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ONE

Hey buddy, what's your number?’ said ameta voice with a Brooklyn accent.

“I think that vacuum cleaner istalking to you,” said Fred.

| looked around the small room. There was an old-fashioned phone on the desk, big round
glass lamps, and one of those record players with ahand crank that you see in history books.
It looked like aroom from a hundred years ago.

The only piece that seemed out of place was the metal thing floating in midair right in front
of us. And Fred wasright. It did ook kind of like an overgrown vacuum cleaner.

The robot-vacuum thing floated closer. A beam of light shot out of its head and swept over
us from head to toe.

“Hey buddy, what' s your number?’

“It was the vacuum talking,” said Fred.

“I don’'t think that’s avacuum,” Sam whispered. “I’ll bet it'sa police robot, And now it's
going to blast uswith its death laser if we don’'t give it our numbers.”

“I don’'t understand,” | said. “We tapped the magic square to go one hundred yearsinto the
future. But except for the robot, it looks like we' ve gone one hundred yearsinto the past.”

Samrolled hiseyes. “What a surprise. We' ve never had any trouble with The Book before.”

The droid floated closer. Its metal voice sounded meaner now.

“Hey buddy, what' s your number?’

“Let’srunforit,” said Sam.

We moved left. The robot moved | eft.

We moved right. The robot moved right.

“Joe, you'rethe magician,” said Fred. “Tak toit. Show it atrick. Give it some dust ballsto
suck up.”

| didn’t know exactly what to say to arobot, but | figured atrick might impressit.

“Hello Mr. Vacuum—or Robot-Guy. Have ‘you ever seen ahuman bend meta?’ | took a
quarter out of my pocket and tapped it on the table. “Solid, right?’ | held it out in front of me,
at opposite edges, between the tips of my thumbs and forefingers. “ Observe.”

A little red light on the robot’ s head blinked.

| wiggled the quarter back and forth until it looked like it was bending. “Now I’ll straighten
it out.” | stopped and pretended to press the quarter fiat. “Pretty amazing, huh?’

Thered light on the robot’ s head blinked twice. It raised one arm and pointed something at
usthat looked an awful lot like alaser gun.

“Don’t shoot. We surrender. Take usto your leader,” said Sam, holding up both hands.

“Hey buddy, what's your number?’ Another robot arm extended a number pad at us.



“Giveit anumber,” said Sam. “Quick!”

| punched in my phone number.

Thered light blinked three times. “Wrong number.”

Fred kicked the back of the robot. “Maybe we can knock out its power.”

Thered light blinked three times. “Y ou got five seconds, buddy.”

Sam covered his head with both arms. “1 can’t believe I’ m going to be zapped by avacuum
cleaner. Good-bye, cruel world.”

“Three, two, one,” said the robot. It jetted back abit to get us al in its sights, then pointed
its weapon directly at us.

TWO

But before the Time Warp Trio meetsits end by vacuum cleaner, let me freeze time, then
go back in time to explain how we got to thistime.

It was all our teacher’ sfault. It was Mr. Chester’ s brainstorm to take our classon afield
trip to the American Museum of Natural History “To learn about how to livein the future
from how people used to livein the past.” That'swhat he said. Honest. We had to write it
down on our Museum Work shest.

Now don’'t get me wrong. | love the Museum. It’s one of the best placesin New Y ork City.
They’ ve got a prehistoric aligator skull that’s bigger than you, a herd of charging stuffed
elephants, and a car with aholein it from where it got bashed by a meteorite. If you sit close
enough to the animal exhibits, it feelslike you' reright in the jungle or the mountain or the
desert. And on hot summer days| like to go sit under the blue whale hanging from the ceiling
in the ocean life room. It s blue, and quiet, and cool. And it has an excellent pack of killer
whales.

But going to the museum on aclass trip is awhole different story. Y ou can’'t go look at the
war clubsin the Iroquoislonghouse. Y ou can't hang around the stuffed gorillas, And you can
never check out the rubber ants in the gift shop. Y ou aways have to stay together and answer
the questions on the dreaded Museum Workshest.

So there we were—standing under the huge Barosaurus skeleton in the museum lobby with
our whole class, listening to Mr. Chester.

“. .. which some people didn’t even believe existed. Does anyone know its name? It says
Barosaurus on the plague. Right. Now we' |l go in and look at the exhibits that show how
people lived from 1890 up to 1990. Take alook and think about what things have changed in
ahundred years. Stay together. Y ou can either take notes for your worksheet or write out the
complete answers as we go. Questions? No, you cannot check out the rubber antsin the gift
shop.”

The whole mob of ustrailed behind Mr. Chester. We stopped at the 1890s room, There was
an old-fashioned phone on the desk, big round glass lamps, and one of those record players
with a hand crank that you seein history books. A lady mannequin dressed in along dress
stood by thetable. A boy and a girl model were posed on the floor surrounded by marbles,
checkers, and jacks.

“Oh boy,” whispered Fred. “ Just what | was hoping to see. Dummies dressed in old
clothes.”

“How did those poor kidslive?’ said Sam. “No TV, no Walkman, no computer, no fun.”

“But look,” said Fred. “That ad out the window says BEER 5 cents. I'll bet pizzawasa

penny.”

13

.and changed the way peoplelived,” Mr. Chester droned on. “Question Two on your
sheet says, ‘List five inventions we use today that people didn’t use one hundred years ago.’
Can anyonetell me one?’



Sam’ shand shot up.

“Yes Sam?’

“The zipper, invented by W. L. Judson in 1893. Or the electric vacuum cleaner, invented by
Hubert Cecil Booth in 1901. Or the airplane the Wright brothers flew for thefirst timein
1903. Or frozen peas—"

“Thank you, Sam—"

“—invented by Clarence Birdseyein 1924. Scotch Tape, invented in 1929. And—"

“Thank you, Sam,” said Mr. Chester.

Mr. Chester led our class to the next room. Fred, Sam, and | owly worked our way to the
back of the class, then sat down on aledge in the 1920s room. Three gangsters were loading
boxes. One held his machine gun ready.

“Y ou’ ve been reading the dmanac again, haven't you?’ asked Fred.

“How could you tell?’ said Sam.

“Do you have abook of world recordstoo?’ asked Fred. “I love that stuff like the biggest
pizzaever.”

“122 feet, 8inchesin diameter,” | said, flipping aquarter up in the air.

“Wow,” said Fred. “Now that' s the kind of question | wouldn’t mind answering.”

| held up the quarter. “Would you like to see me bend meta with alittle magic?’

Fred took out his Museum Worksheet. “No, But | would like to see you fill out this
worksheet with alittle magic. Why do we have to answer this stuff anyway? We should tell
Mr. Chester if he really wants to find out this junk, he should travel back a hundred years
with The Book.”

“I’m sure that would go over big,” said Sam. “Just like Jo€' s excuse that we couldn’t do our
math homework because we ailmost got run over by awoolly mammoth.”

“Or your history paper on Blackbeard' sawful snging,” | said. “That was area winner.”
“What we redlly need,” said Sam, “is someone who can show us how to use The Book the
right way. Then we can travel around in time without worrying about getting killed while we

look for The Book to get us home.”

“Yeah,” said Fred. “Whatever happened to your Uncle Joe? He gave you The Book. He
should know how to useit.”

“I don't know,” | said. “My mom says he comes and goes. . . whatever that means. “

“Then what about your mom?’ said Sam. “ She gave The Book to your uncle Joe. Let’s ask
her how to work it.”

“WEell, she did show me thisone page.” | reached into my backpack and took out adark blue
book with twisting silver designs.

Sam jumped behind the corner of the gangster exhibit. “Oh no you don't. Put that thing
down. It might be loaded.”

“Don'tworry,” | said. “Thisisfoolproof.” | flipped open The Book. “It'scalled amagic
square.” | showed them this page.

Sam peeked around the corner. “What’ s so magic about that?’

“It has al nine numbers, one through nine. Add any threein aline and they always equal
fifteen.”
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“So al we have to do istap the numbers of the year we want to travel to.”

“What' swith the zero?’ said Fred.

“Magic squares don’t usualy have zeros, but it’s here for timetravel to yearswith azero.”

“Cool,” said Fred. “Let'sgo.”

“We could watch them build the pyramidsin Egypt,” | said.

Sam unfolded his Museum Workshest. “We could go back a hundred years and find out
what lifewasredly like then.”

Fred took off his'Y ankees hat and whacked us both on the head with it. “Y ou dweebs. Forget



studying! Let’sjust go goof around someplace. Someplace like. . . the future.”

“I don’t know,” said Sam, adjusting his glasses. “In every time-travel book | ever read,
people get in trouble when they go into the future. They either get caught by Time Police
Robots, or they run into themsealves and blow up.”

“Sowe'll go ahundred yearsinto the future,” said Fred. “Then we can’t run into ourselves.
WEe Il be dead. Plusit will be great to see what New Y ork looks likein ahundred years.”

“1995 plus 100 equals 2095,” | said and tappedout 2. . .0.. .9. .. 5.

The magic square seemed to spin on the page. The People through Time exhibit began to
fade behind a pale green mist. Mr. Chester and the rest of our class vanished. And we were
gone.

When we opened our eyes, we were standing in asmall room. We saw an old-fashioned
phone on the desk, big round glass lamps, one of those record players with a hand crank that
you seein history books, and something that looked like an over-grown vacuum cleaner
looking at us.

THREE

The Vacuum Cleaner Death Droid began to blink and hum.

| closed my eyes and waited for the sound of the Death Ray blasting usinto dust balls. But
instead, | heard the sound of a human voice.

“Oh, thereyou arel”

A tall woman with dark green hair and agown that lit up like a Christmas tree pushed aside
the killer robot and grabbed Sam by the shoulders.

“Those old-fashioned sight mods are perfect.”

“You likemy glasses?’ said Sam.

“Hey lady, what’ s your number?’ said the nagging metal voice.

The green-haired lady let out a gasp. “Oh no. This SellBot was going to spec you?’

Fred nodded. “He had us dead in hissights.”

“You didn't giveit your number did you?’

“Just my phone number,” | said.

“Thank goodness,” said the lady.
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The lady punched a quick series of numbers on the SellBot’ s keypad. It turned and floated
out of the room. Our rescuer turned and looked Fred over. “Where on earth did they find that
antique Y ankees hat? It's magnificent.”

Then she spied me. “And those shoes.” | looked at my beat-up, unlaced sneakers. “ They
look so authentic! But why are you in the 1890s room? | told the agency to have you report
to the 1990s room.”

Fred, Sam, and | looked at each other. We couldn’t quite figure out where we were. The
lady and the robot looked like something from a hundred yearsin the future. Everything else
looked like a hundred years in the padt.

“I’m Director Green,” said thelady. “I’m in charge of the Rooms of the Past exhibits.” She
walked over and touched thewall. A pand of tiny pictures, lines, and shapes appeared. “ The
exhibits open in ten minutes. Let’ s transport to the 1990s room and get you boys set up. “

She touched the glowing part of the wall, moved four blue triangles onto the middie of a
maze, then punched a blinking red arrow. The thing chirped like a cricket, and we were
instantly standing in a completely different room.

“A transporter,” whispered Sam. “So we must be in the future. “

“Then why doesit look like my bedroom?’ said Fred.

We looked around and saw Fred was right. Now it looked like we were in the 1990s.



Bugs Bunny and Daffy Duck were blasting each other onthe TV. A couch, and atable
stacked with board games, baseball cards, papers, apencil, and string filled the middle of the
room.

“Doesn’'t it make you fed just like you' re standing in the middle of the twentieth century?’
said Director Green.

| wondered how we could be standing in the middle of the twentieth century with robots and
transporters. | wondered why Director Green looked so different but sounded so much like
Mr. Chester. And that’ swhen | figured it out.

“What' sthe date today?’ | asked.

Director Green did her finger across another panel. The blue numbers 9/28/95 appeared.

“September 28,” she said.

“And that 95 doesn’t stand for 1995 doesit?’

Director Green laughed. “Only in thisroom. Y our job isto play the way children from the
1990s might have played. Down the hall it's 2025. Then we have the 2045 room, the
Swinging 2060s, and the 2075 room. For everyone else out there, it's 2095 al year long.”

Fred, Sam, and | looked at each other.

We were ahundred yearsin the future, standing in amuseum exhibit of a hundred years

pest

we' re supposed to be dummies from 19957" said Fred.

“That shouldn’t be too hard for some people | know,” said Sam.

Director Green handed me a book from the shelf.

“Why don’t you pretend you are scanning this. It's called abook. Y ou’ ve probably seen vids
of people using these in the old days. Can you imagine? People used to scan the output and
project stories on their own.”

| looked at the book. “ Green Eggs and Ham! That was my favorite when | wasakid.”

Director Green handed Fred aremote. “ And this controlsthe vid display. This early system
was called television. No one had even thought of brain stim. Images could only be beamed
to thislarge box. Children used to sit in front of it and file dataviavisua interface.”

Fred took the remote and stretched out on the couch. “1’ m not sure what you said, but |
definitely know how to watch cartoons. Thisisthe one where Bugs and Daffy fight over
rabbit season and duck season. Watch this. Daffy’ s going to blow his own beak to the top of
his head.”

Director Green gave us afunny look. “It'swonderful that you boys know so much about the
1990s. I'll be sure to mention it to your agency.” She looked around the room for something
for Sam. “Thiswould be perfect for you. It's called apencil. Y ou could pretend to be looking
through your old-fashioned spectacles and outputting text and picture files by hand.”

“Y ou want meto doodle?’ asked Sam.

“Oh, that’ s a perfect old dang word, too,” said Director Green. “Y ou could fool anyone
into thinking they were watching three boys from the 1990s at play.”

Fred, Sam, and | tried not to laugh.

“All set then,” said Director Green. “The Museum of Natural History People of the Past
exhibit isnow officialy open.” She pressed awavy red sign on thewall control panel. The
wall nearest the hall disappeared, but the pictures on it stayed right where they were. “I’ve
turned on the InvisWall. No one can get in. Use your code numbersto get out.”

She tapped a string of numbers on the control panel. A door appeared in the invisible wall
and she turned to leave. But when she opened the door, our real troubles began.

Three guysin funny-looking blue jeans and fakel ooking T-shirts walked into the room.
“Sorry we're late. The agency sent us for the 1990s exhibit,” said the kid in front.

“But that can't be,” said Director Green. “You're dready here.”

The second kid handed a disk to Director Green. She popped it into ad ot in the control
panel. She looked at us, then the three kids, then us, then the three kids again.



“That isthe agency contract. But if you are you, who—" she turned to us—- "are they?’

FOUR

Who arewe?’ repeated Sam. “Uh, we are—"

Fred stepped in front of Sam. “I’ll tell you who we are. We are.. . . magicians.”

Director Green looked puzzled.

The three guys cheered. “Magic!”

Fred put hisarm around my shoulder. “ Joe, the Magnificent, will show you an amazing
trick.”

| gave Fred my best evil eye, then tried to think of aquick trick. | took the pencil from Sam.

“Have you ever seen anything float in midair with no support?’ | said.

“Of course we have,” said thelead guy. “Y ou think we' ve never seen an anti-gravity disk?’

| had a sudden fedling it was going to be tough to impress kids a hundred yearsin the future.

“Makeit disappear,” said the second.

“Blow it up!” said thethird.

“I can do better than that,” | said. “I’ll turn it to rubber right before your very eyes.” | banged
the pencil on the table. “ Solid, right?’

Director Green jumped. “ Careful, please. There aren’t many of those antiques left.”

“| say the magic words three times—Banana bones, banana bones, bananabones.” | held the
pencil horizontal at eye level and wiggled it up and down. “Presto, it’s rubber!”

My audience looked completely unimpressed. “1 can also stick the pencil through my
head.” | put the eraser end of the pencil in my left ear and pushed my right cheek out with my
tongue. | pulled the pencil down and moved my tongue up. Pencil up, tongue down. Pencil
down, tongue up.

“Can you shoot fire out of your fingers?’ asked one of the kids.

“Maybe | should just run aquick check on you boys,” said Director Green, looking alittle
nervous. | had visions of the SellBot returning.

“Wait,” said Fred. “First let me show you this one magic knot trick. Stand in acircle and put
your right hands together.” Director Green and the three guys obeyed Fred’ s command.
“Now close your eyeswhile| tie the magic knot.” Fred tied their hands together and
motioned us toward the door in the InvisWall. “ Count backward with me. When we reach
zero, the magic knot will disappear. 60, 59, 58, 57. . .

Director Green and the three guysjoined in. “ 56, 55, 54, 53. . .

Fred, Sam, and | backed dlowly out the door counting. “52, 51, 50.. . .“ Wefound ourselves
in the middle of alarge room.

“I didn’t know you knew magic,” | said.

“I don't,” said Fred. “Let’ sget out of here.” He ran toward a stairway, then bounced back.

“Watch out for those InvisWalls,” said Sam.

| looked around for away to escape. “I think | know where we are. This used to be where
they had the African mammals. If we go down those stairs and past the North American
mammals, that should put usright in the main lobby.”

We could hear Director Green and the three guys still counting. “39, 38, 37...”

We took off running. We ran past giraffes, gorillas, and aherd of elephants. We jumped
down aflight of steps, turned the corner, and ran straight into the SellBot.

“Hey buddy, what’ s your number?’

“Oh no. Not Hoover Head again,” said Fred. “Maybe we can overload his circuitswith a
giant number,” said Sam.

The SdlIBot stuck out its number pad. Sam punched 384,621 x 489,792. The SellBot didn’t



pause. “188,384,288,832. Wrong number.”

We heard the noise of people calling upstairs.

“So much for my magic knot,” said Fred.

“Hey buddy, what' s your number?’

“Okay, try these,” said Sam. “ Jo€’' s number is 100 divided by 3. Fred’'s number isthe square
root of 2. And my number is pi. Calculate those, dust sucker.”

The SdlIBot whirred and hummed. Its lights blinked. The noise upstairs got louder and
closer. The Sell Bot made awelird pinging noise and started bumping into the wall saying,
“33.333333333333... ping ... 141421356 ...ping. .. 3.14159265358979323.

. ping...."

“What did you do to it?’ asked Fred.

“None of those numbersend.” Sam smiled. “All three go on forever.”

The crazed robot hummed and pinged and crashed its head into the wall. Smoke leaked out
of itsside. The SellBot crashed to the ground.

That’s when we heard aVoice call from the top of the stairs, “ There they are!”

We jumped over the twitching SellBot and ran down aflight of stairs. We had almost made
it to the lobby, when the sound of abuzzer filled the halls.

The museum doors opened. A tidal wave of people came flooding in, and we wereright in
its path.

We dodged the first bunch of teenagers. They had corkscrew, spike, and Mohawk hair in
every color you can think of. But the most amazing thing was that no one was touching the
ground.

“They’re flying. People in the future have figured out how to fly,” said Sam.

A solid river of people flowed past us. An old man in an duminum suit. A woman with
leopard-patterned skin. A classin shiny school uniforms. Everyone was floating about a foot
abovethefloor.

“How do they do that?’ | said.

“Look closdly,” said Sam. “Everyone has asmall disk with agreen triangleand ared
square.”

FIVE

“Hey, you'reright,” | said.

“I'mawaysright,” said Sam. “That is obvioudy the anti-gravity disk that kid wastaking
about. Now let’ s get out of here before another SellBot tracks us down.”

Fred grabbed my belt. Sam grabbed Fred’ s belt. And we fought our way outside. We
stopped at the statue of Teddy Roosevelt sitting on his horse looking out over Central Park.
We stood and looked out with him.

“Wow,” said Fred. “I seeit but | don’'t believeit.” The sidewalk wasfull of floating people
of every shape and color. There were people with green skin, blue skin, purple skin, orange,
striped, plaid, dotted, and you-name-it skin, The street was packed three high and three deep
with floating bullet-shaped things that must have been anti-gravity cars. And all around the
trees of Centra Park, towering buildings spread up and out like gigantic mechanical trees
taller than the clouds. Layers and layers of anti-gravity cars and lines of people snaked
around a hundred stories above us. New Y ork was bigger, busier, and noisier than ever.

“Okay. | think I’ ve seen enough of New Y ork 2095,” said Sam. “Let’ s hit 1995 on the magic
sguare and head out before the killer robots show up again.” Sam sat down under Teddy’s
horse, drew the magic square, and tapped 1995. Nothing happened. Fred and Sam looked at
me.

“Wow. Look at that building,” | said.



“Hey, Mr. Book Expert,” said Sam. “Our fool proof magic square seems to be fooling us.”

“Yeah,” said Fred. “You said dl we haveto do istap the year we want to go to.”

| cleared my throat. “We have to use the magic square in The Book,” | said asfast as|
could.

Sam looked stunned. “ Tell me you'rekidding.” Helooked at me again. “Y ou're not kidding.
Thisis so incredibly stupid. Even the dumbest subhumansin Demons and Dragons don't
make the same mistake five timesin arow. Who could be such aknucklehead?’

Fred and Sam looked at me.

“Such achump,” said Fred.

“Such anitwit,” said Sam.

“Dolt.”

“Dunce”

“Okay! Okay! | gettheidea,” | said. “ The Book will turn up. It's always somewhere.”

“I’m not going back in that museum,” said Sam. He took one step down from the statue.
And then out of nowhere, the scariest-looking robot | have ever seen or even imagined
appeared in front of us. It was ten feet tall, covered with weapons, and laughing an evil, meta
laugh. It made the SellBot ook like a toaster.

Sam jumped behind Teddy Roosevelt’s horse.

“*You cannot run. You cannot hide. Sayer 3000,” boomed the monster robot. “ Now
playing in brain stim theaters everywhere.”

The Slayer 3000 disappeared and afive-foot-tall dice of pizza appeared in its place.

“ Eat Ray’'s Pizza Now!” said the dice. Then it disappeared too.

| looked down the sidewak and saw robots, pizza, beer bottles, miniature faces, and 101
different ads popping on and off above the floating crowd. No one seemed to pay any
attention.

“Wow,” | said. “3-D advertisng.”

“1 knew that,” said Sam.

Sam looked over my shoulder and suddenly froze.

“Act natural. Keep talking. Thisisjust how it happensin the time-travel movies. Just when
you think the good guys are safe, they get attacked by the most unlikely bad guys. *

“What are you talking about?’ | said. “That Sayer 3000 wasjust amovie ad.”

“I know,” said Sam. “But those three girls over there are for real. They’ ve been watching us
and checking a piece of paper. They’'re probably time police in disguise.”

“What are you talking about?’ said Fred. “Those girls,” said Sam. “I' [l bet they’retime
travel police, working with the SellBots.”

Just then, Director Green came out of the museum entrance. The SellBot was right behind
her.

“Y ou three boys—come here. “

Sam and Fred and | thought about it for just one second. Then we took off down Centra
Park West, headed for Seventy-seventh Street.
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“Run for your life,” yelled Sam. “Next the killer girlswill be saying they only want to help
=

We dodged another classtrip in silver pgamas. “Wait. We only want to help you,” yelled
one of the girls.

That was al we needed to hear. We ran twice asfast. Fred took the lead. We turned right on
Seventy-seventh Street, crossed Columbus Avenue, and headed for Broadway.

“Watch whereyou'regoing! “



“Get off the flyway!

“Buy adisk!

“Eat Ray’sPizzaNow!”

Everything and everybody yelled at us as we bounced off floating ads and low-flying
people.

| looked back over one shoulder. Thekiller girlswere only ablock behind us, flying aong
effortlessy with their anti-gravity disks.

“We'll never outrun them on the ground,” | panted.

“We re doomed,” said Sam.

“Not yet we're not,” said Fred. He pointed to atiny shop squeezed in between ads for Jono!
Breath Freshener and Dr. Lane’' s Deodorant Pills.

Hissign said “Ray’ s Origina Pizzaand Stuff.”

“WEe' re about to die and you want adice of pizza?“ asked Sam.

Fred walked up to the shop. “1’ll have adice and three anti-gravity disks.”

A little green man put adice and three anti-gravity disks on the counter.

“Weresaved,” said Sam.

| looked back at the girls. I know this sounds strange, but the onein the lead wearing a
baseball cap looked like Fred with a ponytail.

“That'll be $153,” said the man. “One dollar for each AG patch. One hundred and fifty for
thedice. “

We dug in our pockets and came up with my one meady quarter. “We re doomed,” said
Sam.

| held the quarter in front of me between my thumbs and forefingers. “Have you ever seen a
human bend metal?’ | asked, hoping he might give usthe disksfor atrick.

The old man picked up the disks. “Y ou ever seen apizzaguy cal the cops?*

| looked back. The girlswere getting closer. | got agood look at the second one, and I'm
telling you— it gave me the chills. She looked like agirl version of Sam without the glasses.
We had to do something to get those disks. Quick.

And that' s exactly what Sam did.

“I’ll just put that on my number,” said Sam. The pizzaguy gave Sam a nasty look.

“Why dintcha say that in thefirst place?’ He did Sam a number pad. Sam typed
852-159-654-753. He scooped up our disks and we ran.

“What about your dice?’ called the pizza man.

We stopped at the corner of Broadway and Seventy-seventh. Stacks of car pods swooshed
downtown. Lines of people snaked above us. We smelled a nasty odor. We were standing
ankle deep in trash that everyone else floated over.

“What was that number you punched?’ | asked. “ That’ s the museum number,” said Sam. “It
was a cinch to remember. It' s four combinations on the magic square: 8+5+2, 1+5+9,
6+5+4, and 7+5+3.”

“Ohyeah. That'sacinch,” said Fred.

“Diskson,” said Sam. We each dapped a patch on our T-shirt. “ Activate green triangle
now.” We punched our green triangles and popped up into the flow of people-traffic above
us.

“Check it out,” said Fred. “ To steer these things, you just look in the direction you want to

“Eyeball control,” said Sam. “Amazing.”

Traffic stopped. We floated across the street with everyone else. Over the incredible din of
car pods, bus pods, talking ads, and talking people | heard someone ydll, “ Joe!”

| turned and saw the third girl waving. My blood froze, It was scary enough that she knew
my name, but scarier still that she looked just like my sister.

“Fast forward,” | yelled.



Now | know Fred had never even seen one of these anti-gravity things before, but he sailed
down the flyway like he had used an anti-gravity disk every day of hislife. Samand |
followed. We surfed through crowds of people streaming out of the giant buildings. We
zigzagged around jungles of singing, talking 3-D ads. But every time we looked back, the
girlswere still there.

“We can't shakethem,” said Sam. “It’ slike they know where we're going.”

“Timeto pull some stunts,” said Fred.

We hit some open space down near Sixty-eighth Street, and Fred found exactly what he was
looking for. A crowd of people blocked the flyway. Behind them was ataking giant 3-D
toilet paper rall. If you were amaniac, you might think it was aramp to jump over the crowd.

“Timeto catch someair,” yelled Fred the maniac.

Killer girls behind us. Solid crowd in front of us. We had no choice but to follow Fred in
the only direction left. Up.

“ Squishy Soft is oh, so smooth,” said the toilet paper roll.

We flew down the toilet paper, up the roll, and into midair over the crowd. And we probably
would have landed just as smoothly, but we ran into alittle problem. A squishy-soft problem.
Right

where Fred was planning to land, there was another talking roll of Squishy Soft.

We hit the second roll, one, two, three, bounced high in the air, then fell to the ground
hopelessly tangled in “Oh, so smooth” Squishy Soft.

SEVEN

| heard the crowd, felt someone unwrap us, heard Sam moan, “I’ m too young to die.”

Fred, Sam, and | spilled out of the Squishy Soft wrapping. We wereright in the middie of a
small stage. And the entire crowd was staring at us, pointing, laughing, and clapping.

“Presto chango aakazam, “ boomed a voice behind us, And the minute | heard that voice, |
knew who it was.

“Uncle Joe! “

“We're saved,” said Sam.

Uncle Joe looked at me, the crowd, then back at me. “Joe? Y ou’ re not arabbit.”

“No,” | said. “Atleast | don’t think | am. “Uncle Joe looked over at Sam and Fred. “And
they’ re not doves.”

Sam and Fred shook their heads no.

Uncle Joe looked in histop hat. “I can never get that trick to work quiteright.”

Someone yelled, “On with the show.”

“You vegot to hide us, quick,” | said. “The time police are chasing us.”

Uncle Joe twirled his moustache. Then he wrapped the three of usin Squishy Soft.
“Ladies and gentleman, believers and friends. For my final feat of prestidigitation, | will
need your undivided attention. With your help, | will send these three wrapped lads into the

warp of Time and Space, never to be seen again.”
Sam wiggled next to me. “Is he serious?’
“No, “ | said. “He can’t do that. He'll probably drop us through atrapdoor in the stage.”
“I'll need three volunteers,” said Uncle Joe. “Ah yes. Y ou three young ladiesin the back.”
| had adlight sinking fegling. | peeked through ahole in our Squishy Soft wrapping.
“Ohno,” | said. “ Guess who he picked?’
“Thekiller girls,” said Fred.
“What do we do?’ squeaked Sam.
“Stay cdm,” | said. “Maybe Uncle Joe' strick will work and they won’t spot us. “
“ And maybe an e ephant with wingswill fly out of my nose,” said Sam.



“The human mind is a powerful instrument, “ boomed Uncle Joe. “Imagine how powerful a
group of minds could be. With the help of these three young ladies, we will join minds and
disintegratethis. . . toilet paper! “

“| don't feel so good,” whispered Sam.

“Our first volunteer will chant ‘Ee-Nee.” The second will chant 'Me-Nee.” The third will
chant 'MyNee.’ Then everyonejoininto chant 'Mo.” As soon aswe have merged our
thoughts, | will flush the toilet paper into Time and Space.”

Someone in the crowd yelled, “Why don’t you use atoilet transporter?’

“I work by brain power aone,” said Uncle Joe. Then he pointed to thefirst girl.

Shesaid, “Ee-Nee.” He pointed to the second girl. She said, “Me-Nee.” Thethird girl.

Shesad, “My-Nee.” The crowd shouted, “ Mo!”

“EeNee"

“MeNee”

“MyNee"

“Mol”

“Ee-Nee-Me-Nee-My-Nee-Mo!™"

“EeNeeMeNeeMyNeeMo!“

Uncle Joe raised both arms. There was aflash of light, a crash, and a huge white puff of
smoke.

“Ladies and gentlemen, where there once were three boys, | give you—"

A blast of wind from a passing bus pod blew the smoke away and revedled . . . Fred, Sam,
and me. The only thing that had disappeared was our Squishy Soft disguise.

One of the girlscalled, “Therethey are.

A meta voice behind us said, “Hey buddy, what’ s your number?’

Uncle Joe said, “ Ooops.”

EIGHT

“Hey buddy, what’s your number?’ said the Sell Bot.

“Thisis getting monotonous,” said Sam. But before we could even worry about getting out
of thislatest trap, the three girlstook charge. The one with the baseball cap picked up the
Squishy Soft roll and stuffed it over the SellBot.

“Hey buddy, what's your number?’ said the muffled voice of the blinded SellBot.

“ Squishy Soft is oh, so smooth, *“ said theroll. “Comeon,” said the girl who looked like
my sister. “Follow us.

Sam looked at Fred. Fred looked at me. | looked at Uncle Joe.

“Do we have any choice?’ | asked.

We took off and followed the girls around buildings, over crowds of crazily colored
people, past streamlined pods and more talking, blinking, singing 3-D ads, until | had no idea
where we were. We finally stopped in front of abuilding too tall to believe.

“Here’'smy house,” said the lead girl.

Fred, Sam, and | looked up and up and up at the building that disappeared in the clouds.

The girl led us through a triangle door that opened at her voice. She put her hand over a
blinking red handprint on the wall, And in five seconds we were al transported to aroom that
must have been five miles above New Y ork City.

The girlsflopped down on cushions. “Thisismy room,” said the girl who looked like my
Sister.

We stood nervously in one corner. “ So you' re not killer time cops?’ | said. The three girls
looked at melike | was crazy.

“Of course not,” said one. “Whatever gave you that idea?’ said another. Then we al started



asking questions. “Who are you guys?’

“Why did you save us?’

“How did you know we d be a the museum?”’

“Do you have anything to eat?’

The girlslaughed. The one who led us there pushed a green dot on asmall table. A bowl of
something looking like dried green dog food appeared with a pile of liquid — filled plastic
balls. “Here’ s some Vitagorp and Unicola,” said the girl who looked like my sister. “Now et
me try to explain things from the beginning.”

We copied the girls and sucked on the plastic ball things the same way they did. Fred ate a
handful of the green dog food.

“I’'m Joanie. Thisis Samantha. That's Frieda.”

“But everybody calls me Freddi,” said the girl with the baseball hat.

“And we have these names, “ Joanie continued, “ because we were named after our
great-grandfathers—Joe, Sam, and Fred.”

“Or in other words—you,” said Samantha.

Everything suddenly made sense. That’ s why they looked so much like us.

“Of course,” said Uncle Joe, dusting off histop hat. “Y our great-grandkids have to make
sure you get back to 1995. Otherwise you won't have kids. Then your kidswon’t have kids.
Thenyour kids kidswon’t have—"

“Us,” said Samantha. “Y our great-grandkids. And we knew you would be a the museum
because you wrote us anote.” Samantha handed me ayel lowed sheet of paper that had been
sealed in plagtic. It was our Museum Worksheet from 1995. On the back was a note in my
handwriting that said:

Girls,
Meet us under Teddy Roosevelt’s statue at the Museum of Natural History
September 28, 2095.

Sncerdly,
Joe, Sam, Fred

“How did you get our worksheet from 19957’ asked Sam.

“I got it from my mom,” said Joanie. “And she got it from her mom. “

“But wedidn't writethat,” | said.

“Youwill,” said Samantha, “if we can get you back to 1995.”

“Saved by our own great-grandkids with a note we haven't written yet?* said Sam. “I told
you something like this was going to happen. Now we' re probably going to blow up. *

“Wow “ said Fred, eating more Vitagorp. “Our own great-grandkids. So what team isthat on
your hat? I’ ve never seen that |ogo.”

“That' sthe Yankees,” said Freddi. “They changed it when Grandmawas pitching. “

“Y our grandma? Fred’' sdaughter?’ | said. “A pitcher for the Y ankees?“

“Not just apitcher. She was agresat pitcher,” said Freddi. “2.79 lifetime ERA, 275 wins, 3
no-hitters, and the Cy Young awardin *37.”

“Forget your granny’ s stats,” said Sam. “We could be genius inventors back in 1995 if we
could reconstruct these levitation devices. “

“What did hejust say?“ asked Freddi.

“He wants to know how the anti-gravity diskswork,” said Samantha. “A truly amazing
discovery. More surprising than Charles Goodyear’ s accidenta discovery of vulcanized
rubber. More revolutionary than Alexander Graham Bell’ sfirst telephone. But al | can tell
you is that the anti-gravity power comes from the chemical BHT, And it wasdiscovered in a



breakfast accident. “

“What's abreakfast accident?’ said Sam. “A head-on collision with abowl of cornflakes?
And who found out BHT could make things fly?’

“Youdid,” said Samantha. “ That'swhy we can’t tell you more, Y ou know the Time Warp
Info-Speed Limit posted in The Book. Anyone traveling through time with too much
information from another time blows up.”

Sam'’ s eyes nearly bugged out of hishead. “I knew it. Don't tell me another word.”

“Hey, wait aminute,” | said. “Where did you say that info-speed limit was?*

Samanthalooked at melike | was an insect.

“In The Book, of course. *

“How do you know about The Book?”

“I got it for my birthday last year,” said Joanie. “ And since then we' ve been dl over time,”
said Freddi. “We ve met cavewomen, Ann the Pirate, Calamity Jane. . ."

“And don't forget Cleopatra and the underground cities of Venus,” said Samantha

“But if you have The Book, that meanswe re saved,” said Sam.

Samanthagave Sam her look. “If you remember the Time Warpers' Tips, you know nothing
can bein two places at once. Of course our Book disgppeared as soon as your Book
appeared.”

“So now we have to help you get The Book back to the past,” said Freddi, “ so we can have it
in the future.”

“Of course,” said Sam.

“We knew that,” said Fred.

“Uh,right.. .. " | said, trying to talk my way out of thismess. “We knew that would happen,
butweuh..." | looked around at Sam, Fred, Samantha, Freddi, and Joanie. Then | spotted
Uncle Joe. “We thought we could really learn some tricks about finding The Book from
Uncle Joe! “

Uncle Joe looked up from something he was fiddling with in hislap. “ The Book? Oh, |
never could get it to work the way your mother did. That’swhy | gaveit to you for your
birthday.”

“Oh, great,” said Sam. “We're doomed.”

“But that’ salso why | put thistogether.” Uncle Joe held up the thing he had been fiddling
within

hislap. It was an old-fashioned pocket watch. “My Time Warp Watch. *

“We'resaved! “ yelled Sam.

NINE

“l was on my way to 1920 to seeif the great Houdini could advise me on aparticularly
puzzling prestidigitation. A minor miscalculation landed me here in 2095 instead.” Uncle
Joe wound the knob on the top of hiswatch. “But now that I’ ve tightened the past spring and
loosened the future spring, | am prepared to disembark once again. If you boyswould careto
accompany me, | would be delighted to deposit you at your destination en route to my afore
mentioned rendezvous with the master of illusion.”

“What did he say?’ asked Fred.

“He said he’ d drop us off in 1995 on hisway to meet Houdini,” | said.

“We never did get achance to taste any 2095 pizza,” said Fred. “But | guesswe' d better
go.”

| turned to Joanie, Freddi, and Samantha. “Wdll . . . it was niceto meet you, and uh.. . .
thanksfor saving us. “



Uncle Joe flipped open the cover on the watch. “Tempus fugit. Alakazam.” He spun the
hands backward, and the four of us started to spin.

“Wait, “ said Samantha. “ The Book is probably—"

Sam plugged his ears and started talking asloud as he could. “I'm not listening. Lalala. |
can’'t hear you. Lalala. No more information.”

Fred, Sam, and | swirled up in time and space behind Uncle Joe. Then we were gone.

TEN

| remember thinking Uncle Joe' s time warping was alittle rougher than we were used to.
We spun and bumped and finaly came to rest.

That's when we got our first surprise. We weren't standing in the middle of

New Y ork. We were gitting in the tops of three coconut trees. A parrot flew by. The sun
beat down. The ocean waves crashed.

“I think I’'m going to throw up, “said Sam.

“This place looks kind of familiar, “| said.

“Ohno,” said Sam.

“Are you going to toss your cookies?’ asked Fred.

“Vomit your victuals?“ asked Uncle Joe.

Sam pointed to the ocean behind us. We turned around and saw a huge wooden ship sail out
from behind the rocks. This ship had aflag with afamiliar-looking white skull.

Fred said the oneword that said it all.

“Blackbeard.

Uncle Joe balanced in the tree with the watch in one hand and histop hat in the other.
“Maybe | should loosen the past spring.” He twisted the did. “ Tempusfugit. Alakazam.” The
world swirled. | heard the awful sound | recognized as Blackbeard singing.

Lights, sound, and images twirled past. | felt like | was on one of those nasty carnival rides
that twists and spins at the same time. We stopped with athud. | couldn’t see anything in the
cloud of dust.

“Fred? Sam? Uncle Joe? Are you there?’

“I’m going to upchuck,” said Sam’svoice. “Buick?’ said Fred' svoice. “ Regurgitate?’ sad
Uncle Joe' s voice. We heard a distant moo. We smelled the unmistakable odor that follows a
herd of cattle. Then we knew exactly where we were.

“Or maybe | should have tightened the future spring,” said the voice of Uncle Joe.

A bugle sounded. Someone ydlled, “ Cavary, charge! “ Indians whooped. Cattle mooed. The
earth started to rumblein an unnatural way.

“Stampede! “ yelled Fred.

“Tempus fugit. Alakazam,” said Uncle Joe. And we twirled up and away once more. We
spun around in time and space for what seemed like hours. Strange scenes floated by like bits
of dreams. When we finally stopped, our bodies landed five minutes ahead of our brains and
stomachs.

“Now | am definitely going to drive the porcelain bus, “ said Sam.

“Tossasdewak pizza?“ said Fred. “Perform peristaltic pyrotechnics?“ said Uncle Joe.

My head stopped spinning. | looked, around to see what | aready knew. We were definitely
not in New Y ork. And we were nowhere near 1995. A forest of strange trees and giant ferns
rose behind us. A vol cano smoked in front of us.

“I’'vegot it,” said Uncle Joe. “1 should loosen both the past spring and the future spring.”

The volcano belched. Volcanic ash rained down on our heads.

“Kill me now,” moaned Sam. “Throw me in the volcano. Squash me into woolly mammoth



toe jam. But don’t time-warp torture me again.”

Uncle Joe twisted hiswatch, called “ Tempus fugit. Alakazam,” and we were off again.

Thistime we saw stars. We heard comets sizzle past. We twirled down drains, squeezed
through pinholes, and tumbled down the stairs of history. Cavemen, pyramids, wars and kings,
cities and jungles, suns and moons zipped by at blender speed. We spun faster and faster.
Everything started to blur. | saw ahand and grabbed it.

The next thing | remember islooking up to see aface saying, “ Joe. Joe. Are you okay?’
Someone was holding my hand, helping me sit up.

My brain dowly cleared, and | saw that it was Joanie. We were back exactly where we had
started—Joanie’ sroom, New Y ork, 2095. Uncle Joe was nowhere to be seen. Freddi was
helping Fred sit up. Samantha was holding Sam'’ s glasses while he leaned over an empty
flowerpot.

“Now would you like meto tell you where The Book probably is?’ said Samantha.

Sam looked up, squinted, and lost his lunch.

ELEVEN

The six of us stood under Theodore Roosevelt’s statue in front of the museum. We looked
like three goofy sets of boy-girl twins. Sam and Samantha. Fred and Freddi. Joe and Joanie.
Crowds of people streamed past.

“Mando | fed stupid in this doofy ouitfit,” said Fred.

“We're just lucky my little brother is not so little. Now you blend in,” said Freddi. “ Except
for that antique Y ankees hat. Give methat and I'll hideit.” Freddi reached for Fred's hat.

Fred jJumped back. “Nobody touches my hat.”

“Okay. Knock it off,” said Joanie. “Let’sgo over the plan one more time.”

| picked at my suit. The material was so light it didn’t fedl like anything. That, and the fact
that it had somehow fixed itself on me without buttons or zippers or anything, made me a
little nervous about walking around in public.

Joanie traced the plan on the palm of her hand. “We go in first and set up near the 1990s
room. Y ou wait fifteen minutes, then meet us up there. Samantha knocks out the Invis\Wall.
You threerunin, get The Book from one of the bookshelves, then fly out of there.”

“How do you know The Book will be there?’ said Sam.

“Simplelogic,” said Samantha. “Y ou are looking for The Book. Y ou wrote a note telling us
to meet you at the museum. The 1990s room is the only room that has books. Therefore, The
Book isin the 1990s room.”

“Girls,” said Sam.

“You're lucky we came and rescued you,” said Freddi. “Otherwise you' d still betime
tumbling.”

“Wedon't redly need help,” said Fred. “We knew where we were. “

“Boys,” said Freddi.

“Let’sjust get The Book so you can get back to the past, and we can get our Book back in
thefuture,” said Joanie.

Joanie, Samantha, and Freddi disappeared into the museum. We |ooked out over Centra
Park. The orange ball of the sun was going down behind the dense forest of buildings
crowding the sky.

“TryDr. Lane's,” said apill drifting by.

“ Eat Ray’soriginal pizza now!” said adice hanging over Roosevelt’'s head.

“Vitagorp,” said agreen bag.

“Unicola,” said atennisball.

“Can you believe people used to live like that?’ said alady floating out of the museum.



“No SensaTheater? No brain stim?’ said the purple man next to her. “How did they stand it
back in the twentieth century?“

“Y ou know it'skind of amazing to see the twenty-first century,” | said. “But | sure will be
glad to get back to the twentieth century. “

“Metoo,” said Fred. “Let'sdoit.”

We hopped down from the statue base and drifted in with the crowd. Groups of kids
gathered in the lobby under the huge skeleton. We joined a bunch about our age, and
pretended to be listening to the teacher.

“ ... which some people didn’t even believe existed. Does anyone know it's name? It says
Loch nessasaurus on the plague. Right.”

“The Loch NessMonster,” whispered Sam. “Let’ sask if they’ ve found the Abominable

“Now we'll go in and look at the exhibits that show how people lived from 1960 up to the
2060s. Take alook and think about what things have changed in ahundred years. Stay
together. Y ou can either take notes for your work screen, or brain in the complete answers as
we go. Questions? No, you cannot check out the rubber antsin the gift shop. Okay, let’s go. “

“Stick with thisclass,” | whispered. “Thisis perfect. “ Twenty minuteslater, | realized that
maybe this wasn’t so perfect. Mr. Zechter (the teacher) was still telling us everything he
knew (and didn’t know) about the sixties.

“. .. they wore pants called bell bottoms, and listened to music by a group called The Bugs.
They worshipped bright images and made symbolsthey believed had power over wars and

“| can’'t takeit anymore,” said Sam.

| had aflash of inspiration. | raised my hand.

“Yes?' said Mr. Zechter.

| grabbed Sam’ s head and bent him over. "Sam doesn't feel good. | think he' s going to barf."

“Vomit?’ said Mr. Zechter.

“Puke?’ said akid in front of me.

“Qdor chunk output?’ said akid next to me.

Mr. Zechter looked panicked.

“| better take him to the bathroom,” | said.

“Please,” said Mr. Zechter, looking relieved.

Fred and | grabbed Sam between us and dragged him down the hall.

By the time we got to the 1990s room, we were fifteen minutes late. The three girls looked
ready to kill us.

Joanie gave us the sign. We pushed up against the Invis\Wall. Then everything happened so
fast that we didn’t have time to think. Samanthatyped something into the wall controls, and
suddenly we were leaning against nothing.

“Go, go, go!” said Fred.

We ran into the room and each one of ustook a shelf as planned. | could hear Joanie and
Freddi making a scene behind us so everyone looked at them instead of us.

“ Treasure Island, Conan, Robinson Crusoe, Men from Mars —it’s not here,” said
Fred.

“ Green Eggs and Ham, World’ s Greatest Jokes and Riddles, Robin Hood, Legends of
King Arthur—it’s not here,” said Sam.

My heart was pounding and | felt like | could barely breathe as | flipped through the books.

“ Grimms’ Fairy Tales, Tarzan, The Slinky Cheese Man, White Fang—it’s not here
either. “

“Y ou boys. Just what do you three think you are doing in there? Get out thisinstant. “ It was
Mr. Zechter. He' d finally made it to the 1990s.

“It' s got to be here somewhere,” said Fred. We ran around the room like maniacs, diving



under the couch, rolling back rugs, flipping papers, cards, checkers, and baseballs into the air.

“Boys,” said Mr. Zechter. “ Boys!”

“Forget it,” | said. “ The Book' s not here. Let’s make a break for it. *

We activated our AG disks and took off. Sam and | were zooming past Mr. Zechter when |
heard that voice | never want to hear again.

“Hey buddy, what’ s your number?’

Fred was still in the room, looking through the desk. “Come on, Book. Where are you?”

Fred didn’t see the robot raiseits laser. Everything happened too fast for Sam and me to do
anything. But somehow Freddi dove into the room, grabbed the baseball, and whipped astrike
that knocked the SellBot’ s laser flying.

The SellBot pulled atrigger in the empty air.

Sam and | flew down the hail one way. Samantha and Joanie made a bresk the other way.

And we probably would have made it dl the way outside. But when we turned the corner at
the top of the stairs, we looked back and saw a sight that sank all of our plans for escape.

Standing in the 1990s room with their hands up against the Invis Wall were Fred and his
greatgranddaughter-who-might-never-be, Freddi.

TWELVE

Being interested in booksis onething,” said Director Green. “But destroying museum
exhibitsis quite another. “

Fred, Sam, and | sat on the couch in the 1990s room. Freddi, Samantha, and Joanie sat by the
desk. We were caught. We were being lectured.

“This collection of books was donated by afamous man years ago. He left very specific
instructions that the collection be kept together and always visible to the public.” Director
Green put her hands on her hips and looked at each of usin turn. “If anything had happened to
any one of those books, it would have been aterrible thing. Do you under stand that?“

We all looked at our shoes and answered together, “Y es, ma‘am.”

A museum guard called from the hall, “ Director Green, could | see you for aminute?’

“I want you to think about what you' ve done, “said Director Green, and she walked out.

“It must be here,” said Samantha.

“Forget it,” said Sam. “ The Book will turn up. It always does. But what magic did you useto
short out the InvisWall with just a number?“

“Well, you see,” said Samantha, “the magnetic circuitry transference modul ator—"

“Wait aminute. Never mind,” said Sam. “Just in case we do find The Book and get home,
I’ d better stay below the info-speed limit. “

Fred looked at Freddi and kicked her foot. “ That was a great throw to save me from that
killer robot. Y ou want to trade hats? “

Freddi somehow knew that this was the greatest compliment Fred could ever give anyone.
She handed Fred her 2095 Y ankees cap and put his 1995 Y ankees cap on. “Aw, it wasn't that
dangerous. | just didn’t want you to get trapped by that thing shooting out sale itemswith its
hololaser.”

“Sadleitems? Y ou mean those SellBots don’t shoot death lasers?’ | asked. “What about all
that “What' s your number’ stuff?*

“Oncethey get your credit number, they shoot out 3-D sale ads until you buy something,”
said Joanie. “It’ sawful.”

“A SdIBot just sdlsthings?’ said Sam. “Why didn’t you tell us?’

“Y ou never asked,” said Samantha. Luckily Director Green walked back in just then. She
had afunny look on her face. “ Extraordinary. . . . “ Then she spoke to Joanie. “I’ ve just spoken
with the museum head. Y our uncle Joe has explained everything.



Weall perked up.

“Uncle Joe? Has explained everything?’ | said. “Er . . . what | mean is—oh good.”

| was trying to imagine how Uncle Joe made it back to 2095 to explain why we were tearing
apart the 1990s room in the Museum of Natural History, when Director Green turned to
Joanie. “Why didn’t you tell me that it was your great-grandfather who donated these books?

“I..." Joanielooked just assurprised as| felt. “I . . . didn’t think you would believe me. *

“Oh,” said Director Green. “But these books. . .“ And the minute she said the word, it was
like someone had waved a magic wand over her. “These books are amazing! There' s Tarzan
gliding silently through the jungle canopy.” Director Green swung on animaginary vine. “And
Sir Galahad when he smote down horse and man in one stroke.” She swung atwo-handed
blow at the desk and chair. “ Or Long John Silver tricking young Jm Hawkins.” She gavea
pretty good pirate’' s Yaaarrr!

“But the strangest thing happened today. | found abook in the collection that | had never
seen before. Maybe you can tell me where your great-grandfather got it.”

Director Green reached into a pocket in her gown and pulled out athin blue book with
twisting silver designs. “It hasavery strange title—"

Fred, Sam, and | shouted in unison, “ The Book!”

“Why, yes. How did you know?’

Director Green opened The Book. “It has such strange pages. Like this one with numbersin
asguare.” She handed me The Book, and turned to talk to Samantha.

A thin green mist swirled around our couch. We waved a silent good-bye to Joanie,
Samantha, and Freddi as the green mist rose higher.

| whispered to Joanie, “ See you in some other time. “

And we |eft Director Green to wonder, and our great-granddaughtersto explain, how we
hed vanished into the thin green air behind her.

THIRTEEN

Compared to our last time tumble, thisride wasfirst class. We sailed smoothly through the
years and landed with barely abump. Everything was back to norma for the Time Warp Trio.

Or so we thought, until the green mist dissolved, and we found ourselves staring down the
barrel of amachine gun pointed directly at us.

“Oh, no,” said Sam. “Not again.”

“Fred, Sam, Joe!”

“They even know our names,” said Fred.

“Just what do you boys think you are doing? Get out of there thisinstant,” the voice said.

We turned around and saw our teacher.

“Mr. Chester! “ said Fred.

“We'rein the 1920sroom,” said Sam.

“| seethat,” said Mr. Chester. “And if you don't get out of the 1920s room and get to work
now, you will be on permanent display in the afterschool room.”

We climbed out of the Roaring Twenties gangster exhibit.

“Yes” sad Fred. “We re back.”

“Backin 1995,” | said.

“No thanksto you,” said Sam. Then he pointed to The Book. “And don’t even think about
using that thing again until you' ve read every rule in there. We could have been killed if I'd
found out what BHT was.”

“Well at least | donated my favorite books to the museum when | wasold,” | said.

“And we d better write that note to the girls right now,” said Sam. “ So they can find us at the



statue like they did.”

“Right,” said Fred. “Because if we don’'t write it now they won't get it then to save us before
now . . . or after then?’

We thought about how impossible that was for a second. Then we cracked up laughing.

Mr. Chester failed to see the humor in the situation and made us each write an extra
Museum Worksheet.



