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Eliza and Johnnie are going Back in Time… Will they be able to save the Future?

How to Survive Time Travel

Larry Hayes

Illustrated by Katie Abey
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For the real Eliza and Johnnie, who came up with most of the funny bits, and who are NOTHING LIKE the Eliza and Johnnie Lemon in this book. And for Sophie, who is special. And also for Iris – I promise that a character with your name is coming soon.






A LONG TIME AGO

It’s a long time ago, 5000 BCE to be exact, and things are bad.
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You’re probably wondering what I’m doing here. My name is Eliza and I’m falling off a sofa into a artificial volcano that’s about to erupt 7,053 years ago and wipe the entire human race off the face of the Earth.

My baby brother, Johnnie, has it worse. He’s choking on a sherbet lemon, and he’s about to cough it right into the school bully’s – Sadie Snickpick’s – face.

Johnnie faces a triple threat:
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You’re probably worried about us. You’re probably holding your breath, thinking, Won’t they be suffocated by the fumes long before they get burned alive?

But don’t panic – never panic, ever. It won’t help. I learned this the hard way, a long time in the future.




THE YEAR 2053 (A LONG TIME IN THE FUTURE) HOW NOT TO PANIC (THE HARD WAY)


I used to worry all the time.

Then something happened in my life, and soon worrying wasn’t an option any more. I had to learn not to worry.

You can read all about it in my old journal. My publishers have turned it into a ‘Major Publishing Event’, which is basically a book called How to Survive Without Grown-Ups.

It’s got all the gory details in there – you should read it. Or I can probably sum it up here and save you a lot of time…

A few weeks ago, my parents were abducted by Noah, a maniac billionaire with a massive eyeball. He computer-hacked their brains and sent them to Mars, and it was at that point that I realized there’s no point worrying, because bad stuff will or won’t happen, so you may as well get on with your life rather than worrying about whether your parents are going to be Brainless Robots for ever.
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Sure, most parents look like this some of the time. But this was my mum and dad all the time. Like they’re staring at a phone. But Without the phone.

Or worrying about whether the big eyeball guy – Noah – was ever going to bring them back.
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Yep, just Noah. No surname or anything. Always be suspicious of people who only have one name. Apart from Jesus obvs. And God.

Or worrying about whether your annoyingly genius baby brother is going to have his FACE SUCKED AWAY BY A VAMPIRE SQUID.
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Not so genius now, eh, little brother?

OK, hold up. I can see this might all seem a bit deranged and a lot confusing. This is a whole new journal, and it looks like you’re not gonna go and read my first one, so let me give you a SUPER-QUICK, FOUR-PIC SUMMARY:
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Back on Earth, after surviving all that, I just stopped worrying.

It was great.

For almost a month, it was absolutely fantastico.

Well, not completely fantastico. Being a ten-year-old in the year 2053 is pretty horrendo (the toilet tells your parents if you’re not eating enough fibre, sweets come with pictures of dead people on them, and school dinners are grown in a lab). And, besides, none of my old problems ever really went away.

My PE teacher was still trying to kill me.
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And Mrs Crosse, my maths teacher, was still totally evil.
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She’s the first teacher in the history of world teaching to give a kid a nickname and not the other way round.

And it was worse because it was true: I still didn’t have any friends.

BUT that’s not my fault. The school bully, Sadie Snickpick, has had it in for me since Reception. She just hates me. And, if anyone else talks to me, Sadie stuffs their head down the toilet. Making friends is kind of hard when you’re up against that.
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Thankfully, I had Myrt. I know, it’s tragic – ten years old and my BFF’s a dog – but it’s better than nothing (even if Myrt’s really angry most of the time and a bit bitey1).
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She looks sooo cute. Even when she’s biting you.

But, anyway, I didn’t just have Myrt; I also had my family. I know it sounds puke-level corny, but my family really were the best thing about my life: Mum, Dad and Johnnie. They were great. Weird as a fish beard, but great.
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OK, Johnnie was still a bit of a pain. I love him to bits, but that doesn’t stop him being a five-year-old genius who just sucks attention like a giant attention-sucking black hole.

Basically, my mum ate loads of sardine sandwiches when she was pregnant and this happened:

[image: Image]

But even if Johnnie can be a bit annoying sometimes Mum and Dad are genuinely great.

I mean, Dad’s totally distracted half the time, but when he isn’t he’s super fun. I think I told you that Noah computer-hacked Dad’s brain – he put a microchip in it and turned him into a robot. Well, what I didn’t tell you was that, after we rescued Dad, he decided to keep the microchip in, because: ‘Think of all the possibilities!’

He’s permanently linked to the internet now, so he can do ‘Jedi stuff’.

[image: Image]

Is Dad trying to flush with mind power?

Mum took the microchip out of her brain. Which was a mixed blessing to be honest. Mum’s amazing. She can make a garden feel like paradise; she makes our home feel like the best place in the universe. But she can be a bit clingy.

She’s just a bit full-on. She likes to get involved and solve everything. Like, everything. You can’t even have a tiny little rant about a teacher without her immediately phoning the school office. But we’d come to an understanding. I just had to say, ‘BACK OFF, MUM,’ and she’d back away, frightened, like I’d turned into an instant teenager.

So things were OK – not just survivable but genuinely OK. And, besides, we’d just broken up from school for the summer holidays. And they were going to be the best summer holidays ever, because we had a book deal that was going to make us even richer than the Snickpicks, and we also had access to our own secret (and slightly creepy) tropical island that had really cool stuff on it, like robot apes and giant turtles you could ride on.2

But then, all of a sudden, things were NOT OK.

It all started when my parents disappeared.

And I don’t mean they ‘left home’ (like they did the last time) or they ‘went missing’. I mean they literally disappeared. Literally. They just vanished right in front of my eyeballs.

We were all in the garden on one of those long summer afternoons when it feels like nothing bad can ever happen ever again. Johnnie was building something out of Lego that could actually fly. I was teaching Myrt to bring us eggs in her mouth without crushing them, and my parents were fiddling about with a car we’d stolen from Noah.

I say we’d stolen it, but in actual fact it had been dumped in space after Noah had been kind of vaporized by a bomb, so I don’t think it was technically a crime. More like tidying up litter.

So, anyway, about this car. One minute my mum was shouting at my dad because he’d passed her the wrong spanner:
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The next minute the whole thing had disappeared: car, Mum, Dad, spanner, everything.

All gone.
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In their place was a really old little oak tree. The kind that fairies would use (if they existed). It was mostly eaten away by time and by woodlice and by lightning and it had stumpy little branches, like arms. It was the sort of tree you’d feel clever for hiding in during a game of hide-and-seek, but wish you hadn’t once you were inside because it’s full of bugs that climb down your neck and start trying to live in you.

Anyway, the tree was really, really old and totally new at the same time. I should know: I’ve lived in that house for ten years and there’s never been a tree there before.

‘Well, I guess they got the time machine working, then,’ said Johnnie. ‘I’d better get the chainsaw.’ And, with no further explanation than that, off he went to get Dad’s chainsaw from the shed.

Now, you probably noticed the words ‘time machine’ in that sentence, but at that moment I was more focused on the word ‘chainsaw’.

Johnnie’s a genius, but he can also be really dumb.
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And there’s not much of Johnnie to start with.

‘You can’t use that, you idiot. It’s too heavy. You’ll fall over and land on it, and chop your leg off. Your good one.’

Johnnie has a weak left leg. It stops him running and walking down stairs. So the thought of losing his good leg made him hesitate.

I snatched the chainsaw out of his hands and he toppled backwards with the change of weight. You’d think that would prove my point, but Johnnie just did his red-cheek thing. Which means he’s gonna have a meltdown.

‘Eliza, we’ve got to see how old it is.’

I looked at the tree. It really did look like a little old man.
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‘It’s a million years old. So what? Don’t you get it? Mum and Dad have just vanished. Into thin air!’

Johnnie rolled his eyes. ‘Obviously.’3

‘So where’d they go?’

‘Wrong question,’ answered Johnnie. ‘You mean when did they go?’

‘About two minutes ago. Obviously.’4

‘Not when did they leave – when did they go to? When did they arrive?’

I looked blank, and had to force my mouth shut. Because it was only then that the words ‘time machine’ hit my brain. And they hit it like a sledgehammer.

‘You do know the car’s a time machine?’ said Johnnie.

I didn’t know that. My parents never tell me anything. But I wasn’t going to admit that in front of my baby brother, so I just said nothing.

Johnnie poked at some bark on the new-old tree. ‘Can’t you even see it?’

I looked, and there was something. Kind of a word scratched into the tree.
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‘So five?’

‘No, ess-oh-ess obviously,’ said Johnnie irritably.

‘Someone over shoulder? That just doesn’t make sense.’

‘As in Save Our Souls. Obviously.’

That’s when I had my first-ever panic attack.

It started with pins and needles in my face, then my hands and feet went numb, then the rest of me. I just had time to think, Why do Mum and Dad always have to ruin everything? when the vision in both my eyes went completely grey and I fell over. Right on top of the chainsaw.5

I came to, choking on a sherbet lemon. Johnnie’s stubby little finger was ramming it into the back of my throat.

‘Are you trying kill me???’ I asked, shoving him away and coughing it out.

‘It’s a sherbet lemon.’ He picked it off the grass and offered it back to me. ‘Sherbet lemons make everything better, especially panic attacks. The sugar gives your brain extra energy and the lemon makes your mouth produce spit.’

I stared at him, my mouth filling with spit.

‘Your brain calms down because the spit tricks it into thinking it’s about to eat a nice meal and so…’ He trailed off lamely.

‘So you almost choked me to death?’

‘Eliza, don’t you understand? Mum and Dad are trapped. They’re stuck somewhere in the past, and this is their way of letting us know when to rescue them.’

I took the sweet, but it was covered in grass.

‘So you’re saying Mum and Dad sent us this tree as a message?’

Johnnie nodded and I looked back at the tree.
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‘It’s not much of a message, is it?’

‘Of course that’s not the message. The message is inside.’

Sometimes Johnnie can be a bit cryptic. And it’s always annoying.

I looked at him, and waited.

‘We need to cut down the tree and count the rings. To find out when it was planted.’

I looked at the tree. It seemed about 10, 000 years old. The thought of Mum and Dad stuck in the Stone Age made my brain fizz.

‘Johnnie, this is a total and absolute disaster!’

Johnnie nodded.

But then Sadie Snickpick turned up.

Which was a total and absolute disaster.


	
1 One really important thing you need to know about Myrt is that she hates anything orange. She just goes wild. All because of a puppyhood incident, which I don’t like to talk about because it was kind of my fault.

	OK, if you really want to know… When I was a toddler, I fell on top of Myrt when she was watching that old movie Finding Nemo and her brain now thinks that anything orange is about to attack her. So she attacks first.

	
2 You still haven’t read Book 1? I can’t explain everything; I’m telling you, stop reading this NOW. Book 1 is blow-your-mind brilliant.

	
3 He knows I hate it when he says that. He learned it from our big cousin Olive. Try it next time you want to annoy someone – it totally works. It’s like you’re calling them ‘pointless and stupid’ every time you say it.

	
4 I was really pleased to get an ‘obviously’ in, but he didn’t seem to notice, which is typical Johnnie.

	
5 Don’t worry – it wasn’t on or anything.






HOW TO STAND UP TO A BULLY

My first reaction was to have another panic attack: tingling in cheeks, numb feet. Sadie Snickpick’s droopy smile began to look blurry and grey, and I had one terrible thought:

What if I pass out and wee myself? In front of Sadie Snickpick, the world’s biggest bully?

She probably had her phone. And she’d definitely take a photo.

No one could survive that. It was the worst thing that could ever happen to anyone.

Ever.

We’d have to move.

To a different planet.
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Then I remembered that ‘we’ was just me and Johnnie (^and Myrt) now Mum and Dad were GONE. My head started spinning again. This time I really was going to pass out.

But the gods smiled on me that day. Or maybe I should thank Johnnie – I still had the sherbet lemon. The grassy, spitty, sticky one.

It was in my hand. And I got it into my mouth and sucked.

I sucked hard and my mouth filled with spit. And almost immediately I felt better.

[image: Image]

The grey blur lifted and I focused on Sadie Snickpick’s teeth. Her smile was a sneer.

‘Rescue who with a chainsaw?’

She’d been listening all right, but for how long? How much had she heard?

‘What are you doing here?’ I swallowed some lemon-flavoured spit.

She handed me a School Fundraiser leaflet and kept staring at me.

‘Rescue who with a chainsaw?’ she repeated, her voice even sneerier. She inched forward, like a gorilla ready for a fight.

I didn’t know what to say. There was no answer. No answer that wouldn’t lead to a world of pain. She’d tell her parents, the school, the world. Thoughts tumbled around my brain. We’d be sent to an orphanage. Or, worse, we’d have to live with Gran.
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I sucked my sherbet lemon. It was the only thing standing between me and total disaster. You see, Sadie Snickpick is the worst kind of bully.

Sadie Snickpick is a Level 3 Bully.
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Everyone always says that bullies are cowards.

‘You just need to stand up to them,’ they say. ‘If they give you a nickname, give them one back; if they punch you on the arm, punch them in the face.’

I know, for a fact, that doesn’t work.

Some bullies aren’t cowards – they’re really brave and tough and clever. And they can literally punch your teeth out.
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I was thinking all this through when Johnnie’s voice came to the rescue.

‘We’re rescuing a squirrel that’s stuck up a tree.’

I looked at Johnnie and he smiled back, a bit too pleased with himself.

Sadie Snickpick snorted in disbelief.

‘Squirrels don’t get stuck in trees. They live in trees, you moron.’

And then Johnnie made the biggest mistake in the history of mistakes.6 It was a mistake so bad that it was going to completely destroy our lives, and maybe worse.

‘It’s just a game,’ he said, blissfully unaware that his life would never be the same again. ‘It’s just a game, dumb-head.’

I flinched and shut my eyes. He’d just called Sadie a dumb-head and I couldn’t bear to see what would happen next.

You think I was overreacting?

Then it’s high time you learned a little bit about Sadie Snickpick.


When we were still in reception, a boy once called Sadie Snickpick ‘stupid’.

Nikolas Porter was in Year 5. He was cool, good at football and everyone liked him. Sadie Snickpick kicked his ball out of the playground so they couldn’t play football where she wanted to play something else.

He’d called her ‘stupid’ because she’d done it on purpose. He was right to call her stupid – what she did was stupid. And, besides, he thought, she’s only a reception kid. Right?

Wrong.

Her revenge was fast and brutal. The ball incident was Monday lunchtime. By Friday he’d been kicked out of school. For ever.

WE NEVER SAW NIKOLAS PORTER AGAIN.
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You think I’m exaggerating? You think no Reception kid could possibly be evil-vicious enough to get a Year 5 kid thrown out of school for ever?

Then think on.

Actually, read on:
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Do you get it now?

Do you understand??

Johnnie was doomed.

He might be a genius, but against the raw, animal-savage Sadie Snickpick, he didn’t stand a chance. Sadie Snickpick knows no rules. Nothing is beyond her. Even the teachers are afraid of her. Even head teachers.7 Even other kids’ parents.

And Johnnie had just called this nuclear missile a dumb-head.

Sadie Snickpick looked him up and down. ‘You’re Johnnie, aren’t you?’

Johnnie nodded. He was still smiling.

‘When do you start school, Johnnie?’

I shut my eyes again.

‘In September,’ said Johnnie proudly but starting to sound less sure of himself.

‘No one will play with you, Johnnie. Not even your sister.’

I opened my eyes. Johnnie’s cheeks were bright red.

‘OK, but you’re still a dumb-head.’

I couldn’t believe it. He just didn’t know when to stop. For a genius, he’s such an idiot.

It was Sadie Snickpick’s turn to go red. She flushed right up into her hair. I thought she was going to shout, or scream, or launch herself at Johnnie’s throat. I saw the muscles in her fingers start to twitch and for a moment I thought Johnnie was literally dead meat.

And then a car honked its horn. A long, angry blast that shook Sadie out of her herself. For a second, she almost looked afraid, and I realized it must be her mum or dad getting impatient. But Sadie’s sneer was back in a heartbeat.

‘Don’t worry, little man,’ she said, looking down her pointy nose at Johnnie. ‘I’m going to enjoy destroying you.’

Then she stepped forward and flicked him. Right on his left eyeball. So fast Johnnie didn’t even have time to blink.

He collapsed with a howl and started screaming. Even I was shocked.

Then she looked at me, with her Don’t-You-Dare Stare. ‘If I see you help him, I’ll destroy you too,’ she said quietly.

I just stood there, rigid with dread, and she laughed.

The car honked again, even more angrily. Sadie flinched again. But then she laughed and turned, disappearing round the front of the house. Seconds later a massive car sped away from our house, kicking up dust and stones.

It was only when the car disappeared from view that I bent down to cuddle my sobbing little brother.

‘Thank you,’ he said, pressing his face into my chest.

And I can say in total honesty that I’ve never felt more ashamed in all my life.

‘You’re a hero, Johnnie, standing up to Sadie like that.’

‘Or an idiot,’ he said, looking at me with one eye.

I just nodded.


	
6 You may have noticed I’m really into Top 3 lists at the moment.
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7 It’s true – I once saw Mrs Valentine giggle like a little girl when Sadie told her to extend break time.






HOW TO SURVIVE WITHOUT PARENTS

When your parents disappear, there’s no one to make things better. There’s not even anyone to make lunch.

On the other hand, there’s no one to stop you from having ice cream for lunch.

Once Johnnie had stopped crying, and we’d made sure he wasn’t blind in one eye, we sat down with some triple-fudge-choc-chip.

‘We can’t stay with the cousins,’ said Johnnie. ‘They’re allergic to dogs.’

‘And they live in Australia, Johnst.’

Johnnie sucked some melted ice cream through his straw while he thought about that.

‘Whatever happens, we can’t let Gran know,’ I said with my mouth full.

Gran’s idea of childcare is to look disappointed all the time. She isn’t happy unless I’m looking ashamed about something. On top of that, she thinks Myrt’s the devil. Just because Myrt bites her now and again.8 If we went to live with Gran, Myrt would end up in a cage, or worse – in a dogs’ home for bitey dogs.

Johnnie shook his head.

‘We’ve got to tell someone. We can’t do this on our own, Eliza.’

‘Johnnie, we just have to wait it out. That means we can’t let anyone know – school, cousins, friends. Anyone.’

But Johnnie shook his head again. ‘No way; Mum and Dad are stuck. We need to go get them, and we can’t do that on our own.’

‘Except they’ve got the time machine, haven’t they?’ Usually Johnnie was smarter than this. ‘Don’t worry, little brother, they’ll figure out how to get back. We just need to survive the summer holidays. It’ll be easy, I promise.’

The latest edition of Johnnie’s The Book of Secrets had a whole chapter on ‘How to Have the Best Summer Holiday Ever’ and I intended to use it.

If you don’t have a copy of The Book of Secrets, get one. It will change your life.

Trust me, there’s a chapter on every possible thing you will ever want to know: How to Hypnotize your Parents, How to Get M&Ms for Breakfast, How to Win Sports Day (when you’re rubbish at running), How to get Jedi Mind Powers… everything.
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But Johnnie was still shaking his head and there were tears in his eyes again.

‘You don’t understand, ’Liza. If they were coming back, then they’d be back by now.’

‘What do you mean?’ I said. ‘It’s only been half an hour.’

But I suddenly knew exactly what he meant.

Mum and Dad had a time machine. If they’d ever got it working at any time in the past, then they’d be back already. It’s not like they’d come back in a year’s time or even a week’s time. They’d be back right now, full of smiles and hugs and amazing stories.

‘Mum and Dad are gone for ever,’ said Johnnie, his face red and determined. ‘If we ever want to see them again, we’ve got to go and get them. And for that we need help.’

‘No! Whatever we do, we do it alone. You can’t trust people, Johnnie. You should know that by now.’

‘What do you mean?’ Johnnie looked really worried.

‘You’ll understand when you get to school,’ I said. ‘People are only interested in themselves. Trust people and you get hurt.’

‘But Dad always says… stuff.’

Johnnie was floundering. I was definitely winning the argument.

‘What sort of stuff?’

‘I dunno… stuff like: “Alone we’re just a drip, together we’re an ocean.” He says we have to trust people, or life’s impossible.’

‘Life is impossible, Johnnie. You’ll learn that when you get to school.’

‘But—’

‘No buts, Johnnie. Dad always says, “Don’t trust anything you see; even salt looks like sugar…”’

‘And poo looks like mud,’ finished Johnnie.

‘So,’ I said firmly, ‘we can’t trust anyone. Whatever we do, we do it alone.’

But what should we do?

That was the real question.

As I sat there on the lawn, looking at Johnnie’s wibbly face, with Myrt’s warm head flopped on my lap, I realized this was one of those moments.

One of those moments in life when everything is about to change. Moments like that don’t happen often, and when they do you hardly ever know it at the time. But this time I somehow knew it. I knew that what I said next would probably be the most important sentence I’d ever say. Ever.

I looked at Johnnie. His little face looked ready to crumple. So what would it be?

‘Let’s just wait it out.’

Or…

‘OK, let’s risk everything and go rescue Mum and Dad.’
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