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Author’s Note

Dear Reader:

In 1980, when I was a ten-year-old in Cleveland, my parents gave me a copy of a book called Masquerade by an artist named Kit Williams. It was an incredibly simple book, fifteen paintings that told the story of a hare carrying a treasure from the moon to the sun. Masquerade was in fact a treasure hunt. Williams had made an eighteen-carat gold, jewel-encrusted version of the hare and buried it somewhere in England. The book, and the pictures and words contained within it, held clues that revealed the whereabouts of the treasure. At the time, it was valued at £40,000. A nice sum of money—which I would have used to buy some badass Legos and Star Wars action figures—but not a fortune. More than that, for me at least, the appeal of Masquerade was about the challenge of it, the game of it, the process of sitting there and reading the book and determining if I was smart enough to solve the puzzle. I wasn’t the only one. The book became a sensation, selling millions of copies around the world. In March 1982, almost three years after Masquerade was published, the puzzle was solved and the hare was found.

For the most part, the world has forgotten about Masquerade and the mad hunt for the golden hare, but I never did. I’ve thought about it ever since. And now I want to create my own version of it. But on a truly massive scale, using twenty-first-century storytelling and technology. Welcome to Endgame.

Endgame is more than just a novel—it invites you to join a worldwide, puzzle-based scavenger hunt for three hidden keys. Each Endgame book will feature a “super puzzle” comprised of clues and riddles layered into the text, some of which will take you into the internet, some into the real world, some into social media, and some into your own mind. There’s a placeholder puzzle in this book that is a model of the real puzzle, which will be unveiled on the publication date. The real puzzle is being designed by three MIT PhDs, and if you solve it, it will lead you to the location of a hidden key. If you find the key, it will open a bulletproof glass case with a massive pile of gold coins inside. The case will be on public display, and the opening of it will be livestreamed on YouTube.

In addition to the puzzle, Google Niantic, Google’s in-house mobile gaming company, is building a revolutionary mobile game that will allow readers to join in Endgame and play it just as the characters play it. The game will be an ARG with PvP combat, and will inspire gamers to go out into the real world and learn about the mysteries that surround them. The game will be available on more than 1.5 billion phones and launches the same day the first novel publishes. Twentieth Century Fox purchased the film rights to Endgame, and Temple Hill (The Twilight Saga, ABC’s Revenge, and The Fault in Our Stars) is producing the film.

I hope you enjoy Endgame and have as much fun reading it as Nils and I did writing it. What will be will be. Endgame has begun. Good luck.

[image: image]


Contents

Cover

Title Page

Copyright

Author’s Note

Begin Reading

Marcus Loxias Megalos

Chiyoko Takeda

Sarah Alopay

Jago Tlaloc

Baitsakhan

Sarah Alopay

Christopher Vanderkamp

Endnotes

About the Authors

Credits

About the Publisher


Begin Reading

Much of this book is fiction, but much of the information in it is not. Endgame is real. And Endgame is coming.


This book is a puzzle.

Within its pages lie clues that lead to a key hidden somewhere on Earth.

Decipher, decode, and interpret.

Search and seek.

If you find the key and deliver it to its proper home, you will be rewarded with

Gold1.

Stacks and stacks of Ancient Gold2.
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Everything, all the time, every word, name, number, place, distance, color, time, every letter on every page, everything, always. So says, and so has been said, and so will be said again. Everything.
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Endgame has begun. Our future is unwritten. Our future is your future. What will be will be.

We each believe some version of how we got here. God made us. Aliens beamed us. Lightning split us or portals delivered us. In the end, the how doesn’t matter. We have this planet, this world, this Earth. We came here, we have been here, and we are here now. You, me, us, the whole of humanity. Whatever you believe happened in the beginning is not important. The end, however. The end is.

This is Endgame.

We are twelve in number. Young in body, but of ancient people. Our lines were chosen thousands of years ago. We have been preparing every day since. Once the game begins, we must deliberate and decipher, move and murder. Some of us are less ready than others, and the lessers will be the first to die. Endgame is simple this way. What is not simple is that when one of us dies, it will mean the deaths of countless others. The Event, and what comes after, will see to that. You are the unwitting billions. You are the innocent bystanders. You are the lucky losers and the unlucky winners. You are the audience at a play that will determine your fate.

We are the Players. Your Players. We have to play. We must be older than 13 and younger than 20. It is the rule and it has always been this way. We are not supernatural. None of us can fly, or turn lead to gold, or heal ourselves. When death comes, it comes. We are mortal. Human. We are the inheritors of the Earth. The Great Puzzle of Salvation is ours to solve, and one of us must do it, or we will all be lost. Together we are everything: strong, kind, ruthless, loyal, smart, stupid, ugly, lustful, mean, fickle, beautiful, calculating, lazy, exuberant, weak.

We are good and evil.

Like you.

Like all.

But we are not together. We are not friends. We do not call one another, and we do not text one another. We do not chat on the internet or meet for coffee. We are separated and scattered, spread around the world. We have been raised and trained since birth to be wary and wise, cunning and deceptive, ruthless and merciless. We will stop at nothing to find the keys to the Great Puzzle. We cannot fail. Failure is death. Failure is the End of All, the End of Everything.

Will exuberance beat strength? Stupidity top kindness? Laziness thwart beauty? Will the winner be good or evil? There is only one way to find out.

Play.

Survive.

Solve.

Our future is unwritten. Our future is your future. What will be will be.

So listen.

Follow.

Cheer.

Hope.

Pray.

Pray hard if that is what you believe.

We are the Players. Your Players. We play for you.

Come play with us.

People of Earth.

Endgame has begun.


MARCUS LOXIAS MEGALOS

Hafız Alipaşa Sk, Aziz Mahmut Hüdayi Mh, Istanbul, Turkey
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Marcus Loxias Megalos is bored. He cannot remember a time before the boredom. School is boring. Girls are boring. Football is boring. Especially when his team, his favorite team, Fenerbahçe, is losing, as they are now, to Manisaspor.

Marcus sneers at the TV in his small, undecorated room. He is slouched in a plush black leather chair that sticks to his skin whenever he sits up. It is night, but Marcus keeps the lights in his room off. The window is open. Heat passes through it like an oppressive ghost as the sounds of the Bosporus—the long, low calls of ships, the bells of buoys—groan and tinkle over Istanbul.

Marcus wears baggy black gym shorts and is shirtless. His 24 ribs show through his tanned skin. His arms are sinewy and hard. His breathing is easy. His stomach is taut and his hair is close-cropped and black and his eyes are green. A bead of sweat rolls down the tip of his nose. All of Istanbul simmers on this night, and Marcus is no different.

A book lies open in his lap, ancient and leather-bound. The words on its pages are Greek. Marcus has handwritten something in English on a scrap of paper that lies across the open page: From broad Crete I declare that I am come by lineage, the son of a wealthy man. He has read the old book over and over. It
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