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Life is not easy for twelve-year-old Erec Rex. His single mother can barely
support her six adopted kids. And they've moved into an apartment so tiny that
Erec sleeps with the washing machine. Worse, there is a strange force within
Erec that is making him do odd things. His urge to obey these thoughts grows --
until it becomes impossible to resist them.

Then one morning, Erec's mother is missing. The force inside Erec commands
him to find her, leading him on an adventure that will change him forever. When
he arrives in Alypium, a hidden world where old knowledge of magic is kept,
Erec learns that his mother and the entire kingdom are in peril. And he might be
the only one who can save them.
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Editorial Review

Review
Dragon's Eye is a fantastic tale of a boy who gets caught up in a world he never knew existed and finds out
he's part of something bigger than he knew. It is a magical story filled with suspense, intensity, heart and
courage. I loved this book.

About the Author
Kaza Kingsley is a writer, artist, and singer who loves travel and adventure, especially in dangerous and
mystical realms. Kaza is also a movie buff and reads constantly when she’s not writing books. When she is
not off exploring, she can be found in Cincinnati with her loving family...although she may be dreaming of
the stars.

Excerpt. © Reprinted by permission. All rights reserved.
The Dragon’s Eye

CHAPTER ONE

Mrs. Smith

IT WAS EARLY, far too early to wake up in the summer, when Erec Ulysses Rex’s alarm clock went off.
The thing paced on its tiny metal legs until it could not stand to wait anymore. Then it kicked a marble that
hit Erec right in the cheek, just below his glass eye.

Erec rubbed his face and moaned. He opened his good eye. His alarm clock was doing a kind of end-zone
dance. It pirouetted toward a pen and booted it expertly into Erec’s ear. Erec groaned. The obnoxious thing
would pounce on him if he didn’t get up fast. He could always throw it across the room, but it would only
find its way back. And then tomorrow it would wake him even earlier.

“Leave me alone. I told you I can sleep late. It’s summer.” As Erec pried his head from his pillow, something
grabbed his mouth. It was his toothbrush, another annoying gift from his mother. It shook its brush head over
Erec’s teeth, gripping his lips with its thin arms and legs. Erec almost choked.

He yanked the toothbrush from his mouth, threw it on the floor, and watched it run from the room. Last night
Erec had jammed the alarm clock in the back of a bathroom cabinet. He wondered if the toothbrush had
helped it escape.

Long ago, when they could afford such things, his mother had ordered these strange, lifelike objects from
some store named Vulcan. As he grew up, he became used to these creatures and thought of them almost as
pets. But his mother insisted on hiding them from visitors, who if they saw them might think they had
completely gone crazy.

It was the start of another bad day, in a bad week, in what Erec thought was a very bad year. His large family



kept moving to smaller and smaller places, and growing poorer and poorer. In fact, they had moved nine
times this year alone. That left hardly enough time to make friends, let alone say good-bye when he moved
again.

A few days ago, twelve-year-old Erec, his siblings, pets, and their adoptive mother, June O’Hara, moved into
what the landlord called a “very modest apartment” in New York City. “Of course,” he added, “legally, this
is too small for you all to live here.” Erec thought the landlord was being generous in his description. Rather
than crowding on the couch with his brothers, Erec slept in a small closet with the washing machine. He
hoped his mother didn’t find more strays—for that’s what they all were.

All of the children in Erec’s family were . . . well, unique. Erec had a glass eye (which was really a sort of
plastic). Eleven-year-old Nell needed a walker. Trevor, nine, rarely spoke. The thirteen-year-old twins,
Danny and Sammy, were found alone and abandoned. And four-year-old Zoey could be more than a little
wild.

Erec was tall and thin with dark hair that was straight in front and wildly curly in the back. His glass eye did
not quite match his blue one. But Erec had another problem, far worse than his odd hair and eye. It was
something he called “cloudy thoughts.”

Erec’s cloudy thoughts left him dizzy and hazy, like polluted clouds were spinning through his brain. They
made his stomach leap into his throat and threaten to hold a Boston Tea Party, dumping its contents out
while singing a war chant. But worst of all, once a cloudy thought popped into his head, it was like an order.
It would grab him like a sumo wrestler, terrifying him until he followed its command. He felt like a puppet,
out of control. No matter how hard he fought, he had to obey.

So far the odd things he was ordered to do were good, like putting pillows at the bottom of the stairs
moments before Zoey crashed down, or grabbing her before she ran in front of a car. He was glad to help, of
course, but mostly felt like an unpaid, nauseated babysitter. And a freak. It was like coming down with an
extremely annoying combination of ESP and the stomach flu. But, worse, he was haunted by a fear: What if
someday he was commanded to do something terrible?

*  *  *

Erec had not slept well. A loud click had woken him in the middle of the night. He’d figured it was probably
a new apartment sound. His stomach had churned for a bit, but, luckily, he’d fallen back to sleep.

He combed the front, straight part of his dark hair, not bothering with the tangled curls in back, and stepped
over his sleeping dogs, Tutt and King. The coat rack, another of his mother’s purchases from Vulcan, nearly
bumped into him as he stumbled by in the hallway. It tried to get attention, tap dancing on the carpet,
flapping its wooden arms. Erec waved it away.

Sunlight streamed into the small kitchen, glinting off the twins’ sandy brown hair: Danny’s standing on end,
and Sammy’s pulled into a ponytail. Long and lean, Danny wolfed Flying Count cereal from a box. He rolled
his bright blue eyes at Erec. “She woke me up.”

Sammy hunched in her chair with a frown. “You’d have woken me if that big . . . clown was in your room
staring at you.”

“Yeah, right.” Danny munched more cereal.



“What are you talking about?” Erec asked.

“That.” Sammy pointed at an immense woman overflowing a plastic folding chair by the front door. She did
look like a clown. Unnatural white powder coated her face. Her orblike cheeks were decorated with bright
red circles of makeup like great balls of fire. Her nose bulged, and thick blue war paint surrounded her
slitlike eyes. Slick black hair clung to her wide face, coming to a point at her first chin. A small wedge of
bangs in the middle of her forehead made her already heart-shaped face look like an ill-conceived valentine.

“Who is she?”

“The babysitter. Must be magic she doesn’t break that chair,” Sammy whispered. “I woke up, and she was
standing over my bed staring at me. I thought I was in a nightmare.”

“Did she wake Nell and Zoey?”

Sammy shook her head. “She was only staring at me.”

“Another admirer. Clowning around.” Danny batted his eyes and fanned himself with his hand.

“Shut up.” A grin took over Sammy’s face.

Danny lowered his voice. “Clown convention gathers in honor of Sammy Rex. Awed by her beauty, they
crown her Clown Queen.” He raised his eyebrows. “Oh, no! Your nose is starting to puff!”

Sammy giggled, the morning’s bad start forgotten.

“Mom doesn’t go out this early,” Erec said, looking around for her. “And she doesn’t get sitters anymore.
Where did she go?”

Danny shrugged. “To find work, I guess.” He shoved his cereal at Erec. “Want some?”

Erec took a handful of miniature flying counts. His mother had to work several jobs to support them all, he
knew that. But it felt like he never saw her anymore.

The toaster, another Vulcan special, shot two pieces of burnt toast at Erec’s chest. He caught them, looked
them over, and put them on the counter. “I’m sick of toast.” The toaster puffed smoke and plopped on the
counter.

“Mom forgot to hide the Vulcan things,” Erec pointed out. “The coat rack is wandering the hall. What if the
sitter sees?”

“She’ll think she’s crazy,” Danny said, liking this idea. “It could be fun.”

Suddenly the room started spinning. Erec grabbed the counter and took a deep breath to steady himself. His
stomach twisted and did somersaults like an acrobat. In the distance, it sounded like Sammy was asking if he
was all right.

Fear filled his chest. It was happening again. He would be ordered to do something, yet he would fight it
with every ounce of his being because it made him feel so terrified and out of control.



Then the cloudy thought commanded him: Go find your mother.

Where?

Outside the east entrance of Grand Central Station. The hot-dog stand. She would not be there, he somehow
knew, but he had to go there to find her. She was not hurt but lost.

Erec dropped into a chair and crossed his arms. The dizzy feeling was gone, leaving him gagging. This was
ridiculous. His mom was fine. Now he had to run across town because she got lost on the way to a job
interview? No way. He was staying right here. His mom could buy a map. It was bad enough having to help
little Zoey. This was not fair.

Erec grabbed his seat, fighting his body’s urge to run to Grand Central Station. His feet danced around him,
and his legs shot under the table, trying to push him up.

Danny cocked an eyebrow. “Are you getting one of those cloudy things again?”

Erec nodded. He gripped the chair, fighting the urge to stand, until his hands ached. He had to give in. He
would not rest until he followed the command. “I gotta get out of here,” he said. “I have to find Mom.” He
got up.

“How will you find her?” Sammy said. “She didn’t leave a note.”

Danny shrugged. “He’ll find her, all right. He’ll crash into her by accident. Remember when he was
studying, and he had to run outside in his pajamas and pick up a garbage can, and he didn’t know why? And
it turned out that scrawny cat was pinned under it.”

Erec wished he could forget. It was bad enough to be forced to do things for other people, let alone every
animal around. Was he servant to the universe?

He ran without thinking through his sisters’ room, into the closet where his mother slept, and picked up a
picture of his mother holding Zoey.

Nell stayed asleep, but Zoey stood on her cot, blond curls falling messily over her purple nightgown and
around her wide hazel eyes. She looked at the picture and danced around the room. “It’s me! It’s me!”

So this cloudy thought involved taking a picture of his mother to a hot-dog stand where she was not going to
be in order to find her. Erec shook his head and shoved the picture in his pocket.

The fortresslike babysitter perched by the front door. Her eyes widened when she saw Erec and then settled
back into serene, feline watchfulness. She reminded him of a strange dream where one of his cats grew huge
and tried to eat him. “I’m going out . . .”

The sitter raised a finger, watching the tiny television. A news story blared: “Thanatos Baskania, the self-
dubbed Crown Prince of Peace, continues his push for peace on earth. He says our world leaders need a
larger power guiding them to bring us the peaceful existence we deserve. Baskania and his many
multinational corporations are putting enormous amounts of money and people power into this ‘larger
power,’ the new world peace organization, Eye of the World. Today, amid much controversy, Eye of the
World has been accepted as the ruling body of the United Nations.”



The babysitter nodded with a thin-lipped smile. “Good man,” she croaked. Red-haired Trevor snoozed,
oblivious, on the couch.

Erec’s toes were tapping, ready to run. “I’ll be back soon.” As he reached for the door, though, the clown-
woman flicked an umbrella from under her chair and whacked the knob. Erec jerked his hand away just in
time.

“Nobody leaves the apartment.” The sitter’s voice sounded like a rake scraping gravel. “Don’t you introduce
yourself, young man?”

“I’m sorry.” He reached for the doorknob again, and as he did the umbrella rose in the air. His hand dropped.

“You’re Sorry. Okay, Sorry. Call me Mrs. Smith. What are the twins’ names?”

“Danny and Sammy.”

“Hmm. Danny and Sammy.”

Just then the coat rack sauntered into the room juggling three hats. Erec held his breath, waiting for the sitter
to scream. He should have thrown the coat rack in the closet.

The sitter’s beady eyes, swimming in blue makeup, coolly stared at the coat rack without a trace of surprise.
The coat rack seemed offended and threw a fourth hat into the air, as if to get more attention.

“I have to go. We’re out of food.” Erec touched the knob just before the umbrella smacked it, this time
grazing his fingers.

“No OUT!” rang like a jackhammer from her lips, and then a bland smile took over her face.

“But there’s no food.” The cloudy thought gripped him and his knees knocked.

The babysitter shrugged. “I don’t think you’ll starve to death.” Her eyes narrowed to slits. She sucked her
puffy cheeks in as if she was trying not to laugh.

Erec tried to grab the doorknob with an arm up to deflect the umbrella. This time, however, its unusually
large handle caught him around the waist and yanked him in front of Mrs. Smith. “Do that one more time,”
she rasped, “and I’ll have to tie you up.” Her tight frown turned into a small grin. “But don’t worry. We’re
all going soon enough. So run along, Sorry.”

Erec flew into the kitchen, where the twins sat gawking.

“She’s batty,” Sammy said. “Don’t worry. We’ll get you out of here.”

Erec was ready to jump the six floors to the sidewalk. “Where’s Zoey?” Danny asked. “We could sic her on
Mrs. Smith, and you can escape while she runs away in terror.”

“Look.” Sammy pointed. Mrs. Smith angrily swatted her face while Zoey, by her feet, chewed and stuffed
paper into a pen shell. A spitball sailed into Mrs. Smith’s puffy nose. She tried to kick Zoey without getting
up from her chair, but Zoey rolled away, laughing. Danny and Sammy giggled.



Zoey steadied herself and blew a spitball into Mrs. Smith’s open mouth. Mrs. Smith spat into her hand. She
tried again to kick Zoey, but missed.

“It’s like she’s glued to that chair,” whispered Sammy. She picked Zoey up. “You’re going to get hurt,
honey. Let the sitter rest. Did you go potty yet?”

“She’s such a mom,” said Danny.

“And you’re such a pest,” said Erec. The drive to leave was so overwhelming, Erec could hardly breathe.

“Shh.” Sammy winked at Erec. She took Zoey into the bathroom and called, “Mrs. Smith, Zoey needs help.”

The sitter filed her nails.

“Mrs. Smith! We need you.” Sammy sounded desperate.

Mrs. Smith held out her hand to admire her filing job. “Bathroom help is not in my job description.”

“Please. She’s getting sick.”

“Is she really,” the sitter said in a gravelly voice. It sounded more like a statement than a question. She
hummed quietly and filed the nails on her other hand.

Zoey left the bathroom, obviously needing no help, trailing a long stream of toilet paper. When Erec looked
into the bathroom, his breath left him. It was as if he had been plunged into ice water.

His mother’s glasses sat on the bathroom counter. The thick black frames were held by a thin, silky chain.
His mother never went anywhere without those glasses hanging around her neck, although she rarely used
them. In fact, Erec had never seen them off her. She even slept with them, and he often wondered how she
kept from crushing them.

Erec grabbed the glasses. His feet moonwalked toward the front door under the control of his cloudy thought,
until he stamped them a few times. “Look what I found.”

“Wow,” said Sammy. “I’ve never seen those off her before.”

“She never even uses them,” Danny said. “Maybe she’s finally sick of them.”

It was true. The only times Erec saw his mother actually put the glasses on her face was when she was alone
and thinking. She would stare into space. Afterward, her eyes would be red. When Erec asked why, she
would say they made her eyes water.

He looped them around his own neck, sure she would want them when he found her. Danny tried to pull
them off for fun, but the chain caught.

“I have to get out of here.” Erec looked around, breathing fast.

Danny winked and picked Zoey up. “I’ll be under my bed,” he whispered. “If this works, run for it.”



In a few minutes Zoey skipped back, a delighted grin on her face. “Danny’s climbing out the window. He’s
probably already gone!”

Mrs. Smith shot from her chair like a coyote after a roadrunner into Danny’s room. Her thick, stubby legs
and long feet flew over the beige carpet.

“What are you waiting for?” Sammy asked. “Go!”

Erec felt for his mother’s picture and made sure the glasses were around his neck. “Come with me?”

“Nah. I’d rather see what the sitter does when she finds Danny under the bed. Now go!”

Trevor snored on the couch, gripping his action figures of Franklin Stein, the Super A springball team
guardian, and a Cyclops. Erec was sure they were duking it out in Trevor’s dreams. He darted down the
stairs and ran three blocks before he dared look over his shoulder. There was no sign of the babysitter
chasing him.

Little did he know that he had taken only the first few steps of a very long journey.

Users Review

From reader reviews:

Frank Johnson:

Do you have favorite book? When you have, what is your favorite's book? Book is very important thing for
us to find out everything in the world. Each reserve has different aim or maybe goal; it means that
publication has different type. Some people truly feel enjoy to spend their time and energy to read a book.
These are reading whatever they consider because their hobby will be reading a book. Consider the person
who don't like studying a book? Sometime, particular person feel need book when they found difficult
problem or maybe exercise. Well, probably you will want this The Dragon's Eye (Erec Rex).

Jerry Sonnier:

Have you spare time for a day? What do you do when you have a lot more or little spare time? That's why,
you can choose the suitable activity intended for spend your time. Any person spent all their spare time to
take a wander, shopping, or went to the Mall. How about open or even read a book entitled The Dragon's
Eye (Erec Rex)? Maybe it is being best activity for you. You know beside you can spend your time with the
favorite's book, you can cleverer than before. Do you agree with its opinion or you have additional opinion?

Dolores Young:

Nowadays reading books become more and more than want or need but also get a life style. This reading
routine give you lot of advantages. The benefits you got of course the knowledge your information inside the
book that will improve your knowledge and information. The information you get based on what kind of e-
book you read, if you want send more knowledge just go with education books but if you want sense happy
read one along with theme for entertaining for example comic or novel. Often the The Dragon's Eye (Erec



Rex) is kind of book which is giving the reader erratic experience.

Diane Joiner:

Reading a book to become new life style in this season; every people loves to learn a book. When you learn a
book you can get a lot of benefit. When you read textbooks, you can improve your knowledge, due to the
fact book has a lot of information in it. The information that you will get depend on what sorts of book that
you have read. If you would like get information about your review, you can read education books, but if you
want to entertain yourself you can read a fiction books, these kinds of us novel, comics, in addition to soon.
The The Dragon's Eye (Erec Rex) offer you a new experience in studying a book.

Download and Read Online The Dragon's Eye (Erec Rex) By Kaza
Kingsley #0TODUM6KNAS



Read The Dragon's Eye (Erec Rex) By Kaza Kingsley for online
ebook

The Dragon's Eye (Erec Rex) By Kaza Kingsley Free PDF d0wnl0ad, audio books, books to read, good
books to read, cheap books, good books, online books, books online, book reviews epub, read books online,
books to read online, online library, greatbooks to read, PDF best books to read, top books to read The
Dragon's Eye (Erec Rex) By Kaza Kingsley books to read online.

Online The Dragon's Eye (Erec Rex) By Kaza Kingsley ebook PDF download

The Dragon's Eye (Erec Rex) By Kaza Kingsley Doc

The Dragon's Eye (Erec Rex) By Kaza Kingsley Mobipocket

The Dragon's Eye (Erec Rex) By Kaza Kingsley EPub

0TODUM6KNAS: The Dragon's Eye (Erec Rex) By Kaza Kingsley


