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Fix the past. Save the future.Europe is in the grip of the Dark Ages, but there is a light in the dark:
Baghdad. The great city has become a center of learning, populated by scholars, merchants,
and explorers from all across the known world. But danger lurks in the desert . . . and Dak, Sera,
and Riq must act fast to save the world's greatest library from utter destruction.

From School Library JournalGr 4-7–The text is cleverly presented as a facsimile of an 1863
document purportedly written by a passenger aboard Jules Verne's fictional submarine, the
Nautilus. Definitions and descriptions of practical applications of oceanography are
imaginatively presented on sepia-toned pages. The entries are brief but packed with information.
One page displays the semaphore alphabet and includes a message for readers to translate.
The answer is revealed in the “Solutions” section, which also contains the answers to the other
challenges scattered throughout the text. Every page has illustrations; some, such as the maps
of the currents and of the Earth's plates, are in color. The chapter entitled “A Shifting Surface”
contains a cleverly inserted “Publisher Note” that attests to the prescience of the writer when
facts not known in 1863, such as the theory of plate tectonics, are presented. The detachable
sheet of colored stickers and letter in an envelope on the marbled endpapers could be removed
before the book is ready for circulation. Informative and engaging, this attractive title will appeal
to browsers and be useful for reports.–Frances E. Millhouser, formerly at Chantilly Regional
Library, Fairfax County, VA. (c) Copyright 2010. Library Journals LLC, a wholly owned subsidiary
of Media Source, Inc. No redistribution permitted.
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Welcome to Infinity Ring, a daring adventure through time!It all starts here in the books, where
you’ll discover a world in which history is broken . . . and meet the three young people who must
risk their lives to set things right.At the end of this book, you’ll find your very own Hystorian’s
Guide. The Guide has been created to help time travelers avoid the dangers that await them in
the past.And you’re going to need all of the Guide’s tips, hints, and codes when you experience
history for yourself in the action-packed Infinity Ring game. Prepare to journey deep into the
wilderness in the next episode of the game. There, you’ll need to save two brave explorers from
the SQ!Fix the past. Save the future.To all those who teach and study history, I thank you—
M.K.IntroductionTitle PageDedicationEpigram1Caravans and Camels2The Riddle of the
Cave3The Streets of Baghdad4The Market Inspector5The House of Wisdom6Roses7The
Caliph8The Mongol War Camp9The Truth About Tusi10The Divine Man11The Mongol
Siege12Imprisoned13Silk and Locks14Jailbreak15The Grand Vizier16Farid17Little
Pirashki18Hulagu Khan19A Dangerous Proposal20Buried TreasureEpilogueThe Lost
Expedition Hystorian’s GuideSneak PeekAbout the AuthorCopyrightHave you seen in all the
length and breadth of the earthA city such as Baghdad?— Umara ibn Aqil, ninth-century
poetTHE DESERT wind whipped around them, stirring up sand. Dak shielded his eyes and used
his shirt to cover his mouth to keep from breathing in the grit. Sera and Riq did the same. They
were standing in the middle of a dusty road, the three of them having just warped from the Great
Wall in Ming-dynasty China. For Dak, the prickling, sickening disorientation of having his body
squeezed through time and space like a basketball through a keyhole hadn’t faded yet . . . and
neither had his excitement.“Where are we?” he asked.This was their twelfth warp together. You’d
think by now, Dak would be used to it, but that question still thrilled him.Where are we?What
would they see and do? Who would they meet? So far, Christopher Columbus, Vikings, King
Louis with his wonderful gooey cheese, Harriet Tubman, the ancient Maya. People and cultures
Dak had only read about in books before now.Sera checked the Infinity Ring before tucking it
away in her satchel. “Coordinates are right. We should be near the city of Baghdad on January
27, the year 1258.”“Good.” Dak reached to pull out the SQuare. “Let’s figure out the Break we’re
supposed to fix here.”“Hold on.” Riq coughed. “Let’s get out of this wind. All this sand won’t be
good for the SQuare.”“Oh. Right.” Dak looked around, and then realized he had just agreed with
one of Riq’s suggestions without arguing or mocking it. Sera would be so proud. He turned to
her. “Bet you’re glad I’ve got the SQuare in my pants, now, huh?”Sera rolled her eyes at him.
“Which way should we go?”Riq pointed. “I think I see something that way.”The three of them
peered down the road, straining to see anything through the windblown sand. Dak was trying to
decide how best to make fun of Riq in this moment, when a horrible grunting sounded right
behind them.The three of them spun around to find themselves face-to-face with the protruding
nose, huge teeth, and flapping lips of a camel.The man riding the camel shook his fist at them,
shouting in a language Dak didn’t recognize. He wore long robes, and a turban coiled around his



head.“Arabic,” Riq whispered.Dak and Sera cocked their heads at the same time as their
translation devices kicked in.The man threw his arms up. “Are you deaf? I said, get out of the
road!”The camel blared at them again. Spit flew out of its open mouth. Its breath smelled bad,
and not in the good way a nice cheese smells bad. In the bad bad way. Sera plugged her nose
while Riq pulled her and Dak off to the side. The rider passed them, and behind him came
others. Many others. Most of the camels bore huge bundles slung over their humps.It was a
caravan. An actual camel caravan! At the sight of them, facts bubbled up in Dak’s mind. That’s
how it felt. Like bubbles in a soda, or a burp. They just rose up, and he couldn’t keep them in,
even though he knew it annoyed most people. “Those bundles are probably filled with spices
and silks and frankincense and stuff like that. Baghdad was on the Silk Road trade route, and
—”“Dak!” Sera and Riq both said.He winced inside. Same as always.“Sorry.” He shrugged. “At
least we know which way the city is. I bet this caravan is going there now.”Sera and Riq nodded
their agreement with him. So they set off down the road with the caravan, walking through the
sandy wind alongside the smelly camels.Neither Sera nor Riq said much along the way. Dak was
used to Riq not talking much with him. They’d become better friends than they were in the
beginning, after fixing the first few Breaks together. But the dude still got on Dak’s nerves. A lot.
So he didn’t mind that he was being so quiet right now.But Sera.Sera’s silence worried him.
Normally, he could practically read her thoughts, like she could his. But lately, she felt very far
away, and he had no idea what was going on inside her head. There was something she wasn’t
telling him. He knew it. But he didn’t know what that was, and that really bothered him.The other
travelers on the road didn’t seem to take any particular notice of them. Dak figured that was
because they were still wearing their clothes from China, which was also on the Silk Road, and
people here probably saw clothing from China all the time. For once, Dak, Sera, and Riq didn’t
look so out of place. Or out of time. Dak was glad, too, that their Chinese clothes were relatively
thick and warm. It was wintertime here, and the desert air was surprisingly cool.Baghdad turned
out to be less than a mile away. It soon loomed up out of the dust and sand. The wind died down
as they passed through the city outskirts, where some buildings were constructed in stone, but
most were made out of mud bricks. They crossed several canals, and passed houses with thick
walls, low doors, and narrow windows, a design perfect for life in this climate. They crossed open
squares where people gathered around wells and in the shade of palm trees.Ahead of them, the
outer walls of the city rose up, high and imposing, reminding Dak of a really huge sand
castle.More facts bubbled in Dak’s head. “Baghdad was built not far from where Babylon used to
be, and it was one of the greatest centers of learning in all the world, with giant libraries holding
thousands of books. This was a Golden Age for the Middle East, while Europe was in the Dark
Ages.”Riq turned to look at him. Dak kept going before he could interrupt.“Scholars and
philosophers from all over the world traveled here just so they could study, and everyone worked
side by side, no matter where they came from, or what religion they belonged to. The most
important thing to them was knowledge.”Riq was still staring at him. Dak waited for him to make
fun of him, getting ready to fire something back. But Riq didn’t say anything. He just . . .



stared.“What?” Dak asked.Riq shook his head. “I just don’t get why you like history so
much.”That caught Dak by surprise. How could someone not like history? It was everyone else
who was weird, including Riq, and even Sera. But then again, Dak didn’t understand why Riq
loved languages so much, or why Sera was so into science and math. So, why did Dak like
history so much? He realized he couldn’t exactly answer the question Riq had just raised.They
soon arrived at a city gate where many caravans and travelers merged, jostling Dak from all
sides. He heard the others around them call it the Khurâsân Gate. It was only after joining the
crowd that Dak noticed the guards standing watch with their metal helmets and swords. They
were collecting a toll from everyone who entered the city.“Um, guys?” Dak stopped in the
road.“What are we going to do?” Sera asked. She had obviously seen them, too. “We don’t have
any money.”But before they could come up with an answer, the pressing crowd behind them
drove them forward. Dak looked around, frantic, but there was no way to escape. The traffic
going into the city had caught them in its current, and with each moment brought them closer to
the guards.“Just act natural,” Riq whispered. “We’ve faked our way out of worse stuff than
this.”He was right about that. Dak took a deep breath.They shuffled forward behind the large
caravan they’d met on the road, and before long, they were almost to the guards’ station. The
leader of the caravan, the man who had yelled at them earlier, got off his camel and went to the
guards to pay the group’s toll.“I have an idea.” Riq moved forward. “Follow my lead. Stay close
together.”Dak and Sera glanced at each other, and went with Riq. He led them in between the
camels, mixing in with the other members of the caravan. It was a good plan, to try to blend in,
but Dak found himself forced right up against the backside of a camel, its tail whipping him in the
face, and it smelled even worse than the other camel’s front had.“We better not be here for too
long!” he hissed.Sera and Riq both suppressed smiles.One of the caravan riders noticed them
and looked down, scowling.Riq gave him a sheepish shrug. “Sorry. Busy day at the Khurâsân
Gate.”The rider snorted.After that, the three of them kept their heads down and remained quiet.
And when the caravan started moving, they moved with it, staying as hidden as they could. Dak
risked a glance at the guards when they reached them, but the men seemed to already be
looking beyond the caravan on to the next travelers.“It worked!” Dak whispered.“Of course it
worked,” Riq said, and then Dak regretted saying anything.They passed under the shadow of the
gate’s high arches, through the city wall, and into a busy street where a cacophony of sights and
smells and sounds assaulted them. Buildings rose up several stories to either side, sprouting
tents and canopies at their bases. Shopkeepers and street vendors shouted their wares.“The
sweetest dates you’ll ever taste!”“Olives! Plump, rich olives!”“Come! Run your hands over the
finest silk between Samarkand and Damascus!”“The brightest lapis and jasper your eyes have
ever seen!”The sharp smell of spices filled Dak’s nose, mixed with that of smoke and camel and
other things he couldn’t place. It was overwhelming, and amazing. He felt like Aladdin, and could
almost believe there was a lamp somewhere waiting for them with a genie in it.“Wow,” Sera said.
“Okay. Let’s find a quiet place to pull out the SQuare.”“You!”The three of them turned to see one
of the guards marching toward them.He pointed at them. “You three! Stop!”“Uh-oh,” Dak



said.THE GUARD had one hand on the pommel of the sword he wore at his waist. “Did you pay
the toll?”“We were with the caravan that just passed through.” Riq tried to sound confident. His
skill with languages meant he usually ended up being the spokesman. And let’s face it, he
thought, looking at the other two, that’s probably a good thing. “The leader of our caravan paid
the toll.”The guard looked all three of them over, and took his time doing it. “They came from
Medina. How is it you are wearing the clothing of China?”“We spent time there before joining up
with that caravan,” Riq said.The guard didn’t seem to be buying it. He kept looking at their
clothes. “You’re pretty young to be working caravans.”For a moment, Riq worried that maybe the
man was a Time Warden, an undercover SQ agent on the lookout for time travelers, and his
heart began to pound. But he tried to hide it, and told himself to stop being paranoid. “We . . . uh,
travel with our parents.”The guard narrowed his eyes.“Yeah,” Dak said. “They’re silk traders.”“And
they’ll be expecting us,” Sera said.The guard released the pommel of his sword. “All right. Get
moving, then.”The three of them nodded and turned away. They walked down the street together,
and Riq could feel the guard staring at them, his gaze a weight on the back of his neck.“He’s
watching us, isn’t he?” Sera asked.Riq peered over his shoulder. “Yup. Just keep moving.”“Do
you think he was a Time Warden?” Dak asked.Riq shook his head. “We can’t assume that
everyone who looks at us funny is a Time Warden. We tend to get a lot of funny looks.”Dak
looked down at his Chinese clothing. “I guess maybe we need to find some clothes that will help
us blend in better. The good news is that Baghdad at this time was a diverse place. I mean, it
was on the Silk Road, after all.”“The Silk Road?” Sera echoed.“Duh, like I said before. The Silk
Road was a trading route stretching from the Mediterranean all the way to China. Meaning
Baghdad had people from all over the world coming through here. We don’t have to pretend to
be locals, we just might want to look a little less . . . exotic.”Sera glanced around. “I think we need
to check out the SQuare before we do anything about clothes. We need to figure out the
Break.”“Oh, yeah.” Dak pointed at an alleyway nearby. “How about over there?”Riq nodded.
“Looks good.”The three of them crossed the busy street and entered the alley. It was narrow,
filled with deep shadows, and aside from a few baskets, it was empty. Dak pulled the SQuare out
of his pants, and Riq expected Sera to say something about how gross that was. But she just
took the device from Dak with a blank expression. Riq wondered what was going on with her.
She wasn’t acting like herself. Maybe something was happening with her Remnants, those
strange feelings and false memories that came in waves and hinted that something . . . wasn’t
how it was supposed to be.“Okay.” She flipped on the SQuare and peered at the screen.Riq
waited for her to tell them what she saw there. It was usually some kind of Art of Memory puzzle
or a coded message protecting what little information the Hystorians had managed to load onto
the device.“Listen to this.” She read it out loud:“To find what Aristotle gaveSpeak the words, open
the cave.Inside a treasure gleaming bright,The jewels of learning, history’s light.”The SQuare let
out a little bleep, and an empty box popped up.“Weird.” Sera’s eyebrows knitted together. “It
looks like it wants a password for something.”“For what?” Dak asked.Riq peered over Sera’s
shoulder. “Try password. That’s what worked before.”“Wait, wait.” Dak held his hand out over the



screen. “Is this one threatening to blow up if we don’t get it right?”“No.” Sera typed. “Okay,
password didn’t work. Any other ideas?”Riq had no ideas. But the riddle had mentioned
something about history. Which meant it was kind of Dak’s thing. The kid was annoying, but
every once in a while one of those endless, useless facts he pulled out actually helped. “See
what Dak can do with it.”Dak nodded. “Let me see it.”Sera handed him the SQuare. He read over
the riddle again, and within moments Riq could see him getting all excited. When he got talking
about history, he kind of rocked back and forth on his heels.“Okay. Aristotle,” Dak said. “He was
the one who founded the Hystorians back in 336 BC. His writings helped uncover the existence
of the Great Breaks in history. That could be what the riddle means about what Aristotle ‘gave.’
Or, it could also be referring to how Aristotle’s writings influenced the great minds of Europe
during the Renaissance.”Riq sighed. Sifting through all the facts for the useful one sometimes
took a while. “That’s great, Dak. What else you got?”“Well, it says ‘Speak the words, open the
cave.’ We are in Baghdad. That line of the riddle might refer to the tale of Ali Baba, which, by the
way, some believe was not one of the original tales from the One Thousand and One Nights.
Same with Aladdin, which was originally set in China. But it would make sense with the ‘treasure
gleaming bright.’ I’m not sure what that would make the ‘jewels of learning,’ though.” He tapped
his chin. “I’m going to try something.”“What?” Riq asked.“Open sesame.”Sera raised an eyebrow.
“Actually, that sounds right, with the cave and all.”Dak nodded and typed it in. The SQuare’s
screen flashed. And then something else came up. “Guys?” Dak held the device out. “Check this
out.”Arin Cole appeared on the screen. She was one of Riq’s fellow Hystorians, the one who had
tried to load all the information they would need about the Great Breaks onto the SQuare. It
appeared to be a prerecorded video, created before the attack on the Hystorians’ head-quarters.
She looked stressed, as usual. More stressed than usual, in fact.“He-hello,” she said. “Dak and
Sera and the rest of our insertion team.”The sight of her, thoughts of the old HQ, it all made Riq
think about how he’d grown as a Hystorian. About what he’d given up for the mission.Kisa. His
first true friend, the girl he’d left behind during their mission in the time of the Maya. The girl who
had become the first Hystorian to her people. Riq missed her. When he thought of her, he felt the
pain and longing of a different kind of Remnant, and he had to take a deep breath to drive it out
and focus on the recording.“If you are watching this,” Arin said, “you have reached the Great
Break in Baghdad, in the year 1258.”Riq, Sera, and Dak all looked at one another. That was true.
They were in the right place. So far, so good.“That’s the good news.” Arin sighed. “Now the bad
news. In two days, Mongols under the leadership of Hulagu Khan, the grandson of Ghengis
Khan, will sack Baghdad. The city will be decimated.”Okay, that was bad news. Riq thought back
to Paris when the Vikings had laid siege to it, and did not like the thought of going through that
kind of thing again.“During the destruction of the city, hundreds of thousands of books will be
destroyed, including those in the House of Wisdom.”“What’s the House of Wisdom?” Riq
asked.Dak perked up. “Oh! The House of Wis —”“Shh!” Sera looked hard at both of them. “Do
you mind?”“The House of Wisdom contained a library,” Arin said, “with many of the writings of
our founder, Aristotle. The Mongols emptied the library and threw all the books in the Tigris



River. Among the books they destroyed was a volume of Aristotle’s research on the Great
Breaks. Specifically, research pertaining to the very first Great Break — or, from your
perspective, the last Great Break. The final one you will fix.”Riq leaned closer. If the Hystorians
didn’t have the volume about the last Great Break . . .Sera shook her head. “But if the book was
lost — ?”“Shh!” Riq said.“Without that book,” Arin said, “that first, crucial Great Break — the
Prime Break — will be impossible to fix, and our entire mission will be lost. New Breaks will
occur faster than you can fix them. The Earth will be destroyed in the Cataclysm. We Hystorians
knew this day would come, when our knowledge of the Prime Break would have to be
saved.”“Great,” Dak said. “No pressure or anything.”“Shh!” Riq and Sera said at the same
time.“Your task,” Arin said, “is to save the library at the House of Wisdom, and with it the writings
of Aristotle. It is the only way to save the world.”Arin stepped aside, and then Brint and Mari
walked into view on the recording. Riq hadn’t seen them since the SQ had attacked them all,
before their first Break saving Christopher Columbus from a mutiny.“We want to express our
gratitude and admiration,” Brint said. “If you’ve made it this far, you’ve fixed eight of the Breaks.
Only a handful more to go before the Prime Break.”Eight done. Only a few left. As Riq thought
about that, a dread seeped into him about what would happen to him when they finished. He
knew he had messed with his family tree back in 1850. He didn’t even know if he technically
existed anymore. . . .It didn’t help that the people in the video, people he’d known all his life,
weren’t addressing him by name. But he told himself that was just because he had joined Dak
and Sera’s mission at the very last second.Mari spoke next. “After you have fixed the Baghdad
Break, and saved the information we need on the Prime Break, you will face the most dangerous
part of your mission so far.”More dangerous than a Mongol invasion? Riq froze, waiting for what
Mari would say next. So, it seemed, did Sera and Dak.“Your current SQuare has no information
on the Prime Break,” Mari said, “because we didn’t have any information to load on it. If you fix
the Baghdad Break in the past, we will have that information in the present. That means you will
have to return to the present for a new SQuare at some point.”Riq’s whole body felt like he’d just
walked outside into the snow in his pajamas. Every Hystorian knew that once you entered the
time stream, it would be extremely dangerous to warp back to the present before all the Breaks
were fixed. There was no telling what would happen. Paradoxes. Holes ripped in the fabric of
reality. The end of the universe. But Riq had something else to be afraid of.“We know it’s a risk,”
Mari said.You have no idea. If Riq went back to the future now, he might cease to exist.“But it’s
one we have to take,” Brint said. “There is no other choice. Hopefully, by this point, history will be
repaired enough to cope with the potential paradoxes.”Riq swallowed. What if it isn’t?“Good
luck,” Mari said. “And one last thing. Arin?”“There’s more?” Dak threw up his hands. “Isn’t that
enough?!”Mari and Brint stepped aside, and Arin came back on the screen, clutching an armful
of papers.“Yes.” She adjusted her glasses. “I’m sorry. I’ve done countless hours of research.
Really, you have no idea. I mean, if you could see the mountain of parchment I —”“Arin.” That
was Mari’s voice off to the side. “It might help if you could get to the point.”“Right.” Arin cleared
her throat. “Unfortunately, we have no idea who the Hystorian in Baghdad was. You’re on your



own.”THE SCREEN went black. Sera stared at it. Really the message from Arin could not have
been any worse. Of all of them, Sera was the only one who had seen the Cataclysm. She’d
witnessed firsthand what would happen to the world if they failed in their mission to repair the
Breaks. She also knew that somehow, she had parents now, in the future, a mother and father
who had only been Remnants before Sera, Dak, and Riq had begun their mission. Before they’d
changed the past. Parents who would die in the flooding, ripped away from Sera just as she’d
become aware of them.But if she had to go back to the future for a new SQuare, would they be
there? Would she be able to meet them?“So, let’s get to it,” Dak said. “We have a Hystorian to
find. I bet he’ll be at the House of Wisdom with Aristotle’s books, don’t you think?”How could Dak
just move on like that? Didn’t he realize what was happening? Sera’s irritation got the better of
her. “How do you know it’s a he and not a she, Dak? Huh? Why do you assume that?”Dak
shrugged, his eyes downward. “I don’t know. Geez, what’s the matter with you? What’s the
matter with both of you?”“Nothing,” Sera and Riq said at the same time.Sera looked at Riq. He
was frowning, his forehead creased in worry. When he looked back at her, Sera saw that Arin’s
message had obviously disturbed him, too. Maybe it had something to do with his Remnants.
She knew he had them like she did. They’d talked about them before.“Fine,” Dak said. “Don’t tell
me.”“Oh, for the love of mincemeat,” Sera said. “Quit pouting, all right?” Maybe it would be best
to just get moving and not think about all that other stuff. Put the Cataclysm out of her mind and
concentrate on the mission. The Break. The really, really important Break on which everything
depended. Sera sighed. “The House of Wisdom seems like a good place to start. Don’t you think
so, Riq?”“Yeah.” Riq’s voice was quiet. “Sounds good.”“Well —” Dak looked back and forth
between them. “Okay, then.”Sera took the SQuare and tucked it away. They left the alley,
returning to the main street with its seemingly endless stream of pedestrians and camels. She
had to admit, it was pretty exciting to be here, and not too different from what she’d imagined it
would be like. Except for the noise, which was louder than she would have expected.“Okay,” Riq
said. “Directions.” He stopped someone walking past and asked him about the House of
Wisdom. The man gestured and pointed, his hand going one way, then the other. Sera couldn’t
really hear him, so she hoped Riq got it all.Welcome to Infinity Ring, a daring adventure through
time!It all starts here in the books, where you’ll discover a world in which history is broken . . . and
meet the three young people who must risk their lives to set things right.At the end of this book,
you’ll find your very own Hystorian’s Guide. The Guide has been created to help time travelers
avoid the dangers that await them in the past.And you’re going to need all of the Guide’s tips,
hints, and codes when you experience history for yourself in the action-packed Infinity Ring
game. Prepare to journey deep into the wilderness in the next episode of the game. There, you’ll
need to save two brave explorers from the SQ!Fix the past. Save the future.Welcome to Infinity
Ring, a daring adventure through time!It all starts here in the books, where you’ll discover a
world in which history is broken . . . and meet the three young people who must risk their lives to
set things right. At the end of this book, you’ll find your very own Hystorian’s Guide. The Guide
has been created to help time travelers avoid the dangers that await them in the past. And you’re



going to need all of the Guide’s tips, hints, and codes when you experience history for yourself in
the action-packed Infinity Ring game. Prepare to journey deep into the wilderness in the next
episode of the game. There, you’ll need to save two brave explorers from the SQ!Fix the past.
Save the future.To all those who teach and study history, I thank you— M.K.To all those who
teach and study history, I thank you— M.K.IntroductionTitle PageDedicationEpigram1Caravans
and Camels2The Riddle of the Cave3The Streets of Baghdad4The Market Inspector5The
House of Wisdom6Roses7The Caliph8The Mongol War Camp9The Truth About Tusi10The
Divine Man11The Mongol Siege12Imprisoned13Silk and Locks14Jailbreak15The Grand
Vizier16Farid17Little Pirashki18Hulagu Khan19A Dangerous Proposal20Buried
TreasureEpilogueThe Lost Expedition Hystorian’s GuideSneak PeekAbout the
AuthorCopyrightIntroductionTitle PageDedicationEpigram1Caravans and Camels2The Riddle of
the Cave3The Streets of Baghdad4The Market Inspector5The House of Wisdom6Roses7The
Caliph8The Mongol War Camp9The Truth About Tusi10The Divine Man11The Mongol
Siege12Imprisoned13Silk and Locks14Jailbreak15The Grand Vizier16Farid17Little
Pirashki18Hulagu Khan 19A Dangerous Proposal20Buried TreasureEpilogueThe Lost
Expedition Hystorian’s GuideSneak PeekAbout the AuthorCopyrightHave you seen in all the
length and breadth of the earthA city such as Baghdad?— Umara ibn Aqil, ninth-century
poetHave you seen in all the length and breadth of the earthA city such as Baghdad?— Umara
ibn Aqil, ninth-century poetTHE DESERT wind whipped around them, stirring up sand. Dak
shielded his eyes and used his shirt to cover his mouth to keep from breathing in the grit. Sera
and Riq did the same. They were standing in the middle of a dusty road, the three of them
having just warped from the Great Wall in Ming-dynasty China. For Dak, the prickling, sickening
disorientation of having his body squeezed through time and space like a basketball through a
keyhole hadn’t faded yet . . . and neither had his excitement.“Where are we?” he asked.This was
their twelfth warp together. You’d think by now, Dak would be used to it, but that question still
thrilled him.Where are we?What would they see and do? Who would they meet? So far,
Christopher Columbus, Vikings, King Louis with his wonderful gooey cheese, Harriet Tubman,
the ancient Maya. People and cultures Dak had only read about in books before now.Sera
checked the Infinity Ring before tucking it away in her satchel. “Coordinates are right. We should
be near the city of Baghdad on January 27, the year 1258.”“Good.” Dak reached to pull out the
SQuare. “Let’s figure out the Break we’re supposed to fix here.”“Hold on.” Riq coughed. “Let’s get
out of this wind. All this sand won’t be good for the SQuare.”“Oh. Right.” Dak looked around, and
then realized he had just agreed with one of Riq’s suggestions without arguing or mocking it.
Sera would be so proud. He turned to her. “Bet you’re glad I’ve got the SQuare in my pants, now,
huh?”Sera rolled her eyes at him. “Which way should we go?”Riq pointed. “I think I see
something that way.”The three of them peered down the road, straining to see anything through
the windblown sand. Dak was trying to decide how best to make fun of Riq in this moment, when
a horrible grunting sounded right behind them.The three of them spun around to find themselves
face-to-face with the protruding nose, huge teeth, and flapping lips of a camel.The man riding



the camel shook his fist at them, shouting in a language Dak didn’t recognize. He wore long
robes, and a turban coiled around his head.“Arabic,” Riq whispered.Dak and Sera cocked their
heads at the same time as their translation devices kicked in.The man threw his arms up. “Are
you deaf? I said, get out of the road!”The camel blared at them again. Spit flew out of its open
mouth. Its breath smelled bad, and not in the good way a nice cheese smells bad. In the bad bad
way. Sera plugged her nose while Riq pulled her and Dak off to the side. The rider passed them,
and behind him came others. Many others. Most of the camels bore huge bundles slung over
their humps.It was a caravan. An actual camel caravan! At the sight of them, facts bubbled up in
Dak’s mind. That’s how it felt. Like bubbles in a soda, or a burp. They just rose up, and he
couldn’t keep them in, even though he knew it annoyed most people. “Those bundles are
probably filled with spices and silks and frankincense and stuff like that. Baghdad was on the
Silk Road trade route, and —”“Dak!” Sera and Riq both said.He winced inside. Same as
always.“Sorry.” He shrugged. “At least we know which way the city is. I bet this caravan is going
there now.”Sera and Riq nodded their agreement with him. So they set off down the road with the
caravan, walking through the sandy wind alongside the smelly camels.Neither Sera nor Riq said
much along the way. Dak was used to Riq not talking much with him. They’d become better
friends than they were in the beginning, after fixing the first few Breaks together. But the dude
still got on Dak’s nerves. A lot. So he didn’t mind that he was being so quiet right now.But
Sera.Sera’s silence worried him. Normally, he could practically read her thoughts, like she could
his. But lately, she felt very far away, and he had no idea what was going on inside her head.
There was something she wasn’t telling him. He knew it. But he didn’t know what that was, and
that really bothered him.The other travelers on the road didn’t seem to take any particular notice
of them. Dak figured that was because they were still wearing their clothes from China, which
was also on the Silk Road, and people here probably saw clothing from China all the time. For
once, Dak, Sera, and Riq didn’t look so out of place. Or out of time. Dak was glad, too, that their
Chinese clothes were relatively thick and warm. It was wintertime here, and the desert air was
surprisingly cool.Baghdad turned out to be less than a mile away. It soon loomed up out of the
dust and sand. The wind died down as they passed through the city outskirts, where some
buildings were constructed in stone, but most were made out of mud bricks. They crossed
several canals, and passed houses with thick walls, low doors, and narrow windows, a design
perfect for life in this climate. They crossed open squares where people gathered around wells
and in the shade of palm trees.Ahead of them, the outer walls of the city rose up, high and
imposing, reminding Dak of a really huge sand castle.More facts bubbled in Dak’s head.
“Baghdad was built not far from where Babylon used to be, and it was one of the greatest
centers of learning in all the world, with giant libraries holding thousands of books. This was a
Golden Age for the Middle East, while Europe was in the Dark Ages.”Riq turned to look at him.
Dak kept going before he could interrupt.“Scholars and philosophers from all over the world
traveled here just so they could study, and everyone worked side by side, no matter where they
came from, or what religion they belonged to. The most important thing to them was



knowledge.”Riq was still staring at him. Dak waited for him to make fun of him, getting ready to
fire something back. But Riq didn’t say anything. He just . . . stared.“What?” Dak asked.Riq shook 
his head. “I just don’t get why you like history so much.”That caught Dak by surprise. How could
someone not like history? It was everyone else who was weird, including Riq, and even Sera.
But then again, Dak didn’t understand why Riq loved languages so much, or why Sera was so
into science and math. So, why did Dak like history so much? He realized he couldn’t exactly
answer the question Riq had just raised.They soon arrived at a city gate where many caravans
and travelers merged, jostling Dak from all sides. He heard the others around them call it the
Khurâsân Gate. It was only after joining the crowd that Dak noticed the guards standing watch
with their metal helmets and swords. They were collecting a toll from everyone who entered the
city.“Um, guys?” Dak stopped in the road.“What are we going to do?” Sera asked. She had
obviously seen them, too. “We don’t have any money.”But before they could come up with an
answer, the pressing crowd behind them drove them forward. Dak looked around, frantic, but
there was no way to escape. The traffic going into the city had caught them in its current, and
with each moment brought them closer to the guards.“Just act natural,” Riq whispered. “We’ve
faked our way out of worse stuff than this.”He was right about that. Dak took a deep breath.They
shuffled forward behind the large caravan they’d met on the road, and before long, they were
almost to the guards’ station. The leader of the caravan, the man who had yelled at them earlier,
got off his camel and went to the guards to pay the group’s toll.“I have an idea.” Riq moved
forward. “Follow my lead. Stay close together.”Dak and Sera glanced at each other, and went
with Riq. He led them in between the camels, mixing in with the other members of the caravan. It
was a good plan, to try to blend in, but Dak found himself forced right up against the backside of
a camel, its tail whipping him in the face, and it smelled even worse than the other camel’s front
had.“We better not be here for too long!” he hissed.Sera and Riq both suppressed smiles.One of
the caravan riders noticed them and looked down, scowling.Riq gave him a sheepish shrug.
“Sorry. Busy day at the Khurâsân Gate.”The rider snorted.After that, the three of them kept their
heads down and remained quiet. And when the caravan started moving, they moved with it,
staying as hidden as they could. Dak risked a glance at the guards when they reached them, but
the men seemed to already be looking beyond the caravan on to the next travelers.“It worked!”
Dak whispered.“Of course it worked,” Riq said, and then Dak regretted saying anything.They
passed under the shadow of the gate’s high arches, through the city wall, and into a busy street
where a cacophony of sights and smells and sounds assaulted them. Buildings rose up several
stories to either side, sprouting tents and canopies at their bases. Shopkeepers and street
vendors shouted their wares.“The sweetest dates you’ll ever taste!”“Olives! Plump, rich
olives!”“Come! Run your hands over the finest silk between Samarkand and Damascus!”“The
brightest lapis and jasper your eyes have ever seen!”The sharp smell of spices filled Dak’s nose,
mixed with that of smoke and camel and other things he couldn’t place. It was overwhelming,
and amazing. He felt like Aladdin, and could almost believe there was a lamp somewhere
waiting for them with a genie in it.“Wow,” Sera said. “Okay. Let’s find a quiet place to pull out the



SQuare.”“You!”The three of them turned to see one of the guards marching toward them.He
pointed at them. “You three! Stop!”“Uh-oh,” Dak said.THE DESERT wind whipped around them,
stirring up sand. Dak shielded his eyes and used his shirt to cover his mouth to keep from
breathing in the grit. Sera and Riq did the same. They were standing in the middle of a dusty
road, the three of them having just warped from the Great Wall in Ming-dynasty China. For Dak,
the prickling, sickening disorientation of having his body squeezed through time and space like a
basketball through a keyhole hadn’t faded yet . . . and neither had his excitement.“Where are
we?” he asked.This was their twelfth warp together. You’d think by now, Dak would be used to it,
but that question still thrilled him. Where are we? What would they see and do? Who would they
meet? So far, Christopher Columbus, Vikings, King Louis with his wonderful gooey cheese,
Harriet Tubman, the ancient Maya. People and cultures Dak had only read about in books before
now.Sera checked the Infinity Ring before tucking it away in her satchel. “Coordinates are right.
We should be near the city of Baghdad on January 27, the year 1258.”“Good.” Dak reached to
pull out the SQuare. “Let’s figure out the Break we’re supposed to fix here.”“Hold on.” Riq
coughed. “Let’s get out of this wind. All this sand won’t be good for the SQuare.”“Oh. Right.” Dak
looked around, and then realized he had just agreed with one of Riq’s suggestions without
arguing or mocking it. Sera would be so proud. He turned to her. “Bet you’re glad I’ve got the
SQuare in my pants, now, huh?”Sera rolled her eyes at him. “Which way should we go?”Riq
pointed. “I think I see something that way.”The three of them peered down the road, straining to
see anything through the windblown sand. Dak was trying to decide how best to make fun of Riq
in this moment, when a horrible grunting sounded right behind them.The three of them spun
around to find themselves face-to-face with the protruding nose, huge teeth, and flapping lips of
a camel.The man riding the camel shook his fist at them, shouting in a language Dak didn’t
recognize. He wore long robes, and a turban coiled around his head.“Arabic,” Riq whispered.Dak
and Sera cocked their heads at the same time as their translation devices kicked in.The man
threw his arms up. “Are you deaf? I said, get out of the road!” The camel blared at them again.
Spit flew out of its open mouth. Its breath smelled bad, and not in the good way a nice cheese
smells bad. In the bad bad way. Sera plugged her nose while Riq pulled her and Dak off to the
side. The rider passed them, and behind him came others. Many others. Most of the camels
bore huge bundles slung over their humps.It was a caravan. An actual camel caravan! At the
sight of them, facts bubbled up in Dak’s mind. That’s how it felt. Like bubbles in a soda, or a burp.
They just rose up, and he couldn’t keep them in, even though he knew it annoyed most people.
“Those bundles are probably filled with spices and silks and frankincense and stuff like that.
Baghdad was on the Silk Road trade route, and —”“Dak!” Sera and Riq both said.He winced
inside. Same as always.“Sorry.” He shrugged. “At least we know which way the city is. I bet this
caravan is going there now.”Sera and Riq nodded their agreement with him. So they set off down
the road with the caravan, walking through the sandy wind alongside the smelly camels.Neither
Sera nor Riq said much along the way. Dak was used to Riq not talking much with him. They’d
become better friends than they were in the beginning, after fixing the first few Breaks together.



But the dude still got on Dak’s nerves. A lot. So he didn’t mind that he was being so quiet right
now.But Sera.Sera’s silence worried him. Normally, he could practically read her thoughts, like
she could his. But lately, she felt very far away, and he had no idea what was going on inside her
head. There was something she wasn’t telling him. He knew it. But he didn’t know what that was,
and that really bothered him.The other travelers on the road didn’t seem to take any particular
notice of them. Dak figured that was because they were still wearing their clothes from China,
which was also on the Silk Road, and people here probably saw clothing from China all the time.
For once, Dak, Sera, and Riq didn’t look so out of place. Or out of time. Dak was glad, too, that
their Chinese clothes were relatively thick and warm. It was wintertime here, and the desert air
was surprisingly cool.Baghdad turned out to be less than a mile away. It soon loomed up out of
the dust and sand. The wind died down as they passed through the city outskirts, where some
buildings were constructed in stone, but most were made out of mud bricks. They crossed
several canals, and passed houses with thick walls, low doors, and narrow windows, a design
perfect for life in this climate. They crossed open squares where people gathered around wells
and in the shade of palm trees.Ahead of them, the outer walls of the city rose up, high and
imposing, reminding Dak of a really huge sand castle.More facts bubbled in Dak’s head.
“Baghdad was built not far from where Babylon used to be, and it was one of the greatest
centers of learning in all the world, with giant libraries holding thousands of books. This was a
Golden Age for the Middle East, while Europe was in the Dark Ages.”Riq turned to look at him.
Dak kept going before he could interrupt.“Scholars and philosophers from all over the world
traveled here just so they could study, and everyone worked side by side, no matter where they
came from, or what religion they belonged to. The most important thing to them was
knowledge.”Riq was still staring at him. Dak waited for him to make fun of him, getting ready to
fire something back. But Riq didn’t say anything. He just . . . stared. “What?” Dak asked.Riq
shook his head. “I just don’t get why you like history so much.”That caught Dak by surprise. How
could someone not like history? It was everyone else who was weird, including Riq, and even
Sera. But then again, Dak didn’t understand why Riq loved languages so much, or why Sera was
so into science and math. So, why did Dak like history so much? He realized he couldn’t exactly
answer the question Riq had just raised.They soon arrived at a city gate where many caravans
and travelers merged, jostling Dak from all sides. He heard the others around them call it the
Khurâsân Gate. It was only after joining the crowd that Dak noticed the guards standing watch
with their metal helmets and swords. They were collecting a toll from everyone who entered the
city.“Um, guys?” Dak stopped in the road.“What are we going to do?” Sera asked. She had
obviously seen them, too. “We don’t have any money.”But before they could come up with an
answer, the pressing crowd behind them drove them forward. Dak looked around, frantic, but
there was no way to escape. The traffic going into the city had caught them in its current, and
with each moment brought them closer to the guards.“Just act natural,” Riq whispered. “We’ve
faked our way out of worse stuff than this.”He was right about that. Dak took a deep breath.They
shuffled forward behind the large caravan they’d met on the road, and before long, they were



almost to the guards’ station. The leader of the caravan, the man who had yelled at them earlier,
got off his camel and went to the guards to pay the group’s toll.“I have an idea.” Riq moved
forward. “Follow my lead. Stay close together.”Dak and Sera glanced at each other, and went
with Riq. He led them in between the camels, mixing in with the other members of the caravan. It
was a good plan, to try to blend in, but Dak found himself forced right up against the backside of
a camel, its tail whipping him in the face, and it smelled even worse than the other camel’s front
had. “We better not be here for too long!” he hissed.Sera and Riq both suppressed smiles.One
of the caravan riders noticed them and looked down, scowling. Riq gave him a sheepish shrug.
“Sorry. Busy day at the Khurâsân Gate.”The rider snorted.After that, the three of them kept their
heads down and remained quiet. And when the caravan started moving, they moved with it,
staying as hidden as they could. Dak risked a glance at the guards when they reached them, but
the men seemed to already be looking beyond the caravan on to the next travelers.“It worked!”
Dak whispered.“Of course it worked,” Riq said, and then Dak regretted saying anything.They
passed under the shadow of the gate’s high arches, through the city wall, and into a busy street
where a cacophony of sights and smells and sounds assaulted them. Buildings rose up several
stories to either side, sprouting tents and canopies at their bases. Shopkeepers and street
vendors shouted their wares.“The sweetest dates you’ll ever taste!”“Olives! Plump, rich
olives!”“Come! Run your hands over the finest silk between Samarkand and Damascus!”“The
brightest lapis and jasper your eyes have ever seen!”The sharp smell of spices filled Dak’s nose,
mixed with that of smoke and camel and other things he couldn’t place. It was overwhelming,
and amazing. He felt like Aladdin, and could almost believe there was a lamp somewhere
waiting for them with a genie in it.“Wow,” Sera said. “Okay. Let’s find a quiet place to pull out the
SQuare.”“You!”The three of them turned to see one of the guards marching toward them.He
pointed at them. “You three! Stop!”“Uh-oh,” Dak said.THE GUARD had one hand on the pommel
of the sword he wore at his waist. “Did you pay the toll?”“We were with the caravan that just
passed through.” Riq tried to sound confident. His skill with languages meant he usually ended
up being the spokesman. And let’s face it, he thought, looking at the other two, that’s probably a
good thing. “The leader of our caravan paid the toll.”The guard looked all three of them over, and
took his time doing it. “They came from Medina. How is it you are wearing the clothing of
China?”“We spent time there before joining up with that caravan,” Riq said.The guard didn’t
seem to be buying it. He kept looking at their clothes. “You’re pretty young to be working
caravans.”For a moment, Riq worried that maybe the man was a Time Warden, an undercover
SQ agent on the lookout for time travelers, and his heart began to pound. But he tried to hide it,
and told himself to stop being paranoid. “We . . . uh, travel with our parents.”The guard narrowed
his eyes.“Yeah,” Dak said. “They’re silk traders.”“And they’ll be expecting us,” Sera said.The
guard released the pommel of his sword. “All right. Get moving, then.”The three of them nodded
and turned away. They walked down the street together, and Riq could feel the guard staring at
them, his gaze a weight on the back of his neck.“He’s watching us, isn’t he?” Sera asked.Riq
peered over his shoulder. “Yup. Just keep moving.”“Do you think he was a Time Warden?” Dak



asked.Riq shook his head. “We can’t assume that everyone who looks at us funny is a Time
Warden. We tend to get a lot of funny looks.”Dak looked down at his Chinese clothing. “I guess
maybe we need to find some clothes that will help us blend in better. The good news is that
Baghdad at this time was a diverse place. I mean, it was on the Silk Road, after all.”“The Silk
Road?” Sera echoed.“Duh, like I said before. The Silk Road was a trading route stretching from
the Mediterranean all the way to China. Meaning Baghdad had people from all over the world
coming through here. We don’t have to pretend to be locals, we just might want to look a little
less . . . exotic.”Sera glanced around. “I think we need to check out the SQuare before we do
anything about clothes. We need to figure out the Break.”“Oh, yeah.” Dak pointed at an alleyway
nearby. “How about over there?”Riq nodded. “Looks good.”The three of them crossed the busy
street and entered the alley. It was narrow, filled with deep shadows, and aside from a few
baskets, it was empty. Dak pulled the SQuare out of his pants, and Riq expected Sera to say
something about how gross that was. But she just took the device from Dak with a blank
expression. Riq wondered what was going on with her. She wasn’t acting like herself. Maybe
something was happening with her Remnants, those strange feelings and false memories that
came in waves and hinted that something . . . wasn’t how it was supposed to be.“Okay.” She
flipped on the SQuare and peered at the screen.Riq waited for her to tell them what she saw
there. It was usually some kind of Art of Memory puzzle or a coded message protecting what
little information the Hystorians had managed to load onto the device.“Listen to this.” She read it
out loud:“To find what Aristotle gaveSpeak the words, open the cave.Inside a treasure gleaming
bright,The jewels of learning, history’s light.”The SQuare let out a little bleep, and an empty box
popped up.“Weird.” Sera’s eyebrows knitted together. “It looks like it wants a password for
something.”“For what?” Dak asked.Riq peered over Sera’s shoulder. “Try password. That’s what
worked before.”“Wait, wait.” Dak held his hand out over the screen. “Is this one threatening to
blow up if we don’t get it right?”“No.” Sera typed. “Okay, password didn’t work. Any other
ideas?”Riq had no ideas. But the riddle had mentioned something about history. Which meant it
was kind of Dak’s thing. The kid was annoying, but every once in a while one of those endless,
useless facts he pulled out actually helped. “See what Dak can do with it.”Dak nodded. “Let me
see it.”Sera handed him the SQuare. He read over the riddle again, and within moments Riq
could see him getting all excited. When he got talking about history, he kind of rocked back and
forth on his heels.“Okay. Aristotle,” Dak said. “He was the one who founded the Hystorians back
in 336 BC. His writings helped uncover the existence of the Great Breaks in history. That could
be what the riddle means about what Aristotle ‘gave.’ Or, it could also be referring to how
Aristotle’s writings influenced the great minds of Europe during the Renaissance.”Riq sighed.
Sifting through all the facts for the useful one sometimes took a while. “That’s great, Dak. What
else you got?”“Well, it says ‘Speak the words, open the cave.’ We are in Baghdad. That line of
the riddle might refer to the tale of Ali Baba, which, by the way, some believe was not one of the
original tales from the One Thousand and One Nights. Same with Aladdin, which was originally
set in China. But it would make sense with the ‘treasure gleaming bright.’ I’m not sure what that



would make the ‘jewels of learning,’ though.” He tapped his chin. “I’m going to try
something.”“What?” Riq asked.“Open sesame.”Sera raised an eyebrow. “Actually, that sounds
right, with the cave and all.”Dak nodded and typed it in. The SQuare’s screen flashed. And then
something else came up. “Guys?” Dak held the device out. “Check this out.”Arin Cole appeared
on the screen. She was one of Riq’s fellow Hystorians, the one who had tried to load all the
information they would need about the Great Breaks onto the SQuare. It appeared to be a
prerecorded video, created before the attack on the Hystorians’ head-quarters. She looked
stressed, as usual. More stressed than usual, in fact.“He-hello,” she said. “Dak and Sera and the
rest of our insertion team.”The sight of her, thoughts of the old HQ, it all made Riq think about
how he’d grown as a Hystorian. About what he’d given up for the mission.Kisa. His first true
friend, the girl he’d left behind during their mission in the time of the Maya. The girl who had
become the first Hystorian to her people. Riq missed her. When he thought of her, he felt the
pain and longing of a different kind of Remnant, and he had to take a deep breath to drive it out
and focus on the recording.“If you are watching this,” Arin said, “you have reached the Great
Break in Baghdad, in the year 1258.”Riq, Sera, and Dak all looked at one another. That was true.
They were in the right place. So far, so good.“That’s the good news.” Arin sighed. “Now the bad
news. In two days, Mongols under the leadership of Hulagu Khan, the grandson of Ghengis
Khan, will sack Baghdad. The city will be decimated.”Okay, that was bad news. Riq thought back
to Paris when the Vikings had laid siege to it, and did not like the thought of going through that
kind of thing again.“During the destruction of the city, hundreds of thousands of books will be
destroyed, including those in the House of Wisdom.”“What’s the House of Wisdom?” Riq
asked.Dak perked up. “Oh! The House of Wis —”“Shh!” Sera looked hard at both of them. “Do
you mind?”“The House of Wisdom contained a library,” Arin said, “with many of the writings of
our founder, Aristotle. The Mongols emptied the library and threw all the books in the Tigris
River. Among the books they destroyed was a volume of Aristotle’s research on the Great
Breaks. Specifically, research pertaining to the very first Great Break — or, from your
perspective, the last Great Break. The final one you will fix.”Riq leaned closer. If the Hystorians
didn’t have the volume about the last Great Break . . .Sera shook her head. “But if the book was
lost — ?”“Shh!” Riq said.“Without that book,” Arin said, “that first, crucial Great Break — the
Prime Break — will be impossible to fix, and our entire mission will be lost. New Breaks will
occur faster than you can fix them. The Earth will be destroyed in the Cataclysm. We Hystorians
knew this day would come, when our knowledge of the Prime Break would have to be
saved.”“Great,” Dak said. “No pressure or anything.”“Shh!” Riq and Sera said at the same
time.“Your task,” Arin said, “is to save the library at the House of Wisdom, and with it the writings
of Aristotle. It is the only way to save the world.”Arin stepped aside, and then Brint and Mari
walked into view on the recording. Riq hadn’t seen them since the SQ had attacked them all,
before their first Break saving Christopher Columbus from a mutiny.“We want to express our
gratitude and admiration,” Brint said. “If you’ve made it this far, you’ve fixed eight of the Breaks.
Only a handful more to go before the Prime Break.”Eight done. Only a few left. As Riq thought



about that, a dread seeped into him about what would happen to him when they finished. He
knew he had messed with his family tree back in 1850. He didn’t even know if he technically
existed anymore. . . .It didn’t help that the people in the video, people he’d known all his life,
weren’t addressing him by name. But he told himself that was just because he had joined Dak
and Sera’s mission at the very last second.Mari spoke next. “After you have fixed the Baghdad
Break, and saved the information we need on the Prime Break, you will face the most dangerous
part of your mission so far.”More dangerous than a Mongol invasion? Riq froze, waiting for what
Mari would say next. So, it seemed, did Sera and Dak.“Your current SQuare has no information
on the Prime Break,” Mari said, “because we didn’t have any information to load on it. If you fix
the Baghdad Break in the past, we will have that information in the present. That means you will
have to return to the present for a new SQuare at some point.”Riq’s whole body felt like he’d just
walked outside into the snow in his pajamas. Every Hystorian knew that once you entered the
time stream, it would be extremely dangerous to warp back to the present before all the Breaks
were fixed. There was no telling what would happen. Paradoxes. Holes ripped in the fabric of
reality. The end of the universe. But Riq had something else to be afraid of.“We know it’s a risk,”
Mari said.You have no idea. If Riq went back to the future now, he might cease to exist.“But it’s
one we have to take,” Brint said. “There is no other choice. Hopefully, by this point, history will be
repaired enough to cope with the potential paradoxes.”Riq swallowed. What if it isn’t?“Good
luck,” Mari said. “And one last thing. Arin?”“There’s more?” Dak threw up his hands. “Isn’t that
enough?!”Mari and Brint stepped aside, and Arin came back on the screen, clutching an armful
of papers.“Yes.” She adjusted her glasses. “I’m sorry. I’ve done countless hours of research.
Really, you have no idea. I mean, if you could see the mountain of parchment I —”“Arin.” That
was Mari’s voice off to the side. “It might help if you could get to the point.”“Right.” Arin cleared
her throat. “Unfortunately, we have no idea who the Hystorian in Baghdad was. You’re on your
own.”THE GUARD had one hand on the pommel of the sword he wore at his waist. “Did you pay
the toll?”“We were with the caravan that just passed through.” Riq tried to sound confident. His
skill with languages meant he usually ended up being the spokesman. And let’s face it, he
thought, looking at the other two, that’s probably a good thing. “The leader of our caravan paid
the toll.”The guard looked all three of them over, and took his time doing it. “They came from
Medina. How is it you are wearing the clothing of China?”“We spent time there before joining up
with that caravan,” Riq said.The guard didn’t seem to be buying it. He kept looking at their
clothes. “You’re pretty young to be working caravans.”For a moment, Riq worried that maybe the
man was a Time Warden, an undercover SQ agent on the lookout for time travelers, and his
heart began to pound. But he tried to hide it, and told himself to stop being paranoid. “We . . . uh,
travel with our parents.”The guard narrowed his eyes.“Yeah,” Dak said. “They’re silk traders.”“And
they’ll be expecting us,” Sera said.The guard released the pommel of his sword. “All right. Get
moving, then.”The three of them nodded and turned away. They walked down the street together,
and Riq could feel the guard staring at them, his gaze a weight on the back of his neck.“He’s
watching us, isn’t he?” Sera asked.Riq peered over his shoulder. “Yup. Just keep moving.”“Do



you think he was a Time Warden?” Dak asked.Riq shook his head. “We can’t assume that
everyone who looks at us funny is a Time Warden. We tend to get a lot of funny looks.”Dak
looked down at his Chinese clothing. “I guess maybe we need to find some clothes that will help
us blend in better. The good news is that Baghdad at this time was a diverse place. I mean, it
was on the Silk Road, after all.”“The Silk Road?” Sera echoed.“Duh, like I said before. The Silk
Road was a trading route stretching from the Mediterranean all the way to China. Meaning
Baghdad had people from all over the world coming through here. We don’t have to pretend to
be locals, we just might want to look a little less . . . exotic.”Sera glanced around. “I think we need
to check out the SQuare before we do anything about clothes. We need to figure out the
Break.”“Oh, yeah.” Dak pointed at an alleyway nearby. “How about over there?”Riq nodded.
“Looks good.”The three of them crossed the busy street and entered the alley. It was narrow,
filled with deep shadows, and aside from a few baskets, it was empty. Dak pulled the SQuare out
of his pants, and Riq expected Sera to say something about how gross that was. But she just
took the device from Dak with a blank expression. Riq wondered what was going on with her.
She wasn’t acting like herself. Maybe something was happening with her Remnants, those
strange feelings and false memories that came in waves and hinted that something . . . wasn’t
how it was supposed to be.“Okay.” She flipped on the SQuare and peered at the screen.Riq
waited for her to tell them what she saw there. It was usually some kind of Art of Memory puzzle
or a coded message protecting what little information the Hystorians had managed to load onto
the device. “Listen to this.” She read it out loud:“To find what Aristotle gaveSpeak the words,
open the cave.Inside a treasure gleaming bright,The jewels of learning, history’s light.”The
SQuare let out a little bleep, and an empty box popped up.“Weird.” Sera’s eyebrows knitted
together. “It looks like it wants a password for something.”“For what?” Dak asked.Riq peered over
Sera’s shoulder. “Try password. That’s what worked before.”“Wait, wait.” Dak held his hand out
over the screen. “Is this one threatening to blow up if we don’t get it right?”“No.” Sera typed.
“Okay, password didn’t work. Any other ideas?”Riq had no ideas. But the riddle had mentioned
something about history. Which meant it was kind of Dak’s thing. The kid was annoying, but
every once in a while one of those endless, useless facts he pulled out actually helped. “See
what Dak can do with it.” Dak nodded. “Let me see it.”Sera handed him the SQuare. He read over
the riddle again, and within moments Riq could see him getting all excited. When he got talking
about history, he kind of rocked back and forth on his heels.“Okay. Aristotle,” Dak said. “He was
the one who founded the Hystorians back in 336 BC. His writings helped uncover the existence
of the Great Breaks in history. That could be what the riddle means about what Aristotle ‘gave.’
Or, it could also be referring to how Aristotle’s writings influenced the great minds of Europe
during the Renaissance.”Riq sighed. Sifting through all the facts for the useful one sometimes
took a while. “That’s great, Dak. What else you got?”“Well, it says ‘Speak the words, open the
cave.’ We are in Baghdad. That line of the riddle might refer to the tale of Ali Baba, which, by the
way, some believe was not one of the original tales from the One Thousand and One Nights.
Same with Aladdin, which was originally set in China. But it would make sense with the ‘treasure



gleaming bright.’ I’m not sure what that would make the ‘jewels of learning,’ though.” He tapped
his chin. “I’m going to try something.”“What?” Riq asked.“Open sesame.”Sera raised an eyebrow.
“Actually, that sounds right, with the cave and all.”Dak nodded and typed it in. The SQuare’s
screen flashed. And then something else came up. “Guys?” Dak held the device out. “Check this
out.”Arin Cole appeared on the screen. She was one of Riq’s fellow Hystorians, the one who had
tried to load all the information they would need about the Great Breaks onto the SQuare. It
appeared to be a prerecorded video, created before the attack on the Hystorians’ head-quarters.
She looked stressed, as usual. More stressed than usual, in fact.“He-hello,” she said. “Dak and
Sera and the rest of our insertion team.”The sight of her, thoughts of the old HQ, it all made Riq
think about how he’d grown as a Hystorian. About what he’d given up for the mission. Kisa. His
first true friend, the girl he’d left behind during their mission in the time of the Maya. The girl who
had become the first Hystorian to her people. Riq missed her. When he thought of her, he felt the
pain and longing of a different kind of Remnant, and he had to take a deep breath to drive it out
and focus on the recording.“If you are watching this,” Arin said, “you have reached the Great
Break in Baghdad, in the year 1258.”Riq, Sera, and Dak all looked at one another. That was true.
They were in the right place. So far, so good.“That’s the good news.” Arin sighed. “Now the bad
news. In two days, Mongols under the leadership of Hulagu Khan, the grandson of Ghengis
Khan, will sack Baghdad. The city will be decimated.”Okay, that was bad news. Riq thought back
to Paris when the Vikings had laid siege to it, and did not like the thought of going through that
kind of thing again.“During the destruction of the city, hundreds of thousands of books will be
destroyed, including those in the House of Wisdom.”“What’s the House of Wisdom?” Riq
asked.Dak perked up. “Oh! The House of Wis —”“Shh!” Sera looked hard at both of them. “Do
you mind?”“The House of Wisdom contained a library,” Arin said, “with many of the writings of
our founder, Aristotle. The Mongols emptied the library and threw all the books in the Tigris
River. Among the books they destroyed was a volume of Aristotle’s research on the Great
Breaks. Specifically, research pertaining to the very first Great Break — or, from your
perspective, the last Great Break. The final one you will fix.”Riq leaned closer. If the Hystorians
didn’t have the volume about the last Great Break . . .Sera shook her head. “But if the book was
lost — ?”“Shh!” Riq said.“Without that book,” Arin said, “that first, crucial Great Break — the
Prime Break — will be impossible to fix, and our entire mission will be lost. New Breaks will
occur faster than you can fix them. The Earth will be destroyed in the Cataclysm. We Hystorians
knew this day would come, when our knowledge of the Prime Break would have to be
saved.”“Great,” Dak said. “No pressure or anything.”“Shh!” Riq and Sera said at the same
time.“Your task,” Arin said, “is to save the library at the House of Wisdom, and with it the writings
of Aristotle. It is the only way to save the world.”Arin stepped aside, and then Brint and Mari
walked into view on the recording. Riq hadn’t seen them since the SQ had attacked them all,
before their first Break saving Christopher Columbus from a mutiny.“We want to express our
gratitude and admiration,” Brint said. “If you’ve made it this far, you’ve fixed eight of the Breaks.
Only a handful more to go before the Prime Break.”Eight done. Only a few left. As Riq thought



about that, a dread seeped into him about what would happen to him when they finished. He
knew he had messed with his family tree back in 1850. He didn’t even know if he technically
existed anymore. . . .It didn’t help that the people in the video, people he’d known all his life,
weren’t addressing him by name. But he told himself that was just because he had joined Dak
and Sera’s mission at the very last second.Mari spoke next. “After you have fixed the Baghdad
Break, and saved the information we need on the Prime Break, you will face the most dangerous
part of your mission so far.”More dangerous than a Mongol invasion? Riq froze, waiting for what
Mari would say next. So, it seemed, did Sera and Dak.“Your current SQuare has no information
on the Prime Break,” Mari said, “because we didn’t have any information to load on it. If you fix
the Baghdad Break in the past, we will have that information in the present. That means you will
have to return to the present for a new SQuare at some point.”Riq’s whole body felt like he’d just
walked outside into the snow in his pajamas. Every Hystorian knew that once you entered the
time stream, it would be extremely dangerous to warp back to the present before all the Breaks
were fixed. There was no telling what would happen. Paradoxes. Holes ripped in the fabric of
reality. The end of the universe. But Riq had something else to be afraid of.“We know it’s a risk,”
Mari said. You have no idea. If Riq went back to the future now, he might cease to exist.“But it’s
one we have to take,” Brint said. “There is no other choice. Hopefully, by this point, history will be
repaired enough to cope with the potential paradoxes.” Riq swallowed. What if it isn’t? “Good
luck,” Mari said. “And one last thing. Arin?”“There’s more?” Dak threw up his hands. “Isn’t that
enough?!”Mari and Brint stepped aside, and Arin came back on the screen, clutching an armful
of papers.“Yes.” She adjusted her glasses. “I’m sorry. I’ve done countless hours of research.
Really, you have no idea. I mean, if you could see the mountain of parchment I —”“Arin.” That
was Mari’s voice off to the side. “It might help if you could get to the point.”“Right.” Arin cleared
her throat. “Unfortunately, we have no idea who the Hystorian in Baghdad was. You’re on your
own.”THE SCREEN went black. Sera stared at it. Really the message from Arin could not have
been any worse. Of all of them, Sera was the only one who had seen the Cataclysm. She’d
witnessed firsthand what would happen to the world if they failed in their mission to repair the
Breaks. She also knew that somehow, she had parents now, in the future, a mother and father
who had only been Remnants before Sera, Dak, and Riq had begun their mission. Before they’d
changed the past. Parents who would die in the flooding, ripped away from Sera just as she’d
become aware of them.But if she had to go back to the future for a new SQuare, would they be
there? Would she be able to meet them?“So, let’s get to it,” Dak said. “We have a Hystorian to
find. I bet he’ll be at the House of Wisdom with Aristotle’s books, don’t you think?”How could Dak
just move on like that? Didn’t he realize what was happening? Sera’s irritation got the better of
her. “How do you know it’s a he and not a she, Dak? Huh? Why do you assume that?”Dak
shrugged, his eyes downward. “I don’t know. Geez, what’s the matter with you? What’s the
matter with both of you?”“Nothing,” Sera and Riq said at the same time.Sera looked at Riq. He
was frowning, his forehead creased in worry. When he looked back at her, Sera saw that Arin’s
message had obviously disturbed him, too. Maybe it had something to do with his Remnants.



She knew he had them like she did. They’d talked about them before.“Fine,” Dak said. “Don’t tell
me.”“Oh, for the love of mincemeat,” Sera said. “Quit pouting, all right?” Maybe it would be best
to just get moving and not think about all that other stuff. Put the Cataclysm out of her mind and
concentrate on the mission. The Break. The really, really important Break on which everything
depended. Sera sighed. “The House of Wisdom seems like a good place to start. Don’t you think
so, Riq?”“Yeah.” Riq’s voice was quiet. “Sounds good.”“Well —” Dak looked back and forth
between them. “Okay, then.”Sera took the SQuare and tucked it away. They left the alley,
returning to the main street with its seemingly endless stream of pedestrians and camels. She
had to admit, it was pretty exciting to be here, and not too different from what she’d imagined it
would be like. Except for the noise, which was louder than she would have expected.“Okay,” Riq
said. “Directions.” He stopped someone walking past and asked him about the House of
Wisdom. The man gestured and pointed, his hand going one way, then the other. Sera couldn’t
really hear him, so she hoped Riq got it all.THE SCREEN went black. Sera stared at it. Really the
message from Arin could not have been any worse. Of all of them, Sera was the only one who
had seen the Cataclysm. She’d witnessed firsthand what would happen to the world if they failed
in their mission to repair the Breaks. She also knew that somehow, she had parents now, in the
future, a mother and father who had only been Remnants before Sera, Dak, and Riq had begun
their mission. Before they’d changed the past. Parents who would die in the flooding, ripped
away from Sera just as she’d become aware of them.But if she had to go back to the future for a
new SQuare, would they be there? Would she be able to meet them?“So, let’s get to it,” Dak
said. “We have a Hystorian to find. I bet he’ll be at the House of Wisdom with Aristotle’s books,
don’t you think?”How could Dak just move on like that? Didn’t he realize what was happening?
Sera’s irritation got the better of her. “How do you know it’s a he and not a she, Dak? Huh? Why
do you assume that?”Dak shrugged, his eyes downward. “I don’t know. Geez, what’s the matter
with you? What’s the matter with both of you?”“Nothing,” Sera and Riq said at the same
time.Sera looked at Riq. He was frowning, his forehead creased in worry. When he looked back
at her, Sera saw that Arin’s message had obviously disturbed him, too. Maybe it had something
to do with his Remnants. She knew he had them like she did. They’d talked about them
before.“Fine,” Dak said. “Don’t tell me.”“Oh, for the love of mincemeat,” Sera said. “Quit pouting,
all right?” Maybe it would be best to just get moving and not think about all that other stuff. Put
the Cataclysm out of her mind and concentrate on the mission. The Break. The really, really
important Break on which everything depended. Sera sighed. “The House of Wisdom seems like
a good place to start. Don’t you think so, Riq?”“Yeah.” Riq’s voice was quiet. “Sounds good.”“Well
—” Dak looked back and forth between them. “Okay, then.”Sera took the SQuare and tucked it
away. They left the alley, returning to the main street with its seemingly endless stream of
pedestrians and camels. She had to admit, it was pretty exciting to be here, and not too different
from what she’d imagined it would be like. Except for the noise, which was louder than she would
have expected.“Okay,” Riq said. “Directions.” He stopped someone walking past and asked him
about the House of Wisdom. The man gestured and pointed, his hand going one way, then the



other. Sera couldn’t really hear him, so she hoped Riq got it all.
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