"
"Stop." Quiet. Pleading.
Ilya looks at him.
He looks at Yuna, stiff and taut. He looks at David, who has set down his fork with the stillness of a man who has learned, in thirty years of marriage, when to speak and when to bear witness.
He looks back at Shane.
"I love you more than anything," he says. "And if I cannot get through to you, I will say it to someone who should have seen it from the start. I cannot stop."
He looks at Yuna. Mouth pressed flat. The calm that comes just before.
Then: “You are killing your own son.”
A wretched sound comes out of Yuna's mouth.
"Ilya!" Shane says.
"Hey!" David's hand comes up.
Yuna is on her feet, short and furious, the chair screeching back. "Who the fuck are you to come in here and say that to me—"
Ilya is up too, and he is not shouting the way she is but he is loud, authoritative, rolling right over her like something inevitable. He is up so fast it makes Shane dizzy.
"I am his husband—"
"As of three months ago!" Her voice has fully cracked open now, all the careful gone and something raw and wounded underneath. "Three months, as if I didn't carry him longer than that—as if I haven't spent thirty years—"
"And in those thirty years," Ilya says, cutting through, "what did you see? What did you decide not to see? Because the chart was working. Because the numbers were good. Because Shane was winning and that was enough—"
"Don't you dare—"
“Ilya.” Shane paws at his arm, trying to do he doesn’t even know what, but Ilya’s hand just shifts, covering Shane's with his own, steady. Not removing it, but not convinced by it either. “Ilya, Ilya—”
"He wanted to be loved!" Ilya's voice finally breaks into something real, something burning underneath the control. "He did not want to be optimized. He wanted to be loved, and what he learned—what you taught him, without meaning to, I believe that, I do really believe you didn't mean to—was that the way to earn it was to perform. To be measurable. To be excellent. And now he is excellent, and he is measurable, and he is hurting himself to stay that way, and you are talking to me about frameworks—"
"You weren't there!" Yuna shouts, actually shouts, and Shane has almost never heard his mother shout in his life.
“Ilya,” Shane begs. “Ilya—”
He didn’t want any of this to happen. He never meant for—he didn’t—
“Mom.” Shane is shaking so hard he can’t stop. “Please.”
"You weren't there when the coaches were horrible, when those parents said those things, when it was awful and he needed someone and you were nowhere—"
"No," Ilya says. "I wasn't. I wasn't there. And maybe if I had been—" His voice drops, quiet now in a way that is somehow worse than the shouting. "I would have held him. Instead of handing him something else to be perfect at."
The silence that follows is a different kind of silence.
Yuna makes a sound that is not quite a word. Her face has gone somewhere past anger—somewhere that looks, horribly, like the first moment of being seen in a way you did not consent to.
She picks up the plate.
She throws it. It shatters against the wall, food sliding down in a slow, ugly smear.
"You spent his entire life hiding him in the dark!" she screams. "You weren't there for any of it—"
"He did it for you!" Ilya's voice is thunderous now. It is the only sentence he yells, the whole night. "He did not want to be perfect. He just wanted you to love him without the condition of it. He wanted you to love him when he lost!"
"ILYA!" Shane's voice tears out of him. "ENOUGH!"
He thinks of Ilya, Yuna’s favorite son. Of her teaching Ilya to make okonomiyaki the same way she once taught Shane, a lifetime ago. Of the gentle way she held Ilya together after the plane that almost wasn’t. Of her weeping with joy at their wedding, her only son, and then there were two.
He thinks of how Ilya can be brash and sharp and off-putting in the same way Yuna can, and how that has always made them easy to group together in other people’s eyes and in their own: Difficult people with histories, and, supposedly, bigger hearts.
Yuna and Shane, yes. But Yuna and Ilya, Ilya and Yuna. Twin flames, close enough to burn, never quite willing to.
Ilya’s eyes are shiny and desperate in a way Shane thinks he’s never seen him.
Yuna is no better.
Ilya stops.
He looks at Shane—really looks at him. Shane has moved, slightly, so that he is closer to his mother's side of the table. Not dramatically. Just close. His hand hovering near her shoulder.
Ilya goes very still.
He looks at Yuna, who loves her son completely and has organized her entire life around that love and has tonight been told it also did something else and cannot yet see it—or can, just barely, at the edges, and that is worse.
He looks at Shane, who is shielding her.
He sees the shape of it. Two people who love Shane so much they cannot see what it has cost him. A room built out of love and pressure, and Shane pressing against the walls for thirty years, calling it discipline, because that is the word he was handed.
Shane sees how the anger goes out of him like a tide going out. Shane wonders, deliriously, feverishly, if Yuna would’ve given Ilya a chart, at fourteen. If Ilya would have even accepted it. It’s a wild and faraway thought, gone as soon as it comes.
“I think I should leave,” Ilya says.
David, who fixed Ilya’s cufflinks for him, an hour before he married Shane, says, “Yes. I think that is best.”
“Thank you for dinner,” Ilya says, looking squarely at David. His gaze shifts to Yuna, but his face reveals nothing. He picks up his napkin. Sets it on the table. Pushes back his chair, and then—like there isn't food dripping down the wall, like there isn't glass on the floor—pushes it back in. Like a proper dinner guest.
"A parent," Ilya says, very quietly, "should never have to bury their child."
He looks at Shane. He glances, just once, briefly, at the photograph in the hall, visible through the doorway. The eight-year-old with the missing tooth and the wide-open grin. The boy who stopped being unguarded not long after.
He doesn't finish the thought.
Ilya picks up his keys from the hook by the door, and he doesn't look back.

When Shane was eight, he slept in the yard for a week.
He dragged the tent from the basement—his father's fishing tent, the one that smelled like lake water and the particular boredom of waiting for something that did not come, or came too slowly, or came and turned out to be smaller than expected. He had never liked fishing. He had liked, once, the idea of fishing with his father—the early mornings, the thermos of something hot, the version of it that existed in his head before he had tried it. The actual fishing involved a lot of sitting still and keeping quiet, both of which Shane could do and neither of which he found restful. The fish, when they came, gasped. He had not known what to do with the gasping.
He dragged the tent out anyway. Also two throw pillows his mother had retired from the living room—too old, she said, though they looked fine to Shane, which was not a battle he chose to fight—and his Ottawa Centaurs keychain with the small flashlight attached to it. The flashlight cut out if you held the button for more than four seconds. He had tested this many times and the number was always four: not three, not five, always four, and he had spent longer than was probably necessary trying to understand why four specifically, whether it was a design choice or a limitation or just an arbitrary fact of the thing, and he had not been able to determine this. He had accepted it. The flashlight lasted four seconds and then you were in the dark.
He was eight and three-quarters. He was going to be a hockey player, and then a professional hockey player, and then the best professional hockey player in the world, and he knew this the way he knew a few other things—not because someone had told him, not because of evidence exactly, just because it was the truest fact he had about himself, the one that everything else organized around. He was not a little boy who did things without reasons. That was Daniel down the block, who barked at his mother and ate sand on a dare and had once cried for forty minutes because his ice cream fell and who genuinely believed, because his older brother said so, that the United States government had faked the moon landing in a Hollywood basement. Shane was not Daniel. Shane knew things.
His father came out each morning with a new theory.
"Bigfoot," he said, on the first morning. He said it with the slight smile he wore when he was making fun of himself, which Shane had learned to recognize.
"No," said Shane.
"Wolves," said his father, on the second morning. "You've decided to study the wolves."
"There are no wolves this close to the city," Shane said.
"Survivalist training," said his father, on the third morning. "You're preparing for the collapse of civilization."
"I'm eight," Shane said.
"You're eight and three-quarters," his father said. "Very different."
His mother did not come out with theories. His mother checked the weather on the first morning—early June, warm, no rain projected for the week—and she let him go without a fight, which was its own kind of answer to a question he had not technically asked. She said: family dinner is still at six. She said: you'll be at the table at five-forty to set it. She told David—and he was always David's son when he wasn't cooperating, your son has decided to live in the yard, David—that if he wasn't at that table, or if he caught something, or if any of it became a thing that required her to rearrange anything, it would be on David. She had a full week. She had a client presentation. She was not going to rearrange the week for this.
And that was that.
He came in every night at five-thirty-eight. He washed his hands. He set the table—placemats, then plates, then glasses, then cutlery in the specific order she preferred, which he knew without having to think about it the way he knew a lot of things about her, the things that were simply true and required no commentary. He ate dinner. He said the right number of things: something about his day, something about whatever his father brought up, something about hockey if it came up, which it usually did. He cleared his plate. He helped with dishes some nights and not others, depending on whether she asked.
Then he went back out.
The fourth night was cold. Not dangerously—he was in Ottawa in June, not on a mountainside—but genuinely cold, the kind of cold that crept through the sleeping bag around three in the morning and required a decision. He had said he was staying. He had told himself he was staying for the week, not four days, not five, a week, and the decision had been made on day one and was not a decision he was going to revisit because of weather. He had the extra throw pillow. He put on his hoodie. He lay there in the particular dark of a tent at three in the morning, the flashlight dead after four seconds, the yard just a yard but strange in the dark, and he was cold and he was fine. Being cold was not dying. He could be fine about being cold.
He came in at five-thirty-eight.
His mother did not check the weather again after day one. She had checked once, established the facts, and moved forward with the week. This was how she operated. Shane understood this about her—she was not a hoverer, was not a person who rechecked what had already been established, and there was something he found both admirable and difficult about it. She trusted him to handle things. She had always trusted him to handle things. He had always handled them, and the handling had always looked, from the outside, like fine.
When the week was over he took down the tent himself, folded it imperfectly how it had been folded when he found it, and dragged it back to the basement. He returned the pillows to the closet where his mother had put them. He put the keychain back on his bag.
He never explained it.
She never asked.
No cookie. No discussion. No that looked hard or why did you need that or are you okay, actually. Just: the week, and then not the week, and Shane going back to his regular bed and his regular morning, and the tent in the basement where his father's fishing gear was, waiting for the next time.
He had been fine. That was the understanding they arrived at together without arriving at it out loud. He had been fine, and he'd done what he needed to do, and he had come in at five-thirty-eight every night and set the table, and nobody had needed to rearrange anything.
He was fine.

Yuna cries. Not openly. She would not; she is not built for open crying in front of her son. Instead, she turns slightly away into David’s shoulder, taking up less space with her heartbreak.
The sound of it makes Shane squeeze his eyes shut. He thinks she is grieving Ilya first, because it is the easiest place for the grief to start, the part of it still loud in her face.
David puts his hand over hers. Shane sits next to her. He does not say anything. He is not sure what he would say.
He does not go after Ilya. He thinks that if he tried to stand again, his legs would give out.
He sits with his parents at the table with the two dinners, the roast David made and the grain bowl. He does not explain it, and they do not ask him to. The evening ends because something has cracked open, and no one yet knows what is on the other side.

Eleven days later, the dinner has still not been discussed. Ilya and Yuna haven’t spoken, outside of one formal, cursory text about the Foundation. A necessity, a far cry from an olive branch. Shane and Ilya have been circling the edges of it—Shane knows that Ilya knows, knows that the dinner happened the way it happened, and they have both been doing the thing they sometimes do where they let something sit in the corner of the room and live there, hoping it doesn’t grow, and not looking directly at it.
Shane does not ask Ilya to apologize to his mother, nor she to him. He does not come between it.
Yuna comes to games, and hugs Shane in the locker room after, and does not look at Rozanov. Ilya kisses Shane every day, teases and laughs with him, reinstates shared breakfast, though they are still a mostly silent affair following his and Shane’s own argument weeks before, and they are as happily married as that first day in July, maybe even more so, with the time of it shaping it into something more known and intimate. The team gets better with every day and is none the wiser.
The house is empty. Ilya is at a Foundation board meeting, one without Yuna, an early morning session, won't be home until noon. Shane has had a long morning—tape review and then a session that went an hour past when he'd meant to stop and then a drive home during which Yuna texted a sponsorship timeline and he'd read it at a red light and felt the familiar weight settle across his shoulders, the kid in Saskatchewan, the thirteen percent, the less than four percent, this is what you are to them whether you want to be or not.
He is in the kitchen. He doesn’t respond to the text.
Another one comes in: No pressure, sweetheart. I’m always proud of you.
Which is new, and means Yuna knows, to some degree, that Ilya was right, and is too proud to admit it.
Shane tries not to think about them too often these days, in the aftermath. It makes him sick.
He has crackers in his hand—the Simple Mills ones, counted out, the glass container open on the counter—and he is standing at the counter and doing math that has nothing to do with eating them.
He puts one back.
He counts them again.
He is aware, with some distant part of himself, that this is the thing that Dr. Patel had asked him about. She'd said, near the end of their third session: What's the decision-making process, between taking food out and eating it? And he had described the system and she had listened carefully and then said: Is there a version where you're hungry and you just eat something? And he had looked at her and she had looked at him and the silence had been the answer.
He puts another cracker back.
He is so tired.
This is the thought that arrives, unexpected, not dramatic, just true: he is so tired. He has been running the system for sixteen years and he is thirty years old, and he is so tired of the math, of the counting, of the variables and the frameworks, of mornings that begin with an assessment before he is fully awake, before he has had a thought that is his own. He is tired in a way that has nothing to do with the skates.
It is not a dramatic trigger.
That's what he'd always told himself wouldn't happen to him—the falling apart, the losing it, the collapsing in a way that required other people to witness. He did not fall apart like other people did. He was not other people. He'd had the Montreal press conference and he'd had the immediate aftermath of the outing and he knew by now that he was not as protected from that as he'd always assumed. He'd had evidence. He'd updated.
But he still thinks of it as something that happens with cause, with a precipitating event of appropriate scale.
What happens is: team meeting runs long. He has a therapy appointment in ninety minutes. Yuna texted an hour ago—something about a sponsorship timeline, completely logistical, totally fine—and it landed somewhere it shouldn't have and he hasn't been able to shake it. Ilya is at a Foundation board meeting and will not be home until much later. He is worried his husband and his mother will never forgive each other, and Shane will run between them for the rest of his life. The house is quiet.
He sits down on the kitchen floor.
He does not remember the decision. This is the thing that surprises him most, not the floor itself, not the sitting, but the missing seam between standing at the counter and being here. He had been standing at the counter with the crackers in his hand, doing the math that isn't math, and now he is on the floor and the crackers are still in his hand and the Ottawa fall morning is coming through the west window at its particular angle and it is very quiet. He does not remember the transition from standing-at-the-counter to sitting-on-the-floor. It happened in the space where he wasn't tracking himself.
He has not eaten since yesterday morning.
This is not a decision. That is what he would say, if anyone asked. He had a long morning. The tape review ran long, and Ilya was at the Foundation meeting, and he had meant to eat something and then he hadn't, and it had gotten late. An accident. The way it gets late.
The way Ilya’s mother swallowed the whole bottle.
He looks at the crackers in his hand. He has the crackers in his hand—the container he'd refilled—and he is doing the thing with them, the thing that isn't counting except that it is, except that the numbers are running underneath everything like they always run, and he is very tired, the kind that sleep could never fix.
He sits on the kitchen floor and he doesn't eat the crackers and the Ottawa morning light comes through the window at its particular angle and finds him there where he's trying to hide, and he thinks: I have been doing this since I was fourteen. He thinks: I was good for my whole life and it didn't matter. He thinks: I have three Stanley Cups. He thinks: I controlled everything and they outed me anyway and Ilya's plane almost went down anyway and I am thirty years old, still sitting on the kitchen floor doing math about crackers.
He texts Ilya: Can you come home when you're done?
Ilya responds in three minutes: on my way.

When Shane was eight, he slept in the yard for a week. He is sitting on the kitchen floor.
He dragged the tent from the basement—his father's fishing tent, the one that smelled like lake water and the particular boredom of waiting for something that did not come, or came too slowly, or came and turned out to be smaller than expected. He has been running the system for sixteen years. The fish, when they came, gasped. had not known what to do with the gasping. Sixteen years is how long dogs like Anya are supposed to live, hawks and eagles in the wild, the coyote who might eat them if they're young or inexperienced or already on the ground.
The flashlight cut out if you held the button for more than four seconds. He had tested this many times and the number was always four—not three, not five, always four—and he had never been able to determine why. He had accepted it. He was good for all of it, from the moment he was born and did not cry and learned to walk without argument and learned to say yes, I'm from Ottawa, originally my mother is from Japan. He had accepted it. The flashlight lasted four seconds and then you were in the dark.
He was eight and three-quarters and he was going to be the best professional hockey player in the world and he knew this not because someone had told him but because it was the truest fact he had about himself, the one everything else organized around. He was careful. He was controlled. He did the camps and the sponsorships and the media days and he held his personal life in his hands like something that could shatter and kept it from shattering for a decade. And they found the video anyway. And the decade ended anyway. And that was that.
He had said he was staying for the week, and the decision had been made on day one and was not a decision he was going to revisit—and Ilya almost died on a plane and didn't, and he said I'm not a version of her you get to do over in a kitchen, and he watched Ilya's face do what it did, and he kept going. He came in every night at five-thirty-eight. He had a chart at fourteen and took it to its outer limit and called it discipline and the discipline produced results and the results were the evidence and the evidence meant it was working. When the week was over he took down the tent himself, folded it imperfectly, dragged it back to the basement. He never explained it. She never asked. He had been fine. That was the understanding they arrived at together without arriving at it out loud.
He is thirty years old and he is sitting on the kitchen floor doing math about crackers.
He thinks about Ilya at the buffet table at seventeen, eating without running any numbers first. He thinks about his father making two dinners, quietly, for years. He thinks about Dr. Patel asking when you're hungry, what happens and the silence that answered. He thinks about the photograph in his parents' hall—the missing tooth, that particular uninhibited grin—like someone who does not yet know about the chart, about the outer limit, about what you do when nobody is watching.
He was not fine. He was eight years old in a tent in his own yard being very good about being cold, and he was not fine, and both of those things had always been true at the same time, and he had only ever been allowed to say one of them.

Ilya finds him on the kitchen floor and sits down to join him.
He doesn't ask what happened. He doesn't ask are you okay. They have both been learning, in different ways, at different speeds, that those are not the questions that open things.
They sit for a while.
The kitchen is very bright in the morning. Shane has always found it too bright—the window is east-facing, which Ilya had warned him about when they were deciding on the house and which Shane had dismissed, and now every morning is this specific, somewhat accusatory light. Like an interrogation.
"I can't stand it," Shane says. "I don't think you should have to apologize. Well—maybe you should. But she should too."
"Shh. Rodnoy moy." Ilya's voice is gentle. "I have already apologized. I saw her today."
Shane blinks up at him. "You did? That's—you shouldn't have done it first."
Ilya raises an eyebrow. "And you think your mother should have?"
Shane's throat works. Maybe. He is close to something he feels he shouldn't be close to.
"I should not have told her that she was hurting you in such a loud way," Ilya says. "I should not have yelled. I apologized for this."
"And—?"
"And the rest of it I will never go back on." No argument available. "Are you mad at me?"
"No." Shane exhales. "Because I think—I think—"
Ilya waits.
"I know the word for it," Shane says.
He hadn't planned to say this. He had no idea he was going to say this. But once he starts he finds he can’t stop.
"I've known for a while. The clinical word. What it technically is." He looks at the crackers in his hand. "I've been using it as a reason it wasn't serious. Like knowing what it's called meant I'd already handled it. Like the vocabulary was the same thing as the work."
"Okay," Ilya says.
"That's not how it works," Shane says.
"No," Ilya agrees.
"I don't know what the other version looks like," Shane says. "I've been doing this since I was fourteen. I can't picture what I eat when I'm not doing this. Whether I'm ever actually hungry. Whether I even know what that feels like." He stops. "It's been sixteen years."
Ilya says, very quietly: "I know."
“The entire time we’ve been together, and before that, too.”
Ilya nods.
Shane looks at him. "You've known for a long time. Since the beginning, probably.”
"Yes."
"Why didn't you—"
"I tried," Ilya says. Simply. Not accusing. "Small things, here and there. Even before you signed here. I tried then." A pause. "And then we fought. And you told me I couldn't save my mother through you."
The sentence sits between them.
"I know," Shane says. "I said a terrible thing to you, in this kitchen."
"None of that." Ilya's hand finds his face, tracing his freckles, cupping his cheeks gently. "It is—water, fuck—water—"
“—under the bridge,” Shane finishes.
“Stupid fucking language.”
Shane feels his eyes crinkle for a moment, before he sobers. "I aimed for the worst place,“ he says.
"Yes. But that is long over."
"I'm sorry. I don't—it doesn't—I'm sorry."
Ilya is quiet for a moment. Then, because apparently he can see Shane will not let this go: "I know." And then, after, the part he didn’t quite say before: "I know you're not her."
Shane goes quiet.
"I know I do that," Ilya says. "There are things I'm afraid of, and some of them have her face, and some of them have yours, and I know those are different things." He wraps both arms around his Shane. "That is mine to work on. I'm not pretending otherwise."
"But I'm also not wrong about what I see," he continues. "Those are separate. My thing and the real thing. Both of them are true."
Shane says, "Ilya—"
"I'm not bringing it up to hurt you," Ilya says. "I'm bringing it up because I need you to know that I have been watching this for a long time and did not know how to say it in a way you could hear. And then when I found a way, you—" He breathes. "I went quiet after that. I should not have. I didn't know what else to do."
"I am not blaming you," he says, before Shane can speak. "I am telling you what happened. Those are different." A pause. "And maybe it was wrong to tell your mother the way I did, in the moment I chose. I am sorry I did that to you."
Shane shakes his head.
"No. Listen. I am sorry I did that to you."
Shane breathes out, loose and long. "I think if I ever met your father, I would have done worse. I would have killed him dead."
"Yuna is not my father," Ilya says, soothingly. "Not by a long shot. She is a good woman. A good mother. Strong, protective of you." He touches Shane's face, pointedly. "Like I am protective of you. I will make this right."
Shane puts the crackers on the counter above him without standing up. Deliberately. Like a small decision. Like something he is choosing.
Ilya looks at the crackers on the counter.
"I'm not angry about what you did," Shane says. "Maybe I should be. But I think there are things I should say to her too."
Ilya says nothing to this.
"I don't know what to do," Shane says.
"I know," Ilya says.
"That's not—I need more than that—"
"I know," Ilya says again, and his voice is the voice that isn't for opponents or Foundation boards or anyone except Shane, the voice Shane has been receiving for thirteen years in hotel rooms and locker rooms and ordinary apartments on ordinary and extraordinary days. "And I don't have more than that.” He shrugs, which is difficult with his arms full, but it doesn’t stop him from trying. “Not today. Today I have that I'm here, and I am not going anywhere, and tomorrow we can figure out what the next thing looks like."
The crackers are on the counter. Shane looks at them.
"I didn't eat them," he says.
"I can see that."
"I was going to. And then I just—" He shakes his head. "I sat down here instead."
"That's different from yesterday," Ilya says quietly.
Shane thinks about this. Yesterday he would have put them back. Logged the decision. Called it the system working.
He kisses the corner of Ilya's mouth, softly.
"Yeah," he says. "I guess it is."

What Shane does not say, and will not say for a long time, is what the week was actually for.
He does not fully know, at eight. He knows that something needed to be organized. Established. He knows that the rules he made for himself—water at intervals, no asking anything from the house, staying the full week no matter what—gave him something he had needed, which was a set of variables he could control. The tent was his. The rules were his. The cold on the fourth night was his to be fine about.
At eight, this is the only language he has for it.
He will spend the next twenty-two years building a more sophisticated vocabulary for the same feeling. He will call it discipline. He will call it a framework. He will call it what serious athletes do, what the difference between good and great looks like, what no one can see when they aren't watching. He will tell a nutritionist it is research-based and tell a performance coordinator it is manageable and tell his husband it is an accident, it just got away from him, he wasn't hungry, these things happen.
He will stand at the counter of a kitchen in Ottawa at thirty years old and count crackers into a glass container and recount them and take one back out and not be able to tell you, if asked, when he last ate because his body asked him to rather than because the variables required it.
He will sit on the kitchen floor and hold the crackers and not eat them and not know what comes next.
He will have been fine about it for a very long time.
He will have come in at five-thirty-eight.
And that will have been that.

Some mornings after, too many to count, Shane does not do the math first.
This is new. This is the only thing that is new—the single gap, barely open, between where he was and something else. He's working on it, slowly, with the non-mandatory psychologist and someone else who specializes in this and with Ilya, even when he snaps at him. When he's feverish. When he regresses and is obnoxious and the most unloveable he thinks he can be. Ilya takes it without flinching, knows illness makes people awful. He has been there himself, many times.
Yuna apologizes to Ilya. Not in so many words—she never was, in so many words. But she makes him okonomiyaki on an unseasonably warm Sunday afternoon and drives it over, and Shane comes downstairs having slept in without meaning to, and finds them whispering something he isn't privy to, Ilya shaking quietly in her arms, her face wet.
Shane takes what seems like enough. He stands in the east-facing kitchen in the morning light and eats some of his breakfast.
Not all of it. He isn't sure how much was the right amount. He still can't reliably find the signal. He suspects this will take a long time. He suspects it is actually a long-time kind of thing.
Anya is having her morning, which involves: drinking water with great enthusiasm, relocating twice for reasons known only to her, and now standing in the kitchen doorway looking at Shane with the evaluative attention of a dog who has noticed that this morning is different from other mornings in some way she can't categorize and is therefore monitoring closely. She is not underfoot. She is simply present. She has decided that whatever is happening deserves a witness.
Ilya comes in. He pours coffee—two mugs, milk and cream and sugar, without ceremony—sets Shane's on the counter, and leans against the opposite side and drinks his own.
He doesn't watch Shane eat. This is deliberate. Shane knows it's deliberate. Neither of them says anything about it.
Anya, noting that both people are now in the kitchen and that nobody is panicking, makes her assessment and goes to lie in the doorway with her chin on the floor, the position she takes when she has decided the situation is under control and she is available if needed.
"Skate's at nine," Ilya says.
"I know."
"You're going to make Dykstra feel bad about his edges again."
"He should work on his edges."
"I have told him this."
"Tell him again," Shane says.
Ilya looks at him over the mug. Something in his face—not relief, not happiness exactly, something steadier than both. Something that looks like a man who made a decision a long time ago and is still making it and intends to keep making it.
Shane looks back at him.
Outside, Ottawa is doing what it does. The overly-saturated oranges and reds of his childhood, blowing in the wind, the city where he grew up and never played for until now, where he is thirty years old and learning something that is going to take longer than a morning but might, on some mornings, look like this: two mugs, the east-facing light, breakfast he didn't do the math about first, a mother who loves him that he can call when he feels he will never be enough.
The photograph is still in his parents' hall. The eight-year-old with the missing tooth. He thinks about it sometimes now, not as a before, not as a loss, just as evidence. That there was a version of him that existed before the chart, before the discipline of it. That the version is still somewhere in there, waiting.
He finishes what he finishes, which is a little more, sometimes.
He puts the plate in the sink.
From the doorway, Anya lifts her head. She looks at him for a moment. Then she gets up, crosses the kitchen, and leans her full weight against his leg, not demanding anything, just there.
He puts his hand on top of her head, scratches where it itches, and tells her she is Daddy’s good girl, yes she is, because he will be damned to play second fiddle to Ilya’s relentless wooing for the rest of their lives.
He was not fine.
He is learning how to say so.
There is time. There is plenty of it.

    





  










Afterword


    
        
          End Notes

          This arose primarily from my frustration with the lack of expansion on Shane’s frankly alarming disordered eating in The Long Game. It felt like a very significant element of his character that wasn’t given the respect it deserved, and was ultimately resolved in a way that felt too sanitized and unrealistic to me.

If you enjoyed this work, and want to see my character study (read: torture) of Ilya Rozanov’s depression next, I have a gift for you: One Hundred and Thirty-Eight New Messages. Only about half the length of this but still satisfying, in my humble opinion.

As always, bits and pieces were inspired by other authors. I recently finished licked by fire, which directly inspired “Yuna had a specific formulation: there’s a Korean kid in Saskatchewan right now who needs to see you do this,” and also contributed to my thinking about how Yuna uses Shane’s Asian representation in hockey as part of her advocacy, which can read as manipulative even if unintended.

The idea of Ilya accusing Yuna of killing her own son comes from welcome to the family. The repetition of the “When Shane was eight, he slept in the yard for a week” motif is largely inspired by The Raven Cycle series by Maggie Stiefvater, particularly her use of repeated structural anchors like “It was 6:21” in The Raven King. I also recently looked for Disordered Eating Shane fics while polishing this story and really loved Limitations of the Current Model, which also served as general inspiration.

I have read a large amount of Heated Rivalry fic at this point (just over 1,000 bookmarked works), and if anything here feels reminiscent of another creator’s work and deserves credit, please let me know. Any similarities are entirely unintentional.

This story is a work of fiction, but eating disorders are not. If you need support, you are not alone. Please consider reaching out to resources such as:

USA: National Alliance For Eating Disorders. Phone: (561) 841-0900. Website: https://linktr.ee/AllianceforED.

Canada: National Eating Disorder Information Centre (NEDIC). Phone: 1-866-NEDIC-20 or 416-340-4156. Email: nedic@uhn.ca

As always, I’m @parcai on Tumblr. Thank you for reading. Kudos/comments always appreciated.


        


    


  Please drop by the Archive and comment to let the creator know if you enjoyed their work!








