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Chapter 1: The Dust and the Dial
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Daniel was the kind of boy who looked for treasure in places everyone else called "junk." While other kids in the neighbourhood were busy playing soccer or mastering video games, Daniel was usually found in the back corner of his grandfather’s shed, knee-deep in rusted gears and smelling of old motor oil. He didn't mind the grease under his fingernails; to him, every piece of scrap metal had a story to tell.

One rainy Tuesday, Daniel pushed aside a heavy, moth-eaten tarpaulin in the very back of the shed. Behind it sat something that didn't look like a lawnmower or a box of holiday decorations. It was a booth made of polished brass and dark mahogany, shaped like an oversized antique trunk standing on its end. It had a porthole window made of thick, wavy glass and a series of copper levers that looked like they belonged on a Victorian machine.

"Whoa," Daniel whispered, his voice echoing in the cramped space. He wiped a layer of grime off a small plaque near the door. It read: The Chrono-Crate – Model 1895.

Being a curious ten-year-old, Daniel didn't run for help. Instead, he twisted the heavy iron handle and stepped inside. The interior smelled of Polish and leather. There was a single leather covered seat and a dashboard covered in glowing vacuum tubes. At the centre was a large, glowing dial with dates etched into the metal. Without thinking, Daniel leaned forward to inspect the dial. His backpack brushed against a protruding lever, clicking it firmly into place.

Suddenly, the garage began to hum. The hum turned into a roar, and the light inside the crate shifted from warm yellow to a blinding, kaleidoscopic violet. Daniel felt like he was being squeezed through a very long, very stretchy straw. His stomach did a somersault, and for a terrifying moment, the floor felt like it had turned into liquid.

Then, with a sound like a giant cork popping out of a bottle, everything stopped.

Daniel tumbled out of the leather  chair and onto the floor. The roaring had ceased, replaced by a strange, rhythmic thumping sound. He scrambled to the porthole and gasped. He wasn't in the garage any more. Outside the glass, the sky wasn't gray and rainy; it was a brilliant, searing blue. He pushed the door open and stepped out, not onto concrete, but onto hot, golden sand.

Rising before him were three massive, jagged triangles of stone that reached toward the clouds. They were pristine and white, capped with gold that reflected the sun like a mirror.

"The Pyramids," Daniel breathed. "But... they look brand new."

"They are brand new, you strange-looking boy," a voice came from behind him.

Daniel spun around. Standing there was a girl about his age, wearing a linen tunic and a necklace of bright blue lapis lazuli. She held a papyrus scroll in one hand and a stylus in the other. She looked Daniel up and down, noting his boots and his "NASA" t-shirt with deep suspicion.

"I am Khepri," she said, crossing her arms. "And unless you are a messenger from the North, you are very lost. Also, your shoes are ridiculous."

Daniel realised then that his adventure hadn't just begun...it had catapulted him four thousand years into the past.
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Chapter 2: The Architect’s Apprentice
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Khepri didn’t wait for Daniel to explain his "magic box." She was on a mission. As it turned out, Khepri wasn't just any kid; she was the daughter of the Royal Architect, and she was in a total panic.

"My father is supposed to present the final alignment charts for the Great Tomb to the Pharaoh tonight," she explained as she dragged Daniel toward a bustling construction site. "But the winds blew my scrolls into the mud, and I have to redo the calculations for the star-alignment shaft before sunset!"

Daniel looked at the massive limestone blocks being hauled by hundreds of workers. "I can help," he said. "I’m pretty good at maths. Well, school maths, anyway."

Khepri looked sceptical, but she handed him a clean sheet of papyrus. "The shaft must point exactly toward the North Star, but the foundation has shifted by three palm-widths. If the angle is off by even a hair, the Pharaoh’s soul won't find its way to the heavens, and my father will be demoted to counting grain in the silos!"

Daniel sat down in the shade of a palm tree. He realised that the ancient Egyptians didn’t have calculators, but they had logic. He started drawing out the triangles he had learned about in Mrs. Gable’s geometry class. He used a piece of charcoal to sketch the angles, showing Khepri how to use a simple ratio to find the correct tilt.

"See?" Daniel pointed to the drawing. "If you move the top of the shaft this much to the left, it compensates for the shift at the bottom. It’s just a big triangle."

Khepri’s eyes widened. She followed his logic, her stylus flying across the papyrus. For two hours, the boy from the future and the girl from the past worked together, surrounded by the scent of roasting meat from the workers' camps and the rhythmic clink-clink-clink of bronze chisels on stone.

When they finished, Khepri let out a long breath. "You’re a strange boy, Daniel. Your clothes are ugly, but your brain is sharp. My father will be pleased."

"I should probably go," Daniel said, looking back at the Chrono-Crate. "My mum's going to wonder why I'm not at dinner, and 'Ancient Egypt' isn't a very good excuse."

Khepri reached into her bag and pulled out a small, carved stone scarab. It was a deep, shimmering green. "Take this. It represents luck and transformation. You’ll need it if you keep travelling in that wooden hut of yours."

Daniel tucked the scarab into his pocket. "Thanks, Khepri. Good luck with the Pharaoh."

He hopped back into the crate, his heart racing. He looked at the dial again. He didn't want to go home just yet. If he could help build a pyramid, what else could he do? He gripped the copper lever, closed his eyes, and yanked.

This time, the crate didn't roar; it whistled like a teapot. The temperature dropped instantly. When Daniel opened the door again, he wasn't met with sand, but with a blast of icy wind and the sound of a lute playing a merry, bouncing tune.
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Chapter 3: The Knight of the Rusty Bucket 
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Daniel stepped out into a muddy courtyard surrounded by gray stone walls and fluttering colourful banners. The air smelled of damp hay and woodsmoke. High above, on a narrow stone bridge connecting two towers, a man in a full suit of armour was trying...and failing...to chase a stubborn, mountain goat.

"Oi! Stop that beast!" the knight shouted, his voice echoing hollowly inside his metal helmet. "It has the King’s signet ring in its teeth!"

The goat skipped over a pile of firewood and ran straight toward Daniel. Without thinking, Daniel reached into his backpack, pulled out a leftover snack bar, and crinkled the wrapper loudly. The goat, intrigued by the crinkling sound, skidded to a halt and began nibbling on the edge of the shiny plastic.

The knight clanked over, his armour squeaking and groaning with every heavy step. He flipped up his visor to reveal a face that was mostly a very bushy, very red moustache and a pair of kind, tired eyes.

"Hurrah!" the knight exclaimed, leaning on his sword to catch his breath. "You have captured the Dread Nibbler of Northwick! I am Sir Cedric the Steady, though today I feel neither steady nor particularly knightly. I have been chasing that four-legged demon across three counties."

Daniel looked at the small, unimpressive goat. "The 'Dread Nibbler' just wanted a snack, Sir Cedric. I think he likes the salt on the wrapper."

"Nonsense! It’s a tactical genius!" Cedric sighed and sat down on a stone bench, his armour clinking like a bag of loose silverware. "To be honest, young traveller, I’m in a bit of a bind. There is a royal inspection tomorrow, and my armour is a disaster. The hinges are rusted shut from the Great Rain of July, my visor sticks, and I sound like a haunted kitchen every time I walk."

Daniel realised that Sir Cedric wasn't a legendary hero from a fairytale; he was just a hard working man who was having a really difficult week. He looked at the knight’s rusted joints and remembered the small can of lubricant spray he’d tucked into his backpack for his bike chain.

"I can help you get ready," Daniel offered. "I’m a bit of a tinkerer."

For the next several hours, Daniel worked with the precision of a master mechanic. He used his multi-tool to tighten loose rivets and sprayed a tiny bit of oil into the squeaking joints of Cedric’s armour. He showed the knight how to use a bit of ash from the forge mixed with water to buff the rust off his chest plate, explaining the basics of oxidation as they worked.

"You speak in strange riddles, Daniel of the Denim Pants," Cedric chuckled, moving his arm in a perfect, silent circle for the first time in years. "But you have the spirit of a true craftsman. In my land, we value a sharp mind as much as a sharp blade."

As the sun began to set over the castle walls, Cedric reached into a small leather pouch and handed Daniel a heavy iron key shaped like a lion’s head. "This is the Key to the West Gate. It won't open many doors in your time, I wager, but it is a symbol that you are always welcome in my halls."

Daniel tucked the heavy key into his pocket, right next to Khepri’s scarab. He felt a surge of confidence. He had helped an architect in Egypt and a knight in the Middle Ages. He was finding his own kind of "treasure." He climbed back into the Chrono-Crate, checked his glowing dial, and prepared for the next leap into the unknown.
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