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To Ada and Ben, if people like the book.

If not, let’s go ahead and give this one to Marty.




I don’t say I’ve got much of a soul, but, such as it is, I’m perfectly satisfied with the little chap. I don’t want people fooling about with it. “Leave it alone,” I say. “Don’t touch it. I like it the way it is.”

—P. G. Wodehouse, Joy in the Morning







PROLOGUE


Reader, I hope you don’t mind bad words. Do you? I don’t typically use bad words, but I feel, yes, I feel it is time for one. Here goes:

GOSH.

I already regret saying it, but if you had suffered what I have suffered during the past month, you too would find yourself saying the G-word.

I mean, my g***. Have you noticed how in movies and shows and books, everyone always ends up better off at the end? They go on an adventure or a journey, and when they get home they’ve discovered the importance of family or the power of friendship or their hidden special talent. And then they say, “Ah, yes, we struggled, but we all learned something.”

This sort of thing:

[image: Four characters stand together while a curly-haired figure at the center speaks with one hand on their chest and another raised, as they say, “And I couldn’t have done it without the true spirit of love or whatever.”]

Well, let me tell you, I have just gotten through a struggle myself, and the one thing I learned is that I should have stayed home. If I had, I might’ve avoided weeks of doing something when I could’ve done nothing. And what a something. Mystery, conspiracy, hatred, treachery, lies, friendship destroyed, a town devastated, and the rise of a supervillain no one could have ever imagined.

Pass me one of those peanut butter cups, would you? No? No, you’re thinking, “I’m reading a book, not in the room with you, is your brain made of old rags or what?”

Very well. But I suspect when my tale of sorrow is complete, you will take back that comment about rags, which I assume was an insult, and deliver the candy at once.

And it all began so well.








Part One
PARADISE LOST
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Thursday afternoon. A four-day weekend. I lay on my best friend Gary’s couch, reading my favorite magazine.

[image: A person wearing a sailor hat reads a book titled “Pictures of boats without words.” Another figure sits facing large mushroom clouds rising in the background beyond a window or opening.]

Do you know Gary?

No?

Good old Gary.

A chum from back in the old days of diaper and bottle. We’d been sharing secrets ever since we each only knew one word, which was “dog.” “Dog,” one of us would say, and the other would reply, “Dog,” and we would wink knowingly.

Things were simpler back then.

These days our main activity is sitting together while he plays violent video games. Personally, I don’t enjoy video games—much too stimulating. And anyway, Gary likes to play in silence for twenty hours a day.

His doctor says he has a “behavioral addiction,” but I say that doctors are behaviorally addicted to telling kids what to do.

So we sat together in beautiful friendship. Gary: exploding pixies or turning gnomes inside out. Me: continuing to exist. Paradise.

Making the scene perfect were Gary’s parents. I adore them. Why? Because they demand nothing.

I mean, have you noticed how adults are always saying, “You’re wonderful just the way you are,” then constantly trying to change you? This sort of thing:


[image: Three panels depict figures labeled “ADULT” and “kid” speaking. The top panel depicts the adult saying you are enough. The middle panel features a kid thanking the adult. The bottom panel features the adult ranting about school, work, and a house not being a hotel while the kid cries.]

But Gary’s parents? Just the opposite.

My word, they treat me like a cross between the king of England and a kitten born without bones. I once yawned and Gary’s dad stuck a chocolate bar directly into my mouth. I think he would’ve closed my jaw for me if I’d asked. I think I will ask next time. And then he patted my head, fluffed my pillow, and called me a good little fella, which I am.

Gary hates this sort of thing. He says his parents treat kids like babies. Fah! His problem is that he has pride—something I long ago abandoned. I mean, what does it get you to have pride or self-esteem or whatever? Not this, surely:

[image: A bearded man stands beside a couch while holding a fishing line with bait hanging over a reclining figure. The man asks, “Who’s the idle fishy hungry for its popsicle?” as the boy replies, “It’s me! Me!”]

Admittedly, this isn’t the life my parents had imagined for me.

Don’t let my jellylike arms or my empty cowlike stare fool you. I come from a family of champions—an endless lineage of absolute go-getters. Scientists, generals, adventurers, athletes, probably a sprinkling of thieves and assassins in there somewhere, not to mention an astronaut or two. My siblings are already out saving the world, as are my parents and grandparents.

Lovely for them, no doubt, but not for Sawyer. Oh, they tried to get me involved. Hundreds of times. But I have always said no.

Like when my uncle, who only goes by the code name 86X, tried to get me to join a secret network of spy children. I mean, I ask you, what is the upside to being a spy? I don’t want to jump out of planes all day, or drive my own car, or heaven forbid smooch spy girls. And why do the Forces of Evil need to be thwarted every last time? In movies, Good always wins, but the problems just keep coming. Give Evil a chance, I say.

Or take my great-aunt from Britain, Grizmelva. One Halloween, at midnight, she shows up on my porch surrounded by witches and werewolves, saying, “Sawyer, come away! The prophecy says you are chosen to defeat the Dark Wizard, Skelegob!”

Do you know what I did? I fastened the locks, made my way to the basement, and hid beneath a beanbag till they all sighed, shrugged, and went off to find the prophecy’s second choice.


[image: Several costumed figures stand outside a small house with glass windows, as one person near the door says, “Hello? Hellooo? Glorious destiny! Fame! Riches! Love! Hellooo?” Below, a small creature crouches beside a ladder that connects to the house as he thinks, “Must remain perfectly still...”]

If you read books, you know a kid my age can’t be too careful. Mysterious people from your family’s past are lurking around practically every corner, just waiting to whisk you off the couch, into some adventure or mystery.

Well, not me.

I keep a list of things I will not do, and it’s getting rather extensive:

[image: A handwritten poster taped at the corners reads “Sawyer will not” with a numbered list of forbidden actions involving portals, dragons, kingdoms, treasure, crystals, samurai, destiny, and travel. Large “NO” text appears near the center.]

NOPE. None of it. NONE. I believe we are brought into this world for a higher purpose, and if you play your cards right, you can avoid that higher purpose until it’s too late.

Not that it’s always easy.

In fact, spending the weekend being treated like an injured dolphin who’d just washed up on the beach and said “Chocolate might help” was only half of why I’d come to Gary’s. The other half was hiding. Avoiding the iron-spined dictator of my life: my wicked Aunt Celia.

I call her wicked because she is.

Whenever my parents are away, which is always, I live alone in a cottage on Aunt Celia’s farm. She wakes me up at seven in the morning, every day, even on weekends, even though I have told her repeatedly that I do not receive guests before noon. Her goal is to have me “make something of myself.”

[image: A person with curly hair and glasses gestures dramatically with both fists as he says, “Seize the day, young man!” A boy wearing a cap holds an ice pop as he replies, “But... why?”]

She has a cat, named Struggle, trained to detect and attack anyone who isn’t striving in life. Celia once drove me to an orchard and made me pick apples to “build character.” From the car, I pointed at one and, in my clever way, said, “I pick that one!”

Struggle the cat bit me on my pointing finger. I couldn’t shake him off for several minutes, and when I finally did, I swear to you, he looked me in the eyes and meowed the word “laaaazy.”

Which is why, that Thursday, Sawyer Lee lay atop his friend Gary’s couch, turning a magazine page, far from any destiny Aunt Celia or anyone else might be cooking up for him.

But sometimes, when you least expect it, destiny is lurking around the corner, flexing its fingers, ready to beat you in the skull with a concrete brick.

Or in my case, a gourd.






2


The one downside to being doted on by Gary’s parents is that they are into things. Crochet, gardening, having jobs, karaoke … One tolerates this sort of behavior politely, but recently politeness had become a challenge. Our little town of Ovelaville was about to have its yearly festival—the Gourd Thump.

Have you been? Don’t. Don’t have been.

Every fall, everyone in town loses their minds for nature’s dullest creation—the gourd. A horrible vegetable. Like God was trying to evolve a cucumber into a brick and gave up halfway.

[image: A pear-shaped gourd with a short stem appears above the handwritten word “Hooray.”]

When late fall approaches, everyone starts talking about gourds, wearing gourd hats, practicing for the gourd-seed-spitting competition, and worst of all, making gourd puns. This sort of thing:

[image: A woman in a wide hat exclaims, “Oh my gourd! What a gourd-geous day!” as she approaches a market stand labeled “Gourds,” where two laughing sellers sit among piles of gourds. Signs read, “More gourds for some reason, Buy 1, now you have 1!]

Actually no, worst of all is the Gourd Spirit Display competition, where people bring their most impressive specimens of gourditude and build displays around themes like “Friendship” or “Community” or “Ending War in the Middle East.” The whole town votes on who has the best one, and then the festival mascot, Gourdon, declares the winner. They get to be Gourd King or Queen for a whole year.

Gary’s parents were way into it. At least seven times a day, they explained to me how they’d fallen in love while building a gourd display together back when they were my age.

“There’s nothing more beautiful than a girl with a gourd,” Gary’s dad said to me. “There should be a word for it.”

“Nrrrg,” I said, attempting to say “no” through the chocolate bar in my mouth.

“Girl with a gourd,” he said, lost in thought. Then he looked at me intensely. “Gourld.”

“Nrrrg!”

This year, Gary’s parents had been elected as the Gourd Spirit Display Rules Committee. It’s not really a job, since nobody has been accused of breaking a rule since the rule book was written in 1894. But it comes with stuff: official hats, armbands, capes, and a pair of gourd-swords. Most hideous of all is the Ovelaville Gourdmobile. It’s the same vehicle they use for the Christmas parade snowman, but during fall, it’s outfitted to look like a giant gourd. In its trunk is the Ovelaville Gourd Pulper—the final destination for the gourd of anyone caught cheating. Never used, but very intimidating.

[image: A machine with two large rotating rollers sits beneath a sign reading “Insert (down arrow) gourd.” The rollers feature segmented cylindrical sections arranged horizontally inside a rectangular frame.]

Their favorite activity was parading down Main Street twice a day while all the other adults died of envy.

[image: Two people wearing caps and sashes labeled “Committee” walk arm in arm past houses. A man watches from the window in the background as he shouts, “I hate them... for they are beautiful.”]

This year, for their gourd display, Gary’s parents were planning to wear a two-headed sweater shaped like a heart while holding a gigantic, fuzzy pink gourd imported from Panama. The theme was “Love.” As they showed the display to me, a question popped into my head:

[image: A person wearing a sailor cap lies in bed with hands raised toward the chest, as he asks “whyyyyy?” while a book or magazine rests on the blanket.]

They fell silent and serious, looked at each other, looked at me. Then Gary’s mom spoke, in a voice like a werewolf with the flu: “I would do anything to win.”

“Anything,” added Gary’s dad.

“Anything,” added Gary’s mom, who was now choking a lamp with her bare hands as if it’d killed her family and after years of hunting she’d finally cornered it hiding on an end table.

“Anything,” said Gary’s dad, looking his wife in the eye, “for my beautiful gourld.”

They smooched a juicy one as I shielded myself with the magazine.

[image: Two adults kiss closely while a “CENSORED” label covers their faces, and hearts float above them. A person lies on the couch behind them and whispers, “Must remain perfectly still.” In the background, a person lies with a BOOM sound on television while a kid sits watching it.]

So far, I had avoided this Gourd Thump every year of my life, and I’ll tell you how. I find that dealing with a problem is much like dealing with a parent, teacher, or coach. Ignore them long enough and they give up on you.

This works surprisingly well.

Do you know, I was once at a New Year’s Eve marshmallow roast and my hair caught fire? Did I deal with the problem? No. I ignored it, and sure enough, someone ran over with a blanket and smothered the thing out.

Or there was the time I became tired while swimming. I relaxed my arms, stilled my legs, and sank beneath the waves. Did I drown? Not even a little. I ignored the problem, and before my feet touched bottom, someone dove in, grabbed hold, and placed me ashore by the Popsicle stand.

Ignore the thing, the thing goes away. That’s my motto.

But it isn’t always easy to live up to. Indeed, that midnight, as I whistled for more popcorn, my phone buzzed. And buzzed. And buzzed.

Aunt Celia got the phone for me so she could reach me anytime, and I figured it was her texting. Couldn’t be sure of course, because I didn’t feel like looking at it. But then instead of buzzing, it started ringing. “My word,” I said to myself after the eighteenth call went to voicemail. “Must be serious stuff.”

So I slid it under my pillow and returned to my magazine.

The evening passed in peace. But the following day, I was playing Popsicle-fish with Gary’s dad again. As I leaned to one side, shouting, “It’s me!” to express my interest in the Popsicle, the phone fell out from beneath the pillow. When it did, I saw this:

[image: A phone screen tilted sideways displays the message “URGENT CALL NOW.” Small notification icons appear near the edge.]

I could tell at a glance that it was urgent. Possibly someone was dying and needed me to race to their bedside. Or maybe I’d won the lottery and had to get the money right now or lose all.

That got me moving: I grabbed the phone, slipped it into a shoe, wrapped the shoe in towels, and stuck everything beneath the couch.

I mean, if a phone rings and no one is around to hear … does it make a sound?


OEBPS/images/pg17.jpg
{O knOw ha-t

ﬂ now ‘ta

’/ /brce you to

Spen Lwelve years i school
Jm-mg the OnI’ L free years of yaur
am/ eﬂ e{ e/je

075&






OEBPS/images/pg21.jpg
<ENeR WIL wor)

® Join hidden group of
PS_‘]C\‘ﬁCS / magicians / wizords [etc.

@Wa‘k ‘umlo mas":eﬁous c|ose|;s,
cupboards, or ?or{qls

@ Travel space

@ Travel underwater &

®@Travel overwater %

N\ @TWGV -

4 73 Befriend c'r on ir‘ﬁ
'(:a“(‘mﬁ anima'?}efz/gr nS/

er'mg peace to warring kingJoms

@Br'mg war to peacing kingdoms

Learn H’ne ways of the

ni nja Sworc‘smcm/ Samurai / e{:c.

@F‘mcl the treasure

@ F'mc‘ {:\'le crgsl:als

'\'@ -1 brue: fother [mother/ love fete.
Seek any of the {ollowing: |

'por{une, ‘c&:me, {\'u‘“", Jesi'mg,gxtafe






OEBPS/images/pg22.jpg





OEBPS/images/pg24.jpg
7{ [ oraég.





OEBPS/images/NewsletterSignup.jpg
Sign Up





OEBPS/images/pg25.jpg
3
AN XK
Eie s
v, I Z. 74
NS el

wrdh |






OEBPS/images/pg10.jpg
Anc‘ I coulc\n'{:
kc\ve c‘one it without
f"\e krue <pi it of

love or whatever.






OEBPS/images/pg27-1.jpg





OEBPS/images/pg18.jpg
ths 'H'le ’N:‘(“e -F;s\—‘a’
\'mn% for 't{s PO?S'ocle?

‘
/
_——






OEBPS/nav.xhtml




Contents





		Title Page



		Copyright Notice



		Dedication



		Epigraph



		Prologue



		Part One. Paradise Lost



		Chapter 1



		Chapter 2



		Chapter 3



		Chapter 4



		Chapter 5



		Chapter 6



		Chapter 7



		Chapter 8









		Part Two. The Gourd of Our Fathers



		Chapter 9



		Chapter 10



		Chapter 11



		Chapter 12



		Chapter 13









		Part Three. And Then There Were None



		Chapter 14



		Chapter 15



		Chapter 16



		Chapter 17



		Chapter 18



		Chapter 19



		Chapter 20



		Chapter 21



		Chapter 22



		Chapter 23



		Chapter 24









		Part Four. The Most Dangerous Game



		Chapter 25



		Chapter 26



		Chapter 27



		Chapter 28



		Chapter 29



		Chapter 30



		Chapter 31



		Chapter 32



		Chapter 33



		Chapter 34









		About the Author



		Newsletter Sign-up



		Copyright











Guide





		Cover



		Title Page



		Dedication



		Prologue



		Part One. Paradise Lost



		Chapter 1







		Start of Content











Pagebreaks of the print version





		Cover Page



		iii



		v



		vii



		1



		2



		4



		5



		7



		8



		9



		10



		11



		12



		13



		14



		15



		16



		17



		18



		19



		20



		21



		22



		23





































































































































































































































































































































































OEBPS/images/pg27-2.jpg





OEBPS/images/pg28.jpg





OEBPS/images/pg29.jpg
mus{;... remain...

perCecHS... still...





OEBPS/images/pg31.jpg





OEBPS/images/pg15.jpg
==

P|CTURES

ATS
WiTHOUT
WORDS_






OEBPS/images/9780374393489.jpg
ﬂ

DQ @

'4 .7“ -
ia 8L
/. AW S

=‘

J.—_-.—__——-__

NEW YORK TIMES-BESTSELLING AUTHOR

ZACH WEINERSMITH





OEBPS/images/titlepage.jpg
ZACH WEINERSMITH

SAWYER LEE

AND THE QUEST TO
JUSTSTAY HOME

eeeee





OEBPS/images/pg20.jpg
l—'e“o? //8/0000.7 G'orious Jes'l:ing./
Fame./ Ri c\'nes./ Love/

7 V.
Pl X
ISRy 1
1

remain...





