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After hislagt run-in with the fairies, Artemis Fowl had hismind wiped of his memories of theworld
belowground. Any goodness he had grudgingly learned is now gone, and the young genius has reverted
to hiscrimind lifestyle.

Artemisisin Berlin preparing to stedl afamoudy well-guarded painting from a German bank. Little does
he know that his every moveis being watched by his cunning old rival, Opa Kaoboi the evil pixie has
spent the last year in asdf-induced coma, plotting her revenge on al those who foiled her attempt to
destroy the LEP-RECON fairy police. And Artemisisat thetop of her list. In abrilliant move, Opal
escapes by cloning herself- and masguerading as ahuman in order to carry out her schemes. Her first act
isto lure Captain Holly Short and Commander Root into adeadly trap. Her next step isto destroy
Artemis by turning hisown genius againg him.

Once again, it'sup to Artemis Fowl to stop the human and fairy worlds from calliding, only thistime,
Artemis may have found an enemy who may havefinaly outsmarted him.

For Sarah - The pen ismightier than the word processor.

PROLOGUE

Thisarticle was posted on the fairy Internet, on the site www.horsesense.nom. It is believed that thissite
ismaintained by the centaur Foay, technica consultant to the Lower Elements Police, dthough thishas
never been proved. Almost every detail of the following account contradictsthe officia release from the
LEP Press Office.

We ved| heard the officid explanation for the tragic events surrounding the Zito Probe investigation. The
LEP sgaement contained little in the way of concrete detail, preferring to fudge the facts and question
the decisons of acertain femae officer.

| know for an absolute fact that the officer in question, Captain Holly Short, behaved in an exemplary
manner, and if it had not been for her skill asafield operative, many more liveswould have been lost.
Instead of scapegoating Captain Short, the Lower Elements Police should give her amedd.

Humans are at the center of this particular case.

Most humans aren’t smart enough to find the leg holesin their trousers, but there are certain Mud Men
clever enough to make me nervous. If they discover the existence of an underground fairy city, they will
certainly do their best to exploit the residents. Most men would be no match for superior fairy
technology, but there are some humans who are dmost smart enough to pass asfairies. One human in
particular. | think we dl know who I’ m talking abot.

Infairy history only one human has bested us. And it redly sticksin my hoof that this particular humanis
little more than aboy. Artemis Fowl, the Irish crimina mastermind.



Little Arty led the LEPin amerry dance acrossthe continents, until findly, they used fairy technology to
wipe the knowledge of our existence from hismind.

But even asthe gifted centaur Fody pressed the mind-wipe button, he wondered if the Fairy People
were being fooled again. Had the Irish boy |eft something behind to make himsalf remember? Of course
he had, asweweredl to find out later.

Artemis Fowl does play asignificant role in thefollowing events, but for once he was not trying to sted
from the People, as he had completdly forgotten we existed. No, the mastermind behind this episodeis
actudly afary.

So, whoisinvolved in thistragic tale of two worlds? Who arethe main fairy players? Obvioudy, Fody is
the real hero of the piece. Without hisinnovations, the L EP would soon be beating the Mud Men back
from our doors. Heis the unsung hero who solvesriddles of the ages, while the Reconnaissance and
Retrievd teams swan about aboveground taking al the glory.

Then there' s Captain Holly Short, the officer whose reputation isunder fire. Holly isone of theLEP' S
best and brightest. A natura- born pilot with agift for improvisation in thefield.

She' snot the best at taking orders, atrait that haslanded her in trouble on more than one occasion. Holly
wasthefairy at the center of al the Artemis Fowl incidents. The pair had almost become friends, when
the Council ordered the LEP to mind-wipe Artemis, and just when he was becoming anice Mud Boy,
too.

Aswe al know, Commander Julius Root had arolein the proceedings. The youngest-ever full
commander inthe LEP.

An df who had steered the People through many acrisis. Not the easiest fairy to get aong with, but
sometimes the best leaders do not make the best friends.

| suppose Mulch Diggums deserves mention.

Until recently, Mulch was imprisoned, but he had once again managed to wriggle hisway out. This
kleptomaniac, flatulent dwarf has played areluctant part in many of the Fowl adventures, hut Holly was
glad to have hishdp on thismission. If not for Mulch and his bodily functions, things could have turned
out alot worse than they did. And they turned out badly enough.

At the very center of this caselies Opa Kaobai, the pixie who bankrolled the goblin gang' s attempted
takeover of Haven City.

Opa had been facing alifetime behind laser bars.
That is, if she ever recovered from the comathat had claimed the pixie when Holly Short foiled her plan.

For dmost ayear, Opa Koboi had languished in the padded- cdll wing of the J. Argon Clinic, showing
no response to the medical warlocks who tried to revive her. In dl that time, she spoke not asingle
word, ate not amouthful of food, and exhibited no responseto stimuli. At first the authorities were
suspicious. It isan act! they declared. Kobai isfaking catatoniato avoid prosecution. But as the months
rolled by, even the most skeptical were convinced. No one could pretend to bein acomafor dmost a
year. Surely not. A fairy would have to be totally obsessed. ..

Chapter 1: TOTALLY OBSESSED.

The J. Argon Clinic, Haven City , The Lower Elements; Three Months Earlier.



The J. Argon Clinic was not a state hospital. Nobody stayed there for free. Argon and his staff of
psychologists only treated fairieswho could afford it. Of dl the clinic’ swedthy patients, Opa Koboi was
unique. She had set up an emergency fund for hersalf more than ayear before she was committed, just in
case she ever went insane and needed to pay for treatment. It was a smart move. If Opa hadn’t set up
the fund, her family would undoubtedly have moved her to achegper facility. Not that the facility itsalf
made much difference to Koboi, who had spent the past year drooling and having her reflexestested. Dr.

Argon doubted if Opal would have noticed abull troll beating its chest before her.

The fund was not the only reason why Opa was unique. Koboi was the Argon Clinic’s celebrity patient.
Following the attempt by the B’wa Kell goblin triad to seize power, Opa Koboi’s name had becomethe
most infamous four syllables under theworld. After dl, the pixie billionairess had formed an dliance with
disgruntled LEP officer Briar Cudgeon, and funded the triad’ swar on Haven. Koboi had betrayed her
own kind, and now her own mind was betraying her.

For the first Sx months of Koboi’ sincarceration, the clinic had been besieged by mediafilming the pixie's
every twitch. The LEP guarded her cdll door in shifts, and every staff member in the facility wastrested
to background checks and stern glares.

Nobody was exempt. Even Dr. Argon himsdlf was subjected to random DNA swabsto ensure that he
was who he said he was. The LEP wasn't taking any chanceswith Kobai. If she escaped from Argon’s
Clinic, not only would they be the laughingstock of the fairy world, but ahighly dangerous crimina would
be unleashed on Haven City.

But astime went by, fewer camera crews turned up at the gates each morning. After al, how many hours
of drooling can an audience be expected to St through? Gradually, the L EP crews were downsized from
adozen to sx and findly to asingle officer per shift. Where could Opa Koboi go? the authorities
reasoned. There were adozen cameras focused on her, twenty-four hours aday.

There was a subcutaneous seeker-deeper under the skin of her upper arm, and she was DNA swabbed
four timesdally. And even if someone did get Opa out, what could they do with her? The pixie couldn’t
even stand without help, and the sensors said her brain waves were little more than flat lines.

That said, Dr. Argon was very proud of his prize patient, and mentioned her name often at dinner parties.
Since Opa Koboi had been admitted to the clinic, it had become dmost fashionable to have ardativein
therapy. Almost every family ontherichlist had acrazy unclein the attic. Now that crazy uncle could
receive the best of carein thelap of luxury.

If only every fairy in thefacility was as docile as Opa Koboi. All she needed was afew intravenous
tubes and amonitor, which had been more than paid for by her first Sx months medical fees. Dr. Argon
fervently hoped that little Opal never woke up. Because once she did, the LEP would haul her off to
court. And when she had been convicted of treason her assetswould be frozen, including the clinic’s
fund. No, the longer Opdl’ s nap lasted, the better for everyone, especidly her. Because of their thin
skulls and large brain volume, pixies were susceptible to various maladies, such as catatonia, annesia,
and narcolepsy. So it was quite possible that her comawould last for severa years. And even if Opal did
wake up, it was quite possible that her memory would stay locked up in some drawer in her huge pixie
brain.

Dr. J. Argon did hisrounds every night. He didn’t perform much hands-on therapy anymore, but he felt
that it was good for the staff to fed his presence.

If the other doctors knew that Jerba Argon kept hisfinger on the pulse, then they were more likely to
keep their own fingers on that pulse, too.



Argon dways saved Opd for last. It calmed him somehow to see the smal pixie adegp in her harness.
Often at the end of astressful day, he even envied Opal her untroubled existence. When it had dl
become too much for the pixie, her brain had smply shut down, al except for the most vital functions.
She il breathed, and occasiondly the monitors registered a dream spike in her brain waves. But other
than that, for dl intents and purposes, Opa Koboi was no more.

On onefateful night, Jerba Argon was fedling more stressed than usud. His wife was suing for divorce
on the grounds that he hadn’t said more than six consecutive words to her in over two years. The Council
was threstening to pull his government grant because of al the money he was making from his new
celebrity clients, and he had apain in his hip that no amount of magic could seem to cure. The warlocks
sad it was probably dl in hishead. They seemed to think that was funny.

Argon limped down the clinic’ s eastern wing, checking the plasmachart of each patient as he passed
their room. He winced each time his|eft foot touched the floor.

Thetwo janitor pixies, Merval and Descant Brill were outside Opa’ sroom, picking up dust with static
brushes. Pixies made wonderful employees. They were methodical, patient, and determined. When a
pixie was ingtructed to do something, you could rest assured that that thing would be done. Plus, they
were cute, with their baby faces and disproportionately large heads. Just looking at a pixie cheered most
people up. They were waking therapy.

‘Evening, boys,” said Argon. "How’ s our favorite patient?*
Merv, the eder twin, glanced up from his brush.

‘Sameold, sameald, Jerry,” hesaid. | thought she moved atoe earlier, but it wasjust atrick of the
light

Argon laughed, but it was forced. He did not like to be called Jerry. It was his clinic after al; he deserved
some respect. But good janitors were like gold dust, and the Brill brothers had been keeping the building
spotless and shipshape for nearly two years now. The Brillswere almost celebritiesthemselves. Twins
were very rare among the People. Merval and Descant were the only pixie pair currently residingin
Haven. They had been featured on severa TV programs, including Canto, PPTV’ S highest- rated chat
show.

LEP S Corpora Grub Kelp was on sentry duty. When Argon reached Opal’ s room, the corpord was
engrossed inamovie on hisvideo goggles. Argon didn’t blame him.

Guarding Opa Koboi was about as exciting as watching toenails grow.

‘Good film?* inquired the doctor pleasantly.

Grub raised the lenses. “Not bad. It'sahuman Western. Plenty of shooting and squinting.”
‘Maybe I’ll borrow it when you' re finished?*

‘No problem, doctor. But handleit carefully.

Human disks are very expensive. I'll give you aspecid cloth.”

Argon nodded. He remembered Grub Kelp now. The LEP officer was very particular about his
possessions. He had aready written two letters of complaint to the clinic board about a protruding floor
rivet that had scratched his boots.



Argon consulted Koboi’ s chart. The plasma screen on the wall displayed a constantly updated feed from
the sensors attached to her temples. There was no change, nor did he expect there to be. Her vitalswere
al normal, and her brain activity was minimal. She’ d had adream earlier in the evening but now her mind
had settled. And findly, asif he needed telling, the seeker-deeper implanted in her arm informed him that
Opd Koboi was indeed where she was supposed to be. Generaly, the seeker-d eepers were implanted
inthe head, but pixie skullswere too fragilefor any local surgery.

Jerba punched in his persona code on the reinforced door’ s keypad. The heavy door did back to revea
aspacious room with gently pulsing floor mood lights. The walls were soft plagtic, and gentle sounds of
nature spilled from recessed speskers. At the moment a brook was splashing over flat rocks.

In the middle of the room, Opa Koboi hung suspended in afull body harness. The strapswere gel
padded and they adjusted automatically to any body movement. If Opd did happen to wake, the harness
could be remotely triggered to sedl like anet, preventing her from harming herself or escaping.

Argon checked the monitor pads, making sure they had good contact on Koboi’ s forehead. He lifted one
of the pixi€ seydids, shining apencil light at the pupil. It contracted dightly, but Opd did not avert her
eyes.

‘Wdll, anything to tell me today, Opa?* asked the doctor softly. ” An opening chapter for my book?*

Argon liked to talk to Koboi, just in case she could hear. When she woke up, he reasoned, he would
have dready established rapport.

‘Nothing? Not asingleinsgght?*
Opal did not react. As she hadn’t for amost ayear.

‘Ahwadl,* sad Argon, swabbing theinsde of Koboi’s mouth with the last cotton ball in his pocket.
"Maybe tomorrow, eh?'

Herolled the cotton ball across a sponge pad on his clipboard. Seconds later, Opa’ s name flashed up
on atiny screen.

‘DNA never lies muttered Argon, tossing the bal into arecycling bin.

With onelast look at his patient, Jerba Argon turned toward the door.

‘Sleepwell, Opd,“ he said dmost fondly.

Hefdt cam again, the pain in his hip amost forgotten. Koboi was asfar under as she had ever been.
She wasn't going to wake up any time soon. The Koboi fund was safe.

It'samazing just how wrong one gnome can be.

Opa Koboi was not catatonic, but neither was she awake. She was somewhere in between, floating in a
liquid world of meditation, where every memory was abubble of multicolored light popping gently in her
CONSCiOUSNESS.

Since her early teens Opa had been adisciple of Gola Schweem, the cleansing coma guru. Schweem’s
theory was that there was a deeper leve of deep than experienced by most fairies.

The cleansing coma state could usually only be reached after decades of discipline and practice. Opa
had reached her first cleansing coma at the age of fourteen.



The benefits of the cleansing comawere that afairy could spend the degp time thinking, or in this case,
plotting, and also awake feding completely refreshed. Opa’ s comawas so complete that her mind was
amost entirely separated from her body. She could fool the sensors, and felt no embarrassment at the
indignities of intravenous feeding and asssted bathings. The longest recorded conscioudy sdlf-induced
comawas forty-seven days. Opd had been under for eleven months and counting, though shewasn'’t
planning to be counting much longer.

When Opa Kaoboi had joined forceswith Briar Cudgeon and his goblins, she had redlized that she would
need a backup plan. Their scheme to overthrow the LEP had been ingenious, but there had aways been
achance that something could go wrong. In the event that it did, Opa had had no intention of spending
therest of her lifein prison. The only way she could make a clean getaway wasif everybody thought she
was still locked up. So Opal had begun to make preparations.

Thefirst had been to set up the emergency fund for the Argon Clinic. Thiswould ensure that she would
be sent to the right placeif she had to induce a cleansing coma. The second step had been to get two of
her most trusted personnd ingtdled in the clinic, to help with her eventua escape. Then she began

s phoning huge amounts of gold from her businesses. Opa did not wish to become an impoverished exile.

Thefinal step had been to donate some of her own DNA, and green-light the creation of a clone that
would take her place in the padded cell. Cloning was completely illegd, and had been banned by fairy
law for more than five hundred years, Sncethe first experimentsin Atlantis. Cloning was by no meansa
perfect science. Doctors had never been able to create an exact fairy clone. The cloneslooked fine, but
they were basically shellswith only enough brain power to run the body’ s basic functions. They were
missing the spark of truelife. A fully grown clone resembled nothing more than the origina personina
coma Perfect.

Opa had had a greenhouse lab constructed far from Koboi Industries, and had diverted enough fundsto
keep the project active for two years. the exact time it would take to grow a clone of hersdlf to
adulthood. Then, when she wanted to escape from the Argon Clinic, aperfect replicaof hersalf would be
left in her place. The LEP would never know she was gone.

Asthings had turned out, she had been right to plan ahead. Briar had proved treacherous, and asmall
group of fairies and humans had ensured that his betraya would lead to her own downfall. Now Opal
had a god to bolster her willpower. She would maintain this comafor aslong asit took, because there
was ascore to be settled. Foaly, Root, Holly Short, and the human Artemis Fowl. They were the ones
responsible for her defeat. Soon she would be free of thisclinic, and then she would vist those who had
caused her such despair and give them alittle despair of their own. Once her enemies were defeated she
could proceed with the second phase of her plan: introducing the Mud Men to the People in away that
could not be covered up by afew mind wipes. The secret life of fairieswas amost at an end.

Opa Koboi’s brain released afew happy endorphins. The thought of revenge dways gave her awarm
fuzzy feding.

The Brill brotherswatched Dr.
Argon limp up the corridor.
* Moron ,* muttered Merv, using his telescopic vacuum pole to chase some dust out of acorner.

‘“Yousadit,” agreed Scant. ”Old Jerry couldn’'t andyze abowl of vole curry. No wonder hiswifeis
leaving him. If he was any good as a shrink, he would' ve seen that coming.*

Merv collapsed the vacuum. “How are we doing?’



Scant checked his moonometer. “Ten past eight.”
‘Good. How's Corpord Kelp?
‘Still watching the movie. Thisguy is perfect.

We haveto go tonight. The LEP could send someone smart for the next shift. And if we wait any longer
the clonewill grow another inch.”

“You'reright. Check the spy cameras.”

Scant lifted the lid on what appeared to be ajanitor’ strolley, festooned as it was with mops, rags, and
sprays. Hidden beneath atray of vacuum nozzles, was acolor monitor split into severa screens.

‘Wdl? hissed Mev.

Scant did not answer immediately, taking time to check dl the screens. The video feed was from various
microcameras that Opd had ingtalled around the clinic before her incarceration. The spy cameraswere
actudly geneticdly engineered organic materid.

So the picturesthey sent wereliterdly alivefeed. Theworld sfirgt living machines. Totally undetectable
by bug sweepers.

‘Night crew only,” hesaid at last.

‘Nobody in this sector except Corporal Idiot over there.
‘What about the parking lot?*

‘Clear.”

Merv held out hishand. “Okay, brother. Thisisit. No turning back. Are we in? Do we want Opa Kaoboi
back?’

Scant blew alock of black hair from oneround pixie eye.

‘Y es, because if she comes back on her own, Opa will find away to make us suffer,” he said, shaking
his brother’ shand. ” So yes, we'rein.”

Merv took aremote control from his pocket.

The device was tuned to asonix receiver planted in the clinic'sgable wall. Thisin turn was connected to
aballoon of acid that lay gently on the clinic’smain power cube in the parking lot junction box. A second
balloon sat atop the backup cube in the maintenance basement. Astheclinic’ sjanitors, it had been a
smple matter for Merv and Scant to plant the acid balloons the previous evening. Of course, the Argon
Clinic was a'so connected to the main grid, but if the cubes did go down, there would be atwo-minute
interval before the main power kicked in.

Therewas no need for more eaborate arrangements; after dl, thiswas amedica facility, not a prison.

Merv took a deep breath, flicked the safety cover, and pressed the red button. The remote control
emitted an infrared command activating two sonix charges. The charges sent out sound waves that burst
the balloons, and the balloons dumped their acidic contents on the clinic’s power cubes.

Twenty seconds later the cubes were completely esten away and the whole building was plunged into



darkness. Merv and Scant quickly put on night-vision goggles.

As soon asthe power failed, green strip lights began pulsing gently on the floor, guiding the way to the
exits. Merv and Scant moved quickly and purposefully. Scant steered the trolley, and Merv made Straight
for Corpora Kelp.

Grub was pulling the video glasses from over hiseyes.
‘Hey," he said, disoriented by the sudden darkness.
‘What' s going on here?*

‘Power falure* said Merv, bumping into him with calculated clumsiness. ” Those lines are anightmare.
I’ve been telling Dr. Argon, but nobody wants to spend money on maintenance when there are fancy
company cars to be bought.”

Merv was not chatting for the fun of it; he waswaiting for the soluble sedative pad he had pressed onto
Grub’'swrigt to take effect.

‘Tell meabout it,“ said Grub, suddenly blinking alot more than he generdly did. "I’ ve been lobbying for
new lockersat Police Plaza. I'm redlly thirsty. Isanyone dse thirsty?* Grub stiffened, frozen by the serum
that was spreading through his system. The LEP officer would snap out of it in under two minutes and be
ingtantly aert. Hewould have no memory of hisunconsciousness, and with luck, he would not noticethe

timelapse.
‘Go," said Scant tersdly.
Merv was adready gone. With ease, he punched Dr. Argon’s codeinto Opa’ s door.

He completed this action faster than Argon ever could, due to hours spent practicing on astolen pad in
his gpartment. Argon’s code changed every week, but the Brill brothers made certain that they were
cleaning outside the room when Argon was on hisrounds. The pixies generaly had the complete code by
midweek.

The battery-powered pad light winked green, and the door did back. Opa Koboi swung gently before
him, suspended in her harnesslike abug in an exotic cocoon.

Merv winched her down onto thetrolley. Moving briskly, and with practiced precision, herolled up
Opal’ s deeve and located the scar in her upper arm where the seeker-deeper had been inserted. He
gripped the hard lump between his thumb and forefinger.

‘Scapd,” hesaid, holding out hisfree hand.

Scant passed him the ingrument. Merv took abreeth, held it, and made aone-inch incisionin Opad’s
flesh. Hewiggled hisindex finger into the hole and rolled out the eectronic capsule. It was encased in
dlicone and roughly the size of apainkiller.

‘Sedl it up,” he ordered.
Scant bent close to the wound and placed athumb at each end.

‘Hed,“ hewhispered, and blue sparks of fairy magic ran rings around hisfingers, snking into the wound.
In seconds the folds of skin had zipped themsalves together, with only apale pink scar to show that a cut
had been made-a scar almost identical to the one that aready existed. Opal’s own magic had dried up



months ago, as she was in no position to complete a power-restoring ritual.
‘MissKoboi,” said Merv briskly. " Timeto get up. Wakeywakey."
He unstrapped Opd completely from the harness.

The unconscious pixie collapsed onto the lid of the cleaning trolley. Merv dapped her across the cheek,
bringing ablush to her face. Opd’ s breathing rate increased dightly, but her eyes remained closed.

‘Jolt her," said Scant.

Merv pulled an LEP -ISSUE buzz baton from inside his jacket. he powered it up and touched Opd on
the elbow. The Pixi’s body jerked spasmodically and Opa Coboy shot into consciousness: adeeper,
waking from anightmeare.

Cudgean!* she screamed. ™Y ou betrayed mel*

Merv grabbed her shoulders. “Miss Coboy! it'susl Mervall and Descant. It' stime.”

Opd glared at him, wild eyed.

‘Brill?* she said after severa deep breaths.

‘That’ sright. Merv and Scant. We need to go.”

‘Go?What do you mean?*

‘Leave” said Merv urgently. ”We have about aminute.”

Opal shook her head, didodging the after-trance daze. “Merv and Scant. We need to go.”
Merv helped her fromthetrolley’slid. “That' sright. The cloneisready.”

Scant peeled back a sedled foil false bottom in thetrolley. Inside lay acloned replicaof Opa Koboi
wearing an Argon Clinic comasuit. The clone wasidentical, down to the last follicle. Scant removed an
oxygen mask from the clone' sface, hauled it from its resting place, and began cinching her into the
harness.

‘Remarkable” said Opal, brushing the clone’ s skin with her knuckle. ” Am | that beautiful ?*
‘Ohyes” said Merv. " That and more.”

Suddenly, Opal screeched. “Idiots. Its eyes are open. It can see me!

‘Don’'t fret, Miss,” said Scant, folding the trolley’ s false bottom over hismistress,

‘Very soon now, that will betheleast of Foaly’ sworries.”

Opal strapped the oxygen mask across her face.

‘Later,” shesaid, her voice muffled by the plastic. " Talk, later.”

Koboi drifted into anatura deep, exhausted by even this small exertion. It could be hours before the
pixie regained consciousness. After acomaof that length, there was even the risk that Opa would never
be quite as smart as she once was.



‘Time?' said Merv.
Scant glanced at his moonometer. “ Thirty seconds left.”

Merv finished cinching the straps exactly asthey had been. Pausing only to dab sweat from his brow, he
made a second incison with hisscalpd, thistime in the clone’ sarm, and inserted the seeker-deeper.

While Scant sedled the cut with ablast of magica sparks, Merv rearranged the cleaning parapherndia
over thetrolley’ sfase section.

Scant bobbed impatiently. * Eight seconds, seven. By the gods, thisisthe last time| break the boss out of
aclinic and replace her with aclone.”

Corpora Grub dumped dightly, then jerked to attention.

‘Hey... what the? !’ m redly thirsty.

Isanyone esethirsty?*

Merv stuffed the night-vison gogglesinto the trolley, blinking abead of sweat from hiseydlid.
‘It stheair in here. | get dehydrated dl thetime. Terrible headaches.”

Grub pinched the bridge of hisnose. “Metoo. I'm going to write aletter, as soon asthe lights come
back.”

Just then the lights did come back, flickering on one after another down the length of the corridor.
‘Therewe go,” grinned Scant. " Panic over.

Maybe now they’ Il buy us some new circuits, eh, brother?*

Dr. Argon came barrelling down the passageway, dmost keeping pace with the flickering lights.
“Your hip is better, then, Jerry?* said Merv.

Argon ignored the pixies, his eyeswide, his breath ragged.

‘Corpora Kelp,* he panted. ”"Kobol, isshe? Has she...”

Grubrolled hiseyes.

‘Cam yoursdlf, Doctor. Miss Coboy is still suspended where you left her. Take alook.“ Argon flattened
hispadm againgt thewadl, first checking the vitals.

‘OK... No change, no change... A two minute laps but - that’s OK .“

‘| told you*, said Grub, "and while you' re here | need to talk to you about these headaches I’ ve been
having.*

Argon brushed him aside. “I need a cotton ball. Scant, do you have any?’
Scant dapped his pockets. “ Sorry, Jerry. Not on me.”

‘Don’'t cal me Jerry!™ howled Jerba Argon, ripping thelid from the cleaning trolley.



‘There must be cotton ballsin here somewhere,“ he said, swest pasting thin hair across hiswide gnome's
forehead. " It sajanitor’ sbox, for heaven's sake. Hisblunt fingers scrabbled through thetrolley’s
contents, scraping across the fal se bottom.

Merv elbowed him out of the way before he could discover the secret compartment or Spy screens.
“Herewe are, doctor,” he said, grabbing atub of cotton balls. “ A month’s supply. Knock yourself out.”

Argon fumbled asingle ball from the pack, discarding the rest.
‘DNA never lies he muttered, punching his code into the keypad. "DNA never lies.”

He rushed into the room and roughly swabbed the insde of the clone’s mouth. The Brill brothers held
down. I’'m just alittle paranoid, | suppose.

Faces can be dltered, but...*

‘DNA never lies” said Merv and Scant Smultaneoudly.

Grub reset hisvideo goggles. “1 think Dr. Argon needs alittle vacation.”

‘You'retdling me” sniggered Merv, rolling the trolley toward the maintenance elevator.
‘Anyway, we d better get going, brother. We need to isolate the cause of the power falure.
Scant followed him down the corridor. “ Any ideawhere the problem could be?’

‘| have ahunch. Let’ stry the parking lot, or maybe the basement.”

‘Whatever you say. After dl, you are the older brother.”

‘And wiser,” added Merv. ”Don't forget that.”

The pixies continued down the corridor, their brisk banter masking the fact that their knees were shaking
and their hearts were battering their rib cages.

It wasn't until they had removed the evidence of their acid bombs, and were well on their way homein
the van, that they began to breathe normally again.

Back in the apartment he shared with Scant, Merv unzipped Koboi from her seded hiding place.

Any worriesthey’ d had about Opd’s | Q taking adip immediately vanished. Their employer’ s eyeswere
bright and aware.

‘Bring me up to speed,” she said, climbing shakily from thetrolley. Even though her mind wasfully
functioning, it would take a couple of daysin an werewell on their way homein the van, that they began
to breathe normaly again.

Back in the apartment he shared with Scant, Merv unzipped Koboi from her sedled hiding place.

Any worriesthey’ d had about Opd’s1Q taking adip immediately vanished. Their employer’ seyeswere
bright and aware.

‘Bring me up to speed,” she said, climbing shakily from thetrolley. Even though her mind wasfully
functioning, it would take a couple of daysin an eectromassager to get her muscles back to normal.

Merv helped her onto alow sofa “Everything isin place. The funds, the surgeon, everything.”



Opal drank greedily straight from ajug of core water on the coffee table. “ Good, good. And what of my
enemies?’

Scant stood beside his brother. They were dmost identical except for adight widenessin Merv’ s brow.
Merv had always been the smart one.

“We have kept tabs on them, as you asked,” said Scant.
Opa stopped drinking. “ Asked?’
‘Instructed,” stammered Scant. ” I nstructed, of course, That’' swhat | meant.”

Koboi’ s eyes narrowed. “I do hope the Brill brothers haven't developed any independent notions since
I’ve been adeep.”

Scant stooped dightly, amaost bowing. “No, no, MissKoboi, we live to serve. Only to serve.”

‘Yes“ agreed Opal. " And you live only aslong as you do serve. Now, my enemies. They arewdll and
happy, | trust.”

‘Oh yes. Julius Root goes from strength to strength as LEP Commander. He has been nominated for the
Coundail.”

Opd smiled aviciouswolvering ssmile.
‘The Council. Such along way to fal. And Hally Short?*

‘Back on full active duty. Six successful reconnai ssance missions since you induced your coma. Her
name has been put on the list for promotion to mgor.*

‘Mgor, indeed. Well, the least we can do isto make sure that promotion never comes through. | plan to
wreck Holly Short’s career, so shediesin disgrace.”

‘The centaur Foaly isas obnoxious as ever,” continued Scant Brill. ”| suggest aparticularly nagty..."
Opal raised addlicate finger, cutting him off. “No. Nothing happensto Foay just yet.

Hewill be defeated by intellect done. Twicein my life, someone has outsmarted me. Both timesit was
Foaly. Just killing him requires no ingenuity. | want him beaten, humiliated, and done.* She clapped her
handsin delighted anticipation. ” And then | will kill him.*

‘We have been monitoring Artemis Fowl’s communications. Apparently the human youth has spent most
of the past year trying to find acertain painting. We have traced the painting to Munich.”

‘A painting? Redlly?* Cogwhedsturned in Opd’sbrain. "Wdll, let’ smake sure we get to it before he
does. Maybe we can add allittle something to hiswork of art.

Scant nodded. “Y es. That’s not a problem.
Il go tonight.”

Opa dretched out on the sofalike acat in the sunlight. “ Good, thisisturning out to be alovely day.
Now, send for the surgeon.”

The Brill brothers glanced at each other.



‘MissKoboi?* said Merval nervoudy.
‘Yes, what isit?*

“The surgeon. Thiskind of operation cannot be reversed, even by magic. Are you sure you wouldn't like
tothink..."

Opal legped from the sofa. Her cheeks were crimson with rage. “Think! You' d like meto think about it!
What do you imagine | have been doing for the past year? Thinking! Twenty-four hoursaday. | don’t
care about magic. Magic did not help me to escape, science did. Science will be my magic.

Now, no more advice, Merv, or your brother will be an only child. Isthat clear?*

Merv was stunned. He had never seen Opal in such arage. The coma had changed her.
‘Yes, MissKaoboi.

‘“Now, summon the surgeon.”

‘At once, MissKaoboi .

Opal lay back on the sofa. Soon everything would be right in the world. Her enemieswould shortly be
dead or discredited. Once those |oose ends were tied up, she could get on with her new life. Koboi
rubbed the tips of her pointed ears. What would she ook like, she wondered, as a human?

Chapter 22 THE FAIRY THIEF
Munich, Germany ; Present Day

Thieves have their own folklore: stories of ingenious helsts and death-defying robberies. One such legend
tells of the Egyptian cat burglar Faisil Mahmood, who scaled the dome of St. Peter’ sbasilicain order to
drop in on avigting, bishop and stedl hiscroser.

Another story concerns confidence woman Red Mary Keneally, who dressed as a duchess and talked
her way into the King of England’ s coronation.

The palace denied the event ever took place, but every now and then acrown turns up at auction that
looksalot like the onein the Tower of London.

Perhaps the mogt thrilling legend isthe tale of the lost Herve magterpiece. Every primary schoolchild
knows that Pasca Herve was the French Impressionist who painted extraordinarily beautiful pictures of
thefairy folk. And every art deder knowsthat Herve' s paintings are second in vaue only to those of van
Gogh himsdlf, commanding price tags of more than fifty million euros

There arefifteen paintingsin the Herve Fairy Folk series. Ten resde in French museumsand five arein
private collections. But there are rumors of a sixteenth. Whispers circulate in the upper crimina echelons
that another Herve exisis:

TheFairy Thief, depicting afarry in the act of stealing ahuman child. Legend hasit that Herve gave the
picture asagift to abeautiful Turkish girl he met on the ChampsElysee.

The girl promptly broke Herve' s heart, and sold the picture to a British tourist for twenty francs. Within
weeks, the picture had been stolen from the Englishman’ shome. And since that time, it has been lifted
from private collections dl over the world. Since Herve painted his masterpiece, it isbelieved that The



Fairy Thief has been stolen fifteen times. But what makes these thefts different from the billion othersthat
have been committed during thistimeisthat thefirst thief decided to keep the picture for himsdf. And so
did al the others.

TheFairy Thief has become something of atrophy for top thieves worldwide. Only adozen know of its
existence, and only a handful know of its whereabouts. The painting isto criminalswhét the Turner Prize
istoartigts.

Whoever manages to successfully stedl the lost painting is acknowledged asthe master thief of his
generation. Not many are aware of this challenge, but those who do know matter.

Naturaly ArtemisFowl knew of The Fairy Thief, and recently he had learned of the painting’s
wheresbouts.

It wasan irresigtible test of hisabilities. If he succeeded in stedling the lost master, he would become the
youngest thief in history to have done so.

His bodyguard, the giant Eurasian Butler, was not very pleased with hisyoung charge' slatest project.
‘| don't likethis, Artemis," said Butler in hisbass gravelly tones. ” My ingtinctstell meit’satrap.”
Artemis Fowl inserted batteriesin his handheld computer game.

‘Of courseit’satrap,” said the fourteen-year-old Irish boy.

‘The Fairy Thief has been ensnaring thievesfor years. That' swhat makesit interesting.”

They were traveling around Munich ‘s Marienplatz in arented Hummer H2. The military vehicle was not
Artemis sstyle, but it would be consistent with the style of the people they were pretending to be.
Artemissat in therear, feding ridiculous, dressed not in hisusual dark two-piece suit, but in normal
teenager dlothing.

‘Thisoutfit is preposterous,” he said, zipping histracksuit top. ”What isthe point of ahood that is not
waterproof? And al these logos? | fed like awalking advertisement. And these jeans do not fit properly.
They are sagging down to my knees.”

Butler smiled, glancing in the rear view mirror. “1 think you look fine. Juliet would say that you were bad”

Juliet, Butler ‘syounger sster, was currently on atour of the States with a Mexican wrestling troupe,
trying to break into the big time. Her ring name was the Jade Princess.

‘| certainly fed bad* admitted Artemis. " Asfor these high-top sneakers-how is one supposed to run
quickly with solesthreeinchesthick?| fed asthough | am on silts. Honestly, Butler , the second we
return to the hotel, | am digposing of this outfit. | missmy suits”

Butler pulled onto ImTd, where the Internationa Bank waslocated. “Artemis, if you' re not feding
comfortable, perhaps we should postpone this operation?’

Artemis zipped his computer game into a backpack, which aready contained anumber of typical teenage
items. “ Absolutely not. Thiswindow of opportunity has taken amonth to organize.”

Three weeks previoudy, Artemis had made an anonymous donation to the St. Bartleby’ s School for
Y oung Men, on condition that the third-year boys be taken on atrip to Munich for the European
Schools Fair. The principa had been happy to honor the donor’ s wishes. And now, while the other



boys were viewing various technologica marvels a an exhibition in Munich s Olympia Stadium, Artemis
was on hisway to the International Bank.

Asfar as Principa Guiney was concerned, Butler was driving a student who was fegling poorly back to
his hotel room.

‘Crane and Sparrow probably move the painting severa timesayear. | certainly would. Who knows
whereit will bein sx months?*

Crane and Sparrow were afirm of British lawyers who used their business as afront for an extremely
successful burglary and fencing enterprise. Artemis had long suspected them of possessing The Fairy
Thid.

Confirmation had arrived amonth earlier, when a private detective who was routingly employed to spy
on Crane and Sparrow reported that he had spotted them moving a painting tube to the Internationa
Bank. Possibly The Fairy Thief.

‘I may not havethis chance again until | am an adult,” continued the Irish youth. ” And there is no question
of waiting that long. Franz Herman stole The Fairy Thief when he was eighteen yearsold; | need to best
that record.”

Butler sighed. “Crimind folklore tells usthat Herman stole the painting in 1927. He merely snatched a
briefcase. Thereisrather more to contend with today. We must break open a safe-deposit box in one of
the world’ smost secure banks, in broad daylight.”

Artemis Fowl smiled. “Yes. Many would say that it wasimpossible”
‘They would,” agreed Butler , dotting the Hummer into a parking space. " Many sane people.
Especidly for someone on aschool tour.”

They entered the bank through the lobby’ s revolving doorsin full view of the CCTV. Butler led theway,
griding purposefully across the gold-veined marble floor toward an inquiries desk. Artemistrailed
behind, bobbing his head to some music on his portable disk player. In fact the disk player was empty.
Artemiswore mirrored sunglasses that concedled his eyes but dlowed him to scan the bank’ sinterior
unobserved.

The International Bank wasfamousin certain circles for having the most secure safe-deposit boxesin the
world, including Switzerland. It was rumored that if the International Bank’ s deposit boxes were cracked
open and the contents dumped onto the floor, perhaps one tenth of the world’ s wealth would be heaped
on the marble. Jawels, bearer bonds, cash, deeds, art. At least hdf of it stolen from itsrightful owners.
But Artemiswas not interested in any of these objects. Perhaps next time.

Butler stopped at the enquiries desk, casting a broad shadow across the dim-line monitor perched there.
The thin man who had been working on the monitor lifted his head to complain, then thought better of it.

Butler ‘s sheer bulk often had that effect on people.
‘How can | helpyou, Herr... ?*
‘Lee, Colond Xavier Lee. | wish to open my deposit box,” replied Butler , in fluent German.

‘Yes, Colond. Of course. My nameis Bertholt, and | will be assisting you today.” Bertholt opened
Colond Xavier Leg sfile on hiscomputer with one hand, the other twirling apencil like amini-baton.



‘Wejust need to complete the usua security check.

If I may have your passport?*

‘Of course” said Butler , diding a People’ s Republic of China passport across the desk.

‘| expect nothing less than the most stringent security procedures.”

Bertholt took the passport in hisdim fingers, first checking the photograph, then placing it onto a scanner.
‘Alfonse snapped Butler a Artemis.

‘Stop fidgeting and stand up straight, son. Y ou douch so much that sometimes| think you don’t havea

sine.
Bertholt smiled with theinsincerity atoddler could have seen through. “ Alfonse, nice to meet you.”
‘Dude said Artemis, with equa hypocrisy.

Butler shook hishead. “My son does not communicate well with the rest of theworld. | look forward to
the day he can join the army. Then we shall seeif thereisaman beneath al these moods.”

Bertholt nodded sympathetically. “1 have agirl. Sixteen years old. She spends more of my money on
phone calsin aweek than the entire family spends on food.”

‘Teenagers, they're dl the same.”
The computer beeped.
‘Ah yes, your passport has been cleared.

Now dl | need isasignature.” Bertholt did a handwriting tablet across the desk. A digi-pen was attached
to thetablet by alength of wire. Butler took it and scrawled his signature acrossthe line. The signature
would match. Of courseit would. The origina writing was Butler ‘s own, Colond Xavier Lee being one
of adozen diases the bodyguard had created over the years. The passport was aso authentic, even if the
detailstyped upon it weren't. Butler had purchased it years previoudy from a Chinese diplomat’s
secretary in Rio de Janeiro.

Once again the computer beeped.

‘Good,” said Berthalt. ”Y ou areindeed who you say you are. | shal bring you to the deposit-box room.
Will Alfonse be accompanying us?*

Butler stood. “Absolutdly. If | leave him here, hewill probably get himsdlf arrested.”
Bertholt attempted ajoke. “Wdll, if | may say s0, Colonel, he'sin theright place.”
‘Hilarious, dude,* muttered Artemis. ”Y ou should, like, have your own show.”

But Bertholt's comment was accurate. Armed security men were dotted throughout the building. At the
first Sgn of any impropriety, they would move to strategic points, covering al exits.

Bertholt led the way to abrushed-sted elevator, holding hisID card up to acamera over the door.

The bank officid winked at Artemis. “We have aspecia security system here, young man.



It' sdl very exciting.”

‘I know. | think I’'m goingto faint,” said Artemis.
‘No more attitude, son,” scolded Butler.
‘Berthalt issmply trying to make conversation.”

Bertholt stayed civil in the face of Artemis' s sarcasm. “Maybe you' d like to work here when you grow
up, eh, Alfonse?

For thefirst time Artemis smiled sincerely, and for some reason the sight sent shivers down Bertholt's
spine. “Do you know something, Bertholt? | think some of my best work will bein banks.”

The awkward silence that followed was cut short by avoice from atiny spesker below the camera.
‘Y es, Bertholt, we see you. How many?*
“Two,” replied Bertholt. " One key holder and one minor. Coming down to open a box.*

Thelift door did back to reved asted cuboid with no buttons or panels, just acameraelevated in one
corner. They stepped insde and the eevator was remotely activated. Artemis noticed Bertholt wringing
his hands as soon as they began to descend.

‘Hey, Bertholt, what’ sthe problem? It sonly an elevator.”

Bertholt forced asmile. Barely aglint of tooth showed benegth his mustache. “Y ou don’t miss much, do
you, Alfonse? | don't like small spaces.

And there are no controlsin here, for security reasons. The lift is operated from the desk. If it wereto
bresk down, we would be relying on the guardsto rescue us. Thisthing isvirtudly airtight. What if the
guard had a heart attack, or went on a coffee break? We could all...“ The bank officid’s nervous rant
was cut off by the hiss of the elevator door. They had arrived at the deposit-box floor.

‘Herewe are,” said Bertholt, mopping hisforehead with aKleenex. A section of the paper remained
trapped in theworry lines of hisforehead, and fluttered there like awindsock in the air-conditioner blast.
" Safe, you see.

Absolutely no need to worry. All iswell.“ He laughed nervoudy. ” Shdl we?*

A bulky security guard waited for them outside the lift. Artemis noted the Sde arm on hisbelt, and the
earpiece cord winding along his neck.

‘Willkommen, Bertholt, you madeit in one piece. Again.”

Bertholt plucked the strand of tissue from hisforehead. “Y es, Kurt, | madeit, and don’t think the scorn
in your voice goes unnoticed.”

Kurt sghed mightily, alowing the escaping air to flap hislips. “ Please pardon my phobic countryman,” he
said to Butler. “ Everything terrifies him, from spidersto elevators. It'sawonder he ever gets out of bed.
Now, if you could stand on the yellow square and raise both armsto shoulder leve.”

There was ayelow square taped onto the stedl floor. Butler stepped onto it, raising hisarms.

Kurt performed abody search that would have shamed a customs official, before ushering him through a



metal detector arch.

‘He' sclean,” he said doud. The wordswould be picked up by the microphone on hislapel and relayed
to the security booth. ”Y ou next, boy,” said Kurt.

‘Samedrill
Artemis complied, douching onto the square. Heraised hisarms barely six inchesfrom hissides.

Butler glared a him. “ Alfonsel Can't you do what the man says? In the army | would have you cleaning
the latrinesfor thiskind of behavior.”

Artemisglared back. “ Y es, Colone, but we re not in the army here, are we?’
Kurt dipped Artemis s pack from his back and rifled through the contents.
‘What' sthis?* he asked, pulling out atoughened plagtic frame.

Artemistook the frame, unfolding it with three deft movements. “It' s a scooter, dude. Y ou may have
heard of them. Transportation that doesn’t pollute the air we breathe.”

Kurt snatched back the scooter, spinning the wheels and checking the joints.
Artemis smirked. “ Of coursg, it'salso alaser cutter, so | can break into your boxes.”
‘“You'reared smart deck, boy,* snarled Kurt, stuffing the scooter back in the bag. ” And what’ sthis?*

Artemisturned on the video game. “It' sagame box. They were invented so teenagers wouldn’t have to
talk to grownups.”

Kurt glanced at Butler. “He' sagem, gr. | wish | had onejust like him.” Herattled aring of keyson
Artemis sbdt. “And what are these?’

Artemis scratched hishead. “Uh... keys?’
Kurt ground histeeth audibly. “I know they’ re keys, boy. What do they open?’
Artemis shrugged. “ Stuff. My locker. My scooter lock. A couple of diaries. Stuff.”

The security guard examined the keys. They were everyday keys, and wouldn't open a complicated
lock.

But the bank had ano-key rule. Only safe-deposit box keys were alowed through the metal detector.

‘Sorry. The keys stay here.” Kurt undipped the ring and placed the keysin aflat tray. ”Y ou can pick
them up on your way out.”

‘Canl go now?
‘Yes" said Kurt. " Please do, but pass the bag through to your father first."

Artemis handed the bag around the metd detector arch to Butler. He passed through himsdlf, setting off
the buzzer.

Kurt followed him impatiently. “ Do you have anything e se metdlic on you? A belt buckle? Some coins?’



‘Money?* scoffed Artemis. "I wish.*
‘“What' s setting off the detector, then?* said Kurt, puzzled.

‘I think I know," said Artemis. He hooked afinger insde histop lip, pulling it up. Two meta bandsran
across histeeth.

‘Braces. That would doit,“ said Kurt. " The detector is extremely sengitive.”

Artemisremoved hisfinger from hismouth. “Should | take these out too? Rip them from my tegth?’
Kurt took the suggestion at face value.

‘No. | think we' re safe enough. Just go on through.

But behave yoursdlf in there. It'savault, not aplayground.” Kurt paused, pointing to acamera above
their heads. " Remember, I'll bewatching.”

‘Waich dl you like* said Artemisbrazenly.

‘Oh, I will, boy. Y ou so much as spit on one of those doors, and I'll gect you from the premises.
Forcibly.

‘Oh, for heaven’ ssake, Kurt,* said Bertholt. "Don't be so theatrical. Those are not network television
cameras, you know.*

Bertholt ushered them through to the vault door. 1 gpologize for Kurt. He failed the specia-forces exam
and ended up here. Sometimes | think he would |ove someone to rob the place, just so he could see
some action.”

The door wasacircular dab of sted, at least Sixteen feet in diameter. In spite of its Sze, the door swung
eadly at Bertholt’ stouch.

‘Perfectly balanced,” explained the bank officia. ” A child could openit, until five thirty when it shutsfor
the night. Naturally the vault istime locked. Nobody can open the door until eight thirty A.m. Not even
the bank president.”

Inside the vault were rows and rows of steel deposit boxes of al shapes and sizes.

Each box had asingle rectangular keyhole onitsface, surrounded by afiberoptic light. At the moment al
the lights glowed red.

Bertholt took akey from his pocket; it was attached to his belt by awoven sted cable. “ Of course the
key’ s shapeis not the only important thing,” he said, inserting the key into ameaster keyhole. “Thelocks
are dso operated by microchip.”

Butler took agmilar key from hiswallet.
‘Arewe ready?"
‘Whenever you are, Sir.”

Butler ran hisfingers over severa boxes until he reached number seven hundred. Heinserted hiskey in
the keyhole. “Ready.”



‘Very well, sr. On my mark. Three, two, one. Turn.”
Both men turned their keys smultaneoudly.

The master key safeguard prevented athief opening abox with asingle key. If the two keys were not
turned within one second of each other, the box would not open.

Thelight around both keys switched from red to green. The door on Butler ‘s safe-deposit box popped
open.

‘Thank you, Bertholt,” said Butler , reaching into the box.

‘Of course, gir,” replied Bertholt, dmost bowing. ”I'll beright outside. Even with the camera, thereisa
three minute ingpection rule. So I’ll see you in one hundred and eighty seconds.”

Oncethe bank officia had gone, Artemis shot his bodyguard aquizzical look.
‘Alfonse* hesaid out of the sde of his mouth.

‘I don’t remember deciding on anamefor my character.”

Butler set the stopwatch on his chronograph.

‘l wasimprovisng, Artemis. | thought the Situation required it. And if | may say so, you make avery
convincing obnoxious teenager.”

‘Thank you, old friend. | try.*

Butler removed an architect’ sdrawing from his deposit box, unfolding the document until it was amost
sx feet square. He held it at arm’ slength, apparently studying the design inked onto the paper.

Artemis glanced upward at the ceiling-mounted camera. “ Raise your arms another two inches and take a
sep to your left.”

Butler did so casudly, covering the movements with a cough, and a shake of the parchment.
‘Good. Perfect. Stay right there.”

When Butler had rented the box on hislast visit, he' d taken numerous photographs of the vault with a
button camera. Artemis had used these photos to render adigital reconstruction of the room. According
to hiscdculations, Butler ‘s present position provided Artemiswith a thirtythreefoot box of cover. In that
area his movements would be hidden by the drawing. At the moment, only histrainers bar could be seen
by the security guards.

Artemisrested hisback against awall of security boxes, between two stedl benches. He braced both
arms againgt the benches, levering himsdf out of the oversized trainers. Carefully, the boy did onto the
bench.

‘Keep your head down,” advised Butler.

Artemisrooted through his backpack for the video cube. Though the box did actudly play a computer
game, its primary function was an X-ray panel with redtime viewing. The X-ray panelswerein common
usage among the upper crimina echelons, and it had been ardatively smple matter for Artemisto
disguise one as ateenager’ stoy.



Artemis activated the X-ray, diding it across the door of the deposit box beside Butler *s.

The bodyguard had rented his box two days after Crane and Sparrow. It stood to reason that the boxes
would be close to one another, unless Crane and Sparrow had requested a specific number. In that case
it was back to the drawing board. Artemis reckoned that thisfirst attempt to steal The Fairy Thief had a
forty percent chance of success. These were not ideal odds, but he had no option but to go ahead. At the
very least, he would learn more about the bank’ s security.

The game cube' ssmall screen revedled that the first box was stuffed with currency.

‘Negative said Artemis. ”Cash only.”

Butler raised an eyebrow. “Y ou know what they say; you can never have too much cash.”
Artemis had already moved on to the next box.

‘Not today, old friend. But let’ s keep up the rental on our box, in case we ever need to return.”

The next box contained legal paperstied together with ribbons. The one after that was piled high with
loose diamondsin atray. Artemis struck gold on the fourth box. Figuratively speaking. Inside the deposit
box was along tube containing arolled-up canvas.

‘| think we haveit, Butler. | think thiscould beit.”

“Time enough to get excited when the painting is hanging on the wall in Fowl Manor. Hurry up, Artemis,
my arms are beginning to ache.”

Artemis steadied himsalf. Of course Butler wasright. They were fill along way from possessng The
Fairy Thief, if indeed this painting was Herve slost masterpiece.

It could just as easily be some proud grandfather’ s crayon drawing of a hdlicopter.

Artemis moved the X-ray machine down to the bottom of the box. There were no manufacturer’s
markings on the door, but often craftsmen were proud and could not resist placing asignature
somewhere. Even if nobody knew it was there but them. Artemis searched for maybe twenty seconds
before he found what he was |ooking for. Insde the door itsalf, on the rear panel was engraved the word
Blokken.

‘Blokken,” said the boy triumphantly. "Wewereright.”
Therewere only six firmsin the world capable of constructing deposit boxes of this qudity.
Artemis had hacked their computers and found International Bank on the Blokken client list.

Blokken was asmdl family company in Viennathat also made boxes for severa banksin Genevaand
the Cayman Idands. Butler had paid their workshop alittle visit and stolen two master keys. Of course,
the keys were metal, and would not escape the detector arch, unlessfor some reason metal had been
alowed through.

Artemis reached two fingersinto his mouth, didodging the brace from his upper teeth. Behind the brace
itself was aplastic retainer, and clipped to that were two keys. The master keys.

Artemisrotated hisjaw for afew seconds.

‘That feds better,“ he said. "1 thought | was going to gag.”



The next problem was one of distance. There were eight feet between the deposit box and the master
keyhole by the door. Not only was it impossible for one person to open the door unassisted, but
whoever stood by the master keyhole would be visible to the security guards. Artemis pulled his scooter
from the backpack. He yanked one pin from its socket, detaching the steering column from the footrest.
Thiswas no ordinary scooter. An engineer friend of Butler ‘s had constructed it from very specific
blueprints. The footrest was completely regular, but the steering column turned into atelescope at the
touch of a spring-release button. Artemis unscrewed on e handgrip, reattaching it at the other end of the
column. Therewas adlit in the end of each grip, into which Artemis screwed a master key. Now dl he
had to do was insert both keysinto their corresponding keyholes and turn them smultaneoudly.

Artemis dotted one key into Crane and Sparrow’ s box.

‘Ready?‘ he asked Butler.

‘Yes" replied his bodyguard. " Don’'t go one step farther than you haveto.”
‘Three, two, one. G.*

Artemis pressed the spring-release button on the steering column. He shuffled across the bench, pulling
the telescoping pole behind him. Asthe boy moved, Butler swiveled histrunk so that Artemisremained
shielded by the blueprint. He moved the plan just far enough to cover the master keyhole, without
exposing Artemis slegless shoes. However, the target box, complete with telescoping pole, wasvisible
for thetimeit took Artemisto insert the second key.

The master keyhole was three feet beyond the end of the steel bench. Artemisleaned asfar as he could
without losing his baance, dotting the key into its hole. It fit snugly. Artemis shuffled back quickly. Now
Butler could once again mask Crane and Sparrow’ s box. The entire plan hinged on the assumption that
the guards would be concentrating on Butler , and not notice adim pole extending toward the master
keyhole. It would help that the pole was precisaly the same color as the safe-deposit boxes.

Artemisreturned to the origina box, twisting the handgrip. A pulley and cable system insde the pole
twisted the other handgrip smultaneoudy.

Both locks flashed green. Crane and Sparrow’ s box popped open. Artemis felt amoment of satisfaction.
His contraption had worked. Then again, there was no reason it shouldn’t: al the laws of physics had
been obeyed. Amazing how the tightest of electronic security could be defeated by apole, apulley, and a
brace.

‘Artemis groaned Butler. " Keegping my arms up is becoming uncomfortable. So, if you wouldn't mind.*

Artemis cut short hismental celebration. They were not out of the vault yet. He turned the grips back to
their origina position, then yanked the bar toward him. Both keys popped from their holes. With the
touch of abutton, the pole snapped back to its origina length. Artemis did not reassembl e the scooter
just yet. The pole may be needed to search other boxes.

Artemis studied the locker with the X-ray pand before opening the door any wider. He was searching
for any wires or circuits that might trigger secondary alarms. There was one. A circuit bresker attached
to aportable Klaxon. It would be extremely embarrassing for any thief if the authoritieswere derted by
the raucous wailing of afoghorn. Artemis smiled. It seemed as though Crane and Sparrow had a sense of
humor.

Maybe he would employ them ashislawyers.



Artemis unhooked the headphones from around his neck, popping off the earpieces. Oncethe wireinsde
was exposed, he twisted alength around each side of the breaker. Now he could safely pull apart the
breaker without opening the circuit. Artemis pulled. The Klaxon remained slent.

At last, the box lay open before him. Inside, asingle tube stood propped against the rear wall.

The tube was fashioned from Perspex, and contained arolled-up canvas. Artemis removed the tube and
held it up to the light. For severa seconds, he studied the painting through the transparent plagtic. He
could not risk opening the tube until they were safely back in the hotel. A hasty job now could cause
accidental damage to the painting. He had waited yearsto obtain The Fairy Thief; he could wait afew
more hours.

‘The brushwork isunmistakable,“ he said, closing the box. ” Strong strokes. Thick blocks of light. It's
either Herve, or abrilliant copy. | do believe we ve doneit, Butler , but | can’'t be sure without X-ray
and paint andyss.”

‘Good,” said the bodyguard, glancing at hiswatch. " That can be done at the hotel. Pack up and let’ s get
out of here*

Artemis shoved the cylinder into his backpack, aong with the reassembled scooter. He clipped the keys
to hisretainer, dotting the brace over histeeth.

The vault door did back just asthe Irish youth lowered himsdlf into histrainers. Bertholt' s head appeared
inthe gap.

‘Everything dl right in here?* asked the bank officid.

Butler folded the drawing, dotting it into his pocket.

‘Fine, Bertholt. Excdlent, in fact. Y ou may escort usto the main level .
Bertholt bowed dightly. “ Of course. Follow me.”

Artemiswas back in the role of argumentative teenager. “ Thanks so much, Berty. Thishasbeen ared
blagt. | just love spending my holidaysin banks, looking at papers.”

All credit to Bertholt. His smile never wavered.

Kurt waswaiting for them by the X-ray arch, armsfolded across a chest the size of arhino’s. He waited
until Butler had gone past, then tapped Artemis s shoulder.

Y ou think you'reredly smart, don’t you, boy?* he said, grinning.
Artemis grinned back. “ Compared to you?
Definitey.

Kurt bent over, hands on knees, until his eyeswere level with Artemis's. “1 was watching you from the
security booth. You didn’t do athing. Y our kind never does.”

‘How do you know?* asked Artemis. | could have been breaking into those safe-deposit boxes.”
‘I know dl right. I know because | could see your feet the whole time. Y ou barely moved an inch.”

Artemis grabbed hisring of keysfrom thetray and ran after Butler to makethelift. “ Y ou win thistime.



But I'll be back.”

Kurt cupped ahand around his mouth. “Bring it on,” he shouted. “I'll bewaiting.”

Chapter 3: DEARLY DEPARTED
Police Plaza, Haven City ; The Lower Elements Captain Holly Short was up for apromotion.

It was the career turnaround of the century. Lessthan ayear had passed since she had been the subject
of two internd affairsinquiries, but now, after Sx successful missons, Holly wasthe Lower Elements
Police Reconnai ssance squad’ s golden fairy. The Council would soon meet to decide whether or not she
would be the first female mgjor in LEP-RECON'’ S history. And to tell the truth, the prospect did not
appedl to her one bit.

Maorsrarely got to strap on a set of wings and fly between land and stars. Instead, they spent their time
sending junior officerstopside on missions.

Holly had made up her mind to turn down the promotion if it were offered to her. She could livewith a
smdller paycheck if it meant she could till see the surface on aregular basis.

Holly decided it would be wise to tell Commander Julius Root what she planned to do. After dl, it was
Root who had stood by her through the inquiries, and it was Root who had recommended her for
promotion in thefirgt place. The commander would not take the newswell. He never took any kind of
newswell: even good news was received with agruff thank-you and asammed door.

Holly stood outside Root’ s office on that morning, working up the courage to knock. And even though,
at threefeet exactly, she wasjust below the average fairy height, Holly was glad of the haf inch granted
by her spiky auburn hair.

Before she could knock, the door was yanked open, and Root’ s rosy-cheeked face appeared in the
doorway.

‘Captain Short!" heroared, hisgray buzz cut quivering. " Get in herel* Then he noticed Holly standing
beside the door. “Oh, there you are. Come in. We have a puzzle that needs solving. It involves one of
our goblin friends.”

Holly followed Root into the office. Fodly, the LEP Stechnica adviser, was dready there, close enough
to thewall plasma screen to singe hisnose hairs.

‘Howler's Peak video, explained Root.
‘Generd Scalene escaped.”
‘Escaped?* echoed Holly. ” Do we know how?*

Foay snapped hisfingers. “D’ Arvit! That'swhat we should be thinking about, instead of standing around
here playing ill Spy!”

‘Wedon't have timefor the usual sarcastic smdl talk, Fody,” snapped Root, his complexion degpening
to burgundy. "Thisisa PR disaster.

Scaleneis public enemy number two, second only to Opa Koboi herself. If the journos get wind of this,
we |l be the laughingstock of Haven. Not to mention the fact that Scaene could round up afew of his
goblin buddies and reectivate the triad.



Holly crossed to the screen, ebowing Foay’ s hindquarters out of theway. Her little talk with
Commander Root could wait. There was police work to be done.

‘What are we looking at?*

Fody highlighted a section of the screen with alaser pointer. “Howler’ s Pegk, goblin correctiona facility.
Cameraeighty-six.”

‘Which shows?*
‘Thevidting room. Scaenewent in, but he never came out.”
Holly scanned the cameraligt. “No camerain the room itsdf?’

Root coughed, or it may have been an actua growl. “No. According to the third Atlantis convention on
fairy rights, detainees are entitled to privacy in the visiting room.”

*So we don't know what went on in there?*
‘Not as such, no.”
‘What genius designed this system, anyway?*

In spite of the seriousness of the Situation, Root chuckled. He never could resist needling the smug
centaur.

‘Our horsey friend here designed the Howler' s Peak automated security system al on his own.*

Foaly pouted, and when a centaur pouts, his bottom lip amost reaches his chin. “It’ snot the system. The
system isfoolproof. Every prisoner has the standard subcutaneous seeker-deeper in hishead. Eveniif a
goblin manages to miraculoudy escape, we can remotely knock them out, then pick him up.”

Holly raised her pams. “ So what' s the problem?’
‘The problem isthat the seeker-degper is not broadcasting. Or, if it is, we re not picking up the signal.*
‘That isaproblem.”

Root lit anoxiousfunga cigar. The smoke was ingtantly whipped away by an air recycler on hisdesk.
“Magor Kepisout with amobile unit, trying to get afix onasignd.”

Trouble Kelp had recently been promoted to Root’ s second in command. He was not the kind of officer
who liked sitting behind adesk, unlike hislittle brother, Corpord Grub Kelp, who would like nothing
better than to be stuck behind a nice safe desk for the remainder of his career. If Holly wasforced into
promotion, she hoped she could be half the mgjor that Trouble was.

Holly returned her attention to the plasma screen. “ So, who was visiting Genera Scaene?’

‘One of histhousand nephews. A goblin by the name of Boohn. Apparently that means of noble brow in
Goblin cant.”

‘I remember him,” said Holly. " Boohn.

Customs and excise think he’ s one of the goblins behind the B’ wa Kell smuggling operation. There's
nothing noble about him.”



Foay opened afolder on the plasmascreen with hislaser pointer. “Here sthe visitor list. Boohn checks
in at seven fifty, Lower Elements mean time. At least | can show you that on video.”

A grainy screen showed abulky goblin in the prison’ s access corridor, nervoudy licking hiseyebdls
while the security laser scanned him.

Onceit was confirmed that Boohn wasn't trying to smuggle anything in, the visitors® door popped open.
Fody scrolled down thelist. “ And look here.
He checksout & eight fifteen.

Boohn Ieft swiftly, obvioudy uncomfortable in the facility. The parking lot camerashowed him reverting
to dl foursfor adashto hiscar.

Holly scanned the list carefully. “ So you' re saying that Boohn checked out at eight fifteen?”
‘| just said that didn’t I, Holly* replied Fody tedtily. “I'll say it again dowly.
Eight fifteen.”

Holly snatched the laser pointer. “Well, if that’ strue, how did he manage to check out again at eight
twenty?’

It wastrue. Eight lines down on thelist, Boohn's name popped up again.

‘| saw that aready. It saglitch,” muttered Foaly. " That's

He couldn’t leave twice. It'snot possible. We get that sometimes, a bug, nothing more.*
‘Unlessit was't him the second time.*

The centaur folded hisarms defensively.

‘Don’'t you think | thought of that? Every one who enters or leaves Howler’ s Peak is scanned adozen
times. Wetake at least eighty facid points of reference with each scan. If the computer says Boohn, then
that’ swho it was. There sno way agoblin beat my system. They barely have enough brainpower to
walk and talk at the same time.*

Holly used the pointer to review the entry video of Boohn. She enlarged hishead, using a
photo-manipulation program to sharpen theimage.

‘“What are you looking for?* asked Root.
‘| don't know, Commander. Something. Anything.”

It took afew minutes, but findly Holly got it. She knew immediately that she was right. Her intuition was
buzzing like aswarm of bees at the base of her neck. “Look here” she said, enlarging Boohn's brow. “A
scaebliger. Thisgoblinis shedding.”

‘S0?" said Foay grumpily.
Holly reopened Boohn' sexit file. “Now look. No bligter.”
‘So he burst the blister. Big dedl .



‘No. It smore than that. Going in, Boohn's skin was amost gray. Now he' s bright green. Heeven hasa
camouflage pattern on his back.”

Fody snorted. “A lot of good camouflageisin the city.”

‘What' s your point, Captain?‘ asked Root, stubbing out hiscigar.

‘Boohn shed hisskinin thevistors room.

So where' sthe kin?*

Therewas slencefor along moment as the others absorbed the implications of this question.
‘“Would it work?* asked Root urgently.

Fody was amost dumbstruck. “By the gods, | think it would.”

The centaur pulled out a keyboard, histhick fingers flying across the Gnommish letters. A new video box
appeared on the screen. In this box, another goblin was leaving the room. It looked alot like Boohn. A
lot, but not exactly. Something wasn't quite right. Foaly zoomed in on the goblin’ shead. At high
magnification it was clear that the goblin’s skin wasill-fitting. Patches were missing dtogether, and the
goblin seemed to be holding folds together across hiswaist.

‘Hedidit. | can't bdieveit.”

‘Thiswasal planned,” said Holly. ” Thiswas no opportunigtic act. Boohn waits until he' s shedding. Then
he vigits hisuncle and they ped off his skin. General Scaene puts on the skin and just walks out the front
door, fooling al your scanners on the way. When Boohn' s name shows up again, you think it' saglitch.
Simple, but completely ingenious.”

Fody collgpsed into aspecidly designed office chair. “ Thisisincredible. Can goblins do that?’
‘Areyou kidding?‘ said Root. ” A good goblin seamstress can ped askin without asingle tear.
That’ swhat they make their clothesfrom, when they bother wearing any.*

‘1 know that. | meant, could goblinsthink of thisall on their own. | don’t think so. We need to caich
Scaene and find out who planned this.*

Foaly dided aconnection to the Koboi-cam in the Argon clinic. “1’m going to check that Opa Kaoboi is
dill under. Thissort of thingisjust her style” A minute later, he swiveled to face Root. “Nope. Still in
dreamland. | don’'t know if that’ s good or bad. I’ d hate to have Opal back in circulation, but at least
we' d know what we were up againgt.”

A thought struck Hally, draining the blood from her face. “Y ou don't think it could be him, do you?
It couldn’t be Artemis Fowl?*
‘Definitely not,” said Foaly. ”I1t's not the Mud Boy. Impossible.”

Root was't convinced. “1 wouldn't be throwing that word around so much, if | were you. Holly, as soon
aswe catch Scalene, | want you to sign out asurveillance pack and spend a couple of days on the Mud
Boy’strall. Seewhat he'sup to. Just in case”

‘Yes, ar.”



‘And you, Fody. I'm authorizing a surveillance upgrade. Whatever you need. | want to hear every call
Artemis makes, and read every letter he sends.”

‘But, Julius. | supervised hismind wipe mysdlf. It was a sweet job. | scooped out hisfairy memories
cleaner than agoblin sucking asnail out of itsshell. If we wereto turn up at Artemis sfront door dancing
the cancan, he gtill wouldn’t remember us. It would take some kind of planted trigger to initiate even
partid recal.”

Root did not appreciate being argued with.

‘One, don't call me Julius. Two, do what | say, horsey boy, or I'll have your budget dashed. And three,
what in Frond’ s name isthe cancan?’

Fody rolled hiseyes. “Forget it. I'll organize the upgrades.”

‘Wise move,“ said Root, plucking avibrating phone from hisbelt. He listened for severa seconds,
grunting affirmativesinto the spesker.

‘Forget Fowl for the moment,” he said, closing the phone. " Trouble has located General Scalene.
He sin E37. Hally, you' rewith me.

Fody, you fallow usin thetech shuittle.

Apparently the generad wantsto talk.”

Haven City waswaking up for morning trade.

Althoughto cdl it morning was abit mideading, astherewas only artificid light thisfar underground. By
human standards, Haven was barely more than avillage, having fewer than ten thousand inhabitants. But
infairy terms, Haven wasthe largest metropolis since the origina Atlantis, most of which lay buried
benesth a three-story shuttle dock in the new Atlantis.

Commander Root's LEP cruiser cut through the rush- hour traffic, its magnetic field autometically
shunting other vehicles out of theway into dotsin the dow lane. Root and Holly sat in the back, wishing
thejourney away. This Situation was becoming stranger by the minute. First of al, Scalene escapes, and
now his locater shows up and he wantsto talk to Commander Root.

‘“What do you make of this?* asked Root eventually. One of the reasons he made such afine commander
was that he respected his officers opinions.

‘l don't know. It could be atrap. Whatever happens, you can't go in there done.”

Root nodded. “1 know. Even | am not that stubborn. Anyway, Trouble will probably have the Situation
secured by thetime | get there. He doesn’t like waiting around for the brassto arrive. Like someone else
| know, eh, Holly?’

Holly hdf grinned, haf grimaced. She had been reprimanded more than once for ignoring the order to
wait for reinforcements.

Root raised the soundproof barrier between them and the driver.
“We need to talk, Holly. About the mgor thing.”

Holly looked her superior in the eyes. There was atouch of sadnessin them.



‘| didn’t get it,* she blurted, unable to hide her relief.

‘No. No, you did get it. Or you will. The officid announcement istomorrow. Thefirst femaemagor in
Recon higtory. Quite an achievement.”

‘But, Commander, | don't think thet...*
Root silenced her with awave of hisfinger. “1 want to tell you something, Holly. About my career.

It sactually ametaphor for jour career, so listen carefully and seeif you can figureit out. Many years
ago, when you were still wearing one-piece baby suits with padded backsides, | was a hotshot Recon
jock. I loved the smdll of fresh air. Every moment | spent in the moonlight was agolden moment.*

Holly had no trouble putting herself in the commander’ s shoes. She felt exactly the same way about her
own surfacetrips.

‘So | did my job aswell as| could-alittle bit too well, asit happened. One day | went and got myself
promoted.”

Root clamped a purifier globe around the end of acigar so the smell would not stink up the car. It wasa
rare gesture.

‘Mgjor Julius Root. It was the last thing | wanted, so | marched in to my commander’ s office and told
himso. “I'mafiddfary,” | sad. “I don't want to St behind a desk filling out e-forms.” Bdieveit or nat, |
got quite agitated.”

Holly tried to look amazed, but couldn’t pull it off. The commander spent most of histimein an agitated
red-faced state which explained his nickname, Beetroot.

‘But my commander said something that changed my mind. Do you want to know what that was?*

Root plowed on with his story without waiting for an answer. “My commander said; " Julius, this
promotion isnot for you; it'sfor the P.*” Root raised one eyebrow. “Do you see what I’'m getting at?’

Holly knew what he meant. It wasthe flaw in her argument.

Root placed ahand on her shoulder. “The People need good officers, Holly. They need fairies like you to
protect them from the Mud Men. Would | prefer to be zipping around under the starswith thewind in
my nostrils? Yes. Would | do as much good? No.”

Root paused to suck deeply on hiscigar, the glow illuminated the purifier globe. “Y ou' re agood Recon
officer, Holly. One of the best I’ ve seen. A bit impulsive at times, not much respect for authority, but an
intuitive officer, nonetheless. | wouldn't dream of taking you off thefront linesif | didn’t think you could
serve the LEP better belowground. Do you understand?’

“Yes, Commander,” said Holly glumly. Hewasright, even if her sdfish sdewasn't ready to accept it just
yet. At least she had the Fowl! surveillance to look forward to before her new job anchored her in the
lower dements.

Thereisaperk to being amgor,” said Root.

‘Sometimes, just to relieve the boredom, you can give yourself an assgnment. Something on the surface.
In Hawaii , maybe, or New Zedland. Look at Trouble Kelp. He'sanew breed of mgjor, more
hands-on. Maybe that’ swhat the LEP needs.”



Holly knew that the commander was trying to soften the blow. As soon asthe mgjor’ s acorns were on
her 1apdl, she wouldn't get aboveground as much as she did now. If she was lucky.

‘I"m putting my neck on the block here, Hally, recommending you for mgor. Y our career so far has
been, eventful, to say theleadt. If you intend to turn the promotion down, tell me now and I’ [l withdraw
your name.*

Last chance, thought Holly. Now or never.
‘No,“ shesaid. "I won't turn it down.
How could 1?7 Who knows when the next Artemis Fowl will turn up?*

InHolly’ s ears, her voice sounded distant, as though someone e se were speaking. She imagined the bells
of lifelong boredom clanging behind her every word. A desk job. She had adesk job.

Root patted her on the shoulder, his huge hand knocking the air from her lungs. “ Cheer up, Captain.
Thereislife belowground, you know.”

‘I know,"“ Holly said with an utter lack of conviction.
The police cruiser pulled in beside E37.
Root opened the car door, began to disembark, then stopped.

‘If it makes any difference, he said quietly, dmost awkwardly, ”1’'m proud of you, Holly.“ And hewas
gone, out the door and into the throng of LEP officerstraining their weapons on the chute entrance.

It does make adifference, thought Holly, watching the commander ingtantly take command of the
gtuation.

A big difference.

The chutes were natural magma vents that stretched from the earth’ s core to the planet’ s surface. Most
emerged under water, supplying warm streams that nurtured deep- sealife, but some filtered their gasses
through the network of cracks and fissuresthat riddled the dry land surface. The LEP used the power of
magmaflaresto propel their officersto the surface in titanium eggs. A moreleisurely shuttletrip could be
taken in adormant chute.

E37 emerged in downtown Peris, and until recently, had been the chute used by goblinsin their
smuggling operations. Closed to the public for many years, the chute stermind had falen into disrepair.
Currently, E37' sonly occupants were the members of amovie company that wasmakingaTV film
about the B’'wa Kd| rebelion. Holly was being portrayed by three-time AMP winner, Skylar Pest, and
Artemis Fowl wasto be completely computer generated. When Holly and Root arrived, Mgjor Trouble
Kelp had three squads of tactica LEP arranged around the terminal’ s entrance.

‘Fill mein, Mgor,” ordered Root.

Kelp pointed to the entrance. “We have one way in, and no way out. All the secondary entrances have
long since subsided, so if Scaleneisin there, he hasto go through usto go home.”

‘ Arewe sure he sthere?!

‘No," admitted Mgor Kelp. ”"We picked up hissigna. But whoever helped him to escape could have
diced open his head and removed the transmitter. All we know for sureisthat someoneis playing games



with us. | sent in acouple of my best Recon sprites and they came back with this“ Trouble handed them
asound wafer. The wafers were the size of athumbnail and were generdly used to record short birthday
greetings. Thisonewasin the shape of abirthday cake. Root closed hisfingers around the wafer. The
heat from his hand would power its microcircuits.

A sibilant voiceissued from the tiny speaker, made even more reptilian by the cheap wiring.
‘Root,” said the voice. ”| would spesk to you.
| would tell you agreat secret. Bring the female, Holly Short. Two only, no more.

Any more, and many will die. My comradeswill seeto it.. dis8??? The message ended with atraditional
birthday jingle, its cheeriness at odds with the message.

Root scowled. “ Goblins. Drama queens, the lot of them.”
‘It satrap, Commander,” said Holly without hesitation.

‘“We were the ones at Koboi Labsayear ago. The goblins hold us responsible for the rebellion’ sfailure.
If we go in there, who knows what’ swaiting for us.”

Root nodded approvingly. “Now you' re thinking like amajor. We re not expendable. So what are our
options, Trouble?’

‘If you don't goin, many will die. If you do, you might.”
‘Not anice set of options. Don’'t you have anything good to tell me?*

Troublelowered his helmet’ s visor, consulting amini- screen on the Perspex. “We managed to get the
termind’ s security scanners back online and ran substance and therma scans. We found asingle hest
source in the accesstunnel, so Scaleneisaone, if it’'shim. Whatever he'sdoing in there, he doesn’t have
any known form of weaponry or explosives. Just afew beetle bars and some good old H2O.”

‘Any magmaflaresdue?* asked Holly.

Troubleran hisindex finger aong apad on hisleft glove, scrolling down the screen on hisvisor. “Nothing
for acouple of months. That chuteisintermittent. So Scaleneisnot planning to bake you.”

Root’ s cheeks glowed like two hesating cails.

‘D’ Arvit,“ he swore. ”| thought our goblin troubles were over. I'm tempted just to send in tactical and
take achancethat Scaeneisbluffing.”

‘That would be my advice" said Trouble. ” He doesn’'t have anything in there that could harm you. Give
mefivefaries, and we |l have Scaenein awagon before he knows he' s been arrested.”

‘| takeit the deeper half of the seeker-deeper isnot working?* said Holly.

Trouble shrugged. “We have to suppose it’ s not. The seeker-deeper didn’t function until now, and when
we got here the wafer was | eft out for us.

Scalene knew we were coming. He even left amessage.”

Root punched hispadmwith afigt. “1 haveto go in. There' sno immediate danger inside, and we can't
assume that Scalene hasn't come up with away to carry out histhreat. | don't have achoice, not redly. |



won't order you to come with me, Captain Short.”

Holly felt her somach lurch, but she swallowed the fear. The Commander was right. There was no other
way. Thiswaswhat being an LEP officer was all about. Protecting the P.

“Y ou don’'t have to order me, Commander. | volunteer.”

‘Good. Now, Trouble, let Foaly and his shuttle through the barricade. We may haveto goin, but we
don’t haveto go in unarmed.”

Foay had more wegponry crammed into the back of asingle shuttle than most human police forces had
intheir entire arsenal. Every inch of wall space had a power cable screwed into it or arifle dangling from
ahook. The centaur sat on the center, fine-tuning a Neutrino handgun. Hetossed it to Holly as she
entered the van.

She caught it deftly. “Hey, careful with that.”

Foaly snickered. “Don’'t worry. Thetrigger hasn't been coded yet. Nobody can fire thisweapon until its
computer registers an owner. Even if thiswegpon did fal into goblin hands, it would be uselessto them.
One of my latest developments. After the B’'waKell rebdlion, | thought it wastime to upgrade our
Security.”

Holly wrapped her fingers around the pistol’ s grip. A red scanner light ran the length of the plastic buit,
then switched to green.

‘That’sit. Y ou're the owner. From now on that Neutrino 3000 is a one-femae gun.”
Hoally hefted the trangparent gunin her fist. “It'stoo light. | prefer the 2000.”

Fody brought the gun’s specifications up on awall screen. “It' slight, but you'll get used toit. On the plus
sde, there are no meta parts.

It's powered by kinetics, the motion of your body, with abackup mini-nuke cell. Naturdly it'slinked to a
targeting system in your helmet. The casing isvirtudly impregnable, and if | do say so mysdlf, it'sacool
piece of hardware.”

Foay passed alarger version of the gun to Root. “ Every shot is registered on the LEP computer, so we
can tell who fired, when they fired, and in what direction. That should save internd affairsalot of
computer time.”

Hewinked at Hally. “ Something you' |l be glad to hear.”

Holly leered back at the centaur. She waswell known to 1A. They had aready conducted two inquiries
into her professiona conduct, and would just love the opportunity backdash to conduct athird. The one
good thing about being promoted would be the looks on their faces when the. commander pinned those
magjor’ sacornsto her lapel.

Root holstered his wegpon. “ Okay. Now we can shoot. But what if we get shot?’
“Youwon't get shot,” ingsted Foaly.
‘I've hacked into the termind scanners, I’ ve planted a couple of sensors of my own, too.

There s nothing in there that can harm you. Worst-case scenario, you trip over your own feet and get 1 a
gorained ankle.”



Root’ s complexion reddened al the way down his neck. “Foaly, do | have to remind you that your
sensors have been fooled before, in this very termind, if | remember correctly.”

‘Okay, okay. Takeit easy, Commander,” said Fody under hisbreath. ”| haven't forgotten about last
year. How could | with Holly reminding me every five minutes?*

The centaur hefted two sealed suitcases onto aworkbench. He keyed in anumber sequence on their
security pads and popped thelids. “ These are the next- generation Recon suits. | was planning to unvell
them at the LEP conference next month, but with ared-live commander going into action, you better
have them today.”

Holly pulled ajumpsuit from the case. It glittered briefly, then turned the color of thevan walls.

‘Thefabric isactudly woven from cam-fail, so you are virtudly hidden al thetime. It savesyou using
your magica shield,” explained Fodly.

‘Of course the function can be turned off. The wings are built into this suit. A completdly retractable
whisper design, abrand-new concept in wing construction. They take their power from acell on your
belt, and of course each wing is coated with mini-solars for aboveground flights. The suits aso have thelr
own pressure equalizers;, now you can go directly from one environment to another without getting the
bends.”

Root hald the second suit before him. “ These must cost afortune.”

Foay nodded. “ Y ou have no idea. Half of my research budget for last year went to devel oping those
suits. They won't replace the old suit for five years a least. Those two are the only operational models
we have, so | would appreciate getting them back. They are shockproof, fire resstant, invisbleto radar,
and relay a continuous stream of diagnostic information back to Police Plaza. The current LEP helmet
sends us basic vitals data, but the new suit sends a second stream of information that can tell usif your
arteries are blocked, diagnose fractured bones, and even detect dry skin. It'saflying clinic. There'seven
abulletproof plate on the chest, in case a human shoots at you.”

Holly held the suit before a green plasma screen. The cam-fail ingtantly turned emerad.
‘I likeit," shesaid. ”Greenismy color.”

Trouble Kelp had commandeered spotlights | eft on-site by the movie company and directed them into the
shuttleport’ slower leve. The stark light picked up every floating speck of dugt, giving the entire
departures area an underwater feel. Commander Root and Captain Short edged into the room, weapons
drawn and visors down.

‘“What do you think of the suit?* asked Holly, automaticaly keeping track of the various displays on the
ingde of her visor. LEP trainees often had difficulty developing the double focus needed to watch the
terrain and their helmet screens. This often resulted in an action known asfilling the vase, which was how
LEP officersreferred to throwing up in one' s helmet.

‘Not bad,” replied Root. " Light as afesther, and you wouldn’t even know you were wearing wings.
Don't tell Fody | said that; hishead is swelled enough asit is”

‘No need to tell me, Commander,” said Foay’ svoicein his earpiece. The speakers were anew
gd-vibration variety, and it sounded as though the centaur wasin the hdlmet with him. I’ m with you
every step of the way, from the safety of the shuittle, of course.”



‘Of course,” said Root dourly.

The pair advanced cautioudy past aline of check-in booths. Foaly had assured them that there was no
possible danger in this area of the termind, but the centaur had been wrong before. And mistakesin the
field cogt lives.

Thefilm company had decided that the actua dirt in the terminal was not authentic enough, and so had
sprayed piles of gray foam in various corners.

They had even added a doll’ s head to one mound. A poignant touch, or so they thought. The wallsand
escalator were blackened with fake laser burns.

‘Quite ashooting match,” said Rooat, grinning.
‘Sightly exaggerated. | doubt if half adozen shotswerefired.”

They proceeded through the embarkation areaiinto the docking zone. The original shuttle used by the
goblinsin their smuggling runs had been resurrected and lay in the docking bay. The shuttle had been
painted gloss black to make it seem more menacing, and a goblinesque decorated prow had been added
toitsnose.

‘How far?‘ said Root into hismike.
‘I'm trandferring the thermd signature to your helmets” replied Fody.

Seconds |ater a schematic appeared in their visors. The plan was dightly confusing, as, in effect, they
were looking down on themsalves. There were three heat sourcesin the building. Two were close
together, moving dowly toward the chute itsdf: Holly and the commander. The third figure was stationary
in the access tunndl. Inches past the third figure, the thermoscan was whited out by the ambient hest from
E37.

They reached the blast doors: seven feet of solid sted that separated the access tunnel from the rest of
the termind . Shuttles and eggs would glide in on amagnetized rail, to be dropped into the chute itself.
The doors were sealed.

‘Can you open these remotely, Foay?

‘But of course, Commander. | have managed, quite ingenioudy, to marry my operating system with the
termind’ s old computers. That wasn't aseasy asit sounds..."

‘I’ll take your word for it,“ said the commander, cutting Foay off. ” Just push the button, before | come
out there and push it with your face.”

‘ Some things never change,“ muttered Fody, pushing the button.

The accesstunnd smdlled like ablast furnace. Ancient swirls of melted ore hung from the roof, and the
ground underfoot was cracked and treacherous. Each footfal punctured acrust of soot, leaving atrail of
deep footprints. There was another set of footprints leading to the shadowy figure huddled on the ground
afew feet from the chute itsdlf.

‘There* said Root.
‘Got him,* said Holly, resting the bull’ s-eye of her laser Sght on the figure' strunk.

‘Keep him covered,” ordered the commander.



‘I"'m going down.”

Root advanced aong the tunndl, keeping well out of Holly’ sline of fire. If Scalene did make amove,
Holly would need aclear shot.

But the generd (if it was him) squatted immobile, his spine curled dong the tunnd wal. Hisframewas
covered by afull-length hooded cape.

The commander turned on his hdmet PA, so he could be heard above the how! of corewind.
‘Y ou there. Stand facing the wall. Place your hands on your head.”

The figure did not move. Holly had not expected it to. Root stepped closer, dways cautious, knees bent,
ready to diveto one side.

He poked the figure' s shoulder with his Neutrino 3000.
‘Onyour feet, Scalene.”

The poke was sufficient to knock the figure sideways. The goblin keeled over, landing faceup on the
tunnel floor. Soot flakes fluttered around him like disturbed bats. The hood flopped to one side, reveding
thefigure sface: most important, the eyes.

‘It shim,” said Root. "H€e s been mesmerized.”

The generd’ s ditted eyes were bloodshot and vacant. Thiswas a serious development, asit confirmed
that somebody el se had planned the escape, and Holly and Root had walked into atrap.

‘I recommend we leave* said Holly.

‘Immediatdy.”

‘No,”“ said Root, leaning over the goblin.

‘Now that we' re here, we might aswell take Scalene back with us.”

He placed hisfree hand on the goblin’s collar, preparing to haul him to hisfeet. Later, Holly would
record in her report that it was at that preci se moment when things began to go terribly wrong. What had
been aroutine, abeit strange, assgnment, suddenly became an dtogether more Sinister affair.

‘Do not touch me, df,” said avoice. A hissang goblin voice. Scalene’ svoice. But how could that be? The
generd’ slips had not moved.

Root reared back, then steadied himsdlf. “What’ s going on here?’

Holly’ s soldier’ s sense was buzzing at the base of her neck.

‘Whatever it is, wewon't likeit. We should go, Commander, right now.*
Root’ s features were thoughtful. “ That voice came from his chest.”
‘Maybe he had surgery,” said Holly.

‘Let’sget out of here.”

The commander reached down a hand, flipping Scalene’ s cape aside. There was ameta box strapped to



the generd’ s chest. The box was afoot square with asmall screen in the center. There was a shadowy
face on the screen, and it was talking.

‘Ah, dJulius” it said in Scalene' svoice. | knew you’ d come. Commander Root’ s famous ego would not
alow him to stay out of the action.

An obvioustrap, and you walked straight into it."

The voice was definitely Scalene's, but there was something about the phrasing, the cadence. It wastoo
sophigticated for agoblin. Sophisticated and strangdly familiar.

‘Have you figured it out yet, Captain Short?* said thevoice. A voice that was changing. Sipping into a
higher register. The toneswere no longer mae, not even goblin. That’safemaetalking, thought Holly. A
femaethat | know.

A face appeared on the screen. A beautiful and malicious face. Eyes bright with hate. Opa Koboi’ sface.
Therest of the head was swathed in bandages, but the features were only too visble.

Holly began to spesk rapidly into her helmet mike. “ Fody, we have a situation here. Opa Koboi is
loose. | repesat, Koboi isloose. Thiswhole thing isatrap. Cordon off the area, sixteen-hundred-foot
perimeter, and bring in the medica warlocks. Someoneis about to get hurt.”

Theface on the screen laughed, tiny pixie teeth glinting like pearls.
‘Tak dl you want, Captain Short.
Foay can't hear you.

My device has blocked your transmissions as easily as | blocked your seeker-deeper and the substance
scan that | assume you ran. Y our little centaur friend can see you, though. | left him his precious lenses.”

Holly immediately zoomed in on Opd’ s pixelated face. If Foaly got ashot of the pixie, he would figure
out therest.

Again Koboi laughed. Opa was genuindly enjoying hersdlf. “ Oh very good, Captain. Y ou were dwaysa
smart one. Relatively speaking, of course. Show Foaly my face and hewill initiate an dert. Sorry to
disappoint you, Holly, but this entire device is congtructed from stedlth ore and is practically invisble to
theartificid eye. All Foay will seeisadight shimmer of interference.”

Stedth ore had been devel oped for space vehicles. It absorbed every form of wave or signd known to
fary or man, and so was virtudly invisbleto everything but the naked eye. It was aso incredibly
expensive to manufacture. Even the small amount necessary to cover Koboi’ s device would have cost a
warehouse full of gold.

Root straightened quickly. “The odds are against us here, Captain. Let’smove out.”

Holly didn’t bother with relief. Opa Koboi wouldn't make things that easy. There was no way they were
just walking out of here. If Foaly could hijack the terminal’ s computers, then so could Kaoboi.

Opd’ slaugh stretched to an dmost hysterical screech.
‘M we out? How very tactica of you, Commander.

“You'll need to expand your vocabulary. Whatever next? Puck and cover?



Holly peded back a Ve cro patch on her deeve, revealing a Gnommish keyboard. She quickly accessed
her hemet’ s LEP crimina database, opening Opa Koboi’ sfilein her visor.

‘Opa Koboi,* said Corpora Frond' svoice. The LEP aways used Frond for voice-overs and
recruitment videos. She was glamorous and elegant, with flowing blond tresses and inch-long manicured
nailsthat were absolutely no usein thefied. ” LEP enemy number one.

Currently under guard inthe J. Argon Clinic.
Opa Koboi isacertified genius, scoring over three hundred on the standardized 1Q test.

Sheis aso asuspected megal omaniac, with an obsessive personality. Studiesindicate that Koboi may be
apathologicd liar, and suffers from mild schizophrenia. For more detailed information, please consult the
LEP centrd library on the second floor of Police Plaza.”

Hally closed thefile. An obsessive genius and apathologicdl liar. Just what they needed. Theinformation
didn’t help much; it pretty much told her what she aready knew. Opa was|oose, she wanted to kill
them, and she was smart enough to figure out how to do it.

Opd was dill enjoying her triumph. “Y ou don’t know how long | have waited for this moment,” the pixie
said, then paused. “Actualy, you do know. After al, you were the ones who wrecked my plan. And now
| have you both.”

Holly was puzzled. Opa may have serious menta issues, but that could not be confused with stupidity.
Why would she prattle on? Was she trying to distract them?

The same thing occurred to Root. “Holly! The doors!”

Holly whirled around to see the blast doors diding across, the sound of their engines masked by core
wind. If those doors closed they would be completely cut off from the LEP, and at the mercy of Opal
Koboi.

Holly targeted the magnetic rollers dong the doors upper rim, sinking blast after blast from her Neutrino
into their mechanisms. The doorsjerked in their housings, but did not stop. Two of therollers blew out,
but the massive portals momentum carried them together. They connected with an ominous bong.

‘Aloneat last,” said Opd, sounding for dl the world like an innocent collegefairy on her first date.

Root pointed hiswesgpon at the device belted around Scalene’ s middle, asif he could somehow hurt
Koboi.

‘“What do you want?* he demanded.

Y ou know what | want,” replied Opal. " The question is, how am | going to get it? What form of revenge
would be the most satisfying? Naturaly, you will both end up dead, but that’ s not enough. | want you to
suffer as| did. Discredited and despised. One of you at least; the other will have to be sacrificed. | don't
redly carewhich.”

Root retreated to the blast doors, motioning for Holly follow. “ Options?’ he whispered, his back to
Koboi’' s device.

Holly raised her visor, wiping abead of swesat from her brow. The helmets were air-conditioned, but
sometimes swesting had nothing to do with temperature.



‘We haveto get out of here,” she said. " The chuteisthe only way.*
Root nodded. “ Agreed. Wefly up far enough to clear Koboi’ s blocker signd, then dert Mgjor Kelp.”

‘“What about Scalene? He' s mesmerized to the gills; he can't look after himsdlf. If we do escape, Opdl is
not going to leave him around as evidence.”

It was basic crimind logic. Y our typica take-over-the- world types are not averse to knocking off afew
of their own if it means aclean getaway.

Root actually growled. “It really tugs my beard to put usin harm’ sway over agoblin, but that’ sthe job.
Wetake Scalenewith us. | want you to sink afew chargesinto that box around hiswaist, and when the
buzzing stops, | throw him over my shoulder and we' re off up E37.”

‘Understood,” said Hally, lowering the setting on her weapon to minimum. Some of the charge would be
trandferred to Scaene, but it wouldn’t do much more than dry up his eyeballs for a couple of minutes.

Ignore the pixie. Whatever she says, keep your mind on the job.”
‘Yes, ar.”

Root took several deep bresths. Somehow it calmed Holly to see the commander as nervous as she was.
“Okay. G.”

The two evesturned and strode rapidly toward the unconscious goblin.

‘Have we come up with alittle plan?* said Koboi, mocking them from the smal screen. ” Something
ingenious, | hope. Something | haven't thought of ?*

Grim faced, Hally tried to shut out the words, but they wormed their way into her thoughts. Something
ingenious? Hardly. It was smply the only option open to them. Something Koboi hadn’t thought of ?

Doubtful. Opa concelvably could have been planning thisfor dmost ayear. were they just about to do
exactly what she wanted?

‘Sir..." began Hally, but Root was dready in position beside Scaene.

Holly fired six charges a the small screen. All six impacted on Koboi’ s pixelated features. Opd’ simage
disappeared in astorm of static. Sparks squeezed between the metal seams and acrid smoke leaked
through the speaker grid.

Root hesitated for amoment, alowing any charge to disperse, then grabbed Scaene firmly by the
shoulders.

Nothing happened.

| waswrong, thought Holly, releasing a breeth she not redlize she d been holding. | was wrong, thank the
gods. Opa hasno plan. But it wasn't true, and Holly didn’t redlly believeit.

The box around Scalene’ s midriff was secured by aset of octo-bonds, eight tel escoping cables often
used by the LEP to restrain dangerous criminas. They could be locked and unlocked remotely, and once
cinched, could not be removed without the remote or an angle grinder. As soon as Root |eaned over, the
octo-bonds rel eased Scalene and whiplashed around the commander’ s torso, releasing Scalene and
drawing the meta box tight to Root’s own chest.



Koboi’ s face appeared on the reverse side of the box. The smokescreen had been just that: a
smokescreen.

‘Commander Root,” she said, dmost breathlesswith malice. "1t looks like you' re the sacrifice.”

‘D’ Arvit!* swore Root, beating the metal box with the butt of his pistol. The cordstightened until Root’s
breath came in agonized spurts. Holly heard more than onerib crack.

The commander fought the urgeto sink to hisfedt.
Magica blue sparks played around his torso, automaticaly healing the broken bones.

Holly rushed forward to help, but before she could reach her superior officer, an urgent beeping began to
emanate from the device' s speaker. The closer she got, the louder the beep.

‘Stay back,“ grunted Root. ” Stay back. It' satrigger.”
Holly stopped in her sooty tracks, punching the air in frustration. But the commander was probably right.

She had heard of proximity triggers before. Dwarfs used them in the mines. They would set achargein
the tunnels, activate a proximity trigger, and then set it off from asafe distance, usng a stone.

Opd’ sface regppeared on the screen.
‘Ligten to your Julius, Captain Short,* advised the pixie. " Thisisamoment for caution.

Y our commander is quiteright: the tone you hear isindeed a proximity trigger. If you cometoo close, he
will be vaporized by the explosive gel packed into the metal box.*

‘Stop lecturing and tell uswhat you want,” snarled Root.

‘Now, now, Commander, patience. Y our worrieswill be over soon enough. In fact they are dready
over, So why don't you just wait quietly while your final secondstick away.”

Hoally circled the commander, keeping the beep congtant, until her back wasto the chute. “ There' saway
out of this, Commander,” shesaid. “I just need to think. | need aminute to sort things out.”

‘Let me help you to sort things out,” said Koboi mockingly, her childlike festures ugly with maice. ”Y our
LEP comrades are currently trying to |laser their way in here. Of course they will never makeit intime.
But you can bet that my old school chum, Foaly, is glued to his video screen. So what does he see? He
sees hisgood friend Holly Short gpparently holding agun on her commander. now why would she want
to do that?”*

‘Foaly will figureit out,” said Root. "He beat you before.”

Opa remote-tightened the octo-bonds, forcing the commander to his knees. “Maybe he would figure it
out & that. If he had time. But unfortunately for you, timeisamost up.”

On Root’s chest, adigital readout flickered to life. There were two numbers on the readout. A sx and a
zero. Sixty seconds.

‘One minute to live, Commander. How doesthat fed 7

The numbers began ticking down.



Theticking and the beeping and Opd’ s snide sniggers drilled into Holly’ s brain. * Shut it down, Koboi.
Shut it down, or | swear I'll..."

Opd’ slaughter was unrestrained. It echoed through the access tunnd like the attack screech of aharpy.
“Y ou will what? Exactly. Die besde your commander?*

More cracks. Moreribs broken. The blue sparks of magic circled Root’ storso like stars caught in a
whirlwind.

‘Go now,” he grunted. "Hally. | am ordering you to leave.”

‘With respect, Commander. No. Thisisn't over yet.”
‘Forty-eight,” said Opa in ahappy singsong voice. ” Forty-seven.”
‘Hally! Go!*

‘I"'dlisten if | wereyou,” said Koboi. " There are other lives at stake. Root is aready dead; why not save
someone who can be saved?

Holly moaned. Another eement in an dready overloaded equation.

‘“Who can | save? Who'sin danger?

‘Oh, no one important. Just acouple of Mud Men.”

Of course, thought Holly: Artemisand Butler. Two otherswho had put astop to Koboi’ s plan.
‘What have you done, Opa?* said Holly, shouting above the proximity trigger and core wind.

Koboi’slip drooped, mimicking aguilty child. “I’'m afraid | may have put your human friendsin danger.
At this very moment they are stealing a package from the Internationa Bank in Munich. A little package
prepared for them. If Master Fowl is as clever as heis supposed to be, he won't open the package until
he reaches the Kronski Hotel and can check for booby traps.

Then abiobomb will be activated, and bye-bye obnoxious humans. Y ou can stay here and explain all
this; I’'m sure it won't take more than afew hoursto sort out with Interna Affairs. Or you can try to
rescue your friends”

Holly’ s head reeled. The commander, Artemis, Butler. All about to die. How could she save them?
There was no way towin.

‘I will hunt you down, Koboi. For you, there won't be a safe inch on the planet.”

‘Such venom. What if | gave you away out?

One chancetowin.”

Root was on his knees now, blood leaking from the corner of his mouth. The blue sparks were gone; he
was out of magic.

‘It satrap,” he gasped, every syllable making him wince. ”Don't be fooled again.”
‘Thirty," said Koboi. ” Twenty-nine.



Holly felt her forehead throb against the helmet pads. “Okay. Okay, Koboi. Tell me quickly. How do |
save the commander?’

Opd took adeep theatricd breath. “On the device. There' s asweet spot. Oneinch diameter. Thered
dot below the screen. If you hit that spot from outside the trigger area, then you overload the circuit. If
you miss, even by ahair, you set off the explosve gd.

It'sa gporting chance; more than you gave me, Holly Short.”
Hally gritted her teeth. “Y ou're lying. Why would you give me a chance?’

‘Don’t take the shot,” said Root, strangely cam. ” Just get out of range. Go and save Artemis. That’ sthe
last order I ll ever give you, Captain. Don’t you dareignore it.”

Holly fdt asthough her senses were being filtered through three feet of water. Everything was blurred and
dowed down.

‘| don't have any choice, Julius.”

Root frowned. “Don’t cal me Juliusg!

Y ou dways do that just before you disobey me. Save Artemis, Holly. Save him.*
Holly closed one eye and amed her pistal.

The laser sghtswere no good for thiskind of accuracy.

Shewould haveto do it manudly.

‘I'll save Artemisnext,” shesaid.

Holly took a deep breath, held it, and squeezed the trigger.

Hally hit the red spot. She was certain of it.

The charge sank into the device, spreading across the metd face like atiny bushfire.
‘I hitit,* she shouted at Opd’simage.

‘I hit the spot.”

Koboi shrugged. “1 don’'t know. | thought you were afraction low. Hard luck. | mean that sincerely.”
‘No!“ screamed Holly.

The countdown on Root’ s chest ticked faster than before, flickering through the numbers. There were
mere moments | eft now.

The commander struggled to hisfeet, raising the visor on hishelmet. His eyeswere steady and fearless.
He smiled gently a Holly. A smilethat laid no blame. For once there wasn't even atouch of feverish
temper in his cheeks.

‘Bewdl,” he said, and then an orange flame blossomed in the center of his chest.

The explosion sucked the air from the tunnel, feeding on the oxygen. Multicolored flamesroiled like the
plumage of battling birds. Holly was shunted backward by awall of shock waves, the force impacting



every surface facing the commander. Microfilaments blew in her suit asthey were overloaded with heat
and force. The cameracylinder on her helmet popped right out of its groove, spinning into E37.

Hally hersdf was borne bodily into the chute, spinning like atwig in acyclone. Sonix spongesin her
earpieces seded automaticaly asthe sound of the explosion caught up with the blast. The commander
had disappeared insde abal of flame. He was gone, there was no doubt about it. Even magic could not
help him now. Some things are beyond fixing.

The contents of the access tunnd, including Root and Scalene, disintegrated into acloud of shrapnel and
dust, particlesricocheting off the tunnel walls. The cloud surged down the path of least res stance, which
was of course directly after Hally.

She bardy had timeto activate her wings and climb afew meters, before flying shrgpnel drilled aholein
the chutewall below her.

Holly hovered in the vast tunnel, the sound of her own breathing filling the helmet. The commander was
dead. It was unbdievable. Just like that, at the whim of avengeful pixie. Had there been a sweet spot on
the device? Or had she actually missed the target? She would probably never know. But to the LEP
observers, it would seem as though she had shot her own commander.

Holly glanced downward. Below her, fragments from the explosion were spirding toward the earth’s
core.

As, they neared the revolving magma sphere, the heet ignited each one, utterly cremating all that was|eft
of Julius Root, For the briefest moment the particlestwinkled gold and bronze, likeamillion sarsfaling
to earth.

Holly hung there for several minutes, trying to absorb what had happened. She couldn’t. It wastoo
awful. Instead she froze the pain and guilt, preserving it for later. Right now, she had an order to follow.
And shewould follow it, even if it wasthe last thing she ever did, because it had been the last order Julius
Root ever gave.

Holly increased the power to her wings, rising through the massive charred chute. There were Mud Men
to be saved.

Chapter 4: HARROW ESCAPES

Munich Munich during working hours was like any other mgor city in the world: utterly congested. In
spite of the U-bahn, an efficient and comfortablerall system, the genera population preferred the privacy
and comfort of their own cars, with the result that Artemis and Butler were stuck on the airport road in a
rush-hour traffic jam that stretched al the way from the Internationa Bank to the Kronski Hotel.

Magter Artemisdid not like delays. But today he was too focused on hislatest acquisition, The Fairy
Thief, till sedled inits Perspex tube. Artemisitched to open it, but the previous owners, Sparrow and
Crane, could have somehow booby-trapped the container.

Just because there were no visible traps didn’t mean that there couldn’t be an invisible one. An obvious
trick would be to vacuum pack the canvas, then inject acorrosive gas that would react with oxygen, and
burn the painting.

It took amost two hoursto reach the hotel, ajourney that should have taken twenty minutes. Artemis
changed into adark cotton suit, then called up Fowl Manor’s number on his maobile phone's speed didl.
But before he connected, he linked the phone by fire wire to his Powerbook, so he could record the



conversation. Angeline Fowl answered on the third ring.

‘Arty,” said hismother, sounding dightly out of bresth, as though she had been in the middle of
something.

Angedine Fowl did not believein taking life easy, and was probably hafway through a Tae Bo workout.
‘How are you, Mother?*

Angeline sghed down the phoneline. “I'mfine, Arty, but you sound like you' re doing ajob interview, as
usua. Always so formal. Couldn’t you call me Mom or even Angeline? Would that be so terrible?”

‘| don’t know, Mother. Mom sounds so infantile. | am fourteen now, remember?

Angelinelaughed. “How could | forget? Not many teenage boys ask for aticket to agenetics’
symposum for ther birthday.

Artemis had one eye on the Perspex tube.
‘And how is Father?"

‘Heiswonderful,” gushed Angeline. ”1 am surprised how well heis. That progthetic leg of hisis
marvelous, and so is his outlook. He never complains. | honestly think that he' s got a better attitude
toward life now than he did before he lost hisleg. He' s under the care of aremarkable therapist, who
saysthe mentd isfar more important than the physica. In fact, we leave for the private spain Westmeeth
thisevening.

They use this marvel ous seaweed trestment, which should do wondersfor your father’ s muscles”

Artemis Fowl senior had lost aleg before hiskidnap by the Russan Mafiya. Luckily, Artemis had been
ableto rescue him with Butler ‘s help. It had been an eventful year. Since Artemis senior’ sreturn, he had
been making good on his promiseto turn over anew leaf and go straight. Artemis junior was expected to
follow suit, but was having trouble abandoning his crimind ventures. Although, sometimeswhen he
looked at hisfather and mother together, the idea of being anormal son to loving parentsdidn’t seem like
such afar-fetched one.

‘Is he doing his physiotherapy exercisestwice aday?'

Angeline laughed again, and suddenly Artemiswished he were home.

‘Y es, Granddad.

| am making sure of that. Y our father sayshe'll run the marathon in twelve months.*

‘Good, I'm glad to hear it. Sometimes | think you two would spend your time wandering around the
grounds holding handsif | didn’t check up onyou.”

His mother sighed, and static rushed through the speaker.

‘I"'m worried about you, Arty. Someone your age shouldn’t be quite so... responsible. Don’t worry
about us; worry about school and friends. Think about what you really want to do. Use that big brain of
yoursto make yoursdf and other people happy. Forget the family business. Living isthe family business

Artemisdidn’t know how to reply. Half of him wanted to point out that there really would be no family



businessif it weren't for him secretly safeguarding it. The other half of him wanted to get on a plane home
and wander the grounds with hisfamily.

His mother Sghed again. Artemis hated that just talking to him could make her worry.
‘“When will you be home, Arty?*
‘Thetrip endsin three more days.”

‘1 mean, when will you be homefor good. | know Saint Bartleby’ sisafamily tradition, but we want you
home with us. Principal Guiney will understand. There are plenty of good day schoolslocally.”

‘| see,” said Artemis. Could he do it? he wondered. Just be part of anormal family. Abandon his crimina
enterprises. Wasit in himto live an honest life?

‘Theholidays arein acouple of weeks. We can talk then,” he said. Using adday tactic, he continued,
”"To be honest, | can’t concentrate now. I’'m not fegling very well. | thought | might have food poisoning,
but it turns out to he just atwenty-four-hour bug. The loca doctor says | will be fine tomorrow.”

‘Poor Arty,“ crooned Angeline. ”Maybe | should put you on a plane home.*

‘No, Mother. I'mfedling better aready.

Honestly.”

‘“Whatever you like. | know bugs are uncomfortable, but it’ s better than a dose of food poisoning.
Y ou could have been laid low for weeks. Drink plenty of water, and try to deep.”

‘1 will, Mother.”

“You'll be home soon?*

‘Yes. Tel father | caled.

‘1'will, if I can find him. HE sinthe gym, | think, on the treadmill.*

‘Good-bye, then.”

‘Bye, Arty, we' ll talk more about this on your return,” said Angeline, her voice low and dightly sad,
sounding very far away.

Artemis ended the call and immediately replayed it on his computer. Every time he spoke to mother he
felt guilty. Angdline Fowl had away of awakening his conscience. Thiswas ardatively new development.
A year ago he may have felt atiny pinprick of guilt at lying to his mother, but now even the minor trick he
was about to play would haunt his thoughts for weeks.

Artemis watched the sound-wave meter on his computer screen. He was changing, no doubt about it.

Thiskind of salf-doubt had been increasing over the past severa months-ever since he had discovered
mysterious mirrored contact lensesin his own eyes one morning. Butler and Juliet had been wearing the
same lenses. They had tried to find out where the lenses had come from, but dl that Butler ‘s contact in
that field would say wasthat Artemishimsdlf had paid for them. Curiouser and curiouser.

The lensesremained amystery. And so did Artemis sfedlings. On the table before him was Herve' s The



Fairy Thief, an acquisition that established him asthe foremost thief of the age. A status he had longed for
sincethe age of six. But now that hisambition wasliterdly in hisgrasp, dl he could think about was his
family.

Isnow thetimeto retire? he thought. Age fourteen and three months, the best thief in the world.
After dl, where can | go from here? He replayed a section of the phone conversation again:

Don't worry about us, worry about school and Friends. Think about what you really want to do. Use
that big brain of yoursto make yourself and other people happy.

Maybe his mother wasright: he should use his talents to make others happy. But there was adarknessin
him.

A hard surface on his heart that would not be satisfied with the quiet life. Maybe there were waysto
make people happy that only he could achieve. Ways on the far side of the law. Over the thin blueline.

Artemis rubbed his eyes. He could not come to aconclusion. Perhapsliving a home full timewould
make the decision for him. Best to continue with the job at hand. 3uy sometime, and then authenticate
the painting. Even though he felt some guilt about stedling the masterpiece, it was not nearly enough to
make him giveit back. Especialy to Messrs. Crane and Sparrow.

Thefirst task wasto deflect any inquiries from the school asto hisactivities.

Hewould need at |east two days to authenticate the painting, as some of the tests would need to be
contracted out.

Artemis opened an audio manipulation program on his Powerbook and set about cutting and pasting his
mother’ swords from the recorded phone call.

When he had sdlected the words he wanted, and put them in the right order, he smoothed the levelsto
make the speech sound naturd.

When Principad Guiney turned on his mobile phone after the vidt to Munich ‘s Olympia Stadium, there
would be anew message waiting for him. It would be from Angeline Fowl, and she would not bein a
good mood.

Artemis routed the cdl through Fowl Manor, then sent the edited sound file by infrared to his own mobile
phone.

‘Principal Guiney.“ The voice was unmistakably Angdline Fowl’s, and the caler ID would confirmiit.
"I’m worried about Arty.

He has adose of food poisoning. His outlook is marvel ous and he never complains, but we want him
home with us. Y ou understand. | put Arty on aplane home. | am surprised he got adose of food
poisoning under your care. We will talk more on your return.”

That took care of school for afew days. The dark haf of Artemisfelt an eectric thrill at the subterfuge,
but his growing consciencefdt atug of guilt at usng his mother’ svoice to weave hisweb of lies.

He banished the guilt. It wasaharmlesslie.

Butler would escort him home, and his education would not suffer through afew days absence. Asfor
geding The Fairy Thief, theft from thieveswas not redl crime. It wasdmogt judtifiable.



Yes, said avoicein his head, unbidden.

If you give the painting back to the world.

No, replied his granite-hearted half.

This painting ismine until someone can Sed it away. That' sthe whole point.

Artemis banished hisindecison and turned off his mobile phone. He needed to focus completely on the
painting, and avibrating phone a the wrong moment could cause hishand to jitter. His natura inclination
was to pop the stopper on the Perspex tube slid. But that could be more than foolish: it could be fata.
There were any number of little gifts that Crane and Sparrow could have l€eft for him.

Artemistook achromatograph from the rigid suitcase that contained his lab equipment. The instrument
would take a sample of the gasindde the tube and process it. He chose a needle nozzle from a selection
of severd and screwed it on to the rubber tube protruding from the chromatograph’ sflat end. He held
the needle carefully in hisleft hand. Artemiswas ambidextrous, but hisleft hand was dightly steadier.
With care, he poked the needle through the tube’ s silicon sedl, into the space around the painting. It was
essentia that the needle be moved aslittle as possible, so the container’ s gas could not leak out and
mingle with the air. The chromatograph sphoned asmal sample of gas, sucking it into a heated injection
port. Any organic impurities were driven off by heating, and a carrier gas transported the sample through
aseparation column and into a FHlame lonization Detector. There, individual components were identified.
Seconds later agraph flashed up on the instrument’ s digital readout. The percentages of oxygen,
hydrogen, methane, and carbon dioxide matched a sample taken earlier from downtown Munich. There
was afive percent dice of gaswhich remained unidentified. But that was normd. Thiswas probably
caused by complex pollution gases or equipment sengtivity. Mystery gas aside, Artemisknew that it was
perfectly safe to open the tube.

Hedid so, carefully ditting the sed with acraft knife.

Artemis put on aset of surgica gloves and teased the painting from the cylinder. It plopped onto the table
inatight roll, but sprung loose dmost immediately. It hadn’t been in the tube long enough to retain the
shape. Artemis spread the canvas wide, weighing the corners with smooth gel sacs. He knew
immediately that thiswas no fake. Hiseyefor art took in the primary colors and layered brushwork.
Herve sfigures seemed to be composed of light. So beautifully were they painted that the picture seemed
to sparkle. It was exquisite. In the picture a swaddled baby dept in its sun-drenched cot near an open
window. A fairy with green skin and gossamer wings had aighted on the windowsi Il and was preparing to
snatch the baby from its cradle. Both of the creature’ sfeet were on the outside of the sill.

‘It can’'t goingde,* muttered Artemis absently, and wasimmediately surprised. How did he know that?
Hedidn't generdly voice opinions without some evidence to back them up.

Relax, hetold himsdf. It was Smply aguess. Perhaps based on adiver of information he had picked up
on one of hisInternet trawls.

Artemisreturned his attention to the painting itself.
He had doneit.

The Fairy Thief washis, for the moment a any rate. He selected asurgica scapel from hiskit and
scraped the tiniest diver of paint from the picture s border.

He deposited the diver in asample jar and labeled it. Thiswould be sent to the Technica Universty of



Munich, where they had one of the giant spectrometers necessary for carbon dating. Artemishad a
contact there. The radiocarbon test would confirm that the painting, or at least the paint, was asold asiit
was supposed to be.

He called to Butler in the suite' s other room.

‘ Butler , could you take this sample over to the university now. Remember, giveit only to Christiana, and
remind her that speed isvitd .

There was no answer for amoment, then Butler came charging through the door, hiseyeswide. He did
not look like aman coming to collect apaint sample.

‘Isthere aproblem?* asked Artemis.

Two minutes earlier, Butler had been holding his hand to the window, lost in arare moment of
sdlf-absorption. He glared at the hand, dmogt asif the combination of sunlight and staring would make
the skin trangparent. He knew that there was something different about him. Something hidden below the
skin. He had felt strange this past year. Older. Perhaps the decades of physica hardship were taking their
toll onhim.

Though he was bardly forty, hisbones ached at night and his chest felt as though he werewearing a
Kevlar vest dl thetime. He was certainly nowhere near asfast as he had been at thirty-five, and even his
mind seemed less focused, more inclined to wander ... asit isdoing now, the bodyguard scolded himself
Slently.

Butler flexed hisfingers, straightened histie, and got back to work. Hewas not & al happy with the
security of the hotel suite. Hotels were a bodyguard' s nightmare. Service elevators, isolated upper floors,
and totally inadequate escape routes made the principa’ s safety dmost impossible to guarantee. The
Kronski was luxurious, certainly, and the staff efficient, but that was not what Butler looked for in ahotel.
He looked for aground-floor room with no windows and a six-inch steel door. Needlessto say, rooms
likethiswereimpossibleto find, and even if he could find one, Master Artemiswould undoubtedly turn
up hisnose at it. Butler would have to make do with this third-story suite.

Artemiswasn't the only one with acase of instruments. Butler opened a chrome briefcase on the coffee
table. It was one of adozen such casesthat he held in safe-deposit boxesin theworld' s capitals. Each
case wasfull to burgting with surveillance equi pment, counter surveillance equipment, and weaponry.
Having one in each country meant that he did not have to break customs laws on each overseastrip from
Ireland.

He selected abug sweeper and quickly ran it around the room, searching for listening devices. He
concentrated on the dectrica appliances. phone, television, fax machine. The e ectronic waffle from those
items could often drown abug' ssignd, but not with this particular sweeper.

The Eye Spy was the most advanced sweeper on the market and could detect a pinhole mike haf amile
avay.

After severa minutes he was satisfied, and was on the point of returning the device to the case, when it
registered atiny eectrica field. Nothing much, barely asingle flickering blue bar on theindicator. Thefirst
bar solidified, then turned bright blue. The second bar began to flicker. Something electronic was closing
in on them. most men would have discounted the reading. After al, there were severd thousand
electronic deviceswithin asguare mile of the Kronski Hotdl. But normal eectronic fields did not register
on the Eye Spy, and Butler was not most men. He extended the sweeper’ s aerid, and panned the device
around the room. The reading spiked when the aerid was pointed at the window. A claw of anxiety



tugged at Butler ‘ sintestines. Something airborne was coming closer a high speed.

He dashed to the window, ripped the net curtains from their hooks, and flung open the window. The
winter air was pae blue with remarkably few clouds.

Jet trails crisscrossed the sky like agiant’ s game of tic-tac-toe. And there, twenty degrees up-agentle
spiraling curve- was atear-shaped rocket of blue metal. A red light winked on its nose, and white-hot
flames billowed from its rear end. The rocket was heading for the Kronski, no doubt about it.

It'sasmart bomb, Butler said to himsaf without oneiota of doubt.
And Magter Artemisisthetarget.

Butler ‘sbrain began flicking through hislist of dternatives. It was ashort list. There were only two
choices, redlly: get out or die. It was how to get out that was the problem. They were three stories up
with the exit on the wrong side. He spared a moment to take one last look at the approaching missile. It
was unlike anything he' d ever seen. Even the emission was different from conventiona weapons, with
hardly any vapor trail. Whatever thiswas, it was brand new. Somebody must want Artemis dead very
badly.

Butler turned from the window and barged into Artemis' s bedroom. The young master was busy
conducting histestson The Fairy Thief.

‘Isthere a problem?* asked Artemis.

Butler did not reply because he didn’t havetime.

Instead he grabbed the teenager by the scruff of the neck and hoisted him onto his own back.
‘“The painting!“ Artemis managed to shout, his voice muffled by the bodyguard' sjacket.

Butler grabbed the picture, unceremonioudy stuffing the priceless masterpiece into his jacket pocket. If
Artemis had been able to see the century-old oil paint crack, he would have sobbed.

But Butler was only paid to protect one thing, and it was not The Fairy Thief.
“Hang on extremdly tightly,” advised the massive bodyguard, hefting a king-size mattress from the bed.

Artemisheld on tight ashe' d been told, trying not to think. Unfortunately hisbrilliant brain automatically
analyzed the available data: Butler had entered the room at speed and without knocking; therefore, there
was danger somekind. Hisrefusd to answer questions meant that the danger was imminent. And the fact
that Artemiswas on Butler ‘sback, hanging on tightly, indicated that they would not be escaping the
aforementioned danger through conventiona exit routes. The mattress would indicate that some
cushioning would be needed.

‘ Butler ,“ gasped Artemis. ”Y ou do know that we' re three stories up?

Butler might have answered, but his employer did not hear him, because by then the giant bodyguard hed
propelled them through the open double windows and over the ba cony railing.

For afraction of asecond, before the inevitablefal, the air currents spun the mattress around, and
Artemis could see back into his own bedroom.

In that splinter of amoment, he saw a strange missile corkscrew through the bedroom door and cometo
acomplete hat directly over the empty Perspex tube. There was some kind of tracker in the tube, said



thetiny portion of hisbrain that wasn't panicking. Someone wants me dead.
Then cametheinevitablefal. Thirty feet.
Straight down.

Butler automaticaly spread hislimbsin askydiving X, bearing down on the four corners of the mattress
to stop it from flipping. The trapped air below the mattress dowed their fal dightly, but not much. The
pair went straight down, fast, G-force increasing their speed with every inch.

Sky and ground seemed to stretch and drip like oil paints on a canvas, and nothing seemed solid
anymore. Thisimpression cameto an abrupt hat when they dammed into the extremdy solid tiled roof of
amaintenance shed a the hotel’ srear.

Thetiles seemed to dmost explode under the impact, though the roof timbers held-barely. Butler felt as
though his bones had been liquidized, but he knew that he would be okay after afew moments of
unconsciousness. He had been in worse collisons before.

Hislast impression before his senses deserted him wasthe fed of Master Artemis's heartbeat through his
jacket. Alive, then. They had both survived.

But for how long? If their assassin had seen his attempt fail, then maybe he would try again.

Artemis simpact was cushioned by Butler and the mattress. Without them he certainly would have been
killed. Asit was, the bodyguard’ s muscle-bound frame was dense enough to break two of hisribs.
Artemis bounced afull three feet into the air before coming to rest on the unconscious bodyguard’ s back,
facing the sky.

Each breath was short and painful, and two nubs of bone rose like knuckles from his chest. Sixth and
seventh rib, he guessed.

Overhead, ablock of iridescent blue light flashed from his hotel window. It lit the sky for a split second,
its belly busy with even brighter blue flares that wriggled like hooked worms. No one would pay much
attention; the light could easily have been from an oversized cameraflash. But Artemisknew better.

Bio-bomb, he thought. Now, how do | know that?

Butler was unconscious or €l se he would be moving, so it was up to Artemisto foil their attacker’ s next
murderous attempt. Hetried to Sit up, but the pain in his chest was ferocious, and intense enough to
knock him out for a second. When he cameto, his entire body was dick with swest.

Artemis saw that it wastoo late to escape. His nwas already here, crouched catlike on the shed
wall. Thekiller was astrange individua, no bigger than a child but with adult proportions.

She was fema e with pretty, sharp features, cropped auburn hair, and huge hazel eyes, but that didn’t
necessarily mean any mercy would be forthcoming. Butler had once told him that eight of the top-ten paid
hittersin the world were women. She wore a strange jumpsuit that shifted colorsto suit the background,
and those large eyes were red from crying.

Her ears are pointed, thought Artemis. Either I’'min shock, or she's not human.

Then he made the mistake of moving again, and one of his broken ribs actualy punched through the skin.
A red gtain blossomed on his shirt, and Artemis gave up the fight to stay conscious.



It hed taken Holly only ninety minutes to reach Germany. On anorma mission it would have taken at
least twice that, but Holly had decided to break afew LEP regulations. Why not? she reasoned. It
wasn't asif she could get into any more trouble. The LEP aready thought she had killed the
Commander, and her communi cations were blocked so she could not explain what realy happened. No
doubt she was classified as rogue, and there was a Retrieval squad already on her tail. Not to mention
the fact that Opal Koboi was probably keeping eectronic tabs on her. So therewas no timeto lose.

Ever since the goblin gangs had been caught smuggling human contraband through disused chutes,
sentries had been posted in each surface shuttleport. Paris was guarded by a deepy gnome who was only
fiveyearsfrom retirement.

He was awoken from his afternoon nap by an urgent communique from Police Plaza. There was arogue
Recon jock on the way up. Detain for questioning.

Proceed with caution.

Nobody redly expected that the gnome would have any success. Holly Short wasin peak physical
condition and had once lived through atusde with atroll. The gnome sentry couldn’t even remember the
last time he' d been in shape, and had to lie down if he got ahangnail.

Neverthdess, the sentry gamely guarded the shuttlebay until Holly blew past him on her way to the
surface.

Onceintheair, she peeled back aVelcro patch on her forearm, and ran a search on her computer. The
computer found the Kronski Hotel and flashed up three route options. Holly chose the shortest one, even
though it meant passing over severa magor human population centers. More LEP regulations smashed to
bits. At this point sheredlly didn't care. Her own career was beyond salvaging, but that didn’t matter.
Holly had never been a career elf anyway. The only reason she hadn’t already been booted out of the

L EP was the commander. He had seen her potentia, and now he was gone.

The earth flashed by below. European smells drifted through her helmet filters. The sea, baked earth,
vines, and the tang of pure snow. Generdly thiswaswhat Hally lived for, but not today. Today she felt
none of the usua aboveground euphoria. Today she smply felt done. The commander had been the
closest thing to family she had left. Now he was gone too. Perhaps because she had missed the sweet
spot. Had she effectively killed Julius hersdf? It was too awful to think about, and too awful to forget.

Holly opened her visor to clear thetears.

Artemis Fowl must be saved. As much for the commander asfor himself. Holly closed her visor, kicked
up her legs, and opened the throttle to maximum. Time to see what these new wings of Foay’s could do.

In alittle more than an hour, Holly sped into Munich ‘s airspace. She dropped to a hundred feet and
activated her hemet’ sradar. It would be ashame to makeit thisfar only to be pasted by anincoming
arcraft. The Kronski showed no up asared dot in her visor. Foaly could have sent alive satdllite feed,
or at least the most recent video footage, but she had no way to contact the centaur, and even if she did,
the Council would order her back to Police Plazaimmediately.

Holly zeroed in on the red dot in her visor.

That was where the bio-bomb would be headed, so she had to go there too. She dropped lower, until
the Kronski’ s roof was below her toes, and touched down on the rooftop. She was on her own now.
Thiswas asfar as the onboard tracker could take her. She would have to locate Artemis s room on her
own.



Holly chewed her lip for amoment, then typed acommand into the keypad on her wrist. She could have
used voice command, but the software was touchy and she did not have time for computer error. In
seconds, her onboard computer had hacked into the hotel computer and was displaying aguest list and
schematic. Artemiswasin room 304. Third story, in the south wing of the hotel.

Holly sprinted across the roof, activating her wings as she ran. She was seconds away from saving
Artemis. Having amythologica creature drag him from his hotel room might be abit of a shock, but not
as much of ashock as being vaporized by a biobomb.

She stopped dead. A guided missile was arcing in from the horizon toward the hotd. It wasfairy
manufactured, no doubt about it; but it was new, dicker and faster, with bigger tail rocketsthan she'd
ever seenonamissle Opal Koboi had obviously been making upgrades.

Holly spun on her hedls, racing for the other side of the hotdl. In her heart she knew shewastoo late, and
the redization hit her that Opa had set her up again. There never was any hope of rescuing Artemis, just
asthere never had been any chance of rescuing the commander.

Before her wings even had a chanceto kick in, there was a bright blue flash from beyond the lip of the
roof, and adight shudder underfoot as the bio-bomb detonated.

It was the perfect weapon. There would be no structural damage to the hotel room, and the bomb casing
would consumeitself and leave no evidence that it had ever been there,

Holly dropped to her kneesin frustration, pedling off her helmet to gulp breeths of fresh air. The Munich
ar waslaced with toxins, but it ill tasted better than the belowground filtered variety.

But Hally did not notice the sweetness.

Julius was gone. Artemiswas dead. Butler was dead. How could she go on? What was the point?
Tears dropped from her lashes, running into tiny cracksin the concrete.

Get up! said her core of stedl. The part of her that made Holly Short such an excellent officer.
Youarean LEV officer.

Thereismore a stake here than your persond grieving. Time enough to cry later.

Inaminute. I'll get upinaminute. | just need sixty seconds.

Holly fdlt asthough the grief had scooped out her insides. Shefdt hollow, numb.

| ncapacitated.

“How touching,” said avoice, robotic and familiar.

Holly did not even look up. “Koboi. Have you cometo gloat? Does murder make you happy?’

‘Hmm?* said the voice, serioudy considering the question. Y ou know, it does. It actually does make me

happy.”

Holly sniffled, shaking the last tears from her eyes. She decided that she would not cry again until Koboi
was behind bars.

‘What do you want?* she asked, rising from the concrete roof. Hovering at head height was asmal



biobomb. This model was spherica, about the size of amelon, and equipped with a plasma screen.
Opa’ s happy features were plastered across the monitor.

‘Oh, | just followed you from the chute because | wanted to see what tota despair looks like.
It'snot very fetching, isit?*

For afew moments the screen displayed Holly’ s own distraught face before flashing back to Opd.
‘Just detonate, and be damned,” growled Holly.

The bio-bomb rose afoot, dowly circling Holly’' s head.

‘Not just yet. | think there sa spark of hopein you yet. So | would like to extinguish that. In amoment |
will detonate the bio-bomb. Nice, isn't it? How do you like the design? Eight separate boogters, you
know.

It swhat happens after the detonation that’ s important.”

Holly’ s law-enforcer curiosity was piqued in spite of the circumstances. “What happens then, Koboi ?
Don't tell me, world domination.”

Koboi chuckled, the volume distorting her laugh through the bomb’ s microspeskers. “World domination?
Y ou make it sound so unattainable. Thefirst stepissmplicity itself. All | haveto do isput humansin
contact with the P.”

Hally felt her own troublesingtantly dip away. “Put humansin contact with the People? Why would you
do that?’

Opd’ sfeatures|ost their merry cast. “Because the LEP imprisoned me. They studied melike an animal in
acage, and now we shal see how they likeit. Therewill be awar, and | will supply the humanswith the
wespons to win. And after they have won, my chosen nation will be the most powerful on earth. And |,
inevitably, will become the most powerful personin that nation.”

Holly dmost screamed. “ All thisfor achildish pixi€ srevenge.”
Seeing Hally’ sdiscomfort cheered Opd immediatdly. “ Oh no, I’m not apixie anymore.”

Koboi dowly unwound the bandages circling her head to reved two surgically rounded humanoid ears.
“I’'m one of the Mud People now. | intend to be on the winning side. And my new daddy has an
engineering company. And that company is sending down a probe.”

‘What probe?* shouted Hally. "What company?* Opa wagged afinger. ” Oh no, enough explaining. |
want you to die desolate and ignorant.” For one moment her face lost its false merriment, and Holly could
seethe hatred in her huge eyes. ”Y ou cost me ayear of my life, Short. A year of abrilliant life.

My timeistoo specid to be wasted, especidly answering to pathetic organizations like the LEP.
Soon | will never have to answer to anyone, ever again.”
Opadl raised one hand into view. It was clutching asmall remote. She pressed the red button.

And as everyone knows, the red button can only mean one thing: Holly had milliseconds to come up with
aplan. The monitor fizzled out, and agreen light on the missile' s console winked red.



The sgnd had been received. Detonation was imminent.

Holly jumped up, hooking her helmet over the spherica bomb. She put her weight on the helmet, bearing
it down. It waslike trying to submerge afootbal. L EP helmets were composed of arigid polymer that
could deflect solinium flares.

Of course, the rest of Holly’ s suit was not rigid and could not protect her from the biobomb, but maybe
the helmet would be enough.

The bomb exploded, spinning the helmet into the air. Pure blue light gushed from the underside of the
helmet, dissipating across the concrete. Ants and spiders hopped once, then their tiny heartsfroze. Holly
could fed her own heart speed up, battling against the deadly solinium. She held on for aslong as she
could, then the concussion bucked her off. The helmet spun away, and thefatal light wasfree.

Holly flipped her wing-control to rise, reaching for the skies. The blue light was after her likeawall of
death. It was arace now. Had she gained enough time and distance to outrun the biobomb?

Holly felt her lips drag back across her teeth. G-force rippled the skin on her cheeks. She was counting
on the fact that the bio-bomb’ s active agent was light. This meant that it could be focused to acertain
diameter. Koboi would not want to draw attention to her device by wiping out acity block. Holly aone
was her target.

Hally felt the light swipe her toes. A dreadful feding of nothingness crept up her leg before the magic
banished it. She streamlined her body, arcing her head back, folding her arms across her chest, willing the
mechanica wingsto accelerate her to safety.

Suddenly the light dissipated. FHashed out, leaving only adozen squirrely flaresin itswake.

Hally had outrun the deadly light, with only minor injuries. Her legs felt weakened, but the sensation
would recede shortly. Time enough to worry about that later. Now she had to return to the Lower
Elements and somehow warn her comrades what Opa was planning.

Holly glanced down at the roof. Nothing remained now to suggest she' d ever been there, except the
remains of her helmet, which spun like a battered top. Generally, inanimate objects were not affected by
bio-bombs, but the hemet’ sreflective layer had bounced the light around internally so much thet it had
overheated. And once the helmet had shorted out, so had al Holly’ s bio-readings. Asfar asthe LEP or
Opa Koboi were concerned, Captain Short’s helmet was no longer broadcasting her heartbest or
respiratory rate. She was officiadly dead. And being dead had possibilities.

Something caught Holly’ seye. Far below, in the center of acluster of maintenance buildings, severd
humans were converging on one hut. With her bird’ s-eye view, Holly could see that the hut’ s roof had
been blown out. There were two figureslying in the roof timbers. One was huge, a veritable giant. The
other, closer to her own size. A boy. Artemis and Butler. Could they have survived?

Hoally threw her legs up behind her, diving steeply toward the crash site. She did not shield, conserving
her magic. It looked as though every spark of healing power she possessed would be needed, so she
would have to trust speed and her revolutionary suit to keep her hidden.

The other humans were severd feet away, picking their way through the debris. They looked curious
rather than angry. Still, it wasvita that Holly get Artemisaway from here, if hewere dive. Opa could
have spies anywhere and a backup plan just waiting to spring into deadly operation.

It was doubtful they could cheat death again.



She landed on the shed' s gable end and peered inside.

It was Artemis, dl right, and Butler. Both breathing. Artemiswas even conscious, though clearly in pain.
Suddenly ared rose of blood spread across his white shirt, his eyesrolled back, and he began to buck.
The Mud Boy was going into shock, and it looked like arib had punctured his skin. There could be
another onein hislung. He needed hedling.

Now.
Holly dropped to Artemis's chest, placing ahand on the nubs of bone protruding under his heart.

‘Hedl," she said, and the last sparks of magic in her dfin frame sped down her arms, intuitively targeting
Artemis sinjuries. The ribs shuddered, twisted elasticaly, then rejoined in a hiss of molten bone. Steam
vented from Artemis s shuddering body as the magic flushed impurities from his system.

Even before Artemis had finished shaking, Holly had wrapped hersdf around the boy asmuch as
possible.

She had to get him away from here. Ideally, she could have taken Butler , too, but he was too bulky to
be shielded by her dim frame. The bodyguard would have to look out for himsdlf, but Artemis had to be
protected. Firstly because he was undoubtedly the prime target, and secondly because she needed his
deviousbrain to help her to defeat Opa Kobai. If Opal intended to join the world of men, then Artemis
wastheided fail for her genius.

Holly locked her fingers behind Artemis s back and hoisted his limp body into an upright position. His
head lolled on her shoulder and she could fed his bresth on her cheek. Regular. Good.

Holly bent her legs until her knees cracked. She would need al the leverage she could get to mask their
escape. Outside the voices grew closer, and she felt the walls shake as someone inserted akey inthe
door.

‘Good-bye, Butler , old friend,” she whispered.
‘I'll be back for you.*

The bodyguard groaned once, as though he had heard. Holly hated to leave him, though there was no
choice. It was either Artemis aone or no one, and Butler himsalf would thank her for what she was
doing.

Holly gritted her teeth, tensed every musclein her body, and opened the throttle wide on her wings. She
took off out of that shed like adart from ablowpipe, kicking up afresh cloud of dust in her wake. Even if
someone had been staring right at her, all they would have seen was dust and a sky-colored blur, with
possibly one loafered shoe poking ouit.

But that must have been their eyes playing tricks, because shoes couldn’t fly. Could they?

Chapter 5: GREET THE NEIGHBORS
E37, The Lower Elements

Fody could not believe what was happening. His eyes were sending information to his brain, but hisbrain
refused to accept it. Because if he were to accept thisinformation, he would have to believe that his
friend Holly Short had just shot her own commander and was now attempting to escape to the surface.
Thiswas completely impossible, though not everybody was so reluctant to accept this.



The centaur’ s mobile tech shuttle had been commandeered by Interna Affairs. This operation now fell
under their jurisdiction because an LEP officer was suspected of acrime. All LEP personnel had been
gected from the shuttle, but Foaly was allowed to stay smply because he was the only one ableto
operate the surveillance equipment.

Commander Ark Sool was an L EP gnome who went after suspect policefairies.

Sool was unusudly tall and thin for agnome, like agiraffein ababoon’s skin. Hisdark hair was dicked
graight back in ano-nonsense style, and hisfingers and ears boasted none of the golden adornments
generdly so beloved of the gnome families. Ark Sool was the highest-ranking gnome officer in Interna
Affairs, and he beieved that the LEP was basically a bunch of loose cannons who were presided over by
amaverick. And now the maverick was deed, killed, apparently, by the biggest loose cannon in the
bunch. Hally Short may have narrowly avoided crimina charges on two previous occasions. She would
not escapethistime.

‘Play the video again, centaur,” heinstructed, tapping the worktop with his cane. Most annoying.
‘We' ve looked at thisadozen times* protested Foaly. "1 don't see the point.*

Sool slenced him with aglare from his red-rimmed eyes. “ Y ou don't see the point.“ The centaur doesn’t
seethe point? | don't see where that’ s an important factor in the current equation.

You, Migter Foaly, are here to press buttons, not to offer opinions. Commander Root placed far too
much value on your opinions, and look where that got him, eh?*

Foaly swallowed the dozen or so acidic responses that were queuing on histongue. If he was excluded
from this operation now, he could do nothing to help Holly.

‘Play thevideo. Yesdr.”

Fody cued the video from E37. It was damning stuff. Julius and Holly hovered around General Scalene
for severd moments. They appeared to be quite agitated, then for some reason, and incredible asit
sounded, Hally shot the commander with some kind of incendiary bullet. At thispoint they logt al video
feeds from both helmets.

‘Back up the tape twenty seconds,“ ordered Soal, leaning in close to the monitor. He poked his cane
into the plasma screen. ”What' sthat?

‘Careful with the cane,” said Foaly. " These screens are expendve. | get them from Atlantis”
‘ Answer the question, centaur. What is that?*

Sool prodded the screen twice, just to show how little he cared about Foaly’ s gizmos.

The Internd Affairs Commander was pointing to adight shimmer on Root’ s chest.

‘I'm not sure,” admitted Foaly. "1t could be heat distortion, or maybe equipment failure.

Or perhapsjust aglitch. I'll haveto run some tests.

Sool nodded. “Run your tests, though | don’t expect you' Il find anything. Short isaburnout, smple as
that. She alwayswas. | nearly had her before, but thistimeit’s cutanddried.”

Fody knew he should bite histongue, but he had to defend hisfriend. “1a't thisdl abit convenient. First
we |ose sound, so we don't know what was said. Then there sthisfuzzy patch that could be anything;



and now we' re expected to believe that a decorated officer just up and shot her commander, an €lf who
waslike afather to her.”

‘Yes, | seeyour point, Foay,” said Soal silkily. ”Very good. Niceto know you' re thinking on some
level. But let’ s stick to our respective jobs, eh? Y ou build the machinery, and | operateit. For example,
these new Neutrinosthat our field personndl are armed with?*

‘Y es, what about them?* said Foaly suspicioudly.

‘They are persondized to each officer, am | right? Nobody e se can firethem. And each shot is
registered?*

‘That iscorrect,” admitted Foaly, al too aware where thiswas leading.

Sool waved his cane like asymphony conductor. “Well then, surely al we haveto do is check Captain
Short’ swegpon’slog to seeif shefired ashot at the precise timeindicated on the video. If she did, then
thefilm isauthentic, and Holly Short did indeed murder her commander, regardless of what we can or
cannot hear.”

Foay ground his horsey teeth. Of course it made perfect sense. He had thought of it half an hour ago,
and dready knew what the cross-referencing would reved. He pulled up Holly’ s weapon’ slog and read
the relevant passage.

‘Weapon registered at zero nineforty, HMT.
Six pulses at zero ninefifty-six, and then oneleve two pulsefired at zero ninefifty-eight.”

Sool dapped the caneinto hispam in triumph. “Onelevel two pulsefired a zero ninefifty-eight. Exactly
right. Whatever else happened in that chute, Short fired on her commander.”

Foay legped out of his specidly talored office chair. “But alevel two pulse couldn’t cause such abig
explosion. It practicaly caved in the entire access tunndl.”

‘“Whichiswhy Short isn’t in custody right now,“ said Sool. "1t will take weeksto clean out that tunnel.
I’ve had to send a Retrieval team through El, in Tar a. They will haveto travel over ground to Parisand
pick up her trail from there.”

‘But what about the explosion itsdf?
Sool grimaced, as though Foady’ s questions were a bitter nugget in an otherwise delicious medl.

‘Oh, I'm sure there’ s an explanation, centaur. Combustible gas, or amafunction, or just bad luck. We'll
figure that out. For now my priority, and yours, isto bring Captain Short back herefor trid.

| want you to liaise with the Retrieva team.
Feed them congtant updates on Short’ s position.”

Fody nodded without enthusiasm. Holly was gtill wearing her helmet. And the LEP hedmet could verify
her identity and relay a constant stream of diagnostic information back to Foaly’s computers. They had
no sound or video but there was plenty of information to track Holly wherever she might go in theworld,
or under it. At the moment, Holly wasin Germany. Her heart rate was elevated but otherwise shewas

okay.
Why did you run, Holly?



Foaly asked his absent friend silently.

If you' reinnocent, why did you run?

‘Tell me where Captain Short isnow,” demanded Sodl.

The centaur maximized the live feed from Holly’ s helmet on the plasma screen.
‘She'sdill in Germany , Munich, to be precise.

She' s stopped moving now. Maybe she will decide to come home.*

Sool frowned. “1 serioudly doubt it, centaur. She's abad egg, through and through.”

Foay fumed. Manners dictated that only afriend refer to another fairy by species, and Sool was no
friend of his. Or anyon€e's.

‘We can't say that for sure,* said Foaly, through his clenched teeth.
Sool leaned even closer to the plasmascreen, adow smile stretching histight skin.

‘Actudly, centaur, you' rewrong there. | think we can safely say for sure that Captain Short won't be
coming back. Recall the Retrieva team immediately.”

Foay checked Hally’ s screen. Thelife sgnsfrom her helmet were dl flatlining. One second she was
stressed but dive, and the next she was gone. No heartbesat, no brain activity, no temperature reading.
She couldn’t have smply taken off the helmet, as there was an infrared connection between each LEP
officer and their helmet. No, Holly was dead, and it hadn’t been by natural causes.

Fody fdt the tears brimming on hiseydids. Not Hally too.
‘Recdl the Retrieva team? Are you insane, Sool? We have to find Holly. Find out what happened.”
Sool was unaffected by Foaly’s outburst. If anything, he appeared to enjoy it.

‘Short was atraitor and she was obvioudy in collusion with the goblins. Somehow her nefarious plan
backfired and she waskilled. | want you to remote-activate the incinerator in her helmet immediately, and
we'll close the book on arogue officer.”

Fody was aghast. “ Activate the remote incinerator! | can't do that.”

Soal rolled hiseyes. “ Again with the opinions.

Y ou don't have authority here; you just obey it."

‘But I'll have asatdllite picturein thirty minutes,” protested the centaur. ”We can wait that long, surely.”
Sool elbowed past Foaly to the keyboard.

‘Negative. Y ou know the regulations. No bodies are left exposed for the humansto find. It' satough
rule, I know, but necessary.”

‘The helmet could have malfunctioned,” said Foaly, grasping at straws.

‘Isit likely that dl the life-sgn readings could haveflatlined at the same moment through equipment
falure?"



‘No,” admitted Foaly.
‘And just how unlikdly isit?"
‘ About one chancein ten million,” said the technical adviser miserably.

Sool picked hisway around the keyboard. “If you don’'t have the somach for it, centaur. I'll do it
myself.” He entered his password and detonated the incinerator in Holly’ s helmet.

On arooftop in Munich, Holly’s helmet dissolved in apool of acid. And in theory, so did Holly’ s bodly.
‘There," said Soal, satisfied. ” She' sgone, and now we can dl deep alittle easier.”

Not me, thought Foaly, staring forlornly at the screen. It will be avery long time before | deep easy
agan.

Temple Bar, Dublin, Ireland Artemis Fowl woke from a deep haunted by nightmares. In hisdreams,
strange, red-eyed creatures had ripped open his chest with scimitar tusks and dined on his heart. He sat
up in an undersized cot, both hands flying to his chest. His shirt was caked with dried blood, but there
was no wound.

Artemistook several deep shuddering bresths, pumping oxygen through hisbrain.
Assessthe gtuation, Butler dwaystold him.

If you find yoursdlf in unfamiliar territory, become familiar with it before opening your mouth. Ten
seconds of observation could saveyour life.

Artemislooked around, eydidsfluttering like camera shutters, absorbing every detail. Hewasin asmal
box room, about ten square feet. One wall was completely transparent and appeared to look out over
the Dublin quays. From the position of the Millennium Bridge , the room was somewherein the Temple
Bar area. The chamber itsalf was constructed from a strange material. Some kind of slver-gray fabric.
Rigid, but maleable, with severa plasma screens on the opaque walls. It was al extremely hi-tech, but
seemed years old, and amost abandoned.

In the corner, agirl sat hunched on folding chair. She cradled her head in both hands, her shoulders
hitching gently with sobs.

Artemis cleared histhroat. “Why areyou crying, girl ?’

Thegirl jerked upright, and it became immediately obviousthat thiswas no norma girl. Infact, she
appeared to belong to atotally different species.

‘Pointed ears,” noted Artemis, with surprisng composure. ” Prosthetic or red ?*

Holly dmost smiled through her tears. “Typical Artemis Fowl. Alwayslooking for options. My earsare
very red, asyou well know... knew.”

Artemiswas slent for severd moments, processing the wedlth of information in those few sentences.
‘Real pointed ears? Then you are of another species, not human. Possibly afairy?

Holly nodded. “1 am afairy. Actudly, an df. I’m what you would call aleprechaun too, but that’sjust a
job.”



‘And fairies speak English, do they?*
‘We spesk dl languages. The gift of tongues, it ispart of our magic.”

Artemis knew that these revel ations should send hisworld spinning oniits axis, but he found himsdlf
accepting every word. It was as though he had aways suspected the existence of fairies, and thiswas
smply confirmation.

Although, strangely, he could not remember ever having even thought about fairies before this day.

*And you claim to know me? Personally or from somekind of surveillance? Y ou certainly seem to have
the technology.”

‘We' ve known you for afew years now, Artemis.

Y ou made first contact, and we' ve been keeping an eye on you ever since.”

Artemiswas dightly startled. “I madefirst contact?”’

‘Y es. December, two years ago. Y ou kidnapped me.”

‘Isthisyour revenge? That explosive device?

My ribs?* A horrible thought struck the Irish boy. ” And what about Butler ?1s he dead?"
Hoally did her best to answer dl of these questions.

‘It isrevenge, but not mine. And Butler isdive. | just had to get you out of there before another attempt
was made on your life”

‘So we're friends now?*

Holly shrugged. “Maybe. WE |l see”

All of thiswas dightly confusing. Even for agenius.

Artemis crossed hislegsin the lotus position and rested his temples againgt pointed fingers.

“Y ou had better tell me everything,” he said, closing hiseyes. ” From the beginning. And leave nothing

So Holly did. Shetold Artemis how he had kidnapped her, then released her at the last moment. Shetold
him how they had journeyed to the Arctic to rescue hisfather, and how they had foiled agoblin rebellion
bankrolled by Opal Koboi.

She recounted in great detail their mission to Chicago to steal back the C Cube, a super computer
congructed by Artemisfrom pirated fairy technology. Findly, in asmdl quiet voice, shetold of
Commander Root' s desth and of Opal Koboi’ s sinister plot to bring the fairy and human worlds
together.

Artemis sat perfectly till, absorbing hundreds of incredible facts. His brow was dightly creased asif the
information were difficult to digest.

Finally, when his brain had organized the data, he opened hiseyes.

‘Very well,“ hesaid. ”1 don't remember any of this, but | believe you. | accept that we humans havefary



neighbors below the planet’ s surface.”
‘Judt like that?"

Artemis slip curled. “Hardly. | have taken your story and cross-referenced it with the factsas | know
them. The only other scenario that could explain everything that has happened, up to and including your
own bizarre gppearance, is aconvoluted conspiracy theory involving the Russian Mafiyaand a crack
team of plagtic surgeons. Hardly likely. But your fairy story fits, right down to something that you could
not know about, Captain Short.”

‘Whichis?*

‘ After my aleged mind wipe, | discovered mirrored contact lensesin my own eyesand Butler ’s.
Investigation revedled that | mysdalf had ordered the lenses, though | had no memory of thefact. | suspect
that | ordered them to cheat your mesmer*”

Holly nodded. It made sense. Fairies had the power to mesmerize humans, but eye contact was part of
thetrick, coupled with amesmeric voice. Mirrored contact lenses would leave the subject completely in
control, while pretending to be under the mesmer.

‘The only reason for thiswould beif | had planted atrigger somewhere. Something that would cause my
fairy memoriesto come rushing back. But what?*

‘I havenoides,” said Hally. "l was hoping that just seeing me would trigger recall .

Artemis amiled in avery annoying way. Asonewould at asmall child who had just suggested that the
moon was made of cheese.

‘No, Captain. | would guessthat your Mister Foaly’ s mind-wiping technology is an advanced version of
the memory-suppressant drugs being experimented with by various governments. The brain, you see, isa
complex ingtrument; if it can be convinced that something did not happen, it will invent dl kinds of
scenarios to maintain that illusion. Nothing can change its mind, so to spesk.

Evenif the conscious accepts something, the mind wipe will have convinced the subconscious otherwise.
So, no matter how convincing you are, you cannot convert my atered subconscious. My subconscious
probably believesthat you are ahdlucination or aminiature spy. No, the only way that my memories
could be returned to me would be if my subconscious could not present a reasonable argument; say, if
the one person that | trust completely presented me with irrefutable evidence.”

Holly felt hersdf growing annoyed. Artemis could get under her skin like nobody else. A child who
treated everyone like children.

‘ And who isthis one person that you trust?*
Artemis smiled genuingly for the first time since Munich. “Why, mysdf, of course”

Munich Butler woke to find blood dripping from the tip of hisnose. It was dripping onto the white hat of
the hotel chef. The chef stood with agroup of hotd kitchen staff in the middle of adestroyed storage
shed. The man gripped acleaver in hishairy fig, just in case this giant on the tattered mattress wedged
into the rafters was a madman.

‘Excuseme” said the chef politdy, which isunusud for achef, "are you dive?*

Butler consdered the question. Apparently, unlikely asit seemed, he was dive. The mattress had saved



him from the Srange missile.
Artemis had survived, too. He remembered fedling his charge' s heartbest just before he passed out.
It wasn't there now.

‘l andive" he grunted, apaste of tile dust and blood spilling from hislips. "Where is the boy who was
with me?*

The crowd assembled in the ruined shed looked at one another.

‘Therewasno boy,” said the chef findly. "Y ou fell through the roof al on your own.”
Doubtless, this group would like an explanation or they would inform the police.

‘Of course there was no boy. Forgive me; the mind tends to wander after athree-story fall.”
The group nodded as one. Who could blame the giant being atouch rattled?

‘| wasleaning againg therailing, sunning myself, when therailing gave way. Lucky for me, | managed to
grab the mattress on the way down.*

This explanation was met with the mass skepticism it thoroughly deserved. The chef voiced the group’s
doubts.

“Y ou managed to grab a mattress?*

Butler had to think quickly, which is not easy when dl the blood in your body is concentrated in your
forehead.

‘Yes. It was on the balcony. | had been reting in the sun.”

Thisentire sun businesswas extremely unlikely. Especialy considering that it was the middle of winter.
Butler redlized that there was only one way to dispd the crowd. It was drastic, but it should work.

He reached insde hisjacket and pulled out asmall spiral pad.

‘Of course, | intend to sue the hotel for damages. Trauma aone should be worth afew million euros. Not
to mention injuries.

| presume | can count on you good people as witnesses.”

The chef paed, asdid the others. Giving evidence againgt one'semployerswasthefirs sep to
unemployment.

‘... I don’t know, gr," he sammered.

‘I didn't actualy see anything.” He paused to sniff theair. ”| think | smel my Pavlovaburning. Dessert
will beruined.*

The chef hopped over the chunks of shattered tile, disappearing back into the hotel. The remaining staff
followed hislead, and within seconds, Butler was on his own again. He smiled, though the action sent a
flare of pain down hisneck. Thethreat of alawsuit generdly scattered witnesses as effectively asany
gurfire

The giant Eurasian disentangled himself from the remains of therafters. He redlly had been amazingly



lucky not to beimpaled on the beams. The mattress had absorbed most of the impact, and the timbers
were rotten and had splintered harmlesdy.

Butler dropped to the floor, brushing dust from his suit. His priority now wasto find Artemis. It seemed
likely that whoever had made the attempt on hislife had taken the boy. Although, why would someone
try to kill him and then take him prisoner? Unless their unknown enemy had taken advantage of the
Stuation and decided to seek aransom.

Butler returned to the hotel room, where everything was asthey had |eft it. There was absolutely no sgn
that anything had exploded in here. The only unusua thingsreveded by Butler ‘ sinvestigations were small
clusters of dead insects and spiders.

Curious. It was asthough the blue flash of light only affected living things, leaving buildings unaffected.
A bluerinse, said his subconscious, but his conscious sdf took no notice.

Butler quickly packed Artemis sbox of tricks, and of course his own. The weapons and surveillance
equipment would be held in asafe-deposit box at the airport. He left the Kronski Hotel without checking
out. An early checkout would arouse suspicion, and with any luck, this entire matter could be resolved
before the students on the schooal trip returned home.

The bodyguard collected the Hummer in the hotel car park and set off for the airport. If Artemis had
been kidnapped, then the kidnappers would contact Fowl Manor with their ransom demand. If Artemis
had smply removed himsalf from danger, he had always been told to head for home. Either way, thetrall
led to Fowl Manor, so that was where Butler intended to go.

Temple Bar, Dublin, Irdland Artemis had recovered sufficiently for hisnatural curiogty to surface. He
walked around the cramped room, touching the spongy surface of the walls.

‘What isthis place? Some form of surveillance hide?*

‘Exactly,” said Hally. "I was on stakeout here afew months ago. A group of rogue dwarfs were meeting
their jewelry fences here. From the outside, thisisjust another patch of sky ontop of abuilding. It'sa
cham pod.”

‘ Cam , camouflage?*
‘No, cham, chameleon. This suit is cam, camouflage.”

“Y ou do know, | suppose, that chameleons don’t actualy change color to suit their surroundings. They
change according to mood and temperature.”

Holly looked out over Temple Bar. Below them thousands of tourists, musicians, and resdents were
winding their way through the smal artisans Streets.

“You' d haveto tdl Fody about that. He names dl this Suff.”
‘Ah, yes" said Artemis. ”"Foaly. Heisacentaur, is he not?*
‘That’ sright.” Holly turned to face Artemis.

“You'retaking thisvery camly. Most humans completely freak out when they find out about us. Some go
into shock.*

Artemisamiled. “1 am not most humans.”



Holly turned back to the view. She was not going to argue with that statement.
‘So tell me, Captain Short. If al | am to the Fairy Peopleisathreat, why did you heal me?*
Holly rested her forehead against the cham pod'’ strand ucent face.

‘It'sour nature,” shereplied. ” And of course, | need you to help meto find Opa Koboi. We ve done it
before, we can doit again.”

Artemis stood beside her at the window.
‘S0, first you mind-wipe me, and now you need me?*
‘Yes, Artemis. Gloat al you like. The mighty L EP need your help.”

‘Of course, there isthe matter of my fee” said Artemis, | buttoning his jacket across the bloodstain on
hisshirt.

Holly rounded on him. “Y our fee? Are you serious? After al the Fairy People have donefor you?
Can't you just do something good for oncein your life?*
‘Obvioudy you elves are an emotiond race.

Humans are dightly more businessminded. Here arethe facts: you are afugitive from justice, on the run
from amurdering pixie genius. Y ou have no funds and few resources. | am the only one who can help
you track down this Opa Koboi. I think that’ sworth afew bars of anybody’ s gold.”

Holly glowered at him. “Like you said, Mud Boy. | don’'t have any resources.”
Artemis spread his hands magnanimoudly.

‘I'm prepared to accept your word. If you can guarantee me one metric ton of gold from your hostage
fund, 1 will devise aplan to defeat this Opa Koboi.”

Holly wasin ahole and she knew it.

There was no doubt that Artemis could give her the edge over Opdl, but it galled her to pay someone
who used to be afriend. “And what if Koboi defeats us?’

‘If Koboi defeats and presumably murders us both, then you can consider the debt null and void.”
‘Great,” growled Holly. ” It would dmogt be worth it.”

She left the window and began raiding the pod’ s medical chest. “Y ou know something, Artemis. You're
exactly how you were when we first met: agreedy Mud Boy who doesn’t care about anyone beside
himsdlf. Isthat redly how you want to be for the rest of your life?’

Artemis sfeatures remained static, but below the surface his emotions werein turmoil. Of course he was
right to ask for afee. It would be stupid not to.

But even asking had made him fedl guilty. It wasthisidiotic newfound conscience. His mother seemed to
be ableto activateit a will, and thisfairy creature could do it too. He would have to keep atighter check
on hisemations.

Holly finished raiding the cabinet. “Well, Mister Consultant, what' s our first move?’



Artemisdid not hesitate. “ There are only two of us, and we are not very tal. We need reinforcements.
Aswe speak, Butler will be making for Fowl Manor. He may be there dready.”

Artemisturned on his cell phone and speed dialed Butler. A recorded message told him that the customer
he was trying to reach was not available.

He declined the offer to try again, instead diding Fowl Manor. An answering machine cut in after the
third ring. Obvioudy his parents had aready |€eft for the spain Westmeath.

‘ Butler ,* said Artemisto therecorder. ”Y ou arewdl, | hope. | mysdlf am fine. Listen very carefully to
what | havetotell you, and believe me, every word istrue...” Artemis proceeded to summarize the
day’ sevents. "We will arrive at the manor shortly. | suggest we stock up on essentials and proceed to a
safehouse...”

Holly tapped him on the shoulder. “We should get out of here. Koboi isno foal. | wouldn’t be surprised
if she had some backup plan in case we survived.”

Artemis covered the mouthpiece with hispalm. “1 agree. That iswhat | would do. ThisKoboi personis
probably on her way right now.”

Asif on cue, one of the pod wallsfizzled and dissolved. Opa Koboi stood in the hole, flanked by Merv
and Scant Brill. The pixie twins were armed with trangparent plastic handguns. Merv’ sgun barrel glowed
gently in the aftermath of hiswal-melting shot.

‘Murderer!* shouted Hally, reaching for her gun.

Merv casudly put ablast close enough to her head to singe her eyebrows. Holly froze, raising her hands
in submission.

‘Opa Kobai, | presume?* said Artemis; dthough, if Holly had not told him the whole story, he never
would have guessed that the femal e before him was anything but a human child. Her black hair was
braided down her back, and she wore a checked pinafore of the type worn by amillion schoolgirls
around the world. Her ears were, of course, rounded.

‘ Artemis Fowl, how niceto seeyou again. | do believe that in different circumstances we could have
beendlies”

‘ Circumstances change,” said Artemis. ” Perhgpswe can Hill be dlies”

Holly choseto give Artemis the benefit of the doubt. Maybe he was acting like atraitor to save their
skins. Maybe.

Opadl fluttered her long, curved eydashes. “Tempting, but no. | fed the world isonly large enough for one
child genius. And now that I’'m pretending to be a child, that geniuswould be me.

Meet Beinda Zito, agirl with big plans.”

Holly reached a hand toward her weapon, but stopped when Merv leveled his transparent handgun at
her.

‘I know you,”“ she said to the Brill brothers. " The Pixietwins. You wereon TV .*
Scant couldn’t hold back agrin. “Yes, on Canto.

It was the season’ s highest-rated show. We re thinking of writing abook, aren’t we, Merv? All about



how we..."
‘Finish each other’ s sentences,” completed Merv, though he knew it would cost him.
“Shut up, you utter imbecile,” snapped Opal, shooting Merv a poisonous glare.

‘Keep your weapon up and your mouth closed. Thisis not about you; it is about me. Remember that and
I might not haveto liquidize the pair of you.*

‘Yes, of course, MissKobai. It'sal about you.*
Opa dmost purred. “ That' sright. I’ saways about me. | am the only important one here.”

Artemis casudly dipped one hand into his pocket. The one holding the cell phone that was still connected
to Fowl Manor.

‘If I may, Miss Koboi. Thisdeluson of sdf-importance is common among those recently avakened from
comeas. It isknown as the Narcissus Syndrome. | wrote a paper on this precise subject for the
Psychologists Y earbook, under the pseudonym Sir E. Brum. Y ou have spent so much timein your own
company, so to spesk, that everyone el se has become unred.....*

Opa nodded a Merv. “For heaven' s sake, shut him up.”

Merv was glad to oblige, sinking ablue power dug into Artemis's chest. The Irish boy dropped in
midlecture.

‘“What have you done?* shouted Hally, dropping to Artemis sside. She was rdieved to find a steady
heartbest under the bloodied shirt.

‘Ohno,* said Opal. "Not dead, merdly painfully stunned. Heis having quite aday, young Artemis.”

Holly’ s pretty features were distorted by grief and outrage as she glared at the small pixie. “What do you
want from us? What else can you do?’

Opa’ sface was the picture of innocence.
‘Don’t blame me. Y ou have brought this on yourself.

All I wanted to do was bring down fairy society aswe know it, but oh no, you wouldn't haveit. Then |
planned acouple of relatively smple nations, but you ingsted on surviving. Kudosto you for
evading the bio-bomb, by the way. | was watching the whole thing from sixty-five feet up in my stedth
shuttle. Containing the solinium with an LEP helmet. Good thinking. But now, because you have caused
me S0 much trouble and exasperation, | think | will indulge mysdf alittle.

Hoally swallowed the fear that was crawling up her throat. “Indulge yoursdf?’

‘Ohyes. | had anagty little scenario planned for Foaly-something theetrical involving the Eleven
Wonders. But now | have decided that you are worthy of it.

Holly tensed hersdlf. She should go for her gun, there was no other option. But she had to ask; it was
fary naure: “How nasty?’

Opa amiled, and evil wasthe only word for that expression. “Troll nasty,” she said. “And one more
thing. I am telling you this because you are about to die, and | want you to hate me a the moment of your
death asmuch as| hate you.” Opal paused, dlowing the tension to build. “ Do you remember the sweet



spot on the bomb | strapped to Julius?’
Holly fdt asthough her heart had expanded tofill her entire chest. “1 remember.”
Opd’seyesflared. “Wel, therewasn't one.”

Holly went for her gun, and Merv hit her in the chest with ablue charge. She was adeep before she hit
the ground.

Chapter 6: TROLL HASTY

Under the Atlantic Ocean, Two Miles off the Kerry Coast, Irish Waters Ten thousand feet below the
surface of the Atlantic , an L EP sub-shuttle was speeding through aminor volcanic trench toward the
mouth of a subterranean river. Theriver led to an LEP shuttleport where the subshuttl€ s passengers
could transfer to aregular craft.

The craft had three passengers and a pilot. The passengers were adwarf felon and the two Atlantis
marsha s who were trangporting him.

Mulch Diggums, the felon in question, wasin high spirits for someonein prison clothes. The reason being
that hisapped had finally come through, and hislawyer was optimistic that al charges againgt his client
were about to be quashed on atechnicdlity.

Mulch Diggumswas atunne dwarf who had abandoned the minesin favor of alife of crime,

He removed items of value from Mud Peopl€' s houses and sold them on the black market. In the past
few years his destiny had become intertwined with those of Artemis Fowl and Holly Short, and he had
played akey part in their adventures.

Inevitably thisroller-coagter lifestyle had come crashing down around him as the long arm of the LEP
closed in. Before he had been led away to serve the remainder of his sentence, Mulch Diggumswas
permitted to say good-bye to his human friend.

Artemis had given him two things: one was a note advising him to check the dates on the origina search
warrant for his cave. The other was a gold medallion to be returned to Artemisin two years. Apparently
Artemiswished to resurrect their partnership at that time. Mulch had studied the medallion athousand
times, searching for its secrets, until his constant rubbing wore down the gold plating to revea acomputer
disk beneath.

Obvioudy Artemis had recorded a message to himself. A way to return the memoriesthat the LEP had
takenfrom him.

As s00n as he had been transported to the Degps Maximum Security Prison outside Atlantis, Mulch had
put in arequest for acounsd call. When his state-gppointed attorney had grudgingly turned up, Mulch
advised him to check the dates on the search warrant leading to his 1bledS??? origind arrest. Somehow,
amazingly, the dates were wrong. According to the L EP computer, Julius Root had searched his cave
before obtaining a search warrant. The warrant nullified thisand dl later arrests. All that remained wasa
lengthy processing period and one last interview with the arresting officer, and Mulch would be afree
dwarf.

Findly, the day had come. Mulch was being shuttled to Police Plazafor his meeting with Julius Root.
Fairy law dlowed Root one thirty-minute interview to squeeze some kind of confession from Mulch. All
the dwarf had to do was Stay quiet, and he would be egting vole curry in hisfavorite dwarf chophouse by



dinnatime.

Mulch closed hisfist around the medallion. He had no doubt who was pulling the strings here. Somehow,
Artemis had hacked the L EP computer and changed hisrecords. The Mud Boy was setting him free.

One of themarshas, adight ef with Atlantean gills, sucked adobbery bresth through his neck, letting it
out through hismouth.

‘Hey, Mulch," he wheezed. "What are you going to do when your apped isturned down? Are you
gonnacrack up likealittle girl? Or are you gonnatakeit red stoic, like adwarf should?*

Mulch smiled, exposing his unfeasibly large number of teeth. “Don’t worry about me, fishboy. I'll be
egting one of your cousins by tonight.”

Generdly the sight of Mulch’stombstone teeth was enough to freeze any smart-aleck comments, but the
Marshal was not used to back talk from an inmate.

‘Keep at it with the big mouth, dwarf. | have plenty of rocks for you to chew back in the Deegps.*
‘Inyour dreams, fishboy,” retorted Mulch, enjoying the banter after months of kowtowing.

The officer roseto hisfest. “It'sVishby, the nameisVishby.”

‘Yes, fishboy, that’swhat | said.”

The second officer, awater sprite with batlike wings folded behind his back, chuckled.

‘Leave him done, Vishby. Don't you know who you' retalking to? This hereis Mulch Diggums.
The most famousthief under theworld.”

Mulch smiled, though fameis not agood thing when you' re athief.

‘Thisguy hasawholelist of genius movesto his credit.”

Mulch's smile faded as he realized that he was about to be the butt of more jokes.

‘Y eah, 50, first he stedl s the Jules Rimet trophy from the humans and triesto sdll it to an undercover LEP
fary.”

Vishby sat rubbing ishandsin glee. “Y ou don't say? What abrain! How doesit fit in that itty-bitty
heed?’

The sprite strutted along the shuttle' saide, ddivering hislineslike an actor. “ So then helifts some of the
Artemis Fowl gold, and layslow in Los Angeles.

And do you want to know how helayslow?

Mulch groaned.

‘Tdl me wheezed Vishby, hisgillsunableto suck in ar fast enough.

‘He buys hissalf a penthouse gpartment and starts building a collection of stolen Academy Awards.”
Vishby laughed until his gillsflapped.



Mulch could take it no longer. He shouldn’t have to put up with this;, he was virtudly afreefairy, for
goodness sake. “Hissdlf? Hissdlf? | think you' ve spent a bit too long under water. The pressureis
squashing your brain.”

‘My brain issquashed?‘ said the sprite. "I’ m not the one who spent a couple of centuriesin prison.
I”’m not the one wearing manacles and amouth ring.*

It wastrue. Mulch’ s crimind career had not exactly been an unquaified success. He had been caught
more than he’ d escaped. The LEP was just too technol ogically advanced to evade. Maybe it wastimeto
go graight, while he fill had hislooks.

Mulch shook the chainsthat shackled him to arail in the holding area. “1 won't be wearing these for
|(],,g.”

Vishby opened his mouth to respond, then paused.

A plasma screen was flashing red on awall pandl. Red was urgent. There was an important message
coming through. Vishby hooked an earphone over his ear and turned the screen away from Mulch. As
the message was ddlivered, hisface lost every trace of levity. Severa moments later, he tossed the
headphones on the console.

‘It lookslikeyou'll be wearing those chainsfor abit longer than you thought.*
Mulch'sjaw strained againgt the stedl mouth ring.
‘Why?What' s happened?*

Vishby scratched astrip of gill rot on hisneck. “1 shouldn’t tell you this, convict, but Commander Root
has been murdered.”

Mulch couldn’t have been more shocked if they had connected him to the underworld grid.
‘Murdered? How?*

‘Explosion,” said Vishby. ” Another LEP officer isthe prime suspect. Captain Holly Short. She' smissng,
presumed dead on the surface, but that hasn’t been confirmed.”

‘I'mnot abit surprised,” said the water sprite. ” Femaes are too temperamenta for police work. They
couldn’t even handle asimple transport job like this*

Mulch wasin shock. He felt as though his brain had snapped its moorings and was spinning in his head.
Holly murdered Julius? How could that be possible? It wasn't possible, sSmple as that.

There must be amistake. And now Holly was missing, presumed dead. How could this be happening?
‘Anyways,” continued Vishby. "We gottaturn this crate around and head back to Atlantis.
Obvioudy your little hearing is being postponed indefinitely, until this entire mess gets sorted out.”

The water sprite dgpped Mulch playfully on the cheek. “ Tough break, dwarf. Maybe they’ |l get the red
tape untangled in acouple of years.”

Mulch barely felt the dap, though the words penetrated. A couple of years. Could he take a couple of
yearsin the Degps? Already his soul cried out for the tunnels. He needed to fed soft earth between his



fingers. Hisinsdes needed red roughage to clear them out. And of course, there was achance that Holly
was il dive and needed help. A friend. He had no option but to escape.

Julius dead. It couldn’t be true.

Mulch mentdly leafed through his dwarf abilitiesto salect the best tool for this escape. He had long since
forfeited his magic by breaking most of the Fairy Book’s commandments, but dwarfs had extraordinary
gifts granted them by evolution.

Some of these were common knowledge among the People, but dwarfs were a notorioudy secretive

race who believed that their survival depended on concedling these talents. It waswell known that dwarfs
excavated tunnels by ingesting the earth through their unhinged jaws, then gecting the recycled dirt and
air through the other end. Mogt fairies were aware that dwarfs could drink through their pores, and if they
stopped drinking for awhile, then these pores | SO were transformed into minisuction cups. Fewer
People knew that dwarf spit was luminous, and hardened when layered. And no one knew that a
by-product of dwarf flatulence was a methane-producing bacterium caled Methanobrevibacter smithii,
which prevented decompression sickness in degp-seadivers. In fairness, dwarfs didn’t know this either;
al they knew wasthat on the rare occasion they found themsalves accidentally burrowing into the open
seq, the bends did not seem to affect them.

Mulch thought about it for amoment and redlized that there was away to combine dl of histaentsand
get out of here. He had to put his on-the-hoof plan into effect immediately, before they went into the
deep Atlantic trenches. Once the subshuttle went too deep, he would never makeit.

The craft swung in along arc until it was heading back the way it had come. The pilot would punch the
engines as soon as they were outside Irish fishing waters. Mulch began to lick his pams, smoothing the
gpittle through hishdo of wild hair.

Vishby laughed. “What are you doing, Diggums?
Cleaning up for your cell mate?"

Mulch would have dearly loved to unhinge hisjaw and take abite out of Vishby, but the mouth ring
prevented him from opening his mouth far enough to unhinge. He had to content himself with an insuilt.

‘I may be aprisoner, fishboy, but inten years|I’ll be 1S free. Y ou, on the other hand, will be an ugly
bottom- feeder for therest of your life

Vishby scratched hisgill rot furioudly.
“You just bought yourself six weeksin solitary, migter.”

Mulch dathered hisfingers with spittle and spread it around the crown of his head, reaching asfar back
asthe manacleswould dlow. He could fed hishair hardening, clamping onto his head like ahelmet.
Exactly like ahdmet. Ashelicked, Mulch drew greet breaths of air through his nose, storing theair in his
intestines. Each breath sucked air out of the pressurized space faster than the pumps could push it back
in.

The marshas did not notice this unusua behavior, and even if they had, the pair would doubtless have put
it down to nerves. Deegp breathing and grooming. Classic nervoustraits. Who could blame Mulch for
being nervous, after al, he was heading back to the very place criminas had nightmares abouit.

Mulch licked and breathed, his chest blowing up like abellows. He felt the pressure fluttering down
bel ow, anxiousto be rel eased.



Hold on, hetold himsdf.
Y ou will need every bubble of that air.

The shell on his head crackled audibly now, and if the lights had been dimmed, it would have glowed
brightly. Thear was growing thin, and Vishby’ sgills noticed, evenif hedidn't.

They rippled and flapped, boosting their oxygen intake. Mulch sucked again, ahuge gulp of air. A bow
plate clanged as the pressure grew.

The sea sprite noticed the change firdt.
‘Hey, fishboy.”

Vishby’ s pained expression spoke of years enduring this nickname. “How many timesdo | haveto tell
you?’

‘Okay, Vishby, keep your scaleson. Isit getting hard to breathe in here? | can’t keep my wings up.”

Vishby touched hisgills, they wereflapping like bunting in thewind. “Wow. My gillsare going crazy.
What' s hgppening here?’ He pressed the cabin intercom pand. “Everything dl right?

Maybe we could boost the air pumps.”

The voice that came back was cam and professiona, but with an unmistakably anxious undertone.
“We relosing pressurein the holding area. I’ m trying to nail down the leak now.”

‘Leak?" squeaked Vishby. ”If we depressurize at this depth, the shuttle will crumple like a paper cup.”
Mulch took another huge breath.

‘Get everyone into the cockpit,” the voice declared. ” Come through the air lock, right now.”

‘l don't know,“ said Vishby. "WEe re not supposed to untie the prisoner. He' sa dippery one.”

The dippery onetook another breath. And thistime a stern plate actualy buckled with acrack like
thunder.

‘Okay, okay. We re coming.”
Mulch held out hishands. “Hurry up, fishboy. We don't al havegills”

Vishby swiped his security card dong the magnetic strip on Mulch’s manacles. The manacles popped
open. Mulch wasfree. Asfree asyou can bein aprison sub with ten thousand crushing feet of water
overhead. He stood, taking onelast gulp of air.

Vishby noticed the act. “Hey, convict, what are you doing?’ he asked. “ Areyou sucking in al theair?’
Mulch burped. “Who, me? That’ sridiculous.”

The spritewas equaly suspicious. “He s up to something. Look, hishair isal shiny. | bet thisis one of
those secret dwarf arts.”

Mulch tried to look skeptica. “What?

Air-sucking and shiny hair?1’m not surprised we kept it a secret.”



Vishby squinted at him. His eyes were red rimmed, and his speech was durred from oxygen deprivation.
“Y ou're up to something. Put out your hands.”

Being shackled again was not part of the plan. Mulch feigned weakness. “I can't breathe,” he said,
leaning againgt thewall. “I hope | don't diein your custody.”

This statement caused enough distraction for Mulch to heave one more mighty breeth. The stern plate
creased inwardly and asilver stressline cracked through the paint. Red pressure lights flared on dl over
the compartment.

The pilot’ s voice blared through the speaker.

‘Get in herel* he shouted, al traces of composure gone. ” She' sgonnafold.”

Vishby grabbed Mulch by the lapels. “What did you do, dwarf?’

Mulch sank to hisknees, flicking open the bum-flap at the rear of his prison overdls.
He gathered hislegs beneath him, ready to move.

‘Listen, Vishby,” hesaid. ”Y ou' re amoron, but not abad guy, so do like the pilot says and get in there.
Vishby' sgillsflapped weskly, searching for air. “ Y ou'll bekilled, Diggums.”
Mulch winked at him. “I’ ve been dead before.”

Mulch could hold on to the gas no longer. His digestive tract was siretched like amagician’ sanimal
balloon. He folded his arms across his chest, aimed the coated tip of his head at the weakened plate, and
let the gasloose.

The resultant emission shook the subshuttle to its very rivets, sending Mulch rocketing across the hold.
He dammed into the stern plate, smack in the center of the fault line, punching straight through. His speed
popped him through into the ocean perhaps half a second before the sudden change in pressure flooded
the sub’ s chamber. Half asecond later, the rear chamber was crushed like aball of used tinfoil.

Vishby and his partner had escaped to the pilot’ s cockpit just in time.

Mulch sped toward the surface, a stream of released gas bubbles clipping him adong at arate of severd
knots. Hisdwarf lungsfed on the trgpped air in his digestive tract, and the luminous helmet of spittle sent
out acoronaof greenish light to illuminate hisway.

Of coursethey came after him. Vishby and the water sprite were both amphibious Atlantean dwellers. As
soon as they jettisoned the wreckage of the rear compartment, the marshals cleared the air lock, finning
after their fugitive. But they never had a prayer: Mulch was gas powered, they merely had wingsand fins.
Whatever pursuit equipment they’ d had was at the bottom of the ocean, along with the rear
compartment, and the cockpit’ s backup engines could barely outrun a crab.

The Atlantis marshals could only watch astheir captive jetted toward the surface, mocking them with
every bubble from his behind.

Butler ‘s cdll phone had been reduced to so much plastic chips and wiring by the jump from the hotel
window. This meant that Artemis could not cal him if he needed immediate assistance. The bodyguard
double-parked the Hummer outside the first Phonetix store he saw, and purchased atri-band phone and
car kit. Butler activated the phone on the way to the airport and punched in Artemis s number.



No good. The phone was switched off. Butler hung up and tried Fowl Manor. Nobody home and no
messages.

Butler breathed deeply, stayed calm, and floored the accelerator. The drive to the airport took lessthan
ten minutes. The giant bodyguard did not waste time returning the Hummer to the rental agency car park,
preferring to abandon it in the passenger drop-off area. It would be towed, and he would be fined, but he
didn’'t have time to worry about it now.

The next planeto Irdland was fully booked, so Butler paid a Polish businessman two thousand euro for
hisfirst- classticket, and in forty-five minutes he was on the Aer Lingus shuttle to Dublin airport. He kept
trying Artemis' s number until they started the engines, and switched his phone on again as soon asthe
whesdlstouched down.

It was dark by thetime heleft the Arrivalsterminal. Lessthan half aday had passed since they had
broken into the safe-deposit box in Munich ‘s Internationa Bank. It was incredible that so much could
happen in such ashort time. Still, when you worked for Artemis Fowl I1, theincredible wasadmost a
daily occurrence. Butler had been with Artemis since the day of hisbirth, just over fourteen years ago,
and in that time he had had been dragged into more fantastic Stuations than the average presidentia

bodyguard.

The Fowl Bentley was parked in the prestige level of the short-stay car park. Butler dotted his new
phoneinto the car kit and tried Artemis again.

No luck. But when he remote-accessed the mailbox at Fowl Manor there was one message.
From Artemis. Butler ‘s grip tightened on the leather steering whedl. Alive. The boy wasdive at least.

The message started well enough, then took a decidedly strange turn. Artemis claimed to be unhurt, but
perhaps was suffering from a concussion or posttraumatic stress, because Butler ‘' syoung charge dso
claimed that fairieswere respongble for the srange missle. A pixie, to be precise.

And now he wasin the company of an ef, which was agpparently acompletely different animal to apixie.
Not only that, but the elf was an old friend named Holly, whom they had forgotten. And the pixiewas an
old enemy who they couldn’'t remember. It was dl very strange. Butler could only conclude that Artemis
wastrying to tell him something, and that hidden insde this crazed meandering was amessage. He would
have to analyze the tape as soon as he returned to Fowl Manor.

Then the recording became an unfolding drama.

More players entered the range of the Artemis s microphone. The aleged pixie, Opal, and her
bodyguardsjoined the group. Threats were exchanged and Artemistried to talk hisway out. It didn’t
work. If Artemis had afault it was that he tended to be very patronizing, evenin criss Stuations.

The pixie, Opal, or whoever it redly was, certainly didn’t take kindly to being spoken down to. It
appeared that she consdered herself every inch Artemis sequd, if not his superior. She ordered Artemis
slenced in midlecture, and her command was obeyed instantly. Butler experienced a moment of dreed,
until the pixie stated that Artemis was not dead, merely stunned.

Artemis snew dly had been smilarly stunned, but not before she learned of the pixi€ stheetrica plan.
Something to do with the Eleven Wonders, and trolls.

“Y ou cannot be serious,” muttered Butler , pulling off the motorway at the exit for Fowl Manor.

To the average passerby it would seem as though severd roomsin the manor at the end of the avenue



were occupied, but Butler knew that the bulbsin these roomswere dl on timers, and would aternate at
irregular intervals. There was even a stereo system wired to each room that would pump talk radio into
various areas of the house. All measures designed to put off the casua burglar. None of which, Butler
knew, would put off a professond thief.

The bodyguard opened the eectronic gates and sped up the pebbled driveway. He parked the car
directly in front of the main door, not bothering to placeit in the shelter of the double garage. He pulled
his handgun and clip holster from amagnetic strip under the driver’ s set. It was possible that the
kidnappers could have sent arepresentative. He could dready be inside the manor.

Butler knew as soon as he opened the front door that something was wrong. The darm’ sthirty-second
warning should have begun its countdown immediately, but it did not. Thiswas because the entire box
was encased in some shiny crackling fiberglass-like substance. Butler poked it gingerly. The stuff glowed
and seemed dmost organic.

Butler proceeded aong the lobby, sticking to thewalls. He glanced toward the ceilings. Green lights
winked in the shadows. At least the cctv cameras were still working. Even if the manor’ svisitors had |eft,
he could get alook at them on the security tapes.

The bodyguard’ s foot brushed against something. He glanced down. A large crystal bowl lay on the rug,
the remains of asherry trifledopping initsbase. Besdeit lay awad of gravy-encrusted tinfoil. A hungry
kidnapper? Five feet on he found an empty Moet champagne bottle and a decimated chicken carcass.
Just how many intruders had been here?

The remnants of food formed atrail that led toward the study. Butler followed it upstairs, stepping over a
half- eaten T-bone steak, two chunks of fruitcake, and a Paviovashdll. A light shone from the study
doorway, casting asmdl shadow into the hall. There was someonein the study. A not very tall someone.
Artemis?

Butler ‘s spiritsrose for a second when he heard his employer’ s voice, but they sank just as quickly.

He recognized those words; he had listened to them himself in the car. The intruder was playing the taped
message on the answering machine.

Butler crept into the study, stepping so lightly that hisfootfallswould not have derted adeer.

Even from the back, thisintruder was a strange fellow. He was barely three feet tall, with astocky torso
and thick muscled limbs. His entire body appeared to be covered with wild wiry hair that seemed to
move independently. His head was encased in ahelmet of the same glowing substance that had
incgpacitated the darm box. The intruder wore a blue jumpsuit with aflap in the seat. The flgp was half
unbuttoned, giving Butler aview of ahairy rear end that seemed unsattlingly familiar.

The taped message was coming to an end.

Artemis s abductor was describing what wasin store for the Irish boy. “Ohyes” shesaid. “1 had anasty
little scenario planned for Foaly-something theatrical involving the Eleven Wonders. But now | have
decided that you are worthy of it.”

‘“How nasty?* asked Artemis snew dly, Holly.
‘Troll nasty,” responded Opdl.

The Fowl Manor intruder made aloud sucking noise, then discarded the remains of an entire rack of
lamb.



‘Not good,“ hesaid. "Thisisredly bad.”
Butler cocked hiswegpon, aming it squarely at theintruder.
‘It sabout to get worse,” he said.

Butler sat the intruder in one of the study’ sleather armchairs, then pulled a second chair around to face
him. From the front, thislittle creasture looked even stranger. His face was basically amass of wirdike
hair with eyes and teeth. The eyes occasondly glowed red like afox’s, and the teeth looked like two
rows of picket fencing. Thiswasno hairy child: thiswas an adult creature of some sort.

‘Don't tell me* sghed Butler. "You'rean df .
The creature sat up straight. “How dareyou,” he cried. “1 am adwarf, asyou very well know.”

Butler thought back to Artemis' s confusing message. “Let me guess. | used to know you, but somehow |
forgot. Oh yes, thefairy police wiped my mind.”

Mulch burped. “Correct, you' re not as dow as you look.”

Butler raised thegun. “Thisis till cocked, so lessof thelip, little man.”
‘Pardon me, | didn't redlize we were enemies now.”

Butler leaned forward in hischair. “We were friends?’

Mulch thought about it. “Not at first, no. But | think you grew to love me for my charm and noble
character.”

Butler sniffed. “And persond hygiene?’

‘That’ s not fair,” objected Mulch. ” Do you have any ideawhat | had to do to get here? | escaped from a
sub-shuttle and siwam acouple of milesin freezing cold water. Then | had to break into a blacksmith’sin
thewest of Irdland , about the only place they till have blacksmiths, and snip off my mouth ring. Don’t
ask.

Then | burrowed across the entire country to find out the truth about this affair. And when | get here one
of thefew Mud Men | don't fed like taking abite out of is pointing agun at me."

‘Hold onaminute” said Butler. "I need to get atissue to wipe my eyes.”
“You don't believe any of this, do you?*
‘Do believeinfairy police and pixie conspiracies and tunneling dwarfs? No, | don't.”

Mulch dowly reached inside hisjumpsuit and pulled out the gold-plated computer disk. “Maybe thiswill
open your mind.”

Butler turned on one of Artemis s Powerbooks, making sure the laptop was not connected to any other
computer by wire or infrared. If thisdisk did contain avirus, then they would only lose one hard drive.
He cleaned the disk off with aspray and cloth and did it into the multidrive.

The computer asked for a password.
‘Thisdisk islocked,” said Butler. ”What' s the password?*



Mulch shrugged, a French baguette in each hand. “Hey, | don't know. It's Artemis sdisk.”

Butler frowned. If thisredly was Artemis sdisk, then Artemis s password would openit. Hetyped in
three words, Aurum est potestas:

Gold is power. The family motto. Seconds later the locked disk icon was replaced by awindow
containing two folders. One was labeled Artemis, the other Butler. Before the bodyguard opened either,
he ran avirus check, just in case. The check came up clean.

Fedling strangely nervous, Butler opened the folder with his name on it. There were more than ahundred
filesonit. Modtly text files, but some video, too. Thelargest filewas labeled view mefirgt.

Butler double-clicked thet file.
A smdl Quick-Time player opened on the screen.

In the picture, Artemis was seated at the very desk that the laptop rested on. Bizarre. Butler clicked the
PLAY triangle.

‘Hdllo, Butler ,* said Artemis svoice, or avery sophigticated fake. ”If you are watching this, then our
good friend Migter Diggums has come through.”

“Y ou hear that?* spat Mulch through amouthful of bread.
‘ Goodfriend Migter Diggums.”
‘Quigt!”

‘Everything you think you know about this planet is about to change,“ continued Artemis. "Humans are
not the only sentient beings on Earth, in fact we are not even the most technol ogically advanced. Below
the surface are several species of fairy. Most are possibly primates, but | have not had the opportunity to
conduct medical examinations as of yet.”

Butler could not hide hisimpatience. “ Please, Artemis. Get to the point.”

‘But more of that at another time,* said Artemis, asif he had heard. " Thereis apossibility that you are
watching thisat atime of peril, so | must arm you with al the knowledge that we have gathered during
our adventures with the Lower Elements Police.

Lower Elements Police? thought Butler. Thisisall afake. Somehow it' sfake.
Again, thevideo-Artemis seemed to read histhoughts.

‘In order to verify the fantastical factsthat | am about to revedl, | will say oneword. Just one. A word
that | could not possibly know unless you had told me. Something you said asyou lay dying, before Holly
Short cured you with her magic. What would you tell meif you lay dying, old friend. What would be the
singleword you would say?*

| would tel you my first name, thought Butler. Something only two other people in the world know.
Something completely forbidden by bodyguard etiquette, unlessit istoo late to matter.

Artemisleaned in to the camera “Y our name, my old friend, is Domovoi.”

Butler wasreding. Oh my God, he thought. It strue, it' sdl true.



Something began to happen in hisbrain. Digointed images flashed through his subconscious, releasing
repressed memories. The false past was swept away by blinding truth. An electric connect-the-dots
jolted through his cranium, making everything clear. It al made sense now. Hefelt old because the
healing had aged him. Hefound it difficult to bresth sometimes because Kevlar strands had been woven
into the skin over his chest wound. He remembered Holly’ s kidnapping, and the B'wa Kell goblin
revolution. He remembered Holly and Julius, the centaur Foaly, and of course, Mulch Diggums. There
was no need to read the other files; one word had been enough. He remembered everything.

Butler studied the dwarf with fresh eyes.

Everything was so familiar now. The vibrating frizz of hair, the bowlegged stance, the smell. He sprang
from his chair and strode across the room to Mulch, who was busy raiding the study’ s minifridge.

‘Mulch, you old reprobate. Good to see you.*

‘Now he remembers” said the dwarf without turning around. ” Do you have anything to say?*
Butler glanced at the open bum-flap. “Yes.

Don’t point that thing at me. I’ ve seen the damage it can do.”

The bodyguard’ s smile froze on hisface as he remembered one detail of Artemis' s phone message.
‘Julius Root. | heard something about a bomb.*

Mulch turned from the fridge, his beard laced with a cocktail of dairy products.

‘Yes. Juliusisgone. | can’'t believeit. HE s been chasing me for so many years.”

Butler felt aterrific wearinessweigh on his shoulders. He had lost too many comrades over the years.
‘And what’smore,” continued Mulch. "Holly is accused of murdering him.*

‘That’ sjust ot possible. We haveto find them.”

‘Now you'retaking,” said the dwarf, damming the fridge door. " Do you have a plan?*

‘Yes. Find Holly and Artemis.”

Mulch rolled hiseyes. “ Pure genius. It' sawonder you need Artemisat dl.”

Now that the dwarf had eaten hisfill, the two reacquainted friends sat at the conference table and
brought each other up to speed.

Butler cleaned his gun as he spoke. He often did thisin times of stress. It was acomfort thing.

‘So, Opal Koboi somehow gets out of prison and hatches this complicated plot to revenge herself on
everyonewho put her in there. Not only that, but she sets Holly up to take the blame.*

‘Remind you of anyone?* asked the dwarf.
Butler polished the Sig Sauer’sdide.
‘Artemismay beacrimind, but heisnot evil .

“Who said anything about Artemis?"



‘“Well what about you, Mulch? Why didn’t Opd try to kill you?*
‘Ahwell,* sghed the dwarf, ever the martyour.
‘The LEP didn't advertise my involvement.

It wouldn’t do to have the proud officers of our police force tarnished by association with aknown
cimind.”

Butler nodded. “It makes sense. So you're safe for now and Artemisand Holly are alive.

But Opa has something planned for them. Something to do with trolls and the Eleven Wonders. Any
ideas?*

‘“We both know about tralls, right?*

Butler nodded again. He had fought atroll not so long ago. Without a doubt the toughest battle he had
ever beeninvolved in. He couldn’t believe the L EP had managed to wipe it from hismind.

‘But what about the Eleven Wonders?

‘The Eleven Wondersis atheme park in Haven's old-town district. Fairies are obsessed with Mud Men,
so one bright spark billionaire thought it would be a great ideato build smaler models of the human
wonders of the world and put them al in one place. It did okay for afew years, but | think looking at
those buildings made the People remember just how much they missed the surface.”

Butler ran through alist in his head. “But there are only seven wondersin the world.”

‘There used to be deven,” said Mulch. " Trust me, | have photographs. Anyway, the park is closed down
now. That whole area of the city has been abandoned for years; the tunnels are not safe. And the whole
placeisoverrun by trolls* He stopped suddenly, the horror of what he had just said hitting home. ”Oh
gods. Trolls*

Butler began to quickly reassemble hisweapon.
‘We need to get down there right now.”
‘Impossible said Mulch. "I can’t even begin to think how.”

Butler dragged the dwarf to his feet and propelled him toward the door. “Maybe not. But you know
someone.

People in your business dways know someone.”

Mulch ground histeeth thinking abouit it. “Y ou know, thereis someone. A sprite who owes Holly hislife.
But whatever | persuade him to do for uswon't belega.” Butler grabbed a bag of weaponry from a
cabinet.

‘Good,“ hesaid. " lllegd isawaysfaster.”

Chapter 7. THE TEMPLE OF ARTEMIS

The Lower Elements Opa Koboi’ s shuttle was a concept modd that had never gone into mass
production. It was years ahead of anything on the market, but its skin of stedlth ore and cam-foil made
the cost of such avehicle so exorbitant that even Opa Koboi couldn’t have afforded one without the



government grants that had helped to pay for it.

Scant secured the prisonersinto the passenger bay, while Merv piloted them acrossto Scotland , then
underground through amountain river in the highlands. Opd busied hersdf making sure that her other
plan, the one involving world domination, was proceeding smoothly.

She closed the screen on her video phone and dialed aconnection to Sicily.
The person at the other end picked up in the middie of thefirst ring. “Belinda, my dear. Isit you?’

The man who had answered was in his late forties, with Latin good |ooks and gray-streaked black hair
framing his tanned face. He wore awhite |ab coat over an open-necked striped V ersace shirt.

‘Yes, Papa. It sme. Don't worry, | am safe.”

Opd’ s voice was layered with the hypnotic mesmer.

The poor human was utterly in her power, as he had been for over amonth.
‘When are you coming home, my dear? | missyou.”

‘Today, Papa, in afew hours. How is everything there?* The man smiled dreamily.
‘Molto bene.

Wonderful. The weather isfine. We can take adrive to the mountains.

Perhaps | can teach you to ski.*

Opd frowned impatiently. “Listen to me, idiota. ..

Papa.

How is everything with the probe? Are we on schedule?* For amoment, aflash of annoyance wrinkled
the Italian’ s brow, then he was bewitched again.

‘Yes, my dear.

Everything is on schedule. The explosive pods are being buried to the probe’ s systems’ check wasa
resounding success.”

Opal clapped her hands, the picture of a delighted daughter. “ Excellent, Papa. Y ou are so good to your
little Belinda. | will bewith you soon.”

“Hurry home, my dear,” said the man, utterly lost without the creature he believed to be his daughter.

Opa ended the cdl. “Fool,” she said contemptuoudy. But Giovanni Zito would be allowed to live at least
until the probe he was constructing to her specifications punctured the Lower Elements. Now that she
had spoken to Zito, Opa was eager to concentrate on the probe portion of her plan. Revenge was
certainly swest, but it was dso adistraction. Perhaps she should just dump these two from the shuttle and
|et the earth’s magma core have them.

‘Merv,” she barked. ”How long to the theme park?*
Merv checked the instruments on the shuttle' s dashboard.



‘We' vejust entered the main chute network, Miss Koboi. Five hours,” he called over his shoulder.
” %hws |&H

Five hours, mused Opdl, curling in her bucket seat like a contented cat. She could spare five hours.

Sometimelater, Artemisand Holly were stirring in their seats. Scant hel ped them into consciousnesswith
acouple of joltsfrom abuzz baton.

‘Welcome back to the land of the condemned,” said Opd. "How do you like my shuttle?*

The craft wasimpressive, even if it wasferrying Artemis and Holly to their deaths. The seatswere
covered with illegally harvested fur, and the decor was plusher than your average palace. There were
small entertainment hologram cubes suspended from the celling, in case the passengers wanted to watch
amovie,

Hally began to squirm when she noticed what she was Sitting on. “Fur! You anima.”

‘No," said Opd. Y ou'redtting on theanimas. As| told you, | am human now. And that iswhat humans
do, skin animasfor their own comfort. Isn't that right, Master Fowl ?*

‘Somedo,” said Artemis coolly. ”Not me personally.”

‘Redlly, Artemis” said Opa archly. | hardly think that qualifies you for sainthood. From whét | hear,
you'rejust as eager to exploit the Peopleas 1 am.”

‘Perhaps. | don’t remember.*

Opd rosefrom her seat and fixed hersdlf alight salad from the buffet. “ Of course, they mind-wiped you.
But surely you must remember now? Not even your subconscious could deny thet thisis happening.”

Artemis concentrated. He could remember something.

Vague out of focusimages. Nothing very specific. “1 do remember something.”
Opal lifted her eyesfrom her plate.

‘Y e

Artemisfixed her with acool stare. “1 remember how Foaly defeated you before with superior intellect. |
am certain hewill do it again.”

Of course, Artemis had not truly remembered this, he was Smply repeating what Holly had told him. But
the statement had the desired effect.

‘That ridiculous centaur!” shrieked Opdl, hurling her plate against thewall. "He was lucky, and | was
hampered by that idiot Cudgeon. Not thistime. Thistime | am the architect of my own fate. And of
yours”

‘And what isit thistime?* Artemis asked mockingly. ” Another orchestrated rebellion?
Or perhaps amechanical dinosaur?*

Opd’ sface grew white with rage. “Isthere no end to your impudence, Mud Boy? No small-scale
rebellionsthistime. | have agrander vison. | will lead the humansto the P. When the two worlds collide,
there will be awar and my adopted people will win.”



‘You'reafairy, Koboi,” interjected Holly. ”One of us. Rounded ears don’t change that. Don’t you think
the humanswill notice when you don’t get any taler?*

Opal patted Holly’ s cheek dmost affectionatdly. “My poor, dear, underpaid police officer. Don't you
think | thought of dl thiswhile| stewed in that comafor dmost ayear? Don't you think | thought of
everything? | have aways known humans would discover us eventualy, so | have prepared.” Opal
leaned over, parting her jet-black hair to reveal amagically fading three-inch scar on her scalp.

‘ Getting my ears rounded wasn't the only surgery | had done. | also had something inserted in my skull .
‘A pituitary gland,” guessed Artemis.

‘Very good, Mud Boy. A rather tiny artificial human pituitary gland. HGH is one of seven hormones
secreted by the pituitary.”

‘HGH?" interrupted Hally.
“Human growth hormone,* explained Artemis.

‘Exactly. Asthe nameimplies, HGH enhances the growth of various organs and tissues, especidly
muscle and bone. In three months, | have dready grown haf aninch. Oh, maybe I'll never makethe
basketball team, but no one will ever believethat | am afary.”

‘You'renofary,” sadHadlly bitterly.
‘At heart you' ve dways been human.”

‘That' s supposed to be an insult, | suppose. Maybe | deserve that, considering what | am about to do to
you. In an hour’ stime, there won't be enough of you two remaining to fill the booty box.*

Thiswas aterm that Artemis had not heard before.
‘Booty box* That sounds like apirate expresson.”

Opal opened a secret pand in the flooring, reveding asmall compartment underneath. “ Thisis abooty
box. The term was coined by vegetable smugglers more than eight thousand years ago. A secret
compartment that would go unnoticed by customs officids. Of course, these days, with X-ray, infrared,
and motion-sengtive cameras, abooty box isn't much good.” Opal smiled dyly, like achild who has put
one over on her teacher. “Unless of course the box is completely constructed from stedlth ore,
refrigerated, and hasinternal projectorsto fool X-ray and infrared. The only way to detect this booty box
isto put your foot into it. So, even if the LEP did board my shuttle, they would not find whatever itisl
am chooding to smuggle.

Whichinthiscaseisajar of chocolate truffles.

Hardly illegd, but the cooler isfull.

Chocolate truffles are my passion, you know.

All that time | was away, truffles were one of two things| craved. The other wasrevenge.”

Artemisyawned. “How fascinating. A secret compartment. What ageniusyou are. How can you fail to
take over the world with abooty box full of truffles?’

Opa smoothed Artemis s hair back from hisforehead. “Make al the jokes you want, Mud Boy. Words



aredl you have now.”

Minuteslater, Merv brought the stedlth shuttlein to land. Artemisand Holly were cuffed and led down
the retractable gangplank. They emerged into agiant tunnel dimly illuminated by Glo-Strips. Most of the
lighting panels were shattered, the rest were on their |last legs. This section of the chute had once been
part of athriving metropolis, but now was completely deserted and derdlict. Demoalition notices were
pasted across various drooping billboards.

Opa pointed to one. “ Thiswhole placeis being torn down in amonth. We just made the deadline.”
‘Lucky us* muttered Hally.

Merv and Scant prodded them wordlesdy dong the chute with their gun barrels. The road surface
beneath their feet was buckled and cracked. Swear toads clustered in damp patches, spouting
obscenities.

The roadside was lined with abandoned concession stands and souvenir shops.

In one window, human dollswere arranged in various warlike poses.

Artemis stopped in spite of the gun at his back. “Isthat how you see us?” he asked.

‘Oh, no," said Opd. "Y ou’ re much worse than that, but the manufacturers don’t want to scarethe
children.*

Severa huge hemispherical structures squatted at the end of the tunndl. Each one the size of afootball
stadium. They were constructed of hexagona panels welded together along the seams.

Some panels were opaque, others were transparent.
Each panel wasroughly the dimensions of asmall house.

Before the hemisphereswas a huge arch, with strips of tattered gold leaf hanging fromitsframe. A Sgn
hung from the arch, emblazoned with six-foot-high Gnommish | etters.

‘The Eleven Wonders of the Human World," declared Opd theatricaly. ” Ten thousand years of
civilization, and you only manage to produce e even so-called wonders.”

Artemistested his cuffs. They weretightly fastened. “Y ou know of course that there are only seven
wondersontheofficid ligt.”

‘1 know that,” said Opal tegtily. " But humans are so narrow-minded. Fairy scholars studied video footage
and decided to include the Abu Simbel Templein Egypt , the Moa Statuesin Rapa Nui, the Borobudur
Templein Indonesia, and the Throne Hall of Persepolisin Iran.”

‘If humans are so narrow-minded,” commented Holly. ”I’'m surprised that you want to be one of them.”

Opa passed through the arch. “Well, | would prefer to be apixie, no offense Artemis, but the Fairy
People are shortly to be wiped out. | shal be seeing to that personaly as soon as | have dropped you off
inyour new home. In ten minutes 1’1l be on my way to theidand, watching you two get torn gpart on the
shuttle monitors”

They proceeded through the theme park, past the first hemisphere, which contained atwo-thirds scale
mode of the Great Pyramid of Giza. Severd of the hexagona panels had been ripped out and Artemis
could see the remains of the model through the gaps. It was an impressive sight, made even more so by



the scores of shaggy creatures scrambling across the pyramid’ s dopes.

‘Trolls" explained Opd. " They have taken over the exhibits. But don’t worry, they are extremely
territoria and won't attack unless you gpproach the pyramid.”

Artemiswas beyond amazement at this point, but even so, the sight of these magnificent carnivores
preying on one another was enough to speed his heart up afew beats. He paused to study the nearest
specimen. It was aterrifying creature: at least eight feet tall, with grimy dreadlocks swinging about its
massive head. Thetroll’ sfur-matted arms swung below its knees, and two curved serrated tusks jutted
from itslower jaw. The beast watched them pass, night eyes glowing red in their sockets.

The group arrived at the second exhibit. The Temple of Artemis at Ephesus. The hologram by the
entrance displayed arevolving image of the Turkish building.

Opal read the history pandl. “Interesting,” she said. “Now, why do you suppose someone would name a
male child after afemae goddess?’

‘It smy father’ sname,” said Artemis wearily, having explained thisa hundred times. "It can be used for
girlsor boys, and meansthe hunter.

Rather gpt, don’t you think? It may interest you to know that your chosen human name, Belinda, means
beautiful snake. Also rather fitting. Half of it, at any rate.”

Opa pointed atiny finger a Artemis snose. “Y ou are avery annoying creature, Fowl.

| do hope al humans are not like you.”

She nodded at Scant.

‘Spray them,” she ordered.

Scant took asmall atomizer from his pocket and doused Holly and Artemisliberaly with the contents.
Theliquid wasyellow and foul smelling.

‘“Troll pheromones,” said Scant, almost gpologeticaly. " These trollswill take one whiff of you and go
absolutely crazy. To them you smell like femaesin heat. When they find out you' re not, they’ Il tear you
into athousand little bits, then chew on the pieces. We ve had all of the broken panelsrepaired, so
there€’ sno escape. Y ou can jump in theriver if you like; the scent should wash off in about a thousand
years. And, Captain Short, | have removed the wings from your suit and shorted out the cam-fail. | did
leave the hesting coils. After dl, one deserves a sporting chance.”

A lot of use heating coilswill be againg tralls, thought Holly glumly.

Merv was checking the entrance through one of the transparent panels. “ Okay. We'reclear.”
The pixie opened the main entrance by remote.

Digtant howls resonated from inside the exhibit.

Artemis could see severd trolls brawling on the steps of the replicatemple. He and Holly would be torn
apart.

TheBrill brothers propelled them into the hemisphere.



‘Best of luck,” said Opal, asthe door did shut. " Remember, you' re not aone.
We |l be watching you on the cameras.”

The door clanged shut ominoudly. Seconds later the €l ectronic locking panel began to fizzle, as one of the
Brill brothers melted it from the outside. Artemis and Holly were locked in with abunch of amoroustrolls
and amdlled irresgtibleto them.

The Temple of Artemis exhibit was ascae mode that had been constructed with painstaking accuracy,
complete with animatronic humans going about their daily business asthey would have beenin B.c. Most
of the human modds had been stripped to the wires by thetrolls, but some moved jerkily aong their
tracks, bringing their giftsto the goddess. Any robot whose path brought them too close to a pack of
trolls was pounced on and torn to shreds. It was agrim preview of Artemisand Holly’sown fate.

Therewas only one food supply. Thetrollsthemselves. Cubs and stragglers were picked off by the bulls
and butchered with teeth, claws, and tusks.

The pack leader took the lion’ s share, then tossed the carcass to the baying pack. If thetrolls were
confined here much longer, they would wipe themselves out.

Holly shouldered Artemisroughly to the ground. “Quickly,” she said. “Roll in the mud.
Cover yoursdlf, smother the scent.”

Artemisdid as he was told, scooping mud over himsalf with his manacled hands. Any spots he missed
were quickly dathered by Holly. He did the same for her. In moments the pair were dmost
unrecognizable.

Artemiswas feding something he could not remember having felt before: absolute fear. His hands shook,
rattling the chains. There was no room in hisbrain for andytica thought. | can't, hethought. | can’'t do

anything.

Holly took charge, dragging him to hisfeet and propelling him to acluster of fake merchants' tents beside
afast-flowing river. They crouched behind the ragged canvas, peering at the trolls through long claw rents
in the materid. Two animatronic merchants sat on mats before the tents, their baskets brimming with gold
and ivory statuettes of the goddess Artemis. Neither model had ahead. One of the headslay in the dust
severd feet away, itsartificia brain poking out through a bite hole.

‘We need to get the cuffs off,” said Holly urgently.
‘What?' mumbled Artemis.

Holly shook her manaclesin hisface. “We need to get these off now! The mud will protect usfor a
minute, then thetrollswill be on our trail. We haveto get in the water, and with cuffson we Il drown in
the current.”

Artemis seyes had lost their focus. “ The current?’

‘Snap out of it, Artemis,” Holly hissed into hisface. " Remember your gold? Y ou can't collect it if you're
dead. The great Artemis Fowl, collapsing at the first Sgn of trouble.

We ve been in worse scrapes than this before.” Not exactly true, but the Mud Boy couldn’t remember,
could he?



Artemis composed himself. There was no time for acalming meditation; he would smply haveto repress
the emotions he was experiencing. Very unhedthy, psychologicaly speaking, but better than being
reduced to chunks of mest between atroll’ steeth.

He studied the cuffs. Some form of ultraight plastic polymer. There was adigit pad in the center,
positioned so the wearer could not reach the digits.

“How many numbers?* he said.
‘What?'

‘In the code for the cuffs. Y ou are a police officer. Surely you know how many numbersin the code for
hendcuffs.”

‘Three,” replied Holly. " But there are so many possibilities.”

‘Possibilities but not probabilities” said Artemis, irritating even when hislifewasin danger. ” Satidicaly,
thirty-eight percent of humans don’t bother changing the factory code on digita locks. We can only hope
thet fairiesare equaly negligent.”

Holly frowned. “ Opd isanything but negligent.”

‘Perhaps. But her two little henchfairies might not be as attentive to detail .
Artemisheld out his cuffsto Holly. “ Try three zeroes.”

Hally did so, using athumb. Thered light stayed red.

‘Nines. Three nines

Aganthelight stayed red.

Holly quickly tried dl ten digits three times. None had any effect.
Artemissighed. “Very wdl. Triple digitswas abit too obvious, | suppose.

Arethere any other three-digit numbersthat are burned into fairy consciousness? Something dl fairies
would know, and wouldn't be likely to forget?*

Hoally racked her brain. “Ninefive one.
The Haven area code.”

‘“Try it

She did. No good.

‘Ninefive eght. The Atlantis code.”
Again no good.

‘“Those numbers are too regiona,” snapped Artemis. ”What is the one number that every mae, femae,
and infant knows?*

Holly’ seyeswidened. “ Of course. Of course. Nine zero nine. The police emergency number. It'son the
corner of every billboard under theworld.”



Artemis noticed something. The howling had stopped.
Thetrolls had ceased fighting and were sniffing the air.

The pheromones were in the breeze, drawing the beasts like puppets on strings. In eerie unison, their
heads turned toward Holly and Artemis s hiding place.

Artemis shook hismanacles. “Try it quickly.”

Holly did. Thelight winked green, and the cuffs popped open.

‘Good. Excellent. Now let me do yours.”

Artemis sfingers paused over the keyboard.

‘| don't read the fairy language or numeras.”

“You do. Infact, you are the only human who does,” said Holly. ”Y ou just don’t remember.
The pad is standard layout. Zero to nine. Left to right.”

‘Nine zero nine* muttered Artemis, pressing the appropriate keys. Holly’ s cuffs popped on the firg try,
which was fortunate because there would be no time for a second.

Thetrollswere coming, loping from the temple s teps with frightening speed and coordination. They
used the weight of their shaggy armsto swing forward, while smultaneoudy straightening muscular legs.
This launch method could take them up to twenty feet in asingle bound. The animaslanded on their
knuckles, swinging their legs underneath for the next jump.

It was an dmost petrifying sight. A score of crazed carnivores, jostling their way down a shallow sandy
incline. Thelarger malestook the easy way down, charging right through the ravine.

Adolescents and older males stuck to the dopes, wary of casua bites and scything tusks. Thetrolls
crashed through mannequins and scenery, heading straight for the tent. Dreadlocks swung with every
step, and eyes glowed red in the half light. They held their heads back so their highest point wastheir
nose.

Noses that were leading them directly to Holly and Artemis. And what was worse, Holly and Artemis
could sméll thetralls, too.

Holly stuck both pairs of cuffsinto her belt. They had charge packs and could be adapted for heat or
even wegpons, if Holly lived long enough to use them.

‘Okay, Mud Boy. Into the water.”

Artemisdid not argue or question; there was no time for that. He could only assume that, like many
animals, trollswere not water lovers. He ran toward theriver, feding the ground below hisfeet vibrate
with ahundred feet and fists. The howling had started again too, but it had amore recklesstone, mindless
and brutal, asif whatever sdf-control the trolls had was now gone.

Artemis hustled to catch up to Holly. She was ahead of him, lithe and limber, bending low to scoop up
one of the fake plastic logs from acampfire. Artemis did the same, tucking it under hisarm. They could
be in the water for along time.

Holly dived in, gracefully arcing through the air before entering the water with barely asplash. Artemis



sumbled after her. All thisrunning for one’ slifewas not what he was built for. Hisbrain wasbig, but his
limbs were dight, which was exactly the opposite of what you needed when trollswere a your hedls.

The water was lukewarm, yet the mouthful Artemisinadvertently swallowed tasted remarkably sweet.

No pollutants, he supposed, with that smal portion of hisbrain that was till thinking rationaly. Something
tagged hisankle, dicing through sock and flesh. Then he kicked into theriver, and hewas clear. A trail of
hot blood lingered for amoment, before being whipped away by the current.

Hoally wastreading water in the center of theriver.

Her auburn hair stood up in dick spikes, and her suit crackled to match the background where the mud
had been washed off.

‘Areyou hurt?* she asked.
Artemis shook his head. No breath for words.
Holly noticed hisankle, which wastrailing behind him.

‘Blood, and | don’t have adrop of magic left to hea you. That blood isamost as bad as pheromones.
We haveto get out of here.”

On the bank the trollswere literally hopping mad. They head-butted the earth repestedly, drumming their
figsin complex rhythms.

‘Mating ritud,“ explained Holly. "I think they like us*

The current was strong out in the center of theriver, and drew the pair quickly downstream. Thetrolls
followed dong, some hurling smal missilesinto the water. One clipped Hally’ s plastic log, amost
didodging her.

She spat out amouthful of water. “We need aplan, Artemis. That’s your department. | got usthisfar.”
‘Oh yes, wdll done, you,” said Artemis, having apparently recovered his sense of sarcasm.

He raked wet strands of hair from his eyes and cast around, beyond the melee on the waterline. The
temple was huge, throwing an e ongated multipronged shadow acrossthe desert area. The interior was
wide open, with no obvious shelter from thetrolls. The only deserted spot was the temple roof.

‘Cantrollsclimb?* he spluttered.

Holly followed hisgaze. “ Y es, if they haveto, like big monkeys. But only if they haveto.”
Artemisfrowned. “If only | could remember,” hesaid. “If only | knew what | know.”
Holly kicked over to him, grasping hiscollar.

They swirled in the white water, bubbles and froth squeezing between their logs.

‘If only isno good, Mud Boy. We need a plan before thefilter.”

‘Thefilter?"

‘Thisisan artificid river. It' sfiltered through a central tank.”



A bulb went onin Artemis sbrain. “A centra tank. That’s our way out.”
‘We'll bekilled! | have no ideahow long we Il be underwater.”

Artemistook onelast look around, measuring, caculating. “ Given the present circumstances, thereisno
other option.”

Up ahead, the currents began to circle, pulling in any rubbish picked up from the banks. A small
whirlpool formed in the middle of the river. The sight of it seemed to calm the trolls. They gave up onthe
butting and banging, and settled down to watch. Some moved aong the bank; these would later proveto
be the clever ones.

‘Wefollow the current,” shouted Artemis over the hiss. ”Wefollow it and hope.”
‘That’sit? Tha' syour brilliant plan?*
Holly’ ssuit crackled asthe water wormed itsway into the circuits.

‘It'snot so much aplan asalifesaving strategy,” retorted Artemis. He would have said more but the river
interrupted him, snatching him away from hisefin companion into the whirlpool.

He felt about as significant asatwig in the face of such power. If hetried to resst the water, it would dap
theair from hislungslike abully dapping hisvictim. Artemis s chest was compressed; even when his
gasping mouth was above water, he could not force adequate amounts of air into hislungs. Hisbrain was
garved of oxygen. He couldn’t think straight. Everything was curved. The swirl of hisbody, the sweep of
the water. White circles on blue ones on green ones. Hisfeet dancing little Mobius strip patterns below

his bodly.
Riverdance. Ha-ha

Holly was before him, pinioning the two logs between them. A makeshift raft. She shouted something, but
it waslogt. There was only water now.

Water and confusion.
She held up three fingers. Three seconds.

Then they were going under. Artemis breathed as deeply as his congtricted chest would alow. Two
fingers now.

Thenone.

Artemisand Holly let go of their logs and the current sucked them under like spiders down adrain.
Artemisfought to hold on to hisair, but the buffeting water squeezed it from between hislips.
Bubbles spirded behind them, racing for the surface.

The water was not so deep or dark. But it was fast and would not alow many imagesto stand till long
enough to beidentified. Holly’ sface flashed past Artemis, but al he could make out were big hazel eyes.

Thewhirlpool’ sfunnel grew narrower, forcing Holly and Artemistogether. They were swept diagonaly
down in aflurry of bumping torsos and flapping limbs. They pressed their foreheads together, finding
some comfort in each other’ seyes. But it was short lived. Their progresswas brutaly cut short by a
meta grille covering the drainage pipe. They dammed into it, feding the sharp wire leave indents on their



in.

Holly dapped a the grille, then wormed her fingers through the holes. The grille was shiny and new.
Fresh weld marks dotted its rim. This was new and everything else was old. Koboi!

Something nudged Holly’ sarm. An agua-pod.

It was anchored to the grille by apladtic tie.

Opd’ sfacefilled the small screen sealed ingde, and her grin filled most of her face. She was saying
something again and again on ashort loop. The words were inaudible over the din of duice and bubble,
but the meaning was clear: ill beat you again.

Hally grabbed the aqua-pod, ripping it from itstether. The effort threw her from the dipstream into the
relatively calm surrounding waters. Her strength was gone, and she had no option but to go where the
river led her. Artemis dragged himself from theflat face of the grille, using the last of his oxygen to kick
hislegs, just twice.

Hewasfree of thewhirlpool, floating dong after Holly toward adark mound farther down theriver.
Air, he thought with keen desperation, | need to breathe. Not soon. Now. If not now, never.

Artemis broke the surface mouith first. Histhroat was sucking down air before the water cleared. The
first breath came back up, laced with fluid, but the second was clear, and the third. Artemisfelt the
grength flow back into hislimbslike mercury in hisveins.

Holly was safe. Lying on adark idand in theriver. Her chest heaved like a bellows and the aqua-pod lay
beneath her splayed fingers.

‘Uh-uh,” said Opa Koboi on-screen.

‘So-0-0 predictable Shesaid it over and over, until Artemis struggled from the shalow water, climbed
on the mound, and found the MUTE buitton.

‘| amredlly starting to didike her,”“ he panted.

‘She may cometo regret little touches like the underweter television, because it’ sthingslike thisthat give
me the motivation to get out of here.”

Holly sat up, looking around. They were Sitting on amound of rubbish. Artemis guessed that since Opal
had welded the grille across thefilter pipe, the current had swept everything that the trolls discarded to
this shdlow spot. A smal idand of junk in theriver bend. There were disembodied robot heads on the
heap, ong with battered statues and troll remains. Troll skullswith the thick wedge of forehead bone
and rotting pelts.

At least those particular trolls could not eat them.

The dangeroustrolls that had followed them were working themsalves up into alather again dlong the
banks on both sides. But there was at |east twenty feet of six-inch-deep water separating them from the
land. They were safe, for the moment.

Artemisfelt memories attempting to break through to the surface. He was on the verge of remembering
everything, he was certain of it. He sat completely ill, willing it to happen. Unconnected images flashed
behind his eyes. amountain of gold, green scaly creatures snorting fireballs, Butler packed inice. But the



images did from his consciousness like drops of water off awindshield.

Holly sat up. “Anything?’

‘Maybe said Artemis. ” Something. I’m not sure. Everything is hgppening so fast. | need timeto
meditate.”

‘We'reout of time,“ said Holly, climbing to the top of thejunk pile. Skulls cracked benegth her feet.
"Look."

Artemisturned toward the | eft bank.

One of thetrolls had picked up alarge rock and raised it over his head. Artemistried to make himsdlf
small. If that rock hit, they would both be gravely injured, at the very lesst.

Thetroll grunted like atennis pro serving, spinning therock into theriver. It bardy missed the pile,
landing with ahuge splash in the shdlow waters.

‘A poor shot,” said Holly.
Artemisfrowned. “I doubt it.”

A second troll grabbed amissile, and athird. Soon dl the brutes were hurling rocks, robot parts, sticks,
or whatever they could get their hands on toward the rubbish hegp. Not one hit the shivering pair huddlied
onthepile. “They keep missing,” said Holly. “Every one of them.” Artemis s bones ached from cold,
fear, and sustained tension.

‘They’renot trying to hit us“ hesaid. " They're building abridge.”

Tara, Irdland ; Dawn Thefairy shuttleport in Tarawas the biggest in Europe. More than eight thousand
tourists ayear passed through its X-ray arches. Thirty thousand cubic feet of terminal concealed beneath
an overgrown hillock in the middle of the McGraney farm. It wasamarvel of subterranean architecture.

Mulch Diggums, fugitive kleptomaniac dwarf, was pretty marvelous himself, in the subterranean area.
Butler drove the Fowl Bentley north from the manor, and on Mulch’ singtructions, dowed the luxury car
down five hundred yards from the shuttleport’ s camouflaged entrance. Thisdlowed Mulch to dive from
the rear door straight into the earth. He quickly submerged below alayer of rich Irish soil. The best inthe
world.

Mulch knew the shuttleport layout well.

He had once broken his cousn Nord out of police custody here, when the LEP had arrested him on
industrid pollution charges. A vein of clay ran right up to the shuttleport wall, and if you knew whereto
look, there was a sheet of metd casing that had been worn thin by years of Irish damp. But on this
particular occasion, Mulch was not interested in evading the LEP; quite the opposite.

Mulch surfaced ingde the holographic bush that hid the shuttleport’ s service entrance. He climbed from
his tunndl, shook the clay from hisbehind, got al the tunndl wind out of his system abit more noisily than
was absolutely necessary, and waited.

Five seconds later, the entrance hatch did across, and four grabbing hands reached out, yanking Mulch
into the shuttleport’ sinterior. Mulch did not resist, alowing himsdf to be bundled along adark corridor
and into an interview room. He was plonked onto an uncomfortable chair, handcuffed, and Ieft on his
own to stew.



Mulch did not have time to stew. Every second he spent sitting here picking the insects from his beard
hair was another second that Artemis and Holly had to spend running from trolls.

The dwarf rose from the chair and dapped his pams against the two-way mirror inset in theinterview
roomwall.

‘ChixVerbil“ he shouted. “1 know you’' re watching me. We need to talk. It' s about Holly Short.”

Mulch kept right on banging on the glass, until the cell door swung open and ChixVerbil entered the
room. Chix wasthe LEP Sfairy on the surface. Chix had been the first LEP casudty inthe B'wa Kell
goblin revolution ayear previoudy, and had it not been for Holly Short, he would have beenitsfirst
fatality. Asit turned out, he got ameda from the Committee, aseries of high-profile interviewson
network televison, and acushy surfacejob in El.

Chix entered suspicioudy, his sprite wings folded behind him. The strap was off his Neutrino holster.
‘“Mulch Diggums, isn't it? Are you surrendering?

Mulch snorted. “What do you think? 1 go to all the trouble of breaking out, just to surrender to a prite.
| think not, lamebrain.”

Chix brigtled, hiswingsfanning out behind him.

‘Hey, listen, dwarf. Y ou’ rein no position to be making cracks. Y ou'rein my custody, in case you hadn’t
noticed, there are Sx security fairies surrounding thisroom.”

‘Security fairies. Don't make melaugh. They couldn’t secure an gpplein an orchard. | escaped from a
sub- shuttle under acouple of miles of water. | can see at least Six ways out of here without breaking a

Chix hovered nervoudy. “I'd like to seeyou try. I’ d have two chargesin your behind before you could
unhinge thet jaw of yours.”

Mulch winced. Dwarfsdon’t like behind jokes.
‘Okay, easy there, Mister Gung Ho.

Let' stak about your wing. How'sit hedling up?*
‘How do you know about that?*

‘It wasbig news. You weredl over the TV for awhile, even on pirate satdllite. | waswatching your ugly
facein Chicago not so long ago.”

Chix preened. “ Chicago 7’

‘That’ sright. Y ou were saying, if | remember properly, how Holly Short saved your life, and how sprites
never forget a debt, and whenever she needed you, you were there, whatever it took.”

Chix coughed nervoudy. “A lot of that was scripted. And anyway, that was before...”

‘Before one of the most decorated officersin the LEP decided to suddenly go crazy and shoot her own
commander?*



‘Yes. Before that.
Mulch looked Verhil straight in hisgreen face. “Y ou don't believe that, do you?’

Chix hovered even higher for along moment, hiswingswhipping the air into currents. Then he settled
back down to earth and sat in the room’ s second chair. “No. | don’t believeit. Not for a second. Julius
Root was like afather to Holly.

Todl of us" He covered hisface with hishands, afraid to hear the answer to his next question. ” So,
Diggums. Why are you here?*

Mulch leaned in close. “Isthis being recorded?’
‘Of course. Standard operating procedure.”
‘Can you switch off the mike?*

‘| suppose. Why should 17?7

‘Because|I’m going to tell you something important for the People’ ssurvivd. But I'll only tell youif the
mikes are off.”

Chix’ swings began to flap once more. “ This better be redlly good. | better redly likethis, dwarf.”
Mulch shrugged. “ Oh, you're not going to likeit. But it isredly good.”

Chix’ s green fingers tapped a code into a keyboard on the table. “ Okay, Diggums. We can talk fredly.”
Mulch leaned forward across the desk. “The thing is, Opal Koboi isback.”

Chix did not respond verbaly, but the color drained from hisface. Instead of its usual robust emerad, the
Sprite’'s complexion was now pasty lime green.

‘Opd has escaped, somehow, and she has set this big revenge thing in motion. First General Scaene,
then Commander Root, and now Holly and Artemis Fowl.”

‘O... Opd?* sammered Chix, hiswounded wing suddenly throbbing.
* She' staking out anyone who had a hand in her imprisonment. Which, if memory serves, includes you.”
‘1 didn’t do anything,” squesked Verhil, asthough protesting hisinnocence to Mulch could help him.

Mulch sat back. “Hey, there sno point telling me. I’'m not out to get you. If | remember correctly, you
were on dl the chat shows spouting how you persondly were the first member of the LEP to comeinto
contact with the goblin smugglers”

‘Maybe shedidn’t seethat,” said Chix hopefully. ” Shewasin acoma.”
‘I"m sure someone taped it for her.”

Verhil thought about it, absently grooming hiswings.

‘So what do you want from me?*

‘I need you to get amessage to Foaly.



Tl himwhat | said about Opd.“ Mulch covered his mouth with ahand to fox any lip-readers who might
review thetape. ” And | want the LEP shuttle. | know whereit’s parked. | just need the Sarter chip and
theignition code.”

‘What?Ridiculous. I'd gotojail.”

Mulch shook his head. “No, no. Without sound, al Police Plaza are going to see is another ingenious
Mulch Diggums's escape. | knock you out, sted your chip, and tunnel out through the pipe behind that

water dispenser.”
Chix frowned. “ Go back to the "knock me out* part again.”

Mulch dammed one pam down on thetable.

‘Ligten, Verbil, Holly isin mortal danger right now. She may aready be dead.”
‘That’swhat | heard,” interjected Chix.

‘Well, shewill definitely be dead if | don’t get down there right now.”

‘Why don't | just cdll thisin?*

Mulch sghed dramatically. “Because, moron, by the time Police Plaza Retrieva team gets here, it will be
too late. Y ou know the rules: no LEP officer can act on the information of a convicted felon unlessthe
information has been verified by another source.”

‘No one pays any attention to that rule, and calling me moronisn’t helping.”

Mulch roseto hisfeet. “You are a sprite, for heaven’s sake. Y ou are supposed to have this ancient code
of chivalry. A female saved your life and now hersisin danger. Y ou are honor bound, asasprite, to do
whatever it takes.”

Chix held Mulch'sgaze. “Isdl of thistrue? Tell me, Mulch, because thiswill have repercussons. This
isn't somelittlejewdry hag.”

‘It strue, said Mulch. Y ou have my word."

Chix dmost laughed. “Oh, whoopee. Mulch Diggums sword. | can take that to the bank.” He took
severa deep breaths and closed hiseyes.

‘The chip isin my pocket. The codeiswritten on the tab. Try not to bresk anything.”
‘Don’'t worry, I'm an excedllent driver.”

Chix winced in anticipation. “1 don’t mean the shuttle, stupid. I mean my face. The ladieslike me the way
| am.”

Mulch drew back one gnarled fist. “Wdll, I'd hate to disappoint the ladies,” he said, and knocked Chix
Verbil from hischair.

Mulch expertly rifled through Chix’ s pockets,
The sprite was not actualy unconscious, but he was pretending.

A wise move. In seconds, Mulch had removed the Sarter chip and stuffed it into his beard.



A clump of beard hair wrapped itsdlf tightly around the chip, forming awaterproof cocoon. He aso
relieved Verbil of his Neutrino, though that was not part of the deal. Mulch crossed the room in two
strides and jammed a chair under the door handle. That should buy me a couple of seconds, he thought.
He wrapped an arm around the water dispenser while smultaneoudy unbuttoning his bum-flap.

Speed was vital now because whoever had been watching the interview through the two-way mirror was
aready hammering on the door. Mulch saw ablack burn dot appear on the door; they were burning their
way in.

He ripped the dispenser from the wall, dlowing severa galons of cooled water to flood the interview
room.

‘Oh, for heaven' s sake,* moaned Chix from thefloor. ” It takes forever to dry these wings.”
“Shut up. Y ou' re supposed to be unconscious.”

As soon asthe water had drained from the supply pipe, Mulch dived into the pipe. Hefollowed it to the
firgt joint, then kicked it loose. Clumps of clay fell through, blocking the pipe. Mulch unhinged hisjaw. He
was back in the earth. No one could catch him now.

The shuttlebay was on the lower level, closest to the chuteitsalf. Mulch angled himsalf downward, guided
by hisinfalible dwarf internal compass.

He had been in thistermina before, and the layout was burned into his memory, as was the layout of
every building that he' d ever been in. Sixty seconds of chewing earth, stripping it of minerals, and gecting
waste a the other end brought Mulch face-to-face with an air duct. This particular duct led straight to the
shuttlebay; the dwarf could even fed the vibration of the engines through his beard hair.

Generdly hewould burn through the duct’ s meta pandling with afew drops of dwarf rock polish, but
prison guards tended to confiscate items like that, so instead Mulch blasted a pand with a concentrated
burgt from the stolen handgun. The panel melted like asheet of icein front of abar heater.

He gave the molten metal aminute to solidify and cool, then dithered into the duct itsdf. Two left turns
later, hisface was pressed to the grille overlooking the shuttlebay itself. Red alarm lights were revolving
over every door, and a harsh Klaxon made sure that everyone knew that there was some sort of
emergency. The shuttlebay workers were gathered in front of the intranet screen, waiting for news.

Mulch dropped to the ground with more grace than his frame suggested was possible and creeped
across to the LEP shuttle. The shuttle was suspended nose-up over avertical supply tunnel.

Mulch crept aboard, opening the passenger door with ChixVerbil’ s chip. The controls were hugely
complicated, but Mulch had atheory about vehicle controls:

Ignore everything except the whed and the pedals, and you' Il befine.

So far in his career, he had stolen more than fifty types of trangportation, and histheory hadn’t let him
down yet.

The dwarf thrust the gtarter chip into its socket, ignoring the computer’ s advice that he run asystems
check, and hit the release button.

Eight tons of LEP shuttle dropped like a stone into the chute, spinning like an ice Skater. The earth’s
gravity grabbed hold of it, reding it in toward the earth’ s core.



Mulch’sfoot jabbed the thruster pedal just enough to hat the drop.
The radio on the dash started talking to him. “ Y ou in the shuttle. Y ou’ d better come back here right now.
I’m not kidding! In twenty seconds| personaly am going to press the salf-destruct button.”

Mulch spat awad of dwarf spittle onto the speaker, muffling theirate voice. He gargled up another wad
in histhroat and deposited it on acircuit box below the radio. The circuits sparked and fizzled. So much
for the salfdestruct.

The controls were abit heavier than Mulch was used to. Nevertheless, he managed to tame the machine
after afew scrapes along the chutewall. If the LEP ever recovered the craft, it would need a fresh coat
of paint, and perhaps a new starboard fender.

A balt of szzling laser energy flashed past the porthole.

That was hiswarning shot. One across the bows before they |et the computer do the aiming. Timeto be
gone. Mulch kicked off hisboots, wrapped his double-jointed toes around the peda's, and sped down
the chute toward the rendezvous point.

Butler parked the Bentley fifteen miles northeast of Tara, near acluster of rocks shaped like aclenched
fist. Theindex finger rock was hollow, just as Mulch had told him it would be. However, the dwarf had
neglected to mention that the opening would be cluttered with potato crisp bags and chewing-gum patties
left over from athousand teenagers picnics. Butler picked hisway through the rubbish to discover two
boys huddled at the rear, smoking secret cigarettes. A Labrador pup was adeep at their feet. Obvioudy
these two had volunteered to walk the dog so they could sneak some cigarettes. Butler did not like
smoking.

The boyslooked up at the enormous figure looming above them, their jaded teenage expressions freezing
on ther faces.

Butler pointed at the cigarettes. “ Those thingswill serioudy damage your hedth,” he growled. “And if
they don't, | might.”

The teenagers stubbed out their cigarettes and scurried from the cave, which was exactly what Butler
wanted them to do. He pushed aside awizened scrub cluster at the rear of the cave to discover amud
wall.

“Punch right through the mud,“ Mulch had told him.
‘Generdly | eat through and patch it up afterward, but you might not want to do that.”

Butler jabbed four rigid fingers at the center of the mud wall, where cracks were beginning to spread, and
sure enough the wall was only inchesthick and crumbled easily under the pressure. The bodyguard pulled
away chunks until there was sufficient space to squeeze through to the tunnel beyond.

To say there was sufficient spaceis perhagps adight exaggeration; barely enough is probably more
accurate. Butler ‘sbulky frame was compressed on al sides by uneven walls of black clay. Occasiondly
ajagged rock poked through, tearing agash in his designer suit. That was two suits ruined in as many
days. Onein Munich, and now the second belowground in Ireland.

Stll, suitswerethe least of hisworries. If Mulch wasright, then Artemiswas running around the Lower
Elements right now with agroup of bloodthirsty trollson histrail. Butler had fought atroll once, and the
battle had very nearly killed him. He couldn’t even imagine fighting an entire group.



Butler dug hisfingersinto the earth, pulling himsdf forward through the tunnd. This particular tunnel,
Mulch had informed him, was one of many illicit back doorsinto the Lower Elements chute system
chewed out by fugitive dwarfs over the centuries. Mulch himsalf had excavated this one dmost three
hundred years ago, when he had needed to sneak back to Haven for his cousin’s birthday bash. Butler
tried not to think about the dwarf’ s recycling process as he went.

After severd feet the tunnd widened into abulb- shaped chamber. The wals glowed a gentle green.
Mulch had explained that too. The walls were coated with dwarf spittle, which hardened on prolonged
contact with air, and dso glowed. Amazing. Drinking pores, living hairs, and now luminous sdiva

What next? Explosive phlegm? He wouldn't be a bit surprised. Who knew what secrets the dwarfswere
hiding up their deaves?

Or in other places?
Butler kicked aside a pile of rabhbit bones, the remains of previous dwarf snacks, and sat down to wait.

He checked the luminous face of his Omegawristwatch. He had dropped Mulch a Taraamost thirty
minutes ago; the little man should be here by now. The bodyguard would have paced the chamber, but
there was barely enough space for him to stand up, never mind pace. The bodyguard crossed hislegs,
settling down for a power nap. He hadn’t dept since the missile attack in Germany , and hewasn't as
young as he used to be. His heart rate and bresthing dowed until eventualy his chest barely moved at al.

Eight minutes|ater, the small chamber began to shake violently. Chunks of brittle spittle cracked from the
wall, shattering on the floor. The ground beneath hisfeet glowed red, and a stream of insects and worms
flowed away from the hot spot. Butler stood to one side, calmly brushing himself down. Momentslater a
cylindrical section of earth dropped cleanly out of the floor, leaving asteaming hole.

Mulch’s voice drifted through the hole, borne on the waves of the stolen shuttle’' s amplification system.
‘Let’sgo, Mud Man. Move yoursdalf. We have people to save, and the LEP are on my tail.”
On Mulch Diggums stail, thought Butler , shuddering. Not anice placeto be.

Neverthdess, the bodyguard lowered himself into the hole and through the open roof hatch of the
hovering L EP shuttle. Police shuttles were cramped, even for fairies, but Butler could not even sit up
draight in achair, evenif there had been achair wide enough for him. He had to content himsdlf with
knedling behind the command seat.

‘All set?* heinquired.

Mulch picked abeetle from Butler ‘s shoulder.

He shoved it into his beard, where the unfortunate insect was immediately cocooned by hair.
‘For later," he explained. ”Unlessyou want it?*

Butler smiled, but it was an effort. “ Thanks.

| dready ate."

‘Oh, redly? Well whatever you ate, hold on to it, because we arein ahurry, so | may haveto break a
few speed limits*

The dwarf cracked every joint in hisfingers and toes, then sent the craft into asteep spirding dive. Butler



didto therear of the craft, and had to hook three seat belts together to prevent further jostling.
‘Isthisredly necessary?* he grunted through rippling cheeks.
‘Look behind you,” replied Mulch.

Butler struggled to hisknees, directing his gaze through the rear window. They were being pursued by a
trio of what looked like fireflies, but what were actudly smaler shuttles. The crafts matched their every
spird and jink exactly. Onefired asmal sparking torpedo that sent ashock wave sparking through the
hull. Butler felt the poresin his shaven head tingle.

‘LEP uni-pods“ explained Mulch. " They just took out our communications mast, in case we have
accomplicesin the chutes somewhere. Those pods have got alock on our navigation’s system. Their
own computerswill follow usforever, unless”

‘Unlesswhat?*

‘Unlesswe can outrun them. Get out of their range.”

Butler tightened the belts across historso. “And can we?’

Mulch flexed hisfingersand toes. “Let’ sfind out,” he said, flicking the throttle wide.

The Eleven Wonders, Temple of Artemis Exhibit , The Lower Elements Holly and Artemis huddled
together on the small idand of rotting carcasses, waiting for the trolls to finish their bridge. The creatures
were frantic now, hurling rock after rock into the shallow water.

Some even braved placing atoe in the currents, but quickly drew them out again with horrified howls.

Holly wiped water from her eyes. “Okay,” shesaid. “1 have aplan. | stay here and fight them. You go
back intheriver.”

Artemis shook hishead curtly. “1 gppreciateit. But no. It would be suicide for both of us. Thetrolls
would devour you in asecond, then smply wait for the current to sweep me right back here. There must
be another way.”

Holly threw atroll skull a the nearest creature. The brute caught it deftly in histalons, crushing it to
shards- “I’'m ligening, Artemis.”

Artemis rubbed aknuckle againgt hisforehead, willing the memory block to dissolve.
‘If | could remember. Then maybe...*
‘Don’'t you remember anything?"

‘Images. Something. Nothing coherent. Just nightmare pictures. Thiscould dl be ahdlucination. That is
themogt likely explanation.

Perhaps | should just relax and wait to wake up.”
‘Think of it asachdlenge. If thiswere arole-playing game, how would the character escape?
‘If thiswere awar game, | would need to know the other sde’ s weaknesses. Water isone..."

‘Andlight,” blurted Hally. " Trolls hate light. It burnstheir retinas.”



The crestures were venturing onto their makeshift bridge now, testing each step carefully. The stink of
their unwashed fur and fetid breeth drifted acrossto thelittleidand.

‘Light,” repeated Artemis. ” That' swhy they likeit here. Hardly any light.”
‘Y es. The Glo-Strips are on emergency power, and the fake sun is on minimum.”

Artemis glanced upward. Holographic clouds scudded across an imitation sky, and right in the center,
poised dramaticaly above the templ€e sroof, was acrystd sun, with barely aflicker of power initsbely.

Anideablossomed in hismind. “ There is scaffolding on the near corner of the temple. If we could climb
up and get to the sun, could you use the power cellsfrom our cuffsto light up the sun?’

Holly frowned. “Yes, | suppose. But how do we get past the trols?’
Artemis picked up the waterproof pod that had been playing Opd’ s video message.
‘Wedidract them with alittletdevison.”

Holly fiddled with the pod’ s on-screen controls until she found brightness. She flicked the setting to
maximum. Opd’ simage waswhited out by ablock of glaring light.

‘Hurry,” advised Artemis, tugging Holly’ sdeeve. Thefirg troll was halfway acrossthe bridge, followed
by the rest of the precarioudy balanced bunch. Theworld' s shaggiest congaline.

Holly wrapped her arms around the tele-pod.
‘Thisis probably not going to work,” she said.
Artemis moved behind her. “I know, but thereis no other option.”

‘Okay. But if wedon’t makeit, I’'m sorry you don’t remember. It'sgood to be with afriend a atime
likethis”

Artemis squeezed her shoulder. “1f we makeit through this, we will be friends. Bonded by trauma.”

Their little idand was shaking now. Skullswere didodged from their perches, ralling into the weter. The
trolls were dmost upon them, picking their way across the precarious wakway, squedling at every drop
of water that landed on their fur. Any trolls still on the shoreline were hammering the earth with their
knuckles, long ropes of drool swinging from their jaws.

Holly waited until the last moment for maximum effect. The tele-pod’ s screen was pressed into the
rubbish heap, so the approaching animals would not have a clue asto what was coming.

‘Holly?* said Artemisurgently.

‘Wait," whispered Hally. ” Just afew seconds more.* Thefirg troll in the line reached their idand. This
was obvioudy the pack leader. He reared up to aheight of amost ten feet, shaking his shaggy head and
howling at the artificial Sky. Then he gppeared to notice that Artemis and Holly were not in fact femae
trolls, and a savage rage took hold of histiny brain. Dribbles of venom dropped from histusks, and he
inverted histalonsfor an upward dash. Trolls preferred kill strike was under the ribs. This popped the
heart quickly and did not give the mest time to toughen.

Moretrolls crowded onto the tiny idand, eager for asharein thekill or ashot at anew mate.



Holly chose that moment to act. She swung the tele-pod upward, pointing the buzzing screen directly at
the nearest troll. The creature reared back, clawing at the hated light as though it were asolid enemy. The
light blasted the troll’ s retinas, sending him staggering backward into his companions. A group of the
animastumbled into the river. Panic spread back aong the linelike avirus. The creatures reacted to
water asthough it were acid dappling their fur and backpedaed furioudy toward the shore. Thiswasno
orderly retreat. Anything in the way got scythed or bitten. Gouts of venom and blood flew through the air,
and the water bubbled asthough it were boiling. Thetroll’s howls of bloodlust changed to keening
screams of pain and terror.

Thiscan't bered, thought a stunned Artemis Fowl. | must be hdlucinating. Perhaps| aminacoma,
following thefal from the hotel window. And because hisbrain provided this possible explanation, his
memories stayed under lock and key.

‘Grab my belt,” ordered Hally, advancing across the makeshift bridge. Artemis obeyed ingtantly. This
was not the time to argue about leadership.

Inany casg, if there were the dightest possibility that thiswas actualy happening, then Captain Short was
better quaified to handle these creatures.

Holly wielded the tele-pod like a portable laser cannon, advancing step-by-step across the makeshift
bridge. Artemistried to concentrate on keeping his balance on the treacherous ground. They stepped
from rock to rock, wobbling like novice tightrope wakers. Holly swung the tele-pod in smooth arcs,
blasting trollsfrom every angle.

Too many, thought Artemis. There are too many.
We can never makeit.
But there was no future in giving up. So they kept going, taking two steps forward and one step back.

A crafty bull ducked low, avoiding Holly’ sfirst sweep. He reached out one talon, cracking the pod's
waterproof casing. Holly stumbled backward, knocking over Artemis. The pair keeled over into the
river, landing with asolid thump in the shallow water.

Artemisfedt theair shoot from hislungs, and took an ingtinctive bregth. Unfortunately he took in water
rather than air. Holly kept her elbowslocked, so the ruptured casing stayed out of theriver.

Some splash drops crept into the crack, and sparks began to play across the screen.

Holly struggled to her feet, smultaneoudy aming the screen at the bull troll. Artemis came up behind her,
coughing water from hislungs.

‘The screen’ sdamaged,” panted Hally. "I don’t know how much time we have.”
Artemiswiped strands of hair from hiseyes.
‘Go," he spluttered. " G.*

They trudged through the water, stepping around thrashing trolls. Holly chose a clear spot on the bank to
climb ashore. It was arelief to be on dry land again, but at bar least the water had been on their Side, as
it were; now they weretruly introll territory.

The remaining animas encircled them at a safe disance. Whenever one cametoo close, Holly swung the
tele-pod initsdirection, and the creature skipped back as though stung.



Artemisfought the cold and the fatigue and the shock in his system. His ankle was scalded where the troll
had snagged him.

‘“We need to go straight for thetemple,” he said through chattering teeth. ” Up the scaffolding.”
‘Okay. Hold on.*

Holly took severa deep bregths, building up her strength. Her arms were sore from holding the tele-pod,
but she would not let the fatigue show in her face, or the fear. Shelooked those trolls straight in their red
eyesand let them know they were deding with aformidable enemy.

‘Ready?*
‘Ready,” replied Artemis, although he was no such thing.

Holly took onefina breath, then charged. Thetrollswere not expecting thistactic. After al, what kind of
creature would attack atroll? They broke ranksin the face of the arc of white light, and their
disconcertion lasted just long enough for Artemis and Holly to charge through the holein theline.

They hurried up theinclinetoward thetemple.

Holly made no attempt to avoid thetrolls, running straight at them. When they lashed out in temporary
blindness, they only caused more confusion among themselves. A dozen vicious squabbles erupted in
Holly and Artemis swake, as the animas accidentaly diced each other with razor-sharp talons. Some of
the cannier trolls used the opportunity to settle old scores. The squabbles chain-reacted acrossthe plain
until the entire areawas amass of writhing animals and dust.

Artemis grunted and puffed hisway up the ravine, hisfingerswrapped around Holly’ s belt.
Captain Short’ s breathing had settled into a steady rhythm of quick bursts.

| am not physicaly fit, thought Artemis. And it may cost me dearly. | need to exercise more than my brain
inthefuture. If | have afuture.

The temple loomed above them, ascade modd, but till over fifty feet high. Dozens of identica columns
rose into the holographic clouds, supporting atriangular roof decorated with intricate plaster moldings.
The columns’ lower regions were scarred by athousand claw marks where younger trolls had
scampered out of harm’sway. Artemis and Holly clambered up the twenty or so stepsto the columns
themsdves

Fortunately there were no trolls on the scaffolding. All of the animalswere busy trying to kill each other,
or avoid being killed, but it was only amatter of seconds before they remembered that there were
intrudersin their midst. Fresh meet. Not many of the trolls had tasted elf meat, but those who had were
eager totry it again. Only one of the present gathering had tasted human mest, and the memory of its
sweetness ill haunted hisdull brain at night.

It wasthis particular troll who hauled himsdf from theriver, carrying twenty extra pound’ s of moisture
weight. He casually cuffed a cub who had come too close, and sniffed the air. There was anew scent
here. A scent he could remember from his short time under the moon. The scent of man. The mere
recognition of the smell brought salivaflowing from the glandsin histhroat. He set off at apitched run
toward the temple. Soon there was arough group of flesh-hungry beasts hurtling toward the scaffolding.

‘We re back on the menu,” noted Holly when she reached the scaffolding.



Artemis unhooked hisfingers from the LEP captain’ s belt. He would have answered, but hislungs
demanded oxygen. He whooped in gulps of air, resting his knuckles on his knees.

Hally took hiselbow. “No timefor that, Artemis. Y ou haveto climb.”

‘After you,” Artemis managed to gasp. He knew hisfather would never alow alady to remainin distress
while he himsaf fled.

‘No timefor discussion,” said Hally, steering Artemis by the elbow. ” Climb for the sun. I'll buy usafew
seconds with thetele-pod. G.*

Artemislooked into Holly' s eyesto say thank you. They were round and hazd and... familiar?
Memories fought to be free of their bonds, pounding againgt cell walls.

‘Holly?* hesad.

Holly spun him around to the bars, and the moment was gone. “Up. Y ou’ re wasting time.”
Artemis marshaded his exhausted limbs, trying to coordinate his movements. Step, grab, pull.
It should be easy enough. He' d climbed ladders before.

Oneladder at least. Surely.

The scaffold bars were coated with gripped rubber, especidly for climbers, and were spaced precisaly
sixteen inches apart, the comfortable reach distance of the averagefairy. Also, coincidentaly, the
comfortable reach of afourteen-year-old human. Artemis sarted to climb, feding the strainin hisarms
before he had risen six steps. It was too early to betired. There wastoo far to go.

‘Come on, Captain,” he gasped over his shoulder. " Climb.*

‘Not just yet,“ said Holly. She had her back to the scaffold and was trying to find some pattern in the
gpproaching bunches of tralls.

There had been an in-service course on troll attacksin Police Plaza. But that had been in the event of a
one-on- one stuation. To Hally’ s eterna embarrassment, the lecturer had used video footage of her own
tanglewith atrall in Italy over two yearsago. “This” the lecturer had said, freezing Holly’ simage in the
big screen, and rapping it with atelescopic pointer,

‘isaclassc exampleof how nottodoit.”

Thiswas acompletely different scenario. They had never received instruction on what to do when
attacked by an entire pack of trollsin their own habitat.

No one, the ingtructors reasoned, would be that stupid.

There were two converging groups coming straight toward her. Onefrom theriver, led by averitable
monster with anesthetic venom dripping from both tusks.

Holly knew that if one drop of that venom got under her skin, she would fal into a happy stupor. And
even if she escaped thetroll’ s claws, the dow poison would eventually paralyze her.

The second group approached from the western ridge, composed mainly of latecomers and cubs.

There were afew femaesin the center of the templeitsaf, but they were taking advantage of the



distraction to pick meat from abandoned carcasses.
Holly flicked the tele-pod’ s setting to low.

Shewould haveto time thisexactly right for maximum effect. Thiswasthe last chance shewould get,
because once she started to climb, then she could no longer aim.

Thetrolls sped up the temple steps, jostling for first place. The two groups were approaching at right
angles, both headed directly toward Holly. The leaders launched themselves from a distance, determined
to get thefirgt bite of theintruder. Their lips pedled back to reved rows of carnivorousteeth, and their
eyesfocused soldly on thetarget. And that was when Holly acted. She flicked the brightness setting to
high and scorched the retinas of the two beasts while they were dtill in the air. With piercing howls, they
swatted the hated light and crashed to the ground in amelee of arms, claws, tusks, and teeth. Each troll
assumed he was being attacked by arival group, and in seconds the scaffold’ s base was a chaos of
primad violence.

Hally took full advantage of the confusion, skipping lithely up thefirgt three rungs of the metal structure.
She clipped the tele-pod onto her belt so that it pointed downward like arear gun. Not much protection,
but better than nothing.

In moments, she had caught up with Artemis. The human boy’ s breath was ragged and his progresswas
dow. A dow stream of blood dripped from the wound on hisankle. Holly could essily have passed him,
but instead she hooked an arm through the bars of the ladder and checked on the troll situation. Just as
well. Onerdatively little guy was scaing the bars with the agility of amountain gorilla Hisimmature tusks
barely jutted beyond hislips, but those tusks were sharp and venom gathered in beads dong the tips.

Holly turned the tele-screen on him, and he released his grip to shield his scorched eyes. An f would
have been smart enough to hang on with one hand and use the other forearm to shield the eyes, but trolls
are not much farther up the 1Q scale than stinkworms, and act almost completely on ingtinct.

Thelittletroll tumbled back to earth, landing on the shaggy, writhing carpet below. He wasingtantly
dragged into the brawl. Holly returned to the climb, fedling the tele-pod knock against her back.
Artemis s progresswas painfully dow, and in lessthan aminute, she wastight at his shoulder.

‘Areyou dl right?*

Artemis nodded, tight lipped. But his eyes were wide, on the verge of panic. Holly had seen that look
before, on the faces of battle-stressed L EP officers. She needed to get the Mud Boy to safety before he
lost his reason.

‘Come on now, Artemis. Just afew more steps.
We regoing to makeit.”

Artemis closed hiseyesfor five seconds, breathing deeply through his nose. When he opened them again,
they shonewith anew resolve.

‘Very wdl, Captain. I'm ready.”

Artemisreached above him for the next bar, hauling himsalf sixteen inches closer to salvation. Holly
followed, urging him on like adrill sergeant.

It took afurther minute to reach the roof itsdf. By thistime the trolls had remembered what they were
chasing, and had begun to scae the scaffolding.



Holly dragged Artemis onto the danted roof and they scampered on al fourstoward its highest point.
The plaster was white and unmarked. In the low light it seemed as though they were walking acrossa
field of snow.

Artemis paused. The Sght had awvoken avague memory. “Snow,” he said uncertainly.
‘I remember something. . ."

Holly caught his shoulder, dragging him forward.

‘Yes, Artemis. The Arctic , remember?

We'll discussit at great length later, when there are no trollstrying to eat us.”

Artemis snapped back to the present. “Very well. Good tactic.”

The temple roof doped upward at aforty-degree angle, toward the crystal orb that was the fake sun.
The pair crawled as quickly as Artemis s exhausted limbswould alow. A ragged trail of blood marked
their path across the white plaster. The scaffold shook and banged againgt the roof asthetrolls climbed
ever closer.

Holly straddled the roof’ s gpex and reached up to the crystal sun. The surface was smooth benesth her
fingers
‘D’Arvit!" sheswore. "I can't find the power port. There should be an external socket.”

Artemis crawled around the other sde. He was not particularly afraid of heights, but even so, hetried not
to look down. One did not have to suffer from vertigo to be worried by afifty-foot drop and a pack of
ravenoustrolls. He stretched upward, probing the globe with the fingers of one hand. Hisindex finger
found asmal indent.

‘I’ve got something,” he announced.

Holly scooted around to his Sde, examining the hole.

‘Good,” shesaid. " An externa power port.

Power cdls have uniform connection points, so the cuffs cells should clip right on.*

She fumbled the cuffsfrom her pocket and popped the cell covers. The cells themselves were about the
Szeof credit cards, and glowed bright blue along their [ength.

Holly stood up on the razor-edge rooftop, baancing nimbly on her toes. The trolls were swarming over
thelip of the roof now. Advancing like the hounds of hell.

The white roof plaster was blanketed by the black, brown, and ginger of troll fur. Their howls and stink
preceded them asthey closed in on Holly and Artemis.

Holly waited until they were dl over thelip, then did the power cdllsinto the globe' s socket.

The globe buzzed, vibrated to life, then flashed once. A blinding wall of light. For amoment the entire
exhibit glowed brilliant white, then the globe faded again with ahigh-pitched whine.

Thetrollsrolled like balls on atilted pool table. Some tumbled over the edge of the roof but most
collected on the lip, where they lay whining and scratching their faces.



Artemis closed his eyesto accelerate the return of hisnight vision. “I had hoped the cell would power the
sun for longer. It seemslike alot of effort for such abrief reprieve.”

Hoally pulled out the dead cells and tossed them aside. “| suppose aglobe likethisneedsalot of juice.”
Artemis blinked, then sat comfortably on the roof, clasping his knees.

‘St. We have sometime. It can take nocturna creatures up to fifteen minutes to recover their orientation
fallowing exposureto bright light.”

Holly sat beside him. “ Fascinating. Y ou' revery cdm al of asudden.”
‘| haveno choice said Artemissimply.

‘| have andyzed the Situation and concluded that thereis no way for usto escape. We areon top of a
ridiculous mode of the Temple of Artemis, surrounded by temporarily blinded trolls. As soon asthey
recover, they will lope up here and devour us.

We have perhaps aquarter of an hour to live, and | have no intention of spending it in hysterics for Opal
Koboi’ s amusement.”

Holly looked up, searching the hemispherefor cameras. At least adozen telltale red lights winked from
the darkness. Opal would be able to watch her revenge from every angle.

Artemiswasright. Opa would betickled pink if they fell to piecesfor the cameras. She would probably
replay the video to cheer hersalf up when being princess of the world got to be too stressful.

Holly drew back her arm and sent the spent power cells skidding across the roof. It seemed then that this
wasit. Shefelt more frustrated than scared. Julius sfina order had been to save Artemis, and she hadn’t
managed to accomplish even that.

‘I'm sorry you don't remember Julius* she said. Y ou two argued alot, but he admired you behind it l.
It was Butler heredly liked, though, those two were on the same wavel ength. Two old soldiers.”

Beow them, the trolls were gathering themselves. Blinking away the sarsin their eyes.
Artemis dapped some of the dust from histrousers.

‘| do remember, Holly. | remember it dl.

Especidly you. It' sared comfort to have you here.”

Holly was surprised. Shocked, even. More by Artemis stone than what he had actudly said, though that
was surprising too. She had never heard Artemis sound so warm, so sincere. Usudly, emotiona displays
were difficult for the boy, and he sumbled through them awkwardly. Thiswasn't likehim at dl.

‘That’ svery nice, Artemis”* she said after amoment’ s consideration. ” But you don’t have to pretend for
rre“

Artemiswas puzzled. “How did you know? | thought | portrayed the emotions perfectly.”
Holly looked down at the massing tralls.

They were advancing warily up the dope, heads down in case of asecond flash.



‘Nobody’ sthat perfect. That’show | knew.”

Thetrollswere hurrying now, swinging their hairy forearms forward to increase momentum. Astheir
confidence returned, so did their voices. Their howlsto the roof bounced back off the metal structure.

Artemisdrew hisknees closer to hischin. Theend. All over. Inconceivable that he should die thisway,
when there was so much to be done.

The howling made it hard to concentrate. The smdll didn't help elther.
Holly gripped his shoulder. “ Close your eyes, Artemis. Youwon't fed athing.”

But Artemisdid not close hiseyes. Instead he cast his gaze upward. Aboveground, where his parents
were waiting to hear from him. Parents who never had the chance to be truly proud of him.

He opened his mouth to whisper a good-bye, but what he saw over his head choked the wordsin his
throat.

‘That provesit,” hesaid. " Thismust be ahdlucination.”

Holly looked upward. A section of the hemisphere’ s panel had been removed, and arope was being
lowered toward the temple roof. Swinging from the rope was what appeared to be a naked and
extremely hairy rear end.

‘| don't bedieveit!* Holly exclaimed, jJumping to her feet. ”Y ou took your sweset time getting herel

She seemed to be conversing with a posterior. And then, even more amazingly, the posterior appeared to
answe.

‘I love you too, Holly. Now, close anything that’ s open, because I’ m about to overload thesetroll’s
w%ll

For amoment Holly’ s face was blank, then redlization widened her eyes and sucked the blood from her
cheeks. She grabbed Artemis by the shoulders.

‘Lieflat with your hands over your ears. Shut your eyes and mouth. And whatever you do, don't bregthe

in.
Artemislay on theroof. “ Tell me there' s a creature on the other end of that posterior.”
‘Thereis,” confirmed Holly. " But it' s the posterior we have to worry about.”

Thetrolls were seconds away by this point.

Close enough for Holly and Artemisto seethered in their eyes and the years of dirt caked in every
dreadlock.

Overhead, Mulch Diggums (forof courseit was he) released a gentle squib of wind from his backside.
Just enough to propel him in agentle circle on the end of hisrope. The circular motion was necessary to
ensure an even spread of the gas he intended to release.

Once he had completed three revolutions, he bore down internally and let fly with every bubble of gasin
his bloated stomach.

Becausetrolls are by nature tunnel creatures, they are guided as much by their sense of smell astheir



night vison. A blinded troll can often survivefor years, navigating hisway to food and water supplies by
andl done.

Mulch'’s sudden gaseous recyclings sent amillion conflicting scent messagesto each troll’ sbrain. The
smell was bad enough, and the wind was sufficient to blow back thetrolls' dreadlocks, but the
combination of scentsingde the dwarf gas, including clay, vegetation, insect life, and everything ese
Mulch had eaten over the past few days, was enough to short out thetrolls entire nervous systems. They
collapsed to their knees, clasping their poor aching heads in taloned hands. One was so close to Artemis
and Holly that its shaggy forearm rested across the LEP captain’ s back.

Hoally wriggled out from under thelimb. “Let’' sgo,” shesaid, pulling Artemisto hisfeet. “The gaswon't
put thetrolls out for any longer than the light.”

Overhead, Mulch’ srevolutions were dowing.

‘I thank you,” he said with atheatrical bow, which isnot easy on arope. The dwarf scampered up the
rope, gripping with fingers and toes, then lowered it to Artemisand Hally.

‘Jump on,”“ hesaid. " Quickly.”

Artemis tested the rope skeptically.

‘Surely that strange crestureistoo smdll to haul both of usal theway up there.”

Holly placed her foot in aloop at the rope’ send. “True, but he'snot done.”

Artemis squinted a the hemisphere’ smissing panel. Another figure had appeared in the gap.
The figure sfeatures were in degp shadow, but the silhouette was unmistakable.

‘ Butler I he said through hisamile. " Y ou're here.”

And suddenly, in spite of everything, Artemisfelt completely safe.

‘Hurry up, Artemis* called his bodyguard. ”We don’t have a second to waste.”

Artemis stepped onto the rope beside Holly, and Butler quickly pulled them both out of danger.

‘Well?* said Holly, her face inches from his own. "We survived. Doesthat mean we' re friends now?
Bonded by trauma.”

Artemisfrowned. Friends? Did he haveroomin hislifefor afriend? Then again, did he have achoicein
the matter?

‘Yes' hereplied. "I’ ve had little experiencein thisarea, so | may haveto read up onit.*

Holly rolled her eyes. “ Friendship is not ascience, Mud Bov. Forget about your massive brain for one
minute. Just do what you fed isright.”

Artemis couldn’t believe what he was about to say.

Perhgpsthe thrill of surviva was affecting hisjudgment. “| fed that | shouldn’t be paid to help afriend.
Keep your fairy gold. Opa Koboi hasto be stopped.”

Holly smiled with genuine warmth for the firgt time since the commander’ s degth, but there was a hint of



ded intheretoo.

‘“With the four of uson her tail, she doesn’t stand a chance.”

CHAPTER 8: Someinteligent conversation

Mulch had |eft the stolen LEP shuttle a the theme park gate. It had been asmple matter for Butler to
disable the park’ s cameras and remove a half-rotted section from the hemisphere sroof in order to effect
the rescue.

When they got back to the shuttle, Holly powered up the engines and ran a systems check.

‘What on earth were you doing, Mulch?* she asked, amazed by the readings the computer was
displaying. " The computer saysyou cameal theway down herein first gear.”

‘Thereare gears?* said the dwarf. | thought this crate was automatic.”

‘Some jockeys prefer gears. Old-fashioned, | know, but more control around the bends. And another
thing, you didn’'t have to do that gasthing on the rope. There are plenty of stun grenadesin the weapons
locker.*

‘Thisthing has alocker too? Gears and lockers. Wdll, | never.”
Butler was giving Artemisafidd physcd.

“You seemdl right,* he said, placing amassive palm over Artemis s chest. "Hally fixed up your ribs, |

Artemiswasin abit of adaze. Now that he was out of immediate danger, the day’ s events were catching
up to him. How many times could one person cheat death in twenty-four hours? Surely his odds were
getting shorter.

‘Tell me, Butler ,“ hewhispered so the otherswouldn't hear, "isit dl true? Or isit ahdlucination?' Even
asthewords|eft hislips, Artemisredized that it was an impossible question. If thiswasdl ahalucination,
then his bodyguard was a dream, too.

‘I turned down gold, Butler ,* continued Artemis, still unable to accept his own grand gesture.
‘Me. | turned down gold.”

Butler smiled, much more the smile of afriend than abodyguard. “ That doesn’t surprise me one bit. Y ou
were becoming quite charitable before the mind wipe.”

Artemisfrowned. “ Of course you would say that, if you were part of the hallucination.”

Mulch was eavesdropping on the conversation and couldn’t resst acomment. “Didn’t you smell what |
shot those trollswith? Y ou think you could hdlucinate that, Mud Boy?’

Holly gtarted the engines. “Hold on back there,” she called over her shoulder. “It’ stimeto go.
The sensors picked up some shuttles sweeping local chutes. The authorities are looking for us.
| need to get us somewhere off the charts.”

Holly teased the throttle and lifted them smoothly from the ground. If the shuttle had not had portholes,



the passengers might not have noticed the takeoff.
Butler ebowed Mulch. “Did you seethat?
That' satakeoff. | hope you learned something.”

The dwarf was highly offended. “What do | have to do to get abit of respect around here? You are dll
alive because of me, and dl | get isabuse.”

Butler laughed. “Okay, little friend. | apologize. We owe you our lives, and I, for one, will never forget
it”

Artemisfollowed thisinteraction curioudy. “1 would deduce that you remember everything, Butler.

If, for amoment, | accept this Stuation asredity, then your memory must have been stimulated. Did |,
perhaps, leave something behind?*

Butler pulled the laser disk from his pocket.

‘Ohyes, Artemis. There was amessage on thisdisk for me. Y ou left yourself amessage, t0o.”
Artemistook thedisk. “At last,” he said.

‘Someintelligent conversation.”

Artemisfound asmal bathroom at the rear of the shuttle. Thein-door toilet itself was only to beused in
an emergency, and the seat was made from a spongy material which Mulch had assured him would break
down any waste as it passed through. Artemis decided he would test the filter at another time, and sat on
asmall ledge by the porthole.

There was a plasma screen on thewall, presumably for in-restroom entertainment. All he had to do was
dip the computer disk into the drive below the screen, and hisfairy memorieswould be returned to him.
A whole new world. An old one.

Artemis spun the disk between histhumb and forefinger.

Psychologically speaking, if he loaded this disk it meant that some part of him accepted the truth of
this. Putting the disk in the dot could plunge him deeper into some kind of psychoatic episode. Not putting
it in could condemn the world to awar between species. The fairy and human worlds would collide.

What would father do?
Artemis asked himsdlf.
Heloaded the disk.

Two files appeared on the desktop, marked with animated 3-D GIF' S, something the fairy system had
obvioudy added on. Both were tagged with the file namesin English and the fairy language.

Artemis sdlected hisown file by touching the plasma screen’ stransparent covering. Thefile glowed
orange, then expanded to fill this e screen. Artemis saw himself in Fowl Manor, Stting a hisdesk inthe

study.

‘Greetings,” said the screen Artemis. "How nice for you to see me. Doubtless, thiswill be thefirst
intelligent conversation you have had for sometime.”



Thered Artemissmiled. “Correct,” hereplied.

‘| paused for asecond there, continued the screen Artemis. ” To give you a chance to respond, thus
qudifying thisas a conversaion. Therewill be no more pausing, astimeislimited. Captain Holly Short is
downstairs being distracted by Juliet, but doubtless she will check on me soon.

We depart for Chicago presently to deal with Mr.

Jon Spiro, who has stolen something from me. The price of fairy assstance in this matter isamind wipe.
All memories of the People will be erased forever, unless| leave amessage for my future sdif, thus
prompting recdl. Thisisthat message. The following video footage contains specific details of my
involvement with the Fairy P. | hope thisinformation will get those brain cdll pathways sparking again.”

Artemis rubbed his forehead. The vague mysterious flashes persisted. It seemed as though hisbrain was
ready to rebuild those pathways. All he needed wasthe right stimulus.

‘In conclusion,” said the screen Artemis. "I would like to wish you, myself, the best of luck. And
wel come back.”

The next hour passed in ablur. Images flashed from the screen, adhering to empty spacesin Artemis's
brain. Each memory felt right the instant Artemis processed it.

Of course, he thought. Thisexplains everything. | had the mirrored contact lensesmade so | could lieto
the fairies and hide the existence of thisjournd. | fixed Mulch Digpums s search warrant so that he could
return the disk to me.

Butler looks older because heis older; thefairy heding in London saved hislife, but cost him fifteen
years.

The memorieswere not dl proud ones. | kidnapped Captain Short. | imprisoned Holly. How could |
have done that?

He could not deny it any longer. Thiswasdl true. Everything that his eyes had seen wasredl. Thefairies
existed and hislife had been intertwined with theirsfor more than two years. A million images sprouted in
his consciousness, rebuilding dectric bridgesin hisbrain. They strobed behind hiseyesin aconfusing
display of color and wonder. A lesser mind than Artemis's could have been utterly exhausted, but the
Irish boy was exhilarated.

| know it dl now, he thought. | beat Koboi before, and | will do it again. This determination was fueled
by sadness. Commander Root is gone. Koboi took him from his P.

Artemis had known this earlier, but now it meant something.
There was one other thought, more persistent than the rest.
It crashed into hismind like atsunami.

| have friends? thought Artemis Fowl the Second.

| havefriends.

Artemis emerged from the bathroom a different person. Physicdly, he was still battered, bruised, and
exhausted, but emotionaly he felt prepared for everything that lay ahead. If abody language andyst hed
studied him at that moment, they would have observed his relaxed shoulders and open pams, and would



have concluded that thiswas, psychologicaly speaking, amore welcoming and trustworthy individua
than the one who had entered the bathroom an hour since.

The shuttle was parked in a secondary chute off the beaten track, and the occupants were at the mess
table. A selection of LEPfield ration packs had been torn open and devoured. The biggest pile of fail
packs was stacked in front of Mulch Dipgums.

Mulch glanced at Artemis and noticed the change immediatdly. “ About time you got your head in order,”
grunted Mulch, struggling from hischair.

‘1 need to get into that bathroom urgently.

‘Niceto seeyou too, Mulch,” said Artemis, stepping aside to alow the dwarf past.
Holly froze, asachet of juice hafway to her mouth. “Y ou remember him?’

Artemis smiled. “Of course, Holly. We have known each other for more than two years.”

Holly jumped from her chair and clasped Artemis by the shoulders. “Artemis. It's great to seethered
you. The gods know we need Artemis Fowl right now.”

‘Wéll, he' s here and ready for duty, Captain.”
‘Do you remember everything?"

‘Yes. | do. Andfirgt of al, et me apologize for that consultant business. That was very rude. Please
forgiveme*

‘But what made you remember?* asked the élf.
‘Don't tedl meavist to the bathroom jogged your memory.*

‘Not exactly.” Artemisheld up the computer disk. "I gavethisto Mulch. It ismy video diary. Hewas
supposed to return it to me upon his release from prison.”

Holly shook her head. “That’ s not possible.
Mulch was searched by experts. The only thing you gave him was the gold meddlion.”
Artemisangled the disk so it caught the light.

‘Of course” groaned Holly, dapping her forehead. “Y ou passed off that disk asthe gold meddlion. Very
clever.”

Artemis shrugged. “Genius, actudly. It ssems merdly clever in hindsight, but the origina ideawas pure
genius”

Holly cocked her head. “Genius. Of course. Bdlieveit or not | actually missed that smug grin.”

Artemistook abreath. “1 am so sorry about Julius. | know our relationship was arocky one, but | had
nothing but respect and admiration for the commander.”

Holly wiped her eyeswith the hed's of her hands.

She said nothing, just nodded. If Artemis needed another reason to go after Opal Kaoboi, the sight of the
efin captain so disturbed wasit.



Butler ate the contents of afield ration pack in one mouthful. “Now that we re dl reacquainted, we
should try to track Opal Koboi down. It'sabig world.”

Artemiswaved hisfingersdismissvely. “No need. | know exactly where our would-be murderer is. Like
all megaomaniacs, she has atendency to show off.” He crossed to a plastic computer keyboard on the
wall and caled up amap of Europe.

‘1 see your Gnommish has come back to you,” sniffed Holly.

‘Of course,” said Artemis, enlarging part of the map. ” Opd revealed alittle bit more of her plan than she
knew. Shelet two words dip, though one would have been sufficient. She said that her human name was
to be Belinda Zito. Now, if you wished to lead the humansto the Fairy People, who better to have adopt
you than the renowned billionaire environmentdist Giovanni Zito?*

Holly crossed the shuttle deck to the screen.
‘And where would wefind Dr. Zito?*

Artemistapped afew keys, zooming inon Sicily. “ At hisworld-famous Earth Ranch. Right therein the
Messinaprovince,” he said.

Mulch stuck hishead out of the bathroom. The rest was mercifully hidden behind the door.
‘Did | hear you talking about aMud Man named Zito?

Holly turned toward the dwarf, then kept right on turning. “Y es. So what? And for heaven’s sake close
the door.”

Mulch pulled the door so only acrack remained. “I was just watching abit of human television in here, as
you do. Well there’ sa Zito person on CNN. Do you think it’ sthe same person?’

Holly grabbed aremote control from the desktop. “I redlly hope not,” she said. “But I'd bet my lifeitis”
A group of scientists appeared on the screen.

They were gathered in what looked like a prefabricated laboratory, and each wore awhite coat. One
stood out from the rest. He was in his mid-forties, with tanned skin, strong handsome features, and long,
dark hair curling over hiscollar. Heworerimless glassesand alab coat. A striped Versace shirt
protruded from benesth hiswhite |apels.

‘Giovanni Zito," said Artemis.

‘Itisincredible, redly,” Zito wastelling areporter in dightly accented English. ”We have sent craftsto
other planets, and yet we have no ideawhat lies beneath our feet. Scientists can tell usthe chemical
makeup of Saturn’srings, but we don’'t honestly know what lies at the center of our own planet.”

‘But probes have been sent down before, said the reporter, trying to pretend he hadn’t just picked up
thisknowledge from his earpiece.

‘Yes“ agreed Zito. "But only to adepth of about nine miles. We need to get through to the outer core
itsdlf, dmost two thousand miles down. Imagine if the currents of liquid metal in the outer core could be
harnessed. There' s enough free energy in that metal to power mankind' s machinesforever.”

The reporter was skeptical. At least, the redl scientist speaking in his earpiece told him to be skeptical.
“But thisisal speculation, Dr.



Zito. Surely avoyage to the center of the earth is nothing but afantasy? Possible only in the pages of
sciencefiction.”

A brief flash of annoyance clouded Giovanni Zito' sfeatures. “Thisisno fantasy, gr, | assureyou. Thisis
no fantastical voyage. We are sending an unmanned probe, bristling with sensors. Whatever isdown
there. Wewill findit.”

The reporter’ s eyeswidened in panic as a particularly technica question came over his earpiece. He
listened for severa seconds, mouthing the words as he heard them.

‘Dr. Zito, eh... Thisprobeyou are sending down, | believeit will be encased in one hundred million tons
of molten iron at about five and a haf thousand degrees Celsius. Isthat correct?*

‘Absolutely,” confirmed Zito.

The reporter looked relieved. “ Yes. | knew that. Anyway, my point is, it would take several yearsto
gather so much iron. So why did you ask us here today?’

Zito clapped his hands excitedly. “ Thisis thewonderful part. Asyou know the core probewas a
long-term project. | had planned to accumulate the iron over the next ten years. But now, laser drilling
has revealed a deep orebody of hematite, iron ore, on the bottom edge of the crust right herein Sicily.

It sincredibly rich, perhaps eighty- five percent iron. All we need to do is detonate severa chargesinsde
that deposit and we have our molteniron. | have aready secured the mining permitsfrom the
government.”

The reporter asked the next question al on hisown.
‘S0, Dr. Zito, when do you detonate?

Giovanni Zito removed two thick cigarsfrom hislab coat pocket. “We detonate today,” he said, passing
acigar tothereporter. “Ten yearsearly. Thisisahistoric moment.” Zito opened the office curtains,
revealing afenced-off area of scrubland below thewindow. A metdllic section of piping protruded from
the earth in the center of the three-foot-square enclosure. Asthey watched, a crew of workmen
clambered from the piping, moving hurriedly away from the opening.

Wisps of gaseous coolant spiraled from the pipe. The men climbed into agolf trolley and exited the
compound. They took shelter in aconcrete bunker at the perimeter.

‘There are several megatons of TNT buried at strategic pointsinsde the orebody,” explained Zito. " If
this was detonated on the surface, it would cause an earthquake measuring seven on the Richter scale”

The reporter swallowed nervoudy. “Redly?’

Zito laughed. “Don’t worry. The charges are shaped. The blast isfocused down and in. Theiron will be
liquefied and begin its descent to the earth’ s core, carrying the probe with it. We will fed nothing.”

‘Down and in8d| y’ re sure about that?*
‘Podtive” said Zito. "We are perfectly safe here.”

Onthewall behind the Italian doctor, a speaker squawked three times. “Dottore Zito,” said a gruff voice.
“All dear.

All dear.”



Zito picked ablack remote detonator from the desk.

‘Thetime hascome,” he said dreamily. Helooked straight into the camera. "My darling Belinda, thisis
for you.”

Zito pressed the button and waited, wide eyed. The room’s other occupants, the dozen or so scientists
and technicians, turned anxioudly to various readout panels and monitors.

‘“We have detonation,” announced one.

Sixteen yards belowground, forty-two shaped charges exploded, s multaneoudy liquefying one hundred
and eighteen million tons of iron. The rock content was pulverized and absorbed by the metal.

A pillar of smoke blew out of the cylindrical opening, but there was no detectable vibration.
‘The probeisfunctioning a one hundred percent,” said atechnician.
Zito breathed out. “ That was our big worry.

Even though the probe is designed for exactly these conditions, the world has never seen thiskind of
explosion before” He turned to another 1ab worker.

‘Any movement?’
The man hesitated before answering. “Yes, Dr.
Zito. We have vertica movement. Sixteen feet per second. Exactly asyou hypothesized.”

Below the earth’ s crust, abehemoth of iron and rock began its painstaking descent toward the earth’s
core. It chugged and churned, bubbling and hissing, prying apart the mantle below it. Inside the molten
mass, a grapefruit- sized probe continued to broadcast data.

Spontaneous euphoria erupted in the laboratory. Men and women hugged each other.
Cigarswerelit and champagne corks popped.
Someone even pulled out aviolin.

‘Weareon our way," shouted ajubilant Zito, lighting the reporter’ scigar. ”Man is going to the center of
the earth. Look out below!*

In the stolen LEP shuttle, Hally froze the picture. Zito' s triumphant features were spread across the
screen.

‘Look out below,” sherepeated glumly. ”Man is coming to the center of the earth.”

The moodsin the shuttle ranged from glum to desolate. Holly wastaking it especialy hard. The entire
fairy civilization was under threst yet again, and thistime Commander Root wasn't around to meet the
chalenge. Not only that, but since the LEP pursuit pods had blown out their communications, there was
no way to warn Foay about the probe.

‘I have no doubt he dready knows,” said Artemis.
‘That centaur monitors dl the human news channgls.”

‘But he doesn’t know that Opa Koboi is giving Zito the benefit of her fairy knowledge.“ She pointed at



Giovanni’ simage on the screen.
‘Look a hiseyes. The poor man has been mesmerized so many timesthat his pupils are actudly ragged.”

Artemis stroked his chin thoughtfully. “1f | know Foaly, he’ s been monitoring this project sinceits
initiation. He probably aready has a contingency plan.”

‘I'm sure he has. A contingency plan for acrackpot schemeinten years timethat will probably never
work.*

‘Of course,” agreed Artemis. ” As opposed to ascientificaly viable scheme, right now, that has every
chance of succeeding.”

Holly headed for the cockpit. “1 haveto turn mysdlf in, evenif | am amurder suspect.
Thereismore at stake here than my future”

‘Steady on,” objected Mulch. "1 broke out of prison for you. | have no desire to be shoved back in
@a' n.H

Artemis stepped in front of her. “Wait aminute, Holly. Think about what will happen if you do turn
yoursdf in.”

‘Artemisisright,” added Butler. Y ou should think about this. If the LEP isanything like human police
forces, fugitives are not exactly welcomed with open arms. Open cdll doors, maybe.”

Hoally forced hersdf to stop and think, but it was difficult. Every second she waited was another second
for the giant iron dug to egt itsway through the mantle.

‘If | givemysdlf up to Internal Affairs, | will be taken into custody. Asan LEP officer, | can be held for
seventy- two hours without counsel. Asamurder suspect | can be held for up to aweek. Even if
someone did believe that | was completely innocent, and that Opa Koboi was behind dl this, it would
dtill take at least eight hoursto get clearance for an operation. But in dl likelihood, my clamswould be
dismissed asthe standard protests of the guilty. Especialy with you three backing up my story. No
offense”

‘Nonetaken,” said Mulch.

Holly sat down, cradling her head in her hands. “My world is utterly gone. | keep thinking there will bea
way back, but things just keep spinning farther and farther out of control.”

Artemis placed a hand on her shoulder.

‘Courage, Captain. Ask yoursdlf, what would the commander do?* backdash Holly took three deep
breaths, then sprang from her seet, back stiff with determination. ” Don’t you try to manipulate me,
Artemis Fowl. | make my own decisions. Even so, Julius would take care of Opa Koboi himsdf. So
that’ s what we're going to do.”

‘Excdlent,” said Artemis. ”In that case, we will need agirategy.
‘Right. I'll fly the shuttle; you put that brain of yoursto work and come up with aplan.”

‘Each to hisown," said the boy. He sat in one of the shuttl€' s chairs, gently massaged histempleswith his
fingertips, and began to think.



Chapter 9: DADDY’'SGIRL

The Zito Earth Farm; The Messina Province, Sicily Opd’ s plan to bring the human and fairy worlds
together was one of amplicity initsexecution, but geniusin its conception. She Smply had made it easier
for ahuman to do what he was aready thinking of doing. Almost every mgor energy company in the
world had a core probe file, but their ideas were al hypothetica, considering the amount of explosives
needed to blast through the crust, and theiron necessary to get the probe through the mantle.

Opal picked Giovanni Zito from her list of prospective puppets because of two things. Zito had alarge
fortune, and land directly above a huge high-grade hematite orebody.

Giovanni Zito wasa Sicilian engineer and apioneer inthefield of aternative power sources. A committed
environmentalist, Zito developed ways of generating eectricity without stripping the land or destroying the
environment. Theinvention that had made hisfortune was the Zito solar-mill. A windmill with solar panels
for blades, making it many times more efficient than conventiona mills.

Six weeks earlier, Zito had returned from an environmental summit in Geneva,, where he had ddlivered
the keynote address to ministers of the European Union. By the time he reached his villa.on the shores of
the Strait of Messina, the sunset was dropping orange blobs in the water, and Giovanni was exhausted.
Tdking to paliticianswas difficult. Even the ones who were genuindy interested in the environment were
hamstrung by the onesin the pockets of big business. The polluticians, as the media had nicknamed them.

Giovanni ran himsdf abath. The water was heated by solar pandson hisroof. In fact, the entire villawas
sdlf- sufficient when it came to power. There was enough juicein the solar batteries to keep the house
hot and lit for sx months. All with zero emissons.

After hisbath, Zito wrapped himself in adressng gown and poured aglass of Bordeauix , seitling into his
favoritearmchair.

Giovanni took along draft of wine, willing the day’s | tension to evaporate. He cast hiseyes over the
familiar row of framed photographs on hiswall. Most were magazine covers celebrating histechnological
innovations, but hisfavorite one, the one that made him famous, was the Time magazine cover that
showed ayounger Giovanni Zito astride ahumpback whale, with awhaing ship looming over them both.
The unfortunate cresture had strayed into shallow waters and could not dive. So Zito had legped from a
conservationists dinghy onto the creature s back, thus shielding it from the whaers harpoons. Someone
on the dinghy had snapped a photo, and that photo had become one of the most famous mediaimages of
thelast century.

Zito smiled. Heady days. He was about to close hiseyesfor aquick nap before dinner, when something
moved in the shadows in the corner of the room. Something smdll, barely the height of the table.

Zito sat straight up in hischair. “What’ sthat? 1s somebody there?’

A lamp flicked on to revea asmall girl perched on alog stool. She held the lamp cord in her hand and
seemed not in the least afraid or upset in any way. In fact the girl was cam and composed, regarding Zito
asif heweretheintruder.

Giovanni stood. “Who areyou, little one? Why are you here?’
Thegirl fixed him with the most incredible eyes.
Deep brown eyes. Degp asavat of chocolate.

‘I am herefor you, Giovanni,” she said in avoice as beautiful asher eyes. In fact, everything about the



girl was beautiful. Her porcelain features. And those eyes. They would not et him go.

Zito fought her spell. “For me? What do you mean? Is your mother nearby?’

Thegirl amiled. “Not nearby, no. Y ou are my family now.”

Giovanni tried to make sense of this smple sentence, but he could not. Wasit redly important?
Those eyes, and that voice. So melodic. Layers of crystd tinkling.

Humansreact differently to the fairy mesmer.

Mogt fal immediately under its hypnotic spdll, but there are those with strong minds who need to be
pushed alittle. And the more they are pushed, the greater the risk of brain damage.

‘1 am your family now?* said Zito dowly, asthough he were searching each word for meaning.

‘Y es, human,” snapped Opd impatiently, pushing harder. "My family. | am your daughter, Belinda. Y ou
adopted me last month, secretly. The papers arein your bureau.”

Giovanni’ seyeslost ther focus.
‘ Adopted? Bureau?'

Opd drummed her tiny fingers on the base of the lamp. She had forgotten how dull some humans could
be, especidly under the mesmer.

And this one was supposed to be agenius.

‘Y es. Adopted. Bureau. Y ou love me more than life, remember?'Y ou would do absolutely anything for
your darling Belinda.

A tear pooled on Zito' s eyelid.
‘Belinda. My little girl. I'd do anything for you, dear, anything.”
‘Yes, yes, yes,” sad Opd impatiently.

‘Of course. | said that. Just because you' re mesmerized doesn’t mean you have to repeat everything |
say. That is so tiresome.*

Zito noticed two small creaturesin the corner. Creatures with pointed ears. This fact penetrated the
mesmer’ sfugue.

‘| see. Over there. Are they human?*

Opa glowered at the Brill brothers. They were supposed to stay out of sight.

Mesmerizing astrong mind such as Zito' s was a delicate enough operation without distractions.

She added another layer to her voice. *Y ou cannot see those figures. Y ou will never seethem again.”
Zito wasrelieved. “ Of course. Good. Nothing at al. Mind playing tricks.”

Opa scowled. What wasit about humans and grammar? At the first sign of stress, it went out the
window. Mind playing tricks. Redlly.



‘“Now, Giovanni, Daddy. | think we need to talk about your next project.”

‘The water-powered car?"

‘No, idiot. Not the water-powered car.

The core probe.

| know you have designed one. Quite agood design for ahuman, though | will be making changes.”
‘The core probe. Impossible. Can't get through crust. Don’'t have enough iron.”

‘We can't get through the crust.

We don't have enough iron. Speak properly, for heaven’s sake. It strying enough spesking Mud Man
without listening to your gibberish. Honestly, you human geniuses are not al you' re cracked up to be.”

Zito's beleaguered brain made the effort. “I am sorry, dearest Belinda. | smply mean that the core probe
project islong term. It will haveto wait until we can find apractical way to gather theiron, and cut
through the earth’ scrust.”

Opal looked at the dazed Sicilian.

‘Poor dear stupid Daddy. Y ou devel oped a super laser to cut through the crust. Don't you remember?*
A dewdrop of swest rolled down Zito's cheek. “A super laser? Now that you mentioniit...”

‘ And can you guesswhat you'll find when you do cut through?*

Zito could guess. Part of hisintellect was till hisown. “A hematite orebody? It would have to be
massve. Of very high grade.”

Opd led him to the window. In the distance, the wind farm’ s blades flashed in the Sarlight.

‘ And where do you think we should dig?*

‘I think we should dig under thewind farm,” said Zito, resting hisforehead againgt the coal glass.
‘Very good, Daddy. If you dig there | will be ever so happy.”

Zito patted the pixie'shair. “Ever so happy,” he said deepily. “Beinda, my little girl. Papersarein
bureau.”

‘The papersarein the bureau,” corrected Opd. " If you persst with this baby talk | will haveto punish
you.”

Shewasn't joking.

E7, Bdow the Mediterranean

Holly had to stay out of the mgjor chutes on her way to the surface. Foaly had sensors monitoring all
traffic through commercia and LEP routes. This meant navigating unlit meandering secondary chutes, but
the dternative was being picked up by the centaur’ s bugs and hauled back to Police Plaza before thejob
was done.



Holly negotiated st actites the size of skyscrapers, and skirted vast craters teeming with bioluminescent
insect life. But inginct was doing the driving. Holly’ s thoughts were athousand miles away, reflecting on
the events of the past twenty-four hours. It seemed as though her heart wasfinally catching up with her

body.

All her previous adventures with Artemis were amost like comic book escapades compared to their
current situation. It had aways been happy ever after before. There had been afew close cals, but
everyone had madeit out alive. Holly studied her trigger finger. A faint scar circled the base where it had
been severed during the Arctic incident. She could have hedled the scar or covered it with aring, but she
preferred to keep it where she could seeit. The scar was part of her. The commander had been a part of
her too.

Her superior, her friend.

Sadness emptied her out, then filled her up again. For awhile, thoughts of revenge had fueled her. But
now, even the thoughts of dumping Opa Koboi into acold cell could not light aspark of vengeful joy in
her heart. She would keep going to ensure that the People were safe from humans. Maybe when that
task was done, it would be timeto take alook at her life. Maybe there were afew things that needed

changing.

Artemis summoned everyone to the passenger area as soon as he had finished work on the computer.
His new-old memories were giving him immense pleasure. As hisfingers skimmed the Gnommish
keyboard, he marveled at the ease with which he navigated the fairy platform. He marveled too &t the
technology itself, even though he was no stranger to it anymore.

The Irish boy fdt the samethrill of rediscovery that asmdl child feeswhen he has chanced upon alost
favorite toy.

For the past hour, rediscovery had been amgor themein hislife. Having amgjor theme for an hour
doesn’'t seem like much, but Artemis had a catalog of memoriesal clamoring to be acknowledged. The
memories themsalves were startling enough: boarding aradioactive train near Murmansk , or flying across
the ocean concealed beneath LEP cam-foil. But it was the cumulative effect of these memories that
interested Artemis.

He could literaly fed himsalf becoming adifferent person. Not exactly the way he used to be, but closer
to that individud. Before the fairies had mind-wiped him as part of the Jon Spiro dedl, his persondity had
been undergoing what could be seen as positive change. So much so that he had decided to go
completdy legitimate and donate ninety percent of Spiro’s massve fortune to Amnesty Internationd.
Since hismind wipe, he had reverted to hisold ways, indulging his passion for criminal acts. Now he was
somewhereinthemiddle.

He had no desireto hurt or sted from the innocent, but he was having difficulty giving up his crimina
ways. Some peoplejust needed to be stolen from.

Perhaps the biggest surprise was the desire he felt to help hisfairy friends, and the redl sadnesshefdt at
theloss of Julius Root. Artemiswas no stranger to loss; at one time or another, he had lost and found
everyone closeto him. Julius sdeath cut him just as deeply as any of these. Hisdrive to avenge the
commander and stop Opa Koboi was more powerful than any crimina urge he had ever felt.

Artemis smiled to himsdlf. It seemed as though good was amore powerful motivation than bad. Who
would have thought it?

The rest of the group gathered around the central holographic projector. Holly had parked the shuttle on



the floor of asecondary chute close to the surface.
Butler was forced to squat on hishunkersin thefairy- sized ship.

‘Well, Artemis, what did you find out?* asked the bodyguard, trying to fold his massive arms without
knocking someone smaller over.

Artemis activated a holographic animation, which rotated dowly in the middle of the chamber. The
animation showed a cutaway of the earth from crust to core. Artemis switched on alaser pointer and

began hisbriefing.

‘Asyou can see, thereisadistance of gpproximatey one thousand eight hundred milesfrom the earth’s
surface to the outer core.”

The projection’sliquid outer core swirled and bubbled with molten magma.

“However, mankind has never managed to penetrate more than nine miles through the crust. To go any
deeper would necessitate the use of nuclear warheads, or huge amounts of dynamite. An explosion of this
magnitude could possibly generate huge shiftsin the earth’ s tectonic plates, causing earthquakes and tidal
waves around the globe.”

Mulch was, as usud, eating something. Nobody knew what, as he had emptied the food locker over an
hour since. Nobody really wanted to ask either. “ That doesn’t sound like agood thing.”

‘No, itisn't,” agreed Artemis. ”"Which iswhy the ironclad probe theory has never been put into practice,
until now. The original idea belongsto aNew Zeaander, Professor David Stevenson. It isquite brilliant,
actudly, if impracticd. Encase areinforced probe in ahundred million tons of molteniron. Theiron will
sink through the crack generated by the explosive, even closing the crack behind it. Within aweek the
probe will reach the core. Theiron will be consumed by the outer core, and the probe will gradudly
disntegrate. The entire processis even environmentaly sound.”

The projection put Artemis swords into pictures.

‘“How cometheiron doesn’t un-melt?* asked Mulch.

Artemisraised along thin eyebrow.

‘Un-melt? The orebody’ s sheer size sopsit from solidifying.”

Hally stood, stepping into the projection itself and studying the orebody. “Foay must know al about this.
Humans couldn’t keep something so big a secret.”

‘Indeed,” said Artemis, opening a second holographic projection. ”| ran a search on the onboard
database and found this. Foay ran several computer smulations over eighty years ago.

He concluded that the best way to deal with the threat was to smply broadcast misinformation to
whatever probe was being sent down. Asfar as the humans were concerned, their probe would smply
snk through a couple hundred miles of various |ow-grade ore, and then the orebody would solidify. A
resounding and very expensivefailure.

The computer smulation showed the information being broadcasted from Haven to the metal-encased
probe.

Aboveground, cartoon human scientists scraiched their heads and tore up their notes.



‘Mog amusing,” said Artemis.

Butler was studying the hologram. “I’ ve been on enough campaigns to know that thereisabig holein
that strategy, Artemis,” hesad.

‘Y%’?‘

Butler struggled to his knees and traced the probe' s path with afinger. “Well, what if the probe’ sjourney
brought it into contact with one of the Peopl€' s chutes? Once that meta puncturesthat chute, it’son an
expressrideto Haven.”

Artemiswas delighted at his bodyguard' s astuteness. “Y es. Of course. Whichiswhy thereisa
supersonic atack shuttle on standby twenty-four hours aday, to divert the molten massif the need arises.
All human probe projects are monitored, and if any are judged to pose athreat, they are quietly
sabotaged.

If that does't work, the LEP geological unit drillsin under the molten mass and divertsit with some
shaped charges. The orebody follows the new path blown for it, and Haven is safe. Of course, the mining
shuttle has never been used.”

‘There’ sanother problem,” added Holly. ”We haveto factor in Opd’ sinvolvement. She obviously has
helped Giovanni Zito drill through the crust, possibly with afairy laser. We can presume she has
upgraded the probe itsalf so that Foaly’ s false sgnalswill not be accepted. So her plan must be to bring
that probe into contact with the P.

But how?

Artemislaunched athird holographic animation, shutting down thefirst two. This 3-D rendering
portrayed Zito's Earth Farm and the underlying crust and mantle.

‘Thisiswhat | think,“ he said. " Zito, with Opa’ s help, liquefies his orebody here. It beginsto sink at a
rate of sixteen feet per second toward the earth’s core, taking accurate readings, thanksto Koboi’s
upgrades.

Meanwhile, Foaly thinks his plan isworking perfectly. Now, at adepth of one hundred and six miles, the
meta mass comes within three miles of thismajor chute, E7, which emergesin southern Itay. They run
pardld for one hundred and eighty-six miles, then diverge again.

If Opd wereto blow acrack between these two tunnels, the iron would follow the path of least
resstance and flow into the chute.”

Holly fdt the strength leave her limbs. “Into the chute, and straight down to Haven.”

‘Exactly,” said Artemis. " This particular chute runsin ajagged westerly diagona for twelve hundred
miles, coming within five hundred yards of the city itsdf. With the speed the orebody will build upin free
fl, it will dice off agood half of the city. Everything that’ s left will be broadcasting sgnasfor theworld
to hear.”

‘But we have blast walls, objected Holly.

Artemis shrugged. “Holly, thereisn't aforce on earth powerful enough to stop a hundred million tons of
molten hemétitein freefdl.

Anything that getsin theway will be obliterated.



Most of theiron will curve around and follow the tunndl, but enough will continue straight down to cut
right through the blagt walls.”

The shuttl€' s occupants watched Artemis s computer Smulation in which the molten orebody smashed
through Haven City ‘sdefenses, dlowing dl thefairy electronic signalsto be picked up by the probe.

‘We arelooking at afifty-eight percent casudty rate said Artemis. ” Possbly more.”
“How can Opd do thiswithout Foaly’ s sensors picking her up?*

‘Simple” replied Artemis. ” She merdly plants a shaped charge in E7 at adepth of one hundred and five
miles, detonating it at the last minute. That way, by the time Foay detectsthe explosion, it will betoo late
to either disarmiit or do anything about it.”

So we need to remove that charge.”
Artemisamiled. If only it werethat smple.

‘Opa will not take any chances with the charge. If shel€ft it on the chutewall for any amount of time, a
tremor could shakeit free, or one of Foaly’s sensors could pick it up. I'm sure the deviceiswell
shielded, but one leak in the plating could have it broadcasting like asatellite. No, Opa will not position
the charge until the last minute.”

Holly nodded. “ Okay. So wewait until she plantsit, thenwedisarmiit.”

‘No. If wewait in the chute, then Foay will pick usup. If that happens, Opa will not even venture down
the chute.

‘That’sgood, is't it?*

‘Not really. We may delay her for afew hours, but remember, Opa has a two-hundred-mile window to
plant the charge. She can wait for the LEP to arrest us and still have ample time to complete her misson.”

Holly knuckled her eyes. “I don’t understand this. Surely everyone must know by now that Opa has
escaped. Surely Foay can put thisal together.”

Artemis closed hisfig. “There sthe rub. That Single point isthe essence of this entire Situation.

Foaly obvioudy doesn't know that Opa has escaped. She would be the first person checked after the
goblin generd’ sescape.”

‘ She was checked. | was there. When Scalene escaped, Opa was il catatonic. There' sno way she
could have planned it.”

‘And yet, shedid,“ mused Artemis. " Could that Opa have been adouble?”

‘Not possible. They run DNA checks every day.”

‘So the Opal under surveillance had Koboi’ s DNA, but little or no brain activity.”
‘Exactly. She' s been that way for ayear.”

Artemisthought slently for over aminute. “1 wonder how far cloning technology has devel oped
underground?’



He crossed briskly to the main computer termina and called up LEP files on the subject.

“The mature cloneisidenticd to the origind in every way, except that its brain functionsare limited to life
support,” heread. ”*1n greenhouse conditions, it takes one to two yearsto grow acloneto

adulthood.”” 8Artemis stepped away from the computer, clapping his hands. “ That’ sit. That’show she
didit. Sheinduced that coma so that her replacement would not be noticed. Thisisimpressive stuff.”

Holly pounded afigt into her pam. “ So even if we did survive the attempts on our lives, al talk of Opd’s
escape would be seen asthe ravings of the guilty.”

‘| told Chix Verbil that Opa was back,“ said Mulch. " That’ s okay though, because he dready thinksI'm
raving.”

‘With Opal ontheloose,” continued the Irish youth, "the entire LEP would be on the lookout for aplot
of somekind. But with Opdl till degpin her coma...*

‘Thereisno cause for darm. And this probeis smply a surprise, and not an emergency.”

Artemis shut down the holographic projection. “ So we' re on our own. We need to stedl that find charge
and detonate harmlesdy above the paralldl stretch. Not only that, but we need to expose Opal so she
cannot Smply put her plan into action al over again. Obvioudy to do thiswe need to find Opa’ s shuttle.”

Mulch was suddenly uncomfortable. “Y ou’ re going after Koboi? Again? Wdll, best of luck. Y ou can just
drop me off at the next corner.”

Holly ignored him. “How long do we have?’

Therewas a calculator on the plasma screen, but Artemisdidn’t need it. “The orebody issinking at arate
of Sixteen feet per second.

That's eleven miles per hour. At that speed it would take approximately nine and a haf hoursto reach the
pardld dretch.”

‘Nine hours from now?*
‘No,* corrected Artemis. ” From detonation, which was dmost two hours ago.”

Holly walked rapidly into the cockpit and strapped hersdlf into the pilot’ s chair. “ Seven and ahalf hours
to save theworld. Isn't there some law that sayswe get at least twenty-four?’

Artemis strgpped himself into the copilot’ schair.
‘I don’'t think Opal botherswith laws,” he said. ”Now, can you talk while you fly?

There are afew things | need to know about shuttles and charges.”

Chapter 10: HORSE SENSE

Police Plaza, Haven City , The Lower Elements Everybody in Police Plazawas all talk about the Zito
probe. Intruth it was a bit of adistraction from recent events. The LEP didn’t lose many officersin the
field. And now two in the same shift. Foaly wastaking it hard, especidly the loss of Holly Short. It was
onething to lose afriend in theline of duty, but for that friend to be falsely accused of murder was
unbearable. Foaly could not stand the idea that the People would forever remember Holly asa
cold-blooded killer. Captain Short was innocent. What's more, she was a decorated hero, and deserved



to be remembered as such.

A corn screen flickered into life on hiswall. One of histechnica assstantsin the outer office appeared.
The df’ s pointed ears were quivering with excitement.

‘The probe is down to sixty-five miles. | can't believe the humans have gotten thisfar.”

Foaly opened ascreen on hiswall. He couldn’t believeit either. In theory, it should have been decades
before humans devel oped alaser sophisticated enough to puncture the crust without frying half a
continent. Obvioudy, Giovanni Zito went right ahead and developed the laser without worrying about
Foay’ s projectionsfor his species.

Foay dmost regretted having to shut Zito' s project down. The Sicilian was one of the brightest hopes for
the human race. His plan to harness the power of the outer core was a good one, but the cost wasfairy
exposure, and that was too high apriceto pay.

‘Keegpacloseeyeonit,” hesad, trying to sound interested. " Especialy when it runsparale to E7. |
don’t anticipate any trouble, but eyes peded just in case.”

‘Yes, dr. Oh, and we have Captain Verbil on line two, from the surface.

A tiny spark of interest lit the centaur’ seyes. Verbil. The sprite had alowed Mulch Diggumsto sted an
LEP shuttle. Mulch escaped afew hours after hisfriends on the force had been killed. Coincidence?
Perhaps. Perhaps not.

Foaly opened awindow to the surface.

Init he could see Verbil’ s chest.

Fody sghed. “Chix! Y ou're hovering. Come down where | can seeyou.”
‘Sorry,” said Chix, aighting on thefloor.

‘I'mabit emotiond. Trouble Kelp gave me ared grilling.

‘What do you want, Chix? A hug and akiss?

| have things on my mind here.”

Verbil’ swingsflared up behind him. It was ared effort to stay on the ground. “I have amessage for you,
from Mulch Digpums.”

Fody fought the urge to whinny. No doubt Mulch would have some choice words for him.

‘Go on, then. Tl mewhat our foul-mouthed friend thinks of me.”

‘Thisis between us, right? | don’t want to be pensioned off on the groundsthat I’ m unstable.”
‘Y es, Chix, it’s between us. Everyone has aright to be temporarily unstable. Today of al days.”
‘It sridiculous, redly. | don’t believeit for aminute. Chix attempted a confident chuckle.

Fody snapped. “What' sridiculous? What don't you believel” Tdl me, Chix, or I'll reach down this com
link and drag it out of you.”

‘Are we secure?



‘Yes!* the centaur screeched. ”We re secure. Tell me. Give me Mulch’ s message.”
Chix took adeep breath, saying thewords as helet it out. “Opa Koboi isback.”

Fody’ slaughter started somewhere around his hooves and grew in volume and intengity until it burst out
of hismouth. “Opa isback! Kobai is back!

| get it now. Mulch conned you into letting him steal the shuttle. He played on your fear of Opa waking
up, and you bought it. Opd is back; don’t make me laugh.”

‘That'swhat hesaid,” Chix mumbled sulkily.

‘There€’ sno need to laugh so hard. Y ou’ re spitting on the screen. | have fedlings, you know.*
Fody’ slaughter petered out. It wasn't red laughter anyway, it was just an outburst of emation.
Mostly sadness, with some frustration mixed in.

‘Okay, Chix. It'snot your fault. Mulch has fooled smarter sprites than you.”

It took Chix amoment to redlize that he was being insulted.

‘It could be true“ he said, miffed. “Y ou could be wrong. It is possible, you know. Maybe Opa Koboi
conned you.”

Foay opened another window on hiswall.

‘No, Verhil, it isnot possible. Opal could not be back, because I’ m looking at her right now.”
Livefeed from the Argon Clinic confirmed that Opal was indeed still suspended in her coma harness.
She' d had her DNA swab minutes beforehand.

Chix’ s petulance crumbled. “I can’t believeit,” he muttered. “Mulch seemed so sincere. | actualy thought
Holly wasin danger.”

Fody’ stall twitched. “What? Mulch said Holly wasin danger? But Holly isgone. Shedied.”
‘Yes," sad Chix morosdly. ”Mulch was shoveling more horse dung, | suppose. No offense.”

Of course. Opa would set Holly up to take the blame for Julius. That little cruel touch would bejust like
Opadl. If shewasn't right there, in her harness. DNA never lies.

Chix rapped the screen surround at his end, to get Foaly’ s attention. “ Listen, Foay, remember what you
promised. Thisis between us. No need for anyone elseto know | got duped by adwarf. I'll end up
scraping vole curry off the sdewalk after crunchbal matches.”

Fody absently shut the window. “Y es, whatever. Between us. Right.”
Opal was till secure. No doubt about it.

Surely she couldn’t have escaped. If she had, then maybe this probe was more sinister than it seemed.
She couldn’t have escaped. It wasn't possible.

But Foay’s paranoid streak couldn’t let it go. Just to be sure, there were afew little tests he could
perform. Hereally should get authorization, but if he was wrong, nobody had to know. And if hewas



right, nobody would care about afew hours of computer time.

The centaur ran a quick search on the surveillance database and selected the footage from the chute
access tunnd where Julius had died.

There was something he wanted to check.
Uncharted Chute, Three Miles Below Southern Italy The stolen shuttle made good time to the surface.
Holly flew asfast as she could without burning the gearbox or smashing them into achute wall.

Time may have been of the essence, but the motley crew would be of little use to anyoneif they had to
be scraped off the wdll like so much crunchy pate.

‘These old rigsare mainly for watch changes,“ explained Holly. ” The LEP got this one secondhand at a
criminal assets auction. It's souped up to avoid customs ships. It used to belong to a curry smuggler.”

Artemis sniffed. A faint yellow odor till lingered in the cockpit. “Why would anyone smuggle curry?
‘Extrachot curry isillegd in Haven.

Living underground, we have to be careful of emissons, if you catch my drift.”

Artemis caught her drift and decided not to pursue the subject.

“We need to locate Opal’ s shuttle before we venture aboveground and give our position away.”
Holly pulled over next to asmdl lake of black ail, the shuttle’ s downdraft rippling the surface,

‘Artemis, | think | mentioned that it's a stedlth shuttle. Nothing can detect her. We don't have sensors
sophisticated enough to spot her. Opa and her pixie sidekicks could be sitting in their craft just around
the next bend, and our computers wouldn’t pick them up.”

Artemisleaned in over the dashboard readouts.
“Y ou' re gpproaching this the wrong way, Holly.
We need to find out where the shuttleis not.”

Artemis launched various scans, searching for traces of certain gases within ahundred-mileradius. “I
think we can assume that the sedth shuttleis very closeto E7, perhapsright at the mouth; but that till
leaves uswith alot of ground to cover, especidly if our eyesare all we haveto rely on.”

‘That’ swhat I’ ve been saying. But do go on;
I”’m sure you have apoint.”

‘So I’'m using this shuttle’ slimited sensor dishesto scan from here right up the chute to the surface and
down about thirty miles

‘Scanning for what?* said Holly in exasperation.
‘A holeinthear?

Artemisgrinned. “Exactly. Y ou see, norma space is made up of various gases. oxygen, hydrogen, and so
on, but the stedlth shuttle would prevent any of these from being detected inside the ship’shull. Soif we



find asmall patch of space without the usual ambient gasses...”
‘Then we ve found the stedlth shuttle,” said Hally.
‘Exactly.”

The computer completed its scan quickly, building an on-screen modd of the surrounding area. The
gaseswere digplayed in various whirling hues.

Artemisingructed the computer to search for anomaies. It found three: one with an a@normaly high
saturation of carbon monoxide.

‘That’ s probably an airport. A lot of exhaust fumes.”

The second anomaly was alarge areawith only trace el ements of any gas.

‘A vacuum, probably acomputer plant,” surmised Artemis.

Thethird anomay wasasmall areajust outsde the lip of E7 that appeared to contain no gas of any kind.
‘That’ sher. Thevolumeisexactly right.

She'son the north side of the chute entrance.”

‘Well done“ said Hally, punching him lightly on the shoulder. " Let’ s get up there.”

“Y ou know, of course, that as soon as we put our nose into the main chute system, Foaly will pick us
up.”

Holly gave the engines afew seconds to warm up. “It’ stoo late to worry about that. Haven is more than
sx hundred miles away. By the time anyone gets here, we' |l either be heroes or outlaws.”

‘We' redready outlaws,” said Artemis.

‘True," agreed Holly. " But soon we could be outlaws with no one chasing us.”

Police Plaza, The Lower Elements Opa Koboi was back. Could it be possible?

The thought niggled at Foaly’ s ordered mind, unraveling any chain of thought that he tried to compose.
He would not find any peace until he found out for certain. One way or the other.

Thefirst place to check was the video footage from E37. If one began with the assumption that Koboi
was indeed dive, then anumber of details could be explained. Firdtly, the strange haze that had appeared
on dl the tapes was not smply interference, but manufactured to hide something. Theloss of audio signd,
too, could have been orchestrated by Koboi to cover whatever had passed between Holly and Juliusin
the tunnd.

And the caamitous exploson could have been Koboi’ s doing and not Holly’ s. The possibility brought
tremendous peace to Foaly, but he contained it. He hadn’t proven anything yet.

Fody ran the tape through afew filters without result. The strange blurred section refused to be
sharpened, cloned, or shifted. That initsalf was unusud. If the blurred spot was just computer glitchery,
Foaly should have been able to do something about it. But the indistinct patch stood its ground, repelling
everything Foay threw at it.



Y ou may have the hi-tech ground covered, thought the centaur, but what about good old |o-tech?

Foay zoomed the footage to moments before the explosion. The blurred patch had transferred itsdlf to
Julius' s chest, and indeed at times, the commander appeared to be looking at it. Wasthere an explosive
device under there? If S0, then it must have been remotely detonated. The jammer signal was probably
sent from the same remote. The detonation command would override al other sgnds, including the
jammer. This meant that for perhaps athousandth of a second before detonation, whatever was on
Julius s chest would become visible. Not long enough for the fairy eyeto capture, but acamerawould
seitjust fine

Foaly fast-forwarded to the explosion and then began to work hisway backward, frame by frame. It
was agonizing work, watching hisfriend being reassembled by the reversed film. The centaur tried to
ignore it and concentrate on the work. The flames shrank from orange plumes to white shards, eventudly
containing themsavesingde an orange minisun. Then, for asngle frame, something gppeared. Fody

flicked past it, then returned. There! On Julius's chest, right where the blur used to be. A device of some
kind.

Fody’ sfingersjabbed the enlarge tool. There was a square foot metal pand secured to Julius' s chest
with octo-bonds. It had been picked up by the camerafor asingle frame. Less than one thousandth of a
second, which waswhy it had been missed by the investigators. On the face of the pand was aplasma
screen. Someone had been communi cating with the commander before he died. That someone had not
wanted to be overheard, hence the audio jammer. Unfortunately, the screen was now blank, asthe
detonation signa which disrupted the jammer would a so have disrupted the video.

But | know whoit is, thought Foay. It's Opa Koboi, back from limbo.

But he needed proof. The centaur’ s word was worth about as much to Ark Sool as a dwarf’ s denid that
he had passed wind.

Fody glared at the live feed from the Argon Ingtitute. There she was. Opa Kaoboi, till degp in her coma.
Apparently.

How did you do it? Foay wondered. How could you swap places with another fairy?

Plastic surgery wouldn't do it. Surgery couldn’t change DNA. Foay opened adrawer in hisdesk and
pulled out a piece of equipment that resembled two miniature kitchen plungers.

There was only oneway to find out what was going on here. He would have to ask Opal directly.
When Fodly arrived at theindtitute, Dr.
Argon wasreluctant to dlow himinto Opa’ sroom.

‘Miss Koboi isin adeep sate of catatonia,” said the gnome peevishly. "Who knows what effect your
deviceswill have on her psyche. It sdifficult, nighimpossible, to explain to alayfairy what damage
intrusive stimuli may have on the recovering mind.”

Foay whinnied. “Y ou had no trouble letting the TV networksin. | suppose they pay better than the LEP.
| do hope you are not beginning to view Opal asyour persona possession, Doctor. Sheisadtate
prisoner, and | can have her moved to agate facility any timel like.”

‘Maybejust five minutes,” said Jerbal Argon, tapping in the door’ s security code.
Foaly clopped past him and plonked his briefcase on the table. Opa swung gently in the draft from the



doorway. And it did seem to be Opal. Even this close, with every feature in focus, Foay would have
sworn that thiswas his old adversary.

The same Opd who had competed with him for every prize a college. The same Opa who had very
nearly succeeded in having him blamed for the goblin uprising.

‘Get her down from there, he ordered.

Argon positioned abunk below the harness, complaining with every step. “1 shouldn’t be doing physica
labor” he moaned. ”It'smy hip. No one knowsthe pain I’m in. No one. The warlocks can’t do athing
for me*

‘Don’t you have gaff to do this sort of thing?*
‘Normdlly, yes“ said Argon, lowering the harness.

‘But my janitors are on leave. Both at the sametime. Normaly | wouldn't allow it, but good pixie
workers are hard to find.”

Foay’sears pricked up. “Pixies? Y our janitors are pixies?’

‘Y es. We re quite proud of them around here, minor celebrities, you know. The pixietwins. And of
course they have the highest respect for me.”

Foay’ s hands shook as he unpacked his equipment. It all seemed to be coming together. Firgt Chix, then
the strange device on Julius s chest, now pixie janitors who were on leave. He just needed one more
piece of the puzzle.

‘What isit you have there?* asked Argon anxioudy. " Nothing that could cause any damage.”

Foaly tilted the unconscious pixi€ s head backward. “Don’'t worry, Argon. It’sjust a Retimager. I’ m not
going in any farther than the eyebd|s”

He held open the pixi€ seyes one a atime, sedling the plunger like cups around the sockets.

‘Every imageisrecorded on theretinas. Thisleavesatrail of microscratches that can be enhanced and
read.”

‘I know what a Retimager is,“ snapped Argon. | do read science journas occasionaly, you know. So
you can tell what the last thing Opa saw was. What good will that do?*

Foaly connected the eyepiecesto awall computer. “We shdl see” he said, endeavoring to sound cryptic
rather than desperate.

He opened the Retimager’ s program on the plasma screen, and two dark images appeared.
‘Left and right eyes,” explained Fodly, toggling akey until the two images overlapped.
The image was obvioudy ahead from aside angle, but it wastoo dark to identify.

‘Ooh, such brilliance,* gushed Argon sarcagticdly. " Shdl | call the networks? Or should | just faint in
awve?

Fody ignored him. “Lighten and enhance,” he said to the computer.



A computer-generated paintbrush swabbed the screen, leaving a brighter and sharper picture behind it.

‘It sapixie muttered Foay. " But still not enough detail.* He scratched his chin. ” Computer, match this
picture with patient Koboi, Opal .

A picture of Opal flashed up on a separate window. It resized itself and revolved until the new picture
was at the same angle asthe original. Red arrows flashed between the pictures, connecting identical
points. After afew moments the space between the two pictures was completely blitzed with red lines.

‘ Are these two pictures of the same person?‘ asked Foaly.
‘Affirmative,” said the computer. ” Though there isa point zero five percent possibility of error.”
Foaly jabbed the print button. “I’ll take those odds.”

Argon stepped closer to the screen, asthough in adaze. Hisface was pale, and growing paler ashe
redlized theimplications of the picture.

‘ She saw hersdlf from the Sde he whispered. ” That means. .."

‘There were two Opal Kobois,“ completed Foaly. " Thereal one, that you let escape. And this shell here,
which canonly be...”

‘A clone”

‘Precisdly,” said Foaly, plucking the hard copy from the printer. ” She had hersdf cloned, and then your
janitors waltzed her right out of here under your nose.”

‘Oh dear.”
‘Oh dear hardly coversit. Maybe now would be agood timeto call the networks, or faint in awe.”

Argon took the second option, collgpsing to the floor in alimp heap. The sudden evaporation of his
dreams of fame and fortune was too much to handle dl at once.

Foay stepped over him and galloped dl the way to Police Plaza.

E7, Southern Ity

Opa Koboi was having a hard time being patient. She had used up every last drop of her patience in the
Argon Clinic. And now she wanted things to hagppen on her command. Unfortunately, a hundred million
tons of hematite will only sink through the earth at Sixteen feet per second, and thereisn't alot anybody
can do about it. Opd decided to pass the time by watching Holly Short die. That cretinous captain. Who
did she think shewas, with her crew cut and cute bow lips?

Opd glanced a hersdlf in areflective surface. Now, there wasreal beauty. There was aface that
deserved its own currency, and it was quite possible that she would soon haveit.

‘Merval,” she sngpped. " Bring me the Eleven Wonders disk. | need something to cheer me up.”
‘Right away, MissKoboi,* sad Merv.

‘“Would you like meto finish preparing the med firg, or bring you the disk directly.”



Opal rolled her eyes at her reflection.

‘What did | just say?"

‘Y ou said to bring you the disk."

So what do you think you should do, my dearest Merval?*
‘I think | should bring you the disk,” said Merv.

‘Genius, Mervdl. Pure genius.”

Merv |eft the shuttle’ skitchenette and g ected adisk from the recorder. The computer would have the
film onitshard drive, but Miss Koboi liked to have her persona favorites on disk so she could be
cheered up wherever she happened to be.

Highlights from the past included her father’ s nervous breakdown, the attack on Police Plaza,, and Foay
bawling his eyes out in the LEP operation’ s booth.

Merv handed the disk to Opadl.
‘And?* sad thetiny pixie.
Merv was ssumped for amoment, then he remembered.

One of Opd’s new commandments was that the Brill brothers should bow when they approached their
leader. He swallowed his pride and bowed low from the waist.

‘Better. Now, weren't you supposed to be preparing dinner?*

Merv retreated, till bowing. Therewasalot of pride- swallowing going on around herein the last few
hours. Opal was unhappy with the level of service and respect provided by the Brill brothers, and so she
hed drawn up alist of rules. These directivesincluded the aforementioned bowing, never looking Opd in
the eyes, going outside the shuttle to passwind, and not thinking too loudly within ten feet of their
employer.

‘Because | know what you are thinking,“ Opal had said, in alow tremulous voice. ”1 can see your
thoughts swirling was around your head. Right now, you' re marveling at how 11 beautiful I am.”

‘“Uncanny,” gasped Merv, while traitoroudy wondering if there was a cuckoo flitting about her head at
that very moment. Opa was going serioudy off therailswith al this changing her species and world
domination. Scant and himself would have deserted her by now, if she hadn’t U promised that they could
have Barbados when she was Queen of the Earth. That and the fact that if they deserted her now, Opal
would add the Brill brothersto her vengeancelist.

Merv retrested to the kitchen and continued with his efforts to prepare Miss Koboi’ s food without
actudly touching it. Another new rule.

Meanwhile, Scant wasin the cargo bay checking the detonator relays on the last two shaped charges.
Onefor thejob, and one for backup. The charges were about the size of melons, but would make a
much bigger messif they exploded. He checked that the magnetic relay pods were secure on the casings.
The rdlays were sandard mining sparker units that would accept the signa from the remote detonator
and send aneutron charge into the bellies of the charges.

Scant winked at his brother through the kitchen doorway .



Merv pursed hislipsin silent imitation of a cuckoo. Scant nodded weerily. They were both getting tired
of Opa’ s outrageous behavior.

Only the thought of drinking pina coladas on the beach in Barbados kept them going.

Opadl, obliviousto dl the discontent in her camp, popped the video disk into the multidrive. To watch
one senemiesdiein glorious color and surround sound was surely one of the greatest advantages of
technology. Severa video windows opened on the screen. Each one represented the view from one of
the hemisphere’ s cameras.

Opa watched delightedly as Holly and Artemiswere driven into the river by apack of dobbering trolls.
She oohed and aahed as they took refuge on thetiny idand of corpses. Her tiny heart beat faster asthey
scaed the temple scaffolding. She was about to instruct Merval to fetch her some chocolate trufflesfrom
the booty box to go with the movie, when the cameras blacked out.

‘Mervdl,” she squeded, wringing her delicate fingers. " Descant! Get in here.”

The Brill brothers rushed into the lounge, handguns drawn.

‘Yes, Miss Koboi?* said Scant, laying the shaped charges down on afur-covered lounger.
Opd covered her face. “Don’t look at me!” she ordered.

Scant lowered his eyes. “ Sorry. No eye contact. | forgot.”

‘And stop thinking that."

‘Yes, MissKoboi. Sorry, MissKoboi.” Scant had no ideawhat he was supposed to be thinking, so he
tried to blank out everything.

Opal crossed her arms and tapped her fingers on her forearms until both brothers were bowed before
her.

‘ Something has gonewrong,” she said, her voice trembling dightly. ” Our Temple of Artemiscameras
seem to have mafunctioned.”

Merv backed the footage up to the last image.

Init thetrolls were advancing on Artemis and Holly across the temple roof.

‘It looks like they were done for anyway, Miss Koboi .

“Yep,“ agreed Scant. ”No way out of that one.”

Opal cleared her throat. “Firdtly, yep isnot aword, and | will not be spoken to in dang.

New rule. Secondly, | assumed that Artemis Fowl was dead once before, and | spent ayear in acoma
asaresult. We must proceed as though Fowl and Short have survived and are on our trail .

‘With respect, MissKoboi,“ said Merv, directing the words at hisown toes. " Thisisastedth shuttle; we
didn't leaveatral

* Moron ,* said Opd casudly. " Our trail ison every television screen aboveground, and doubtless below
it. Evenif Artemis Fowl were not agenius, he would guessthat | am behind the Zito probe.



We need to plant thefina charge now. How deep isthe probe?"

Scant consulted a computer readout. “ One hundred miles. We have ninety minutesto go to the optimum
blast point.”

Opal paced the deck for afew moments. “We have not picked up any communication with Police Plaza,
S0 if they aredivethey areaone.

Best not to risk it. Wewill plant the charge now and guard it. Descant, check the casings again.
Mervall, run asystem’s check on the shuttle.
| don’'t want asingleion escaping through the hull.*

The pixie twins stepped backward, bowing asthey went. They would do as they weretold, but surdly
the boss was being a bit paranoid.

‘| heard that thought,” screeched Opal. ”1 am not paranoid!“

Merv stepped behind a stedl partition to shield his brain waves. Had Miss Koboi redly intercepted the
thought? Or wasit just the paranciaagain? After dl, paranoid people usually believe that everyone thinks
they are paranoid.

Merv poked his head out from behind the partition and beamed athought at Opal, just to be sure.

Holly Short is prettier than you, he thought asloudly as he could. A treasonous thought, to be sure. One
Opal could hardly fail to pick up onif she could indeed read minds.

Opd gared a him. “Merval?’
‘Y es, Miss Koboi ?
“You'relooking directly &t me. That's very bad for my skin.*

‘Sorry, MissKoboi,* said Merv, averting his eyes. His eyes happened to glance through the cockpit
windshield, toward the mouth of the chute.

Hewasjust intimeto see an LEP shuittle rise through the holographic rock outcrop that covered the
shuttlebay door. “Em, Miss Koboi, we have a problem.” He pointed out the windshield.

The shuitle had risen to thirty feet and was hovering above the Italian |andscape, obvioudy searching for
something.

‘They’ vefound us“ said Opd in ahorrified whisper. Then she quelled her panic, quickly andyzing the
gtuation.

‘That isatrangport shuttle, not apursuit vehicle* she noted, walking quickly into the cockpit, closely
followed by the twins. ”We must assume that Artemis Fowl and Captain Short are aboard. They have no
weapons and only basic scanners. In this poor light we are virtudly invisible to the naked eye.

They areblind.”

“ Should we blast them from the skies?* asked the younger Brill brother eagerly. At last some of the
action he had been promised.



‘No,” replied Opd. ” A plasmaburst would give our position to human and fairy police satellites. We go
dlent. Turn off everything.

Even life support. | don't know how they got this close, but the only way they’ re going to find out our
exact locationisto runinto us. And if that happens, their sad little shuttlewill crumple like cardboard.”

The Brillsobeyed promptly, switching off al of the shuttle' s sysems.

‘Good,” whispered Opd, placing adim finger over her lips. They watched the shuttle for several minutes
until Opa decided to bresk the silence.

‘“Whoever ispassing wind, please stop it, or | will devise afitting punishment.”

‘It wasn't me,* mouthed the Brill brothers smultaneoudy. Neither was anxious to find out what thefitting
punishment for passing wind was.

E7, Ten Minutes Earlier

Holly eased the LEP shuttle through a particularly tricky secondary shaft and into E7. Almost immediaey
two red lights began pulsing on the console.

‘The clock isticking,” she announced. ”We just triggered two of Foaly’ s sensors. They're going to put
the shuttle together with the probe and come running.”

‘How long?* asked Artemis.

Hoally cdculated in her head. “If they come supersonic in the attack shuttle, lessthan haf an hour.”
‘Perfect,” said Artemis, pleased.

‘I'm glad you think so,“ moaned Mulch.

‘ Supersonic LEP officers are never awelcome sight among burglars. Asagenera rule we prefer our
police officers subsonic.”

Hoally clamped the shuttle to arocky outcrop on the chute wall. “ Are you backing out, Mulch?
Or isjust the usua moaning?
The dwarf rotated his jaw, warming it up for the work ahead. “1 think I’'m entitled to alittle moan.

Why do these plans awaysinvolve me putting mysdf in harm’ sway, while you three get towait it out in
the shuttle?*

Artemis handed him acooler sack from the gdley. “Because you are the only one who can do this,
Mulch. Y ou done can foil Koboi’splan.”

Mulch was not impressed. “I’' m not impressed,” he said. “1’ d better get amedad for this. Rea gold, too.
No more gold-plated computer disks.”

Holly hustled him to the starboard hatch.

‘Mulch, if they don’t lock mein prison for therest of my life, | will sart the campaign to give you the
biggest medd in the LEP cabinet.”



‘And amnesty for any past and future crimes?*

Holly opened the hatch. “ Past, maybe. Future, not a chance. But no guarantees. I’ m not exactly flavor of
the month at Police Plaza.”

Mulch tucked the sack inside his shirt.

‘Okay. Possible big medal and probable amnesty. I'll takeit.” He put one foot outside onto the flat
surface of the rock.

Tunnel wind sucked at hisleg, threatening to tumble him into the abyss. “We meet back herein twenty
minutes”

Artemis handed the dwarf asmall wakie-talkie from the LEP locker. “Remember the plan,” shouted
Artemis over the roar of the wind.

‘Don't forget to leave the communicator. Only steal what you are supposed to. Nothing else.”

‘Nothing ese, echoed Mulch, looking none too pleased. After al, who knew what vauables Opa may
have lying about up there. ” Unless something redlly jumps out & me.*

‘Nothing,” inssted Artemis. ”Now, are you sure you can get in?*

Mulch’sgrin reveded rows of rectangular teeth. “1 can get in. Y ou just make sure their power is off and
they’ relooking the other way.”

Butler hefted the bag of tricks that he had brought with him from Fowl Manor. “Don’t worry, Mulch.
They’ll belooking the other way. | guaranteeit.”

Police Plaza,, The Lower Elements All the brasswere in the Operations Room, watching live television
updates on the probe’ s progress when Foay burst in.

‘We need to talk,” blurted the centaur to the genera assembly.
‘Quiet,” hissed Council Chairman Cahartez. ”Have abowl of curry.”

Chairman Cahartez ran afleet of curry vansin Haven City. Vole curry was his specidty. Obvioudy he
was catering thislittle viewing sesson.

Foaly ignored the buffet table. He snatched aremote control from achair armrest and muted the master
volume,

‘We have big trouble, |adies and gentlemen.
Opa Koboi isloose, and | think she' s behind the Zito probe.”

A high-back swive chair swung around. Ark Sool waslounginginit. “Opa Koboi? Amazing. And she's
doing dl thispsychicaly, | suppose.”

‘No. What are you doing in that chair? That' s the commander’ s chair. The real commander, not Interna
Affars*

Sool tapped the golden acorns on hislapel.
‘I’ ve been promoted.”



Fody blanched. “Y ou' re the new Recon commander?’

Sool’ ssmile could have illuminated adark room. “Y es. The Council felt that Recon had been getting a bit
out of hand lately. They fet, and | must say | agree, that Recon needs afirm hand. Of course | will stay
on a Internal Affairsuntil a suitable replacement can be found.”

Foaly scowled. There was no timefor this. Not now.
He had to get clearance for a supersonic launch immediately.

‘Okay, Sool, Commander. | can lodge my objection later. Right now we have an emergency on our
hands.”

Everyone waslistening now. But none with much enthusiasm, except Commander Vinyayawho had
aways been a staunch supporter of Julius Root, and would certainly have not voted for Sool.

Vinyayawasdl ears.
‘What' sthe emergency, Foaly?* she asked.

Fody dipped acomputer disk into the room’ s multidrive. “That thing in the Argon Clinicisnot Opd
Koboi; it saclone”

‘Evidence?* demanded Sool.

Fody highlighted awindow on the screen. 1 scanned her retinas and found that the last image the clone
saw was Opal Koboi hersdlf. Obvioudy during her escape.”

Sool was not convinced. “I’ ve never trusted your gadgets, Foaly. Y our Retimager is not accepted as
actud evidence in acourtroom.”

‘WEe re not in acourtroom, Sool,“ said Foaly through ground teeth. ” If we accept that Opal could be
loose, then the events of the past twenty-four hours take on awhole new significance. A pattern beginsto
emerge. Scaleneisdead, pixies are missing from the clinic, Juliusis murdered, and Holly isblamed. Then
within hours of thisa probeis sent down a decade ahead of schedule. Kobai isbehind dl of this. That
probeisonitsway here and we re Stting around watching it on PPTV ... edting stinking vole curry!®

‘| object to the disparaging curry remark,” said Cahartez, wounded. " But otherwise | get your point.”
Sool jumped from his chair. “What point?

Fody is connecting dotsthat don’t exist. All heistrying to do is exonerate hislate friend, Captain Short.”
‘Holly may bedivel* snapped Foaly.

* And trying to do something about Opa Koboi."

Sool rolled hiseyes. “But her vitalsflatlined, centaur. We remote-destructed her helmet. | was there,
remember?’

A head poked into the room. One of Foaly’slab apprentices. “I got that case, Sir,” he panted. “Quick as
| could.”

‘Well done, Roob," said Foaly, snatching the case from the apprentice’ s hand. He spun the case around.
"I issued Holly and Julius with new suits. Prototypes. They both have bio-sensors and trackers. They are



not linked with the LEP mainframe. | never thought to check them earlier. Holly’ shémet may be out of
action, but her suit isdill functioning.”

‘What do the suit’s sensorstell us, Foay?* asked Vinyaya.

Fody wasdmogt afraid to look. If the suit sensorswereflatlining, it would belikelosing Holly again. He
counted to three, then consulted the small screen in the case. There were two readouts on the screen.
Onewasflat. dulius. But the other was active in al areas.

‘Holly isdivel* shouted the centaur, kissng Commander Vinyaya soundly on the cheek.

‘Alive and reasonably well, gpart from eevated blood pressure and next to zero magic in her tank.”
‘And whereisshe?* asked Vinyaya, smiling.

Foaly enlarged the locator section of the screen.

‘On her way up E7, in the shuttle that was stolen by Mulch Diggums, if I'm not mistaken.”

Sool was ddlighted. “L et me get this straight. Murder suspect Holly Short isin a stolen chute next to the
Zito probe.”

‘That'sright.”
‘That would make her the prime suspect in any irregularities concerning the probe.”

Fody was very tempted to actually trample Soal, but he held histemper in check, for Holly’ s sake. “All
I”’m asking, Sool, isthat you give me agreen light to send the supersonic shuttle to investigate. If I'm
right, then your first act as Commander will beto avert acaamity.”

‘And if you're wrong? Which you probably are.”
‘If I’'mwrong, then you get to bring in public enemy number one, Captain Holly Short.”

Sool stroked his goatee. It was awin-win situation. “Very well. Send the shuttle. How long will it taketo
prep?’

Foay pulled aphone from his pocket and hit anumber on the speed did.
‘Mgor Kelp,“ he said into the mouthpiece.

‘Greenlight. G." Foay smiled a Ark Sool. "1 briefed Mgor Kelp on my way over. | felt sureyou'd see
it my way.

Commanders generdly do."
Sool scowled. “Don't get familiar with me, ponyboy. Thisisnot the start of abeautiful relationship. I'm

sending the shuttle because it isthe only option. If you are somehow manipulating me, or bending the
truth, I will bury youintribuna hearingsfor the next five years. Then | will fireyou.”

Foay ignored him. There would be plenty of time for trading threats later. He needed to concentrate on
the shuttle' s progress. He had gone through the shock of Holly’ s desth once before; he did not intend to

go through it again.



E7

Mulch Diggums could have been an athlete. He had the jaw and recycling equipment for sprint digging, or
even cross-country. Plenty of natura ability, but no dedication.

Hetried it for acouple of monthsin college, but the strict regime of training and diet did not suit him.
Mulch could gtill remember his college tunndling coach giving him apep talk after training one night.

“Y ou got the jaw, Diggums” the old dwarf admitted. ” And you sure got the behind. | ain’t never seen no
one who could pump out the bubbleslike you do. But you ain’t got the heart, and that’ swhat’s
important.”

Maybe the old dwarf wasright: Mulch never did have the heart for selfless activity. Tunnelingwasa
londly job, and there was't much money iniit either.

And because it was an ethnic sport, the TV networks were not interested. No advertising meant no big
pay dedsfor the athletes. Mulch decided his digging prowess could be more profitably utilized on the
shady sde of the law. Maybeif he had some gold, then femae dwarfswould be more likely to return his
cdls

And now here hewas, breaking dl hisrules, preparing to bresk into a craft that was bristling with fairy
sensors and occupied by armed hostiles. Just to help someone dse.

Of dl the vehicles on the planet or under it, Artemis just had to get into the most technologically
advanced shuttlein existence. Every square inch of the stedlth shuttle’ s plating would be darmed with
lasers, motion sensors, static sheets, and who knew what else. Still, alarms were no good if they weren't
activated, and that was what Mulch was counting on.

Mulch waved good-bye in the genera direction of the shuttle, just in case anyone was sill watching him,
and traversed the rocky outcrop to the safety of the chute wall. Dwarfs do not like heights, and being
technicaly below sealevel was not heping his vertigo.

The dwarf sank hisfingersinto avein of soft clay sprouting through the rock wal. Home. Anywhere on
earth was home to adwarf, aslong as there was clay. Mulch felt cam settle over him. He was safe now,
for thetime being, a any rate.

The dwarf unhinged hisjaw with twin cracks that would make any other sentient specieswince. He
popped the snaps on his bum-flap and launched himself into the clay. His gnashing teeth scooped buckets
of clay from the chute wall, cresting an instant tunnel. Mulch crawled into the space, sedling the cavity
behind him with recycled clay from hisrear end.

After half adozen mouthfuls, the sonar filamentsin his hair detected ashelf of rock ahead, so he adjusted
his course accordingly. The stedlth shuttle would not be set down on rock because it was top of the
range, and as such would have a battery rod. The rods telescoped from the belly of the ship, drilling fifty
feet below the ground and recharging the shuttle s batteries with the power of the earth. The cleanest of
energies

The battery rod vibrated dightly asit harvested, and it was this vibration that Mulch homed in on now. It
took him just over five minutes of steady munching to clear the rock shelf and reach thetip of the battery
rod. The vibrations had aready loosened the earth, and it was a smple matter for Mulch to clear himself
alittle cave. He spread sdliva on the walls and waited.

Holly piloted the LEP craft through the smdl shuttleport, overriding the shuttle doors with her Recon



access code. Police Plaza hadn't bothered to change her code, because asfar as they were concerned,
she was dead.

A sheet of black rain clouds was spreading shadows across the Itaian countryside asthey cleared the
hol ographic outcrop that shielded the shuttleport. A light frost coated the reddish clay, and a southerly
wind lifted the shuttle€ stail.

‘We can’t stay out herefor long,” said Holly, throttling back to ahover. ” This transporter doesn’t have
defenses.”

‘Wewon't need long,“ said Artemis. "Fly in agrid search pattern, as though we' re not certain where
exactly the sedth shuttleis.”

Holly punched some coordinatesinto the flight computer. “Y ou’ re the genius.”

Artemisturned to Butler , who was cross-legged in the aide. “Now, old friend, can you make certain that
Opd islooking thisway?’

‘Cando,” said Butler , crawling to the port side exit. He knuckled the access button and the door did
back. The shuttle bucked dightly asthe cabin pressure equalized then settled.

Butler opened his bag of wegponry and selected ahandful of meta spheres, roughly the Sze of tennis
balls. Heflicked back the safety cap on one, then depressed the button below with his thumb. The button
began torisetoitsorigind postion.

‘Ten seconds until the button is flush with the surface. Then it makes a connection.”
‘Thank you for thelecture,” said Artemisdryly. " Though now is hardly thetime.”

Butler smiled, tossing the metal sphereinto theair. Five secondslater it exploded, blowing asmdl crater
in the earth below. Scorch lines emanated from the crater, giving it the appearance of ablack flower.

‘I bet Opd islooking now," said Butler , priming the next grenade.
‘I"m sure otherswill be looking soon.
Explosions don’t tend to go unnoticed for long.

We arerdaivey isolated here. The nearest village is approximately ten miles away. If we are lucky, that
gives us aten-minute window. Next grid square, please, Holly. But not too close; we don't want to scare
them off.*

Fifty feet below the ground, Mulch Diggumswaited in hislittle DIY cave, watching thetip of the bettery
rod. As soon asit stopped vibrating, he began working hisway upward through the loose clay. The
telescopic rod was warm to the touch, heated by the energy it conducted to the shuttle’ s batteries. Mulch
used it to hep him on hisjourney, pulling himsdlf upward, hand over hand.

The clay he consumed was broken and aerated from the rod’ s drilling action, and Mulch was glad for
that extraair. He converted it to wind, using it to boost himself upward.

Mulch increased his pace, pumping the air and clay through his recycling passages. Opa would only be
distracted by the shuttle for so long before it occurred to her that it was adiversion. The rod thickened as
he went along, until he arrived a arubber sedl in the belly of the shuttle itsalf, which wasraised on three
retractable legs two feet off the ground.



When the shuttle was in flight, this seal would be covered by ametd pand; but the shuttlewas not in
flight a the moment, and the sensors were turned off.

Mulch climbed from histunnel and rehinged hisjaw.

Thiswas precision work and he needed fine control of histeeth. Rubber was not arecommended part of
adwarf’sdiet, and so could not be swallowed. Half-digested rubber could sedl up hisinsdesas
effectively asabarre of glue.

It was an awkward hite. Difficult to get agrip. Mulch flattened his cheek againgt the battery rod, worming
upward until hisincisors could get some purchase on the sedl. He bore down on the heavy rubber,
rotating hisjaw in smdl circles until his upper tooth broke through. Then he ground histeeth, enlarging the
rent until there was a gx-inch tear in the rubber. Now Mulch could get one sde of his mouth into the gap.
Hetore off large chunks, careful to spit them out immediately.

In less than aminute Mulch had torn afoot-square hole. Just enough for him to squeeze through.

Anyone unfamiliar with dwarfswould have bet money that Mulch would never squeeze hiswell-fed bulk
through such anarrow aperture, but they would have lost their cash.

Dwarfs have spent millennia escaping from cave-ins, and have developed the ability to squeeze through
tighter holesthan thisone.

Mulch sucked in his gut and wiggled through the torn sedl, headfirst. He was glad to be out of the faint,
morning sunlight. Sun was another thing dwarfs did not like. After mere minutesin direct sunlight, a
dwarf’ s skin would be redder than aboiled lobster’ s. He shinned a ong the battery rod into the shuttle’s
engine compartment. Most of the small space was taken up with flat batteries and a hydrogen generator.
There was an access hatch overhead that led into the cargo bay. Light ropesran the length of the
compartment, giving off pale green light. Any radiation lesk from the generator would show up purple.

The reason that the light ropes were gill working without power was thet illumination was supplied by
specidly cultivated decaying dgae. Not that Mulch knew any of this; hejust knew that the light wasvery
gmilar to the luminescence from dwarf spittle, and the familiarity made him relax. He relaxed abit too
much, asit happened, dlowing asmal squib of tunnd gas to escape through his bum-flap. Hopefully
nobody would notice that. ..

Maybe half aminute later, he heard Opd’ svoice from outside.
‘Now, whoever is passing wind, please sop it, or | will devise afitting punishment.”

Oops, thought Mulch guiltily. In dwarf circlesit is consdered amost crimina to alow someone dseto be
blamed for your air bubbles. Through sheer force of habit, Mulch dmost raised his hand and confessed,
but luckily hisingtinct for self-preservation was stronger than his conscience.

Moments later the signa came. It was hard to miss. The explosion rocked the entire shuttle twenty
degrees off center. It wastime to make his move and trust Artemis when he said that it was amost
impossible not to watch an explosion.

Mulch nudged the hatch open a crack with the crown of his head. The dwarf half expected someoneto
stamp on the hatch, but the cargo bay was empty. Mulch folded the hatch back and crept al the way into
the small chamber. Therewasalot hereto interest him.

Crates of ingots, Perspex boxes of human currency, and antique jewe ry hanging from mannequins.
Obvioudy Opd did not intend on being poor in her new role as ahuman. Mulch snagged asingle



diamond earring from anearby bust. So Artemis had told him not to take anything. So what? One earring
wouldn’'t dow him down.

Mulch popped the pigeon’ s egg-size diamond into his mouth and swallowed. He could passthat later
when hewas on hisown. Until then it could lodge in his somach wall, and it would come out shinier than
itwentin.

Another explosion bucked the floor benegath his feet, reminding Mulch to move on. He crossed to the bay
door, which was dightly gar. The next chamber was the passenger area, and it was just as plush asHolly
had described. Mulch’slipsrippled at the sight of fur-covered chairs. Repulsive.

Beyond the passenger areawas the cockpit. Opa and her two friends were clearly visible, staring intently
out of the front windshield. They were making not a sound, and saying not aword. Just as Artemis had
sad.

Mulch dropped to his knees and crawled across the lounge' s carpet. He was now completely exposed.

If one of the pixies decided to turn around, he would be stranded in the center of the lounge with nothing
but asmile to hide behind.

Just keep going and don't think about that, Mulch told himsdif.

If Opal catchesyou, pretend you'relost or have amnesia, or just came out of acoma. Maybe she'll
sympathize, give you some gold, and send you on your way. Y eah, right.

Something creaked dightly beneath Mulch’s knee.
The dwarf froze, but the pixies didn’t react to the sound. Presumably that wasthe lid of the booty box.

Opal’ slittle hidey hole. Mulch crawled around the box. If there was one thing he didn't need, it was
more creaks.

Two shaped chargeslay on achair, level with Mulch’s nose. He couldn’t believeit. Right there, lessthan
ayard away. Thiswasthe one part of the plan that relied on luck. If one of the Brill brothers had the
charge tucked under hisarm or if there were more charges than he could carry, then they would have to
ram the shuttle and hope to disable her. But here it was, dmost begging to be stolen.

When he was committing arobbery, Mulch often gave voices to the objects he was about to stedl. This,
he knew, would sound alittle crazy to the rest of the world, but he spent alot of time on hisown and he
needed someoneto talk to.

Come on, Mister Handsome Dwarf, said one of the chargesin a breathy fa setto.
I’'m waiting. | don’t like it hereeay know. Please rescue me.

Very wel, Madame, said Mulch slently, taking the bag from insde his shirt.

I’ take you, but we' re not going very Jar.

Me, too, said the other charge. still want to go, too.

Don't worry, ladies. Where you' re going, there' s plenty of room for both of you.

When Mulch Diggums crept out through the torn seal aminute later, the charges were no longer on the
chair. In their place was asmdl handheld communicator.



Thethree pixies sat quietly in the stedlth shuttle’ s cockpit One was concentrating on the trangport craft
hovering two hundred yards off their bows. The other two were concentrating on not passing wind, and
not thinking about not passing wind.

Thetrangport shuttle€' s side entrance opened, and something winked in the morning light asit tumbled
earthward. Seconds later the something exploded, rocking the stedlth shuttle on its suspension bags.

The Brill brothers gasped, and Opa cuffed them both on the ear.

Opal was not worried. They were searching. Shooting in the dark, or very closeto it. Maybein thirty
minutes there would be enough light to see the ship with the naked eye, but until then they were blending
very nicely with the surrounding countryside, thanks to a hull made from stedlth ore and cam-foil. Fowl
must have guessed where they were because of this chute' s proximity to the probe. But al he had was an
gpproximation. Of course it would be delightful to blast them out of the air, but plasma burstswould light
up Fody’s satdllite scanners and paint abull’ s- eye on their hull.

She plucked a digi-pad and pen from the dash and scrawled amessage onit.

Stay quiet and cam. Evenif one of those charges hits us, it will not penetrate the hull.
Merval took the pad.

Maybe we should leave. Mud Men will be coming.

Opal wrote aresponse.

Dear Mervall, please don’t start thinking; you will hurt your head. We wait until they leave. At thisclose
range, they could actudly hear our engines starting.

Another explosion rocked the stealth shuttle.

Opd felt abead of swest roll down her forehead. Thiswasridiculous: shedidn’t perspire, certainly not in
front of the help. In five minutes the humans would cometo investigate.

It wastheir nature. So she would wait five minutes, then try to dip past the LEP shuttle, and if she
couldn’t dip past, then she would blast them out of the sky and take her chances with the supersonic
shuttle that would no doubt come to investigate.

More grenades dropped from the LEP craft, but they were farther away now, and the shock waves
barely caused a shudder in the stedlth shuttle. Thiswent on for two or three minutes without the remotest
danger to Opal or the Brills, then suddenly the transport shuttle sealed its door and peeled off back down
the chute.

“Hmm," said Opd. ” Surprising.”

‘Maybe they ran out of ammunition,” offered Merv, though he knew that Opa would punish him for
offering an opinion.

‘Isthat what you think, Mervall? They ran out of explosives and so they decided just to let usgo? Do
you redly imagine that to be true, you imbecilic excuse for asentient being? Don’t you have any frontal
|obes?*

‘| wasjust playing devil’ sadvocate, mumbled Merv weskly.

Opal rosefrom her seat, waving ahand at each Brill brother. “Just shut up. | need to talk to mysdlf for a



minute.” She paced the narrow cockpit.

‘What' s going on here? They track usto the chute, then put on abig fireworks display, then leave.
Just likethat. Why? Why?*

She rubbed both temples with aknuckle.

‘Think.” Suddenly Opa remembered something.

‘Last night. A shuttle was stolen in E1. We heard about it on the police band. Who stole it?*

Scant shrugged. “1 dunno. Some dwarf. Isit important?’

‘That’sright. A dwarf. And wasn't there adwarf involved in the Artemis Fowl sege? And weren't there
rumors of the same dwarf hel ping Juliusto break into Koboi labs?*

‘Rumors. No actual evidence.”

Opadl turned on Scant. “Maybe that’ s because, unlike you, this dwarf is smart. Maybe he doesn’'t want to
be caught.” The pixie took amoment to connect the dots. “ So they have adwarf burglar, a shuttle, and
explosives. Holly must know that those pathetic grenades can't penetrate our hull, so why drop them?
Unless...”

Thetruth hit her like aphysical blow in the ssomach. “Oh no,” she gasped. “ Digtraction.
We sat herelike foolswatching the pretty lights.

Anddl thetime..."

She heaved Scant aside, rushing past him to the lounge.

‘The charges,” she shrieked. ”Where are they ?*

Scant went straight to the chair. “Don’t worry, Miss Koboi, they’ re right-was He stopped, the
sentence' sfina word stuck in histhroat.

‘1, ah, they wereright there. In the chair.”

Opal picked up the small handheld radio.

‘They’ retoying with me. Tell me you put the backup somewhere safe.”
‘No," said Scant miserably. " They were together.”

Merv pushed past him into the cargo bay. “ The engine compartment is open.” He stuck his head through
the hatch. His voice wafted up, muffled by the floor panels. “ The battery rod seal has been ripped apart.
And there are footprints. Someone came through here.”

Opal threw back her head and screamed. She held it for along time for such asmal individual.

Findly her breath ran out. “Follow the shuttle,” she gasped when her wind returned. “1 modified those
charges mysdlf and they cannot be disarmed. We can till detonate. At the very least we will destroy my
enemies”

‘Yes, MissKoboi," said Merv and Scant together.



‘Don’'t look a me,* howled Opal.

The Brill brothersfled to the cockpit, trying to Smultaneoudy bow, look at their feet, not think anything
dangerous, and above dl, not passwind.

Mulch waswaiting at the rendezvous site when the L EP shuttle arrived. Butler opened the door and
hauled the dwarf in by the collar.

‘Did you get it?* asked Artemisanxioudly.

Mulch passed him the bulging bag. “ Right here.

And before you ask, | |€eft the radio.”

‘S0 everything went according to plan?*

‘Completely,” replied Mulch, neglecting to mention the diamond nestled in his somach wall.
‘Excdlent,” said Artemis, striding past the dwarf to the cockpit.

‘Go,* he shouted, thumping Holly’ s headrest.

Holly aready had the shuttle ticking over, and was holding it with the brake.

‘We' regone,” she said, releasing the brake and flooring the throttle. The LEP craft bolted from the rocky
outcrop like a pebble from a catapult.

Artemis slegswere dragged from the floor, flapping behind him like windsocks. The rest of him would
havefollowed if he hadn’t held on to the headrest.

“How much time do we have?* asked Hally, through lipsrippled by G-force.
Artemis pulled himsdlf into the passenger sedt.

‘Minutes. The orebody will hit adepth of one hundred and five milesin precisaly one quarter of an hour.
Opd will be after us any second.”

Holly shadowed the chute wall, spinning between two towers of rock. The lower portion of E7 was quite
sraight, but this stretch corkscrewed through the crugt, following the cracksin the plates.

‘Isthisgoing to work, Artemis?* said Hally.

Artemis pondered the question. “| considered eight plans, and this was the best one. Even so, we have a
sixty- four percent chance of success. Thekey isto keep Opal distracted so she doesn't discover the
truth. That’sup to you, Holly. Canyou do it?’

Holly wrapped her fingers around the whed.

‘Don’t worry. It snot often | get a chance to do some fancy flying. Opd will be so busy trying to catch
usthat shewon't have timeto consider anything dse.”

Artemis|ooked out of the windshield. They were pointing straight down toward the center of the earth.

Gravity fluctuated at this depth and speed, so they were dternately pinned to their chairs and straining to
be free of their seat belts. The chute' s blackness enveloped them like tar, except for the cone of light
from the shuttl€' s headlamps. Gigantic rock formations darted in and out of the cone heading straight for



their nose. Somehow Hoally steered them through, without once tapping the brake.

On the plasma dash, the icon representing the gaseous anomaly that was Opal’ s ship inched acrossthe
screen.

‘They'reonto us” said Holly, catching the movement from the corner of one eye.

Artemis s ssomach was knotted from flight nausea anxiety, fatigue, and exhilaration. “Very well,” hesad,
amog to himsdlf. “The chaseison.”

At the mouth of E7, Merv was at the whed of the stedlth shuttle. Scant was on instruments, and Opal
wasin charge of giving orders and genera ranting.

‘Do we have asigna from the charge?* she screeched from her chair.

Her voiceisredly getting annoying, thought Scant, but not too loudly. “No,” hereplied.
‘Nothing. Which meansit must bein the other shuttle.

Their shields must be blocking the charge' ssigndl.

We need to get closer, or | could send the detonation signal anyway; we might get lucky.”
Opal’ s screech grew more strident. “No!

We must not detonate before that shuttle reaches one hundred and five miles. If we do, the orebody will
not change course. What about this stupid communicator? Anything from that?*

‘Negative,” said Scant. ”If there sanother one, it must be switched off.”
‘We could dways return to Zito's compound,” said Merv. ”We have adozen more chargesthere.”
Opal leaned forward in her seat, punching Merv’ s shoulderswith her tiny fists. “Idiot. Moron.

Half-wit. Areyou in some kind of stupidity competition? Isthat it? If we return to Zito's, the orebody will
be too deep by the time we return. Not to mention the fact that Captain Short will present the LEP with
her verson of events and they will haveto investigate, at the very least. We must get closer and we must
detonate. Even if we missthe probe window, at least we destroy any witnesses against me.”

The stedlth shuttle had proximity sensorslinked into the navigating software, which meant that Opa and
company did not have to worry about colliding with the chutewall or stalactites.

‘“How long before we rein detonation range?”

Opal barked. To be honest, it was more of ayip.

Merv did some quick caculations. “ Three minutes. No more.”
‘How deep will they be at that point?*

A few more sums. “One hundred and fifty-five miles”

Opa pinched her nose. “1t could work.

Presuming they have both charges, the resulting explosion, even if not directed as we planned, may be
enough to blow acrack inthewall. It'sour only option. If it fails, a least we have timeto regroup. As



soon asthey hit one hundred and five, send the detonate signal. Send it continuoudy. We may get lucky.
Merv flipped aplastic safety cover off the DETONATE button. Only minutesto go.

Artemis sinsdesweretrying to force their way out histhroat. “ This hegp needs new gyroscopes,” he
sad.

Holly barely nodded, too busy concentrating on a particularly tricky series of jinks and loopsin the chute.
Artemis consulted the dashboard’ s readot.

‘We're at adepth of one hundred and five now.

Opd will betrying to detonate. She'sclosing fast.”

Mulch stuck his head through from the passenger section.

‘Isdl thisjiggling about redlly necessary?1’ve had alot to eat recently.”

‘Nearly there” said Artemis. " Therideisjust about over. Tell Butler to open the bag.”

‘Okay. Are you sure Opa will do what she' s supposed to?*

Artemis smiled reassuringly. “Of course| am. It's human nature, and Opd is ahuman now, remember?
Now, Holly. Pull over.”

Mervall tapped the readout. “Y ou’ re not going to believe this, Op... Miss Koboi.”
The merest hint of asmileflickered across Opd’ slips. “Don’t tell me. They have stopped.”

Merv shook his head, astounded. “Y es, they are hovering at one hundred and twenty-five. Why would
they do that?’

‘There sno point trying to explain it, Mervall. Just keep sending the detonation signa, but ow us down.
| don’t want to be too close when we get a connection.”

She drummed her nails on the handheld communicator left behind by the dwarf. Any second now.

A red call light flashed on the communicator, accompanied by adight vibration. Opd smiled, flipping
open thewalkie-talkie' s screen.

Artemis s paefacefilled the tiny screen.
Hewastrying to smile, but it was obvioudy forced.
‘Opdl, | am giving you one chance to surrender.

We have disarmed your charges and the LEPison itsway. It would be better for you to turn yourself
over to Cagptain Short than shoot it out with an armed LEP ship.*

Opal clapped her hands. “Bravo, Master Fowl, what awonderful fiction. Now, why don't | tell you the
real truth. Y ou have redlized that the charges cannot be disarmed. The mere fact that | can receive your
communication’ ssigna meansthat my detonation sgna will soon penetrate your shields. Y ou cannot
amply jettison the explosives, or | will set them off in the chute, exactly as| had origindly planned. Then |
will amply fireafew heat seekersat your craft. And if you attempt further flight, then | will follow and
penetrate your shields before you clear the pardld stretch. Y ou are not in communication with the LEP.



If you were, we would have picked up your broadcast. So your only adternative isthis pathetic bluff. And
it ispathetic. Y ou are obvioudy attempting to stall me until the orebody passes your depth.”

S0 you refuse to surrender?*

Opd pretended to think about it, tapping her chin with amanicured nail. “Why, yes. | think | will fight on,
againg al odds. And by theway, please don't ook directly at the screen: it’sbad for my skin.”

Artemis sighed dramaticdly. “Wdll, if we haveto go, a least we |l go on full somachs.”

Thiswas an unusualy cavaier comment to make with secondsto live, even for ahuman. “ Full
gomachs?’

‘Yes” sad Artemis. ”Mulch took something el se from your shuttle.
He picked up asmdll chocolate-covered ball and wiggled it before the screen.
‘My truffles?* gagped Opd. ”Y ou took them. That'sjust mean.”

Artemis popped the treet into his mouth and chewed dowly. “They redly aredivine. | can seewhy you
missed them in theingtitute. We' re redlly going to have to work hard to eat al we took before you blow
usto smithereens”

Opa hissed, catlike. “Killing you will be so easy.” Sheturned to Merv. “Do we have asignd yet?’
‘Nothing, Miss Koboi. But soon. If we have communications, it can’'t be long now.”

Holly squeezed her head into the viewfinder. One cheek was swollen with truffles.

‘They redly mdt in the mouth, Opal. The condemned crew’ sfina med.”

Opal actualy poked the screen with her nall.

“Y ou survived twice, Short. Youwon't doit again, | guaranteeit.”

Holly laughed. “Y ou should see Mulch. He' s shoveling those truffles down hisgullet.”

Opd waslivid. “Any signd?’ Even now, with certain | destruction only moments away, they were till
mocking her.

‘Not yet. Soon.*
‘Keep trying. Keep your finger on that button.”

Opal ungtrapped hersdf and strode through to the lounge. The dwarf couldn’t have carried dl the truffles
and the explosives. Surely not. She had been so looking forward to a handful of the heavenly chocolate
once Haven was destroyed.

She knelt on the carpet, worming her hand underneath the seam to the hidden catch. It popped beneath
her fingers, and the booty box’ slid did up and back.

Therewas not asngle truffle left in the box.

Instead there were two shaped charges. For amoment Opal could not understand what she was seeing.
Then it becameterrifyingly clear. Artemis had not stolen the charges; he had smply told the dwarf to
move them. Once in the booty box they could not be detected or detonated, aslong asthe lid was



sedled. She had opened the box hersdlf. Artemis had goaded her into sealing her own fate.
The blood drained from Opd’ sface.

‘Mervdl,” she screamed. ” The detonation signal!”

‘Don’'t worry, Miss Koboi," the pixie shouted from the cockpit. ”Wejust got contact.
Nothing can stop it now.”

Green countdown clocks activated on both charges and began counting back from twenty. A standard
mining fuse

Opal lurched into the cockpit. She had been tricked.

Duped. Now the charges would detonate uselessly at seventy-five miles, well above the pardld sretch.
Of course her own shuttle would be destroyed and she would be left stranded, ready to be scooped up
by the LEP. At least that was the theory.

But Opa Koboi never left hersaf without options.
She strapped hersdlf into a seat in the cockpit.
‘| adviseyouto strapin,” she said curtly to the Brill brothers. ”Y ou have failed me. Enjoy prison.”

Merv and Scant barely had time to buckle up before Opad activated the g ector gel-pods under their
segts. They wereimmediately immersed in abubble of amber impact-gel and gected through panelsthat
had opened in the hull.

The impact-gel bubbles had no power source and relied on theinitia gas propulsion to get them out of
harm’ sway. The gel wasfireproof, blast resistant, and contained enough oxygen for thirty minutes of
shallow breathing. Merv and Scant were catapulted through black space until they cameinto contact with
the chutewall. The gel stuck to the rocky surface, leaving the Brill brothers stranded thousands of miles
from home.

Opal, meanwhile, was rapidly keying codes into the shuttle’' s computer. She had less than ten seconds
left to complete her fina act of aggression. Artemis Fowl may have beaten her thistime, but he wouldn't
liveto gloat about it.

Opa expertly activated and launched two heat-seeking plasma rockets from the nose tubes, then
launched her own escape pod. No plasma-gel for Opa Koboi. She had, of course, included aluxury
pod in the ship’s design. Just one, though; no need for the help to travel in comfort. Infact, Opa didn’t
care much what happened to the Brill brothers, one way or the other. They were of no further useto her.

She opened the throttles wide, ignoring safety regulations. After al, who cared if she scorched the
shuttle’ shull. It was about to get alot more than just scorched. The pod streaked toward the surface at
over five hundred miles per hour.

Pretty fast, but not fast enough to completely escape the shock wave from the two shaped charges.

The gedth shuttle exploded in aflash of multicolored light. Holly pulled the LEP shuttle close to the wall
to avoid falling debris. After the shock waves had passed, the shuttle' s occupants waited in silence for
the computer to run ascan on the stretch of chute above them. Eventualy three red dots appeared on the
3-D representation of the chute. Two were Static, the other was moving rapidly toward the surface.



‘They madeit,” sghed Artemis. ”| have no doubt that the moving dot is Opa. We should pick her up.”
‘We should,” said Hally, not looking as happy as one would expect. ” But we won't.”
Artemis picked up on Hally’ stone. “Why not? What' swrong?’

‘That’ swrong,” said Holly, pointing to the screen. Two more dots had appeared on the screen and were
moving toward them at extreme speed. The computer identified the dots as missiles, and quickly rana
match in its database.

‘Heat-seeking plasma rockets. Locked on to our engines.”
Mulch shook his head. “ That Koboi isabitter little pixie. She couldn’t let it go.”

Artemis stared at the screen asif he could destroy the missiles through concentration. “1 should have
anticipated this”

Butler poked his massive head past his charge' s shoulders. “Do you have any hot waffle to draw the
misslesaway?’

‘Thisisatrangport shuttle, replied Holly. ”We were lucky to have shidds.”
‘“The misslesare coming after our heat Sgnature?*

‘Yes* sad Holly, hoping there was an idea on the way.

‘Isthere any way to significantly ater that Sgnature?*

An option occurred to Hally then. It was so extreme that she didn’t bother running it past the shuttle's
other occupants.

‘Thereisoneway,” she said, and turned off the engines.
The shuttle dropped like arock through the chute.
Hoally tried to maneuver using the flaps, but without propulsion it waslike trying to steer an anchor.

There was no time for fear or panic. There was only time to hang on to something and try to keep her last
medl inside her body.

Holly gritted her teeth, swallowing the panic that wastrying to claw itsway out, and fought the steering
whesd!. I she could keep the flgps centered, then they shouldn’t collide with the chute walls.

At least thisway, they had a chance.

Sheflicked her eyestoward the readouts. The core temperature was dropping, but would it be quickly
enough? This section of the chute was reasonably straight, but there was akink coming up in thirty-one
miles, and they would crash into it like afly hitting an eepharnt.

Butler crawled upward toward the rear of the ship.

On the way he snagged two fire extinguishers and popped their pins. He tossed the extinguishersinto the
engine room and closed the door. Through the hatch, he could see the extinguishers cartwhedling,
covering the engine with freezing foam.

The engine temperature dropped another notch.



The missleswere closer now, and gaining.

Holly opened dl the vents wide, flooding the shuttle with cool air. Another notch toward green on the
temperature readout.

‘Comeon,” shesaid through rippling lips. ” A few more degrees.”

They hurtled down and down, spinning into blackness.

Little by little the ship was drifting to starboard. Soon it would smash into the kink that rose to meet them.
Holly’ sfinger hovered over theignition. She would wait until the last possible moment.

The engines cooled even further. They were efficient energy-saving units. When they were not in use,
they quickly funneled excess heat to the life-support batteries. But till the missiles held their course.

Thekink in the chute wall gppeared in their headlights. It was bigger than an average mountain and
composed of hard, unforgiving rock. If the shuttle crashed, it would crumplelike atin can.

Artemis squeezed words from between hislips. “Not working. Engines.”
‘Wait,“ Hally replied.

The flaps were vibrating now, and the shuttle went into atumble. They could see the heat seekersroaring
up behind them, then in front of them, then behind them again.

They were close to the rock now. Too close.

If Holly delayed even one more second, she would not have sufficient room to maneuver. She punched
theignition, veering to port at the last millisecond. The bow plates sent up an arc of sparks asthey
scraped aong the rocky outcrop. Then they were free, zooming into the black void. That is, if you can
count being pursued by two heat seekers as being free.

The engine temperature was il dropping and would be for maybe haf a minute while the turbines
heated up. Would it be enough? Holly punched the rear camera view up on the front screen. The rockets
were ill coming. Unrelenting. Purple fuel burning in their wake. Three secondsto impact.

Then two.

Then they lost contact, veering away from their target. One went over the top, the other under the kedl.
‘It worked," sighed Artemis, releasing a breath he didn’t redize he’ d been holding.

‘Well done, soldier,” grinned Butler , ruffling Holly' shair.

Mulch poked his head through from the passenger area.

Hisface was dightly green. “I had alittle accident,” he said. No oneinquired further.

‘Let’ snot celebrate just yet,* said Hally, checking her instruments. ” Those missiles should have
detonated against the chute wall, but they didn’t.

| can only think of one reason why they wouldn't keep traveling in astraight line.”

‘If they acquired another target,” offered Butler.



A red dot appeared on the plasma screen. The two missiles were headed directly for it.

‘Exactly. That'san LEP supersonic attack shuttle, and asfar asthey’ re concerned, we' ve just opened
fireon them.”

Maor Trouble Kelp was behind the whed of the LEP attack shuttle. The craft was traveling at more than
three times the speed of sound, booming aong the chute like asilver needle. Supersonic flights were very
rarely cleared asthey could cause cave-ins and, in rare cases, be detected by human seilsmographic

equipment.

The shuttle sinterior wasfilled with impact-gel to dampen the otherwise bone-bregking vibration. Mg or
Kep was suspended in the gel inamodified pilot’ s suit. The ship’s controls were connected directly to
hisgloves, and thevideo ranin to hishelmet.

Fody wasin constant contact from Police Plaza.

‘Be advised that the stolen shuttle is back in the chute, heinformed Trouble. ”It' s hovering a one
hundred and twenty-five miles

‘I haveit,” said Trouble, locating the dot on hisradar. He felt his heart race. There was a chance that
Holly was alive and aboard that shuttle. And if that were true, he would do whatever it took to bring her
home safely.

A sunburst of white, yellow, and orange flared on his scopes.
‘We have an explosion of somekind. Wasit the stolen shuttle?*
‘No, Trouble. It came from nowhere. There was nothing there. Watch out for debris.”

The screen was streaked with dozens of jagged yellow lines, as hot meta shards plummeted toward the
center of the earth. Trouble activated the nose lasers, ready for anything that might head hisway. It was
unlikely that hisvessel would be threatened; the chute was wider than the average city at thisdepth. The
debris from the explosion would not spread more than half amile. He had plenty of timeto steer himsaif
out of harm’sway.

Unless some of the debris followed him. Two of the yellow streaks were veering unnaturdly in his
direction. The onboard computer ran a scan.

Both items had propulsion and guidance systems.

Missles.

‘l am under fire* he said into hismicrophone. ” Two missilesincoming.”

Had Holly fired on him? Wasit true what Sool said? Had sheredly gone bad?

Trouble reached into the air and tapped avirtua screen. He touched the representations for both
missiles, targeting them for destruction. As soon asthey cameinto range, the computer would hit them
with abeam of laser fire. Trouble steered into the middle of the chute so that the lasers would have the
longest possibleline of fire. Laserswere only any good in agtraight line.

Three minutes | ater, the missles powered around the bend in the chute. Trouble barely spared them a
glance, and the computer loosed two quick bursts, digpatching the missiles efficiently. Mgor Kelp flew
graight through the shock wave, insulated by layers of impact-gel.



Another screen opened in hisvisor. It was the newly promoted Commander Ark Sool. “Mgjor, you are
authorized to return fire. Use dl necessary force.”

Trouble scowled. “But, Commander, Holly may be on board.”
Sool raised ahand, silencing al objections.
‘ Captain Short has made her alegiances clear. Fire at will .

Fody could not remain sllent. “Hold your fire, Trouble. Y ou know Holly isv't behind dl of this.
Somehow Opd Koboi fired those missiles.”

Sool pounded the desk. “How can you be so blind to the truth, donkey boy? What does Short have to
do to convince you she' satraitor? Send you an e-mail ? She has murdered her commander, alied herself
with afelon, and fired on an LEP shuttle.

Blast her out of theair.”

‘No!“ inssted Foady. "It sounds bad, | grant you. But there must be another explanation. Just give Holly
achancetotel uswhat itis.”

Sool was apoplectic. “ Shut up, Foaly!

What are you doing giving tactical orders? ??? are acivilian, now get off theline”

‘Trouble, listen to me,“ began Foaly, but that was al he managed to say before Sool cut him off.
‘Now," said the commander, caming himsdf. Y ou have your orders. Fire on that shuttle.”

The stolen shuttle was actualy in view now.

Trouble magnified itsimage in hisvisor and immediately noticed threethings. Firg, the shuttle's
communications mast was missing. Second, thiswas atransport shuttle and not rigged for missiles, and
third, he could actualy see Holly Short in the cockpit, her face drawn and defiant.

‘Commander Sool," hesaid. "I think we have some extenuating circumstances here.”
‘| said fire!l* screeched Soal. Y ou will obey me.*
‘Yes, gr,“ said Trouble, and fired.

Holly had watched the radar screen, following Opa’ s missiles through unblinking eyes. Her fingers had
gripped the steering whed until the rubber squeaked. She did not relax until the needle-like attack shuttle
destroyed the missiles and coasted through the wreckage.

‘No problem,” she said, smiling bright eyed at the rest of the crew.
‘Not for him,” said Artemis. " But perhapsfor us.”

The attack shuttle hovered off their port bow, deek and deadly, bathing them with adozen spatlights.
Holly squinted into the pale light, trying to see who wasin the captain’s chair. A tube opened and a
metallic cone nosed out.

‘That’snot good,” said Mulch. " They'regoing tofirea us.”

But strangdly, Holly amiled. It is good, she thought. Someone down there likesme.



The communications spike traveled the short distance between the two shuttles, burying itself in the stolen
craft’shull. A quick-drying sedlant erupted from nozzles at the base of the spike, sedling the breach, and
the nose cone unscrewed itself and dropped to the floor with aclang. Undernesth was a conical speaker.

Trouble Kelp'svoicefilled the room.

‘Captain Short, | have ordersto blow you out of the air. Ordersthat I’ d just as soon disobey. So start
talking, and give me enough information to save both our careers.”

So Hally talked. She gave Trouble the condensed verson. How this entire affair was orchestrated by
Opal, and how they would pick her up if they searched the chute.

‘That’ s enough to keep you dive, for now,” said Trouble. " Though, officialy, you and any other shuttle
occupants are under arrest until we find Opal Koboi.*

Artemis cleared histhroat. “Excuse me. | don't believe you have any jurisdiction over humans. It would
beillegdl to arrest me or my associate.”

Trouble sighed. Over the speaker it sounded like arasp of sandpaper. “L et me guess.

Artemis Fowl, right? 1 should have known. Y ou people are becoming quite the team. Well, let’ s say you
areaguest of the LEP, if that makes you any happier.

Now, aRetrievd squad isin the chute. They will take care of Opa and her associates. Y ou follow me
back to Haven.”

Holly wanted to object. She wanted to catch Opal herself. She wanted the persona pleasure of tossing
the poisonous pixieinto an actud jall cdl.

And then throw away the key. But their position was precarious enough asit was, so for once she
decided to follow orders.

E7, Haven City

Once they reached Haven, a squad of LEP foot soldiers boarded the shuttle to secure the prisoners. The
police swaggered on board, barking orders. Then they saw Butler , and their cockiness evaporated like
rainwater from ahot highway. They had been told that the human was big. But thiswas more than big.
Thiswas monstrous. Mountainous.

Butler smiled gpologeticaly. “Don't worry, littlefairies. | have this effect on most humanstoo.”

The police breaethed a collective sigh of relief when Butler agreed to go quietly. They could possibly have
subdued him if he had put up afight, but then the massive Mud Man might have fallen on someone.

The detainees were housed in the shuttleport’ s executive lounge, evicting severa grumbling lawyersand
busnessfairies. It was dl very civil: good food, clean clothes (not for Butler ), and entertainment centers.
But they were under guard, nevertheless.

Half an hour later, Fody burst in to the lounge.
‘Holly! he said, wrapping ahairy arm around the df. ” | am so happy that you'redive.”
‘Metoo, Foay." Hally grinned.



‘A little hellowouldn’t hurt,” said Mulch sulkily.” “How are you, Mulch? Long time no see, Mulch.
Here syour meda, Mulch.”*

‘Oh, dl right,” said Foaly, wrapping the other hairy arm around the equally hairy dwarf. ” Nice to see you
too, Mulch, evenif you did sink one of my subs. And no, no medd .

‘Because of the sub,” argued Mulch. ”If | hadn’t doneit, your boneswould be buried under a hundred
million tons of molten iron right now.”

‘Good point,“ noted the centaur. "I’ ll mention it at your hearing.“ He turned to Artemis. ”| seeyou
managed to cheat the mind wipe, Artemis.”

Artemissmiled. “A good thing for al of us.”

‘Indeed. I'll never make the mistake of trying to wipe you again.” Hetook Artemis s hand and shook it
warmly. ”Y ou ve been afriend to the P.

Y ou too, Butler.”

The bodyguard was hunched on a sofa, elbows on knees. “Y ou can repay me by buildingaroom | can
gandupin.”

‘I'm sorry about this,” said Foaly apologeticaly. ”We don’t have roomsfor people your size. Sool wants
you dl kept here until your story can be verified.”

‘How arethingsgoing?* asked Holly.

Fody pulled afilefromingde hisshirt.

‘I"m not actually supposed to be here, but | thought you' d like an update.”
They crowded around atable while Foaly laid out the reports.

‘We found the Brill brothers on the chute wal. They’ re singing like stinkworms-so much for loyalty to
your employer. Forensics have collected enough pieces of the stedth shuttle to prove its existence.”

Holly clapped her hands. “That’sit, then.”

‘I snot artight,” corrected Artemis.

‘Without Opal, we could till be responsible for everything. The Brills could be lying to protect us.
Do you have her?

Fody clenched hisfigs. “Wéll, yesand no.

Her escape pod was ruptured from the blast, so we could traceit. But by the time we reached the
crash-down site on the surface, she had disappeared. We ran athermal on the area and isolated Opal’s
footprints. Wefollowed them to asmal rustic homestead in the wine region near Bari. We can actualy
see her on satellite, but an insertion is going to take time to organize. She' sours, and we will get her. But
it may take aweek."

Holly’ sface was dark with rage. “ She' d better enjoy that week, because it will be the best of the rest of
her life”



Near Bari , Itay Opal Koboi’s craft limped to the surface, leaking plasma gouts through its cracked
generator.

Opa waswell aware that this plasmawas as good as atrail of arrowsfor Foaly. She must ditch the craft
as soon as possible and find somewhere to lay low until she could access some of her funds.

She cleared the shuttleport and made it nearly ten miles across country before her engines seized, utterly
forcing her to ditch in avineyard. When she clambered from the pod, Opal found atall tanned woman of
perhaps forty waiting for her with a shovel and afurious expression on her face.

‘Thesearemy vines* said thewoman in Itdian. " The vinesare my life. Who are you to crash herein
your little airplane and destroy everything | have?*

Opd thought fast. “Whereisyour family?’ she asked. “Y our husband?’
The woman blew astrand of hair from her eye.

‘No family. No husband. | work the vinesadone. I'm the last in the line. These vines mean more to me
than my life, and certainly more to me than yours.”

“You'renot done said Opd, turning on the hypnoatic fairy mesmer.

“Y ou have me now. | am your daughter Belinda.”

Why not? she reasoned. If it worked once...

‘Bd-inda,”“ said thewoman dowly. "I have adaughter?

‘That’sright,” agreed Opd. " Bdinda

Remember? We work these vinestogether. | help make the wine*

“You hdp me?*

Opd scowled. Humans never got anything thefirst time.

‘Yes" shesaid, barely concealing her impatience. "I help you. | work beside you.*
The woman' s eyes cleared suddenly. “ Belinda.

What are you doing standing there? Get a shove and clean up this mess. When you finish here you must
prepare dinner.”

Opd’ s heart skipped a beat. Manual labor? Not likely. Other people did that sort of thing.

‘On second thought,” she said, pushing the mesmer as hard as she could, "I am your pampered daughter
Beinda. Y ou never dlow meto do any work in caseit roughens my hands. Y ou're saving mefor arich
husband.” That should take care of it. She would hide out with thiswoman for afew hours, and then

escapeto the city.

But asurprise was coming Opd’sway. “That’ smy Belinda,” said the woman. “ Always dreaming. Now
takethisshovd, girl, or you'll go to bed hungry.”

Opa’ s cheeksflushed red. “Didn’t you hear me, crone?

| do not do physical work. Y ou will serve me. That isyour purposein life



The Itaian lady advanced on her tiny daughter. “Now, listen here, Belinda. I’ m trying not to hear these
ppoi sonous words coming out of your mouth, but it is difficult. We both work the vines; that isthe way it
has aways been. Now, take the shovel, or | will lock you in your room with ahundred potatoes to peel
and noneto eat.”

Opa was dumbstruck. She could not understand what was happening. Even strong-minded humans
were putty before the mesmer.

What was happening here?

The smpletruth was that Opa had been too clever for her own good. By placing ahuman pituitary gland
in her own skull, she had effectively humanized herself. Gradualy the human growth hormone was
overpowering the magic in her system. It was Opd’ s bad fortune that she had used her last drop of
magic to convince thiswoman that she was her daughter. Now she was without magic, and avirtua
prisoner inthe Itdian lady’ s vineyard. And what' s more, she was being forced to work, and that was
even worse than being in acoma

‘Hurry!* shouted thewoman. ” Thereisrain in the forecast, and we have alot to do.”

Opal took the shovel, resting the blade on the dry earth. It wastaller than she was, and its handle was
pitted and worn.

‘“What should | do with this shovd ?*

‘Crack the earth with the blade, then dig an irrigation trench between these two frames. And after dinner,
| need you to hand wash some of the laundry that | have taken in thisweek. It's Carmine's, and you
know what hiswashing islike." Thelady grimaced, leaving Opal in no doubt asto the state of this person
Carmine sclothing.

The Italian lady picked up a second shovel and began to dig beside Opdl.

‘Don’t frown o, Belinda. Work isgood for the character. After afew more years, you will seethat.”
Opa swung the shovel, dedling the earth a pathetic blow that barely raised adiver of clay.

Already her hands were sore from holding the tool. In an hour she would be amass of aches and blisters.
Maybe the LEP would come and take her away.

Her wish wasto be granted, but not until aweek later, by which time her nails were cracked and brown,
and her skin was rough with welts. She had pedled countless potatoes and waited on her new mother,
hand and foot. Opal was aso horrified to discover that her adopted parent kept pigs, and that cleaning
out the sty was another one of her seemingly endless duties. By the time the LEP Retrieval team camefor
her, she was dmost happy to see them.

E7, Haven City

Julius Root’ srecycling ceremony was held the day after Artemisand Holly arrived in Haven City. All the
brass turned up to the commitment ceremony. All the brass, but not Captain Holly Short. Commander
Sool refused to alow her to attend the commitment, even under armed guard. The Tribuna investigating
the case had not made its decision yet, and until it did, Holly was a suspect in amurder investigation.



So Holly sat in the executive lounge watching the commitment ceremony on the big screen. Of dl the
things Sool had doneto her, this was the worgt. Julius Root had been her closest friend, and here she
was watching his recycling on ascreen while al the higher-ups attended, looking sad for the cameras.

She covered her face with her hands when they lowered an empty casket into the ornate decomposition
vat. After sx months, his bone and tissue would have been completely broken down and hisremains
would be used to nourish the earth.

Tearslesked out between Holly’ sfingers, flowing over her hands.

Artemis sat beside her, placing a gentle hand on her shoulder. “ Julius would have been proud of you.
Haven is here today because of what you did.”

Holly sniffed. “Maybe. Maybeif | had been alittle smarter, Julius would be here today, t0o.”

‘Maybe, but | don't think so. | have been thinking about it and there was no way out of that chute. Not
without prior knowledge.”

Holly lowered her hands. “ Thanks, Artemis.
That’ sanicething to say. Y ou’ re not going soft, are you?*

Artemiswas genuinely puzzled. “I honestly don’'t know. Half of mewantsto beacrimind, and the other
half wantsto be anorma teenager. | fed like | have two conflicting persondities and a head full of
memoriesthat aren't really mineyet. It' sa strange fedling, not to know who you are exactly.”

‘Don’'t worry, Mud Boy,” said Holly.

‘I’ll keep aclose eye on you to make sure you stay on the straight and narrow.”
‘I have two parents and a bodyguard aready trying to do that.”

‘Well then, maybeit’ stimeto let them.”

The lounge' s doors did open, and Foaly clopped in excitedly, followed by Commander Sool and a
couple of flunkies. Sool was obvioudy not asthrilled to bein the room as the centaur, and had brought
the extraofficersalong just in case Butler got agitated.

Foaly grabbed Holly by the shoulders. “ Y ou're clear.” He beamed. “ The Tribuna voted sevento onein
your favor.”

Holly scowled at Soal. “L et me guesswho wasthe” one.”

Sool brigtled. “1 am till your superior officer, Short. | want to see that reflected in your attitude. Y ou may
have escaped this charge, but | will be watching you like ahawk from now on.”

Mulch clicked hisfingersin front of Foaly’ sface. “Hey, ponyboy. Over here. What about me? Am| a
free dwarf?’

‘Well, the Tribuna decided to go after you for the grand theft auto.”
‘What?* spluttered Mulch. ” After | saved the entire city!”

‘But,” continued Foaly, " consdering the time aready served for anillegd search, they’re prepared to call



it even. No medd, I’'m sorry to say.”

Mulch dapped the centaur’ s haunch. “Y ou couldn't just say that, could you, you had to draw it out.”
Holly had not stopped scowling at Soal.

‘Let metell you what Juliustold me shortly before hedied,” she said.

‘Please do,” said Sool, hiswords dripping with sarcasm. ”| find everything you say fascinating.”

‘Juliustold me, more or less, that my job was to serve the People, and that | should do that any way |
could.”

‘Smart fairy. | do hope you intend to honor those words."
Holly ripped the LEP badge from her shoulder.

‘I do. With you looking over my shoulder on every shift, | won’t be able to help anyone, so I’ ve decided
togoit done” Shetossed the badge on thetable. "I quit.”

Sool chuckled. “If thisisabluff it won't work. I’ [l be glad to see the back of you.”
‘Holly, don't do this," pleaded Foaly. " The force needs you. | need you.”

Holly patted hisflank. “They accused me of murdering Julius. How can | stay? Don’t worry, old friend. |
won't befar avay.” She nodded a Mulch. “ Are you coming?’

‘“What, me?

Holly grinned. “ Y ou're afree dwarf now, and every private detective needs a partner. Someone with
underworld connections.”

Mulch’s chest swelled. “Mulch Diggums, private detective. | likethat. Hey, I’'m not asidekick, am 17?
Because the sdekick dways getsit.”

‘No. You'reafull-fledged partner. Whatever we make, we split.”

Holly turned to Artemis next.

‘Wedid it again, Mud Boy. We saved the world, or at least stopped two worlds colliding.*
Artemis nodded. “It doesn’t get any easier. Maybe someone €l se should take aturn.”

Holly punched him playfully in the arm. “Who e se has our style€?’ Then she leaned in and whispered, “I'll
be in touch. Maybe you might be interested in some consultancy work?’

Artemis cocked one brow and gave adight nod. It was dl the answer she needed.

Butler usualy stood to say good-bye, but in thisinstance, he had to make do with knedling.
Holly was barely visbleinsde hishug.

‘Until the next crisis” shesaid.

‘Or maybeyou could just visit,” hereplied.



‘Getting avisawill be more difficult now that I'm acivilian.”
‘Y ou're sure about this?*
Holly frowned. “No. I’'mtorn.” She nodded a Artemis. “But who isn't?’

Artemistreated Sool to hismost scornful gaze. “ Congratul ations, Commander, you have managed to
dienatethe LEP Sfinest officer.”

‘Listen here, human,” began Sool, but Butler growled and the words withered in the commander’ s throat.
The gnome stepped quickly behind the larger of his officers. ” Send them home. Now.*

The officersdrew their sdearms, aimed, and fired. A tranquilizer pellet stuck to Artemis s neck,
dissolving ingtantly. The officers hit Butler with four, not taking any chances.

Artemis could hear Holly protesting as hisvision blurred like an Impressonist painting. Like The Fairy
Thief.

‘There’ sno need for that, Sool,“ she said, catching Artemis s elbow. ” They’ ve seen the chute already.
Y ou could have returned them conscious.”

Sool’ s voice sounded as though he were speaking from the bottom of awell. “I’'m not taking any
chances, Captain, | mean, Miss Short. Humans are violent creatures by nature, especialy when they are
being transported.”

Artemisfdt Holly' s hand on his chest. Under his jacket, she dipped something into his pocket.

But he couldn’t ask what, because his tongue would not obey him. All he could do with his mouth was
breethe.

He heard athump behind him.
Butler ‘sgone, he concluded. Just me | eft.
And then he was gone too.

Fowl Manor Artemis cameto gradually. He felt well and rested, and al his memorieswerein place. Then
again, maybe they weren’t. How would he know?

He opened his eyes and saw the fresco on the ceiling above. He was back in his own room.

Artemisdid not move for severd moments. It wasn't that he couldn’t move, it was just that lying herelike
this seemed utterly luxurious. There were no pixies after him, or trollshoming in on his scent, or fairy
tribunasjudging him. He could lie here and smply think. Hisfavorite occupation.

Artemis Fowl had abig decision to make: which way would hislife go from here? The decison was his.

He could not blame circumstances or peer pressure. He was his own person, and intelligent enough to
redizeit.

The solitary life of crime no longer appealed to him as completely asit had. He had no desireto create
victims. Y et there was till something about the thrill of executing abrilliant plan that attracted him. Maybe
there was away to combine hiscrimind geniuswith his newfound moras.

Some peopl e deserved to be stolen from. He could be like amodern-day Robin Hood: steal from the



rich and give to the poor. Well, maybe just steal from therich. One step at atime.
Something vibrated in his jacket pocket.

Artemisreached in and pulled out afairy communicator. One of the pair they had planted in Opal
Koboi’s shuttle. Artemis had avague memory of Holly diding something into his pocket just before he
passed out. She obvioudy wanted to stay in touch.

Artemis stood, opening the device, and Holly’ s smiling face appeared on the screen.
“Y ou got home safely, then. Sorry about the sedatives. Sool isapig.”

‘Forget about it. No harm done.”

“Y ou have changed. Once upon atime, Artemis Fowl would have vowed revenge.”
‘Once upon atime.”

Holly glanced around her. “Listen, | can’t stay on long. | had to bolt on a pirate booster to thisthing just
to get asigna. Thiscal iscosting meafortune. | need afavor.”

Artemisgroaned. “No one ever cadlsmejust to say hdllo.”
‘Next time. | promise.”
‘I'll hold you to it. What' sthe favor?

‘Mulch and | have our firgt client. HE san art dedler who' shad a picture stolen. Frankly, I’ m flummoxed,
50 | thought I’ d ask an expert.”

Artemissmiled. “1 suppose| do have some expertise in the area of stolen art. Tell me what happened.”
‘Thething is, there’ sno way in or out of thisexhibit without detection. The painting isjust gone.

Not even warlocks have that kind of magic.”

Artemis heard footsteps on the stairs.

“Hang on a second, Holly. Someone' s coming.”

Butler burst in the door, pistol drawn. “1 just woke up,” hesaid. “Areyou al right?’

‘Fine* said Artemis. ”Y ou can put that away.”

‘1 was half hoping Sool was 4till here so | could scare him alittle” Butler crossed to the window and
pulled aside the net curtains. " There' sacar coming up the avenue. It’ s your parents back from the spain
Westmegth. We d better get our stories straight. Why did we come home from Germany 7

Artemisthought quickly. “Let’ sjust say | felt homesick. | missed being my parents son. That’ strue
enough.”

Butler amiled. “1 like that excuse. | hope you won't need to useit again.”

‘| don't intend to.”

Butler held out arolled-up canvas. “ And what about this? Have you decided what you should do with



it

Artemistook The Fairy Thief and spread it on the bed before him. It redlly was beautiful. “Yes, old
friend. | have decided to do what | should do. Now, can you stall my parents at the door; | need to take
thiscdl.”

Butler nodded, running down the stairsthree at atime.

Artemis returned to the communicator. “Now, Holly, about your little problem. Have you considered the
fact that the picture you seek may till bein the room, and our thief may have smply moved it?’

‘That’ sthefirst thing | thought of. Come on, Artemis, you' re supposed to be agenius. Use your brain.”

Artemis scratched his chin. Hewasfinding it difficult to concentrate. He heard tires crunching on the
drive, and then his mother’ s voice laughing as she climbed from the, car.

‘Arty?* she caled. ”Come down. We need to see you.”

‘Come down, Arty boy,* shouted hisfather.

‘Welcome us home.*

Artemisfound that he was smiling. “Holly, can you cal me back later? 1’ m busy right now.”
Holly tried to scowl. “Okay. Five hours, and you' d better have some suggestions for metoo ”
‘Don’t worry, | will. And aso my consultant’ s bill.*

‘ Some things never change,” said Hally, and closed the link.

Artemis quickly locked the communicator in hisroom safe, then ran to the sairs.

His mother was at the bottom of the steps, and her arms were open wide.

EPILOGUE

An Articlefrom Thelrish Times, by Eugene Driscoll, Culture Correspondent Last week the art world
was | eft redling following the discovery of alost painting by Pasca Herve, the French Impressionist
measter. The rumored recovery of The Fairy Thief (oil on canvas) was confirmed when the painting was
sent to the Louvre Museum in Paris. Someone, presumably an art lover, actudly used the regular mall
sarvice to post the pricel ess masterpiece to the curator. The authenticity of the work has been confirmed
by six independent experts. A spokesman for the Louvre has stated that the picture will be exhibited
within the next month. So, for the first timein amost a century, everyday art loverswill be able to enjoy
Herve s magterpiece.

But perhaps the most tantdizing part of thiswhole affair isthe typed note that came with The Fairy Thief.
The noteread smply “Moreto follow.”

Is someone out there reclaiming lost or stolen masters for the people? If so, collectors beware. No secret
vault is safe. This correspondent waits with bated breath.

Moreto follow.

Art loversdl over theworld certainly hope so!
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