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Strong-blooded young men
and women everywhere
have also read these
other thrilling tales
of Pals in Peril


Whales on Stilts!


The Clue of the Linoleum Lederhosen


Jasper Dash and the Flame-Pits of Delaware


Agent Q, or The Smell of Danger!
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To my mother
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Sometimes things are dead, but still move.


I mean the leaves, of course. The leaves of autumn.


They crawled across the basketball court, scuttling sideways with the wind, tripping and pouncing. It was late fall. Almost everything was dead or hiding. The frogs were dead, the fish were dead, the bugs were dead, and the birds had escaped to Boca Raton.


The sky was not dead, however. It was blue and active. Clouds rolled across it. Trees in vacant lots scratched at it. And in the middle of all the creeping leaves and the nude, shivering branches of dead trees, Lily Gefelty and her mother sat in a car, waiting for Lily’s friends to arrive so the kids could play basketball.


Lily and her mother were having a difficult conversation.


“We need to talk,” said Mrs. Gefelty.


“Okay,” said Lily. “But everyone else is going to be here in a minute.”


“That’s fine. But we need to have a, you know, heart-to-heart.”


“About what?”


“About books.”


A book discussion doesn’t sound like it should be a difficult conversation, but it was for the Gefeltys. This was because Lily had actually been in several books recently. For instance, this one.


Lily had gone through most of her life without appearing in any books at all. Most of us never do. Though some of her friends had appeared in books, Lily had always liked the fact that she had stayed behind the scenes, because she was a pretty shy person and she didn’t think her life was very interesting. Then she began to show up in this series, Pals in Peril. People from the publishing company would call and get details of her adventures, then they would write them up and publish them. It was a little strange for her at first, but she got used to it.


Her mother was still getting used to it.


Mrs. Gefelty sat there in the driver’s seat, looking anxious. She tapped on the steering wheel and looked into the rearview mirror at the backseat. It was filled with library books. Mrs. Gefelty stared at them as if they were poisonous snakes that might strike at any time.


“Lily,” she said, “have you read the books you’re assigned for school?”


Lily looked at her mother, shocked. She always did all her homework. “Mom!” she said. “Of course!”


“Have you noticed anything about books written for people your age?” Her mother clearly was waiting for a particular answer.


Lily shrugged. “It’s a bad idea to have a horse?” she guessed.


“It is a bad idea,” said her mother, “to have a mother.” She pressed her forehead with the heel of her hand and sighed. “In every single book your English teacher assigns you, the mother dies or disappears.” She reached back and began shuffling through the stack of books that slid on the backseat cushions. “In this one, the mother contracts cholera. In this one, she dies of cancer. In this one, she’s killed in a rogue trolley accident. In this one, she’s eaten by a rhinoceros. In this one, she’s making stew when the pressure cooker blows up. And in this one,” Lily’s mother exclaimed, throwing a particularly heavy, dismal-looking volume down on Lily’s lap, “she goes to a dance party and catches the smallpox. WHAT ARE THESE PEOPLE THINKING?”


Lily didn’t know what to say. She shrugged. Mrs. Gefelty demanded, “What do they have against mothers?”


Lily couldn’t answer that one either. Now that she thought about it, the mothers in books didn’t have such great luck with disease, electricity, the ocean, or crosswalks.


Then Lily realized what was really bugging her mom . . . and a second later, Mrs. Gefelty herself said it: “So what am I supposed to think? Now that you are showing up in books? See what I mean? Do I have to start worrying?”


“Mom, the books I’m in are different,” said Lily. “The ones you’re reading aren’t true. My stories really, actually happened to me.”


“Who knows? Maybe I’m next.” Mrs. Gefelty pressed her hands together between her knees. She was frowning. “I’ve made an appointment to have a checkup with Dr. Singh tomorrow.” She scratched the back of her head, as if she felt a sudden, unaccountable itch. “And we’ve got to get a burglar alarm in the house. And a radon gas sensor. And motion detectors.” Mrs. Gefelty snapped her fingers. “Hey, do you think the fire alarms need new batteries?” She pointed at Lily. “Chore!” she said. “Check them all. Buy batteries. Replace any old ones.” She dusted off the dashboard anxiously. “I’m going to go home and go through the medicine cabinet and throw away everything that’s past its sell-by date. You never know when vitamin D will turn weird.”


“Mom, I think you might be overreacting.” Mrs. Gefelty insisted, “Disaster is hanging over my head. We have got to do everything we can to avoid it.”


Lily’s friends were pulling up and getting out of the back doors of cars.


Lily said, “I wouldn’t worry about it, Mom.”


“I’ll try not to,” said Mrs. Gefelty, worrying. She stared into the distance.


Lily leaned over and gave her a kiss. Mrs. Gefelty jumped as if startled. “Oh,” she said, and smiled awkwardly.


As Lily walked over to greet her friends, her mother drove off to arrange protection against any unforeseen and dire circumstances. As Mrs. Gefelty’s car rounded the corner, she gave a sweet smile and waved back to her daughter.


But you’ve read this book’s title.


You know tough times are coming for Mrs. G.


So get ready. If we stick together, we might all just make it through this thing alive.
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Lily was worried about her mom.


But for the moment, she was more worried about the basketball game.


She was trying to stop her friend Katie Mulligan from getting the ball.


“Jas!” screamed Katie. “Pass!”


Jasper Dash, Boy Technonaut, wheeled his elbows around, trying to shoot over his friend Drgnan Pghlik’s waving hands so he could get the ball to Katie.


Jasper chucked the ball. It bounced once. Katie grabbed it and dribbled for the basket.


Lily, puffing, ran after her. It was Lily’s job to keep Katie covered, and she never could do it. Katie was much faster than her.


Lily did not like playing basketball. It embarrassed her deeply. Her friends were pretty athletic—Drgnan Pghlik, for example, was a magical monk, a holy boy capable of hovering forty or fifty feet over mountainsides (under the right circumstances), and Jasper Dash had dodged laser bolts shot by secret robots in all the countries of Eastern Europe. Katie was pretty much in shape too. She didn’t know martial arts like the boys, but she played soccer, ran track, and wrestled with newts from Beyond.


Since we’re talking about what book series people are in, I should mention that Katie Mulligan was the heroine of the Horror Hollow series, in which she battled monstrosities that dragged their dripping, rotted feet over the bright lawns of Katie’s neighborhood.


Jasper Dash had his own series too. Since the early twentieth century, back when young people’s pants stopped higher up on their legs, Jasper had been knocking out aerial thieves, reclaiming diamonds, exploring abandoned mines, and getting secret codes through to Russian counts in big fur coats. He invented his own machines and vehicles and strode about, defending the American Way. He was particularly fond of strawberry-rhubarb pie.


Drgnan Pghlik was not the hero of any book except a prophesy written on birch bark and hidden in a hut high on a grassy hill. He’d never even heard of it.*


 Brother Drgnan was training to be a Protector for the monastery of Vbngoom, but at the moment, he was staying at Jasper’s house in the town of Pelt for a few weeks. He and the other kids had just gotten back from a crazy adventure involving spies, gangsters, tigers, sentient lobsters, and giant amoebas.* Jasper was delighted to have his old friend around, and they spent hours tinkering in Jasper’s laboratory, practicing their fencing, and hanging out with Lily and Katie.


This afternoon, Lily was on Drgnan Pghlik’s team for their pickup game of basketball. That didn’t make playing the game any easier for her. She kind of had a crush on Drgnan. She didn’t want him to see her stumbling and all red and out of breath.


The thing that made it even worse that day to be tripping all over the blacktop was the game’s one spectator: Katie’s snobby cousin Madigan, who was visiting from New York City. Madigan sat on a bench by the side of the court, watching the whole game with hatred and trying to stifle a laugh whenever Lily fell behind or dropped the ball or stared too long at Drgnan Pghlik.


Madigan Westlake-Duvet was also in a series of books, but hers were not tales of adventure and high deeds. She was in the Snott Academy series, a stack of paperbacks with names like 2 Good 2 Be 4 Ever and Puppy Love Smackdown. The stories were about bratty, beautiful kids at an exclusive New York prep school. They tricked and hurt each other and threw fits and spent most of their time looking at their own clothing in polished marble surfaces. The covers of the books just showed legs or stomachs, and sometimes teeth. That was not entirely inappropriate. The girls in the series were kind of like that.


Madigan Westlake-Duvet sat on the bench, tapping out messages on her iSquawk to her friends back in Manhattan. She was about the same age as Katie and Jasper and Lily and Drgnan, but she looked much older. She was dressed in the Snott Academy tartan skirt and a white shirt that looked like it was laundered by angels. She wore a fawn-colored tea-length Plamona overcoat and a silk scarf by Hermès. It was not easy, playing basketball near her.* Whenever she actually watched the game, she had a look of incredible, astonished boredom. Everything in her face said, Whoa. Never. Been. So. Bored. By. Anything. In. My. Life.


Katie caught Lily staring nervously at Madigan. “Sorry,” Katie whispered. “She’s visiting for the weekend. Mom said I had to bring her. I know she’s kind of a snobby pain.”


Lily didn’t want to be rude about Katie’s cousin. “Well, I bet she’s really nice once you get to know her.”


“No,” said Katie. “I don’t think anyone’s really gotten to know her, or she would have been burned at the stake already.”


“Lily!” shouted Drgnan, throwing the ball her way.


Of course, Lily was talking, so she missed it. It bounced off the court and past the bench where Madigan sat.


Flustered, Lily said, “Oh, I’m sorry—I’m sorry—I’m sorry!”


She had ignored a basketball pass from the boy she wanted most in the world to impress.


At just that instant, Madigan looked up from her iSquawk, and as Lily felt those bored and lovely eyes scrape across her, she blushed. She could feel how bad she looked in her oversize T-shirt, standing there stupidly in the middle of the court.


Drgnan waved to her and jogged over to pick up the ball. Lily knew Drgnan didn’t have a crush on her. If he liked anyone in that way—I mean, like liked—it was Katie, who like liked him back.


Katie clearly felt bad for distracting Lily, so in a few minutes, she let Lily catch a pass. Lily dribbled it up the court. Drgnan called out, “C’mon, Lily! Good job!”


That was a great thing to hear, Drgnan calling out praise. Lily half dribbled, half ran toward the basket.


Even she knew that most of the way, she was traveling. No one said anything about it, which was worse, in a way, than someone calling her out. But anyway, this was her big moment to show she could do something for the team. A perfect layup shot . . . that was what she envisioned.


Madigan looked up.


Lily felt those awful eyes on her. Jasper flung himself in her way, grabbing at the ball.


Lily eyed the basket. She jumped!


She threw!


The ball missed the backboard completely and went bounding off into the autumn leaves.


Lily hit the earth hard. She twisted her ankle and fell.


Everyone stood awkwardly.
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Katie rushed to her side. She said to everyone, “We should stop playing.”


Lily protested, “Don’t worry about me.” “Well,” said Katie, making an excuse, “you know, it’s rude of us to keep on playing with Madigan here, when she can’t play.”


Madigan was grinning and texting something to her New York friends.


Drgnan saw that Lily was hurt. Both her ankle and her pride. “You’re right, Katie,” he said. “I think we should call it a day.”


Jasper, who didn’t really get what was going on, said, “Call it a day? In this fine, crisp, fall air, I feel I could play until the great Sun sinks and the Pleiades come out in the heavens above us.”


“No,” said Katie forcefully. “We’ve got to hang out with Madigan.”


“No prob!” called Madigan, giving a little wave. “Don’t worry about me! I’m just filling the frenemies in on all the big Pelt news. Is the ‘chubby’ in ‘chubby loser’ spelled with a y or an i?”


But they did call it a day, and they all went home. As Katie and Madigan got into Mrs. Mulligan’s car, Katie made a face to Lily that involved lots of teeth and furious crossed eyes. She made a Call me sign with her fingers. Clearly, she had things to say about spending time alone with her cousin.


Jasper and Drgnan waved heartily and climbed into Jasper’s Automated Robo-Sedan, discussing chemical reactions they’d investigate at home.


And Lily, miserably, went back to her house, knowing she’d made a fool of herself.


“Good game?” said her father.


Lily shook her head sadly. She wanted to talk to her mother. She asked, “Where’s Mom?”


Her father smiled. “She decided to go on a vacation.”


That was weird. “It’s the middle of the week,” said Lily. “I just saw her like two hours ago.”


“Your mom, she’s been real . . . real nervous or something,” said Mr. Gefelty. “She has this weird feeling that some disaster is going to happen to her. She needed a break.”


“She just left?” said Lily.


“Yeah, she’d been hyperventilating all morning. She kept calling me, worried that the ceiling was going to fall down or the whole house would be sucked into a volcanic sinkhole. Then she saw some article in the newspaper and took off.”


Lily was horrified that her mother had been so worried. She felt bad for her mom. “What was the article?” she asked.


Lily’s father shrugged. “I don’t know. She was looking online for stuff about immortality.” He stood up and walked into the kitchen. “She found some article about the town in the U.S. where the fewest people die or something. Apparently, it’s famous for that. Someplace in upstate New York. She figured she’d be safe there.”


Lily ran into her mother’s office, which was also their television room. Her mom’s computer was still on.


“The town where the fewest people die?” said Lily. She flicked at the mouse and the screen turned on. There was an article from an old issue of the New York Times. The headline said,


TODBURG, N.Y., DECLARED
UNDEAD CAPITAL OF THE U.S.

OEBPS/images/backcover.jpg
Dol“jimisé these other
'~ Palsiin Peril adventures






OEBPS/images/title.jpg
ril Yale

@ Pats in e

ZOMBIE
MoMMY

M. T, ANDERSON
Ulustrations b, Kygy CYRuUs

BOOKS
BEACH LANE BO

NEW YORK _ 1onpoy

TORoNT, SYDNEy





OEBPS/images/descrip.jpg
\| different. She can no longer speak
French. She makes better pancakes. And also
she no longer recognizes Lily, her own daughter.

What if she has been taken over . . . and is now
something dangerous and undead?

So our infrepid heroes—Lily Gefelty, Katie

\ Mulligan, and Jasper Dash, Boy Technonaut—

\ blast off on another rollicking adventure, this
__ime info a world of ghosts, ghouls, bats, taran-
fulas, web-footed vampires, sad-sack magici

 eml iy of v, st s i
inelevant footnots, and roming gags, Anderson sends up
decadesof chldren's book seres, and ceatesa ysterical tle
ofbis own."—Publisers Weekly stamred review

+ “Goosebumpsfans and reades who get Lemony Snicketsbrand of

Humor ill e rlling inthe asles"—Bookls,sared review

THE CLUE OF THE LINOLEUM LEDERHOSEN
 “Gea ot The authorof Whles n Sifs! hesdashed off a
swell sequel.... Never hosthe Hrdy Boys-Nancy Drew axs
Been knocked further o more delightflly askew.”
—Booki,stared review
“Pleny of sde-spliting humor wil keep fans wantng mare.”
—rom

JASPER DASH AND THE FLAME-PITS
OF DELAWARE

and ninja prep-school girls with love and fashion

on their side. The night is dark and the enemies,
 fare ﬁuz; You_ won't know whiether 10 laugh
I\ 3 -

or serear

‘fhl_aughzdmm offl" —Zombie Vogue
h preferred this book to the desolation of

A JUNIOR LIBRARY GUILD SELECTION 1o

* “The flags"—Booklist,
“Metafiction at its most weirdly satisfying. . . . Extremely funny.
Gyrus's lluteations are integral and pretty dam amusing, too."
—NKirkos Reviews

AGENT @, OR THE SMELL OF DANGER!
< “[AYdrll send-up ofthe spy genre.... Among the energeic chase
sequentes, diverting authoral interjetions,and appropiately
quiky llustrations s a uiet message about e importance of
hore, however ‘normal' it may b."—Bookis stared review
“Therear qirks hre apleny, and they e wrthy successors o the

‘weird elements f he pevious iles " —8((B.

MT-ANDERSON.COM/DELAWARE

BEACH LANE BOOKS - Simon & Schuster - New York












OEBPS/images/copy.jpg






OEBPS/images/02.jpg





OEBPS/images/01.jpg






OEBPS/images/03.jpg
SNV RS
PP L
¢! A,

\J -
N P
&,








OEBPS/images/9781439156100.jpg
fl ¢ 4 G 5D A /
L \ Vi ’ ,‘
5 m §
> & ‘k‘;'
- 7 O, ) i
N, WINNE )F THE NATIONAL BOOK AWARD
\\






