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CHAPTER OME

ra

oF
(’] —answer me this: why would anyone want to wear
an overcoat in San Francisco in the middle of sum-
merd” Sophie Mewman pressed her ingers agaimst the Blue-
tooth earpiece as she spoke.
3n the other side of the continent, her fashion-conscious
friend Elle inguired matter-of-factly, “What sort of coar?”
Wiping her hands on the cloth wcked inte her apron
strings, Sophie moved out from behind the counter of the
empty coffee shop and stepped up 1o the window, warching
men emerge from the car across the street. “Heavy black
wol overcoats, They're even weanng black gloves and hats,
And sunglasses.” She pressed her face agains the glass. “Even
for this city, that's jusr a litre foeweird ™
“Maybe they're undertakers!™ Elle suggested, her voice

popping and clicking on the cell phone. Sophie could hear



something loud and dismal plaving in the background—
Lacrimosa mayvhe, or Amorphis. Elle had never quire got over
her Goth pliase,

“Mavbe,™ Sophie answered, sounding unconvinced. She’d
been charming on the phone with her friend when, a few mo-
ments carlier, she'd spotted the unusual-looking car, Tv was
long and sleek and looked as if it belonged in an old black-
apd-whire movie, As it drove past the window, sunlight re-
flected off the blacked-out windows, brefly illuminating the
intenior of the coffee shop in warm vellow-gold light, blinding
Sophic. Blinking away the black spots dancing before her eyes,
she watched as the car murned ot the bottom of the hill and
slowly returned. Without signaling, it pulled over directly in
front of The Small Book Shop, nght across the street.

“Maybe chey're Mafia,” Elle suggested dramartically. My
dad knows someone m the Mafia, But he daves a Privs,” she
added.

“This is most definitely not a Prius,” Sophie sid, looking
apain at the car and the two larpe men standing; on the street
bundled wp in their heavy overcoars, gloves and hats, their
eyes hidden behind overlarge sunglasses.

“Maybe they're just cald,” Elle supggested. *Doesn’n it get
cosnnl in an Fraoceseon:™

Sophie Mewman glanced at the clock and chermometer
on the wall over the counrer behind her. *Ir's owo-fifteen
here o . . amd cighty-one degrees,” shic said. *Trust me,
thev're not cold. They must be dving. Wait,” she said, inter-
rupnnp heeself, “someching’s happening.™

The rear door opencd and another man, even larger than



the first two, climbed siflly ou of the car, As he closed che
door, sunlight boctly touched s tace and Sophic caughe a
glimpse ol pale, unhealthy-looking prav-white skin, She ad-
justed the volume on the carpiece, “OK. You should sce what
just chimbed owt of the car. A hoge guy with gray skin. Gray.
That might explain it; maybe they have some wpe of skin
condition,”

*I saw a Narional Geagraphic documentary about people
who can™ go ot in the sun L7 Elle Began, bu Sophic was
no longer listening to her.

A fourch figure stepped our of the car,

He was a small, rather dapper-looking man, dressed ina
near charcoal-gray chree-picce suir char looked vaguely ald-
fashioned bur that she could rell bad been milor-made tor
him, His iren gray hair was pulled back from an angular face
into a dght ponvail, while a near rriangular beard, mostly
black But fecked wich gray, concealed his mouth and chin,
He moved away from the car and stepped under the stnped
awning that covered the travs of books outside the shop.
When he picked up a bnghtly colored paperback and turned
it over in his hands, Sophic noticed char he was weaning gray
ploves. A pearl button ar the wrist winked in the light,

“They're going into the bookshop,” she said inte her car
riege,

“1s Jush still working there?™ Elle immediately asked.

Sophie ignored the sudden interest in her friend’s voice.
The lact that her best frend liked her twin brother was just a
little too weird. *Yeah. I'm poing to call bim to see what's up.
Pl call you rghn back,™ She hung up, pulled out the earpicce
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" The truth: Nicholas Flamel was born in Paris on Seprember 25,
B 1330, Mearly seven hundred years later. he 15 acknowledged as
the preatest Alchemyst of his day. e s said ch he didkovered §
the secret of etemal life
The records show thar he died in 1415.
But his tomb is empty.

making the elixit of life for centunes. The gecret of etemal life s
hidden within the book he prorecs—the Book of Abraham the
Mage. o' the maose |ln.|1|.'1l:'flj| boak thar bos ever existed. [n the
wrong hands. it will desroy the world.

Thar's exacrly whar D, John Dee plans 1o do when he sieals
it. Humankind won't know whai™s hoppening until ii's roo Lace.

And if rhe pmphrc'_.' is righu, 5|'-|']1|:_' aried Jn:—h Mewman are the
™

only ones with the power to sive the world as we know i

Sometimes legends are crue.

o

o And Suphic and Josh Newman are about to find themselves ™

in the middle of che greatest legend of all rime.
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