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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 B.C.”
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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.
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CHAPTER 1

DENVER

[image: ] Twelve-year-old Zack Griffin leaned back at his desk with his hands folded behind his head. His science teacher was explaining the directions for a government-sponsored intelligence test she wanted them to take.

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

[image: ] “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 bother him. In fact nothing about this trip bothered him. It was 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.”
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