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  Part One




  

  Chapter 1




  



  Jack Dodd sat at his desk. The room was quiet except for the clack clack clack of the keyboard as he typed, and the steady tick tick tick of the clock. It was getting late now. The only other person in the small, cramped office with him was Margo Rodriguez, his classmate and fellow writer.




  Margo shut her computer with a snap, and sighed heavily. ‘It’s dark outside,’ she said simply.




  Jack grunted in response, still typing. He didn’t look up at her.




  ‘Are you going to stay here long?’ she asked.




  ‘I’m in the middle of this piece,’ Jack mumbled, still typing.




  ‘The environmental lawyer from Mexico?’ she asked.




  He grunted again.




  Margo and Jack were close. She was used to him, how quiet and serious he became when he was working. They were good friends… buddies.




  She walked over to his side, pushed her dark, shoulder-length hair behind her ear, and read over his shoulder.




  Margo and Jack had been working together since the beginning, when Jack started a monthly newspaper during their first year of college. They were both majoring in international relations, but this monthly newspaper was their true passion. It was a small publication called ‘Live Loudly’ with articles about people and organizations who did good things for the world. It was Jack’s vision, originally. They started out small, writing about local heroes and groups around town – moms who helped out at the elementary school, town council members who put up stop signs, and girl scouts who volunteered at the retirement home.




  Now, though, well it was still small, but it was bigger now than it was three years ago. They had expanded their focus to include stories about people from all over the world. At the beginning of the year, they had hired a new freshman intern named JP to help run their online site. The university had even given them more money this year, increasing their budget. They had fewer than 100 monthly subscribers, and half of them were friends and relatives. But that didn’t bother them. They enjoyed the work. It felt good, purposeful; even powerful. It felt like they were making a difference.




  Margo finished reading over his shoulder. ‘This is good,’ she said. ‘It will go really well with our article about the organization that supplies clean water. How much more are you going to write?’




  ‘I’m not sure. I want to finish it tonight… at least another 800 words.’ Jack continued working. He was a good writer, but he wasn’t fast. His typing was slow and steady; he always thought carefully about every letter he typed. That was one of the best things about Jack’s writing, though: it was always good the first time.




  ‘I’m going to go home,’ Margo said. ‘I have a ton of homework to do.’ She put on her dark coat and then slung her bag over her shoulder, about to head for the door.




  ‘Oh!’ she said suddenly, turning back around. ‘I forgot to tell you!’




  He finally stopped and squinted up at her. Her eyes looked huge behind her thick-rimmed glasses.




  ‘We’ve got a new subscriber!’ she said, excitedly.




  ‘Really? Somebody else signed up for our paper?’ Nobody new had signed up to receive their paper in months.




  ‘Yeah! Actually, it’s a little strange. You’ll never guess where they are from.’




  He frowned. ‘You mean they’re not local?’




  She smiled. ‘Not even close.’




  ‘They’re not from out of state, are they?’




  She nodded, raising her eyebrows, full of excitement.




  ‘Really? The only people who receive our paper from outside Pennsylvania are your parents.’




  ‘I know, which is why this subscriber is so… interesting.’




  ‘What’s their name?’ Jack asked, his curiosity rising.




  ‘They didn’t give one. Just a few letters. ‘K.o.t.K.’ I don’t know what that means, do you?’




  ‘No idea.’




  Margo smiled. ‘I’ll give you three chances to guess where he’s from.’




  Jack bit his lip. ‘New York?’ They were in Pennsylvania, about an hour outside of Philadelphia, New York was the next state over, and the most likely possibility.




  Her smile widened and she shook her head. ‘Think more exotic.’




  He furrowed his eyebrows. ‘Los Angeles?’




  ‘No, think the most exotic you could possibly think!’ She was nearly jumping up and down with excitement.




  ‘I don’t know!’ He shouted wildly, ‘…Tibet!?’




  She froze, her face shocked. ‘How did you know?’




  ‘What? Are you serious?’




  She ran over to the large desk top computer that JP usually used, and opened a file, highlighting a line on the computer. Jack leaned over, his eyes squinting and his mouth opened in surprise.




  Sure enough, there on the computer, listed as subscriber number 98, was




   




  98.‘The K.o.t.K, Mount Kailash, Tibet, China’




  



  Chapter 2




  ‘But what do you think it means?’ Margo asked him for the hundredth time.




  ‘I don’t know,’ Jack said, also for the hundredth time.




  It was nearly a week later, and a lot had happened. After they got the new subscriber from Tibet, other people from other strange locations started subscribing as well. The second day they received three new subscription requests, from Slovakia, Peru, and Algeria. The third day they received seven, from places even more remote and bizarre. By now, they were up to 138 new subscribers from all over the world. And more were still coming!




  All three of them were in the office now, JP included. JP was sitting at the large computer, and Jack and Margo were standing behind him. All of them were staring at the name.




  ‘But you do think it means something, don’t you?’ Margo asked.




  ‘I mean – I would like to think so,’ Jack said again. All he could do was shake his head.




  ‘Of course it does!’ JP said excitedly. ‘I mean look – these people aren’t leaving normal addresses. Look at this first person - he listed a whole mountain as his home address! And not just any mountain.’ He pulled up a separate window with pictures of Mount Kailash.




  ‘Wow,’ Jack breathed. The mountain was stunning. It looked like a giant pyramid, each side shaped like a triangle pointing into the sky, all four sides meeting at the top of a staggering, snow-covered peak. Somehow, there were dark brown lines cutting into the snow, leading up the sides like a giant staircase. None of them had ever seen any mountain like it.




  ‘It’s beautiful,’ Margo whispered.




  ‘It’s in the middle of nowhere,’ JP said.




  ‘It could be a joke,’ Jack suggested.




  ‘Kind of a weird joke,’ Margo said. ‘Our subscription costs $40 a year.’




  ‘But what kind of person lists a mountain as an address? Even if somebody does live out there on this mountain, where did he get a computer? Or internet access? Or an American credit card? And why on earth is he going online shopping for college newspaper subscriptions?’




  ‘I don’t know,’ Jack said again.




  ‘And that’s just the beginning!’ JP shouted. ‘Almost every single one of these international subscribers listed some set of initials, and a strange address.’ He pointed at the screen. ‘Look at this one, “2 kilometers past the seventh sand dune at the eastern-most point of Rub al Khali, Saudi Arabia.’’ He scrolled down. ‘And this one – “The tree that’s shaped like a jellyfish, Borneo, Indonesia”. And this –’ he actually started laughing at this one. ‘It says, “Follow the sea turtles upriver to their nesting grounds, Amazonas, Brazil’’. He looked at them. ‘This is insane.’




  ‘We can’t possibly argue with that,’ Jack said. ‘But I have a good feeling about this. This is why I started this newspaper, really… to bring the world together. To start connecting people from all different places to stories that matter, stories from people all around the world. People have the power to change the world, and I want our readers to know that!’




  ‘That’s right,’ Margo added.




  ‘Slow down, Captain America. I mean, so do I, but - we still don’t even know if any of these people are real or not.’




  They all paused, trying to make sense of it.




  ‘Wait,’ Margo said. ‘We’ll see if they’re real when the next paper goes out, right?’




  JP and Jack both looked at her, then at each other. ‘What do you mean?’ Jack asked.




  ‘The return address,’ she explained.




  ‘What?’ Jack asked.




  But JP looked at her, excitement in his eyes. ‘You’re right! Good thinking, Margo! All of our newspapers are sent out with a return address. If the address is incorrect or there’s a mistake – or maybe the directions to follow the sea turtles aren’t clear enough - the newspaper will get returned to us! If it never comes back, we know there’s somebody there to receive it!’




  ‘Great!’ Jack shouted. ‘So we just have to wait… if the newspaper goes out next Friday, then… mailing something to Tibet takes… then the return will take...’




  ‘Oh God,’ JP said, before Jack could finish. ‘For all we know, the mailman will have to walk there from Beijing. It could take ages! We might not know for months!’




  ‘Well, it’s still something,’ Margo said. ‘You know what I always say: onwards and upwards!’




  The room was quiet for a minute.




  Then Jack spoke up, softly. ‘Look at everything we’ve done so far.’ Margo and JP looked over at him. He was staring at the wall. There were framed articles hanging all over the office, copies of their favorite stories and most important pieces. ‘Look at all the stories we’ve written, in just a couple of years. Look at this one, about the dentist in the Colombian Amazon. Margo, I remember you working on this piece for over two months.’




  Margo walked over to join him, looking at the article fondly. ‘The dentist was an old man from Detroit. He spent the last twenty years of his life in the Amazon providing dental care for different tribes. At one point, his own teeth were giving him problems, but instead of returning to the US for treatment, he pulled all of his own teeth out so that he wouldn’t have to leave.’




  ‘And this one,’ Jack added. ‘JP, this was your first story, about a Catholic nun from Spain who opened an orphanage for Muslim children.’




  ‘Well, what about you, Jack?’ Margo said. ‘Do you remember this one? It was about the woman from Ghana who couldn’t read or write, but she created her own poetry by memorizing it. And she walked all the way to the capital, Accra, and performed her spoken poetry all around the city. She raised enough money to build a school for her village, hired a teacher, and taught everyone to read.’




  They were all silent for a little while, lost in these memories.




  ‘I’m not sure what’s going to happen with this guy from Tibet. But this is the first time that our stories will reach someone outside this immediate area. It’s our first sign that somebody’s really listening. I don’t know, but…’ He walked to his computer and sat down. ‘Something will happen,’ he mumbled quietly. ‘I’m sure of it.’
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