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  PROLOGUE




  PARKER QUARRY HAD NEVER DRIVEN a car a hundred and fifty miles an hour before.




  Actually, if you want to get all technical about it, Parker had never driven a car at all before. Not even once. Not even in a parking lot. They don’t let you drive cars when you’re

  twelve years old. He had checked.




  He grinned. This was, without a doubt, by almost anybody’s definition, cool.




  “Dog!”




  Parker heard Reese scream out, but he had already seen the dog in the middle of the road. He had spotted him almost a mile away. What was it, exactly? A Boston terrier? Some kind of a retriever?

  A labradoodle? It was hard to say. All of Parker’s senses seemed sharper, but he wasn’t really a dog person.




  “Parker!”




  “I heard you, Reese. Sheesh,” Parker said.




  It would have been impossible for him not to hear her. Reese was wedged into the backseat of the red Porsche 911 Turbo S, and her head was only three inches from Parker’s ear. It was a

  backseat designed more for small children or groceries than actual people. Reese wouldn’t have been comfortable back there even if she was alone, and she wasn’t. Parker’s cousin,

  Theo, was crammed back there, too, one hand gripping the side of the car so hard his knuckles were turning white, and one hand held up to his mouth in case he got any sicker than he already

  was.




  The backseat was not suitable for two junior-high kids. It would be perfect for, say, a Boston terrier, or some kind of a retriever, or a labradoodle.




  Like the one that the car was hurtling toward.




  “Parker!”




  Parker thought that Reese might actually have a heart attack. With all the skill of an F1 driver, he downshifted the Porsche and turned the wheel, missing the mystery mutt by a good foot and a

  half. The dog was safe to resume his life of barking happily at skateboarders and urinating on things that needed to be urinated on.




  The Porsche growled as Parker stabbed the gas again and continued his automotive assault on the winding, tree-lined back roads of Cahill, New Hampshire.




  “I think I’m gonna throw up,” said Theo.




  “Deep breaths, buddy,” Parker said. “In through your nose and out through your mouth.”




  The man in the passenger seat sighed and crossed his arms against his broad chest. He feared that he would never get used to twelve-year-olds or cars. He was tall, with sharp features, and eyes

  that never seemed to decide what color they wanted to be. He was dressed in black robes. He might have been twenty or he might have been fifty. It was hard to say.




  “Um, Parker?”




  “Yes, Theo?”




  Theo was too ill to get the words out, so he just pointed. A police car was turning onto the road behind them.




  “Oh. Well, maybe they’re not after us,” Parker said.




  The cop turned on his flashing lights and sirens and stomped on the gas, his rear tires erupting in smoke as he joined the chase.




  “Huh. Well, that’s not a problem.”




  Parker shifted again, and the sports car lurched forward as if someone had attached rockets to the back bumper.




  “Five hundred and sixty horsepower,” Parker bragged as the police car faded from his rearview mirror. “I don’t think they’re going to catch us.”




  “They don’t have to catch us,” said Reese. “They have radios.”




  She pointed. Three more police cars were parked sideways, blocking the road about a mile ahead. The cops were standing behind their cars, guns drawn. The officer in charge held up a

  bullhorn.




  “This is the Cahill police. Stop your vehicle.”




  Reese turned pale. “I think he wants us to stop.”




  Parker just smiled.




  “I mean it, Parker. I can’t get in trouble with the police. My mom’s expecting me to apply to Harvard in four years. My safety school is Stanford!”




  “There’s no way out,” said the cop. “Stop the car. Now.”




  Parker frowned. On the one hand, it was a beautiful day and he was really enjoying the drive. On the other hand, policemen with badges and shotguns seemed to really, sincerely want him to stop

  the car.




  It was a no-brainer.




  “Guys,” Parker said, “You might want to hang on to something.”




  Theo groaned. “I knew this was a bad idea. I just knew it.”




  Parker mashed the gas pedal. The Porsche accelerated like it was dropped out of a plane. It was headed straight at the roadblock.




  “Are you ready, Fon-Rahm?” Parker asked.




  The man in the passenger seat nodded.




  “Then do your thing, please.”




  Wisps of smoke came from the man’s eyes.




  “I just knew it,” said Theo.




  The cops saw the car speeding toward them. The officer with the bullhorn shook his head. “I don’t think that guy’s going to stop,” he said.




  He was right, too. The Porsche was going to smash into the police cars. At a hundred and fifty miles an hour.




  “Um, I’ll be over there,” said one of the officers, pointing toward the side of the road.




  “Wait! Stay here!” said the top cop, but it was too late. Every one of his officers had abandoned the roadblock.




  The officer in charge thought for a moment. Then he dropped the bullhorn and ran off the road to be with his buddies. His wife was making tacos for dinner, and he liked tacos, and he

  wouldn’t be able to eat them if his teeth were scattered all over the highway.




  The Porsche charged at the cop cars. This was going to be messy.




  “Now!” said Parker.




  Fon-Rahm lifted his left hand and waved it through the air, bored. Smoke rose from the ground, and bits of wood, sheets of metal, and street signs leaped up from the sides of the road and

  magically shaped themselves into a makeshift ramp.




  The cops stared with dropped jaws as the Porsche hit the ramp and sailed over the police cars. It landed with a thud and a storm of sparks past the roadblock, and it didn’t pause for a

  second before speeding off.




  Reese scrunched up her face. “Well, at least we’re not getting arrested,” she said.




  “Please, Parker, please stop the car,” said Theo.




  “I will in just a few minutes.” Parker looked the man in black over. “I know we’re the only ones who can see you, but those robes really give me the willies. How about

  changing into something a little more contemporary?”




  A light mist filled the car. When it cleared, Fon-Rahm’s robes were gone, replaced with a sleek black suit.




  “Is this more to your liking?” he asked.




  “Very sharp. The color fits your personality.”




  “You try my patience, boy. I am Fon-Rahm of the Jinn, not a dress-up toy.”




  Parker shook his head and clucked. “Fon-Rahm, I’m surprised at you. Have you not been wearing your seat belt this whole time? Put in on, please. Safety first.”




  Fon-Rahm put his seat belt on and continued sulking.




  “And cheer up, Rommy, old pal. This is what us humans call fun.”




  Parker stepped on the accelerator and grinned. You know what was cool? Having your own personal genie.




  That was cool.
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  TWO WEEKS EARLIER




  THE GODS STARED DOWN FROM the ceiling.




  Mercury blasted through space, wings flapping at his ankles. Venus lounged on a cloud, her long, black hair flowing behind her. Jupiter held lightning in his hands as if to warn humans not to

  get too close. Atlas held up the world, weary but unbroken. Imagine propping up the entire planet on your shoulders for all eternity. It was a thankless job, but somebody had to do it.




  Mr. Ardigo knew the feeling.




  “All right, all right, settle down, please. Please. Please.”




  He had volunteered—no, he had begged to bring his class to the Griffith Observatory. The place was, as the kids would say, sick. It was equipped with massive telescopes and a

  planetarium, and it was set smack-dab on the edge of a cliff overlooking the entire city. The view was amazing. From the right angle you could even see the Hollywood sign. “It’ll be

  educational!” he had said. “It’ll broaden their horizons! It’ll show them the grandeur of space and how small we are compared to the rest of the universe!”




  If it showed them anything, though, it was that one teacher (okay, two, if you count Mrs. Haverkamp, but she was useless. A nice woman, sure, and great with computers, but when faced with

  screaming kids she was as handy as a Nerf hammer) could in no way hope to successfully wrangle forty seventh graders through a Los Angeles landmark. There were just too many of them. Mr. Ardigo was

  simply outmanned.




  The kids were all standing around a circular hole in the floor of the marble rotunda, watching a pendulum swing from the center of the mural of the gods overhead. That was fine, he thought. The

  pendulum’s swing was proof that the Earth was rotating, and that was a science lesson in itself. He wanted the kids to learn.




  What he didn’t want them to do was act like what they were: twelve-year-olds on a field trip. The boys shoved each other into walls while the girls kept up a regimen of near constant

  shrieking. What was there to scream about? The pendulum was neat, in a nerdy way, but really? The second these kids stepped out of school, they lost their minds. He thought they might burn off some

  of that extra energy on the bus ride over, but their supply seemed limitless.




  Mr. Ardigo had a headache already. He checked his watch. They had been at the observatory less than fifteen minutes.




  “The planetarium show starts in twenty-two minutes,” he said over the roar. “And then everyone will get a chance to look through the telescope.”




  He checked his guidebook. “Apparently, we’ll be looking at a very rare planetary alignment. The last time it happened was over three thousand years ago. Kendra!”




  Kendra stopped leaning so far over the railing that she would absolutely fall in and looked at him blankly. A small, small victory. She did not stop shrieking, though. They never do, thought Mr.

  Ardigo.




  “There’s a lot to see in here, and I want to get to it all, but you’re all going to have to cooperate, okay? Guys?”




  Mr. Ardigo noticed that he was tapping his foot, and made a conscious effort to stop. He was always drumming his fingers or clicking a pen. Stuff like that drove his wife nuts. She was right. He

  was too nervous. He had to learn to relax. He also had to make more money. Mrs. Ardigo’s dream was that her husband would ditch teaching altogether and open up a Quiznos.




  He would never do it. He loved teaching. Well, not on this particular day, but in general, he loved teaching.




  “Okay, let’s go, let’s go.”




  His class broke away from the pendulum in one noisy lump and rushed past him on their way into the exhibits.




  “Stick together, please, and keep your hands to yourself,” Mr. Ardigo said. “We’re going to be quiet and we’re going to be respectful. That goes double for you,

  Parker.”




  The teacher froze. He scanned the line of kids once, and then again. No Parker.




  “Parker? Has anybody seen Parker?”




  Nobody had. Mr. Ardigo let out a sigh and stared at the ceiling. Atlas, he thought. Atlas had it easy.




  Parker twisted the puzzle again. It was a series of four interlocking metal squares, and the idea was to make them all line up. It should be easy, he thought, except for some

  reason, it was ridiculously hard. He would get two in the right place, and then one would be way out of whack, and then he would fix that one, and ruin all the work he had done before. The thing

  was impossible. Maybe if he could take the price tag off.




  “I can never figure those things out,” said a woman behind him.




  She was about sixty years old, and she was wearing a blue shirt with a collar and a Griffith Observatory name tag that read JUNE.




  Parker smiled sweetly at her. He was just an innocent kid browsing the racks of a gift store. There’s nothing less suspicious than that.




  “Me neither,” he said, putting the puzzle back on the shelf with the astronaut ice cream and the Lunar Lander play set. “But, you see, it’s not for me. I’m looking

  for a present. For my mother.”




  “Aren’t you sweet! Is it her birthday?”




  “No, she’s...” His eyes found the floor. “She’s in the hospital.”




  “Oh, I’m so sorry,” said June. She was, too.




  “Yeah, she’s pretty sick. I thought maybe, since I was here, I could get her something to cheer her up. I got her some flowers and stuff but it’s still pretty depressing in her

  room.”




  “Well, how about a stuffed animal? People love these!”




  She held up a stuffed monkey wearing a NASA space suit.




  “That’s great! Really great! But I was thinking maybe something like that?”




  Parker pointed to a crystal sculpture of a shooting star lodged at the top of the highest shelf in the store.




  “Oh!” she said. “That is pretty.”




  June bit her bottom lip. She was a small woman, smaller than Parker, even, and he was twelve. If she was going to get that sculpture, it was going to take some effort.




  “Let me just get that for you.”




  June stood on her toes and reached as high as she could.




  As soon as her back was turned, Parker expertly grabbed the metal puzzle and slipped it into the pocket of his jacket.




  June’s fingers touched the sculpture. For a second it looked like it might fall, but June caught it and showed it triumphantly to Parker. “Ha! Got it!”




  Parker looked at the light sparkling off the crystal.




  “Is it okay if I come back for it later?” asked Parker. “That way I won’t have to carry it around with me the rest of the day. I might break it. I’m pretty

  klutzy.”




  “Oh, you are not. I’ll bet you’re a natural athlete.”




  “Could you set it aside for me? Please?”




  “Of course. You come back for it whenever you would like.”




  Parker thanked her and walked out the glass doors. It was that easy, he thought. If only he could get up the guts to grab some stuff out of a real store. Then maybe he wouldn’t be the only

  kid he knew without a decent skateboard. Or a flat-screen TV. Or an iPhone.




  He smiled a sly smile. Then he looked in the window of the gift shop and saw June struggling to put the crystal star back on the shelf.




  Parker sighed.




  He walked back into the gift shop and steadied June while she put the thing back. Then she thanked him, and he sneaked the metal puzzle out of his pocket and back on the shelf. He never would

  have solved it, anyway.




  Parker left the gift shop. He had better get back. Mr. Ardigo might have noticed he had left the group, and the last thing Parker needed, really, was to get in trouble again. His mom would kill

  him. Before he could take two steps, though, Parker was confronted by two of his classmates.




  “Hey, Parker, what are you doing in the gift shop? You know you can’t afford anything in there.”




  Great, Parker thought. Jason Sussman and his buddy Adam. They were two kids with more money than brains, and they were not fans of Parker. Both Jason and Adam were bigger than he was. In fact,

  almost every guy in his class was bigger than Parker. His mother told him he was going to hit a growth spurt soon, but Parker would believe it when he saw it.




  “Jason. Adam. What’s up?”




  “Adam and I were just admiring your shoes,” said Jason. “Hey, where do you think I could get a pair like that?”




  Parker gritted his teeth. He was wearing sneakers from Payless. The worst thing that could happen to a kid was to get caught wearing sneakers from Payless.




  “My uncle brought them back from England, so you probably can’t get them. Sorry.”




  “He bring you that shirt, too?” asked Jason. “It looks like something you would get at Kmart.”




  Caught again. Parker hated going to school with rich kids.




  “Ouch!” he said. “You got me. Well, see you later.”




  Parker turned to go. He would walk away. He would stay out of trouble.




  Jason stepped in front of him. “Come on, Parker. What’s your hurry? Let’s hang out for a minute.”




  “You know, Jason, I would like to, really, but I think I had better be getting back. If Mr. Ardigo finds out I’m gone, I’ll be in detention for the rest of my life.”




  “Yeah, well, it’s just that Adam and I have a question for you.” Jason stepped right up to Parker. “What’s it like being poor?”




  Parker bit his lip. He would stay cool. “You know what they say, Jason. Money can’t buy you love.”




  “Yeah, but it can buy a lot of other things.”




  Parker couldn’t help himself. “Obviously, not a decent haircut,” he said. “It looks like you got yours in a helicopter in the middle of a tornado.”




  Adam guffawed, but the smirk on Jason’s face disappeared. Parker knew he had made a tactical error. Rich kids can dish it out, but they can’t take it.




  “Kidding!” he said. “I’m just kidding around.”




  “Oh, we know,” Jason said. “You’re a funny guy.”




  “Great! So we’re cool?”




  Jason shook his head. While Adam stood watch, Jason shoved Parker against a wall.




  “I hate funny guys,” said Jason.




  Parker stepped back, but there was nowhere to go. He was boxed in.




  “Come on, guys,” he said. “This is stupid. Let’s just go find the class.”




  “Wow. Now you’re saying I’m stupid? You just don’t know when to shut up, do you?”




  Jason raised his fist and laughed when Parker flinched.




  “See that, Adam? He’s just a talker. Parker’s jealous. He knows that we have futures. We’ll go to college, and then we’ll get killer jobs and make lots of money,

  and he’ll be watching from the sidelines. See, Parker here doesn’t have a future. He’s trash and he’ll always be trash. He’ll probably end up in jail.”




  Jason leaned right into Parker’s face.




  “Just like his father.”




  And that’s when Parker snapped. The fingers on his right hand closed into a fist and he punched Jason in the face as hard as he could.




  Jason fell to the ground, and for a moment, everything was calm. Jason clutched his nose, Adam stared in disbelief, and Parker stood, his hands still clenched, shocked at his own outburst.




  Then Jason pulled his bloody hand away from his messed-up nose and broke the tension.




  “Oh, Parker,” he said. “You are so dead.”




  Parker looked at Jason. Then he looked at Adam. Then, for a split second, he looked at June, who was watching horrified from the gift shop. Then Parker made maybe his best decision of the

  day.




  He decided to run.
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  The war came to us.




  I had heard of the battles, of course, when I went into town to barter for goods, and I saw the soldiers when I sold my crops in the city. No one could tell me what the war

  was about, though rumors abounded. Some said it was a dispute about land. Others thought it was a battle to control the river that sustains us all. Perhaps it was not about anything so practical.

  Perhaps someone’s great-great-grandfather had insulted someone else’s great-great-grandfather hundreds of years ago and everyone was still upset. Such things are what make

  wars.




  I was a farmer, not important enough to be kept informed, too busy to find out for myself. The fighting meant nothing to me. It did not affect the seasons or the way the sun

  hit the soil or the way the sands shifted in the north. I was concerned only with my crops and with my wife and with my daughters. I had no time for politics. There was always work to

  do.




  The day that changed my life forever progressed like any other. I was in the fields, the hot sun on my back. My youngest sat near me in the dirt. She was playing with a toy

  stallion I had carved from a spare piece of wood. I remember how she looked up at me and how she smiled. She was beautiful and young and perfect, and I adored her. When I winked at her, she

  giggled.




  I cherished those moments, and I knew that when the workday was over and our simple meal was eaten, my family and I would gather by the fire. My hands would be sore and my

  back would ache, but my daughters would make up stories to entertain me, and we would all laugh. We would sing songs and play silly games. I would send the children to bed, and my wife and I would

  share a quiet moment, knowing we were blessed. My life was hard, but I would not have traded places with the sultan. I was happy.




  My daughter went back to her toy, and I returned to my work. That is when I saw the soldiers riding toward the house.




  I was confused. I was no one. Their war had nothing to do with me.




  My daughter abandoned her toy and hurried to meet them, her black hair flowing behind her as she ran. She loved horses, and she had hoped that the men galloping to us in a

  storm of dust were part of a circus. She thought the best of people, always. Children do.




  I knew better. They carried torches and swords. These men were part of no circus. I dropped my scythe and I ran.




  I grabbed my daughter in my arms and I put her inside our little house. I knew my wife would be grinding meal by the fire. I knew my oldest child would be tending the animals

  nearby.




  I gathered them together and told them to stay inside. I took my copper ax, the finest tool I owned, and I went out to meet the soldiers.




  Surely, they would listen to reason. Surely, they would see that we were no threat, that we were a humble family with no ties to power, no stake in their fight.




  The men stopped their horses in front of me. I raised my hand in greeting.




  I was rewarded with a club to the side of my head.




  I fell to the dirt.




  I tried to get up, but my legs would not stay beneath me. I saw these men dismount from their horses and kick in the door to my house. I stumbled toward them, but I could do

  nothing as they raised their torches.




  The soldiers laughed as they set fire to my home, laughed when my daughters and my wife cried out from inside, laughed when I tried to stop them.




  I was weak. They batted me away like a toy. I fell again, and one of the men grabbed me by the hair. He held my arms behind my back and forced my face down into the fire. I

  could hear my own skin as it sizzled like cooked meat.




  Thankfully, I blacked out. I would not have to hear my family’s cries as they died.




  Hours later, as I faded in and out of consciousness, I felt myself being dragged from the smoldering ruins. It was an old man. I tried to tell him to leave me where I was.

  Everything I had was gone. I had no reason to keep on living.




  Before the words could come, the blackness took me again. That is how I came to travel with Farrad, alive but with all meaning for my life stripped away.
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  PARKER RAN DOWN A SET of stairs and straight into the observatory’s crowded main exhibit floor. He pushed his way through a group of Cub

  Scouts looking at a video slide show of the stars, and by a family with six (six!) kids in matching T-shirts who were testing out a set of scales that showed you how much you would weigh on

  Mars.




  He ran behind a statue of Einstein sitting on a bench, and then up another flight of stairs, using kids and guides as shields, but he couldn’t shake Jason and Adam. They were right behind

  him.




  “You’re dead, Parker!”




  I know, thought Parker. I know.




  He poured it on and got ahead of the kids chasing him. The next level of the building was a long hallway full of exhibits stretching in both directions. Parker ducked out of sight behind a

  massive globe of the moon. He stayed perfectly still while Adam and Jason rounded the corner and ran the other way.




  A little kid with a toy rocket stared at Parker, and Parker grinned back, relieved. He was in the clear.




  When he stood up, though, his jacket caught on the metal stand that was holding the globe up. Parker’s grin vanished as the globe came spinning down and landed with a thud at the rocket

  kid’s feet. Then it started to slowly roll.




  Someone yelled, “Hey!”




  Great, thought Parker. A security guard. Where was he when I was being threatened by my buddies Jason and Adam?




  The guard ran to Parker, clutching his belt with his left hand so his radio and flashlight didn’t bang into his legs.




  “Don’t move! Stay right there!”




  Good advice, thought Parker. But not great advice. He ran again.




  “Hey!” said the guard. Parker looked over his shoulder and saw that the huge globe was gathering speed and scattering people left and right as it cut a swath through the museum. The

  Cub Scouts scrambled for cover, tangling up the guard, who watched helplessly as the globe smashed into Einstein’s bench and knocked the statue over.




  Mr. Ardigo’s not going to be happy about that, thought Parker. He ducked under a brass railing and burst through some closed doors into the planetarium, where the show he was supposed to

  be watching was just getting started. A machine rose up in the middle of the room and projected lights and colors onto the domed ceiling to make you feel like you were looking at space. The

  show’s narrator explained how far away the stars were and talked about how the different constellations got their names, and pointed out the Milky Way and the Crab Nebula. The seats were laid

  back so you didn’t have to crane your neck to look up.




  Parker didn’t have time to enjoy the show. He ran straight to the exit on the other side of the room, the security guard on his tail.




  “Parker!” said Mr. Ardigo from one of the seats. “That had better not be you!”




  “It’s not!” Parker said as he got through the exit door, just steps ahead of the guard, who had renewed the hunt with a very red face and a burst of not-so-good-natured

  intensity.




  Parker ducked behind a wall, and the guard ran right past, barking into his radio.




  Parker put his hands on his knees, out of breath from all that running. An old man stared at him.




  “The scope of the universe,” Parker panted. “It takes my breath away.”




  Parker had escaped. He had no idea what to do next, but the important thing was that, for the moment at least, he was safe.




  “Hey, buddy,” said a voice behind him.




  Parker turned. It was Jason and Adam.




  “We’ve been looking all over for you.”




  Parker ran once more, this time heading for open space. He slammed the handle on some glass doors and found himself outside.




  The exterior of the observatory was even more impressive than the inside. There were walkways on every floor, with coin-operated telescopes mounted to the railings so you could look at Los

  Angeles. Girls posed while their boyfriends took their pictures in front of the city.




  It really was some view. From here, LA didn’t look half bad.




  Parker stopped. The sweaty security guard was coming the other way.




  He was in it now. If he went left, Adam and Jason would get him. If he went right, he’d run straight into the security guard. He was toast.




  Parker didn’t know the place’s layout, but he knew that the levels were all connected by stairways. Piece of cake. He would jump the wall, land on the stairs, and run down to the

  bottom level. Easy. Elegant, even. Parker put his hand on the railing and vaulted over.




  Except the stairs were on the other side of the building, and Parker had just launched himself over the edge of a cliff. The only thing there was a hundred-foot drop and some very unfriendly

  looking rocks.




  Holy crap, thought Parker. Jason was right. I really am dead.
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  I have been with Farrad for weeks now.




  He is an enigma to me. He dresses in tattered robes and worn sandals. He has no friends and mentions no family. Even his age is a mystery to me.




  We never stay in one place for more than a few days. He trades household objects out of his battered wagon, earning just enough silver to keep us in food and his old horse in

  oats. I do not know where he comes from or where he is heading. He seldom speaks, and when he does he says no more than a few words at a time.




  He has taken great care to nurse me back to health. He fed me broth until I was strong enough to take solid food. He covered my damaged face with bandages. He gave me clothes

  and a place to lay my head. At night we sit by the fire in silence. Farrad stares into the flames and thinks his thoughts. He has asked me no questions about myself, although he must know what

  happened to me. If he takes any satisfaction at having saved my life, he does not show it. His kindness to me feels less like a good deed and more like atonement for past sins.




  I can think of nothing but my family and how I failed them.




  One day, while Farrad was away trading, the grief I felt over the death of my wife and daughters finally overwhelmed me. I felt I could not bear another night of loneliness,

  another night of black dreams that ended in me sweating through my bandages and screaming myself awake. I had nothing to live for, and my despair was so great that I sought to do myself

  harm.




  I searched for something, anything I could use to take my own life. Perhaps Farrad had foreseen my joyless mood, for the wagon was devoid of weapons of any kind, and even the

  sham ointments foisted off on gullible peasants as a cure-all for anything from coughing fits to baldness were gone.




  In my desperation, I tore the wagon apart. Just when my mood was at its bleakest, my hands felt a weak spot in the wood of Farrad’s driver’s bench. I pried it open

  and found hidden within an ancient book, so old that at first I dared not open it lest the pages crumble into dust. I found my courage, though, and I opened the volume to read.




  What I found astounded me. The book is an ancient compendium of arcane magick, written by hand and bound in some kind of hardened leather. It describes something called the

  Nexus, which is a force of magick that surrounds everyone and everything. With the right spells, potions, amulets, and talismans, the book claims that it is possible to tap into the Nexus and amass

  great power.




  The book is the first thing, the only thing, to hold my interest since the destruction of my family. I became obsessed. I read it through that night and put it back in its

  hiding place before Farrad returned. Now, whenever he is gone, I go back to the pages. They pull at me, call to me even. They quiet the screams of my wife and daughters when they threaten to

  smother me. The secrets of the universe are contained within them.

OEBPS/html/docimages/cover.jpg
OLD GENIES DIE HARD

()
0%0 MICHAEL M.B. éALV \ PETER SPEAKMAN =2





OEBPS/html/docimages/title.jpg
.~
%
e

/
5]
Q
Q .\
ﬂ

JREBELS
2 LLAMP

BY
MICHAEL M.B. GALVIN
& PETER SPEAKMAN

- %fsﬂtf + HY PERION o

LOS ANGELES NEW YORK





