
        
            
                
            
        

    Artemis Begins
By Eoin Colfer
A Short Story from

Guys Read: Funny Business
Volume 1 of the Guys Read Library of Great Reading
 Edited by Jon Scieszka
 With an illustration by Adam Rex








Contents
Cover
Title Page
 
ARTEMIS BEGINS
Guys E-Read
Biographies
Back Ad
 
Copyright
About the Publisher













 
ARTEMIS
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BY EOIN COLFER
I have four brothers. That’s five boys altogether all living in a small house, which is a recipe for major property damage at the very least. As kids, each of us had our assigned roles in the family, pretty much like the members of boy bands do today. Paul, the eldest, was the wise and reliable one. I was the aspiring writer, bespectacled and be-notebooked. Eamonn was the tearaway, never without a nest of twigs in his hair and a bleeding cut on his knee. Niall was the cutie-pie blond baby. But the brother with the most interesting role, as far as an aspiring writer was concerned, was brother number three: Donal. Donal was the young criminal mastermind.
Donal has always been the fixer in our house. If someone was in trouble, Donal could get them out of it, especially if the someone in trouble was himself and the trouble was of the kind visited on a little boy by his angry mother when the boy had totally smashed something he had been expressly forbidden to touch on pain of death or at the very least no TV for a week. Donal was always touching those kinds of things and often smashing them into more pieces than there were of Humpty Dumpty post–wall tumble. (What was an egg doing perched on a wall anyway? And why would all the king’s horses be so upset about one egg? It all sounds suspiciously like forced rhyming to me.) Donal’s tried-and-true method for getting out of trouble was to use the fact that our mother liked him quite a bit; in fact, it could be said that she loved him lots then and still does today in spite of all the mayhem he caused in the 1980s.
Donal callously played on this love to escape punishment. Even from a young age, his method was infallible: blink in a cute, babylike fashion and declare in a babylike voice how much he “wuves his mommy.” The key element in his whole scam was the aforementioned babylike-ishness, which cleverly transported my mother back to the day when Donal was a mere baby who could do no wrong, when the summers were longer and the music charts were full of actual songs that a person could sing along to.
And so no matter what Donal had been caught doing, he invariably got off with a mild tousling of the hair and perhaps, in extreme cases, a little finger waggling, which really ticked off the rest of us, who had to bear real punishments when we were caught doing anything wrong. But as much as we resented Donal’s untouchable status, we also admired him a little bit. After all, what mother’s son wouldn’t like to be able to gurn his way out of trouble whenever it suited him?
As Donal grew, so did his experience and the intricacies of his plans to avoid punishment. And it wasn’t long before we started turning to Donal in times of trouble to see if he could work some of his magic for us. Obviously we were prepared to pay. That went without saying. Donal was a payment-orientated kind of guy from a very early age who wouldn’t tie a toddler’s shoelace for less than a bag of gummi bears. So we went to him bearing gifts of potato chips or Wham bars or space poppers and begged him for a strategy to dig us out of the hole we were in. Once I scratched the door of Dad’s car with my bike handle. The car was only secondhand, which was the equivalent of brand-new for us, and I knew I was for the high jump. (This is a metaphor. We didn’t have an actual Olympic high jump in our garden. The official run-up track alone would have to be twenty meters long. Where do you think we lived, Buckingham Palace?) Donal took a look and gave me a bottle of Mom’s nail varnish to cover the scratch. It was a close enough match, and I was in university before dad noticed the camouflage. This little favor cost me more than candy. In payment, Donal forced me to call him by the title Sir Donal, Prince of Goodness, for an entire month.
This went on for a few years, and Donal got a bit of a reputation as the neighborhood fixer. Kids came from blocks away to hear his wisdom. They came with bonbons in their wagons and left with favors, tricks, con jobs, and sob stories. But Donal’s pièce de résistance, the one that the kids still talk about in the school yard, was pulled off in our own house with our own baby brother.
It happened like this. Every parent has to have an interest to stop their children turning them into blubbering head cases who sit in corners sucking their thumbs and flipping through photos of times when they were happy. In my mother’s case this interest was amateur dramatics.
She was the Wexford Drama Group’s leading actress. She played everything from a Southern belle to a society heiress. And one year, for her portrayal of an eighteenth-century island girl, my mother brought home the award for All-Ireland Best Actress. This was a proud moment for the Colfer family.
We were shown the crystal plate engraved with my mother’s name; we were even allowed to run our fingers along the carved facets and watch the light refracted along its edges. Then the plate was placed in our display case and we were warned never to touch it again. A warning like this pretty much ensures that the plate would be touched often and inevitably broken by one of the brood.
My baby brother, Niall, was the unfortunate who was destined to become the breaker. It could have been any one of us, as we regularly took down the plate when my mother was occupied. We used it to do crayon rubbings; we rolled its edges through uncooked pastry. It made a very effective puck in table hockey, and of course if a person felt like balancing something on his forehead, the award plate was the perfect size.
It was the table hockey that was to be Niall’s downfall. As the youngest in the family, he was a little short for the table and had never actually won a game, and so he decided to get in a little solo practice. It was only when he had struck the plate a square whack and it was skittering toward the other end of the table that it dawned on his pea brain that if there was no one at the receiving end, then the plate would fly off and, presuming gravity didn’t suddenly fail, crash to the ground.
Gravity did not fail, and my mom’s All-Ireland Best Actress crystal plate fell to the tiled floor and smashed into a thousand rainbow pieces. Three pieces and he might have been able to jigsaw them back together and it could have been days before Mom noticed. But a thousand? His goose was cooked.
There was only one person to turn to. Niall rushed into the garden where Donal was burying our neighbor’s G.I. Joe so he could blackmail him for his pocket money later. I, in my role as budding writer, was observing and taking notes.
We knew Niall was in trouble when we saw him coming. He had not done his hair, and Niall always did his hair before venturing outside. He was very vain about his blond mop, still is. And there were twin streams of mucus streaming from his nose, which either meant that he had eaten pepper again or that he had been crying.
“Donal! Eoin!” he cried. “Help! Help!”
I waved my hand across my face, Obi-Wan style. “I am not here,” I said.
Niall was six, so this did not compute. “Huh?”
“I am not here,” I repeated, jiggling my head for effect.
Niall’s mucus glands went into panicked overdrive. “Eoin is dead!” he wailed at Donal. “And his ghost is sitting on the grass right there.”
“Eoin is being a writer,” said Donal, and Niall instantly calmed, as everybody knows that writers do stupid things all the time.
Niall’s calm evaporated when he remembered his own crisis. “I broke Mum’s award. She’ll be back in a minute.”
Mum was in the front garden chatting to our neighbor. Niall had mere moments before she stepped inside to find her beloved plate shattered.
“You broke the award,” said Donal, who did not seem too upset; in fact, he seemed delighted that someone else was in trouble for a change.
“Yes. I broke the award.”
As I was taking notes I decided that I would edit this conversation, as it was getting a bit repetitive.
“Who broke the award?” asked Donal, dragging it out.
Niall pointed to his own head. “It was me. I broke the award.”
Donal mashed a clod of clay onto G.I. Joe’s head. “Well, if you’re the one who broke Mum’s award, you might as well leave home now, because she’s going to go straight to DEFCON four.”
Donal loved using military terms to confuse his little brother.
“DEFCON four?”
“Oh, yep. I remember a milkman made the wrong delivery once. Gave Mom a bit of cheek, and she went from zero to DEFCON four in six point three seconds. Broke every bottle of milk in the lorry. Stamped on all the yogurt cartons. It was a massacre.”
This was good stuff. I wrote as quickly as I could. Donal was a gold mine.
Niall’s face fell. “A massacre?”
He was a clever boy. Only six years old and already he knew what the word “massacre” meant. He tugged on Donal’s mucky sleeve. “You can help me, Donnie. You know stuff. Everyone in the estates knows you have powers.”
Donal was torn. On the one hand there is nothing a big brother likes better than seeing his little brother up to his neck in trouble, especially when that little brother is such a cutie that trouble usually slides off him. But on the other hand his professional curiosity was aroused. Could he get Niall off the hook for such an extreme crime? If he managed it, the name Donal would become legendary around the estates.
I could be bigger than Santa Claus, I imagined him imagining.
Eventually Donal thought of a plan that could both dig Niall out of the hole he was in and inflict a little brotherly pain at the same time. Perfect.
“I will help you,” he said magnanimously.
“Thanks, brother,” said Niall, collapsing in a grateful heap. “He’s great, isn’t he, Eoin?”
“I am not here, remember?” I said. Some people are a bit slow to catch on.
 
Donal brought Niall to the top of the stairs, where they waited for my mother’s return. I followed a couple of spaces behind. I had an idea what was coming but it would have been wrong of me to intervene, just as it would be wrong of a nature reporter to come between two monkeys in the wild.
“When Mom sees the smashed award she will be furious,” Donal explained.
Niall nodded. “DEFCON four.”
“Exactly, grasshopper. So, my job is to somehow turn that fury into sympathy. I have to do something so extreme that Mom won’t even remember why she was angry in the first place.”
Niall was nodding like a little bobblehead toy. He would have done anything. Anything.
“All you have to do is kneel here, at the edge of the stairs, and when I give the signal, scream like you’re in great pain.”
“What’s the signal?” asked Niall, which I thought was a fair question, but Donal would not have agreed with my thought had I voiced it, which I didn’t, as I was merely an observer.
“What’s the signal?” Donal repeated, shocked. “What’s the sig…Are you questioning my methods? Are you trying to run the show? Maybe I should just leave you to get out of trouble yourself and see how far you get.”
Niall’s nose candles dripped in shock. “No. No. Don’t go. I’ll be good.”
“You will be obedient,” corrected Donal. “Like a puppy!”
“Woof,” said Niall.
“Okay. You’ll know the signal when you see it.” Donal poked his head between the banister posts. “Now we wait.”
It was not a long wait. Mere seconds later we heard the familiar snick of the front door closing and the mutter of Mom’s voice as she complained to herself about the person she had just been talking to. We followed her footsteps down the hallway and into the kitchen, where the crystal shards would be winking a Morse code of guilt that read: NIALL NIALL NIALL.
“Niall!” my mother shrieked, being well-versed in crystal codes. “Niall!”
“Here we go,” said Donal, rubbing his hands.
Niall pointed at the rubbing hands. Was that the signal? He was afraid to ask.
Mom was on the hunt now. She picked up the trail of muddy trainers coming in the back door, followed it to the bottom of the stairway. From above, her body language seemed a little hostile. An impression that was not helped by the wringing of a dishcloth between her fingers.
“Mom is wishing that was your neck,” said Donal to Niall with a merry wink.
“Niall,” called Mom. “Niall!”
Her eyes swept up the stairs, following the trail of mud, and just before her gaze rested on the culprit, Donal decided that it was time for the signal.
In one violent motion, Donal elbowed Niall off the top step and sent him tumbling down the stairs.
“Scream, grasshopper,” he called after his rapidly descending brother. “Scream your little lungs out.”
Niall did not need to be told twice; in fact he didn’t need to be told once. He screamed with great gusto and in genuine fright, pausing only to take a mouthful of carpet at every revolution. Down and down he went, making a xylophone of the banister posts with his legs, bashing the air from his lungs. And when he finally came to rest at my mother’s feet, the fury was whipped from her face like a tissue in the wind and replaced by maternal concern.
“My baby!” she cried, sinking to her knees, cradling Niall’s head, the broken award utterly forgotten. “My baaaaby!”
On the top step, Donal surveyed the scene with some satisfaction. He had, he knew, saved Niall’s hide while simultaneously securing his place in local legend.
He shot a salute down to his bleeding baby brother and whispered, “You’re welcome.”
Donal actually patted himself on the back, then turned to me and said, “Did you get that, writer gimp? I am the biggest genius wot you shall ever meet. You should do a book about me.”
I could only stare in awe. There was no doubt that he was an evil genius, but likable, too. A curious mixture. Surely people would like to read about a boy like this.
And the seeds for the Artemis Fowl series were sewn.
The following day, Mom remembered the broken award, and Niall was grounded with no TV for a month. Donal never mentions that part.







Guys E-Read
Guys read in all sorts of different ways. This digital edition of the Funny Business story you just read is one of those ways.
We think this new e-style of reading is perfect for the way a lot of readers like to read—sampling new authors, connecting with favorite authors, trying one story and then collecting them all.
So if you liked the story you just read, check out the list that follows for more you might like.
Or check out more writing by the author you just read. 
Or try something or someone brand-new you never heard of before.
All it takes is a few clicks, and you’re off on another adventure.
Guys Read has done the work of gathering a whole crew of writers that guys have told us they like to read.
You can’t go wrong. 
You can only go right by finding that reading that speaks to you.
Happy e-hunting,

Jon e-Scieszka







Biographies
EOIN COLFER (“Artemis Begins”) is the author of the phenomenally successful Artemis Fowl series, as well as many other books for kids. Before he started writing, he was an elementary school teacher. He knew he wanted to write from a young age, however—ever since he first started reading Viking stories in school. His first name, in case you were wondering, is pronounced “Owen.” He lives in Ireland. You can visit him at www.eoincolfer.com.

SELECTED TITLES
ARTEMIS FOWL and its sequels: THE ARCTIC INCIDENT, THE
 ETERNITY CODE, THE OPAL DECEPTION, THE LOST COLONY,
 THE TIME PARADOX, and THE ATLANTIS COMPLEX
THE SUPERNATURALIST
AIRMAN
JON SCIESZKA (editor and coauthor, “Your Question for Author Here”) has been writing books for children ever since he took time off from his career as an elementary school teacher. He wanted to create funny books that kids would want to read. Once he got going, he never stopped. He is the author of numerous picture books, middle grade series, and even a memoir. From 2007–2010 he served as the first National Ambassador for Children’s Literature, appointed by the Library of Congress. Since 2004, Jon has been actively promoting his interest in getting boys to read through his Guys Read initiative and website. Born in Flint, Michigan, Jon now lives in Brooklyn with his family. Visit him online at www.jsworldwide.com.

SELECTED TITLES
THE TRUE STORY OF THE THREE LITTLE PIGS (Illustrated by Lane Smith)
THE STINKY CHEESE MAN AND
 OTHER FAIRLY STUPID FAIRY TALES (Illustrated by Lane Smith)
The Time Warp Trio series (Illustrated by Lane Smith)
KNUCKLEHEAD:
Tall Tales & Mostly True Stories
 of Growing Up Scieszka
ROBOT ZOT (Illustrated by David Shannon)
ADAM REX (“Will”) is the acclaimed New York Times best-selling author and illustrator of many books for kids. His middle grade novel THE TRUE MEANING OF SMEKDAY is currently under development as a feature film. He admits his favorite things are animals, spacemen, Mexican food, Ethiopian food, monsters, puppets, comic books, nineteenth-century art, skeletons, bugs, and robots, and lives in Arizona with his wife, who is a physicist. You can find out about these things and more online at www.adamrex.com.

SELECTED TITLES
FRANKENSTEIN MAKES A SANDWICH
FRANKENSTEIN TAKES THE CAKE
PSSST!
THE TRUE MEANING OF SMEKDAY
FAT VAMPIRE:
A Never Coming of Age Story
















Copyright
“Artemis Begins” copyright © 2010 by Eoin Colfer
All rights reserved under International and Pan-American Copyright Conventions. By payment of the required fees, you have been granted the non-exclusive, non-transferable right to access and read the text of this e-book on screen. No part of this text may be reproduced, transmitted, downloaded, decompiled, reverse engineered, or stored in or introduced into any information storage and retrieval system, in any form or by any means, whether electronic or mechanical, now known or hereinafter invented, without the express written permission of HarperCollins e-books.







About the Publisher
Australia
HarperCollins Publishers (Australia) Pty. Ltd.
25 Ryde Road (P.O. Box 321)
Pymble, NSW 2073, Australia
www.harpercollins.com.au/ebooks
Canada
HarperCollins Canada
2 Bloor Street East - 20th Floor
Toronto, ON, M4W, 1A8, Canada
http://www.harpercollins.ca
New Zealand
HarperCollins Publishers (New Zealand) Limited
P.O. Box 1
Auckland, New Zealand
http://www.harpercollins.co.nz
United Kingdom
HarperCollins Publishers Ltd.
77-85 Fulham Palace Road
London, W6 8JB, UK
http://www.harpercollins.co.uk
United States
HarperCollins Publishers Inc.
10 East 53rd Street
New York, NY 10022
http://www.harpercollins.com












cover.jpeg
K 2600\
A SHORT STORY BY EOIN COLFER





images/00002.jpg
REAL GUYS KEEP READING

How many stories from the
Guys Read Library of Great Reading
have you read?

From GUYS READ: FUNNY BUSINESS
Guys Read: Artemis Begins by Eoin Colfer
Guys Read: Best of Friends by Mac Barnett
Guys Read: The Bloody Souvenir by Jack Gantos
Guys Read: A Fistful of Feathers by David Yoo
Guys Read: Kid Appeal by David Lubar
Guys Read: My Parents Give My Bedroom to a Biker by Paul Feig
Guys Read: Unaccompanied Minors by Jeff Kinney
Guys Read: “What? You Think You Got It Rough?” by Christopher Paul Curtis
Guys Read: Will by Adam Rex
Guys Read: Your Question for Author Here by Kate DiCamillo and Jon Scieszka

From GUYS READ: THRILLER

Guys Read: Believing in Brooklyn by Matt de la Pefia
Guys Read: Boys Will Be Boys by James Patterson
Guys Read: The Double Eagle Has Landed by Anthony Horowitz
Guys Read: Ghost Vision Glasses by Patrick Carman
Guys Read: Nate Macavoy, Monster Hunter by Bruce Hale
Guys Read: The Old, Dead Nuisance by M. T. Anderson
Guys Read: Pirate by Walter Dean Myers
Guys Read: Pudding by Jarrett J. Krosoczka
Guys Read: The Snake Mafia by Gennifer Choldenko
Guys Read: Thad, the Ghost, and Me by Margaret Peterson Haddix

&
WALDEN POND PRESS " g ivatable o
An Imprint of HarperCollins —HarperAudlo
WWW. ha;percollmschlld)ens com An Imprint of HarperCollinsPublishers.






images/00001.jpg
WALDEN POND PRESS

An Imprint of HarperCollinsPublishers





images/00004.jpg





images/00003.jpg





images/00005.jpg
Jon Scieszka presents
THE GUYS READ LIBRARY
OF GREAT READING

GUYSTREAD GUYSTREAD

EDITED BY
JON SCIESZKA

JON SCIESZKA

The complete collections.
What more could a guy ask for?

&
Also available from

H HarperAudlo

WWW. harpercollmschnldrens com An Iy erCollinsPublishers

WALDEN POND PRESS





