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ARTEMIS FOWL is a child genius from Ireland who has dedicated his brilliant mind to criminal activities. When Artemis discovers that there are fairies living below ground, he sees it as a golden opportunity. Now there is a whole new species to trick and cheat with his ingenious schemes. But Artemis doesn’t know as much as he thinks about the fairy People. And what he doesn’t know could hurt him …
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      Artemis Fowl: So Far So Bad

      
      
      THERE was once an Irish boy who
         longed to know everything there was to know, so he read book after book until his brain swelled with
         astronomy, calculus, quantum physics, romantic poets, forensic science and anthropology among a hundred
         other subjects. But his favourite book was a slim volume which he’d never once read himself. It was an old
         hardback that his father often chose as a bedtime tale, entitled The Crock of
            Gold, which told the story of a greedy bucko who captured a leprechaun in a vain effort to
         steal the creature’s gold.
      

      
      When the father had finished reading the last word on the last page, which was
         Fin, he would close the worn leather-bound cover, smile down at his
         son and say, ‘That boy had the right idea. A little more planning and he would have pulled it off,’ which
         was an unusual opinion for a father to voice. A responsible father at any
         rate. But this was not a typically responsible parent – this was Artemis Fowl Senior, the
         kingpin of one of the world’s largest criminal empires. The son was not
         so typical either. He was Artemis Fowl II, soon to become a formidable individual in his own right, both in
         the world of man and in the fairy world beneath it.
      

      
      A little more planning, Artemis Junior often
         thought as his father kissed his forehead. Just a little more
            planning.

      
      And he would fall asleep and dream of gold.

      
      As young Artemis grew older, he often thought about The Crock
            of Gold. He even went so far as to do a little research during school time and was surprised
         to find a lot of credible evidence for the existence of the fairy folk. These hours of study and planning
         were nothing but light-hearted distractions for the boy until the day his father disappeared in the Arctic
         following a misunderstanding with the Russian Mafiya. The Fowl empire
         quickly disintegrated, with creditors crawling out of the woodwork and debtors burrowing into it.
      

      
      It is up to me, Artemis realized. To rebuild our fortune and find Father.

      
      So he dusted off the leprechaun folder. He would catch a fairy and ransom it back to
         its own people for gold.
      

      
      Only a juvenile genius could make this plan a
            success, Artemis correctly concluded. Someone old enough to grasp the
            principles of commerce, yet young enough to believe in magic.

      
      With the help of his more than capable bodyguard, Butler, twelve-year-old Artemis
         actually succeeded in capturing a leprechaun and holding it captive in Fowl Manor’s reinforced basement. But
         this leprechaun was a she not an it.
         And remarkably humanoid with it. What Artemis had previously thought of
         as temporarily detaining a lesser creature now seemed uncomfortably like abducting a girl.
      

      
      There were other complications too: these leprechauns were not the hokey fairies of
         storybooks. They were high-tech creatures with attitude, members of an elite fairy police squad: the Lower
         Elements Police Reconnaissance Unit, or LEPrecon to use their acronym. And Artemis had kidnapped Holly
         Short, the first female captain in the unit’s history. An act that had not endeared him to the well-armed
         fairy underworld.
      

      
      But in spite of a niggling conscience and LEP attempts to derail his plan, Artemis
         managed to take delivery of his ill-gotten gold and in return he released the elfin captain.
      

      
      So, all’s well that ends well?

      
      Not really.

      
      No sooner had the Earth settled from the first fairy–human stand-off in decades, than
         the LEP uncovered a plot to supply the goblin gangs with power sources for their Softnose lasers. Number one
         suspect: Artemis Fowl. Holly Short hauled the Irish boy down to Haven City for interrogation only to
         discover, to her amazement, that Artemis Fowl was actually innocent of something. The two struck an uneasy
         bargain, where Artemis agreed to track down the goblins’ supplier if Holly would help him to rescue his
         father from the Russian gang that held him prisoner. Both parties upheld their respective ends of the
         bargain and in the process developed a respect and trust for each other that was underpinned by a shared
         sharp sense of humour.
      

      
      Or at least this used to be the case. Recently,
         things have changed. In some ways he is as sharp as ever, but a shadow has fallen across Artemis’s
         mind.
      

      
      Once upon a time Artemis saw things that no one else could see, but now he sees things
         that are not there …
      

      
   


Chapter 1

Cold Vibes

VATNAJÖKULL, ICELAND
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VATNAJÖKULL is the biggest glacier in Europe with an area of more than five thousand stark blue-white miles. It is for the most part uninhabited and desolate, and, for scientific reasons, the perfect place for Artemis Fowl to demonstrate to the fairy People how exactly he planned to save the world. Also, a little dramatic scenery never hurts a presentation.

One part of Vatnajökull that does see human traffic is the Great Skua restaurant on the shores of the glacier lagoon, which caters to groups of ice tourists from May to August. Artemis had arranged to meet the proprietor at this closed for the season
 establishment very early on the morning of September first. His fifteenth birthday.

Artemis steered his rented snowmobile along the lagoon’s rippling coastline where the glacier sloped into a black pool dotted with a crazy-paving pattern of broken ice plates. The wind roared around his head like an excited crowd in a stadium, carrying with it arrowheads of sleet that peppered his nose and mouth. The space was vast and unforgiving, and Artemis knew that to be injured alone on this tundra would lead to a quick and painful death – or at the very least abject humiliation before the popping flashes of the tourist season’s tail end, which was slightly less painful than painful death but lasted longer.

The Great Skua’s owner, a burly Icelander in proud possession of both a walrus moustache with the wingspan of a fair-sized cormorant and the unlikely name of Adam Adamsson, stood in the restaurant’s porch, popping his fingers and stamping his feet to the rhythm in his head and also finding the time to chuckle at Artemis’s erratic progress along the lagoon’s frozen shore.

‘That was a mighty display,’ said Adamsson when Artemis finally managed to ram the snowmobile into the restaurant’s decking. ‘Hell, harður maður. I haven’t laughed that hard since my dog tried to eat his reflection.’

Artemis smiled dourly, aware that the restaurateur was poking fun at his driving skills, or lack thereof. ‘Hmmph,’ he grunted, dismounting the ski-doo as stiffly as a cowboy after three days on a cattle drive, whose horse had died, forcing him to ride the broadest cow in the herd.

The old man actually cackled. ‘Now you even sound like my dog.’

It was not Artemis Fowl’s habit to make undignified entrances, but, without his bodyguard Butler on hand, he had been forced to rely on his own motor skills, which were famously unsophisticated. One of the sixth-year wits at St Bartleby’s School, the heir to a hotel fortune, had nicknamed Artemis Left Foot Fowl, as in he had two left feet and couldn’t kick a football with either of them. Artemis had tolerated this ribbing for about a week and then bought out the young heir’s hotel chain. This choked the teasing off abruptly.

‘Everything is ready, I trust?’ said Artemis, flexing fingers inside his patented sola-gloves. He noticed that one hand was uncomfortably warm; the thermostat must have taken a knock when he’d clipped an ice obelisk half a mile down the coast. He tugged out the power wire with his teeth; there was not much danger of hypothermia as the autumn temperature hovered just below zero.

‘And hello to you,’ said Adamsson. ‘Nice to finally meet you face to face, if not eye to eye.’

Artemis did not rise to the forge a relationship
 lure that Adamsson had tossed out. He did not have room in his life at the moment for yet another friend that he didn’t trust.

‘I do not intend to ask you for your daughter’s hand in marriage, Mr Adamsson, so I think we can skip over any ice-breakers you may feel obliged to offer. Is everything ready?’

Adam Adamsson’s pre-prepared ice-breakers melted in his throat and he nodded half a dozen times.

‘All ready. Your crate is round the back. I have supplied a vegetarian buffet and goodie bags from the Blue Lagoon Spa. A few seats have been laid out too, as bluntly requested in your terse e-mail. None of your party turned up, though – nobody but you – after all my labours.’

Artemis lifted an aluminium briefcase from the ski-doo’s luggage box. ‘Don’t you worry about that, Mr Adamsson. Why don’t you head back to Reykjavik and spend some of that extortionate fee you charged me for a couple of hours’ usage of your frankly third-rate restaurant and perhaps find a friendless tree stump to listen to your woes?’

A couple of hours. Third-rate. Two plus three equals five.
 Good.

Now it was Adamsson’s turn to grunt and the tips of his walrus moustache quivered slightly.

‘No need for the attitude, young Fowl. We are both men, are we not? Men are entitled to a little respect.’

‘Oh, really? Perhaps we should ask the whales? Or perhaps the mink?’

Adamsson scowled, his wind-burnt face creasing like a prune. ‘OK, OK. I get the message. No need to hold me responsible for the crimes of man. You teenagers are all the same. Let’s see if your generation does any better with the planet.’

Artemis clicked the briefcase’s lock snap precisely twenty times before striding into the restaurant.

‘Believe me, we teenagers are not all the same,’ he said as he passed Adamsson. ‘And I intend to do quite a bit better.’

*

There were more than a dozen tables inside the restaurant, all with chairs stacked on top, except for one, which had been dressed with a linen cloth and laden with bottled glacier water and spa bags for each of the five places.

Five, thought Artemis. A good number. Solid. Predictable. Four fives are twenty.

Artemis had decided lately that five was his number. Good things happened when five was in the mix. The logician in him knew that this was ridiculous, but he couldn’t ignore the fact that the tragedies in his life had occurred in years not divisible by five: his father had disappeared and been mutilated, his old friend Commander Julius Root of the LEP had been murdered by the notorious pixie Opal Koboi, both in years with no five. He was five feet five inches tall and weighed fifty-five kilos. If he touched something five times or a multiple of that, then that thing stayed reliable. A door would remain closed, for example, or a keepsake would protect that doorway, as it was supposed to.

Today the signs were good. He was fifteen years old. Three times five. And his hotel room in Reykjavik had been number forty-five. Even the ski-doo that had got him this far unscathed had a registration which was a multiple of five, and boasted a 50 cc engine to boot. All good. There were only four guests coming to the meeting, but including him that made five. So no need to panic.

A part of Artemis was horrified by his newfound superstition about numbers.

Get a grip on yourself. You are a Fowl. We do not rely on luck
 – abandon these ridiculous obsessions and compulsions.

Artemis clicked the case’s latch to appease the number gods – twenty times, four fives – and felt his heart slow down.

I will break my habits tomorrow, when this job is done.

He loitered at the maître d’s podium until Adamsson and his snow tractor had disappeared over a curved ridge of snow that could have been a whale’s spine, then waited a further minute until the vehicle’s rumbling had faded to an old smoker’s cough.

Very well. Time to do some business.

Artemis descended the five wooden steps to the main restaurant floor (excellent, good omen), threading a series of columns hung with replicas of the Stora-Borg mask until he arrived at the head of the laid table. The seats were angled to face him and a slight shimmer, like a heat haze, flickered over the table top.

‘Good morning, friends,’ said Artemis in Gnommish, forcing himself to pronounce the fairy words in confident, almost jovial, tones. ‘Today’s the day we save the world.’

The heat haze seemed more electrical now with crackles of neon-white interference running through it and faces swimming in its depths like ghosts from a dream. The faces solidified and grew torsos and limbs. Small figures, like children, appeared. Like children, but not the same. These were representatives of the fairy People and among them perhaps the only friends Artemis had.

‘Save the world?’ said Captain Holly Short of the LEPrecon. ‘Same old Artemis Fowl, and I say that sarcastically as saving the world is not like you at all.’

Artemis knew he should smile, but he could not, so instead he found fault, something that would not seem out of character.

‘You need a new shield amplifier, Foaly,’ he said to a centaur who was balanced awkwardly on a chair designed for humans. ‘I could see the shimmer from the front porch. Call yourself a technical expert? How old is the one you’re using?’

Foaly stamped a hoof, which was an irritated tic of his and the reason he never won at cards. ‘Nice to see you too, Mud Boy.’

‘How old?’

‘I don’t know. Maybe four years.’

‘Four. There, you see. What sort of number is that?’

Foaly stuck out his bottom lip. ‘What sort of number? There are types now, Artemis? That amplifier is good for another hundred years. Maybe it could do with a little tuning, but that’s all.’

Holly stood and walked lightly to the head of the table.

‘Do you two have to start with the sparring right away? Isn’t that getting a little clichéd after all these years? You’re like a couple of mutts marking territory.’ She laid two slim fingers on Artemis’s forearm. ‘Lay off him, Artemis. You know how sensitive centaurs are.’

Artemis could not meet her eyes. Inside his left snow boot, he counted off twenty toe-taps.

‘Very well. Let’s change the subject.’

‘Please do,’ said the third fairy in the room. ‘We’ve come across from Russia for this, Fowl. So if the subject could be changed to what we came here to discuss …’

Commander Raine Vinyáya was obviously not happy being so far from her beloved Police Plaza. She had assumed command of LEPgeneral some years previously and prided herself on keeping a finger in every ongoing mission. ‘I have operations to get back to, Artemis. The pixies are rioting, calling for Opal Koboi’s release from prison, and the swear-toad epidemic has flared up again. Please do us the courtesy of getting on with it.’

Artemis nodded. Vinyáya was being openly antagonistic and that was an emotion that could be trusted, unless of course it was a bluff and the commander was a secret fan of his, unless it was a double bluff and she really did feel antagonistic.

That sounds insane, Artemis realized. Even to me.

Though she was barely a metre tall, Commander Vinyáya was a formidable presence and someone that Artemis never intended to underestimate. While the commander was almost four hundred years old in fairy terms, she was barely middle-aged and in any terms she was a striking figure: lean and sallow, with the reactive feline pupils occasionally found in elfin eyes, but even that rarity was not her most distinctive physical characteristic. Raine Vinyáya had a mane of silver hair that seemed to trap any available light and send it rippling along her shoulders.

Artemis cleared his throat and switched his focus from numbers to the project, or, as he liked to think of it, THE PROJECT. In the end, when it came down to it, this was the only plan that mattered.

Holly punched his shoulder gently.

‘You look pale. Even paler than usual. You OK, birthday boy?’

Artemis finally succeeded in meeting her eyes – one hazel, one blue – framed by a wide brow and a slash of auburn fringe that Holly had grown out from her usual crew-cut.

‘Fifteen years old today,’ muttered Artemis. ‘Three fives. That’s a good thing.’

Holly blinked.

Artemis Fowl muttering? And no mention of her new hairstyle –
 usually Artemis picked up on physical changes straight away.

‘I … ah … I suppose so. Where’s Butler? Scouting the perimeter?’

‘No. No, I sent him away. Juliet needed him.’

‘Nothing too serious?’

‘Not serious but necessary. Family business. He trusts you to look after me.’

Holly’s lips tightened as though she had tasted something sour.

‘He trusts somebody else to shepherd his principal? Are you sure this is Butler we’re talking about?’

‘Of course. And, anyway, it’s better that he’s not here. Whenever my plans go awry, he’s close at hand. It’s vital, imperative, that this meeting goes ahead and that nothing goes wrong.’

Holly’s jaw actually dropped in shock. It was almost comical to see. If she understood Artemis correctly, he was blaming
 Butler for the failure of previous schemes. Butler? His staunchest ally.

‘Good idea. Let’s go ahead, then. The four of us should get this show on the road.’

This from Foaly who had spoken the dreaded number with no thought for the consequences.

Four. Very bad number. The absolute worst. Chinese people hate the number four because it sounds like their word for death.

Almost worse than saying the number four was the fact that there were only four people in the room. Commander Trouble Kelp had apparently not been able to make it. In spite of their historic dislike for each other, Artemis wished the commander were here now.

‘Where is Commander Kelp, Holly? I thought he was attending today. We could use the protection.’

Holly stood at the table, ramrod straight in her blue jumpsuit, acorn cluster glittering on her chest.

‘Trouble … Commander Kelp has enough to deal with in Police Plaza, but don’t worry.
 There’s an entire squadron of LEPtactical hovering overhead in a shielded shuttle. Not even a snow fox could make it in here without a singed tail.’

Artemis shucked off his snow jacket and gloves. ‘Thank you, Captain. I am encouraged by your thoroughness. As a matter of interest, how many fairies are there in an LEP squadron?
 Exactly?’

‘Fourteen,’ replied Holly, one jagged eyebrow raised.

‘Fourteen. Hmm. That is not so …’ Then a light-bulb moment. ‘And a pilot, I presume?’

‘Fourteen including the pilot. That’s enough to take on any human squadron you care to throw at them.’

For a moment it seemed as though Artemis Fowl would turn round and flee the meeting that he himself had requested. A tendon tugged at his neck and one forefinger tapped the chair’s wooden headrest. Then Artemis swallowed and nodded with a nervousness that escaped from him like a canary from a cat’s mouth before





















































































































































































































































































































































OPAL KOBOI IS BACK, AND IT’S 
TIME FOR THE END OF THE WORLD …
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Turn the page for an extract from the final book in the Artemis Fowl series.




Read more

Eoin Colfer

ARTEMIS FOWL AND THE LAST GUARDIAN

FROM THE CASE NOTES OF DOCTOR JERBAL ARGON, PSYCH BROTHERHOOD
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	 ARTEMIS Fowl, once self-proclaimed teenage criminal mastermind, now prefers the term juvenile genius. Apparently he has changed. (Note to self: harrumph.)

	For the past six months Artemis has been undergoing weekly therapy sessions at my clinic in Haven City in an attempt to overcome a severe case of Atlantis Complex, a psychological condition that he developed as a result of meddling in fairy magic. (Serves him right, silly Mud Boy.)

	Remember to submit outrageous bill to Lower Elements Police.

	Artemis appears to be cured, and in record time too. Is this likely? Or even possible?

	Discuss my theory of relativity with Artemis. Could  make for a very interesting chapter in my v-book: Foiling Fowl: Outsmarting the Smarty-pants. (Publishers love the title: cha-ching!)

	Order more painkillers for my blasted hip.

	Issue clean bill of mental health for Artemis. Final session today.



DOCTOR ARGON’S OFFICE, HAVEN CITY, THE LOWER ELEMENTS

Artemis Fowl grew impatient. Doctor Argon was late. This final session was just as unnecessary as the past half dozen had been. He was completely cured, for heaven’s sake, and had been since week eighteen. His prodigious intellect had accelerated the process and he should not have to twiddle his thumbs at the behest of a gnome psychiatrist.

At first Artemis paced the office, refusing to be calmed by the waterwall with its gently pulsing mood lights, then he sat for a minute in the oxygen booth, which he found calmed him a little too much.

Oxygen booth indeed, he thought, quickly ducking out of the glass-walled chamber.

Finally the door hissed and slid aside on runners, admitting Doctor Jerbal Argon to his own office. The squat gnome limped directly to his chair. He dropped into the embrace of its many pads, slapping the armrest controls until the gel sac under his right hip glowed gently.

‘Aaaah,’ he sighed. ‘My hip is killing me. Nothing helps, honestly. People think they know pain, but they have no idea.’

‘You’re late,’ noted Artemis in fluent Gnommish, his voice devoid of sympathy.

Argon sighed blissfully again as the heated chair pad went to work on his hip. ‘Always in a hurry, eh, Mud Boy? Why didn’t you have a puff of oxygen or meditate by the waterwall? Hey-Hey Monks swear by those waterwalls.’

‘I am not a pixie priest, Doctor. What Hey-Hey Monks do after first gong is of little interest to me. Can we proceed with my rehabilitation? Or would you prefer to waste more of my time?’

Argon huffed a little, then swung his bulk forward, opening a sim-paper file on his desk. ‘Why is it that the saner you get the nastier you are?’

Artemis crossed his legs, his body language relaxed for the first time. ‘Such repressed anger, Doctor. Where does it all stem from?’

‘Let’s stick to your disposition, shall we, Artemis?’ Argon snagged a stack of cards from his file. ‘I am going to show you some ink blots and you tell me what the shapes suggest to you.’

Artemis’s moan was extended and theatrical. ‘Ink blots. Oh, please. My lifespan is considerably shorter than yours, Doctor. I prefer not to waste valuable time on worthless pseudo tests. We may as well read tea leaves or divine the future in turkey entrails.’

‘Ink blots are a reliable indication of mental health,’ Argon objected. ‘Tried and tested.’

‘Tested by psychiatrists for psychiatrists,’ snorted Artemis.

Argon slapped a card down on the table. ‘What do you see in this ink blot?’

‘I see an ink blot,’ said Artemis.

‘Yes, but what does the blot suggest to you?’

Artemis smirked in a supremely annoying fashion. ‘I see card five hundred and thirty-four.’

‘Pardon me?’

‘Card five hundred and thirty-four,’ repeated Artemis. ‘Of a series of six hundred standard ink-blot cards. I memorized them during our sessions. You don’t even shuffle.’

Argon checked the number on the back of the card: 534. Of course.

‘Knowing the number does not answer the question. What do you see?’

Artemis allowed his lip to wobble. ‘I see an axe dripping with blood. Also a scared child and an elf clothed in the skin of a troll.’

‘Really?’ Argon was interested now.

‘No. Not really. I see a secure building, perhaps a family home, with four windows. A trustworthy pet and a pathway leading from the door into the distance. I think, if you check your manual, you will find that these answers fall inside healthy parameters.’

Argon did not need to check. The Mud Boy was right, as usual. Perhaps he could blindside Artemis with his new theory. It was not part of the programme but might earn him a little respect.

‘Have you heard of the theory of relativity?’

Artemis blinked. ‘Is this a joke? I have travelled through time, Doctor. I think I know a little something about relativity.’

‘No. Not that theory; my theory of relativity proposes that all things magical are related and influenced by ancient spells or magical hotspots.’

Artemis rubbed his chin. ‘Interesting. But I think you’ll find that your postulation should be called the theory of relatedness.’

‘Whatever,’ said Argon, waving the quibble away. ‘I did a little research and it turns out that the Fowls have been a bother to fairy folk off and on for thousands of years. Dozens of your ancestors have tried for the crock of gold, though you are the only one to have succeeded.’

Artemis sat up straight; this was interesting. ‘And I never knew about this because you mind-wiped my forefathers.’

‘Exactly,’ said Argon, thrilled to have Artemis’s full attention. ‘When he was a lad, your own father actually managed to hog-tie a dwarf who was drawn to the estate. I imagine he still dreams of that moment.’

‘Good for him.’ A thought struck Artemis. ‘Why was the dwarf attracted to our estate?’

‘Because the residual magic there is off the scale. Something happened on the Fowl Estate once. Something huge, magically speaking.’

‘And this lingering power plants ideas in our heads and nudges the Fowls towards a belief in magic,’ Artemis murmured almost to himself.

‘Exactly. It’s a goblin-and-egg situation. Did you think about magic and then find magic? Or did the magic make you think about looking for magic?’

Artemis took a few notes on his smartphone. ‘And this huge magical event, can you be more specific?’

Argon shrugged. ‘Our records don’t go back that far. I’d say we’re talking about back when fairies lived on the surface, more than ten thousand years ago.’

Artemis rose and loomed over the squat gnome. He felt he owed the doctor something for the theory of relatedness, which would certainly bear some investigation.

‘Doctor Argon, did you have turned-in feet as a child?’

Argon was so surprised that he blurted an honest answer to a personal question, very unusual for a psychiatrist. ‘Yes. Yes, I did.’

‘And were you forced to wear remedial shoes with stacked soles?’

Argon was intrigued. He hadn’t thought about those horrible shoes in centuries; he had actually forgotten them until this moment.

‘Just one, on my right foot.’

Artemis nodded wisely, and Argon felt as though their roles had been reversed and he was the patient.

‘I would guess that your foot was pulled into its correct alignment, but your femur was twisted slightly in the process. A simple brace should solve your hip problem.’ Artemis pulled a folded napkin from his pocket. ‘I sketched a design while you kept me waiting these past few sessions. Foaly should be able to build the brace for you. I may have been a few millimetres off with my estimate of your dimensions, so best to get measured.’ He placed ten fingers flat on the desk. ‘May I leave now? Have I fulfilled my obligation?’

The doctor nodded glumly, thinking that he would possibly omit this session from his book. He watched Artemis stride across the office floor and duck through the doorway.

Argon studied the napkin drawing and knew instinctively that Artemis was right about his hip.

Either that boy is the sanest creature on Earth, he thought. Or he is so disturbed that our tests cannot even begin to scratch the surface.

Argon pulled a rubber stamp from his desk and on the cover of Artemis’s file stamped the word FUNCTIONAL in big red letters.

I hope so, he thought. I really hope so.

Artemis’s bodyguard, Butler, waited for his principal outside Doctor Argon’s office in the large chair that had been a gift from the centaur Foaly, technical consultant to the Lower Elements Police.

‘I can’t stand to look at you perched on a fairy stool,’ Foaly had told him. ‘It offends my eyes. You look like a monkey passing a coconut.’

‘Very well,’ Butler had said in his gravelly bass. ‘I accept the gift, if only to preserve your eyes.’

In truth he had been mightily glad to have a comfortable chair, being more than six and a half feet tall in a city built for three-footers.

The bodyguard stood and stretched, flattening his palms against the ceiling, which was double-height by fairy standards. Thank God Argon had a taste for the grandiose or Butler wouldn’t even have been able to stand up straight in the clinic. To his mind the building, with its vaulted ceilings, gold-flecked tapestries and retro sim-wood sliding doors, looked more like a monastery where the monks had taken a vow of wealth, rather than a medical facility. Only the wall-mounted laser hand-sanitizers and the occasional elfin nurse bustling past gave any hint that this place was actually a clinic.

I am so glad this detail is coming to an end, Butler had been thinking at least once every five minutes for the past fortnight. He had been in tight spots many times, but there was something about being confined in a city clamped to the underside of the Earth’s crust that made him feel claustrophobic for the first time in his life.

Artemis emerged from Argon’s office, his self-satisfied smirk even more pronounced than usual. When Butler saw this expression, he knew that his boss was back in control of his faculties and his Atlantis Complex was certified as cured.

No more counting words. No more irrational fear of the number four. No more paranoia and delusions. Thank goodness for that.

He asked anyway, just to be certain. ‘Well, Artemis, how are we?’

Artemis buttoned the jacket of his navy woollen suit. ‘We are fine, Butler. That is to say that I, Artemis Fowl the Second, am one hundred per cent functional, which is about five times the functionality of an average person. Or to put it another way: one point five Mozarts. Or three quarters of a da Vinci.’

‘Only three quarters? You’re being modest.’

‘Correct,’ said Artemis, smiling. ‘I am.’

Butler’s shoulders sagged a little with relief. Inflated ego, supreme self-confidence. Artemis was most definitely his old self.

‘Very good. Let’s pick up our escort and be on our way then, shall we? I want to feel the sun on my face. The real sun, not the UV lamps they have down here.’

Artemis felt a pang of sympathy for his bodyguard, an emotion he had been experiencing more and more in recent months. It was difficult enough for Butler to be inconspicuous among humans; down here he could hardly attract more attention if he were wearing a clown suit and juggling fireballs.

‘Very well,’ agreed Artemis. ‘We will pick up our escort and depart. Where is Holly?’

Butler jerked a thumb down the hallway. ‘Where she generally is. With the clone.’

Captain Holly Short of the Lower Elements Police Recon division stared at the face of her arch-enemy and felt only pity. Of course, had she been gazing at the real Opal Koboi and not a cloned version, then pity might not have been the last emotion on her list, but it would certainly have ranked far below rage and intense dislike bordering on hatred. But this was a clone, grown in advance to provide the megalomaniacal pixie with a body double so that she could be spirited from protective custody in the J. Argon Clinic if the LEP ever managed to incarcerate her, which they had.

Holly pitied the clone because she was a pathetic, dumb creature who had never asked to be created. Cloning was a banned science for both religious reasons and the more obvious fact that, without a life force or soul to power their systems, clones were doomed to a short life of negligent brain activity and organ failure.

This particular clone had lived out most of its days in an incubator, struggling for each breath since it had been removed from the chrysalis in which it had been grown.

‘Not for much longer, little one,’ Holly whispered, touching the ersatz pixie’s forehead through the sterile gloves built into the incubator wall.

Holly could not have said for sure why she had begun to visit the clone. Perhaps it was because Argon had told her that no one else ever had.

She came from nowhere. She has no friends.

She had at least two friends now. Artemis had taken to joining Holly on her visits and would sit silently beside her, which was very unusual for him.

The clone’s official designation was Unauthorized Experiment 14, but one of the clinic’s wits had named her Nopal, which was a cruel play on the name Opal and the words no pal. Cruel or not, the name stuck and now even Holly used it, though with tenderness.

Argon assured her that Unauthorized Experiment 14 had no mental faculties, but Holly was sure that sometimes Nopal’s milky eyes reacted when she visited. Could the clone actually recognize her?

Holly gazed at Nopal’s delicate features and was inevitably reminded of her gene donor.

That pixie is poison, she thought bitterly. Whatever she touches withers and dies.

Artemis entered the room and stood beside Holly, resting a hand lightly on her shoulder.

‘They’re wrong about Nopal,’ said Holly. ‘She feels things. She understands.’

Artemis knelt down. ‘I know. I taught her something last week. Watch.’

He placed his hand on the glass, tapping his fingers in sequence slowly, building up a rhythm. ‘It is an exercise developed by Cuba’s Doctor Parnassus. He uses it to generate a response from infants, even chimpanzees.’

Artemis continued to tap and slowly Nopal responded, raising her hand laboriously to Artemis’s, slapping the glass clumsily in an attempt to copy his rhythm.

‘There, you see,’ said Artemis. ‘Intelligence.’

Holly bumped him gently, shoulder to shoulder, which was her version of a hug. ‘I knew your brains would eventually come in handy.’

The acorn cluster on the breast of Holly’s LEP jumpsuit vibrated and Holly touched her wi-tech earring, accepting the call. A quick glance at her wrist computer told her that the call was from LEP technical consultant Foaly, and that the centaur had labelled it urgent.

‘Foaly. What is it? I’m at the clinic, babysitting Artemis.’

The centaur’s voice was crystal clear over the Haven City wireless network.

‘I need you back at Police Plaza, right now. Bring the Mud Boy.’

The centaur sounded theatrical, but then Foaly would play the drama queen if his carrot soufflé collapsed.

‘That’s not how it works, Foaly. Consultants don’t give orders to captains.’

‘We have a Koboi sighting coming through on a satellite. It’s a live feed,’ countered the technical consultant.

‘We’re on our way,’ said Holly, severing the connection.




THE PEOPLE – A SPOTTER’S GUIDE

There are many different types of fairy and, with each one, it’s important to know what you are dealing with. This is just some of the information collected by Artemis Fowl during his adventures. It is confidential and must not fall into the wrong hands. The future of the People depends on it.


ELVES

Distinguishing features: About one metre tall. Pointy ears. Brown skin. Red hair.

Character: Intelligent. Strong sense of right and wrong. Very loyal. Sarcastic sense of humour, although that might just be a particular female LEP officer.

Loves: Flying, either in a craft or with wings.

Situations to avoid: They really don’t like it if you kidnap them and take their gold.


DWARFS

Distinguishing features: Short, round and hairy. Large tombstone teeth – good for grinding … well, anything really. Unhingable jaws enabling them to excavate tunnels. Sensitive beard hair. Skin capable of acting like suction cups when dehydrated. Smelly.

Character: Sensitive. Intelligent. Criminal tendencies.

Loves: Gold and precious gems. Tunnelling. The dark.

Situations to avoid: Being in a confined space with them when they have been tunnelling and have a build-up of trapped air. If they reach for the bum flap on their trousers, get out of there …


TROLLS

Distinguishing features: Huge – as big as an elephant. Light-sensitive eyes. Hate noise. Hairy with dreadlocks. Retractable claws. Teeth! – lots and lots of teeth. Tusks like a wild boar (a really wild boar). Green tongue. Exceptionally strong. Weak point at the base of the skull.

Character: Very, very stupid – the troll has a tiny brain. Mean and bad-tempered.

Loves: Eating – anything. A couple of cows would make a light snack.

Situations to avoid: Are you joking? If you even think a troll is near, run like the wind.


GOBLINS

Distinguishing features: Scaly. Lidless eyes – they lick their eyeballs to keep them moist. Able to throw fireballs. They go on all fours when speed is important. Forked tongue. Less than a metre tall. Slimy, fireproof skin.

Character: Not clever, but cunning. Argumentative. Ambitious. Power-hungry.

Loves: Fire. A good argument. Power.

Situations to avoid: Don’t get in the way if they’re throwing a fireball.


SPRITES

Distinguishing features: About one metre tall. Pointy ears. Green skin. Wings.

Character: Average intelligence. Generally happy-go-lucky attitude.

Loves: Flying – more than anything else under or above the Earth.

Situations to avoid: Watch out for low-flying sprites – they don’t always look where they’re going.


CENTAURS

Distinguishing features: Half-man, half-pony. Hairy – obviously! Hooves can get very dry.

Character: Extremely intelligent. Vain. Paranoid. Kind. Computer geeks.

Loves: Showing off. Inventing.

Situations to avoid: They aren’t very dangerous physically, but they will sulk if you criticize their latest invention, mess with their hard drive or borrow their hoof moisturizer.


PIXIES

Distinguishing features: About one metre tall. Pointy ears. Apart from their ears and their height, pixies look almost human.

Character: Extremely intelligent. No morals. Cunning. Ambitious. Greedy.

Loves: Power and money. Chocolate.

Situations to avoid: Never get on the wrong side of a pixie, especially one as clever and ruthless as Opal Koboi, unless you are as brilliant as Artemis Fowl, of course.



ARTEMIS FOWL: HUMAN-FAIRY HYBRID

Butler and I will be observing closely the extent and form of my new powers, and how they may affect me.

Distinguishing features:

14 years old. Criminal mastermind (see IQ rating).

One magic eye (hazel) and one human eye (blue).

Does this mean telepathic connection with Holly Short?

Do I have mesmer skills?

Blue sparks emitted from fingertips. Healing powers.

To be continued …

Any other magic?     

IQ rating

[image: image]

DEMONS

Distinguishing features: Are born imps and stay that way until they reach puberty, when they warp into demons. Demons have an armoured hide which nothing can penetrate. Razor-sharp talons and curved horns.

Character: Loud. Confrontational. Aggressive.

Loves: Hunting. Butchering. Fighting. Howling.

Situations to avoid: Any involving a demon. They are the most human-hating species known to man.

Exception to all of the above: Warlocks. These are demons with magical powers and fewer anger issues.
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