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MAJOR TIME BENDAGE

Zack squeezed his eyes closed and then reopened them slowly. “This can’t be
happening. It’s not real.”

The leader raised his arm and two soldiers leaped from their chariots and shoved the
boys, forcing them to bow all the way to the ground.

“Feels real to me.” Jeff reached for his basketball.

“It can’t be,” Zack whispered. “Did you hear what he said? He works for
Tutankhamen.”

“So?”

“Tutankhamen ruled Egypt around 1360 sc.”
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Dear Readers:

Real adventure is many things—it’s danger and daring and sometimes even a struggle
for life or death. From competing in the Iditarod dogsled race across Alaska to sailing
the Pacific Ocean, I've experienced some of this adventure myself. I try to capture this
spirit in my stories, and each time I sit down to write, that challenge is a bit of an
adventure in itself.

You're all a part of this adventure as well. Over the years I've had the privilege of
talking with many of you in schools, and this book is the result of hearing firsthand
what you want to read about most—power-packed adventure and excitement.

You asked for it—so hang on tight while we jump into another thrilling story in my

World of Adventure.



CHAPTER 1

DENVER

Twelve-year-old Zack Griffin leaned back at his desk with his hands
folded behind his head. His science teacher was explaining the
£H|\ directions for a government-sponsored intelligence test she wanted

/ ] them to take.

A Zack yawned. This class was boring. He couldn’t believe the

288 government wanted in on it. His teacher had told the class the
""" government wanted to start a program for future scientists and was
testing to see who might qualify.

Zack let his feet drop to the floor and glanced at the first page of the test. It was the
usual mumbo jumbo designed to see if his IQ was as high as the school claimed.

In the top corner of the test, where he was not supposed to write, Zack drew a picture
of Mrs. Johnson, his teacher. It was a perfect caricature. Two large, square teeth stuck
out over her pudgy bottom lip. She looked like a chipmunk with glasses.

“I suppose I should be flattered that you choose to recognize my existence, Mr. Griffin,
since everything else in here seems to weary you.” Mrs. Johnson stood in front of his
desk with her arms folded. “But we do have a test to take, so let’s get on with it. Did I
mention that if your scores are high enough you will receive an all-expense-paid trip to
Washington, D.C., to visit with some of America’s leading scientists?”

Zack looked up through half-closed eyelids. “Sounds like a real blast, Mrs. J.”

Mrs. Johnson pushed her glasses up and studied the half-asleep boy. She knew he had
an IQ in the top ten percent of the entire nation and that he was unhappy “wasting” his
time in her class. He would rather be at home working on one of his many inventions.
She sighed. “Give it a try, Zack. This one could be different.”

LOS ANGELES
“Jeff, would you bring me that stack of government tests from the principal’s desk? I
need to get those mailed today.”

“Sure thing, Mrs. Olsen.” The tall twelve-year-old office aide used the secretary’s key
and let himself into the principal’s office. “I don’t see them,” he called.

“They’re in the manila envelope.”

“Oh yeah, here they are.” Jeff Brown carried the envelope outside and put it on Mrs.
Olsen’s desk. “What’s the deal with these tests anyway?”

The secretary smiled at the boy. “I just do what I'm told. All I know is, students across



the country who score high enough get to go to Washington and meet some very
important people.”

“Really?” Jeff frowned. “It figures. The nerds get all the breaks. How come us regular
guys never get trips and stuff?”

Mrs. Olsen raised an eyebrow. “Anyone can take the test, Jeff. If you're interested,
there’s a blank one in the filing cabinet.”

Jeff chewed on the inside of his lip. “Why not? I don’t have anything to lose.” He
went to the cabinet and looked through the files. When he found the test, he sat on the
floor next to the secretary’s desk and quickly began filling in the circles on the answer
sheet.

“I don’t want to inhibit your creativity, Jeff. But don’t you think you should take the
time to read the questions before you fill in the answers?”

Jeff grinned. “No time. Basketball practice is right after school and Coach doesn’t like
us to be late.”



CHAPTER 2

“Excuse me, sir. You need to put on your seat belt. We’re about to
land.”

Zack glanced at the flight attendant and nodded. He fastened his

belt and checked his watch. They were fifteen minutes late. It didn’t
4 bother him. In fact nothing about this trip bothered him. It was
28 getting him out of class for a whole week.
- The plane made a fairly smooth landing and taxied to the
terminal. When it stopped, Zack carefully pulled a brown canvas duffel bag out of the
overhead storage compartment and unzipped it. The electronic equipment inside looked
all right. He’d brought along his latest experiment just in case he needed something
interesting to do while he was in Washington.

He backed into the aisle and bumped into one of the passengers. “Sorry.”

“No problem.” A tall kid about his age grinned at him.

Zack couldn’t help smiling back. Then he turned and walked off the plane in search of
the baggage carousel.

Twenty minutes later he was sitting near the baggage claim waiting for someone from
the Institute of American Science to pick him up. The tall boy from the plane stood
nearby, noisily bouncing a basketball while he listened to his CD player.

Thirty more minutes passed. The waiting area had cleared out except for an elderly
couple, a family of four, and the two boys.

“I don’t know about you, but I'm tired of sitting here.” The tall boy had taken off his
earphones and was standing beside Zack. “Want to split a taxi?”

Zack scratched his head. “Uh, sure. I guess so. Looks like my ride’s forgotten me. I'm
supposed to be staying at the Fairmont. How about you?”

“Hey, that’s where I'm staying too. Cool. Say, you aren’t one of the ner—I mean
genius types who won a trip here because of some dopey test, are you?”

“Afraid so. You?”

“It’s a long story, but yeah, that’s why I’'m here too. I'm Jeff. Jeff Brown from L.A.”

“Zack Griffin, Denver.”

“Great. Need any help with your stuff?” Jeff offered.

Zack shook his head. “I can handle it.”

“Okay then. Let’s get out of here.” Jeff led the way through the lobby. “If we’re lucky,
maybe we’ll spot a video arcade on the way to the hotel.”




CHAPTER 3

“How did you do that? Nobody scores that high playing Super Body
Crushers on their first try.” Jeff lifted his suitcase out of the trunk of
the taxi.

Zack shrugged. “I just watched you play and then figured out the
A game’s program. It wasn’t much of a challenge.”
2  “Are you kidding me? That’s the toughest game there is.”
Zack balanced the duffel under his arm and picked up his other

bag. “If you say so.”

Jeff followed his new friend inside the hotel. “Does everything come that easy to
you?”

“Some things don’t.” Zack stopped a few feet from the registration desk. He eyed
Jeff’s basketball. “I’'m not very good at sports.”

“That’s too bad.” Jeff gave him a sympathetic look.

“There you are!” A short, balding man rushed over to them. “We’ve been frantic. Our
driver somehow missed your flight. I'm Cummings from the Institute. The rest of the
group has already left for the laboratory. Let’s get you two registered and we’ll be on
our way.”

“Wait,” Jeff said. “Don’t we get to go up to check out our rooms first and get settled
in?”

Mr. Cummings rolled his eyes. “Young man, I already explained that we’re late for the
tour. Which means we’ll also be late for the presentation and the dinner if we don’t get
a move on.”

“But what about our stuff?” Zack asked.

“Don’t worry about a thing. We’ll leave it with the desk clerk and he’ll have a bellhop
take it up to your room.”

“There’s no way I'm leaving my CD player or this ball with strangers. The disk player
is brand new and the ball is signed by Charles Barkley.”

“And I can’t leave this bag. The things in it are too valuable.” Zack clutched it to his
chest.

“Oh, very well. Keep them if you must.” Mr. Cummings moved to the desk to make the
arrangements. In a few moments he returned to the boys and rubbed his hands together.
“We’re all set. Shall we go?” He hurried toward the door without waiting for an answer.

Zack looked at Jeff. “Are you as excited about this as I am?”

Jeff spun his basketball on one finger. “Maybe we can ditch the little guy and go back
to Video World. You can show me how to beat that game.”

“On one condition.” Zack smiled. “You have to show me how you do that.” He pointed



at the spinning ball.
“Deal.”



CHAPTER 4

“And this wing houses some of our most important projects.” A tall
gray-haired man wearing a white lab coat led the group down a
long hall. He opened a door. “In here we have the latest in
telecommunications experiments. Feel free to wander around the
@ room and observe, but please do not touch anything.”

© Zack stopped behind one of the scientists, pulled a small notebook
* from his shirt pocket, and hastily began scribbling notes.

“I thought we were gonna take off,” Jeff whispered.

“In a minute. Some of this stuff’s more interesting than I thought.”

“Right. Looking at a bunch of wires and glass tubes has always been my idea of a
good time.” Jeff watched the students milling around the various workstations. They all
looked like they belonged here. One kid was actually wearing a bow tie and pocket
protector.

“Just my luck,” Jeff muttered to himself. “My first night in D.C. and I'm stuck in a
stupid laboratory with a bunch of brainiacs.”

“Now if you’ll all come this way ...” The gray-haired man led them across the hall. “In
this area we are conducting experiments dealing with time and space. Once again, feel
free to look, but don’t touch.”

“Come on,” Jeff whispered. “Now’s our chance to escape.”

“In a minute.” Zack moved to the back of the room, where a scientist with white hair
that stuck out all over his head was hunched over a table. The man looked suspiciously
at the two boys. “Are you interested in time bending?”

“I’'m not sure.” Zack studied the intricate equipment in front of him. “What is it?”

The scientist cocked his head. “Why, it’s rearranging time, of course. You've seen how
light can be turned and sent in another direction through the use of fiber optics, haven’t
you? Well, you can do the same thing with time—if you know how to bend it.”

Zack stepped closer. “How does it work?”

“The subject puts on this headgear, which is attached to the computer, and then sets
the clock forward or backward depending on his needs—”

“Dr. Cranium.” The tall gray-haired man who was acting as their tour guide spoke in
a loud disapproving voice. “You should also tell our guests that these particular
experiments work only in theory, not in reality. We wouldn’t want to fill our future
scientists’ heads with a lot of superstition, now, would we? Come this way, gentlemen.
The tour will be moving down the hall to view some fascinating work in the area of fats
and acids.”

“Fascinating,” Jeff mumbled.




Zack hung back. “I’d like to get a better look at that machine.”

“What? That time bender thing?”

“Yeah. Imagine how great it would be to do something really crazy and then set the
dial and go back like nothing happened.”

“I knew you and I had a lot in common.” Jeff rubbed his chin. “Tell you what. I'll get
you back in here later. But when you’re finished looking around you have to promise to
go downtown and show me how to beat that game.”

Zack followed the tour out the door. “How are we going to get away from the rest of
the group?”

“Just leave it to me. And be ready to take off when I give you the signal.”



CHAPTER 5

“I know you’re all anxious for dinner to begin. Especially since the
food we will be enjoying this evening has actually been
manufactured right here in our own laboratories. But before we get
to that, the Institute would like to thank you for coming and make a
4 few presentations based on your academic achievements and test
24 scores.”

Jeff caught Zack’s eye across the table. Jeff was about to put his
escape plan into motion when someone called his name. He looked up. The speaker at
the head table was staring at him expectantly.

The speaker smiled. “I guess he’s a little shy. Come on up here, Mr. Brown, and
receive your award for attaining the highest score ever on the American Institute’s
intelligence test.”

The students were clapping. Jeff stumbled to his feet and hesitantly walked to the
front.

When the clapping had died down, the speaker, a serious-looking woman in a
business suit, handed him a plaque and shook his hand enthusiastically. “I understand
that your best score was in quantum physics, Jeff. Would you be willing to answer any
questions the audience might have for you in that area?”

Jeff swallowed. A girl at the first table raised her hand. “I have a question about the
sub-microscopic mechanical vibrations in the layers of atoms compromising crystals.”

The room was silent. Jeff bit his lip. “I, uh ... well, you see, it’s ... I mean ... it’s sorta
like this....”

Zack stood up. “Listen, if you’re going to ask him baby questions, why bother? Jeff is
way beyond that stuff. Right now he’s working on an experiment that involves
electromagnetic interactions with the exchange of virtual particles in gravitational
forces.”

An excited murmur swept around the room and the audience began clapping wildly.
Jeff bowed and quickly found his way to his seat.

Zack winked at him. Jeff nodded toward the exit. When the speaker called the name
of the next student the two boys grabbed their things and headed for the door.

Outside, Jeff leaned against the wall and breathed a long sigh of relief. “Thanks for
covering for me in there. How did you know?”

“Just a hunch. Anybody who looks at a revolutionary telecommunications station and
calls it a bunch of wires and tubes is probably not really into physics.”

“Then I guess youre wondering how I managed to win the trip, since I'm not a
certified genius like the rest of you.”




Zack shook his head. “Not really. However you did it, you were able to pull it off.
That takes somebody pretty sharp.”

“You're okay, Zack.” Jeff stopped in front of the door to the laboratory. “Ready?”

Jeff nodded. “Sure. Because as soon as you get done snooping we’re out of here and
on our way to the arcade.”

Zack slowly pushed the door open. The lab was empty.

They made their way to the back of the room, where Dr. Cranium’s experiment was
sitting on a glass table. Zack quickly put his bag down and pulled out his notebook.

Jeff watched Zack examine the machine’s parts and write furiously. Jeff looked down
at his watch and then twirled his basketball. It was still early. The arcade would be open
for at least three more hours.

He looked back at Zack, who had typed something into the computer and was now
wearing the time-bending headset. “Hey, what are you doing over there? The tour guide
said this thing only worked in theory.”

“I know. I'm just messing around. Don’t worry.” Zack set the clock back one minute
and flipped the switch.

Nothing happened.

“I wonder what he’s overlooking.”

“Who?” Jeff picked up a clear fiber rod from one of the tables and looked through one
end.

“Dr. Cranium. This machine is amazing but it still needs something to make it work.”

“I don’t know about you, but I think I hear the arcade calling. Are you finished yet?”

“Almost. Let me just write down a couple more things and we can go.”

Jeff came closer to watch what Zack was doing and noticed a small round hole in the
top of the Time Bender. He stuck the fiber rod in it and absently wound the hands of the
clock backward as he watched Zack write. “This thing looks better with an antenna,
don’t you think? Makes it seem more scientific.”

“What’d you say?” Zack said vaguely, picking up his bag. “We can go now. I've
learned about all I can from what’s here.”

“Good.” Jeff moved back to give Zack enough room to take off the headset and get
out of the small work space. But when he did, he accidentally leaned against the
machine’s power switch.

“Whooaa! What’s happening?” Zack reached for Jeff's arm. “Stop this thing.
I'm ... I'm disappearing.”



CHAPTER 6

Zack was still hanging on to Jeff’'s arm. But they were no longer
inside the laboratory. They were standing beside a sandy desert
road.

Jeff’s mouth fell open and his basketball thudded to the ground. A
A strange noise to his right made him jump. It was a large water
24 buffalo—a whole herd of them was grazing on a clump of grass near
a river. And in the distance he could see a tall pointed mountain. “I
get the feeling we’re not in Kansas anymore, Toto.”

“We’re in Egypt.” Zack pointed at the outline of the mountain. “That’s a pyramid. I
can’t believe it! This is all my fault. I set the Time Bender back for one minute in
modern Cairo when I was goofing around in the lab.” Zack turned to Jeff. “Do you
know what this means?”

“We’re in big trouble?”

“No.” Zack’s bag slipped from his fingers. “It means it works. Dr. Cranium’s machine
actually works! You and I are the first-ever Time Benders. That river must be the Nile,
and the city of Cairo must be just over that rise.” Zack shook his head as if to clear it.
“Just wait till we get back and tell the doctor his experiment is a success. Too bad we
don’t have time to look around. We could get a souvenir or something.”

“Why don’t we have time?”

“I told you. We only have one minute. We better stay right here so the machine will
pick us up again.”

“Uh, Zack, about the machine ...”

“Get ready.” Zack looked at his watch. “It’ll be transferring us back any second now.”

One of the water buffalo made a contented mooing sound. Zack tapped his watch.
“That’s strange. It should have picked us up by now.”

“What if the machine had a problem?” Jeff asked sheepishly. “You know, what if it
decided not to take us back?”

“I guess in all the excitement I hadn’t thought about that possibility. You could be
right, though. It might be too much to expect the Time Bender to work perfectly on its
first try.” Zack reached for his duffel. “Don’t worry. My dad gave me his credit card.
We’ll just walk into Cairo and book a flight back to D.C.”

“I hope we can.”

“What do you mean?”

“It’s the machine. You see, just before we disappeared I—”

Thundering hooves pounded up the narrow road and left them in a choking cloud of
dust.




“That’s weird.” Zack looked puzzled as the cloud of dust roared past them. “I didn’t
know they still used chariots in Egypt. And did you see the way that guy was dressed?
He looked like something straight out of the history books.”

“I saw it,” Jeff said miserably.

“What’s wrong? I told you I could get us out of this. It’s not like we’re stuck here or
anything.”

Jeff wiped the perspiration off his forehead and looked down the road. Coming
toward them at breakneck speed was another small group of chariots, pulled by large
black horses. “How much do you know about ancient Egypt, Zack?”

“Some. My dad’s an archaeologist and he’s taught me a little. Why?”

“I could be wrong but it looks like whatever you know is gonna come in handy about
now.”

The chariots surrounded them.

A fierce-looking man with huge muscles, a shaved head, and a solid gold band around
his arm stepped down. He was wearing a short white skirt with gold braid hanging
down the front. The man walked around them but kept his distance. When he had
completed his inspection, his chin went up and he folded his arms. “I am General
Horemheb, the true scribe, well beloved of the king, the two eyes of the king of Upper
and Lower Egypt, vice-regent of the great and powerful Tutankhamen, the chief
intendant and the greatest among the favorites of the lord of the Two Countries.”

Jeff whispered to Zack, “Do you think we’re supposed to clap or something?”

Zack squeezed his eyes closed and then reopened them slowly. “This can’t be
happening. It’s not real.”

The leader raised his arm and two soldiers leaped from their chariots and shoved the
boys, forcing them to bow all the way to the ground.

“Feels real to me.” Jeff reached for his basketball.

“It can’t be,” Zack whispered. “Did you hear what he said? He works for
Tutankhamen.”

“So?”

“Tutankhamen ruled Egypt around 1360 sc.”



CHAPTER 7

The prison door clanged shut behind them. Jeff picked himself up
from the grimy corner where the guard had thrown him. “Are you all
right, Zack?”

“Yeah. But I just can’t believe how wrong this whole thing went. If
A we had just stayed at the presentation dinner, none of this would be
~oad happening.”

""" “Who wants a stuffy old dinner when we can take a ride in an
ancient Egyptian chariot? Besides, none of this is your fault.”

“What are you talking about?”

“Right before we disappeared I got this brilliant idea to make the Time Bender look
better. So I stuffed one of those fiber rods down a hole in the top of it.”

“A conductor?” Zack jumped to his feet. “All it needed was a conductor.” He frowned.
“But that doesn’t explain the difference in time, unless—”

“I sorta messed with the clock too. I'm not sure how far back I wound it.”

“Well, T guess the good news is at least now we know the Time Bender’s not
defective.”

“Why is that good news?”

“Because if the Egyptians will give us our stuff back, I have a shot at getting us home
to our time.”

“If we live that long. Look who’s coming.”

A solemn-looking guard appeared at the door. “The great pharaoh Tutankhamen
desires an audience with the lowly foreigners.”

“Amazing.” Zack grabbed Jeff’s sleeve. “I just realized another side effect of time
bending. This guy’s speaking Egyptian, and somehow we’re able to understand it!”

“Great. Then we’ll be able to hear for ourselves when the king gives the order to chop
off our heads.”

The guard unlocked the door. “You will come with me.”

They followed him up the same stone steps they’d been pushed down earlier. Only this
time they took a different turn and entered a spacious room with golden walls.

On a high platform at the top of three steps, seated on a carved throne, was the
pharaoh. He was wearing a blue-and-gold headdress, and around his neck was a golden
collar that fanned out over his shoulders. His eyes were lined with black, making them
look almond-shaped and somber.

The vice-regent, Horemheb, a group of guards, and three female attendants stood still
at the side of the throne. The pharaoh snapped his fingers at one of the women and she
began fanning him with peacock feathers.



“There’s our stuff.” Zack pointed at a pile on the bottom step.

“Prisoners will not speak without permission in the presence of the mighty pharaoh.”
The guard pushed them forward. “Prisoners will pay homage to the king.”

Jeff and Zack bowed.

A young voice spoke to them. “You have permission to rise.”

Jeff raised his head and stared into the face of the pharaoh. He couldn’t have been
more than twelve years old! “Wait a minute, he’s a kid.”

“Quiet.” The guard jabbed Jeff in the ribs with a wooden spear handle.

The young ruler raised his jeweled hand. “I will allow these prisoners to speak.” He
gave them a bored look. “First you will tell me what land you are from and then you
will explain the meaning of these strange gifts.” He pointed to the pile on the step.

Zack inched closer to his duffel. “We have traveled far, Your Highness. Our country is
a distant land in the West called the United States. But these things are not worthy
enough to be gifts for the great pharaoh. They are our simple belongings. The only gift
we have for you is to share our knowledge of life in the West.”

“They are gifts,” Tutankhamen insisted loudly. He scooted to the edge of his throne
with an angry frown. “And you will now explain to the court how they work.”

“We better go along with this for now,” Jeff whispered. “The kid is starting to get
upset.”

“But I have to have that equipment or we might not get home,” complained Zack.

“Let me try something.” Jeff picked up his CD player. “Listen to this, Your Highness.”

Before he could get close to the pharaoh, though, the guard held out a long spear to
stop him.

“Let him pass,” Tutankhamen snapped. The guard immediately moved aside.

“You wear these round things on your ears like this.” Jeff placed the earphones over
the king’s headdress.

“It does nothing,” the pharaoh said, pouting.

Jeff turned the CD player on and Tutankhamen’s eyes widened. “It is magic! How do
you do this?”

“Simple.” Jeff hit the Off switch.

“You must be considered a very wise man in your country. What else can you show
me?”

“I can show you how to play the best game in the world.”

Tutankhamen sat back, still examining the CD player. “Games bore me.”

“This one won’t.” Jeff picked up his basketball and twirled it on one finger. “I’'m
gonna need some help to show you how to play it, though, Your Highness. Can you loan
me a couple of your guards?”

The pharaoh impatiently waved his hand and two guards set their spears aside and
came forward.

“Okay. Here’s the deal. You two guys have to keep me from taking this ball and ...”
Jeff looked around. Near the ceiling at one end of the court was a stone ring built into
the wall sideways. “It’s turned the wrong way, but we’ll use it anyway. You guys try and
keep me from putting this ball through that ring over there.”



The larger of the two guards grabbed Jeff around the middle with one hand and easily
took the ball away.

“No. Not like that. Rule number one—you can’t touch the guy holding the ball.” The
big guard set him down. “That’s more like it. Everybody ready?” Jeff started to bounce
the basketball. The second guard reached for it but Jeff bounced it under one leg and
skillfully moved out of his reach.

The young pharaoh clapped. “Very good trick. Now what happens?”

“Now we make a basket.” Jeff faked to the left and charged up the middle past the
guards. At the end of the court he made a bank shot off the wall through the center of
the stone ring. “Ye-es! Brown does it again.”

There was a hint of a smile at the corners of Tutankhamen’s mouth. “This is an
unusual game. You will teach the entire king’s guard to play.”

“Your Majesty.” Horemheb stepped forward. “Do you think it is wise to trust these
foreigners to remain in the palace? They could have been sent here as spies.”

“Silence. It will be as I command.” The king turned to Jeff. “What is your name,
magician?”

“Brown. Jeff Brown.”

Tutankhamen stood. “Henceforth let it be known and understood throughout the land:
Brown Jeff Brown is to be numbered among my chief wise men.”



CHAPTER 8

“Pretty nice room the king gave us, don’t you think? I mean, just
look at the decorations. Who’s this statue supposed to be? The guy
looks like a crocodile hanging on to a stick.”

Zack didn’t answer. He had his duffel bag open and was busy
A taking out equipment. “Look, Jeff, my laptop computer still works.”
%4 “Do we have to do this now? I was thinking, since our lives aren’t

#% in danger anymore, we could go but and have a look around. I
thought we might check out some of the pyramids or the Sphinx or something.”

“I don’t know. Did you see the way that Horemheb glared at us when Tut made you a
wise man?”

“The king’ll take care of him. What’s he gonna do anyway?”

“If I remember my history right, Tutankhamen only lived into his late teens. When
they found the body, his skull had been bashed in. The prime suspects were an elderly
uncle, the queen, and Horemheb, who later became pharaoh.”

Jeff cocked his head. “Did you say queen?”

Zack nodded. “Tut’s married.”

“To a girl?”

“Of course to a girl. He married a twelve-year-old princess when he was nine or ten.
They got married real young back then.”

“I’ll say.” Jeff sat down on the hard wooden bed. “What makes you think Horemheb
has it in for us?”

“He just strikes me as the kind of guy who doesn’t like anybody to get in his way. To
be on the safe side, I think we should get out of here as soon as we can.”

Jeff sat for a few minutes watching Zack hook some wires up to the computer. He
sighed. “Since one of us doesn’t seem to be of much use here, I'm going to go look
around. But don’t worry, I’ll stay out of trouble.”

Before Zack could protest, Jeff was out the door. He found a doorway to an open
courtyard and was about to step into it when he saw a girl about his age sneak across
the flower garden and stop at the gate. She carefully looked both ways and then slipped
through.

Jeff trotted across the courtyard after her and peered over the gate. He saw the girl’s
back disappear through a door in the side of a large building down the road.

It took two full seconds for him to decide to follow her.

The door she’d gone through led to a dim corridor lit by a single torch at the far end.
Jeff could hear muffled voices coming from somewhere in front of him, and he moved
toward them.




From out of nowhere a small hand slid into his and began pulling him through a
hidden door. He started to protest but the girl put a finger to her lips.

She led him up a flight of stairs to a dark balcony from which they could clearly see
the room below. General Horemheb was talking with several men dressed like priests in
white robes.

“Isn’t it enough that his father was a heretic? Why can’t you use that against him? The
people will revolt.”

“My Lord Horemheb,” the oldest priest replied. “As you are fully aware, we are behind
your efforts to unseat the boy. Egypt is far too great a prize for a child. The problem is
that he is a favorite among the masses. They consider his reign to have brought good
luck and prosperity to the land.”

“Are you saying,” Horemheb stormed, “that you will not help me denounce him?”

“We are merely suggesting, O wise and merciful general, that if the people were to
perceive the young king as bad luck they would more readily turn against him.”

“Hmmm.” Horemheb paced the floor. “We will start immediately. The work on the
tomb will be stepped up and food rations will be lowered. Grain prices will be increased
and there will be stiffer penalties for nonproduction.”

“Excellent plan, General.” The old priest coughed. “And when you have done these
things we will step in and blame the boy. His days as ruler will be limited.”

“Then, as vice-regent, I will be forced to take over as pharaoh.” Horemheb laughed.
“And, of course, to assure my position as the new king I will naturally marry the
grieving royal widow.”



CHAPTER 9

The girl pulled Jeff back into the hall, then led him through the

courtyard to a maze of rooms and into a luxurious suite.

: “These are my private quarters, Brown Jeff Brown. We will not be
disturbed here.”

4  “How do you know who I am?”

“Very few things can be kept a secret in the palace for long. I

understand that you are a great magician and wise man from a
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distant land.”

Jeff shifted uncomfortably as he looked at the girl sitting gracefully on a leather chair
in front of him. She was gorgeous. Her hair was thick and black and her large eyes
reminded him of dark pools.

“The gods must have sent you to help me, Brown Jeff Brown. I am Ankhesenpaaten,
wife of the pharaoh Tutankhamen.”

“You’re the queen?”

The girl nodded. “And now that you have heard for yourself the vicious treachery
planned by the king’s trusted servant Horemheb, will you aid me in foiling his evil
plans?”

Jeff scratched his head. “That’s a tough one. You see, I promised my friend I’d stay out
of trouble, and besides, he wants to leave as soon as ...”

A large tear slipped down the queen’s perfect face. “I suppose all is lost, then. I will
simply have to adjust myself to the idea of marriage to ... to General Horemheb.”

“I don’t get it. Why don’t you just tell the king what’s going on?”

Ankhesenpaaten wiped at her cheek. “It is not as easy as one might think. Horemheb
was a great general under the king’s father. It was the old king’s dying wish that the
general become the young king’s vice-regent. Tutankhamen would never believe that
Horemheb would betray him.”

“So the only way Tut’s gonna believe the guy is a traitor is if we find some way to
expose him.”

“We? So you agree to help me?” The young queen gently took Jeff’s hand.

“Hold on. First I have to talk to Zack. If he goes for it then we’ll see what we can do.
But don’t get your hopes up. How can I find you to let you know?”

“Don’t worry, Brown Jeff Brown. I will contact you.”



CHAPTER 10

“Zack, the most incredible thing just happened.” Jeff raced into the
room and stopped. Zack’s computer, which was attached to some
sort of mini-satellite dish, was on the wooden bed. Zack’s watch was
hooked to a clamp, which was connected to the keyboard.

“Wow. You've been busy.”

“I think I've got it, Jeff. Not that this system can take us back or
anything. The best we can hope for is to try and contact Dr.
Cranium’s Time Bender and tell it to come get us.”

“How soon, do you think, before it will be ready?”

“You sound like you’re not too sure you want to go.”

“It’s not that. I met this girl ...”

“Relax. There are plenty of girls back in our time.”

Jeff sat on the other bed. “It’s not like that. This girl is married. In fact she’s the queen
of Egypt.”

Zack folded his arms. “I thought you said you were going to stay out of trouble.”

“I’'m not in trouble. She is. Or at least she might be if old Horemheb has his way. We
sorta accidentally overheard the general say he was gonna get rid of Tut and marry the
queen.”

“Come on, Jeff. We can’t get involved. If we go around changing history who knows
what kind of effect it could have on the future?”

“We wouldn’t be changing it, just helping it. Besides, I thought you said Tut had a few
good years left to rule.”

“According to the history books, he does.”

“Then what do you say? We do this one little thing and then we can go?”

“Do you have a plan?”

Jeff shook his head. “I was hoping you’d be able to help in that department.”

“Why don’t you just tell Tut what’s going on?”

“No good. The queen says he won’t buy it.”

There was a soft tap on the door. Jeff hopped off the bed and pulled the door open. A
young servant girl stood on the other side.

“My mistress begs me to tell you that the great pharaoh Tutankhamen and his faithful
queen, Ankhesenpaaten, will be giving a dinner in your honor this evening. She
especially asked me to convey the information that the vice-regent will be in
attendance.” The girl bowed and left.

Jeff closed the door. “She must think we can use this dinner to expose the general. But
how?”
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Zack snapped his fingers. “I've got an idea. I just remembered an ancient Egyptian
custom. Come on, we’ve got some quick remodeling to do.”



CHAPTER 11

“Pass me some of that fruit, Zack.”

“What’s the matter? Don’t you want to try a big hunk of that calf’s
head? The eyeballs look delicious.” Zack laughed.

“Ugh! You try it, then. I'm sticking with food that doesn’t stare
A back at me.”

4 Tutankhamen turned his attention to his two guests. “General
Horemheb was just telling me that perhaps we are too soft on our
servants. Tell me how they treat slaves in your country.”

“We don’t have slaves,” Jeff said between bites. “Everybody pretty much takes care of
himself where we come from.”

“What an interesting idea.” The king leaned forward. “And who builds your tombs
and temples?”

“Oh, we have workers,” Zack said. “But they have good hours and get paid pretty well
or they don’t work. Of course we know that’s the way Your Highness does things here
too. I mean, you wouldn’t want people to go around saying you’re trying to cheat them
or anything.”

Horemheb’s face turned red with anger. “Pay no attention to these foreigners, Your
Majesty. They would ruin Egypt with their alien thinking.”

“Here’s our chance,” Zack whispered. He stood and pounded on the table. “Are you
insulting an honored guest of His Royal Highness?”

Horemheb was flustered. “I was merely—"

“Sorry, pal. My friend and I take your words as an insult. We challenge you to a
contest.”

The queen touched Jeff’'s arm. “According to our law, the loser of a challenge will
automatically be imprisoned for life. Does your companion know what he is doing?”

Jeff swallowed. “I sure hope he does.”

Horemheb was on his feet. “I gladly accept. Name the contest.”

Zack turned confidently to Jeff and folded his arms. “Basketball.”




CHAPTER 12

At either end of the dining hall Zack and Jeff had placed tall poles
with woven baskets tied to them.

“Your Majesty, I ask you, has anyone ever been challenged to
a ... a game before? It isn’t done,” Horemheb sputtered. “Command
4 these foreigners to choose a more honorable contest.”

“What’s the matter, General?” Zack sat back and watched Jeff
bounce the ball a couple of times on the stone floor. “Scared?”

“How dare you?” Horemheb growled. “Very well. I will beat you at your silly game.
And then you will pay for your insolence—”

“Wait.” Tutankhamen interrupted. “Since you are the one who made the challenge”—
he pointed at Zack—“you must play also.”

“Me?” Zack squeaked. “I'm sorry, Your Highness, but the sport of basketball just isn’t
ready for Zack Griffin.”

“Don’t worry, Zack.” Jeff slapped him on the shoulder. “We’ll play them a little two-
on-two and wipe the floor with them.”

“But you don’t understand, Jeff. I'm really awful.”

“Enough.” Tutankhamen moved to his throne. “You.” He indicated one of the guards
who had played against Jeff earlier. “You will be Horemheb’s assistant. Let the game
begin.”

“Here.” Jeff handed the ball to Zack. “We’ll take the ball first. You throw it in.”

Jeff moved out to the court. Horemheb stepped in front of him and Jeff slipped
around to the outside. “Throw it, Zack.”

Zack pitched the ball as hard as he could. It flew wildly over everybody’s head. The
guard managed to get to it first. He picked it up and held it tightly in his arms. “What
do I do now, General?”

“Hurry to the basket and throw it in, idiot.”

The guard held the ball to his chest and ran across the court. Jeff and Zack were
waiting for him. Every time the guard tried to put the ball in the basket Jeff jumped up
to block him. The guard turned to Horemheb. “I cannot, Master.”

Horemheb raced down the court and rammed into the two boys, knocking them back
against the wall. The guard easily tossed the ball into the basket.

“There.” Horemheb wiped his hands. “We are the winners of your stupid game. That
should teach you never to oppose the mighty Horemheb.”

Jeff stood and tried to catch his breath. “Not ... yet ... Your Generalship. Since we
don’t have referees or a clock, the first team to make twenty-one baskets is the winner.”

“Why was I not told of this before we began?”
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“And another thing.” Jeff took the ball out of the basket. “You can’t run with the ball.
That’s a different game called football. You have to bounce it the whole time when you
go for the basket, and you can’t knock everybody down who gets in your way.”

“This person cannot be allowed to keep adding rules to this foolish game or it will go
on forever,” Horemheb said accusingly.

“Are these all of the regulations, Brown Jeff Brown?” Tutankhamen asked.

“There are a few more but I don’t want to make it too hard for the general.”

“Very well. The game will proceed under these rules and no others. Continue.”

Jeff handed Zack the ball. “This time throw it to me.”

“Right.” Zack waited until Jeff was in position and lobbed the ball onto the court. It
bounced up and hit Horemheb in the back of the head. Jeff recovered it and charged
down the court, easily making a basket.

“The count is one basket for each side,” Tutankhamen called excitedly.

Jeff handed Horemheb the ball. When the big man took it he squeezed Jeff’s fingers.

“Let go, you big ape.”

“Pardon me, honored guest. I'm sure it was an accident.” Horemheb smirked and
tossed the ball to the guard.

The guard tried to dribble but his bounces were too high and Jeff stole the ball easily.
Horemheb blocked his attempt to move the ball downcourt, so Jeff bounce-passed to
Zack. Zack fumbled the ball and sent it flying onto the royal table. Wine splattered all
over the queen’s dress.

Jeff sprinted over to retrieve the ball. “Sorry, Your Highness. Just remember it’s for a
good cause.”

“I certainly hope so.” Servants ran to Ankhesenpaaten to clean her up.

Jeff tossed the ball to Zack, who managed to catch it and quickly pass it back.

“Good move, genius. See, you're getting better already. With a little coaching from me
you’d probably get this game down in no time.” Jeff took a long shot from center court
and scored another basket. “That makes two.”

Horemheb and the guard were running all over the court but couldn’t keep up with
the boys. Zack did his best to stay in their way while Jeff made all the shots. In less than
fifteen minutes they had run the score up to 19 to 1.

“I ... require a pause ... to speak to my assistant,” Horemheb said, breathing hard.

“It’s called a time-out, General, and you got it. But don’t take too long. Zack and I are
anxious to finish you off.”

The two Egyptians huddled in a corner while Jeff went to the table for a drink. The
queen touched his arm quietly. “I don’t like this. General Horemheb is a master of
trickery. Be careful.”

“He’d have to be a magician to pull this game out of the bag. Two more points and
he’s out of your hair for good.”

“Don’t underestimate him. Once he went up against the entire Sudanese army with
only a small force and came back victorious—with the Sudanese general in chains.”

“We are ready,” Horemheb announced flatly. The guard had switched places with him
and Horemheb was the one throwing in. He pitched the ball to the guard and then



quickly moved in close to Jeff. The guard didn’t try to dribble downcourt. Instead he
tossed the ball back to the general. Horemheb leaned back and drilled the ball straight
at Jeff’s face.

Jeff staggered and fell.

“Time-out,” Zack yelled. “Jeff, are you all right?” There was no answer. “You knocked
him out.”

“I don’t recall your associate naming this as an infraction of the rules.”

“Well, it is,” Zack barked.

“I will order my servants to carry him to the infirmary,” Tutankhamen said kindly.
“We have the finest physicians in all the world. Meanwhile, the game must continue.”

“Continue?” Zack whirled around. “We can’t continue. My friend is unconscious.”

“But it was you who made the challenge, was it not?”

“Well, yeah, but—”

Horemheb threw the ball hard into Zack’s stomach. “What is the matter, foreigner?
Scared?”



CHAPTER 13

The cell door clanked shut for the second time that day. The guard
sneered and shoved Zack inside, slamming the door behind him.
“This time you won’t be getting out ... ever.”

Zack sat on the cold stone floor, mumbling, “How do I get myself
4 into these things?”
4  “You know what they say about people who talk to themselves.”
Zack jumped up. “Jeff? Is that you?”

“Yeah. I'm in the next cell over. The queen told the royal guard to escort me to prison
just as soon as I regained consciousness. I take it the game didn’t go so well after I left.”

“That’s an understatement. Horemheb and the guard made about a thousand points
before I could blink. I never even got close to the basket.”

“That’s too bad. At least they didn’t deck you.”

“They didn’t have to. I told you I was bad.”

Jeff sighed. “I wonder what they’re gonna do with us.”

“According to the books I've read, they’ll either starve us or put us to work in the
stone quarry.”

“Neither one of those would be my first choice.”

“Hold it.” Zack moved up to the bars. “Did you say the queen gave orders for you to
be put here? I thought she was on our side.”

“I thought so too. Believe me, I’ve learned my lesson. Next time we go time bending
I’m not stopping to help anybody.”

“You sound like you think there’s gonna be a next time.”

“I have faith in you, genius. If anybody can figure a way out of this, you can.”

“Thanks for the vote of confidence. But right now I'm fresh out of ideas.”

A large stone at the back of Jeff’s cell scraped against the floor and started moving
sideways.

“Uh ... something weird’s going on over here, Zack.”

“Psst.” A small brown hand beckoned Jeff from behind the stone.

Jeff stepped closer. “Who’s there?”

“There is no time for questions. Hurry. Follow me.”




CHAPTER 14

“I purposely ordered you placed in that particular cell because I
knew about the tunnels.” Ankhesenpaaten sat at the top of the
grayish black steps. “Our ancestors used them to flood the prisons
when they became too crowded. My nurse told me about it.”

“Your ancestors must have been real nice people.”

“Because you have tried to help me, I have made arrangements
for my fastest chariot to be waiting at the palace gate. You can get
away if you leave now. Travel to the sea. Horemheb will look for you but I will send a
decoy in the opposite direction to give you enough time to escape.”

“What about Zack? He tried to help you too.”

“I can do nothing for your friend. His cell does not have a tunnel entrance. I am
risking my life for you as it is.”

“Sorry, Your Highness. I can’t leave him. We’re in this together.”

“Very well.” The queen stood. “You are on your own. I will deny ever trying to help
you.”

“Well ... thanks for getting me this far.”

The queen peered out the doorway at the top of the stairs. Without looking back, she
slipped through the door and faded into the darkness.

Jeff ran back down the stairs and squeezed through the opening to his cell. He pushed
the stone back, leaving a crack just large enough to slide his finger through.

“Jeff, are you there?” Zack called.

“I am now.”

“Where’d you go?”

“Keep your voice low. If the guards hear you they’ll come down here. Listen, my cell
has a secret opening to a tunnel that leads out of here. Ankhesenpaaten said they used
to flood the prison with it.”

“Ankhesenpaaten?”

“She was here. Never mind about that. We need to figure out a plan. I could go out
the tunnel and maybe come around. I might be able to surprise the guards and—"

“And get your head cut off for escaping.”

“You have a better idea?”

“Yeah. Ever heard of Br’er Rabbit?”

“Who?”

“It’s an old story about a rabbit that outfoxed a fox. Here goes nothing.... I don’t have
to put up with you!” Zack shouted. “Who do you think you are, threatening me like that?”

“What’s the matter with you?” Jeff tried unsuccessfully to stick his head through the




bars to get a better look. “Are you crazy?”

“Guard! Guard!” Zack yelled at the top of his lungs. “Get me away from him. He’s trying
to kill me.”

The jailer hurried down the steps and saw Zack cowering in the corner of his cell.
“What’s going on here?”

“It’s that maniac in the next cell,” Zack declared. “He says he’s gonna rip me apart.
You have to do something.”

“You called me down here for that? He can’t even reach you. Now be silent before I rip
you apart.” The guard turned to go back up the steps.

“You mean you’re not going to put me in his cell like he told me you would? Oh,
thank you, thank you. I wouldn’t last five minutes in there.”

The guard stopped. He chuckled to himself and took out the keys. “That is a very good
idea, foreigner. By tomorrow morning, if I'm lucky, maybe I will only have one of you
to put up with.” He unlocked Zack’s door and dragged him out kicking and screaming.

Jeff stood back and waited while the jailer tossed Zack into his cell.

“Well?” the jailer asked. “I thought you were going to rip him up.”

Jeff walked up and punched Zack a straight shot to the forehead. Zack went down
like a stone.

“That’s it?” The disappointed guard turned on his heel. “One hit?”

“If I do it slowly it’s more fun.”

Another guard called and their jailer left them. They waited until they heard him close
the door at the top of the steps.

“You were great,” Jeff whispered. “I thought I’d actually knocked you out.”

Zack didn’t answer.

“Zack?” Jeff shook him.

Zack mumbled, then took a breath. “What happened? Oh yeah, you hit me. Hard.”

“I had to—otherwise it wouldn’t have looked real.”

“Next time I'll settle for a little less real.” Zack sat up and shook his head. “I can still
see stars.... Where’s the tunnel? We’d better get out of here before he gets curious and
comes back and you have to hit me again.”

Jeff tugged on the stone and opened the tunnel. “Where exactly are we going?”

“Back to our room. If my equipment’s still there I’'m going to try contacting the Time
Bender.”

“What if it doesn’t work?”

“Then we better look for a fast camel.”



CHAPTER 15

“It’ll just take a minute,” Jeff said.

“We don’t have time. The guard could sound the alarm at any
second.”

“That ball is special,” Jeff insisted. He moved out from their
A hiding place behind a giant urn. “I’ll just sneak it out of the dining
24 hall and then we can go.”

- He crept up next to the door and peeked around the corner.
Everyone had gone and the basketball was sitting on the table in plain sight. Jeff
tiptoed over and grabbed it.

“So, you have managed to escape.” Horemheb was standing in one of the side
doorways. He pulled a sharp, short sword from his belt. “How appropriate that I shall be
the one to catch you.”

Jeff edged toward the main entrance, where Zack was waiting. “Wait a minute,
General. Can’t we talk this over?”

“Only if you find yourself able to speak without a head on your shoulders.” Horemheb
started for him.

“Run, Jeff!” Zack shouted.

Jeff blasted around the table, trying desperately to keep some space between himself
and the general.

“You cannot escape me!” Horemheb jumped, landing in the center of the massive
table. “Your fate is sealed.”

Jeff slid beneath the table, crawled to the end, and came out on the other side.

“No more games.” Horemheb waved the sword.

Jeff raised the basketball over his head, drew back, and slammed it as hard as he
could into the general’s stomach. Then he ran like mad for the door.

“Guards!” Horemheb choked out. “Stop him!”

Zack led the way down the hall and almost ran head-on into two guards who had
heard Horemheb call for help. “This way,” he shouted, and ducked into the closest exit.

The angry soldiers stood at the opening but did not attempt to follow them in.

Jeff looked behind him. “That’s strange. They’re not coming after us.”

“It’s not strange considering where we are. Look around. We’re in the girls’ section.
The harem.”

Jeff stopped running.

Several frightened females dashed behind tall screens to hide themselves from the
intruders.

“Go after them!” Horemheb had recovered and was standing in the doorway. “That’s




an order.”

“This way, Jeff!” Zack found a passageway leading to one of the courtyards.

“Right behind you.”

They came to two doors. Zack chose the left one. It was locked. He quickly tried the
right. It was locked too. Horemheb and the guards were right behind them.

“Jump, Zack!” Jeff hopped up on the wall and helped Zack over.

They found themselves in another garden.

“Great. Now what?” Zack searched for a way out.

“This way.” Ankhesenpaaten was sitting in the garden. She pointed to a passageway.
“It leads to my rooms. Brown Jeff Brown will know the way from there.”

Horemheb and the soldiers scrambled over the wall.

“Hurry,” Ankhesenpaaten whispered. Then she shouted, “The prisoners have escaped!
Help!”

Jeff ran through the queen’s suite and down the hall. “Here’s our room. You fire up
the computer and I'll try and keep them out.”

He edged the heavy bed over in front of the door and stacked a wooden table and two
chairs on top of it.

There was a creaking noise outside the door. It was Horemheb and his men. “Call the
entire king’s guard and bring a battering ram,” Jeff heard Horemheb order.

“I don’t want to rush you or anything,” Jeff said, leaning with all his weight against
the door. “But we have a little problem here.”

Zack wiped his forehead. “I don’t get it. I was sure it would work. The satellite dish
should function as the necessary conductor.”

There was a loud thud and the door opened a few inches. “Again! Hit it again!”

Jeff’s mind raced. He had been responsible for getting them here. Now he had to do
something. His eyes fastened on the crocodile statue. “That’s it!”

He grabbed the crocodile and jammed it by its tail into the satellite dish.

The door broke off its hinges and crashed to the floor, smashing the furniture to
kindling.

Horemheb stepped into the room.

It was empty.



CHAPTER 16

“Now, if you’ll all come this way ...”

Zack opened his eyes. “We’re back!”

A big grin spread across Jeff’s face. “You did it, genius.”

“It was your quick thinking that did the trick.”
A “Excuse me, gentlemen, but you’re holding up the tour.” The guide
A% cleared his throat. “In this area we are conducting experiments
dealing with time and space. Once again, feel free to look, but don’t

touch.”

“Do you get the feeling we’ve been here before?” Jeff asked.

Zack nodded. “The Time Bender must have a glitch in it. We came back earlier than
we left. This is the same tour we took before.”

The group of students wandered through the room looking at the various
workstations.

Zack and Jeff rushed to the back and found Dr. Cranium seated at the Time Bender.
He glanced up at them. “Are you the ones interested in time bending?” His eyes traveled
to the fiber rod sticking out of the top of the machine.

“He knows,” Jeff muttered.

The old scientist’s eyes lit up. “What was it like? You found the secret!”

“We have a lot to tell you, Dr. Cranium. The main thing is that your machine
definitely works. We traveled all the way back to the time of King Tut.” Zack beamed.

“Shhh!” the doctor warned. “We can’t tell anyone about this yet. They would try to
steal it. I’ll meet you later, after the presentation, and you can tell me all about your
adventures. Go now. Your group is leaving.”

“Right,” Zack agreed. “We’ll meet you here as soon as it’s over.” The boys drifted out
the door behind the rest of the group.

“He sure is gonna be surprised when we tell him what we’ve seen.” Jeff pretended to
bounce a basketball down the hall.

“Too bad you didn’t get to bring your ball back with you,” Zack said sympathetically.
“I feel kind of bad about that.”

“Aw, don’t worry about it. Someday I'll get another one.” Jeff stopped. “Wait a
minute. Are we going where I think we’re going?”

Zack nodded. “To the presentation dinner.”

“Not me.” Jeff turned and started back in the direction of the laboratory.

“Where are you going?”

“Back to the Time Bender. I'm gonna try and talk it into taking us to the future.
Maybe it’ll drop us off at an arcade.”



“Us?”

“Sure. You don’t want to go to that dumb old dinner any more than I do.”

“You've got a point there.” Zack hurried to catch up with him. “You know,
theoretically, we could spend the whole rest of our lives doing this.”

“Why not? I just happen to be free for the next hundred or so centuries.” Jeff stopped
at the laboratory door. “Time Benders—it has a nice ring to it.”
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WRITE LIKE AN EGYPTIAN

The ancient Egyptians had their own unique form of writing called hieroglyphics.
They used pictures and symbols in place of words. For example, a picture of an owl was
used to represent the sound of the letter M. A bow-shaped drill for making fire meant
prosperity. And a drawing of an index finger stood for the number 10,000.

You and your friends can invent your own hieroglyphics, or secret code, that only you
can understand. It isn’t hard. First, make up symbols to stand for each of the letters of
the alphabet. Once you make up this code, you’re ready to begin writing messages that
will keep everyone guessing.

Here’s one to get you started. Each number in the following message represents a
letter. (Hint: The most commonly used vowel is replaced by the number 5.) If you get
stumped, turn the page for the answer.

Once you’ve cracked this code, you and your friends can create your own secret code!

451181851451819,

919914351851225815165
2515215141015252085231518124156142251420211851951895
19.

811616253154521851119147.

711825161211219514




Dear Readers,
I sincerely hope you enjoy the World of Adventure series. Happy code breaking.

Gary Paulsen



Don’t miss all the exciting action!




Read the other action-packed books in Gary Paulsen’s
WORLD OF ADVENTURE!

The Legend of Red Horse Cavern

Will Little Bear Tucker and his friend Sarah Thompson have heard the eerie Apache
legend many times. Will’s grandfather especially loves to tell them about Red Horse—an
Indian brave who betrayed his people, was beheaded, and now haunts the Sacramento
Mountain range, searching for his head. To Will and Sarah it’s just a story—until they
decide to explore a newfound mountain cave, a cave filled with dangerous treasures.

Deep underground, Will and Sarah uncover an old chest stuffed with a million dollars.
But now armed bandits are after them. When they find a gold Apache statue hidden in a
skull, it seems Red Horse is hunting them, too. Then they lose their way, and each step
they take in the damp, dark cavern could be their last.

Rodomonte’s Revenge

Friends Brett Wilder and Tom Houston are video game whizzes. So when a new
virtual reality arcade called Rodomonte’s Revenge opens near their home, they make
sure they’re its first customers. The game is awesome. There are flaming fire rivers to
jump, beastly buzz-bugs to fight, and ugly tunnel spiders to escape. If they’re good
enough they’ll face Rodomonte, an evil giant waiting to do battle within his hidden
castle.

But soon after they play the game, strange things start happening to Brett and Tom.
The computer is taking over their minds. Now everything that happens in the game is
happening in real life. A buzz-bug could gnaw off their ears. Rodomonte could smash
them to bits. Brett and Tom have no choice but to play Rodomonte’s Revenge again.
This time they’ll be playing for their lives.

Escape from Fire Mountain
“... please, anybody ... fire ... need help.”

That’s the urgent cry thirteen-year-old Nikki Roberts hears over the CB radio the
weekend she’s left alone in her family’s hunting lodge. The message also says that the
sender is trapped near a bend in the river. Nikki knows it’s dangerous, but she has to try
to help. She paddles her canoe downriver, coming closer to the thick black smoke of the
forest fire with each stroke. When she reaches the bend, Nikki climbs onshore. There,
covered with soot and huddled on a rock ledge, sit two small children.

Nikki struggles to get the children to safety. Flames roar around them. Trees splinter
to the ground. But as Nikki tries to escape the fire, she doesn’t know that two poachers



are also hot on her trail. They fear that she and the children have seen too much of their
illegal operation—and they’ll do anything to keep the kids from making it back to the
lodge alive.

The Rock Jockeys

Devil’s Wall.

Rick Williams and his friends J.D. and Spud—the Rock Jockeys—are attempting to
become the first and youngest climbers to ascend the north face of their area’s most
treacherous mountain. They’re also out to discover if a B-17 bomber rumored to have
crashed into the mountain years ago is really there.

As the Rock Jockeys explore Devil’s Wall, they stumble upon the plane’s battered
shell. Inside, they find items that seem to have belonged to the crew, including a diary
written by the navigator. Spud later falls into a deep hole and finds something even
more frightening: a human skull and bones. To find out where they might have come
from, the boys read the navigator’s story in the diary. It reveals a gruesome secret that
heightens the dangers the mountain might hold for the Rock Jockeys.

Hook ’Em, Snotty!

Bobbie Walker loves working on her grandfather’s ranch. She hates the fact that her
cousin Alex is coming up from Los Angeles to visit and will probably ruin her summer.
Alex can barely ride a horse and doesn’t know the first thing about roping. There is no
way Alex can survive a ride into the flats to round up wild cattle. But Bobbie is going to
have to let her tag along anyway.

Out in the flats the weather turns bad. Even worse, Bobbie knows that she’ll have to
watch out for the Bledsoe boys, two mischievous brothers who are usually up to no good.
When the boys rustle the girls’ cattle, Bobbie and Alex team up to teach the Bledsoes a
lesson. But with the wild bull Diablo on the loose, the fun and games may soon turn
deadly serious.

Danger on Midnight River

Daniel Martin doesn’t want to go to Camp Eagle Nest. He wants to spend the summer
as he always does: with his uncle Smitty in the Rocky Mountains. Daniel is a slow
learner, but most other kids call him retarded. Daniel knows that at camp, things are
only going to get worse. His nightmare comes true when he and three bullies must ride
the camp van together.

On the trip to camp, Daniel is the butt of the bullies’ jokes. He ignores them and
concentrates on the roads outside. He thinks they may be lost. As the van crosses a



wooden bridge, the planks suddenly give way. The van plunges into the raging river
below. Daniel struggles to shore, but the driver and the other boys are nowhere to be
found. It’s freezing, and night is setting in. Daniel faces a difficult decision. He could
save himself ... or risk everything to try to rescue the others, too.

The Gorgon Slayer

Eleven-year-old Warren Trumbull has a strange job. He works for Prince Charming’s
Damsel in Distress Rescue Agency, saving people from hideous monsters, evil warlocks,
and wicked witches. Then one day Warren gets the most dangerous assignment of all:
He must exterminate a Gorgon.

Gorgons are horrible creatures. They have green scales, clawed fingers, and snakes for
hair. They also have the power to turn people to stone. Warren doesn’t want to be a
stone statue for the rest of his life. He’ll need all his courage and skill—and his secret
plan—to become a true Gorgon slayer.

The Gorgon howls as Warren enters the dark basement to do battle. Warren lowers his
eyes, raises his sword and shield, and leaps into action. But will his plan work?

Captive!

Roman Sanchez is trying hard to deal with the death of his dad—a SWAT team
member gunned down in the line of duty. But Roman’s nightmare is just beginning.

When masked gunmen storm into his classroom, Roman and three other boys are
taken hostage. They are thrown into the back of a truck and hauled to a run-down
mountain cabin, miles from anywhere. They are bound with rope and given no food.
With each passing hour the kidnappers’ deadly threats become even more real.

Roman knows time is running out. Now he must somehow put his dad’s death behind
him so that he and the others can launch a last desperate fight for freedom.

The Treasure of El Patron

Tag Jones and his friend Cowboy spend their days diving in the azure water
surrounding Bermuda. It’s not just for fun—Tag knows that somewhere in the coral reef
there’s a sunken ship full of treasure. His father died in a diving accident looking for the
ship, and Tag won’t give up until he finds it.

Then the ship’s manifest of the Spanish galleén El Patrén turns up, and Tag can barely
contain his excitement. El Patrén sank in 1614, carrying “unknown cargo.” Tag knows
that this is the ship his father was looking for. And he’s not the least bit scared off by the
rumors that El Patron is cursed. But when two tourists want Tag to retrieve some
mysterious sunken parcels for them, Tag and Cowboy may be in dangerous water, way
over their heads!



Skydive!

Jesse Rodriguez has a pretty exciting job for a thirteen-year-old, working at a small
flight and skydiving school near Seattle. Buck Sellman, the owner of the school, lets
Jesse help out around the airport and is teaching him all about skydiving. Jesse can’t
wait until he’s sixteen and old enough to make his first jump.

Then Robin Waterford walks in with her father one day to sign up for lessons, and
strange things start to happen. Photographs that Robin takes of the airfield mysteriously
disappear from her locker. And Robin and Jesse discover that someone at the airfield is
involved in an illegal transportation operation. Jesse and Robin soon find themselves in
the middle of real danger and are forced to make their first skydives very unexpectedly
—using only one parachute!

The Seventh Crystal
Chosen One,

The ancient palace lies in the Valley of Zon. It is imperative that you come immediately. You
are my last hope. Look for the secret path. The stars will lead the way. Take care. The eyes of
Mogg are everywhere.

As if school bullies weren’t enough of a problem, now Chris Masters has a computer
game pushing him around! Ever since The Seventh Crystal arrived anonymously in the
mail one day, Chris has been obsessed with it—it’s the most challenging game he’s ever
played. But when the game starts to take over, Chris is forced to face a lean, mean,
medieval bully.

The Creature of Black Water Lake

Thirteen-year-old Ryan Swanner and his mom just moved to the mountain resort of
Black Water Lake. The locals say that beneath the lake’s seemingly calm surface, a
giant, ancient creature lives. But Ryan’s new friend Rita tells him that’s just hogwash.
She’s not afraid to go fishing out on the lake, even though, oddly, the lake seems to be
nearly empty of fish. One day Ryan sees a small animal fall from a tree into the lake—
and never surface again. Something is in the lake. And it’s alive....
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