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For every child who has ever unfolded a map

and wondered what lay beyond its edges.
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Chapter One: The Attic Find
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Oliver Finch was the kind of boy who preferred maps to almost everything else. He preferred them over television, over video games, and — though he would never say this out loud — over most people. Maps told you exactly where things were. Maps never lied. Maps never moved the goalposts or changed the rules halfway through. If a map said the river ran east, it ran east. Simple. Honest. Perfect.

He had collected seventeen maps by the time he was eight years old. There was a map of the London Underground that his aunt had sent from England, a hand-drawn map of his neighborhood that he had made himself using a ruler and a blue pen, and a laminated map of the entire solar system that his teacher, Mr. Harding, had given him at the end of second grade with a note that said: "For the boy who always asks 'where?'"

Oliver kept all of his maps in a wooden box under his bed. The box had a brass clasp and smelled faintly of cedar. His mother called it "the treasure chest." His father called it "that thing I keep tripping over." Oliver simply called it the box.

On the morning of the big discovery, Oliver was supposed to be helping his grandmother sort through the attic of her old house on Maple Creek Road. His grandmother, Nana Bess, was moving to a smaller apartment downtown, and the attic was stuffed to the rafters with forty years of accumulated life — broken furniture, old holiday decorations, stacks of dusty books, and boxes whose labels had faded so completely that the only way to know what was inside was to open them.

"Just pile everything in the middle," Nana Bess had told him that morning, handing him a glass of lemonade and pointing toward the creaky wooden staircase. "If it looks important, bring it down. If it looks like rubbish, leave it. And whatever you do, don't open the green trunk."
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