








Jump into history!


Read all the books in the
[image: image]
series!

#1 Lincoln’s Legacy

#2 Disney’s Dream

#3 Bell’s Breakthrough

#4 King’s Courage

#5 Sacagawea’s Strength
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To Darrell, Jeff, and Rick Steinberg—

All working to better our world. And to their parents, Bud and Arlene, who taught them to pursue justice.

With special thanks to Jeff, who has dedicated his life to educating students about the Civil Rights Movement.

With deepest respect, Stacia and Rhody


If you purchased this book without a cover, you should be aware that this book is stolen property. It was reported as “unsold and destroyed” to the publisher, and neither the author nor the publisher has received any payment for this “stripped book.”

This book is a work of fiction. Any references to historical events, real people, or real locales are used fictitiously. Other names, characters, places, and incidents are the product of the author’s imagination, and any resemblance to actual events or locales or persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental.
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Monday


We were about to slip the cartridge into the back of the time-travel computer. Suddenly the classroom door swung open.

Jacob shoved the computer behind his back at sonic speed. I swear I heard a popping noise when his elbow broke the sound barrier. That’s how fast he moved.

“Jacob and Zack, are you in here?” Mrs. Osborne asked as she walked into the room. She was carrying their sleeping brother, Gabe, in her arms.

“Oh, good,” Mrs. Osborne said to her twin sons. “I found you. I need you to watch—” She paused when she saw me standing there. “Hi, Abigail” she said.

I’ve always liked Mrs. Osborne. Jacob and Zack live next door to me. We’ve known one another forever. I hang out at their house almost as often as at my own.

“Hey, Mrs. Osborne” I greeted her, with a casual nod of my head. I’m good at looking like nothing’s up, when something really is.

Mrs. Osborne smiled at me and turned to look at Bo. “I don’t know you,” she said to him. “What’s your name?”

Bo’s real name is Roberto Rodriguez. He’s the new kid at school. I like Bo. He’s supersmart. He reads a lot and remembers everything. But Bo is also really shy, especially around adults. I figured I’d better help him out.

“This is our friend Bo,” I told Mrs. Osborne.

“Hullo,” Bo mumbled, staring down at his shoelaces.

She tried asking Bo a few questions about his family and how he liked our school, but his answers were all one word. “Fine” or “Good.” Stuff like that.

“You do it, Abigail,” Bo leaned over and whispered. “Tell her about me.”

“Bo’s an only child who lives with his mom,” I informed her. “Once he gets to know you, he talks more.”

Mrs. Osborne thanked me for the information. Then she took a long, careful look around the classroom.

There we were: four third graders all alone in social studies room 305. No teacher. Backpacks neatly stacked in the corner. And Jacob, standing like a statue, with his hands held tightly behind his back.

If I were Mrs. Osborne, I’d be looking at us carefully too.

“I thought you had History Club with Mr. Caruthers after school on Mondays. Where is he?” Mrs. Osborne asked us, squinting her eyes slightly with curiosity. “What are you kids up to?”

“Nothing,” Jacob answered a little too quickly.

“This is our History Club meeting,” Zack explained. Zack wasn’t lying. Bo, Jacob, Zack, and I liked to call our time-travel adventures “History Club.” During History Club our social studies teacher, Mr. Caruthers, sends us on missions to visit famous people in American history.

Mr. C had invented a time-travel computer. The computer looked like a handheld video game with four red buttons and a large screen. Slipping a cartridge into the back took us to the past. Pulling out the cartridge brought us home again.

Our teacher had told us that American history was in danger. He’d showed us a little black book full of names. For some mysterious reason all the famous Americans in Mr. C’s book were quitting. They weren’t inventing, or speaking out, or fighting for what was right. They were giving up on their dreams!

Mr. C wanted more time to focus on his newest invention, so he asked the four of us to time-travel for him.

It was our job to prevent history from changing forever!

So far we’d been very successful on all our adventures. We’d managed to keep history on track—no small thing since the computer gave us only two hours to get the job done.

Seriously, if Mrs. Osborne had walked into the classroom two seconds later, there would have been a green glowing hole in the middle of the floor. All she would have seen were the tops of our heads as we jumped down through time.

“Who’s going to tell me what’s going on here?” Mrs. Osborne asked as she looked at each of us in turn.

First, she stared long and hard at her two sons.

The twins might have looked alike but they were very different. It was easy to tell them apart. Today Jacob was wearing slacks, a white collared shirt, and a belt.

Zack was the opposite. Shorts, T-shirt with a big food stain on the front, and tennis shoes so dirty they looked like they’d been run over by a garbage truck.

Their clothes were different and their personalities were different too. Zack worried a lot and quit everything he tried. And yet, he was also totally goofy and very funny. Jacob was more easygoing and adventurous. He never quit since he did only one thing—computers.

Their mom pinned her gaze on Jacob, who still had his hands locked around the computer, safely hidden behind his back. Afterward, she studied Zack. Zack’s lips were pressed so tightly together, they didn’t even look like lips. They looked like two flat pink worms. The twins weren’t talking.

Next, she looked at Bo, but saying “Hullo” had been hard enough for him. It was obvious he wasn’t telling her anything more.

So she turned to me. “Abigail?” Mrs. Osborne was looking for the truth.

I felt a teeny-weeny bit guilty that we were hiding something from her. “It’s—It’s just History Club,” I stammered. “Really.”

I think she believed me.

“Mom,” Zack asked as he moved to the side, away from Jacob and the computer, “what are you doing here?”

I guess I really had convinced her nothing unusual was going on, because Mrs. Osborne stopped surveying us suspiciously and answered, “Well, tomorrow is Election Day.”

Election Day is a special Tuesday in early November when people can vote for government officials and new laws. I knew that our school was a polling place—a place to vote. Last year my own parents voted in our gym during their lunchtime.
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“I’m in charge of organizing the volunteers this year. We have a lot of volunteers coming to help out.” As Mrs. Osborne spoke, she shifted Baby Gabe up and rested him against her shoulder.

Even though Gabe was almost two years old, I still called him “Baby Gabe.”

Honestly, Baby Gabe was a destructive mini-monster. Nothing was safe if Gabe was around. But he was also superadorable. Today he was wearing the sweetest little outfit: blue pants and a bright red T-shirt.

“I’m sure I told you boys I’d be here after school to help get everything ready,” Mrs. Osborne said. “Don’t you remember? I asked you to watch Gabe for me while I set up.”

What! I nearly yelled the word, but held my tongue. It was a good thing because Jacob and Zack said it for me.

“What!” they cried at the same time.

Zack bit the inside of his lip. “I don’t remember you telling us!” He was so surprised his eyes were bulging out of his head like a cartoon character. “I’d have remembered a thing like that!”

“I’d have remembered too,” Jacob added. I could see the panic on his face.
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