(Chapter 1)

The Museum

“We should have gone to Central Park Zoo instead,” Jake said. “It’s just a few blocks away.”
“We can still do that,” said Mariah. “But we just got here. Let’s look around!”
“You’re such a tourist!” Jake said with a snicker.
“So?” said Mariah. “There’ nothing like this in Wisconsin!”

“OK! Alright,” he replied. “C’mon. Let’s go inside!”
“Wow!” said Mariah, all choked up. “I’m in the Metropolitan Museum of Art!”
“Holy Cripe!” muttered Jake. Hair flopped over his eyes as he shook his head.
Suddenly thunder roared like a jackhammer through the building.

“I hate storms,” Mariah said shuddering. “What’s with the weather? It’s summer!”
“I dunno,” replied Jake shaking his head. Outside he thought he saw baseball-sized hail.
“That’s impossible! C’mon! Let’s find the dinosaur exhibit!” he suggested, grabbing a map.
“Hey!” he said examining it, “Where are the dinosaurs?”

“Sorry kid, you’ll have to go the Museum of Natural History for Dinosaurs.
It’s on the other side of Central Park,” said a Museum guard.
“WHAT?” bellowed Jake. “You said . . .”
“I thought they were here ,” Mariah said apologetically.

“Wait a minute! You live in New York!” Mariah said. “Haven’t you seen ‘em before?”
“Once,” Jake replied, scowling. “When I was a little kid . . . it doesn’t count.”
“Well,” said Mariah, pointing to the map. “There IS a Russian exhibit!
Grandpa is Russian! Let’s go see that!”

Reluctantly, Jake followed his cousin Mariah through the museum for two whole hours.
“OK,” he grumbled, “ENOUGH! We’ve seen Russian Art, Chinese Art, Egyptian Art,
Native American Art. What’s the big deal? It’s all just a bunch of old stuff.”
“What about the movie we saw? The one about environmental art?” Mariah reminded.
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Jake laughed to himself. It’s a good thing she didn’t see what I did, he thought.
On their way out of the movie, he stuck his gum on the tail of a fake otter.
At that exact instant, something changed. Eerie winds howled at the windows.
Thunder and lightning boomed and crackled outside like bombs going off.

Arcs of electricity shot through the ceiling and sizzled above their heads.
The kids were petrified. “Let’s get out of here!” yelled Mariah. But it was too late.
All over the museum lights flickered on and off and then . . .
the museum went TOTALLY dark.

“Grab my hand,” whispered Mariah. “As if!” Jake snorted.
He was shaking like crazy. “Don’t worry,” he said acting all cool.
“I can hear where you are from your bracelets clanking.”
But Mariah grabbed him anyway, taking hold of his sleeve.

The two 11-year olds slid along the museum wall, searching for an exit.
“It’s pitch black! Do you remember the way out?” Jake asked.
“I think the stairs are _____________,” Mariah answered.
Then she gasped, “LOOK!”

Up ahead luminous blinking lights spilled out into the hallway.
When they reached that spot, the kids turned to face an exhibit.
“Ancient Mesopotamia,” whispered Mariah as her jaw dropped open.
“What?” Jake stammered. “Ancient Iraq,” Mariah muttered under her breath.

Hair stood up on the back of Mariah’s neck. Jake couldn’t believe his eyes.
They saw ______________ and __________________
and right in front of them, the eyes of a small gold statue glowed red.
Mariah and Jake walked towards it as if they were hypnotized.
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(Chapter 2)

The Artifact

The statue was ____ tall and made out of ________.
It looked like a _________ but had strange ________.
Illustrators: Here’s a place to draw a picture of the ancient statue:

“Do you hear that?” Mariah asked staring into they eyes of the statue.
“Sounds like . . . mumbling - but I can’t understand it,” Jake answered.
The room was humming and crackling and vibrating.
A leak in the ceiling poured a 2-foot tall ring of water around the statue.
“There’s nothing holding that water in,” said Jake.
“How’s it possible?” whispered Mariah trying to touch the ring. “Jake - I can’t move!”
Jake tried turning towards her but he was stuck too.
“What’s GOING ON?” they both hollered.
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“YOU HAVE BEEN CHOSEN” whispered an eerie voice inside their heads.
The eyes of the statue began to blink, beaming thoughts into them.
“Chosen for what?” Jake stammered, barely able to speak.
“What do you want?” Mariah asked in a soft, shaky voice.

Then the statue told them telepathically:
“It was foretold long ago that this time would come.
If you and your people don’t change your ways, this will be your future: ”
Authors: write below what the statue told Jake and Mariah.

Then the Artifact began to shake and everything around it vibrated.
It felt like the whole room was spinning. Jake and Mariah were lifted off the floor,
blown around the room upside down, and thrown out into the hallway.
“LET’S GET OUT OF HERE!” they both shouted, sliding into a broad staircase.
Looking back they saw the ancient artifact glowing brighter and brighter.
It changed colors from _______ to _______,
then made eerie sounds like _____________.
Finally it sent pulses of crackling, savage energy through the walls and ceiling.

As Mariah and Jake ran stumbling down the stairs they felt a bizarre shift.
A WHOOOOOSH of spine-tingling static and mist engulfed them.
It felt like _____________________________.
Emerging from the mist, Jake and Maria were shocked by the changes that had taken place.
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(Chapter 3)

Time Shift

“LOOK OUT, Mariah!” yelled Jake, as a bench tumbled across the floor.
Tremendous gusts of wind swept through the lobby, pushing and pulling everything around.
The kids saw ______ and _______ and _______ flying through the air.
Mariah held onto a giant statue as she yelled, “What’s happening here?”
“That storm – remember? It must be a hurricane!” Jake yelled back.
He was crouching low in a doorway, braced inside the doorframe.
“HURRICANE!” Mariah gasped, leaning into the wind. “Jake, We’ve got to get home!”
“Not until this wind dies down,” he answered.
As she clung to the statue, Mariah noticed something very, very odd.
“Jake,” she called out, pointing to a lumpy thing in the center of the room.
“Do you remember seeing that exhibit when we came in?”
Jake looked where she was pointing and squinted his eyes, trying to make sense of it.
“Nuh . . . what the heck IS that?” he muttered. “It looks like a – a – it can’t be!”
Then the kids just stared at the exhibit of _________________________.
Illustrators: Here’s a place to draw snapshots of Jake and Mariah:
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“ I got it!” said Jake, when it was safe enough to move.
Circling around the thing he continued, “It’s like . . . a mock-up . . . you know, a model.”
“Looks pretty real to me,” Mariah said, touching it as she noticed something else strange.
“Jake, there’s no one around but us . . . let’s get OUT OF HERE!”
They burst through the entry doors, ready to leap down the Museum stairs.
But then they stopped COLD. What they saw before them was . . . well . . . unbelievable!
Both kids covered their faces & tried to catch a breath.
“The air smells AWFUL, like ________!” Jake said, coughing.
“Watch out!” Mariah yelled, holding on to him as a wave almost knocked him over.
“Wow – Thanks!” he said. “Is this flooding from the HURRICANE? Its all over place!”
“I think that was just a surge,” said Mariah, it looks like the water is going down.”
“WHAT THE?” . . both kids gasped, holding their noses as they took a good look around.
Little tornadoes of garbage were whirling through the sky.
The garbage landed in piles that were getting higher and higher –
in the middle of the street, in Central Park, on top of buildings – all over the place.
Old tires, dead fish, stinky garbage and giant rats sloshed around in the water at their feet.
“The buildings are all . . . decayed or something,” Jake stammered.
“Look!” Mariah said, pointing west at the eerie red and green sky.
“It’s almost sunset . . . we’ve got to get home before dark!”
“Follow me!” Jake hollered. “We’ll take 5th avenue to 42nd,
then just a couple more blocks to Grand Central Station.”
Suddenly a giant shadow fell over the kids. “What’s that?” Mariah whispered.
But Jake was too busy running to notice. “Hurry UP!” he called from halfway down the block.
As they sloshed past Central Park Zoo Jake noticed that the animals were free.
“Uh Oh,” he muttered to himself. “That can’t be a good thing.”
But the kids kept running – all the way to Grand Central Station.
Then they froze, staring up at a digital sign that told the day and time.
“Welcome to New York!” it read. Today is August 2nd, 21__. The time is 6:49 pm.
RAIL TRAVEL IS NO LONGER POSSIBLE. DO HAVE A NICE DAY!
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(Chapter 4)

Strange new world

“Jake,” whispered Mariah. “I think something’s watching us!”
“Holy Cripe! That’s the least of our problems,” Jake sputtered.
His eyes bugged out as he waved his arms wildly above his head.
“WE’RE IN THE YEAR 21__! How the heck did that happen – HUH?”
“It’s OK . . . It’s OK . . . ” Mariah jumped in, “We need to stay calm.
We could just be having a bad dream or . . . maybe somebody’s playing a joke?”
“Plunk . . . ba-bonk bonk . . . plunk . . . PLUNK ba-bonk bonk, ba-BONK!”
“Now it’s hailing!” Mariah cried out. “Ya think?” Jake hollered.
“They’re the size of basketballs! Let’s take cover in the train station!”
Shivering, they climbed through broken windows into the station’s moldy, wet interior.
They saw ________ and ________ floating around in the standing water.
“UCH! ICK!” moaned Jake. “You think we’re dreaming all this – even that smell?”
“OK,” Mariah answered, “I was just trying NOT to . . . you know . . .”
“PANIC!” she screamed, pointing to a huge domed window above them. “Look!”
“Look at WHAT? All I see is a big shadow on that building outside,” Jake replied.
“I saw a GIANT . . . a GIANT . . . it was watching us through the window,” Mariah stammered.
“Chill, Cousin. There’s nothing’s there. Take it easy,” Jake said gruffly.
Using a ledge for a bench, the kids pulled themselves up out of the water.
“Why did I wear flip-flops today of all days?” Mariah shivered. “My feet are numb!
That’s it! Jake, remember the statue? We couldn’t move, and it told us . . .”
“About the future,” Jake interrupted. “About how something like this might happen.”
“And later - when we were trying to get out - that weird mist grabbed us,” Mariah continued.
“Yup. That’s how it happened all right,” Jake added. “That explains the weird exhibit about . . .”
“the Future,” they whispered turning to look at each other. “OMG - We’re TIME TRAVELERS!”
“We’ve got to get back to the Museum!” Jake said, jumping into the water.
Mariah nodded, “It’s stopped hailing. Let’s go Now , before the sun goes down.”
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Well, it HAD stopped hailing, but what followed was even worse.
The wind was howling through buildings that seemed to fall apart before their eyes.
“What was that?” Mariah said with a sideways glance. “It looked like a big green tail!
“Naw,” answered Jake. It was just a piece of some building floating by.
Rain was pelting them at a sideways angle like a Karate chop.
Then a giant gob of guck fell from nowhere and splattered all over them.
“AGHHHH!” both kids sputtered as they pulled the thick slimy goop off their faces.
They stomped and shook and tugged and pulled to get it off but it clung like glue.
Just then, a HUGE wave crashed over them and they were swept away.
Dogpaddling to stay afloat Mariah and Jake could see people up ahead.
They were perched on a garbage pile scavenging for food.
But the waters devoured the garbage pile and the people just . . . disappeared.
Bobbing up and down in the water, the kids saw the Empire State building ahead.
It was already leaning precariously when a huge gust of wind pushed it hard.
The metal bones groaned as the building cracked open and toppled into the water.
Breathless, exhausted and covered in slime both kids groaned, “What are we going to do?”
Authors:

W hat did the kids say to each other as they tried to keep their heads above water?
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(Chapter 5)

RV to the Rescue

You can probably guess what happened when the building hit the water.
YUP. Big Wave. Big, BIG,

BIG Wave -

and it was headed strait for the kids.

“HOLD YOUR BREATH!” yelled Jake. “GRAB MY HAND!” yelled Mariah.

We’re going under, Jake thought. Then Mariah hollered, “Look behind us!”
Before he could turn, Jake felt something like a HUGE vacuum cleaner suck them out of
the water, swirl them through a tunnel of bubbles and into a glowing air-tight cavern.
“Where are we?” shouted Jake, shaking his head. His voice echoed as he said,
“It smells like _______cotton candy in here! . . . cotton candy in here!”
Mariah was rolling around on a bouncy, sticky-pink floor, trying to sit up.
“Remember when I said something was watching us?” Mariah asked, finally
perched on a JELLO-like mound of wiggly goop, bouncing up and down. Jake nodded.
“Well,” continued Mariah, “we happen to be inside a GIANT SNAIL!”
“Aw C’mon” replied Jake. “This is just an abandoned part of the subway or something.”
“Jake! I SAW A GIANT SNAIL! It was right behind us – at least 24 feet tall!
It had red & orange & yellow and black spots and a huge swirly-smooth shell.
That’s where we are RIGHT NOW . . . we’re INSIDE THE SHELL!”
“Wait a minute!” muttered Jake. “This goop! It feels like the stuff that . . .”
“Splattered on us?” Mariah added. “Yah, that’s what I’ve been trying to tell you.
It was following us – all the way from the museum. But I wonder why?”
“Because W E NEED YO UR HELP,” came a friendly voice from outside the shell.
“Who’s THAT?” yelled Jake. “How can we get out of here?”
“You’re safer inside for now . Besides, it’s dark out here,” said the voice.
“I don’t understand,” said Mariah. “How can WE help you?”
“W ell little sister, it’s a long story. W hy not get a good night’s sleep?
W e can talk in the m orning,” said the voice. “It has been a long day,” Mariah yawned.
“This goopy stuff is pretty warm,” Jake murmured flopping down and settling in.
“G’Night,” said the kids, nodding off. “Good Night, Young Protectors,” whispered the Snail.
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Waking the next morning, Jake bounced up out of his sproingy bed.
“Ha-Choo! Ha-Choo,” he sneezed, with pink goop hanging off his nose.
Mariah was already outside, chatting with the snail and patting its neck.
Squeezing through an opening in the shell, Jake slid cautiously up to where she sat.
“Jake, this is

RV. He comes from Australia,” Mariah explained.

“I’m dreaming, right?” Jake mumbled, rubbing his eyes. “He’s GIGANTIC! Australia?”

Illustrators: Here’s a place to draw RV and the kids.
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“W hy Yes!” began RV , in a warm Australian drawl.
“O f course I lived there years ago, before O cean-Rise.
It w asn’t so bad at first. W e w ere used to piles of garbage everyw here.
Hum ans are very sloppy creatures you know .
By then the forests had disappeared and the O ceans w ere sick.
Fossil fuels and chem ical sm og and oil spills clouded everything.
W hen the O ZO NE holes got bigger, they did have pretty purple rings though.
Then the sun got hotter and the storm s got bigger.
O cean-Rise happened before w e could blink. W hen the Icecaps
m elted, floods covered Australia and turned it to m ud. I do LOVE mud.
My friend Turtle and I were playing in it when a wave swept us out to sea.
W e w ere tossed around for w eeks, riding on oil drum s and plastic toys.
All w e could do w as follow the current. It finally landed us here.”
“Oh, RV! That’s just awful,” Mariah sighed.
“What did you mean when you said . . . ‘WE NEED YOUR HELP?’ ”
Jake interrupted as he pulled goop off his shoes,
“What I want to know is - HOW’D YOU GET SO

BIG?”

“It happened to both Turtle and me,” replied RV, “after our journey across the sea.”
Authors:

Tell RV’s story below, about HOW he and TURTLE got So BIG!
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(Chapter 6)

In Turtle’s Eyes . . .

Mariah was astonished by what RV told them - she was speechless.
But Jake just snorted, “Now THAT’s the CRAZIEST story I’ve ever heard.”
“I know it’s hard for hum ans to believe, but it’s true,” RV sighed,
wiggling his curly antennae and flexing a very handsome spotted tail.
“Whatever,” mumbled Jake, his belly grumbling. “Man, I’m hungry!”
Then he glanced at Mariah and saw she was shivering so he asked,

“RV, is there somewhere to get food and dry clothes around here?”
“Of course,” he replied. “Hold on to me and I’ll take you to our best department store.”
It was a cool, cloudy day with light gusts of wind – easy riding on the snail’s plump neck.
Before long, RV was sloshing through the main entrance of MACY’S!
“I’ve always wanted to shop here,” Mariah giggled, craning her neck in search
of junior wear. But as they traveled the aisles her excitement disappeared.
“There’s nothing left . . . what a mess,” she moaned. “Wait, I see something over there!”

RV ferried them to the _____________ section of the store.
Mariah picked out a __________ and Jake picked out a __________ to wear.
“Doesn’t fit at all,” Jake muttered, “but at least it’s dry. What about food? I LOVE chicken!”
“Chicken?” RV said quizzically. “W hat is Chicken?”
“Here’s the gourmet food aisle,” Mariah said cheerfully, trying to read the labels.
“Um, let’s see . . . Pickled Snake Eyes . . . Uh, Chopped Fungus . . .”
“Freeze dried scorpions and ___________ and __________,” Jake groaned.
“Look! Crispy Bacon Bits! Geez, Is that all there is?”
“M y Friend Turtle has lots of food, replied RV.

I’ll take you to his cave.”

“That’s a relief,” sighed Jake, as they floated down 42nd street to Turtle’s cave.
There they saw a huge pile of Banana peels, a tower of tractor tires,
____________ and, of course, dead fish and rotting garbage.
“FO O D!” RV said, smacking his lips as he sniffed the stinky-rotten fish.
“M M M M , DELICIO US,” he exclaimed chomping on fish bones. “DIG IN, KIDS!”
Jake was trying to look cool, but he was totally freaked out.
“Is this the only food there is?” he asked.
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“Yum m y!” motioned RV to the fish pile. “This is m ost excellent Chum ,” he replied.
“I think I’m gonna be sick,” Jake mumbled, covering his mouth.
But Mariah didn’t notice . . . she was watching a giant Turtle stomping strait towards them.

“GO AWAY! What are you DOING HERE? NO HUMANS ALLOWED!” hissed the Turtle.
“O ld Friend -these are THE PRO TECTO RS” RV called out, wiggling his antennae.
“Remember? Otter said they would come.”
But Turtle’s eyes burned with anger as he snapped his beak in reply,
“WHAT CAN THESE PUNY HUMANS DO? It’s too late and it’s ALL YOUR FAULT!”
“Whaddaya mean?” Jake asked. “We just got here! We didn’t do ANYTHING!”
“Exactly!” Turtle bellowed, thrashing his beak from side to side.
“You see,” RV interrupted, standing between Turtle and the kids,
“Hum ans have changed everything! And all of us are living w ith your m istakes.”
“Do you mean the Earth changes?” asked Mariah. “We caused all this?”

RV nodded as he moved to keep Turtle from lunging at her.
“If it’s too late,” she continued, “then why did you ask for our HELP?”
“W ise O tter m ust answ er that,” RV replied. “It’s tim e for you to m eet her.”
Turtle stomped the mud and turned away with tears in his eyes. Looking back he snorted,
“We’re all part of the same family. Why can’t you Humans remember that?”
As Mariah and Jake climbed onto RV’s neck, they watched him walk sadly away.

Illustrators: What do Mariah &
Jake talk about on their way to
meet OTTER?
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(Chapter 7)

Earth Protectors

Jake and Mariah were quiet after that. There was so much to think about.
Traveling in the rhythm of RV’s rocking motion, they made their way to Central Park.
As they approached the lake they heard singing. “Who’s that?” asked Jake.
“It’s O tter! She sings to the earth every day . . . see her?” RV nodded.
Sitting on a rock in the lake, Otter gracefully turned her head to greet them.

“There You Are! I knew you’d come,” she bubbled. “Just In The Nick Of Time!”
Mariah and Jake looked at each other in surprise then turned back to her.
“What do you mean, Otter? We thought . . . isn’t it to late for us to help?” asked Mariah.

“You are the Earth Protectors,” she chirped. “You are the only ones who CAN help!
The kids didn’t understand what she meant - so she explained.

“In your time, all this has not yet happened. You can change things.
Yes, it’s a BIG JOB . . . but I know you can do it,” she said with great warmth.
While she was talking, Jake blushed as he noticed something stuck to her tail.
‘Is that – GUM?’ he wondered. Then Otter looked strait at him and closed her eyes.
Before he could say a word, she started singing again.
It was a song for Jake and Mariah. As she sang, the rock she was sitting on began to glow.
Other voices joined her from all over the park, making an eerie, beautiful harmony.
The kids were mesmerized. As they listened, a strange mist surrounded them.

Authors: describe how Jake and Mariah got back to their own time.

And when they opened their eyes, Jake and Mariah were back on earth in the year 2010.
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(Chapter 8)

In the Nick of Time: What’s Next?
Authors: it’s up to you to figure out how this story really ends.

The End
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ADD ON TO THE CHORUS! Write down your ideas for what we can do to protect the planet.
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WHERE ARE THE GARBAGE PILES?

BRONX

You imagined:
Banana peel piles
Chum piles
Tire piles and more . . .
DRAW THEM IN AND COLOR BELOW:

Central Park Lake
Metropolitan Museum

Pier

QUEENS
Grand Central Station
Empire State Building

MANHATTAN
ISLAND

BROOKLYN
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