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\ gravevard at night.
d Ona moutifainside. By a lake.

" Our vision is blurred. Rain falls in sheets
around us.

Everywhere there is water, Dripping. Dripping.

A strange song starts to play. It sounds far away,
vet impossibly close,

Like the singing of fairies or sylphs.

Like the ringing of a thousand tiny voices inside
QLT E0OTs.

Above us, a crow flaps its wings against the rain
and, screcching, disappears into the dark.

Lightning briefly illuminates the tombstones at our
feet, but they are so old that no trace of name or dale re-
mains. They are no longer grave markers; they are just
rocks.

What lics bemeath is a mystery.

A mouse scurries bebween the stones, frantic. As if
he's trying to get out of a maze. A deadly trap.

Soon he is joined by others of his kind. They swim
against a tide of mud, Clawing at each other in their
desperate aftempl fo escape.

Automatically, we look in the direction they are
running from. There is a burial mound with a braken
tombstone on top. [ts jagged edge sithouetted as light-
hing strikes d second Hme.



The strange, eerie song wafts through the wind —
until it is drowned out by a crack of thunder.

As we watch, the broken stone topples — and lands
with a thud in the mud. A gaping hole is left in the
ground. Clods of dirt erupl. A mud voleana.

First one hand, then another — both very, very
large — emerge out of the hole, grasping at the mud to
find a hold.

And then: a nase.

At least, we think it's a nose; if could be a cauli-
flower —

"Cassandra ., "

e look dovwn. A lone, stranded mouse is calling to
us — s if from o great distance.

"Get up, Cass — if's late!™

He sounds eddly like our mother —

Shivering, Cass lifted her head off her pillow.

She was a member of a danperous scoret socicty
now, the Terces Society, she reminded herself. Or
she would be soon. She couldn't let a little dream
scare her.

What had Pietro, the old magician, said in his
letter? That once she and Max-Ernest had sworn the
Oath of Terces, they would “face the hazards and the
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hardships.” And that they must “obey all the orders
without the guestions. ™ *

If she couldn’t face her own dreams, how could
she face real enemies like Dr. L and Ms. Mauvais?
Like the Masters of the Midnight Sun.

Even so, the strange song lingered in her mind,
haunting her.

Again.

Each night a different dream. But always the
SATME SonE.

Why?

"Cassandra!”

Her mother was calling up to her from down-
stairs. Cass couldn’t hear every word but she knew
what her mother was saying:

Get up — it's latel I'm off toe work (... or to yo-
ga...or to a meeting), There's oafmeal on the stove
{...or grancls on the counter . . . or a waffle in the
foaster}, Don't forget you have vour math quiz (. . . or
book report . . . or oboe lesson ). Love you!

*| 1 YQU'VE MEVER SEEN THE LETTER, ] RECOMMEMD YOU READ LT YOUIH-
SELE. [T WS WIITTOM [M CODE AMD SIGWED P8 PIETRO BERGAMO. Cass
AMD HER FREIEMD M act-ERNEST EOUNL IT LICHED 0N & FOGGY WINDOW.
BLIT %31 SWILL EIMD [T AT THE END OF THE LAST CHAFTER OF MY FIRST
BOOK, Cars ase Max-ERNEST AaMD THE SECRET Or THE FOTTEN EGHE
SMELL. OB WHATEVER [1'% CALLED, WHETHER ¥OU READ THE WEOLE
BOOE FIRST {WELICE 15 THE HONOWAULE THING T3 DO) OR JUST SKIF TO
THE LETTER AKD THEH PUT THE BOOX BACK OM THE SHELE {WHICH 1% Bi-
SICALLY LIKE STEALIMG) 15 1JE T ¥OLU.



DANGEROUS SECRETS LIE BETWEEN
THE PAGES OF THIS BOOK,

OK, I warned you, But if you think I'll give anything
away, or tell you that this is the sequel to my frse leerary
endeavor, The Mame of This Bopk Is Secret, youlre wrong.

I'm nob godng B rermiod sou of our beroes, Crgs and bas-
Ermest, or the angoing fght agninst the evil O, L oand Mg,
Mavuvnis, I certnlnly won'l b telling you about the nefariows
Lord Pharaoh, or-how the kids stumble upan the Musenm
of Magle, where ehey finally mest ehé amazing Metral

Oh, blast! Pve done it again. | really can't help mysell,
now enn |7 Let's fee i1 vou're reading this, 185 oo late,

l READ ALL THE BOOKS IN THE SECRET SERIES!
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