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Text Box
                              It’s up to YOU
                                  Volunteer

It’s up to you to find out what’s out there and decide which group to get involved with! Where would you like to volunteer?
List three volunteering options that you’d find interesting.

1) _________________________________________________

2) _________________________________________________

3) _________________________________________________
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Text Box
                        Read & Reflect

Read “ Goalie” on pages 120 to 124. As you read, think about the character. Do you know anyone like this? Is the sacrifice and pain he goes through worth the pain he goes through? What are the rewards?

____________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________
____________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________
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Text Box
                                               It’s up to YOU
                What are you passionate about?
A few years ago, a series of television ads targeted teens with the theme, “What’s Your Thing?” The message – everyone has something they’re passionate about. So, what’s your thing? Describe or illustrate your passion.
______________________________________________________
______________________________________________________
______________________________________________________
______________________________________________________
______________________________________________________
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about failure: the goal scored from centre ice, the goal scored on him
by his own defenceman, the goal scored through a shattered stick.
There is always a moral, the same moral every time. "You try your
best and you lose."

He starts wearing the leg pads in September. Every evening, he
wanders the house in them, wearing them with shorts and a T-shirt.
He hops in them, does leg lifts and jumping jacks. He takes them off
and sits on them, folding them into a squat pile to limber them up. He
starts to shoot a tennis ball against a fence with his stick.

As practices begin, he comes home overwhelmed by despair. His
skill is an illusion, a lie, a magic trick. Nothing you say reassures him.
You're his father. Your praise is empty, invalid.

The injuries begin. Bruises. Sprains. His body betrays him. Too slow.
Too clumsy. His ankles are weak, buckling under him. His muscles cramp.
His nose bleeds. A nerve in his chest begins to knot and fray. No one
understands. They believe he's invulnerable, the fans, his teammates.
They stare at him blankly while he lies on the ice, white-blind, paralyzed,
as his knee or his toe or his hand or his chest or his throat burns.

To be a goalie, you realize, is to be an adult too soon, to have too
soon an intimate understanding of the inevitability of pain and failure.
In the backyard, next to the garage, is an old garbage can fIlled with
broken hockey sticks. The blades are shattered. The shafts are
cracked. He keeps them all, adding a new one every two weeks. You
imagine him, at the end of the season, burning them, purging his
failure with a bonfire. But that doesn't happen. At the end of the sea­
son, he forgets them and you throw them away.

You watch him play. You sit in the stands with his mother, freezing,
in an arena filled with echoes. He comes out without his helmet and
stick; skating slowly around the rink. Others move around him deftly.
He stares past them, disconnected, barely awake. They talk to him,
call his name, hit his pads lightly with their sticks. He nods, smiles.
You know he's had at least foUr cups of coffee. You've seen him, drink­
ing, prowling the house frantically.

As the warm-up drills begin, he gets into the goal casually. Pucks
fly over the ice, crashing into the boards, cluttering the net. fie skates
into the goal, pulling on his glove and blocker. He raps the posts with
his stick. No one seems to notice, even when he starts deflecting shots.
They come around to him slowly, firing easy shots at his pads. He
scoops the pucks out of the net with his stick. He seems bored.
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