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PROLOGUE


This article was posted on the fairy Internet, on the site www.horsesense.gnom. It is believed that this site is maintained by the centaur Foaly, technical consultant to the Lower Elements Police, although this has never been proved. Almost every detail of the following account contradicts the official release from the LEP Press Office. 

Weve all heard the official explanation for the tragic events surrounding the Zito Probe investigation. The LEPs statement contained little in the way of concrete detail, preferring to fudge the facts and question the decisions of a certain female officer. 

I 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 as a field operative, many more lives would have been lost. Instead of scapegoating Captain Short, the Lower Elements Police should give her a medal. 

Humans are at the center of this particular case. Most humans arent smart enough to find the leg holes in 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 almost smart enough to pass as fairies. One human in particular. I think we all know who Im talking about. 

In fairy history only one human has bested us. And it really sticks in my hoof that this particular human is little more than a boy. Artemis Fowl, the Irish criminal mastermind. 

Little Arty led the LEP in a merry dance across the continents, until finally, they used fairy technology to wipe the knowledge of our existence from his mind. But even as the gifted centaur Foaly pressed the mind-wipe button, he wondered if the Fairy People were being fooled again. Had the Irish boy left something behind to make himself remember? Of course he had, as we were all to find out later. 

Artemis Fowl does play a significant role in the following events, but for once he was not trying to steal from the People, as he had completely forgotten we existed. No, the mastermind behind this episode is actually a fairy. 

So, who is involved in this tragic tale of two worlds? Who are the main fairy players? Obviously, Foaly is the real hero of the piece. Without his innovations, the LEP would soon be beating the Mud Men back from our doors. He is the unsung hero who solves riddles of the ages, while the Reconnaissance and Retrieval teams swan about aboveground taking all the glory. 

Then theres Captain Holly Short, the officer whose reputation is under fire. Holly is one of the LEPs best and brightest. A natural-born pilot with a gift for improvisation in the field. Shes not the best at taking orders, a trait that has landed her in trouble on more than one occasion. Holly was the fairy at the center of all 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 a nice Mud Boy, too. 

As we all know, Commander Julius Root had a role in the proceedings. The youngest-ever full commander in the LEP. An elf who had steered the People through many a crisis. Not the easiest fairy to get along with, but sometimes the best leaders do not make the best friends. 

I suppose Mulch Diggums deserves mention. Until recently, Mulch was imprisoned, but he had once again managed to wriggle his way out. This kleptomaniac, flatulent dwarf has played a reluctant part in many of the Fowl adventures. But Holly was glad to have his help on this mission. If not for Mulch and his bodily functions, things could have turned out a lot worse than they did. And they turned out badly enough. 

At the very center of this case lies Opal Koboi, the pixie who bankrolled the goblin gangs attempted takeover of Haven City. 

Opal had been facing a lifetime behind laser bars. That is, if she ever recovered from the coma that had claimed the pixie when Holly Short foiled her plan. 

For almost a year, Opal Koboi had languished in the padded-cell wing of the J. Argon Clinic, showing no response to the medical warlocks who tried to revive her. In all that time, she spoke not a single word, ate not a mouthful of food, and exhibited no response to stimuli. At first the authorities were suspicious. It is an act! they declared. Koboi is faking catatonia to avoid prosecution. But as the months rolled by, even the most skeptical were convinced. No one could pretend to be in a coma for almost 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 fairies who could afford it. Of all the clinics wealthy patients, Opal Koboi was unique. She had set up an emergency fund for herself more than a year before she was committed, just in case she ever went insane and needed to pay for treatment. It was a smart move. If Opal hadnt set up the fund, her family would undoubtedly have moved her to a cheaper facility. Not that the facility itself made much difference to Koboi, who had spent the past year drooling and having her reflexes tested. Dr. Argon doubted if Opal would have noticed a bull troll beating its chest before her. 

The fund was not the only reason why Opal was unique. Koboi was the Argon Clinics celebrity patient. Following the attempt by the Bwa Kell goblin triad to seize power, Opal Kobois name had become the most infamous four syllables under the world. After all, the pixie billionairess had formed an alliance with disgruntled LEP officer Briar Cudgeon, and funded the triads war on Haven. Koboi had betrayed her own kind, and now her own mind was betraying her. 

For the first six months of Kobois incarceration, the clinic had been besieged by media filming the pixies every twitch. The LEP guarded her cell door in shifts, and every staff member in the facility was treated to background checks and stern glares. Nobody was exempt. Even Dr. Argon himself was subjected to random DNA swabs to ensure that he was who he said he was. The LEP wasnt taking any chances with Koboi. If she escaped from Argons Clinic, not only would they be the laughingstock of the fairy world, but a highly dangerous criminal would be unleashed on Haven City. 

But as time went by, fewer camera crews turned up at the gates each morning. After all, how many hours of drooling can an audience be expected to sit through? Gradually, the LEP crews were downsized from a dozen to six and finally to a single officer per shift. Where could Opal Koboi go? the authorities reasoned. There were a dozen cameras focused on her, twenty-four hours a day. 

There was a subcutaneous seeker-sleeper under the skin of her upper arm, and she was DNA swabbed four times daily. And even if someone did get Opal out, what could they do with her? The pixie couldnt 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 Opal Koboi had been admitted to the clinic, it had become almost fashionable to have a relative in therapy. Almost every family on the rich list had a crazy uncle in the attic. Now that crazy uncle could receive the best of care in the lap of luxury. 

If only every fairy in the facility was as docile as Opal Koboi. All she needed was a few intravenous tubes and a monitor, which had been more than paid for by her first six 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 assets would be frozen, including the clinics fund. No, the longer Opals nap lasted, the better for everyone, especially her. Because of their thin skulls and large brain volume, pixies were susceptible to various maladies, such as catatonia, amnesia, and narcolepsy. So it was quite possible that her coma would last for several 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 his rounds every night. He didnt perform much hands-on therapy anymore, but he felt that it was good for the staff to feel his presence. If the other doctors knew that Jerbal Argon kept his finger on the pulse, then they were more likely to keep their own fingers on that pulse, too. 

Argon always saved Opal for last. It calmed him somehow to see the small pixie asleep in her harness. Often at the end of a stressful day, he even envied Opal her untroubled existence. When it had all become too much for the pixie, her brain had simply shut down, all except for the most vital functions. She still breathed, and occasionally the monitors registered a dream spike in her brain waves. But other than that, for all intents and purposes, Opal Koboi was no more. 

On one fateful night, Jerbal Argon was feeling more stressed than usual. His wife was suing for divorce on the grounds that he hadnt said more than six consecutive words to her in over two years. The Council was threatening to pull his government grant because of all the money he was making from his new celebrity clients, and he had a pain in his hip that no amount of magic could seem to cure. The warlocks said it was probably all in his head. They seemed to think that was funny. 

Argon limped down the clinics eastern wing, checking the plasma chart of each patient as he passed their room. He winced each time his left foot touched the floor. 

The two janitor pixies, Mervall and Descant Brill were outside Opals room, picking up dust with static brushes. Pixies made wonderful employees. They were methodical, patient, and determined. When a pixie was instructed 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 walking therapy. 

Evening, boys, said Argon. Hows our favorite patient? 

Merv, the elder twin, glanced up from his brush. Same old, same old, Jerry, he said. I thought she moved a toe earlier, but it was just a trick of the light. 

Argon laughed, but it was forced. He did not like to be called Jerry. It was his clinic after all; 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 Brills were almost celebrities themselves. Twins were very rare among the People. Mervall and Descant were the only pixie pair currently residing in Haven. They had been featured on several TV programs, including Canto, PPTVs highest-rated chat show. 

LEPs Corporal Grub Kelp was on sentry duty. When Argon reached Opals room, the corporal was engrossed in a movie on his video goggles. Argon didnt blame him. Guarding Opal Koboi was about as exciting as watching toenails grow. 

Good film? inquired the doctor pleasantly. 

Grub raised the lenses. Not bad. Its a human Western. Plenty of shooting and squinting. 

Maybe Ill borrow it when youre finished? 

No problem, doctor. But handle it carefully. Human disks are very expensive. Ill give you a special cloth. 

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

Argon consulted Kobois 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 vitals were all normal, and her brain activity was minimal. Shed had a dream earlier in the evening but now her mind had settled. And finally, as if he needed telling, the seeker-sleeper implanted in her arm informed him that Opal Koboi was indeed where she was supposed to be. Generally, the seeker-sleepers were implanted in the head, but pixie skulls were too fragile for any local surgery. 

Jerbal punched in his personal code on the reinforced doors keypad. The heavy door slid back to reveal a spacious room with gently pulsing floor mood lights. The walls were soft plastic, and gentle sounds of nature spilled from recessed speakers. At the moment a brook was splashing over flat rocks. 

In the middle of the room, Opal Koboi hung suspended in a full body harness. The straps were gel padded and they adjusted automatically to any body movement. If Opal did happen to wake, the harness could be remotely triggered to seal like a net, preventing her from harming herself or escaping. 

Argon checked the monitor pads, making sure they had good contact on Kobois forehead. He lifted one of the pixies eyelids, shining a pencil light at the pupil. It contracted slightly, but Opal did not avert her eyes. 

Well, anything to tell me today, Opal? 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 already established rapport. 

Nothing? Not a single insight? 

Opal did not react. As she hadnt for almost a year. 

Ah well, said Argon, swabbing the inside of Kobois mouth with the last cotton ball in his pocket. Maybe tomorrow, eh? 

He rolled the cotton ball across a sponge pad on his clipboard. Seconds later, Opals name flashed up on a tiny screen. 

DNA never lies, muttered Argon, tossing the ball into a recycling bin. 

With one last look at his patient, Jerbal Argon turned toward the door. 

Sleep well, Opal, he said almost fondly. 

He felt calm again, the pain in his hip almost forgotten. Koboi was as far under as she had ever been. She wasnt going to wake up any time soon. The Koboi fund was safe. 

Its amazing just how wrong one gnome can be. 

Opal 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 a bubble of multicolored light popping gently in her consciousness. 

Since her early teens Opal had been a disciple of Gola Schweem, the cleansing coma guru. Schweems theory was that there was a deeper level of sleep than experienced by most fairies. The cleansing coma state could usually only be reached after decades of discipline and practice. Opal had reached her first cleansing coma at the age of fourteen. 

The benefits of the cleansing coma were that a fairy could spend the sleep time thinking, or in this case, plotting, and also awake feeling completely refreshed. Opals coma was so complete that her mind was almost entirely separated from her body. She could fool the sensors, and felt no embarrassment at the indignities of intravenous feeding and assisted bathings. The longest recorded consciously self-induced coma was forty-seven days. Opal had been under for eleven months and counting, though she wasnt planning to be counting much longer. 

When Opal Koboi had joined forces with Briar Cudgeon and his goblins, she had realized that she would need a backup plan. Their scheme to overthrow the LEP had been ingenious, but there had always been a chance that something could go wrong. In the event that it did, Opal had had no intention of spending the rest of her life in prison. The only way she could make a clean getaway was if everybody thought she was still locked up. So Opal had begun to make preparations. 

The first had been to set up the emergency fund for the Argon Clinic. This would ensure that she would be sent to the right place if she had to induce a cleansing coma. The second step had been to get two of her most trusted personnel installed in the clinic, to help with her eventual escape. Then she began siphoning huge amounts of gold from her businesses. Opal did not wish to become an impoverished exile. 

The final 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 illegal, and had been banned by fairy law for more than five hundred years, since the first experiments in Atlantis. Cloning was by no means a perfect science. Doctors had never been able to create an exact fairy clone. The clones looked fine, but they were basically shells with only enough brain power to run the bodys basic functions. They were missing the spark of true life. A fully grown clone resembled nothing more than the original person in a coma. Perfect. 

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

As things had turned out, she had been right to plan ahead. Briar had proved treacherous, and a small group of fairies and humans had ensured that his betrayal would lead to her own downfall. Now Opal had a goal to bolster her willpower. She would maintain this coma for as long as it took, because there was a score 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 this clinic, and then she would visit those who had caused her such despair and give them a little 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 a way that could not be covered up by a few mind wipes. The secret life of fairies was almost at an end. 

Opal Kobois brain released a few happy endorphins. The thought of revenge always gave her a warm fuzzy feeling. 

The Brill brothers watched Dr. Argon limp up the corridor. 

Moron, muttered Merv, using his telescopic vacuum pole to chase some dust out of a corner. 

You said it, agreed Scant. Old Jerry couldnt analyze a bowl of vole curry. No wonder his wife is leaving him. If he was any good as a shrink, he wouldve seen that coming. 

Merv collapsed the vacuum. How are we doing? 

Scant checked his moonometer. Ten past eight. 

Good. Hows Corporal Kelp? 

Still watching the movie. This guy is perfect. We have to go tonight. The LEP could send someone smart for the next shift. And if we wait any longer the clone will grow another inch. 

Youre right. Check the spy cameras. 

Scant lifted the lid on what appeared to be a janitors trolley, festooned as it was with mops, rags, and sprays. Hidden beneath a tray of vacuum nozzles, was a color monitor split into several screens. 

Well? hissed Merv. 

Scant did not answer immediately, taking time to check all the screens. The video feed was from various microcameras that Opal had installed around the clinic before her incarceration. The spy cameras were actually genetically engineered organic material. So the pictures they sent were literally a live feed. The worlds first living machines. Totally undetectable by bug sweepers. 

Night crew only, he said at last. Nobody in this sector except Corporal Idiot over there. 

What about the parking lot? 

Clear. 

Merv held out his hand. Okay, brother. This is it. No turning back. Are we in? Do we want Opal Koboi back? 

Scant blew a lock of black hair from one round pixie eye. 

Yes, because if she comes back on her own, Opal will find a way to make us suffer, he said, shaking his brothers hand. So yes, were in. 

Merv took a remote control from his pocket. The device was tuned to a sonix receiver planted in the clinics gable wall. This in turn was connected to a balloon of acid that lay gently on the clinics main power cube in the parking lot junction box. A second balloon sat atop the backup cube in the maintenance basement. As the clinics janitors, it had been a simple matter for Merv and Scant to plant the acid balloons the previous evening. Of course, the Argon Clinic was also connected to the main grid, but if the cubes did go down, there would be a two-minute interval before the main power kicked in. There was no need for more elaborate arrangements; after all, this was a medical 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 clinics power cubes. Twenty seconds later the cubes were completely eaten away and the whole building was plunged into darkness. Merv and Scant quickly put on night-vision goggles. 

As soon as the 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 Corporal Kelp. 

Grub was pulling the video glasses from over his eyes. 

Hey, he said, disoriented by the sudden darkness. Whats going on here? 

Power failure, said Merv, bumping into him with calculated clumsiness. Those lines are a nightmare. Ive 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 was waiting for the soluble sedative pad he had pressed onto Grubs wrist to take effect. 

Tell me about it, said Grub, suddenly blinking a lot more than he generally did. Ive been lobbying for new lockers at Police Plaza. Im really thirsty. Is anyone else 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 instantly alert. He would have no memory of his unconsciousness, and with luck, he would not notice the time lapse. 

Go, said Scant tersely. 

Merv was already gone. With ease, he punched Dr. Argons code into Opals door. He completed this action faster than Argon ever could, due to hours spent practicing on a stolen pad in his apartment. Argons code changed every week, but the Brill brothers made certain that they were cleaning outside the room when Argon was on his rounds. The pixies generally had the complete code by midweek. 

The battery-powered pad light winked green, and the door slid back. Opal Koboi swung gently before him, suspended in her harness like a bug in an exotic cocoon. 

Merv winched her down onto the trolley. Moving briskly, and with practiced precision, he rolled up Opals sleeve and located the scar in her upper arm where the seeker-sleeper had been inserted. He gripped the hard lump between his thumb and forefinger. 

Scalpel, he said, holding out his free hand. Scant passed him the instrument. Merv took a breath, held it, and made a one-inch incision in Opals flesh. He wiggled his index finger into the hole and rolled out the electronic capsule. It was encased in silicone and roughly the size of a painkiller. 

Seal it up, he ordered. 

Scant bent close to the wound and placed a thumb at each end. 

Heal, he whispered, and blue sparks of fairy magic ran rings around his fingers, sinking into the wound. In seconds the folds of skin had zipped themselves together, with only a pale pink scar to show that a cut had been madea scar almost identical to the one that already existed. Opals own magic had dried up months ago, as she was in no position to complete a power-restoring ritual. 

Miss Koboi, said Merv briskly. Time to get up. Wakey-wakey. 

He unstrapped Opal completely from the harness. The unconscious pixie collapsed onto the lid of the cleaning trolley. Merv slapped her across the cheek, bringing a blush to her face. Opals breathing rate increased slightly, 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 Opal on the elbow. The pixies body jerked spasmodically, and Opal Koboi shot into consciousness, a sleeper waking from a nightmare. 

Cudgeon, she screamed. You betrayed me! 

Merv grabbed her shoulders. Miss Koboi. Its us, Mervall and Descant. Its time. 

Opal glared at him, wild eyed. 

Brill? she said after several deep breaths. 

Thats right. Merv and Scant. We need to go. 

Go? What do you mean? 

Leave, said Merv urgently. We have about a minute. 

Opal shook her head, dislodging the after-trance daze. Merv and Scant. We need to go. 

Merv helped her from the trolleys lid. Thats right. The clone is ready. 

Scant peeled back a sealed foil false bottom in the trolley. Inside lay a cloned replica of Opal Koboi wearing an Argon Clinic coma suit. The clone was identical, down to the last follicle. Scant removed an oxygen mask from the clones face, hauled it from its resting place, and began cinching her into the harness. 

Remarkable, said Opal, brushing the clones skin with her knuckle. Am I that beautiful? 

Oh yes, said Merv. That and more. 

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

Scant closed the clones lids hurriedly. Dont worry, Miss Koboi, it cant tell anyone, even if its brain could decipher what it sees. 

Opal climbed groggily into the trolley. But its eyes can register images. Foaly may think to check. That infernal centaur. 

Dont fret, Miss, said Scant, folding the trolleys false bottom over his mistress. Very soon now, that will be the least of Foalys worries. 

Opal strapped the oxygen mask across her face. Later, she said, her voice muffled by the plastic. Talk, later. 

Koboi drifted into a natural sleep, exhausted by even this small exertion. It could be hours before the pixie regained consciousness. After a coma of that length, there was even the risk that Opal 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 as they had been. Pausing only to dab sweat from his brow, he made a second incision with his scalpel, this time in the clones arm, and inserted the seeker-sleeper. While Scant sealed the cut with a blast of magical sparks, Merv rearranged the cleaning paraphernalia over the trolleys false section. 

Scant bobbed impatiently. Eight seconds, seven. By the gods, this is the last time I break the boss out of a clinic and replace her with a clone. 

Merv spun the trolley on its castors, pushing it through the open doorway. Five . . . four . . . 

Scant did one last check around, running his eyeballs across everything they had touched. 

Three ...two ... 

They were out, pulling the door behind them. 

One ... 

Corporal Grub slumped slightly, then jerked to attention. 

Hey . . . what the? Im really thirsty. Is anyone else thirsty? 

Merv stuffed the night-vision goggles into the trolley, blinking a bead of sweat from his eyelid. Its the air in here. I get dehydrated all the time. Terrible headaches. 

Grub pinched the bridge of his nose. Me too. Im going to write a letter, as soon as the lights come back. 

Just then the lights did come back, flickering on one after another down the length of the corridor. 

There we go, grinned Scant. Panic over. Maybe now theyll buy us some new circuits, eh, brother? 

Dr. Argon came barrelling down the passageway, almost keeping pace with the flickering lights. 

Your hip is better, then, Jerry? said Merv. 

Argon ignored the pixies, his eyes wide, his breath ragged. 

Corporal Kelp, he panted. Koboi, is she? Has she ... 

Grub rolled his eyes. Calm yourself, doctor. Miss Koboi is still suspended where you left her. Take a look. 

Argon flattened his palms against the wall, first checking the vitals. 

Okay, no change. No change. A two-minute lapse, but thats okay. 

I told you, said Grub. And while youre here, I need to talk to you about these headaches Ive been having. 

Argon brushed him aside. I need a cotton ball. Scant, do you have any? 

Scant slapped his pockets. Sorry, Jerry. Not on me. 

Dont call me Jerry! howled Jerbal Argon, ripping the lid from the cleaning trolley. There must be cotton balls in here somewhere, he said, sweat pasting thin hair across his wide gnomes forehead. Its a janitors box, for heavens sake. His blunt fingers scrabbled through the trolleys contents, scraping across the false bottom. 

Merv elbowed him out of the way before he could discover the secret compartment or spy screens. Here we are, doctor, he said, grabbing a tub of cotton balls. A months supply. Knock yourself out. 

Argon fumbled a single 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 inside of the clones mouth. The Brill brothers held their breath. They had expected to be out of the clinic before this happened. Argon rolled the cotton balls head across the sponge pad on his clipboard. A moment later, Opal Kobois name flashed onto the boards miniplasma screen. 

Argon heaved a massive sigh, resting his hands on both knees. He threw the observers a shamefaced grin. Sorry. I panicked. If we lost Koboi, the clinic would never live it down. Im just a little paranoid, I suppose. Faces can be altered, but . . . 

DNA never lies, said Merv and Scant simultaneously. 

Grub reset his video goggles. I think Dr. Argon needs a little vacation. 

Youre telling me, sniggered Merv, rolling the trolley toward the maintenance elevator. Anyway, wed better get going, brother. We need to isolate the cause of the power failure. 

Scant followed him down the corridor. Any idea where the problem could be? 

I have a hunch. Lets try the parking lot, or maybe the basement. 

Whatever you say. After all, you are the older brother. 

And wiser, added Merv. Dont 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 wasnt until they had removed the evidence of their acid bombs, and were well on their way home in the van, that they began to breathe normally again. 

Back in the apartment he shared with Scant, Merv unzipped Koboi from her sealed hiding place. Any worries theyd had about Opals IQ taking a dip immediately vanished. Their employers eyes were bright and aware. 

Bring me up to speed, she said, climbing shakily from the trolley. Even though her mind was fully functioning, it would take a couple of days in an electromassager to get her muscles back to normal. 

Merv helped her onto a low sofa. Everything is in place. The funds, the surgeon, everything. 

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

Scant stood beside his brother. They were almost identical except for a slight wideness in Mervs brow. Merv had always been the smart one. 

We have kept tabs on them, as you asked, said Scant. 

Opal stopped drinking. Asked? 

Instructed, stammered Scant. Instructed, of course. Thats what I meant. 

Kobois eyes narrowed. I do hope the Brill brothers havent developed any independent notions since Ive been asleep. 

Scant stooped slightly, almost bowing. No, no, Miss Koboi. We live to serve. Only to serve. 

Yes, agreed Opal. And you live only as long as you do serve. Now, my enemies. They are well and happy, I trust. 

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

Opal smiled a vicious wolverines smile. The Council. Such a long way to fall. And Holly Short? 

Back on full active duty. Six successful reconnaissance missions since you induced your coma. Her name has been put on the list for promotion to major. 

Major, indeed. Well, the least we can do is to make sure that promotion never comes through. I plan to wreck Holly Shorts career, so she dies in disgrace. 

The centaur Foaly is as obnoxious as ever, continued Scant Brill. I suggest a particularly nasty . . . 

Opal raised a delicate finger, cutting him off. No. Nothing happens to Foaly just yet. He will be defeated by intellect alone. Twice in my life, someone has outsmarted me. Both times it was Foaly. Just killing him requires no ingenuity. I want him beaten, humiliated, and alone. She clapped her hands in delighted anticipation. And then I will kill him. 

We have been monitoring Artemis Fowls communications. Apparently the human youth has spent most of the past year trying to find a certain painting. We have traced the painting to Munich. 

A painting? Really? Cogwheels turned in Opals brain. Well, lets make sure we get to it before he does. Maybe we can add a little something to his work of art. 

Scant nodded. Yes. Thats not a problem. Ill go tonight. 

Opal stretched out on the sofa like a cat in the sunlight. Good. This is turning out to be a lovely day. Now, send for the surgeon. 

The Brill brothers glanced at each other. 

Miss Koboi? said Mervall nervously. 

Yes, what is it? 

The surgeon. This kind of operation cannot be reversed, even by magic. Are you sure you wouldnt like to think ... 

Opal leaped from the sofa. Her cheeks were crimson with rage. Think! Youd like me to think about it! What do you imagine I have been doing for the past year? Thinking! Twenty-four hours a day. I dont 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. Is that clear? 

Merv was stunned. He had never seen Opal in such a rage. The coma had changed her. 

Yes, Miss Koboi. 

Now, summon the surgeon. 

At once, Miss Koboi. 

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









CHAPTER 2
THE FAIRY THIEF


Munich, Germany; Present Day 

Thieves have their own folklore: stories of ingenious heists and death-defying robberies. One such legend tells of the Egyptian cat burglar Faisil Mahmood, who scaled the dome of St. Peters basilica in order to drop in on a visiting bishop and steal his crosier. 

Another story concerns confidence woman Red Mary Keneally, who dressed as a duchess and talked her way into the King of Englands coronation. The palace denied the event ever took place, but every now and then a crown turns up at auction that looks a lot like the one in the Tower of London. 

Perhaps the most thrilling legend is the tale of the lost Herv masterpiece. Every primary schoolchild knows that Pascal Herv was the French Impressionist who painted extraordinarily beautiful pictures of the fairy folk. And every art dealer knows that Hervs paintings are second in value only to those of van Gogh himself, commanding price tags of more than fifty million euros. 

There are fifteen paintings in the Herv Fairy Folk series. Ten reside in French museums and five are in private collections. But there are rumors of a sixteenth. Whispers circulate in the upper criminal echelons that another Herv exists: The Fairy Thief, depicting a fairy in the act of stealing a human child. Legend has it that Herv gave the picture as a gift to a beautiful Turkish girl he met on the Champs-Elyse. 

The girl promptly broke Hervs heart, and sold the picture to a British tourist for twenty francs. Within weeks, the picture had been stolen from the Englishmans home. And since that time, it has been lifted from private collections all over the world. Since Herv painted his masterpiece, it is believed that The Fairy Thief has been stolen fifteen times. But what makes these thefts different from the billion others that have been committed during this time is that the first thief decided to keep the picture for himself. And so did all the others. 

The Fairy Thief has become something of a trophy for top thieves worldwide. Only a dozen know of its existence, and only a handful know of its whereabouts. The painting is to criminals what the Turner Prize is to artists. Whoever manages to successfully steal the lost painting is acknowledged as the master thief of his generation. Not many are aware of this challenge, but those who do know matter. 

Naturally Artemis Fowl knew of The Fairy Thief, and recently he had learned of the paintings whereabouts. It was an irresistible test of his abilities. If he succeeded in stealing 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 his young charges latest project. 

I dont like this, Artemis, said Butler in his bass gravelly tones. My instincts tell me its a trap. 

Artemis Fowl inserted batteries in his handheld computer game. 

Of course its a trap, said the fourteen-year-old Irish boy. The Fairy Thief has been ensnaring thieves for years. Thats what makes it interesting. 

They were traveling around Munichs Marienplatz in a rented Hummer H2. The military vehicle was not Artemiss style, but it would be consistent with the style of the people they were pretending to be. Artemis sat in the rear, feeling ridiculous, dressed not in his usual dark two-piece suit, but in normal teenager clothing. 

This outfit is preposterous, he said, zipping his tracksuit top. What is the point of a hood that is not waterproof? And all these logos? I feel like a walking advertisement. And these jeans do not fit properly. They are sagging down to my knees. 

Butler smiled, glancing in the rearview mirror. I think you look fine. Juliet would say that you were bad. 

Juliet, Butlers younger sister, was currently on a tour of the States with a Mexican wrestling troupe, trying to break into the big time. Her ring name was the Jade Princess. 

I certainly feel bad, admitted Artemis. As for these high-top sneakershow is one supposed to run quickly with soles three inches thick? I feel as though I am on stilts. Honestly, Butler, the second we return to the hotel, I am disposing of this outfit. I miss my suits. 

Butler pulled onto Im Tal, where the International Bank was located. Artemis, if youre not feeling comfortable, perhaps we should postpone this operation? 

Artemis zipped his computer game into a backpack, which already contained a number of typical teenage items. Absolutely not. This window of opportunity has taken a month to organize. 

Three weeks previously, Artemis had made an anonymous donation to the St. Bartlebys School for Young Men, on condition that the third-year boys be taken on a trip to Munich for the European Schools Fair. The principal had been happy to honor the donors wishes. And now, while the other boys were viewing various technological marvels at an exhibition in Munichs Olympia Stadium, Artemis was on his way to the International Bank. 

As far as Principal Guiney was concerned, Butler was driving a student who was feeling poorly back to his hotel room. 

Crane and Sparrow probably move the painting several times a year. I certainly would. Who knows where it will be in six months? 

Crane and Sparrow were a firm of British lawyers who used their business as a front for an extremely successful burglary and fencing enterprise. Artemis had long suspected them of possessing The Fairy Thief. Confirmation had arrived a month earlier, when a private detective who was routinely employed to spy on Crane and Sparrow reported that he had spotted them moving a painting tube to the International Bank. Possibly The Fairy Thief. 

I may not have this chance again until I 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 years old; I need to beat that record. 

Butler sighed. Criminal folklore tells us that Herman stole the painting in 1927. He merely snatched a briefcase. There is rather more to contend with today. We must break open a safe-deposit box in one of the worlds most secure banks, in broad daylight. 

Artemis Fowl smiled. Yes. Many would say that it was impossible. 

They would, agreed Butler, slotting the Hummer into a parking space. Many sane people. Especially for someone on a school tour. 


* * *


They entered the bank through the lobbys revolving doors in full view of the CCTV. Butler led the way, striding purposefully across the gold-veined marble floor toward an inquiries desk. Artemis trailed behind, bobbing his head to some music on his portable disk player. In fact the disk player was empty. Artemis wore mirrored sunglasses that concealed his eyes but allowed him to scan the banks interior unobserved. 

The International Bank was famous in certain circles for having the most secure safe-deposit boxes in the world, including Switzerland. It was rumored that if the International Banks deposit boxes were cracked open and the contents dumped onto the floor, perhaps one tenth of the worlds wealth would be heaped on the marble. Jewels, bearer bonds, cash, deeds, art. At least half of it stolen from its rightful owners. But Artemis was not interested in any of these objects. Perhaps next time. 

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

How can I help you, Herr . . . ? 

Lee, Colonel Xavier Lee. I wish to open my deposit box, replied Butler, in fluent German. 

Yes, Colonel. Of course. My name is Bertholt, and I will be assisting you today. Bertholt opened Colonel Xavier Lees file on his computer with one hand, the other twirling a pencil like a mini-baton. We just need to complete the usual security check. If I may have your passport? 

Of course, said Butler, sliding a Peoples Republic of China passport across the desk. I expect nothing less than the most stringent security procedures. 

Bertholt took the passport in his slim fingers, first checking the photograph, then placing it onto a scanner. 

Alfonse, snapped Butler at Artemis. Stop fidgeting and stand up straight, son. You slouch so much that sometimes I think you dont have a spine. 

Bertholt smiled with the insincerity a toddler could have seen through. Alfonse, nice to meet you. 

Dude, said Artemis, with equal hypocrisy. 

Butler shook his head. My son does not communicate well with the rest of the world. I look forward to the day he can join the army. Then we shall see if there is a man beneath all these moods. 

Bertholt nodded sympathetically. I have a girl. Sixteen years old. She spends more of my money on phone calls in a week than the entire family spends on food. 

Teenagers, theyre all the same. 

The computer beeped. 

Ah yes, your passport has been cleared. Now all I need is a signature. Bertholt slid a handwriting tablet across the desk. A digi-pen was attached to the tablet by a length of wire. Butler took it and scrawled his signature across the line. The signature would match. Of course it would. The original writing was Butlers own, Colonel Xavier Lee being one of a dozen aliases the bodyguard had created over the years. The passport was also authentic, even if the details typed upon it werent. Butler had purchased it years previously from a Chinese diplomats secretary in Rio de Janeiro. 

Once again the computer beeped. 

Good, said Bertholt. You are indeed who you say you are. I shall bring you to the deposit-box room. Will Alfonse be accompanying us? 

Butler stood. Absolutely. If I leave him here, he will probably get himself arrested. 

Bertholt attempted a joke. Well, if I may say so, Colonel, hes in the right place. 

Hilarious, dude, muttered Artemis. You should, like, have your own show. 

But Bertholts comment was accurate. Armed security men were dotted throughout the building. At the first sign of any impropriety, they would move to strategic points, covering all exits. 

Bertholt led the way to a brushed-steel elevator, holding his ID card up to a camera over the door. 

The bank official winked at Artemis. We have a special security system here, young man. Its all very exciting. 

I know. I think Im going to faint, said Artemis. 

No more attitude, son, scolded Butler. Bertholt is simply trying to make conversation. 

Bertholt stayed civil in the face of Artemiss sarcasm. Maybe youd like to work here when you grow up, eh, Alfonse? 

For the first time Artemis smiled sincerely, and for some reason the sight sent shivers down Bertholts spine. Do you know something, Bertholt? I think some of my best work will be in banks. 

The awkward silence that followed was cut short by a voice from a tiny speaker below the camera. 

Yes, Bertholt, we see you. How many? 

Two, replied Bertholt. One key holder and one minor. Coming down to open a box. 

The lift door slid back to reveal a steel cuboid with no buttons or panels, just a camera elevated in one corner. They stepped inside and the elevator was remotely activated. Artemis noticed Bertholt wringing his hands as soon as they began to descend. 

Hey, Bertholt, whats the problem? Its only an elevator. 

Bertholt forced a smile. Barely a glint of tooth showed beneath his mustache. You dont miss much, do you, Alfonse? I dont like small spaces. And there are no controls in here, for security reasons. The lift is operated from the desk. If it were to break down, we would be relying on the guards to rescue us. This thing is virtually airtight. What if the guard had a heart attack, or went on a coffee break? We could all . . . The bank officials nervous rant was cut off by the hiss of the elevator door. They had arrived at the deposit-box floor. 

Here we are, said Bertholt, mopping his forehead with a Kleenex. A section of the paper remained trapped in the worry lines of his forehead, and fluttered there like a windsock in the air-conditioner blast. Safe, you see. Absolutely no need to worry. All is well. He laughed nervously. Shall we? 

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

Willkommen, Bertholt, you made it in one piece. Again. 

Bertholt plucked the strand of tissue from his forehead. Yes, Kurt, I made it, and dont think the scorn in your voice goes unnoticed. 

Kurt sighed mightily, allowing the escaping air to flap his lips. Please pardon my phobic countryman, he said to Butler. Everything terrifies him, from spiders to elevators. Its a wonder he ever gets out of bed. Now, if you could stand on the yellow square and raise both arms to shoulder level. 

There was a yellow square taped onto the steel floor. Butler stepped onto it, raising his arms. Kurt performed a body search that would have shamed a customs official, before ushering him through a metal detector arch. 

Hes clean, he said aloud. The words would be picked up by the microphone on his lapel and relayed to the security booth. You next, boy, said Kurt. Same drill. 

Artemis complied, slouching onto the square. He raised his arms barely six inches from his sides. 

Butler glared at him. Alfonse! Cant you do what the man says? In the army I would have you cleaning the latrines for this kind of behavior. 

Artemis glared back. Yes, Colonel, but were not in the army here, are we? 

Kurt slipped Artemiss pack from his back and rifled through the contents. 

Whats this? he asked, pulling out a toughened plastic frame. 

Artemis took the frame, unfolding it with three deft movements. Its a scooter, dude. You may have heard of them. Transportation that doesnt pollute the air we breathe. 

Kurt snatched back the scooter, spinning the wheels and checking the joints. 

Artemis smirked. Of course, its also a laser cutter, so I can break into your boxes. 

Youre a real smart aleck, boy, snarled Kurt, stuffing the scooter back in the bag. And whats this? 

Artemis turned on the video game. Its a game box. They were invented so teenagers wouldnt have to talk to grown-ups. 

Kurt glanced at Butler. Hes a gem, sir. I wish I had one just like him. He rattled a ring of keys on Artemiss belt. And what are these? 

Artemis scratched his head. Uh . . . keys? 

Kurt ground his teeth audibly. I know theyre 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 wouldnt open a complicated lock. But the bank had a no-key rule. Only safe-deposit box keys were allowed through the metal detector. 

Sorry. The keys stay here. Kurt unclipped the ring and placed the keys in a flat tray. You can pick them up on your way out. 

Can I go now? 

Yes, said Kurt. Please do, but pass the bag through to your father first. 

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

Kurt followed him impatiently. Do you have anything else metallic on you? A belt buckle? Some coins? 

Money? scoffed Artemis. I wish. 

Whats setting off the detector, then? said Kurt, puzzled. 

I think I know, said Artemis. He hooked a finger inside his top lip, pulling it up. Two metal bands ran across his teeth. 

Braces. That would do it, said Kurt. The detector is extremely sensitive. 

Artemis removed his finger from his mouth. Should I take these out too? Rip them from my teeth? 

Kurt took the suggestion at face value. No. I think were safe enough. Just go on through. But behave yourself in there. Its a vault, not a playground. Kurt paused, pointing to a camera above their heads. Remember, Ill be watching. 

Watch all you like, said Artemis brazenly. 

Oh, I will, boy. You so much as spit on one of those doors, and Ill eject you from the premises. Forcibly. 

Oh, for heavens sake, Kurt, said Bertholt. Dont be so theatrical. Those are not network television cameras, you know. 

Bertholt ushered them through to the vault door. I apologize for Kurt. He failed the special-forces exam and ended up here. Sometimes I think he would love someone to rob the place, just so he could see some action. 

The door was a circular slab of steel, at least sixteen feet in diameter. In spite of its size, the door swung easily at Bertholts touch. 

Perfectly balanced, explained the bank official. A child could open it, until five thirty when it shuts for the night. Naturally the vault is time 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 all shapes and sizes. Each box had a single rectangular keyhole on its face, surrounded by a fiber-optic light. At the moment all the lights glowed red. 

Bertholt took a key from his pocket; it was attached to his belt by a woven steel cable. Of course the keys shape is not the only important thing, he said, inserting the key into a master keyhole. The locks are also operated by microchip. 

Butler took a similar key from his wallet. Are we ready? 

Whenever you are, sir. 

Butler ran his fingers over several boxes until he reached number seven hundred. He inserted his key in the keyhole. Ready. 

Very well, sir. On my mark. Three, two, one. Turn. 

Both men turned their keys simultaneously. The master key safeguard prevented a thief opening a box with a single key. If the two keys were not turned within one second of each other, the box would not open. 

The light around both keys switched from red to green. The door on Butlers safe-deposit box popped open. 

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

Of course, sir, replied Bertholt, almost bowing. Ill be right outside. Even with the camera, there is a threeminute inspection rule. So Ill see you in one hundred and eighty seconds. 

Once the bank official had gone, Artemis shot his bodyguard a quizzical look. 

Alfonse? he said out of the side of his mouth. I dont remember deciding on a name for my character. 

Butler set the stopwatch on his chronograph. I was improvising, Artemis. I thought the situation required it. And if I may say so, you make a very convincing obnoxious teenager. 

Thank you, old friend. I try. 

Butler removed an architects drawing from his deposit box, unfolding the document until it was almost six feet square. He held it at arms length, 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 step to your left. 

Butler did so casually, covering the movements with a cough, and a shake of the parchment. 

Good. Perfect. Stay right there. 

When Butler had rented the box on his last visit, hed taken numerous photographs of the vault with a button camera. Artemis had used these photos to render a digital reconstruction of the room. According to his calculations, Butlers present position provided Artemis with a thirty-three-foot box of cover. In that area his movements would be hidden by the drawing. At the moment, only his trainers could be seen by the security guards. 

Artemis rested his back against a wall of security boxes, between two steel benches. He braced both arms against the benches, levering himself out of the oversized trainers. Carefully, the boy slid onto the bench. 

Keep your head down, advised Butler. 

Artemis rooted through his backpack for the video cube. Though the box did actually play a computer game, its primary function was an X-ray panel with real-time viewing. The X-ray panels were in common usage among the upper criminal echelons, and it had been a relatively simple matter for Artemis to disguise one as a teenagers toy. 

Artemis activated the X-ray, sliding it across the door of the deposit box beside Butlers. 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 this first 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 banks security. 

The game cubes small screen revealed that the first box was stuffed with currency. 

Negative, said Artemis. Cash only. 

Butler raised an eyebrow. You 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 lets keep up the rental on our box, in case we ever need to return. 

The next box contained legal papers tied together with ribbons. The one after that was piled high with loose diamonds in a tray. Artemis struck gold on the fourth box. Figuratively speaking. Inside the deposit box was a long tube containing a rolled-up canvas. 

I think we have it, Butler. I think this could be it. 

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 himself. Of course Butler was right. They were still a long way from possessing The Fairy Thief, if indeed this painting was Hervs lost masterpiece. It could just as easily be some proud grandfathers crayon drawing of a helicopter. 

Artemis moved the X-ray machine down to the bottom of the box. There were no manufacturers markings on the door, but often craftsmen were proud and could not resist placing a signature somewhere. Even if nobody knew it was there but them. Artemis searched for maybe twenty seconds before he found what he was looking for. Inside the door itself, on the rear panel was engraved the word Blokken. 

Blokken, said the boy triumphantly. We were right. 

There were only six firms in the world capable of constructing deposit boxes of this quality. Artemis had hacked their computers and found International Bank on the Blokken client list. Blokken was a small family company in Vienna that also made boxes for several banks in Geneva and the Cayman Islands. Butler had paid their workshop a little visit and stolen two master keys. Of course, the keys were metal, and would not escape the detector arch, unless for some reason metal had been allowed through. 

Artemis reached two fingers into his mouth, dislodging the brace from his upper teeth. Behind the brace itself was a plastic retainer, and clipped to that were two keys. The master keys. 

Artemis rotated his jaw for a few seconds. That feels better, he said. I thought I 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. This was no ordinary scooter. An engineer friend of Butlers had constructed it from very specific blueprints. The footrest was completely regular, but the steering column turned into a telescope at the touch of a spring-release button. Artemis unscrewed one handgrip, reattaching it at the other end of the column. There was a slit in the end of each grip, into which Artemis screwed a master key. Now all he had to do was insert both keys into their corresponding keyholes and turn them simultaneously. 

Artemis slotted one key into Crane and Sparrows box. 

Ready? he asked Butler. 

Yes, replied his bodyguard. Dont go one step farther than you have to. 

Three, two, one. Go. 

Artemis pressed the spring-release button on the steering column. He shuffled across the bench, pulling the telescoping pole behind him. As the boy moved, Butler swiveled his trunk so that Artemis remained shielded by the blueprint. He moved the plan just far enough to cover the master keyhole, without exposing Artemiss legless shoes. However, the target box, complete with telescoping pole, was visible for the time it took Artemis to insert the second key. 

The master keyhole was three feet beyond the end of the steel bench. Artemis leaned as far as he could without losing his balance, slotting the key into its hole. It fit snugly. Artemis shuffled back quickly. Now Butler could once again mask Crane and Sparrows box. The entire plan hinged on the assumption that the guards would be concentrating on Butler, and not notice a slim pole extending toward the master keyhole. It would help that the pole was precisely the same color as the safe-deposit boxes. 

Artemis returned to the original box, twisting the handgrip. A pulley and cable system inside the pole twisted the other handgrip simultaneously. Both locks flashed green. Crane and Sparrows box popped open. Artemis felt a moment of satisfaction. His contraption had worked. Then again, there was no reason it shouldnt: all the laws of physics had been obeyed. Amazing how the tightest of electronic security could be defeated by a pole, a pulley, and a brace. 

Artemis, groaned Butler. Keeping my arms up is becoming uncomfortable. So, if you wouldnt mind. 

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

Artemis studied the locker with the X-ray panel before opening the door any wider. He was searching for any wires or circuits that might trigger secondary alarms. There was one. A circuit breaker attached to a portable Klaxon. It would be extremely embarrassing for any thief if the authorities were alerted by the raucous wailing of a foghorn. Artemis smiled. It seemed as though Crane and Sparrow had a sense of humor. Maybe he would employ them as his lawyers. 

Artemis unhooked the headphones from around his neck, popping off the earpieces. Once the wire inside was exposed, he twisted a length around each side of the breaker. Now he could safely pull apart the breaker without opening the circuit. Artemis pulled. The Klaxon remained silent. 

At last, the box lay open before him. Inside, a single tube stood propped against the rear wall. The tube was fashioned from Perspex, and contained a rolled-up canvas. Artemis removed the tube and held it up to the light. For several seconds, he studied the painting through the transparent plastic. 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 years to obtain The Fairy Thief; he could wait a few more hours. 

The brushwork is unmistakable, he said, closing the box. Strong strokes. Thick blocks of light. Its either Herv, or a brilliant copy. I do believe weve done it, Butler, but I cant be sure without X-ray and paint analysis. 

Good, said the bodyguard, glancing at his watch. That can be done at the hotel. Pack up and lets get out of here. 

Artemis shoved the cylinder into his backpack, along with the reassembled scooter. He clipped the keys to his retainer, slotting the brace over his teeth. 

The vault door slid back just as the Irish youth lowered himself into his trainers. Bertholts head appeared in the gap. 

Everything all right in here? asked the bank official. 

Butler folded the drawing, slotting it into his pocket. 

Fine, Bertholt. Excellent, in fact. You may escort us to the main level. 

Bertholt bowed slightly. Of course. Follow me. 

Artemis was back in the role of argumentative teenager. Thanks so much, Berty. This has been a real blast. I just love spending my holidays in banks, looking at papers. 

All credit to Bertholt. His smile never wavered. 

Kurt was waiting for them by the X-ray arch, arms folded across a chest the size of a rhinos. He waited until Butler had gone past, then tapped Artemiss shoulder. 

You think youre really smart, dont you, boy? he said, grinning. 

Artemis grinned back. Compared to you? Definitely. 

Kurt bent over, hands on knees, until his eyes were level with Artemiss. I was watching you from the security booth. You didnt do a thing. Your kind never does. 

How do you know? asked Artemis. I could have been breaking into those safe-deposit boxes. 

I know all right. I know because I could see your feet the whole time. You barely moved an inch. 

Artemis grabbed his ring of keys from the tray and ran after Butler to make the lift. You win this time. But Ill be back. 

Kurt cupped a hand around his mouth. Bring it on, he shouted. Ill be waiting. 
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of battling the fairies, Artemis must join forces with

them if he wants to save one of the few people in
the world he loves.
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Book Five: The Lost Colony

Demons are beginning to materialize without warning
on Earth. If humans were to capture one, all fairies
would be exposed. In a race against time, a newly

reformed Artemis Fowl will have to dip into his bag of
tricks to save his fairy friends and stop a power-hungry
demon intent on invading Earth’s dimension with
his savage army.
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“This book is magical.”—The Washington Post

Book Four: The Opal Deception

The evil pixie Opal Koboi has spent a year in a self-
induced coma, plotting her revenge on all those who
foiled her attempt to destroy the LEPrecon fairy police.
And Artemis Fowl is at the top of her list. Once again,
he must stop the human and fairy worlds from
colliding—and this time, Artemis faces an enemy
who may finally outsmart him.
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“Will grab your interest, no matter what your age.”
—The New York Post

Book One

Twelve-year-old Artemis Fowl is a millionaire,

a genius—and, above all, a criminal mastermind.

But even Artemis doesn’t know what he’s taken

on when he kidnaps a fairy, Captain Holly Short of
the LEPrecon Unit. These aren’t the fairies of bedtime

stories; these fairies are armed and dangerous.

Artemis thinks he has them right where he wants
them .. . but then they stop playing by the rules.
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Book Six: The Time Paradox

When Artemis Fowl’s mother contracts a life-
threatening illness, his world is turned upside down.
The only hope for a cure lies inthe brain fluid of the

silky sifaka lemur, an animal now extinct due to a
heartless bargain Artemis made as a younger boy. With
the help of his fairy friends, the young genius must
travel back in time and outsmart his most cunning
adversary yet: Artemis Fowl, age ten.
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