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			To Ang and Emily,

			who have been waiting for this book 
almost as long as I have.
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			“Bill Barilko disappeared that summer

			He was on a fishing trip

			The last goal he ever scored

			Won the Leafs the cup

			They didn’t win another…”

			—from the song “Fifty-Mission Cap” 
by The Tragically Hip

		

	
		
			Pregame Show

			Just between you and me, I am a little uncomfortable summoning the dead with something manufactured by the Parker Brothers, but I got my first period four months ago, and I am on a tight schedule. We’ve turned off as many of the lights as we can, and turned on at least twelve LED candles. These are the fancy ones that flicker like real fire would, which probably isn’t necessary, but does lend a certain ambiance to the setting. Mostly we are using them because Uncle Mark has strong opinions about emergency supplies but is also the kind of person who has fancy, nonemergency candles. I wish that was the weirdest thing about this family.

			Elizabeth and Drew wrangle their siblings and our assorted cousins into a circle while I open the box the Ouija board is stored in. Like so many other cottage board game boxes, this one is worn at the corners and has definitely been sat on at least once. It’s much older than I am. It might be older than my dad, actually, but I’m not really worried about that sort of thing right now. What I’m worried about is complicated. And also dead. Which is not even what makes it particularly complicated.

			Eventually, all eight of us are arranged the way the picture on the box suggests, sitting cross-legged on the old carpet with our knees touching so that we can lean forwards to reach the board. We are all very careful not to touch it yet. The directions are very clear about that part.

			We have gathered everything we’re supposed to need. Eight family members in a familiar place to make the call into the darkness. We have escaped from our parents and anyone else who might object to a bunch of kids doing magic. We probably won’t burn the place down, on account of the fake candles, but we have a few buckets of water outside the door in case of emergency. None of us have ever even seen magic before, let alone tried to do it. We might have been born under a family curse, but that doesn’t mean we have any idea how this sort of thing works.

			Elizabeth is holding the little booklet, reading the directions one last time. She makes sure the cousins are looking at her, that everyone understands what we’re about to do.

			“Remember,” she says. “Only Hayley talks. The rest of us just focus on the triangle thing—”

			“Planchette,” Molly interrupts.

			“Focus on the planchette”—Elizabeth barely blinks—“and try to think about family stuff.”

			Drew nods at her, and Alex and Jordan lean forwards. Finlay and Isobel look worried, and I am not sure if they’re worried it’ll work or worried it won’t. Molly grins in what I am sure she thinks is a supportive manner. She wants to be an artist when she grows up, so this isn’t as important to her as it is to everyone else. She knows she’s lucky. Elizabeth sets the box down.

			“Hands up,” she says, and we all lean forwards to touch the planchette. “Okay, Hayley, whenever you’re ready.”

			I’m not ready. I don’t know if I’ll ever be ready. But we’ve come this far. And the only way we’re ever going to find my great grandfather’s body is to ask his ghost where it is. I think about the smell of ice, the scraping noise when I turn my blades to stop. The sound of the buzzer. The whoosh of the puck. My hair streaming out behind my helmet. My family, all of them, allowed to sit in the stands.

			“William Rilko!” I call out. “William Rilko, dead since 1951!”

			Elizabeth breathes through her nose, air wheezing slightly. Molly shifts. Finley has her eyes closed.

			“William Rilko, lost in a plane crash!” I almost gesture vaguely to the north, but remember at the last moment not to move my hands. “William Rilko, come here to your family, and tell us where we can find your bones.”

		

	
		
			First Period
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				A Few Months Earlier

			
			No one likes having their skates tied in the back of a minivan, but for most of my life, it’s been my only option. When I was little and both my skates fit in one of my dad’s hands, I wasn’t strong enough to pull the laces tight. Now, he braces one leg on the van floor like he’s about to climb in, and holds my foot in both hands against his knee. I have to lean back to keep from knocking him over. It’s extremely awkward and none of my teammates make eye contact with me as they pass our parking spot and head into the arena with their parents.

			I can tie my own laces now. I have been able to since I was eight, and Dad knows it. But we’re still out here in the cold because it’s the closest he’ll ever get to seeing me play. I was three the first time he dropped me off here, fully dressed because I couldn’t carry my hockey bag and trying desperately not to trip over the stick. For eleven seasons, I have gone into the arena alone, though now I’m only game-ready from the waist down. No one to help me with my things. No one to cheer for me in the stands. Dad doesn’t even livestream, just to be safe.

			With the final knot tied, Dad sets my foot down and steps back from the van so that I can get out. I am very good at walking on skate guards by now, so I barely wobble as I reach back for my gear. With my bag slung over my back and a hockey stick in my hand, I finally head towards the door of the arena.

			“Have fun, Hayley!” Dad calls. It’s what he always says. If he ever tries something like Good luck! we’ll probably be run out of town.

			“I will!” I say, and pull the door open.

			There had been a part of my life where I’d hated him, a little bit. It’s silly, because there’s nothing he can do about it, but that didn’t stop me when I was seven. I had wanted a normal dad, who came to games and tied my skates on the benches inside. A dad who could stand in the bleachers or drive a group of us to away games. A dad who no one whispered about. A dad who didn’t prompt teammates and parents and random observers to remind me constantly that I am running out of time, that someday, I’ll be standing in the parking lot, unable to go into the arena.

			I take a deep breath as the door closes behind me. The arena is always a collection of extremely odd smells: French fries and gasoline, sweat and ice. I walk past gumball machines that I don’t think have ever been restocked in my whole life and the community flyer board, which reminds me that the U16s are hosting a spaghetti supper next weekend. It’s all familiar, if a little gross. Like home, except my house never smells like a hockey arena.

			I get to the dressing room door and pause, shifting my stick to my other hand so I can open the door. I can hear the girls on the other side of it. They sound happy, and they have every right to be. The season is winding down, but our team has done well. We have a decent shot at winning the Regional finals, though probably not a Provincial title. That’ll be next year. I’ve been playing with these girls since most of us were barely old enough to stand on skates, and it shows.

			“Hayley!” Rebecca calls out when I come through the door. “I saved you a spot!”

			I head over to her, saying hi and dodging gear as I go. I drop my bag on the floor and start hauling my remaining pads and gloves out onto the bench so I can put them on. It’s automatic now, and we keep chattering as we dress.

			“Yeah, but next year will be even better,” I overhear one of the Maddies saying. “We’re already U15s, and we’ve had a year together. Next year we’ll have more experience and we’ll still be playing together.”

			“Most of us,” Ava says, very deliberately not looking in my direction. At least she speaks at a normal volume. The whispers are the worst.

			“None of that!” Ella yells. She hadn’t even been part of the conversation, but she’d heard enough to know it was time to cut it off.

			Every hockey team follows the same basic rules. There are some variations about hitting and that sort of thing based on age, but generally speaking the rules are uniform. Within a team, though, are a hundred different rituals and beliefs, each of them built up by years of playing together and inside jokes. It’s not actual magic, of course, because that would be cheating, but there’s always something that sets a team apart by holding it together. That’s how you make team spirit, the force that makes it fun to play. If you’re really dedicated, you might even conjure a real team spirit, but that sort of thing is rare enough on professional teams with a century of legacy to work with. Still, we bond. Our team, for as long as I’ve been on it, isn’t allowed to talk about the curse.

			We all know about it. It’s only the most famous curse in the history of our sport, and is regularly included on lists with titles like “The Top Five Curses of All Time!” Each girl on the team knows that my hockey days are numbered. As soon as their parents explained puberty to them, they had an even better idea of how quickly the clock is ticking. But it never comes onto the ice with us. Like my dad, we do our best to leave it in the parking lot.

			That doesn’t stop everyone, of course. Parents complain from time to time, but not enough to be really annoying. Some claim that I’m a danger and would deprive their own kids of opportunities in the future. Every now and then, someone tries to say that I have an unfair advantage, which is so stupid that those parents are frequently laughed out of the arena. Parents on opposing teams are the worst, but for the most part, especially in the dressing room and on the bench, none of my teammates ever talk about the thing that is going to end my hockey career before it really gets started.

			We’re a bit subdued after that, and troop out to the ice a bit more quietly than usual. Ella doesn’t let it last for long. One of the reasons she’s team captain is that she’s very good at changing the subject. It’s not a normal reason to be a team captain, but I’m a special circumstance. By the time we are pushing off the boards, the girls are chattering again.

			I spend the next hour skating through drills I’ve done so many times I could probably do them in my sleep. The sound of skates on ice helps me find the rhythm of my game, and I might as well be flying. I love it out here. I want to stay on the ice forever. And I’m good enough, too. It’s not just a skill thing—you have to be willing to practice a lot—but ever since I took power skating as a toddler, it’s been pretty clear I have what it takes. Anyone else would be thinking about university scholarships or getting selected by the juniors. There are a lot of ways to end up in the PWHL, and I know all of them. I just don’t spend much time thinking about it.

			Sometimes I pretend, though. Skating on foreign ice with the maple leaf on my jersey. Scoring a goal in front of thousands of cheering fans who have come to watch their favourite team play a rival. Coming home for a heroic parade, the Walter Cup held over my head all the way down Main Street. But the older I get, the harder it is to hang on to wishes. I know that my future won’t have hockey in it unless I get a miracle.

			Today, it’s easy not to think about things I’ll never have, because about halfway through practice, I start to feel weird. I’m sweating more than usual, which would be disgusting enough on its own, but I also feel more tired than I should. I usually grab a snack before afternoon practices, but today I wasn’t hungry. Apparently, that was a mistake, and I should have made myself eat something. My stomach clenches weirdly. I’m still not hungry.

			“Hayley, are you okay?” Ava asks around her mouthguard. It’s easier to learn how to understand each other with them in than it is to take them out to talk. “You look pale.”

			“I’m fine,” I tell her. “I just didn’t have time for a snack today.”

			She looks at me skeptically. Ava only moved to town two years ago, which is why she is the one who is most likely to remind everyone about the things we’re not supposed to talk about. It doesn’t help that I have the line placement her dad thinks she should have. We do our best, but sometimes tempers fray. She got her period for the first time just before Christmas, and it feels like she’s been watching me closely ever since.

			Our coach blows the final whistle, and after a cooldown skate, we head back to the dressing room. I move mechanically, stuffing gear into my hockey bag and getting my boots on. Ella reminds us about the spaghetti supper. Our team isn’t part of the fundraiser, but we all do our best to support anyway. It helps that the U17s will be the ones washing dishes, not us.

			I trudge into the parking lot, and make my way over to where Dad is parked. He’s got a book open on the steering wheel, and he blows air through his fingers to keep them warm, because he can’t turn pages with his gloves on. He opens the trunk when he sees me in the rearview mirror, and I put my bag in the back. It feels heavier than it did on the way in, which, obviously it has my skates and leg pads in it now, but—ugh, I’m probably not explaining it well. It’s not the weight. It’s the way I feel about carrying it.

			“Good practice?” Dad asks.

			I slam the trunk closed and wait to answer his question until I’ve opened the passenger-side door.

			“It was fine,” I say. “Nothing new, really. If you want spaghetti tickets, you can give me cash on Friday.”

			My parents won’t go, but they always buy tickets.

			“You’ll have to remind me again,” Dad says, turning the van on and checking his mirrors. They repainted the lot last summer, and people are still getting used to it.

			If he has other burning questions about my day, he doesn’t ask them. He heads straight inside when we get home while I deal with my gear. No one wants to leave clothes in a hockey bag for too long. I dump my laundry into the bin Mum keeps out for me in the mudroom, and then make my way into the kitchen.

			“Are you feeling okay?” Mum asks.

			“I’m just tired,” I tell her. I wish it was less obvious so I could stop answering the question. I know it’s literally her job to ask me if I’m okay, but that doesn’t make it less repetitive. I have to tell her something, though, even if it’s not quite true. “And hungry.”

			“Dinner’s in ten,” Mum says. “You have enough time to shower, if you want.”

			The shower makes me feel better, and by the time I am sitting at the table I am actually hungry. While we eat, my parents go over the schedule for the rest of the week. I have three practices including tonight—Monday night, Wednesday morning, Friday night—and then our first playoff game on Sunday. My parents are lucky I’m an only child. Ella’s family has four different hockey schedules to follow.

			I do my homework and get ready for bed, and by then whatever good the shower did has worn off, and I feel uncomfortable. It’s not quite an upset stomach, and it’s not quite a stitch, like you’d get from running. It feels almost like I pulled a muscle, except I know I haven’t. It makes falling asleep harder than usual, but I manage it eventually and sleep like a rock the whole night through.

			I’d really hoped that I’d feel better in the morning, but when I get up and go to the bathroom it’s like a nightmare. My toilet paper is red.
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			So here’s the deal. Sports are worth a lot of money, so they attract a lot of high-level attempts at cheating. Magic is super easy to detect, so you can’t just go around putting performance-enhancing spells on people’s skates or gloves or sticks. For starters, most sports facilities, even the ones in small towns, have detection methods to prevent it. Anyone who can cast a spell would be able to spot the magic as well. There have been riots over that sort of thing, which, in a perfect world, would have made it all stop. But it’s not a perfect world, so instead everyone just got better at breaking the rules.

			And that’s where curses come in.

			Most sports curses are so small, you barely notice them even when you’re the target. Laces that won’t stay tied, a ball that always bounces left, that sort of thing. Those aren’t much of a worry because laces and balls get replaced, and then the target just keeps going. The problems start when a curse is laid on something more permanent, like a building or a person. This requires much more magical talent and dedication, but that just makes it worth more money if you can pull it off.

			William Rilko, my great grandfather, had been the sort of hockey player that songs are written about. Literally. There are at least three that I know of, all of them tragic but awkwardly catchy. He set
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