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As she has planted, so does she harvest; such is the field of karma.

Sri Guru Granth Sahi

If you’re really a mean person, you’re going to come back as a fly and eat poop.

Kurt Cobain




Part One

Descent


Lama Roost


  We are at the northern base of Hkakabo Razi.



  Tough descent.



  No one dead.



  Grateful.



  Relieved.



  Sore.



  Tired.



  Now all we have to do is get out of Tibet . . .



  I’m sitting on a narrow ledge outside a cave above a long, steep talus slope writing in this journal. The talus boulders are as big as basketballs here, and unstable. The sun is up. The pikas are chattering in the golden mist. I’ve watched these tiny creatures on every talus slope I’ve ever been on. They look like large mice, but they are actually in the rabbit family. They spend their summers gathering food into miniature haystacks, which they feed on during the winter when the talus is buried deep beneath the snow.



  
    chirp . . . chirp . . . chirp . . .
  



  They call back and forth across the slope, alerting each other to the presence of an intruder, which I guess is me, or maybe Zopa, who worked his way down the treacherous talus just before sunrise and disappeared into the jungle a couple of minutes before I opened this journal.



  I’d asked him where he was going. He shrugged (his reply to almost every question), then said, “You will find me. No worries, as your father is always saying.”



  Typical Zopa. The mystery monk. But he was right about my dad. “No worries” is Joshua Wood’s version of a shrug.



  Zopa led us to the cave late last night. It was pitch dark and snowing. Our headlamps were giving out. We barely had enough light to see where to place our boots on the slippery ledge. Zopa seemed to know where the cave was, as if he’d been to it a thousand times before, which was impossible. We descended Hkakabo Razi into Tibet along an unknown route, at least by our group, including Zopa. He told us that he had felt the cave hours before we reached it, another impossibility, or impossible for all but Zopa to understand.



  I was up before light, feeling a little claustrophobic with Zopa; our Sherpas, Yogi and Yash; our videographer, Jack; my dad; and me lying head to foot in the small cave like canned fish. I couldn’t breathe, and it wasn’t the altitude. We’re at ten thousand feet here. I think. I don’t have my GPS watch or any gizmos. We gave them all to Jack to carry until we could get them charged. With the batteries drained, they were dead weight, and Jack has padded cases to keep electronics from getting wrecked.



  I thought I had left the rainforest behind me in Myanmar. But looking down the slope now, all I see is rainforest. From where I’m sitting, the green tangle looks impenetrable. It’s going to be another sweaty trudge through a hideous jungle.



  When we reached the cave last night, despite the late hour and our exhaustion, none of us were ready to sleep. Yash and Yogi started a fire to heat the meager remains of our food supply. Zopa explained that the cave was used by Buddhists for meditation. He called it a lama roost.



  Jack was eager to review the footage of us climbing Hkakabo Razi. The cold had compromised his battery packs. He was afraid that if he didn’t use them they would be dead by morning and he’d have to wait until he got back to the States to see what he had gotten.



  Initially, I had been completely against filming our climb, but I had changed my mind because of Josh. He needed Jack’s documentary for his reputation and business, Peak Experience (not named after me).



  Zopa said that he didn’t want to watch the footage because he had already walked every foot of the climb. He found a ledge in the corner of the cave, folded himself into a lotus position, then closed his eyes in meditation, or maybe sleep. With Zopa, you never know.



  We sat around Jack’s tablet as we ate rice and drank tea, watching ourselves climb. Most of the footage had been taken with a drone. The elevated wide-angle shots made the climb look more difficult and dangerous than it actually was, but we’d had our moments.



  My moment was being buried alive by an avalanche, which Jack played back for us in slow motion. We had a bird’s-eye view of the snow and ice sweeping down the mountainside like a frozen tsunami and the frantic search for me beneath the debris. My teammates’ panic was nothing compared to mine as I tried to dig my way out of the icy grave with my friend Ethan’s spoon. I’m sure this horrible memory had something to do with my waking up in the cave with claustrophobia and a sense of smothering dread.



  The hardest part of the climb was getting to the mountain, long before Zopa, Josh, Jack, Yogi, and Yash joined me. It took Alessia, Ethan, and me weeks to get through the rainforest, none of which was going to appear in Josh and Jack’s documentary. But that’s the way it usually is with climbing documentaries. Suddenly, the intrepid, brave climbers appear on the mountain out of nowhere as if God dropped them from the sky. From my experience, getting to the mountain is more interesting than climbing it.



  On the way to Hkakabo Razi, Alessia came down with malaria. I thought she was going to die. We got lost. We hired a homicidal elephant handler, or mahout, and his temporarily insane elephant to haul our gear. We were rescued by an Australian botanist. We met a precious gemstone dealer named Chin, whom Zopa had saved from an avalanche decades earlier. We were arrested by the Burmese military. And then things really got bad . . . The mad mahout shot Ethan in the head with a slingshot. Our new friend Chin flew Ethan and Alessia to Yangon in his helicopter, where Ethan underwent emergency brain surgery (not that brain surgery isn’t always an emergency).



  I had tried to check in with Alessia several times during our descent into Tibet, without any luck. I tried to call again last night when we reached the cave, but I couldn’t get a signal and there was very little juice in the sat phone. I just hope Ethan isn’t dead. No climb is worth the death of a friend. I don’t know what I would do if Ethan has . . .



Smoke


  
    “What’s happening?”
  


I nearly fell off the ledge. Josh had come up behind me without a sound.

“Sorry,” Josh said, laughing. “I should have cleared my throat or coughed or spit or something. It would be a shame to lose you after the climb is over.”

He sat down next to me. I closed my journal.

“Your mom tells me you’re a pretty good writer.”

I shrugged.

Josh smiled. “Don’t go all Zopa on me.”

I laughed. “I’m not that good of a writer. Maybe someday. I couldn’t sleep. Thought I’d catch up on my journal.”

Josh reached into his pocket and pulled out a small digital recorder. “This is how I keep my journal.”

He handed it to me. The battery indicator was full. “This is the only gizmo we have that has juice.”

“I haven’t had much chance to use it here, but there’s plenty of ramblings on it from my seven summits try.”

It wasn’t a try. He had smashed the world record for topping the highest peaks on all seven continents before showing up to climb Hkakabo Razi with me. I think one of the reasons he had climbed with me after that exhausting task was to confess his biggest secret. My dad, Joshua Wood, arguably the greatest climber in the world, could not read or write. Which explained why he had never responded to my letters. Something that had bothered me for years.

“So, what do you do with your ramblings?”

“Sometimes I listen to them, but mostly I file them away. I have thousands of hours of me babbling on. I guess, like a lot of climbers, I want to leave something behind in case I fall off a mountain, not that anyone would be interested.”

False modesty. He knew as well as I did that a lot of people would be interested. “I’m interested,” I said, playing along.

“I figured you would be. The recordings are stored on my laptop in Chiang Mai. When I get back home, I’ll send them to you.”

“I’d like that. And when you learn to read, I’ll send you my journals.”

Josh grinned. “Deal.”

I tried to give the digital recorder back, but he shook his head. “Nah, you keep it. We’ll call it a down payment on our sacred pact. And speaking of sacred things, where’s Zopa?”

“He took off.” I pointed at the green tangle at the bottom of the talus.

“Did you ask him where he was going?”

“Yeah. What do you think his answer was?”

“He shrugged.”

“More or less. He said he’d find us.”

“I’m sure he will,” Josh said. “I wonder why he brought us here.”

I reminded him that we weren’t able to return the way we had ascended because of the avalanche and the weather.

“Doesn’t matter,” Josh said. “Every step Zopa takes has a purpose. Something is up. I guarantee it.”

“What might be up is yours and Zopa’s arrest by the Chinese government. We’re in Tibet.”

Tibet was Tibet in name only. The Chinese had taken over the country in 1951 in what they called a “peaceful liberation.” The Tibetans have a different take on what happened, calling it “the Chinese invasion of Tibet.” The bottom line is that Tibet is now, for all intents and purposes, China, a country where both Josh and Zopa are wanted criminals for violating permit requirements on the northern side of Everest. They helped Zopa’s grandson, Sun-jo, summit Everest, making him the youngest person, and a “free” Tibetan, to top the mountain. The record has since been broken, but not before Sun-jo received several lucrative endorsement deals from climbing gear companies, making it possible for him and his two sisters to continue their education.

The permit violations were minor offenses. Josh and Zopa’s major offense, technically not illegal, was embarrassing the Chinese government. They were forbidden to set foot inside Chinese territory.

“No worries,” Josh said. “We’ll be gone before they know we’re here. As far as anyone knows I’m in seclusion at my house in Chiang Mai recuperating after my seven summits climb.”

Josh lived in northern Thailand in a big house with a private climbing gym in the backyard. I’d never been to his house, but I’d been hoping to go there on this trip. Looking down at the jungle, and the long trek before us, that didn’t look too likely now.

Jack came out of the cave, squinting at the bright sunlight.

“Morning,” he croaked.

He didn’t look very good. “Are you sick?”

“I don’t think so. Just tired. Didn’t sleep well. What’s the plan?”

I pointed downhill. “We head into the jungle, find a road, and if we’re lucky, some kind of transportation to a city with an airport.”

“Sounds good to me. Hopefully some food, too. Yash and Yogi are scraping together the last grains of rice for breakfast. Looks like we’ll get two spoonfuls each.”

 


It turned out to be three spoonfuls each, and we were picking our way down the loose talus within minutes of the pathetic meal. A cloud of insects engulfed us as we approached the jungle. We stripped out of our cold-weather clothes and stuffed them into our packs, where I found my machete. I couldn’t believe I’d hauled it to the top of Hkakabo Razi and down.

Josh laughed when he saw it. “The guy with the machete leads the way.”

“Fine with me. But which way?”

“Your guess is as good as mine. Where did Zopa break through?”

I shrugged. “I guess I should have paid closer attention to where he was when he disappeared into the tangle.”

“No worries. Here’s just as good as anywhere else. But if we don’t find a trail or road in the next couple of days, we’ll probably starve to death.”

With that happy thought, I took my first swing at the Tibetan rainforest, which wasn’t much different from the rainforest on the other side of the mountain. Hot, humid, and sharp, but after our long trek through Myanmar, I was used to it, and was actually enjoying myself. Kind of.

An hour later Yash took over the machete, followed by Yogi, Josh, then me again. Jack was too busy gagging on insects to be much help with the slashing. It takes a while to get used to the jungle—in my case it took several weeks. There was no sign of Zopa. If he was close by, he couldn’t help but hear us. We sounded like a herd of stampeding elephants. How had he gotten through this mess without a machete? After several hours we stopped to rest, which is what the insects had been waiting for. They went into a feeding frenzy and we were the main course.

“I say we go back to the cave and just die there,” Jack suggested, vainly trying to keep the bugs from biting him.

It wasn’t a bad suggestion. There was no food in the cave, but there was water. We could live for a couple of weeks without food, but only a few days without water. And the cave was relatively insect-free. If we got desperate, we could always start eating pikas. In Myanmar, I had popped a mouthful of snake into my mouth, which made me puke, but a roasted pika might go down easier.

“It’s worth considering,” Josh said, spitting out several bugs.

“No, it isn’t,” I said. “Not yet, anyway.” I wasn’t in charge, but I was probably the most acclimated to jungle misery. One thing that I had learned is that the tropical rainforest is always changing. You’ll be dragging yourself along, thinking your suffering will never end, then stumble into a clearing of staggering beauty with a pool of cool water and a refreshing breeze.

“We’re no more than a mile from the talus,” I continued. “I think we should push on a little farther.”

I’m not sure why I was so adamant about this, but I had a feeling that we shouldn’t give up quite yet, which made me smile. Maybe some of Zopa was rubbing off on me. He said he would find . . . no, he didn’t say that. He said: “You’ll find me.” A shiver went down the back of my neck like I had a big spider crawling there. I brushed at it. Nothing there but sweat and grime. Weird. I gulped some water, thinking that I must be getting a little dehydrated, then pulled my binoculars and compass out of my pack.

“I don’t think those are going to do you a lot of good here,” Jack said. “We can’t see more than ten feet ahead.”

“Yeah, I . . .” I looked up at the thick canopy. “I’m not using them down here. I’m using them up top. It’s time to climb a tree and figure out where we are.”

I had climbed dozens of giant trees in Myanmar, collecting samples for Nick the botanist—payback for guiding us to the base of Hkakabo Razi.

“You want company?” Josh asked.

“You’re welcome to tag along, but I’m going to fast climb.”

“I’m sure it will be difficult,” Josh said, sarcastically. “But I’ll give it my best.”

I grinned. “It’s harder than you think.”

We started up on opposite sides of the same tree. Josh was with me for the first hundred feet, but then I blew ahead of him. It’s easy to pick the wrong route. I’d lost a dozen tree races against Alessia and Ethan. And I was lucky in my tree pick. The top was a good forty feet above the canopy, which stretched to the north for as far as I could see without any visible gaps or signs of civilization. We still might have to return to the cave and eat pika snacks.

“Peter Piper picked a peck of pickled pikas. A peck of pickled pikas Peter Piper picked. If Peter Piper picked a peck of pickled pikas, where’s the peck of pickled pikas Peter Piper picked?”

“What did you say?” Josh joined me on my swaying perch, sweating and scratched.

“Nothing,” I answered, a little embarrassed. I hadn’t realized I was talking to myself, which was happening more and more lately. It was disconcerting.

“The climb was harder than I thought,” Josh said, out of breath, giving me a bye on my slip of the tongue. “I had to detour around a big snake. Slowed me down. What do you see?”

I scanned the canopy with my binoculars. “Smoke,” I said. At least, I was pretty sure it was smoke. It’s hard to tell the difference between smoke and mist in the rainforest. I handed the binoculars to Josh and pulled out my compass. “North by northwest. Maybe a mile away.”

“I see it,” Josh said.

“It could be a village, or maybe a camp.”

“Or a forest fire,” Josh added.

“That too, but I think we should check it out.”

“Let’s do it.”

 


We battled the tangle for another two hours with little progress, but I didn’t give up. The feeling I’d had earlier wasn’t nearly as strong, but there was still a tingle that if I kept going I would find Zopa. I took a couple more machete swipes and stumbled into a small clearing with a well-trodden trail running through the middle of it.

“Boot prints,”  Yash said. “Fresh.”

I wasn’t sure how fresh they were, but there were a lot of them headed in every direction. I wished Ethan were with us. He’d know exactly how old the boot prints were, how many people had made them, and which way they had gone.

“Hunters,”  Yogi said. He was standing at the edge of the clearing, looking down at something.

It turned out to be a stinking pile of guts and bones, covered by about two billion insects, which swarmed us as we approached. We backed away quickly and the insects settled back down on their feast.

“What was it?” I asked.

“Takin,”  Yash answered.

“What’s that?” I asked.

“Takins are some kind of antelope,” Josh said. “But they look like a small musk ox. I’ve had takin stew a couple of times. It’s a little gamey, but tasty. Hunters get a pretty good price for the skins. Probably because takins are only found in godforsaken places like this.”

Jack had not joined us to look at the guts. He was sitting on the ground leaning against a tree with his backpack still strapped on like a tipped-over turtle. He looked like he had taken a shower in his clothes. His face was florid and pockmarked with nasty bites and scratches. If we didn’t get to a village or road soon, we were going to be dragging him through the forest on a litter. I wished I had some of that goop Nick had concocted for bites and stings. Jack was out of water. I gave him some of mine, then helped him to his feet. He wobbled.

“Are you going to be okay?”

Jack shook his head. “I don’t know what’s the matter with me.”

I had an idea of what it might be. “Are you taking antimalarial pills?”

“I was, but I ran out before we got to Myanmar. You think that’s my problem?”

“I don’t know, but you’re kind of acting like Alessia did when she came down with it.” I didn’t mention that Alessia had been taking her pills and came down with it anyway.

I dug my pills out of my pack and gave him a couple. I didn’t know if it would help, but I didn’t think it would hurt. If nothing else they might act like a placebo and make him feel better.

“Are you okay to walk?”

“What choice do I have?”

“None.”

I led the way down the trail in the direction I thought the boot prints were heading. After about a mile I started to smell smoke and, more intriguing, meat cooking.

There were at least a dozen people in the camp: several men, a few women, and a handful of children. Animal skins were hanging on racks, drying in the last of the afternoon sun. The hunters didn’t seem surprised to see us. That was because Zopa was sitting next to the smoky fire eating food out of his begging bowl. He had shaved his head and put on his orange monk robe. The only one of us who was surprised to see Zopa was Jack, who let out a feverish whoop of joy. He didn’t know Zopa as well as we did, and his uncanny, and kind of creepy, ability to appear in the middle of nowhere from out of nowhere.

“I can’t believe you’re here!” Jack said. “What are the chances?”

With Zopa the chances were extremely high, but Zopa only shrugged in reply to his question.

“I told Peak that he would find me,” Zopa said. “He did.” I looked at him questioningly. He didn’t acknowledge me. Instead, he looked at Jack and said, “You have malaria.”

“I’m not sure,” Jack said. “That’s what Peak thought.”

“Sit down.”

We all sat down. The hunters brought us water and bowls of hot, spicy takin stew, which was oddly cooling in the sweltering heat. The hunters explained that their takin hunt was over. Tomorrow morning, they would break camp and return to their village. They had been away for nearly three weeks. A supply truck stopped at their village once or twice a week. It would be able to give us a lift to the main road, where we could hitch a ride to Lhasa, the closest city with an international airport.

It sounded so simple. So easy. Like we were jumping onto a subway in New York to get somewhere. Right. I looked at Zopa to see if there was any indication of what he thought of this. Except for a slight smile, and a little shine in his dark eyes, he was giving nothing away. He held his begging bowl out for another load of takin stew.


And Then There Were Three

It took us two days to reach the hunters’ village. Jack slowed us down. For every hour we cut our way through the jungle he had to rest for ten to fifteen minutes. By the time we got to the village, Yogi and Yash were all but carrying him. We needed to get him to a doctor, or a hospital—neither of which was going to happen quickly. The nearest hospital was more than a hundred miles away. A truck was expected at the village sometime the next day.

The villagers were very friendly and accommodating. Even this far off the beaten track, they were used to seeing Western climbers and trekkers. They led us to a hut, which by its crude furnishing we could tell was already in use by someone else. Through Zopa we told the head man that we were more than happy to sleep outside under the open sky, but he insisted that we use the hut, telling us that the family was away for a few days. We found out that this was untrue when a young boy, maybe six or seven years old, walked in and asked if he could borrow his mother’s kettle so she could brew some green tea for his father.

 


After a good night’s rest in the comfortable hut, Jack was a little better, but he was still weak. I spent the morning helping villagers chop wood, tan takin skins—the stink of which nearly made me wretch—and milk their yaks, which they found wildly amusing. Around noon, a small pickup came backfiring into the village. It looked as if it had been rolled down a steep embankment a dozen times.

“I think it might explode,” Josh observed.

“I think it has already exploded,” Jack said.

Appearance aside, I wondered how the six of us and our gear were going to fit into the truck bed, which had shrunk even further after the hunters tossed their rolled-up takin skins in. Josh asked the drivers if they could drive us all the way into Lhasa. They shook their heads, saying they had other villages to visit after they reached the road, and they were in the opposite direction from Lhasa. Josh offered them a wad of money to reconsider. It was clear they were tempted, but they still turned us down.

“We will take you to highway,” one of them said in broken English. “From there you take bus into Lhasa. Cheap. Very easy.”

We helped Jack into the truck, then surrounded him with gear and skins so he didn’t roll out as we bounced down the rutted path, which was more like a game trail than a road.

Three hours later we reached the highway, which was not much better than the tract we had taken to get to it. It was nearly dark. The drivers wished us luck and continued on their route, saying that a bus would be along soon to take us into Lhasa.

Soon turned out to be early the next morning. We heard the overloaded bus rumbling down the road a couple of minutes before we saw it. It would not have stopped for us at all if Zopa hadn’t stepped out in front of it. Bad luck to run over a Buddhist monk. The driver jumped out, shouting and waving his arms. Many of the people on board were shouting at us too, but they stayed where they were because they didn’t want to lose their seats, or places (there were more people standing inside the bus than there were sitting). Zopa listened to the driver harangue him for a good three minutes without uttering a word. Eventually, the driver got tired of yelling and just stared at the road-blocking monk with disgust.

Zopa smiled and started speaking quietly in Tibetan. I have no idea what he said, but when he finished, the driver climbed back onto the bus and three men stepped off with their stuff. They gave Zopa a bow. In return, Zopa gave each of them a blessing, after which they started down the road, smiling, carrying their heavy loads.

“Three spots are open,” Zopa said. “Jack and two others.”

I didn’t want to be one of the “others.” The bus looked horribly uncomfortable. No one else stepped forward either, but someone had to ride with Jack and take care of him. Zopa intervened, pointing at Yogi and Yash.

“You two go. Get medical help. Put him on an airplane. I will see you in Nepal.”

There wasn’t time for an argument or a long goodbye. The brothers grabbed Jack’s gear, helped him onto the bus, and left us in the dust.

And then there were three.

We started walking down the highway with Josh in the lead, Zopa right behind him, and me taking up the rear. I noticed that Zopa wasn’t wearing his backpack. I caught up with him.

“Where’s your gear?”

“I gave it to the hunters.”

“Why?”

“For their kindness. It is all about karma. The giving, not the taking. Monks do not need gear.”

“Are you saying that Hkakabo Razi was the last mountain you’ll ever climb?”

“Yes. But thinking something is true does not necessarily mean that it is true.”

Zopa always seemed to leave a back door open to escape through if he needed one. I guess all of us do. Josh slowed and we caught up to him. He looked as if he had lost ten pounds since we’d left the cave. I was a little alarmed. Like me, he had always been on the lean side, but he looked almost skeletal now. Some of the look was because we had taken off our cold weather gear, but not all of it.

“You’re looking a little thin,” I said. “You okay?”

“I think so. I have my normal aches and pains, but nothing unusual. I’m sure I dropped weight on the seven summits. If I’d gone home after Everest, I would have gained it back wolfing down bowl after bowl of pad thai from Chiang Mai’s food vendors.”

“A plate of pad thai sounds pretty good right now.”

“No kidding.”

We heard a truck coming up behind us and turned to look. It was about a quarter mile away.

“Time to hitch a—”

“Not this one,” Zopa said.

“What difference does it make?” Josh asked.

“Not the right ride.”

The truck zoomed past without so much as a tap of its brake lights. I guess it wouldn’t have stopped anyway.

“Exactly what kind of vehicle are we waiting for?” Josh asked.

“The right one,” Zopa said.

Two hours and five vehicles later, Zopa said, “This one.”

Josh put his thumb out and a yellow Toyota Land Cruiser pulled over to the side of the road in front of us. It was in a lot better shape than the other cars and trucks that had zoomed past us. Except for the mud-splattered sides, it looked brand-new. A man got out of the driver’s side and started walking toward us. He was short and large and very hairy. His curly black hair fell down past his shoulders. His unkempt beard nearly reached the top of his substantial belly. He looked like a bear disguised as a human.

“Brits or Yanks?” he shouted with a British accent.

“Yanks,” Josh answered.

“And the holy man?”

“Nepalese,” I said. Although, Zopa was actually a free Tibetan living in exile in Nepal.

“Climbers or trekkers?”

“Trekkers,” Josh said. He had slipped on his sunglasses and pulled his hair under his sock cap, no doubt in an attempt to disguise himself. He was probably the most famous face in climbing.

“On your way in, or out?” the bear man asked.

“Just finished up,” Josh answered. “We’re on our way home.”

“Ah, good, good. Are you traveling to Lhasa?”

“Yes,” Josh said. Lhasa had an international airport. From there we could get anywhere in the world.

“That is a long way. I’m only going as far as Bāyī town. Do you know it?”

“No.”

“It’s a hundred kilometers from here. A new city by Tibetan standards. Sixty thousand people, give or take. Built in the sixties. Bāyī means ‘eight one’ in Chinese. August first, which is the official date of the rise of the People’s Liberation Army in 1927. The joke is that Bāyī really means eight Chinese for every one Tibetan. It’s more like twenty Chinese soldiers to one Tibetan right now. The annual liberation celebration is in a couple of days.”

That many soldiers didn’t sound good to me. Maybe Zopa had picked the wrong ride. I glanced at Josh and Zopa. If they were concerned, they weren’t showing it.

“Are you going there for the celebration?” I asked.

“No way. I’m going there for meetings with my Chinese bosses
















































OPS/images/Tumblr.gif
[ Tumblr ]





OPS/images/Twitter.gif
[ VGl ]





OPS/toc.xhtml
Contents

		Title Page


		Contents


		Copyright


		Epigraph


		Part One: Descent

		Lama Roost


		Smoke


		And Then There Were Three


		Bāyī


		Chinese Takeout


		Choices


		Buildering


		Adrift


		Aspire


		The Intwinsible


		The Present Intense








		Part Two: Pemako

		Snickers


		Work Is Prayer


		The Library


		Bats in the Belfry


		By Other Means


		The Roost Run


		Monk Pack


		Chanda


		Sacred Numbers


		So Far So Good








		Part Three: Go Out and Do Good Things

		The Route


		Pursuit


		On Our Own


		Panic Bear


		The Good Thing


		High Noon


		Leaving


		Home








		Read More from the Peak Marcello Adventure series


		Find Your Story


		More Books from HMH Teen


		About the Author


		Connect with HMH on Social Media





OPS/images/cover.jpg
BEST-SELLING PEAK






OPS/images/Instagram.gif
[Instag ram]





OPS/images/titlepage.jpg
ROLAND SMITH

HOUGHTON MIFFLIN HARCOURT
BOSTON NEW YORK

DESCENT






OPS/images/Facebook.gif
[Facebook]





