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Chapter 1


	The hinges of the bus door squealed open. Mitch knew he only needed to take two steps to enter, but his feet refused to move. The bus driver, who could barely see over the steering wheel, stared at him expectantly, his hand resting on the door lever.

	“Mitch,” his sister, Alyssa, hissed in his ear. “Don’t just stand there. Get on the bus.”

	She shoved him in the back, and he stepped forward.

	“Morning,” the bus driver said as he reached the top of the steps.

	“Morning,” Mitch mumbled to the floor. 

	Not looking up, he threw his backpack in the first empty seat, landing on top of it. Alyssa barreled past him. He glared at her retreating back before he slid over and stared at his reflection in the glass of the bus window, ignoring the bright green shoots of wheat poking through the ground in a field beside the road.

	His mom was right—he looked miserable. Which wasn’t a surprise to Mitch. He felt miserable. He’d felt that way ever since they moved to Fairview. What was surprising was that his mom even noticed. She was so busy unpacking and helping Dad on the farm, he wasn’t sure she knew he existed anymore

	The farm. He hated that word. It was because of the farm that Mitch found himself riding the bus to school every day, instead of shooting hoops in the driveway before school with his best friend, Matt. He and Matt had been neighbours his whole life. They’d done everything together. Now he sat by himself, wondering how terrible it would be trying to make new friends at a new school. 

	New—that was another word he hated. For the last two weeks everything had been new: new town, new house, new school, new friends. He’d never had to make new friends, and he sure didn’t want to make any now. Mitch’s favourite word was old: he wanted his old town, old house, old school, old friends. He wondered what Matt was doing this morning. Probably wasn’t even up yet. And here Mitch was, sitting on a bus minutes after the sun came up. 

	It just wasn’t fair.

	A sandwich landed in his lap, jolting him out of his self-pity. Before he could turn to see where it had come from, a hand came over the back of the seat, followed by a head of messy blond curls, and snatched it up, at the same time yelling in his ear, “You’re such a jerk, Eric!”

	As Mitch peered over the back of the seat to see who the hand and voice belonged to, a voice mimicked from farther back, “You’re such a jerk, Brock!”

	“Takes one to know one,” the boy behind him replied, then gave Mitch a smile that took up most of his face.

	Mitch twisted around to look at the back of the bus. Mitch knew that the older kids sat at the back and concluded the two boys staring at him had to be in Grade 10 at least. Mitch was sure he saw the shadow of a mustache on one of them. 

	“What are you looking at, runt?” one of them asked as Mitch continued to stare. Not wanting to become their newest target, Mitch slowly slunk down in his seat.

	“Don’t worry,” the voice came from behind him again. “It’s just my brother. He thinks he’s a big shot because he can finally sit at the back. He won’t think it’s so funny when I tell Mom tonight.”

	Mitch didn’t answer. It was bad enough that he had to start at a new school in the middle of the year. He really didn’t need to be on the radar of high school kids.

	“I’m Brock,” came the voice again. “You probably figured that out already because of my jerk brother.” He hollered that last part over his shoulder. 

	“Shut up, pipsqueak!”

	“Anyway,” he continued. “What grade are you in?”

	Mitch shifted uncomfortably. “Six.”

	Suddenly, Brock materialized in the seat beside him. Mitch dragged his backpack onto his lap to give Brock more room, then continued to stare out the window.

	“Awesome! Me too! Where did you move from?”

	What’s with this guy and his million questions? Okay, not millions, Mitch amended. But two questions are two more than I want to answer.

	Not turning around, he said, “What makes you think I just moved here?”

	“This is Fairview. In small towns, everyone knows everything about everybody.”

	Perfect! The whole school is going to know I’m the new kid.

	“Durham,” he told the window.

	“Wow! I’ve only been there a couple of times. My sister’s a barrel racer. She competed in the rodeo there last summer. Do you go? I hate the rodeo, so I begged my parents to take me to the Museum of Natural History. It was so cool! They had a display about Ancient Egypt. Have you seen it?” Before Mitch could answer, he went on, “Did you know it took seventy days to complete the mummification process? My brother rides steers. So every weekend during the summer we’re at some rodeo or another.”

	What’s a steer? Mitch wanted to ask. But he didn’t. He didn’t want Brock to think he was interested—even though, secretly, he was. And he knew all he wanted to know about Ancient Egypt. They’d studied it for months at his old school.

	“My parents make me do mutton busting . . .” 

	What the heck is mutton busting? What is he talking about now? This time Mitch was going to ask, but Brock was still talking. 

	“. . . hoping I’ll like it and be like my brother and sister. I do it, but I hate it. I’d rather be at the museum.” 

	Mitch tuned Brock out, mostly because he didn’t know what he was talking about. He was afraid to ask if it meant another long-winded explanation. Besides, he was determined to hate everything about Fairview, and that included Brock. He didn’t need a friend. He had friends in Durham. Just another reason why he wanted to go back.

	“Let me tell you everything you need to know about Fairview School. Mrs. Patterson is our teacher.”

	Mitch interrupted finally. “How do you know I’m in your class?” 

	“There’s only one Grade Six class. Where else would you be?”

	He turned back to the window. Only one class? I guess that’s something else I need to learn about small towns. 

	“She’s usually pretty nice, if you stay on her good side, which means doing your work and not talking in class. You know, the usual teacher stuff.”

	Mitch watched the landscape pass by. It didn’t seem to bother Brock that he didn’t answer. Maybe if he ignored him long enough, he’d get the hint and go back to his seat.

	“Now, you need to watch out for Emily. She is the bossiest girl in class. She sticks her big, fat nose in everyone’s business.”

	Mitch tucked that piece of information away. He had an older sister. He knew all about bossy girls.

	“So, how come you’re starting school in the middle of the year?”

	Mitch sighed to himself. Obviously, Brock didn’t care if Mitch ignored him or not. Maybe he’d go away if he told him why they’d moved to Fairview. 

	“Pops left the farm to my dad when he died. It’s always been my dad’s dream to come to the farm, so instead of selling it we moved here to take it over.”

	“Pops? I don’t know anyone around here named Pops.”

	“My grandpa.”

	Brock frowned. “George Howell was your grandpa?”

	“You knew my grandpa?”

	“Nah, but in a small town everyone knows everything about—”

	“—everybody,” Mitch finished. “I get it.”

	“The town’s been wondering for months now who would take over the Howell farm.”

	“Now they know.” 

	“My dad says the Howells are crazier than loons,” Brock said matter-of-factly.

	Mitch turned his full attention on Brock, his tone indignant. “Why would he say that?”

	Brock shrugged, unfazed. “Don’t know. That’s just what he says every time we go past their farm.” He frowned. “I guess it’s your farm now.” 

	Mitch looked out the window again. Great! It wasn’t bad enough that they had to move to this tiny town, but on top of that everyone thought his family was crazy. Could this day get any worse? Another reason to hate Fairview and everything new. He was never going to forgive his parents for dragging him here.

	“Let’s see what else you need to know.” Brock paused before launching into another long-winded monologue. 

	Mitch closed his eyes and imagined his street back in Durham. How he wished he could go back in time. Matt wasn’t the only thing he missed. He missed pick-up games of shinny after school and Saturday baseball games in the park behind his house. Those would never happen again. Their farm was fifteen miles from Fairview and their closest neighbours lived a mile away. It might as well be a million miles away.

	“Do you want to?”

	Brock’s question jolted Mitch out of his daydream. 

	“Huh?”

	“Come to my place after school?” 

	Brock’s invitation came as a surprise. Hadn’t Brock noticed he’d been ignoring him for most of their conversation? And what was the point? He’d have to talk to his mom before accepting. It also meant that he’d need a ride to Brock’s farm, which was probably impossible because both of his parents were “too busy” to do anything that didn’t have to do with the farm.

	“Probably not.” Seeing the disappointment on Brock’s face, he added, “My parents are really busy. They spend all their time getting ready to seed our first crop. They won’t have time to drive me to your house.”

	“Oh.” Brock thought for a moment. “Tell you what. I’ll talk to my mom. We make a million trips to town for my brother and sister’s sports. Maybe you could come to my place after school and then my mom could drop you off on her way to town.”

	“Sure,” Mitch agreed, hoping it would shut him up.

	“Awesome!” 

	The bus pulled up to the curb in front of the school. Students in the front half pulled on their backpacks and elbowed their way off the bus. Mitch stepped onto the sidewalk into a crowd of students entering the school. The smell of diesel fuel made his nervous stomach roll.

	“Out of the way, runt.” Eric glared at him from the bus steps.

	“Ignore him.” Brock bumped Mitch’s shoulder. “Come on, I’ll show you where we go in.” 

	Mitch stood for a moment as students streamed around him and into the school entrance. He considered turning and walking in the other direction. But at that moment Brock turned and waved for him to hurry up. He dragged his feet, hoping to postpone the inevitable as long as possible. 

	Mitch followed Brock into the school and down the hallway to their classroom. Around him students greeted each other with fist bumps and smiles. A couple of them greeted Brock. Suddenly, Mitch ran into the back of Brock, who was stopped in the middle of the hallway.

	“That’s Emily.” Brock jerked his chin in the direction of the girl in front of them. 

	Hearing her name, she turned on them.

	“What did you say?” She glared at Brock, hands on hips.

	“Nothing.” Brock stepped back—and landed right on Mitch’s foot.

	“Ouch!”

	Brock looked at him apologetically. “Sorry!” 

	“I heard you say my name,” Emily insisted, not moving.

	He reached around and shoved Mitch in front of him. “I was pointing out the kids in class to Mitch.” 

	Mitch stumbled forward, nearly bumping into Emily. “Hi?” 

	“Hey,” Emily didn’t even look at him, just continued to glare at Brock before turning on her heel and entering the classroom.

	“See what I mean?” Brock whispered in his ear. “She’s over the top.”

	Mitch nodded, took a deep breath, and crossed the threshold into the classroom. Choosing a desk as far away from Emily as he could, he plopped down and waited, knowing what would happen next, with a sense of doom.

	He wasn’t surprised when Mrs. Patterson called him to the front of the class just moments after the bell rang. This was what teachers did to torture every new student. Add this to the list of things he hated. He stood beside her and rattled off his name and where he was from in an indifferent voice. He hoped everyone got the message about how unhappy he was to be here. 

	He wished his parents were here so they could hear it too.


Chapter 2

	
	Mitch threw his backpack on the floor of the porch. He knew his mom would give him heck for doing it, but he didn’t care. When she didn’t holler at him from the kitchen, he went to find her. The kitchen was empty. He saw a note on the table. 

	Down at the barn helping Dad.

	Of course she was. That was what she was always doing, either helping Dad or unpacking the stacks of boxes that lined the walls in each room of their new home. She probably wouldn’t even notice his backpack sitting there.

	Realizing he was all alone in the house, a defiant grin spread across his face. He grabbed the peanut butter and bread to make himself a sandwich. 

	Alyssa had stayed after school for track practice. This was new. She’d never gone out for track in Durham. She’d stopped at his locker at the end of the day to tell him she wouldn’t be on the bus and then skipped off with a bunch of girls to the gym. Mitch didn’t understand how she’d had zero friends in Durham, but in Fairview she was immediately part of the group. His stomach tightened at the thought. The tables were turned from their life in Durham.

	Leaving the peanut butter and bread on the table, he went up to his room. Like the rest of the house, all the boxes marked mitch were still sitting in a pile, at the end of his bed. He refused to unpack a single one. His mom had made up his bed yesterday, but now it was a pile of messed-up blankets from his horrible night’s sleep. His dresser and bookshelf were empty, and the walls were bare. It reminded Mitch of a prison cell, minus the bars on the windows.

	He flopped on his bed and searched under his pillow for his tablet. Eating his sandwich, he played Fortnite until he ran out of lives. 

	His sandwich done, he considered going down to the barn. Pops had kept cows and a few chickens for as long as he could remember. Mitch had loved going down to feed them when he visited. One of his favourite memories of the farm was sitting in the tractor while Pops fed huge round bales to the cows in the pasture. Perched on Pops’s lap, he even got to steer every once in a while. He smiled, remembering the stories Pops told about when he was a boy on the farm. Chasing gophers, roping calves, hauling bales. It had all sounded like fun to Mitch. 

	But now that he was stuck here? He had no interest in it at all. 

	Rolling onto his back, he stared at the ceiling of his room. A wave of homesickness washed into his belly. He let it settle there, taking comfort in his misery. 

	Suddenly, he remembered the attic. His stomach tightened for a different reason. The only time he could remember Pops being mad at him was when he was nine. Pops caught him going up to the attic. He’d never forget Pops’s angry words, telling him he wasn’t allowed up there. Or the way Pops’s eyebrows had come down to form a straight line of displeasure on his face. He remembered his parents being shocked at the fierceness of Pops’s anger but agreeing he shouldn’t be up there. From that time on, the door had remained locked. It was the one place that had been off-limits whenever they visited. It didn’t matter how much he begged Pops to go up there, the answer was always a firm “No.” 

	But now he was alone in the house. Who was going to stop him? 

	Sitting up, he listened for any sound that indicated he wasn’t alone. Just silence. 

	He crept into the hallway and peeked over the bannister to the floor below and listened. Still nothing. He snuck over to the door that led up to the attic. With one more look over his shoulder, he turned the knob—and was surprised that the door was unlocked.

	The hinges creaked as he opened the door. A trickle of apprehension ran down his spine. It was the same one he got the time Pops had caught him. “There’s nothing up there for little boys,” he’d said, closing the door with a sharp snap. 

	But Pops wasn’t here to stop him this time.

	He pulled the door open and looked up the stairway that led to the attic. Dust danced in the faint light. Each stair was cluttered with old magazines, boxes, and shoes. A thick layer of dust coated the only wood that was visible on the stairs. Mitch waved at the dust that tickled his nose. From the bottom of the stairs, everything above cast menacing shadows. 

	Bracing his hands on each side of the stairway, Mitch placed his foot on the first step. The wood groaned under his weight. As he was about to take another step, he could feel a sneeze building in his sinuses. Positive he was still alone in the house, he let it go. 

	“Aaachoo!” 

	More dust rose and floated up from the objects on the stairs. Afraid to sneeze again and create a bigger dust storm, Mitch held his breath and picked his way up the stairs. 

	When he reached the top, he sucked in a deep breath through his mouth. He surveyed the contents of the attic. Stuff was piled nearly to the top of the slanted roof. There were no paths to follow here. He figured no one had been up here for years, and if they had it was only to drop something on a pile and leave. Every surface seemed to be covered with something: dried flowers, old dishes, even furniture. The smell of moth balls—meant to protect what was up here from bugs and rodents—was overwhelming. He pulled the neck of his T-shirt over his nose. 

	Where to start? 

	He carefully picked his way to what looked like an old dresser. The top was covered with stacks of old newspapers. The one on top was from 1984. 

	Why would Pops save stuff like this? 

	He could make out the frame of a mirror above and drawer handles below. Not wanting to disturb what was on the dresser, he was about to pull on the handles of the top drawer when he had a thought. 

	What if there’s mice in here? 

	Praying the moth balls had done their job, he eased the drawer open. Clothes made of flowery fabric now yellowed with age lay neatly inside. They looked like something an old lady would wear. He thought they probably belonged to his grandma, who had died before Mitch was born. Not wanting to disturb his grandma’s things, he closed the drawer and moved on to the next one. More of his grandma’s clothes. The final drawer held the same. 

	Discouraged at not finding anything interesting, Mitch inched his way farther into the mass of items. He found a box of old dishes, a coffee maker, and the frame for a bed. None of it looked like it was worth keeping. Why had his grandparents kept all this junk?

	As he made his way closer to the window at the opposite end of the stairway, his foot struck something solid. At first glance, it looked like a stack of boxes. But when Mitch bent over, he could see that the boxes were sitting on something made of metal. Curious, he moved the boxes—clothes spilled out of the one on top—and found that they had been covering a trunk. The kind people used in the olden days, when they travelled on ships. 

	Pops had liked to travel. He always brought something back for Mitch and his sister. In fact, they were still packed in the boxes in his room. Mitch felt a twinge of guilt. Pops had brought him some really cool souvenirs, like the ball he caught when he went to a Yankees game. But his grandpa never travelled with a trunk. He’d always had a battered old leather suitcase. 

	Who did the trunk belong to, then?

	After carefully moving all the boxes to rest on top of the stacks of newspaper on the dresser—he was afraid that if he put them on any of the piles, the whole place would come tumbling down—he shuffled back to the trunk and cleared away the last bits of junk.

	Finally, he squatted down to open it. The trunk had a latch with a keyhole. He hoped it was unlocked. He pushed the latch. Nothing happened. He tried to lift the lid. Still, nothing happened. Frustrated, he banged the latch with his fist. Still nothing. The trunk was locked. 

	But where’s the key?

	He stood and scanned the attic for a hiding place. If the key was here, it would take him the rest of his life to find it in this mess. Where to start looking? Maybe the trunk could give him some clues. 

	Squatting again, he searched the outside of the trunk for a sticker or some kind of identification. It wasn’t until he looked at the end that he found a label stuck to its side. He touched it and a piece of the brittle paper broke off. Realizing that he could be damaging his one clue, he carefully put his finger on the label and read the name. 

	 

	G. Howell.

	 

	This trunk had once belonged to Pops? The rest of the label was gone, but now at least he knew who it belonged to.

	Mitch went back to the dresser and opened the top drawer again. He knew his mom hid valuable things in her dresser drawers. Maybe his grandparents did too. He carefully slid his hands under the clothing at the front of the drawer. Finding nothing at the front, he moved slowly towards the back. The clothing lay across his forearms as he did so, and his fingers came into contact with something he knew wasn’t clothing. He wrapped his hand around it and pulled it out.

	It was a book. About the size of a paperback with a worn leather cover and no title on the front. Mitch opened the book and was surprised to find writing on the first yellow page. G. Howell, 1914 was written at the top of the page in opaque blue ink. Mitch turned the page to the first entry. Was this his grandpa’s journal? Mitch couldn’t remember ever seeing him write in a journal.

	 

	March 15, 1914

	I’m on the train. Mary gave me this journal to write down my thoughts as I set out on what I’m sure will be a life-changing experience.

	 

	What was Pops talking about? He’d never mentioned anything to Mitch about a life-changing experience. And why was he using this beat-up old trunk and not his beat-up old suitcase? It didn’t make sense. 

	Hoping to find the answer, he went to read some more when he heard a door shut. He pushed the clothes back into the drawer and slid it shut. He tucked the diary in the back of his pants. Taking a quick glance to make sure nothing looked disturbed, he picked his way back to the stairs. He turned the knob on the attic door and closed it as quietly as he could. 

	He nearly jumped out of his skin when his mom called from downstairs: “Mitch! Where are you?”

	“I’m upstairs,” he answered, making his way to his room. Not wanting his mom to know he’d been in the attic, he slid the book under his pillow and made a half-hearted attempt to straighten the blankets on his bed.

	“Come and put your backpack away, please. And clean up the stuff you left on the table.”

	His attempt at irritating his mom had backfired. Now, rather than reading Pops’s journal, he had to go and clean up the mess he’d made.

	“I’ll be there in a second,” he told her.

	“Right now, Mitch. I need to get supper on.”

	With a wistful glance at his pillow, Mitch made his way downstairs.

	As he put away his backpack and the makings of his snack, his mom peppered him with questions. How had his first day gone? Did he like his teacher? How was the bus ride? Did he make any new friends? He answered all of them with “Fine.” Except the last one. That was a “No.” Finally, she quit asking and just studied him for a moment. He knew she wanted some confirmation that he had made out okay at school, but he didn’t care. His mind was on something else. 

	The journal upstairs. 

	Had Pops gone on a cool adventure that he hadn’t told him about? Was it the reason his grandpa had forbidden him to go up in the attic? If it was some kind of “life-changing experience,” why had he left Grandma behind?

	“Here—you can set the table.”

	Mitch sighed and took the plates. The journal would have to wait.


Chapter 3

	
	With Pops’s journal safely tucked in the bottom of his backpack the next morning, Mitch got on the bus. His plan was to read as much as he could on the way to school. With an absentminded wave at the bus driver’s greeting, he sat in the same seat as yesterday and waited for Alyssa to find her seat before taking out the journal. He was just about to open it when a familiar voice came from behind him.

	“What’s that?” 

	Snapping the book closed, he turned and looked over his shoulder.

	“What?” he replied, hoping Brock wasn’t asking about the book but knowing he was.

	“The book.” Brock pointed to where Mitch had it stuck under his arm. Mitch had no intention of telling anyone about his grandpa’s journal. His parents didn’t know he’d taken it. If Alyssa found out, she’d run and tell them.

	“Just a book I’m reading,” Mitch deflected, hoping that Brock wasn’t into books and would lose interest in it.

	“It looks old. What’s it called?”

	Mitch scrambled to come up with a story about the book. Remembering what Pops had written on the first page, he said, “A Life-Changing Experience.”

	Brock’s eyes lit up with interest. He hung his arms over the back of the seat. “Cool. What’s it about?”

	“I . . . I’m not sure yet. I just started it.” Well, that was the truth. And if he could just get rid of Brock, he could read more.

	“My favourite book is The Lightning Thief. Have you read it? I love that it’s based on mythology, which is my favourite thing to read about. Do you know who the King of the Gods was?”

	Yes, Mitch knew. He’d read The Lightning Thief and loved it.

	“Zeus,” he answered, afraid of Brock’s long-winded response.

	“Awesome! You’ve read it!” 

	Mitch was right to be worried. Brock proceeded to go on about all his favourite parts of the book. He was like a top that seemed to get wound tighter as he talked about the book. He finally stopped and asked, “What did you like?” 

	Mitch, who had stopped listening at the beginning and started counting how long it would take Brock to wind down, answered, “All of it?”

	At Brock’s suspicious look, Mitch dropped his gaze.

	“Well, “I’ll let you get back to it.”

	Finally, he got the hint.

	Brock settled back in his seat and Mitch was finally able to pick up where he’d left off yesterday.

	All too soon, the bus pulled up to the school. Hiding the journal in his backpack, Mitch got off the bus and headed for the entrance. Brock walked silently beside him, which was strange. Had he hurt Brock’s feelings when he was pretending to listen to him on the bus? His mom gave him heck when he didn’t pay attention to her when she was talking to him. She said it was disrespectful and hurt people’s feelings. But sometimes Mitch got so involved with something, like a TV show or video game—or a secret journal—that he didn’t even know someone was talking to him. From the sad look on Brock’s face, he figured he was right. It wasn’t Brock’s fault he was obsessed with the journal. He was just trying to be friendly.

	“I think my favourite part of the book is when Percy defeats that bull thing at the beginning.” 

	Brock’s head came up and excitement shone in his eyes. “I know! I love that part too! It’s like the first moment Percy realizes he’s not a typical kid.”

	Mitch smiled to himself. He listened to Brock talk as they entered the school. He’d find time during lunch to read the journal. Right now, he wanted to learn everything Brock had to say about Percy Jackson. 
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	Mitch’s hands shook with excitement. He was sitting under a tree on the playground, and he was opening up his grandpa’s journal. He’d found a secluded spot and hoped to have thirty minutes of uninterrupted reading when he heard his name.

	“Mitch! Come and play soccer.” 

	Brock was walking towards him with a ball tucked under his arm. Mitch closed the book again, sighing. Would he ever get a chance to read it?

	Brock came to a stop in front of him. “Boy, that must be a really good book if you’re reading it during lunch.” 

	“I’m not sure if it is or not. I’m just getting started.” 

	He hoped Brock would get the hint and leave him to read it in peace. Of course, that didn’t happen. Instead, Brock sat down on the grass beside him. Just like everything in his life right now, it went the opposite to what he’d hoped.

	“Where did you find it? I’ve never seen a book this old in the library.”

	Not sure if he could trust Brock or not, Mitch was vague. “I found it at my house.”

	“Your family keeps old books like that?” 

	Mitch didn’t like how Brock made it sound like there was something wrong with keeping old books. It made him think of Brock’s comment yesterday that everyone thought his family was “loony.”

	“Yeah, they do,” he answered defiantly. Wanting to defend Pops, he added, “It’s not a book, really. It’s Pops’s journal.” Mitch immediately regretted his words. What if Brock told everyone in the school?

	Brock’s eyebrows went up. “Really? That’s so cool! What did he write about?”

	Brock’s words eased the tension in Mitch’s chest. He seemed sincerely interested. Maybe he could trust Brock with this secret. Besides, it would be kind of nice to have someone to share this with.

	“All I know so far is that he started writing in it in 1914 and that he’s talking about some ‘life-changing experience.’ I was hoping to find out what it was when you got here.”

	“This book is over a hundred years old?” Brock leaned closer. “Maybe we can find out why everyone thought he was crazy.”

	“He’s not crazy.” Mitch leaned away.

	“That’s what everyone in town seems to think.”

	“Well, they’re wrong.”

	“How do you know?”

	“I just do—and I don’t like you calling my grandpa crazy.” 

	“Prove it.” He set the soccer ball in his lap and looked expectantly at Mitch. “Let’s see if he was a nutcase or not.”

	Now he really wasn’t interested in sharing it with Brock. But their lunch hour was slipping away, and Brock didn’t appear to be going anywhere. He sighed and opened the book to the first entry.

	 

	March 15, 1914

	I’m on the train. Mary gave me this journal to write down my thoughts as I set out on what I’m sure will be a life-changing experience.

	 

	Brock broke in. “Who’s Mary?”

	Mitch sighed at the interruption. “It must be my grandma, but everyone called her Beth.”

	Brock nodded and looked at the page over Mitch’s shoulder. “Keep reading.”

	Mitch shook his head and started again.

	 

	I’m not going to lie and say that I’m not scared. I’m petrified. The train is full of young men, my age or younger. I’m pretty sure the guy sitting next to me isn’t a day over seventeen. 

	 

	Mitch stopped. Something wasn’t right. Pops was eighty-two when he passed away. So why was the date in the journal over a hundred years ago?

	“He’s on a train?” Brock asked. “Where’s he going?”

	“No idea.” Mitch knew Pops did a lot of travelling—he used to tell him about different countries he’d been to when they visited. But he’d never talked about going by train.

	 

	They say the war will be over quickly. I sure hope they’re right. In fact, I hope it ends before I have to get on the boat. A prairie boy in the Navy—and to England of all places. I’ve always wanted to travel, but I never imagined it would be like this. We’ll be travelling in a convoy of other boats. Safety in numbers, they tell us. I hope they’re right and we aren’t sitting ducks.

	 

	Mitch paused to turn the page.

	“Your grandpa was in the war?” 

	Brock’s voice reflected Mitch’s feelings. Pops had never talked about being in the war.

	“I guess so? He never told me about it.” 

	“What’s a ‘sitting duck’?” 

	Mitch hadn’t heard this saying before either. He was going to have to ask his parents about some of this stuff. Which meant he’d have to confess to taking the journal.

	“Maybe it will tell us. Keep reading.”

	 

	We are scheduled to arrive by March 20 if everything goes well. The train is pulling into the station and more boys are waiting at the loading area to get onboard. I better go.

	 

	“Wow! Your grandpa was in World War I!” Brock looked at Mitch, his eyes like saucers, obviously impressed with this news.

	“How do you know it was World War I?” Mitch asked, curious that Brock would know this piece of information.

	Brock shrugged. “World War I started in 1914 and ended in 1918. It’s why we celebrate Remembrance Day on November eleventh. That’s the day the war ended. Didn’t your old school have Remembrance Day ceremonies every year?”

	“Yeah, they did. I guess I didn’t pay very close attention to what they were talking about.” 

	“The next entry is dated March twenty-first. Let’s keep reading.” 

	Brock had just said the words when the bell rang. They both groaned. That was the end of the story for now.

	As they followed their classmates into the school Brock asked, “So, exactly where in the house did you find the journal?” 

	Still uncertain whether he could trust Brock or not, Mitch responded with a question of his own. 

	“You promise not to tell anyone?” 

	Brock nodded. 

	“I found it when I was exploring the attic of our house.”

	“Really? That’s so cool. Did you find anything else?”

	“No. My mom came home before I could do any more searching.” He paused. Should he tell Brock about the trunk? “If I tell you what I was really looking for, do you swear you won’t breathe a word of it to anyone? The attic was always off-limits when my Pops was alive. I’m sure my parents wouldn’t be happy knowing I was up there snooping around.”

	Brock made an X over his heart. “Cross my heart.”

	Mitch waited until the crowd of students entered the school and then whispered, “I found the journal when I was looking for the key to an old trunk that belonged to Pops.”

	“Holy cow! What do you think’s inside of it?”

	Mitch shrugged. “I have no idea. I didn’t find the key. Maybe he took the trunk with him when he went to war. It’s really old and banged up.”

	“We need to find the key to that trunk! It’s probably full of cool stuff!”

	We? Mitch bristled at the word. Since when had this become a partnership? Like the Hardy Boys or something.

	“I don’t know . . . maybe I should talk to my parents first.” 

	Mitch knew his excuse wasn’t going to work. Brock’s eyes were practically glowing with excitement.

	“How about Saturday? We’d have lots of time to look around in the attic on the weekend.”

	Now he really did have to ask to his parents. Which was going to be hard, because he wasn’t talking to them right now. But he knew he was going to have to do it if Brock was coming over. 

	Mitch sighed. “I’ll talk to my parents tonight and see if it’s okay with them.”

	Brock smiled from ear to ear. “Awesome! We’d better hurry up. Mrs. Patterson will freak out if we’re late.” 

	Brock rushed into the school. Mitch took his time, already regretting that he’d agreed to talk to his parents. He was still mad at them about the move and hated having to ask them for anything. But if he wanted to find out more about Pops, he was going to have to bite the bullet and ask.


Chapter 4

	
	
	“You want to what?” his mom asked that night at supper. He couldn’t ask his dad because—surprise—he was still out in the field.

	“Look around in the attic. See what’s up there,” Mitch told her for the second time. 

	Alyssa sat at the table texting—which was against the rules, but as usual his mom didn’t notice as she placed supper on the table. Starting a fight with Alyssa wasn’t going to help him get permission, so Mitch didn’t bring her attention to it.

	“Why would you want to go up there? It’s just a bunch of dust and things your grandparents had no use for.”

	“I’m just curious,” Mitch told his mom, shrugging. “There might be some old stuff up there that’s pretty cool.”

	“Pops was always so secretive about what was locked up there, I don’t even know what you’d find. I’m trying to get the rest of the house in order before I tackle that job.”

	Mitch didn’t want to let on that he’d already been in the attic, afraid of his mom’s reaction. He shrugged again, trying to pretend he didn’t care either way. “Maybe I could clean it up a little while I’m there. Alyssa can always use the room to store all her junk.”

	Alyssa didn’t look up from her phone. “Watch it, runt.” 

	Obviously she’d picked that one up from Eric.

	“Alyssa, we don’t talk that way to each other,” his mom chastised her.

	Mitch gave his sister a satisfied smile, which she returned with a glare.

	“I guess it’s okay,” his mom said. “But I’ll have to talk it over with your father.” 

	The smile that had started on his face vanished. Mitch wasn’t surprised. Why did his parents always have to talk decisions over with each other? 

	Figuring he might as well get all his requests in at once, he asked, “Do you think I could have someone over to help me?” 

	His mom couldn’t keep the smile from her face at the news that he’d made a friend. That smile tempted him to tell her that Brock wasn’t really a friend. He was still mad at her. But he decided not to rock the boat.

	“Who did you want to invite?” she asked between bites.

	“Brock Turner. He doesn’t live far from here. We ride the bus together.”

	“Well, I don’t see why not. I’ll give his mom a call and invite him over.” 

	Mitch thanked his mom, which kept the smile glued on her face throughout the rest of supper. Maybe she did know how hard the move had been for him.
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	That was four days ago. Mitch and Brock read more of the journal any time they had the chance, which wasn’t very often. Without fail, the minute they sat down to read more of the journal, Eric, Alyssa, and even nosy Emily seemed to appear out of nowhere, as if summoned by the journal itself.

	The good news was that his dad said it was okay to go up to the attic. 

	“I think you’ll be disappointed, son—it’s just old clothes and newspapers up there. But we could use the extra space. Your mom and I don’t have time to do it, so knock yourself out.” 

	Mitch leaned back on the couch so that he had a view down the driveway. Brock should be here any minute. Brock’s mom said she’d drop him off by 1:00 p.m. Where were they? He checked the clock again. 

	Five minutes later, he heard a loud rumble coming from the direction of the driveway. A beat-up truck roared up the lane. Brock’s bully brother, Eric, was driving. A woman sat in the passenger seat.

	Mitch ran to the door, followed by his mom, who had been doing dishes in the kitchen.

	The woman, presumably Brock’s mom, came around the front of the truck. She was tall with long blond hair that lay in a braid down her back. She wore jeans and a T-shirt and worn sneakers. Brock was right behind her.

	“Afternoon!” Mitch’s mom held out her hand. “I’m Sandy Howell, and this is Mitch.” She wrapped her arm around his shoulder.

	“Lisa Turner and Brock. It’s great to meet you. Brock tells me the boys have offered to help clean up the attic. I can’t get Brock to clean his bedroom, so good for you!” She bumped Brock with her hip, then turned and surveyed the farm. “I always loved this farm. I’m glad to see you come back and carry on the family tradition.”

	Mitch’s mom brushed the stray hair that had come out of her ponytail. “It’s a lot of work, but Ray is determined to make a go of it. There are things that need to be updated—George wasn’t much for ‘new-fangled’ farm improvements—but we’re getting there. I’m glad Mitch has made a new friend. He’s probably feeling neglected, with his dad and I being so busy.”

	Both Mitch and Brock shifted as the conversation went on, anxious to get to the attic.

	“Well, I’d better let you two get at it.” Brock’s mom patted him on the back and turned back to the truck. “Eric and I are off to town for some supplies—if I survive. Eric may have his learner’s license, but I feel like I’m putting my life in his hands every time I get in a vehicle with him.” 

	She waved out the window as the truck roared down the lane.

	Mitch grabbed Brock’s arm and headed into the house.

	“Hold on, boys,” his mom called, following them into the house. “If you’re going to clean the attic, you’ll need some garbage bags.” She grabbed a handful from the cupboard under the sink.

	Mitch groaned and took them from her.

	“Hold on. I’m coming up with you.”

	“Mommmm . . .”

	“I haven’t been up there in years. I just want to have a look around and give you some ideas of what’s junk and what’s not.”

	“All right.” Mitch’s tone conveyed how unhappy he was with this latest development, but he and Brock followed his mom up to the second floor.

	“Be careful on these stairs,” she told them as she opened the door. “Your grandpa couldn’t get around up here at the end, so he started storing things on the stairs.”

	His mom wound her way up to the top with Mitch and Brock close on her heels. There was barely enough room for the three of them to stand at the top of the stairs.

	“Okay, any newspapers or magazines you can throw out.” She bent to the stack by her feet. “I don’t know why your grandfather felt the need to save all these, but they’re a fire hazard, so you can pitch them. I think if you start with that, you’ll be busy for most of the afternoon. Good luck!”

	She picked her way back downstairs as Brock and Mitch started to fill the garbage bag from the stack on the landing. When they were sure she was back downstairs, they dropped the bag. 

	Mitch led Brock to the trunk.

	“This is it.” He pointed to the side of the trunk. “And here’s the sticker that shows it was his. We need to find the key to get it open.” 

	Brock pointed to dresser. “Is that where you found the journal?” 

	“Yeah. I only had time to search the top drawer. Maybe we should start by looking in there.”

	They picked their way to it and Mitch pulled open the second drawer.

	“Eww . . .” Brock waved his hand in front of his nose. “Your family really believes in the power of moth balls, don’t they?”

	Ignoring Brock, Mitch shoved his hands under the clothes and felt around.

	“Nothing.”

	The next drawer was the same.

	“Well, where should we look now?” Brock asked. 

	“Let’s fill a garbage bag in case my mom comes back. We might uncover some places to look.”

	They got to work, starting with the newspapers that covered the dresser. That filled one bag. The next bag they filled with magazines that were stacked on the floor next to the trunk. As Mitch tied the second garbage bag, he looked around the attic.

	“It doesn’t look like we’ve done anything,” he said, discouraged.

	“What about that rack of clothes over there?” Brock pointed to the corner of the attic. “Doesn’t that look like a uniform? The journal said your grandpa was joining the Navy.”

	Mitch squinted through the dust. All he could see were a bunch of old coats on sagging hangers.

	“Can we even get over there?” he asked.

	“I think so. Follow me.” Brock carefully moved through the bags and boxes.

	“Maybe the key’s in here?” Mitch picked up a wooden box from a plastic container on the floor and gave it a shake. Something rattled around inside.

	Brock backtracked to stand beside Mitch. “What is it?” 

	“I think it’s a jewelry box. My mom puts keys and things in hers. Maybe my grandparents did too.” 

	He lifted the lid, silently hoping the rattling had been keys and not some old rings. But that’s exactly what was inside, along with some pins and a couple necklaces. He dug through the jewelry to see if there was a key hiding at the bottom. 

	“No key.” Mitch snapped the lid shut and put the box back in the container.

	“How about in here?” Brock reached over some pictures leaning against the wall and grabbed a bowl off the window sill. “Maybe it got thrown in here.”

	Mitch peered over Brock’s shoulder to look at what was in the bowl. Some picture hooks, nuts and bolts, washers, and—ta-da!—two small keys. Brock fished them out of the bowl and handed them to Mitch. 

	Mitch didn’t think the first key would fit and, after picking his way back to the trunk as quickly as possible, he discovered that he was right. The second one was small enough, but when Mitch tried it, nothing happened. 

	“Dang it!”

	“Did they work?” Brock called from the other side of the attic.

	“No.”

	Mitch stood and made his way back to Brock, dropping the keys back in the bowl.

	Brock was going through the rack of clothes they’d spotted earlier. He held the uniform up for Mitch to look at. The blue was faded and dusty. One white band was on the arm. A cap was shoved in the pocket.

	“It’s your grandpa’s.” Brock pointed to where howell was stitched on the front.

	Mitch pulled the cap out of the pocket and they both heard a tinkling sound. 

	“What was that?” Brock asked.

	“Something fell out of the pocket when I pulled the cap out.”

	With little room to maneuver, the boys knelt and felt around on the tiny piece of floor that was visible.

	Finally, Brock held it up. “It’s a key!” 

	Mitch shook his head. “It’s too big. The one I just tried is smaller than that. It fit. It just didn’t open the lock.”

	“Let’s find out.” 

	“Okay, but you’re wasting your time. It isn’t going to fit.”

	Brock hopped over the attic’s contents to get to the trunk. Mitch carefully picked his way behind him.

	Crouched in front of the trunk, Brock stopped and looked at Mitch before trying the key.

	“I hope this works,” he whispered.

	“Don’t hold your breath,” Mitch warned.

	“I’ve been holding it since we came up here.”

	Brock took a deep breath and slid the key into the lock. It fit perfectly. As Brock turned the key, the sound of the latch opening echoed through the attic. 

	Both boys froze. Mitch was convinced it was loud enough for his mom to hear and she’d be on her way up to investigate. When they didn’t hear footsteps, they slowly flipped the latches at each end. Mitch thought his heart was going to beat out of his chest. Just as they were about to lift the lid, Brock looked at Mitch. 

	“What if there’s a skeleton in here?”

	Mitch’s heart ticked up another notch and he shivered. The last thing he wanted to think about was skeletons and dead bodies. That stuff freaked him out, but he wasn’t about to tell Brock that.

	He snorted. “Yeah, right. Why would Pops have a skeleton in a trunk?”

	“Well, you said he wouldn’t let you come up here. Maybe that’s what he was hiding!”

	“Will you quit? There isn’t a skeleton in here.” At least, he really hoped there wasn’t.

	Brock gave him a look that said If you say so, then said aloud, “On three. One, two, three.”

	The smell of moth balls wafted out of the trunk as the boys let the lid rest against the wall. 

	“More clothes?” Mitch didn’t try to keep the disappointment from his voice.

	Brock waved his hand in front of his face. “And moth balls. Your grandparents were definitely serious about keeping bugs out of their stuff.” 

	“Well, that was a lot of work for nothing.” Mitch went to close the lid again.

	“Wait!” Brock put his hand on Mitch’s arm. “You found the diary under some clothes. Maybe your grandpa hid something under these.”

	“I’m not digging through clothes again. The dresser was bad enough.”

	“I’ll do it,” Brock volunteered, and began moving the clothes to one side.

	“Hold on,” Mitch said. Between the clothes he’d caught a flash of red. Lifting the clothes off the top, he pulled out a bundle of photographs tied with red ribbon.

	“Careful,” Brock said. “That looks really old.”

	On the top was a picture of a young man wearing the same uniform they’d found on the rack. The guy in the picture was skinny with short brown hair. Mitch had never seen a picture of Pops when he was in his twenties. He only remembered his grandpa with grey hair and a big belly. He stood in front of an old car with his arm around a woman. They were both smiling.

	“Is that your grandpa?” Brock asked.

	“It might be.” Mitch squinted to get a closer look. “I’m guessing if this is his trunk, that’s who it is.”

	“Who’s the lady?” 

	“My grandma, I’m guessing.” It kind of looked like her, but Mitch hadn’t seen any pictures of her at this age either. 

	Leaving Mitch to look through the rest of the pictures, Brock went back to searching through the trunk. Taking more clothes out, he lifted a small wooden box from the bottom. 

	Mitch looked up from the picture he was studying. “What’s that?” 

	“I have no idea. Hopefully not a bunch of boring old pictures.” 

	A brass latch held the box closed. Brock flipped it up. Nestled in the center of blue silk lay a metal cylinder. 

	“What is it?” Mitch whispered. 

	He’d never seen anything like it before. The cylinder was covered in a dull brown tarnish. Brock lifted the cylinder from the box. When three more sections slid out of the end of the cylinder, he nearly dropped it.

	“It’s a spyglass!” Brock breathed in awe.

	“A spyglass?”

	“Yeah, like pirates used to sight land or ships to attack.” Brock held the spyglass up to his eye.

	“Holy cow! That’s too cool. Do you think my grandpa used it when he was in the Navy?” 

	“I don’t know, but it’s possible. How old do you think it is?”

	“Really old. More than a hundred years, for sure.”

	Brock looked through the eye piece again. “Except there’s something wrong with it. When I look through it all I see is black. I don’t see anything.”

	“Let me try.” Mitch looked through the eye piece. “You’re right. Maybe the glass is broken.” He shook the spyglass but didn’t hear anything rattling around inside.

	“What have you got there?” 

	The boys jumped. It was Mitch’s mom, standing at the top of the stairs.

	“A spyglass? We think it was Pops’s. We found it in this old trunk,” Mitch explained.

	“Let’s see.” Mitch reluctantly placed it in her outstretched hand. She studied it and then held it to her eye. “Well, it looks like it was a spyglass, but I think it’s broken.” She studied it for a moment longer. “Your grandfather travelled a lot. He probably bought it as a souvenir on one of his adventures.”

	“Do you think I could have it?” Mitch asked, trying to keep the excitement out of his voice.

	“I don’t see why not, but you’ll—” 

	Mitch interrupted, knowing what was coming next. “I know, I’ll have to ask Dad,” he grumbled.

	She smiled. “Yes, you’ll have to ask your dad. Where did you find the pictures?” His mom pointed to the photos beside Mitch. 

	“They were in the trunk, too.” 

	“Let me see.” Mitch’s mom looked at the photo on top. “I’m not sure who this is, but he sure looks like your dad, and you.”

	Mitch looked at the picture over her shoulder. It does? 

	She shuffled through a few more. “Your dad would probably like to see these.” She tucked them into the back pocket of her jeans. “Now, how did the cleaning go? Or did you get sidetracked snooping through your grandfather’s stuff?”

	Mitch pointed to the two full bags of garbage, relieved they’d at least done that. “We filled all the bags you gave us.”

	“Good job! I think that’s enough for one day.” 

	“But—” the boys said in unison, wanting to continue their exploration of the trunk.

	Mitch’s mom held her hand up. “You’ve had enough dust and moth balls for one day. Besides, young boys should be outside playing. Bring the spyglass. You can finish up here another day.”

	The boys grumbled under their breath but did as they were told. They left the key in the lock of the trunk, grabbed a bag of garbage, and with Mitch’s mom carrying the spyglass in its box, followed her downstairs. 

	The first thing Mitch was going to do was check the journal. He was certain Pops would have mentioned it somewhere.


Chapter 5

	
	After getting kicked out of the attic, Mitch took Brock to check out the treehouse his dad had built when he was Mitch’s age. His mom had mentioned it to him a few times since they’d moved, but Mitch hadn’t wanted to do anything that might make him like the farm. But since Brock’s mom wouldn’t be back to pick him up for an hour, it seemed like a good idea. 

	He was surprised to see that it was still in good shape—he’d expected it to be a heap of rotted wood. Even the boards that had been hammered into the old willow tree to make a ladder didn’t budge as they entered the treehouse through a hole in the floor. They’d grabbed a broom from the barn and knocked down the cobwebs. Leaves had blown in over the years and covered most of the floor. Under one pile, they discovered what looked to be a wooden toybox. Inside they’d found an old cap gun, some rocks, and other junk. 

	“I think my family might have a hoarding problem.”

	“I told you that the first day I met you,” Brock said as he pulled back on the hammer of the cap gun. “But this is pretty cool. Let’s keep it.”

	They kept the cap gun and threw the rest out. 

	It felt as if they’d just got there when Brock’s mom arrived to pick him up. Before Brock left, they made a plan for Brock to come over and visit another day.

	It wasn’t until supper that night that Mitch had a chance to ask his dad about the spyglass. Actually, it was his mom who brought it up. Thankfully, Alyssa was at a sleepover and couldn’t stick her big nose into the story.

	“Ray, you’ll never guess what the boys discovered while cleaning the attic today.”

	His dad looked at him. “What treasure did you discover, bud?”

	Mitch wasn’t certain it would be considered a treasure, but he described how he and Brock had found the spyglass and pictures, careful to skate around how he’d taken the journal the week before. He father continued to eat as he told the story.

	“So,” he finished, “I was wondering if I could keep it?” 

	Mitch had a hard time reading his dad. His expression never seemed to change. He could be mad as heck and you’d never know it.

	His dad considered his request and then asked, “I’d like to have a look at them.”

	Mitch got the box and the pictures from the counter and handed them to his dad. Ray flipped the latch and took out the spyglass.

	“I’ve never seen this before,” he commented as he studied the outside. “Where did you say you found it?”

	Mitch hadn’t said, but he told his dad, “We found it in an old trunk. It was under a bunch of clothes.”

	His dad picked up the spyglass and extended all the sections. 

	“Doesn’t look like it works,” he said, pointing it in different directions around the kitchen.

	“I think it’s broken,” Mitch said.

	His dad studied the outside. “It looks like there are symbols of some kind under all this tarnish.” He turned the spyglass over. “I’ve never seen anything like it. No idea where it came from.”

	“We found the key to the trunk in the pocket of a Navy uniform that was hanging on a clothes rack. Was it Pops’s?”

	A look of confusion came over his dad’s face.

	“Your grandpa wasn’t in the Navy.”

	Now it was Mitch’s turn to be confused. Who did the uniform belong to then?

	“If Grandpa wasn’t in the Navy, then who went to England?”

	“It could have been your great-grandpa. He settled here after the war. But I don’t remember Dad ever talking about my grandad being in the Navy . . .” His dad’s forehead creased as he thought.

	“Was Grandma’s real name Mary?”

	Mitch’s question jolted his dad out of his thoughts. “No, Beth is your grandma. Her full name was Elizabeth, but everyone called her Beth. Mary was your great-grandma. How do you know about Mary? And how did you know your great-grandpa went to England while he was in the Navy?”

	Too late, Mitch realized he’d said too much. He had no choice now but to tell his dad about the journal. 

	His dad noticed the guilty look on his face and prompted: “Mitch?”

	“Well . . . I may have found his old journal in a dresser drawer.”

	“His journal? In a dresser drawer? Which dresser was that?”

	“The one in the attic,” Mitch replied quickly.

	But his dad caught this. “When was this?”

	“Last week. You and mom were down at the barn and Alyssa was gone for track practice. I was alone and thought I’d investigate . . .” 

	Mitch’s voice trailed off at the end. He noticed how his dad’s eyebrows formed a straight line across his forehead, reminding him of Pops. Okay, maybe you could tell when he was mad.

	“Where is the journal now?”

	Mitch’s gaze dropped to the table. He mumbled, “In my room.” 

	His dad got up from the table and put his dishes in the sink. “Go get it, please. I’d like to have a look at it.”

	He was still sitting at the kitchen table when Mitch came down with the journal. Mitch laid the journal on the table in front of his dad.

	“I’m sorry, Dad. I should have told you I found it. I didn’t think you’d care.” 

	“I know you didn’t. The thing is, this journal didn’t belong to my dad. It belonged to his father, George Howell—your great-grandfather.” His dad opened the journal.

	“I thought because it said G. Howell on the front that it was Grandpa’s.”

	“Pops’s name is Grant. He was never in the Navy. The G stands for George. It was a family tradition that the eldest son’s name begin with G. Uncle Greg is the third generation to have a name that starts with G. Lucky for you, your mom and I aren’t too much for tradition.”

	“So the spyglass belonged to my great-grandfather? He was in World War I?”

	“Yes, but I didn’t know he was in the Navy,” he said while reading the first page. “Dad never really talked about him. It was probably all the wild stories that surrounded him.”

	“Wild stories?” Mitch slid into the chair next to his dad, intrigued.

	His dad put the journal on the table and looked at Mitch.

	“Yeah. My dad never told them to me, but the kids at school would always tease me about my ‘crazy grandfather.’ Apparently when your great-grandfather came home from the war, he wasn’t quite the same as when he’d left. In fact, there was a time while he was gone that he was MIA.”

	“MIA? You mean a secret agent for the government?” Mitch couldn’t keep the excitement from his voice. My great-grandpa was a secret agent! 

	His dad chuckled. “No, that’s MI5. MIA means ‘missing in action.’ ” 

	“Oh.” 

	“Don’t look so disappointed. This story is still pretty exciting, even if most of it isn’t true.”

	Mitch gave his dad a sceptical look.

	“According to the story, your great-grandfather went missing in 1914 when his boat was torpedoed.” 

	That’s the same year as the first journal entry! 

	“The ship sank off the coast of Holland, and they never recovered his body.” His dad took a sip of coffee. “But that’s where the story gets interesting. Six months later, he walked into a town called The Hague.”

	“What happened to him?”

	“No one seems to know the answer to that. He said he couldn’t remember how he got there.”

	“And this is why they said he was crazy?”

	“Well, no. There’s more. He was sent home before the war ended. He came back to the farm and eventually married and had a family, right here on this farm. But there were times when he would disappear, sometimes for months on end, leaving your Great-Grandma Mary to look after the farm and their family. I think that’s why Dad didn’t talk about him much and didn’t let anyone in the attic. He resented that Grandpa George would leave the family to their own devices.”

	“Where do you think he went?” Mitch asked.

	“I have no idea. He could have gone to make some extra money for his family. Or maybe he just couldn’t handle the stress of the farm. I remember he did have a strange fascination with Egypt . . . he was always reading books about it when I was a kid.” His dad stopped for a moment. “It’s hard to say what happened. But it certainly left an impression on your grandpa and the people of Fairview.”

	“Do you think Great-Grandpa wrote about it in his journal?” 

	“Could have. Why don’t you read it and find out?” His dad handed him the journal. “But the next time you go snooping around, let your mom or I know. There’s no telling what’s up in that attic. You might follow in your great grandpa’s footsteps and disappear too.” He laughed and patted Mitch on the back. “Deal?”

	“Deal.” Mitch took the journal and headed up the stairs to his room.

	“Let me know what you find out,” his dad called after him.

	“I will.” 

	Mitch flicked on the lamp on the nightstand and, ignoring the unpacked boxes, sat on his bed. Leaning against the wall, he opened the journal to the entry about the train ride and started to read, hoping to discover the mystery of his great-grandfather’s disappearance all those years ago.


Chapter 6

	
	“Morning, sleepy head,” his mom greeted him the next morning. “You look like you didn’t get a wink of sleep.”

	Mitch yawned. Despite staying up late reading the journal, he was no closer to having any answers about his great-grandpa than he’d had before. His great-grandpa spent most of his time writing about how much he missed Mary. Gross! Reading his great-grandpa’s journal had taught him one thing: he had no desire to spend any time on a ship. At least once a day, George wrote about tossing up a meal due to his seasickness.

	“I was reading the journal.” Mitch poured cereal into a bowl and added milk.

	“And did you find anything out?” his mom asked, loading dishes into the dishwasher.

	“No. He just talked about how much he missed the farm and Great-Grandma Mary.”

	“I’m sure your father already told you, but no more going up to the attic without permission.” She gave him a pointed look over her shoulder. “Okay?”

	“I know, Mom.” He ducked his head and shovelled cereal in his mouth. His mom didn’t have to remind him. His dad had made that clear last night.

	“I doubt you’re going to find anything in there about his disappearance or the spyglass. It’s probably just some souvenir he picked up in one of the ports he visited.” 

	The spoonful of cereal stopped in midair. 

	Mitch had been so caught up in his great-grandpa’s story that he’d forgotten about the spyglass. That was another mystery that needed to be solved. Were the two things connected? Did the spyglass have something to do with his great-grandpa’s disappearance all those years ago?

	He slurped the milk from the bowl and dropped his dishes in the sink with a clatter.

	“What’s the rush?” his mom asked as he raced up the stairs.

	“I just have to check something out,” he called back to her.

	Mitch grabbed the journal from the nightstand where he’d left it and started reading again. Then he came to a sentence that had him sitting straight up. His great-grandpa had just arrived in port and was excited to go ashore while on leave. 

	 

	March 30, 1914

	Our first day on shore for more than two weeks. It’s hard to walk, as my body still thinks it’s rolling on the ocean. We only have two days here, so we decided we are going to see as much of The Hague as we can. The first thing we did was to find a decent breakfast. No oatmeal today, just eggs and bangers (that’s what they call sausages over here). It was the best thing I’d eaten in days. We took some time to explore the town. There was a tiny shop we discovered that sold antiques. The rest of the guys weren’t too interested, but I’m going to go back tomorrow. There was an interesting spyglass in the window that may come in handy on the ship.

	 

	March 31, 1914

	Today is our last day of leave. The rest of the guys are sleeping late, hoping to get some extra shut-eye before we have to be back at the ship. I couldn’t sleep, so I’m having one more delicious breakfast before the antique store opens in an hour. As I finish my coffee, I listen to the people chat around me. They talk about their families and the war. Mostly the war. They notice me, and some ask where I’m from and why I’m here. I give them vague answers that they seem happy with.

	At the stroke of ten o’clock, a man in tweed pants and suspenders shuffles down the street. He’s carrying a bag that I assume is his lunch. A fedora is perched on top of what looks like a bald head. At the door to the antique shop, he digs a key out of his pants pocket and opens the door.

	I’m out of my chair and throwing a few bills on the table. When I arrive at the shop, the man is behind the counter hanging up his hat. The bell over the door jingles. He seems surprised to have a customer so early.

	I check to see if the spyglass is still in the window. He comes over and notices what I’m looking at. Picking up the box from the window display, he hands it to me.

	 

	That’s how he got the spyglass! Mitch jumped off his bed and ran downstairs, but there was no one there. His mom must have gone outside. Needing to share his discovery with someone, he raced out the door. He spied his dad’s truck parked down at the barn and ran towards it.

	“Dad!” 

	His dad turned when Mitch called his name, his hand resting on the door of the truck. “I was just going to check the cows. What’s up?”

	Mitch bent over and held his hand up for his dad to give him a minute to catch his breath. He gulped in mouthfuls of air. When his breathing settled, he straightened.

	“I think I found out where Great-Grandpa George got the spyglass!” The words came out all at once.

	“You did? That’s great! Why don’t you hop in the truck and you can tell me all about it on the way out to the pasture?”

	Mitch knew what his dad was up to. This wasn’t the first time his dad had asked him to help him with chores on the farm. Up until now, Mitch had always refused, and his dad hadn’t said anything, but Mitch knew it hurt his dad that he wasn’t more interested in the farm—which was the very reason Mitch did it: to punish his dad for bringing them here. But today, he was too excited to share what he’d discovered to reject his dad’s invitation.

	“Okay.”

	The old truck had belonged to Pops and was nearly the same age. The sides were dented, and rust was slowly starting to grow in the creases. The floor and seat were covered in tools and empty pop bottles. The interior of the truck was like his dad’s tool box/garbage can. Mitch cleared a spot for himself and hopped into the cab. Mitch had to hang on to the window frame as the truck bounced and jostled along the grass-lined trail behind the barn. 

	With both hands on the steering wheel, his dad quickly glanced at him before looking back to the road. “So, tell me what you found out.” 

	“Well, Mom and I were talking about the journal and if there were any clues about George’s disappearance or the spyglass. I thought maybe the two were connected.”

	“And are they?” 

	At that moment the truck went over a huge bump and they both grunted as they lifted off the seat and came back down again. Mitch smiled at his dad and rubbed his head where it had come into contact with the roof of the cab.

	“I’m not sure about that. But I did some more reading in the journal and it tells about where he got the spyglass.”

	His dad stopped the truck at a barbwire fence. “And what did it say?” 

	Before he could answer, his dad was out of the truck and opening the fence. Mitch got out too and watched his dad lift the wire over the post and pull the fence out of the way.

	“Why don’t you drive it through and then I’ll close the fence.”

	Is he serious? Mitch had never been allowed to drive the truck. The only thing his dad had let him drive was the quad. Mitch ran to the driver’s door before his dad could change his mind. He put the truck in gear and eased down on the gas. When he’d passed the fence, he stepped on the brake, put the truck in park, and scooted across the seat.

	“Good job!” his dad said as he climbed in and put the truck in gear.

	Mitch smiled. Coming with Dad to check the cows may have some perks after all.

	“Now, tell me what you found out.”

	“According to what George wrote in the journal, he was on leave in a place called The Hague and bought the spyglass at an antiques shop. Well, I assume he did. He didn’t actually say he bought it.”

	“The ‘Hag You’? Never heard of it. Spell it for me.”

	“H-a-g-u-e. The Hag You.”

	“It’s pronounced ‘The Hayg.’ ”

	“Oh. The Hague. Anyway, that’s what the journal said.”

	“Did you find out anything else?” 

	Mitch held on to the door handle as the truck rolled slowly down a steep hill to where the cows had gathered in the buck brush.

	“Not yet. But I haven’t got to the end. When I read where he got the spyglass, I just had to tell somebody.”

	“It is pretty exciting.” His dad drove up to a group of cows. 

	“Where are they going?” 

	“To the spring over the next hill. That’s where the rest of them are.” 

	His dad steered the truck around the cows and up the hill. Mitch shifted nervously when his dad drove close enough to one of the cows that Mitch could have reached out and touched it. He didn’t, though.

	“Aren’t you afraid of running into one of them?” he asked.

	“Haven’t you seen the dents in the side of the truck?”

	“Those are from cows?” 

	Mitch had assumed Pops was a really bad driver who’d gotten in a lot of accidents. Apparently he was—it was just accidents with cows.

	“Yeah, sometimes they aren’t too happy with how fast they get fed or going where you want them to go and they take it out on Pops’s truck.” 

	His dad chuckled at the memory as they coasted down the hill to the spring. Mitch kept an eye open for any cows that looked like they might take a run at the truck. He wasn’t sure it could take much more. His dad parked the truck and they sat watching the cows.

	“I know this move hasn’t been easy.” Mitch was surprised by his dad’s observation. His dad had been so busy since moving to the farm, he didn’t think he’d had time to notice if it had been easy for Mitch or not. “Your mom and I both knew that it was going to be a big adjustment for both you and your sister. But it’s always been my dream to come back and farm the land that’s been in my family for over a hundred years.”

	Mitch followed his dad’s gaze. This land had been in his family for a long time. He could see how his dad, Pops, and his great-grandpa had fallen in love with the farm. The ball of resentment that had been lodged in his chest since they moved here started to ease a little.

	“I’m not sure you’re going to find any answers to the mystery of the spyglass. But I hope that you learn a little about your family and why they love this place so much.”

	The love his dad had for the land came through in his voice. Mitch hoped to do both: find out how the spyglass worked and find out more about his family . . . namely, why his great-grandpa disappeared mysteriously.

	His dad put the truck in gear and steered the trunk back onto the path. 

	Mitch looked out over the pasture and whispered, “I hope so too.”


Chapter 7

	
	Mitch spent the rest of Sunday with his dad working around the farm. They cleaned out a stall in the barn because his dad thought he might be interested in getting some pigs. Mitch didn’t answer, but in his head he thought: No way! They talked and laughed as they mucked out the stall. As they worked side by side, Mitch realized how much he had missed doing things with his dad. When his dad had worked as a mechanic, they always had weekends and evenings to spend time together. They hadn’t done any of that since moving to the farm.

	“You know, there may be someone who can tell us something about that spyglass,” his dad said, throwing another forkful of manure into the wheelbarrow. 

	“Who?”

	“Hank Elliot. He’s an old friend of Pops. A real history buff.”

	“A history what?” 

	“A history buff. Someone who loves history. He was especially interested in World War I history. I remember him and your grandpa having long discussions about it when I was a kid. He was forever trying to get Grandpa George to tell him about his experiences during the war.”

	“Where does he live?”

	“Last I heard he was still living at the seniors home. I’m not sure if he still lives there or not.” 

	Mitch lifted the wheelbarrow and started out the door of the barn. “Do you think we could go talk to him?”

	“Sure. I’ll check around and see if he’s still there.”
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	Mitch had been excited ever since. The next morning, he waited impatiently for the bus to come down the lane. 

	“What’s wrong with you?” Alyssa gave him a disgusted look. “Do you have to go to the bathroom or something?”

	Mitch hadn’t realized he’d been bouncing from foot to foot in anticipation of telling Brock everything he’d learned. 

	“No.” He made a conscious effort to plant both feet on the ground.

	“Then why are you acting like that?”

	“I don’t know.” There was no way he was going to tell Alyssa the real reason. “Just excited to go to school.”

	“You’re weird.” She turned her back to him and looked down the road.

	His fingers tapped against his leg. When the roar of the diesel engine reached his ears, he had to stop himself from running out into the road. He was so excited to tell Brock his news, he forgot to greet the bus driver as he ran to Brock’s seat. 

	“You’ll never guess what I found out!”

	Brock gave him his ear-to-ear grin. “What?”

	“Well, first of all, it’s my great-grandpa, George, who wrote the journal, not Pops. And he bought the spyglass while he was in the Navy.”

	“Really? Where did he get it?”

	“He bought it at an antique store in Holland. And I think we might have a way to find out about his mysterious disappearances and whether or not they’re tied to the spyglass.”

	“How? Everything you’re talking about happened over a hundred years ago.”

	“My dad remembered that Pops had a friend who was really into war history. His name is Hank Elliot. Dad thinks he may have some information about George and the spyglass.”

	“Hank Elliot? I’ve never heard of him. But maybe my parents have. I’ll ask them tonight.”

	“What? I thought everyone knew everybody in a small town.” He nudged Brock. When Brock didn’t respond, he continued. “My dad was going to do some checking around too, but he’s so busy with the farm, who knows when he’ll get around to it.”

	“Do you think this Hank guy can help? He’s probably really old and doesn’t remember much.”

	“We won’t know if we don’t try.”

	“What are you two weirdos whispering about?” Eric’s voice came from the back of the bus.

	“None of your bee’s wax,” Brock called back.

	“You telling him all about your girlfriend Emily?”

	Brock twisted in his seat. “She’s not my girlfriend!”

	“Sure she’s not. That’s why you’re always talking about her.”

	“I only talk about her when she’s bugging me, which is all the time.”

	“Boys!” the bus driver hollered from the front of the bus. Mitch could see his disapproving stare in the mirror above his head. “Settle down.”

	Brock turned to the front, crossing his arms over his chest. Eric chuckled from the last row. It seemed to make Eric’s day to wind Brock up about something.

	The boys rode the rest of the way to school in silence.
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	Mitch burst through the door. His backpack went one direction and his hat the other. Neither of them landed where they were supposed to, but Mitch didn’t care. Seeing his dad’s truck parked next to the house, Mitch had sprinted from the bus stop. He grabbed the door frame into the kitchen and frantically looked for his dad.

	“Where’s Dad?”

	Before his mom could answer, the door banged shut behind him. He turned, hoping it was his dad. But it was just his sister shrugging off her backpack. Alyssa hung her backpack on one of the hooks that ran around the walls of the porch, kicking Mitch’s out of her way. She took out her lunch kit and brushed past him into the kitchen, knocking his hand off the frame as she went by. 

	“Put your backpack away, Mitch.”

	“Don’t tell me what to do,” Mitch replied. 

	“Mitch,” his mother warned, “hang up your stuff and bring me your lunch.”

	Mitch glared at his sister and retrieved his backpack from the floor. He put his lunch kit on the counter and then turned to his mom.

	“Now will you tell me where Dad is?” 

	“He took my car to town.”

	“What for?” 

	“None of your business,” Alyssa taunted from where she sat at the kitchen table eating an apple and scrolling through her phone. She was probably texting all of her new friends. Or Eric.

	“Alyssa! Honestly, you two! Do you think you could leave each other alone for one minute?” Mitch’s mom looked back and forth between them. When they said nothing, she continued. “Your dad went to town to talk to Hank.”

	His feelings of frustration where quickly replaced with surprise. He hadn’t expected his dad to do it right away. I wonder when he left . . .

	“He left about an hour ago,” his mom said. 

	Okay, that was freaky. Did parents have some sixth sense that told them what their kids were thinking? 

	“He had some errands to do, so he thought he’d stop by the seniors complex and see if Hank could tell us anything about the journal or the spyglass.”

	“Journal? What journal?” Alyssa looked up at Mitch. “You’re writing a journal?” She snorted and looked back at her phone.

	“None of your—”

	“It was your great-grandfather’s, actually.”

	Mitch shot his mother a look. He didn’t want Alyssa knowing about the mystery. 

	“What?” his mom asked, confused. “It’s not like it’s a big secret, Mitch.” 

	“It’s none of her business,” Mitch said, throwing her comment from earlier back at her. He knew it was childish, but she started it.

	“You know,” his mom said over her shoulder as she put glasses from the dishwasher in the cupboard, “ever since you found that journal and spyglass, you haven’t been yourself.”

	Ever since you moved us to Fairview, you mean, Mitch thought bitterly.

	Alyssa put down her phone and leaned forward in her chair. “Will someone please tell me what you’re talking about?” 

	Mitch deliberately sealed his lips together. His mom could tell Alyssa. He wasn’t going to. She couldn’t keep anything to herself. It’d be all over the school tomorrow. The last thing he needed was for Eric to find out about it.

	“Oh, Mitch just found a journal we think belonged to your great-grandfather. Up in the attic. Along with an old spyglass that doesn’t work.”

	“What’s a spyglass?” 

	Mitch got up from the table and went into the living room. He figured it would take his mom ten minutes to explain it to Alyssa. Rather than sit and listen, he thought he’d play a video game to pass the time until his dad got home. He could hear the murmur of his mom and sister’s voices coming from the kitchen. Cranking up the volume of the game, Mitch settled in and waited for his dad.

	A half hour later, his dad appeared in the doorway to the living room. Mitch hadn’t heard him come in, but when he saw him standing there, he shut off the television and jumped to his feet, his game forgotten.

	“Dad! What did Hank say?”

	His father pushed off the door and sat in his recliner. Mitch bounced with excitement in front of him.

	“Your mother can’t keep a secret, can she?” His dad smiled but said nothing more.

	“Nope. Tell me what you found out!” Mitch waved his hands for his dad to hurry up and tell him.

	“Okay, okay. Have a seat.” 

	Mitch flopped on the couch and crossed his arms. His dad chuckled at his impatience. 

	“I dropped in to see Hank today—”

	“I know that! Get to the good stuff.”

	“Well, I told Hank about finding the journal and the spyglass. And I’ve got to say, he was pretty interested.”

	Mitch leaned forward, resting his elbows on his knees. “Yeah?”

	“Oh, yeah. When I arrived, he was slouched over in his chair. But when I mentioned what we’d found, he sat straight up.”

	“What did he tell you?”

	“At first, he started talking about how his dad and your great-grandfather had enlisted together. How they were lucky enough to be in the same company.”

	“Company?” Mitch asked, confused. He thought his great-grandpa had joined the Navy.

	“That’s the name they gave to groups of men in the military.” 

	Mitch nodded in understanding. 

	“Anyway, Hank went on to say that his father told him some pretty crazy stories about their time in the Navy. Especially about your Great-Grandpa George.”

	“Like what? About the spyglass?”

	“He didn’t tell me anything specific. But he’d like to see the journal and the spyglass. So, I told him we’d come back on Saturday and bring them with us. He told me he’d tell us what he knew then.”

	Mitch slouched back into the couch. Saturday? That was five days away. He didn’t think he could wait that long.

	“I know you’re disappointed.” His dad patted his knee before getting up. “But you just have to be patient. Up until a few days ago, we didn’t even know the spyglass existed. Five days won’t make that much difference. Besides, if we go on a weekday, we won’t get much time to talk to Hank. This way we can talk to him for at least a couple hours if necessary. But don’t get your hopes up. He’s ninety-one years old. I’m not sure how much he’ll remember.” 

	Mitch didn’t answer.

	“Come on. It’s time for supper.” His dad rose and went into the kitchen.

	Mitch continued to sit on the couch. Why did they have to wait? Why couldn’t they go see Hank tonight? Tomorrow? If his dad picked him up right after school, they’d have lots of time to talk to him. His dad didn’t understand how important this was to Mitch. That was no surprise. He didn’t seem to understand why Mitch hadn’t wanted to move here. He stewed about that for a minute and then remembered that his dad had talked to Hank and he was going to take time away from the farm to go visit him again this weekend. 

	“Mitch?” his mom’s voice came from the kitchen.

	Slapping his hands on the couch, Mitch got up and joined his family for dinner.


Chapter 8

	
	“Hurry up, Dad,” Mitch said as they drove into Fairview. 

	Mitch could barely contain his excitement at finally getting to meet Hank. Waiting five days was the closest to torture that Mitch had ever been. Now that the day was finally here, his dad was driving like he was ninety-one.

	“I’m going the speed limit, son. We’ll be there in a minute.”

	Mitch put his hand on the box that sat on the seat beside him to make sure it was still there. He hadn’t let the spyglass or journal out of his sight over the last five days. Even when Alyssa wanted to look at them, he’d stood guard and fidgeted until she got bored and walked away. Once she was gone, he took them back upstairs and hid them in one of the unpacked boxes at the end of his bed. He’d checked them every day since. It took all his will power to not clean the spyglass before the meeting with Hank, but he’d decided he didn’t want to risk harming it. His hands had trembled as he’d taken it and the journal from their hiding spot this afternoon.

	Mitch was jolted out of his thoughts when his dad said, “Here we are.”

	His dad put the truck in park and Mitch looked at the building they sat in front of. It almost looked like Mitch’s school. The one-storey brick building looked as though it had been built a while ago. It had a flat roof and windows every few feet. Out front, the patio was lined with chairs and planters. It was deserted at the moment. It may be spring, but the weather was too cool to sit outside for very long. Especially for old people.

	Mitch walked beside his dad up to the front doors. He was surprised when his dad rang a doorbell instead of going right in.

	Noticing Mitch’s confused look, his dad explained: “They keep the doors locked for the safety of the residents.”

	Mitch nodded. When the door buzzed, they walked through.

	The first thing Mitch noticed was the smell. It was a mixture of cleaner and something that smelled a lot like the moth balls in their attic. There was no one around. His dad started down the hallway to their right.

	“Down this way.” 

	Mitch clutched the diary and box with the spyglass a little tighter as he followed closely behind his dad. It felt strange to be in a building full of people that was quiet. 

	Where is everybody? 

	He didn’t look into to any of the rooms they passed. He kept his eyes focused on his dad’s back. Looking at a withered body lying in a bed seemed creepy. Like they were being made into mummies.

	As they got near the end of the hallway, his dad made another right and entered a room.

	Sitting in a wheelchair next to the window was an elderly man. While his dad went over and greeted the man, shaking his hand, Mitch held back and studied Hank. He knew he was the around the same age as his grandpa had been, but this man looked much older. He had a fringe of grey hair around his head that matched the colour of his skin. He wore a plaid button-up shirt and green pants that were held up by suspenders. A multi-coloured quilt lay across his lap. A pair of brown slippers poked out from under the blanket.

	“How are you today, Hank?” his dad asked, taking a seat in the chair opposite Hank.

	“Not too bad,” Hank replied in a quiet voice. “They tell me every day’s a good day when you wake up on the right side of the grass.”

	Mitch’s dad chuckled. “They’re right.” He waved to Mitch, who was still hanging back just inside the door. “Come over and meet Hank, son.”

	Hank turned to where Mitch was standing. The man’s friendly gaze unfroze Mitch’s feet—not a mummy not a mummy not a mummy—and he moved forward. When they shook hands, Mitch noticed the smooth texture and firm grip. Hank may be ninety-one, but he had the liveliness of someone much younger.

	“It’s great to meet a young whippersnapper like you,” Hank said, pumping Mitch’s arm up and down. Confused, Mitch turned to his dad for an explanation, but he just winked. Hank let go of Mitch’s hand and rested his own in his lap. “Your dad tells me that you’ve found some of your great-grandpa’s treasures.”

	“Oh! Yeah, I’ve got them right here.” He placed the wooden box and journal in Hank’s lap. “He says that you know a lot about the First World War and might be able to tell us a little about Great-Grandpa George.”

	Mitch noticed a tremor in Hank’s hands as they brushed over the items.

	“Tell me what you know so far.” 

	Mitch sat on the edge of the bed and began to tell Hank everything they’d discovered about his great-grandpa. He told him about what his great-grandpa had written in the journal about his horrible trip overseas on the boat, how they trained for the war, and finally about how his great-grandpa came to own the spyglass. 

	When Mitch had finished, Hank didn’t say anything. Again, Mitch looked to his dad for direction. His dad lifted his hand slightly, as if to say Give him a minute. Mitch relaxed and waited for Hank to speak.

	“I can see how finding these items would peak a young boy’s curiosity.” Hank paused. “Let me tell you a little bit about how I came to know what I know.” He paused again and took a moment before continuing. 

	“Your great-grandpa and my dad, Bud, enlisted at the same time. They had the crazy idea that enlisting would be an adventure.” He snorted to himself. “I’m sure, looking back, they realized they got more than they bargained for. But that’s the naivety of youth. No consideration for the consequences of their actions and thinking they will live forever.”

	Hank stopped. He pulled a handkerchief from the front pocket of his shirt and wiped his mouth.

	“I’m not sure how brave they were. But I’m sure they took comfort in having their best friend along. My dad never talked a lot about their time over there when I was a kid. He was too busy farming and trying to feed his family. The only time I ever heard him talk about it was once when your grandpa Grant and I eavesdropped on a conversation between our fathers. We were playing in the living room when we overheard them talking about the war. They were talking quietly. We really had to strain to hear everything. But I know they talked about when their boat was torpedoed and George went missing.”

	At Hank’s words, Mitch’s eyes lit up. He glanced at his dad.

	“I remember,” Hank went on, “my dad asking him about what happened and your great-grandpa not really answering. In fact, I can remember George saying, ‘For your own protection, Bud, I can’t tell you.’ Now, to a young boy like me—remember, I was probably your age at the time—this was very intriguing. Especially when my dad kept pushing for more information. Your great-grandpa slammed his hand down on the table and shouted, ‘Enough questions!’ I think my dad finally figured out George wasn’t going to talk about it. He came and got your grandpa and they left shortly after. So, a couple of days later, my dad and I were out cutting hay and I casually asked him to tell me about his time in the Navy.”

	“What did he say?” Mitch couldn’t keep the excitement from his voice.

	“Well, he didn’t want to tell me much. But he told me about his training and the trip across the Atlantic. George had terrible seasickness.” 

	Mitch remembered that part from the journal, unfortunately. Gross! 

	“While they were at sea, he told me, their ship was torpedoed. My dad was able to swim ashore, fortunately. But he never mentioned what happened to your great-grandpa.”

	Mitch felt disappointment well up in his throat. He’d convinced himself that Hank would have some answers for him.

	“He didn’t tell me any more, and I didn’t press him. I could see that the memory of that time bothered him.”

	Hank stopped there. He took a sip of water from the glass on the table beside him.

	“Luckily for you, I didn’t forget about it.”

	Mitch’s head jerked up at Hank’s words.

	“What do you mean?”

	“Years later, that conversation and your great-grandpa’s words to my dad—‘For your own protection I can’t tell you’—still haunted me. So, after my dad passed, I went and talked to George Howell.”

	“You did?”

	“I did. By this time, nearly forty years had passed, and he was getting up in years. I thought I may not have many chances to get answers to my questions. Probably like you did about coming to talk to me.” He gave Mitch a knowing look before continuing. “I went to see George while he was still living on the farm. Ray, I think you were a teenager at the time. You stopped in to check on your grandad while I was visiting. He was living in that little house next to yours.”

	Ray nodded in agreement. “He moved into that house when my parents took over the farm.”

	“At that time, I was doing some research on my family and there was a huge gap where my dad was away at war. So, I asked George if he’d help fill in some of the missing pieces, and he agreed.”

	Hank’s hand trembled as he wiped his mouth again.

	“By this time, the whole community thought your great-grandpa was a bit different. He’d become a bit of a recluse, never leaving the farm. So to say he had some reservations about talking to me would be an understatement.”

	At this point, one of the nurses came into the room and Hank stopped.

	“How are you doing, Hank?” she asked, resting a hand on his shoulder.

	“I’m fine. Just reminiscing about the old days with Ray and his son here.”

	“Well, just don’t play yourself out. You don’t want to make yourself sick by overdoing it.” She gave Mitch and his dad a warning glance and left.

	“Nurses,” Hank muttered. “Always telling you what to do. I made it to ninety-one, but they think I’ll somehow wander right off a cliff. Now, where did I leave off? Oh, yes. George agreed to meet with me. It was during that time that I learned the details of the warning he’d given my father all those years ago.”

	He took a sip of water.

	“Over the course of about five visits, George told me a tale that I can barely believe even now.”

	Mitch leaned in to hear what Hank had to say next.

	“According to George, a number of things happened all at once that changed his life forever.” Hank coughed. “It seems that when the Cressy—that was the name of the ship. When the Cressy docked in The Hague, the boys had two days on leave.”

	“Yes, he wrote about that in the journal,” Mitch told Hank.

	Hank nodded. “Well, from what I can remember, George bought a spyglass at an antique shop. He thought it might be a good gift for Mary. He explained how fascinated he was with it at the time.”

	Mitch’s heart started to race at Hank’s words. 

	“That’s what we wanted to show you.” Mitch pointed to the box in Hank’s lap. “The spyglass is in that box. We found it in an old trunk in the attic.”

	Hank’s hands shook as he flipped the latch on the box. He made no move to pick it up. 

	“It’s okay,” Mitch reassured him. “You can pick it up. Everyone in our family has tried to figure it out.”

	“I can’t believe it,” Hank whispered as he turned it over in his hands. “I’m ashamed to admit that I never really believed some of what your great-grandpa told me. He never showed me the spyglass. Said it was in a safe place and it needed to stay there.”

	“What did he mean by that? ‘Needed to stay there’?” Mitch’s dad asked. 

	Mitch looked over to see that his dad was just as intrigued as he was. He hadn’t heard this story either.

	“He never came right out and said it, but I guessed that the spyglass coming into his possession and the torpedoing of their boat and his disappearance afterward were all connected.” 

	Hank extended the three sections of the spyglass and put it up to his eye. 

	“It doesn’t work!”

	“We know,” Mitch replied. “We hoped that you might be able to help us figure that out.”

	Hank looked through it again. “I’m sorry, but I’m afraid I don’t have any answers for you.”

	“Did Grandad tell you what happened to him when their boat was torpedoed?” Mitch’s dad asked. 

	“He said that he really didn’t have any memory of what happened. I didn’t really believe him at the time. Anyway, after the boat was torpedoed, the next thing he remembered was walking through a village and finding out that six months had passed.”

	“Six months?” Mitch broke in. “And he didn’t remember anything?”

	“Not a thing. All he had was the clothes on his back and the spyglass. He thought it was the very next day after their leave. It wasn’t until some villagers stopped to talk to him that he found out how much time had passed.”

	Hank put the spyglass back in the box.

	“So, why do you think all of this is connected?” Mitch’s dad asked.

	“Well, the way George talked about the spyglass . . . it wasn’t until our last meeting that he even mentioned it. He was very reluctant to talk about it.”

	“Why do you think that was?”

	“As I said, the rest of the community always thought he was a bit different. I remember there were times over the years when he disappeared and then, after some time, he’d come home again. No one ever knew where he’d go on his little ‘jaunts’—that’s what people called them. But I think it may have had something to do with this spyglass.”

	Mitch was having a hard time following Hank’s logic. “Why would you think that?”

	“Well, it was a comment he made that last day we met . . .”

	“What did he say?” Mitch asked.

	“He said something along the lines of ‘I wish I’d never bought it. It’s nearly destroyed my life.’ Then he looked me right in the eye and said, ‘Never tell a soul what I’ve told you.’ ” 

	The click of the latch echoed ominously in the room. Nobody spoke.

	Finally, Hank cleared his throat and said, “That’s the last time he spoke about it. The next time I went to visit, he wouldn’t talk about it. He told me it was for my own protection. No matter how hard I pleaded, he refused. I’ve kept that secret all these years, knowing your family probably still had the spyglass somewhere on that farm. I think your great-grandpa would want me to warn you, Mitch. There was a reason why he wouldn’t tell me the story behind it. I’m sure he’d want me to protect you for the same reason. I can’t go to my grave thinking I put you in harm’s way.”

	Hank handed the diary and box back to Mitch. 

	“That’s all I can tell you. But I never forgot that conversation.”

	The nurse came into the room again. “Okay, folks. I think Hank has had enough visitors for today.”

	It was then that Mitch noticed the grey pallor of Hank’s face—worse than when they’d arrived. And his hands seemed to tremble more as he stuffed his handkerchief in the pocket of his shirt. Mitch worried that their conversation was taking its toll on Hank.

	Mitch and his dad stood.

	“It was great to meet you, Hank,” Mitch said, and Hank took his hand and patted it.

	“You too, son.”

	“Take care, Hank.” His dad shook the old man’s hand. “And thank you for speaking with us. At least now we have a little more to go on.”

	“It was my pleasure,” Hank replied, leaning back in his chair. “If your grandad was right, Ray, you and your boy might want to put that back where you found it and forget all about it.”

	“We’ll think on that.” 

	His dad draped an arm over Mitch’s shoulder. They started to the door. It wasn’t until they got to the truck that either one of them spoke.

	“Do you think what he said is true?” Mitch asked. 

	His dad started the truck and pulled out onto the street.

	“It seems a little farfetched, son, don’t you think? My dad never mentioned a word of it to me. I’m pretty sure he didn’t know anything about it.”

	It was silent inside the truck as they drove through town. Mitch replayed what Hank had told them over and over in his head. Something had happened to his great-grandpa after his boat had been torpedoed. But what? His great-grandpa claimed he didn’t remember where he’d been for six months. But was that the truth? And why did he keep disappearing all those years later? The journal only went up to the night before the torpedoing of their boat. But somehow it and the spyglass had both made it out, unscathed, with George. Maybe people were right and his great-grandpa was loony. 

	Mitch sighed. With nothing more to go on, the mystery of the spyglass wasn’t going to get solved.

	His dad pulled the truck into the driveway and turned to Mitch.

	“I know you’re disappointed we didn’t get any more answers, Mitch. But some things in life will always remain a mystery. It’s best if we return Great-Grandpa George’s things to where we found them.”

	Mitch knew his dad was probably right. 

	But this was one mystery he couldn’t let go of.


Chapter 9

	
	Mitch rubbed his eyes as he made his way downstairs the next morning. He hadn’t got much sleep. He tossed and turned most of the night thinking about the journal and spyglass. Just as dawn was breaking, he fell into a troubled sleep. He dreamed he was walking by himself in the desert. Each time he reached the top of a sand dune there was another to take its place. Sweating and thirsty, he finally collapsed in the sand . . . only to have bandaged mummy hands break out of the dune and grab him. That’s what had woken him up.

	He couldn’t help but think they were missing something. There was a reason his great-grandpa had kept a broken spyglass for all these years . . . but what? If the spyglass was useless, why wouldn’t he have given it to Pops? Or Mitch’s dad? He had bought it as a gift for Mary. But something told Mitch he’d never given it to her. That was strange. There had to be more to this story than George had told Hank. 

	“What’s the matter with you?” Alyssa asked as she poured cereal into a bowl. “You look like you were run over by a truck.”

	“Nothing,” Mitch grumbled into his own bowl, not looking at her. “Where’s Mom and Dad?”

	“They went down to the barn. Something about getting some pens ready for your pigs.”

	“They aren’t my pigs,” Mitch shot back. “I don’t even want the things.”

	“Sounds like you’re getting them anyway. Besides, you have a lot in common. Like the way you eat.” She gave him a disgusted look as he shovelled cereal into his mouth.

	Mitch stuck his tongue out at her.

	“Exactly,” she answered.

	They ate the rest of their breakfast in silence. Mitch put his bowl in the sink and went back to his room. 

	The spyglass box lay next to the pillow on his bed. He opened the box and took it out. The morning sun shone on the dull brass, making the symbols clearer. Mitch rubbed the tail of his pajama shirt on the metal, removing some of the tarnish. He rubbed harder, but nothing more came off. Leaving the spyglass on the bed, he went down to the kitchen and started rummaging through the cupboard under the sink where his mom stored her cleaning products. If his dad was going to make him put it back, he might as well get a good look at it.

	Alyssa was still sitting at the table. 

	“What are you looking for?” 

	Mitch ignored her question and kept looking. He’d seen his mom using some kind of paste to clean the silver tray she’d unpacked. Maybe that would work on the spyglass too.

	“Mitch! What are you looking for?” Alyssa came over to stand by the cupboard.

	Not having any success, he finally told her, “That cleaning stuff Mom used to clean the silver tray.”

	“It’s not down there, you doofus. She keeps it in her room to clean her jewellery.”

	Grabbing a rag out from the cupboard, Mitch headed for the stairs.

	“It’s on her dresser,” Alyssa called after him. “What are going to do with it?”

	“Polish my jewellery,” Mitch answered from the top of the stairs.

	“Jerk!”

	Mitch found the cleaning paste easily and took the container back to his room. It took him a minute to find something in his unpacked boxes to pop the top off the tin. Sometimes a jackknife came in handy.

	The paste smelled horrible. Mitch wrapped a corner of the rag around his finger and dipped it in, like he’d seen his mother do. He then started rubbing the paste onto the spyglass. He watched in fascination as the symbols began to appear. The first one looked like an eye. Another was like a game of tic-tac-toe. Mitch frowned. He had no idea what they meant. They didn’t look like any of the hieroglyphs they’d studied while learning about Ancient Egypt. Maybe Brock had learned some at the museum exhibit. He rubbed a new spot and found parallel wavy lines. Water, maybe? Or wind?

	Mitch spent the next half hour uncovering the symbols on the first section of the spyglass. They didn’t make any sense. There were arrows and lines and dots and shapes, but no two were the same. He polished the first section to a shine and was just about to start on the second when he heard his parents talking downstairs.

	“Mitch!” his dad called up to him. “Come down here for a minute.”

	Mitch huffed in frustration. “Coming!” 

	He laid the spyglass and rag on his nightstand and went downstairs.

	His parents were at the table having coffee. Mitch sat down and waited.

	“What’s up?”

	“Your mom and I have got the pig pen ready to go. I thought maybe you’d like to come with us over to Jeff Clark’s.”

	“What for?”

	“That’s who we’re getting the pigs from,” his mom told him.

	“Do I have to?”

	His father frowned. “You don’t have to, but I thought you’d want to.”

	“Do we have to go right now? I’m just in the middle of polishing the spyglass. I found some symbols. I think they might—”

	“I thought we decided yesterday that we were going to put the spyglass back in the attic?” Mitch didn’t miss the frustration in his dad’s voice.

	His shoulders fell. “I know that’s what we said. But I got thinking about it, and . . . maybe the symbols have something to do with making it work.”

	“It’s just a spyglass, Mitch.” His mom covered his hand with hers. “I think you’re getting yourself all worked up about this.” She turned to his dad. “You never should have taken him to talk to Hank, Ray. Now he thinks there’s some magical mystery to be solved.”

	“It didn’t hurt anything, Sandy. If he wants to figure out how to make it work, let him.” His dad stopped before adding, “But it can’t interfere with your work around the farm.”

	Of course. It always came back to the farm. Mitch was so tired of hearing about the farm. Haul this, move that, feed the pigs, seed the fields. Again, he wished they’d never moved here. He stopped for a moment. If they hadn’t moved here, Mitch never would have discovered the spyglass or the mystery behind it and his great-grandpa.

	I never would have met Brock, he thought.

	“Come on.” His dad drank the last of his coffee. “Get your clothes on. We’re going over to Jeff’s to pick up your pigs. Once you see them, you may change your mind.”

	Resigned to doing what his dad said, Mitch dragged his feet up to his room.
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	Two hours later, Mitch and his dad stood looking at the four pigs in their new pen. Mitch had to admit they were kind of funny. They rooted around in the fresh straw, flipping it up in the air so that it landed on their heads.

	“You going to give them names?” His dad smiled as he watched their antics. His elbows rested on the side of the pen, occasionally scratching their heads when they came close.

	Mitch hadn’t given it a thought. When they’d first arrived at Jeff’s and saw the pen full of pigs, he’d been terrified. There was no way he was going to get into the pen and choose some, like Jeff suggested. Instead, he’d pointed to the ones he thought they should buy and his dad and Jeff caught them and put them in the trailer to take home.

	Mitch had chosen four pigs that were all completely different from each other. One was pink, one was black, one was orange, and the last one was a mixture of all three colours. He hadn’t thought about giving them names. He hadn’t even touched one yet. It was now his job to feed them every day so his family could butcher them in the fall. His dad shared that little nugget while they were driving back from Jeff’s. He wasn’t sure he wanted to give them names if they were just going to end up in their freezer in a few months.

	“I’ll think about it,” Mitch told his dad. “What do they eat, anyway?”

	His dad slapped the side of one of the pigs as it passed by, then pointed to the pen at the front of the barn. “There are pellets in there. Give them a couple of pails morning and night. Your mom may send you down with a slop pail every once in a while, too.”

	Mitch frowned.

	“What’s a slop pail? Sounds gross.”

	His dad chuckled. “Kitchen scraps and that kind of thing. Pigs eat it like you eat chocolate.”

	Mitch shuddered as he imagined what his mom would put in it. Probably not chocolate.

	“And make sure they have lots of water. There are pails over by the hydrant. You got this, bud.” His dad slapped him on the back, like he’d slapped the pig, and straightened. “This will give you something to think about besides the spyglass and journal.”

	Mitch didn’t think so. He couldn’t see how four smelly pigs were going to take his mind off the spyglass. He thought about it sitting in the box on his nightstand. His dad had also told him on the ride that he had to put it back in the attic today. Maybe he could put it back and then sneak it out later? 

	His dad brought a pail of water over and dumped it in the trough. All four pigs stuck their snouts in the water and splashed around. Mitch groaned. He was going to have to fill it more than twice a day if they used it as a bathtub.

	With the pigs settled in their new home, he and his dad walked out of the barn. Mitch kicked stones and the odd chunk of manure. 

	“Listen,” his dad began. “I know you’re not happy about putting the spyglass back in the attic. But I think it’s for the best.”

	Mitch didn’t understand why. The stupid thing didn’t even work. What could it possibly hurt to keep it in his room?

	Just as he was about to say all this to his dad, Mitch heard his name being called from the house. He looked up to see Brock running towards him, waving. Mitch and his dad met Brock in the middle of the yard.

	“Hey,” Brock said breathlessly.

	“Hey,” Mitch answered, confused. “What are you doing here?”

	“Mitch.”

	“Sorry.” Mitch hung his head at the disapproval in his father’s voice. He changed his tone. “How are you, Brock?”

	Brock had on his huge grin. “My mom was coming over to bring your mom some plants from her greenhouse and she asked me if I wanted to come.”

	Mitch looked up to see his mom and Lisa unloading flats of plants from the back of the Turners’ truck.

	“I’ll go see if they need a hand,” his dad said. “Why don’t you show Brock the pigs?”

	“Okay.” The lack of enthusiasm in Mitch’s voice came through loud and clear. He turned and started back to the barn.

	“You got pigs?”

	“Yeah. My dad thought I needed some chores to do, I guess.”

	“Chores are terrible. Mine is to collect eggs every morning. It’s the worst. The hens always peck at my hands and fly around. Or they won’t get off the eggs and you have to push them off. I’ll tell you what—an angry hen is not something you want to experience. You got off lucky. Pigs are ten times better than chickens.”

	Mitch’s eyes adjusted to the darkness of the barn. He led Brock over to the pen.

	“They stink really bad,” Mitch said, leaning against the wooden slats of the pen.

	“There aren’t many things that don’t stink on the farm.” 

	Brock leaned over and scratched one of the pigs the way Mitch’s dad had done. Mitch couldn’t help but feel jealous of Brock. He’d been around farm animals his whole life. He wasn’t scared of pigs or cows. (Although it sounded like he didn’t like chickens too much.)

	“And I have to get up early every day and feed them before school. Which sucks.”

	“You’ll get used to it.” Brock lifted his leg and got into the pen.

	“What are you doing?” 

	“I want to hold one.” Brock hefted one of the pigs and scratched it as the pig squealed in his arms.

	“You’re crazy!” Mitch shook his head. “My dad hopes the pigs will take my mind off the spyglass and journal.”

	“Why?”

	“I don’t know. We went and talked to Hank Elliot yesterday. He said my great-grandpa was convinced the spyglass brought bad luck or something.”

	“Really?” Brock’s eyes were round. “That is so cool! Did he say why he thought that?”

	“First of all, my great-grandpa told him to never mention the spyglass to anyone. Second, he thought it might have something to do with my great-grandpa’s disappearances over the years.”

	“So he wasn’t loony?” 

	Mitch bristled at the description. “No.”

	“Huh. Was your dad right? Are the pigs taking your mind off the spyglass and journal?”

	“Hardly. I polished up the spyglass and discovered a bunch of symbols etched in the metal. I was wondering if you might recognize some of them—you know, from the museum exhibit you went to. I think it might have something to do with how the spyglass works, but my dad is making me put it up in the attic.”

	Brock put the pig down and the boys left the barn.

	“Can I see it again before you have to put it away?”

	Mitch shrugged. He didn’t see why not. But he needed a way to sneak it past his parents.

	“You want to play catch?” he asked Brock.

	Brock frowned in confusion. “I thought we were going to look at the spyglass?”

	“We are. But I need an excuse to go into the house and get it. I’ll say we’re going to play catch, get some ball gloves, and sneak the spyglass out at the same time. But if you don’t want to play catch, that won’t work.” 

	“Ahh, I get you. Playing catch is perfect. Eric whips balls at my head all the time and calls it ‘playing catch’—this’ll be way better.” 

	Wow! Maybe having a big sister isn’t so bad after all, Mitch thought.

	“I’ll go get it. Then we can go to the treehouse.”

	Brock sat on the back step as Mitch went into the house. His parents and Lisa were sitting around the table having coffee.

	“What’s up, Mitch?” his mom asked as he started up the stairs to his room.

	“Brock and I are going to play catch. I’m just getting my glove.” Mitch tried to sound as casual as possible.

	“It looks like there’s a storm on its way. Don’t stay out there until you’re soaked.”

	“We won’t!” he yelled from the top of the stairs.

	Mitch found his glove and stuffed the box with the spyglass into it before folding it under his arm and going back downstairs. His parents didn’t say anything as he grabbed a ball out of the bucket by the door. 

	Made it! 

	He went out the door, nudged Brock with his foot, and said, “Let’s go.”

	The boys stayed out of the line of site from the kitchen windows, just in case one of their parents looked up and saw them making their way to the treehouse and not playing catch.

	They were both out of breath by the time they climbed the ladder and sat on the floor.

	The box sat on the floor between them. Neither of them moved to open it. Hank’s words came back to Mitch, repeating Great-Grandpa George: I wish I’d never bought it. It’s nearly destroyed my life. And what about his great-grandpa’s warning? Were they about to turn the world upside down?

	Brock looked at him. “What are you waiting for?”

	“I’m just thinking. Maybe we shouldn’t do this.”

	“Are you kidding? What’s the worst that could happen? I just want to see the hieroglyphs.”

	Mitch put his hand on the latch. “Are you ready?” 

	“Just do it all ready! The suspense is killing me.”

	Mitch flipped the latch and took out the spyglass. He handed it to Brock, who turned it over in his hands.

	“This one looks like the eye of Ra.” He pointed to the first symbol Mitch had uncovered with his mom’s cleaner. Then he pointed at the parallel lines. “And this could be water. Or clouds. I don’t recognize the rest.” He studied each one before turning the spyglass to look at the next. “I wonder what they mean?”

	“I don’t know.”

	Brock extended the spyglass to its full length and continued to study it. Thunder rumbled in the distance. 

	“The symbols on the next sections are exactly the same as the ones on the first . . . except for these arrows. They seem to be pointing in different directions.” 

	“They’re probably just for decoration.” Mitch pulled at the frayed hem of his jeans, nervous. “It’s probably just an old kid’s toy.” He knew that wasn’t really true. Why would his great-grandpa keep it hidden and warn others about it?

	While Mitch moped about the spyglass, Brock turned the second section. They both heard a click! as the spyglass sections seemingly locked into place.

	Mitch looked at Brock in surprise. “What did you do?”

	Fear crossed Brock’s face at Mitch’s question. “I just turned this section to the right and it locked into place.”

	There was another rumble of thunder. This time it sounded closer.

	“Let me see,” Mitch demanded, and Brock immediately handed the spyglass over.

	Mitch tried to turn the bottom, but it wouldn’t budge. He shook it and tried again. Nothing.

	“It just seized up,” Brock said hopefully. “A little grease would get it moving again.”

	Mitch didn’t answer. He looked at the two sections closer. “See how the arrows line up on the bottom and middle?” He showed Brock what he was talking about. Each section had an arrow pointing toward the eye piece.

	“Do you think if we line up the last section that it might work?” Excitement was evident in Brock’s question.

	“There’s only one way to find out.” Mitch took the eyepiece and turned it to the left. Nothing happened.

	“Turn it the other way.” Brock motioned for him to turn it to the right.

	Mitch gripped the eyepiece and turned it to the right until the arrows from the bottom two sections lined up with the eyepiece. There was a soft but distinct click!

	Brock jumped to his feet. “That’s it! Now see if it works.”

	Suddenly a huge clap of thunder shook the treehouse.

	“Whoa! That was close. Maybe we should get out of here.” Brock looked out the window of the treehouse. “It’s just sprinkling. If we make a run for it, we might not get wet.”

	“Just a second . . .”

	Mitch brought the eyepiece up to his eye. 

	“It still doesn’t work. All I can see is—”

	Mitch didn’t finish his sentence as another clap of thunder rocked the treehouse and clouds of black mist enveloped them both. Suddenly he felt like he was falling.

	“What’s happening?” Brock’s voice came from his right.

	“I don’t knoowww . . .” Mitch answered as the boys tumbled through space.


Chapter 10

	
	It seemed like they’d been falling for hours. Make it stop! Mitch felt as though he was going to puke if this went on much longer, and that would not be good. He clutched the spyglass in one hand as he and Brock somersaulted through the black mist. 

	Without warning, they landed with a thump on the ground.

	The wind knocked out of him, Mitch struggled to open his eyes and was immediately confronted with a large snout, sniffing him. They were in the pig pen. He squeezed his eyes shut. It definitely smelled like the pig pen. Voices faded in and out. Was his dad in the barn? Who was he talking to?

	Brock groaned beside him. “What happened?”

	Mitch was finally able to take a breath. “We’re in the barn. I think we’re in the pig pen.”

	He heard Brock take a deep breath. “Eww! I think you’re right.”

	The sniffing sound got closer. Mitch struggled to sit up. “Get out of here.” He pushed at the pig. It moved away, and it was then that he noticed the pig was orange with black spots. None of his pigs were orange with black spots.

	“Uh, Brock?” He looked over to where Brock was laying in the straw with his eyes closed.

	Brock moaned. “What?”

	Mitch swallowed. “I don’t think we’re in our barn.”

	At Mitch’s words, Brock’s eyes sprang open. “What do you mean?”

	“I mean”—he looked around the pen—“these aren’t my pigs.”

	Brock sat up. “You got them like two hours ago. Whose pigs could they be?”

	Mitch took a closer look at their surroundings. He felt as if the wind had been knocked out of him again. This wasn’t the barn at his farm. The wooden slats that formed the pen at home were now poles tied together with some kind of twine. The sunlight was the second clue. It was almost dark just a few moments ago. But now the sun was high in the sky, streaming through cracks in the roof of the pen, which was also made of poles. And man, was it hot. Sweat was already beading on his forehead. His clothes were sticking to his body.

	Mitch was just about to tell Brock the bad news when another pig came over and rooted in the fresh straw beside him. Well, that was one good thing. It looked like the pen had been cleaned recently. At least they hadn’t landed in a pile of manure. And maybe it meant nobody was going to come in here soon and discover intruders. That gave them time to figure out where they were.

	Mitch pushed the pig away—or at least tried to. It merely grunted and kept rooting, trying to get at something that was underneath him. 

	“The good news is, they don’t look hungry. The bad news is . . . I have no idea where we are.” 

	Brock was finally starting to get what was happening. “Mitch,” he said. “There’s way more than four pigs in here.”

	Sounds of people talking drifted into the pen. As they both listened, they turned to each other with eyes as big as saucers. 

	Neither of them recognized the language that was being spoken.

	“Where did you send us?” Brock asked, gesturing to the spyglass.

	“How should I know?” Mitch replied. He resented the accusation in Brock’s voice. He’d just wanted to get the spyglass to work. He didn’t know that it would send them somewhere. That wasn’t what spyglasses were supposed to do!

	Brock stood and dusted the straw off his jeans. “Well, we better find out where we are so we can get back home.”

	Mitch looked at the spyglass in his hand. Minutes ago, he’d just wanted to make it work. Now he was afraid that if it moved even a hair, it would send them somewhere else. He carefully slipped it into the back pocket of his jeans. 

	In silent agreement, they moved to the end of the pen and peered between the poles. 

	The sight that greeted them nearly sent them both back into the straw.

	The pen appeared to be in the middle of a market. Around them were men and women dressed in loose-fitting clothing and sandals. The dusty lane that ran beside and in front of the pen was full of people carrying baskets of fruit and grain on their heads. Children, their hair cut in a bowl shape (the boys) or flying out behind them (the girls) and wearing what looked like long T-shirts, ran among the stalls delivering pieces of paper or other items. Mitch blinked. Was that guy leading a cow down the street in his underwear? He didn’t say anything to Brock because he was certain his eyes were playing tricks on him. And who was barbequing? 

	Where are we?!

	Neither boy spoke. They just took it all in with a sense of foreboding.

	How are we ever going to get out of here? Mitch thought to himself. For some reason he doubted they could just hop on the next train or bus to Fairview. 

	Brock must have been thinking the same thing. He gripped Mitch’s arm and said, “Where’s the spyglass?”

	“In my back pocket.”

	“Get us out of here!” 

	Brock didn’t look at him as he said the words, but the panic in his voice matched Mitch’s, as he looked out at the marketplace around them. Mitch quickly pulled the spyglass out of his pocket. All three arrows were pointing to the eyepiece.

	“Do you think if I line up the ones that are facing the other way, it will get us out of here?” 

	“I don’t know! Just try something before someone discovers us!”

	Mitch nodded and began turning each section so the arrows pointed in the opposite direction. He heard each section click into place, but nothing happened. He shook the spyglass. He looked through the eye piece and saw only black.

	“What’s wrong?” Brock demanded. “Why aren’t we falling into that creepy black mist?”

	Mitch shook it again. “I don’t know.” 

	“Give it to me.” Brock snatched it from his hand and started turning the different sections randomly. When nothing happened, he threw it into the straw in frustration. “You and your spyglass! Look at what you got us into!” Brock’s voice rose to a loud pitch. 

	Mitch grabbed him and gave him a shake.

	“Keep your voice down or this is only going to get worse. Besides, you were just as interested as I was to make it work. Losing your mind right now is only going to draw attention to us.” 

	Both boys froze when they heard a gasp behind them.

	As if Mitch’s words conjured her, a girl had popped her head over the top of the pen. She looked to be about their age. A band of fabric held her shoulder-length hair back from her face. Her dark eyes were round with fear as they dropped from the boys’ faces to their clothes. She gasped again. The three of them stood frozen, until the girl turned and looked behind her. Afraid she was going to call for help, Mitch ran over to her.

	“Wait!” 

	She turned back to him. Her forehead creased with a confused frown. 

	“Please! Don’t tell anyone we’re here.”

	But Mitch realized that the girl didn’t understand a word he was saying. She backed away from the pen. He moved to follow her before realizing that he’d expose himself to the people in the market if he did.

	“We need help!” He pointed to himself and Brock. How could he make her understand when she had no clue what he was saying? Charades? “Any ideas on how to communicate with her?” he asked Brock, who was still standing in the shadows at the back of the stall. 

	“Sorry, I only know how to speak English,” Brock shot back.

	“This isn’t the time to be funny. We have to convince her to help us or we’re done for.”

	As the boys talked to each other, the girl followed their conversation. Her head ping-ponged back and forth in confusion. 

	The boys stood in silence after that, trying to figure out how to communicate with her. Mitch knew they didn’t have a lot of time before she would run off and find help—and not the kind of help that he and Brock were looking for.

	It was then that the girl gasped a third time. Mitch followed her line of sight and groaned. One of the pigs had the spyglass in his mouth. 

	“We have to get it back!” Brock hissed. “It’s our only way home.”

	“You should have thought of that before throwing it in the straw.”

	The girl pointed to the spyglass and started talking rapidly. Brock wrapped his arm around the pig’s head and tugged the spyglass out of its mouth. After letting the pig go, he hid the spyglass behind his back. The girl continued to talk. The fear had left her eyes and she was motioning for them to follow her. 

	“I think she wants us to go with her,” Brock said, coming to stand beside Mitch.

	“You think? But why? She caught a glimpse of the spyglass and now she wants to help us?”

	“Or kill us.”

	“Maybe she knows about the spyglass. Maybe she knows about my great-grandpa.”

	He paused as his last words sunk into their brains. 

	Mitch went on, “Let’s say she wants to help us—we can’t just walk out of here. The minute people see us dressed in jeans and T-shirts, they’re going to know we don’t belong here.”

	The girl had finally quit talking and seemed to be waiting for the boys to make a decision. Brock pointed to his clothes. “We need some clothes.”

	The girl looked confused for a moment. Then her face cleared in understanding. She held up a finger and then disappeared into the crowds of market-goers.

	Mitch and Brock moved to the back of the pen.

	“I hope she’s getting us something to wear and not bringing back the police.”

	“I don’t think they have a police department around here,” Brock said. He kicked at the straw along the back of the pen. Finding no manure, he sat down. He rested his back against the poles as he turned the spyglass this way and that. 

	“What are you doing?” Mitch sat down beside him.

	“I’m looking to see if I can find a way out of this mess.”

	“By the looks of the clothing, we definitely aren’t anywhere near home. But where we are—I have no idea.” Mitch grumbled, “I wish the spyglass had thought to send some water. I’m dying of thirst.”

	“There might be some in that pail over there.” Brock pointed to where a pig had his head stuck in a pail.

	“Funny. I’m not that thirsty.”

	The boys sat in silence as the pigs rooted around them. Luckily, no one besides the girl seemed to be minding the pen they were in, and they were able to wait without fear of being discovered.

	The sweat had started to run down Mitch’s face by the time the girl came back. She threw a bundle of material into the pen beside them before entering through a gate. She pushed through the pigs, who seemed to know that the gate was their way to freedom.

	When she reached them at the back, she pulled the bundle apart and handed each of them a piece of clothing. The boys looked at the clothes sceptically. The bundle contained two robes and two strips of fabric. They were made out of a coarse material that felt like the sacks Brock’s mom used to store potatoes every winter.

	The girl slipped the cloth over Mitch’s head. He pulled his arms through the openings he assumed were sleeves. He didn’t think he could get any hotter, but wearing two layers of clothes was like bundling up for snow in the dead of summer. The girl grabbed one of the strips and wrapped it around Mitch’s waist before tying it in a knot. The robes covered the clothing underneath and fell over the tops of his sneakers. 

	Brock watched the girl dress Mitch and then did the same. 

	“I look like I’m one of the shepherds in a Christmas pageant,” Brock mumbled to himself, knotting the fabric around his waist.

	“I don’t care what I look like,” Mitch replied. “I just want to get out of here.” 

	The girl motioned for them to follow her back to the gate. 

	Shooing the pigs away from the gate, the girl looked left and right before pushing Mitch and Brock out onto the path in front of the pen. Backing out of the pen, the girl held the pigs back with her leg so she could lock it again with a piece of rope.

	Turning, she motioned for them to follow her. Not wanting to draw attention to themselves, Mitch and Brock kept their heads down and followed the girl’s feet as she wove around people and stalls, leading them to who knows where. Out of the corner of his eye, Mitch saw carpets, tables covered in jewellery and gems, and ducks hung from ropes that ran from the corners of each stall.

	When they turned a corner, Mitch glanced up and saw a man sitting cross-legged on the ground. His head was wrapped in cloth, so only his eyes were visible. His hands rested in his lap, and Mitch noticed he only had stumps where his fingers used to be. Mitch ducked his head and hurried after the girl.

	It wasn’t long before they entered a building. Mitch sighed as the cool air washed over him. Thinking it was safe, he looked around. The dark room was nearly bare, with only a few wooden stools. A doorway led farther into the house. Mitch could smell something cooking. He also noticed there was no couch or television—not even a power outlet along any of the walls. The only light came from openings high up on the wall, which he saw were glassless windows. 

	Obviously, they’d travelled to another country. But where? From what he’d seen so far, Mitch guessed it was somewhere in Africa.

	The girl gestured to the stools and ran down the hallway. She came back holding a container in each hand. Giving one to each of the boys, she gestured for them to drink it.

	Mitch sniffed at the container uneasily. Brock, on the other hand, took a huge gulp.

	“It’s water,” Brock told him, and then brought the container to his lips again, emptying it.

	Mitch took a cautious sip. When he tasted nothing but water, he tilted the container and drank it all. 

	Brock handed his cup to the girl. She took Mitch’s cup and went back down the hallway.

	“What’s the cup made of?”

	“It looked like a gourd,” Brock told him.

	“A what?” 

	“A gourd. They’re like squash. My mom grows them in her garden and then sells them at Halloween for decoration.”

	“So . . . it’s not anything that can kill me?”

	Brock laughed for the first time since they’d found themselves in their current predicament. “No. No death-by-vegetable.”

	The girl came back and while the boys drank their second cup of water, she stared at them from the doorway. The boys shifted nervously under her scrutiny. It wasn’t like she had a menacing quality; it was more curious. Like they had two heads or something. Which, if they’d travelled across the globe, wasn’t much of an exaggeration.

	The boys handed the girl the empty cups and she disappeared down the hall a third time. The boys took the opportunity to study their surroundings more closely. A row of openings at the top of each wall let air in. Mitch figured that was why it was so cool in the room, even while it was blazing-hot outside.

	“I’ve got a strange feeling about this place, Brock.”

	“What do you mean?”

	“Look around. No furniture to speak of . . . using gourds as cups . . . and that marketplace . . . I think we travelled to another continent. I feel like we’re on a movie set for Gladiator.”

	“Oh! Maybe that’s it! We’re in Hollywood.”

	Mitch gave him a look, and Brock said, “Fine. How do we get back home?”

	Mitch didn’t answer. He had no idea how they were going to get home.

	Time passed and the girl still didn’t appear again.

	“How long do you think we’ve been here?” Brock asked, getting up from the stool and looking down the hallway.

	“No clue,” Mitch answered. “It seemed like the sun was directly overhead when we landed in the pig pen. It must be getting close to late afternoon based on the shadows on the wall.”

	Brock came and sat back down. “Where did she go?”

	Mitch shrugged. He really hoped that the girl was going to help them. They needed to find a way back home in a hurry. Mitch thought about his parents. The last time they’d seen him, he and Brock were heading out the door to play catch—or that was what he’d told them. How long would it take his parents to realize that they’d gone down to the treehouse? And what would they find when they got there? Baseball gloves laying on the floor? Would his parents think they’d been lost in the storm? His mom was always watching those shows about kidnapped children and crying her eyes out. He could only imagine how upset she’d be to find him gone. 

	Then he had another thought. Maybe it would take a while for his parents to even notice he was gone. They were so involved in getting the farm going, it would take them forever to notice. Which was why Mitch had been so confident his parents wouldn’t notice him and Brock sneaking the spyglass down to the treehouse in the first place. 

	But Brock’s mom would notice when she went to leave. Mitch felt a knot begin to form in his throat. By the time his parents figured out they were missing, it would all be too late. The girl had gone to find a guard and they were going to burst through the door any moment and drag him and Brock to some dungeon or put them to work leading cows around in their underwear.

	Just as he was ready to let his feelings of despair bubble up to the surface, the door burst open. The girl stood in the doorway, followed by a man Mitch hoped was her father. He was dressed in robes similar to the ones the girl had given them. Like his daughter, he had dark eyes and black hair, but his was short, and a bushy beard covered the lower half of his face.

	The girl pointed to them and spoke to her father in a rush of words. He frowned as he considered the boys. Suddenly, his eyebrows went up and Mitch squirmed on the stool. By her hand gestures, Mitch knew she was telling him about the spyglass.

	The man raised his hand when she paused for a breath and spoke quietly. The girl finally quit talking and waited. Mitch and Brock held their breath for what was about to happen next.

	The man stared at them a moment longer. Then a row of white teeth split the beard in half. He stepped forward and held his hand out to Mitch. 

	Shocked, Mitch wasn’t sure what to do. 

	“Shake his hand,” Brock whispered beside him.

	Mitch slowly brought his hand up and the man grasped it in a firm grip. He shook it once and let go. 

	Okay. So they know what a handshake is.

	“Does this mean they aren’t going to kill us?” Brock asked.

	At Brock’s words the man turned and repeated the gesture. After shaking Brock’s hand, the man’s grin widened and he spoke.

	“Hello. Welcome to Egypt.” 

	Mitch and Brock just stared, dumbfounded. He pronounced the words in a stilted manner, like they were words he’d never used before. But the boys were able to recognize what he was saying. When neither of them replied, the man went on.

	“I am Jabari.” He put his arm around the girl’s shoulder. “And this is my daughter, Rehema.”

	The girl bobbed her head in their direction. 

	When the boys said nothing, Jabari added, “It has been many suns since we’ve had a visitor from the Great Beyond.”


Chapter 11

	
	“Rehema tells me that she found you hiding in the pig pen this morning.”

	Unable to believe what was happening, Mitch blurted out, “How do you know how to speak our language?”

	Jabari chuckled at Mitch’s words. “We have much to talk about, little George. Please, follow me. We will find you some food to eat.”

	Little George? He knew my great-grandpa? But that’s impossible! That would make him nearly a hundred years old! 

	Turning, Jabari and Rehema set off down the hallway.

	“What’s going on?” Mitch whispered, more to himself than Brock. “How does he know my great-grandpa’s name?”

	“I have no idea, but I think we should follow them. It’s the only way we’re going to get any answers.” Brock started towards the entrance to the hallway, muttering over his shoulder, “Besides, I’m starving.”

	In a state of shock, the boys followed Jabari and Rehema down a hallway that ran the length of the house. They passed doorways on their left and went to the back of the house, where a fire was burning in the center of the room. A clay pot with a blackened outside sat on the edge of the fire. 

	This must have been where the smell of cooking had come from. Rehema pulled the pot back from the fire and lifted the lid. Mitch’s stomach growled at the smell of meat cooking. He hadn’t realized how hungry he was until then.

	Rehema scooped something that looked like stew into small clay pots with a ladle made from a gourd. Jabari handed them each a gourd filled with . . . Mitch sniffed it. 

	Beer?

	“What is this?” he asked Jabari before taking a drink.

	“It is beer, of course.”

	Mitch burst out laughing at the look of shock on Brock’s face.

	“You let kids drink beer?”

	Jabari looked confused. “Everyone drinks beer. Do you not do this in the Great Beyond?”

	“No way. You have to be twenty-one to drink in our country,” Mitch told him.

	“We do not have such rules here. Go on. Try it.”

	Together, Mitch and Brock peered around as if their parents would burst in to the room at any second. Then, grinning at each other, they took a sip of the drink—and wrinkled their noses at the taste. 

	They gladly set the gourds aside when Rehema passed them the bowls with their supper. Steam rose up from the stew. For a moment Mitch thought they were going to have to eat it with their fingers. While the boys deliberated how they were going to eat, Rehema got up and took something off the shelf built into the clay wall. She returned and handed them both crudely made spoons. She got bowls for Jabari and herself and sat by the fire next to her father.

	“I wish I could offer you some bread with your meal, but we are in the middle of a drought and grain is sometimes hard to come by. Each day we pray for rain.”

	Farmers through the centuries have a lot in common, Mitch thought. Pops had talked about how hard it was when he was a boy during the Great Depression. They’d hardly had any rain over ten years.

	“To answer your question from before, little George, it may seem hard to believe, but your great-grandfather was an old friend of our family. In fact, you resemble him greatly.” 

	Mitch remembered the photo from the trunk. His dad had said he looked like his great-grandpa.

	“It’s Mitch, not little George. And this is my friend, Brock.”

	Jabari nodded. “Mitch,” he repeated, but it came out Mih-tuh-chuh. The boys laughed at Jabari’s pronunciation, as did Rehema. “I am sorry. I will work on saying it correctly.” Jabari picked up his stew and took a spoonful. “The stories of your great-grandfather have been passed down through my family for many years. It has always been an honour to have a visitor from the Great Beyond to bless our home.”

	“So, you didn’t know my great-grandpa?” Mitch asked before trying the stew. The strange but delicious flavours hit his tongue. His stomach growled loud enough for everyone to hear. Jabari and Rehema laughed at the sound. So did Brock. Mitch blushed. “Sorry. I’m really hungry.” 

	Jabari translated his words to Rehema. 

	“No need to be sorry,” Jabari replied. “You two eat. I will tell you what I know about your great-grandfather.”

	Anxious to hear what Jabari had to say, Mitch settled in to hear the story while he ate.

	“My father was the one who told me about your great-grandfather. He would have been Rehema’s age when your great-grandfather arrived in Egypt. He landed right here in our home. My grandfather found him hiding in his house one night as he came home from work.”

	“That must have been a surprise,” Brock observed before taking his spoon and scraping the last bits of stew out of his bowl.

	“It was. The way my grandfather told it, he came into his room and there huddled in the corner was a man wearing strange blue clothes and a funny hat. His head was shaved except for a bit on the top.” Jabari circled the area on his own head to show them where the hair was.

	“A buzz cut,” Mitch explained. 

	Jabari frowned. “Buzz cut?” 

	“Yeah. That’s the haircut everyone had in the Navy back in those days.” Mitch stopped and thought. “In fact, it’s the same haircut they wear now.”

	Rehema tapped her dad’s arm and asked him something. He replied and then turned back to the boys. “Needless to say, my grandfather was frightened. He had never seen a man like this before and he was going to run for help. Your great-grandfather must have sensed how he was feeling and somehow convinced him not to.”

	“But they wouldn’t have been able to communicate,” Brock noted. “How was he able to convince your grandfather not to have him arrested or something?”

	“Ah, well, that is where George got lucky. Similar to how you did, landing in a pig’s pen that Rehema was tending. You see, at the time my grandfather was an apprentice at the royal embalming shop.”

	“Embalming shop? What’s that?” 

	Mitch nodded at Brock’s question. He’d never heard of it either. But it sounded cool.

	“It is where they prepare a person’s body for the afterlife.” 

	Mitch shivered. Maybe not that cool after all. He immediately thought of how frail Hank had looked when they’d visited him. He hated to think about Hank ending up in there. It wasn’t any place he wanted to work. To be around dead people all day? No way!

	“My grandfather very much wanted to see the world. It had always been a dream of his to explore the Nile and beyond. He would spend a lot of his time with the servants from other countries that were also apprenticing at the shop. He would beg them to tell him stories of their homelands and to teach him their languages.”

	“So . . .” Mitch pieced the puzzle together in his head. “When he discovered my great-grandpa, he saw him as a visitor from another country that he could learn from?”

	“Exactly!” Jabari clapped his hands together. “My grandfather gave him some of his clothes and disguised him as a servant. They worked side by side for some time in the shop.”

	“Did your grandfather say how long they worked together?” 

	Brock’s question echoed Mitch’s thoughts. How long his great-grandpa was here might give them an idea of how long they were going to be here.

	“It was for some time.” Jabari thought for a moment. “At least a year. It took them that long to figure out a way to get your great-grandfather home.”

	“A year?” Brock burst out.

	But at the mention of home, Mitch’s eyes lit up. If Jabari knew how his great-grandpa got home, maybe he could get them home. He could get them to the nearest airport, couldn’t he?

	“How did they do it?” Mitch asked.

	“Yeah, how did they get him home?”

	Jabari could hear the excitement in the boys’ questions. “They found a way, but it was very dangerous.” He paused. “Rehema tells me that you have the spyglass. I take it that is what brought you here.”

	At the mention of the spyglass, Mitch and Brock looked at each other, asking the silent question, Should we tell him? 

	Brock shrugged as if to say, What choice have we got?

	Jabari knew about his great-grandpa. That was enough for Mitch to trust him. 

	Mitch cautiously began, “We think that may be how we got here. What do you know about the spyglass?”

	Jabari laid his bowl on the ground in front of him. “Only what my father told me. They worked together to solve the mystery of how he came here, while at the same time avoiding discovery so your great-grandfather could get back home. I am proud to say they did both.”

	“And what was the answer?” 

	“The answer lay in finding an amulet.”

	Mitch heard the regret in Jabari’s voice. 

	“What’s an amulet?” 

	“A stone that contains protective powers.” 

	“So where can we get one?”

	Jabari frowned. “It took them nearly six months to find one to send your great-grandfather home.”

	Brock sat up straight. “Can we use that one?” 

	“Unfortunately, no. The amulet went with your great-grandfather.”

	Brock’s shoulders slumped in defeat. 

	Mitch’s mind was racing. If what Jabari said was true, where was the amulet now? They hadn’t come across it while searching the attic, and they definitely weren’t able to go look for it now. Why hadn’t his great-grandpa put it with the spyglass? It would have come in real handy right about now.

	“But once he had this amulet, he did get home. How?” 

	“Well . . .” Jabari paused, lowering his voice. “My family has been sworn to secrecy for two generations.”

	Mitch didn’t know if that was good news or bad news.

	“So, then . . . do you know the secret?” Mitch crossed his fingers in the hope that Jabari’s father had told him everything.

	Jabari folded his arms across his chest and smiled like a cat who’d eaten a huge bowl of cream. “I do.”

	When he didn’t explain further, Mitch asked impatiently, “So? What was the secret?”

	Uncrossing his arms, Jabari leaned closer and spoke in a whisper. 

	“The sarcophagus of Zet.” 

	He sat back and smiled again.

	“What’s a sarcophagus?” Mitch looked from Jabari to Brock for the answer.

	“It is the stone container that holds the coffin,” Jabari explained.

	The boys nodded like they knew the answer all along. 

	“Your great-grandfather was working in the embalming shop with my grandfather and his brothers when the high priest died. It is our custom—”

	“Hold a second. High priest? I thought they only had those in ancient times.”

	“What are ancient times?” Jabari asked.

	“You know, back when the pharaoh was the ruler. Back then.”

	Jabari frowned. “But Pharaoh is the ruler.”

	And it was then that it hit Mitch. They hadn’t travelled to a different place, they had travelled back in time thousands of years. 

	This is Ancient Egypt! 


Chapter 12

	
	Mitch felt his face heat up. His heart raced. This was worse than he thought. He looked to see if Brock had had the same realization, and from the ashen colour of his face, he had. Jabari continued talking about the amulets, but none of it was registering for Mitch. It was going to be impossible to get home now. 

	But then he remembered: his great-grandpa had made it home. He gave himself a mental shake and focused on what Jabari was telling them.

	“—to place amulets within linens that we wrap the bodies in. One of the amulets that was to be placed with the high priest was a scarab made of lapis lazuli.”

	Jabari took another drink from the gourd.

	“A scarab?” Mitch asked. He remembered something to do with scarabs in Indiana Jones. “Like the beetle?”

	“You know it?” Jarbari slapped his knee in delight.

	There was no way he was going to explain movies to Jabari. Mitch just nodded and Jabari continued.

	“It happened one morning. You understand that it takes seventy days to prepare a body for burial. Pharaoh had delivered a number of blessed items to put with the body. My grandfather was tasked with unpacking the items. Your great-grandfather had put his hand into the box to retrieve one of the wrapped items, and right at that moment he felt the spyglass stir. He told my grandfather and the two of them quickly unwrapped each of the items. I remember the excitement in my father’s voice as he described what happened next.”

	Jabari stopped. Mitch wanted to tell him to hurry up and tell them what happened, but squirmed in his seat instead.

	“Your great-grandfather picked up one of the items and felt the spyglass, which he kept hidden under his clothing, begin to get hot. So hot that it burned his skin.”

	“Oh, man,” Mitch said, taking the spyglass out of his back pocket. “Then what happened?”

	“My grandfather slipped it into his robes and snuck outside his father’s embalming shop. He gave the amulet to your great-grandfather, and when he put it next to the spyglass, it began to light up. Thinking this gave the spyglass power, he began to turn the sections. And suddenly, he was gone.”

	Mitch wasn’t as excited as Jabari seemed to be. Jabari knew that the amulet gave the spyglass power, but he didn’t seem to know how to get them back. But the lapis lazuli was the first clue they had to figuring out how to get back home. What they needed to figure out now was how to find a lapis lazuli amulet. 

	Brock voiced exactly what Mitch was thinking: “Do you have any idea where we can find an amulet made of lapis lazuli?” 

	“And what does it look like?” Mitch added. He’d figured out it was some kind of rare stone, but other than that he had no idea what it was, specifically.

	“It’s a deep-blue stone. As blue as the sky,” Jabari’s explained. “The problem is, lapis lazuli is not something that my family can access easily.” 

	Mitch could tell that Jabari actually felt deep shame that this was the case.

	“What do we do now?” Brock asked. “We think we know how to get home . . . we just don’t have what we need to do it.”

	No one had an answer to Brock’s question.
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	Sara, Jabari’s wife, arrived shortly after. A flurry of voices and questions came from the front entrance as Jabari explained why they had visitors. It took him quite a while to get her calmed down before he brought her to the back of the house where Mitch, Brock, and Rehema sat uncomfortably around the fire. Sara reluctantly shook their hands when Jabari introduced them. She sat and ate the bowl of stew Rehema prepared for her as Jabari talked to them. When the dishes were cleared, Rehema showed the boys to a small room. Two thin mats lay on the floor, covered with a thin blanket of the same material their robes were made of. 

	Brock looked at Mitch in confusion. “Where are the pillows?”

	“I don’t think there are any from the looks of things.”

	Rehema watched them talk with a frown on her face. It was obvious to her that Mitch and Brock weren’t impressed with the sleeping arrangements. Noting the frown, Mitch plastered a smile on his face.

	“Thanks, Rehema. This is great.” 

	She nodded and left the room.

	“I’m beat.” Brock laid on the nearest mat. 

	“How is it?” Mitch asked as Brock folded his arms behind his head to make a pillow.

	“I think if we laid on the floor, it wouldn’t be much different.”

	Mitch agreed as he laid on the other mat. The room was dark except for the tiny sliver of moonlight that came in through the openings in the wall. Brock was a dark shadow beside him. After some time, Brock’s voice came from the dark.

	“Do you think we’re going to be able to find an amulet?”

	“I don’t know. My great-grandpa did it. We should be able to.”

	“Jabari said it was going to be hard.”

	“We’re lucky he’s agreed to help us. I have no clue where to find lapis lazuli in Egypt. Or anywhere else for that matter.”

	Brock didn’t reply. But then he said, “Do you think we can trust him?”

	Mitch thought he heard fear in Brock’s voice. He turned to look at him, but his face wasn’t visible in the shadows.

	“He couldn’t have made that story up. He knew too much about my great-grandpa. And he knows how to speak English, even if he does call me Mih-tuh-chuh.”

	Brock chuckled. Mitch was glad he was able to lighten the heavy mood in the room. If Brock was like him, he was worrying about his parents too. His stomach dipped as he thought about how upset they’d be when they discovered he and Brock were gone. 

	I wish I’d never found that stupid spyglass.

	“I’m not looking forward to going to the embalming shop,” Mitch whispered. “The whole idea gives me the creeps.”

	“It is creepy. Did you know that in Ancient Egypt they removed the internal organs of the dead person and buried them in jars with the body?”

	Mitch’s supper did somersaults in his stomach as he pictured what Brock was talking about.

	“All except for the heart. They leave that in the person’s body.”

	Mitch’s supper was now marching from his stomach up to his throat.

	“Please, don’t tell me any more or my supper is going to make a repeat appearance.”

	“Sorry. You want me to get you some water?”

	“No. Let’s just try to get some sleep. We’ll deal with the embalming shop tomorrow.”

	Mitch rolled on his side, away from Brock. He knew he should get some sleep, but a million thoughts kept running through his head about the spyglass, the amulet, being stuck in Ancient Egypt, and the embalming shop. He heard Brock’s breathing become deeper and envied how quickly he fell asleep. Finally, his eyelids grew heavy and he drifted off to a troubled sleep.


Chapter 13

	
	The next morning, the boys accompanied Jabari to work. Neither of the boys were thrilled about the idea, but they couldn’t stay alone in the house. Both Rehema and her mother, Sara, worked in the market during the day. Mitch thought it might be fun to go with Rehema to explore the market, but Jabari cautioned against it—at least until they were able to blend in more. They were both dressed in their robes. Mitch wore his over his clothes so he could hide the spyglass in his pocket. Brock said you could hardly tell, but Mitch wasn’t sure. He rolled his jeans up so they didn’t show when he walked. Brock only wore his robes, stating he wasn’t going to cook to death wearing all his clothes. 

	Together with Jabari they had come up with a story to explain the boys’ sudden appearance. They were indentured apprentices who had come from southern Egypt to learn embalming from Jabari. He had never taken apprentices before, which was bound to raise the suspicions of the other embalmers, but it wasn’t an uncommon practice. Neither of the boys were excited by the plan, but they understood that it was necessary. Besides, they didn’t want to risk Jabari’s family if they were discovered. Who knew what would happen if the truth was found out?

	The sun blazed down as Mitch and Brock followed Jabari through the dusty streets. They wove their way through crowds and around animals and stalls. Dawn had barely cracked the horizon and already it felt as though they were being roasted in an oven. They each carried a skin of water made from the stomach of a goat. Sara had given them leather pouches holding their lunch. Mitch shivered at the idea of drinking out of the skin, but if it got much hotter, he was going to have to put his reservations to the side or die of thirst.

	The shop wasn’t that large, but like Jabari’s house it contained a number of rooms. There were only two other men there when they arrived. They tried to mask their shock as Jabari introduced them, but Mitch could tell they were immediately suspicious of both him and Brock. Jabari showed them around the shop. The embalming shop was an L-shape with a courtyard in the center. Jabari explained that each room was used for a different step in the mummification process. There were separate rooms for washing, drying, and wrapping the body. There was a room for carving the sarcophagus and another for the storage of the gifts that went into the sarcophagus. Mitch felt a little faint as he learned about everything involved in Egyptian mummification.

	One of the rooms contained the body of a wealthy merchant who had recently died. Mitch and Brock watched in horror as the man’s lungs were removed and put in a jar. Mitch suddenly felt hot. He was either going to faint or throw up.

	“See? I told you,” Brock blurted out, elbowing Mitch in the ribs.

	The man stopped what he was doing and looked at Brock. Not understanding Brock’s language, he said something to Jabari. Jabari pulled the man aside and spoke quietly to him. The man looked over his shoulder at them and nodded. 

	“What do you think Jabari told them?” Brock whispered out of the side of his mouth.

	“I’m not sure, but I need to get out of here.”

	Brock finally noticed the grimace on Mitch’s face. “What’s the matter?”

	“I’m either going to puke or pass out,” Mitch answered through clenched teeth. He closed his eyes and took a few deep breaths. The last thing he wanted to do was embarrass himself in front of the workers in the shop. If he and Mitch were going to blend in here until they found a way home, he was going to have to toughen up.

	Jabari joined them and then in quiet tones explained that the man was removing the merchant’s lungs, liver, stomach, and intestines and putting them in something called “canopic” jars. Ancient Egyptians believed that the dead would need these organs in the afterlife, so they were buried in jars and placed in the sarcophagus.

	“Come with me. I have something that you can do.”

	Finally! Mitch couldn’t wait to get out of there.

	Jabari led them to another room filled with rolls of some sort of material. “We will need this linen to wrap the body.” He proceeded to show them how to take the material from the roll and tear it into long strips. “We will need many strips. It is a very big body.”

	Mitch and Brock settled down onto the dirt floor and began tearing the fabric. Jabari was in the next room, attending to the body. The boys had only been at it for an hour, but it seemed like they’d been at it all day. To pass the time, they talked about what they were going to do when they got home.

	“The first thing I’m going to do,” Mitch said as he pulled another piece of linen from the roll, “is put the spyglass back in the trunk, which is what I should have done in the first place. Just like Hank said.”

	“I’m going to get the biggest glass of iced tea and drink it in one gulp.”

	“Don’t talk about anything cool. It just makes me feel hotter.” Mitch wiped his sweaty forehead on his robes for the millionth time. “I thought I knew what it meant to be hot. But I had no idea.”

	The boys were quiet for a while and then Brock said quietly, “I miss my mom and dad.”

	Mitch hated to admit it, but he missed his parents, too. He even missed his sister. That’s how bad it was. Mitch didn’t care if his parents ignored him for the next ten years. At least he would be home.

	“Where do you think we can find this amulet thingy?” 

	Brock’s question was one that had been running through Mitch’s mind ever since Jabari had told them that’s what Great-Grandpa George had used to get home. 

	Mitch scanned the room. There were shelves and shelves of clay jars. The jars had stoppers carved to resemble the head of a bird, monkey, dog, or human. Mitch shivered. He knew what went into those jars.

	“Maybe there’s something in those boxes.” Brock pointed to where four wooden boxes sat on the dirt floor under the shelves. 

	“Maybe,” Mitch answered. “But we have to be careful. If anyone catches us going through them, we could be in trouble. Or we could get Jabari in trouble.”

	“Everyone seems to be busy. Why don’t I go over and look through them, while you keep lookout? If you hear someone coming, cough or something.”

	Mitch still wasn’t sure if this was a good idea, but he nodded in agreement anyway. The men who worked with Jabari were already suspicious. If they caught them going through the boxes, he wasn’t sure what they would do to them.

	Brock unfolded his legs and slowly stood up. He paused and listened for anyone coming. Mitch held his breath and listened too. Satisfied the coast was clear, Brock tiptoed over to the boxes.

	Mitch watched as he reached in and began moving things around. Anxious to see if Brock discovered anything, he divided his attention between Brock and listening for any sounds coming from the hallway. He was folding a piece of linen when a loud bang! came from Brock’s direction. He froze. His ears strained to hear any sound from outside the room. Seconds later, the scuffling of feet could be heard coming towards them.

	“Psst!” Mitch hissed. 

	Brock scurried back to his spot on the floor and picked up the linen and began tearing.

	Jabari appeared in the doorway.

	“Is everything all right?”

	Mitch grinned. “Great!”

	Brock grinned alongside him. “Never better.”

	Jabari studied them for a moment, watching as they frantically tore strips of cloth and folded them. 

	“One of the men thought he heard a loud noise coming from in here.”

	“Nope. Nothing loud from us.”

	“Quiet as mice.”

	Jabari cast his gaze around the room once more. Finally he said, “Stick to the task I have given you. We do not want to raise the suspicions of the others any more than they already are. Please. I am risking my family’s safety by helping you.”

	The boys nodded and Jabari left.

	“That was close,” Mitch said, stating the obvious. “And Jabari was right . . . we can’t hurt his family while they try to help us.

	Brock nodded sheepishly. 

	“Did you find anything in the box?” Mitch asked.

	“No. Just a bunch of tools. Hammers and chisels. I’m afraid to ask what they use those for.”

	Mitch’s eyes grew round at Brock’s words. What they’d seen so far had him imagining all kinds of horrors.

	The boys spent the rest of the morning tearing strips of linen. Neither of them offered to check the rest of the boxes, for fear of what they’d find. Or worse, getting caught.
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	Jabari came around the corner an hour later.

	“Come. It is time to eat.”

	He turned and swept out of the room. The boys grabbed their food and waterskins and followed Jabari out to a shaded court, where the rest of the men sat in the shade eating. Jabari pointed to a spot on the ground away from the other men and the boys sat. The men ate food off a square of leather. It was similar to the leather pouch Rehema had given them that morning.

	Mitch untied the leather strap surrounding his pouch and opened it up. A square wrapped in what looked like green leaves sat in the center. Peeling back the leaves, he was surprised at what lay before him. Inside were three circular pieces of what looked like bread. Beside them lay what he thought was cheese and some olives. This was lunch? 

	He looked to where Brock was unwrapping his and nearly laughed out loud at the look of disgust on his face.

	Mitch leaned over and whispered, “Don’t like olives?” 

	“Eww, no!” Brock moved them to the edge of the leaves. “And what is this white stuff?”

	Jabari, who sat on Brock’s left, leaned over. “It is goat cheese. Very delicious. My wife makes it herself.”

	Brock sat back and looked at his lunch again.

	“You don’t like it?” Jabari asked, his forehead creased in a frown.

	When Brock didn’t answer, Mitch replied, “No, Jabari, it’s great, thank you. I guess it’s just not what we’re used to. But we’ll give it a try.”

	Mitch nudged Brock’s knee and gave a pointed look to the food in front of him. He noticed the other men had stopped talking and were watching the conversation with Jabari.

	Brock noticed all eyes were on him as well. He looked to Jabari, who carefully spread the cheese on his bread and folded it in half before biting down into it.

	Following Jabari’s example, Brock spread his cheese and took a bite. He immediately grimaced. But at the stares of the other men, he wiped any sign of disgust from his face. 

	Mitch did the same and took a bite. It had a sharp, salty taste that he had never encountered before. He liked the sharp flavour of the cheese and the crunch of the olives. Brock gave him a dark look at his enjoyment of the meal.

	Mitch finished his lunch quickly and folded up the leather pouch to give to Rehema. It took Brock numerous sips of water from the skin to get his lunch down, and by the time he was finished, the men were openly laughing at him. 

	Brock’s face was bright red as they made their way back to the linen room. Mitch wasn’t sure if it was from embarrassment or anger.

	Jabari checked on their progress. “You’re doing well.” He looked through the pieces of linen they had stacked beside them. “You must take care to keep them the same size. This is very important when we go to wrap the body.” Jabari noticed Brock’s sullen expression and chuckled. “Do not worry, my friend. You will get used to our food and the teasing of the men.” 

	After Jabari left, Mitch heard Brock mumble, “I doubt it.”

	Not long after the boys settled back into their task, one of the men came in and took the box of tools Brock had been looking through from under the shelf.

	On his way out, he made a comment to Brock that they didn’t understand, laughed, and left.

	A few minutes later, Jabari came into the room. “Come. We are going to begin the inscription on the sarcophagus. I thought you might be interested. Yes?” He looked back and forth between them. “You will have the honour of watching Metjen at work. He is one of my best carvers.”

	Remembering the suspicious looks from lunch, Mitch said, “Are you sure he won’t mind us watching? He didn’t seem too friendly.”

	“You will be fine. Metjen has worked here since he was a young boy. I found him on the streets trying to steal from one of the food stalls many years ago. I offered him a job and he has been with me ever since. He is very loyal. You can trust him.”

	“Okay.” Mitch thought about Jabari’s words. It made sense that Metjen would be suspicious of them. He was probably protecting Jabari.

	“Excellent. Follow me.”

	Jabari led them down the hallway to a different room. There on the ground was a huge rock. It looked to be about as long as Jabari and came up to Mitch’s waist. Jabari introduced them to Metjen, who had a chisel and hammer in his hands.

	Jabari explained as the man began to carve large hunks from the rock.

	“The sarcophagus is usually made well before a person dies. However, in this case the man was quite young, so his sarcophagus had not been prepared. Metjen is going to form the basic shape, and then it will be decorated in the man’s likeness. I will leave you to watch Metjen work.”

	The boys choose a spot a few feet from the stone to sit and watch. Stone chips flew through the air as Metjen guided the chisel over the stone. Sweat poured down Metjen’s face. Often he would stop and wipe his brow before it ran into his eyes. The stone slowly took shape as he worked. The head of the sarcophagus was higher than the rest of the body. Metjen chiseled a circle to represent the dead man’s face.

	“This is really creepy,” Brock commented as they watched. “Can you imagine being wrapped up and stuck in a stone coffin forever?”

	Mitch couldn’t. He’d never really thought about what it would be like to be dead, but he was starting to understand how important Egyptians’ belief in life after death was to them. They worked in painstaking detail to prepare the body for a happy afterlife.

	Metjen put down his tool and brushed off the sarcophagus. He said something to the boys, but at their blank stares he waved an impatient hand and kept working.

	Jabari came and got them a short time later.

	“So, what did you learn watching Metjen?”

	Brock answered first. “You guys are serious about where you’re going to after you die.”

	Jabari chuckled. “This is true. Egyptians believe that when you die you face the judgement of Anubis. It is there that your life is weighed on a set of scales. If you have lived a good life, you proceed to the afterlife. If not, you do not proceed. Is it not similar in the Great Beyond?”

	“Who is Anubis?” Mitch asked.

	“Anubis is the god of judgement. He, along with the other gods, presides over the afterlife.”

	Mitch nodded, unsure how to answer his previous question. Jabari continued.

	“This is why the sarcophagus is created in a man’s likeness, so that the gods will recognize him on his arrival. Also, along with amulets and gold, the man’s tomb will have food, clothing, and furniture for his comfort. Depending on the man’s wealth, his tomb may contain carved replicas of servants, to perform the duties requested of the gods in his place.”

	“Is that why pyramids are so big?” Mitch asked. 

	“This is part of the reason, yes. The pyramid is considered to be the ramp to the heavens.”

	“Wow!” 

	“Yes, indeed—wow,” Jabari repeated, enjoying the silly word. He stopped at the opening to their workroom. “I must go and get some parcels from the family of our merchant. I will be gone for some time. Please stay out of trouble.” He gave them a pleading yet stern look.

	“We will,” Mitch promised. 

	Jabari considered them, nodded, smiled, then left.
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	Mitch placed a strip of linen on the rapidly growing pile beside him. It was only their first day of work and he was ready to be finished forever.

	“What do you think Jabari will get from the dead guy’s family?” 

	Brock considered his question. “Maybe some of the stuff he said they put in the sarcophagus?”

	“Or . . . maybe some amulets to pack around the body?”

	Brock gasped at the idea. “Let’s hope so.”

	“We’ll need to find a way to look through whatever he brings back.”

	Mitch thought about the best way to do that. Jabari knew what they were looking for, but simply taking the amulet, if there was one, could put him in danger too. They were going to have to let Jabari in on the plan. After all he and Rehema had done for them, Mitch didn’t want to get him into trouble.

	“We need to create a diversion when he gets back. That way, one of us can look through the parcel before any of the others do. If we get to it first, no one will know if we took something or not.”

	“What kind of diversion are you thinking of?”

	Mitch wasn’t sure.

	“When he comes back,” Brock suggested, “one of us could ask him about the sarcophagus.” 

	Mitch shook his head. “That won’t work.” 

	“How come?”

	“We’re trying to distract his men, not Jabari. Besides, he’s already told us about the sarcophagus.”

	Brock nodded, his shoulders slumping. 

	Mitch went on, “He’ll probably bring the parcel to the room in the back, where they store the gifts. It’s got to be something that will get everyone into the front room of the building. And that’s not going to be easy, because Metjen and the other men don’t seem to want anything to do with us.”

	Brock sighed and they went back to ripping the fabric.

	As they continued with their work, Mitch suddenly got an idea.

	“I know! You pretend to get sick. I mean violent stomach pains. Maybe from the different food we had today. I’ll call for Jabari and the others, and while they look after you, I’ll look through whatever Jabari brought back.” Mitch smiled at Brock, happy with the plan.

	Brock, however, grumbled, “Why does it have to be me?”

	“Because you were practically green today trying to each your lunch. You think nobody noticed how it took every bit of water in your skin to get it down?”

	Brock hung his head. “It was disgusting. If there’s one thing I hate, it’s olives! And that cheese . . .” He grimaced at the memory.

	“Which is why you have to be the one to get sick. They’ll never believe it was me.”

	“All right, fine.” Brock sighed in resignation. “What do you want me to do?”

	Mitch rubbed his hands together. He was actually enjoying this. He felt as though he was on a Hollywood set, giving the actor directions. “As soon as we hear Jabari and everyone come into the shop, I want you to start moaning. Loud enough for his men to hear.”

	“Moaning?” Brock pouted.

	“Yeah, like this.” 

	Mitch folded over, clutching his stomach, and began to Ooh! and Ah! He was so loud, Brock covered his mouth, afraid the men would come to see what was happening.

	“Okay, I get the idea.”

	Mitch sat up and grinned. “I’ll tell Jabari to tell them you need fresh air. While they take you outside, I’ll look through what’s in the parcel.”

	Brock frowned. “I still don’t know why you can’t be the sick one. You were the one who nearly fainted at the sight of that guy’s lungs.”

	Mitch rolled his eyes. “I just explained it to you. Now, let me hear you.”

	Brock sat for a moment and let out a half-hearted moan.

	“Not good enough.” 

	“I can’t do it,” Brock whined.

	Mitch was going to have to use some drastic measures to make this believable. He grabbed Brock’s arm. “I know this is going to hurt, but . . . you trust me?”

	“Yeah . . .”

	Mitch twisted his arm.

	“Owww!”

	“That’s more like it. Sorry if that hurt.”

	Brock rubbed his arm where Mitch had twisted it. “That’s okay, I get it now.” 

	“Good. We better get back to work. We don’t want anyone to catch us slacking off.”
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	Nearly two hours later, they heard Jabari enter the shop.

	“Okay, get in position,” Mitch whispered to Brock.

	Brock clutched his stomach and fell to the side, knocking over piles of linen.

	Mitch stuck his head out the doorway and yelled, “Jabari!” 

	Jabari, with a wooden box in his hands, came running, followed closely by the other men. 

	“What is wrong?” Jabari panted, looking frantically around the room before seeing Mitch crouched on the floor beside Brock.

	Mitch tried to add a note of distress to his voice. “He was complaining that his stomach hurt!” 

	Jabari knelt beside Brock, concern written on his face. “Tell me what is paining you.”

	Brock let out a loud moan. “My stomach . . .”

	Jabari barked some instructions to Metjen, who was standing in the doorway. 

	“Maybe some fresh air would help,” Mitch suggested. “He said he was having trouble breathing, too.”

	Brock shot Mitch a dangerous look from under his lashes. Then, going along with it, he coughed and gasped as if short of breath.

	“Good idea.” Jabari helped Brock sit up. “Do you think you can walk?”

	Brock nodded and, with Jabari and Mitch’s support, got to his feet. They led him down the hallway and out of the shop. Along the way, Mitch filled Jabari in on their plan. His mouth formed a thin line. Mitch knew he wasn’t happy, but he went along with it. Metjen appeared with a skin of water. Jabari opened the skin and tipped it towards Brock’s mouth. He swallowed and took a deep breath.

	As the men tended to Brock, Mitch slipped quietly back into the shop. The box lay on the floor of the workroom where Jabari had left it. The wooden chest was decorated with carvings on the sides and lid. With a quick check to make sure no one had followed him back in, Mitch lifted the lid on the box.

	His breath caught when he saw what was inside. Jewels of every size and shape lay nestled together in the box. The jewels ranged in colour, from red to green—but unfortunately no lapis-lazuli blue. Mitch carefully moved the ones on top to the side to look at what lay beneath them. The bottom was lined with black scarabs carved out of obsidian—but again, nothing was the dark blue they were looking for. 

	His shoulders slumped in defeat. The box contained none of the blue stones they were looking for. But, just in case, he pulled the spyglass out of his pocket. Maybe any jewel would make it work. Laying the spyglass on top of the jewels, he waited for something to happen. But the spyglass didn’t change. With a sigh of frustration, he put the spyglass back in his pocket.

	Mitch closed the box and made sure that it looked just as it had when Jabari first brought it in. Back outside, Brock continued his sick performance and Jabari continued to exclaim its severity to his men. When he peered up and saw that Mitch had returned, he lifted his eyebrows in question.

	Mitch shook his head and Brock’s face screwed up—not in pain from his stomach, but from the knowledge that they were still stuck here. 

	“I’ll sit with him,” Mitch offered.

	Metjen spoke rapidly, gesticulating wildly.

	Jabari translated, reluctantly: “He thinks we should take Brock to the healer.”

	At the mention of the healer, Brock sat up straighter and gave Metjen a placating smile. “I think I’m feeling better. The water helped a lot.” 

	Good thinking! Mitch thought. There were already too many people who were aware of their existence. They didn’t want to draw any more attention to themselves.

	Metjen looked at Brock in confusion. Jabari said, “Are you sure?”

	“I’ll be fine. Really. Thanks for the water, Metjen.”

	Jabari translated. Metjen reluctantly got up and followed the other men into the shop. When he was sure they were out of hearing range, Jabari frowned at the boys and said, “Next time, please let me know what you have planned before it is happening. If one of the men had caught you, it would put me in a horrible situation. Next time we might not be so lucky.”

	“Sorry, Jabari. We didn’t mean to cause you any trouble. It’s just that we really need to find an amulet.”

	Jabari sighed and nodded.

	Brock turned to Mitch. “No luck?”

	Mitch sat down beside Brock. “Nope. There were lots of jewels, but no lapis lazuli.”

	Brock banged the back of his head against the wall of the shop. “We’re never going to get home!” he cried.

	Mitch was as frustrated as Brock, but he was also determined not to give up. “It’s a setback. But we’re going to find what we need. We’re going to get back home, Brock.”

	He held up his fist. Brock bumped it unenthusiastically. 
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	That night Mitch lay on his mat, wide awake. He envied Brock’s soft snores. 

	He had been so hopeful that the chest would have the stone they needed to get home. Now what? It wasn’t like they could go looking through the city to find another one. If what Jabari said was true, only wealthy people would have the stone. It wasn’t like they could knock on a door and ask for one. Even with Jabari as their translator. No way.

	What were they going to do now?


Chapter 14

	
	Weeks went by and Mitch and Brock settled into a routine. 

	Every day they were up early, while it was cool, ready to accompany Jabari to work. They no longer got strange stares as they walked through the streets. The robes Rehema had given them let them blend into the crowds of people making their way to work each day. Mitch still wore his clothes underneath. For some reason, it gave him the feeling they were only here temporarily. Brock couldn’t stand the heat, so he wore as little as he could under his robes. They’d had to ditch their shoes for sandals made out of reeds. Nikes were just too strange, and they couldn’t chance drawing attention to themselves. The sandals were made like flip-flops and gave the boys blisters between their toes. Mitch hated them. The first thing he did every night when they got home was to put on his sneakers.

	At the embalming shop they learned more about the ritual of mummification. They’d watched how bodies were washed with wine and spices. Mitch now associated the smell of spices with the removal of the organs, which usually resulted in him running out of the shop to get some fresh air. 

	After washing, the body was dried. This involved stuffing the body in salt, along with the internal organs. This step lasted forty days. They then packed the head and body with linen soaked in scented oils—another smell that made Mitch want to lose his lunch.

	Finally, the body was covered in necklaces and rings made of gold and gems. Twenty layers of linen covered the body and then was coated with a tar-like substance. Mitch now understood why they needed so many strips of linen.

	Mitch and Brock worked side by side most days. It gave them a chance to talk about home and how they were going to get back there. It also gave the boys a chance to get to know each other better. Brock explained the various rodeo events he liked attending. Mitch learned about mutton busting (riding sheep) and the difference between a steer and a heifer (steers used to be boys—Mitch still cringed every time he thought about how that happened—and heifers were girls). Mitch told Brock about his friend Matt and their early-morning games of basketball, and how much he missed them. 

	It felt good to talk about home. But some days he was so homesick, he could’ve cried.

	The men in the shop ignored them for the most part. Metjen was the only one who seemed to be interested in them at all. Mitch had to admit, he’d never seen anyone handle a hammer and chisel like Metjen could. The detail he put into carving a sarcophagus was amazing. Metjen had told Jabari that he would teach them carving once they’d mastered tearing linen. As the days and the piles of linen grew, Mitch looked forward to it more and more. One of their favourite pastimes was to teach Metjen some words in English. He could never manage any of the words. His attempts usually left them in stitches. When they told him they had peanut butter sandwiches for lunch at home, he called it beanut putter. He couldn’t understand why the boys thought it was so funny.

	After lunch each day, everyone in the shop would rest to avoid the heat. The courtyard was shaded and cool, so the men would find a spot in the shade and rest for an hour. Mitch and Brock both had trouble with this tradition. It felt as if they were back in kindergarten. So at first, to pass the time, they would talk to each other—until one of the men told them to be quiet. 

	After a day in the shop, they would meet Rehema and Sara back at the house. They enjoyed supper. Or at least Mitch did. Brock was having a hard time adjusting to the food. He mentioned cheeseburgers at least once a day. 

	When they’d finished their meal, Rehema would teach them as much about her language as she could in the short time they had. These sessions were often filled with Rehema’s laughter at their attempts to master a few words of her language. 

	Jabari was curious about their lives. They tried their best to teach him about cell phones, rodeos, and life on the farm. He often just shook his head, unable to believe the things they were telling him.

	They’d managed to blend into their new surroundings, but getting home was always on Mitch’s mind. Every night they’d come up with a list of things they’d missed, scratching them on a piece of papyrus. So far, they’d come up with:

	
		parents

		siblings 

		being called “pipsqueak”

		ice-cold sodas

		basketball

		books

		candy

		toilet paper



	 

	They also talked about ways to get home. It still amazed Mitch that his great-grandpa had been here all alone. Mitch was thankful to have Brock with him, but he was also determined to make it home like George did. 

	They hadn’t come up with any new ways to find a scarab. The spyglass was no help either. They spent time twisting it this way and that, hoping it would come back to life, but nothing ever happened. 

	As the days passed, Mitch worried that they’d be stuck here forever. They didn’t talk about it, but he was pretty sure Brock felt the same way. There would be times that Brock would get quiet—not many, but it happened—and Mitch knew he was thinking about home by the sad expression on his face. It was probably for the best that they didn’t talk about it, because Mitch was certain he’d break down in tears if they did. 

	If this adventure had taught him anything, it was how important his family was to him. Family was everything. 

	Each night, he would silently say “Good night” to his mom and dad—and, sometimes, Alyssa—with the hope that he would see them again, before closing his eyes and falling asleep.


Chapter 15

	
	Once the merchant had been buried—a process that took over two months—things at the shop were quiet. So quiet, in fact, that Jabari decided it was time for the boys to learn a little about the city. They knew their way around the market and Jabari’s neighbourhood, but today he was taking them to see the temples and palaces of the pharaoh. The palace of Khufu was over three kilometres from Jabari’s home, so they struck out early in the morning, before the heat of the day. 

	The boys hadn’t realized how large the city was. The boys repeated “Wow!” so many times that Jabari started to laugh, which led to them teaching him “cool” and “awesome.” Mitch and Brock would collapse with laughter any time he used them. They especially enjoyed when he’d use them while talking to Sara and Rehema. The strange looks his wife and daughter gave him were priceless.

	After walking through the heart of the city, the palace finally came into view. They’d never seen anything like it. The palace was on the edge of the city and stretched as far as the eye could see. The entrance stretched more than fifty steps, along which ten pillars held up the roof of the majestic building. Two stone sphinxes lay on each side of the entrance. Guards with shields and spears stood in groups of five, barring the entrance.

	Jabari stopped and considered the palace. “The palace was built by Khufu’s father more than a hundred years ago, when the capital moved to Men-nefer. Khufu has since added on to it, making it the grandest palace of all time.”

	“Oh!” Brock said as he stared at the palace in awe. “I remember something about this from the museum exhibit. Its original name was Men-nefer, but later it was referred to as Memphis.”

	“Memphis?” Mitch said, shocked.

	“Ah, so you know it?” Jabari asked.

	“It’s just that we have a city named Memphis back home.”

	“You do?”

	They both nodded.

	“That is very strange.”

	“You got that right,” Mitch heard Brock mumble.

	“It is wonderful that my city lives on to this day. Come! Let me show you more.”

	They heard the pride in his voice. As he pointed to the statues carved into the walls, shouting voices came from behind them. Eight men carried what looked like a box on their shoulders. But it wasn’t any box. This one was made of wood, with ornate designs carved into the frame. Each side was like an open window, but a red curtain prevented anyone from the outside to see in. They quickly moved out of the way.

	“What’s that?” Brock asked as the group went by.

	“It is called a litter,” Jabari said. “That is how important people are transported through the city.”

	Mitch looked at the group as they went by.

	“So, who do you think is inside there?”

	“It could be a governor or merchant. It could be a priest. Let us stand here. We should be able to see who gets out.”

	The men carrying the litter came to a halt at the bottom of the staircase. A moment later a bald man wearing white robes and a gold neckpiece descended from the litter and started up the stairs. He towered over the men accompanying him.

	“It is Ammon,” Jabari told them. 

	As if hearing his voice, the man stopped on the stairs, turned slowly, and scanned the courtyard before his gaze landed on them. His piercing eyes paused on Mitch. The distance between them melted away. Suddenly, Mitch was able to see up close the darkness of the man’s eyes. Ammon’s eyes flared as if in recognition. Mitch felt invisible restraints bind him where he stood. He tried to lift his arm, but nothing happened. It was as if he were hypnotised and the priest was in control of his body.

	Unaware, Jabari continued. “He is the high priest of all of Egypt.”

	Mitch felt the bands tighten.

	“He is Pharaoh’s confidante and counsel. He is most revered by the people.”

	A man appeared at the top of the stairs, waiting for Ammon, who turned and continued up. Mitch gulped in a huge breath as the bands that had been holding him released. What had happened? It was as if the priest were able to control him with his mind. Was that even possible? Afraid of what Jabari and Brock would think, he kept the feelings to himself. Besides, it was probably his imagination or the stress of trying to find a way to get home.

	Once he was out of view, Brock said, “So, this Ammon guy. He has a lot of power?”

	You can say that again, Mitch thought. If what just happened was real and not my imagination, we could be in trouble.

	Jabari gestured for them to walk back along the path they had come. 

	“Yes. He is most trusted advisor to the Pharaoh.”

	Still trying to figure out what had happened in front of the palace, Mitch asked, “And he’s been the high priest for how long?”

	“Let me see . . .” Jabari paused in thought. “He has been the high priest for as long as I can remember.”

	Mitch figured Jabari to be about the same age as his parents, so that was close to forty years. Add another twenty years for childhood and training . . . Ammon had to be at least sixty. He sure didn’t look that old. In fact, he looked younger than Jabari.

	“How do you become a high priest?” 

	“It is usually passed down from father to son.” 

	As they walked through a marketplace, Mitch wondered if Ammon’s father had been the high priest when Great-Grandpa George had been here. 

	Jabari stopped at one of the vendors selling kebabs. The skewered meat was the only thing Brock would eat. He gave the man a couple coins and handed one kebab to each boy. Jabari led them back through the city as they ate.

	“Besides being an advisor to the pharaoh, what else does he do?” Brock bit into his kebab.

	“High Priest Ammon presides over the funereal celebrations for anyone in Pharaoh’s family.”

	“He’s like a minister, then?” Mitch asked.

	“I am not sure. What does a minister do?”

	“He marries people, holds funerals, gives sermons on Sunday, that kind of stuff.”

	Mitch knew there was more to it than that, but he tried to keep it simple. He wanted to know more about the guy with the scary eyes. He didn’t want to spend time explaining how religion worked thousands of years from now and thousands of miles from here.

	“But only for your rulers, yes?” Jabari clarified.

	“No, just everyone who belongs to their church, I think.”

	Jabari nodded. “Other than two celebrations a year, Ammon presides over the royal family only.” He stopped where the street intersected another. “Enough talk about the high priest. You will probably never see him again while you are here. Come, let me show you one of the temples. This is where we celebrate and pay tribute to Ra.”

	“Rah, rah, rah,” Brock repeated, pumping his half-eaten kabab in the air. At Jabari’s confused look, he explained, “It’s how we cheer people on back at home.”

	Jabari said nothing, frowning in confusion.

	Rather than go into it any more, Mitch asked, “How do you celebrate Ra?”

	“We bring offerings of food to the temple.”

	“This sounds great,” Brock said excitedly, apparently already having forgotten his distaste of most of the food here. He took another bite of his kebab and asked through a mouthful of food, “Then you get to eat?”

	“No,” Jabari answered, horrified. “We leave it there and ask for Ra’s blessing.”

	“Oh. So who eats the food?”

	By the time Jabari had finished explaining the celebration, they stood at the steps to the temple. Mitch and Brock were speechless. Smaller than the pharaoh’s palace, the temple was still a large building. Jabari led them up the stone steps and inside. Murals covered the walls and statues stood majestically around the edge of the room. A large stone altar sat at the front. Fires burned in braziers along the aisle leading to the altar.

	Jabari showed the boys a statue of Tefnut, the goddess of moisture and rain. Offerings surrounded the base of the statue. 

	“How come she has so many offerings when the other statues have hardly any?” Mitch asked.

	“As I mentioned, we have been experiencing a drought. They hope the offerings will bring rain.” 

	They moved farther inside. The cool air of the temple was a welcome relief. Mitch walked over to one of the murals. He recognized the falcon and dog heads from the jars at the shop. But they weren’t on top of jars. They were on top of people. 

	“Anubis and Ra.” Jabari pointed to the figures. “This mural depicts Pharaoh Djoser as he is about to pass through judgement.” 

	“Look!” Brock was pointing to the pharaoh in the mural. “Is this lapis lazuli?” 

	Jabari and Mitch looked at the necklace the pharaoh wore. Brock was right. Mitch thought it was painted on, but the stone was actually set into the mural.

	“It is the eye of Ra,” Jabari said, peering at the mural. “A symbol all pharaohs wear.”

	Mitch reached into his robes to see if the stone had any effect on the spyglass he had hidden there. There was no movement. It was cold to the touch, useless, just like always. Brock raised his eyebrows in question as he saw what Mitch was doing. Mitch shook his head.

	“I didn’t think it would be that easy,” Brock muttered under his breath.

	Neither did Mitch. Even if the stone in the mural did set off the spyglass, they’d never have been able to get it out of there. And Mitch knew, by the pride and reverence Jabari displayed while showing them the temple, that he’d never help them get it out of the necklace.

	Mitch learned one thing, though. Not just any stone was going to bring the spyglass back to life and get them home.

	The pharaoh himself had the stone.

	They would have to rob the pharaoh.


Chapter 16

	
	A week later, Mitch and Brock found themselves hanging with Metjen, learning how to use a chisel and hammer to form a sarcophagus.

	“Ouch!” 

	Pain shot up Mitch’s finger. He gave it a shake. His hand was going to be black and blue tomorrow. It was the fifth time he’d missed the chisel and hit his finger. His arm ached from swinging the hammer. Tearing linen was looking better all the time.

	“Gentle,” Metjen said over and over. “Gentle, gentle.”

	Mitch knew the meaning of the word in Metjen’s language because Metjen had said it at least a million times. 

	“You don’t need to hit it that hard. And your finger will thank you for it,” Brock added.

	Mitch grumbled to himself and tried again.

	Jabari had taken pity on them yesterday when they complained that they were bored tearing linen and wanted to try something new. That’s how he and Brock had ended up here, sitting at opposite ends of a boulder that lay in the courtyard of the shop. 

	Part of Mitch’s frustration came from the fact that Brock hadn’t hit his hand once. In fact, he’d chiseled a smoothed area on top of the rock. Mitch would have been jealous at how easily Brock had taken to Egypt if he didn’t still hate the food. Eating Egyptian food was the only thing Mitch had mastered.

	Raising his hammer, he placed his chisel on the rock and tried again. Just as he was about to hit the chisel, shouts arose from inside the shop. Surprised, he wacked his finger again. 

	“OUCH!”

	There was Jabari, running towards the front of the shop. He stopped and waved frantically at Metjen, who jumped to his feet and held his palm up to them. It was clear he wanted them to stay put. Both men hurried to the front of the shop. 

	“What was that all about?” Brock said after they left.

	“I don’t know. But I’ve never seen them in such a panic before. Maybe we should go check it out.” Mitch sucked on his still-stinging finger.

	Brock cast a worried look towards the shop. “Metjen wants us to stay here. I’m sure there’s a reason for it.” 

	Brock was probably right. Mitch was just looking for an excuse not to rap his finger with the hammer again. 

	The voices could be heard coming towards the courtyard. Thinking it was Jabari and Metjen, the boys continued to chisel away at the boulder. It wasn’t until they heard their names that they looked up to see Jabari and, not Metjen but the high priest, standing in the courtyard.

	So much for not seeing him again, Mitch thought.

	Jabari wrung his hands nervously as the priest spoke to him. Mitch didn’t know what he was saying, but he knew it was about him and Brock. Again, the priest settled the same piercing gaze on Mitch, who looked down, thinking maybe that would stop him from being hypnotized again. If that was really what happened at the temple.

	“He’s talking about us,” Brock whispered out of the side of his mouth.

	“I know,” Mitch replied through clenched teeth.

	Jabari motioned back towards the shop as he said something. The priest ignored him and instead came towards the boys. Jabari frantically gestured behind the priest’s back for them to stand as he hurried to catch up.

	Still holding his tools, Mitch stood and faced the priest. His height was much more imposing up close. 

	The priest said a single word. The boys looked at each other. The word meant “hello.” Mitch silently thanked Rehema for her language lessons and repeated the word back to the tall man. 

	The priest nodded, smirking, as if their knowledge of that one word didn’t fool him. He spoke to Jabari, who stood twisting his fingers.

	Jabari turned to the boys. “Our Holiness says you are not from here. I have told him that you have only recently arrived from the south and are still learning our language.”

	The priest spoke again and Jabari replied before translating.

	“Our Holiness says that it has been a long time since he has encountered anyone from the south. I told him that you have come to work as apprentices in my shop and then you will return to your homeland. This is correct, yes?”

	The boys nodded in unison. As Jabari spoke to them, Mitch could feel the priest’s eyes studying him closely. He shifted uncomfortably.

	“Our Holiness has come bearing great news. Pharaoh has bestowed the highest honour on us. Pharaoh has made our shop the royal embalming shop.

	Mitch’s eyes widened at the news. This could be the opportunity they were waiting for. If Jabari was the royal embalmer, the chance that they could get their hands on some lapis lazuli and get home just got better.

	Jabari gave the boys a pointed look before bowing. Following Jabari, both boys bowed as well. With a long look at Mitch, the priest turned and left the courtyard. Jabari and his men following close behind.

	Mitch stared at the doorway to the hall they’d just disappeared into. 

	“That guy gives me the creeps.” Brock sat down and resumed working on the rock. “Did you see the way he looked at us? It’s like he knows who we are.”

	Mitch considered telling Brock about the moment outside the palace and the invisible bands he’d felt wrap around him when Ammon looked at him. He decided against it, telling himself that it was probably just his imagination.

	“I know,” Mitch said absently. “It seems awfully strange that the pharaoh would suddenly decide to switch embalming shops, don’t you think?”

	Brock shrugged. “It could just be a coincidence.”

	Mitch looked out the doorway Ammon and Jabari had left through. “I don’t think anything to do with Ammon is a coincidence.” 

	“You’re probably right. Jabari will fill us in when he gets back.” 

	The sound of Brock’s hammer hitting the chisel jolted Mitch from his thoughts. The boys went back to chiseling. When Mitch hit his hand for the seventh time, he threw the tools to the ground.

	“That’s it! I’m not going to have any fingers left if I keep hitting them.” He sat with his back to the rock and tucked his hand into his armpit, hoping it would make it feel better. 

	It didn’t.
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	Jabari found them some time later. It was not the same Jabari who sat down on the ground beside Mitch. This Jabari couldn’t sit still. He was obviously excited about something. Brock put down his tools and sat with his back to the rock.

	“Is the priest gone?” Mitch asked.

	“Yes. I want you to understand that it is a great honour for my shop to become the royal embalmer. This honour is usually passed down from family to family. I cannot tell you the last time Pharaoh changed who attends to the burial of the royal family.”

	“Did he say why the pharaoh decided this?”

	“No, and one does not ask this question. It is not for me to question Pharaoh.”

	While Mitch wanted to join in Jabari’s excitement about this new development, something didn’t feel right. He wasn’t sure if it was the way Ammon studied him and Brock . . . but he got the feeling that Ammon didn’t believe their story. This was going to be good for Jabari, and for Jabari’s family, yeah. But he wasn’t sure if it was going to be good for him and Brock.

	“Anyway, there is no need to worry about Ammon,” Jabari continued. “Pharaoh will live for many years. You will probably never see the high priest again.”

	You keep saying that, Mitch thought. 


Chapter 17


	Mitch wanted Jabari’s prediction to be true. He really did. But he wasn’t surprised when a message came to the shop late one day, two weeks after Ammon’s visit.

	The boys had just got back from the market, where Jabari had sent them to get some lunch. When they neared the shop with their kebabs, they could hear Jabari and Metjen’s voices coming from inside. Stepping into the shop, they found Jabari and Metjen in a panic. A man the boys had never seen before stood inside with his back to them as they entered. From the gold belt he wore, Mitch guessed he was a representative of the pharaoh. He wore a blue tunic that came to his knees, and sandals. His head was shaved except for a braided ponytail that fell to his shoulder. Jabari was reading a scroll. Metjen read over his shoulder. The messenger waited.

	Jabari’s eyes were wide when he lifted his head and spoke to the messenger.

	The messenger gave a quick nod.

	“What is it?” Mitch asked a stunned Jabari.

	“Pharaoh’s son is dead.” 

	“The pharaoh has a son?” 

	“What happened?” Brock asked.

	“It does not say. Only that Pharaoh wants us to attend to his son’s remains.” 

	He then spoke to the messenger again, who gave a one-word answer. The messenger wasn’t a big talker. 

	“The body will be delivered at any moment. We must begin preparations.” 

	Jabari immediately began shouting orders to Metjen and the other men. Finally, noticing Mitch and Brock standing beside him, he started snapping out instructions.

	“Boys, I need you to take the baskets from over there”—he pointed to stacks of baskets along the wall—“and put all the linens you have prepared in them, and then keep preparing more.”

	The boys handed Jabari the lunch they’d purchased for him. He placed it on the counter and went back to shouting out instructions. The messenger went and stood outside the shop. The boys went to the workroom and did as Jabari had asked. 

	“Jabari seems a little stressed,” Mitch said. “I imagine the death of the pharaoh’s son would be shocking.” 

	Mitch lifted a stack of linens and put them into the basket Brock was holding. When they had packed all the linens in baskets, they went to find Jabari.

	It appeared a sandstorm had landed in the room where the sarcophagus was carved. The men were using brooms made of straw to sweep up the dust and rocks that were the result of creating a sarcophagus. The men scooped up the dirt and carried it out the door. Metjen sprinkled water over the floor to keep the dust down. 

	“Where do you want these?” Brock asked as Jabari came towards them.

	“Put them in the body room.” He waved absently and hurried on to the next room to see how the men were doing.

	The boys put the baskets on the wooden counter of the body room. They surveyed the room. The other counters were covered with tools. Pails sat under a table at the center of the room. The table itself was covered with linen. Mitch felt a shiver run up his spine. It brought back memories of their first day in the shop . . . seeing the merchant’s dead body for the first time. 

	I don’t think I’ll ever get used to this, he thought to himself.

	A commotion in the front of the shop drew the boys out of the room. Six men were carrying a stretcher down the hallway. It wasn’t easy. The hallway was narrow. The men held the body high above their heads. Jabari stood at the door of the body room and motioned them inside. From there he directed them to lay the body on the table.

	Mitch and Brock stood in the shadows of the hallway and watched as the men lifted the body onto the table. They stared at the figure hidden under a sheet. Mitch watched the body, afraid that at any moment it would move.

	Mummy nightmares tonight for sure, he thought.

	The men who had delivered the body left and the men of the shop formed a circle around the body. The boys inched a little closer, attempting to see what was happening.

	Jabari pulled back the sheet and Mitch heard Brock’s sudden intake of breath. Laying on the table was a young man in his early twenties. A white tunic covered his body. A ray of sun streaming through a high window glinted off the gold belt and collar around his neck. Like the messenger, his head was shaved.

	Jabari and the men stood and looked at the young man. No one spoke.

	Moments later, a messenger came to the doorway, walked past Mitch and Brock, and spoke a few words to Jabari. It was the same messenger from before. A tingling of fear ran up Mitch’s spine as he recognized one word: Ammon. 

	The messenger turned and left.

	Jabari’s prediction that they would never see the high priest again was about to be proven wrong. Again. 

	There was no getting away from this guy.

	Jabari gave the men tasks to perform before the priest’s arrival. They hurried to do his bidding while Jabari waved the boys over for their instructions.

	“I need you to go into your workroom and stay there. The priest will be here any minute. I do not want him to see you here.”

	Mitch was glad to follow Jabari’s instructions. He couldn’t shake the feeling of trepidation every time he was near that priest.

	“What do you think happened to him?” Brock asked as they sat tearing linen.

	The young man’s dead body flashed in Mitch’s mind. “No idea. I’m not sure what kind of things kill princes in Ancient Egypt.” He added more linen strips to his stack. “But I remember seeing a man in the market the day we arrived, and his fingers gone. I think he had that flesh-eating disease . . . ?”

	“Leprosy?”

	“Yeah, that it! Maybe he had that.”

	“Did you see if he was injured in any way?”

	“No. Did you? From what I could see, his body was perfectly fine.”

	“Me too. It seemed like a shock to Jabari and the men. So it doesn’t sound like he’s been sick or anything like that.”

	The boys could only guess at what happened to the pharaoh’s son. Mitch guessed he’d been poisoned. He was too young for a heart attack. Brock guessed it was some apocalyptic disease.

	“I wish we had a way to find out about diseases,” he said. “I don’t want to catch some weird disease and take it back home.” 

	Mitch hadn’t thought of that. Brock was also assuming they would eventually get home—something that was looking further away with each day they spent here.

	When the men started to rush around the shop again, they knew the priest had arrived. Voices came from the body room. The boys worked quietly, not wanting to have the priest overhear them and come into their workroom. The voices died down and the shop was quiet for a number of minutes. Then there was more talking and silence again. The voices got closer to the hallway. 

	Jabari came to the workroom and spoke quietly. “The high priest would like you to fetch the canopic jars from the litter out front.”

	Surprised, the boys followed Jabari. They stopped before the high priest, who was standing in the hallway. Ammon motioned the boys to the front of the shop.

	On the street, the boys found eight men waiting by a large litter. Ammon gestured to the back. Sitting behind the covered compartment were four jars, all about two feet tall. These weren’t clay pots like the ones in the shop—these were carved out of a stone that was nearly transparent, like some kind of unpolished crystal. Afraid to touch such precious pieces, Mitch slowly reached forward and lifted one of the jars. Anubis, a dog representing the god of death, sat on the top. Brock picked up the one with a hawk representing Ra. Jabari pointed to a spot on the counter when the boys entered the body room. Placing them down gently, they returned to the litter to get the last two jars.

	Ammon watched them carefully all the while.

	When they’d delivered the last two, they turned to go back to their workroom. Ammon stepped in front of the doorway and started speaking. Unable to understand what he was saying, they looked to Jabari, who translated.

	“The high priest says that he has been thinking about you ever since he met you. You, Mitch. He says that you remind him of someone, but he is not sure who.”

	Mitch shifted uncomfortably at Jabari’s words. They confirmed what he’d been feeling since they’d first laid eyes on Ammon. It had to be his great-grandpa, right? But Ammon would have been a young boy at best when George was here. Jabari had recognized him as being related to George, though. Did Ammon recognize him too?

	“Because you are new to our country, he would like to invite you to the palace for a visit while you are here, to learn more about you.”

	“We aren’t going to be here long.” Brock blurted out the words.

	Mitch jabbed Brock in the ribs. Their story was that they were to be here to apprentice for two years.

	Jabari spoke to Ammon, then said to the boys: “I told the high priest that you would be most delighted to visit.” The look he gave them said this was a request not to be denied.

	The boys shuffled their feet at Jabari’s words. 

	“We would be honored.”

	Jabari repeated their reply, and the priest bowed his head.

	“He looks forward to the visit. He will send a litter for you tomorrow.”

	Tomorrow? Mitch hadn’t expected it to happen that quickly.

	Ammon turned in a flurry of robes and left the shop.

	After he’d left, Mitch turned to Brock. “You just about blew our cover.”

	Brock bowed his head. “I know.”

	“No harm done,” Jabari said. “Thank goodness, he does not understand English.”

	Oh, right, Mitch thought. He’d been so scared of Ammon, so sure the priest knew him, that he’d forgotten.

	“But now we have to go to the palace tomorrow,” he complained. “Why would he invite us? We’re just lowly linen-tearers.”

	“You are right. It’s unlike Ammon to invite people to the palace.” He thought for a moment. “We must be very careful. I will insist that I come along to interpret for you.”

	Mitch felt better knowing that Jabari would be coming along. But he still couldn’t help the feeling of dread that settled in his stomach every time he thought about spending time with that high priest.

	Brock seemed to feel the same. He kept giving Mitch worried glances every second or so.

	As Mitch lay wide awake later that night, Brock snored beside him. The prince’s death and Ammon’s invitation to the palace occupied his thoughts. A number of strange coincidences seemed to be happening, and they all had to do with Ammon. Jabari’s shop becoming the royal embalmers . . . and then the death of the prince right after . . . and now this invitation to the palace? Were they all connected? 

	Did Ammon have something to do with the prince’s death? 

	Was the high priest capable of murder? 

	The invitation to the palace seemed more ominous than before now. Were they putting themselves at risk by going? 

	Thankful Jabari would be there, Mitch fell into a troubled sleep.


Chapter 18

	
	The next day, Jabari and the boys arrived at the shop earlier than usual. Jabari checked on the pharaoh’s son in the body room. Today, he would begin the embalming process. That would mean the removal of the stomach, liver, intestines, and lungs. After removal, they were placed in the canopic jars Mitch and Brock had unloaded yesterday. The body was then washed and prepared for the drying. The heart remained in the body.

	Mitch was beginning to understand the importance of the steps they went through to ensure a safe journey for their loved ones to the afterlife. But it still made him queasy. Thankfully, Jabari sent Mitch and Brock to the workroom almost immediately. They tore linens as the men worked in the next room.

	A couple hours later, Jabari came into the room. 

	“A messenger arrived to say the high priest’s litter will be here shortly. Clean up your area and then go and wash before it arrives.”

	The boys were waiting at the door when the litter arrived. It wasn’t the same one that delivered Ammon to the shop yesterday. This one had no gold decorations or curtains at all. It was a simple wooden box, with two seats inside and six poles for the men to carry them.

	Jabari crawled inside the litter. The boys followed him. Mitch and Brock squeezed together on one side and Jabari sat on the other side, facing them. The litter rose and they began their journey through the streets of Men-nefer. 

	It didn’t take long to reach the palace. People, seeing the litter and those who were carrying it, quickly got out of the way as it moved through the streets.

	High Priest Ammon was waiting at the bottom of the stairs at the entrance to the palace when the litter stopped. His face was devoid of expression, but his eyes flared as Jabari was the first to get out. Ammon spoke to Jabari in clipped tones, his displeasure evident. Jabari bowed and spoke quietly to the priest. The priest ignored his words and motioned for the boys to get out. When they were all standing on the steps, Ammon turned, and Jabari and the boys followed him.

	Even with Jabari telling them on the way over what to expect, it was all so overwhelming. Mitch stared in awe at the columns that rose up before them. Able to study them more closely than the day Jabari had showed it to them, Mitch could see each column was adorned with carvings. Figures of what he assumed were pharaohs, interspersed with images of Ra and Anubis. He wanted to stop and inspect the carvings more closely, but Ammon walked farther into the palace.

	“Where are we going?” Brock asked.

	Jabari spoke to the priest, then translated Ammon’s words as they hurried down a long hallway lined with columns. “He wants to show us a view of the city from one of the palace balconies. This is the great room.”

	Large bowls with fires burning inside sat at the base of each column. As the only light source, it cast the area beyond the columns in deep, dancing shadow. Mitch shivered at the eerie glow. Brock and Jabari must have been feeling the same, as they cast furtive glances from side to side.

	Finally, they came to a shorter set of stairs. Mitch strained to see what was before them, but there were no fires burning to light their way. Ammon led them up the stairs and then turned to the right. Faced with another long corridor, Mitch groaned inwardly. But, instead, Ammon turned and walked between two columns on the left. 

	They came out into a balcony. A low table with pillows around it was set up in the shade of the building. Gold goblets and a pitcher sat on the table.

	Ammon went to the edge of the balcony and swept his arm out. 

	Jabari translated the priest’s words: “From here you can see the city of Men-nefer in all its glory.”

	Mitch stepped to the balcony railing and peered out. Ammon was right: the view of the city went on for miles. He could see smoke rising from the homes, dust billowing in the air from carts, and people moving through the streets.

	“What a view!” Brock said, taking it all in next to Mitch.

	Jabari translated what Brock had said. Ammon looked pleased by the comment. He began to speak as Jabari translated.

	“It is most beautiful. But the palace is in mourning. The death of the prince has come as a shock to everyone. Pharaoh and his Queen will not be seen for some time, as they mourn the loss of their son. That leaves High Priest Ammon to the running of the kingdom as director of the throne.”

	Ammon watched closely for their reaction to the news. When they didn’t seem to understand what he was implying, he continued, Jabari hurrying to keep up with his translation.

	“There is some evidence that the prince’s death was not due to natural causes.”

	Jabari gave the boys a worried look, still translating as Ammon went on.

	“It is not a widely known fact that the prince was not in the best of health, but it appears that he may have been given something that caused his death much faster than we had believed.”

	The boys weren’t sure why Ammon was telling them this. Especially if only a few people knew about the prince’s health.

	“So, why is he telling us?” 

	“I’m not sure, Brock,” Jabari answered, giving Ammon an uneasy look.

	Mitch could see that Ammon wanted to know what Brock had said. Not wanting to insult the priest, Jabari said something that seemed to appease Ammon. He spoke to Jabari again. A horrified look came over Jabari’s face. Mitch’s stomach dropped. Ammon spoke and gestured at the boys. Finally, Jabari spoke.

	“Because this is such a difficult time for Pharaoh and his family, High Priest Ammon”—he looked at the priest, who nodded his head—“would like to invite one of you to spend some time at the palace.”

	Both boys burst out:

	“What?” 

	“No way!”

	Mitch had a bad feeling about this. How could two apprentices be of any help to the pharaoh?

	Ammon spoke again.

	“It is not actually an invitation . . .” Jabari swallowed. “It is an order. It is his hope that you will be a distraction for Pharaoh as he mourns the loss of his son over the next two months.”

	The boys were speechless.

	Jabari added quietly, “He has asked that it be you, Mitch.” 

	Brock stepped forward. “We’re both going.” 

	Mitch heard the determination in Brock’s voice. He appreciated him standing up for him, but from the look on Ammon’s face, he wouldn’t agree. Sure enough, Ammon, understanding his meaning, shook his head and pointed one long finger at Mitch.

	Jabari drew the boys closer and spoke so only they could hear. “I know this is upsetting . . . but I think it would be for the best for Mitch to do as the high priest wishes.”

	Mitch knew there was no way that Brock was going to leave him here with the priest. 

	“We can’t be separated, Jabari. We need to find a way home and we need to go together.”

	“It will be okay, Brock.” Mitch glanced over Jabari’s shoulder to where Ammon stood with a confident smirk on his face.

	“I don’t like this. There’s something not right about that guy.” Ammon’s face remained the same as Brock gave him a death glare.

	“I agree, but what choice do we have? Besides, what better place for me to be than the palace?” Mitch was trying to make Brock feel better. Or maybe he was trying to make himself feel better. “You never know. There could be lapis lazuli lying around all over this place.” 

	Not that I know where to look, he thought but didn’t say.

	Brock thought for a moment. “Okay . . . but if you’re staying for two months, he has to agree that we get to see each other once a week. That way we can update each other on our plan for getting out of here.”

	Jabari looked unsure, but he said, “I will ask.”

	“No asking. That’s the way it is, or they can throw us in the dungeon or whatever they have here.”

	Sighing, Jabari turned and relayed their demands to Ammon. After a tense moment, he turned back to the boys. “He agrees. One day a week, the litter will come and get you from the shop, Brock, and bring you to the palace to visit Mitch.”

	Now that they had an agreement, the reality of the situation washed over Mitch. He was going to be on his own, without Brock and Jabari to protect him. He wasn’t sure he could navigate royal protocol without them. His intuition told him that whatever Ammon wanted, it wasn’t going to be good for him.

	Ammon led them to the table, where they drank beer. Mitch and Brock grimaced, hating the drink but too afraid to say so. As they choked it down, Ammon told them more about the city. Mitch only half listened to Jabari’s translations. His thoughts were consumed with his monumental task: two months with the high priest . . . two months of being separated from Brock . . . two months to find the lapis lazuli so they could get home.

	You can do it, he told himself. Do it for Brock. Do it for your family.

	After everyone finished their drinks, Ammon stood. Figuring the visit was over, Mitch and Brock slowly got to their feet. They followed Ammon back down the corridor, through the room of columns, to the entrance to the palace.

	As they made their way down the steps, Brock whispered to Mitch, “Are you sure you want to do this?”

	Mitch wasn’t, but he replied, “Yes. This might be the only way to get back home.”

	Brock sighed. “I still think it should be both of us.”

	“Don’t worry. I’ll be fine. But I think you should take this. At least for now. I don’t want to take any chances of Ammon finding it.” Without drawing attention to what they were doing, he slipped the spyglass to Brock. “At least if it’s with you, I know it’s safe.”

	Brock hid the spyglass under his robes.

	Ammon and Jabari waited for the boys at the bottom of the steps.

	“I’ll see you in seven days,” Mitch told Brock.

	“Seven days.” Brock’s voice made it sound like a lifetime. 

	They clasped hands and Brock pulled Mitch in for an awkward one-armed hug. Mitch felt his eyes tear up. He’d tried to put up a good front, but he knew he was going to miss Brock. Brock let him go and then climbed into the litter with Jabari.

	Mitch watched as the men picked up the litter and started towards the entrance to the street. He continued to watch until the litter was out of sight. When the litter was no longer visible, Ammon motioned for Mitch to climb the steps again.

	It was then that Mitch realized that not only was his friend gone, but without Jabari, he only had the few words and phrases Rehema had taught him. He knew how to ask where the bathroom was, and how to say “hello,” and the word for “gentle” thanks to Metjen . . . but not much more. 

	It was then that he felt the full weight of what he’d gotten himself into.
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	After Brock and Jabari left, Ammon showed him to his room. Despite feeling sorry for himself, the sight of it took his breath away. Located in the opposite direction of the balcony, his room was on the left wing of the palace. When Ammon led him through the doorway, all Mitch could see was gold. 

	Ammon watched as Mitch stood in the center of the room and slowly turned in a circle. The room had to be the size of his entire house in Fairview. There was a huge bed with curtains. There were chairs and couches. Wooden cupboards with carved panels lined the walls. Light flickered from fires burning in small sconces on the walls, catching the gold on various items and giving the room a warm glow. Incense burned on a table next to his bed. A doorway to the right led to what appeared to be another balcony. 

	Mitch was speechless. He felt like King Midas.

	After surveying the room, he turned to Ammon, who was smiling.

	“This is my room?” he asked. It was obvious that Ammon didn’t know what he was saying, so he pointed to himself. “Mih-tuh-chuh’s room?” he said more simply.

	The priest nodded and said something that Mitch didn’t understand. He really should have paid more attention when Rehema was trying to teach them the language. Would Ammon be insulted if he asked him to say it slower and louder?

	Before Mitch could ask him to repeat himself, the priest turned to leave, and Mitch realized he was going to be all alone.

	At the entrance to the room, the priest stopped. He gestured to the doorway. He seemed to be giving Mitch a warning. Was he not allowed to leave? That’s what the priest appeared to be saying. 

	Assured that Mitch understood him, Ammon left.

	Mitch flopped on the bed. He may not be in a dungeon, but Mitch was pretty sure he was a prisoner. He never thought he’d wish he was back at Jabari’s, lying on the thin mat, but he did. At least there he wouldn’t feel so alone. He’d have Brock to keep him company. This gave him more things to add to his list of things he missed. He was too sad to get up and look for writing tools, so he made the list in his head: 

	
		Brock

		Jabari

		Rehema

		Sara

		and even Metjen



	 

	The silence of the palace was suffocating. Mitch couldn’t sleep. He rolled over and stared at his new surroundings and, not for the last time, wished he was home.


Chapter 19

	
	The next day, Mitch spent some time looking around his new room. Despite getting next to zero sleep, he had to admit it was much softer than the one at Jabari’s. The blankets were like a cloud. It was tempting to lay on the bed and close his eyes and forget about the mess he was in. But, instead, he went out to the balcony. It was set up exactly like the one Ammon had taken them to yesterday. Cushions surrounded a low table. Even though it was on the other side of the palace, Mitch still had a majestic view of the city.

	With nothing to do, Mitch watched the hustle and bustle of the city below. The marketplace was busy with vendors shouting their wares and customers bartering for the best price. Carts of vegetables pulled by people or animals wove through the streets. In the distance, slabs of limestone moved like snails up the side of an unfinished pyramid. That was one thing to be thankful for: at least they weren’t hauling slabs of limestone up a huge ramp. As Mitch took in his surroundings, he wished that Brock were here to share it with him. He didn’t know how he was going to get through the next seven days by himself.

	Someone cleared their throat behind him, jolting Mitch out of his daydream.

	A man he assumed to be a servant stood in the doorway to the balcony. In his hands was a tray with a number of bowls on it. The man said something. At Mitch’s confused look, he gestured with his chin to the table. Realizing the food was for him, Mitch nodded. The man placed the food on the table and left without another word.

	There was enough food on the tray laid out before him to feed Jabari’s entire family. You’d never know that the kingdom was suffering from a drought. Mitch was thankful he recognized some of the food on the tray. Some of the bowls contained food he didn’t recognize, so he avoided them. One looked like it contained some dried-up fruit. Picking up some thin bread, he added some cheese and olives, putting another piece of bread on top. He looked at his sandwich and immediately his feelings of loneliness came back. As he bit into the sandwich, he imagined it to be the gooey sweetness of peanut butter and honey, not the sharp tang of olives and cheese. He washed it down with the juice in the small pitcher on the tray.

	At least it’s not beer, he thought.

	Finished with his meal, he went back into his room and looked around more closely. He sat on the couch. The hardness was nothing like his couch at home. He looked in the cabinets, but they contained nothing. Bored, Mitch went to the doorway of his room. 

	There was no one in the hallway. Mitch thought about the warning that Ammon had given him before he left. At least, he was pretty sure it had been a warning. If he was a guest here, why did he have to remain in his room? What would it hurt if he did a little exploring? Unless Ammon didn’t want anyone to know he was here? But that didn’t make sense—the pharaoh had invited him. The pharaoh wouldn’t mind if he wandered around a little. Having convinced himself that a quick look around the palace wouldn’t hurt, he slipped out into the corridor.

	When Ammon had brought him to his room, he’d been so shocked he hadn’t had time to check his surroundings. The corridor was dimly lit with wall sconces every few feet. Between the sconces, murals like the ones in the great room decorated the walls. He stopped and tried to make sense of the symbols and images carved in the wall.

	He’d picked up enough during his time here to recognize the eye of Ra, Anubis the dog, and Horus the falcon. The eye of Ra was one of the symbols on the spyglass. Trying to remember some of the others, he studied the wall. It was hard to make out the symbols in the flickering shadows. Mitch wished he had a flashlight.

	He was about to move on to the next section of symbols when he heard voices coming from the end of the corridor. He dashed back to the doorway of his room. The voices appeared to have stopped. Curious, he peered around the corner. 

	Ammon stood at the end, talking with two guards. Mitch knew they were guards because they were outfitted in armour. Each carried a shield and a spear. Long swords hung at their waists. Ammon pointed down the corridor. Mitch tucked his head back, not wanting to be caught eavesdropping. 

	The next thing he heard was the sound of the men’s sandals on the floor—coming towards him! Mitch ran through his room and dove onto the bed. He stayed there for a few minutes. When no one came into his room, he snuck back to the doorway.

	Sure enough, an armed guard stood on either side. They were even more imposing close up. 

	Mitch slunk back to the balcony.
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	As Mitch watched the sun go down and bathe the city in black, the symbols on the wall kept running through his mind. Not wanting to forget them, he got up and went to what appeared to be a desk in his room. A paper and pen would be perfect, but they hadn’t been invented yet. Was he going to need a stone tablet and a hammer and chisel? Do it Ten Commandments–style, like Moses? His hand had only just nicely healed from his last attempt at chiseling.

	He found nothing in the first drawer, but the second one held some stiff-looking paper—of course, papyrus. It was of much better quality than the stuff at Jabari’s. A stiff-looking branch with a sharp point sat next to a clay pot with a stopper. This was much nicer than Jabari’s, too, but what he wouldn’t give for a twenty-first-century tablet. He took the stopper off the pot and sniffed. It didn’t smell like anything. He dipped the tip of his finger in and when he pulled it out, the end was black. 

	“Ugh. Ink,” he said to himself, and then looked around to make sure he was alone. Was that what happened to people when they spent too much time alone? They started talking to themselves? Maybe he was beginning to give in to the “loony” family curse Brock had told him about.

	Mitch dipped the branch-like thing in the ink and scratched on the paper. All he got was a big blob of ink. He sighed. Brock had been the one who did all the writing back at Jabari’s. But now Mitch was on his own. He tried again. 

	It took him a number of attempts, but he finally got enough ink on the “pen” to copy six of the symbols he’d seen on the wall outside his room. He couldn’t remember any more. Tired after his eventful day, he folded the papers in half and noticed they resembled a book. Maybe this would be his journal of “life-changing experiences.”

	“Just like Great-Grandpa George!”

	He put his writing materials back in the desk. It was then he noticed the black ink on his hands. He didn’t want Ammon to see the evidence of what he was doing. He looked around his room for some way to clean his hands.

	He spotted a pitcher and bowl on the table by his bed and hurried over. Thankfully, the pitcher had water, though he supposed he could have cleaned his hands with beer just like his mother cleaned things with rubbing alcohol. 

	He poured the water in the bowl and started scrubbing. The water turned black as he scrubbed, but his hands were still stained. Feeling the rough texture of the bowl, he ran his stained fingers over it and was happy to see that the stains were disappearing. 

	With his hands sore, but clean, he looked for a place to get rid of the water. Obviously, there was no drain to pour it down. Catching sight of the balcony, he went out and peered over the ledge. No balconies below. He went and got the bowl and poured the blackened water over the edge.

	The sconces were starting to burn low and the shadows in his room were getting darker. He crawled into his bed. As tired as he was, sleep didn’t come. He lay on his back, staring at the gold-inlaid ceiling. 

	He wondered if Brock was asleep on the thin pallet in the room they shared. 

	Was Brock missing him, like he was missing Brock? 

	Thinking of Brock made him think of his mom and dad. He didn’t let himself think about them very often because it made him homesick, but making a sandwich earlier and scrubbing his hands clean and being alone without Brock to distract him from his thoughts, homesickness welled up inside him. 

	He missed his room at the farm with the unpacked boxes. 

	He missed his video games. 

	He missed his sister! He never thought that would happen. 

	He missed his pigs. 

	As Mitch thought of all the things he missed, tears ran down the sides of face and into the pillow. The more he thought about it all, the faster they came. A sob rose up in his throat. No matter how hard he tried to keep it inside, it burst through his lips. He clamped his hand over his mouth. 

	The guards outside his room shuffled at the sound. 

	Not wanting them to investigate, he turned his face into the pillow and let out the emotions that were raging inside him.
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	Mitch woke the next morning to the sun blazing through his balcony. At first, he didn’t know where he was. Then he remembered the events of yesterday. He squeezed his eyes shut, hoping to block out the reality of his situation.

	That’s where he was when Ammon entered his room, followed by a servant with another tray. He waved the man to the balcony and greeted Mitch from the foot of the bed. Mitch pulled the blanket closer. Ammon repeated his greeting, gesturing for him to get out of bed and join him on the balcony.

	Once they were seated, Ammon started talking. The only word Mitch recognized was “pharaoh.” He assumed that today he was going to meet the pharaoh. Mitch slowly ate the fruit on the tray. Meeting the pharaoh was the last thing he wanted to do. Ammon waited as Mitch slowly chewed on dates and washed them down with spoonfuls of yogurt. Mitch dragged it out as long as he could. 

	Finally, Ammon’s patience snapped. Mitch didn’t need a translator to know that Ammon was angry. The sharp tone of his voice and the volume told Mitch his time was up. Mitch got to his feet and followed Ammon out of his room. The guards outside his door remained as the two of them set off towards the great room.

	Mitch was surprised to see a large number of people on their way to the pharaoh. Men and women were cleaning the floors of the great hall, loading what looked like coal into the braziers that sat beside each column. People who looked like visitors joined them on the way to see the pharaoh.

	They walked past the balcony where they met Ammon yesterday and soon came into a large room. Columns ran in rows towards a set of stairs. At the top of the stairs a man sat on a gilded throne wearing what looked like a white skirt. A gold neckpiece that resembled a bird in flight sat on his bare chest. The only other thing he wore was a tall white hat with a gold viper ready to strike sitting in the center. 

	Distracted and not watching where he was going, Mitch ran into the back of Ammon, who stood at the base of the stairs. Ammon swung around and hissed some words under his breath. For a second, Mitch thought the priest might hit him, so he brought his arm up to ward off the blow. 

	When nothing happened, he realized that the man at the top of the stairs had said something. Ammon lowered his arm and, with a scathing look at Mitch, turned to the pharaoh. Ammon spoke to the pharaoh, who studied Mitch curiously. Mitch studied the tiles on the floor, feeling awkward. 

	Suddenly, he was being propelled forward, as Ammon all but dragged him up the steps. At the top, Ammon pulled him down to his knees. Mitch heard the pharaoh chuckle as he continued to look at the floor. The pharaoh said a few more words and then Mitch was yanked by the arm to standing and led back down the stairs. At the bottom, Ammon released his arm and Mitch followed him back to the room. 

	Mitch was confused. What was that all about? Why was he dragged—literally—in front of the pharaoh? There was no way for him to find out because he had no way to communicate with anyone. Brock’s next visit was a long way off.

	How was he going to get through six more days of this? 


Chapter 20

	
	Two days had passed since his visit to the pharaoh, and he still hadn’t figured out what Ammon wanted to do with him. Mitch hadn’t had another chance to sneak out of his room, either. The guards were there day and night. He had figured out that they changed shifts every night after his supper arrived. They would exchange greetings—the only words he heard them speak during their entire shift—and then it was back to the silent sentinel act. 

	After three days in his palace prison, Mitch was starting to go a little stir-crazy. It had certainly given him a greater appreciation for the things he’d left at home: his video games, his baseball glove—even his books. Did Ancient Egyptians even have books? 

	Not for the first time, Mitch went to the doorway of his room and tried to speak to one of the guards. They usually ignored any attempts he made to engage them in conversation. The language barrier didn’t help, either. The few sentences and phrases that Rehema had taught him didn’t really come in handy. He could only greet them and ask where the bathroom was so many times before they went back to ignoring him.

	What he really wanted to do was explore the palace some more. The symbols carved and painted on the walls seemed to call to him whenever he chatted with the guards. Well, he chatted. They only listened.

	If he was going to gather more information before Brock came back, Mitch needed some way to get out of his room. He’d promised to know more, but at the moment he didn’t have anything new. Other than the few symbols he’d scratched out on papyrus paper. And what good would those do?

	He went out to the balcony and leaned on the railing. The city looked the same as it did every other day. As he watched people coming and going through the market, the sound of something scraping against the wall below him drew his attention.

	It was a man positioning a ladder made of wooden poles against the wall. He shifted the ladder to make sure it was stable and left. Mitch wondered what the man was doing—and then he got an idea. 

	He looked around the balcony for anything that was fastened down, sturdy. The only thing close to the balcony was a wall sconce. Mitch looked at the wooden bracket that held it in place. Would it support his weight? 

	There was only one way to find out. 

	Slipping silently back into his room, he pulled the cotton sheet off his bed. Mitch figured the sheet would be long enough to lower him to the ladder, and then he would be free. It wasn’t very creative, but it was all he had.

	He threaded one corner of the sheet through the bracket and tied it off. He tugged on the sheet, putting his full weight on it. When the sconce didn’t rip out of the wall, he did a silent dance. Looking over the ledge to make sure the man hadn’t come back, he threw the sheet over the railing. He sighed in disappointment when he looked over the edge and saw it didn’t reach the ladder. He ran back into his room and pulled the bottom sheet off his bed. He quickly tied it to the other one and pumped his fist when it fell past the top rung of the ladder. 

	Crawling over the balcony’s ledge, Mitch grabbed the sheet and slowly started to lower himself to the ladder. His plan was working perfectly—until he used his foot to search for the top of the ladder. The ladder swayed back and forth. For a moment he was sure it would fall over. But it righted itself and he put his foot on the top rung. Holding on to the blanket, he felt for each rung. When he got far enough down to hold on to the ladder, he let go of the sheet. 

	What to do with the sheet, though? The man who brought the ladder would know immediately that he’d escaped if the sheet was still hanging there.

	The only thing Mitch could think of was to ball the sheet up and throw it back over the balcony. It wasn’t that far. Bracing himself on the ladder, he rolled up as much of the sheet as he could and threw it upward, causing the ladder to tilt dangerously to the left. Mitch grabbed the rung in front of him just in time to prevent himself from falling. The sheet fell right back down and nearly knocked him off the ladder. 

	By this time his heart was racing. Afraid that the man would come back or that someone would catch him on the ladder, he tried again. This time he rolled the ball tighter and threw with all his might. 

	The sheet went up in the air and landed on the balcony edge. A corner of it was still visible from below, but it was going to have to do for now. On shaking legs, Mitch missed the next rung and landed in a heap at the bottom of the ladder.

	The walled-in area that he found himself in seemed to lead nowhere. It contained palm trees and a few shrubs. To his right, the solid wall of the palace continued for some distance. To his left was a blind corner. Deciding this was his best choice, he went left. 

	Peering cautiously around the corner, he saw a stone patio with a table, cushions, and couches. Clay fireplaces stood at each corner. Mitch slid along the wall and found an opening to a room that appeared to be deserted. Sheer curtains covered the opening, so Mitch couldn’t be certain. He listened for any movement inside. Hearing nothing, he parted the curtains and entered. 

	The room was similar to his but more extravagant. He didn’t take the time to look around but headed straight for the doorway. He glanced down the corridor. Finding it empty, he slipped out of the room. His ears strained to hear anything other than his own heartbeat and rapid breathing. Figuring this floor was set up like his own, he turned to the left, hoping to find something like the great room at the end.

	This corridor contained carvings of various scenes between the light sconces, just like the ones outside his room. He really wanted to inspect them more closely but pushed himself to see if there was any way out of the palace. 

	When the great room didn’t appear where he thought it would, he stopped, not sure if he should continue or not. He looked around for some clue as to where to go next. It was then that the flicking light of the wall sconce closest to him danced over the wall and revealed a mural that froze Mitch in his tracks.

	He stepped closer, thinking it was just a trick of the light. The fire flickered again, and Mitch found himself staring at a figure who appeared to be dressed in blue. He wasn’t wearing robes like the other figures. It looked like . . . 

	A Navy uniform! 

	But what freaked him out the most was what the figure was holding. The object was unmistakable.

	It was the spyglass.

	This was a painting of Great-Grandpa George.

	“I must say, I’m surprised you found it so quickly.”

	Mitch froze at the familiar voice behind him. It sounded like . . . Ammon. But how was he speaking English? That couldn’t be right.

	He turned around. Sure enough, there was the high priest, grinning down at him.

	Mitch considered running. He didn’t know where he’d go, but he figured he needed to get out of here. Before he made up his mind, Ammon spoke again—and again, Mitch understood every word.

	“This is the mural of Peran, entitled The Traveller from Away. According to my father, this man appeared out of nowhere many years ago. He was found by nomads in the desert, who brought him to the city. He spoke a strange language no one had heard before. He was brought to my grandfather—Pharaoh’s High Priest at the time—who attempted to find out all he could about him. Over time he taught my grandfather how to speak his language, and my grandfather taught my father, who taught me.”

	Mitch only stared, his throat suddenly papyrus-dry. Ammon’s story explained the language thing, but it didn’t explain what Ammon was really up to. He’d pretended to not understand English this whole time . . . just to lure Mitch here? Why?

	Ammon went on: “The man told my grandfather he thought the spyglass had something to do with how he came to be here.”

	So he knew about the spyglass. Mitch supposed that was obvious, since it was included in the mural behind him. Either way, this wasn’t good. The only glimmer of good news was that Brock had the spyglass for now. 

	“I don’t know anything about a spyglass,” Mitch stammered out the lie. “What . . . what is a spyglass?”

	Ammon smiled, ignoring the false question. “The spyglass is the only explanation as to how you suddenly came to be here. And the fact that you speak the same language as this man, and that you look almost identical.” He pointed to the mural. “And clearly you escaped from your room to find The Traveller from Away. I think you do know something.” 

	Mitch backed into the mural as Ammon moved closer. 

	“Where is the spyglass, boy?”

	Mitch felt as though he couldn’t breathe. 

	“I . . . don’t know anything,” he whispered.

	Ammon smiled an evil smile. “We will see if that’s the truth when your friend arrives. For now, you may return to your room.” 

	He snapped his fingers and two guards appeared. How long had they been standing there? Ammon stepped back and gave the guards an order. The guards grabbed Mitch’s arms and escorted him back to his room.

	Once there, they dropped his arms and returned to their station outside the door. Mitch noticed the sheets from his bed hadn’t been returned, so he went to the balcony. They weren’t there either. Plus, the sconce was gone from the wall. Peering over the edge, he wasn’t surprised to see two guards standing at the bottom. 

	He wasn’t going to be able to get out that way again.

	Back in his room, he curled up on his bare bed, which was itchy without the sheets. Sleep would be a long way off tonight. So Mitch thought about his run-in with Ammon. He shivered. This added a whole new twist to getting home. Why would Ammon care about the spyglass? Or about wherever he thought Mitch and Brock and George were from? 

	Clearly there was more to Ammon than they knew. But what was it? 

	One thing was sure: if Ammon knew what they were up to, they weren’t going to be able to find the lapis lazuli.
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	Mitch had barely finished his breakfast the next morning when one of the guards came out onto the balcony. He gestured to the doorway. Leaving his breakfast on the tray, Mitch followed. Both guards led him down a number of corridors. So many, in fact, that Mitch knew he’d never be able to find his way back. The guards led him into a large room. 

	Ammon stood over a large desk that was covered in papyrus sheets. He was studying them when they entered. The guards marched him halfway to the desk and stopped. Ammon didn’t acknowledge their arrival. Finally, he looked up and spoke to the guards, who turned on their heels and left. Mitch kept his eyes on Ammon as he came around the desk. The tall man was dressed as he usually was, in long flowing blue robes. 

	“I’ve summoned you this morning to see if you have anything to tell me after our talk yesterday.”

	Mitch still felt a brief moment of surprise at hearing the high priest use English. And he spoke so fluently, with no hint of the accent or difficulty Jabari had. Mitch sighed. When he’d woken up this morning, for a moment he’d hoped it had all been a dream. 

	“No.”

	“Hmm . . . I thought not.” Ammon studied him carefully. “You are either telling the truth or an adept liar.”

	“Telling the truth?” Mitch kicked himself for making it sound more like a question than a fact.

	“If you have no knowledge, then tell me how it is you came to this city again?”

	“Well, Brock and I—” 

	“Let’s start with that. I have never heard your names before or seen them in ancient writings.” He gestured to the papers on the table. 

	Is that what he’s looking for? Mention of us in some old books? Mitch thought. So his great-grandpa must not have told him he came from the future. How was Mitch going to come up with something Ammon would believe?

	“Our moms thought we needed names to stand out from the crowd?” 

	Darn it! He did it again—made it sound more like a question than a fact.

	Ammon considered his answer. “Which brings up another point I wanted to talk to you about. You claim to come from the south. Where exactly in the south?”

	Mitch scrambled for a name, but his mind came up blank. There hadn’t been a need to be specific before. Everyone had accepted their answer.

	“You probably haven’t heard of it. Super small village.” This time Mitch managed to get it out with more confidence.

	Ammon’s eyebrows went up. “Try me.”

	“Um . . . it’s called . . .” He looked frantically around the room and then inspiration struck. “It’s called Nashville. It’s very remote—no other villages for miles around.” 

	Ammon said nothing.

	“Maybe this traveller guy, from away—”

	“Peran,” Ammon said.

	“Yeah, sure, Peran . . . maybe he was confused? Maybe he’d been hit on the head at some point, lost his memory or something.” 

	“No. He was adamant that it was the spyglass that brought him here.”

	Mitch shrugged. “Maybe he was crazy. Sounds loony to me.”

	Ammon just stared, unconvinced.

	“Or maybe he was from our village,” Mitch went on. That part at least was true. Great-Grandpa George had come from Fairview. “He could have gotten lost in a sandstorm. Probably went crazy in the desert, you know? And then the nomads found him. Sounds like they rescued the guy.”

	Mitch held his breath, hoping that Ammon believed his story.

	“I still think you are lying. But we will see what your friend has to say when he gets here.”

	It seemed Ammon was finished interrogating him for now. Mitch thought he should ask some questions. Maybe he could get the upper hand or find a way to get out of this mess.

	“What’s so special about this spyglass, anyway?”

	“As I told you yesterday, the traveller told my grandfather he believed it was a way to travel through time.”

	Geez, George, Mitch thought, why’d you have to give that bit of information away?

	“Well, like I told you, I don’t have this spyglass thingy. But let’s say I could find it for you. What would you want it for?”

	Ammon didn’t answer. Instead, he returned to the spot behind his desk.

	Mitch tried a different angle. “Do you think the spyglass is going to take you into the past or the future? And why would you want to do that, anyway?”

	Ammon shuffled some papers on the table. After a long pause, he finally spoke.

	“Time is a prison. We spend our short lives building pyramids that will span the ages. We bury our bodies with our hearts and our gold, preparing for some afterlife. But to what end? I’ve spent much of my life going through the ancient scrolls for any reference to having the ability to escape the shackles of the everyday. To travel through time.”

	“Yeah, man,” Mitch said. “Time sucks.” 

	Ammon ignored him. “Through my search, I’ve found that the spyglass was given to an early explorer by King Necho, to aid in his travels. At the time, he was tasked with finding people to trade with. According to any accounts that I can find, he never returned. His ship disappeared during a storm and the crew was lost. It wasn’t until Peran, the man in that mural, appeared during my grandfather’s time—then was the spyglass mentioned again.”

	Ammon watched Mitch closely as he spoke, then stopped, waiting for a reply. Mitch tried to hide his shock. So Ammon knew what the spyglass could do. This wasn’t good. He hadn’t mentioned anything about an amulet or lapis lazuli or that it needed to be blessed in order for it to work. Did he know that part?

	“What do you think happened to him?” Mitch asked.

	“I have a theory,” Ammon answered. “I think that the boat probably did get caught in a storm, but I think that there is a possibility the explorer survived . . . by travelling to the future.”

	Ammon’s mention of the storm triggered something in Mitch’s memory. Great-Grandpa George had disappeared in a storm, too. And he suddenly remembered how thunder had shook the treehouse right before he and Brock had ended up here. Did the weather have something to do with the time travel? Mitch tucked that piece of information away to consider later. The question still remained: What did Ammon want with the spyglass?

	Mitch asked, “So, you’re doing this for . . . what? Science?”

	Ammon smiled. “Not entirely. In my search I discovered that the spyglass was made from the gold of Ra’s tomb. Blessed by High Priest Irit himself, it gave the bearer unimaginable power.”

	“Travelling through time is ‘unimaginable’?”

	“The spyglass holds more than the ability to travel in time. When activated correctly, it bestows the possessor with more power than even Ra.”

	Ammon’s eyes seemed to glow with excitement.

	This was bad. Mitch remembered the way Jabari had reacted when Brock made fun of the name “Ra.” If Mitch had learned one thing in all his time here, it was that Ancient Egyptians worshipped Ra above all else, that Ra held the power of the universe. Whatever Ammon was searching for would give him more power than their ultimate god?

	“How do you know this?”

	“After Peran’s sudden disappearance, my grandfather spent the rest of his life searching for any information he could find.”

	“And . . . ?”

	“And he discovered the Prophecy of Aten.”

	This didn’t sound good. But if they were going to get out of here, Mitch needed to know exactly what he was dealing with.

	“This Prophecy of Aten thingy . . . what did it say?”

	Ammon’s eyes narrowed at the question.

	“The Prophecy of Aten comes from the time of creation. It is said that those who can find the portal to the Great Beyond will have untold wealth and live forever. The search for the spyglass became my grandfather’s and father’s life’s work . . . and now it is mine.”

	As Ammon talked, a tight ball formed in Mitch’s stomach. If what he said was true, there was no time to waste. They had to find a way home before Ammon discovered they had the spyglass.

	Great-Grandpa George’s words, told to Mitch through the old man Hank, came back to him now. For your own protection I can’t tell you.

	It was a bit too late for that.


Chapter 21

	
	Brock’s relief at seeing Mitch for the first time in seven days was evident, but it was nothing like Mitch’s relief. They met on the balcony from their first visit. Mitch hugged both Brock and Jabari as Ammon looked on—he even wished Rehema and Sara and Metjen were there. He’d never been so happy to see someone in his life. 

	“How are you?” Brock whispered.

	“I’m doing great,” Mitch said sarcastically. “Ammon, here, is taking great care of me. Aren’t you, buddy?” 

	With a quick bow, the high priest left the room.

	When he was sure they were out of hearing range, Mitch pointed to the cushions on the ground and said, “Have a seat. I’ve got lots to tell you.” Once they were seated and prepared a sandwich of goat cheese and olives, Mitch asked, “How are things at the shop?”

	“Busy,” Jabari answered. “With the death of the prince we have been working day and night in preparation for his burial.”

	“Yeah, Metjen has me working on the sarcophagus,” Brock said, and Mitch was surprised to see he was actually excited. “After we have it roughly carved out, he might even teach me how to do the hieroglyphs!”

	“That’s perfect, because I’m going to see if I can get Ammon to teach me how to read hieroglyphs. Maybe between the two of us we can figure out the symbols on the spyglass. He kind of caught me snooping around the palace. Oh,” Mitch added nonchalantly, “and he knows how to speak English.”

	“What?!” Brock and Jabari said in unison. 

	Jabari stood and started pacing. “You need to get out of here. Who knows what we’ve said in front of him. You could be in real danger.”

	“Relax, Jabari. I don’t think he’s figured anything out.”

	“Yet,” Brock added.

	“Okay, yet. But I think I can find some answers. I’ve got to stay.”

	“I think you need to go back to the beginning,” Brock said. “I’m confused.”

	Mitch told them about his discovery of the man in the mural and how Ammon suspected that he and Brock had come from another time using the spyglass. Jabari and Brock were most surprised when Mitch told them about the Prophecy of Aten. They stared at him in disbelief.

	“I think we have a bigger problem on our hands than just how to get home,” Mitch said seriously. “We have to make sure the spyglass never gets in the hands of Ammon.”

	Brock finally recovered from his shock and said, “Well, it’s a good thing I left it with Rehema.”

	“Yeah. We can’t chance Ammon or his guards discovering it while we’re here. After my escape, I know they searched my room. And I now have two guards posted under the balcony. So no more escaping that way.”

	“The spyglass stays at Jabari’s. I hope Rehema found a good place to hide it. We’ll never get home if Ammon gets his hands on it.”

	Jabari nodded at Brock’s words. “Do you think it is a good idea for him to teach you about hieroglyphs?” He brushed crumbs off his robes and took a sip of water.

	“You know the old saying, ‘Keep your friends close and your enemies closer’?”

	Jabari looked at Mitch blankly. “No.” 

	Oh, duh. “Well, it’s an old saying for us. Anyway, that’s what I plan to do. It also will give me an opportunity to find out more about the spyglass and Ammon’s plan for it.”

	Jabari and Brock thought about what Mitch had told them. Jabari finally spoke.

	“I do not think you should be here on your own, Mitch.”

	“I have to be! Brock needs to stay with you and”—he dropped his voice to a whisper, not sure who could be listening—“protect the spyglass!”

	“But you are putting yourself in a dangerous situation,” Jabari argued. “If Ammon ever finds out that you have the spyglass . . .” 

	Mitch shuddered at the thought. “He doesn’t suspect that I have it.”

	“You think he does not suspect it. Men like Ammon can be very deceptive. They are trained to be that way.”

	“You worry too much, Jabari. I’ll be fine.”

	Jabari didn’t look convinced.

	Mitch changed the subject.

	“Have you found a lapis lazuli?”

	“No. Rehema and Brock have been combing the jewellers in the market every day, but we have not found anything even close to a lapis lazuli scarab.”

	Mitch hid his disappointment. He had been hoping that maybe Brock and Jabari had found something and they could just go home here, now. He tamped down the feeling of homesickness. They had to be careful. If Ammon ever got his hands on the spyglass, it could mean the end for them—and for Jabari and Rehema and Sara.

	“You’ve been careful in not drawing attention to yourselves, right?” 

	“We don’t ask for amulets,” Brock reassured him. “Just look to see what they have for sale.”

	“Keep looking. I’ll see what I can find out from Ammon.”

	Jabari and Brock nodded solemnly. It wasn’t much of a plan, but it was a start.

	“So, how are the preparations coming along for the prince’s funeral?”

	Jabari and Brock filled Mitch in on all the things that had been happening at the shop. Sometime later, Ammon appeared again on the balcony. He said something to Jabari, who stood and motioned to Brock.

	“Our litter is here to take us back to the shop.”

	Ammon and Mitch escorted Jabari and Brock to the palace entrance. Mitch gave both of them a tight hug and told them he would see them next week.

	Mitch watched the litter leave through the palace gates and wished he could go with them.

	“I will escort you back to your room,” Ammon said, and turned to go up the steps.

	“Why didn’t you speak English when Brock and Jabari were here?”

	Ammon stopped and looked down at him from the steps above. 

	“That will be something we keep between us.”

	Oops!

	“Why?” Mitch asked, coming to stand on the step beside Ammon.

	“Because it is only for you and me to know.” Ammon continued walking up the steps.

	Mitch sighed in frustration. It was just like when his parents said, “Because I said so,” which was no reason at all. Mitch hurried to catch up to Ammon. When he caught up to him, he said:

	“I was wondering if you would consider something.”

	“What would that be?” 

	Ammon never stopped walking. Mitch struggled to keep up.

	“I’d like to learn to read hieroglyphs.” 

	At his words Ammon stopped and considered him.

	“For what purpose?”

	“Well—” Mitch scrambled for a reason. “Metjen is teaching us how to decorate a sarcophagus. It might come in handy to know what the symbols mean.”

	“Handy?” Ammon repeated, frowning at the word.

	“Like a good idea. I’m here to learn as much as I can, after all.” 

	Ammon thought about what he said. Mitch crossed his fingers behind his back, hoping Ammon would see this as a good reason.

	“You could be right.” The priest turned and continued walking. “Come to my office tomorrow after lunch and we will have your first lesson.”

	Mitch did a hop in excitement and Ammon gave him a curious look.

	“Now, Pharaoh would like to see you.”

	“He does?” Mitch asked, the excitement gone and confusion taking its place. 

	They found the pharaoh back in the same room they’d met in before. When Ammon introduced Mitch again, the pharaoh came down off his throne.

	“Pharaoh would like you to join him for a walk.”

	“Okay.” 

	Ammon translated and the pharaoh repeated, “Okay!” apparently enjoying the word.

	The three of them set off through the chamber and out into the hallways of the palace. The pharaoh quizzed Mitch on where he was from and, like Ammon, had no idea where in Egypt this Nashville village was. He asked about his family next. Mitch told him the truth—about his parents being farmers and how irritating his sister was. The pharaoh thought that was very amusing. As they walked, Mitch relaxed and even enjoyed the translated conversation.

	As they arrived at his room, the pharaoh wanted to see the room he was staying in. He frowned at the guards standing at the doorway. He turned and said something to Ammon, who replied, appearing to disagree. The pharaoh patted Ammon on the shoulder as if to say You worry too much before walking back the way they had come, the guards from his doorway following behind.

	“What did he say?” Mitch asked as he watched them go.

	“His Royal Highness has removed the guards, as he feels you can be trusted, even though I feel that you cannot.”

	With a flourish of his robes, he turned and followed the pharaoh down the hallway.
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	Alone in his room, Mitch savoured his new freedom. Thanks to the pharaoh, he was now free to come and go as he pleased. Which meant he would be able to search for the scarab and any information that would help them get home. 

	Ammon’s response to the pharaoh’s order was a little concerning. Was he going to try to come up with another way to keep him in his room? He’d deal with that when it happened. Right now, he needed to record what he already knew about the spyglass and the symbols on it. 

	He took out the papyrus paper, reed, and ink. He studied the symbols he’d remembered from the spyglass. These were the ones he was going to look for during his lessons. He looked at what he had drawn, frowning. He wished he could remember more. Sliding the sheet back under the other papers in the desk in case someone went snooping through it, he crawled into bed thinking about his lesson the next day.


Chapter 22

	
	“This section of the palace was built by Rameses the Second,” Ammon told Mitch as they walked down a corridor in the north wing of the palace. 

	This wing held the pharaoh’s chambers. Guards with full battle gear stood every four feet. Ammon stopped and pointed out a mural.

	“Let’s start here with your first lesson.” Ammon pointed to a section of hieroglyphs etched into the wall. “This is the cartouche for Pharaoh Djoser.”

	“A car . . . what?” 

	“Cartouche. It is the group of symbols that identify a pharaoh. You get all the important information about him from this.”

	Mitch looked closer. Why did that name—Djoser—sound so familiar?

	“That’s the eye of Ra.” He pointed to the spot on the wall.

	“Correct.” 

	“This looks like a lion.”

	“It is.”

	“And this looks like some kind of bird.”

	“It is an ibis, the symbol for Osiris, defender of Ra, in the underworld.”

	“The underworld? What’s that?”

	“If you do not join the gods at your death, you go to the underworld.”

	Mitch thought for a moment. “Like hell?’

	“I don’t know this word, ‘hell,’ but if it is the opposite of the afterlife, then yes.”

	Mitch studied the symbols some more. There weren’t any that resembled the ones from the spyglass. These all seemed to be animals and food. Finding out the meaning of the symbols on the spyglass wasn’t going to be as easy as he thought.

	Mitch tuned out what Ammon was telling him. There was nothing of any use for him here. He let his eyes wander to another section of the mural. More of the same. This section had a man he assumed was Rameses standing before an Anubis.

	“What’s going on here?” he asked Ammon.

	“It is the coronation of Pharaoh.” 

	Mitch studied the mural. What caught his interest was a tiny jewel inlaid around the neck of one of the figures. It caught the light from one of the sconces and seemed to glow. That was where he’d heard the name Djoser—that was the mural he’d seen on Jabari’s tour, the one with the lapis lazuli inlaid into it. This one in front of him now wasn’t a lapis lazuli, but Mitch was hopeful that he might find one in one of the many murals throughout the palace.

	“Who makes these murals, anyway?”

	“The murals begin as a drawing by a scribe. They draw the images and hieroglyphs onto the wall. Next, an artisan will sculpt the scenes. Finally, they are painted,” Ammon said proudly.

	“And are those real?” Mitch pointed to the jewel.

	“In Pharaoh’s palace there are many jewels found with the murals. All are of the highest quality.”

	Ammon moved on to the next mural. Mitch found it strange that he hadn’t mentioned the spyglass for some time now. Mitch wasn’t foolish enough to think that Ammon believed his story about Nashville. It was like they were two gladiators circling each other, waiting for the right moment to strike. 

	Ammon described the next mural and pointed out new symbols. Mitch only listened with half an ear. He was busy looking for a lapis, and was disappointed to find none. In fact, there were no jewels at all.

	They’d come to the intersection of another corridor. Mitch turned to go down the one on the right, when he felt Ammon’s hand on his arm.

	“No one but Pharaoh and myself are allowed here.” 

	Ammon removed his hand, but Mitch could tell from the firmness of his voice that this was not something to be taken lightly.

	“What’s down there?” Mitch couldn’t keep the curiosity out of his voice as he looked past Ammon down the corridor.

	“Only Pharaoh and his most trusted advisors are allowed in this area,” he repeated.

	That didn’t really answer his question, which just made Mitch more curious.

	“Come. Your lessons are over for today.”

	Mitch gave the corridor one last look before following Ammon back to his room.

	“Tomorrow we will meet in my office and put your new knowledge to work.”

	With that, he left.

	Inside his room, Mitch went to his desk and pulled out the papers he had hidden at the bottom of the drawer. He dipped the reed in the ink and added the symbols that Ammon had taught him today. He took his time to recreate the symbols he had seen on the murals. 

	As he worked, his mind drifted to the fact that the guards were no longer outside his door. And Ammon’s warning to not abuse this new freedom. Mitch didn’t know what Ammon would do if he found him wandering the palace, but he knew this opportunity was too good to pass up. 
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	Later, Mitch sat on the balcony and watched the sun set over the city. As the last rays of light bathed the buildings in orange and yellow, he planned what he was going to do. He would have to wait for night to fall before he set out to do some investigating of the palace. Waiting was difficult, but it beat tying a sheet to the wall sconce and shimmying down the ladder.

	Mitch listened for sounds from within the palace. When he could see that both the city and the palace had gone to sleep, he slipped to the entrance of his room. The wall sconces burned dimly, putting most of the corridor in shadows.

	He stood in the shadow of his doorway and made sure the coast was clear. Confident he wouldn’t run into anyone, he slipped off his sandals and tiptoed into the hall. With his back to the wall, he kept to the shadows and moved down the corridor. When he reached the end, he peered around the corner. 

	The braziers in the great hall were nearly out. His eyes strained to see if any guards were stationed in the room. He wouldn’t be able to hear them. They were like statues when on duty.

	Mitch slithered around the corner and stopped. His chest was heaving, and he tried to calm his breath, sure that someone could hear it or his rapidly beating heart. His eyes adjusted to the near darkness. He couldn’t make out anything or anyone. Counting to a hundred, he got his breathing under control and decided it was safe to move. 

	Keeping to the shadows, he made his way past the balcony where they usually met with Jabari and Brock. At the end of the corridor, Mitch stopped and checked for any signs of anyone wandering the palace. His goal was to reach the pharaoh’s wing. If there were jewels inlaid in one mural, he was betting that there were jewels in other ones—and the motherload would be nearest the pharaoh.

	Mitch began to climb the stairs to the next floor of the palace. He knew there would be guards in the area. He was just hoping there wouldn’t be as many as this morning. He couldn’t hear his feet make contact with the stairs, so he knew the guards couldn’t either. He stopped before taking the last one and placed his hand on the wall for support.

	Looking down the corridor, he could see four guards. They were farther apart than they were this morning, but there was no way he was going to be able to go down the corridor and look at the murals without being noticed.

	Disappointed, he turned to leave. 

	Just then, he heard a cough followed by footsteps coming from behind him. 

	Someone was coming down the corridor! 

	Mitch didn’t move. He wasn’t sure he could. As the footsteps got closer, the risk of discovery grew. He was partially hidden in the shadows, but whoever was coming was going to find him here if he didn’t move. He gave himself a mental shake and looked down the corridor again. 

	The closest guard was a few feet away. Luckily, the light from the sconces didn’t reach this far down the corridor. The outline of what he hoped was a statue stood between him and the guard. Knowing he had no time to waste, he slipped around the corner and stood beside the statue, frozen. He stood tall and placed his fist on his heart, mimicking the statue beside him.

	Footsteps reached the top of the stairs. 

	Mitch held his breath—and it was a good thing he did, for he would have gasped when he saw Ammon come around the corner. He squeezed his eyes shut and hoped the high priest didn’t discover him.

	The edge of Ammon’s robes brushed his toes as he went by, but he didn’t see Mitch standing next to the statue. 

	Once he’d passed, Mitch opened his eyes and watched as the priest approached the two men guarding the corridor he’d told Mitch was off limits. They nodded and he disappeared down the corridor.

	Mitch knew he should take this opportunity to go back to his room, but he was also curious to see what Ammon could be doing at this time of night in the pharaoh’s wing. 

	Not wanting to give himself away, he slowly let out the breath he’d been holding and relaxed against the statue. He started counting in his head. If he reached three hundred and Ammon hadn’t reappeared, he was going back to this room. As he counted, he heard the guards talking to each other. He couldn’t make out what they were saying. 

	A door closed and he heard the clank of armour as the guards snapped to attention. 

	Mitch melted farther into the shadow of the statue and waited. A minute later, Ammon strode down the hall. Mitch peeked between the legs of the statue and could see he was carrying what appeared to be a large book. As Ammon got closer, Mitch closed his eyes and held his breath. Then the footsteps stopped. Mitch cracked open one eye and saw Ammon peering at the spot where Mitch had stood before. He gazed at the spot a moment longer, as if wondering why it seemed different this time, and then went down the stairs.

	Mitch waited to make sure that he was gone. Checking once more that the guards weren’t looking in his direction, he moved along the wall and checked to make sure the staircase was clear.

	Back in his room, Mitch lay on his bed, staring at the ceiling. He needed to come up with a way to get into that room. But how to get past the guards? He didn’t have Brock here to create a diversion like at the shop. He was going to have to do this one on his own. 

	And what was the book that Ammon had? It had looked old. Was he still looking for information about the spyglass? And if he was, that meant that Mitch and Brock were still in danger. In fact, if Ammon got his hands on the spyglass, they might be stuck here forever. 

	For Mitch, it was all getting to be too much. 

	How much did Ammon know about the spyglass? 

	What did the symbols on the spyglass mean? 

	How were they going to get home without a lapis lazuli scarab? 

	Was Ammon going to fulfill the Prophecy of Aten? 

	What did that even mean?

	What would happen to Jabari and his family? 

	Would Mitch ever see his family again?

	Questions rolled over and over in his mind as he tried to go to sleep. 

	This time travel stuff was giving him insomnia.


Chapter 23

	
	The next morning found Mitch in Ammon’s office. His eyes were gritty from lack of sleep. He had to work hard to keep his head from drooping onto the stack of papyrus in front of him.

	When he’d arrived this morning, Ammon had been hard at work at his desk. The high priest seemed to have forgotten about their lesson. The book Mitch had seen him carrying last night was nowhere to be found, but other scrolls heavy with ink lay open on his desk. Without looking up from what he was reading, Ammon had waved his hand at a stack of papers sitting on another desk and told him to identify as many hieroglyphs as he could. Then he’d gone back to reading. 

	“What about the ones I don’t know?” Mitch asked. There was no point in him going over the ones he knew already. Time was running short. He needed to learn the ones he didn’t know.

	“Put a mark by them and bring them to me when you’re finished. There’s ink and reeds over there.” Ammon pointed to a shelf along the wall. 

	Mitch fetched what he needed and sat down. He looked at the stack of papyrus papers and sighed. The pages were covered in symbols, most of them unrecognizable. Resigned to learning as many as he could, he got started.

	The task was boring, but it did give him the opportunity to observe Ammon discreetly. With the reed in his hand, Mitch pretended to study the pages in front of him . . . but he was really watching Ammon read his books. The priest would read and then jot notes on the piece of papyrus on his desk. Mitch tried to think of an excuse to go and peer over his shoulder, but quickly realized that it wouldn’t help—he couldn’t read all the symbols. There was only one way to learn what Ammon was up to. And that was to learn them himself. 

	Ugh, he thought. Homework.
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	It took what seemed like forever to get through the papers. But it was probably closer to an hour. Mitch stretched to get rid of the kink in his back. He yawned too. It came out louder than he’d intended, and Ammon looked up from his pages to give him an angry glare.

	“Sorry.” 

	He wasn’t really sorry, of course. He was tired of going through these pages. He counted the remaining pages. 

	Seven?! 

	He got back to work.
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	When he finished, he restacked all the papers and stood.

	Ammon looked up from his own paper.

	“All finished,” Mitch said. He stepped closer. “Whatcha working on?”

	Ammon studied Mitch’s face, then said, “I’m working on the Book of the Dead. For the prince.”

	Mitch peered over Ammon’s shoulder to the scroll of papyrus on the desk. “What’s that?”

	“It contains instructions for the afterlife.” Ammon covered the papyrus. “Now, what do you need? I’m busy.”

	“Like I said. I’m finished.” Mitch handed him the stack of paper.

	Ammon rested the reed he’d been writing with on the desk and took the pile of papers from Mitch. “Let’s go through the ones that you’ve marked.” Ammon pointed to the first one. “The most important thing you need to know in order to read hieroglyphs is that each symbol represents a word or a letter. This one is the letter F like in Men-nefer.” It looked like a snake. “It is the horned viper.”

	He started going through the letters one by one. Mitch tried his best to remember what each of them represented. But after a handful, he had to interrupt.

	“Wait.” Mitch took the paper off the desk. “Let me go learn these first.” 

	“As you wish,” Ammon replied. He picked up the reed and began writing on his paper.
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	The rest of the morning went the same. Ammon would tell Mitch the meaning of the symbols and he would write them down, hoping it would help him remember them. A servant appeared with Ammon’s lunch. Ammon dismissed Mitch, claiming he had a meeting with the pharaoh the rest of the afternoon.

	Mitch returned to his room. He ate the lunch laid out on the balcony table. He felt a moment of guilt at the abundance of food, knowing that he was eating like a king—or a pharaoh—while others barely had enough to eat because of the drought. As he chewed, he thought about what he’d learned today. Ammon hadn’t allowed him to bring back the pages he’d been working on, so as soon as he finished eating he went to his desk and jotted the symbols he’d learned.

	He waited for the ink to dry and then took his paper out to the hallway. He chose a mural that he hadn’t studied before. With his page as a reference, he started to decipher what was on the wall. At first, he struggled because he was reading left to right with no luck. When he started reading up and down, he began to get some understanding of the story the mural represented. The mural contained a cartouche about a high priest who had ruled for seven years. He was also the vizier—Mitch wasn’t sure what that was, but if he translated it correctly it should be right. He’d have to ask Ammon tomorrow. The rest of the mural was about the high priest giving gifts to the gods. Ra, Horus, and Ibis were all present in the mural.

	Back in his room, he thought about the book Ammon had been carrying last night. He hadn’t seen it anywhere today. Maybe instead of trying to get into the pharaoh’s wing, he should try to find the book in Ammon’s office. If Ammon was still researching the spyglass, maybe it held the answer to getting him and Brock home.
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	Just as he had the night before, Mitch waited until the city and palace were quiet before he set out on his next exploration. He knew the way to Ammon’s office by heart now, even though it was farther away and there was more chance of detection. He’d made a point of noting the guards posted near Ammon’s office. There were fewer posted here, thank goodness. He made his way, keeping to the shadows and ducking into dark corners every time he heard someone coming. His heart raced as he turned the last corner to Ammon’s office.

	Peering around the doorway, he saw nothing inside. Without a sound, he slipped into the office and made his way directly to the shelves along one wall. Relying only on the light from the balcony, he ran his hands over the scrolls and papers stored there. He knew he was looking for a large book with a leather cover. He remembered symbols in gold along the spine. 

	The pages lay flat on the shelf. He inspected the ones with leather covers, but none had gold writing on the spine. On the last shelf there was one book with a leather cover. He was about to slide it over when he heard a noise in the corridor. 

	Looking for a place to hide, he ran and ducked under the desk he had worked at earlier today. He was just tucking his robes underneath him when Ammon entered the room. Mitch’s eyes grew round—he was holding the book from the night before! So Ammon was hiding it somewhere else. 

	After placing the book on a podium on the far side of the room, Ammon went to the sconces on the wall and lit the two that bracketed his desk. Then, he took a key from the braided gold rope at this waist and opened a cabinet that sat between the two braziers. From inside the cabinet he took two jars and a bowl, which he arranged on the table beside the podium.

	Stepping reverently before the podium, he muttered a few words and then released a latch. The book opened. Ammon flipped through the pages until he came to one and started reading aloud, his voice monotonous and trance-like. 

	This can’t be good . . .

	Ammon read from the book some more and then said some words over the bowl. Suddenly, a neon-green light appeared in the bowl. It rose higher and what appeared to be smoke twisted and turned in the light. 

	Within the smoke appeared an image of the spyglass. 

	It turned and whirled. Ammon smiled and added something else to the bowl and spoke some more words. 

	This didn’t look very religious to Mitch. This was magic. 

	Did that mean that the invisible bands Mitch felt around him the first time he saw Ammon were actually real?

	Mitch shivered. What else was going to appear? The scarab? What if Ammon put two and two together and figured out that was what they were looking for in order to get home? 

	He added one more ingredient and mumbled some more words. Afraid that the light might reveal either him or Brock next, Mitch knew he had to do something. He searched around him for some way to distract the high priest.

	He had nothing with him except what he was wearing. He looked on the floor around the desk. An olive—probably from Ammon’s lunch—lay on the floor. Picking it up, he thought about what to do with it. If he threw it at Ammon, he’d figure out where it had come from pretty quickly. And he wasn’t sure he could throw it at this angle with any accuracy, anyway. He looked at Ammon’s desk. Two pots of ink sat on the edge, close enough that he could hit them. It was his best chance. 

	Winding up, he threw the olive. It hit the rim of the cup, causing it to teeter on the desk. Mitch held his breath, willing it to tip over. It seemed to take forever for the pot to slowly upend and crash to the floor. The olive, having bounced off the lip of the pot, landed on the floor and rolled under the cabinet.

	The crash of the pot broke Ammon’s attention on the bowl of smoke and light. When he looked over to the desk, the light collapsed on itself and disappeared. Ammon cursed under his breath and went to investigate. He looked at the pot and then around his office. Mitch tried to make himself as small as possible under the desk. Muttering to himself, Ammon found a cloth and cleaned up the puddle of ink. 

	Huddled under the desk, Mitch willed himself not to move. Not to breathe.

	A guard appeared at the doorway, alerted by the noise.

	The guard said something to Ammon, who dismissed him with a wave of his hand.

	The mess cleaned up, Ammon picked up the book and the bowl and left the room.

	Mitch considered following him but thought better of it. His body was still shaking from what he’d witnessed and how close he’d come to being discovered.

	Waiting for Ammon to get back to his room, Mitch thought about what he’d learned tonight. The book was somehow connected to the spyglass. Mitch could only guess why Ammon wanted the spyglass, but he was sure of one thing—it wasn’t anything good. Mitch needed to find the scarab and get him and Brock back home before Ammon found out they had his great-grandpa’s spyglass.

	Figuring the coast was clear, Mitch crawled out from under the desk. With the little moonlight that seeped in through the sheer curtains covering the opening to the balcony, he hurried down the hall to his room. It was the only place that he felt safe. 

	What are we going to do now? kept running through his mind. 

	Ammon didn’t just have the power of being high priest. He seemed to have discovered some magical powers, too. This put their whole plan to get home in jeopardy. Ammon no doubt had the ability to get his hands on a scarab. And if he found out Mitch and Brock had the spyglass, it would be Ammon travelling through time to fulfill the Prophecy of Aten . . . 

	. . . and Mitch and Brock stranded in Ancient Egypt for the rest of their lives.

	Mitch knew for certain now: he had to get his hands on that book.

	It was time for more homework.


Chapter 24

	
	During their lesson the next day, Ammon seemed to be distracted. Which was just fine with Mitch. It gave him the chance to covertly study the high priest. 

	When Mitch had arrived, Ammon was frantically looking for something on the shelves.

	“I’m here for my lesson,” Mitch had said to the priest’s back. Thinking Ammon hadn’t heard him in the flurry of papers and thudding of books, he repeated a little louder, “I’m here for my lesson.”

	“I heard you,” Ammon growled without turning around. 

	No more Mr. Nice Guy, then. Like Ammon had ever been nice. 

	Mitch stood for a moment and watched. “Can I help?”

	Finally, Ammon turned and glared at Mitch. “No, you cannot.”

	Mitch shrugged and went over to the desk he’d come to think of as his. He removed the stopper from the pot of ink and dipped in his reed. Not wanting to provoke the priest any further, he silently took the top paper off the new stack on his desk. It was hard to concentrate as Ammon searched through the material on the shelves. 

	Some time had passed when Ammon finally threw up his hands in frustration.

	“No luck, eh?” Mitch commented.

	At Ammon’s fierce look, Mitch gulped and ducked his head back down to his papers.

	The priest paced from the shelves to his desk then back to the shelves. Finally, he stormed out. Mitch continued working, copying down the symbols he didn’t know in the hope that when Ammon returned, he could tell him the meanings. Mitch didn’t even try to figure out what they were on his own. Yesterday, Ammon had told him that the letter D was represented by a hand (how did that make sense?) and a reed leaf was the letter I. It was all still a bunch of gibberish to Mitch. None of the symbols were similar to English.

	Over an hour passed and Ammon still didn’t return. From the position of the sun, Mitch could tell the time for their lesson was over. Ammon would probably return in a fouler mood than he’d left. Not wanting to bear the brunt of his temper, Mitch cleaned up his desk and started back to his room.

	Deciding to do a little exploring along the way, Mitch turned down a corridor that he was sure he’d never been down before. No braziers burned. This part of the palace was thrown into shadow. But that didn’t bother him. By now, Mitch had become quite adept at skulking around in the shadows. 

	He crept along the wall, hugging it as close as he could. It was so dark he couldn’t make out if there were any murals. He ran his hands along the wall for balance and nearly fell backward when the wall behind a hanging tapestry disappeared. 

	A secret tunnel?!

	Mitch found a narrow corridor behind the hanging tapestry. There appeared to be a dimly glowing light at the end. With one last glance down the way he’d come, he ducked behind the tapestry and started down the corridor. It was narrow enough that he was able to run the tips of his fingers down both sides. 

	When he got closer to the end, he could see that the corridor opened into a room. From the dim light he could make out an altar—similar to the one in the temple Jabari had taken him and Brock to. He stood for a moment and made sure there was no one inside before coming up to the front.

	On the altar were goblets and bowls made of gold. His breath caught at the sight of them. These had to be worth millions of dollars. For a moment, he imagined what he could do for Jabari and his family if he took even one piece. It would show his appreciation for all they had done to help him and Brock. 

	Hypnotized by what he saw, he picked up one of the goblets sitting in the center. Mitch was stunned by the jewels inlaid in the gold. He slowly turned it around in awe. Placing it back exactly where he’d found it, he picked up another. This one had many different jewels. As he turned it, he nearly dropped it in surprise. 

	Fastened to the back was a lapis lazuli scarab. 

	He couldn’t believe his luck. This meant he and Brock could go home. 

	He raised the glass and quietly cheered—but his excitement was short-lived. 

	How was he going to get the scarab off the cup? 

	He could just take the cup. 

	No, that wouldn’t work. Someone would definitely notice if one of the cups were missing. Even if he and Brock could escape before anyone noticed, that would only lead to trouble for Jabari and his family. No way could he do that to Jabari and Rehema and Sara.

	The scarab had been facing the back of the altar—maybe he could pop it off the cup without anyone noticing in time? 

	He looked for something sharp to pry it off, but there was nothing. He was going to have to leave it and come back later. 

	He placed the cup back on the altar. His hand itched to snatch it back and run. Before he could do something that would blow up their plan, he left.
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	Mitch couldn’t sit still the rest of the day. Brock and Jabari would be coming tomorrow for their weekly visit, and it couldn’t get here soon enough. Mitch was glad there were no clocks in Ancient Egypt. He would have been staring at it all day as the hours slowly ticked by.

	It took all the determination he had not to leave his room that night. He was afraid of being caught wandering the corridors of the palace. He couldn’t risk getting into trouble. 

	Not now that they were so close.
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	Brock and Jabari arrived just after breakfast the next day. Ammon escorted them to Mitch’s room. Ammon pulled Jabari aside while Mitch and Brock settled on the cushions out on the balcony. After a brief conversation, they joined the boys.

	An awkward silence followed. Mitch was afraid to talk for fear that he would blurt out his discovery of the scarab. They shifted uncomfortably on the cushion. Ammon stood silently for a moment and then turned and left.

	“What was that about?” Mitch asked Jabari.

	“Ammon was inquiring about the prince. I told him the preparations would be ready in time for the funeral celebration.”

	Mitch checked the doorway to the balcony.

	“Why are you acting so weird?” Brock asked.

	“I can’t take the chance that someone might overhear what I’m going to tell you.”

	“You found a scarab?” Brock asked hopefully.

	Mitch was too excited to care that Brock stole his thunder. “Yeah! How did you know?”

	“What else could it be? You’re here to find the scarab, and I’m sure you don’t want Ammon to know that.”

	“Well, the good news is that I found it.” Mitch watched smiles spread over Brock and Jabari’s faces. “The bad news is where I found it.”

	Jabari’s smile turned into a frown. “What do you mean?” 

	“Remember when you took us to the temple?” 

	Jabari nodded. 

	“I found a room like that in the palace. There’s an altar inside with a goblet on it. The scarab is on the goblet.”

	“It’s a lapis lazuli scarab?” Brock asked.

	“Yes! Exactly like the one my great-grandpa used to get home.”

	“Excellent! Let’s go home!” 

	Mitch shook his head. “The problem is, I have to figure out how to get it off the goblet. It might be a while before someone notices the stone is gone, but they’d know something is up if I take the whole goblet.”

	Jabari nodded in agreement. 

	“By the time they notice it,” Brock argued, “we’ll be long gone.” 

	“True. But they could go after Jabari and his family. It wouldn’t take them long to figure out we’re both gone. Then what?”

	Brock didn’t answer. 

	“I’m going to take a knife and try to pry if off.”

	“Are you sure? What if someone catches you? Or notices that it’s gone?”

	“That’s why I think we need to make a plan. When is the funeral celebration for the prince?”

	“In two weeks’ time,” Jabari said. 

	Brock looked confused. “What does the prince’s funeral have to do with us going home?”

	“We need the stone to be blessed. I’m thinking some, if not all of the items on the altar will be used for the funeral, so I can’t take it before then. But if we wait until the day of the funeral, you’ll be here, right?”

	“Yes, we will be part of the celebration,” Jabari answered.

	“What usually happens at the funeral?”

	“Ammon will perform the proper ceremony. Then they will parade the body to the pyramid. There the prince will be laid to rest.”

	“So . . . if Brock and I stay behind while everyone is on their way to the pyramid, we can take the scarab from the goblet and use it to get back home.”

	“That sound great!” Brock high-fived Mitch.

	“In the meantime, we have another problem.” Mitch took a deep breath. “Ammon knows about the spyglass, and he suspects that we have it. I snuck into his office the other night and saw him doing some scary-looking magic. He used some book that he got from a special room in the palace and conjured up the spyglass in this green, smoky light. It was freaky!”

	“You snuck into his office?” Brock asked incredulously. “Have you lost your mind?”

	“I didn’t know what was going to happen when I went in there. In fact, I was looking for this book I saw him carrying from the night before and—”

	“Whoa.” Brock put his hand up to stop Mitch. “You’ve been sneaking around the palace at night? Following Ammon? Are you crazy?” His voice got louder and louder as he spoke.

	“Keep your voice down,” Mitch admonished. “I was looking for the scarab, actually. Discovering what Ammon was up to was just a bonus.”

	Jabari shook his head. “This is not good, Mitch.”

	Mitch sighed in exasperation. Did they not hear me say “magic”?! 

	Jabari went on, “If Ammon discovers that you are spying on him, he could throw us all in prison. And believe me, there are no scarabs there—unless they are the living ones. You cannot be wandering around the palace at night.”

	“I know it’s dangerous, but if we’re going to get home, it has to be done. And I didn’t get caught.”

	“Yet,” Brock interjected.

	“Yet,” Mitch agreed. “But until the day of the funeral, we have to make sure that the spyglass is safe. Have you still got it hidden at Jabari’s?”

	“It will be safe until you need it,” Jabari confirmed. “No one will find it before the funeral.”

	“Why do you think Ammon wants the spyglass?” Brock asked.

	“When I found the mural with George in it, he said he’d been researching it for some time,” Mitch said. “I think the book he used to conjure up the image of the spyglass has something to do with travelling back and forth in time. I’m going to try and get my hands on the book.”

	“Oh, no you’re not!” Brock spit out. “You are going to go to your lessons and be the perfect student until the funeral.”

	“We need to find out what Ammon is up to, Brock! I’ve got a feeling that his reasons for using the spyglass aren’t good ones.”

	“Why would you think that?” Jabari asked.

	“What reason could a power-hungry high priest have for wanting to time travel?”

	Neither Jabari nor Brock had an answer to Mitch’s question. But they hadn’t made him promise to quit searching, which was good. Mitch couldn’t figure out why Ammon wanted to travel through time. He didn’t strike Mitch as an adventurer—more like someone who was looking for something or someone in particular. But what? Power? Ammon was already the second most powerful person in Egypt. Unless he wanted to be the most powerful . . . and in more than just Egypt. Maybe even more than just in this time. 

	Maybe there was more to the story of the King of Necho. 

	Great! he thought bitterly. Something else he needed to solve.


Chapter 25

	
	With only two weeks until the funeral, Mitch was starting to worry whether or not their plan was going to work. He went to lessons every day—not because that was what Jabari and Brock wanted, but because that was the one time during the day that he could observe Ammon without raising his suspicions.

	Each day when he came for lessons, he scanned the shelves in Ammon’s office, looking for any answers to the mystery of the spyglass. Each day he left disappointed. The one good thing was that he was starting to master reading hieroglyphs. He’d created his own little dictionary that was still hidden in his desk. 

	He hadn’t left his room for any late-night wanderings since Brock had gotten mad at him. Sure, Brock hadn’t made him promise he wouldn’t, but Mitch still felt bad doing something he knew would worry his friend. He had to take that chance now, though. He thought he knew enough that he could go back and visit the mural of his great-grandfather and get a better idea of what was written on the mural. It was time to hopefully get some answers.

	Working from the light of the brazier, Mitch sat on the balcony and went through the symbols in his dictionary as he waited for the palace to settle in for the night. He wasn’t sure if he had all the symbols he needed to decipher the mural, but it would have to do. He was hoping it would give him some idea of what happened to his great-grandpa while he was here. Which in turn would help him and Brock get home, just like George did.

	The city quieted and Mitch waited a while longer. When he hadn’t heard anything for some time, he put his dictionary away and crept down the corridor. Thanks to his many midnight journeys through the palace, Mitch was able to avoid the guards and get to his destination quickly.

	A shiver of fear ran up his spine as he remembered Ammon catching him here last time.

	The braziers provided enough light that Mitch was able to make out most of the mural. He ran his fingers over each symbol. According to the mural, what Ammon said was true. His great-grandpa had been a friend of Ammon’s grandfather, Amr. 

	The next symbols puzzled Mitch, though. They said that George had lived in Egypt for over a year. But that couldn’t be right. According to what Hank had told them, his grandfather had appeared in The Hague only a few months after his ship had sunk.

	Did that mean that time didn’t move the same in the two places? Over a year in ancient times was a few months in his and Brock’s time? Did that mean that if he and Brock had only been in Ancient Egypt a couple of months, it would equal a few days or weeks in their time? 

	The thought gave Mitch some relief. He could only imagine what his parents might have gone through if he and Brock had been missing for months and months.

	Unfortunately, there was no mention on the mural of the scarab or how his great-grandpa got home. Only that one day he was here and the next he was gone. Did this mean Ammon didn’t know the connection between the scarab and the spyglass? Mitch hoped so.

	Mitch scanned the mural again. In the lower righthand corner, he saw something he hadn’t seen before. Getting down on his hands and knees, he looked closer. The orange paint that covered most of the mural was starting to crumble. Mitch lifted a corner of the paint with his fingernail. A flake came off, revealing white paint underneath. 

	Checking to make sure Ammon wasn’t going to sneak up on him again, he flicked off some more paint. It took only minutes to uncover a symbol beneath. The symbol wasn’t a letter or any symbol he’d seen on any cartouche. It reminded Mitch of an anchor. He wished he had a way to write it down. He traced the outline of the symbol in an attempt to commit it to memory.

	Mitch hustled back to his room, copied the symbol onto the pages of his dictionary, and crawled into bed.
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	Mitch hurried to Ammon’s office the next morning, a scrap of papyrus paper clutched in his hand. Not wanting to get the symbol wrong, he’d torn it off the page he’d recorded it on last night.

	Mitch was relieved to see Ammon wasn’t in his office. It wasn’t the first time he’d arrived before Ammon, but today he really wanted to find out what the symbol was without having to sneak around because Ammon was here. 

	Going to his desk, he got out his ink and reed and copied the symbol on one of his pages. When Ammon still hadn’t shown up, he figured this was his chance. He glanced at the doorway to make sure no one was around and started searching through the sheets of papyrus on the shelves opposite his desk. He slid the papers around as quietly as possible, quickly scanning each paper for the anchor symbol from the mural. It had to be written somewhere. 

	Hearing voices coming from the hallway, he rearranged the papers and hurried back to his chair. Mitch had just dipped his reed in the ink when Ammon swept into the room. Either he hadn’t seen Mitch at the table or was ignoring him. Either way, Mitch kept working.

	Ammon sat down. “What are you doing?” 

	From his gruff tone, Mitch knew Ammon was not happy.

	“I’m working on the pages you gave me.”

	“You aren’t finished yet?” 

	Mitch bristled at the accusation. This wasn’t school, after all. It wasn’t like he hadn’t done his homework.

	“No. But I’m nearly done.” He swallowed. Did he dare ask Ammon about the symbol when it was clear he was in a horrible mood? Figuring he had nothing to lose, he cleared his throat and started, “I was wondering if you can tell me what this symbol means . . . it’s the only one I haven’t seen before.”

	Ammon held out his hand for the paper. When he saw the symbol, he looked up sharply.

	“Where did you find this?”

	“On one of the murals? I don’t remember which one.” Mitch crossed his fingers, hoping Ammon believed him. Even in Ancient Egypt, adults didn’t listen.

	“You must show it to me.”

	“I’m not sure if I remember exactly where I saw it.” Mitch shifted nervously under Ammon’s stare.

	Ammon got up from the desk and started for the door. “I want you to show me where you found it.”

	Ammon waited for Mitch to follow him. Mitch led him down a number of corridors, as far from the mural as he could.

	“Enough of this game.” Ammon stepped in front of Mitch. His patience was clearly at an end. “You will show me the mural or I will have your friends arrested. You wouldn’t want that, would you?”

	Ammon knew his weakness. Any threat to Brock, Jabari, or Rehema was going to get Mitch’s cooperation. With a resigned sigh, Mitch did as Ammon asked.

	When they reached the mural, Ammon lit one of the sticks that hung in a basket beside the brazier. When the flame caught, he shone the light on the bottom corner of the mural.

	Mitch looked over Ammon’s shoulder as he studied the mural. He stood suddenly, nearly knocking Mitch over.

	“This symbol is quite rare,” Ammon told him. “It dates back hundreds of years. This is the only one I’ve come across in my studies of the palace murals.” 

	“But what does it mean? Does it have something to do with Peran?”

	Ammon studied the symbol, deep in thought. “It may have. I’ll need to check the ancient writings.”

	Mitch’s eyes lit up. Hopefully, by “ancient writings” he meant the book he’d used the night Mitch saw him conjure the spells.

	Mitch followed Ammon back to his office. Once inside, he again began rifling through his books and papers like he had the day before. Not finding what he wanted, he turned to Mitch.

	“Stay here. I’ll be back in a moment.”

	Wanting to follow, but knowing that if he did Ammon would not be happy, Mitch waited. While he waited, he went to the bookshelf and started looking through the papers. He recognized a number of symbols and managed to figure out a few. 

	“What are you doing?” Ammon barked for the second time that day. 

	Mitch dropped the papers back on the stack and turned to see him holding the book of what Mitch assumed were spells.

	“I . . . I thought I’d see if I could find something about the symbol.” 

	“You are not to read those papers. You only read the ones that I give you.”

	Ammon placed the book on the desk and opened it. Mitch couldn’t help himself: he came closer to see what was inside. But Ammon flipped through the pages so fast that Mitch couldn’t read what was written on them. Mitch bent over to have a better look, and it was then that Ammon noticed him.

	“Go back to your desk.”

	“But—”

	“This is a Holy Book and not for the eyes of a mere boy! Go, or our lessons are over.”

	Mitch tried to steal one more look, but not wanting to incur Ammon’s wrath, he went back to his desk and pretended to work. Dipping his reed in the pot of ink, he pushed the reed onto the paper with such force it tore right through. He needed to get his emotions under control. But it was difficult when the answers you were looking for were sitting right there, not three feet away from you. He took a calming breath and reached for another paper.

	Suddenly, a guard appeared in the doorway and bowed. He spoke quickly. Ammon stood and followed him out of the room. Mitch didn’t understand what the guard had said, but it must have been something urgent for Ammon to leave the book sitting open on the table.

	The book seemed to call to him. But he remained at his desk. He wasn’t sure how long Ammon was going to be. He really didn’t want to get caught searching through the high priest’s “Holy Book.”

	But as the minutes ticked by and Ammon still wasn’t back, his resolve weakened. 

	Finally, he jumped from his seat and went over to the desk. He ran his fingers over the symbols, looking for the one that matched the one on the mural. But there wasn’t one there. He was surprised to see a picture of the spyglass on the page. There was also a picture of a blue scarab—lapis lazuli. Had Ammon seen the picture of the scarab? Hoping he hadn’t, Mitch tore the sketch of the scarab from the page. 

	Just then, he heard voices in the corridor. He flipped some pages of the book to hide what he’d done and ran back to his desk. He slipped the paper inside his robes.

	Ammon entered and, seeing Mitch at his desk, said, “Your lesson is over for today.”

	Detecting the high priest’s mood, Mitch knew better than to argue. He cleaned up his desk and went back to his room.

	How to get his hands on that book? Having seen the pages and what they contained, he was more determined now than ever to discover what the anchor symbol meant and what Ammon was planning. 

	He wished he hadn’t mentioned it to Ammon. 

	Mitch needed to know more.

	He was going to have to get his hands on that book. 

	But how? 

	Time was running out. If he was going to discover what Ammon was up to before the funeral, he needed to hurry.

	The book was still in the office when he’d left today, but he was pretty sure that Ammon had either taken it back to his room or put it back in the room in the pharaoh’s wing. He was betting on the pharaoh’s wing. 

	But how to get the guards to leave their posts? 
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	By the time night fell, Mitch had come up with a plan. It was going to take a bit of luck, but it was his only option at the moment. Armed with everything he thought he’d need, he set out from his room. Sneaking through the corridors, he came to the stairwell that led to the pharaoh’s wing. 

	Taking a stick from the basket beside the brazier, he stuck it in the brazier. He then lifted the lid on one of the baskets he’d brought from his room. Inside he’d placed some of his extra papyrus paper and anything else he thought was flammable. He touched the flame to the paper and watched it catch. He did the same with the other baskets. Soon flames danced inside the baskets. 

	Tossing the match into the last one, Mitch ran up the stairs, away from the growing flames, and crouched beside the statue he’d hid beside the last time he was there. Smoke began to snake up the stairs. 

	It wasn’t long before one of the guards saw it and shouted to the others. When they ran past to investigate, Mitch checked to make sure the coast was clear and then ran down the corridor. 

	He skidded on the marble floor when he came to the hallway leading to the book room. Checking to make sure the guards were still occupied, he ran to the door. It wasn’t really a door, Mitch realized. It was more like a gate. A heavy iron gate. He pushed on it to no effect. He pulled on it, and nothing.

	It appeared to be locked, but Mitch couldn’t see a lock. He was pretty sure they weren’t invented yet . . . so how did Ancient Egyptians lock things up? Jabari’s home and shop used a wooden beam to barricade the door. There were no beams here. Mitch wiggled the bars that ran across the gate. None of them budged. Was it locked by magic? It was possible Ammon could put a spell on it. 

	As he contemplated this, Mitch heard shouting. He was running out of time. 

	And he’d failed again.

	Smoke started to creep towards him. He gave the door one last shake. 

	When nothing happened, he hurried down the hallway and peered around the corner. He couldn’t make out any of the guards, due to the smoke. His eyes and throat burned. He figured he only had a few moments before the guards came back. While the smoke provided some cover, he plastered his body to the wall and made his way back to his hiding spot beside the statue. 

	He barely had time to wedge himself out of sight before the guards came up the stairs. Two were carrying water jugs and another was carrying what was left of the baskets. As the guards went back to their posts, Mitch slipped down the stairs and back to his room.

	He’d just crawled under the blankets when Ammon came into his room. Mitch could feel his stare under the blankets. Mitch squeezed his eyes shut, hoping Ammon would think he was asleep and leave.

	“I know you are awake,” Ammon’s voice came from the doorway.

	“Huh . . . ?” Mitch pretended to rub the sleep from his eyes. “Ammon? What’s going on?”

	Ammon stood in the shadows of the doorway. All Mitch was able to see was Ammon’s eyes shining in the dark.

	“I came to see if you were all right.” 

	“Why wouldn’t I be?” Mitch asked, pretending to be groggy from sleep.

	“There was a fire in the pharaoh’s wing of the palace.”

	“Is he all right?” Mitch knew he was, but he couldn’t let on he had any knowledge of the fire. He’d been sound asleep, right?

	“His Highness is well. I just wanted to check on you and let you know in case you woke in the night and smelled smoke. And it’s a good thing I did.” Ammon made a show of breathing in the air of the room. “The smoke appears to have made it all the way over to this wing of the palace.”

	Ammon’s eyes burned with accusation. It took all he had not to shift uncomfortably at Ammon’s knowing gaze, when what he really wanted to do was check to see if his tunic smelled like smoke. He hadn’t thought of that when he’d come up with his plan.

	“I’ll leave you to your rest.”

	Ammon turned and left the room.

	That was too close! 

	Mitch wasn’t convinced that Ammon bought his story that he’d been in his room the whole time. In fact, Mitch was pretty sure Ammon knew he’d been in the pharaoh’s corridor. Would he figure out why? Mitch was going to have to be on his best behaviour for the next couple of days. If Ammon suspected him of trying to get into the book room, like Brock had predicted, he could end up in prison—or worse. 

	With that comforting thought, Mitch fell into a fitful sleep.


Chapter 26

	
	As the days before the funeral drew closer, Mitch’s lessons took a more hands-on approach. Each morning, he would accompany Ammon as he supervised the funeral preparations. This meant checking with various workers as they cleaned the temple, gathered gifts that would be presented to the gods on the prince’s behalf, and so on. 

	Today they were preparing the altar for the celebration.

	Ammon led Mitch down the corridors to the temple. Ammon was silent. Going over the many details he had to oversee, Mitch guessed. Mitch trailed a step or two behind, looking at the murals and decorations, pretending he’d never been to this part of the palace before. At the doorway to the temple, Ammon waited impatiently for Mitch to catch up.

	“Today, we must ready the altar for the prince’s funeral. All of the items on the altar must be carefully washed and blessed. You can assist me in doing this.”

	Blessed? Did he hear Ammon right? Was he going to bless the goblet? Mitch gave an inner fist-pump. That would strike one thing off the list of things they needed to do to get home.

	Mitch eagerly followed Ammon into the temple.

	Ammon removed a basin from the cabinet beneath the altar. “Fill this with water from that jug.” He pointed to a large clay pot at the end of the altar.

	While Mitch filled the basin, Ammon moved the various pieces to one side. He gestured for Mitch to place the basin on the end. Mitch searched for the goblet with the lapis lazuli scarab. It was clustered together with the rest.

	“As part of our ceremony for the dead”—Ammon picked up a large gold platter and dipped it in the water—“we must ensure the cleanliness of the vessels containing the gifts to the gods.” He lay the platter on a towel. “The water in that jug comes from the Nile near Nun where Ra was born from the water.”

	Mitch looked into the jug. It looked like plain old water to him.

	“So, once you wash everything, then what?” Mitch asked, hoping to find out more about the blessing than the washing.

	“I will bless each piece as we finalize the preparation.”

	Mitch watched as Ammon dipped each piece in the water and dried it. He then arranged the pieces back on the table just the way they had been before. He was suddenly glad he was careful with the pieces when he’d snuck in here. Ammon surely would have noticed otherwise.

	“Does each one have to be in a certain spot?” 

	“Yes. The platter will hold food. The goblets are filled with wine and set on each side of the platter, representing east and west. The two small plates are for burning incense. They represent north and south.”

	“And you fill them and leave them for the gods during the ceremony?”

	“They are gifts to the gods, yes. They are meant to prepare the way for the prince’s transition to the afterlife.” Ammon studied the table. Satisfied that everything was where it needed to be, he turned to Mitch. “I’m going to bless each piece. Please don’t ask me any questions until I’m done.”

	Ammon closed his eyes and spread his arms wide. He began to speak in his native language. At the end of what Mitch assumed was some kind of prayer, Ammon picked up each of the pieces on the table and recited some words. Mitch listened closely. Jabari had said the scarab needed to be blessed by Toth. Is that what Ammon was doing now? He didn’t know the word for Toth—was it just “Toth”?

	Ammon put down the last piece, said a few more words, and was silent.

	Unable to contain his curiosity, Mitch asked, “Who did you pray to?”

	Ammon turned and looked at him. “I prayed to all the gods.”

	Did that include Toth? Mitch hoped so.

	“Come. We are finished. Bring the basin and we will empty it.”

	Mitch hustled behind Ammon, careful not to let the holy water slip over the sides of the bowl.
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	Back in Ammon’s office, Mitch was working on his translations when Jabari and Brock walked in. Surprised to see them here, instead of on the balcony, he jumped from his seat.

	“What are you guys doing here?” 

	Mitch realized how much he missed Brock and Jabari in that moment. Even Remeha, who he suddenly wished was there too.

	“We are here to see Ammon.” Jabari stepped forward and bowed to the high priest. 

	“I didn’t expect to see you today,” Mitch said to Brock.

	“I know, me neither! But Jabari needed to go over some last-minute details for the funeral.” Brock peered over at Mitch’s desk. “Show me what you’ve been working on.”

	Mitch and Brock went around behind the desk. Mitch shuffled some papers and whispered to Brock, “I think we can strike getting the scarab blessed from our list of things to do.”

	“Really? Why?” Brock whispered, bending closer to the page Mitch pretended to be showing him.

	“Ammon blessed them all this morning. I even saw him do it.”

	Brock looked at him with wide eyes. “So, all we need to do is get the scarab the day of the funeral?”

	Mitch nodded and pointed to something on the page. “I tried to find the book. But I wasn’t successful.”

	Brock hissed through clenched teeth, “I thought we talked about you not doing that!”

	“I know . . . but I can’t leave here without making sure that Jabari and Rehema are safe. I don’t know why Ammon wants the spyglass, but I’m afraid it’s something that could threaten their safety.”

	“Yeah, but we won’t even get back home if you’re caught and thrown in prison!”

	“I promise I’ll be careful. I only have a couple days left to figure it out.”

	Both boys stopped talking when they noticed that Ammon and Jabari had finished their conversation. The boys looked up from the paper.

	“I think we have looked after everything for the prince’s funeral,” Jabari said as he approached the desk. “Mitch, will you see us out?”

	Mitch cleaned up his desk and the three of them left Ammon alone in the office. They didn’t speak as they walked down the corridor and through the great room. It was only when they stood at the top of the entrance steps that they stopped.

	“Are we set for the funeral?” Jabari whispered.

	“Mitch says the scarab has already been blessed.” 

	“Really?” Jabari looked at Mitch. “How do you know this?” 

	“I saw Ammon do it. He took me to prepare the altar this morning.”

	Jabari thought for a moment. “That’s one less thing we have to worry about.”

	“He also tried to find the book,” Brock added, glaring at Mitch. 

	Jabari pierced Mitch with his disapproving gaze. “You are not to look for that book!” Jabari sounded like his father. “You have no idea the power that Ammon wields as the high priest. I’d hate for you to be sitting in prison after you found out. We have two days until the funeral. From now until then, you will not do anything to raise Ammon’s suspicions. We are going to get you boys home, and that’s all we need to focus on right now.”

	Mitch looked at Brock. He could tell he agreed with Jabari.

	“All right. I’ll do as you ask.”

	Jabari studied him and appeared convinced of the sincerity in his words. “Good.” He slipped his hand into his robes and pulled out a short knife with a silver handle. “I didn’t want to risk giving you this on the day of the funeral.” He looked about for prying eyes. “Use it to get the scarab off the goblet. And, if necessary . . . to protect yourself.” He handed the knife to Mitch, who tucked it into his robes with shaking hands. “We stick to the plan—no going off and being a hero.” He raised his eyebrows in question.

	“Got it,” Mitch answered.

	The trio continued down the steps. As Brock was about to get in the litter, he turned to Mitch. “Stay safe. We’re almost home. Don’t do anything stupid.”

	“I won’t.” 

	Brock followed Jabari into the litter and Mitch watched as they left the palace.
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	Back in his room, he thought about what Brock had said. They were almost home. Mitch thought about how wonderful that was going to be. Soon he was going to see his parents and even his sister. If you’d asked him before all this if he’d ever missed her, he’d have said “No way!” But now? He might even let her call him “runt” without losing his temper. He was going to eat all of his favourite foods: lasagna, steak, and ice cream. Then he was going to do a marathon game session for at least two days. And sleep on a mattress! That was going to be heaven. Once he started, he couldn’t stop thinking about all the things he was going to do. He ran through the list of things he missed over and over again, and with a smile on his face, he fell asleep.


Chapter 27

	
	Ammon cancelled their lesson for the next morning, claiming he had too many things to do before the funeral the following day. Instead, he had Mitch help with the preparation of the temple. Two large chairs, or thrones, had been brought in for the pharaoh and his wife. They were placed on a dais facing the altar. Ammon directed the positioning as servants moved them into place.

	“Are they the only chairs?” Mitch asked as he stood beside Ammon.

	Ammon didn’t reply to his question. He gestured for the men to move the chairs closer. Mitch didn’t think now was the time to repeat his question.

	With the position of the chairs settled, Ammon turned and said, “Yes, only Pharaoh and his queen will be seated during the ceremony. Everyone else will stand. Including you. After the funeral, we will form a procession through the city to the burial site where the prince will be laid to rest.”

	“Me?”

	“Yes, you. You will attend the ceremony and procession along with the rest of the palace guests.”

	“But I didn’t know the prince.” Mitch had only ever been to one funeral and that was for his grandfather, Great-Grandpa George’s son. But he was pretty sure this funeral was going to be nothing like that. Besides, how was he going to sneak into the temple after the procession left for the burial at the pyramid if he was part of the funeral procession?

	“Whether you knew the prince or not is irrelevant. All guests of Pharaoh are expected to attend. That includes you. Do you have a problem with that?”

	“No . . . I guess I just didn’t think I’d be invited. Where I come from, it’s usually only relatives and close friends who attend a funeral.”

	“Hmm . . .” Ammon thought about what Mitch said. “That is a very strange custom. Here we celebrate the passage to the afterlife, and everyone joins in the celebration. You will see tomorrow when we travel through the city to the pyramid. The residents of the city will line the streets.”

	It sounded more like a party than a funeral to Mitch. But if this was going to be a city-wide celebration, that would work into his and Brock’s plan better. They would be able to slip away without drawing attention to themselves.

	Women entered the temple carrying baskets of flowers. Ammon followed them and directed where he wanted the flowers placed.

	“Mitch!” Ammon called to him. “I need you to go back to my office and bring back the Book of the Dead.”

	Mitch hurried out of the temple while dodging servants carrying different items into the temple. The office was empty when he arrived. A large number of items Mitch assumed were for the funeral lay scattered about. There were bowls, utensils, and—was that a wax head in the likeness of the prince? 

	Gross! 

	Going to the desk, Mitch searched for the scroll that would accompany the prince to the afterlife—

	And uncovered the book with gold lettering. 

	He froze. 

	Forgetting what he was here for, he pulled it closer.

	The book had been open the last time and he hadn’t had a chance to study it closely. The leather was worn, and the gold leafing had been torn off in places. Mitch’s fingers itched to open it. But he had promised Jabari and Brock he wouldn’t put their plan in jeopardy. He ran his hand over the lettering. It was written in hieroglyphs he didn’t recognize, so Mitch wasn’t sure what it said. 

	It wouldn’t hurt if he just took a peek, would it?

	Checking the doorway to make sure he was still alone, he lifted the cover of the book. The ancient papyrus crackled loudly in the room as he turned the first page. The book had to be over two hundred pages. The first page was covered in symbols. Mitch studied them, trying to decipher what they said from his lessons with Ammon. If he was translating it correctly, it said the book was the property of Amr. Amr, Mitch knew, was Ammon’s grandfather and the high priest when Great-Grandpa George—or “Peran,” as the nomads had apparently called him—found himself in Ancient Egypt. 

	Knowing he should close the book, but not wanting to, Mitch went to turn the next page when his fingers touched a bookmark. Mitch pulled back the pages to the marked section. 

	It was the same page he’d looked at before with the picture of the spyglass and the ragged seam of the torn-out picture of the scarab. Had Ammon noticed what he’d done? He hadn’t had time to decipher the book last time, but he should be able to figure out more about what the book said now.

	Knowing Ammon would be expecting him shortly, Mitch tried to make out as much as he could of what the page said. It looked like there had been different entries over time. He recognized the symbol for Peran, the traveller, his great-grandpa George, first. There was another symbol for the spyglass and King Necho. Those he knew for sure. There was one symbol he didn’t recognize. Could it have something to do with the Prophecy of Aten? Knowing the book had belonged to Amr, he thought that was a pretty good guess. Mitch ran his finger over the symbols. If Mitch was translating correctly, it said that the arrival of his great-grandpa, or Peran, was a sign that the Prophecy of Aten would be fulfilled. Mitch read on. Apparently, Amr had tried to get the spyglass from George but wasn’t successful. The last part described Amr’s frustration at his great-grandpa’s sudden disappearance.

	Way to go, Great-Grandpa George! 

	He closed the book and arranged the papers back on top, exactly the way he thought they were when he came in. He’d better find what he’d come here for, or Ammon was going to be suspicious. The end of a scroll peeked out of the bottom of a stack of papers. Grabbing the Book of the Dead, he hurried back to the temple.
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	Mitch couldn’t sleep that night. He tossed and turned. Anxious about the funeral the next day, stealing the scarab, and the Prophecy of Aten.

	When dawn lit the sky, he got out of bed. The first thing that caught his eye was the ceremonial robes he was to wear today. Ammon had had it delivered last night. Mitch shuddered at the bright orange and blue material. He was going to stand out like a sore thumb, which wasn’t good for what they had planned today. His jeans and T-shirt were stuffed in the trunk at the end of his bed. There were going to be hundreds of people in the palace today and he couldn’t risk someone catching a glimpse of his clothes under his robes. At least the robes had a pocket to hide the knife.

	But he put the bright clothes out of his mind. For a moment, Mitch let himself hope that when he woke up tomorrow morning, he was going to be home. He would be able to have pancakes loaded with syrup for breakfast. Alyssa would be her usual irritable self—and he would actually enjoy it.

	As he was daydreaming about the possibilities of the next day, a servant came in and placed his breakfast on the balcony—and it wasn’t pancakes. A note was tucked under the plate of bread. It was written in hieroglyphs. If he was translating it properly, it said to be at the temple in one hour. There was no signature. Probably Ammon making sure he arrived on time and testing his translation skills.

	Mitch ate his breakfast, dressed in the gaudy robes, and made his way to the temple. The palace was stuffed with people coming and going. Some appeared to be here as guests for the funeral, while others carried food and drink to feed them all.

	Jabari and Brock were at the temple when he got there. They were overseeing the prince, whose body lay in front of the altar. The body was bound in strips of linen—probably the same ones Mitch and Brock had spent so much time tearing. 

	The pharaoh and his wife laid gold pieces on the prince’s body. Mitch had never seen that much gold in his life—and he’d been living in the palace for the past month. When they were finished, they took their seats on the chairs. 

	A large crowd stood behind them. Jabari and Brock joined him at the edge of the crowd.

	Ammon raised his hands and began to pray. The ceremony went on for some time. Ammon offered gifts to the gods from the plates and goblets on the altar. The incense burned, and the smell made Mitch’s nervous stomach roll. Finally, after what seemed like hours, Ammon said another prayer and the ceremony was over. A group of men came forward and lifted the prince’s body. The pharaoh and the queen stood. As the men lifted the body to their shoulders, they followed them out of the temple. Ammon led the group forward. The crowd followed behind. The coffin of the prince would be hauled by workers through the streets of Men-nefer to his resting place in the pyramid.

	Mitch looked to Jabari and Brock. It was now or never. 

	They waited on the edge of the crowd until the last person had left the temple. 

	Mitch took the knife from the folds of his robes. With Jabari and Brock standing guard, he moved to the altar. The goblet sat in its position. Mitch glanced at Jabari again, who nodded. Turning the goblet around, Mitch gave a sigh of relief at seeing the scarab. He stuck the point of the knife under the stone and pried. At first, it didn’t budge. He put more force on the blade and the scarab popped onto the table.

	He picked it up and slipped the knife back into his robes. 

	“You got it?” 

	Brock’s voice reflected the excitement Mitch felt. 

	“Yes! Let’s get out of here.” 

	With his heart beating a mile a minute, he led Brock and Jabari out of the temple using the secret passage he’d discovered behind the hanging tapestry. The palace was eerily quiet as they made their way back to Mitch’s room. The hustle and bustle before the funeral was now replaced with silence. 

	“You’ve got the spyglass?” Mitch asked over his shoulder.

	“Right here.” Brock pulled it from his robes.

	“I’m not thrilled that we’re going to arrive home in these . . .” Mitch plucked at the fabric of his robes.

	“I don’t care as long as we get home,” Brock replied, laughing.

	“Onto the balcony!” Jabari pulled back the curtains for them to step through.

	The boys stood facing each other. Mitch held the scarab and Brock held the spyglass. 

	“Wait!” Mitch turned to Jabari. “Thank you for all your help. Without you we never would have made it this far.”

	“Say goodbye to Rehema and Sara for us,” Brock added. Brock sounded like he was going to cry.

	Jabari enveloped them both in a tight hug. “I will miss you both. I hope you have safe travels home.” Then he thumped them both on the back and stepped away.

	Brock took a deep breath. “Let’s do this.” He began turning the spyglass, lining up the arrows so they pointed the opposite from the way they got here. He then grabbed Mitch’s hand that held the scarab, and they both squeezed their eyes shut. 

	Nothing happened. 

	No sense of falling. No black mist. 

	Just the sound of Jabari gasping—

	—and Ammon’s cold voice.

	“You aren’t going anywhere.”

	The boys’ eyes popped open. Ammon stood in the doorway to the balcony.

	“Aren’t you supposed to be at the funeral possession?” Mitch burst out.

	Ammon smiled. “I am. But I couldn’t let the two of you get away with the Spyglass of Necho while I was gone, now, could I?”

	“You . . . you knew what was going on all along?” Brock stuttered.

	“Of course.” Ammon smiled even wider. 

	Mitch wanted to wipe the smug look off his face. 

	“Two strangers show up from a strange land that no one has heard of, wanting to be apprentices? That was the first clue. They speak English? The only person known to speak English was the Peran traveller. Clue number two. I separate you, in the hopes that you will reveal who you are and where the spyglass is. Instead, you sneak about the palace looking for lapis lazuli scarabs and an ancient book that belonged to my grandfather. Clue number three. You conveniently find the scarab on a goblet in the temple.” 

	Noticing the shocked look on Mitch’s face at that revelation, he chuckled. 

	“Yes, that was me. I planted it there after the night in my office where you saw me conjure the spyglass from the Holy Book. You didn’t know that I had arranged this? Unfortunate. For you. Which brings us to now. You assumed I had blessed the scarab in the name of Toth. As is necessary for you to get home.” 

	Ammon’s eyes glinted.

	“I did not. That’s why you are still standing here. Now, I will take the spyglass and the scarab. I thank you for helping me bring a two-thousand-year-old prophecy to life.”

	Mitch felt anger and disappointment well up inside him. After all this time, the high priest had known all along. He ran toward Ammon, hating him for ruining their plan to get home, but his arms were seized before he could reach the man.

	“Guards! Throw them in the dungeon.”

	Suddenly, they were surrounded. Guards grabbed them by the arms and marched them through the corridors and down a narrow set of stairs. They struggled to get free, but they were no match for the strength of the guards, and they were outnumbered three to one. Even if they were to get free, they wouldn’t get far.

	At the bottom of the stairs it was nearly pitch-black. The smell nearly made Mitch throw up. It reminded him of the pig pen they had landed in, only ten times worse. The light from the few torches that burned revealed cells with bars. Straw littered the ground. Moans of pain came from one of the cells.

	The guards stopped in front of a cell. The door was opened, and they were tossed inside.

	Mitch cried out as he landed on the rough stone floor. The door clanged shut and the guards left. Rubbing his shoulder, Mitch sat up.

	“Are you okay?” he asked. He could only make out their outlines in the dark cell.

	“No,” Brock answered. “How are we going to get out of here?” 

	“We are not going to panic,” Jabari’s calm voice came from Mitch’s right. 

	“Fine for you to say!” Brock’s voice was loud and high. “You aren’t thousands of years away from home!”

	“That is true, Brock. But we are not out of options yet.”

	“What do you mean?” Mitch was in agreement with Brock. It looked like they were stuck here forever.

	“We still have a few resources at our disposal,” Jabari said mysteriously.

	“Like what?” Mitch was sceptical. They’d just lost the spyglass and the scarab. What else could they possibly use?

	“I had some suspicions about Ammon and his interest in you, Mitch. I was afraid that something like this was going to happen.”

	“Why didn’t you tell us that?” Brock sniffled. 

	“I could not be certain. But I did make some contingencies in case something went wrong.”

	“Care to tell us what they are?” Mitch couldn’t keep the sarcasm out of his voice.

	“I have been doing a little research about the spyglass myself. Remember, it was my grandfather who helped your great-grandfather all those years ago.”

	“We remember,” Mitch said. “But how does that help us now?”

	“Looking through my grandfather’s papers, I found that there is one more thing you have in common with your great-grandfather and King Necho’s explorer.”

	“What?” 

	“A storm. King Necho lost the spyglass during a storm. Your great-grandfather came here during a storm. And it was the scarab that took him back. A storm brought you here. Maybe a storm could take you back.”

	“Without the spyglass, it doesn’t matter if there is a storm,” Brock grumbled.

	“True,” Jabari said. “First, we find a way out of here. Next, find the spyglass. And then, if I am correct, we can get you home during the next storm.”

	“There’s not much chance of us getting out of here during a storm. The drought, remember?” There was a shuffling of straw from where Mitch thought Brock was sitting.

	Jabari ignored this. “The procession will have reached the pyramid by now. Rehema and Metjen will notice that I am not there and come looking for me.”

	“And then what? They aren’t going to be able to get into the palace. Besides, Ammon could still be skulking around here somewhere.” 

	Mitch was starting to think Brock was right. They were never going to get out of here, let alone home.

	“The high priest’s presence would be missed at the pyramid. I am certain he will have left by now,” Jabari said confidently. “I anticipate one of them will be along shortly.” 

	Jabari’s optimism irritated Mitch. The guards were no joke—he was sure that they’d be able to overpower Metjen and Rehema with ease. Brock didn’t seem convinced either. Mitch could hear his sandal scuffing back and forth against the stone floor over and over. The rhythmic sound gave Mitch something to focus on other than their situation. Hopefully, they weren’t going to be here long enough for Brock to wear a groove in the stone. 

	“I just want to go home.” Brock choked out the words.

	“Me too,” Mitch whispered. 

	The cell was quiet. Mitch and Brock said nothing, each wrapped in the despair of their predicament. Mitch closed his eyes and imagined the farm. He smiled to himself, thinking of his pigs. He ached to see his parents and sister.

	“Who do you miss the most?”

	Brock didn’t answer right away, and Mitch thought maybe he’d gone to sleep too.

	“My parents.”

	“Yeah. What about your brother?”

	“Eric?” Brock paused. “If you asked me that before we came here, I would have said not a chance. But now, if he called me ‘pipsqueak,’ I’d hug him rather than hit him.”

	Mitch chuckled.

	“That’s how I feel about Alyssa. Except she is always tattling on me. Still, I’d probably hug her for that too.”

	The boys lapsed back into silence. 

	Mitch picked up some pebbles from the floor and began throwing them at the bars of their cell, which made him think about baseball and how he was pretty sure he’d never play that again. The rocks tinged off the bars with a satisfying sound. After the third one, a guard banged his spear against the bars and said something Mitch didn’t understand. But he guessed it was along the lines of “Cut that out!” 

	With nothing left to do, Mitch closed his eyes.
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	He was jolted awake with a kick to his foot.

	“What . . . ?”

	“Shh!” 

	Jabari slowly rose and went to the door of the cell. Sliding his arm between the bars, he gestured to someone. 

	Who was out there? 

	Just as Mitch was about to stand to see what was going on, Metjen was standing on the other side of the bars. He and Jabari spoke quietly as Metjen unlocked the door and opened it.

	Brock and Mitch scrambled to their feet.

	“Come. We must be quick!” Jabari said. “It took them longer to take down the guards than they anticipated.”

	Metjen waved them out the door and along the dark corridor to the stairs and freedom. 

	A guard was slouched against the wall at the bottom of the stairs.

	“Is he dead?” Mitch asked as he gave the guard a wide berth.

	“No,” Jabari answered from in front of them. “He is simply having a nice long nap.”

	Mitch breathed a sigh of relief and followed Jabari up the stairs.

	Rehema was standing watch at the top, casting worried glances in all directions. She spoke to her father sharply. Jabari replied calmly and turned to Mitch and Brock.

	“Come. We need to hurry.” 

	Rehema had already started toward the great room.

	“Wait!” Mitch called after her. “We need to get the spyglass and the scarab.”

	Rehema frantically waved at them to follow her, frustrated when they didn’t move.

	“If we don’t do it now, Brock and I will be stuck here forever. And when Ammon finds out we’ve escaped he’ll search the whole city to find us.”

	Jabari said something to Rehema, who reluctantly joined the group. 

	“It is agreed,” Jabari said. “We need to get the spyglass and scarab before we leave.”

	“But we don’t know where they are! We don’t have time to search the whole palace,” Brock noted.

	“I think I know where he would put them,” Mitch said. 

	He started down the corridor toward the pharaoh’s chambers. The rest of the group followed him. When he came to stairs leading to the pharaoh’s chambers, he stopped at the top and checked to make sure there were no guards at their posts.

	“There aren’t any guards. Follow me.”

	They ran down the hall and turned to the entrance of the room where Mitch knew the book was kept and he figured the scarab and spyglass would be too.

	“I was here once before, but I couldn’t get the door open.”

	Jabari turned and spoke to Metjen.

	Metjen studied the door. He inserted a piece of metal in a small opening and the door popped open. Mitch rushed inside and looked around. There were cupboards and shelves lining the walls.

	“Split up and take a section.”

	Doors opening and closing was the only sound in the room. 

	Mitch began to panic that he might have been wrong. Maybe Ammon put it in the cupboard of his office? But they didn’t have time to search there too. With one cupboard left, Mitch pulled open the doors. 

	It wasn’t there. 

	Where had Ammon hidden it? He frantically looked around the room. Cupboards covered all the walls but one. Mitch walked over and studied the inscriptions and symbols. When his eyes landed on a scarab, he knew the book had to be nearby. He pressed his thumb in the middle of the scarab’s body. 

	Suddenly, the piece of stone surrounding it moved back. There, laying in a small compartment, was a box. Taking it out, he opened it and nearly fainted with relief. 

	The spyglass and the scarab lay inside.

	“I’ve got it!”

	Everyone crowded around him to get a look.

	Rehema hurried to the door, calling for them to follow.

	“We need the book too!” Mitch said, panicking.

	“Is this the book you’re talking about?” Brock held up the leather-bound book in triumph. “It was in the compartment under the box.” 

	Mitch stared, dumbfounded. In all the excitement of finding the spyglass and the scarab, Mitch hadn’t checked to see what else was in the compartment.

	“Yes!” Mitch hugged Brock. “Now we can get out of here!”

	With Metjen in the lead, the rest of the group followed him down the hallway to the corridor. There were no guards to be seen. They crept down the corridor and made their way to the great room. 

	It was then that they heard voices. Lots of them.

	Rehema cried out in fear.

	Mitch looked around for an escape. Finding none, he said, “We’ll go to my room. Ammon thinks we’re still in the dungeon. We’ll try to leave from there.”

	Mitch started to lead them towards his room when he noticed that Jabari and Metjen still stood in the same spot. Brock and Rehema turned to see what he was looking at. Jabari gave Metjen a solemn nod and clasped Metjen’s hand.

	“No!” Brock cried, understanding faster than Mitch. “Metjen, you have to come with us. If you stay here, they’ll kill you.”

	Rehema pulled on Metjen’s arm. Words and sobs tangled together as Rehema pleaded with him to stay.

	“It’s the only way,” Jabari said sadly. “Thank you, my friend. I can only hope to repay you for your sacrifice when we meet in the afterlife.”

	Brock wrapped his arms around Metjen. “Thank you for everything you taught me.”

	Metjen stood uncomfortably in Brock’s embrace before patting him on the back and uttering the only word he ever spoke in English. “Goodbye.”

	Brock swiped at the tears on his face and nodded.

	Metjen patted Mitch on the back. Mitch said nothing because of the lump in his throat.

	Leaving Metjen, the group hurried off.

	Thankfully, they made it to Mitch’s room without encountering anyone. On the balcony, they stood in a circle as Mitch removed the spyglass and scarab from the box.

	“Are you sure this is going to work? The scarab hasn’t been blessed.”

	“No, it hasn’t, but look! Praise be to the goddess Tefnut!” 

	Jabari pointed to the sky where dark clouds were circling. A boom of thunder, followed by a bolt of lightning, lit up the sky.

	They watched as the storm drew closer and the wind picked up. Mitch gave the scarab to Brock and turned to Jabari. “Thank you for everything you’ve done. Please get out of here before Ammon finds you.”

	“We will. Travel safely.” Jabari hugged them both. 

	Finally, Brock turned to Rehema. “If it wasn’t for you, we’d never have this chance. I’m going to miss you.” Rehema blushed, understanding his words. “If you’re ever in the future . . . look us up.” He laughed and she nodded shyly.

	Mitch hugged Rehema. “Thank you,” he whispered in her ear. 

	Then he turned to where Brock waited with the scarab. “Ready?” he asked.

	“More than ready.” 

	Mitch turned the sections of the spyglass to line up the arrows and then grasped Brock’s hand that held the scarab.

	Immediately, the black mist began to circle their feet. 

	“Remember, get out of here,” Mitch repeated, feeling the earth fall away from them. Just as they were about to disappear, Jabari shoved the book in Mitch’s arms.

	“Take that with you. Then you will never have to worry about Ammon again.”

	And with that they were encircled in the mist. They began tumbling. Mitch clutched the book to his chest, afraid he would lose it, at the same time holding tight to Brock’s hand.

	After what seemed like forever, they landed with a thump.


Chapter 28

	
	Mitch groaned and rolled over. Straw? Had they only travelled back to the pig pen in the marketplace? For a brief second, Mitch wondered if the spyglass had only sent them in a time loop, and Rehema was about to walk in on them just as she had the first time they’d fell in here.

	“We need to find a better way to land,” Brock said from beside him. “This is getting hard on my body.” Brock rolled over and groaned. “Don’t tell me. It didn’t work.”

	At that moment, a pig came and sniffed Mitch’s face—and he let out a crow of delight. Grabbing the startled pig around the neck, he hugged him tight. “We’re home!” Mitch laughed. “I’ve never been so excited to see a pig in my life!”

	“Where are we?” 

	“We’re in the barn at my house. It worked!” He grabbed two handfuls of hay and threw them in the air.

	Brock looked around in awe. “We did it! We did it!” he repeated over and over.

	“What are we going to tell our parents?”

	Brock stopped his celebrations. “I never thought of that. I really didn’t expect us to get home, so I didn’t worry about it.”

	Mitch picked up the spyglass and book. “Let’s go put these in the treehouse. By that time, we can think up a story on the way.”

	Hopping out of the pen, they ran to the treehouse. His great-grandpa’s journal lay on the floor where they had left it.

	Mitch picked it up. 

	“That’s weird. I thought for sure our parents would have found this when they were looking for us.”

	“Maybe they didn’t look here?” 

	“Maybe . . .” Mitch agreed, but it still seemed strange.

	With the book, spyglass, and scarab safely stashed in the wooden box, they started up to the house. Puddles of water lined the path as though it had just rained.

	“We could say that we went out to the pasture and got lost,” Mitch suggested.

	“I’m sure they searched the pasture over. Besides, we couldn’t have got far by the time they would come looking for us.”

	“Okay, you come up with a story then.”

	Brock thought. “We could tell them we were abducted by aliens?”

	Mitch rolled his eyes. “That’s even more farfetched than what actually happened.”

	They were nearly to the house. Brock let out a yelp of surprise. “That’s our truck!”

	Mitch looked up to see he was right. The truck was sitting in the exact same spot as it had been the day they left.

	“Maybe my mom’s here talking to your parents about searching for us.”

	“Maybe . . .” 

	The boys opened the back door of the house. 

	Mitch hollered, “We’re home!” expecting people to come running from every direction. 

	Instead, his sister replied “Whoop-de-do” from the living room.

	Mitch and Brock looked at each other in stunned silence. This was the welcome they received when they’d been gone for three months? Then Mitch remembered his great-grandpa. He’d been in Ancient Egypt for over a year, which had only been six months in his time.

	“Are you ready to go?” Brock’s mom stood in the doorway. “What have you got on? You smell like you’ve been rolling around with the pigs, not playing catch.”

	Mitch noticed that Brock’s mom was wearing the same clothes as on the day they left. Had they only been gone for a few hours?

	“We . . . lost the ball?” Brock stuttered.

	“So we went exploring in the treehouse and found these. We were pretending we were gladiators.”

	Mitch heard Alyssa snort at the lie.

	Lisa brushed back the hair on Brock’s forehead. “You need a haircut. And it looks like you’ve got a sunburn. We better get you home and get some aloe on that.” She turned back to the kitchen. “Thanks for the coffee, Sandy. I’ll talk to you soon.”

	She led Brock out to the truck. 

	Mitch’s mom came to the doorway. “You guys did get a sunburn! How do you do that on a rainy afternoon? Come on. We better put something on it.”

	Mitch waved to Brock in the truck and followed his mom into the house.
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	Later that night, Mitch laid on his bed staring at the ceiling. The boxes were gone from the end of his bed. He’d spent the rest of the afternoon unpacking his clothes and putting them in his dresser. The souvenirs Pops had given him from his travels lined his bookshelf. His mom stopped by and noticed him unpacking, but said nothing and left him to it.

	After supper, instead of playing his video game, he went into the living room and watched television with his dad. His dad gave him a confused look, but said nothing.

	Now, he soaked up the softness of his bed and how good his blankets felt. With his head propped on his arms, he felt content. He appreciated everything around him. 

	He took Great-Grandpa George’s journal off his nightstand and read it again. He turned to the section about when he was discovered in the village. He’d returned to his unit after that and was sent home. He wrote about how glad he was to be home. Mitch understood exactly what he meant. He felt more connected to his great-grandpa than he ever had before.
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	“Did your dad mention anything about the spyglass?” Brock was sitting on the floor of the treehouse, staring at the spyglass in its wooden box. 

	It was the next weekend and Brock had just arrived at the farm. Eric had dropped him off, shouting, “I’ll pick you up at four, pipsqueak!” 

	“I have to put it back today.” Mitch didn’t want to, but after their adventure, Mitch figured his dad was probably right. Then he brought up something that had been bothering him since he’d read his great-grandpa’s diary. “Do you think that George went on some other adventures after being toAncient Egypt?”

	“What do you mean?”

	“Well, Hank mentioned that he would disappear every once in a while over the years. Do you think he went on other adventures?”

	“It’s possible, that’s for sure.”

	Ammon’s book sat in front of Mitch. He was afraid to open it, but felt that the answers lay in its pages.

	“I hope Jabari and Rehema are okay.” 

	Mitch hoped so, too. Had Ammon taken their disappearance out on them? He hoped not. 

	“I think that if we are going to find out what Ammon was up to . . . the answers are in this book. And I think we owe it to Great-Grandpa George to find out.” 

	“And Jabari and Rehema and Sara. And Metjen,” Brock replied with a note of sadness.

	Giving Brock a long look, Mitch opened the cover.
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