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Invitation
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Since Sky’s been gone, I’m amazed by what her presence meant in this house.There’s less laundry.There’s more food, but of  a less interesting kind.The post is piling up—why does she get so many bloody catalogs? I always get the good parking spot right in front of the walkway. And the house is quiet: there are no vibrations that tell me I’m not alone, that my cousin is with me.

Now I’m here, and there’s no getting around it—male laundry is boring. I wear jeans and shirts and socks and underwear.Those four things, day and night, summer and winter. Sky’s clothes are so much more complicated—all sorts of weird girl-type articles of clothing, things I couldn’t even name. Morgan doesn’t seem to have as many varieties of clothes as Sky. She mostly wears corduroys or jeans, shirts or sweatshirts. Plain underwear, no bra, ever. (Excellent.) It’s funny—she doesn’t ever deliberately try to be sexy. She doesn’t have to. Just looking at her, in her regular clothes, and knowing what she feels like wrapped around me, pressed hard against me, knowing what her skin feels like, knowing the scent of her, the vibration of her, her aura . . . my brain cells start fusing, and I cease being able to form coherent sentences. Like right now.

I still can’t get over Sky finding a lead on my parents. Seeing them again is something I’ve dreamed of for more than half my life. And now that my employer, the International Council of Witches, has given me permission and helped narrow down their whereabouts, I’m ready to go. I just need to make plans.

Alwyn, who was only four when they left, can barely remember them. Linden died trying to see them again. He failed. In some ways, it seems too huge. In the years they’ve been gone, my parents have taken on almost mythical proportions—witches say their names with reverence or curiosity or even disdain; they look at me as though their legacy was stamped on my forehead.

This is simultaneously the most exciting and most terrifying  thing that has ever happened to me. More, even, than our run-in with Ciaran in New York. Or when Morgan shape-shifted into a wolf, tracked me, and almost ripped me apart. Goddess, what we’ve been through together . . . I just wish Morgan could go with me now.

If Sky were here, she would offer to go. I wouldn’t let her, though. She is still fairly battered emotionally from her breakup with Raven. Spending time in France will be good for her.

But to have Morgan by my side as I see my parents for the first time in over a decade would make this so much easier. She is practical, power ful, able to face almost anything. I need her so much.

Morgan met me at Practical Magick, one of the area’s only occult bookstores. It was a popular Wiccan hangout, and I was good friends with the owner, Alyce Fernbrake. The bells over the door jangled, and I looked up to see Morgan coming toward me, a little smile on her face.

I’m over six feet, so I’m used to looking down at people, but Morgan always seems to be eye to eye with me. Objectively speaking, though, she’s about seven inches shorter than me, which still makes her taller than a lot of women. At seventeen, Morgan’s face shows no lines of age or wisdom, pain or laughter. Only striking bones, features that seem strong and womanly and intensely attractive. Her eyes are almost frighteningly knowledgeable, her expression solemn, her mouth generous yet not prone to vacuous smiles or asinine giggles. She is one of the most stubborn, strong-willed, prickly, reserved, and irritating people I have ever met. I love her so much, my knees buckle every time she’s near.

“Hi,” she said.

“Hi. Let’s go in the back.”

Morgan and I passed through the tattered orange curtain that separates the back room from the rest of the shop. It fell closed behind us, and then we were standing, looking at each other in the poorly lit room.

Her hair was loose and needed brushing. It fell in unsmooth waves past her elbows, almost to her waist. Her black peacoat was unbuttoned; her jeans flared slightly, with thready bottoms, to the tops of her scuffed leather clogs. Her large, brownish-green eyes watched me, and her strong, classic nose was faintly pink from cold. This was Morgan Rowlands. The daughter of Maeve Riordan, the last, powerful witch of Belwicket, and of Ciaran MacEwan, who was one of the darkest Woodbanes that Wicca had ever known. Adopted daughter of Sean and Mary Grace Rowlands. My love.

My desire for her came with no warning, like a snake striking, and suddenly I pulled her to me by her jacket, pushing my hands beneath the heavy coat and around her back, feeling the sweater she wore. I had a brief glimpse of her startled, uptilted eyes before I closed my own and slanted my mouth across hers, kissing her with an urgency that both scared and embarrassed me.

But Morgan met fire with fire; she has never backed down from anything in the months I have known her, and she didn’t push me away with false modesty now. Instead, she clung to me, her arms moving around my waist, and kissed me back, hard, stepping closer to me and putting her feet between mine.

Finally, who knew how long later, we eased apart. I was breathing hard, every muscle in my body tense and wired and urging me forward. Morgan’s lips were red and soft; her eyes were searching mine.

“I missed you,” I said, surprised to hear my voice sounding hoarse and breathless. She nodded, her own breath coming quick and shallow. “Come on, sit.” I led her toward the battered wooden table, and we both sank onto chairs as if we had just finished a marathon. Every bit of idle chitchat I could have summoned fled my brain, and, instead, I just held her hand tightly and blurted out my news.

“I’m leaving Saturday for Canada, to see my parents.”

Morgan’s dark brown eyes widened, and for a moment she looked afraid. But that impression faded instantly, and I wasn’t sure if I had really seen it.

She nodded. “I’ve been expecting this.”

I gave a short laugh. “Yeah. The council contacted me again this morning. They actually gave me directions to my parents’ house. Can you believe that? They think Mum and Da moved about three months ago.”

She nodded thoughtfully, not meeting my eyes.

“I’m driving,” I told her. “I think it’ll take about eleven hours. They live in a little town north of Quebec City. Morgan—will you go with me?”

Surprise lit her eyes, almost immediately replaced by clear longing.

“I don’t know how long I’ll be gone,” I said quickly. “But if you need to get back before I do, I can put you on a plane or train or rent you a car.”

As we held hands across the little table, we both pictured what it would mean. Long, intimate conversations in the car. Hours and hours of time alone together. Being together day and night. Meeting my parents, her being with me during this incredibly meaningful experience. It would take our relationship to a whole new level. I wanted her to say yes so badly.

“I want to go,” she said slowly. “I really want to go.” She fell silent again. In her mind, she was probably having an imaginary conversation with her parents. I groaned to myself. What had I been thinking? Her parents don’t even allow boys in the house. There was no way they’d let their daughter take off to Canada without at least one chaperone, like we’d had in New York. And this would be a much bigger trip.

Her face fell, and I could feel her disappointment because it was mirrored by mine.

“I can’t,” she said. “Why am I even thinking about it? I’m still trying to get my grades out of the toilet, my parents are still twitchy around the edges, there’s no school vacation anytime soon—it’s impossible.” Her voice held frustration and impatience.

“It’s all right,” I said, covering her hand with both of mine. “It’s all right. I just thought I’d throw the idea out there. Don’t worry about it. There will be plenty of time for us to take trips in the future.”

She nodded, unconvinced, and I felt sorry for bringing the subject up, sorry for making her feel guilty that she couldn’t accompany me on this important journey. Looking into her face, I brought her palm to my mouth and kissed it. She sighed, and I watched the heat flare in her eyes.
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Preparation
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Alyce Fernbrake recommended a friend of hers, Bethany Malone, as someone to lead my coven, Kithic, while I was gone. When I rang her doorbell on Thursday night, I had no idea what to expect and wondered if my being a Seeker would have a negative effect on our meeting.

She opened the door almost immediately. As soon as I saw her, I realized that I had seen her at least a couple of times at various witch gatherings here and there. Bethany was almost as tall as I am, big boned, with large, strong hands and a sturdy-looking body. Her short black hair was fine and straight; her eyes were huge and so dark, they seemed to have no pupils. I guessed her age to be about forty-five.

“Hunter Niall,” she said, looking at me consideringly. “Come in.”

“Bethany,” I greeted her. “Thanks for agreeing to see me.”

She led me through the short foyer into her lounge. Despite the building’s boxy, modern appearance, Bethany had created her own haven here, and this room was warm and felt familiar.

“I’m having some wine,” she said, getting down a glass. “Will you have some?”

“Yes, thank you,” I said, watching her pour the dark, rich fluid. I took the glass and looked into it, inhaling the scents of fruit, tannins, earth, and sun. I drank.

“This is terrific,” I said, and she smiled and nodded. We sat across from each other, me on the sofa and Bethany in a large, overstuffed chair that was draped with a mohair throw. The room was lit by shaded lamps and several candles; there were herbs hanging in neat rows along one wall. I sipped my wine and felt a bit of the day’s tension start to melt away.

“Alyce told me you’re looking for someone to lead your circles for a while,” she said.

“Yes. I’m going out of town. Kithic is a fairly new coven, and I’d hate for them to get out of rhythm while I’m gone.”

“Tell me about them,” she said, folding her long legs beneath her. “Are you all one clan? I’m Brightendale—did Alyce mention it?”

“Yes, she did, and no, we aren’t,” I said. “In fact, out of the twelve, only three are blood witches—me, my cousin Sky, and a girl named Morgan Rowlands. And Sky’s on holiday right now, so there would be only eleven, including you.”

“Morgan Rowlands,” said Bethany. “Goodness. She’s in your coven? What’s that like?”

I grimaced. “Unpredictable. Exciting. Frightening.”

Nodding, Bethany swirled the wine in her glass. “What about the rest of them?”

“They’re all in high school,” I explained. “They’ve all known each other, more or less, for most of their lives. Widow’s Vale is a pretty insular town, and there aren’t many different schools. One girl, Alisa Soto, left the coven recently, but I have a feeling she’ll be coming back. She was the youngest, at fifteen. The others are Bree Warren, Robbie Gurevitch, Sharon Goodfine, and Ethan Sharp. They’re all juniors. Simon Bakehouse, Matt Adler, Thalia Cutter, Raven Meltzer, and Jenna Ruiz are all seniors.”

“So many young people, coming to Wicca,” said Bethany. “That’s really nice. How sincere do they seem? Are they just flirting with it, or do you think they take it seriously?”

“Both,” I said. “Some are more sincere than others. Some are more sincere than they realize. Some are less sincere than they realize. I’ll leave it up to you to figure it out—I don’t want to prejudice you.”

Bethany nodded and sipped her wine. “Tell me about Morgan.”

I paused for a few moments. How to put this? “Well, she’s powerful,” I said lamely. “She grew up in a Catholic family. She only started studying Wicca five months ago—  and only found out about being a blood witch maybe four months ago. And she was, you know, involved with Selene Belltower and her son.”

I tried to keep my face neutral as I said this. Cal hadn’t been dead long enough. Anytime I thought of Cal and Morgan together, of his convincing her he loved her, of the black plans he and Selene had for her, an overwhelming rage came over me and shattered my usual self-control.

“Yes,” said Bethany, her dark eyes on me. As with Alyce, I got the impression that she wasn’t missing much. “I’d be interested in meeting her.”

“In my opinion,” I went on, “Morgan desperately needs to learn as much as she can as fast as she can. It’s nerve-racking being around her, feeling like she could blink and make a building collapse.”

“She’s as powerful as that?” Bethany looked very interested.

“I think so. This is someone who has had barely any instruction, who’s uninitiated and who has never even thought about going through the Great Trial. Someone who grew up having no idea of her powers, her heritage.”

“Yet she shows such great promise?”

“She lights fires with her mind,” I said, shrugging helplessly. “No one taught her how to do that. She has an inherent knowledge of power chants and other quite complicated spells that would be very difficult for a well-educated witch to do. She scries with fire. And a few weeks ago, she shape-shifted.”

“Holy Mother,” Bethany breathed. “What did she shift into?”

“A wolf.”

For a few minutes Bethany Malone and I sat looking at each other, drinking our wine.“Goddess,” Bethany said finally.

“Yeah,” I said wryly. “It gets rather tense sometimes.”

“I see,” she said. “Tell me a bit about how you conduct your circles.”

I went over our usual rites, our check-ins and meditation and energy-raising. Bethany listened attentively as I briefed her on the lessons I had led so far, about basic correspondences, purifying the circle, focusing skills. “Kithic has had some ups and downs,” I concluded. “But in general the members are coming together in an interesting way, and I’m committed to helping them as long as they want to continue and as long as I’m in the States. It would be easy for them to get off track if they missed several circles.”

“Yes,” Bethany agreed. She set down her empty glass. “I’m intrigued, Hunter. I want to meet Morgan. I’m curious to meet these kids. I’d be happy to take over your circles while you’re gone.”

Relief flooded my body. Instinctively I felt that Bethany would bring good energy to the group, and the fact that she was recommended by Alyce set my mind at ease. “Brilliant,” I said. “Thanks very much. The circles meet every Saturday night at seven, but the location changes. This Saturday it’ll be at Jenna Ruiz’s house—I’ll give you directions.”

I left half an hour later, a huge weight off my shoulders. Bethany was both strong and sensible; Kithic, and especially Morgan, would be safe in her hands.

“What time is it there?” I asked. I had called Sky when I got home but guessed I hadn’t calculated the time difference correctly. Sky sounded sleepy and uncharitable.

“It’s . . .” I pictured her craning around for a clock. “It’s oh-dark-thirty,” she finally said irritably. “What’s up?”

Sky and I had grown up together; though I had two siblings and she had four, we were the same age and had compatible temperaments. Though neither of us was much given to sappy emotional outbursts, we were as close as brother and sister, and we both knew it. Now I told her my news as briefly as possible, picturing her almond-shaped black eyes widening under her golden eyebrows.

“Oh, Gìomanach,” she breathed, lapsing into my coven name, the name she had called me through childhood. “Oh, Goddess, I don’t believe it—after all this time.”

“Yeah. I leave on Saturday. It’s about an eleven-hour drive, I think.”

“I just can’t believe it,” Sky repeated. She paused. “How about I catch a flight back and go with you?”

I smiled with gratitude. “Thanks, Sky, but I’m all right going solo. Besides, you’ve done enough—I’d have never found them without you. You’re on holiday.”

I paused, and changed the subject. “How’s the mighty Cara?” Sky’s sister Cara was living in Paris.

Sky gave an uncharacteristic giggle. “She’s pretty much the same: beautiful, successful, extremely popular, blokes panting at the door, constant promotions at work, the usual.”

“Gross,” I said. “And of course she’s still sweet and kind and impossible to hate?”

Sky sighed. “Yes, damn her. She’s been great. I’m glad I’m here. I still feel so—drained. Tired. Achy. I keep expecting to get the flu, but it hasn’t come yet.”

I waited, wondering if she would ask for news of Raven, but she didn’t. “Listen,” I said, “I’ll call you from there and let you know what’s happening. Who knows what I’ll find? Anyway—I’ll keep in touch.”

“Do,” she said. “I might be back in England, or maybe even America, by the time you get home. I don’t know how much more fabulousness I can stand.”

“Paris or Cara?”

“Both.”

We rang off, and I sat for a moment, hoping that being away was doing her good. I frowned, thinking about how she was still feeling run-down. Was it just a simple mental thing, caused by stress or unhappiness, or was she really sick?

I knew Morgan’s number by heart and braced myself to talk to one of her parents if they answered the phone. But it was Morgan who said, “Hello, Hunter.”

Morgan’s slightly husky voice sent shivers down my spine, and I realized I was gripping the phone a little tighter. You are pathetic, Niall, I told myself. “Hi,” I said. “How are you?”

“Okay. Have you been getting ready for your trip?”

“Yes. I’ve lined up a replacement circle leader. Her name is Bethany Malone. Alyce recommended her, and I went to see her tonight. She seems terrific—I hope you’ll like her. I think she’ll be really good.”

“Hmmm. I guess I just like it best when you lead the circles.”

Morgan wasn’t being coy or trying to inflate my ego. She was naturally shy, and it took her a while to be comfortable with new people. Making magick with people is an intimate thing: it’s very hard to hold on to your barriers and defenses when you’re connected by the energy. And Morgan wrote the book on defenses and barriers.

“I know,” I said. “But Bethany is very learned, and it’s a good opportunity for you to work with someone new. You know I’m not the best teacher for you.” Because I want to ravish you.

She remained quiet, and I sensed that she was feeling conflicted about things.

“Hunter—I know you have to go,” she said finally. “It’s incredible that your folks are alive. You have to go see them. I know that. It’s just—I’ll miss you while you’re gone.”

“Love,” I said. “I’m going to miss you, too. I wish I knew when I’ll be back. I mean, I might be back in three days, or it might take a week . . . or longer.”

“Uh-huh,” she said, sounding down.

“I’ll be thinking of you the whole time,” I said. “I’ll try to call as often as I can. And I’ll be so glad when I’m back.” Part of me felt almost guilty saying that. The truth was, I really had no idea what would happen. What if my parents no longer had to live in hiding? What if they could live openly and we could be a real family? Maybe they were planning to move back to England, to be near Beck and Shelagh. We would have actual family holiday celebrations, like for Ostara, coming up. Maybe next year’s Yule would be truly joyous, with all of us together at last.

And if they did return to England, where would that leave me? I can easily work in England—plenty of witches are there. And I knew the council would be eager to send me out on another job soon. Nothing was holding me in Widow’s Vale except Morgan. What if I had to choose between being with my parents or being with Morgan? If I could be near my parents, see them, make magick with them, learn from them . . . that would carry a lot of weight. And Morgan wouldn’t be able to join me in England, not for at least a year and a half.

A lot can happen in a year and a half. A lot can happen in three months.

“I’ll be glad when you get back, too,” Morgan said. I sensed her taking charge of herself, deliberately deciding to be stronger. “But I know it’ll be wonderful for you to go.” Her voice sounded much more brisk and matter-of-fact.

“Thanks,” I said softly, feeling the warmth of my love for her.

“I can’t believe I can’t go with you,” she said. “But anyway—I was thinking, if you’re leaving early Saturday, maybe we could have dinner together tomorrow night, just the two of us. Unless you think you’re going to be really busy getting ready.”

Terrific idea. “No, I’ll make sure to get everything done before then. Dinner alone tomorrow sounds wonderful. Let’s do it at my house—I’ll try to put something special together.”

“Great,” she said, and I picked up on her waves of relief and anticipation.

“I’ll look forward to seeing you, love,” I said.

“Me too,” she said, and we rang off.
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Aiks work

Om Ldzd/mwo(a,«?, A made am amaging. breakthnsush
o Save doredoped a  hsut o ?Mmm im the
shadsur u’W’O{-M/M? o3 han. W’/ﬁu’ Rowramurands
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Qoddess, T leol stupid. Stupid and ohildish and
mad and, guilly obout not being able to go to Canada
with Hunter. Why am T only secenteen? Adter whot
I‘u&@mWWWWW:w\ﬁv&,W'&MI
would be ot least twenty-theee by now. L cant stand
being my age. T want to lwe tn mg own place, make
mwmm,wmm@w&w%dw
WMI'&W.IW%&amM.I%&M&
an adult. Ut T discooened Wicca, T'd alusagys
MWI‘&WWW&M@,%%M%,MW@
job that was tneredibly :»aiw@a,m%, bun, cueative, and
Wwwmoéw.

MWWMW&@%WW&PWM&M.
MMMM%%SMMWMW
inportant teackens. T want to be with Hunten. Wy pan-
mwmm%wwwg&wm@m?lmw
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take the SATE this spaing, hawe to stant collecting college
brochunes. SMWW»F«M
Ohy tnten, hous long will you b gone?

_MW
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At iamxt wm that somgome tuwdsy duaprises
mt, it Humten did this morming. Fout ke s
priaed mk with that riddudows akport Lo the
councid amd. tham 1-7 ARG 59T Ake o acared.
rabbit a A kissrd Sim. A dont wmderstamd
fim at all. A knowr fu wants we, too—ald wuck
his heen Aooking. at me Lke a oweaick ,
whether he readipd ot on mot. Nk he Judt
bacawse Aes a deker and An the emn heine
nvastiated? Damted, An mow theow ae proto
cods im phacy Am son it woudd ke roumecd
wpom. Buit atcording. to whom! Jhe ttupid coumcil!
o dont athkmouwdidor thei dominiom suen ma, bt
whiy shoudd thuy stop mi Faom Aapring.  Humtan?
O A absshertely want zo have ko Hes so
compelling, sk a portract comtrasts. Mo Aooks
gotims. ot acts much shden. Jhuds a wfm/o(-urlaluy
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a about hon, as “ Aes seem it akd amd hasnt
been akle to qmget wroush op it Omd thang's
that intriguing. Acan om Kb mack, akmost Like a
bwam. A wamt o know the stong kehind it

He sesms resmrned, but hes Pummag, passismats
abowt what fu badaves in, a wonthey adwersany,
amdl am [%u,a/ He has a duep, wmoholening. AmAu,a/Mb?
bekind his wpes. A want to see those wnders
igmitn. ke ome probhon a Ka davotion to the
coumtd—uwas A Juit imagining. i, on A that
dewotion warering! Diren ki age, ke cant
hane heem a ek Aoms. Am sk Eh mot tos
faga to show hin what the coumcid aeaddy i, houw
inbidlious thay are, how podomoud. Am may ji,aw
ey alson thagnre snpped the wonin
powars—amd. that's Juat within the Aast 9
“prant. J/w?u thieatemed kg amgemn and  amy-
thing, and thuy rutakiate Far ok o preportion
3 Humter  umdapstosd. that, ke wouddnt wamt
amy part

Humten. Weld ke hack. s mot the tgpe to
Arave wm o husiness. A wamt hin im a wag
o Jawent wanted a mam 41}041 A want Hhin im
g hadd, in may /L}z, i iy magick. Shink o L
e tromg. hlood witches, actumudating. a5 much
LR, lrmux,qy./ knowrhedon. Omd wring. it, omdey
occasiomadly, Lo strke dowm  thoae  whe  hawe

wremg ol wh.
—9. C
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stap ught wpl Coddess, by the time I got vuside the building,
vnmatioe T am. Yt T do absolutely feel wady to go to- bed
with Hhunten. T mear, T dying to. Toe bean wanting to, bt
things just Rowent worked out. Bt tonight i going tor bo the
night—T el it. T came home and, took the fuut pill as
vustucted. VDML need to wse o condom, too, Because the UL
doesnt bick b for o month and, ewen Rough T tuust honter,
I‘&wﬁﬁm&m@eﬂ\am%.

Geel inordibly sad whon T think about fimo—sad that s dead,
that Selene destroged. his e, Yot T had, angthing to- do with,
. Bt T so glad, T not with fim and didnt go- to bed,
with him. VWhat T Geel for Hunten s so- dibfenent thar what T
Gt for Call T tove Hhunten tudy and, deeply; T tust and
admire and wespeat fim.. T feel sune that fe loves me, that fe will
WWO@MMWWM&,MM?\&M‘DMM&M&
WMM@MW%«@W:MWW?@M
would, e perdect gindliend. T Geel combotalle with fim; T
feel safe. T tuust fumn.

And phypically, o, Goddess, R makes me cragy. So
tonights the night. Tonight T going to- quit Being a bid, o
WW./E%W:W%, T% 8e o woman.

—mmg,w\,
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Faadals head. Tn moments T fad sunk into- o, degp meditation,
Mwl%mm?DmW.mImJ&mmW
came it my mind. Tt was o spell fuom Adyee, T wealiged.
mw,wwiwmww
disipetog vepinip amey L Bought aloud gontly cpartngy
M%PM&M,WM%MMMW,M

A Paadals systoms. teadied—Ren, buzathing moxe o, hen
Reast pumping, mone stxongly, hew Braby eluaning tor it pro-
acerdent tate—T Qelt o wasve of, exfilanation that almost took
I%MW.WWWMIW;WW%
W,WW%W,MMW@%W
:WMM,:WW,MIM:%WWM
wmwb%&u.

m@w&%ﬂa@&m«&%,w:%w
increased.

I sat Back on my Reels, exhausted, and glanced, ot my
wateh, Wi hand was covened with blood; T wiped i fostily on
myp jeans. T Rad done coougthing i tuee misites, Thuee encial
minutes ot meant the dibfenence betuweon, (e and death fou
MWW%:M,MIM@WW&M.
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R Rnowh. ity oo, A W compdatedsy whpoecd. A
Asmit want 2o more o ety this cottage i por
et Dut mour A kwowr that at least tus people—
L ALt g Ak maml. Nowr wdd A wran
Py ﬁmcz?w(l&? again?
Ny howsn stidh wnadds Like amoke. Humter amcd
A psryonedd the spidl that woudd allow the Lt
2o b destroged. Shem A buned the iz in the
Wacz, Cuging. as A watthed the ?Jamm Aick
alomg. th wdlges, making the parchnant cod. At
was beavtiqud, and A had werked s hard om it
with the gl /za} amd the CQ//A?/LWI?v Humten
atooc Mg, his aons acess his chet, that  Aad
chest A Aad ?uz Hea 7ace was Lt by the P8
amd. the aw?,(/ thing. was that A couddl 2l that
Pt o3 i argaetted. destrsiging. somathing. A
MQWW' //Am7 that om At qack was mmd.&/&?
pnitating. hecavar ot 0/»\/7 ahowrd me again hou
nuch possidkidity wtits within hin, kow close de
wad g being. méact/7 what A muedad Ko e b
oA ds knowr thia A Javent seen the Aast
Humter Niakk, mor he o} e Now A hanve werk o do.

—Y- C
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Seeme 1777

Sodany mig Cottag e semd }J/M %7 a cloudd “F
sadagss. A kmow that this ant a dagy For aoow

it shoudd be a dmj}oalwumﬁm,ww
comtamplation amd AmindCing. lYat the soraow
comes  akomg.  umbiddlon Sodlay i tha ?.1,64
ammirandany o3 Mana's death

At awems 46 Aomg. age that we Loved in thit
Aowse toguther, gt A semsndir by omuch  akout
ap—har indambitiy, Aer padhiom o Aearming., the
way she staswn Lo kindde im mi am appaiciation
ot the CW&O&{,«? “F 2he werdd. Omod her monad-
gy A theg koear he twth “F P /’MM}A,
mamy witches whe revrmn K today woudod mot
Comaicler mig mother a monad pesom. Yet Ken hrart
was Sarge, her enpathy conplite Ahe tausht e
Auading. spedls amd Al Ko wimost te hedp





OEBPS/tier_9780142410257_oeb_013_r1.jpg
Lecomber 200/

Soday A wd a ot nock that HKad a
thrrad. “F oo ddl aumming. through ot A ekl ot

im may hamd amd cAhsardd g mged amel ?.b@t o
AACANL UL warning iy Hamd. A cane  homx,

QunChing. thisugh 2he amow, and aet the rock om
iy kitehem tabde. A atoked the amcl mads
m?u/} tom mukhecd cilen. Shaem we sat together,
the a5k amd A, amd it e na s secets. A
hmtur GEL L mank, ZHE mamk the rock and. the
mank o}w oo hel writhin M%'y the oo ad
lescrchecl by Lawina Heartaom, A ganthy, slowdy,
patiantly coarted the gedd ot o the otk At
Came Lo mL, snming. Adke watin om :
AL im a ting Aunp in nag hand, the rock
heing. gty whire it wad. At wad wuch a heavit

fiu/ thing, ek a pure powir, such a prIect

amol mouw
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dm the tome Awe beem fene, Awz come to
lly apprecate the pratone and havk brauty

winten. Fre mpans ago o wak dpiing that
made me W alive, the wmitoppalde pouwer amd
hwrsting. rawmuss o Aine remured. Now that sesms
45 mavre. For ma, winten i the chmination
i ks krauty, winti that shows the PRI i,
2he bare bemes o1 he wordd A Aive in

oday A walked o mikes, wp 2o ﬂ/mmd}adm‘/l
Kowe. Jhe aor was share amd. codd, dke a /(/m.?l,
and by the tink A aeached. the top, wvey breath
araned may Aungs. A f‘w/t alire, complotaly com
etrdl e wrrgthing. arsund mi. ke asumd icx
CQuaCking. im 2he sum, 1he ranx, startlecd }/‘f)’é’f ©3 @
had, the occasiomal wit drsa F Anour o @
Aind—all these thirga ?,4‘//1:1 i, Qe g Aemied,
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She hare May stumond, mear death, it wges
widle  amel PR UL, Ah duw? per was
strnaked. with Mlsso Anem the hawks taloms; A

(¢ s fakored beathing, ot pain, the pamic
that went Augomd pear. <t Shinked. omce, turick,
amd tham s /Afi_z 41711/»\ Lo Rase auwasy, * dassen,” A
munitd, mot touching. ot. Ata Latthe sides had
quit hearing. barath.  dassen,” A paik 4&1117,
#racing. sevwal ey in the ao abowe i, cald-
ing it hack " dassen.” A same it coaééum;/?, amd.
tham the hane SAinked, its Lgph Aaking. om @ s
auraremess. At buathed  degp, oth wedret mose
- idehing. A watched as it aokded o it peet o
a  inetth  nmevinant  amd Aoumdad 3 Lo tha
Arvsh.

A o that some wrouddl dawy that what A ol
today i wremy, that ot it nteagning wath
matws wild, which shoudd be kel sacwd. Dut A
belienre that as witches we shoudd have the abid-
g Lo whe oun owm fudgmimt. Nothing. A harwe
dome toolay widd thavu T the Aalamce o3 tha
wmitrerse: She hawk wdd catch mone pne, the kae
will die svomen o fater. Both widd o em with
the Lives, wumawrare what Awe dome.

Ominads are immscent. Pasple menor ark.

—Y- C
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Rors ousn. Baoks: A realens hod Companion. T cant watt to

’BMWM&MMWWMWW'»W,
and T admitted T fadnt gotton o with tham. She told me
that she fas o, plot v the Ninth Stuset Community Ganden,
WMMM,WWMMOMW&WW/
,&wzowcomg@mtom?

_MW
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peryoimecd amolhess prigatiom rotwaky to  kisp
M?AMMW?WIQMWI}M sthen pole. A
h\mm?wmkamo(m?wmmmmdw
wordd mone tham A Cam Wipess, but A cam be
patant. Jhe Councraud kmow much about patinmce,
hiding. oun tone, waiting ustid the riht momant
Lo makL SUN INERWELSME RO M.
ﬂodo(MA,Au,'amtfrku,awwamc(wam
that it omag wok At o mslt inptitamt—mee
inpinamt tham amg tmportng atbaltion A miodt
Aoz -3 ooy thos wws soms way to make Lon
wnclerstamd. J}&m/x.? A coudel gut kit tuk mame

—9. C.
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mwlm%,ww,ﬁmmww.
Wy Reast went thunk, and T thought of the doys stuctohing
Duagda ond. T were pondeing, this bleak weality, when Wiom
tapped on my doow and, asked t§ T war going to chunel with
them. Spontancously T said yes, knowing that sewices would,
mupwmo@#wmwwm%&mwﬂxm
Gor o white. So I thowened and dressed and, wsent downstainy
WwW,IWwMMWW%K.MM*

Tt stanted whon we stipped. outsde. At st T thought
Immww—iﬁdxdwtmah&w.?uxﬁﬁml
Hhought, Ok, Cpoddess, and, wealiged, that dhunten must Raoe
cralted o spell, Beboue R Bt towon, gestind.

Itm@ww@«dmag:m.lﬂad&wdm?\o«yhﬁaddw
&,MIMWK&M,MIMMMWlﬁ
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hew Balonce and went down hard. e back of fev head
slammed, agoinst the e with o crack so- loud, it sounded the o,
WZMgK.uwMquéewW&m.

Immmwwwﬁ,wwo@@u&
seeped. acnosy the ice.

7& WWWWW«»AWWM
showldens, tying to e what was fopponing, and Awnt
WWWMWN,»IMM%W%M
shouldens and told fen to- go cald I,

%%Mwmm@o&www,f&msﬁ&wﬁd,
got shakily to how §eet, and, shated, cancbully to the ude of the
wnk.

IM%QWWM%&W.

I told fon T didnt bnow and gutted my tecth ot the
wwo@,wlww.@m&wm%
once, and T ook fe fand, patting it and. calling Rex name.
She didnt wespond. and, closed hen eyes again. T Rad, seen, that
wo@ﬂmw&%m%,&mmww,m&wm
m%,wmmww,lﬁ&tmm
that meant, but T had watehed 70 often enough to- knous it

was bad. @wp, IW. Double cuap.
T stuoked Fhudas eheck, cool Benzath my fand. Wiy Rands
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%W.ﬁemmmwwmww%.
IWWWK&WWM(%&&LM,M%&
wene my fault that he wan n §uont of that car.
Smﬁmmwdwam&wsng@wm
fus panents, I’MMW@@MMM say Lrodl%xth
W—I’m ol But fe hasmt yet. Fhuntew. e makes me
W;hWMW.%mw..,SWMf
times, hind of distant ox wesenved, but then fell look at me,
MMWMWW,H@WMWM@@,M
d%wm%mh:w)&&mwwimw\%mw
edge of o, olih. Does love alwagy feel ke this?
~Worgan
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whe see the wadus o3 g resrarch amd are gager
2o hihp. Ome oF thaese fi_/u.z/no(A, am ofdar mam whe
wdd ombiy oive the mame Dramwd, browght to
ne a mewr andl Ragan aMeCatr, a woman whs calls
Josehy. Mackle and whe hrought with ke a
wradith o ko ledeo. Newan heqone have A coms
AL amgome—in LA Aivring.  wordd or  the
shadow wordd—whs has such am edtemsive knowd-
ol otk mames as this womam Fuom b A
ohtained mearky tutaty tus manss that dag,
and ahe has promided Lo attiom with mork knouwd-
edoe, mone mames. Ok, Dodoess, A Aare omdiy
oratitude ot this gumersus womam amd fen Loe
o3 Amowdidon A wak that A fad knowm Aer
while she was amome. the Laving; what a remark
akbde team we woudd Kawve made

The desker in coming, amd ence Ao avores, A
widd mot he able to comtinun muy resarch wntid
Ao b gome sdclass, Qe mL Lhe Couragk Lo
nenandar g shjrctires and the ontedlioence te
et this Aeeken qaom tudsy Agaaming. what A
anek. Ay em/7 Mabhe coudd give me the s
mans o tha deken .. than Ao woudd stamd me
chamce againit ne.

—Y- C
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IM&MMHWMWK&W.IW@W
oéwdmlmwmww.lwmw
bust ght Rl nally didilt pis o o asgffing tnciltmages

M,MMWWM,I’MMWWW‘&/BM
ob Shadows that bocd, witehes can do spells to athen get
FPlactical Wiagich and tued to find o spell, bt T
couldnt and wan too embannassed to ash Adyee. So this
abternoon after school, I duove oven to Nonton, to the
Flanned Purenthood offies thene, and got o Roee-month
W%OQW@J[M@WWWMMU@IM%.

IWMWW(»MM)MW*W
on the sde senaming Planned Forenthood! Catholic





OEBPS/tier_9780142410257_oeb_028_r1.jpg
The ambukance came almost ten, minutes laten. Fhramedics
waced, ot onte the tee, tabiliged Fhaadals neck and fead, then
mooed Rex canchully to- o stusteRen. Aunt Etleen went with the
W,W%MMWMW.IMI&W
Kmmwm%wbw,w%&wmgﬂtﬁ
faton, Sl tossed e the by and tan, san o catoh. up.

Adten the Yashing ek (ghts Fad dusappearcd and, the
M%meww,mw%K
MIW%%MMW&WMWM
bought some ot chocolats from. o stand, ten watked Gack
to SAwunt Sileens can.

As T wnlocked the door, T told Wiasy K. T thought Fhala.
mmw&M%.ShMWmew
gy afpplt. Sl 9ot uite B postinon. okt olentt g, ang
Hing, and T looked oven ot hen beffone T tarted the engine.

MWK.‘&W&WWM@IWMWWM
what T had done.

T looked out the windshield wnto the salt-stained, stuest—
WMW,M&WWIWWWW
ground, bane tuees, bone sidewalbs fon the Quust tume. T Rought
ob Adises and Ren Buieh, tiness, Row Monge K. il seemed to
think Td Realed fes.

Idxd»&thuo«ywﬁoﬁtosag.

Hlergan
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o Hate hion. ML some mowr, amdl Am sthd shak
g writh g cant heliwre Humton Nakd just
;CWW/&THW JMJWIWM,M,
bt coudont gut hon, wran with a spedled kis.
Than it inauhting, asining, pointhess mport Lo the
it councid. Keaducated! An mong aducated. tham
ang mandar o} the council! A camt helare Humtor,
whe had wch promie, woudd e s pedestriiam, s
shontnig hed. What a diapasintmant—though A
WA Fudol. MAOMWMu’MdWWﬁOMO}
it But todas, ok, today A put Pustin om my
Aat—mot the At o3 Dk mansd, At the Aot
prople whe hawe wromeed me and ey ?am./;y He b
mow at the top.

How ol hu Learm g Ak mank? A hawe mevran
wnitten it dowm. MNow coudol e ,mw/@ Aane that
earzery A} Aomsome Al it s him, tham that
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./M/uam? 17722

oday the wordd st Ldke a depparent place
than & Al gutuday. Are alwags doved the
wintind e, it oo the sk deind codel  amd
pitdess. ke drauty sun werdd seens to hate
dirnsad. a  Liteh. ym,tmo(a‘? Mhana amdl A wwn
cadm. amd saqe, st in our Aores amd modt wpe
cm//7 n oun magick. Dut Aast might Mama g5t a
witch massase o Cunt Celime. Q. decken had
coma g owvmatigate” he Adnavg, and ke Found
atme dank spedls she had writton—a weathen speld
ard a spedd ot harding. amethen's wikd, spedis
Mama dags bhe merer eiem wsed. Bt accondling. 2o
2he councik—the idast counck, Mama cally thim—
Judtt wniting. these bpedhy shows a Leaming. touward
dark mag.ick that camt ke tedeated. Omod Quont
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@e@wmm,wmmﬂ\o@w.mgw...ww&oé
waeks ago, Adsa Soto fad Bean vory dl. T fod towehed fox,
and, afl Rell Rad broken, toose. Tud T dane tagy to toweh Fhula
now? The stution with Adisa Rad Been weally weind, way
&MIW%WW@W&W,W
pulsing unmdzi%, Becoming overuhelmed, &ﬁ a caseading
IM:%%MMWM. Tt took me a moment
tor ontent mysell, to feel my ) Blend with Fhudass.
?@%IW&MMMW,MIMWW
also- Bleeding side fen shall, and, it wos pooling ot the Lack
of hen fead. Itwwnf«m@ﬂm@wm,www
%%WWWWW,WW
Ren wnmovable shull, ands i war tarting to shut dows. Fhaler
mg%ﬂa@&»opmat%/ym&d%. Eilleen, wsar ahite-
W,W,WM&W,IWWZ%K.,W
Eltleen's arm and, weeping.
o . g o ond st i g iy S
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amonads, chiddaem, amgoms whs was vudmsabde. dhe
Aad a stromg. semae o3 right and wrome, and she
?.K/ft that sun jfwu/? Aad heem wremoud too mamy
Lones. A middh hen do toniddy, wren Fore gears
apen dan death. A wondd Ake s bediewe that
somrhens, whoeiren Ao ok oo it oy,
she b aurark “F 2he work A am doing, and she i
roud.

Sodary A ataged away From the /dmzm?, >
ik mot wamt Lo he temptrd; ot wouddl be s
Labig L AL may msther in may mostals.ia amd
may dadmess. Dut tomomow A widd setuam o may
work. A wid comtinue Compiding. . . . Comtinue
Ararning.

o Cammot hink o} a hetten 3 that A coudd
otk e MNama

—9- C
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kmourkedlon, that A sat thee and wrat with ot
/Mm/ﬁ/uzmz/uo}www Thid i whiy
Awx gome 2o such Aergtha to collict tusk mames
mew«} sk manads  eherates iy magCk  inite
aomathing. oﬂ{Hﬂ/LL/v: From what most wotches
dawe. A was korn streng—dn a Cowncraw. Dut
the colhection o e mames A hawe g.ives ma
admosit  undinited  powsn oran ke kmouwm  omed
ik “F what A codd do with some partiudan
mansd. Think what powsn A wouddl wridod. A
couddl ke wriatually wnitoppakde. Shen A coudd
animgl mig }am_/‘?, all those whs hane had thea
PO MR, Wkt v bean peadecudted, miduon
denstood, jucloed by amallninded  hukaucats
Shuy dilnit wundastand whs thuy wue deadong
with A wdd make ot mag /qzkt wonk o teachk thim.
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