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To my friends who held my hands: Robin Abrams, Erika Frady, Yanina Feinerman, and Annie Zeigon. With special love to Leah Hochman, who made me eat fish. And as always, to Rhody, who wouldn’t let me quit.


—Stacia


To Mom and Dad. Thank you.


—Rhody





Prologue



Time Travel


If you said to me, “Hey, Abigail! What’s your favorite thing in the whole world?” I would have to answer, “History Club.”


History Club is way better than playing video games. Better than riding my bike. Even better than eating pizza with pineapple and olives.


After school on Mondays, our third-grade teacher, Mr. Caruthers, sends three of my friends and me on a mission back in time. Jacob, his twin brother Zack, Bo, and I call our top secret time-travel adventures History Club.


And our teacher, Mr. Caruthers, is so super cool, we call him Mr. C.


One day, a woman named Babs Magee stole a time-travel computer that Mr. C invented in his laboratory under the school gym. Now she’s popping around history, visiting important people on a list of names that Mr. C made.


Babs Magee wants to be famous. But she doesn’t want to work for it. She’d rather steal other people’s inventions or ideas.


It’s a lame way to get famous.


When Mr. C discovered what Babs Magee was doing, he knew he needed to keep history straight. Since he is too busy working on a new invention, he asked Bo, Jacob, Zack, and me to help him out. It’s our job to go back in time and convince those famous Americans not to give up their dreams.


Mr. C gave us a brand-new time-travel computer. It looks like a handheld video game with a larger screen and extra buttons. When we put a special cartridge in the back, a glowing green hole opens and we jump through time. Taking the cartridge out brings us home again.


We have two hours to get the task done. So far, we’ve been really lucky. On all our adventures, Jacob, Zack, Bo, and I have managed to keep history on track. We’ve foiled Babs Magee’s schemes, and landed back at school with seconds to spare.


Today is Monday. I can hardly wait for school to end and History Club to begin.
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Monday


When I entered the classroom, Maxine Wilson was already sitting at her table.


“Hey, Abigail,” she greeted me, like always. I’ve been friends with Maxine since kindergarten. She’s an awesome person and she has a really awesome stopwatch.


“Are you ready?” I asked her.


“Ready, Freddy,” Maxine replied. She held up her stopwatch and winked at me.


The school bell was the signal.


Brrring.


Maxine pressed the little black button on her watch. We all rushed to our seats and turned to stare at the classroom door. No one dared look away, not even for a second.


Maxine kept track of the time. “Five minutes.” She began the countdown. “Four minutes and thirty seconds.”


Maxine announced the time until there were only ten seconds left. The whole class always chanted the last ten seconds out loud together: “Ten. Nine. Eigh—”


The door swung open. Was it our favorite teacher, Mr. C? Could he be early for the first time all year? Nope.


“I had to make a pit stop on the way to class,” Zack explained to everyone as he walked into the classroom.


“Sit down! Quick!” I told him. “Mr. C will be here in a few seconds.”


“I’ve got plenty of time.” Zack yawned as he dragged himself over to our table. Zack and I sat with Jacob and our new friend Bo. Bo’s real name is Roberto Rodriguez.


“Four seconds,” Maxine warned. Zack plopped into his chair and turned to face the door. “Three. Two. One. Zero.” Just as Maxine clicked off her stopwatch, the classroom door swung open. This time, it really was our teacher.


“See?” Zack said, leaning over and whispering in my ear. “I told you I had plenty of time. I saw Mr. C in the hallway when I was headed to class. I rushed ahead to get here first and—”


“Be quiet.” Jacob cut Zack off. “Mr. C’s about to begin.”


Zack snorted at his brother and challenged, “Make me.”


Even though the boys were twins, they were as different as night and day.


Today Zack was wearing long pants that were torn in a hundred places. Different-colored patches covered the rips. He had a sweatshirt on that looked like it was older than my great-grandma. Breakfast stains were all over the sleeve. When it came to personality, Zack complained a lot and quit everything he tried. But he was totally funny and always came through when we needed him most.


Jacob, on the other hand, was neat and clean and focused on just one thing: computers. Today he was wearing a Hawaiian shirt, khaki pants, a leather belt, and a button that read, “West Hudson Elementary School Computer Club.” Jacob was the Computer Club president.


Looking at the twins’ snarly faces, I was afraid they might start to fight, but they both turned toward Mr. C as soon as he started talking.


“My apologies for being late,” Mr. C said with a slight bow.


Every Monday was the same. Every Monday Mr. Caruthers was five minutes late. Every Monday he was wrinkled and messy. Only Jacob, Zack, Bo, and I knew the real reason why.


Mr. C never gave himself enough time on Mondays to make a time-travel cartridge for our History Club adventure and get to class on time, too. There was also a secret explosion that screwed up Mr. C’s clothes and hair. It happened when he put the lid on the cartridge. Even though we’ve asked, Mr. C won’t tell us why he doesn’t just make the cartridge on Sundays. It sure would be easier. And he’d definitely be neater.


While Mr. Caruthers straightened his crumpled suit jacket, retied his bow tie, and combed his hair, Zack softly said to me, “Did you hear the joke about George—”


“Not now,” I whispered back to Zack. “Mr. C is about to ask his ‘what-if’ question.”


Mr. C finished straightening his clothes and leaned back on the edge of his desk. He was too cool to sit in a chair like other teachers.


“What if,” he began, then paused. I sat up a little straighter.


Every Monday Mr. Caruthers asked us a new “what-if” question. He’d ask us to think about what the world would be like if someone famous gave up his or her dreams and quit. The discussion in class was always interesting and fun. But the best part was that whoever we talked about in class was the same person Zack, Jacob, Bo, and I would visit during History Club later.


I couldn’t wait to hear who we’d be visiting today.


Mr. C leaned back farther on his desk. “What if—”


“Hey, Abigail,” Zack poked me in the arm. “It’s a really good joke. Perfect for today! I heard it from two kids during my pit stop in the bathroom.”


“Shhh,” I hissed at Zack, and turned my attention back to Mr. C.


Zack poked me in the arm again. “Where did George Washington buy his ax?”


“I don’t care,” I replied, trying to hear what Mr. C was saying. I leaned forward, but all I could hear was Zack’s soft giggling.


“At the chopping mall,” Zack snickered. “That’s a good one, eh?”


“No,” I said, trying to keep my voice down. I usually think Zack is really funny, but the joke stank. And his timing stank too.


All around me hands were popping up in the air.


I couldn’t believe it; Zack made me miss the “what-if” question! I always have good suggestions for the discussion. But now I had no idea who was going to quit. Or who we were visiting after school. Drat Zack and his stupid chopping joke.
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Mr. C called on Ryota Yoshida. “Well,” Ryota said confidently, “if he quit, there wouldn’t be thirty-one counties, seventeen cities, and one state named after him. That’s for sure.”


Anna Ramos didn’t really answer the question. Instead she shared a few facts. Anna said he was married but never had children of his own. She also knew that he had lived in Virginia, New York, and Philadelphia, but never in the nation’s capital.


I glanced over at Zack. Even though he’d ruined the question for me, maybe he knew who we were talking about. Besides, he was sitting closest to me at our table.


“Zack,” I whispered, “do you know who we—,” I began.


He interrupted me, saying, “What would you get if you crossed George Washington with cattle feed?”


I shook my head. I didn’t care about the answer to Zack’s joke. I just wanted to know who we were talking about in class!


I totally refused to look at Zack anymore and leaned toward Jacob. He was listening to the other students and didn’t notice me trying to catch his attention.


That left Bo. Bo reads a ton and knows everything about everything. He would totally know what was going on. I waved my hands trying to catch his eye.


Instead of getting Bo to look over at me, a horrible thing happened! Mr. C thought I wanted to be called on. “Abigail?” he asked me. “Do you have an idea what the world would be like if he quit?”


“I,” I began, then stopped. I ran through the clues in my head. Nothing helped. I still didn’t have any idea who we were talking about. I had two choices. One, tell Mr. C that I didn’t know who we were discussing, or two, guess. I went for guessing.


“I suppose,” I said, pretending I knew exactly what was going on, “that America wouldn’t be the great country it is today.” I hoped I didn’t sound dumb.


“Very nice,” Mr. C told me. I breathed a huge sigh of relief.


Then Mr. C asked Bo what he thought. Bo is very shy, especially around adults. He never volunteers to answer Mr. C’s questions so Mr. C just calls on him.


“Well.” Bo rubbed his chin as he talked. He did that when he was thinking really hard. “I suppose if he quit, America would have lost the Revolutionary War. We’d still be part of Britain. We certainly wouldn’t have our own constitution since he helped write it. And—”


I knew I was so close to finding out who we were talking about. My heart began to beat faster. I scooted up to the very edge of my chair. My ears were prickling. I was ready to hear the rest of Bo’s answer and find out the name. . . .


“And”—Bo paused a second, rubbing his chin even harder—“if he quit, he’d never have been the very first—”


Tap. Tap. Tap.


“What?!” I spun around to find Zack tapping on my shoulder. “Leave me alone.” I quickly turned my head back to face Bo.
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