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CHAPTER ONE

The fairy

Artemis Fowl was sitting outside a café in Ho Chi Minh City. It was summer, and it was hot. But Artemis was not on holiday. Artemis did not like the sun. His skin was white from long hours in front of a computer screen. But he was in Vietnam because he had some very important business there.

“I hope your man is telling the truth, Butler,” he said to the huge man sitting next to him.

“I’m sure he is, sir. Nguyen is a good man,” said Butler.

Adults do not often call twelve-year-old boys “sir”, but Artemis was not a normal person.

Nguyen was late, but Artemis felt a little bit of hope. They were very close to the Book; he could feel it.

A waiter hurried to the table.

“More tea, sir?” he asked Butler. “And for the boy?”

“Sit down,” ordered Artemis.

“But, sir, I am the waiter.”

“You’re wearing expensive shoes and three gold rings. You speak good English, and your hands are soft. You’re not a waiter. You’re our man, Nguyen. You’re doing this to check us for weapons.”

“That’s true. Amazing,” said the man.

“Not really,” replied Artemis.

The man sat down and took some tea.
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“Now I’ll tell you about the weapons,” said Artemis. “Butler here has a gun under his jacket, a knife in each shoe and … what have I forgotten, Butler?”

“The bombs, sir.”

“Oh, yes. Two small bombs, one in each pocket.”

Nguyen’s hands shook as he drank his tea.

“Butler won’t use his weapons on you,” said Artemis. “And, of course, he could kill you in a hundred different ways without his weapons.”

Now Nguyen could not drink his tea. He did not want another minute with these strange people. Everyone in the criminal world knew the name “Fowl”. Nguyen was ready to meet Artemis Fowl the First. But this boy was Artemis Fowl the Second, his son.

“And now we must talk business,” said Artemis. “You have information for us.”

“Yes, Mr Fowl. You’re looking for the Book,” said Nguyen. “I know where you can find one.”

“Really? Are you lying to me? A lot of people don’t like my family.”

“No, no,” said Nguyen, taking out a photograph. “Here, look.”

Artemis looked closely at the picture. It showed a hand – a green hand.

“This woman heals people,” explained Nguyen. “She lives near Tu Do Street and drinks rice wine all day.”

Artemis nodded. “Very well, Mr Nguyen,” he said, standing up. “Let’s go.”

Butler drove them through the narrow city streets. There were crowds of people, with bicycles. There were fish- and fruit-sellers and playing children, and the car moved slowly. Artemis was feeling excited. Could this be it? This was his and Butler’s seventh journey to look for the Book. Did this old woman have what he wanted?

The streets grew too narrow for their big car, and they had to walk. A thousand eyes followed them. One unlucky man tried to steal Butler’s watch. Butler broke the man’s fingers without looking down. People did not watch them after that.

They stopped on a very dirty street.

“Well?” said Artemis. “Where is she?”

“Under there,” said Nguyen, pointing to a dark hole under some metal stairs. “She never comes out. Now, can I go?”

“Fairies hate the light,” thought Artemis. He walked closer and put on his night glasses. In the corner something moved under an old coat. It was strangely small.

“Hello?” said Artemis. “I’m here to do business with you.”

“Give me some wine,” a voice said, sleepily. “Wine, English boy.”

“I’m Irish, actually,” Artemis told her. “Butler?”

Butler took a bottle from his pocket. Suddenly a hand reached out from the coat and took the bottle. The hand was green.

Artemis gave a huge smile. “Pay our friend Mr Nguyen, Butler. Remember, Mr Nguyen, don’t speak of this to anyone. You don’t want to make Butler angry, do you?”

“No, no, Mr Fowl, sir,” said Nguyen, taking the twenty thousand dollars and quickly running away.

Artemis turned back to the creature under the coat. “Now, then,” said Artemis. “You have something that I want.”

“What? Do you have a problem with your girlfriend? Do you have a bad tooth?” said the voice. “I can help you.”

“No, I don’t have any problems. I want your Book.”

“My book?” the voice said, slowly. “If you want a book, you go to the library.”

“You are a fairy,” said Artemis, “and I want your Book.”

The creature’s voice was silent for a long moment. Then a face appeared from the coat. It was an old fairy face. Her nose was long, her ears were pointed and she had narrow golden eyes.

“If you know about the Book, human,” she said, drinking from the bottle, “then you know about the magic in my fingers. Fairy magic can kill you in seconds.” She put the empty wine bottle down in front of her.

“Look at you. You’re nearly dead,” said Artemis. “Years of drinking rice wine has almost killed your magic. I can save you, if you give me the Book.”

“Why do you want it?”

“You don’t need to know that,” said Artemis. “So what will you choose? One, you don’t give us the Book. We go home and leave you here.”

“Yes, I choose this,” said the fairy.

“Ah, careful! If we leave without the Book, you’ll be dead in a day,” Artemis continued.

“One day!” The fairy laughed. “Fairies live for hundreds of years!”

“Not if they’ve drunk poison,” said Artemis, picking up the bottle.

“Poison!” screamed the fairy. “You’ve murdered me, human.”

“Maybe,” said Artemis. “You’ll feel the poison burning your stomach soon.”

“Or …?” asked the fairy, holding her stomach.

“Two, you give me the Book for thirty minutes. Then Butler will give you some water from the fairy pool below Tara – the most magical place on Earth. It will stop the poison and bring back your magic.”

The fairy thought for a moment. The pain in her stomach was getting worse. “Give me the water, human,” she said.

Butler took a bottle out of his pocket and gave it to the fairy. She drank, but he took it back before she could finish it.

“You’ll get more when you give me the Book,” Artemis told her.

She reached into her dirty coat. Artemis waited. This was the most important day of his life. “The Fowls will be great again,” he thought, “and I’ll be the leader.”

“Here,” said the fairy, passing him a small golden book. “You can’t use it anyway. It’s written in Gnommish, the old fairy language.”

Butler took the Book carefully, and he took photographs of every thin page. Artemis emailed the photographs to Fowl Manor, near Dublin, Ireland. Then he passed the Book back to the fairy.

“The water, human?”

“Oh yes,” said Artemis. “I did promise.”

Butler gave the bottle to the fairy. Her body began to shake as the water healed her, and 100 years of wine quickly left her body. It was not something that was pretty to see, and Artemis and Butler did not watch.
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CHAPTER TWO

The Book

What was Artemis Fowl’s plan? He wanted gold. Of course he wanted gold. He came from a famous family of clever criminals, and the Fowls always wanted gold. And everyone, all over the world, knew that fairies have a lot of gold.

But Artemis also knew that fairies had a special Book and that this held all their secrets. It was written in the old fairy language, called Gnommish, which no human could read. Artemis believed that with today’s technology he could understand any alphabet or language. “If I can understand the Book,” he thought, “I can find a way to steal the fairies’ gold.”

It was early morning when Artemis and Butler arrived back at Fowl Manor. Artemis wanted to start work on the Book, but he visited his mother first. When Artemis’s father disappeared, his mother went to bed. She was still there, twelve months later. She did not allow any light to come into the room.

“Mother? Are you awake?” asked Artemis, knocking on the door and going in.

Angeline Fowl looked at him. “Don’t call me ‘Mother’. I don’t know who you are,” she said.

Artemis looked down. “Of course. Sorry, Moth–Sorry.”

Angeline jumped under the bed. “They’re coming for me. They’re everywhere,” she cried.

On good days, she knew Artemis. On bad days, she thought Artemis was his father. She often believed her bedroom was full of horrible creatures. Butler’s younger sister Juliet looked after Angeline Fowl. It was not an easy job.

 

Back at his desk, Artemis could not understand the Book. He made copies of it and ran it through every program on his computer, but nothing worked. He put the pages on the walls of his office and looked at them closely. Hours passed, and he was getting angry. What did these strange letters say?
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At last, he discovered that Gnommish was like the old Egyptian language. This was not a big surprise; Artemis already knew that fairies lived for hundreds of years. He felt very excited, and put the words into the computer again. Now the computer showed him lots of words in English, but they still did not mean anything.

Artemis did not stop. The words were English, but they did not make English sentences. He went back to the pages of the Book. He tried moving the words around from right to left, left to right, top to bottom, bottom to top.

Finally he guessed the answer! He needed to start in the middle and read in circles. Now he could read the fairy secrets. He began to read the Book with shaking hands.
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There were forty-three pages in the Book. “Yes!” said Artemis aloud. “With the computer I can read every page and know everything about the fairies. And when I know and understand fairies I can steal from them.”

Suddenly he felt very tired. He went to bed and slept for eighteen hours. After that he ate a light breakfast and went back to work on the Book.

Artemis always kept the television news on in his office, and there were stories from newspapers on the wall. Before he started work, he looked at one from the Irish Times.
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Artemis did not want to believe that his father was dead. He never turned the TV off, because he was waiting for news of Artemis Fowl the First. But today he felt differently.

“Shut everything down. I need quiet for this,” he said to Butler, when he came into the office.

“Everything?” asked Butler.

“Yes,” said Artemis, quietly. At last he was beginning to believe that his father was dead.

Butler put a hand on Artemis’s arm for a moment, and then they both sat down to work.
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Note about the story

1 Definitions of words in bold can be found in the glossary on pages 91–93.
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