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      For Jack, who got me started, after I got him started.
      

      —J.P.

      For Ruth, for laughing at the right times.

      —N.R.

   
      
      NOTICE OF PUBLIC EXECUTION

      ATTENTION ALL CITIZENS:

      WISTERIA ROSE ALLGOOD, leader and last hope of the pernicious “Resistance” that has destroyed our peace of mind and diverted so much of our citizenry’s
         efforts and resources, has been apprehended and will be PUBLICLY EXECUTED in the COURTYARD OF JUSTICE at ONE O’CLOCK this afternoon. Still wanted for collusion, conspiracy, and experimentation with the dark and foul arts is her brother, WHITFORD P. ALLGOOD.
      

      So decreed by The One Who Is The One, this two hundred thirty-fifth day of the first year of the New Order’s Ascendancy.

      

   
      BOOK ONE

      THE GIRL WITH THE GIFT
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      Chapter 1
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      Whit

      
      LISTEN TO ME. We don’t have much time.
      

      
      My name is Whit Allgood. I guess you’ve heard of me and my sister, Wisty, and of the crazy stuff that’s happened, but here’s
         the thing: it’s so much worse than you think it is.

      
      Trust me when I tell you that these are the worst of times and that the best of times are little more than a distant memory. And no one seems to be paying attention to what’s going
         on. Are you?

      
      Paying attention?

      
      Imagine that all the things you love most in the world—and probably take for granted—are now banned. Your books, music, movies, art… all snatched away. Burned. That’s life under the New Order, the so-called government—or brutal
         totalitarian regime—that’s taken over this world. Now, with every waking breath, we have to fight for every freedom we have
         left. Even our imagination is at risk. Can you picture your government trying to destroy that? It’s inhuman.

      
      And yet… they’re calling us criminals.
      

      
      That’s right. Wisty and I are the offenders in that unhappy propaganda piece brought to you by the New Order. Our crime? Engaging
         in free thought and creativity.… Oh, and practicing the “dark and foul arts”—i.e., magic.
      

      
      Did I lose you? Let me back up a bit.

      
      One night not so long ago, my family was awakened by soldiers storming through our home. Wisty and I were cruelly torn from
         our parents and slammed into a prison—a death camp for kids. And for what?
      

      
      They accused us of being a witch and a wizard.

      
      But, the thing is, it turns out the N.O. was actually right about that: we didn’t know it at the time, but Wisty and I do have powers. Magic powers. And now we’re scheduled to be publicly executed, along with our parents.
      

      
      That particular ghoulish event hasn’t taken place yet—though it will. I promise those of you who crave suspense, adventure, and bloodshed that you can look forward to it. And you will, if you’re anything like the rest of the brainwashed “citizenry” of our land.
      

      
      But if you’re one of the few who’ve escaped the N.O.’s clutches, you need to hear my story. And Wisty’s story. And the story of the Resistance. So when we’re gone, there’s someone left to spread
         the word.
      

      
      Someone to fight the good fight.
      

      
      And so we begin with the story of another public execution: a sad and unfortunate event, an accident, as luck or fate would have it. In a phrase that I hate to use
         under any circumstances: a tragedy.

      
   
      
      Chapter 2
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      Whit

      
      HERE’S WHAT HAPPENED, to the best of my shattered ability to recall it.
      

      
      I do remember that I couldn’t have been more lost and alone as I wandered the streets of this gray, crowded, and forsaken
         city. Where is my sister? Where are the others from the Resistance? I kept thinking, or maybe muttering the words like some homeless madman.
      

      
      The New Order has already disfigured this once beautiful city beyond recognition. It seems like a decaying corpse swelling
         with mindless maggots. The suffocatingly low sky, the featureless buildings—even the faces of the nervously rushing people
         flooding around me—are as colorless and lifeless as the concrete under my feet.
      

      
      I know the general populace has been efficiently brainwashed by the New Order, but these citizens seem a little too hushed, a little too urgent, a little too riveted to the scraps of propaganda clutched in their hands like prayer books.
      

      
      Suddenly, my eyes spot a word in bold letters on the paper: EXECUTION.

      
      And then the huge video displays hanging above the boulevard light up, and everything becomes clear to me. Every pedestrian
         stops and stands stock-still, and every head turns upward as if there has suddenly been an eclipse.
      

      
      On the video screens, a hooded prisoner—small-framed, frail-looking—is kneeling on a starkly lit stage.

      
      “Wisteria Allgood,” blares a bone-chilling voice, “do you wish to confess to the use of the dark arts for the wicked purpose
         of undermining all that is good and proper in our society?”
      

      
      This can’t be happening. My heart is a big lump in my throat. Wisty? Did that voice really just say Wisteria Allgood? My sister’s on an executioner’s scaffold?
      

      
      I grab a slack-jawed adult by his dismally gray overcoat lapels. “Where is this execution happening? Tell me right now!”

      
      “The Courtyard of Justice.” He blinks at me irritably, as if I’ve woken him from a deep sleep. “Where else?”

      
      “Courtyard of Justice? Where’s that?” I demand of the man, throwing my hands around his neck, nearly losing control of my own strength. I swear, I’m ready to
         throw this adult against a wall if I have to.
      

      
      “Under the victory arch—down there,” he gasps. He points at a boulevard that runs off to my left. “Let me go! I’ll call the
         police!”
      

      
      I shove him and take off running toward a massive ceremonial arch maybe a half mile away.

      
      “You! Wait!” he yells after me. “Don’t I know your face from somewhere?”

      
      He does. Oh yes. And so would everyone else, if they took the time to notice that there was a wanted criminal running loose
         in their midst.
      

      
      But his fellow citizens’ eyes remain glued to the screen. They’ve got an insatiable appetite for malicious gossip of any kind
         and, of course, an equal taste for senseless death and destruction.
      

      
      Even when the falsely condemned are kids. Just kids.

      
      I can hear a distant roar now. The sound of hunger—for “justice,” for blood.

      
      I forge ahead into the pathetic herd of lemmings. I’m not going to let them take my sister from me. Not without a fight to the death anyway.
      

      
      I round a corner, and then, across the top of the crowd, I see… Is that my sister, Wisty, up on the stage? She’s hooded, dressed all in black, but standing now. Proudly. Brave as ever.
      

      
      A man—if you would call him that—is on the stage with her. He’s leaning on a crooked stick, his wickedly sharp black suit
         hanging strangely motionless in the wind that’s begun to howl through the civic square. His angular face is glowing with smug self-satisfaction, as if he’s just devoured a potful of whipping cream.
      

      
      I know him; I despise him. The One Who Is The One. Quite possibly the most evil individual in the history of humanity.
      

      
      Are there minutes or seconds left before this hideous execution? I have no way of knowing.

      
      I knock people aside as I barrel through the thickening, or should I say sickening, throng. I can see a line of well-armed soldiers holding everyone back from the platform. If I can knock one of them down
         and snatch away a gun…
      

      
      I look up at the stage just in time to see The One raise his knobby black stick and shake it menacingly at my sister. He has
         a look of absolute triumph.
      

      
      “No!” I yell, but I’m unheard in the roaring crowd. They all know what’s about to happen. I know, too. I just don’t see how I can
         possibly stop it. There has to be a way.
      

      
      “Nooo!” I scream. “You can’t do this! This is cold-blooded murder!”

      
      There’s a flash—not of light but somehow of blackness—and she’s gone. Wisty. My sister. My best friend in the world.
      

      
      My little sister is dead.
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      Whit

      
      IF I’M STILL DRAWING air, it’s not because I care about living.
      

      
      The last person in the Allgood family that I knew for certain to be alive, the person who knew me better than anyone else
         in the world, the person who looked up to me in everything, is gone. What an incredible waste of an incredible life.
      

      
      Wisty died while I watched, and I could do nothing to help her.

      
      The One just vaporized my sister… and that monster, without any hint of conscience, doesn’t even seem to have broken a sweat.
         He throws his arms in the air like he’s just scored a goal, like he’s mocking the pointlessness of human existence. I go weak
         in the knees. I feel as if I might throw up as I hear a deafening roar of approval sweep down the concrete canyon of this
         city—a place that now seems despicable and evil and beyond repair.
      

      
      The One has just achieved his biggest public relations triumph ever. He basks in the adoration—but his usual impatience and anger soon erupt.
      

      
      “Silence!”

      
      His command sweeps across the city, obliterating every other noise.

      
      But I’m unmoved. Still shell-shocked. Numb everywhere, including in places that I didn’t know existed.

      
      “My good citizens,” he thunders, without aid of a microphone, “this is a truly magnificent occasion. What you have just witnessed
         is the obliteration of the last significant threat to our stewardship of the Overworld! Wisteria Allgood, a leader of the
         Resistance, has just been removed from this dimension. Forever.”
      

      
      He raises his arms again, and a new gust of wind brings a thin layer of ash and the horrible smell of burnt hair across the
         crowd. These “good citizens” begin cheering again.
      

      
      I’d collapse to my knees, but I’m surrounded on all sides. Then, suddenly, there is space for me to move. The cheering turns
         to screaming and the crowd is surging—moving backward—and I see a fiery explosion erupting not fifty yards from where I stand.
      

      
      I know that fire.
      

      
      “Oh yeah!” I shout as the mere sight of it makes my heart almost burst with joy. “Oh yeah, oh YEAH!”

      
      That’s my sister! Wisty’s alive! She’s just set herself on fire, and that, believe it or not, is a good thing.
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      Wisty

      
      AS SURE AS I am Wisteria Rose Allgood, I have only one thought: I’m gonna burn everything and everyone around me. Burn it all down.

      
      I’ll start with the death-drenched stage, move on to this ridiculously pompous plaza, then hit the whole cold city of stone—this
         disastrous nightmare of a world. Even if I fry myself to ash in the process, I am going to obliterate all of this, all of
         them.
      

      
      The One Who Is The One just killed my friend Margo up on that stage from hell. I recognized her even with a hood over her
         head. Her purple sneakers and black-and-purple cargo pants were the giveaway. The silver streaks and stars on the sneakers
         were the final clue. Margo, the last punk rocker on Earth. Margo, the most fearless and dedicated person I’ve ever known.
         Margo, my dear friend.
      

      
      Don’t ask me why that monster in the black silk suit was pretending she was me. All I know is that I’m going to burn that evil madman to cinders.

      
      So I turn myself into a human torch, just as I have in the past. Only this time I abandon all caution. Suddenly ten-, twenty-,
         thirty-foot tongues of flame are coursing around me, ripping upward in the formerly cool afternoon air.
      

      
      The crowd backs away, screaming, and I can’t help myself: I smile. I nearly laugh out loud.

      
      And I’m about to turn the heat up another notch—to send jets of fire everywhere around me, to burn brighter and hotter than
         ever before—when my breath catches in my throat.
      

      
      I feel him. I feel his wretched, diseased mind. I feel his eyes somehow locking on to me.
      

      
      A thousand soldiers turn my way in unison, and now it’s The One who’s smiling. He’s starting to laugh. And he’s laughing at
         me.
      

      
      I wince as the air rushes out of me. How can he have so much power?

      
      I have no choice but to run, at least to try to escape his wrath.

      
      I throw myself into the panicked human tide, my small frame deftly ducking elbows and shoulders. But The One is too close.
         I can feel his icy gusts chasing me, reaching out with cold, bony finger–like wisps, grazing my face, my neck, sending a chill so cold it hurts everywhere at once.
      

      
      I’m starting to think how ironic it is that a firegirl might die in a deep freeze when suddenly I’m smothered by warmth. Somebody
         grabs me, lifts me up, and nearly squeezes all the breath out of me.
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      Wisty

      
      IT’S MY BROTHER, Whit.
      

      
      In a flash, he carries me a hundred, two hundred paces ahead, as if I weigh nothing. Then he and I duck behind a high stone
         wall. For a few precious seconds, we’re out of sight and safe.
      

      
      I hug Whit with all the strength I have. He finally relaxes his powerful grip enough for me to breathe.

      
      “But if this is really you…” He trails off.
      

      
      “Margo,” I whisper. “He killed Margo.” Then suddenly I’m crying like a baby. I’m shaking, and my teeth chatter hopelessly.

      
      Margo is dead. The girl who helped me put a third piercing in my ear last week. The girl who woke us all up at five a.m. every morning to
         report for duty, the girl who had more dedication to fighting the oppression of the New Order than the rest of us put together.
         She was so young. Just fifteen years old.
      

      
      “I told her not to go in that building without more help. I begged her,” my brother says. “Why did she go in there? Why?”
      

      
      “She was always the last to give up on a mission,” I remind Whit, as if I’m trying to convince myself that it wasn’t our fault
         she’d been caught. “First in, last out. That was her mantra, right? Stupid!”
      

      
      “Courageous,” he says, and for an instant I see in his eyes why it is that girls love him, why I love him. He’s honest and sincere and absolutely fearless.
      

      
      The mission, one of a dozen attempted rescues we’d undertaken in the last month, was our worst failure yet. We were trying
         to liberate maybe a hundred kidnapped kids from a New Order testing facility. But our intelligence must have been off. Instead
         of victimized kids, the building held a platoon of New Order soldiers. They were waiting for us.
      

      
      “Actually, it’s lucky any of us —,” I start to say.
      

      
      “Find her!” The speakers mounted in the plaza start vibrating with The One’s irate voice. “There’s another conspirator in the crowd! She has flaming-red hair! Close the courtyard exits. Capture her now!”
      

      
      Whit grabs a gray hat off a passing businessman and plunks it down on my head.

      
      “Tuck your hair in, quick,” he says.

      
      I’m doing just that when a policeman spots me. He’s a couple of dozen yards away.

      
      Now he’s grabbing for the whistle at the end of a cord around his neck… and he’ll soon have the attention of every soldier in the plaza. Not to mention that of The One, whom I hate to mention.
      

      
      But then a small black figure leaps up and knocks the policeman down flat on his rear.

      
      Whit and I exchange looks of surprise. He says, “Did you just —?”

      
      But before Whit can finish, the black figure—an old woman—is at our side. She presses into my hand a crumpled, gritty piece
         of paper. “Take it, take it!”
      

      
      I swear she’s the weirdest-looking creature I’ve ever seen in my life, and yet I know her from somewhere.
      

      
      “Who are —?”

      
      She cuts me off. “Follow this. Go! I’m a friend. Run. Run. Don’t stop for a single breath, or it’s over. For all of us. Go!”
      

      
      Somehow she gets behind us, and then she delivers a kick to both of our butts. That sends us staggering into the surging crowd.

      
      I immediately turn back… but there’s no sign of her.

      
      “You heard her,” says Whit. “Go! Now! Go!”

      
   


End of sample




    To search for additional titles please go to 

    
    http://search.overdrive.com.   


OEBPS/images/Art_P002.jpg
o
b
>
9

Center

v ety ol _—— o
n/‘}/ s
bt el RDE ‘4
] - -
= onNT —






OEBPS/images/pub.jpg





OEBPS/images/line1.jpg





OEBPS/images/line.jpg





OEBPS/images/Art_Ptit.jpg
THE GIFT

>






OEBPS/images/neg.jpg





OEBPS/images/Art_title.jpg





OEBPS/images/9780316122214.jpg
WITCH\& WIZARD

THEGIFT

AUTHOR or‘rm VAR

JAMES PAH[RSUN

and Ned Rust





OEBPS/images/9780316122214_c.jpg
THESIFT

JANES PRTTERSON





OEBPS/images/Art_Pheart.jpg





OEBPS/images/Art_Plogo.jpg





OEBPS/images/pos.jpg





