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勇闯恐龙谷
神奇树屋·故事系列·基础版#1
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亲爱的小读者：
很高兴在“神奇树屋”系列图书与你们见面。这里有你们喜欢的魔法和冒险故事，还有你们感兴趣的科学、历史、地理、文化、艺术、自然和体育等知识。相信无论是刚开始阅读桥梁书的小朋友，还是有丰富阅读经验的青少年，都会通过这套书爱上阅读。
学会阅读和热爱阅读是自由的“通行证”，能帮你们跨越和打破一个又一个边界和界限。你们可以从中获取知识，帮助自己克服生活中所面临的各种困难，还可以从中发现最好的自己，并用自己的才能去帮助别人。
祝你们阅读愉快！
玛丽·波·奥斯本

  





 
	安妮
七岁，富有想象力和好奇心。
爱幻想，爱开玩笑，喜欢小动物。
行动派，面对危险时充满勇气。
	



 
 
	

	杰克
八岁，热爱知识和书籍。
善于思考和分析问题，有做笔记的习惯。
认真冷静，常常能从书中找到脱离险境的办法。
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第一章
进入树林



“救命啊！有怪兽！”安妮大叫。
“说得像真的似的，”杰克说，“宾夕法尼亚的蛙溪，竟然有一头真正的怪兽。”
“快跑啊，杰克！”安妮大喊着跑到了公路上。
“唉，倒霉，”杰克想，“跟七岁的妹妹待在一起，就是这么个下场。”
安妮特别喜欢幻想。而杰克已经八岁了，他更喜欢真实存在的东西。
“留神啊，杰克！怪兽来了！”安妮又叫道。
杰克没有说话。
“快点儿，杰克，我们比赛看谁跑得快吧！”安妮说。
“不了，你自己玩吧。”杰克说。
安妮独自跑进了树林。
杰克看着天空，太阳快要落山了。
他对安妮喊：“快回来，我们该回家了！”
没有听到安妮的回答。
杰克等了等，又喊了一声：“安妮！”


这时，他听到安妮大叫：“杰克！杰克！快来啊，快！”
杰克叹了口气，心想：“但愿别是什么坏事。”
他离开公路，朝树林里走去。
金灿灿的夕阳映照着那些树木。
“我在这儿！”安妮站在一棵高高的大橡树底下喊。
“看！”她指着一架绳梯，那绳梯从大树的高处悬挂下来。
“哇！”杰克轻声赞道。
大树顶上，有一个树屋夹在两根大树枝中间。
“这肯定是世界上最高的树屋了。”安妮说。
“是谁搭的呢？”杰克问，“我以前从没见过。”
“不知道，但我想上去看看。”安妮说。
“不行！我们不知道它是谁的。”
“就上去一会儿嘛。”安妮说着开始往绳梯上爬。
“安妮，回来！”杰克叫道。
可是安妮还是继续往上爬，她一口气爬到了最高的那根树枝上。


杰克叹了口气，说：“安妮，天快要黑了，我们现在必须回家去。”
安妮钻进树屋不见了。
杰克又大声喊了一声：“安妮！”
他等了片刻，正要张嘴再喊，却看见安妮从树屋的窗户里探出头来。
“书！”安妮喊道。
“什么？”杰克问。
“这里面全是书！”安妮兴奋地说。
“天哪，太棒了！”杰克想，他最喜欢看书了。
杰克把眼镜往上推了推，抓住绳梯的两边，也开始向树上爬去。








第二章
怪兽



杰克爬进了树屋。
“哇！”树屋里确实堆满了书，有封面灰扑扑的旧书，还有封面亮闪闪的新书。
“看，”安妮说，“你可以看得很远很远。”她从树屋的窗户往外眺望。
杰克和她一起朝窗外望去，下面是密密的树梢，远处是蛙溪的图书馆、小学和公园。
安妮指着另一个方向说：“我们的家在那儿。”
安妮说得对。杰克可以看见他们家那座白色的木头房子，门廊是绿色的。隔壁的院子里是邻居家的黑狗，名叫亨利。它看上去真小啊！
“喂，亨利！我在这儿！”安妮喊。
杰克连忙阻止她说：“嘘！我们不应该在这树上的。”
杰克在树屋里扫视了一圈，他注意到有许多书里都夹着书签。
“真想知道这些书都是谁的。”他说。
“我喜欢这本。”安妮拿起一本书，封面上画着一座城堡。
“这儿有一本关于宾夕法尼亚的书。”杰克说着翻到了夹着书签的那一页。
“你看，这儿有一幅蛙溪的图片，”杰克接着说，“这幅图片上画的正是这片树林。”
“杰克，这本书特别适合你。”安妮说着举起一本关于恐龙的书，里面夹着一枚蓝色的丝绸书签。
“让我看看。”杰克把背包放在地板上，从安妮手里抓过那本书。
“好吧，你看那本，我看这本关于城堡的。”安妮说。
“还是不要吧，”杰克有点儿担心，“我们还不知道这些书都是谁的呢。”
杰克虽然嘴上这么说，但还是把恐龙书翻到了夹着书签的那一页。他克制不住自己。
杰克看到一幅图片，上面有一只会飞的古代爬行动物。他认出来了，这是无齿翼龙。他摸了一下图片上那两只巨大的、蝙蝠般的翅膀。
“哇哦！”杰克轻声说，“真希望我们能去无齿翼龙的时代看看。”
杰克仔细打量着画面上那只怪模怪样的动物。
突然，安妮尖叫起来：“啊！”
“怎么啦？”杰克问。
“有怪兽！”安妮指着窗外喊。
“别再幻想了，安妮。”杰克没有理她。
“不是幻想的，是真的！”安妮说。
杰克朝窗外望去。他看见一个庞然大物正在树梢上盘旋。它长着一个皮包骨的喙，还长着两只巨大的、蝙蝠般的翅膀，脑袋后方有一个长长的、怪里怪气的冠。
这是一只真正的、有血有肉的无齿翼龙！
它从天上俯冲下来，像滑翔机一样朝树屋飞了过来。
“卧倒！”安妮喊。杰克和安妮赶紧蹲在地上。
起风了。树屋开始旋转，越转越快。
然后，一切都静止了。
完完全全地静止不动了。








第三章
这是哪儿



杰克睁开眼睛，阳光从窗外斜射进来。
树屋仍然停在一棵树的高处。
但这棵树已经不是原来的那棵树了。
“我们在哪儿？”安妮问，她和杰克朝窗外看了看。
只见那只无齿翼龙还在天空飞翔。
地上长满了蕨类植物和高高的野草，远处有一条蜿蜒的河流、一座倾斜的小山和几座火山。
“我……我也不知道我们在哪儿。”杰克说。
无齿翼龙降落在地面，停在大树旁边，一动不动地站着。
“刚才发生了什么？”安妮问。
“呃……”杰克回想了一下说，“当时我正在看书里的那幅图片——”
安妮紧接着说道：“然后你就说：‘哇哦，真希望我们能去无齿翼龙的时代看看。’”
“没错，然后我们就在蛙溪的树林里看见了一只无齿翼龙。”杰克说。
“是啊，接着风呼呼地刮了起来，树屋就开始旋转了。”安妮补充道。
“然后我们就落在这儿了。”杰克说。
“对，然后我们就落在这儿了。”安妮说。
“这就意味着……”杰克若有所思。
“这就意味着……什么？”安妮问。
“不知道，”杰克摇摇头，“这些应该都不是真的。”
“可是它是真的呀！”安妮指着窗外的无齿翼龙说，“它确实是在那儿啊。”
杰克和安妮又一起朝窗外看去，无齿翼龙像卫兵一样站在树底下，一对巨大的翅膀在身体两侧展开。
“你好啊！”安妮跟无齿翼龙打招呼。
“嘘！”杰克连忙说，“我们不应该在这儿的。”
“可是，这儿到底是哪儿呢？”安妮问。
“我也不知道。”杰克说。
“你好！你是谁呀？”安妮又朝无齿翼龙喊。
无齿翼龙只是抬头看了看安妮。
“你疯了吗？它又不会说话！”杰克叫道，“不过，说不定我们可以在书里找到点儿什么。”


杰克翻开那本恐龙书，找到了一幅无齿翼龙的图片。
他将图片下面的文字读了出来：
这种会飞的爬行动物生活在白垩纪，

六千五百五十万年前，和恐龙一起消失。

“这不可能！”杰克说，“我们不可能回到六千五百五十万年前！”
“杰克，你看，它好像脾气很好呢。”


“脾气很好？”杰克怀疑地看了看无齿翼龙。
“是啊，我看得出来。”安妮说，“我们下去找它吧。”
“下去？”杰克有点儿迟疑。
可安妮已经开始顺着绳梯往下爬了。








第四章
亨利



安妮朝无齿翼龙伸出手，杰克吓得倒吸了一口冷气。
“哦，不要。”他想。安妮总是想跟动物交朋友，但这次也太冒险了。
“别跟它靠得太近，安妮！”杰克喊。
安妮摸了摸无齿翼龙的冠，又摸了摸它的脖子，还跟它说了几句话。
“她到底在说些什么呢？”杰克很想知道。
他深深吸了口气，想：“好吧，我也下去看看吧，仔细研究研究无齿翼龙也不错。我可以像科学家那样做点儿笔记。”
杰克顺着绳梯爬下去，到了地面上。这时，他跟无齿翼龙之间只有几米的距离。
无齿翼龙盯着杰克。它的眼睛亮晶晶的，充满警觉。
“它身上软软的，摸上去跟亨利一样，杰克。”安妮说。
杰克哼了一声，说：“它不是狗，安妮。”
“你摸摸它嘛，杰克。”安妮又说。
杰克没有动弹。
安妮鼓励他说：“别想太多，做就对啦。”
杰克朝前跨了一步。他非常小心地伸出手，在无齿翼龙脖子上拂了一下。
“真有趣啊。”杰克想。无齿翼龙的皮肤上覆着一层薄薄的绒毛。
“很软，是不是？”安妮问。
杰克把手伸进背包，掏出一支铅笔和一个笔记本。
他写道：


“你在做什么呀？”安妮问。
“在做笔记。”杰克说，“我们恐怕是全世界最先见到无齿翼龙的人……真正的、活着的无齿翼龙。”
杰克又抬头看着无齿翼龙。它头顶上那个骨质的冠，比杰克的胳膊还要长呢。
“不知道它聪不聪明。”杰克说。
“非常聪明。”安妮肯定地说。
“不见得吧，它的脑子可能跟一粒蚕豆差不多大。”
“不，它真的很聪明，我能感觉得到。”安妮说，“我要叫它亨利。”
杰克在笔记本上写道：


杰克又看着恐龙说：“也许它是个变种。”
无齿翼龙把脑袋一歪。
安妮大笑起来：“它才不是变种呢，杰克。”
“那它在这儿做什么呢？这是什么地方？”杰克问。
安妮把身体凑近无齿翼龙。“你知道我们这是在哪儿吗，亨利？”她轻声问。
无齿翼龙的两只眼睛盯着安妮，长长的嘴巴一张一合，像一把巨大的剪刀。
“你是想跟我说话吗，亨利？”安妮又问。
“算了，安妮，它不会说话。”杰克说着在笔记本上写道：




“我们是不是来到了很久以前，亨利？”安妮问，“这是很久以前的一个地方吗？”
突然，安妮倒吸一口冷气，喊道：“杰克！”
杰克抬起头来。
安妮指着小山，山顶上正站着一只巨大的恐龙。








第五章
草地里的金勋章



“走！快走！”杰克催促道。他把笔记本塞进背包，然后把安妮推向绳梯。“再见了，亨利！”安妮朝无齿翼龙挥挥手。“快走！”杰克又推了安妮一下。
“别推我！”安妮开始顺着绳梯往上爬，杰克手忙脚乱地跟在后面。
他们跌跌撞撞地进了树屋，气喘吁吁地看着窗外的那只恐龙。它正站在山顶上吃一棵树上的花。“哦，天哪，”杰克轻声说，“我们真的回到了很久很久以前！”
那只恐龙看上去像一头巨大的犀牛，只不过它有三只角，不像犀牛那样只有一只。它有两只角长在眼睛上面，另一只长在鼻子那儿。它脑袋后面还有个像盾牌似的大家伙。
“是三角龙！”杰克说。“它吃人吗？”安妮轻声问。“我查一下。”杰克抓起参考书，飞快地翻着。“找到了！”杰克指着一幅三角龙的图片，读出上面的说明文字：
三角龙生活在白垩纪晚期。

这种以植物为食的恐龙重达五千多千克。

杰克啪地把书合上，说：“它只吃植物，不吃肉。”
“太好了！”安妮说，“我们去近处看看它吧。”
“你疯了吗？”杰克大叫。
“你不是想做一些关于它的笔记吗？”安妮说，“我们可能是全世界第一批看见真正的三角龙的人呢。”
杰克叹了口气，心想：“没错，安妮说的是对的。”“好吧，我们走吧。”杰克说着把恐龙书塞进背包，然后把背包背在肩膀上。安妮开始顺着绳梯往下爬，杰克跟在后面。
“你答应我等会儿别摸它。”杰克大声对安妮说。
“我答应。”
“你答应我别亲它。”
“我答应。”
“你答应我别跟它说话。”
“我答应。”
“答应我，你别——”
“你就别担心啦！”安妮不耐烦地说。
安妮和杰克离开了绳梯。那只无齿翼龙十分友好地看了他们一眼。安妮朝它抛了一个飞吻，喊道：“我们很快就回来，亨利！”
“嘘！”杰克小声说。他在前面领路，慢慢地、小心翼翼地在蕨草丛中穿行。
到了山坡底下，杰克和安妮在一簇灌木丛后面跪了下来。安妮刚想说话，杰克立刻把手指按在嘴上，示意她别出声。
然后，两个人悄悄地探出头来，打量那只三角龙。
它比一辆卡车还大，正在吃一棵树上的花。
杰克从背包里掏出笔记本，写道：


安妮捅了捅他，杰克没有理睬。他又仔细看了看三角龙，低头写道：


安妮捅得更用力了，杰克回过头来看她。安妮指指自己，又用手指比画出走路的动作。然后她又笑着指指恐龙。
“她是在逗我吗？”杰克想。
安妮朝杰克挥挥手。杰克伸手要抓住她。安妮大笑着往旁边一跳，落在了草丛里，完全暴露在三角龙的视线中！
“快回来！”杰克轻声说。
来不及了，大恐龙已经发现了安妮。它在山顶上低头看着安妮，嘴边露出半朵花。
“哎哟。”安妮轻声说。“快回来！”杰克又叫了一声。
“它看上去脾气很好呢，杰克。”安妮说。
“脾气很好？当心它的角，安妮！”杰克喊。
三角龙平静地盯着安妮看了看，然后转过身，迈着大步走下山坡。“再见啦！”安妮喊完，转过身对杰克说，“你看，我说得没错吧！”
杰克哼了一声，不过他还是在笔记本上写道：




“快走吧。我们再四处看看。”安妮说。
杰克跟着安妮往前走，突然看见高高的野草丛中有个闪闪发亮的东西。他弯下腰，把它捡了起来，是一枚金质的圆勋章。勋章上刻着一个漂亮的字母M。
“天哪，有人在我们之前来过这儿！”杰克轻声说。








第六章
恐龙谷



“安妮，看看这个！”杰克大声叫道，“看我找到了什么东西！”
安妮已经爬到了山顶上，她正从树上摘下一朵花。
“安妮，快来看啊！一枚圆勋章！”杰克喊。
可是安妮没有理睬杰克，她正盯着山坡的另一边。
突然，她惊讶地哇了一声，手抓着花，兴奋地朝山下跑去。
“安妮，回来！”杰克叫道。
但安妮已经不见了踪影。
“唉，真伤脑筋。”杰克嘟囔着把金勋章塞进了牛仔裤的口袋里。
这时，杰克听见了安妮的尖叫声。
“安妮？”杰克叫了一声。
同时，他又听到了另一种声音，低沉浑厚，像吹响的大号声。
“杰克！快过来！”安妮喊道。
杰克飞快地跑上山坡。到达山顶时，他已经上气不接下气了。
他往下一看，只见下面的山谷里，密密麻麻的全是泥巴垒成的大鸟巢。鸟巢里挤满了小恐龙。
安妮正蹲在一个鸟巢旁，在她的身边，赫然站着一只大得吓人的鸭嘴龙。
“别紧张，别动。”杰克说。他慢慢走下山坡，朝安妮走去。
大恐龙挥动着前肢，发出大号般的声音。
杰克停下脚步，他不想靠得太近。
他跪了下来，对安妮轻声说：“往我这边靠过来，慢慢地。”
安妮刚想站起来，杰克便叫：“别站起来！爬过来。”
安妮抓着那朵花，爬向杰克。
鸭嘴龙跟在安妮后面，低声吼叫。
安妮吓得都不敢动了。
“继续爬。”杰克鼓励她说。
安妮继续往前爬。
杰克也一点点地朝山下移动。当他与安妮只有一条胳膊的距离时，他伸出手，一把抓住安妮，把她拉了过来。
“继续趴着。”杰克在安妮身边俯下身子说，“把头低下来，假装吃东西。”
“吃东西？”安妮不解地问。
“对。”杰克说，“我在书里读到过，如果遭到一条恶狗攻击就应该这么做。”
“它不是狗，杰克。”安妮说。
“你就当它是吧。”杰克说。
杰克和安妮都把脑袋埋下，假装在吃东西。不一会儿，恐龙就不出声了。
杰克抬起头说：“我觉得它已经不生气了。”
“谢谢你救了我！”安妮说。
“你必须动动脑子，安妮。”杰克说，“绝不能随随便便跑到一窝恐龙宝宝跟前。要知道，它们的妈妈肯定就在附近。”
安妮站了起来。


“安妮，不要！”杰克喊。
已经晚了。
安妮朝恐龙举起了手里的花。
“对不起，我害你担心你的小宝宝了。”安妮说。
恐龙往安妮面前挪动了几步，把那朵花从安妮手里抢了过去。
然后，恐龙又伸出爪子来，还想要一朵花。
“没有了。”安妮说。
恐龙发出一种难过的、大号般的声音。
“没关系，那上面还有好多花呢。”安妮指着山坡说，“我再去给你摘一些来吧。”
说完，安妮就匆匆跑上山去。
恐龙也摇摇摆摆地跟在她后面。
杰克赶紧看了看那些恐龙宝宝，只见有些正往窝外爬。
“别的恐龙妈妈都在哪儿呢？”杰克很纳闷儿。
杰克拿出恐龙书，翻了翻，找到了一幅鸭嘴龙的图片。
他把图片下面的文字读了出来：
鸭嘴龙过着群居生活。

几只恐龙妈妈负责看护窝，

其他的恐龙妈妈则出去觅食。

这么说，附近可能还有一些恐龙妈妈正在寻找食物。
“喂，杰克！”安妮大喊。
杰克抬头一看，安妮正在山坡上喂那只巨大的鸭嘴龙吃花呢！
“你猜怎么着？”安妮叫道，“它的脾气也很好呢。”
突然，鸭嘴龙又发出了那可怕的声音。安妮赶紧蹲下来假装吃东西。
恐龙冲下山坡，似乎显得很害怕。
杰克赶紧把书搁在背包上，急匆匆地朝安妮跑去。
“不知道它为什么要跑走。”安妮不解地说，“我们才刚刚成为朋友。”


杰克看了看四周。
突然，远处的景象让他差点儿昏了过去！
一头巨大的怪兽正朝他们走来。
怪兽有一双粗壮结实的腿。
它甩动着一条又粗又长的大尾巴，两只细小的前肢悬在半空中。
它的脑袋特别大，嘴巴也张得大大的。
即使隔着这么远的距离，杰克也能看见它闪闪发亮的长牙齿。
“雷克斯霸王龙！”杰克轻声叫道。








第七章
预备，开始，跑



“跑，安妮！快跑！”杰克喊，“跑到树屋里去！”
杰克和安妮一起冲下山坡。他们跑过高高的野草地，跑过蕨草丛，跑过无齿翼龙身边。
他们急急忙忙地爬上绳梯，钻进了树屋。安妮立刻扑到窗口张望。“它走了！”安妮气喘吁吁地说。
杰克把眼镜往上推了推，和安妮一起看着窗外。
只见那只雷克斯霸王龙正在慢慢地往远处走。
突然，霸王龙停住脚步，转过身来。
“快低头！”杰克说。两人赶紧把脑袋低下。
过了很长时间，他们才敢抬起头朝窗外看。
“解除警报。”杰克说。
“太好了。”安妮松了一口气说。
“我们得赶紧离开这儿。”杰克说。
“你之前是不是许了一个愿望？”安妮问。
“没错。”杰克点点头说。
然后，他深深吸了口气说：“请带我们回家！”
什么也没发生。
“我说的是请带……”
“等等。”安妮提醒杰克，“你之前许愿的时候，正好看着恐龙书上的一幅图片，还记得吗？”
“对！糟糕！我把那本书和背包都落在山坡上了！”杰克说，“我还得回去一趟！”
“算了吧。”安妮说。
“不行，那本书不是我们的，我们得把它还回去。而且我的笔记本也在背包里，上面有我所有的笔记，还有我的……”
“好吧，好吧！那你快去吧。”安妮说。
“我马上就回来！”杰克快速地顺着绳梯爬下树，跳到了地面上。他飞快地跑过无齿翼龙身边，跑过蕨草丛，跑过高高的野草地，来到山坡上。他低头望去。还好，自己的背包还躺在地上，背包上放着那本恐龙书。
奇怪的是，此刻在山谷里到处都是鸭嘴龙，它们全都守护着自己的窝。杰克想：“刚才它们都到哪儿去了呢？现在跑回来，难道是因为害怕霸王龙？”
杰克深吸了一口气，默念道：“预备，开始，跑！”
他飞速冲下山坡，一口气跑到背包前，一把捞起背包背着，还抓住了那本恐龙书。
这时，他听到了那可怕的像大号一般的声音。一声！又一声！所有的鸭嘴龙都在朝他怒吼。
杰克拔腿就跑。他冲上了山顶。


然后，杰克开始往另一侧山下跑。
突然，他停住了。雷克斯霸王龙回来了！
它就站在杰克和树屋之间！








第八章
巨大的影子



杰克闪身跳到树的后面。
他心脏跳得太快了，根本无法思考。
他探头看了看那头巨大的怪兽，它可怕的大嘴巴一开一合，嘴里的牙齿像切牛排的刀那么锋利。
“别紧张，”杰克想，“动动脑筋。”
他朝下面的山谷望了望，心想：“太好了，鸭嘴龙都在小心守护着它们的窝。”
杰克又回头看看霸王龙，心想：“太好了，它似乎还没发现我的存在。”
“别紧张，好好想一想，也许在书里可以找到什么。”杰克打开恐龙书，找到了雷克斯霸王龙那一页。他读道：
雷克斯霸王龙是历史上最大的陆地肉食性动物。

如果它活到今天，一口就可以吃掉一个人。

“什么嘛，这本书根本帮不上忙。”杰克心想。
杰克拼命地转动脑筋：“我不能躲到山谷下面，因为所有的鸭嘴龙可能都会跑来追我。我也不能跑向树屋，因为霸王龙可能跑得比我更快。好吧，也许我应该等霸王龙离开后再行动。”
杰克悄悄把头从树后探出来张望，只见霸王龙正慢慢地往山坡上移动。
突然，杰克看到了一件让他惊讶不已的事情——安妮正顺着绳梯往下爬呢！
“她疯了吗？她在干什么？”杰克满心疑惑。
杰克见安妮跳下了绳梯，匆匆跑向无齿翼龙。
她一边跟无齿翼龙说话，一边还挥动着自己的胳膊。
然后，她指指杰克，指指天空，又指指树屋。
“她真的疯了！”杰克想。
他小声冲着安妮喊：“快！快回到树屋上去！”
这时，杰克听见了一声咆哮。
雷克斯霸王龙正在朝他这边看。
杰克猛地扑倒在地。
霸王龙开始向山坡走来。


杰克感到整个大地都在颤抖。
“我该怎么办？”杰克问自己，“我要不要跑？我要不要爬到恐龙谷里去？或者爬到那棵树上？”
就在这时候，一个巨大的影子笼罩在了杰克身上。
他抬头一看，无齿翼龙正盘旋在他的头顶上方。
这只体形庞大的动物快速地向着山顶滑翔，朝杰克这边飞来。








第九章
惊人的一跃



无齿翼龙降落到地面。
它用明亮而警觉的眼睛盯着杰克。
“我该怎么办呢？爬到它背上去？可是我太重了。”杰克想。
这时，他看见霸王龙正在朝这边冲来，巨大的牙齿在阳光下闪闪发亮。
“好吧，”杰克对自己说，“别想太多！做就对了！”
杰克把书塞进背包，然后爬到无齿翼龙的背上，紧紧地抓着它的冠。
无齿翼龙向前跑了几步，展开双翅，一下就飞离了地面！开始的时候，它的身体还左右摇晃了几下，杰克差点儿摔下去。但它很快就调整好了平衡，稳稳地飞上了天空。
杰克往下看去，那只霸王龙正抬头盯着他，牙齿被咬得嘎吱吱地响。
无齿翼龙轻快地飞走了。它飞过山顶，飞过山谷，飞过那些鸭嘴龙，飞过挤满了恐龙宝宝的窝。
然后，无齿翼龙翱翔到平原的上空，只见那只三角龙正在高高的野草地里吃草。
杰克感觉自己像一只鸟，风呼呼地吹拂着他的头发，空气清新而甜蜜。
杰克欢呼着，大笑着。他简直不敢相信，自己竟然骑着一只会飞的古代爬行动物在空中飞翔！
无齿翼龙飞过河流，飞过蕨草地和灌木丛，然后驮着杰克降落在那棵大橡树下。
杰克从无齿翼龙的背上滑下来，落在地上。
顷刻，无齿翼龙又一次起飞了，身姿轻盈地飞上了天空。
“再见，亨利！”杰克喊道。
“杰克，你没事吧？”安妮从树屋里探出头大声问道。
杰克把眼镜往上推了推，目不转睛地盯着无齿翼龙。
“杰克！”安妮叫他。
杰克抬头看着安妮，脸上露出了微笑。
“谢谢你救了我。”杰克说，“刚才真是太有趣了。”
“谢我干吗？应该谢亨利！”安妮说，“快爬上来吧！”
杰克想要站起来，但两条腿直打哆嗦，他感到有点儿头晕。“快点儿啊！”安妮喊道，“它过来了！”
杰克扭过头去，看见霸王龙正径直朝他冲过来。杰克赶紧跑向绳梯，急速往上爬。
“快啊！快啊！”安妮尖叫。
杰克三下并两下爬到树顶，手忙脚乱地钻进树屋。


“它朝这棵树冲过来了！”安妮喊道。
霸王龙重重地撞在橡树上。树屋剧烈地摇晃着，就像风中的一片树叶。
杰克和安妮跌倒在书堆里。
“快许愿回家呀！”安妮喊。
“我们需要那本书！宾夕法尼亚的书！”杰克大叫，“它在哪儿？”他们俩焦急地在书堆里寻找。
“找到了！”杰克一边喊，一边抓住那本书，飞快地翻到有蛙溪的那一页。
杰克指着书里的那幅图片，大声说：“请带我们回家！”
起风了。杰克紧紧地抓着安妮，闭上眼睛。
树屋开始旋转，越转越快。
然后，一切都静止了。
完完全全地静止不动了。








第十章
天黑前回家



杰克听见一只鸟在唱歌。
他睁开眼睛，发现自己还指着那幅图片。


他朝树屋外望去。
外面的景色真的和书上的一模一样。
“我们回家了。”安妮小声说。
金色的夕阳照亮了树林。
太阳即将落山。
他们离开蛙溪之后，时间并没有流逝。
“杰克！安妮！”远处一个声音喊道。
“是妈妈。”安妮说。
杰克远远地就看见了妈妈。
妈妈正站在他们家门前，看上去那么小。
“安妮！杰克！”妈妈又喊了一声。
安妮把脑袋探出窗外，回应道：“来啦！”
杰克还是感到有点儿头晕。
他呆呆地望着安妮。
“刚才到底发生了什么事？”他问。
“乘着神奇树屋去旅行了。”安妮简单地回答。
“可是，现在的时间还跟我们离开时的一样。”杰克说。安妮耸了耸肩，表示自己也不知道怎么回事。
“它怎么会把我们带到那么遥远的地方？”杰克问，“而且时代还那么久远？”
“你指着书上的图片，说‘请带我们去那儿’，然后神奇树屋就把我们带过去了。”安妮说。
“可是怎么会这样呢？”杰克说，“这个神奇树屋到底是谁建的呢？这些书又是谁放在这儿的呢？”
“我猜是一个神奇的人吧。”安妮说。
“对了，你看，我差点儿忘了。”
杰克把手伸进口袋，掏出那枚金勋章。
“有人把它落在了那儿，落在了恐龙出没的地方。”
杰克说：“你看，上面有一个字母M。”
安妮的眼睛一下子睁圆了：“你说，M是不是代表神奇的人（magic person）？”
“我不知道，”杰克说，“我只知道有人在我们之前去过那个地方。”
“杰克！安妮！”妈妈又喊了起来。
“来啦！”安妮大声回答。
杰克把金勋章放回自己的口袋。接着他从背包里抽出那本恐龙书，跟其他书放在了一起。
然后，他和安妮最后环顾了一下树屋。
“再见了，树屋。”安妮轻声地说。
杰克把背包背在肩上。
安妮开始顺着绳梯往下爬。
杰克跟了上去。
不一会儿，他们就跳到地面上，迈步往树林外走去。
“没有人会相信我们的故事。”杰克说。
“那我们最好谁也别告诉。”安妮说。
“爸爸不会相信。”杰克说。
“他会说这是一场梦。”安妮说。
“妈妈不会相信。”杰克说。
“她会说这是在演戏。”安妮说。
“我的老师也不会相信。”杰克说。
“她会说你脑子坏掉了。”安妮说。
“那我们最好谁也别告诉。”杰克说。
“这话我刚刚已经说过了。”安妮说。
杰克叹了口气说：“我好像也开始不相信我自己了。”
他们离开树林，踏上了回家的那条路。
路上经过了一户又一户人家，杰克越来越觉得这趟恐龙谷之旅就像一场梦。
似乎只有现在的这个世界和这个时刻才是真实的。
杰克把手伸进口袋，紧紧握住那枚金勋章。
他抚摩着字母M的刻纹，手指感到微微的刺痛。
杰克笑了笑，他突然感到非常开心。
虽然他无法解释今天到底发生了什么，但他相信乘着神奇树屋去旅行这件事是真的。
绝对是真的。
“明天，”杰克轻声说，“我们还要去树林。”
“那还用说！”安妮笑道。
“我们还要爬到树屋上面去。”杰克说。
“那当然。”安妮说。
“然后看看接下来会发生什么。”杰克说。
“那是一定的！”
“来，让我们看看谁跑得快！”安妮说。
话音刚落，他们就拔腿朝家里跑去。






1.恐龙都是爬行动物，居住在陆地上。它们的身上几乎都覆有鳞片，没有毛发。
2.恐龙分为肉食性恐龙和植食性恐龙，肉食性恐龙吃肉，植食性恐龙吃植物。肉食性恐龙比植食性恐龙出现得早，它们既聪明又跑得快。但最大的恐龙却不是肉食性恐龙，而是植食性恐龙。
3.雷克斯霸王龙是最有名的一种肉食性恐龙。它的牙齿长达15厘米，十分锋利，脑袋和浴缸一样大。雷克斯霸王龙吃下去的一口食物够人类一家人吃一周！
雷克斯霸王龙的后肢很大，且强健有力，但是它的前肢却十分短小，连自己的嘴巴都碰不到。


4.三角龙的脸长得就像恐怖面具，它的嘴和鹦鹉的嘴类似，头上有三只角。古生物学家认为，这些角的主要作用是抵御敌人，但有时雄性三角龙会用它来进行“抵角大战”，争夺雌性三角龙。


5.无齿翼龙和恐龙生于同一年代，它的喙很长，脑袋后面还有一个长长的骨质冠饰。当它从天上猛冲下来捕鱼时，它的冠饰能够保持身体的平衡。











作为一个高产作家，玛丽·波·奥斯本已经创作了数百本儿童读物，包括小说、传记、绘本以及神话故事和民间传说改编。不过，“神奇树屋”系列图书的大热却是她没有想到的。
自从她开始创作这套丛书，各地小朋友、家长以及老师的来信就如雪花般源源不断地飞来。随后，她应邀去国内学校参观，发现“神奇树屋”系列图书已经走进校园，融入到了学生的学习和生活之中。校园里不仅随处可见“神奇树屋”的模型和壁画，有些学校甚至还搭建了真正的树屋，在里面摆上书籍供学生阅读。后来，这套系列图书被翻译成多种语言，在世界各地发行。玛丽·波·奥斯本也走出国门，向世界各地的人们宣传阅读和想象力的重要性。
几年前，玛丽在旅途中遇到了几位老师。受到他们的启发，玛丽和丈夫威尔开始创作“神奇树屋”故事系列的配套丛书：“神奇树屋”科普系列。在这之后，威尔又举办了一场“神奇树屋”天文展，并将进阶版其中1本故事书中的内容改编成音乐剧。玛丽的妹妹娜塔莉·波·博伊斯后来也加入了他们的创作团队，并和姐姐一起完成了十几本科普书的创作。
“神奇树屋”系列图书是一套真正意义上的家庭读物。它是玛丽一家齐心协力创作出来的优秀作品，因此非常适合全家人一起阅读。“神奇树屋”系列图书也是老师们在课堂教学上的好帮手，老师可以利用这套书，激发孩子们对于阅读和学习的兴趣。





“神奇树屋”系列简介
整个图书系列包括以下四个套系，每一个套系都针对不同年龄段的孩子，一起来看看，你适合读哪一套吧！（封面以实际出版物为准）


适读年龄：6～10岁


“神奇树屋”系列图书的入门读物，语言生动简洁，采用不复杂的短句子，适合刚从幼儿园升入小学、需要大量认识汉字的孩子，帮助孩子喜欢上文字书，走进“独立阅读”。


适读年龄：10～14岁


“神奇树屋”系列图书的进阶读物，线索更多，语言更丰富，句子更复杂，文字量更大，适合不满足于“基础版”的孩子，也适合识字量大、追求更多精彩内容的孩子。


适读年龄：6～14岁


“神奇树屋”系列图书的科普读物，是故事系列的扩展阅读篇，将故事与历史、地理、人文、科学等知识完美结合，书中推荐了相关书籍、资料、视频、博物馆，特别适合热爱在生活里探索发现的孩子。


适读年龄：6～14岁


“神奇树屋”系列图书的双语读物，采用循序渐进的方式，一步步增加词汇量和句子难度，让孩子熟练掌握英语，全面提升阅读能力、写作能力和口语表达能力。
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古堡惊魂夜
神奇树屋·故事系列·基础版#2
[美] 玛丽·波·奥斯本/著
[美] 萨尔·莫多卡/绘

内容简介:
为了查清楚刻着M字样金勋章的主人是谁，哥哥杰克和妹妹安妮又一次走进神奇树屋。这一次，他们闯入了中世纪的城堡。吊桥、鹰房、风车和一名神秘的黑夜骑士……
为了追踪黑夜骑士，杰克和安妮误入了正在举办的骑士晚宴，也因此被卫兵关进阴暗的地牢。他们能顺利逃脱吗？



  



Dear Reader,
Did you know there’s a Magic Tree House® book for every kid? From those just starting to read chapter books to more experienced readers, Magic Tree House® has something for everyone, including science, sports, geography, wildlife, history…and always a bit of mystery and magic!
  
Happy reading!

  




Here’s what kids and grown-ups have to say about the Magic Tree House® books:
“Oh, man…the Magic Tree House series is really exciting!” —Christina
“I like the Magic Tree House series. I stay up all night reading them. Even on school nights!” —Peter
“Jack and Annie have opened a door to a world of literacy that I know will continue throughout the lives of my students.” —Deborah H.
“As a librarian, I have seen many happy young readers coming into the library to check out the next Magic Tree House book in the series.” —Lynne H.
  



  
#1: DINOSAURS BEFORE DARK
#2: THE KNIGHT AT DAWN
#3: MUMMIES IN THE MORNING
#4: PIRATES PAST NOON
#5: NIGHT OF THE NINJAS
#6: AFTERNOON ON THE AMAZON
#7: SUNSET OF THE SABERTOOTH
#8: MIDNIGHT ON THE MOON
#9: DOLPHINS AT DAYBREAK
#10: GHOST TOWN AT SUNDOWN
#11: LIONS AT LUNCHTIME
#12: POLAR BEARS PAST BEDTIME
#13: VACATION UNDER THE VOLCANO
#14: DAY OF THE DRAGON KING
#15: VIKING SHIPS AT SUNRISE
#16: HOUR OF THE OLYMPICS
#17: TONIGHT ON THE
TITANIC
#18: BUFFALO BEFORE BREAKFAST
#19: TIGERS AT TWILIGHT
#20: DINGOES AT DINNERTIME
#21: CIVIL WAR ON SUNDAY
#22: REVOLUTIONARY WAR ON WEDNESDAY
#23: TWISTER ON TUESDAY
#24: EARTHQUAKE IN THE EARLY MORNING
#25: STAGE FRIGHT ON A SUMMER NIGHT
#26: GOOD MORNING, GORILLAS
#27: THANKSGIVING ON THURSDAY
#28: HIGH TIDE IN HAWAII
For a list of Magic Tree House® Merlin Missions and other Magic Tree House® titles, visit MagicTreeHouse.com.
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“Help! A monster!” said Annie.
“Yeah, sure,” said Jack. “A real monster in Frog Creek, Pennsylvania.”
“Run, Jack!” said Annie. She ran up the road.
Oh, brother, thought Jack. This is what he got for spending time with his seven-year-old sister.
Annie loved pretend stuff. But Jack was eight and a half. He liked real things.
“Watch out, Jack! The monster’s coming!” said Annie.
Jack didn’t say anything.
“Come on, Jack, I’ll race you!” said Annie.
“No, thanks,” said Jack.
Annie raced alone into the woods.
Jack looked at the sky. The sun was about to set.
“Come on, Annie! It’s time to go home!” yelled Jack.
But Annie didn’t answer.
Jack waited.
“Annie!” he called again.
“Jack! Jack!” Annie shouted. “Come here! Quick!”
Jack groaned. “This better be good,” he said.
Jack left the road and headed into the woods. The trees were lit with a golden late-afternoon light.
“Over here!” called Annie.
Annie was standing under a tall oak tree. “Look!” she said. She pointed at a rope ladder. It was hanging down from high in the tree.
“Wow,” Jack whispered.
At the top of the tree was a tree house, tucked between two branches.
“That must be the highest tree house in the world,” said Annie.
“Who built it?” asked Jack. “I’ve never seen it before.”
“I don’t know. But I’m going up,” said Annie.
“No! We don’t know who it belongs to,” said Jack.
“Just for a teeny minute,” said Annie. She started up the ladder.
“Annie, come back!” said Jack.
But Annie kept climbing. She climbed all the way up to the tallest branches.


  
Jack sighed. “Annie, it’s almost dark! We have to go home!”
Annie disappeared inside the tree house.
“Annie!” Jack called.
Jack waited a moment. He was about to call again when Annie poked her head out of the tree house window.
“Books!” Annie shouted.
“What?” Jack said.
“It’s filled with books!” said Annie.
Oh, man! Jack thought. He loved books.
Jack pushed his glasses into place. He gripped the sides of the rope ladder and started up.





  
Jack crawled into the tree house.
“Wow,” he said. The tree house was filled with books. Books were everywhere—very old books with dusty covers and new books with shiny, bright covers.
“Look,” said Annie. “You can see far away.” She was peering out the tree house window.
Jack looked out the window with her. Below were the tops of the other trees. In the distance he could see the Frog Creek library and the elementary school and the park.
Annie pointed in the other direction.
“There’s our house,” she said.
Annie was right. Jack could see their white wooden house with its green porch. In the yard next door was their neighbor’s black dog, Henry. He looked very tiny.
“Hi, Henry!” shouted Annie.
“Shush! We’re not supposed to be up here,” said Jack.
Jack glanced around the tree house again. He noticed that bookmarks were sticking out of many of the books. “I wonder who owns all these books,” he said.
“I like this one,” said Annie. She picked up a book with a castle on the cover.
“Here’s a book about Pennsylvania,” said Jack. He turned to the page with the bookmark.
“Hey, here’s a picture of Frog Creek,” said Jack. “It’s a picture of these woods!”
“Oh, here’s a book for you,” said Annie. She held up a book about dinosaurs. A blue silk bookmark was sticking out of it.
“Let me see,” said Jack. He set his backpack down on the floor and grabbed the book from Annie.
“Okay. You look at that one, and I’ll look at the one about castles,” said Annie.
“No, we’d better not,” said Jack. “We don’t know who these books belong to.”
But even as he said this, Jack was opening the dinosaur book to the place where the bookmark was. He couldn’t help himself.
Jack turned to a picture of an ancient flying reptile. He recognized it as a Pteranodon. He touched the huge bat-like wings in the picture.
“Wow,” whispered Jack. “I wish we could go to the time of Pteranodons.”
Jack studied the picture of the odd-looking creature soaring through the sky.
“Ahhh!” screamed Annie.
“What?” said Jack.
“A monster!” Annie cried. She pointed out the tree house window.
“Stop pretending, Annie,” said Jack.
“No, really!” said Annie.
Jack looked out the window.
A giant creature was gliding above the treetops! It had a long, weird crest on the back of its head, a skinny beak, and huge bat-like wings!
It was a real live Pteranodon!
The creature swooped through the sky. It looked like a glider plane! It was coming straight toward the tree house!
“Get down!” cried Annie.
Jack and Annie crouched on the floor.
The wind started to blow.
The tree house started to spin.
It spun faster and faster.
Then everything was still.
Absolutely still.





  
Jack opened his eyes. Sunlight slanted through the window.
The tree house was still high up in a tree.
But it wasn’t the same tree.
“Where are we?” said Annie. She and Jack looked out the window.
The Pteranodon was soaring through the sky. The ground was covered with ferns and tall grass. There was a winding stream, a sloping hill, and volcanoes in the distance.
“I—I don’t know where we are,” said Jack.
The Pteranodon glided down to the base of the tree. It landed on the ground and stood very still.
“So what just happened to us?” said Annie.
“Well…,” said Jack. “I was looking at the picture in the book—”
“And you said, ‘Wow, I wish we could go to the time of Pteranodons,’ ” said Annie.
“Yeah. And then we saw a Pteranodon in the Frog Creek woods,” said Jack.
“Yeah. And then the wind got loud. And the tree house started spinning,” said Annie.
“And we landed here,” said Jack.
“And we landed here,” said Annie.
“So that means…,” said Jack.
“So that means…what?” said Annie.
“I don’t know,” said Jack. He shook his head. “None of this can be real.”
Annie looked out the window again. “But he’s real,” she said. “He’s very real.”
Jack looked out the window with her again. The Pteranodon was standing at the base of the tree like a guard. His giant wings were spread out on either side of him.
“Hi!” Annie shouted.
“Shhh!” said Jack. “We’re not supposed to be here.”
“But where is here?” said Annie.
“I don’t know,” said Jack.
“Hi! Who are you?” Annie called to the Pteranodon.
The creature just looked up at her.
“Are you nuts? He can’t talk,” said Jack. “But maybe the book can tell us.”
Jack looked down at the book. He read the words under the picture:
This flying reptile lived in the Cretaceous Period. It vanished 65 million years ago with the dinosaurs.


  
“That’s impossible!” said Jack. “We can’t have gone to a time sixty-five million years ago!”
“Jack,” said Annie. “He’s nice.”
“Nice?” said Jack.
“Yeah, I can tell,” said Annie. “Let’s go down to him.”
“Go down?” said Jack.
Annie started down the rope ladder.
“Hey, come back,” said Jack.
But Annie kept going.
“Annie, wait!” Jack called.
Annie dropped to the ground. She stepped boldly up to the ancient creature.





  
Jack gasped as Annie reached out her hand toward the Pteranodon.
Oh, no, he thought. Annie was always trying to make friends with animals, but this was going too far.
“Don’t get too close to him, Annie!” Jack shouted.
Annie touched the Pteranodon’s crest. She stroked his neck. She was talking to him.
What in the world is she saying? Jack wondered.
He took a deep breath. Okay. He would go down, too. It would be good to examine a Pteranodon. He could take notes like a scientist.
Jack started down the rope ladder. When he reached the ground, he was only a few feet away from the creature.
The Pteranodon stared at Jack. His eyes were bright and alert.
“He’s soft, Jack,” said Annie. “He feels like Henry.”
Jack snorted. “He’s no dog, Annie.”
“Feel him, Jack,” said Annie.
Jack didn’t move.
“Don’t think, Jack. Just do it,” Annie said.
Jack stepped forward. He reached out very cautiously. He brushed his hand down the creature’s neck.
Interesting, Jack thought. A thin layer of fuzz covered the Pteranodon’s skin.
“Soft, huh?” said Annie.
Jack reached into his backpack and pulled out a pencil and a notebook. He wrote:
fuzzy skin
“What are you doing?” asked Annie.
“Taking notes,” said Jack. “We’re probably the first people in the whole world to ever see a real live Pteranodon.”
Jack looked at the Pteranodon again. The bony crest on top of his head was longer than Jack’s arm.
“I wonder how smart he is,” Jack said.
“Very smart,” said Annie.
“Don’t count on it,” said Jack. “His brain’s probably no bigger than a bean.”
“No, he’s very smart. I can feel it,” said Annie. “I’m going to call him Henry.”
Jack wrote in his notebook:
small brain?
  
Jack looked at the creature again. “Maybe he’s a mutant,” he said.
The Pteranodon tilted his head.
Annie laughed. “He’s not a mutant, Jack.”
“Well, what’s he doing here then? Where is this place?” said Jack.
Annie leaned close to the Pteranodon. “Do you know where we are, Henry?” she asked softly.
The creature fixed his eyes on Annie. His long jaws were opening and closing like a giant pair of scissors.
“Are you trying to talk to me, Henry?” asked Annie.
“Forget it, Annie.” Jack wrote in his notebook:
mouth like scissors
“Did we come to a time long ago, Henry?” asked Annie. “Is this a place from long ago?”
Suddenly Annie gasped. “Jack!”
Jack looked up.
Annie was pointing toward the hill. On top stood a huge dinosaur!
  





  
“Go! Go!” said Jack. He threw his notebook into his pack. He pushed Annie toward the rope ladder.
“Bye, Henry!” she said.
“Go!” said Jack. He gave Annie another push.
“Quit it!” she said. But she started up the ladder. Jack scrambled after her.
Jack and Annie tumbled into the tree house. They were panting as they looked out the window at the dinosaur. It was standing on the hilltop, eating flowers off a tree.
“Oh, man,” whispered Jack. “We are in a time long ago!”
The dinosaur looked like a huge rhinoceros with three horns instead of one. It had two long horns above its eyes, and another one grew out from its nose. It had a big shield-like thing behind its head.
“Triceratops!” said Jack.
“Does he eat people?” whispered Annie.
“I’ll look it up.” Jack grabbed the dinosaur book. He flipped through the pages.
“There!” said Jack, pointing to a picture of a Triceratops. He read the caption:
The Triceratops lived in the late Cretaceous Period. This plant-eating dinosaur weighed over 12,000 pounds.
Jack slammed the book shut. “Just plants. No meat.”
“Good!” said Annie. “Let’s go see him up close.”
“Are you crazy?” said Jack.
“Don’t you want to take notes about him?” asked Annie. “We’re probably the first people in the whole world to ever see a real live Triceratops.”
Jack sighed. Annie was right.
“Okay, let’s go,” he said.
Jack shoved the dinosaur book into his pack. He slung his pack over his shoulder. Annie started down the ladder, and Jack followed her.
“Just promise you won’t pet him,” Jack called down to Annie.
“I promise,” said Annie.
“Promise you won’t kiss him,” said Jack.
“I promise,” said Annie.
“Promise you won’t talk to him.”
“I promise,” said Annie.
“Promise you won’t—”
“Don’t worry!” said Annie.
Annie and Jack stepped off the ladder. The Pteranodon gave them a friendly look.
Annie blew him a kiss. “Be back soon, Henry!” she called.
“Shhh!” said Jack. And he led the way slowly and carefully through the ferns.
When Jack and Annie reached the bottom of the hill, they knelt behind a bush. Annie started to speak, but Jack quickly put his finger to his lips. Then he and Annie peeked out at the Triceratops.
The dinosaur was bigger than a truck. He was eating the flowers off a magnolia tree.
Jack slipped his notebook out of his pack. He wrote:
eats flowers
Annie nudged him.
Jack ignored her. He studied the Triceratops again. He wrote:
eats slowly
Annie nudged him harder.
Jack looked at her.
Annie pointed to herself. She walked her fingers through the air. She pointed to the dinosaur. She smiled.
Is she teasing? Jack wondered.
Annie waved at Jack.
Jack started to grab her.
She laughed and jumped away. She fell into the grass in full view of the Triceratops!
“Get back!” whispered Jack.
Too late. The big dinosaur had spotted Annie. He gazed down at her from the hilltop. Half of a magnolia flower was sticking out of his mouth.
“Oops,” said Annie.
“Get back!” Jack said again.
“He looks nice, Jack,” Annie said.
“Nice? Watch out for his horns, Annie!” said Jack.
The Triceratops gazed calmly down at Annie. Then he turned and loped down the side of the hill.
“Bye!” said Annie. She turned back to Jack. “See?”
Jack grunted. But he wrote in his notebook:
nice
“Come on. Let’s look around some more,” said Annie.


  
As Jack started after Annie, he saw something glittering in the tall grass.
Jack reached down and picked it up. It was a gold medallion.
A letter was engraved on the medallion: a fancy M.
“Oh, man. Someone was here before us!” Jack said softly.






  
“Annie, look at this!” Jack called. “Look what I found!”
Annie had gone up to the hilltop. She was picking a flower from the magnolia tree.
“Annie, look! A medallion!” shouted Jack.
But Annie wasn’t paying attention to Jack. She was staring at something on the other side of the hill.
“Oh, wow!” she said. Clutching her magnolia flower, she took off down the hill.
“Annie, come back!” Jack shouted.
But Annie had disappeared.
“Oh, brother,” Jack muttered. He stuffed the gold medallion into his jeans pocket.
Then Jack heard Annie shriek.
“Annie?” he said.
Jack heard another sound as well—a deep, bellowing sound, like a tuba.
“Jack! Come here, quick!” Annie called.
Jack raced up the hill. When he got to the top, he gasped.
The valley below was filled with nests—big nests made out of mud. The nests were filled with tiny dinosaurs!
Annie was crouching next to one of the nests. Towering over her was a gigantic duck-billed dinosaur!
“Don’t panic. Don’t move,” said Jack. He stepped slowly down the hill toward Annie.
The huge dinosaur was waving her arms and making her tuba sound.


  
Jack stopped. He didn’t want to get too close.
He knelt on the ground. “Okay. Move toward me. Slowly,” he said.
Annie started to stand up.
“Don’t stand! Crawl,” said Jack.
Clutching her flower, Annie crawled toward Jack.
Still bellowing, the duck-billed dinosaur followed her.
Annie froze.
“Keep going,” Jack said.
Annie started crawling again.
Jack inched farther down the hill, until he was just an arm’s distance from Annie. He reached out and grabbed her hand. He pulled Annie toward him.
“Stay down,” Jack said. He crouched next to her. “Bow your head. Pretend to chew.”
“Chew?” said Annie.
“Yes,” said Jack. “I read that’s what you do if a mean dog comes at you.”
“She’s no dog, Jack,” said Annie.
“Just chew,” said Jack.
Jack and Annie both bowed their heads and pretended to chew. Soon the dinosaur grew quiet.
Jack looked up. “I don’t think she’s mad anymore,” he said.
“You saved me,” said Annie. “Thanks.”
“You have to use your brain, Annie,” said Jack. “You can’t just go running to a nest of babies. There’s always a mother nearby.”
Annie stood up.
“Annie, don’t!” said Jack.
Too late.
Annie held out her magnolia flower to the dinosaur.
“I’m sorry I made you worry about your babies,” she said.
The dinosaur moved closer to Annie. She grabbed the flower from her hand. She reached for another.
“No more,” said Annie.
The dinosaur let out a sad tuba sound.
“But there are more flowers up there,” Annie said. She pointed to the top of the hill. “I’ll get you some.”
Annie hurried up the hill.
The dinosaur waddled after her.
Jack quickly looked at the dinosaur babies. Some were crawling out of their nests.
Where are the other mothers? Jack wondered.
Jack took out the dinosaur book. He flipped through the pages. He found a picture of some duck-billed dinosaurs. He read the caption:
The Anatosauruses lived in colonies. While a few mothers babysat the nests, others looked for food.
So there were probably more mothers close by, looking for food.
“Hey, Jack!” Annie called.
Jack looked up. Annie was at the top of the hill, feeding magnolia flowers to the giant Anatosaurus!
“Guess what?” Annie said. “She’s nice, too.”
Suddenly the Anatosaurus made her terrible tuba sound. Annie crouched down and started to chew.
The dinosaur charged down the hill. She seemed afraid of something.
Jack put the book on top of his pack. He hurried to Annie.
“I wonder why she ran away,” said Annie. “We were starting to be friends.”
Jack looked around. What he saw in the distance almost made him faint!
An enormous monster was coming across the plain.


  
The monster was walking on two strong legs. It was swinging a long, thick tail and dangling two tiny arms.
It had a huge head—and its jaws were wide open.
Even from far away Jack could see its long, gleaming teeth.
“Tyrannosaurus rex!” whispered Jack.






  
“Run, Annie! Run!” cried Jack. “Run to the tree house!”
Jack and Annie dashed down the hill together. They ran through the tall grass and ferns and past the Pteranodon.
They scrambled up the rope ladder and tumbled into the tree house.
Annie leaped to the window.
“It’s going away!” she said, panting.
Jack pushed his glasses into place. He looked out the window with Annie.
The Tyrannosaurus was wandering off.
But then the monster stopped and turned around.
“Duck!” said Jack.
The two of them ducked their heads.
After a long moment, they peeked out the window again.
“Coast clear,” said Jack.
“Yay,” whispered Annie.
“We have to get out of here,” said Jack.
“You made a wish before,” said Annie.
“Right,” said Jack. He took a deep breath. “I wish we could go back to Frog Creek!”
Nothing happened.
“I said I wish—” started Jack.
“Wait,” said Annie. “You were looking at a picture in the dinosaur book. Remember?”
“Oh, no, I left the book and my pack on the hill!” said Jack. “I have to go back!”
“Forget it,” said Annie.
“I can’t,” said Jack. “The book doesn’t belong to us. Plus my notebook with all my notes is in my pack. And my—”
“Okay, okay!” said Annie.
“I’ll hurry!” said Jack. He climbed quickly down the ladder and leaped to the ground.
Jack raced past the Pteranodon, through the ferns, through the tall grass, and up the hill.
He looked down.
His pack was lying on the ground. On top of it was the dinosaur book.
But now the valley below was filled with Anatosauruses. They were all standing guard around the nests.
Where had they been? Did fear of the Tyrannosaurus send them home?
Jack took a deep breath. Ready! Set! Go! he thought.
He charged down the hill. He ran to his backpack. He scooped it up. He grabbed the dinosaur book.
Jack heard a terrible tuba sound! Then another, and another! All the Anatosauruses were bellowing at him!
Jack took off.
He raced up to the hilltop.
He started down the hill.
  
He stopped.
The Tyrannosaurus rex was back! It was standing between Jack and the tree house!






  
Jack jumped behind the magnolia tree.
His heart was beating so fast he could hardly think.
He peeked out at the giant monster. The horrible-looking creature was opening and closing its huge jaws. Its teeth were as big as steak knives.
Don’t panic, thought Jack. Think.
He peered down at the valley.
Good. The duck-billed dinosaurs were sticking close to their nests.
Jack looked back at the Tyrannosaurus.
Good. The monster still didn’t seem to know he was there.
Don’t panic. Think. Think. Maybe there’s information in the book.
Jack opened the dinosaur book. He found Tyrannosaurus rex. He read:
Tyrannosaurus rex was one of the largest meat-eating land animals of all time. If it were alive today, it could eat a human in one bite.
Great, thought Jack. The book was no help at all.
Jack tried to think clearly. He couldn’t hide on the other side of the hill. The Anatosauruses might stampede.
He couldn’t run to the tree house. The Tyrannosaurus might run faster.
Maybe he should just wait for the monster to leave.
Jack peeked around the tree.
The Tyrannosaurus had wandered closer to the hill.
Something caught Jack’s eye. Annie was coming down the rope ladder!
  
Is she nuts? What is she doing? Jack wondered.
Jack watched Annie hop off the ladder.
Annie hurried over to the Pteranodon. She was talking to him. She was flapping her arms. She pointed at Jack, at the sky, at the tree house.
She is nuts! Jack thought.
“Go! Go back up in the tree!” Jack whispered. “Go!”
Jack heard a roar.
The Tyrannosaurus rex was looking in his direction.
Jack hit the ground.
The Tyrannosaurus rex was coming toward the hill.
Jack felt the ground shaking.
What should I do? Jack wondered. Should I run? Crawl back into Dinosaur Valley? Climb the magnolia tree?
Suddenly a giant shadow covered Jack. He looked up.
The Pteranodon was gliding overhead. The giant creature sailed toward the top of the hill.
He was heading toward Jack.
  






  
The Pteranodon coasted down to the ground.
He stared at Jack with his bright, alert eyes.
What was Jack supposed to do? Climb on? But I’m too heavy, thought Jack.
Jack looked at the Tyrannosaurus. It was starting up the hill. Its giant teeth were flashing in the sunlight.
Okay, thought Jack. Don’t think! Just do it!
Jack put his book in his pack. Then he climbed onto the Pteranodon’s back. He held on tightly.
The creature moved forward. He spread his wings—and lifted off the ground!
Jack nearly fell off as they teetered this way and that.
The Pteranodon steadied himself and rose into the sky.
Jack looked down. The Tyrannosaurus was staring up at him and chomping the air.
The Pteranodon glided away.
He sailed over the hilltop and over the valley.
He circled above all the duck-billed dinosaurs and all the nests filled with babies.
Then the Pteranodon soared out over the plain—over the Triceratops, who was grazing in the high grass.
Jack felt like a bird. The wind was rushing through his hair. The air smelled sweet and fresh.
  
Jack whooped and laughed. He couldn’t believe it! He was riding on the back of an ancient flying reptile!
The Pteranodon sailed over the stream and over the ferns and bushes. Then he carried Jack down to the base of the oak tree.
When they came to a stop, Jack slid off the creature’s back and landed on the ground.
The Pteranodon took off again and glided into the sky.
“Bye, Henry!” called Jack.
“Jack! Are you okay?” Annie shouted from the tree house.
Jack pushed his glasses into place. He kept staring at the Pteranodon.
“Jack!” Annie called.
Jack looked up at Annie. He smiled.
“Thanks for saving my life,” he said. “That was really fun.”
“Thank Henry, not me!” said Annie. “Come on! Climb up!”
Jack tried to stand. His legs were wobbly. He felt a bit dizzy.
“Hurry!” shouted Annie. “It’s coming!”
Jack looked around. The Tyrannosaurus was heading straight toward him! Jack bolted to the ladder. He started climbing.
“Hurry! Hurry!” screamed Annie.
Jack reached the top and scrambled into the tree house.
“It’s coming toward the tree!” Annie cried.
The dinosaur slammed against the oak tree. The tree house shook like a leaf in the wind.
Jack and Annie tumbled into the books.
“Make a wish to go home!” cried Annie.
“We need the book! The Pennsylvania book!” said Jack. “Where is it?”
They both searched madly around the tree house.
“Found it!” said Jack.
He grabbed the book and flipped through the pages. He found the photograph of the Frog Creek woods.
Jack pointed to the picture in the book.
“I wish we could go home!” he shouted.
The wind began to blow.
Jack closed his eyes. He held on tightly to Annie.
The tree house started to spin.
It spun faster and faster.
Then everything was still.
Absolutely still.






  
Jack heard a bird singing.
He opened his eyes. He was still pointing at the picture of the Frog Creek woods.
He peeked out the tree house window. Outside he saw the exact same view as the picture in the book.
“We’re home,” whispered Annie.
The woods were lit with a golden late-afternoon light. The sun was about to set.
No time had passed since they’d left Frog Creek.
  
“Ja-ack! An-nie!” a voice called from the distance.
“That’s Mom,” said Annie.
Jack saw their mother far away. She was standing in front of their house. She looked tiny.
“An-nie! Ja-ack!” she called.
Annie stuck her head out the window and shouted, “Coming!”
Jack still felt dazed. He just stared at Annie.
“What happened to us?” he said.
“We took a trip in a magic tree house,” said Annie simply.
“But it’s the same time as when we left,” said Jack.
Annie shrugged.
“How did it take us so far away?” said Jack. “And so long ago?”
“You looked at a picture in a book and said you wished we could go there,” said Annie. “And the magic tree house took us there.”
“But how?” said Jack. “And who built this magic tree house? Who put all these books here?”
“A magic person, I guess,” said Annie.
“Oh, look,” said Jack. “I almost forgot about this.”
Jack reached into his pocket and pulled out the gold medallion. “Someone lost this back there,” he said, “in dinosaur land. Look, there’s a letter M on it.”
Annie’s eyes got round. “You think M stands for magic person?” she asked.
“I don’t know,” said Jack. “I just know someone went to that place before us.”
“Ja-ack! An-nie!” their mom called again.
“Coming!” Annie shouted again.
Jack put the gold medallion back in his pocket. He pulled the dinosaur book out of his pack and put it back with all the other books.
Then he and Annie took one last look around the tree house.
“Good-bye, house,” whispered Annie.
Jack slung his backpack over his shoulders. Annie started down the rope ladder. Jack followed.
Seconds later they hopped onto the ground and started walking out of the woods.
“No one’s going to believe our story,” said Jack.
“So let’s not tell anyone,” said Annie.
“Dad won’t believe it,” said Jack.
“He’ll say it was a dream,” said Annie.
“Mom won’t believe it,” said Jack.
“She’ll say it was pretend.”
“My teacher won’t believe it,” said Jack.
“She’ll say you’re nuts,” said Annie.
“We’d better not tell anyone,” said Jack.
“I already said that,” said Annie.
Jack sighed. “I think I’m starting not to believe it myself,” he said.
They left the woods and started up the road toward their house.
As they walked past all the houses on their street, the trip to dinosaur time did seem more and more like a dream.
Only this world and this time seemed real.
Jack reached into his pocket. He clasped the gold medallion.
He felt the engraving of the letter M. It made his fingers tingle.
Jack laughed. Suddenly he felt very happy.
He couldn’t explain what had happened today. But he knew for sure that their trip in the magic tree house had been real.
Absolutely real.
“Tomorrow,” Jack said softly, “we’ll go back to the woods.”
“Of course,” said Annie.
“And we’ll climb up to the tree house,” said Jack.
“Of course,” said Annie.
“And we’ll see what happens next,” said Jack.
“Of course,” said Annie. “Race you!”
And they took off together, running for home.
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玛丽·波·奥斯本
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企鹅图书 | PENGUIN BOOKS
UK | USA | Canada | Ireland | Australia
 New Zealand | India | South Africa | North Asia
Penguin Books is part of the Penguin Random House group of companies whose addresses can be found at:

 global.penguinrandomhouse.com.


This translation published by arrangement with Random House Children’s Books, a division of Penguin Random House LLC.
Magic Tree House® is a registered trademark of Mary Pope Osborne, used under license.
Simplified Chinese edition copyright © 2018 by Penguin Random House North Asia
in association with Xiron Publishing Company Ltd. and Zhejiang Education Publishing House
All rights reserved.
© “企鹅”及其相关标识是企鹅兰登（北京）文化发展有限公司已经注册或尚未注册的商标。
未经允许，不得擅用。
 
企鹅兰登电子书 | PENGUIN RANDOM HOUSE EBOOKS
电子书监制：邵明鉴
数字发行：邵明鉴
营销支持：郎子 | 欢莹
选题策划：苗辉 | 魏玲



正文内容
第一章 漆黑的树林
第二章 又出发了
第三章 过桥
第四章 进入城堡
第五章 被囚禁
第六章 看招
第七章 秘密通道
第八章 骑士
第九章 月光下
第十章 一个谜团解开了
附赠：英语原文延伸阅读








第一章
漆黑的树林





杰克睡不着觉。他把眼镜戴上，看了看钟。
才五点半，这时候起床太早了。
昨天发生了那么多奇怪的事情，现在他想把它们理理清楚。他打开灯，拿起笔记本，看了看自己上床前写的笔记。


杰克把眼镜往上推了推。这些话有谁会相信呢？
妈妈不会信，爸爸不会信，他三年级的班主任瓦特金斯夫人也不会信。唯一会相信的，只有他七岁的妹妹安妮，因为只有安妮跟他一起去了恐龙时代。
“你睡不着吗？”安妮问。
是安妮，正站在他的房门口。
“睡不着。”杰克说。
“我也是。”安妮说，“你在做什么呢？”
安妮走到杰克身边，看着翻开的笔记本，把上面的文字读了一遍。
“金奖章的事你不准备写吗？”安妮问。
“你说的是那枚金勋章吧？”杰克说。
他拿起铅笔，写道：




“你不在奖章上面加上字母M吗？”安妮问。
“是勋章，”杰克说，“不是奖章。”
他加了一个M：


“关于那个神秘的人，你不准备写下来吗？”安妮问。
“我们还不能确定是不是有这样一个人呢。”杰克说。
“反正，有人在树林里建了那个树屋，有人把书放在了里面，有人在恐龙时代丢失了一枚金奖章。”安妮说。
“是勋章！”杰克第三次纠正道，“我只记录事实，只记录我们确切知道的事情。”
“我们现在就回树屋去吧，”安妮说，“去弄清楚那个神秘的人是不是真的存在。”
“你疯了吗？”杰克说，“太阳还没有升起来呢。”
“快走吧，”安妮说，“没准儿我们可以趁他们睡着的时候抓住他们。”
“我认为我们不应该这么做。”杰克说。
杰克很担心，万一那个神秘人物是坏人呢？万一那个人不想让小孩子知道树屋的事呢？
“好吧，那我去了。”安妮说。
杰克看着窗外灰黑色的天空，天快要亮了。
杰克叹了口气说：“好吧，快把衣服穿好，我在后门跟你会合。嘘，别出声。”
“好嘞！”安妮小声说。她像老鼠一样悄没声儿地踮着脚离开了。
杰克穿上牛仔裤、暖和的套头衫和运动鞋，把笔记本和铅笔扔进书包，然后悄悄地走下楼。
安妮正在后门口等着呢。她用手电筒照着杰克的脸，调皮地叫道：“看招！这是魔杖！”
“嘘！别把爸爸妈妈吵醒了。”杰克压低声音说，“快把手电筒关掉，可不能让别人看见我们。”
安妮点点头，把手电筒关了，然后把它别在自己的腰带上。
他们从后门溜了出去。黎明前的空气凉爽而清新。蟋蟀在唧唧吱地鸣叫，隔壁人家的狗也发出了叫声。
“安静，亨利！”安妮小声说。
亨利不叫了，动物们似乎总是很听安妮的话。
“我们跑吧！”杰克说。
他们越过黑暗、潮湿的草地，一口气跑到了树林里。
“现在需要用到手电筒了。”杰克说。
安妮把手电筒从腰带上拿下来，拧亮。
然后，两个人一步一步地往树林深处走去。
杰克屏住了呼吸，黑漆漆的树林真吓人啊。
“抓住你了！”安妮突然把手电筒对准杰克的脸，大叫道。
杰克往后一跳，皱起了眉头。
“别这样！”杰克说。“我吓到你了。”安妮笑着说。
杰克气呼呼地说：“别胡闹了！这不是闹着玩儿的。”
“好吧，好吧。”安妮用手电筒照了照树梢。
“你这又是在做什么？”杰克问。
“寻找那个树屋呀！”安妮回答。


光柱不动了。
找到了，那个神奇树屋就在树林里最高的那棵树上。
安妮照了照树屋，又照了照那架高高的绳梯。绳梯从树上一直垂到地面。
“我上去啦。”安妮抓着手电筒，开始往绳梯上爬。
“等等！”杰克喊道。
“万一树屋里有人怎么办？”杰克想。
“安妮！回来！”杰克又喊了一声。
可是安妮已经不见了踪影，手电筒的光消失了。
杰克独自留在了黑暗中。








第二章
又出发了



“这上面没有人！”安妮朝下面喊。
杰克想转身回家，但又想起树屋里有那么多书。
于是他也开始顺着绳梯往上爬。
快要爬到树屋时，他看见远处的天空有了亮光，黎明即将来临了。
他爬进树屋，摘下身上的书包。
安妮正用手电筒照着四处散落的那些书。
“它们还在这儿。”安妮说。
她把手电筒照在一本恐龙书上。
就是这本书，带他们去了恐龙时代。
“还记得那只霸王龙吗？”安妮问。
“当然记得！”杰克说。
他可是亲眼看见了一只真正的、有血有肉的雷克斯霸王龙，这经历怎么能忘记呢？
手电筒的光又落在一本关于宾夕法尼亚的书上，书里夹着一枚红色的丝绸书签。
“还记得那幅蛙溪的图片吗？”安妮问。
“当然记得。”杰克说。
正是那幅图片，把他们带回了家。
“这一本是我最喜欢的。”安妮说。
光束落在一本关于骑士和城堡的书上，里面夹着一枚蓝色的皮书签。
安妮把书翻到夹着书签的那一页。
上面有一幅图片，是一名骑士骑着黑马正朝一座城堡走去。
“安妮，把那本书合上，我知道你在想什么。”杰克说。
安妮指着画上的骑士。
“别这么做，安妮！”杰克叫道。
“请让我们亲眼见见这个人。”安妮说。
“不，不要！”杰克大喊。
就在这时，风声开始呜咽，树叶开始颤抖。
同样的事情又发生了。
“我们要出发了！”安妮喊道，“快蹲下！”
风声更响了，树叶颤抖得更厉害了。
树屋开始旋转，越转越快。
杰克把眼睛闭得紧紧的。
然后，一切都静止了。
完完全全地静止不动了。
杰克睁开眼睛，他浑身都在发抖。
空气潮湿、寒冷。
下面传来了马的嘶鸣声：“咴儿，咴儿！”


“我们好像到了。”安妮轻声说。
她手里仍抓着那本骑士和城堡书。
杰克朝窗外张望。
一座巨大的城堡在雾中若隐若现。
杰克看了看四周，他们现在是在另一棵大橡树上。
“看，杰克！”安妮喊道。
树下，一名骑士正骑着黑马经过。
“天哪，太可怕了，我们不能留在这儿。”杰克说，“我们必须先回家制订一个计划。”
杰克拿起那本宾夕法尼亚的书，翻到夹着红色丝绸书签的那一页。
杰克指着那幅蛙溪的图片，说：“请带我们——”
“不！”安妮一下子把书从杰克手里夺了过去，“我们留下来吧！我想参观一下城堡！”
“你疯了？我们必须先把情况了解清楚才行。”杰克说，“先回家吧。”
“就在这里了解吧！”安妮说。
“不行，快把书给我。”杰克伸出手。
安妮把书递给杰克，说道：“好吧，你自己回去吧，我要留下来。”说完，她把手电筒别在了腰带上。
“等等！”杰克说。
“我要去偷偷看一眼，就一眼。”安妮说着就顺着梯子迅速往下爬了。
杰克暗暗叫苦：“好吧，她赢了。”
杰克不可能撇下安妮独自离开，而且，他自己其实也想偷偷看一眼呢。
杰克放下宾夕法尼亚的书，把骑士和城堡书装进书包。
然后他顺着梯子爬下树，走进凉爽的、朦胧的雾气中。








第三章
过桥



安妮站在树下，望着面前迷雾笼罩的地面。
“我想，骑士是往那座桥去了，桥是通向城堡的。”安妮说。
“等等，把手电筒给我，让我查一下。”杰克说。
他从安妮手里接过手电筒，把骑士和城堡书从书包里抽出来，翻到了夹着皮书签的那一页。
在一幅骑士的图片下面有这么一行字，杰克将它读了出来：
这位骑士要去参加城堡宴会。

当他踏上漫长而危险的旅程时会穿戴盔甲。

盔甲十分沉重，单是一个头盔就重达十八千克。

哇，杰克五岁的时候体重是十八千克，这么算来，骑士戴头盔的时候就像顶着一个五岁孩子呢。
杰克掏出笔记本。他想做一些笔记，就像在恐龙谷时做的那样。
他在本子上写道：


还有什么呢？
他翻看着骑士和城堡书，突然发现有一幅图上画了一座城堡和它周围的建筑。
“那名骑士正在过桥，”安妮说，“他穿过大门……不见了。”
杰克低下头，在图上找到了那座桥。他把图片下面的文字读了出来：
这是护城河上的一座吊桥。

护城河里蓄满了水，保护城堡不受敌人侵犯。

有些人认为护城河里养着鳄鱼。



杰克在笔记本上写道：


“快看！”安妮一边说，一边透过迷雾向远处张望，“一架风车！就在那儿！”
“这儿也有一架风车呢。”杰克指着图片说。
“看那架真的风车，杰克，别看书上的。”安妮说。
突然，一阵刺耳的尖叫声划破天际。
“哎呀！”安妮指着前方叫道，“听起来像是从那个小房子里传出来的！”
“这儿也有一座小房子。”杰克说。
杰克一边端详着图片，一边念出下面的文字：
鹰房位于城堡外墙内，老鹰经过训练，会猎捕其他鸟类和小动物。

杰克在笔记本上写道：


“我们现在肯定已经进入城堡的外墙了。”杰克说。
“你听！”安妮轻声说，“听见了吗？鼓声！号角声！都是从城堡里传出来的，我们去看看吧。”
“等等。”杰克又翻了几页书说。
安妮急了，叫道：“杰克！我想看的是真实发生的事情，而不是书里写的那些东西。”
“可是你看看这个！”杰克指着另一幅图，上面画的是一场盛大的宴会，一些男人站在门口敲鼓和吹号角。
杰克念道：
宴会是在大礼堂举行的。敲鼓、吹号角是为了告诉大家宴会中各种不同的菜肴。

“你就看你的书吧，我要去参加真正的宴会了。”安妮说。
“等一等。”杰克正在认真地看着那幅图片，画面上有一个年纪与他相仿的男孩用托盘端着食物，里面有烤全猪和馅饼，还有浑身带羽毛的孔雀。
“孔雀？”杰克有点儿纳闷儿，随即写下：


杰克把书举起来给安妮看：“你看，他们好像在吃——”
“咦？安妮呢？”杰克透过迷雾四处张望。
这时，杰克才听见真实的鼓声和真实的号角声，看见真实的鹰房、真实的风车和真实的护城河。
他看见安妮冲过了真实的吊桥，消失在通向城堡的大门里。








第四章
进入城堡



“真拿她没办法。”杰克嘟囔道。
杰克把自己的东西装进书包，悄悄地朝吊桥走去。
他希望自己没有被别人发现。
天色越来越黑，现在肯定已经是晚上了。
杰克来到吊桥前，开始过桥。木板在他脚下发出吱吱嘎嘎的声音。
他从桥边向下望，心想：“护城河里会有鳄鱼吗？”
“站住！”有人大喊。
城墙顶上，一个卫兵正看着下面。
杰克拔腿就跑。他穿过吊桥和城堡大门，一下子冲进了庭院。这时，他听见了从城堡里传来的音乐声、大喊声和欢笑声。
杰克匆匆跑进漆黑的走廊，蹲下身来。
他一边瑟瑟发抖，一边四处寻找安妮的身影。
火把照亮了庭院四周高高的围墙，庭院里几乎没什么人。
只有两个男孩牵着两匹马，嗒嗒地走在灰色的鹅卵石路上，其中有一匹就是那名骑士的黑马。
“喂！杰克！我在这儿呢。”安妮喊道。
杰克顺着声音，在黑暗中仔细看了看。
是安妮。
她藏在庭院中间的一口井后面，正朝杰克招手呢。
杰克也朝安妮招招手。
等男孩和马都消失在马厩里时，杰克赶紧跑向安妮。
“我要去找音乐声，”安妮悄声说，“你也一起来吧？”
杰克叹了口气，说：“好吧。”
他们踮着脚，悄悄地走过鹅卵石小路，随后便闪身溜进了城堡的大门。
嘈杂声和音乐声是从他们面前的一个房间传来的。
房间里灯火通明。
他们站在大门的一侧，朝里面张望。
“宴会是在大礼堂举行的。”杰克低声说。
他不由得屏住了呼吸，充满敬畏地注视着屋内。
在喧闹的房间那头，巨大的壁炉里正燃烧着旺火。
石墙上挂着鹿角和壁毯，地上撒满了鲜花。
一些穿着鲜艳衣服、戴着滑稽帽子的人，漫步在人群中。他们有的在弹怪模怪样的吉他，有的在往空中抛球，有的把宝剑顶在自己的手上。
穿短装的男孩们手里端着大托盘，托盘里装满了食物。狗叼着骨头到处乱跑。穿着斗篷和毛皮大衣的男男女女，坐在几张拥挤的木头长桌周围。
“不知道哪位是刚才那名骑士。”杰克说。
“我也不知道。”安妮轻声说，“可是他们怎么用手拿东西吃呀！”
突然，身后有人大喊。
杰克猛地转过身。


一个男人站在几步开外，手里端着一托盘馅饼。
那个男人冲着杰克和安妮气呼呼地问：“尔等何人？”
“杰克。”杰克尖着嗓子说。
“安妮。”安妮也尖着嗓子说。
说完，他们拔腿就跑。
他们以最快的速度冲进了一条光线昏暗的走廊里。










第五章
被囚禁



“快跑啊！”安妮大喊。
杰克跟在安妮后面奔跑。
“这儿！快！”安妮冲向走廊旁边的一扇门。
她把门推开，两人跌跌撞撞地进入了一个漆黑而阴冷的房间。
门在他们身后吱吱嘎嘎地关上了。
“把手电筒给我。”安妮一把从杰克手里接过手电筒，拧开开关。
“哇！”安妮惊呼。
整整一排骑士，就站在他们面前！
安妮赶紧关上手电筒。
周围一片寂静。
杰克轻声说：“他们好像都没有动。”
安妮又试探性地把手电筒拧开。
“你看，这些只是一套套的盔甲。”杰克说。
“都没有脑袋。”安妮说。


“把手电筒给我，让我看看书里是怎么说的。”杰克说。
安妮把手电筒递给杰克。
杰克接过手电筒，从包里抽出那本骑士和城堡书。


他一边翻一边找，终于找到了他想看的东西。
杰克放下书，说：“这个地方叫军械库，是存放盔甲和武器的地方。”
杰克用手电筒向房间四周照了照。
“哦，天哪！”杰克不禁低声惊叹。
光柱落在闪闪发亮的护胸甲、护腿甲和护臂甲上。
落在满满当当地放着头盔和武器的架子上。
落在盾牌、长矛、宝剑、弓弩、棍棒和战斧上。
这时，走廊里传来了一阵声响。
好像有人来了。
“快藏起来！”安妮催促道。
“等一等，”杰克说，“我得先核实一件事情。”
“快点儿。”安妮叫道。
“马上就好，你先拿着这个。”杰克说着把手电筒递给安妮。
杰克想从架子上拿一个头盔，但头盔实在是太重了。
他只能弯下腰，把头盔一点点地拖到自己的脑袋上。
啪！面罩合上了。
“哎哟，好家伙！比脑袋上顶一个五岁小孩还糟糕，这更像是一个十岁小孩的重量！”杰克想。
他不仅头抬不起来，而且什么都看不见了。
“杰克！那些人越走越近了！”
安妮的声音听起来是那么遥远。
“把手电筒关掉！”杰克的声音在金属小密室里回荡。
他使劲晃动脑袋，想把头盔甩下来。
可他一不小心失去了平衡，撞在身后的一排盔甲上。
哗啦啦！
那些金属片和武器全都被撞倒在地，发出一片巨响。
杰克隐约听见有低沉的说话声。
他躺在地上，四周漆黑一片。
他拼命想站起身，可是脑袋太重了。
有人抓住了他的胳膊，接着，他的头盔被粗暴地摘掉了。
在他惊愕的目光前，是一个熊熊燃烧的火把。








第六章
看招



在火把的亮光下，杰克看见三个大块头男人。
眼睛斜得厉害的那个举着火把，脸膛红得发紫的那个揪着杰克，胡子留得很长的那个紧紧抓着安妮。
安妮又踢又嚷。
“休得无礼！”胡子留得很长的那个说。
“尔等何人？”脸膛红得发紫的那个说。
“密探？异邦人？埃及人？罗马人？波斯人？”斜眼睛的那个问。
“都不是，你们这些傻瓜！”安妮大喊。
“糟糕，坏事了。”杰克嘟囔道。
“把他们抓起来！”红脸膛叫道。
“关进地牢！”斜眼睛叫道。
三个卫兵押着杰克和安妮走出军械库，杰克焦急地扭头寻找自己的书包。
“快走！”一个卫兵说着推了他一把。杰克只好向前走去。
斜眼睛、安妮、长胡子、杰克和红脸膛走过长长的、黑乎乎的走廊，然后顺着一条弯曲、狭窄的楼梯盘旋而下。
杰克听见安妮在朝卫兵们大喊：“傻瓜！坏蛋！我们什么也没做！”
卫兵们哈哈大笑，他们根本不把安妮的话当回事。
楼梯的底部有一扇大铁门，中间横着一根棍子。
斜眼睛把棍子从门上移开，然后使劲地推那扇铁门。
铁门吱吱嘎嘎地打开了。
杰克和安妮被推进了一间冰冷而逼仄的牢房。
燃烧的火把照亮了这间地牢。
脏兮兮的墙上悬挂着铁链，水从天花板上滴落下来，在石头地上形成一个个水洼。
杰克从来没见过这么阴森恐怖的地方。
“先把他们关押在此，等宴会结束后，再把他们交给公爵大人。”斜眼睛说，“他知道如何处置窃贼。”
“明天有一场绞刑。”长胡子说。
“但愿老鼠没有先把他们咬死。”红脸膛说。
三个人哈哈大笑起来。


这时，杰克看见安妮正拿着他的书包，悄悄地把拉链拉开。
斜眼睛叫道：“快，把他们俩用链子拴起来。”
三个卫兵朝他们围过来，安妮猛地从包里抽出手电筒。
“看招！”她大喝一声。
卫兵们呆住了，他们惊讶地盯着安妮手里闪亮的手电筒。
安妮把手电筒拧开，卫兵们吓得往后一跳，退到了墙边，连气也不敢喘一口。
斜眼睛赶紧扔掉手里的火把。
火把落在地上一个肮脏的水坑里，扑闪了几下，熄灭了。
“看我的魔杖！”安妮边说边挥动着手电筒，“趴下，不然我就把你们统统干掉！”
杰克吃惊地张大了嘴巴。
安妮凶狠地把光柱对准斜眼睛，然后对准长胡子，接着对准红脸膛。
他们一个个连声号叫，惊恐地用手把脸捂住。
“趴下！统统趴下！快趴下！”安妮大喊。
卫兵们一个接一个地跪在了地上。
杰克简直不敢相信自己的眼睛。
安妮悄悄对杰克说：“快走，就现在。”
杰克看看敞开的牢门，又看看地上那几个颤抖的卫兵。
“快点儿！”安妮催促他。
杰克迅速一跃而起，跟着安妮离开了这间可怕的地牢。








第七章
秘密通道



安妮和杰克迅速冲上弯曲盘绕的楼梯，跑进那条长长的走廊。
还没跑多远，就听见后面传来了喊叫声。
随之而来的还有狗吠声。
“他们追来了！”安妮喊道。
“快上这儿来！”杰克说着推开走廊旁边的一扇门，把安妮拉了进去，然后转身把门关上。
安妮拧开手电筒照了照，只见房间里摆放着一排排麻袋和木桶。
“我最好查查书，”杰克说，“把它们给我！”
安妮把手电筒和书包递给杰克。杰克掏出骑士和城堡书，飞快地翻起来。
“嘘！”安妮说，“有人来了。”
杰克和安妮赶紧跳到门后，门吱吱嘎嘎地打开了。
杰克屏住呼吸。
一道火把的亮光在麻袋和木桶上晃了几下便消失了，随之门也砰的一声关上了。
“天哪。”杰克轻声说，“我们得抓紧时间了，他们可能还会回来的。”
他翻开书，双手不住地颤抖。
“这儿有一幅城堡的平面图，上面画的肯定就是我们现在这个房间，这是一间储藏室。”杰克说着又仔细看了看那幅图片，“看，这有一袋袋面粉和一桶桶葡萄酒。”
“别管这些了，趁他们还没回来，我们得赶紧离开这儿！”安妮说。
“不，你看。”杰克指着平面图说，“这儿有一个暗门。”
他把图片下面的字念了出来：
这扇门从储藏室通向一个秘密地道，地道通向护城河上方的一处绝壁。

“绝壁是什么？”安妮问。
“不知道，但我们会弄明白的。”杰克说，“先去找那个暗门吧。”
杰克仔细观察了一下那幅图，然后用手电筒在房间四周照了照。
房间的地面上铺着石板。从门数过去的第五块石板处就是图片上画着的暗门。
杰克用手电筒照着地面，一边走一边数：“一、二、三、四、五。”
他在第五块石板上停了下来，踩了踩。
太好了，是松动的！
他连忙放下手电筒，把手指伸到薄薄的石板下面，想把它搬起来。
“来，安妮，帮我一把。”杰克说。
安妮凑过来，帮他一起把那块方石板搬了出来。
这时，他们看到石板下面有一扇小小的木门。
杰克和安妮拽了拽门上的绳把手。砰的一声，门开了。
杰克用手电筒往里面照了照，对安妮说：“这儿有一个小梯子，我们下去看看吧！”
他踩着小梯子摸索着往下爬，安妮跟在后面。
来到梯子底部时，杰克又用手电筒照了照四周。
果然有一个地道！
杰克和安妮俯下身，爬进了那个湿漉漉、阴森恐怖的地道。手电筒的光勉强能把石壁照亮。
杰克晃了晃手电筒，心想：“难道电池快用完了？”
“手电筒好像快没电了！”他对安妮说。
“那我们得快点儿！”安妮在后面喊道。
杰克加快了爬行速度，但这样一直弓着腰爬，后背酸痛极了。
手电筒的光越来越暗了。
杰克十分担心，他不知道他们能不能在电池用完之前离开城堡。
幸好，很快，他就摸到了地道尽头的小木门。
杰克急忙拉开门闩，推开门，把头探到外面。
在雾蒙蒙的黑暗中，杰克什么也看不见。
空气凉爽而清新，他深深地吸了一口气。
“我们现在是在哪儿？”安妮在他身后轻声问，“你看见什么了？”
“什么也没看见，但我觉得这儿已经是城堡外面了。”杰克说，“我去看看。”


杰克放好手电筒，背起书包。
他先把手伸出门外摸了摸，但除了空气什么也没摸到。
“我得先找个落脚点。”杰克说着在狭小的地道里转了个身，背朝洞口。
他把上半身紧贴地道，再把一条腿伸出门外，然后将另一条腿伸出去。
他小心翼翼地一点点往外挪动，两只脚向下试图触碰地面，直到他整个身子都悬挂在门外时，他才意识到，下面应该是悬崖了。
“快把我拉上去！我碰不到地面！”他大声对安妮喊，“这儿肯定就是绝壁了！”
安妮赶紧上前去拉杰克的手，可是太晚了。
“我抓不住你！”她大喊。
杰克感到自己两手一滑，坠落在黑暗里。
扑通！








第八章
骑士



水灌进了杰克的鼻子，没过了他的头顶。
他连连咳嗽，手紧紧抓住刚刚滑落的眼镜，手臂胡乱挥舞着。
“杰克！”安妮在上面喊道。
“我在……护城河里！”杰克边说边大口地喘着气。
他想努力浮出水面，把眼镜重新戴上，但他的书包、鞋子和衣服，都太沉了。
扑通！
“嗨！我在这儿！”安妮喷了一口水说。
杰克听见安妮就在近处，可是却看不到人。
“哪边是岸啊？”安妮问。
“不知道！只管游吧！”杰克用狗刨的姿势在冰冷、漆黑的水里向前游。
他听见安妮也在游。
起初，安妮似乎游在他的前面，可是紧接着，他却听见后面传来扑通扑通的水声。
“安妮？”他大声喊。
“怎么啦？”安妮的声音是从前面传来的，不是后面。又是扑通一声。
是从后面传来的。
杰克的心脏几乎停止了跳动：“难道是鳄鱼？”
杰克的眼镜片上布满了一道道水痕，他什么也看不见。“安妮！”他轻声唤道。
“怎么啦？”安妮问。
“快点儿游！”杰克回道。
“我已经到了！就在岸边！”安妮小声说。
杰克在黑暗中顺着安妮的声音游去。
他想象着有一条鳄鱼正在后面追他。
突然，他摸到了一个湿漉漉的东西。
“啊！”他失声大叫。
“是我！快抓住我的手！”安妮说。
杰克抓住安妮的手，被她拖到了护城河边。
他们一起爬过堤岸，来到潮湿的草地上。
终于安全了！


杰克浑身都在颤抖，牙齿直打战。他抖了抖镜片上的水，把眼镜重新戴上。
雾太浓了，他看不见城堡，甚至连护城河都看不清，更别说鳄鱼了。
“我们……逃出来了。”安妮说。她的牙齿也在打战。
“对啊，”杰克说，“可是我们在哪儿呢？”他使劲望着迷雾中的黑暗。
吊桥在什么地方？风车呢？鹰房呢？树林和树屋呢？
所有的一切，仿佛都被浓得化不开的黑暗吞噬了。
杰克把手伸进潮湿的书包，掏出了手电筒。
他拧了一下开关，灯没亮，电池没电了。
他们俩被困住了，不是在地牢里，而是在寂静而寒冷的黑暗中。
“咴儿，咴儿！”
马的嘶鸣声打破了黑夜的寂静。
就在这时，云团散开了，一轮皎洁的圆月挂在天空中。
一片月光穿透迷雾映照下来。
杰克和安妮这才看见有个人在他们几步开外的地方。
是那名骑士。
他骑在那匹黑马上，盔甲在月光下闪闪发亮。
他的脸藏在头盔里，但眼睛似乎正注视着杰克和安妮。








第九章
月光下



杰克一下子愣住了。
“是他。”安妮轻声说。
骑士伸出一只戴手套的手。
“快来，杰克。”安妮说。
“你要去哪儿？”杰克问。
“他是想帮助我们。”安妮说。
“你怎么知道？”杰克问。
“我看得出来。”安妮说。
安妮一步步朝马走去。骑士跳下了马。他抱起安妮，把她放在马背上。
“快来，杰克。”安妮喊道。
杰克慢慢地朝骑士走去。这一切就像一场梦。
骑士把杰克也抱了起来，放在安妮的身后。
然后，他一跃跳上马，坐在他们俩后面，用力拽了一下缰绳。
黑马沿着被月光映照的护城河嗒嗒地走了起来。
杰克坐在马鞍上前后摇晃，风吹拂着他的头发，他觉得自己非常勇敢，内心充满了力量。
他感觉自己仿佛可以跟这名神秘的骑士一起骑着这匹马永远地走下去，走过大海，走过世界，走到月亮上去。
黑暗中有一只老鹰在尖叫。
“树屋在那儿。”安妮指着远处的一片树林说。
骑士调整了一下方向，让黑马朝着树林奔去。
“看，就是那里。”安妮指着绳梯说。
骑士让马停住了脚步。他翻身下马，把安妮抱了下来。
“谢谢你，爵士。”安妮说完，鞠了个躬。
骑士接着把杰克也抱了下来。
“谢谢你。”杰克也朝骑士鞠了个躬。
骑士重新回到马上。
他举起一只戴手套的手，拉起缰绳，在迷雾中渐行渐远。
安妮开始顺着高高的绳梯往上爬，杰克跟在后面。他们爬进黑乎乎的树屋，从窗户往外望去。
只见骑士正策马奔向城堡的外墙，最后消失在外墙大门里。


云团又渐渐地把月亮遮了起来。在一刹那间，杰克仿佛看见骑士的盔甲正在城堡后的山丘上闪闪发光。
等云团把月亮完全遮住时，一团黑雾笼罩了大地。
“他走了。”安妮耳语般地说。
杰克穿着一身湿衣服，盯着外面的茫茫黑暗，瑟瑟发抖。
“好冷啊。”安妮说，“你知道那本宾夕法尼亚的书在哪儿吗？”
杰克听见安妮在黑暗中摸索着什么，但他自己仍然凝视着窗外。
“我想就是这本，”安妮说，“我摸到了一枚丝绸书签。”
杰克根本没有仔细听安妮说话，他一心想着能再次看到骑士闪亮的盔甲。
“好吧，就用这本吧，应该不会错。”安妮说，“杰克，我要指着图片了！我要说出愿望了！请带我们回家吧！”
杰克听见风开始呼啸，起初声音很轻。
“但愿我没有拿错书，也没有指错图片。”安妮说。
“什么？”杰克扭头问，“没有拿错书？没有指错图片？”
树屋开始摇晃。风声越来越响，像刺耳的尖叫。
“但愿这不是那本恐龙书！”安妮叫道。
“快停下！”杰克朝树屋喊道。
来不及了。
树屋开始旋转，越转越快。
然后，一切都静止了。
完完全全地静止不动了。








第十章
一个谜团解开了



空气是温暖的。
天快亮了，远处有一条狗在叫。
“肯定是亨利在叫！”安妮说，“我们真的回家了。”
两人从树屋的窗口往外望。
“太好了，我们回家啦！”安妮说。
“刚才真悬啊。”杰克说。
远远地，路灯照亮了他们住的那条街。他们家楼上的窗户里有灯光。
“糟了，”安妮说，“爸爸妈妈好像已经起床了。快回去吧！”
“等一等。”恍惚中，杰克拉开书包拉链，掏出了那本骑士和城堡书。
书潮得很厉害，杰克把它放回原处，跟其他的书摆在一起。
“快下去吧！”安妮说着就往树屋外爬。
杰克跟在她后面下了绳梯。
他们穿过灰黑色的树林，顺着那条空荡的街道往家跑。
他们跑进自家的院子，悄悄走过草坪。
然后，他们小心地拉开家门，迅速溜了进去。
“爸爸妈妈还没有下楼呢。”安妮压低声音说。
“嘘。”杰克做了个手势。
他在前面走上楼梯，穿过走廊。
还是没有看见爸爸妈妈的身影，但是能听见卫生间里有流水声。
他们的家多么安全、舒适和温馨，跟那座漆黑、冰冷的城堡太不一样了。
安妮在她的卧室门口停住脚步。她朝杰克微微一笑，然后走进了自己的房间。
杰克也匆匆走进自己的房间。他脱掉湿乎乎的衣服，换上了干爽而柔软的睡衣。
他在床上坐下，拉开书包，掏出了那个被浸湿的笔记本。他又摸了摸铅笔，但手却碰到了另一样东西。
原来是那枚蓝色的皮书签！它肯定是从骑士和城堡书里掉出来的。
杰克举着书签凑近台灯，仔细端详。书签的皮质光滑而陈旧，看上去有些年头了。
杰克这才注意到书签上有一个字母，是一个漂亮的M。
他连忙打开床边的抽屉，取出那枚金勋章。
勋章上的字母M和这个一模一样。
突然，杰克意识到了一个惊人的事实。
他深深吸了口气。
一个谜团解开了。
在恐龙时代丢失了这枚金勋章的人，就是拥有树屋里所有书籍的那个人。
但是，那个人会是谁呢？
杰克把书签放在勋章旁边，关上了抽屉。
他拿起铅笔，把笔记本翻到最不潮湿的那一页，开始记录这个新发现：


还没等他画出那个字母M，他的眼皮就合上了。
他梦见自己和安妮又跟那名骑士在一起了。三个人骑着那匹黑马，行走在凉爽而黑暗的夜晚。他们穿过城堡的外墙，翻过被月光映照的山丘，进入了那片迷雾。






1.中世纪是欧洲历史上的一个时代，从公元5世纪持续到公元15世纪。这段时间是欧洲古代和现代的分水岭，所以被称作中世纪，也叫作中古时代。（中古在拉丁文中的意思为“中间的时间”）
2.城堡是封建制度中十分重要的一部分。它能够抵御外敌入侵，保护领主和领主的土地。从11世纪开始，欧洲就掀起了修城堡的热潮，到中世纪末期，欧洲大陆上已经建成了12000多座大大小小的城堡。


3.在遇到节日和其他特殊场合的时候，城堡里会举办宴会。客人吃着饭，听着美妙的音乐，欣赏着弄臣和杂技演员的表演，开心极了。宴会时最忙碌的人大概就是厨师了，他们夜以继日地工作，为客人献上有特色的食物。有时候，他们会做烤孔雀，并在旁边装饰上孔雀美丽的羽毛。有时他们会把天鹅的嘴涂成金色，然后再端上餐桌。
4.中世纪的游吟诗人经常会吟唱一些英雄事迹和他们的冒险经历。他们故事中的英雄既勇敢又无私，这些英雄就是中世纪的骑士。想要成为一名骑士可不容易，需要接受大量的训练，当然也要花很多钱，所以大部分的骑士都来自富有的贵族家庭。


5.在中世纪晚期的骑士册封仪式上，骑士需要宣誓永远保持优良的作风。他们要公正公平、保护弱者、慷慨无私、尊重女性。
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内容简介:
为了查清楚刻着M字样金勋章的主人是谁，哥哥杰克和妹妹安妮又一次走进神奇树屋。这一次，他们闯入了中世纪的城堡。吊桥、鹰房、风车和一名神秘的黑夜骑士……
为了追踪黑夜骑士，杰克和安妮误入了正在举办的骑士晚宴，也因此被卫兵关进阴暗的地牢。他们能顺利逃脱吗？
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Jack couldn’t sleep.
He put his glasses on. He looked at the clock. It was five-thirty.
Too early to get up.
Yesterday so many strange things had happened. Now he was trying to figure them out.
He turned on the light. He picked up his notebook. He looked at the list he’d made before going to bed.


found tree house in woods
found lots of books in it
pointed to Pteranodon picture in book
made a wish
went to time of dinosaurs
pointed to a picture of Frog Creek woods
made a wish
came home to Frog Creek
Jack pushed his glasses into place. Who was going to believe any of this?
His mom wouldn’t believe it. Neither would his dad or his third-grade teacher, Ms. Watkins. Only his seven-year-old sister, Annie, understood. She’d gone with him to the time of the dinosaurs.
“Can’t you sleep?”
Annie was standing in his doorway.
“Nope,” said Jack.
“Me neither,” said Annie. “What are you doing?”
She walked over to Jack and looked at his notebook. She read the list.
“Aren’t you going to write about the gold medal?” she asked.
“You mean the gold medallion,” said Jack.
He picked up his pencil and wrote:
found this in dinosaur time

“Aren’t you going to put the letter M on the medal?” said Annie.
“Medallion,” said Jack. “Not medal.”
He added an M:

“Aren’t you going to write about the magic person?” said Annie.
“We don’t know for sure if there is a magic person,” said Jack.
“Well, someone built the tree house in the woods, and someone put the books in it. Someone lost a gold medal in dinosaur time,” said Annie.
“Medallion!” said Jack for the third time. “And I’m just writing the facts. The stuff we know for sure.”
“Let’s go back to the tree house right now,” said Annie, “and find out if the magic person is a fact.”
“Are you nuts?” said Jack. “The sun’s not even up yet.”
“Come on,” said Annie. “Maybe we can catch them sleeping.”
“I don’t think we should go there,” said Jack. He was worried. What if the “magic person” was mean? What if he or she didn’t want kids to know about the tree house?
“Well, I’m going,” said Annie.
Jack looked out his window at the dark gray sky. It was almost dawn.
He sighed. “Okay. Go get dressed. I’ll meet you at the back door. Be quiet.”
“Yay!” whispered Annie. She tiptoed away as quietly as a mouse.
Jack put on jeans, a warm sweatshirt, and sneakers. He tossed his notebook and pencil in his backpack.
He crept downstairs.
Annie was waiting by the back door. She shined a flashlight in Jack’s face. “Ta-da! A magic wand!” she said.
“Shhh! Don’t wake up Mom and Dad,” whispered Jack. “And turn that flashlight off. We don’t want anyone to see us.”
Annie nodded and turned the flashlight off. Then she clipped it onto her belt.
Jack and Annie slipped out the door into the cool early-morning air. Crickets were chirping. The dog next door barked.
“Quiet, Henry!” whispered Annie.
Henry stopped barking. Animals always seemed to do what Annie said.
“Let’s run!” said Jack.
Jack and Annie dashed across the dark, wet lawn and didn’t stop until they reached the Frog Creek woods.
“We need the flashlight now,” said Jack.
Annie took it off her belt and switched it on.
Step by step, she and Jack walked between the trees. Jack held his breath. The dark woods were a little scary.
“Gotcha!” said Annie, shining the flashlight in Jack’s face.
Jack jumped back. Then he frowned.
“Cut it out!” he said.
“I scared you,” said Annie.
Jack glared at her.
“Stop pretending!” he whispered. “This is serious.”
“Okay, okay.”
Annie shined her flashlight into the tops of the trees.
“Now what are you doing?” said Jack.
“Looking for the tree house!”
The light stopped moving.
The mysterious tree house sat high in the branches of the tallest tree in the woods.
Annie shined her light down the long rope ladder.

“I’m going up,” she said. Still holding the flashlight, she began to climb.
“Wait!” Jack called.
What if someone was in the tree house?
“Annie! Come back!”
But Annie was gone. The light had disappeared.
Jack was alone in the dark.








“Annie!” Jack shouted.
“No one’s here!” she shouted back.
Jack thought about going home. Then he thought about all the books in the tree house.
He started up the ladder. When he was almost at the top, he saw light in the distant sky. Dawn was starting to break.
Jack crawled through a hole in the tree house floor and took off his backpack.
Annie shined her flashlight on the books scattered about the floor.
“They’re still here,” she said.
Annie shined the light on a dinosaur book. It was the book that had taken them to the time of dinosaurs.
“Remember the Tyrannosaurus rex?” asked Annie.
Jack shuddered. Of course he remembered! How could anyone forget seeing a real live Tyrannosaurus rex?
The light fell on a book about Pennsylvania. A red silk bookmark stuck out of it.
“Remember the picture of Frog Creek?” said Annie.
“Of course,” said Jack. That was the picture that had brought them home.
“There’s my favorite,” said Annie.
The light was shining on a book about knights and castles. There was a blue leather bookmark in it.
Annie turned to the page with the bookmark. There was a picture of a knight on a black horse. He was riding toward a castle.
“Annie, close that book,” said Jack. “I know what you’re thinking.”
Annie pointed at the cover.
“Don’t, Annie!” said Jack.
“We wish we could go there,” Annie said.
“No, we don’t!” shouted Jack.
The wind began to moan. The leaves began to tremble.
It was happening again.
“We’re leaving!” cried Annie. “Get down!”
The wind moaned louder. The leaves shook harder.
Jack squeezed his eyes shut.
The tree house started to spin.
It spun faster and faster!
Then everything was still.
Absolutely still.


Jack opened his eyes. He shivered. The air was damp and cool.
The sound of a horse’s whinny came from below.
Neeee-hhhh!
“I think we’re here,” whispered Annie. She was still holding the castle book.
Jack peeked out the window.
A huge castle loomed out of the fog.
Jack looked around. The tree house was in a different oak tree.
“Look!” said Annie.
Down below, a knight on a black horse was riding by.
“Oh, man,” said Jack, “that’s incredible. But—we can’t stay here. We have to go home and make a plan first.” He picked up the book about Pennsylvania. He opened it to the page with the red silk bookmark. He pointed to the photograph of the Frog Creek woods. “I wish—”
“No!” said Annie. She yanked the book away from him. “Let’s stay! I want to visit the castle!”
“You’re nuts. We need to examine the situation,” said Jack. “From home.”
“Let’s examine it here!” said Annie.

“Come on, Annie.” Jack held out his hand. “Give it.”
Annie gave Jack the book. “Okay. You can go home. I’m staying,” she said. She clipped the flashlight to her belt.
“Wait!” said Jack.
“I’m going to take a peek. A teeny peek,” she said. And she scooted down the ladder.
Jack groaned. Okay, Annie won. He couldn’t leave without her. Besides, he sort of wanted to take a peek himself.
Jack put down the book about Pennsylvania. He dropped the castle book into his pack. He stepped onto the ladder and headed into the cool, misty air.








Annie was under the tree, looking across the foggy ground.
“The knight’s riding toward that bridge, I think,” said Annie. “The bridge goes to the castle.”
“Wait. I’ll look it up,” said Jack. “Give me the flashlight!”
He took the flashlight from Annie and pulled the castle book out of his pack. He opened it to the page with the leather bookmark.
He read the words under the picture of the knight:
This is a knight arriving for a castle feast. Knights wore armor when they traveled long and dangerous distances. Armor was very heavy. A tournament helmet could weigh up to forty pounds.
Wow. Jack had weighed forty pounds when he was five. It would be like riding a horse with a five-year-old on your head! he thought.
Jack pulled out his notebook. He wanted to take notes, as he’d done on their dinosaur trip.
He wrote:
heavy head
What else?
He turned the pages of the castle book. He found a picture that showed the whole castle and the buildings around it.
“The knight’s crossing the bridge,” said Annie. “He’s going through the gate…. He’s gone.”
Jack studied the bridge in the picture.
He read:
A drawbridge crossed the moat. The moat was filled with water, to help protect the castle from enemies. Some people believe crocodiles were kept in the moat.
Jack wrote in his notebook:
crocodiles in moat?
“Look!” said Annie, peering through the mist. “A windmill! Right over there!”

“Yeah, there’s a windmill in here, too,” said Jack, pointing at the picture.
“Look at the real one, Jack,” said Annie. “Not the one in the book.”
A piercing shriek split the air.
“Yikes,” said Annie. “It sounded like it came from that little house over there!” She pointed through the fog.
“There’s a little house here,” said Jack, studying the picture. He turned the page and read:
The hawk house was in the inner ward of the castle. Hawks were trained to hunt other birds and small animals.
Jack wrote in his notebook:
hawks in hawk house
“We must be in the inner ward,” said Jack.
“Listen!” whispered Annie. “Do you hear that? Drums! Horns! They’re coming from the castle. Let’s go see!”
“Wait,” said Jack. He turned more pages of the book.
“I want to see what’s really going on, Jack. Not what’s in the book,” said Annie.
“But look at this!” said Jack.
He pointed to a picture of a big party. Men were standing by the door, playing drums and horns.
He read:
Feasts were held in the Great Hall. Fanfares were played to announce different dishes in a feast.
“You can look at the book. I’m going to the real feast,” said Annie.
“Wait,” said Jack, studying the picture. It showed boys his age carrying trays of food. On the trays were peacocks with all their feathers, whole pigs, and pies.
Peacocks? Jack thought.
He wrote:
they eat peacocks?
Jack held up the book to show Annie. “Look, I think they eat—”
Where was she?
Jack looked through the fog.
He heard the real drums and the real horns. He saw the real hawk house, the real windmill, the real moat.
He saw Annie dashing across the real drawbridge. Then she vanished through the gate leading to the castle.








“Oh, brother,” muttered Jack.
He threw his stuff into his pack and moved toward the drawbridge. He hoped no one would see him.
It was getting darker.
When Jack got to the bridge, he started across. The wooden planks creaked under his feet. He peered over the edge of the bridge. Are there any crocodiles in the moat? he wondered. He couldn’t tell.
“Halt!” someone shouted. A guard on top of the castle wall was looking down.
Jack dashed across the bridge. He ran through the castle gate and into the courtyard. He heard the sounds of music, shouting, and laughter.
Jack hurried to a dark corner and crouched down. He shivered as he looked for Annie.
Torches lit the high wall around the courtyard. The courtyard was nearly empty.
Two boys led horses that clopped over the gray cobblestones. One of them was the knight’s black horse.
“Psssst! Jack!”
Jack peered into the darkness.
There was Annie.
She was hiding behind a well in the center of the courtyard. She waved at him.
Jack waved back. He waited until the boys and horses disappeared inside the stable. Then he dashed to the well.
“I’m going to find the music!” whispered Annie. “Are you coming?”
“Okay,” Jack said with a sigh.
They tiptoed together across the cobblestones. Then they slipped through the entrance of the castle.
Laughter and music came from a bright room in front of them. They stood at the doorway and peeked in.

“The feast in the Great Hall!” whispered Jack. He held his breath as he stared in awe.
A giant fireplace blazed at one end of the noisy room. Antlers and rugs hung on the stone walls. Flowers covered the floor.
People in bright clothes and funny hats strolled among the crowd. Some played oddly shaped guitars. Some juggled balls in the air. Some balanced swords on their hands.
Boys in short dresses carried huge trays of food. Dogs were fighting over bones under the tables. Men and women dressed in capes and furs sat at long, crowded wooden tables.
“I wonder which one is the knight,” said Jack.
“I don’t know,” whispered Annie. “But look—they’re all eating with their fingers!”
“Halt!” someone shouted behind them.
Jack whirled around.
A man carrying a tray of pies was standing a few feet away.
“Who art thou?” he asked angrily.
“Jack,” squeaked Jack.
“Annie,” squeaked Annie.
Then they ran as fast as they could down a dimly lit hallway.









“Come on!” cried Annie. “Hurry!”
Jack raced behind her.
“Here! Quick!” Annie dashed toward a door off the hallway. She pushed the door open. Jack and Annie stumbled into a dark, cold room. The door creaked shut behind them.
“Give me the flashlight,” said Annie. Jack handed it to her, and she switched it on.
“Yikes!” said Annie. A row of knights was right in front of them!

Annie flicked off the light.
Silence.
“They aren’t moving,” Jack whispered.
Annie switched the light back on.
“They’re just suits,” Jack said.
“Without heads,” said Annie.
“Let me have the flashlight for a second,” said Jack. “So I can look in the book.”
Annie handed Jack the flashlight. He pulled out the castle book. He flipped through the pages until he found what he was looking for.
Jack put the book away. “It’s called the armory,” he said. “It’s where armor and weapons are stored.”
He shined the flashlight around the room.
“Oh, man,” whispered Jack.
The light fell on shiny breastplates, leg plates, and arm plates. Shelves were filled with helmets and weapons. Shields, spears, swords, crossbows, clubs, and battle-axes hung on the walls.
Voices came from the hallway.
“Let’s hide!” said Annie.
“Wait,” said Jack. “I’ve got to check on something first.”
“Hurry,” said Annie.
“It’ll take just a second,” said Jack. “Hold this.” He handed Annie the flashlight.
He tried to lift a helmet from a shelf. It was too heavy.
He bent down and dragged the helmet over his head. The visor slammed shut.
Oh, man, thought Jack. This is worse than having a five-year-old on my head. It’s like having a ten-year-old on my head!
Not only could Jack not lift his head, he couldn’t see anything, either.
“Jack!” Annie sounded far away. “They’re getting closer!”
“Turn off the flashlight!” Jack’s voice echoed inside the metal helmet.
He struggled to get the helmet off.
Suddenly he lost his balance and went crashing into other pieces of armor. Metal plates and weapons clattered to the floor.

Jack lay on the floor in the dark. He tried to get up. But his head was too heavy.
He heard deep voices.
Someone grabbed him by the arm. The next thing he knew, his helmet was yanked off. He was staring into the fiery light of a torch.








In the torchlight, Jack saw three huge men standing over him.
One with very squinty eyes held the torch. One with a very red face held Jack. And one with a very long mustache held on to Annie.
Annie was kicking and yelling.
“Stop!” said the one with the very long mustache.
“Who art thou?” said the one with the very red face.
“Spies? Foreigners? Egyptians? Romans? Persians?” said the squinty-eyed one.
“No, you dummies!” said Annie.
“Oh, brother,” Jack muttered.
“Arrest them!” said Red Face.
“The dungeon!” said Squinty Eyes.
The guards marched Jack and Annie out of the armory.
“Go!” said a guard, giving him a push.
Jack went.
Squinty, Annie, Mustache, Jack, and Red marched down the long, dark hallway. They marched down a narrow, winding staircase.
Jack heard Annie shouting at the guards. “Meanies! We didn’t do anything!”
The guards laughed.
At the bottom of the stairs was a big iron door with a bar across it. Squinty lifted the bar. He shoved the door, and it creaked open.
Mustache and Red pushed Jack and Annie into a cold, clammy room.
The fiery torch lit the dungeon. There were chains hanging from the filthy walls. Water dripped from the ceiling, making puddles on the stone floor. It was the creepiest place Jack had ever seen.
“We’ll keep them here till the feast is done. Then turn them over to the duke,” said Squinty. “He knows how to take care of thieves.”
“There will be a hanging tomorrow,” said Mustache.
“If the rats don’t get them first,” said Red.
They all laughed.
Jack felt his backpack move. Annie was quietly opening it.
“Come on, let’s chain the two of ’em,” said Squinty.
The guards started toward Jack and Annie. Annie whipped her flashlight out of Jack’s pack.
“Ta-da!” she yelled.
The guards froze. They stared at the shiny flashlight in Annie’s hand.
Annie switched on the light. The guards gasped. They jumped back against the wall.
Squinty dropped the torch. It fell into a dirty puddle on the floor, sputtered, and went out.
“My magic wand!” Annie said, waving the flashlight. “Get down. Or I’ll wipe you out!”
Jack’s mouth dropped open.
Annie fiercely pointed her light at Squinty, then at Mustache, and then at Red. Each howled and covered his face.
“Down! All of you! Get down!” shouted Annie.
One by one, the guards knelt down on the wet floor.
Jack couldn’t believe it.
“Come on,” Annie whispered to Jack. “Let’s go now.”

Jack looked at the open doorway. He looked at the guards quaking on the ground.
“Hurry!” said Annie.
In one quick leap, Jack followed Annie out of the terrible dungeon.








Annie and Jack raced back up the winding stairs and down the long hallway.
They hadn’t gone far when they heard shouting behind them.
Dogs barked in the distance.
“They’re coming!” Annie cried.
“In here!” said Jack. He shoved open a door off the hallway and pulled Annie into a dark room.
Jack pushed the door shut. Then Annie shined her flashlight around the room. There were rows of sacks and wooden barrels.
“I’d better look in the book,” said Jack, pulling out the book and flipping through the pages.
“Shhh!” said Annie. “Someone’s coming.”
Jack and Annie jumped behind the door as it creaked open.
Jack held his breath. A light from a torch danced wildly over the sacks and barrels.
The light disappeared. The door slammed shut.
“Oh, man,” whispered Jack. “We have to hurry. They might come back.”
His hands were trembling as he turned the pages of the castle book.
“Here’s a map of the castle,” he said. “Look, this must be the room we’re in. It’s a storeroom.” Jack studied the room in the book. “These are sacks of flour and barrels of wine.”
“Who cares? We have to go!” said Annie. “Before they come back!”
“No. Look,” said Jack. He pointed at the map. “There’s a trapdoor.”
He read aloud:
In this castle, a trapdoor led from the storeroom through a secret passage to a precipice over the moat.
“What’s a precipice?” said Annie.
“I don’t know. We’ll find out,” said Jack. “But first we have to find the trapdoor.”
Jack looked at the picture carefully. Then he shined the flashlight around the room.
The floor of the room was made of stones. The trapdoor in the picture was five stones from the door to the hallway.
Jack shined the light on the floor and counted the stones out loud. “One, two, three, four, five.”
He stamped on the fifth stone. It was loose!
Jack put the flashlight on the floor. He worked his fingers under the thin slab of stone and tried to lift it.
“Help,” Jack said. “It’s heavy!”
Annie helped Jack lift the stone square out of its place. Underneath was a small wooden door.
Jack and Annie tugged on the rope handle of the door. The door fell open with a thunk.
Jack picked up the flashlight and shined it down the hole.
“There’s a little ladder,” he said. “Let’s go!”
He clipped the flashlight onto his belt and felt his way down the small ladder. Annie followed.
When they reached the bottom of the ladder, Jack shined the light around them.
There was a tunnel!
Jack crouched down and began moving through the damp, creepy tunnel. The flashlight dimly flickered across the stone walls.
He shook the light. Were the batteries going dead?
“I think our light’s dying!” he said to Annie.
“Hurry!” she called from behind him.
Jack went faster. His back hurt from crouching.
The light got dimmer and dimmer. Jack was desperate to get out of the castle before the batteries died completely.
Soon he reached another small wooden door. It was the door at the end of the tunnel!
Jack unlatched the door and pushed it open.
He poked his head outside.
He couldn’t see anything in the misty darkness.
The air felt cool and fresh. He took a deep breath.
“Where are we?” whispered Annie behind him. “What do you see?”
“Nothing. But I think we’ve come to the outside of the castle,” said Jack. “I’ll find out.”
Jack put the flashlight in his pack. He put the pack on his back. He stuck his hand out the door. He couldn’t feel the ground. “I’m going to have to go feet first,” he said.
Jack turned around in the small tunnel. He lay down on his stomach. He stuck one leg out the door. Then the other.
Jack inched down, bit by bit, until he was hanging out the door, clinging to the ledge.
“This must be the precipice!” he called to Annie. “I can’t touch the ground. Pull me up!”

Annie reached for Jack’s hands. “I can’t hold you!” she said.
Jack felt his fingers slipping. Then down he fell through the darkness.
SPLASH!








Water filled Jack’s nose and covered his head. His glasses slipped off. He grabbed them just in time. He coughed and flailed his arms.
“Jack!” Annie was calling from above.
“I’m in…the moat!” said Jack, gasping for air. He tried to tread water and put his glasses back on. With his backpack, his shoes, and his heavy clothes, he could barely stay afloat.
SPLASH!
“Hi! I’m here!” Annie sputtered.
Jack could hear Annie nearby, but he couldn’t see her.
“Which way’s land?” Annie asked.
“I don’t know! Just swim!”
Jack dog-paddled through the cold black water.
He heard Annie swimming, too. At first it seemed as if she was swimming in front of him. But then he heard a splash behind him.
“Annie?” he called.
“What?” Her voice came from in front. Not behind.
Another splash. Behind.
Jack’s heart almost stopped. Crocodiles? He couldn’t see anything through his water-streaked glasses.
“Annie!” he whispered.
“What?”
“Swim faster!”
“But I’m here! I’m over here! Near the edge!” she whispered.
Jack swam through the dark toward her voice. He imagined a crocodile slithering after him.
Jack’s hand touched a wet, live thing.
“Ahhhh!” he cried.
“It’s me! Take my hand!” said Annie.
Jack grabbed her hand. She pulled him to the edge of the moat. They crawled over an embankment onto the wet grass.
“Oh, man,” Jack said.
He was shivering all over. His teeth were chattering. He shook the water off his glasses and put them back on.
It was so misty he couldn’t see the castle. He couldn’t even see the moat, much less a crocodile.
“We…we made it,” said Annie. Her teeth were chattering, too.
“I know,” said Jack. “But where are we?” He peered at the foggy darkness.
Where was the drawbridge? The windmill? The hawk house? The grove of trees? The tree house?
Everything had been swallowed up by the thick, soupy darkness.
Jack reached into his wet backpack and pulled out the flashlight. He pushed the switch. Nothing happened. The batteries were dead.
They were trapped, but not in a dungeon. They were trapped in the still, cold darkness.
Neeee-hhhh!
A horse’s whinny echoed through the night.
The clouds parted. A full moon was shining in the sky. A pool of light spread through the mist.

Jack and Annie saw a shadowy figure just a few feet away. It was the knight.
The knight sat on the black horse. His armor shone in the moonlight. A visor hid his face, but he seemed to be staring straight at Jack and Annie.








Jack froze.
“It’s him,” Annie whispered.
The knight held out his gloved hand.
“Come on, Jack,” Annie said.
“Where are you going?” said Jack.
“He wants to help us,” said Annie.
“How do you know?” said Jack.
“I can just tell,” said Annie.
Annie stepped toward the horse. The knight dismounted.
The knight picked Annie up and put her on the back of his horse.
“Come on, Jack,” Annie called.
Jack moved slowly toward the knight. The knight lifted him up, too, and put him on the horse, behind Annie.
The knight then got on behind them. He slapped the reins.
The black horse cantered beside the moonlit water of the moat.
Jack rocked back and forth in the saddle. The wind blew his hair. He felt very brave and very powerful.
He felt as if he could ride forever on this horse, with this mysterious knight, over the ocean, over the world, over the moon.
A hawk shrieked in the darkness.
“There’s the tree house,” said Annie. She pointed toward a grove of trees.

The knight guided the horse toward the trees.
“See. There it is,” Annie said, pointing to the ladder.
The knight brought his horse to a stop. He dismounted and helped Annie and Jack down.
“Thank you, sir,” Annie said. She bowed.
“Thank you,” Jack said. He bowed, too.
The knight got back on his horse. He raised his gloved hand. Then he slapped the reins and rode off through the mist.
Annie started up the tall ladder, and Jack followed. They climbed into the dark tree house and looked out the window.
The knight was riding toward the outer wall of the castle. They saw him go through the outer gate.
Clouds started to cover the moon again. For a brief moment, Jack thought he saw the knight’s armor gleaming on the top of a hill beyond the castle.
The clouds covered the moon completely. A black mist swallowed the land.
“He’s gone,” whispered Annie.
Jack shivered in his wet clothes as he kept staring at the blackness.
“I’m cold,” said Annie. “Where’s the Pennsylvania book?”
Jack heard Annie fumbling in the darkness. He kept looking out the window.
“I think this is it,” said Annie. “I feel a silk bookmark.”
Jack was only half-listening. He was hoping to see the knight’s armor gleam again in the distance.
“Okay. I’m going to use this,” said Annie. “Because I think it’s the right one. Here goes. Okay. I’m pointing. I’m going to make a wish. I wish we could go to Frog Creek!”
Jack heard the wind begin to blow softly.
“I hope I pointed to the right picture in the right book,” said Annie.
“What?” Jack looked back at her. “Right picture? Right book?”
The tree house began to rock. The wind got louder and louder.
“I hope it wasn’t the dinosaur book!” said Annie.
“Stop!” Jack shouted at the tree house.
Too late.
The tree house started to spin.
It spun faster and faster!
Then everything was still.
Absolutely still.








The air was warm.
It was dawn. Far away a dog barked.
“I think that’s Henry barking!” Annie said.
Jack and Annie both looked out the tree house window.
“We’re home!” said Annie. “Yay!”
“That was close,” said Jack.
In the distance, streetlights glowed near their house. There was a light on in their upstairs window.
“Uh-oh,” said Annie. “I think Mom and Dad are up. Hurry!”
“Wait.” In a daze, Jack opened his pack. He pulled out the castle book. It was quite wet. But Jack placed it back with all the other books.
“Come on!” said Annie. She started climbing out of the tree house.
Jack followed her down the rope ladder.
They reached the ground and took off running between the gray-black trees.
They left the woods and ran down their quiet street.
They got to their yard and crept across the lawn.
They opened the front door carefully and slipped inside their house.
“They’re not downstairs yet,” whispered Annie.
“Shhh,” said Jack.
He led the way up the stairs and down the hall. There was no sign of their mom or dad, but Jack could hear water running in the bathroom.
Their house was so different from the dark, cold castle. It was safe and cozy and friendly.
Annie stopped at her bedroom door. She gave Jack a smile, then disappeared inside her room.
Jack hurried into his room. He took off his damp clothes and pulled on his dry, soft pajamas.
He sat down on his bed and opened his backpack. He took out his wet notebook. He felt around for the pencil, but his hand touched something else.
Jack pulled the blue leather bookmark out of his pack. It must have fallen out of the castle book.
Jack held the bookmark close to his lamp and studied it. The leather was smooth and worn. It seemed ancient.
For the first time Jack noticed a letter on the bookmark. It was a fancy M.
Jack opened the drawer next to his bed. He took out the gold medallion.
He looked at the letter on it. It was the same M.
Now this was an amazing new fact.
Jack took a deep breath. At least that was one mystery solved.
The person who had dropped the gold medallion in the time of the dinosaurs was the same person who owned all the books in the tree house.
Who was this person?
Jack placed the bookmark next to the medallion. He closed the drawer.
Jack picked up his pencil. He turned to the least wet page in his notebook and started to write down this new fact.
the same
But before he could draw the M, his eyes closed.
Jack dreamed they were with the knight again. All three of them were riding the black horse through the cool, dark night. They rode beyond the outer wall of the castle and up over a moonlit hill.
Then they all rode into the mist.










In the Middle Ages, most rich people were nobles. Nobles came from families that had been wealthy for a long time.

Noble women were called ladies. They could also have titles, such as baroness, duchess, or countess.

Noble men sometimes had titles such as baron, duke, or count.
The feudal system helped keep order during the Middle Ages. But it wasn’t very fair.

A person almost always had to be born into the nobility. Even people who worked very hard and became rich could not normally become nobles.
Today in Europe, America, and many other places around the world, people are free to try to be almost anything they want.
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木乃伊之谜
神奇树屋·故事系列·基础版#3

[美] 玛丽·波·奥斯本/著
[美] 萨尔·莫多卡/绘
马爱农/译





亲爱的小读者：
很高兴在“神奇树屋”系列图书与你们见面。这里有你们喜欢的魔法和冒险故事，还有你们感兴趣的科学、历史、地理、文化、艺术、自然和体育等知识。相信无论是刚开始阅读桥梁书的小朋友，还是有丰富阅读经验的青少年，都会通过这套书爱上阅读。
学会阅读和热爱阅读是自由的“通行证”，能帮你们跨越和打破一个又一个边界和界限。你们可以从中获取知识，帮助自己克服生活中所面临的各种困难，还可以从中发现最好的自己，并用自己的才能去帮助别人。
祝你们阅读愉快！
玛丽·波·奥斯本

  





 
	安妮
七岁，富有想象力和好奇心。
爱幻想，爱开玩笑，喜欢小动物。
行动派，面对危险时充满勇气。
	



 
 
	

	杰克
八岁，热爱知识和书籍。
善于思考和分析问题，有做笔记的习惯。
认真冷静，常常能从书中找到脱离险境的办法。










企鹅图书 | PENGUIN BOOKS
UK | USA | Canada | Ireland | Australia
 New Zealand | India | South Africa | North Asia
Penguin Books is part of the Penguin Random House group of companies whose addresses can be found at:

 global.penguinrandomhouse.com.


This translation published by arrangement with Random House Children’s Books, a division of Penguin Random House LLC.
Magic Tree House® is a registered trademark of Mary Pope Osborne, used under license.
Simplified Chinese edition copyright © 2018 by Penguin Random House North Asia
in association with Xiron Publishing Company Ltd. and Zhejiang Education Publishing House
All rights reserved.
© “企鹅”及其相关标识是企鹅兰登（北京）文化发展有限公司已经注册或尚未注册的商标。
未经允许，不得擅用。
 
企鹅兰登电子书 | PENGUIN RANDOM HOUSE EBOOKS
电子书监制：邵明鉴
数字发行：邵明鉴
营销支持：郎子 | 欢莹
选题策划：苗辉 | 魏玲



正文内容
第一章 喵
第二章 哦，天哪，木乃伊
第三章 是活的
第四章 死而复生
第五章 幽灵女王
第六章 墙上的字
第七章 羊皮纸卷
第八章 木乃伊
第九章 跟着小队长
第十章 一条新线索
附赠：英语原文延伸阅读








第一章
喵





“它还在呢。”杰克说。
“看上去里面没人。”安妮说。
杰克和他七岁的妹妹安妮，抬头往一棵很高很高的大橡树上看。在树梢上，有一座树屋。
晌午的阳光映照着树林，吃午饭的时间快要到了。
“嘘！”杰克突然说，“那是什么声音？”
“什么声音？”安妮问。
“我听到有声音。”杰克扭头看了看四周说，“好像是谁在咳嗽。”
“我什么也没听见呀。”安妮说，“快点儿，我们上去吧。”她一把抓住绳梯，开始往上爬。
杰克踮着脚走向一簇灌木丛，用手拨开一根小树枝。
“喂？”他问，“有人吗？”
没人回答。
“杰克！快点儿呀！”安妮在上面喊道，“树屋看上去跟昨天一模一样。”
杰克还是感觉附近有人。
“会不会就是把书放在树屋里的那个人呢？”杰克想。
“杰——克！”安妮又喊。
杰克的目光越过灌木丛的顶部，仔细观察。
难道那个“M”此刻正注视着他？或许他是想要回金勋章——就是杰克在恐龙时代冒险时捡到的那个。又或许，他是想要回皮书签——就是夹在骑士和城堡书里的那枚。勋章上有字母M，书签上也有字母M。可是M代表了什么呢？
“明天我把这两样东西都拿回来。”杰克冲着灌木丛大声喊道。
一阵微风吹过树林，树叶发出唰唰的响声。
“快点儿！”安妮大声催促道。
杰克回到大橡树下，抓住绳梯，爬了上去。
爬到树顶后，他从树屋地板上的圆洞钻了进去。然后他扔下双肩包，把眼镜往上推了推。
“今天我们挑哪本书呢？”安妮看着树屋里散落在各处的书说。
她拿起那本骑士和城堡书。就在昨天，骑士和城堡书把杰克和安妮带到了骑士时代。
“嘿，书不潮了。”安妮说着把书递给了杰克。
“真的啊！”杰克惊讶地说。这本书曾经被护城河的水给浸湿了，可是今天，它看上去又好好的了。杰克在心里默默地感谢那名救了他们的神秘骑士。
“当心！”安妮突然在杰克面前挥了挥那本恐龙书。
“把它拿开。”杰克紧张地说。就在前天，这本恐龙书把他们带到了恐龙时代。杰克在心里默默地感谢那只把他从霸王龙身边救出来的无齿翼龙。
安妮把恐龙书跟其他书放在了一起。突然，她惊讶地吸了口气。“哇！”她轻声叹道，“看看这个。”她举起一本关于古埃及的书。
杰克屏住呼吸，接过安妮手里的书。书里夹着一枚绿色的丝绸书签。
杰克把书翻到夹着书签的那一页，是一幅金字塔的图片。
画面上，一支长长的队伍正朝金字塔走去。队伍前面，有四头长着犄角的大牛在拉一架橇，橇上放着一个金色的长匣子。橇后面，跟着许多埃及人。队伍最后还有一只毛质光滑的黑猫。
“我们就去这儿吧，”安妮轻声说，“现在就去。”
“等等。”杰克说。他想把这本书再好好研究一下。
“金字塔啊，杰克，”安妮说，“你不是最喜欢金字塔吗？”
的确，在杰克最喜欢的事物里，金字塔肯定排在前面，紧跟在骑士和恐龙之后——当然，这不包括肉食性恐龙。
他倒不用担心会被一座金字塔吃掉。
“好吧。”他说，“但是别忘了拿那本宾夕法尼亚的书，说不定我们马上就想回来呢。”
安妮找到了那本书，书里画着他们的家乡：宾夕法尼亚州的蛙溪。
杰克指着埃及书上的金字塔，清了清嗓子说：“请带我们去这里。”
“喵！”
“那个是什么？”杰克向窗外望去。


一只黑猫正蹲在树枝上，眼睛直盯着杰克和安妮。
杰克从没见过这么奇怪的猫：全身的毛乌黑光滑，一双黄澄澄的眼睛闪闪发亮，脖子上戴着一个宽宽的金项圈。
“是埃及书里的那只猫。”安妮轻声说道。
起风了，树叶开始颤抖。
“我们出发了！”安妮大声叫道。
风声越来越响，树叶颤抖得更厉害了。
杰克闭上了眼睛。
树屋开始旋转，越转越快。
然后，一切都静止了。
完完全全地静止不动了。








第二章
哦，天哪，木乃伊



“喵！”
杰克和安妮看看窗外。
树屋落在了一棵棕榈树上。在它周围，还有另外十几棵棕榈树，都矗立在一片被沙漠包围的绿地上。
“喵！”
杰克和安妮低头看去。
刚才那只黑猫正蹲在棕榈树下，用黄澄澄的眼睛盯着杰克和安妮。
“嗨！”安妮大声喊道。
“嘘，”杰克赶紧制止，“会被人听见的。”
“沙漠里哪有人？”安妮说。


黑猫站起身，绕到棕榈树的后面。
“回来！”安妮喊道。她把脑袋探出窗外，想看看黑猫要去哪儿。
突然，她惊奇地叫道：“哇，快看啊，杰克。”
杰克伸出脑袋，往下看去。
黑猫从棕榈树后面蹿了出来，奔向沙漠里那座巨大的金字塔。
一支队伍正朝着金字塔前行，他们看上去跟那本埃及书里画的队伍一模一样。
“这就是书里的那幅图片！”杰克惊喜地说。
“那些人在做什么呢？”安妮问。
杰克赶紧把书翻到那一页，读道：
王室的人死了，要举行盛大的葬礼游行。

亲属、仆人和其他哀悼者跟在棺材后面行走。

棺材被称为石棺，放在由四头牛拉着的橇上。

“这是一场埃及葬礼，”杰克说，“这个匣子叫作石棺。”说完，他又抬头朝窗外看去。
那些牛、橇、埃及人，还有那只黑猫，都以一种梦境般的方式缓慢移动着。
“我得做点儿笔记。”杰克说。
杰克很喜欢做笔记。
他把手伸进背包，掏出笔记本，然后写道：


“如果我们想看到木乃伊，最好抓紧时间行动。”安妮说。
杰克抬起头问：“木乃伊？”
“对呀，那个金色的匣子里，说不定就装着一具木乃伊呢。”安妮大声说道，“我们是在古埃及呀，你忘记了吗？”
杰克特别喜欢木乃伊，他马上放下手中的笔。
“我先下去啦，杰克！”安妮大喊一声。
“等等我！”杰克叫道。
“木乃伊！我来啦！”安妮喊道。
“哦，天哪，木乃伊！”杰克感叹道。
他连忙把笔记本和埃及书胡乱地塞进背包，然后跟着安妮往前跑去。
跑着跑着，一件奇怪的事情发生了！他们离那支队伍越近，就越看不清那些人。
突然，队伍消失了，消失得无影无踪，但那座巨大的金字塔还高高地耸立在他们眼前。
杰克气喘吁吁地环顾了一下四周，说：“怎么回事？那些人上哪儿去了？那些牛、那个金匣子，还有那只黑猫呢？”
“都不见了。”安妮说。
“他们上哪儿去了？”杰克问道。
“也许他们都是幽灵。”安妮回答。
“别说傻话了，世界上根本就没有幽灵，”杰克说，“这肯定是海市蜃楼。”
“什么？”安妮惊讶道。
“海市蜃楼，这在沙漠里是很常见的。”杰克解释道，“看上去好像有东西，其实那只是阳光在热浪里的折射。”
“阳光怎么会看上去像人、像木乃伊棺材和牛呢？”安妮不解地问。


杰克皱起了眉头。
“就是幽灵。”安妮一口咬定。
“不可能。”杰克反驳道。
“快看！”安妮指着金字塔。
在靠近金字塔底部的地方，那只毛质光滑的黑猫正孤零零地站着，一双眼睛盯着杰克和安妮。
“它可不是海市蜃楼。”安妮说。
黑猫动了动，悄悄地沿着金字塔的一侧走了过去，消失在拐角处。
“它要去哪儿？”杰克有点儿纳闷儿。
“我们去看个究竟吧。”安妮说。
他们快步绕过那个拐角，正好看见黑猫从金字塔墙上的一个洞钻了进去。








第三章
是活的



“它跑到哪儿去了？”杰克问。
他和安妮站在洞口往金字塔里张望。
面前有一条长长的通道。
燃烧的火把照亮了通道的墙壁，投下阴森森的黑影。
“我们进去吧。”安妮提议道。
“等一等。”
杰克掏出那本埃及书，翻到关于金字塔的部分。
他读道：
金字塔有时被称为死者之家。

它基本上是由实心的石头盖成的。

在塔的深处有墓室。

“哇！我们进去吧，去那些墓室看看。”安妮说，“我猜那儿肯定有木乃伊。”
杰克深深吸了口气。
然后，他离开明亮、灼热的阳光，踏入了黑暗、阴凉的金字塔。
通道里一片沉寂。
地板、天花板、墙壁——所有的一切都是用石头造的，地面倾斜而上。
“我们必须再往里走走。”安妮说。
“没错，”杰克说，“但你要紧紧跟在我后面，不要说话，不要——”
“走吧！走吧！”安妮轻轻推了杰克一把。
杰克顺着倾斜的地面往上走。
“那只猫在哪儿呢？”他边走边想。
通道一直没有尽头。
“等一等，”杰克说，“我想看看书。”
他把埃及书举到火把下面，就着光线翻开，书上有一幅金字塔的内部结构图。
“你看，墓室在金字塔的正中间。”杰克指着那幅结构图说，“应该就在前面。”
杰克把书往胳膊底下一夹，继续和安妮往金字塔的深处走去。
不一会儿，地面变平了，空气也变得不一样了——到处都散发着一股霉臭味儿。


杰克又翻开书，对照着说：“我们应该快到墓室了，你看这幅图！通道向上斜，然后变平，接着墓室就到了。看明白了吗？”
“咿咿！”突然，一阵奇怪的尖叫声响彻整个金字塔。
杰克吓得手一抖，埃及书掉在了地上。
这时，从阴影里蹿出一个白色的身影，嗖嗖地朝他们逼近。
“是木乃伊吧！”杰克想。
“是活的！”安妮大叫一声。








第四章
死而复生



杰克把安妮按倒。
那个白色的身影飞快地从他们身边掠过，消失在了阴影里。
“是木乃伊，”安妮说，“他死而复生了！”
“别……别胡说，”杰克捡起埃及书结结巴巴地说，“这不可能。”
“这是什么？”安妮说着从地上捡起了一个东西，“看，是从木乃伊身上掉下来的。”
那是一根金杖，约三十厘米长。金杖顶端刻着一个狗头。
“看着像是一根权杖。”杰克说。
“权杖是什么？”安妮问。
“是国王和王后手里拿的东西，”杰克说，“表示他们有权统治别人。”
“木乃伊，快回来！”安妮大声喊道，“我们捡到了你的权杖。快回来！我们想帮你！”
“嘘！”杰克说，“你疯了吗？”
“可是木乃伊——”安妮说。
“没有什么木乃伊，”杰克说，“那是一个人，一个真人。”
“什么样的人会躲在金字塔里面呢？”安妮问。
“我不知道。”杰克说，“也许这本书能帮我们揭开谜底。”
他飞快地在书中找到了一幅图片，画面上的金字塔里有一个人。
杰克读道：
盗墓人经常偷窃木乃伊的陪葬财宝。

为了防止木乃伊被盗，

人们有时会修一些假的通道。

杰克把书合上说：“那个人不是木乃伊，是盗墓人。”
“什么？盗墓人？”安妮问。
“对，就是盗贼，专门偷墓里的东西。”杰克解释说。
“万一他等会儿回来了呢？”安妮说，“我们还是赶紧离开吧。”“好。”杰克说，“不过我得先把一些东西写下来。”他把埃及书放进背包里，然后掏出了笔记本和铅笔，写道：


“杰克——”安妮喊。
“马上就好。”杰克说着继续写道：


“杰克！快看！”安妮惊叫道。
杰克突然感到一阵凉风，他抬头一看，恐惧感顿时传遍了全身。
又有一个身影在慢慢朝他们移动过来。
这次不是盗墓人，而是一位女子，一位美丽的埃及女子。
女子乌黑的头发上戴着花，一袭白色的长裙上打着许多细小的皱褶，金色的首饰闪烁着光芒。
安妮把金权杖递给杰克，压低声音说：“给，杰克，把这个交给她。”


埃及女子在他们面前停住了脚步。
杰克把权杖递了过去，手不停地颤抖。
没想到，权杖直接穿透了女子的手。
杰克惊愕地倒抽了口冷气，心想：“她竟然是空气做的。”








第五章
幽灵女王



“是幽灵。”安妮轻声说。
杰克吓坏了，惊恐地瞪大了眼睛。
这时，幽灵开口说话了，她的嗓音空洞，还带着回声。
“我是哈特比，”她幽幽地说道，“尼罗河的女王。你们是来帮助我的吗？”
杰克吓得说不出话来。
“是的。”安妮说。
“我一直在等有人来帮我，”幽灵女王说，“等了上千年。”
杰克的心跳得越来越快，他觉得自己随时都会晕倒。
“必须得有人找到我的那本亡灵书，”她说，“有了它，我才能进入另一个世界。”
“你为什么需要亡灵书呢？”安妮问道，她好像一点儿也不害怕。
“亡灵书会告诉我穿越冥界所需要的魔法咒语。”幽灵女王回答。
“冥界？”安妮问。
“对，在我进入另一个世界之前，我必须穿越冥界的种种恐怖事物。”
“什么样的恐怖事物呢？”安妮又问。
“毒蛇、火海、巨兽、恶魔。”幽灵女王回答。
“哦。”安妮往杰克身边凑了凑。
“为了不让盗墓人发现，我的哥哥把亡灵书藏起来了。”幽灵女王说，“然后，他在墙上刻下了秘密信息，希望我通过它找到亡灵书。”说完她指了指墙壁。
杰克仍然惊魂未定，一动不动地站在那儿。
“信息在哪儿呢？”安妮问幽灵女王，“是这儿吗？”她眯起眼睛往墙上看，“这些小小的图形是什么意思？”
幽灵女王的脸上露出了忧伤的微笑，说：“唉，我哥哥忘了我有个奇怪的毛病，我看不清近处的东西。于是上千年来，我一直没办法读懂那些秘密信息。”
“这不是什么奇怪的毛病，”安妮说，“我哥哥也跟你一样，所以他戴着眼镜呢。”
幽灵女王惊讶地盯着杰克。
“杰克，把你的眼镜借给她。”安妮说。
杰克从鼻子上摘下眼镜，递给了幽灵女王。
幽灵女王把身体往后一缩，说：“我戴不了你的眼镜，杰克。你也看到了，我是由空气构成的。”
“对哦，我忘记了。”安妮说。
“不过，你们可以给我描述一下这面墙上的象形文字。”幽灵女王说。
“象——什么字？”安妮不解地问。
“象形文字！”杰克总算能说出话来了，“它是古埃及的书写文字，就像图形一样。”
幽灵女王笑眯眯地看着杰克，说：“谢谢你！”


杰克朝她笑了笑，然后戴上眼镜，凑到墙壁前仔细观察墙上的字。
“哇，天哪！”他喃喃地感叹道。








第六章
墙上的字



杰克和安妮眯起眼睛盯着墙壁。
墙上刻着一排小小的图形。


“这里有四个图形。”杰克告诉幽灵女王。
“你能把它们的样子描述一下吗，杰克？一个一个地讲。”幽灵女王说。
杰克仔细端详第一个图形。
“好的，”他说，“第一个图形是这样的。”他用手指在空中比画出连续的锯齿形状。


“就像楼梯一样吗？”幽灵女王问。
“对啦，楼梯！”杰克说，“就是和楼梯一样！”
幽灵女王点了点头。
“这太简单了。”杰克想。
接着，他开始研究第二个图形。


“第二个图形的底部有个长长的匣子。”他边说边在空中比画出一个长方形。
幽灵女王一脸迷茫。
“匣子顶上有三样东西，就像这样。”安妮说着就在空中比画出弯弯曲曲的线条。
幽灵女王还是一副不解的神情。
“就像一顶帽子。”杰克解释说。
“帽子？”幽灵女王迷惑地问。
“不对，更像一条船。”安妮说出自己的想法。
“船？”幽灵女王兴奋地叫道，“你是说船？”
杰克又往墙上看了一眼，说：“没错，应该是一条船。”
幽灵女王的脸上露出了微笑，她显得十分高兴。“嗯，那应该没错了。”幽灵女王说道。


杰克和安妮仔细端详第三个图形。


“第三个图形就像一个插花的花瓶。”安妮说。
“或者盛水的容器。”杰克说。
“就像一个水罐？”幽灵女王问。
“一点儿没错。”杰克说。
“是的，一个水罐。”安妮也肯定地说。
杰克和安妮开始研究最后一个图形。


“最后一个看上去像是垂着脑袋的杆子。”安妮描述道。
“像一根折弯了的棍子，”杰克说，“一头长，一头短。”
幽灵女王的脸上又露出疑惑的表情。
“等一下，”杰克说，“我把它画在我的笔记本上。画得大大的！这样你就能看清了。”
杰克放下权杖，掏出铅笔，把那个象形文字画了出来。
“这是一块折叠的布。”幽灵女王说。
“是吗？但看起来不太像啊。”杰克说。
“没错，它代表的就是这个意思。”幽灵女王说。
“哦，好吧。”杰克说。
他又看了一眼第四个象形文字，仍然看不出它是一块折叠的布，他觉得那更像一条毛巾挂在浴室的杆子上。
“总共就是这四个了。”安妮依次指着图形，将它们代表的意思重复了一遍，“楼梯、船、水罐、折叠的布。”
杰克也把这些内容记到了他的笔记本上。


“但是，这些秘密信息想告诉我们什么呢？”杰克问幽灵女王。
“跟我来，”幽灵女王说着伸出了她的一只手，“去我的墓室看看。”
说完，她仿佛风一样向前飘去。








第七章
羊皮纸卷



杰克把权杖、笔记本和铅笔都塞进背包。幽灵女王看上去那么温和、慈祥，杰克现在一点儿也不害怕她了。
杰克和安妮跟着幽灵女王，往金字塔的深处走去。他们来到一段楼梯前。
“楼梯！”杰克和安妮异口同声地说。
幽灵女王顺着楼梯飘然而上。
杰克和安妮跟了上去。
幽灵女王径直飘过一扇木门。
杰克和安妮用力把门一推，门缓缓地打开了。他们走进了一个寒冷的、阴风阵阵的房间。
但这时，幽灵女王不见了。
昏暗的火把映照着这个巨大的房间，天花板高得吓人。
房间的一侧放着一大堆桌子、椅子和乐器，房间的另一侧有一条小木船。
“船！”杰克兴奋地说。
“哈特比女王的金字塔里怎么会有船呢？”安妮问。
“也许这条船是要送她去另一个世界的。”杰克猜测道。
杰克和安妮走向那条船，往船里面瞧了瞧。
船里装了许多东西，有金盘子、彩绘的杯子、镶着珠宝的高脚杯、编织的毛毯、蓝宝石首饰和一些小木头雕像。
“看！”杰克说着把手伸到船里，取出了一个陶土的水罐。
“水罐！”安妮叫道。
杰克往水罐里看了看。“这里面有东西。”他说。
“是什么？”安妮问。
杰克伸手摸了摸，说：“感觉像是一张大餐巾。”
“是折叠的布吧！”安妮猜测道。
杰克从水罐里掏出那张折叠的布，布里包着一卷看上去非常古老的羊皮纸。
杰克慢慢地把羊皮纸展开，上面写着许多神奇的象形文字。
“亡灵书！”安妮兴奋地悄声说，“我们找到了。”
“哦，天哪！”杰克用手指轻轻拂过羊皮纸，它摸起来像有很长的历史了。
“哈特比女王！”安妮喊道，“我们找到了！我们找到你的亡灵书了！”
四下一片寂静。
“哈特比女王！”安妮又喊了一声。
密室另一侧的门吱吱嘎嘎地打开了。
“她也许在那里面。”安妮说。


杰克的心怦怦狂跳。
从敞开的门洞里飘来一股冷空气。
“快过去吧。”安妮催促杰克。
“等一等……”杰克有点儿犹豫。
“别等啦，”安妮说，“她等亡灵书已经等了成百上千年，不要再让她等了。”
杰克把那卷古老的羊皮纸塞进背包，然后和安妮一起穿过阴风阵阵的房间，来到那扇敞开的门前。
安妮抢先跨了进去。
“快点儿，杰克！”她喊。
杰克迈进房间，发现里面空空荡荡的，只有一个长长的金匣子。匣子是打开的，盖子在地上。
“哈特比女王？”安妮喊了一声。
无人应声。
“我们找到了，”安妮说，“找到你的亡灵书了。”
仍然不见幽灵女王的踪影。
这时，金匣子发出微微的亮光。
杰克紧张得喘不过气来。
“我们把羊皮纸放在地上，就赶紧走吧。”他对安妮说。
“不，我认为应该把它放在那里面。”安妮指着金匣子说。
“不。”杰克拒绝道。
“别害怕，”安妮说，“来吧。”
安妮抓住杰克的胳膊。两人一起走向那个闪光的金匣子。
他们走到匣子跟前，凝神向里面看去。








第八章
木乃伊



“原来是一具真正的木乃伊。”杰克想。
木乃伊的脑袋上裹着一圈一圈的绷带，而脸上的绷带多半已经脱落了。
是哈特比，尼罗河的女王。
哈特比的木乃伊并不美丽：破碎的牙齿，皱巴巴的小耳朵，被压扁的鼻子。她全身的肌肉已经萎缩，脸上嵌着两个黑洞洞的眼窝。
木乃伊身上腐烂的绷带正在一点点脱落，连骨头都露出来了。
“咦，真恶心！”安妮大声说，“我们快走吧！”
“不，”杰克说，“我觉得很有意思。”
“我可不觉得！”安妮说完就往房间外面走。
“等一等，安妮。”杰克说。
“走吧，杰克！快点儿！”安妮站在门口喊道。
杰克掏出埃及书，翻到画有木乃伊的一页，然后大声念道：
为了让尸体永不腐烂，

古埃及人想了许多办法来保护它。

首先，他们用盐把尸体腌干……

“恶心，别念啦！”安妮说。
“你再听一下。”杰克继续念：
接着用油涂抹尸体，

然后再用绷带紧紧地把它包裹起来。

大脑要被掏空……

“太恶心了！我走了，再见！”安妮说完一头冲出了房间。
“安妮！”杰克喊道，“我们必须把亡灵书给她！”
可是安妮已经离开了。
杰克从背包里掏出羊皮纸和权杖，把它们放在了木乃伊的头骨旁边。


这时，杰克仿佛听到了一声深深的叹息，颤抖着响彻整个房间，木乃伊的脸好像变得更平静一些了。这难道是杰克的幻觉？
杰克屏住呼吸，后退着离开了放木乃伊的房间。
然后，他匆匆穿过那间宝船屋，走下楼梯。
到了楼下，杰克深深地叹了一口气，如释重负。
他看看通道，通道里空无一人。
“喂！安妮！你在哪儿？”他喊。
没人回答。
“安妮去哪儿了呢？”杰克想，“难道安妮已经跑出金字塔了？”
他又往通道里面看了看，大喊了一声：“安妮！”
“救命，杰克！”安妮的声音突然传了过来，声音似乎来自很远的地方。
“是安妮！她在哪儿呢？”杰克心想。
“救命，杰克！”安妮又叫道。
“安妮！”杰克边喊边顺着昏暗的通道往里跑。
“救命，杰克！”安妮的喊声听上去越来越微弱。
杰克停住脚步仔细听了听。
他站的位置好像离安妮的声音更远了。
“安妮！”杰克又转身跑回墓室的方向。
“杰克！杰克！”安妮的声音似乎比刚才响亮了一些。
杰克爬上楼梯，回到了那间宝船屋。他看了看房间里的家具、乐器和那条船。
这下他才发现，在他刚才进来的那扇门旁边，还有另一扇门。
那扇门是开着的。
杰克立刻冲了进去，发现自己来到了一段楼梯的顶部。
“这段楼梯跟刚刚那扇门外的楼梯一样。”杰克想。
他走下楼梯，进入了另一条通道，通道的墙壁上点着火把。
“这条通道也跟别的通道完全相同。”杰克又想。
他喊了一声：“安妮！”
“杰克！”
“安妮！”
“杰克！”安妮从通道里跑出来，一下子撞在杰克身上。
“我迷路了！”安妮哭着说道。
“我想这就是那种假通道，专门用来迷惑盗墓人的。”杰克说。
“假通道？”安妮抽泣着问。
“是啊，它们看上去跟真的通道一模一样。”杰克说，“我们必须马上回到宝船屋，然后找到正确的门出去。”
就在这时，他们听见一阵吱吱嘎嘎的声音。
杰克和安妮连忙转过身，惊恐地注视着楼梯上方。
只见刚才那扇门缓缓地关上了，远处随之传来低沉的隆隆声，所有的火把瞬间熄灭了。








第九章
跟着小队长



四下一片漆黑。
“出什么事了？”安妮问。
“不知道，真够诡异的。”杰克说，“我们必须尽快离开这儿，快去推那扇门。”
“好主意。”安妮用细小的声音说。
他们摸着黑走到楼梯顶部。
“别担心，不会有事的。”杰克努力让自己保持平静。
“那还用说？”安妮回应道。
他们把身体靠在那扇木门上，用力地往前顶。
门一动不动。
他们加大了力气。
门还是没有动弹。
杰克觉得呼吸变得越来越困难，他深深吸了口气。
“我们该怎么办呢？”安妮担忧地问道。
“稍微……稍微歇一会儿。”杰克喘着粗气说。他在黑暗中拼命睁大眼睛，心跳得像打鼓一样。
“也许我们应该顺着通道往前走，”安妮提议道，“说不定最后能找到……找到一个出口。”
杰克不太确定这么做对不对，但是他也没有别的选择了。
“好吧，我们走吧。”他说，“用手摸着墙壁。”
杰克摸着石墙，慢慢地顺着楼梯走下去。安妮跟在后面。
周围漆黑一片，什么都看不见。但杰克和安妮还是继续往前走着，一步一个台阶。
杰克绕过一个拐角，再绕过一个拐角，眼前又是一段楼梯。他爬上楼梯，安妮跟在后面。
这时，杰克碰到了一扇门，他用手推了推，没动。安妮也过来帮着一起推，但这扇门还是推不动。
莫非这还是刚才的那扇门？
杰克和安妮不再推了。没有用，他们被困住了。
安妮在黑暗中抓住杰克的手，用力地捏了捏。
他们并肩站在楼梯顶上，倾听周围的寂静。
“喵！”
“哦，天哪！”杰克悄声说。
“它回来了！”安妮说。
“喵。”
“快跟着它！”杰克喊道，“它要走远了。”
杰克和安妮跟着黑猫的叫声，走下黑乎乎的楼梯。


他们用手摸着墙，在黑暗中跌跌撞撞地走着。
“喵。”
杰克和安妮一路跟着黑猫，在弯弯曲曲的通道里绕来绕去。
一个拐角，又一个拐角，再一个拐角……
终于，他们看到了通道尽头的亮光。杰克和安妮赶紧冲向前去，跑到了外面灿烂的阳光里。


“太好了！”安妮兴奋地喊道。
可是杰克还在暗自琢磨。“安妮，”他说，“我们是怎么从那条假通道里出来的？”
“跟着那只猫。”安妮说。
“可是猫是怎么做到的呢？”杰克不解地问。
“魔法。”安妮说。
杰克皱起了眉头说：“可是……”
“看！”安妮指着那只黑猫说。
黑猫在沙漠上一跳一跳地远去了。
“谢谢你！”安妮大声说。
“谢谢啦！”杰克也对着黑猫喊。
黑猫摇晃了几下尾巴，然后就在微光闪闪的热浪中消失了。
杰克朝那片棕榈树望去，那座神奇的树屋像鸟窝一样，正栖在一棵棕榈树顶上。
“该回家了。”杰克说。
他和安妮朝那棵棕榈树走去。他们冒着炎热，走了很长很长时间。
终于到了树下，安妮抓住绳梯往上爬，杰克跟在后面。
一爬进树屋，杰克就伸手去拿那本宾夕法尼亚的书。
突然，他听见一阵隆隆声，跟他在金字塔里听见的声音一样。
“快看！”安妮边说边指着窗外。
杰克扭头看去。
金字塔旁边有一条船，在沙漠上缓缓滑行，看上去就像在海面上航行一样。
船渐渐地在远处隐去了。
“难道这只是海市蜃楼？还是说幽灵女王终于踏上了去往另一个世界的旅程？”杰克想。
“我们回家吧，杰克。”安妮小声地说。
杰克打开宾夕法尼亚的书，指着那幅蛙溪的图片，说：“请带我们回家。”
起风了。
树屋开始旋转，越转越快。
然后，一切都静止了。
完完全全地静止不动了。








第十章
一条新线索



上午的阳光透过树屋的窗户照进来，影子在树屋的墙上和天花板上摇晃。
杰克深深吸了口气，树屋又回到蛙溪了。
“不知道妈妈午饭做了什么。”安妮望着窗外说。
杰克笑着说：“午饭、妈妈、家，这一切听上去是多么真实、安宁和亲切啊。”
“我希望是花生酱和果冻三明治。”杰克又说。
“天哪，这地方太乱了，”安妮说，“我们最好把它收拾得整齐一些，万一M回来了呢！”
杰克几乎把M给忘记了。
“我们会见到M吗？”杰克暗自想，“树屋里所有的书似乎都是这个人的。”
“我们把埃及书放在这摞书的最底下吧。”安妮说。
“好主意。”杰克说。他需要好好休息一下，才能再去参观古代的陵墓。
“我们把恐龙书放在埃及书上面。”安妮说。
“好啊。”杰克说。他需要休息很长很长时间，才能再去拜访雷克斯霸王龙。
“骑士和城堡书可以放在这摞书的最顶上。”安妮说。
杰克点点头，笑了。他愿意想起骑士和城堡书封面上的那名骑士，因为他就像自己的朋友一样。
“杰克，你看！”安妮指着树屋的木地板。
“什么？”杰克问。
“你自己看吧。”
杰克走到安妮身边，低下头来看，可什么也没有看见。
“你把头稍微转过去一点儿，”安妮说，“让光线正好照在那上面。”
杰克把脑袋偏向一边，发现地板上有个什么东西在闪闪发亮。
他把脑袋又偏了偏，这下终于看清楚了。
是字母M！它正在阳光下闪烁着。
毫无疑问，树屋是属于M的。
杰克用一根手指碰了碰字母M，他感到皮肤微微有点儿刺痛。


树叶在颤抖，风变大了。
“我们赶紧回家吧。”杰克说。
他抓起背包，和安妮一起爬下了绳梯。
刚落到地面，杰克就听见灌木丛里传来一个声音。
“谁在那儿？”他大声问。
树林里安静下来。
“我明天就把金勋章拿回来！”杰克大声说，“还有那个书签，两样都拿来。”
“你在跟谁说话？”安妮问。
“我感觉M就在附近。”杰克压低声音说。
安妮吃惊地睁大眼睛问：“我们要去找M吗？”
可是就在这个时候，远处传来了妈妈的声音：“杰克！安妮！”
杰克和安妮往树林里看了看，然后转脸望着对方。
“明天我们再来！”他们异口同声地说。
然后他们一口气跑出树林。
跑过街道。
跑过院子。
跑进家门和厨房。
一直跑到妈妈的怀里。
妈妈正在做花生酱和果冻三明治呢。






1.古埃及是四大文明古国之一。5000多年前，古埃及人发明了象形文字。目前发现的古埃及象形文字共有700多个。
2.古埃及人是最早养宠物的民族之一。他们把宠物看作家庭的一员。曾经发生过这样一件事，有一家人的猫咪死了，他们家里的所有人都剃光了眉毛，以示哀悼。


3.对古埃及人来说，葬礼是一件大事，因为他们要把死者安全地送往“来世”。在木乃伊被送进坟墓的那一天，死者的家人和朋友会组成浩浩荡荡的送葬队伍，从死者的住所出发，像游行一样。通常情况下，送葬的队伍由家人、朋友、祭司和仆人组成，当然人数越多越好，因此死者的家属有时会花钱雇人。
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寻宝加勒比
神奇树屋·故事系列·基础版#4
[美] 玛丽·波·奥斯本/著
[美] 萨尔·莫多卡/绘

内容简介:
在经历了恐龙谷历险和古堡惊魂夜之后，神奇树屋将杰克和安妮带到了古埃及。金字塔的深处，兄妹俩撞见一位千年前的幽灵女王。在经历层层历险之后，杰克和安妮能帮助幽灵女王找到了解救她的亡灵书、成功离开了困住两人的金字塔吗？








Dear Reader,
Did you know there’s a Magic Tree House® book for every kid? From those just starting to read chapter books to more experienced readers, Magic Tree House® has something for everyone, including science, sports, geography, wildlife, history…and always a bit of mystery and magic!


Happy reading!






Here’s what kids and grown-ups have to say about the Magic Tree House® books:
“Oh, man…the Magic Tree House series is really exciting!” —Christina
“I like the Magic Tree House series. I stay up all night reading them. Even on school nights!” —Peter
“Jack and Annie have opened a door to a world of literacy that I know will continue throughout the lives of my students.” —Deborah H.
“As a librarian, I have seen many happy young readers coming into the library to check out the next Magic Tree House book in the series.” —Lynne H.
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“It’s still here,” said Jack.
“It looks empty,” said Annie.
Jack and his seven-year-old sister gazed up at a very tall oak tree. At the top of the tree was a tree house.
Late-morning sunlight lit the woods. It was almost time for lunch.
“Shhh!” said Jack. “What was that noise?”
“What noise?”
“I heard a noise,” Jack said. He looked around. “It sounded like someone coughing.”
“I didn’t hear anything,” said Annie. “Come on. Let’s go up.” She grabbed the rope ladder and started climbing.
Jack tiptoed over to a clump of bushes. He pushed aside a small branch.
“Hello?” he said. “Anybody there?”
There was no answer.
“Jack! Come on!” Annie called down. “The tree house looks the same as it did yesterday.”
Jack still felt that someone was nearby. Could it be the person who’d put all the books in the tree house?
“Ja-ack!” called Annie.
Jack gazed over the top of the bushes.
Was the mysterious M person watching him now? Maybe M wanted the gold medallion back—the one Jack had found on their dinosaur adventure. Maybe M wanted the leather bookmark back—the one from the castle book.
There was an M on the medallion and an M on the bookmark. But what did M stand for?
“Tomorrow I’ll bring everything back,” Jack said loudly.
A breeze swept through the woods. The leaves rattled.
“Come on!” called Annie.
Jack went back to the big oak tree. He grabbed the rope ladder and climbed up.
When he reached the top, he crawled through a hole in the wooden floor. He tossed down his backpack and pushed his glasses into place.
“Hmmm. Which book is it going to be today?” said Annie. She was looking at the books scattered around the tree house.
Annie picked up the book about castles. Just yesterday, the castle book had taken Jack and Annie back to the time of knights.
“Hey, this isn’t wet anymore,” she said. She handed the book to Jack.
“You’re right!” said Jack, amazed. The book had gotten soaked in a castle moat, but today it looked fine. Jack silently thanked the mysterious knight who had rescued them.
“Watch out!” warned Annie. She waved a dinosaur book in Jack’s face.
“Put that away,” Jack said nervously. The day before yesterday, the dinosaur book had taken them to the time of dinosaurs. Jack silently thanked the Pteranodon who had saved him from a Tyrannosaurus rex.
Annie put the dinosaur book back with the other books. Then she gasped.
“Wow,” she whispered. “Look at this.” She held up a book about ancient Egypt.
Jack caught his breath. He took the book from her. A green silk bookmark was sticking out from between the pages.
Jack turned to the page with the bookmark. There was a picture of a pyramid.
Going toward the pyramid was a long parade. Four huge cows with horns were pulling a sled. On the sled was a long gold box. Many Egyptians were walking behind the sled. At the end of the parade was a sleek black cat.
“Let’s go there,” whispered Annie. “Now.”
“Wait,” said Jack. He wanted to study the book a bit more.
“Pyramids, Jack,” said Annie. “You love pyramids.”
It was true. Pyramids were high on Jack’s list of favorite things, after knights and dinosaurs—plant-eating dinosaurs, that is.
He didn’t have to worry about being eaten by a pyramid.
“Okay,” he said. “But hold the Pennsylvania book. In case we want to come right back here.”
Annie found the book with the picture of their hometown in it: Frog Creek, Pennsylvania.
Jack pointed to the pyramid picture in the Egypt book. He cleared his throat and said, “I wish we could go to this place.”
“Meow!”
“What was that?” Jack looked out the tree house window.
A black cat was sitting on a branch right outside the window. The cat was staring at Jack and Annie.
It was the strangest cat Jack had ever seen. It was very sleek and dark, with bright yellow eyes and a wide gold collar.
“It’s the cat in the Egypt book,” whispered Annie.
The wind started to blow. The leaves began to shake.

“Here we go!” cried Annie.
The wind whistled louder. The leaves shook harder.
Jack closed his eyes as the tree house started to spin.
It spun faster and faster.
Then everything was still.
Absolutely still.




“Meow!”
Jack and Annie looked out the window.
The tree house was perched on the top of a palm tree. The tree stood with about a dozen other palm trees. They were in a patch of green surrounded by a desert.
“Meow!”
Jack and Annie looked down.
The black cat was sitting at the bottom of the tree. The cat’s yellow eyes were staring up at Jack and Annie.
“Hi!” Annie shouted.
“Shhh,” said Jack. “Someone might hear you.”
“In the middle of a desert?” said Annie.
The black cat stood up and began walking around the tree.
“Come back!” Annie called. She leaned out the window to see where the cat was going.
“Oh, wow!” she said. “Look, Jack.”
Jack leaned forward and looked down.
The cat was running away from the palm trees toward a giant pyramid in the desert.
A parade was going toward the pyramid. It looked exactly like the parade in the Egypt book.



“It’s the picture from the book!” said Jack.
“What are those people doing?” asked Annie.
Jack looked down at the Egypt book. He read the words under the picture:
When a royal person died, a grand funeral procession took place.
Family, servants, and other mourners followed the coffin. The coffin was called a sarcophagus. It was pulled on a sled by four oxen.
“It’s an Egyptian funeral,” said Jack. “The box is called a sar…sar…sar…oh, forget it.” He looked out the window again.
The oxen, the sled, the Egyptians, and the black cat were all moving in a slow, dreamy way.
“I’d better make some notes about this,” said Jack.
Jack liked to make notes. He reached into his backpack and pulled out his notebook. Jack wrote:
coffin called sarcophagus
“We’d better hurry,” said Annie, “if we want to see the mummy.”
Annie started down the rope ladder.
Jack looked up from his notebook.
“Mummy?” he said.
“There’s probably a mummy in that gold box,” Annie called up. “We’re in ancient Egypt. Remember?”
Jack loved mummies. He put down his pencil.
“Good-bye, Jack!” called Annie.
“Wait!” Jack called.
“Mummies!” Annie shouted.
“Oh, man,” said Jack. “Mummies!”
Jack shoved his notebook and the Egypt book into his pack. Then he started down the ladder.
When Jack got to the ground, he and Annie took off across the sand.
As they ran, a strange thing happened. The closer they got to the parade, the harder it was to see it. Then suddenly it was gone. The strange parade had vanished.
But the great stone pyramid was still there, towering above them.
Panting, Jack looked around.
What had happened? Where were the people? The oxen? The gold box? The cat?
“They’re gone,” said Annie.
“Where did they go?” said Jack.
“Maybe they were ghosts,” said Annie.
“Don’t be silly. There’s no such thing as ghosts,” said Jack. “It must have been a mirage.”
“A what?”
“Mirage. It happens in the desert all the time,” said Jack. “It looks like something’s there. But it just turns out to be the sunlight reflecting through heat.”
“How could sunlight look like people, a mummy box, and a bunch of cows?” said Annie.
Jack frowned.
“Ghosts,” she said.
“No way,” said Jack.
“Look!” Annie pointed at the pyramid.
Near the base was the sleek black cat. He was standing alone. He was staring at Jack and Annie.
“He’s no mirage,” said Annie.
The cat started to slink away. He walked along the side of the pyramid and slid around a corner.
“Where’s he going?” said Jack.
“Let’s find out,” said Annie.
They dashed around the corner just in time to see the cat disappear through a hole in the pyramid wall.





“Where did he go?” said Jack.
He and Annie peeked through the hole in the wall. They saw a long hallway. Burning torches lit the walls. Dark shadows loomed.
“Let’s go in,” said Annie.
“Wait,” said Jack.
He pulled out the Egypt book and turned to the section on pyramids.
He read the caption aloud:
Pyramids were sometimes called Houses of the Dead. They were nearly all solid stone, except for the burial chambers deep inside.
“Wow. Let’s go there. To the burial chambers,” said Annie. “I bet a mummy’s there.”
Jack took a deep breath.
Then he stepped out of the hot, bright sunlight into the cool, dark pyramid.
The hallway was silent.
Floor, ceiling, walls—everything was stone. The floor slanted up from where they stood.
“We have to go farther inside,” said Annie.
“Right,” said Jack. “But stay close behind me. Don’t talk. Don’t—”
“Go! Just go!” said Annie. She gave him a little push.
Jack started up the slanting floor of the hallway.
Where was the cat?
The hallway went on and on.
“Wait,” said Jack. “I want to look at the book.”
He opened the Egypt book again. He held it below a torch on the wall. The book showed a drawing of the inside of the pyramid.
“The burial chamber is in the middle of the pyramid. See?” Jack said. He pointed to the drawing. “It should be straight ahead.”
Jack tucked the book under his arm. Then he and Annie headed deeper into the pyramid.
Soon the floor became flat. The air felt different—musty and stale.
Jack opened the book again. “I think we’re almost at the burial chamber. See the picture? The hallway slants up. Then it gets flat. Then you come to the chamber. See, look—”
“Eee-eee!” A strange cry shot through the pyramid.
Jack dropped the Egypt book.
Out of the shadows flew a white figure.
It swooshed toward them!
A mummy! Jack thought.
“It’s alive!” Annie shouted.





Jack pulled Annie down.
The white figure moved swiftly past them, then disappeared into the shadows.
“A mummy,” said Annie. “Back from the dead!”
“F-forget it,” stammered Jack. “That’s impossible.” He picked up the Egypt book.
“What’s this?” said Annie. She lifted something from the floor. “Look. The mummy dropped this thing.”
It was a gold stick about a foot long. A dog’s head was carved on one end.
“It looks like a scepter,” said Jack.
“What’s that?” asked Annie.
“It’s a thing kings and queens carry,” said Jack. “It means they have power over the people.”
“Come back, mummy!” Annie called. “We found your scepter. Come back! We want to help you!”
“Shush!” said Jack. “Are you nuts?”
“But the mummy—”
“That was no mummy,” said Jack. “It was a person. A real person.”
“What kind of person would be inside a pyramid?” asked Annie.
“I don’t know,” said Jack. “Maybe the book can help us.”
He flipped through the book. At last he found a picture of a person in a pyramid. He read:
Tomb robbers often stole the treasure buried with mummies. False passages were sometimes built to stop the robbers.
Jack closed the book. “Not a mummy,” he said. “Just a tomb robber.”
“Yikes. A tomb robber?” said Annie.
“Yeah, a robber who steals stuff from tombs,” said Jack.
“What if the robber comes back?” said Annie. “We’d better leave.”
“Right,” said Jack. “But first I want to write something down.”
He put the Egypt book into his pack. He pulled out his notebook and pencil.
He started writing in his notebook:
tomb robber
“Jack—” said Annie.
“Just a second,” said Jack. He kept writing:
tomb robber tried to steal
“Jack! Look!” said Annie.
Jack felt a whoosh of cold air. He looked up. A wave of terror shot through him.
Another figure was moving slowly toward them.
It wasn’t a tomb robber. It was a lady. A beautiful Egyptian lady.
The lady wore flowers in her black hair. Her long white dress had many tiny pleats. Her gold jewelry glittered.
“Here, Jack,” Annie whispered. “Give her this.” She handed him the gold scepter.
The Egyptian lady stopped in front of them.
Jack held out the scepter. His hand was trembling.
He gasped. The scepter passed right through the lady’s hand.
She was made of air.





“A ghost,” Annie whispered.
Jack could only stare in horror.
The ghost began to speak. She spoke in a hollow, echoing voice.
“I am Hutepi,” she said. “Queen of the Nile. Have you come to help me?”
Jack still couldn’t speak.
“Yes,” said Annie.
“For a thousand years,” said the ghost-queen, “I have waited for help.”
Jack’s heart was pounding so hard he thought he might faint.
“Someone must find my Book of the Dead,” she said. “I need it to go on to the Next Life.”
“Why do you need the Book of the Dead?” asked Annie. She didn’t sound scared at all.
“It will tell me the magic spells I need to get through the Underworld,” said the ghost-queen.
“The Underworld?” said Annie.
“Before I journey on to the Next Life, I must pass through the horrors of the Underworld.”
“What kinds of horrors?” Annie asked.
“Poisonous snakes,” said the ghost-queen. “Lakes of fire. Monsters. Demons.”
“Oh.” Annie stepped closer to Jack.
“My brother hid the Book of the Dead so tomb robbers would not steal it,” said the ghost-queen. “Then he carved this secret message on the wall, telling me how to find it.” She pointed to the wall.
Jack was still in shock. He couldn’t move.
“Where?” Annie asked her. “Here?” She squinted at the wall. “What do these tiny pictures mean?”
The ghost-queen smiled sadly. “Alas, my brother forgot my strange problem. I cannot see clearly that which is close to my eyes. I have not been able to read his message for thousands of years.”
“Oh, that’s not strange,” said Annie. “Jack has the same problem. That’s why he wears glasses.”

The ghost-queen stared in wonder at Jack.
“Jack, lend her your glasses,” said Annie.
Jack took his glasses off his nose. He held them out to the ghost-queen.
She backed away from him. “I cannot wear your glasses, Jack,” she said. “As you can see, I am made of air.”
“Oh, I forgot,” said Annie.
“But perhaps you will describe the hieroglyphs on this wall,” said the ghost-queen.
“Hi-ro-who?” said Annie.
“Hieroglyphs!” said Jack, finally finding his voice. “It’s the ancient Egyptian way of writing. It’s like writing with pictures.”
The ghost-queen smiled at him. “Thank you, Jack,” she said.
Jack smiled back at her. He put his glasses on. Then he stepped toward the wall and took a good long look.
“Oh, man,” he whispered.




Jack and Annie squinted at the pyramid wall.
A series of tiny pictures was carved into the stone.

“There are four pictures here,” Jack told the ghost-queen.
“Describe them to me, Jack. One at a time, please,” she said.
Jack studied the first picture.

“Okay,” he said. “The first one is like this.” He made a zigzag in the air with his finger.
“Like stairs?” asked the ghost-queen.
“Yes, stairs!” said Jack. “Just like stairs.”
She nodded. That was easy enough, Jack thought. He studied the second picture.

“The second one has a long box on the bottom,” he said. He drew it in the air.
The ghost-queen looked puzzled.
“With three things on top. Like this,” said Annie. She drew squiggly lines in the air.
The ghost-queen still seemed puzzled.
“Like a hat,” said Jack.
“Hat?” said the ghost-queen.
“No. More like a boat,” said Annie.
“Boat?” said the ghost-queen. She sounded excited. “Boat?”
Jack took another look at the wall.
“Yes. It could be a boat,” he said.
The ghost-queen looked very happy. She smiled. “Yes. Of course,” she said.
Jack and Annie studied the next picture.

“The third one is like a thing that holds flowers,” said Annie.
“Or a thing that holds water,” said Jack.
“Like a jug?” asked the ghost-queen.
“Exactly,” said Jack.
“Yes. A jug,” said Annie.



Jack and Annie studied the last picture.

“And the last one looks like a pole that droops,” said Annie.
“Like a curved stick,” said Jack. “But one side is shorter than the other.”
The ghost-queen looked puzzled again.
“Wait,” said Jack. “I’ll draw it in my notebook. Big! So you can see it.”
Jack put down the scepter and got out his pencil. He drew the hieroglyph.
“A folded cloth,” said the ghost-queen.
“Really?” said Jack.
“Yes. That is the hieroglyph for a folded cloth,” said the ghost-queen.
“Oh. Okay,” said Jack.
He looked at the fourth hieroglyph again. He still couldn’t see the folded cloth. Maybe it was like a towel hanging over a bathroom rod.
“So that’s all of them,” said Annie. She pointed at each picture. “Stairs. Boat. Jug. Folded cloth.”
Jack wrote the words in his notebook.

“So what does the message mean?” he asked the ghost-queen.
“Come,” she said. She held out her hand. “Come to my burial chambers.”
And she floated away.




Jack put the scepter and his notebook and pencil into his pack. The ghost-queen seemed so kind and gentle. He wasn’t afraid of her at all anymore.
Jack and Annie followed her deeper into the pyramid. Finally they came to some stairs.
“The STAIRS!” said Jack and Annie together.
The ghost-queen floated up the stairs.
Jack and Annie followed.
The ghost-queen floated right through a wooden door.
Jack and Annie pushed on the door. It opened slowly. They stepped into a cold, drafty room.
The ghost-queen was nowhere in sight.
Dim torchlight lit the huge room. It had a very high ceiling. On one side was a pile of tables, chairs, and musical instruments.
On the other side of the room was a small wooden boat.
“The BOAT!” said Jack.
“What’s it doing inside Queen Hutepi’s pyramid?” asked Annie.
“Maybe it’s supposed to carry her to the Next Life,” said Jack.
Jack and Annie went over to the boat. They looked inside it.
The boat was filled with many things—gold plates, painted cups, jeweled goblets, woven baskets, jewelry with blue stones, and small wooden statues.
“Look!” said Jack. He reached into the boat and lifted out a clay jug.
“The JUG!” said Annie.
Jack looked inside the jug. “Something’s in here,” he said.
“What is it?” asked Annie.
Jack felt inside the jug. “It feels like a big napkin,” he said.
“The FOLDED CLOTH!” said Annie.
Jack reached into the jug and pulled out the folded cloth. It was wrapped around an ancient looking scroll.
Jack slowly unrolled the scroll. It was covered with wonderful hieroglyphs.
“The Book of the Dead!” whispered Annie. “We found it.”
“Oh, man.” Jack traced his finger over the scroll. It felt like very old paper.
“Queen Hutepi!” called Annie. “We have it! We found your Book of the Dead!”
Silence. “Queen Hutepi!”
A door on the other side of the chamber creaked open.
“Maybe she’s in there,” said Annie.



Jack’s heart was pounding. Cold air was coming through the open doorway.
“Come on,” said Annie.
“Wait—”
“No,” said Annie. “She’s waited thousands of years for her book. Don’t make her wait anymore.”
Jack put the ancient scroll into his backpack. Then he and Annie slowly started to cross the drafty room.
They came to the open door. Annie went through first.
“Hurry, Jack!” she said.
Jack stepped into the other room. It was nearly bare, except for a long gold box. The box was open. Its cover was on the floor.
“Queen Hutepi?” called Annie.
Silence.
“We found it,” said Annie. “Your Book of the Dead.”
There was still no sign of the ghost-queen.
The gold box glowed.
Jack could barely breathe. “Let’s leave the scroll on the floor and go,” he said.
“No. I think we should leave it in there,” said Annie. She pointed to the gold box.
“No,” said Jack.
“Don’t be afraid,” said Annie. “Come on.”
Annie took Jack by the arm. They walked together across the room to the glowing gold box.
They stopped in front of the box and peered inside.




A real mummy, Jack thought.
Bandages were still wrapped around the mummy’s skull, but most of the bandages had fallen away from the face.
It was Hutepi. Queen of the Nile.
Hutepi’s mummy wasn’t beautiful. It had broken teeth, little wrinkled ears, and a squashed nose. Its flesh had withered. Its eyes were hollow sockets.
The rotting bandages on the mummy’s body were coming off. Jack could see bones.
“Oh, gross!” cried Annie. “Let’s go!”
“No,” said Jack. “It’s interesting.”
“Forget it!” said Annie. She started out of the room.
“Wait, Annie.”
“Come on, Jack. Hurry!” cried Annie. She was standing by the door.
Jack pulled out the Egypt book and flipped to a picture of a mummy. He read aloud:
Ancient Egyptians tried to protect the body so it would last forever. First it was dried out with salt.
“Ugh, stop!” said Annie.
“Listen,” said Jack. He kept reading:
Next it was covered with oil. Then it was wrapped tightly in bandages.
The brain was removed by—



“Yuck! Stop!” cried Annie. “Good-bye!” She dashed out of the room.
“Annie!” called Jack. “We have to give her the Book of the Dead!”
But Annie was gone.
Jack reached into his pack. He pulled out the scroll and the scepter. He put them next to the mummy’s skull.
Was it just his imagination? Or did a deep sigh seem to shudder throughout the room? Did the mummy’s face grow calmer?
Jack held his breath as he backed out of the mummy room. He hurried through the boat room and headed down the stairs.
At the bottom of the stairs, Jack heaved his own sigh, a sigh of relief.
He looked down the hallway. It was empty.
“Hey! Annie! Where are you?” he said.
No answer.
Where in the world was Annie?
Jack started down the hallway. “Annie!” he called.
Had she run out of the pyramid? Was she already outside?
“Annie!”
“Help, Jack!” came a cry. The voice sounded far away.
It was Annie! Where was she?
“Help, Jack!”
“Annie!”
Jack started to run along the shadowy hallway.
“Help, Jack!” Her cry seemed fainter.
Jack stopped.
He was running away from her voice.
“Annie!” he called. He went back toward the burial chambers.
“Jack!” Her voice was louder.
“JACK!”
Jack climbed the stairs. He went back into the boat room. He looked around at the furniture, the musical instruments, and the boat.
Then he saw it. There was another door! It was right next to the door he had just come through!
The other door was open.
Jack dashed through it. He found himself at the top of some stairs.
They were just like the stairs outside the other door.
He went down the stairs and into a hallway. It was lit by torches on the wall.
It was just like the other hallway.
“Annie!” he called.
“Jack!”
“Annie!”
“Jack!” Annie was running through the hallway toward him. She crashed into him.
“I was lost!” she cried.
“I think this is one of those false passages built to fool the tomb robbers,” said Jack.
“A false passage?” said Annie, panting.
“Yeah, it looks just like the other hallway,” said Jack. “We have to go back into the boat room and out the right door.”
Just then they heard a creaking noise.
Jack and Annie turned around. They looked up the stairs.
They watched in horror as the door slowly creaked shut.
A deep sound rumbled in the distance and all the torches went out.







It was pitch-dark.
“What happened?” asked Annie.
“I don’t know. Something weird,” said Jack. “We have to get out of here fast. Push against the door.”
“Good idea,” said Annie in a small voice.
They felt their way through the darkness to the top of the stairs.
“Don’t worry. Everything’s going to be okay,” said Jack. He was trying to stay calm.
“Of course,” said Annie.
They leaned against the wooden door and pushed.
It wouldn’t budge.
They pushed harder.
It was no use.
Jack took a deep breath. It was getting harder to breathe and harder to stay calm.
“What can we do?” asked Annie.
“Just…just rest a minute,” said Jack, panting. His heart was pounding as he tried to see through the darkness.
“Maybe we should start down the hall,” Annie said. “Maybe we’ll eventually come to…to an exit.”
Jack wasn’t sure about that, but they had no choice.
“Okay, come on,” he said. “Feel the wall.”
Jack felt the stone wall as he climbed slowly down the stairs. Annie followed.
Jack started down the dark hallway. It was impossible to see anything. But he kept going, taking one step at a time, moving his hands along the wall.
Jack went around a corner. He went around another corner. He came to some stairs. He climbed up. Annie followed.
There was a door. Jack pushed against it. Annie pushed, too. This door wouldn’t budge, either. Or was it the same door?
Jack and Annie stopped pushing. It was no use. They were trapped.
Annie took Jack’s hand in the dark. She squeezed it.
They stood together at the top of the stairs, listening to the silence.
“Meow.”
“Oh, man,” Jack whispered.
“He’s back!” said Annie.
“Meow.”



“Follow him!” cried Jack. “He’s going away from us.”
Jack and Annie started down the dark hallway, following the cat’s meow. Hands against the wall, they stumbled through the darkness.
“Meow.”
Jack and Annie kept following the sound, all the way through the winding hallway.
They went around one corner, then another, and another….
Finally they saw a light at the end of the tunnel. They rushed forward—out into the bright sunlight.
“Yay!” Annie shouted.
But Jack was thinking. “Annie,” he said. “How did we get out of the false passage?”
“The cat,” said Annie.
“But how could the cat do it?” asked Jack.
“Magic,” said Annie.
Jack frowned. “But—”
“Look!” said Annie. She pointed.
The cat was bounding away, over the sand.
“Thank you!” called Annie.
“Thanks!” Jack shouted at the cat.
The cat’s black tail waved. Then the cat disappeared in the shimmering waves of heat.
Jack looked toward the palm trees. The magic tree house sat like a bird’s nest at the top of one.
“Time to go home,” Jack said.
Jack and Annie set off for the palm trees. It was a long, hot walk.
At last Annie grabbed the rope ladder. Jack followed.
Once they were inside the tree house, Jack reached for the book about Pennsylvania.
Suddenly he heard a rumbling sound. It was the same sound he had heard in the pyramid.
“Look!” Annie said, pointing out the window.
Jack looked.
A boat was beside the pyramid. It was gliding over the sand like a boat sailing over the sea.
Then the boat faded away into the distance.
Was it just a mirage? Or was the ghost-queen finally on her way to the Next Life?

“Home, Jack,” whispered Annie.
Jack opened the Pennsylvania book.
He pointed to the picture of Frog Creek.
“I wish we could go home,” he said.
The wind began to blow.
The tree house started to spin.
It spun faster and faster.
Then everything was still.
Absolutely still.







Late-morning sunlight shone through the tree house window. Shadows danced on the walls and ceiling.
Jack took a deep breath. The tree house was back in the Frog Creek woods.
“I wonder what Mom’s making for lunch,” said Annie. She was looking out the window.
Jack smiled. Lunch. Mom. Home. It all sounded so real, so calm and safe.
“I hope it’s peanut butter and jelly sandwiches,” he said.
“Boy, this place is a mess,” said Annie. “We’d better make it neater in case M comes back.”
Jack had almost forgotten about M.
Will we ever meet M? Jack wondered. The person who seems to own all the books in the tree house?
“Let’s put the Egypt book on the bottom of the pile,” said Annie.
“Good idea,” said Jack. He needed a rest before he visited any more ancient tombs.
“Let’s put the dinosaur book on top of the Egypt book,” said Annie.
“Yeah, good,” said Jack. He needed a long rest before he visited another Tyrannosaurus rex.
“The castle book can go on the very top of the pile,” said Annie.
Jack nodded and smiled. He liked thinking about the knight on the cover of the castle book. He felt as if the knight was his friend.
“Jack,” said Annie. “Look!” She was pointing at the wooden floor.
“What is it?” he asked.
“You have to see for yourself.”
Jack walked to Annie and looked at the floor. He didn’t see anything.
“Turn your head a little,” said Annie. “You have to catch the light just right.”
Jack tipped his head to one side. Something was shining on the floor.
He tipped his head a bit more. It came into focus.
It was the letter M! It shimmered in the sunlight.
This absolutely proved the tree house belonged to M. There was no doubt about it.
Jack touched the M with his finger. His skin tingled.



The leaves trembled. The wind picked up.
“Let’s go home now,” Jack said.
Jack grabbed his backpack. Then he and Annie climbed down the ladder.
As they stood on the ground below the tree house, Jack heard a sound in the bushes.
“Who’s there?” he called.
The woods grew still.
“I’m going to bring the medallion back soon,” Jack said loudly. “And the bookmark, too. Both of them. Tomorrow!”
“Who are you talking to?” asked Annie.
“I feel like M is nearby,” Jack whispered.
Annie’s eyes grew wide. “Should we look for M?”
But just then their mother’s voice came from the distance. “Ja-ack! An-nie!”
Jack and Annie looked around at the trees. Then they looked at each other.
“Tomorrow,” they said together.
They took off, running out of the woods.
They ran down their street.
They ran across their yard.
They ran into their house.
They ran into their kitchen.
They ran right into their mom.
She was making peanut butter and jelly sandwiches.













Building the Pyramids
It took many years to build a pyramid. It also took thousands of workers.
Egyptologists think the workers used wooden rollers to move giant stones across the desert. Some of these stones weighed over 4,000 pounds!
No one really knows exactly how the workers put the giant stones in place. Most Egyptologists think they built large ramps to raise the stones up the sides of the pyramid. When the pyramid was finished, the ramps were torn down.
Many people think the work on the pyramids was done by slaves. This is not true. Almost all the work was done by farmers during the flood season.
The farmers were paid to help build the pyramids. But most of them worked for a reason more important than money. They believed building the pyramids would help them get to the Next Life when they died.
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第一章
来不及啦





杰克从卧室的窗户往外看，雨还在哗哗地下个不停。
“电视上说，到中午雨就会停了。”他七岁的妹妹安妮说。
“中午已经过了。”杰克说。
“那我们快去树屋吧。”安妮说，“我有一种感觉，M今天会在那儿。”
杰克把眼镜往上推了推，深深吸了口气。他似乎还没有做好和M见面的准备。M就是那个在树屋里放了很多书的神秘人物。
“快走吧。”安妮说。
杰克叹了口气，说：“好吧，你去拿我们的雨衣和靴子，我拿勋章和书签。”
安妮跑去拿雨具了。
杰克把手伸进抽屉，掏出那枚勋章。
勋章是金质的，上面刻着一个字母M。
然后他又拿出那个蓝皮子做的书签，上面也印着同样的一个字母M。
这两个M，都跟树屋地板上的那个M一模一样。
杰克把勋章和书签装进背包，又把笔记本和铅笔塞了进去。每次碰到重要的事情，杰克总喜欢做点儿笔记。
“我把雨具拿出来了！”安妮喊道。
杰克拿起背包，走下楼，安妮正在后门口等着他呢。
安妮穿上靴子，说：“外面见。”
杰克穿上雨衣和靴子，然后背上背包，走出了门。
风刮得很猛。
安妮大喊一声：“各就各位！预备！跑！”
两人把脑袋一低，顶着狂风大雨往前冲。
不一会儿，他们就来到了蛙溪树林里。
树枝在大风中胡乱摇晃，把雨水甩向四面八方。
“真讨厌！”安妮说。
他们哗啦哗啦地踩过一个个水坑，最后来到了树林里最高的那棵大橡树前。
他们抬头往上看去。
夹在两根树枝之间的就是那个树屋。在狂风暴雨中，树屋看上去黑乎乎、孤零零的。
一架绳梯从树屋上垂下来，在风雨中不断地晃动。
杰克想到了树屋里的那些书，暗自希望它们不要被雨水淋湿。
“M来过了。”安妮说。
杰克吃惊得屏住了呼吸。
“你怎么知道？”他问。
“我有感觉。”安妮轻声答道。
安妮抓住绳梯，开始往上爬。杰克跟了上来。
树屋里寒冷、潮湿。
然而那些书都是干的，它们整整齐齐地靠墙摆放着，跟昨天一样。
安妮从一摞书上拿起一本骑士和城堡的书。这本书曾经把他们带到了古城堡时代。
“还记得那名骑士吗？”安妮问。
杰克点点头，他永远也不会忘记那名曾经帮助过他们的骑士。
安妮放下骑士和城堡书，拿起了搁在它下面的一本。
是恐龙书，这本书曾经带他们回到了恐龙时代。
“这本呢？你还记得吗？”安妮问。
杰克又点点头。他永远不会忘记，那只把他从雷克斯霸王龙嘴下救出来的无齿翼龙。
接着，安妮抽出了一本关于古埃及的书。
“喵。”她说。
杰克笑了。是这本埃及书把他们带到了金字塔时代，一只黑猫在危急时刻赶来相救。
“这本是关于我们家乡的书。”安妮说。
在她举起的那本书上，画着他们的家乡小镇——宾夕法尼亚的蛙溪。
杰克又露出了微笑。每一次冒险结束时，这本宾夕法尼亚的书都会把他们带回家。
“可是，把这些书放在树屋里的那个M是谁呢？还有骑士、无齿翼龙和黑猫，他们都认识M吗？”杰克想。
杰克叹了口气，这两大谜题都还没有答案。
他把手伸进背包，把金勋章和皮书签掏出来放在地板上，就放在那个微光闪烁的字母M上。
雨水被大风刮进了树屋。
“啊！”安妮说，“今天这儿可不暖和。”
杰克同意她的说法，树屋里太潮湿、太阴冷了。
“看，”安妮指着墙角一本摊开的书说，“我不记得有书是打开的。”
“我也是。”杰克说。
安妮拿起那本书，盯着上面的一幅图片。
“哇，这地方看上去真棒啊！”她把图片拿给杰克看。
杰克看见图片上有一片阳光灿烂的海滩，一只绿色的大鹦鹉栖息在一棵棕榈树上，蔚蓝色的大海上有一艘船在航行。
又一阵夹着雨水的狂风吹进了树屋。
安妮指着那幅图片说：“我们要是在这儿就好了。”
“没错。”杰克说，“但这儿是什么地方呢？”
“来不及啦！”突然，外面传来一声粗哑的叫喊。


杰克和安妮赶紧回身去看。
树屋窗台外面的一根树枝上站着一只绿色的鹦鹉，跟图片上的那只鹦鹉一模一样。
“来不及啦！”鹦鹉又叫了一声。
“一只会说话的鹦鹉！”安妮惊叹道，“你的名字叫波利吗？我可以叫你波利吗？”
突然，起风了。
“哦，糟糕！我们碰到大麻烦了！”杰克说。
风越刮越大。
树叶纷纷颤抖。
树屋开始旋转，越转越快。
杰克把眼睛闭得紧紧的。
忽然，一切都静止了。
完完全全地静止不动了。
杰克睁开眼睛，又听到了波利的叫声：“来不及啦！”








第二章
蓝色大海



杰克感到热辣辣的阳光洒进了树屋。
他闻到了咸腥的海水气味。
他听见了海浪的声音。
他和安妮朝窗外看去。
树屋停在一棵棕榈树上，远处是一片波光粼粼的蓝色大海，海面上行驶着一艘大船。此情此景，跟书上的那幅图片完全一样。
“来不及啦！”波利又叫起来。
“快看！”安妮说。
波利在树屋上空一圈圈地盘旋，接着朝大海俯冲下去。
“快走，我们跟上它！到海里去！”安妮说着把雨衣脱下来，扔在地板上。
“等等，我们得先仔细地看看书。”杰克说。
他刚要伸手去拿那本书，却被安妮抢先夺了过去。
“你可以拿到沙滩上再看嘛。”安妮说。她直接把书塞进了杰克的背包，连封面都没有看一眼。
杰克叹了口气。说实在的，大海看上去确实美丽、诱人。


“好吧。”杰克说着也脱掉了雨衣。
“快点儿！”安妮把背包递给杰克，顺着梯子爬了下去。
杰克把雨衣叠好，放在那一摞书的旁边。然后他背上背包，爬下绳梯。
安妮刚落到沙滩上，就朝海边跑去。杰克看到她蹚进了水里，脚上还穿着雨靴呢。
“你的靴子，安妮。”杰克喊道。
安妮耸了耸肩，说：“没事，到时候会干的。”
杰克把背包放在地上，然后脱掉靴子和袜子，把它们放在了一起。然后，他卷起牛仔裤的裤腿，跑过滚烫的沙滩，踏进了海浪。
海水温暖而清澈，杰克能看见水下的贝壳和小鱼儿。
他用手挡住刺眼的阳光，眺望辽阔的海面。
那艘大船似乎近了一点儿。
“波利在哪儿？”安妮问。
杰克环顾了一下四周，没有波利的踪影。
它不在棕榈树上，不在被阳光照耀的沙滩上，也不在波光粼粼的蓝色大海上。
杰克再次眺望大海，那艘船似乎更近了，杰克甚至能看清船上的旗子。
杰克盯着那面旗子看，心头突然涌起一股寒意。
旗子是黑色的，上面有一个骷髅头和两根交叉的腿骨。
“哦，天哪！”他轻声叫着，随即往岸上跑去。
“出什么事了？”安妮一边问，一边跟着杰克，哗哗地蹚着水往回跑。
杰克跑到他的背包前，安妮跟了过来。
杰克从背包里掏出那本书，两个人第一次认真地看了一下书名。
“哎呀！”安妮不禁惊叫起来。
“《加勒比海盗》。”杰克大声地读出书名。








第三章
三个海盗



“我们来到了海盗盛行的时代！”杰克说。
“海盗！”安妮尖叫起来，“就像《彼得·潘》里写的那样？”
杰克翻开书，找到了一幅有鹦鹉、大海和帆船的图片。
他把图片下面的文字读了出来：
三百年前，海盗在加勒比海掠夺西班牙宝藏船。

他从背包里拿出笔记本和铅笔，写道：


他翻到下一页，上面有一幅海盗旗的图片。他又把图片下面的文字读了出来：
有骷髅头和交叉腿骨图案的旗子叫海盗旗。

“我们快走吧！”安妮说。
“等等！”杰克说，“我想把海盗旗画下来。”
他把海盗书支在沙滩上，照着那幅图片画起来。
“别照着书上画呀。”安妮说，“照着那面真旗子画。”
杰克把眼镜往上推了推，继续低着头画画。
“杰克，有几个海盗正往一艘小艇里爬呢。”安妮说。
杰克还是只顾埋头画图。
“杰克，小艇正在驶离大船。”安妮说。
“什么？”杰克抬起头来。
“看。”安妮指向远处。
杰克放眼望去，只见小艇正朝岸边驶来。
“快跑！”安妮叫着，拔腿就朝树屋的方向跑去。
杰克慌忙跳起身，他的眼镜随之滑落在地。
“快点儿！”安妮扭头朝杰克喊。
杰克赶紧跪下来找眼镜。“到底掉到哪儿了呢？”杰克着急地说。
突然，杰克看到在沙滩上有个闪闪发光的东西，他伸手一摸，正是他的眼镜，连忙捡了起来。
杰克把笔记本和铅笔往包里一塞，背起背包，然后拎起自己的靴子和袜子，就开始拔腿奔跑。
“快点儿啊！他们过来了！”安妮说着已经爬到了绳梯顶端。
杰克回头一看，海盗们马上就要靠岸了。
突然间，杰克看见了那本海盗书，他在慌乱中把那本书给忘了。此刻，书仍然支在沙滩上。
“噢，糟了，我把书给忘了！”说着他把靴子和袜子扔在了树底下。
“快上来，杰克！”安妮喊道。
“我得去拿那本书！”杰克大声说，“马上就回来！”
“杰克，别管它了！”安妮又喊道。
可是，杰克已经朝着大海奔去了。
杰克抓起海盗书。
“快回来！”安妮大叫。
杰克刚把书塞进背包，那艘载着海盗的小艇已经借着一股巨浪冲上了沙滩。
“快跑啊，杰克！”安妮喊。
三个身材魁梧的海盗蹚着水走上了沙滩。
他们嘴里叼着刀子，皮带上别着手枪，一起朝杰克冲了过来。
“快跑啊，杰克，快跑！”安妮焦急地大叫着。








第四章
倒霉的赃物



杰克在滚烫的沙滩上以自己最快的速度拼命奔跑。
可是那几个海盗跑得比他还快。
没等杰克反应过来，那个块头最大的海盗就抓住了他。
杰克拼命挣扎，可海盗的胳膊太粗壮有力了。他紧紧抓着杰克，发出邪恶而刺耳的笑声。他脸上留着乱蓬蓬的黑胡子，一只眼睛上戴着眼罩。
杰克听见安妮在叫，随即便看见她顺着绳梯爬下了树。
“待着别动！”杰克喊道。
可是安妮还是跑了过来，她边跑边嚷：“放开他，你这个坏蛋！”
另外两个海盗恶狠狠地大笑着。他们身上脏兮兮的，头发和胡子蓬乱地缠在一起。
安妮冲向块头最大的那个海盗。
“放开他！”安妮一边喊，一边对海盗拳打脚踢。
大块头海盗发出一声低沉的吼叫，然后一只手一把将安妮拎了起来。他的另一只大手揪着杰克，就好像他俩是他的小猫咪。


“谁也别想从骷髅船长手里逃脱！”大块头海盗咆哮道。他的喘气声真吓人。
“放开我！”安妮冲着他的脸嚷道。
骷髅船长微微一笑，露出黑色的牙齿。
安妮不说话了。
骷髅船长哈哈大笑，然后转向另外两个海盗，说：“你们这些赖狗，去看看他们屋里有什么。”
“遵命，船长！”另外两个海盗回答。
他们抓住绳梯，爬进了树屋。
“发现了什么，红毛？”骷髅船长喊道。
“书，船长！”红毛从上面往下喊。
“什么？书？”骷髅船长往沙滩上吐了口唾沫吼道，“我要的是金子，你们这些赖狗！”
“狗都比你强。”安妮冲骷髅船长叫道。
“嘘。”杰克小声说。
“你呢，臭货？发现了什么？”骷髅船长喊道。
“除了书还是书，船长！”臭货回答。
“哼，书。”骷髅船长又往沙滩上吐了口唾沫说，“我讨厌书！继续找，你们这两条赖狗！给我找出点儿好东西来！”
骷髅船长一把抓起杰克的背包，大声地问道：“这里面有什么？”
“没什么……”杰克赶紧把背包打开说，“就是纸、笔和一本书。”
“又是书！”骷髅船长大吼一声，“倒霉的赃物！”
一声狂喜的尖叫划破了空气。
骷髅船长怔了片刻，咆哮着问：“怎么回事？”
“快看，船长！看！”
红毛从树屋的窗口探出头来，他手里举着金勋章，勋章在阳光下闪闪发亮。
“糟糕。”杰克想。
“把它扔下来！”骷髅船长大声喊。
“那不是你的东西！”安妮叫道。
骷髅船长松开杰克和安妮，一把抓住落下来的勋章。
“金子！金子！金子！”骷髅船长说着把脑袋往后一仰，发出狰狞而可怕的笑声。
他高兴地抓起他的两把手枪，朝空中射击。
红毛和臭货发出了野狼般的嗥叫声。










第五章
鸡的宝藏



杰克和安妮惊恐地注视着他们。
一心想得到金子的海盗看上去像疯子一样。
杰克捅了捅安妮，他们悄悄地从海盗身边走开，朝树屋的方向移动。
“站住！”骷髅船长大喊一声，用两把手枪瞄准他们，“不许再走一步，笨蛋！”
杰克和安妮站住不动了。
骷髅船长咧嘴一笑，露出两排黑牙。
“快告诉骷髅大爷，其他的藏在哪儿。”他大喊，“不然就受死吧。”
“其他的什么？”安妮问。
“其他的宝藏！”骷髅船长吼道，“我知道它们就在这个岛上，我有地图！”他伸手从腰包里掏出一张破破烂烂的纸，在杰克和安妮的面前挥了挥。
“这是藏宝图吗？”杰克问。
“没错，这是一张关于基德宝藏的地图。”骷髅船长说。
“什么鸡的、鸭的，跟我们可没关系。”安妮说，“我们根本就不知道什么鸡的宝藏。”
“我们为什么不仔细看看地图呢？”杰克说。
“你来看！”骷髅船长把地图举到杰克面前。
杰克盯着纸上那些奇怪的符号。
“这是什么意思？”杰克问。
“什么是什么意思？”骷髅船长不耐烦地说。
“这些话。”杰克指着地图底部的那些文字。
“这个嘛……”骷髅船长眯起那只没瞎的眼睛，看了看，然后皱起眉头咳了几声，又揉了揉鼻子。
“哎，你别让他读了。”红毛朝杰克喊。
“他根本不认识字。”臭货说。
“闭嘴！”骷髅船长朝他的两个手下怒吼。
“我和杰克认识字。”安妮插嘴道。
“嘘。”杰克小声说。
“船长，叫他们看看地图上写了什么！”臭货说。
骷髅船长狠狠地瞪了杰克和安妮一眼，吼道：“快念给我听。”


“然后你就放我们走？”杰克问。
骷髅船长眯起了他那只好的眼睛说：“没错，笨蛋。等找到宝藏，我就放你们走。”
“好吧，我就给你念一念。”杰克说，“这上面写的是，金子藏在鲸的眼睛下面。”
“什么？”骷髅船长皱起了眉头，“那是什么意思呢，笨蛋？”
杰克耸了耸肩膀。
“岂有此理！把他们押到船上去！”骷髅船长嚷道，“让他们在那里等死，除非他们愿意告诉我们怎么才能找到基德宝藏！”
杰克和安妮被扔进了小艇。
海浪冲刷着船舷，头顶上的天空布满了大片黑压压的乌云，一阵大风刮了起来。
“快划，赖狗，快划！”骷髅船长说。
红毛和臭货开始把小艇划向那艘大船。
“看！”安妮指着海岸对杰克说。
那只名叫波利的鹦鹉正在沙滩上空飞翔。
“它想帮助我们。”安妮轻声说。
波利飞向波涛汹涌的大海。可是，风太大了，它转过身，又飞回了小岛。








第六章
鲸的眼睛



小艇剧烈地左右摇晃。浪太大了，溅起无数的水花。咸咸的海水刺痛了杰克的眼睛，他有种晕船的感觉。
“抓牢了！”骷髅船长喊道，“不然我们就会成为那些鲨鱼嘴里的美餐。”
他指着海面，那里突然冒出一片黑色的鱼鳍。
一条鲨鱼赫然出现在船边。
杰克不禁打了个寒战，因为他只要一伸手就能摸到那条鲨鱼。
不一会儿，小艇就划到了大船旁边。
空气里传来欢快的小提琴声和风笛声。
但很快，一阵讥笑声、喊叫声和刺耳难听的大笑声就把那美妙的音乐掩盖了。
“把他们拖上船去！”骷髅船长命令手下的人。
安妮和杰克被拖到了大船甲板上。
大船吱吱呀呀地呻吟着，忽而倾向这边，忽而倾向那边。
绳索在呼啸的狂风中颤动，发出啪啪的声响。
杰克和安妮不管往哪儿看，看见的都是海盗。
这些海盗有的在跳舞，有的在喝酒，还有的在用剑或拳头打架。
“把他们锁在我的船舱里！”骷髅船长粗声吩咐道。
两个海盗抓起杰克和安妮，把他们扔进大船的船舱，然后锁上了舱门。
船舱里的空气闷热潮湿，有一股难闻的酸臭味儿。一道昏暗的亮光透过一个圆圆的小窗户射进来。
“哦，天哪！”杰克说，“我们得想办法回到岛上。”
“那样我们就能钻进树屋，回家去了。”安妮说。
“嗯。”杰克回答。
杰克突然感到非常疲倦，他们怎样才能从这个困境里逃脱出去呢？
“我们最好再看看那本书。”杰克说着从背包里抽出海盗书。
他打开书，一页页迅速地翻着，努力寻找有用的信息。
“看，这个可能会有帮助。”杰克指着一幅图片说。


在那幅图片上，海盗们正在埋一个藏宝箱。杰克和安妮一起把图片下面的文字读了出来：
基德船长是一个大名鼎鼎的海盗。

据说，他把一个藏宝箱埋在了一座荒岛上。

箱子里装满了金银财宝。

“基德船长！”杰克惊呼。
“原来这就是骷髅船长口口声声提到的那个‘鸡的’啊！”安妮说。
“没错。”杰克答道。
安妮望向窗外。
“基德船长的宝藏，应该就埋在那座岛上的什么地方。”她推测道。
杰克拿出笔记本和铅笔，写道：


“杰克。”安妮叫道。
“嘘，等一下。”杰克说，“我在思考。”
“你猜我看见了什么？”安妮说。
“什么？”杰克说着低下头去看书。
“一头鲸。”安妮说。
“哦，知道了。”杰克突然想到了什么，连忙抬起头问，“一头鲸？你是说……一头鲸？”
“对，一头鲸，一头特别大的鲸，有一个足球场那么大。”安妮说。
杰克一下子跳了起来，和安妮一起望向窗外。
“在哪儿？”杰克问。他只看见小岛、大海和闪动的鲨鱼鳍。


“在那儿！”安妮说。
“哪儿？哪儿？”杰克问。
“看那儿！那座岛的形状就像是一头大鲸！”安妮道。
“哦，天哪。”杰克轻声说。
他也看出来了。
“看见鲸背了吗？”安妮问。
“看见了。”杰克说。
岛上的斜坡看上去就像鲸的背。
“看见它喷出的水柱了吗？”安妮问。
“看见了。”杰克说。
树屋所在的那棵棕榈树，看上去就像鲸喷出的水柱。
“看见它的眼睛了吗？”安妮问。
“看见了。”杰克说。
一块黑乎乎的大岩石，看上去就像鲸的眼睛。
“金子就藏在鲸的眼睛下面。”杰克恍然大悟，轻声说，“太好了。”








第七章
狂风阵阵



“这么说，宝藏肯定就在那块岩石底下。”安妮说。
“没错，”杰克说，“现在我们必须回到那座小岛上。我们先指给骷髅船长看宝藏在哪儿，然后趁海盗们都在挖宝藏的时候，悄悄地爬回树屋。”
“接着，许一个愿望回家去。”安妮说。
“对。”杰克把脑袋从船舱的小圆窗里探出去喊道，“骷髅船长，骷髅船长！”
海盗们也跟着喊了起来：“骷髅船长！骷髅船长！”
“什么事？”外面传来了他那可怕的声音。
骷髅船长把他那张丑陋的脸从窗户伸进来，用那只没瞎的眼睛恶狠狠地瞪着杰克说：“笨蛋，你们想要干什么？”
“我们准备说实话了，骷髅船长。”杰克说。
“快说。”骷髅船长吼道。
“我们知道基德船长的宝藏在哪儿。”杰克说。
“在哪儿？”骷髅船长问道。
“光说不行，我们必须指给你看。”安妮说。
骷髅船长用犀利的目光盯着安妮和杰克看了很久。
“你需要准备一根绳子。”杰克说。
“还有铁锹。”安妮说。
骷髅船长朝手下的人咆哮道：“快拿上绳子和铁锹！”
“遵命，船长！”
“然后把这两个笨蛋扔进小艇！我们要回到岛上去！”
“遵命，船长！”
回到小艇里，阴云密布的天空变得更加昏暗，海浪更加汹涌，狂风发出阵阵呼啸声。
“起大风了！”红毛说。
“如果我今天拿不到金子，你就等着被风刮跑吧，真是岂有此理！”骷髅船长喊道，“快划，赖狗，快划！”
三个海盗跟海浪搏斗了一番，终于把小艇划到了岸边。他们都瘫倒在岸上。
骷髅船长一把抓住杰克和安妮。
“好了，笨蛋，”他吼道，“现在让我看看宝藏在哪儿吧。”
“在那儿。”安妮说着指向靠近小岛边缘的那块黑乎乎的岩石。
“就在那块岩石下面。”杰克接着说。
骷髅船长拖着杰克和安妮，沿着海滩走向那块黑岩石。
“快干活！”骷髅船长对红毛和臭货说。
“你呢？”安妮问。
“我？干活？”骷髅船长说着狂笑起来。
杰克紧张得喘不过气来。他们要怎样才能逃脱海盗的魔爪呢？
“你不认为你应该帮帮你的朋友吗？”杰克说。
骷髅船长朝他露出狰狞的笑容，说：“不，我要牢牢抓住你们俩直到找到宝藏！”








第八章
赖狗，快挖



红毛和臭货把绳子绑在大岩石上。
狂风呼啸，两个海盗使劲地拽啊，拽啊，拽啊。
“他们需要帮助！”杰克说。
“哼，这活儿就让赖狗去干吧！”骷髅船长咆哮着说。
“你对他们的态度不太好。”安妮不满地说。
“那又怎么样！”骷髅船长吼道。
“船长！我们找到了！”红毛喊了起来。
他们开始拖着大岩石往沙滩上走。
“现在，从岩石刚才所在的地方往下挖。”杰克说，“大家一起动手！”
可是骷髅船长并没有理睬他的建议。
“快挖，你们这些赖狗！”骷髅船长喊道。
红毛和臭货挖了起来。
风越刮越猛，看样子一场暴风雨马上就要来临。
“哎哟！我眼睛里进沙子了！”红毛哀叫道。
“哎哟！我的后背疼！”臭货喊了起来。
“快挖！”骷髅船长嚷嚷道。
他一只手抓住杰克和安妮，另一只手从口袋里掏出那枚金勋章。
他把勋章扔给那两个海盗，勋章掉进了坑里。
“挖出更多这样的玩意儿，你们这些蠢货！”他说。
“嘎嘎！”
“看！”安妮叫道。
波利回来了！它正在他们头顶上盘旋。
“回去！”它嘎嘎叫着说。
“快挖！”骷髅船长大喊。
“暴风雨就要来了，船长！”红毛说。
“回去！”波利叫道。
“这只鸟是个不祥之兆，船长！”臭货喊。
“快挖，你们这些赖狗！”骷髅船长大声吼道。
“回去！”波利继续嘎嘎大叫。
“这只鸟在警告我们！”红毛喊道，“我们必须趁早回到大船上，不然就来不及了！”
两个海盗把手中的铁锹一扔，朝小艇跑去。


“叛徒！快回来！”骷髅船长拽着杰克和安妮，在海滩上一边喊，一边追赶他的手下，“快给我停下！”
可是两个海盗还是一个劲儿往前跑。他们跑到小艇旁边，把小艇推进海里。
“等等！”骷髅船长喊道。
红毛和臭货跳进小艇，开始划动船桨。
“等等！”骷髅船长放开杰克和安妮，大步朝海边跑去，“等等我，你们这些赖狗！”
他拖着身子爬进了小艇。
然后，三个海盗就在波涛汹涌的海面上消失了。
“回去！”波利又嘎嘎叫了一声。
“它是在跟我们说话！”安妮说。
就在这时，风暴开始在小岛上空肆虐。风呼呼地刮着，大雨倾盆而下。
“我们走吧！”安妮大叫一声。
“等等！我要把那枚勋章拿回来！”杰克说着跑到海盗挖的那个坑旁边，低头看向坑里。
在昏暗的光线下，勋章微微闪烁着光芒。
大颗大颗的雨点儿砸在坑里，冲刷着沙砾。
杰克瞥见了一小块木头。
雨水又冲走了一些沙子，一个旧箱子露了出来。杰克吃惊得瞪大了眼睛：“莫非这就是基德船长的藏宝箱？”
“快点儿，杰克！”安妮已经爬到绳梯的一半了。
“我找到了！我找到了！”杰克叫了起来，“我找到藏宝箱了！”
“别管什么藏宝箱了！”安妮说，“我们必须马上离开！暴风雨越来越猛烈了！”
杰克还是目不转睛地盯着箱子，他想：“里面有金子吗？有银子吗？有珍贵的宝石吗？”
“快走啊！”安妮已经进了树屋，正趴在窗口朝杰克喊。
然而杰克还是舍不得离开，他拂去箱子上残留的泥沙。
“杰克，别管那个藏宝箱啦！”安妮喊道，“我们走吧！”
“回去！”波利嘎嘎叫着。
杰克看见鹦鹉正栖在那块黑色的岩石上。
他凝视着鹦鹉聪慧的眼睛，觉得这双眼睛似曾相识，好像在别的什么地方见过。
“回去，杰克。”波利说。它说话的声音有点儿像一个人。
“好吧，确实要离开了。”杰克说着最后看了一眼藏宝箱。
然后，他抓起金勋章，拔腿就朝树屋的方向冲去。
他的袜子和雨靴还在大树下。他迅速穿上靴子，把袜子顺手塞进自己的背包。


绳梯在狂风中剧烈地摇摆着，杰克一下子抓住了它。
杰克顺着摇晃的绳梯往上爬，虽然狂风把他一会儿甩向这边，一会儿又甩向那边，但他始终将绳梯抓得紧紧的。
最后，他双手使劲往上一撑，爬进了树屋。
“我们走吧！”杰克大喊。
安妮已经把宾夕法尼亚的书抓在手里了。
她指着那幅蛙溪的图片大声说：“请带我们回家！”
早已呼呼直响的风此刻刮得更加猛烈。
树屋开始旋转，越转越快。
然后，一切都静止了。
完完全全地静止不动了。








第九章
神秘的M



滴答，滴答。
杰克睁开眼睛。
雨点儿正从树叶上往下滴。
他们又回到了蛙溪。
雨小了一些，风柔了一些，空气也更清新了一些。
“哦，天哪！”杰克叹了口气说，“刚才真悬啊。”
他手里仍然握着那枚金勋章。
“波利不见了。”安妮难过地说，“我还以为它会跟我们一起回来呢。”
“从来没有哪个魔法生物跟我们一起回来过。”杰克说。
他取下背包，背包被雨水和海水浸得湿漉漉的。
杰克掏出海盗书，把它放在那摞书的最上面，下面依次是恐龙书、骑士和城堡书以及木乃伊书。
然后，杰克把金勋章放在那个带有字母M的书签旁边。
接着他跪了下来，用一根手指拂过地板上那个亮光闪闪的M。
“我们这次旅行没有找到带M的东西。”他说。
“也没有遇到姓M的人。”安妮说。
“嘎嘎！”
“波利！”安妮叫了一声。
鹦鹉忽地飞进树屋，落在那摞书上。
波利直直地看着杰克。
“你……你怎么会在这里？”杰克问。
波利慢慢抬起那一对鲜艳的绿色翅膀。
翅膀越展越大、越展越大，最后变成了一件巨大的绿色斗篷。
之后，色彩变幻，羽毛飞舞，亮光闪烁，令人眼花缭乱。
随着一阵拍打、伸展和吱吱的响声，一个新的形象出现了。
波利不再是一只鹦鹉，它变成了一位老妇人，一位美丽的老妇人。
她长着一头长长的白发和一双睿智的眼睛，穿着一件绿色的羽毛斗篷。
她坐在那摞书上，神情非常安详、宁静。
杰克和安妮都惊讶得说不出话来。
“你好，杰克。你好，安妮。”老妇人说，“我的名字叫仙女摩根。”
安妮先回过神来，轻声说：“你就是那个M。”
“是的，我就是M。”摩根说。
“那……你是从哪儿来的呢？”杰克好奇地问。


“你听说过亚瑟王吗？”摩根问。
杰克点点头。
“我是亚瑟王的妹妹。”摩根说。








第十章
又见宝藏



“你来自卡米洛特。”杰克兴奋地说，“我在书里读到过卡米洛特。”
“是吗？那你读过哪些关于我的事呢？”摩根问。
“你……你是一个女巫。”杰克说。
摩根笑了，说：“你可不能读什么就信什么，杰克。”
“但你肯定是一位魔法师吧？”安妮问。
“大多数人都叫我魔法师，但我同时也是一位图书管理员。”摩根说。
“图书管理员？”安妮问道。
“是的。我到二十世纪——你们这个时代来收集图书。你们很幸运，出生在一个有这么多书的时代。”摩根说。
“为卡米洛特的图书馆收集图书？”杰克问道。
“完全正确。”摩根说，“我乘坐这个树屋环球旅行，在不同的地方、不同的时代收集书籍。”
“你在这里找到书了吗？”杰克问。
“噢，当然，我找到了许多奇妙的书。我想把它们借回去，请我们的抄写员们照着抄写。”摩根说。
“书里的这些书签都是你放的吗？”杰克问。
“是的。你们看，我非常喜欢书里的图片，有时候我想去造访这些图片里的场景，所以，我就用这些书签把我想去的地方标记下来。”摩根回答。
“那你是怎么去的呢？”安妮问。
“我给树屋施了一个咒语。”摩根说，“当我指着一幅图片许下愿望时，树屋就会把我带到我想去的地方。”
“我想，应该是你把这个东西落在恐龙时代了。”杰克说着把金勋章递给摩根。
“哦，谢谢你！我还在想，我到底把它丢在什么地方了呢。”摩根说着把勋章放进斗篷的一个暗袋里。
“那么，这个咒语对谁都管用吗？”安妮问，“不管谁试，都能成功？”
“噢，亲爱的，当然不是，不是谁都可以。”摩根说，“除了我，只有你们能做到。以前从来没有别的人看见过我的树屋。”
“树屋是隐形的吗？”安妮问。
“是的。”摩根说，“我没想到它会被人发现。后来，你们出现了，不知怎么，你们似乎一下子就被我的魔法勾住了。”
“这……这是为什么呢？”杰克问。
“怎么说呢？我想有两个原因吧。”摩根解释道，“第一，安妮相信魔法，所以她能看见树屋。同时呢，她的信念又传递给了你，杰克，让你也看见了树屋。”
“哦，天哪，原来是这样。”杰克吃惊地说。
“第二是因为你很爱读书，当你拿起书的时候，我的魔法咒语就奏效了。”
“哇，好神奇！”安妮惊叹道。
“当你们出发去恐龙时代的时候，你们简直无法想象我有多担忧。所以我迅速做出了决定，跟你们一起过去。”摩根说。
“哦，原来你就是那只无齿翼龙！”安妮兴奋地说。
摩根微微地笑了。
“你还是那只黑猫、那名骑士和波利！”安妮全明白了。
“是的。”摩根轻声说。
“你变成那么多事物，是为了要帮助我们？”杰克问。
“对，但现在我必须回家了，卡米洛特的人们需要我的帮助。”摩根说。
“你要走了吗？”杰克轻声问。
“嗯，我必须得离开这儿了。”摩根说。
她拿起杰克的背包，把它递给了杰克。
杰克和安妮拾起雨衣。外面的雨已经停了。
“你不会忘记我们的，对吗？”在他们穿雨衣时，安妮问道。
“永远不会。”摩根笑眯眯地看着两个孩子说，“你们经常让我想起我自己。安妮，你相信奇迹。杰克，你热爱知识。还有比这更好的组合吗？”
仙女摩根轻轻摸了摸安妮的额头，又碰了碰杰克的额头，脸上露出了微笑。
“再见！”她说。
“再见！”安妮和杰克说。
安妮先离开树屋，杰克跟在后面，他们最后一次爬下绳梯。
他们站在大橡树下，抬头往上看。
摩根正看着窗外，那一头长长的白发在微风中轻轻拂动。
起风了。
树叶开始颤动。
空气中充斥着一种响亮的哨音。
杰克用手捂住耳朵，把眼睛闭得紧紧的。
然后，一切都静止了。
完完全全地静止不动了。
杰克睁开眼睛。
树屋不见了。
全都不见了。
一切都彻底消失了。
安妮和杰克抬头凝视着空荡荡的橡树。他们站了一会儿，聆听着这份寂静。
安妮叹了口气，轻声说：“我们走吧。”


杰克点点头，他心里难过得说不出话来。
动身时，杰克把双手插进口袋，他摸到了什么东西。
杰克掏出那个东西，原来是金勋章。
“看！安妮。”他说，“怎么会……”
安妮笑了，说：“肯定是摩根放在那儿的。”
“可是我怎么没看到呢？”杰克问。
“魔法。”安妮说，“这说明她还会回来的。”
杰克脸上露出了笑容。他紧紧攥住勋章，和安妮一起走进潮湿的、被阳光映照的树林里。
这时候，太阳透过树枝洒下光芒，所有湿漉漉的树叶都在阳光下闪闪烁烁。
树叶、树枝、水洼、灌木、杂草、藤蔓、野花……都像珠宝一样晶莹闪亮。
或者说，都像金子一样熠熠生辉。
“安妮说得对。”杰克想，“别去想那个藏宝箱了。”
他们家乡就有宝藏，数不尽的宝藏，到处都是。




1.海盗的历史十分悠久，最早可以追溯到人类航海业的开始。这群海上的强盗既袭击海面上的船只，也会对沿海的城镇发起进攻。大部分的海盗都过着十分悲惨的生活，他们吃不上新鲜的食物，有时还会染上致命的疾病，很多人死于海战和海难。然而，死亡的威胁并没有吓退海盗们，每年仍然有数以千计的人成为海盗，他们驾船出海，去寻找财富。
2.掠夺西班牙殖民地和美洲沿岸船只的海盗被称为加勒比海盗。他们中的大多数人是来自英国、荷兰和法国的罪犯。加勒比海盗一开始并没抢劫船只的打算，但在17世纪30年代，西班牙统治者决定要把他们都赶走，加勒比海盗被激怒了，才开始抢劫西班牙船只。
3.当海盗占领一艘船后，他们会将所有有价值的东西洗劫一空，例如香烟、香料和糖等，然后会将这些东西运到岸上去卖。海盗们把抢来的财物叫作战利品。对于他们来说，最好的战利品是金子，所以海盗们的梦想就是能打劫一艘装满了金币、金条或者金首饰的船只。


4.基德船长是纽约的一名船长。1695年，英格兰国王雇佣他去抓捕海盗，保护商船。在这个过程中，他和船员却加入了海盗的行列，回过头来袭击商船。基德船长回国后就被抓了起来，接受审判。基德船长在被抓之前把部分财宝埋藏了起来。后世也流传着许多有关基德船长宝藏的传说。




5.18世纪，很多海盗都带着一种叫作燧发枪的手枪。燧发枪每次只能射出一发子弹，然后就需要再次上膛，所以在战斗中，海盗们通常会一手拿一支。海盗也会使用长长的火枪。和燧发枪相比，火枪的准度更高，可以在百米开外击中目标。




作为一个高产作家，玛丽·波·奥斯本已经创作了数百本儿童读物，包括小说、传记、绘本以及神话故事和民间传说改编。不过，“神奇树屋”系列图书的大热却是她没有想到的。
自从她开始创作这套丛书，各地小朋友、家长以及老师的来信就如雪花般源源不断地飞来。随后，她应邀去国内学校参观，发现“神奇树屋”系列图书已经走进校园，融入到了学生的学习和生活之中。校园里不仅随处可见“神奇树屋”的模型和壁画，有些学校甚至还搭建了真正的树屋，在里面摆上书籍供学生阅读。后来，这套系列图书被翻译成多种语言，在世界各地发行。玛丽·波·奥斯本也走出国门，向世界各地的人们宣传阅读和想象力的重要性。
几年前，玛丽在旅途中遇到了几位老师。受到他们的启发，玛丽和丈夫威尔开始创作“神奇树屋”故事系列的配套丛书：“神奇树屋”科普系列。在这之后，威尔又举办了一场“神奇树屋”天文展，并将进阶版其中1本故事书中的内容改编成音乐剧。玛丽的妹妹娜塔莉·波·博伊斯后来也加入了他们的创作团队，并和姐姐一起完成了十几本科普书的创作。
“神奇树屋”系列图书是一套真正意义上的家庭读物。它是玛丽一家齐心协力创作出来的优秀作品，因此非常适合全家人一起阅读。“神奇树屋”系列图书也是老师们在课堂教学上的好帮手，老师可以利用这套书，激发孩子们对于阅读和学习的兴趣。





“神奇树屋”系列简介
整个图书系列包括以下四个套系，每一个套系都针对不同年龄段的孩子，一起来看看，你适合读哪一套吧！（封面以实际出版物为准）


适读年龄：6～10岁


“神奇树屋”系列图书的入门读物，语言生动简洁，采用不复杂的短句子，适合刚从幼儿园升入小学、需要大量认识汉字的孩子，帮助孩子喜欢上文字书，走进“独立阅读”。


适读年龄：10～14岁


“神奇树屋”系列图书的进阶读物，线索更多，语言更丰富，句子更复杂，文字量更大，适合不满足于“基础版”的孩子，也适合识字量大、追求更多精彩内容的孩子。


适读年龄：6～14岁


“神奇树屋”系列图书的科普读物，是故事系列的扩展阅读篇，将故事与历史、地理、人文、科学等知识完美结合，书中推荐了相关书籍、资料、视频、博物馆，特别适合热爱在生活里探索发现的孩子。


适读年龄：6～14岁


“神奇树屋”系列图书的双语读物，采用循序渐进的方式，一步步增加词汇量和句子难度，让孩子熟练掌握英语，全面提升阅读能力、写作能力和口语表达能力。
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忍者的秘密
神奇树屋·故事系列·基础版#5
[美] 玛丽·波·奥斯本/著
[美] 萨尔·莫多卡/绘

内容简介:
一只神秘的鹦鹉闯入树屋，将杰克和安妮带到了300年前的加勒比海盗老巢。兄妹俩被邪恶的骷髅船长绑架，逼问宝藏的下落。凭借谜语般的线索，兄妹俩能找到传说中的宝藏，逃离海盗的魔掌吗？







Dear Reader,
Did you know there’s a Magic Tree House® book for every kid? From those just starting to read chapter books to more experienced readers, Magic Tree House® has something for everyone, including science, sports, geography, wildlife, history…and always a bit of mystery and magic!


Happy reading!






Here’s what kids and grown-ups have to say about the Magic Tree House® books:
“Oh, man…the Magic Tree House series is really exciting!” —Christina
“I like the Magic Tree House series. I stay up all night reading them. Even on school nights!” —Peter
“Jack and Annie have opened a door to a world of literacy that I know will continue throughout the lives of my students.” —Deborah H.
“As a librarian, I have seen many happy young readers coming into the library to check out the next Magic Tree House book in the series.” —Lynne H.







#1: DINOSAURS BEFORE DARK
#2: THE KNIGHT AT DAWN
#3: MUMMIES IN THE MORNING
#4: PIRATES PAST NOON
#5: NIGHT OF THE NINJAS
#6: AFTERNOON ON THE AMAZON
#7: SUNSET OF THE SABERTOOTH
#8: MIDNIGHT ON THE MOON
#9: DOLPHINS AT DAYBREAK
#10: GHOST TOWN AT SUNDOWN
#11: LIONS AT LUNCHTIME
#12: POLAR BEARS PAST BEDTIME
#13: VACATION UNDER THE VOLCANO
#14: DAY OF THE DRAGON KING
#15: VIKING SHIPS AT SUNRISE
#16: HOUR OF THE OLYMPICS
#17: TONIGHT ON THE
TITANIC
#18: BUFFALO BEFORE BREAKFAST
#19: TIGERS AT TWILIGHT
#20: DINGOES AT DINNERTIME
#21: CIVIL WAR ON SUNDAY
#22: REVOLUTIONARY WAR ON WEDNESDAY
#23: TWISTER ON TUESDAY
#24: EARTHQUAKE IN THE EARLY MORNING
#25: STAGE FRIGHT ON A SUMMER NIGHT
#26: GOOD MORNING, GORILLAS
#27: THANKSGIVING ON THURSDAY
#28: HIGH TIDE IN HAWAII
For a list of Magic Tree House® Merlin Missions and other Magic Tree House® titles, visit MagicTreeHouse.com.
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Jack stared out his bedroom window. The rain kept falling. And falling.
“The TV said it would stop by noon,” said Annie, his seven-year-old sister.
“It’s already past noon,” said Jack.
“But we have to go to the tree house,” said Annie. “I have a feeling the M person will be there today.”
Jack pushed his glasses into place and took a deep breath. He wasn’t sure he was ready to meet the M person yet. The mysterious person who had put all the books in the magic tree house.
“Come on,” said Annie.
Jack sighed. “Okay,” he said. “You get our raincoats and boots. I’ll get the medallion and bookmark.”
Annie ran to get their rain gear.
Jack reached into his drawer. He took out the medallion.
It was gold. The letter M was engraved on it.
Then he took out the bookmark. It was made of blue leather. It had the same M on it.
Both M’s matched the M that was on the floor of the tree house.
Jack put the medallion and bookmark into his backpack. Then he threw in his notebook and pencil. Jack liked to take notes about important things.
“I got our rain stuff!” called Annie.
Jack picked up his pack and went downstairs. Annie was waiting by the back door. She was putting on her boots. “Meet you outside,” she said.
Jack pulled on his raincoat and boots. Then he put on his backpack and joined her.
The wind was blowing hard.
“Ready! Set! Go!” shouted Annie.
They kept their heads down and charged into the rainy wind.
Soon they were in the Frog Creek woods.
Tree branches swayed, flinging rainwater everywhere.
“Yuck!” said Annie.
They splashed through puddles. Until they came to the tallest oak tree in the woods.
They looked up.
Tucked between two branches was the tree house. It looked dark and lonely against the stormy sky.
Hanging from the tree house was a rope ladder. It was blowing in the wind.
Jack thought of all the books up there. He hoped they weren’t getting wet.
“The M person’s been there,” said Annie.
Jack caught his breath. “How can you tell?” he said.
“I can feel it,” she whispered.
She grabbed the rope ladder and started up. Jack followed.
Inside the tree house it was chilly and damp.
But the books were dry. They were all neatly stacked along the wall. Just the way they had been the day before.
Annie picked up a castle book on top of one stack. It had taken them to the time of castles.
“Remember the knight?” she said.
Jack nodded. He would never forget the knight who had helped them.
Annie put down the castle book. She picked up the next book on the stack.
It was the dinosaur book that had taken them to the time of dinosaurs.
“Remember?” she said.
Jack nodded.
He’d never forget the pteranodon who had saved him from the Tyrannosaurus rex.
Then Annie held up a book about ancient Egypt.
“Meow,” she said.
Jack smiled. The Egypt book had taken them to the time of pyramids. A black cat had come to the rescue there.
“And here’s the book about home,” Annie said.
She held up the book with the picture of their hometown in it.
Frog Creek, Pennsylvania.
Jack smiled again. The Pennsylvania book had brought them back home at the end of each of their adventures.
Jack sighed. Okay. He still had two main questions.
Who was the M person who had put all the books here?
And did the knight, the pteranodon, and the cat all know the M person?
Finally Jack reached into his backpack. He took out the gold medallion and the leather bookmark. He placed them on the floor. Right over the spot where the M glowed faintly in the wood.
Rain blew into the tree house.
“Brr!” said Annie. “It’s not very cozy today.”
Jack agreed with her. It was too wet and cold.
“Look.” Annie pointed to an open book lying in the corner. “I don’t remember a book being open.”
“Me neither,” said Jack.
Annie picked up the book. She stared at the picture on the page.
“Wow, this place looks great.” She showed the picture to Jack.
He saw a sunny beach. A big green parrot sitting in a palm tree. And a ship sailing on a blue sea.
Another gust of rainy wind blew into the tree house.
Annie pointed to the picture. “I wish we were there instead of here,” she said.

“Yeah,” said Jack. “But where is there?”
“Too late!” came a squawk.
Jack and Annie turned quickly.
Sitting on a branch outside the window ledge of the tree house was a green parrot. Exactly like the parrot in the picture.
“Too late!” the parrot squawked again.
“A talking parrot!” said Annie. “Is your name Polly? Can I call you Polly?”
Suddenly the wind started to whistle.
“Oh no! Now we’re in big trouble!” said Jack.
The wind blew harder.
The leaves shook.
The tree house started to spin. Faster and faster!
Jack squeezed his eyes shut. Then everything was still.
Absolutely still.
Jack opened his eyes.
“Too late!” squawked Polly.




Jack felt hot sunlight streaming into the tree house.
He smelled saltwater.
He heard the sound of waves.
He and Annie looked out the window.
The tree house was in a palm tree. Beyond was a bright blue sea. A tall sailing ship was on the horizon. It was just like the picture in the book.
“Too late!” squawked Polly.
“Look!” said Annie.
Polly was flying in circles above the tree house. Then she swooped down to the ocean.
“Come on, let’s follow her! Let’s go in the water!” said Annie. She took off her raincoat and dropped it on the floor.
“Wait, we have to study the book first,” said Jack. He started to reach for the book. But Annie grabbed it.
“You can read it on the beach,” she said. Without even looking at the cover, she shoved the book into Jack’s backpack.
He sighed. Actually, the water did look wonderful.
“Okay,” Jack said. He took off his raincoat, too.
“Come on!” Annie handed Jack his backpack, then started down the ladder.
Jack folded the raincoat and put it next to the stack of books. He put on his backpack. Then he went down the ladder.
As soon as Annie hit the sand, she ran toward the ocean. Jack watched her wade into the water. She was still wearing her rain boots.
“Your boots, Annie,” called Jack.
She shrugged. “They’ll dry out,” she said.
Jack took off his boots and socks. He put them beside his pack. Then he rolled up his jeans. And ran across the hot sand into the waves.
The water was warm and clear. Jack could see shells and tiny fishes.
He shielded his eyes against the sun. And peered out at the sea.
The tall sailing ship seemed a bit closer.
“Where’s Polly?” said Annie.
Jack glanced around. No sign of Polly. Not in the palm trees. Not on the sunlit sand. Not over the bright blue sea.

When Jack looked out at the sea again, the ship seemed even closer. Now Jack could see its flag.
As he stared at the ship’s flag, a chill went through him.
The flag was black. With a skull and crossbones.
“Oh man,” he breathed. He started out of the water.
“What’s wrong?” said Annie. She splashed after him.
Jack ran to his backpack. Annie followed.
He grabbed the book from his backpack. He looked at the cover. For the first time, he and Annie read the title of the book.
“Yikes!” said Annie.
“Pirates of the Caribbean,” Jack read aloud.




“We’ve come to the time of pirates!” Jack said.
“Pirates?” squeaked Annie. “Like in Peter Pan?”
Jack flipped to the picture that showed the parrot, the sea and the ship.
He read the caption under the picture:
Three hundred years ago, pirates raided Spanish treasure ships in the Caribbean Sea.
He grabbed his notebook and pencil from his pack. He wrote:

He turned to the next page. There was a picture of a pirate flag. He read:
The skull-and-crossbones flag was called the Jolly Roger.
“Let’s go!” said Annie.
“Wait!” said Jack. “I want to make a drawing of the flag.”
He propped the pirate book in the sand.
He started drawing the Jolly Roger flag.
“Don’t copy the picture in the book,” said Annie. “Look at the real thing.”
But Jack pushed his glasses into place and kept drawing.
“Jack, some pirates are getting into a rowboat,” said Annie.
Jack kept drawing.
“Jack, the boat’s leaving the big ship,” said Annie.
“What?” Jack looked up.
“Look.” Annie pointed.
Jack looked. He saw the rowboat coming toward the shore.
“Run!” said Annie. She started running toward the tree house.
Jack jumped up. His glasses fell off.
“Hurry!” Annie called back to him.
Jack went down on his knees. He felt for his glasses. Where were they?
Jack saw something glinting in the sand. He reached for it. It was his glasses. He snatched them up.
Then he threw his notebook and pencil into his pack. He put the pack on his back.
He grabbed his boots and his socks. And he took off running.
“Hurry! They’re coming!” Annie was at the top of the rope ladder.
Jack looked back at the sea. The pirates were closer to the shore.
Suddenly Jack saw the pirate book. In all the confusion he had forgotten it. It was still propped in the sand.
“Oh man, I forgot the book!” he said. He dropped his socks and boots below the tree house.
“Come on, Jack!” Annie shouted.
“I’ll be right back!” Jack called. “I’ve got to get the book!”
“Jack, forget it!”
But Jack was already running toward the water.
Jack grabbed the book.
“Come back!” Annie shouted.
Jack shoved the book into his backpack.
Suddenly a giant wave carried the rowboat right onto the beach.
“Run, Jack!” shouted Annie.
Three big pirates splashed onto the sand.
They had knives in their teeth.
They had pistols in their belts.
They charged toward Jack.
“Run, Jack, run!” cried Annie.




Jack started to run across the hot sand. He ran as fast as he could.
But the pirates ran faster.
Before Jack knew it, the biggest pirate had grabbed him!
Jack struggled. But the pirate had huge, strong arms. He held on to Jack and laughed a mean, ugly laugh. He had a shaggy black beard. A patch covered one eye.
Jack heard Annie yelling. He saw her coming down the rope ladder.
“Stay where you are!” Jack shouted.
But Annie kept coming. “Leave him alone, you bully!” she cried.
The other two pirates laughed meanly. They were dirty and ragged.
Annie charged up to the biggest pirate. “Let him go!” she said. She hit the pirate with her fist and kicked him.
But the pirate just growled. Then he grabbed her, too. And with his giant hands, he held Jack and Annie as if they were two kittens.
“No one escapes Cap’n Bones!” he roared. His breath was terrible.
“Let go!” Annie shouted into his face.
But Cap’n Bones just smiled. All his teeth were black.
Annie fell silent.
Cap’n Bones laughed loudly. Then he turned to the other two.

“Find out what’s in their house, you dogs,” he said.
“Aye, aye, Cap’n!” they answered. And they started up the ladder to the tree house.
“What do you spy, Pinky?” shouted Cap’n Bones.
“Books, Cap’n!” Pinky shouted down.
“Aghh, books,” growled Cap’n Bones. He spit on the sand. “I want gold, you dogs!”
“Dogs are nicer than you,” said Annie.
“Shhh,” said Jack.
“What about you, Stinky?” Cap’n Bones roared.
“Just books, Cap’n!” shouted Stinky.
“Aghh, books,” said Cap’n Bones. He spit on the sand again. “I hate books! Keep looking, dogs! Find me something good!”
Cap’n Bones grabbed Jack’s backpack.
“What’s in here?” he said.
“Nothing—” Jack quickly opened the pack. “Just paper, a pencil, a book.”
“Another book!” roared Cap’n Bones. “That’s vile booty!”
A gleeful shriek pierced the air.
Cap’n Bones froze. “What’s that?” he shouted.
“Look, Cap’n! Look!”
Pinky leaned out the tree house window. He held the medallion. It glimmered in the sunlight.
Oh brother, thought Jack.
“Throw it down!” cried Cap’n Bones.
“It’s not yours!” shouted Annie.
Cap’n Bones dropped Jack and Annie. He caught the medallion as it fell.
“Gold! Gold! Gold!” he cried. Cap’n Bones threw back his head and laughed horribly.
He grabbed two of his pistols. He shot them into the air. Pinky and Stinky howled like wolves.





Jack and Annie watched in horror.
The gold-greedy pirates seemed to have lost their minds.
Jack nudged Annie. Together they started to back slowly away from the pirates. Toward the tree house.
“Halt!” Cap’n Bones shouted. He aimed his pistols at them. “Not another step, lubbers!”
Jack and Annie froze.
Cap’n Bones grinned his black-toothed grin. “Tell old Bones where the rest is,” he growled. “Or prepare to meet thy doom.”
“What—what rest?” said Annie.
“The rest of the treasure!” roared Cap’n Bones. “I know it’s on this island. I have a map!”
He reached into a belt pouch and pulled out a torn piece of paper. He waved it at Jack and Annie.
“Is that a treasure map?” asked Jack.
“Aye, it’s the map telling about Kidd’s treasure.”
“Which kid’s treasure? Not us kids,” said Annie. “We don’t know anything about a kid’s treasure.”
“Why don’t you read the map?” said Jack.
“You read it!” Cap’n Bones shoved the map in Jack’s face.
Jack stared at the strange marks on the paper.
“What does that mean?” asked Jack.
“What does what mean?” asked Cap’n Bones.
“Those words.” Jack pointed at the words at the bottom of the map.
“Well, it means…” Cap’n Bones’ good eye squinted at the writing. He frowned. He coughed. He rubbed his nose.
“Aw, leave him alone,” Pinky growled at Jack.
“You know he can’t read,” said Stinky.
“Shut up!” Cap’n Bones roared at his men.
“Jack and I can read,” Annie piped up.
“Shhh,” said Jack.
“Cap’n, make ’em read the map!” said Stinky.
Cap’n Bones gave Jack and Annie a dark look. “Read it,” he growled.
“Then will you let us go?” said Jack.

The pirate squinted his good eye. “Aye, lubber. When the treasure’s in me hands, I’ll let you go.”
“Okay,” said Jack. “I’ll read it to you.” He looked at the map. “It says, The gold doth lie beneath the whale’s eye.”
“Heh?” Cap’n Bones scowled. “What’s that supposed to mean, lubber?”
Jack shrugged.
“Hang it! Take ’em hack to the ship!” shouted Cap’n Bones. “They can rot there till they’re ready to tell us how to find Kidd’s treasure!”
Jack and Annie were tossed into the rowboat.
Waves splashed the sides. The sky ahead was dark with thunderclouds. A strong wind had started to blow.
“Row, dogs, row!” said Cap’n Bones.
Pinky and Stinky began rowing toward the big ship.
“Look!” Annie said to Jack. She pointed to the shore.
Polly the parrot was flying over the sand.
“She wants to help us,” whispered Annie.
Polly started to fly out over the waves. But the winds were too strong. She turned around and flew back to the island.




The rowboat tossed from side to side. The waves were huge. Salty spray stung Jack’s eyes. He felt seasick.
“Hold ’er steady!” shouted Cap’n Bones.
He pointed at the sea. “Or we’ll be meat for those evil brutes!”
Dark fins cut through the water. Sharks. One zoomed right by the boat. Jack could have reached out and touched it.
He shuddered.
Soon the rowboat pulled alongside the ship.
The air was filled with wild fiddle music and bagpipes playing. And Jack heard jeers, shouts, and ugly laughter.
“Hoist ’em aboard!” Cap’n Bones shouted to his men.
Annie and Jack were hauled onto the deck.
The ship creaked and moaned. It rolled from side to side. Ropes flapped and snapped in the wild wind.
Everywhere they looked, Jack and Annie saw pirates.
Some were dancing. Some were drinking. Many were fighting. With swords. Or with their fists.

“Lock ’em in my cabin!” Cap’n Bones ordered.
A couple of pirates grabbed Jack and Annie. And threw them in the ship’s cabin. Then locked the door.
The air inside the cabin was damp and sour-smelling. A shaft of gray light came through a small round window.
“Oh man,” said Jack. “We’ve got to figure out how to get back to the island.”
“So we can get into the tree house and go home,” said Annie.
“Right.” Jack suddenly felt tired. How would they ever get out of this mess?
“We better examine the book,” he said.
He reached into his pack and pulled out the pirate book.
He flipped through the pages.
He looked for information to help them.
“Look,” he said.
He found a picture of pirates burying a treasure chest. “This might help.”
Together they read the words under the picture.
Captain Kidd was a famous pirate. It is said that he buried a treasure chest on a deserted island. The chest was filled with gold and jewels.
“Captain Kidd!” said Jack.
“So that’s the kid that Bones keeps talking about,” said Annie.
“Right,” said Jack.
Annie looked out the round window.
“And Captain Kidd’s treasure is buried somewhere on the island,” she said.
Jack took out his notebook and pencil. He wrote:

“Ja-ack,” Annie said.
“Shhh, wait a minute,” he said. “I’m thinking.”
“Guess what I see?” said Annie.
“What?” Jack asked. He looked back at the book.
“A whale.”
“Neat,” he said. Then he looked up. “A whale? Did you say…a whale?”
“A whale. A huge whale. As big as a football field.”
Jack jumped up and looked out the window with her.
“Where?” Jack asked. All he could see was the island. And stormy waves. And shark fins.
“There!” said Annie.
“Where? Where?”
“There! The island is shaped like a giant whale!”
“Oh man,” whispered Jack. Now he could see it.
“See the whale’s back?” said Annie.
“Yep.” The slope of the island looked like the back of a whale.
“See his spout?” said Annie.
“Yep.” The palm tree that held the tree house looked like the spout of the whale.
“See his eye?” said Annie.
“Yep.” A big black rock looked like the eye of the whale.
“The gold doth lie beneath the whale’s eye,” whispered Jack. “Wow.”





“So the treasure must be under that rock,” said Annie.
“Right,” said Jack. “Now we just have to get back to the island. We’ll show Cap’n Bones where the treasure is. Then while all the pirates are digging, we’ll sneak up to the tree house.”
“And make a wish to go home,” said Annie.
“Right.” Jack poked his head out of the round window of the cabin. “Cap’n Bones, sir!” he shouted.
The pirates took up the cry. “Cap’n Bones! Cap’n Bones!”
“Hey?” came a horrible voice.
Cap’n Bones stuck his ugly face through the window. His good eye glared at Jack. “What do you want, lubbers?”
“We’re ready to tell the truth, sir,” said Jack.
“Go ahead,” growled Cap’n Bones.
“We know where Captain Kidd’s treasure is.”
“Where?”
“We can’t just tell you. We have to show you,” said Annie.
Cap’n Bones gave Annie and Jack a long hard look.
“You’ll need a rope,” said Jack.
“And shovels,” said Annie.
Cap’n Bones growled. Then he roared at his men, “Get some rope and shovels!”
“Aye, aye, Cap’n!”
“Then throw these lubbers in the boat! We’re going back to the island!”
“Aye, aye, Cap’n!”
Back in the rowboat, Jack saw the sky had grown even darker with clouds. The waves were bigger. The wind was howling.
“Gale’s a-blowin’!” said Pinky.
“You’ll see a gale if I don’t get me gold today, by thunder!” Cap’n Bones shouted. “Row, dogs, row!”
The three pirates battled the waves, until the rowboat reached the island. They all piled onto the shore.
Cap’n Bones grabbed Jack and Annie.
“Okay, lubbers,” he said. “Now show us where the treasure is.”
“There,” said Annie. She pointed at the black rock near the tip of the island.
“Under that rock,” said Jack.
Cap’n Bones dragged Jack and Annie down the beach to the black rock.
“Get to work!” Cap’n Bones said to Pinky and Stinky.
“What about you?” said Annie.
“Me? Work?” Cap’n Bones chuckled.
Jack gulped. How could they get away from him?
“Don’t you think you should help your friends?” he said.
Cap’n Bones gave Jack a horrible grin. “Nay. I’m going to hold you two—till there’s treasure in me hands!”




Pinky and Stinky tied their rope around the big rock.
The wind howled. The two pirates pulled. And pulled. And pulled.
“They need help!” said Jack.
“Aghh, let the dogs do the work!” growled Cap’n Bones.
“You’re not very nice to them,” said Annie.
“Who cares?” roared Cap’n Bones.
“Cap’n! We got it!” shouted Pinky.
They started pulling the rock across the sand.

“Now let’s dig where the rock was,” said Jack. “All of us!”
But Cap’n Bones ignored his suggestion.
“Dig, you dogs!” he shouted.
Pinky and Stinky started to dig. The wind blew even harder. There was going to be a thunderstorm.
“Oww! I got sand in me eyes!” Pinky whined.
“Oww! Me back hurts!” Stinky cried.
“Dig!” shouted Cap’n Bones. He held Jack and Annie with one hand. With the other he pulled out the gold medallion.
He tossed it at the two pirates. It fell into the hole.
“Dig for more of these, you swine!” he said.
Squawk!
“Look!” Annie said.
Polly was back! She was circling above them!
“Go back!” she squawked.
Stinky and Pinky looked up at the parrot. They scowled.
“Dig!” shouted Cap’n Bones.
“A big storm is comin’, Cap’n!” said Pinky.
“Go back!” said Polly.
“The bird’s an omen, Cap’n!” shouted Stinky.
“Dig, you dogs!” cried Cap’n Bones.
“Go back!” squawked Polly.
“The bird’s warning us!” shouted Pinky. “We’ve got to get to the ship before it’s too late!”
The two pirates threw down their shovels. They started running toward the rowboat.
“Mutineers! Come back!” shouted Cap’n Bones. He dragged Jack and Annie down the beach as he ran after his men. “Stop!”
But the pirates kept running. They got to the rowboat and pushed it into the sea.
“Wait!” cried Cap’n Bones.
Pinky and Stinky jumped into the boat. They started rowing.
“Wait!” Cap’n Bones let go of Jack and Annie. He ran into the water. “Wait, you dogs!”
He hauled himself into the rowboat.
Then the three pirates disappeared into the spray of the waves.
“Go back!” squawked Polly.
“She means us!” said Annie.
Just then the storm broke over the island. The wind howled. Rain fell in buckets.
“Let’s go!” cried Annie.
“Wait! I have to get the medallion!” shouted Jack. He ran to the hole dug by the pirates. He looked down in it.
Even in the dreary light, the medallion was shining.
Big, fat raindrops were falling into the hole, washing away the sand.
Jack saw a patch of wood.
Then the rain cleared away more sand. And Jack saw the top of an old trunk.
He stared. Was it Captain Kidd’s treasure chest?
“Hurry, Jack!” cried Annie. She was halfway up the tree house ladder.
“I found it! I found it!” cried Jack. “I found the treasure chest!”
“Forget the treasure chest!” said Annie. “We have to go now! The storm’s getting worse!”
Jack kept staring at the chest. Was there gold inside? Silver? Precious gems?
“Come on!” Now Annie was shouting from the tree house window.
But Jack couldn’t tear himself away. He brushed the rest of the muddy sand off the chest.
“Jack, forget the treasure chest!” cried Annie. “Let’s go!”
“Go back!” squawked Polly.
Jack looked at the parrot. She was perched on the black rock.

He stared into her wise eyes. He thought he knew her—knew her from somewhere else.
“Go back, Jack,” she said. She sounded like a person.
Okay. It was definitely time to go.
Jack took one last look at the treasure chest. He clutched the gold medallion. Then he took off, running toward the tree house.
His socks and rain boots were still there. He quickly pulled the boots on. He shoved the socks into his backpack.
The rope ladder was dancing wildly in the wind. Jack grabbed it.
The ladder swayed as Jack climbed. He was tossed this way and that. But he held on tight.
At last he pulled himself into the tree house.
“Let’s go!” he cried.
Annie was already holding the Pennsylvania book. She pointed to the picture of Frog Creek.
“I wish we could go there!” she shouted.
The wind was already blowing hard. But now it blew even harder.
The tree house started to spin. It spun faster and faster.
Then everything was still.
Absolutely still.




Drip, drip.
Jack opened his eyes.
Rain was dripping from the leaves of the tree.
They were back in Frog Creek. The rain was softer. The wind was gentler. The air was sweeter.
“Oh man.” Jack sighed. “That was close.” He was still holding the gold medallion.
“Polly’s gone,” said Annie sadly. “I was hoping she might come back with us.”
“No magic creature has ever come back with us,” said Jack.
He pulled off his backpack. It was damp with rain and saltwater.
Jack took out the pirate book. He put it on the stack of books. On top of the dinosaur book. And the knight book. And the mummy book.
Then Jack put the gold medallion beside the bookmark with the letter M.
Next he went down onto his knees. And ran his finger over the shimmering M on the floor. “We didn’t find any M’s on this trip,” he said.
“Or the M person,” said Annie.
Squawk!
“Polly!” Annie cried.
The parrot swooshed into the tree house. She perched on the stack of books.
Polly looked straight at Jack.
“What—what are you doing here?” he asked her.
Slowly Polly raised her bright green wings. They grew bigger and bigger until they spread out like a huge green cape.
Then, in a great swirl of colors—in a blur of feathers and light—in a flapping and stretching and screeching—a new being took shape.

Polly was not a parrot any longer. In her place was an old woman. A beautiful old woman with long white hair and piercing eyes.
She wore a green feathered cape. She perched on the stack of books. And she was very calm and very still.
Neither Jack nor Annie could speak. They were too amazed.
“Hello, Jack. Hello, Annie,” the old woman said. “My name is Morgan le Fay.”




Annie found her voice first. “The M person,” she whispered.
“Yes. I’m the M person,” said Morgan.
“Wh-where are you from?” asked Jack.
“Have you ever heard of King Arthur?” said Morgan.
Jack nodded.
“Well, I am King Arthur’s sister,” said Morgan.
“You’re from Camelot,” said Jack. “I’ve read about Camelot.”
“What did you read about me, Jack?” said Morgan.
“You—you’re a witch.”
Morgan smiled. “You can’t believe everything you read, Jack.”
“But are you a magician?” said Annie.
“Most call me an enchantress. But I’m also a librarian,” said Morgan.
“A librarian?” said Annie.
“Yes. And I’ve come to the 20th century, your time, to collect books. You are lucky to be born in a time with so many books.”
“For the Camelot library?” asked Jack.
“Precisely,” said Morgan. “I travel in this tree house to collect words from many different places around the world. And from many different time periods.”
“Did you find books here?” said Jack.
“Oh yes. Many wonderful books. I want to borrow them for our scribes to copy.”
“Did you put all the bookmarks in them?” said Jack.
“Yes. You see, I like the pictures in the books. Sometimes I want to visit the scenes in the pictures. So all the bookmarks mark places I wish to go.”
“How do you get there?” asked Annie.
“I placed a spell on the tree house,” said Morgan. “So when I point to a picture and make the wish, the tree house takes me there.”
“I think you dropped this in dinosaur times,” said Jack.
He handed the gold medallion to Morgan.
“Oh, thank you! I wondered where I’d lost it,” she said. She put the medallion into a hidden pocket in her cape.
“So can anybody work the spell?” asked Annie. “Anybody who tries it?”
“Oh dear, no! Not just anybody,” Morgan said. “You two are the only ones besides me to do it. No one else has ever even seen my tree house before.”
“Is it invisible?” asked Annie.
“Yes,” said Morgan. “I had no idea it would ever be discovered. But then you two came along. Somehow you hooked right into my magic.”
“H-how?” asked Jack.
“Well, for two reasons, I think,” explained Morgan. “First, Annie believes in magic. So she actually saw the tree house. And her belief helped you to see it, Jack.”
“Oh man,” said Jack.
“Then you picked up a book, Jack. And because you love books so much, you caused my magic spell to work.”
“Wow,” said Annie.
“You can’t imagine my dismay when you started to take off for dinosaur times. I had to make a very quick decision. And I decided to come along.”
“Oh, so you were the pteranodon!” said Annie.
Morgan smiled.
“And the cat and the knight and Polly!” said Annie.
“Yes,” said Morgan softly.
“You were all these things to help us?” asked Jack.
“Yes, but I must go home now. The people in Camelot need my help.”
“You’re leaving?” whispered Jack.
“I’m afraid I must,” said Morgan.
She picked up Jack’s backpack and handed it to him. Jack and Annie picked up their raincoats. It had stopped raining.
“You won’t forget us, will you?” asked Annie, as they put their raincoats on.
“Never,” said Morgan. She smiled at both of them. “You remind me too much of myself. You love the impossible, Annie. And you love knowledge, Jack. What better combination is there?”
Morgan le Fay touched Annie’s forehead gently. And then Jack’s. She smiled.
“Good-bye,” she said.
“Good-bye,” said Annie and Jack.
Annie left the tree house first. Jack followed. They climbed down the rope ladder for the last time.
They stood below the oak tree and looked up.
Morgan was looking out the window. Her long white hair blew in the breeze.

Suddenly the wind began to blow.
The leaves began to shake.
A loud whistling sound filled the air.
Jack covered his ears and squeezed his eyes shut.
Then everything was silent.
Absolutely silent.
Jack opened his eyes.
The tree house was gone.
All gone.
Absolutely gone.
Annie and Jack stood a moment, staring up at the empty oak tree. Listening to the silence.
Annie sighed. “Let’s go,” she said softly.
Jack just nodded. He felt too sad to speak. As they started walking, he put his hands into his pockets.
He felt something.
Jack pulled out the gold medallion. “Look!” he said. “How did—?”
Annie smiled. “Morgan must have put it there,” she said.
“But how?”
“Magic,” said Annie. “I think it means she’ll be coming back.”
Jack smiled. He clutched the medallion as he and Annie took off through the wet, sunny woods.
As they walked, the sun shined through the woods. And all the wet leaves sparkled.
Everything, in fact, was shining.
Leaves, branches, puddles, bushes, grass, vines, wild flowers—all glittered like jewels.
Or gleamed like gold.
Annie had been right, thought Jack.
Forget the treasure chest.
They had treasure at home. A ton of it. Everywhere.
















Buccaneers were famous for their dirty, stinky ways. Here’s how to become a buccaneer:
1.  Don’t bathe or change clothes!
Buccaneers didn’t wash for months at a time. They made their clothes from animal skins and dressed in the same clothes every day—until they wore out!

2.  Don’t wear shoes!
Buccaneers almost always went barefoot, even when they attacked a ship.

3.  Have a barbecue!
Ships from all over the world stopped at the buccaneers’ islands for hides, water, and supplies. The sailors often enjoyed the meat the buccaneers grilled on their boucans.
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亲爱的小读者：
很高兴在“神奇树屋”系列图书与你们见面。这里有你们喜欢的魔法和冒险故事，还有你们感兴趣的科学、历史、地理、文化、艺术、自然和体育等知识。相信无论是刚开始阅读桥梁书的小朋友，还是有丰富阅读经验的青少年，都会通过这套书爱上阅读。
学会阅读和热爱阅读是自由的“通行证”，能帮你们跨越和打破一个又一个边界和界限。你们可以从中获取知识，帮助自己克服生活中所面临的各种困难，还可以从中发现最好的自己，并用自己的才能去帮助别人。
祝你们阅读愉快！
玛丽·波·奥斯本

  





 
	安妮
七岁，富有想象力和好奇心。
爱幻想，爱开玩笑，喜欢小动物。
行动派，面对危险时充满勇气。
	



 
 
	

	杰克
八岁，热爱知识和书籍。
善于思考和分析问题，有做笔记的习惯。
认真冷静，常常能从书中找到脱离险境的办法。
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引子





夏季的某一天，在美国宾夕法尼亚州的蛙溪树林里，出现了一个神秘的树屋。
八岁男孩杰克和他七岁的妹妹安妮爬进了树屋，发现里面装满了各种各样的书籍。
很快，杰克和安妮就发现，树屋有种神奇的魔力。只要他们拿起一本书，指着书中的图片说想去那里，树屋就能带着他们穿越时空到达那个地方。
杰克和安妮拜访过恐龙、骑士和木乃伊，还去过一艘海盗船。
后来，他们发现树屋的主人是仙女摩根。仙女摩根是亚瑟王时代一位会魔法的图书馆管理员，她正在穿越古今，收集世界各地的书籍。
杰克和安妮正要开启一次全新的冒险旅程……这一次，他们要进入忍者之夜。








第一章
重返树林



“我们再去看看吧，杰克。”安妮说。
杰克和安妮正从图书馆往家走，恰好路过蛙溪树林。
杰克叹了口气，说：“我们今天早晨不是看过了吗？而且，昨天和前天也看了。”
“那你不用去啦，”安妮说，“我自己去看好了。”
她拔腿就往树林里走。
“安妮，等等！”杰克喊道，“天都快黑了！我们得赶紧回家！”
可是安妮已经消失在树丛间了。
杰克瞪大眼睛朝树林里望。他已经渐渐失去了希望。也许再也见不到仙女摩根了。
几个星期以来，他们没有发现仙女摩根的任何踪迹，她的那个树屋也已经消失得无影无踪。
“杰克！”安妮在树林里喊道，“它回来啦！”
“唉，她又开始像平时一样演戏逗我了。”杰克想。可是他的心不由得突突跳了起来。
“快点儿来呀！”安妮喊道。
“希望她不是在开玩笑。”杰克想。
他迈步走进树林，寻找安妮。
夜幕很快就降临了。蟋蟀在大声地唱着歌。树林里阴影幢幢，很难看清周围的东西。
“安妮！”杰克喊道。
“在这儿呢！”安妮大声回答。
“哪儿？”杰克边走边问。
“就在这儿！”安妮回答。
安妮的声音从上面传来。
杰克抬起头。
“哦，天哪！”他激动得喘不过气来。
安妮正在树屋的窗口朝他招手。树屋在树林里最高的那棵大橡树上，一架绳梯从上面垂下来。
神奇树屋又回来了。
“快上来吧！”安妮喊道。
杰克跑向绳梯，然后抓着绳子往上爬。
他爬啊，爬啊，爬啊。


他一边爬，一边越过树顶朝远处眺望。在树梢的高处，天色还亮着呢。
最后，杰克双手用力一撑，爬进了树屋。
安妮正坐在暗处。树屋里到处都散落着书。
地板上，那个字母M在昏暗的光线里微微闪烁。M代表了仙女摩根。
可是仙女摩根本人却不见踪影。
“我真想知道仙女摩根去了哪里。”杰克说。
“也许她到图书馆去收集更多的书了。”安妮说。
“我们刚才就在图书馆，要是她在那儿的话，我们刚才就应该能遇到她。”杰克说，“而且，图书馆现在已经关门了。”
“吱吱！”
一只小老鼠从一摞书的后面跑了出来，冲向地板上那个闪闪发亮的字母M。
“哎呀！”安妮喊道。
小老鼠坐在字母M的中间，抬起头看着杰克和安妮。
“哇，好可爱啊。”安妮说。
杰克不得不承认，这只小老鼠确实非常可爱，它有着褐色和白色相间的皮毛和一双乌溜溜的大眼睛。
安妮慢慢地向它伸出一只手，小老鼠没有动。安妮又轻轻拍了拍它小小的脑袋。
“你好，花生米，”她说，“我可以叫你花生米吗？”
“哦，天哪，又来了……”杰克嘟囔道。
“你知道仙女摩根在哪儿吗？”安妮问小老鼠。
“吱吱。”
“你疯了吧，安妮。”杰克说，“就算这只小老鼠出现在神奇树屋里，也不代表它有魔法啊。它不过就是一只普普通通的小老鼠，不知道从哪儿钻进来的。”
杰克又瞧了瞧周围，看见地上有一张纸。
“那是什么？”他问道。
“会是什么呢？”安妮也很好奇地问道。
杰克走过去，把那张纸捡了起来。纸上写了一些字。
“哦，天哪！”杰克看完那段文字，轻声叹道。
“是什么？”安妮问。
“一张字条。”杰克说，“肯定是仙女摩根留下来的。我想，她应该是遇到大麻烦了。”








第二章
打开的书



杰克把那张纸拿给安妮看，上面写着：


“噢，糟糕，”安妮说，“我们必须去救她。可是‘东’是什么意思呢？”
“也许她想写的是‘东西’，”杰克说，“这句话好像没有写完，你看‘东’字后面还有一横呢。”
“也许是那个魔咒让她消失了？或者还有别的原因？”安妮猜测。
“没错。”杰克说，“不知道她有没有留下别的线索。”他环顾了一下四周。
“看！”安妮指着墙角的一本书说，“只有那本书是打开的。”
杰克又向周围看了看。安妮说得对。他感到一股寒气直蹿脊梁骨。
杰克走过去捡起那本书，把它举到窗口。夕阳的余晖映在书上，泛着金光。
杰克呆呆地看着书上的图片，图片上有一棵开着白花的树。这棵树长在一座山的半山腰上，旁边有一条水流湍急的宽阔小溪。
画面上还有两个人。他们身穿黑色的衣服，脸上蒙着黑色的面罩，背着长长的刀。
“妈呀！”杰克轻声叫道。
“他们是谁？”安妮问。
“我想应该是忍者。”杰克说。
“忍者？真的吗？”安妮问。
“仙女摩根把书翻到了这一页，肯定是有原因的。”杰克说。
“也许她就是在这个地方中了魔咒。”安妮说。
“也许那四样东西就在这里。”杰克说。
“那我们快出发吧！”安妮说。
“现在？”杰克问。
“是啊，仙女摩根遇到麻烦了，她眼下正需要我们呢！”安妮着急地说。
“可是我们应该先读读这本书，好做点儿准备。”杰克犹豫地说。
“先别管那么多啦！”安妮说着一把从杰克手里夺过了书，“我们必须争分夺秒！”
“把书还给我，”杰克说，“我们必须先弄清楚情况。”
安妮把书拿得远远的，不让他够到。
“我们到了那儿就会弄清楚的。”安妮说。
“可我们连那儿是哪儿都不知道！”杰克说。
来不及了，安妮已经指向了那幅图片。
“请带我们去这里！”她说。
橡树的叶子开始抖动。
“吱吱！”
“别害怕，花生米。”安妮说着把小老鼠捧起来，放在她运动衫的口袋里。
起风了。
风越刮越大。
树屋开始旋转，越转越快。
杰克紧紧闭上了眼睛。
然后，一切都静止了。
完完全全静止不动了。
只剩下耳边哗哗的流水声。








第三章
咦——嘿



杰克睁开眼睛。
安妮正在向窗外眺望，小老鼠从她的口袋里探出脑袋。
杰克也朝窗外望去，空气凉爽而清新。
树屋落在了一棵开着白花的树上。这棵树位于半山腰的树林里，旁边有一条水流湍急的小溪，溪水哗哗地向山下冲去。
两名忍者站在水边的岩石上，眼睛正盯着下面的山谷。
一名忍者是高个子，另一名是矮个子。两人都穿着黑衣、黑裤，脸上蒙着黑面罩，背上背着刀。
这场景跟那幅图片上的一模一样。
杰克赶紧蹲了下来，他压低声音对安妮说：“当心，别让他们看见你。”
“为什么？”安妮小声问。
“他们可能会以为我们是敌人。”杰克轻声说。
安妮在杰克身边蹲了下来。
杰克把眼镜往上推了推。他准备好好看一看那本关于忍者的书。
他拿起书，翻到开头，读道：
忍者又被称为影子武士，关于他们的事迹，我们知之甚少。

历史学家认为忍者生活在14至17世纪的日本。忍者男女皆有。

他们有时为保护家人而战，有时被军阀雇用，充当密探。

“哇，”杰克轻声感叹，“我们来到了好几百年前的日本！”
杰克打开背包，掏出了笔记本和铅笔。杰克喜欢做笔记，这会儿他写道：


“杰克，”安妮小声说，“他们正往这边看呢，我们是不是被发现了？”
杰克偷偷向窗外望了一眼，恰好撞上了那名高个子忍者的目光。
“咦——嘿！”高个子忍者大喊一声，拔腿就朝树屋这边冲了过来。矮个子忍者跟在后面。
“糟了！”安妮说。
“我们得赶紧走！那本宾夕法尼亚的书呢？”杰克说着和安妮一起焦急地找起来。
可是宾夕法尼亚的书在哪儿呢？那本书里有蛙溪的图片。没了它，杰克和安妮可怎么回家呀？


“哪儿都没有！”安妮喊了起来。
“必须赶紧采取行动。”杰克说，“快！把绳梯拖上来！”
杰克和安妮连忙抓住绳梯，使劲把它拖进了树屋。
就在那一刹那，高个子忍者一下子扑到了树干上。他迅速往上爬，矮个子忍者也跟了上来。他们爬得飞快，身手像猫一样敏捷。
杰克和安妮吓得蜷缩在树屋的一个角落里。
两名忍者爬进了树屋，谁也没有发出声响。








第四章
被捕



忍者摘掉了他们手上的铁箍。铁箍上有利爪一般的钉子。
“他们就是靠那个爬树的。”安妮悄声对杰克说。
忍者用乌黑、锐利的眼睛盯着杰克和安妮。除了眼睛，他们的脸都被面罩蒙住了。
杰克感到自己在他们的目光下根本无法动弹。
还好，安妮没有被吓倒。她径直走到忍者的面前。
“你们好！”安妮向他们打招呼。
忍者没有回应。他们像杰克一样，一动也不动。
“我们想去帮助我们的朋友仙女摩根。”安妮说。
她举起了那张字条。
高个子忍者从她手里接过字条，看了看，然后递给了矮个子忍者。
两名忍者互相交换了一下目光。接着，他们一起回过头看着杰克和安妮。
最后，矮个子忍者对他们俩点了点头，把字条塞进了衣服的口袋。
“你们能帮我们吗？”安妮问。
两名忍者谁都没有回答。杰克真希望能看看他们脸上的表情，因为他实在猜不出他们心里在想什么。
矮个子忍者把绳梯扔回到树屋外，高个子忍者指指绳梯下面，又指指杰克和安妮。
“不好，”杰克想，“我们是被捕了吗？”
“是让我们跟你们一起走？”安妮问。
忍者点点头。
“哇，太好了！”安妮说。
“太好了？她疯了吗？”杰克心想。
矮个子忍者顺着绳梯飞快地往下爬。他双手交替地抓着梯子，脚轻盈得像是根本没有碰到绳梯的横档。
高个子忍者也一样。
杰克惊讶地倒吸了一口气。
忍者的动作非常迅速，就像蜘蛛从蛛网上掉下来。
“哇！”安妮叫道。
“找机会赶紧离开这个时代吧。”杰克说，“快！”他再一次环顾树屋。那本宾夕法尼亚的书到底在哪儿呢？
“杰克，我们跟他们一起下去吧。”安妮说。
“不行，这又不是玩游戏！”杰克说。
“可我觉得他们好像知道仙女摩根的情况。”安妮说完就顺着绳梯往下爬去。
“回来！”杰克喊道。
然而已经晚了。
杰克叹了口气,嘟囔道：“为什么每次都是这样？”
“快来啊，杰克！”安妮的声音从树下传来。
杰克把笔记本和忍者书塞进背包，把眼镜往上推了推，然后抓着绳梯爬了下去。
杰克落到地面，安妮和忍者正在等他。
太阳落山了，天空布满了一道道红色和金色的晚霞。
小老鼠从安妮的运动衫口袋里探出头来，四处张望。
“别害怕，花生米。”安妮轻声说道，“我们会保护你的。”
“说得好听，”杰克想，“可是谁来保护我们呢？”
矮个子忍者一手抓着杰克的胳膊，一手抓着安妮的胳膊，领着他们在暮色中行走。高个子忍者跟在他们身后。
“我们要去哪儿？”杰克问。
两名忍者在湍急的溪流旁停住了脚步。溪水哗哗地冲下山坡。
矮个子忍者看了看杰克和安妮，然后松开手，把他们推到溪流旁边。
“你是要我们走过去吗？”安妮问。
矮个子忍者点点头，接着便和高个子忍者一起踏进了宽阔的溪流。
“我们还是赶紧回树屋吧！”杰克说。
“不，我们得跟上他们！”安妮说，“为了仙女摩根！”
杰克深深吸了口气。安妮是对的。
安妮一把抓起杰克的手，迈进小溪。
“哎呀！”他们一起失声大叫，从水里跳了出来。
杰克从来没接触过这么冷的水，比冰还要冷得多！
“我没法再下水了。”安妮打着哆嗦说。
“我也是，”杰克说，“再下水我会突发心脏病的。”
两名忍者看着杰克和安妮，然后转过身，走了回来。
高个子忍者抓住杰克。
“救命！”杰克喊了起来。


没想到那名忍者把杰克高高地举过头顶，扛在了自己肩膀上。矮个子忍者也把安妮扛在了肩膀上。
然后，两名忍者再一次踏入溪流。寒冷、湍急的溪水在他们周围打转儿。水面齐到矮个子忍者的腰。可是，两名忍者还是稳稳地蹚过了小溪，平静得就像两条帆船。








第五章
雾中的火把



水慢慢变浅了。他们走上岸，忍者把杰克和安妮放在地上。
“谢谢。”安妮说。
“谢谢。”杰克也说。
“吱吱。”小老鼠跟着叫了一声。
忍者什么也没说，只是四下张望了一下。
杰克也看了看周围。一轮满月升上了天空。山坡上布满了黑乎乎的岩石。
接着，忍者开始行动了。他们在岩石间往山坡上爬，没有发出一点儿声音。
杰克和安妮跟在他们后面。
杰克现在已经不再害怕了，他甚至开始有点儿喜欢上了这两名忍者。说不定，他们真的可以帮助他俩找到仙女摩根呢。
忍者的动作轻巧无声，但杰克和安妮却弄出了很大的动静。
他俩在怪石嶙峋的山坡上气喘吁吁地爬着。潮湿的运动鞋发出吱咕吱咕的响声。
突然，两名忍者停住了脚步，杰克看到他们的眼睛在四下扫视。下面的山谷里传来了说话声，杰克看见雾中有火把在闪烁。
两名忍者加快了脚步。杰克和安妮匆匆地跟在后面。
“举火把的是谁？”安妮问。
杰克跑得上气不接下气，根本说不出话来。况且他心里也没有答案。
他们来到了一片松树林。夜晚的鸟高声鸣叫，风哗哗地吹动着树枝。
两名忍者像幽灵一样在树林里穿行。他们忽隐忽现，行走在月光和暗影之间。
杰克和安妮拼命跟上他们的步伐。
最后，两名忍者终于停了下来。
其中一名忍者伸出一只手，似乎要让杰克和安妮等一下。接着他们一闪身，便消失在树丛的阴影里。
“他们去哪儿了？”安妮问。
“不知道，”杰克说，“也许那本书能告诉我们。”
说完，他从背包里抽出了那本关于忍者的书。
他把书打开，一页页地翻着，直到他看到了一幅山洞的图片。
在月光的映照下，他读道：
有时候，忍者会在隐蔽的山洞里开会，策划秘密行动。

“哦，天哪，”杰克说，“他们一定是进了隐蔽的山洞。”他掏出笔记本和铅笔，写道：


杰克翻到下一页，看到另一幅图片：一名忍者坐在一个蒲团上。
他读道：
忍者在接受忍者大师的指令。

忍者大师是一位神秘的智者，通晓许多自然的奥秘。

“哇。”杰克轻声惊叹。
就在这时，两名忍者回来了。杰克迅速把书收了起来。
矮个子忍者示意杰克和安妮跟上他们。树影间隐隐约约露出了一个黑色的山洞。
“那里面有什么？”安妮轻声问道。
“忍者大师。”杰克压低声音回答。








第六章
影子武士



杰克和安妮走进了山洞，跟着两名忍者在黑暗中穿行。
山洞的深处点着几十支蜡烛。烛光的影子在墙壁上跳动。
在摇曳的烛光中，杰克看见一个黑乎乎的身影坐在蒲团上。
真的是忍者大师。


矮个子忍者朝忍者大师鞠了一躬，然后退到一边。
忍者大师仔细端详着杰克和安妮。
“坐。”他说。
杰克和安妮席地而坐，地面冷冰冰、硬邦邦的。
“吱吱。”
小老鼠把脑袋从安妮的口袋里探了出来。
“没事儿，花生米。”安妮说。
忍者大师仔细看了看小老鼠，又看了看杰克，问道：“你们是谁？”
“我是杰克，这是我的妹妹安妮。”杰克回答。
“你们从哪儿来？”忍者大师问。
“宾夕法尼亚州的蛙溪。”安妮回答。
“为什么来这里？”忍者大师问。
“我们想帮助我们的朋友仙女摩根。”杰克说，“她给我们留了字条。”
安妮指着矮个子忍者说：“我们把字条给了那个男人。”
“你应该说把字条给了那个女人。”忍者大师说，“她已经把字条交给我了。”
“女人？”杰克和安妮异口同声地说。
矮个子忍者的眼睛此刻闪闪发亮。杰克猜想她脸上可能露出了笑意。
忍者大师举起仙女摩根的那张字条。
“也许我可以帮助你们。”忍者大师说道，“可是，你们首先必须证明你们有资格得到我的帮助。”
就在这时，高个子忍者出现了，他朝忍者大师做了个手势。
忍者大师站了起来，把仙女摩根的字条递给安妮。
“我们现在必须离开，”他说，“武士逼近了。”
“武士？”杰克说。他知道武士是凶狠的日本士兵。
“是山谷里的那些人吗？”杰克问，“就是拿着火把的那些？”
“是的，我们的家族在跟他们作战。”忍者大师说，“趁他们还没有发现，我们得马上离开。”
“可是，帮助仙女摩根的事情怎么办呢？”安妮说。
忍者大师把刀佩带在身上。
“我现在没有时间，”他说，“我必须立刻动身。”
“我们可以和你们一起去吗？”安妮问。
“不行，我们要去的地方，没有你们的位置。你们赶紧原路返回，找到你们在树林里的屋子。”忍者大师说。
“就我们自己吗？”杰克问。
“对，你们必须自己返回。记住，一定要警惕那些武士。”忍者大师说。
“为什么？”杰克问。
“他们肯定认为我们是一伙儿的。”忍者大师说，“他们不会问你们问题，但也绝不会对你们心慈手软。”
“天哪！”安妮轻声叫道。
“不过，你们已经见识了忍者的功夫，现在你们自己可以练习一下。”忍者大师说。
“怎……怎么练习？”杰克问。
“记住三点。”忍者大师说。
“哪三点？”杰克问。
“利用自然，回归自然，跟随自然。”忍者大师说。
“我能做到！”安妮说。
杰克怀疑地看了看安妮，问：“真的？”
忍者大师转向杰克，说：“你们的树屋在东边，你们必须朝那个方向走。”
“怎么走呢？”杰克暗自疑惑，“我们怎么能找到东边呢？”
还没等他开口询问，忍者大师就鞠了一躬，从阴影里消失了。
两名忍者领着杰克和安妮走出山洞，来到月光下。
高个子忍者指了指那片松树林，然后便和矮个子忍者一起闪入暗处不见了。
此刻，只剩下杰克和安妮两个人。








第七章
一路向东



杰克和安妮一动不动地在那儿站了很长时间。
安妮先开口说话了：“我猜他刚才指的是东边，我们应该往那边走。”
“等等，”杰克说，“我需要把一些东西写下来。”
他掏出笔记本，在月光下写道：


“你看，杰克，”安妮轻声说，“我看起来像一名忍者吗？”
杰克看了看安妮。安妮把运动衫的帽子拉上来蒙住脑袋，还把帽子上的带子紧紧地系上。
她看上去确实很像一名忍者——很小的忍者。
“好主意。”杰克压低声音说，然后把自己的衣服帽子也拉上来戴到头上。
“好了，我们走吧。”安妮说。
杰克收起他的笔记本。他和安妮往东进入了树林。
他们在树丛间悄悄地穿行。密密麻麻的树，看不到尽头。
所有的树看上去都一个样。杰克被弄糊涂了。他们走的方向还对吗？
“等一等。”他说。
安妮停住了脚步。两人打量着周围的树木。
“你认为我们还在往东走吗？”杰克问。
“我猜是吧。”安妮说。
“不能只靠猜测，”杰克说，“必须弄清楚。”
“怎么弄清楚呢？”安妮说，“我们又没有指南针。”
就在这时，杰克想起了忍者大师的话。
“忍者大师说，要利用自然。”杰克说。
“怎样才能做到呢？”安妮问。
“等等，我好像想起了什么——”杰克闭上了眼睛。
他想起了在一本野营书里看到的内容。是什么呢？
“对啦，想起来了！首先，我们需要一根树枝。”杰克睁开眼睛说。
安妮捡起一根树枝。
“太棒了，现在我们需要一片有月光的空地。”杰克说。
“那儿有！”安妮说。
他们挪到了那片在树影之间被月光映照着的空地上。
“现在把树枝插在地上。”杰克吩咐道。
安妮把树枝插在了地上。
“树枝的影子看上去超过了15厘米。”杰克说，“你觉得呢？”
“看样子是的。”安妮说。
“好。那就意味着影子指示的方向是东。”杰克说。
“太棒了。”安妮赞叹道。
“所以，那边才是东边！”杰克指着另一个方向说，“至少我希望是这样。”
“我们现在是真正的忍者了！”安妮说。
“大概是吧。”杰克说，“那我们快走吧！”
安妮和杰克出发了，一路向东。但愿是东边吧。
没过多久，他们就走出了松树林，顺着怪石嶙峋的山坡往下走。大石头一块接着一块，他们走得很慢。最后，他们靠在一块巨石上休息。
“我们再检查一下方向对不对吧。”杰克说。
安妮把另一根树枝插进泥土。
“那边。”杰克说，他指着地面上的影子，“那个方向……”
安妮从巨石上方朝山下望了望。
“哎呀！”她轻声叫道。
杰克也往下看了一眼。他的心脏几乎停止了跳动。
数不清的火把正在朝山上移动。是那些武士！
杰克和安妮赶紧猫腰藏在巨石后面。
“吱吱。”小老鼠发出叫声。
“安静，花生米。”安妮说。
杰克把手伸进背包，掏出那本关于忍者的书。
“我希望这里面有能帮到我们的知识。”他说。


杰克飞快地翻着书页，最后发现了他要找的内容。是一幅图片，图片上是一些穿着竹条铠甲的武士，手里拿着刀。
杰克读道：
武士携带着两把刀，用来砍杀敌人。

安妮拍了拍杰克的肩膀。
杰克扭头看她。
安妮指着山上。
一个身影正在朝他们走来，已经离得很近了。
在月光映照下，他身上的竹条铠甲闪闪发亮，两把刀发出凛凛的寒光。
是一名古代武士！








第八章
渡过激流



杰克和安妮蜷缩在一起，现在他们的两边都有武士，他们被包围了！
杰克把身体紧紧贴在巨石上。
那名武士越走越近，他看了看右边，又看了看左边。
杰克屏住了呼吸。
“回归自然。”安妮轻声说。
“什么？”杰克压低声音问。
“回归自然，做一块石头。”
“哦，该死，”杰克想，“这简直就是疯话。”但他还是将眼睛紧紧地闭了起来，试着成为岩石的一部分。
杰克尽量做到像岩石一样静止、稳固、沉默无声。
没过多久，他就觉得自己已经和岩石一样坚实而可靠了。他多么希望自己永远都是一块岩石。
“他走了，”安妮说，“他们都走了。”
杰克睁开眼睛，那名武士已经离开了。他站起身，从巨石上方望过去，那些火把也消失了。
“我们走吧。”安妮说。
杰克深深吸了口气，觉得自己很了不起。他感到自己越来越像一名忍者，甚至像是一名忍者大师。
“往东前进！”他说。
于是，他们一路向东走去。他们绕过一块块岩石走下山，来到了那条宽阔而冰冷的小溪边。
水流似乎比之前更加湍急了。
“我怎么没看见树屋？”安妮说。
杰克朝小溪对岸那片黑乎乎的小树林望了望，月光照着树上的那些白花，然而树屋在哪儿呢？
“我也没看见。”杰克说，“我们得先过小溪，再找树屋。”
溪水哗哗地冲刷着岩石。
“吱吱。”小老鼠从口袋里探出了脑袋。
“别害怕。”安妮说着拍了拍小老鼠的脑袋，“就像我们这样，也让自己做一名忍者吧。”
“我们走吧。”杰克说。
杰克深深地吸了一口气，迈步踏进了激流。冰冷的溪水翻滚着淹没了他的膝盖。水流太急了，冲得他连站都站不稳。
杰克急忙张开双臂保持平衡，溪水在他的周围打着转儿。
他快要冻死了！
“杰克！”安妮抓住杰克的两只胳膊，扶着他回到了岸上。


“好险啊！”安妮说。
杰克擦了擦眼镜。幸好，眼镜没有掉进水里。
“你还好吗？”安妮问。
“不……不大好。”杰克回答。他的牙齿咯咯打战，全身的骨头都冻透了。
“我们过不去了，”安妮说，“再试一次会淹死的。”
“不淹死……也……会被冻死。”杰克说。
他拉下运动衫的帽子。此刻，他觉得自己不再像忍者了。
安妮也把自己的帽子拉了下来。她叹了口气，说：“我们该怎么办呢？”
“吱吱。”
小老鼠从安妮的运动衫口袋里钻出来，一下子跳到了地上，然后便急急忙忙地跑远了。
“花生米，回来！”安妮喊道。
“不，”杰克说，“我们必须跟上它。”
“为什么？”安妮问。
“我们必须按忍者大师说的去做！”杰克说，“跟随自然！”
“对，没错！”安妮说，“跟随花生米！可是花生米去哪儿了呢？”
月光下，杰克看见了那只小老鼠，它正顺着溪边的草地奔跑呢。
“在那儿！”杰克喊道，“快跟上！”
杰克匆匆追着小老鼠。安妮匆匆追着杰克。他们在水流湍急的溪边奔跑。
月光下，一根掉下来的树枝横跨在溪流较窄的地方，树枝两头恰好架在小溪的两岸。
小老鼠一溜烟地从树枝上跑过去了。
“花生米在过桥！”安妮赶紧跟了过去。
“等一等！”杰克喊道，“我们不能走那根树枝。它太细了，会被压断的！”








第九章
像小老鼠一样



小老鼠跑进小溪对岸那高高的野草丛，消失不见了。
杰克和安妮呆呆地看着那根树枝。
“我们必须走一走试试。”安妮说，“应该跟随自然。”
“算了吧。”杰克说，“树枝太细，一下子就会断成两截的。”
“如果我们假装自己是小老鼠，没准儿就能行。”安妮说。
“哦，拜托，”杰克说，“又来了。”
“你既然能做一块石头，也就能做一只小老鼠。”安妮说，“只要让自己变得很小、很轻、很敏捷。”
杰克深深吸了一口气。
“我们必须这么做。”安妮说。
“好吧。”杰克无奈地说。
“吱吱地叫。”安妮提议道。
“你疯了吗？”杰克说。
“你就这么做吧，”安妮说，“这会让你感到自己就像是一只小老鼠。”
杰克叹了口气，说：“好吧，吱吱。”
“吱吱。”安妮也发出叫声。
“吱吱，吱吱，吱吱。”他们异口同声地叫道。
“我们走吧！快点儿！”安妮说。
杰克把脚踏上了树枝。
“我很小，我很轻，我很敏捷。”他这么想着，然后迅速地冲过了树枝。
杰克的速度太快了，脑子里没有别的念头——只想着赶紧跑到树枝的那一头。
他忘记了汹涌湍急、冰冷刺骨的溪水，忘记了脚下的树枝是那么纤细。
一眨眼间，杰克到了对岸。一眨眼间，安妮来到了他的身边。
他们哈哈大笑，一下子扑倒在草地上。
“看见了吗？看见了吗？树枝没有断！”安妮说。
“哈哈，它还挺粗壮的嘛。”杰克说，“看来，我们得换个角度想问题。”
“像花生米那样想问题。”安妮说。
“没错。”杰克说着脸上露出了微笑。他感觉棒极了。
杰克由于刚才掉进了水里，现在身上还湿淋淋的，但他已经一点儿也不介意了。
杰克把眼镜往上推了推，站起身来。“好了，现在我们要去寻找树屋了。”他说。
“不，不用找了。”安妮说着，指了指上面。
在皎洁的月光下，树屋的轮廓清晰可见。它正高高地挂在树顶上，周围簇拥着白花。
远处传来了说话声，接着，杰克看见了火把。
“那些武士回来了。”杰克说，“我们得赶紧离开。”
“花生米在哪儿？”安妮焦急地说，“我们不能撇下它呀。”
“我们必须走了。”杰克说。
武士的说话声越来越近了，他们的火把也在逐渐逼近。
“快走啊。”杰克说。他一把抓住安妮的胳膊，拖着她向绳梯走去。
“哦，杰克……”安妮难过地说。
“快走！快走！”安妮开始往绳梯上爬。
杰克跟了上来。他心里也很难过。他已经喜欢上那只小老鼠了。非常喜欢。
他们一点点地往上爬。
快要爬到绳梯顶上时，杰克听见了小老鼠的叫声：“吱吱。”
“噢，哇！”安妮喊道，“花生米在树屋里呢！”
安妮双手用力一撑，钻进了树屋。杰克也跟了进来。
他吃惊地吸了口冷气。
树屋里还有别人。
墙角坐着一个黑黑的身影。
“你们做得很好。”那个身影说。
是忍者大师。
“你们遵循了忍者的方式。”他说。
“哦，天哪。”杰克激动地轻叹道。
“吱吱。”
忍者大师手里捧着小老鼠。
“请照顾好你们这位小小的救命恩人。”忍者大师说着把小老鼠递给了安妮。
安妮亲了亲小老鼠的脑袋。
“再把这个拿上……”忍者大师说着把一只手伸向杰克。
他递给杰克一块圆圆的小石头。
“这块月光石能帮助你们找到失踪的朋友。”忍者大师解释道。
杰克出神地望着那块月光石，心想：“这是四样东西中的一样吗？”
“现在你们必须回家了。”忍者大师说着，捡起那本宾夕法尼亚的书，递给了安妮。
“你是在哪里找到的？”杰克问。
“就在这里，”忍者大师说，“你们之前没有看见，是因为你们有一项使命还没完成。”
“那你呢？”安妮问，“你跟我们一起走吗？”
“是啊，”杰克说，“我们找仙女摩根的时候还需要你的帮助呢。”


忍者大师微微地笑道：“不，我的朋友，我必须留在这儿。你们一路上会得到更多其他人的帮助，但是你们必须靠自己找到要走的路。”
安妮把书打开，找到了那幅蛙溪的图片。
她用手指着图片，说：“请带我们回家！”
起风了。
满树的白花开始摇晃，云团遮住了月亮。
“记住，”忍者大师说道，“保持一颗善良的心。”
然后，他悄无声息地顺着绳梯下去了，消失在漆黑的夜里。
“等一等！”杰克喊道。他有那么多的问题要问忍者大师。关于自然，关于忍者，关于他们的使命。
可是树屋已经开始旋转。
它越转越快。
杰克牢牢攥住手里的石头，把眼睛闭得紧紧的。
然后，一切都静止了。
完完全全地静止不动了。








第十章
晚安，花生米



杰克睁开眼睛。
他松开攥紧的拳头，呆呆地望着手里的月光石。它晶莹、光滑，似乎还散发着微微亮光。
“我们回家了。”安妮说。
“吱吱。”
安妮和小老鼠探头望着窗外。
杰克也过去一起张望。
远处太阳正在落山。
在蛙溪，时间还停留在他们离开时的那一刻。
他们听见邻居家的狗亨利在汪汪叫，还听见蟋蟀在欢快地唱歌。
远远地，他们看见爸爸从家里走了出来，站在门廊上。
“杰——克！安——妮！”爸爸喊道。
到吃晚饭的时间了。
“来啦——”安妮大声回答。
杰克跪坐着，又看了看手里的月光石。
“我想，我们已经得到了四样东西中的一样。”他说。
“我们明天去找另外三样。”安妮说。
杰克点了点头。他们还有许多工作要做呢。
他把月光石放进了口袋，然后拎起背包。
“准备好了吗？”他说。
“稍等。”安妮说。她脱下一只运动鞋，扯掉袜子，然后又把鞋子穿上。
“你在干什么？”杰克问。
“我要铺一张床。”安妮回答。
“一张什么？”杰克问。
“床！你瞧，是给花生米睡觉用的。”安妮把小老鼠捧起来，放进了她的袜子。
“晚安，花生米。”她轻声说了一句。
“吱吱。”
“哦，拜托。”杰克说。
安妮把小老鼠举到杰克面前。
“亲亲它，祝它晚安吧，杰克。”她说。
“别说傻话了。”杰克说道，“我们走吧。”


“谢谢你帮助了我们。”安妮对小老鼠说。
她把小老鼠轻轻地放在那个闪闪发亮的字母M上。然后，她又把仙女摩根的那张字条从口袋里掏出来，放在小老鼠的旁边。
“明天见啦。”安妮说完，就顺着梯子往下爬去。
杰克看了看小老鼠，小老鼠也看了看他。
一时间，小老鼠那双乌溜溜的眼睛看起来深邃而充满智慧。
“快点儿啊，杰克！”安妮喊道。
杰克亲了亲小老鼠的脑袋。
“祝你晚安，花生米。”他轻声说道。
杰克也顺着绳梯爬了下来。
这时，天色越来越暗了。
当杰克的双脚终于踏在地面上时，天色差不多完全黑透了。
“你在哪儿？”杰克问道。
“这儿。”安妮说着碰了一下杰克的手，杰克一把握住。
“当心哦。”杰克说。
“你也当心。”安妮说。
两人相伴着，穿过凉爽、黑暗的树林，往家走去。
他们默不作声，走得很快——就像两名归来的影子武士。







 让我们遇见在。。 
 企鹅图书 微博(penguinbooks)

 企鹅图书微信订阅号



 企鹅图书数字业务微信服务号



 更多关于我们对信息请
 访问企鹅兰登北亚官网 PRHNA.COM








亚马逊探险
神奇树屋·故事系列·基础版#6
[美] 玛丽·波·奥斯本/著
[美] 萨尔·莫多卡/绘

内容简介:
经历了神奇树屋的几次冒险，杰克和安妮发现树屋的主人名叫摩根，是一名会魔法的图书管理员。这一次，仙女摩根遇到了大麻烦，需要兄妹俩找到四样特别的东西才能破除她身上的咒语。于是，他们乘着神奇树屋来到古代日本，在两名忍者的帮助下找到了第一样东西……
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One summer day in Frog Creek, Pennsylvania, a mysterious tree house appeared in the woods.
Eight-year-old Jack and his seven-year-old sister, Annie, climbed into the tree house. They found that it was filled with books.
Jack and Annie soon discovered that the tree house was magic. It could take them to the places in the books. All they had to do was to point to a picture and wish to be there.
Jack and Annie visited the time of dinosaurs, old England, ancient Egypt, and a pirate ship.
Along the way, they discovered that the tree house belonged to Morgan le Fay. Morgan was a magical librarian from the time of King Arthur. She traveled through time and space, gathering books.
Jack and Annie are about to start a whole new adventure…in Night of the Ninjas.




“Let’s look again, Jack,” said Annie.
Jack and Annie were walking home from the library. The path went right by the Frog Creek woods.
Jack sighed. “We looked this morning,” he said. “We looked the day before. And the day before that.”
“Then you don’t have to come,” said Annie. “I’ll go look by myself.”
She took off into the woods.
“Annie, wait!” Jack called. “It’s almost dark! We have to get home!”
But Annie had disappeared among the trees.
Jack stared at the woods. He was starting to lose hope. Maybe he would never see Morgan again.
Weeks had passed. And there had not been one sign of Morgan le Fay. Nor had there been one sign of her magic tree house.
“Jack!” Annie called from the woods. “It’s back!”
Oh, she’s just pretending as usual, Jack thought. But his heart started to race.
“Hurry!” called Annie.
“She better not be kidding,” said Jack.
He took off into the woods to find Annie.
Night was falling fast. Crickets chirped loudly. It was hard to see through the shadows.
“Annie!” Jack shouted.
“Here!” she called.
Jack kept walking. “Here where?” he called back.
“Here here!”
Annie’s voice came from above.
Jack looked up.
“Oh man,” he breathed.
Annie waved from the window of a tree house. It was in the tallest oak in the woods. A long rope ladder hung down from it.
The magic tree house was back.
“Come on up!” Annie shouted.
Jack ran to the rope ladder. He started climbing.
He climbed and climbed and climbed.


As he climbed, he looked out over the woods. High above the treetops it was still light.
At last, Jack pulled himself into the tree house.
Annie sat in the shadows. Books were scattered everywhere.
On the floor the letter M glowed in the dim light. The M stood for Morgan le Fay.
But there was no sign of Morgan herself.
“I wonder where Morgan is,” said Jack.
“Maybe she went to the library to get some more books,” said Annie.
“We were just at the library. We would have seen her,” said Jack. “Besides, the library’s closed now.”
Squeak!
A little mouse ran out from behind a stack of books. It ran to the M shining in the floor.
“Yikes,” said Annie.
The mouse sat on the middle of the M. It looked up at Jack and Annie.
“Oh, it’s so cute,” Annie said.
Jack had to admit the mouse was cute. It had brown-and-white fur and big dark eyes.
Annie slowly reached out her hand. The mouse didn’t move. Annie patted its tiny head.
“Hi, Peanut,” she said. “Can I call you Peanut?”
“Oh brother,” said Jack.
“Do you know where Morgan is?” Annie asked the mouse.
Squeak.
“You’re nuts, Annie,” said Jack. “Just because the mouse is in the tree house doesn’t mean it’s magic. It’s a plain old mouse that crawled in, that’s all.”
Jack looked around again. He saw a piece of paper on the floor.
“What’s that?” he said.
“What’s what?” asked Annie.
Jack went over and picked up the paper. There was writing on it.
“Oh man,” whispered Jack, after he read the words.
“What is it?” said Annie.
“A note,” said Jack. “It must be from Morgan. I think she’s in big trouble!”




Jack showed Annie the piece of paper. It said:

“Oh no,” said Annie. “We have to help her. But what’s a thin?”
“Maybe she was trying to write things,” said Jack. “See how the n sort of runs off the page?”
“Maybe the spell was starting to make her disappear or something,” said Annie.
“Right,” said Jack. “I wonder if she left any other clues.” He glanced around the tree house.
“Look!” Annie pointed at a book in the corner. “That’s the only open book,” she said.
Jack looked around again. Annie was right. He felt a shiver go down his spine.
Jack went over to the book and picked it up. He held it near the window. Light from the setting sun was golden on the page.
Jack stared at the picture on it. In the picture were trees with white flowers. The trees were on the side of a mountain. Near a wide, rushing stream.
Two people were also in the picture. They wore dark clothes. They had black scarves over their faces. And long swords strapped to their backs.
“Oh man,” whispered Jack.
“Who are they?” Annie asked.
“Ninjas, I think,” said Jack.
“Ninjas? Really?” said Annie.
“Morgan must have left the book open to this page for a reason,” said Jack.
“Maybe that’s where she was when the spell got her,” Annie said.
“Or maybe that’s where the four things are,” said Jack.
“Let’s go!” said Annie.
“Now?” said Jack.
“Yes, Morgan’s in trouble! She needs us now!” said Annie.
“But we should read this book first,” said Jack. “So we’ll be prepared.”
“Forget it!” said Annie. “Every minute counts!” She grabbed the book from Jack.
“Give it back,” he said. “We have to find out about this place.”
Annie held the book out of reach. “We’ll find out when we get there,” she said.
“We don’t even know where there is!” Jack said.
But Annie pointed at the picture. “I wish we could go here,” she said.
The leaves of the oak tree began to shake.
Squeak!
“Don’t be scared, Peanut,” said Annie. She scooped up the mouse. Then she put it in the pouch of her sweatshirt.
The wind began to blow.
It blew harder and harder.
The tree house started to spin.
Faster and faster!
Jack squeezed his eyes shut.
Then everything was still. Absolutely still.
Except for the sound of rushing water.




Jack opened his eyes.
Annie was already looking out the window. The mouse peeked out of her pouch.
Jack looked out the window, too. The air was fresh and cool.
The tree house was in a tree with white flowers. The tree was in a grove of trees on the side of a mountain. Nearby a wild stream rushed downhill.
Two ninjas were standing on rocks near the water. They were staring at the valley below.
One ninja was tall. The other was short. They wore black pants and shirts. They had black scarves around their heads. And swords strapped to their backs.
It was exactly like the picture in the book.
Jack crouched below the window.
“Be careful,” he whispered. “Don’t let them see you.”
“Why not?” Annie whispered back.
“They might think we’re some kind of enemy,” said Jack quietly.
Annie crouched beside him.
Jack pushed his glasses into place. Now he was going to look at the ninja book.
He picked up the book. He turned to the beginning. He read:
Very little is known about the shadowy warriors called ninjas. Historians believe that ninjas lived in Japan between the 14th and 17th centuries. Both men and women were ninjas. Sometimes they fought to protect their families. Sometimes warlords hired them to be spies.
“Wow,” whispered Jack. “We’re in Japan, hundreds of years ago.”
Jack opened his backpack. He pulled out his notebook and pencil. He liked to take notes. He wrote:

“Jack,” whispered Annie. “They’re looking up. I think they know we’re here.”
Jack peeked over the windowsill. His eyes met the dark eyes of the tall ninja.
“E-hy!” the ninja cried. He dashed toward the tree. The other ninja followed.
“Oh no!” said Annie.
“We’ve got to go!” Jack said. “Where’s the Pennsylvania book?”
He and Annie looked around wildly.
But where was the book about Pennsylvania? It had the picture of the Frog Creek woods in it. Jack and Annie couldn’t get home without it.
“It’s not anywhere!” cried Annie.
“We’ve got to do something. Fast!” said Jack. “Pull up the ladder!”
He and Annie grabbed the top of the rope ladder. They pulled the ladder into the tree house.
But the tall ninja leaped at the tree trunk. Then he started climbing up the tree! The short ninja followed. They climbed just like cats!
Jack and Annie huddled in a corner.
The ninjas climbed into the tree house. Neither one made a sound.






The ninjas pulled iron bands off their hands. The bands had spikes like claws on them.
“That’s how they climbed the tree,” Annie whispered to Jack.
The ninjas stared at Jack and Annie with dark, piercing eyes. The rest of their faces were covered by their scarves.
Jack felt frozen under their stares.
Annie wasn’t frozen, though. She stepped right up to them.
“Hi,” she said.
The ninjas didn’t say “hi” back. They didn’t move at all. They were as still as Jack.
“We’re trying to help our friend, Morgan,” said Annie.
She held up Morgan’s note.
The tall ninja took the note from her. He looked at it. Then he gave it to the short ninja.
The two ninjas stared at each other. Then they looked back at Jack and Annie.
Finally the short ninja nodded once. He put the note into the pocket of his shirt.
“You can help us?” Annie asked.
Neither ninja spoke. Jack wished he could see their faces. He couldn’t tell what they were thinking.
The short ninja tossed the rope ladder back out of the tree house. The tall one pointed down the ladder. Then he pointed at Jack and Annie.
Uh-oh, thought Jack. Were they being captured?
“Us? Go with you?” said Annie.
The ninja nodded.
“Oh boy!” said Annie.
Oh boy? Is she nuts? wondered Jack.
The short ninja darted down the ladder. He went hand over hand. His feet didn’t touch the rungs of the ladder.
The tall one did the same.
Jack gasped. The ninjas moved very fast. They were like spiders dropping from webs.
“Wow!” said Annie.
“Now’s our chance to leave,” said Jack. “Quick!” He looked around the tree house again. Where was that Pennsylvania book?
“Let’s go with them, Jack,” said Annie.
“No! This isn’t a game!” Jack said.
“But I think they know something about Morgan!” said Annie.
She started down the ladder.
“Come back!” said Jack.
But it was too late.
Jack sighed. “Why does this always happen?” he asked himself.
“Come on, Jack!” came Annie’s voice from below.
Jack put his notebook and the ninja book into his pack. He pushed his glasses into place. And he started down the ladder.
Jack joined Annie and the ninjas on the ground.
The sun had fallen behind the hills. The sky was streaked with red and gold.
The mouse peeked out from Annie’s sweatshirt pouch.
“Don’t be scared, Peanut,” Annie whispered. “We’ll take care of you.”
Great, thought Jack. But who is going to take care of us?
The short ninja held Jack’s arm in one hand and Annie’s arm in the other. He led them through the twilight. The tall ninja walked behind them.
“Where are we going?” Jack asked.
The ninjas stopped near the rushing water of the wide stream. The water roared as it raced downhill.
The short ninja looked at Jack and Annie. He let go of their arms. Then he pushed them toward the stream.
“You want us to cross it?” shouted Annie.
The ninja nodded. Then he and the short ninja stepped into the wild stream. They started wading across.
“Let’s run back to the tree house!” said Jack.
“No, we have to follow them!” said Annie. “For Morgan’s sake!”
Jack took a deep breath. She was right.
Annie grabbed Jack’s hand. Together they stepped into the water.
“YIKES!” They both screamed and jumped out.
It was the coldest water Jack had ever felt! It was colder than ice. It was so cold it felt like fire.
“I can’t go back in,” said Annie, shivering.
“Me neither,” said Jack. “I’ll have a heart attack.”
The ninjas looked at Jack and Annie. Then they turned around and came back.
The tall ninja grabbed Jack.
“Help!” Jack cried.
But the ninja lifted Jack high into the air. And put him on his shoulder.
The short ninja put Annie on his shoulder.

Then the two ninjas stepped into the stream again. The icy wild waters swirled around them. It went up to the short ninja’s waist.
But the ninjas moved through the stream as calmly as two sailing ships.




The water grew shallow again. Then they were on dry land. The ninjas lowered Jack and Annie to the ground.
“Thanks,” said Annie.
“Thanks,” said Jack.
Squeak, said the mouse.
The ninjas said nothing, but they looked around.
Jack looked around, too. A full moon was rising in the sky. Dark rocks dotted the side of the mountain.
Then the ninjas started moving. They went silently up the slope, between the rocks.
Jack and Annie followed them. Jack wasn’t afraid of the ninjas now. In fact, he was starting to like them. Maybe they really could help find Morgan.
The ninjas moved silently. But Jack and Annie made plenty of noise.
They panted as they climbed the rocky hillside. Their wet sneakers made squishy sounds.
Suddenly the ninjas froze. Jack could see their eyes darting around. Voices were coming from the valley below. Jack saw torches flaming in the mist.
The ninjas started moving faster. Jack and Annie hurried after them.
“Who’s carrying the torches?” Annie asked.
Jack was too out of breath to speak. He also didn’t have an answer.
They came to a pine forest. Night birds called out. Wind rattled the branches.
The ninjas moved like ghosts through the forest. They appeared and disappeared, through moonlight and shadows.
Jack and Annie struggled to keep up.
Finally the ninjas came to a stop.
One ninja held out his hand, as if to say, Wait. Then both ninjas stepped away into the shadows of the trees. And were gone.
“Where did they go?” said Annie.
“I don’t know,” said Jack. “Maybe the book can tell us.”
He pulled the ninja book out of his pack.
He turned the pages until he came to a picture of a cave.
By the light of the full moon, he read:
Sometimes ninjas held meetings in hidden mountain caves to plan secret missions.
“Oh man,” said Jack, “I bet they went inside a hidden cave.”
He pulled out his notebook and pencil. He wrote:

Jack turned the page. He stared at a picture of a ninja sitting on a mat. He read:
Ninjas took orders from a ninja master. The master was a mysterious wise person who knew many secrets of nature.
“Wow,” whispered Jack.
Just then the two ninjas returned. Jack quickly put his books away.
The short ninja motioned for Jack and Annie to follow. In the shadows was the entrance of a dark cave.
“What’s in there?” Annie whispered.
“The ninja master,” Jack whispered back.




Jack and Annie went into the cave. They followed the ninja through the darkness.
The back of the cave was lit with dozens of candles. Shadows danced on the walls.
In the flickering light, Jack saw a dark figure sitting on a woven mat.
The ninja master.
The ninja bowed to the master. Then he stepped to one side.
The master stared at Jack and Annie.
“Sit,” he said.

Jack and Annie sat on the cold, hard floor.
Squeak.
The mouse poked its head out of Annie’s pouch.
“It’s okay, Peanut,” said Annie.
The master stared at the mouse for a moment. Then he looked at Jack. “Who are you?” he asked.
“I’m Jack and that’s my sister, Annie,” Jack answered.
“Where do you come from?” the master asked.
“Frog Creek, Pennsylvania,” Annie answered.
“Why are you here?” he asked.
“We’re trying to help our friend Morgan le Fay,” said Jack. “She left us a message.”
Annie pointed to the short ninja. “We gave the message to him.”
“You mean, you gave the message to her,” said the ninja master. “And she has given it to me.”
“She?” said Jack and Annie together.
The woman ninja’s eyes sparkled. Jack thought she might be smiling.
The master held up Morgan’s note.
“Perhaps I can help you,” he said. “But first you must prove yourselves worthy of my help.”
Just then the tall ninja appeared. He made a sign to the master.
The master stood up. He handed Morgan’s note to Annie.
“We must go now,” he said. “The samurai are close.”
“Samurai?” said Jack. He knew that the samurai were fierce Japanese fighters.
“Were they the ones in the valley?” Jack asked. “The ones with the torches?”
“Yes, our family is at war with them,” said the master. “We must leave before they find us.”
“But what about helping Morgan?” said Annie.
The master strapped on his sword.
“I have no time now,” he said. “I must go.”
“Can’t we go with you?” said Annie.
“No, there is no place for you where we are going. You must find your way back to your house in the trees.”
“Alone?” said Jack.
“Yes. You must go alone. And beware of the samurai.”
“Why?” said Jack.
“They will think you are one of us,” said the master. “They will ask you no questions. They will show you no mercy.”
“Yikes,” whispered Annie.
“But you have seen the way of the ninja. You can practice it yourselves now,” said the master.
“H-how?” said Jack.
“Remember three things,” said the master.
“What?” said Jack.
“Use nature. Be nature. Follow nature.”
“I can do that!” Annie said.
Jack looked at her. “You can?” he said.
The master turned to Jack. “Your tree house lies to the east. That is the way you must go,” he said.
How? wondered Jack. How do we find the east?
Before he could ask, the master bowed. Then he disappeared into the shadows.
The two ninjas led Jack and Annie out of the cave, into the moonlight.
The tall one pointed at the pine forest. Then they too disappeared into the darkness.
Jack and Annie were all alone.




Jack and Annie stood still for a long moment.
Annie spoke first. “Well, I guess the tall ninja was pointing to the east,” she said. “I guess that’s the way we go.”
“Wait,” said Jack. “I need to write some stuff down.”
He took out his notebook. In the moonlight, he wrote:

“Look, Jack,” whispered Annie. “Do I look like a ninja?”
He looked at her. She had pulled her sweatshirt hood over her head and tied the strings tightly.
She did look like a ninja—a very small one.
“Good idea,” Jack whispered. He pulled his hood up, too.
“Okay, let’s go,” said Annie.
Jack put his notebook away. Then he and Annie headed east into the woods.
They slipped between trees. And more trees. And more trees.
All the trees looked the same. Jack got confused. Were they still going in the right direction?
“Wait,” he said.
Annie stopped. They both stared at the woods around them.
“Do you think we’re still going east?” asked Jack.
“I guess so,” said Annie.
“We can’t just guess,” said Jack. “We have to know for sure.”
“How do we do that?” said Annie. “We don’t have a compass.”
Just then the master’s words came back to Jack.
“The ninja master said to use nature,” he said.
“How do we do that?” said Annie.
“Wait, I remember something—” Jack closed his eyes.
He remembered something in a camping book. Now what was it?
He opened his eyes. “I’ve got it! First we need a stick,” he said.
Annie picked up a stick. “Here—” she said.
“Great, now we just need a space with moonlight,” said Jack.
“There—” said Annie.
They moved into a moonlit space between the shadows.
“Now push the stick into the ground,” Jack said.
Annie pushed the stick into the ground.
“The stick’s shadow looks like it’s more than six inches,” said Jack. “What do you think?”
“It looks like it,” said Annie.
“Okay. Then that means the shadow’s pointing east,” said Jack.
“Neat,” said Annie.
“So that way is east!” Jack pointed to a new direction. “At least I hope it is.”
“We’re real ninjas now!” said Annie.
“Yep,” said Jack. “Maybe we are. Come on!”
They took off—heading east, they hoped.
Soon they were out of the pine woods and walking down the rocky mountainside. They moved slowly from rock to rock. Finally they rested against a giant rock.
“Let’s check our direction again,” said Jack.
Annie stuck another stick into the dirt.
“There,” he said. He pointed to the shadow on the ground. “That way—”
Annie peeked over the rock, down the mountain.
“Yikes,” she said softly.
Jack looked, too. His heart nearly stopped.
There were flames of fire coming up the mountain. The samurai!
Jack and Annie ducked behind the rock.
Squeak, said the mouse.
“Quiet, Peanut,” said Annie.
Jack reached into his pack. He pulled out the ninja book.
“I hope something in here can help us,” he said.
Jack flipped through page after page until he found what he was looking for. It was a picture of warriors wearing bamboo armor. They were holding swords. He read:
The samurai were fierce Japanese fighters. They carried two swords to cut down their enemies.
Annie tapped Jack on the shoulder.
Jack looked at her.
She pointed up the mountain.
A figure was coming down toward them. He was very near.


In the moonlight, his bamboo armor was shining. His two swords were gleaming.
It was a samurai warrior!




Jack and Annie crouched together. Samurai were on both sides of them now. They were trapped!
Jack pressed against the rock.
The warrior stepped closer and closer. He looked to the right. He looked to the left.
Jack held his breath.
“Be nature,” whispered Annie.
“What?” Jack whispered back.
“Be nature. Be a rock.”
Oh brother, thought Jack. This was nuts. But he squeezed his eyes shut. Then he tried to be part of the rock.
Jack tried to be as still as the rock. As solid as the rock. As quiet as the rock.
Soon he started feeling as strong as the rock. As safe as the rock. He wanted to be the rock forever.
Squeak.
“He’s gone,” said Annie. “They’re all gone.”
Jack opened his eyes. The samurai warrior was gone. Jack stood up and looked over the rock. The torches were gone, too.
“Let’s go,” Annie said.
Jack took a deep breath. He felt great—he was getting more and more like a ninja every minute. Maybe even like a ninja master.
“East!” he said.
And they went east. Down the mountain, between the rocks. Until they came to the wide, icy stream.
The water seemed even wilder than before.
“I don’t see the tree house,” said Annie.
Jack looked across the stream to the dark grove of trees. Moonlight shone on their pale flowers. But where was the tree house?
“I don’t see it either,” said Jack. “We have to cross the water first. Then we’ll try and find it.”
The water was crashing and rushing over the rocks.
Squeak. The mouse peeked out from its pouch.
“Don’t be afraid,” said Annie. She patted the mouse’s little head. “Be like us. Be like a ninja, too.”
“Let’s go,” Jack said.
He took a deep breath and stepped into the stream. The icy water swirled up to his knees. The current knocked him over.
Jack grabbed some weeds. He held on tight as water swirled around him.
He was freezing to death!
“Jack!” Annie grabbed Jack’s arms. She helped him back onto the bank.
“That was close!” said Annie.
Jack wiped his glasses. Luckily, they hadn’t fallen off in the water.
“Are you okay?” said Annie.
“N-not really,” said Jack, his teeth chattering. He was chilled to the bone.
“We’ll never get across,” said Annie. “We’ll drown if we try.”

“Or fr-freeze to death,” said Jack.
He pulled off the hood of his sweatshirt. He didn’t feel much like a ninja anymore.
Annie pulled off her hood, too. She sighed. “What can we do?” she said.
Squeak.
Peanut climbed out of Annie’s sweatshirt pouch and leaped onto the ground.
The mouse scampered away.
“Peanut, come back!” Annie called.
“No,” said Jack. “We have to follow Peanut.”
“Why?” asked Annie.
“We have to do what the master said!” said Jack. “Follow nature!”
“Oh. Right!” said Annie. “Follow Peanut! But where is Peanut?”
In the moonlight Jack saw the little mouse. It was running through the grass along the stream.
“There!” he cried. “Come on!”
Annie hurried after Jack. Jack hurried after Peanut. They ran beside the rushing waters.
A moonlit branch had fallen across a narrow part of the stream. It touched both shores.
The mouse was running over the branch.
“Peanut’s going over a bridge!” said Annie. She started to follow.
“Wait!” cried Jack. “We can’t go on that branch. It’s too small! It’ll break!”




The mouse vanished into the tall grass on the other side of the stream.
Jack and Annie stared at the tree branch.
“We have to try to cross it,” said Annie. “We’re supposed to follow nature.”
“Forget it,” said Jack. “It’s too little. It’ll crack in a second.”
“Maybe if we pretend we’re mice, we can do it,” said Annie.
“Oh brother,” said Jack. “Not again.”
“If you could be a rock, you can be a mouse,” said Annie. “Just be teeny and light and fast.”
Jack took a deep breath.
“We have to,” said Annie.
“Okay,” Jack said.
“Say ‘squeak,’ ” said Annie.
“You’re nuts!” said Jack.
“Just do it,” said Annie. “It’ll help you feel more like a mouse.”
Jack groaned. “Okay,” he said. “Squeak.”
“Squeak,” said Annie.
“Squeak, squeak, squeak,” they said together.
“Let’s go! Hurry!” said Annie.
Jack stepped onto the branch.
I’m teeny. I’m light. I’m fast, he thought. Then he darted across the branch.
Jack moved so quickly, he didn’t think about anything—except getting to the other side.
He forgot the wild, freezing water. He forgot the smallness of the branch.
Suddenly Jack was on the other side. Suddenly Annie was right beside him.
They laughed and fell together into the grass.
“See! See! The branch didn’t break!” said Annie.
“I guess it was big enough,” said Jack. “I guess we just had to think the right way.”
“The Peanut way,” said Annie.
“Yeah,” said Jack, smiling. He felt great.
He was still wet from his fall into the stream. But he didn’t mind anymore.
Jack pushed his glasses into place and stood up. “Okay, now we just have to find the tree house,” he said.
“No, we don’t,” said Annie. She pointed up.
The tree house was outlined against the moonlit sky. High in a tree. Surrounded by white flowers.
In the distance came the sound of voices. Then Jack saw flames.
“The samurai are coming back,” said Jack. “We have to go.”
“Where’s Peanut?” said Annie. “We can’t leave Peanut.”
“We have to,” said Jack.
The voices of the samurai were getting closer. So were their torches.
“Come on,” Jack said. He grabbed Annie’s hand. He pulled her toward the rope ladder.
“Oh Jack—” she said sadly.
“Go! Go!”
Annie started up the rope ladder.
Jack followed. He felt sad, too. He liked that little mouse now. He liked it a lot.
They climbed up and up.
Just before they got to the top, Jack heard it.
Squeak.
“Oh wow!” cried Annie. “Peanut’s inside!”
Annie pulled herself into the tree house. Jack followed.
He gasped.
Someone else was in the tree house, too.
A dark figure was sitting in the corner.
“You have done well,” the figure said.
It was the ninja master.
“You have followed the way of the ninja,” he said.
“Oh man,” breathed Jack.
Squeak.
The master was holding Peanut.
“Take good care of your little helper,” he said, handing the mouse to Annie.
Annie kissed the mouse’s tiny head.
“And take this—” said the master. He held his hand out to Jack.
He gave Jack a small, round stone.

“This moonstone will help you find your missing friend,” the master said.
Jack stared at the stone. Was this one of the four things?
“You must go home now,” said the master. He picked up the Pennsylvania book and handed it to Annie.
“Where did you find it?” asked Jack.
“Here,” said the master. “You did not see it before. Because your heart knew you had a mission to complete first.”
“What about you?” said Annie. “Can you come with us?”
“Yes,” said Jack. “We need help finding Morgan.”
The master smiled. “No, my friends. I must stay here. There will be more help along the way. But you must find the way on your own.”
Annie opened the book. She found the picture of Frog Creek.
She pointed to it. “I wish we could go there,” she said.
The wind started to blow.
The white flowers started to shake. Clouds covered the moon.
“Remember,” the master said, “keep a kind heart.”
Then he swung silently down the rope ladder. He disappeared into the dark night.
“Wait!” Jack called. There was so much he wanted to ask the master. About nature. About ninjas. About their mission.
But the tree house started to spin.
It spun faster and faster!
Jack gripped the stone in his hand. He squeezed his eyes shut.
Then everything was still.
Absolutely still.




Jack opened his eyes.
Then he opened his fist. He stared at the moonstone in his hand. It was clear and smooth. It almost seemed to glow.
“We’re home,” said Annie.
Squeak.
Annie and the mouse were looking out the window.
Jack looked with them.
The sun was setting in the distance.
No time at all had passed in Frog Creek.
They heard their neighbor’s dog, Henry, bark. They heard crickets chirping.
In the distance, they could see their dad step out of their house. He stood on their porch.
“Ja-ack! An-nie!” he called.
Time for dinner.
“Com-ing!” Annie shouted.
Jack sat back on his heels. He looked at the moonstone again.
“I guess we have one of the four things,” he said.
“We’ll look for the other three tomorrow,” Annie said.
Jack nodded. They had a lot more work to do.
He put the moonstone in his pocket.
He pulled on his pack.
“Ready?” he said.
“Wait,” said Annie. She took off one of her sneakers. She pulled off her sock. Then she put her sneaker back on.
“What are you doing?” said Jack.
“I’m making a bed,” she said.
“A what?”
“Bed! You know, for Peanut to sleep in.” Annie picked up the mouse. She tucked it inside her sock.
“ ’Night, Peanut,” she said softly.
Squeak.
“Oh brother,” said Jack.
Annie held the mouse close to Jack.
“Kiss it goodnight, Jack,” she said.
“Don’t be silly,” he said. “Let’s go.”
“Thanks for helping us,” Annie said to the mouse.
She put Peanut gently down on the glowing M. She pulled Morgan’s message out of her pouch. And put it next to the mouse.


“See you tomorrow,” she said. Then she started down the ladder.
Jack stared at the mouse. It looked back at him.
For a moment, its dark eyes looked old and wise.
“Come on, Jack!” called Annie.
Jack kissed its tiny head.
“Night-night, Peanut,” he whispered.
Then Jack headed down the rope ladder.
It got darker and darker as he went down.
By the time he stepped onto the ground, it was almost completely black.
“Where are you?” said Jack.
“Here,” said Annie. Her hand bumped his. He took it.
“Careful,” he said.
“Careful yourself,” she said.
Together they took off through the cool, dark woods.
They moved silently and swiftly—two shadow warriors returning home.
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引子





夏季的某一天，在美国宾夕法尼亚州的蛙溪树林里，出现了一个神秘的树屋。
八岁男孩杰克和他七岁的妹妹安妮爬进了树屋，发现里面装满了各种各样的书籍。
很快，杰克和安妮就发现，树屋有种神奇的魔力。只要他们拿起一本书，指着书中的图片说想去那里，树屋就能带着他们穿越时空到达那个地方。
杰克和安妮拜访过恐龙、骑士、金字塔、海盗和忍者。在这个过程中，他们发现这座树屋的主人是仙女摩根。仙女摩根是亚瑟王时代一位会魔法的图书馆管理员，她正在穿越古今，收集世界各地的书籍。
杰克和安妮在进行最后一次冒险旅行时，得知仙女摩根中了魔咒。为了解救她，他们必须找到四样东西。
在古代日本，他们找到了第一样：一块月光石。
现在，杰克和安妮准备出发去寻找第二样东西——在午后的亚马孙热带雨林里。








第一章
花生米在哪儿



“快点儿啊，杰克！”安妮喊道。
安妮跑进了蛙溪树林。
杰克紧跟在她后面。
“树屋还在呢！”安妮大声说。
杰克追上了安妮。安妮站在一棵高大的橡树旁。
杰克往上看去。那座神奇的树屋在午后的阳光里闪闪发光。
“我们来啦，花生米！”安妮呼唤道。
她抓住绳梯，开始往上爬。
杰克也跟了上去。他们爬啊爬啊，终于爬进了树屋。
“花生米，你在吗？”安妮问。
杰克放下背包，打量着四周。
阳光斜斜地照在一大摞书上——关于忍者、海盗、木乃伊、城堡和骑士及恐龙的书。
木地板上，字母M闪着微光。M代表的是仙女摩根。
“我觉得花生米不在这儿。”杰克说。
“不知道这小丫头跑到哪儿去了。”安妮说。
“你怎么知道花生米是小丫头？”杰克问道。
“我就是知道。”安妮回答。
“噢，真是服了你。”杰克说道。
“吱吱！”
安妮笑了起来。“快看，杰克！”
一只粉红色的小袜子在地板上移动着。昨天，安妮用自己的袜子给小老鼠做了一张床。
安妮把这个小鼓包从地上捡了起来。
“吱吱。”
一只有着褐白相间皮毛的老鼠从袜子里探出了脑袋。它忽闪着一双大眼睛看看安妮，又看看杰克。
杰克笑出了声。“你好啊，花生米。”他说。
“你今天还会帮助我们吗？”安妮问。
在古代日本的历险中，小老鼠曾在杰克和安妮横渡小溪的时候帮助过他们。
“我们还要为仙女摩根再找到三样东西。”安妮说。
杰克把眼镜往上推了推。“首先，我们必须找到一条线索，然后才能知道从哪儿开始。”他说。


“猜猜我看到什么了？”安妮说。
“什么？”杰克问道。
“我们用不着东找西找了。”安妮指着树屋的一个角落。
阴影里有一本打开的书。








第二章
大虫子



“哇，”杰克捡起那本书说道，“昨天打开的是关于忍者的书，现在是这本。到底是谁把它打开的呢？”
杰克合上书，看向封面。封面上的图片是一座郁郁葱葱的森林。那些树非常高大，生长得十分茂密。封面上印着“热带雨林”的字样。
“哦，真棒。”杰克说。
“唉，倒霉。”安妮说。
“有什么不好吗？”杰克问。
“我在学校里学到过热带雨林，”安妮说，“里面全是大虫子和蜘蛛。”
“我知道，”杰克说，“它们有一半连名字都没有呢，人们根本不知道它们叫什么。”
“太恐怖了。”安妮说。
“多精彩啊。”杰克说。他想在热带雨林里写大量的笔记。说不定，他还能给一些未知的虫子命名呢。
“精彩？呸！”安妮说。她打了个哆嗦。
“这我就不明白了，”杰克说，“你看到恐龙都没害怕。”
“那又怎么样？”安妮问。
“你也不害怕城堡的卫兵和木乃伊的幽灵。”杰克说。
“那又怎么样？”安妮问。
“你也不害怕海盗和忍者。”杰克说。
“那又怎么样？”安妮问。
“你不害怕那些真正可怕的东西。可是对于小虫子和蜘蛛这样的东西却怕成这样。这不合情理。”杰克说。
“那又怎么样？”安妮问。
杰克叹了口气说：“听我说，我们必须到那儿去，我们得帮助仙女摩根。就是因为这个，这本书才会打开的。”
“我知道。”安妮皱着眉头说。
“另外，人们正在砍伐热带雨林，”杰克说，“你不想趁着还来得及，赶紧去看看吗？”
安妮深吸一口气，慢慢地点了点头。
“那好，咱们走吧。”杰克说。
他又把书翻开，指着里面的一幅图片。图片上是蓝天、绿叶和五颜六色的鲜花。


“请带我们去这里！”他说。
起风了。
“吱吱。”
“待在这儿别动，花生米。”安妮说着把小老鼠放进了自己的口袋。
风越刮越大。树屋开始旋转。
杰克紧紧地闭上眼睛。
风呼啸着。树屋旋转得越来越快。
然后，一切都静止了。
完完全全地静止不动了。
各种野生动物的声音突然响起，打破了寂静。
“叽叽喳喳！”
“嗡嗡嗡嗡！”
“啾啾啾啾！”








第三章
哎呀



杰克睁开了双眼。
空气又闷热又潮湿。
“我们好像落在灌木丛里了。”安妮说。
安妮透过树屋的窗户往外望。小老鼠从她的口袋里往外望。
杰克也朝树屋外面望去。
窗外，是一片闪亮的绿叶海洋。
那里有鲜花，有五彩缤纷的蝴蝶，还有各种鸟类，就像那本书里画的一样。
“真是太奇怪了，”杰克说，“不知道为什么，我们没有落在一棵树上，以前都是落在树上的。”
“不知道。”安妮说，“我们还是赶紧去给仙女摩根找那样东西吧，那样就能在碰到什么大虫子之前回家了。”
“等一等，似乎有点儿不对劲。”杰克说，“我们为什么会落在灌木丛里呢？最好看看书上怎么说。”
“哦，快走吧。”安妮说，“现在连绳梯都不需要了，我们可以直接从窗口翻出去。”
安妮把小老鼠放进口袋，然后向窗外伸出一条腿。
“等一等！”杰克抓住安妮的另一条腿。他看着书读道：
热带雨林分为四层。最上面一层是露生层，通常距地面至少四十五米。露生层下面是树冠层，枝繁叶茂。树冠层下面是林下叶层，再往下是地面层。

“快回屋里来！”杰克喊道，“我们可能在露生层，离地面至少有四十五米呢！”
“哎呀！”安妮喊了一声，退回到树屋里。
“我们还是从绳梯爬下去吧。”杰克说。他用双手和双膝着地，拨开盖在地板洞口上的落叶，往下看去。
绳梯似乎垂落在参天大树的树枝中间，再往下杰克就看不见了。
“我看不清那下面是什么。”他说，“我们千万要小心啊。”
杰克把热带雨林书塞进背包，然后把脚踩在了绳梯上。


他开始往下爬，安妮跟在后面，小老鼠藏在安妮的口袋里。
杰克拨开密密的树叶。
他来到了树冠层下面的林下叶层。
他低头往下看，地面离这儿是多么遥远啊。
“哦，天哪。”杰克轻声说了一句。
这里跟在树冠层上面看到的景象完全不一样。
阳光不见了，四下里一片寂静。空气虽然还很潮湿，但感觉比刚才凉爽了一些。
杰克忍不住颤抖了一下。他还从没见过这么阴森恐怖的地方呢。








第四章
数也数不清



杰克没有动弹。他只是一个劲儿地盯着下面。
“出什么事了？”安妮在上面大声问道。
杰克没有回答。
“你不会看见什么巨型蜘蛛了吧？”安妮问。
“呃……没有。”杰克深深吸了口气。
“我们必须继续下去。”他想，“我们必须为仙女摩根找到那样东西。”
“没有蜘蛛，没有什么可怕的东西。”杰克喊完，又开始顺着绳梯往下爬。
杰克和安妮向下穿过林下叶层，最后踏在地面层上。
这里一片昏暗，只有几道阳光斜射下来。
这里的树木都很高大，且枝繁叶茂，到处都是垂着的藤蔓和苔藓植物。地面上覆盖着厚厚的落叶。
“不要轻举妄动，我先查一下书。”杰克说。
他从背包里抽出热带雨林书，找到一幅图片，图片上画的正是树下的这个昏暗的世界。
在热带雨林里，许多生物会跟周围的环境融为一体。这种自我保护的方法被称作“伪装”。

“哦，天哪。”杰克合上书，打量着周围说，“这下面有一大堆生物呢，只是我们看不见它们。”
“真的？”安妮轻声问。
她和杰克在寂静的森林里四处张望。杰克感到有一些眼睛在暗处盯着他们。
“我们赶紧去找那样东西吧。”安妮压低声音说。
“可是上哪儿去找呢？”杰克问。
“我想我们马上就会知道的。”安妮说。她在昏暗的光线里转过身，往前走去。
杰克跟了上去。两人在高耸入云的大树间缓慢行走着，绕过了垂下来的藤蔓。
安妮突然停住脚步，说：“等一等!那是什么？”
“什么？”
“听，那个奇怪的声音。”
杰克仔细听了听。他听见了一种咔咔声，像是有人踩着落叶走路的声音。
杰克看了看四周，一个人影也没有。
可是声音越来越响了。
是头野兽？还是条巨大的、没有被命名的虫子？
就在这时，沉寂的森林突然有了生气。
鸟儿扑啦啦地飞到空中。青蛙在树叶上跳来跳去。蜥蜴噌噌地爬上树干。
那个奇怪的声音越来越响了。
“也许书上会有解释。”杰克说。他翻开那本书，找到了一幅图片，上面画着各种不同的动物在一起奔跑。他读道：
动物们听到咔咔的声音时，就会惊慌逃窜。这声音说明，由三千万只食肉的行军蚁组成的大军，正在浩浩荡荡地爬过落叶。

“是行军蚁！”杰克喊道，“有好几千万只蚂蚁呢！”
“在哪儿？”安妮大叫。
杰克和安妮惊慌地四处张望。
“那儿！”安妮伸手指着。
行军蚁——好几千万、数不清的蚂蚁——正在密密麻麻地爬过落叶。
“快跑到树屋里去！”安妮大声喊道。
“树屋在哪儿？”杰克慌乱地转过身。所有的树看上去都一个样。绳梯在哪儿呢？
“快跑吧！”安妮嚷道。
杰克和安妮拔腿就跑。
他们跑过厚厚的落叶。
跑过粗粗的树干。
跑过垂着的藤蔓和苔藓植物。
他们从裸露的粗树根上爬过。
杰克看见前面有一块空地，空地上洒满了阳光。
“那边！”他大喊一声。


杰克和安妮赶忙朝那片阳光跑去，一路拨开茂密的灌木丛。
他们跑到了一条河的岸边。
两人盯着浑浊的河水，河水在缓慢流淌着。
“你觉得那些蚂蚁会往这边来吗？”安妮气喘吁吁地问。
“不知道。”杰克说，“但是，我们只要往河里蹚几步就安全了，蚂蚁是不会下水的。快走吧。”
“看！”安妮突然说道。
她指着河边一根晃晃荡荡的大木头。木头里面被掏空了。
“看上去像一条独木舟。”杰克说。
他仔细听了听远处咔咔的声音，说：“我们上去吧，快点儿！”
杰克把书塞进背包。然后，他和安妮小心翼翼地登上了那条独木舟。
安妮从里面探出身子，用双手把独木舟推离了河岸。
“等一等！”杰克说道，“我们没有桨！”
“哎呀！”安妮惊叫道。
可独木舟已经开始在浑浊的河里缓缓移动了。








第五章
漂亮的鱼



“吱吱。”
安妮拍了拍口袋里的小老鼠。
“没关系，花生米。我们在河里，蚂蚁过不来，我们很安全。”她说。
“蚂蚁应该伤害不到我们了，”杰克说，“可是，这条独木舟在往哪儿走呢？”
杰克和安妮盯着河水。水面上方，挂在树枝上的藤蔓和苔藓植物低垂下来。
“我们最好在书里查一查。”杰克说。他把热带雨林书从背包里掏出来，迅速地翻看着。
很快，他找到了一幅河流的图片。他读道：
亚马孙河长达六千多千米，发源于秘鲁山区，流经巴西，汇入大西洋。亚马孙河流域拥有全世界一半以上的热带雨林。

杰克看着安妮。“我们在亚马孙河上，”他说，“它有六千多千米长呢！”
“哇！”安妮轻声叹道。她用一只手撩了撩河水。
“我要记一些笔记——”杰克说。他从背包里掏出笔记本，写道：


“杰克，快看那些漂亮的鱼，还长着牙齿呢。”安妮说。
“什么？”正在写字的杰克抬起头来问道。
安妮指着几条在独木舟附近游动的蓝色的鱼。鱼的肚子是红色的，嘴里的牙齿像刀一样锋利。
“当心！”杰克喊道，“这些不是漂亮的鱼，是水虎鱼！它们什么都吃！还会吃人呢！”
“哎呀！”安妮吓得轻叫了一声。
“我们最好回岸上去。”杰克说着把书放回背包里。
“怎么回去？”安妮说，“我们现在不能下水，独木舟上又没有桨。”
杰克努力让自己保持平静。“我们需要想个办法。”他说。杰克出神地盯着河水。独木舟很快就会从几根藤蔓下漂过。
“我等会儿会抓住一根藤蔓，”杰克说，“我们拉着它就能上岸了。”
“好主意。”安妮说。


独木舟在藤蔓下轻巧地滑过，杰克站了起来。
独木舟开始摇晃，杰克差点儿摔了出去。
“让独木舟保持平衡。”杰克喊道。
安妮把身体压向一边。杰克伸手去够藤蔓——没够到！
独木舟又从另外几根藤蔓下漂过。
杰克又伸手去抓。这次抓到了！
藤蔓冷冰冰的，上面还有鳞。它在扭动，在挣扎！
“啊啊！”杰克尖叫一声，身子往后一仰，跌进了独木舟。
这根藤蔓是活的！
原来是一条很长的绿色的蛇！
蛇从树上滑下来，扑通一声跌进水中，游走了。
“哦，天哪。”杰克说。
他和安妮神色惊恐地看着对方。
“现在该怎么办呢？”安妮说着，做了个鬼脸。
“嗯……”杰克看看河水。此刻，他们的头顶上没有藤蔓了。不过，有一根大树枝正在水面上漂着。
“快抓住那根树枝，”杰克说，“也许我们能拿它当船桨。”
独木舟离那根大树枝越来越近。安妮伸手去抓。
突然，树枝一下子蹿到了空中！
是一条鳄鱼！
“啊！”安妮尖叫起来，一下子跌回了独木舟里。
鳄鱼又大又长的嘴巴一张一合。它从独木舟旁边经过，顺着河流往前游走了。
“哦，天哪。”杰克轻声说。
这时，一声尖叫划破了寂静。
杰克和安妮吓得跳了起来。
“救命！”杰克喊。
他以为又会看见一只可怕的动物。
不料眼前是一只棕色的小猴子，尾巴挂在树上。








第六章
小猴子找麻烦



“吱吱！吱吱！”小老鼠的脑袋从安妮的口袋里探了出来。它似乎在朝小猴子吼叫。
“别担心，花生米，”安妮说，“它不过是一只小猴子，不会伤害我们的。”
可是，小猴子突然抓住树上的一颗红果子，朝独木舟扔了过来。
“当心！”杰克大喊一声。
红果子落进水里，溅起一片水花。
小猴子的尖叫声更响了。
它又抓了一颗红果子。
“别朝我们扔东西！”安妮高喊。
可是，小猴子又把红果子对着他们丢了过来。
杰克和安妮又猫腰躲闪。红果子扑通一声落进了水里。
“住手！”安妮大声喊道。
小猴子只是挥了挥胳膊，又尖叫起来。
“哦，讨厌！”杰克说，“我不敢相信这是真的。”
小猴子抓起第四颗红果子，对着杰克和安妮扔了过来。


砰！红果子落进了独木舟。
安妮捡起红果子。她站起身，把红果子朝小猴子扔回去。
没砸中。独木舟摇晃起来，安妮差点儿摔出去。
小猴子的尖叫声比刚才更响了。
“走开！”安妮喊道，“你是世界上最讨厌的家伙！”
小猴子不叫了。
它看了一眼安妮，然后身子一荡，钻进了森林。
“我好像让它伤心了。”安妮说。
“管它呢！”杰克说，“它就不应该扔东西。”
“糟了，”安妮说，“现在下雨了。”
“什么？”杰克说着抬起头，一滴雨点落进了他的眼睛。
“哦，倒霉。”杰克说。
“你以为这儿的天气会怎样呢？”安妮说，“这儿毕竟是热带雨林。”
一阵风朝独木舟刮过来。
雷声从天空中滚过。
“刮风、下雨的时候，待在河上是不安全的。”杰克说，“我们必须赶紧回到岸上去。现在就回去。”
“可是怎么回去呢？”安妮说，“我们不能蹚水，也不能游泳。水虎鱼、蛇和鳄鱼会咬死我们的。”
尖叫声再一次划破了寂静。
“哦，糟糕。”杰克说。那只讨厌的小猴子又回来了。
这次，小猴子用一根长长的棍子指着独木舟。
杰克蹲下身。难道小猴子要把棍子朝他们扔过来，就像投掷长矛那样？
安妮跳起来，对着那只小猴子。
“当心！它疯了。”杰克说。
然而，小猴子只是直直地盯着安妮，安妮也直直地盯着它。
过了很长时间，小猴子似乎露出了微笑。
安妮也朝它笑了。
“怎么回事？”杰克问。
“它想帮助我们。”安妮回答。
“怎么帮？”杰克不解地问。
小猴子伸出那根长长的棍子。
安妮抓住棍子的另一头。
小猴子使劲地拉棍子。独木舟开始朝岸边漂过去。
小猴子一直把独木舟拖到了河岸上。








第七章
别动



杰克和安妮从独木舟里跳了出来。
雨下得更大了。
小猴子动身离开。它从一棵树荡到另一棵树，顺着岸边往前荡去。它发出吱吱的尖叫，向杰克和安妮示意。
“它要我们跟着它！”安妮说。
“不！我们必须找到那样东西，然后回家！”杰克说。
“它想帮助我们！”安妮说着拔腿去追小猴子。
他们俩消失在了热带雨林里。
“安妮！”杰克喊道。
天空中雷声滚滚。
“唉，真没办法。”杰克说着冲过去追安妮和小猴子。他一头扎进了黑暗的森林。
真令人吃惊，森林里的地面竟然是干的。杰克抬起头。雨还在下，可是树冠就像一把巨大的雨伞。
“安妮？”杰克喊道。
“杰克！杰克！”安妮大叫。
“你在哪儿？”杰克喊道。
“这儿！”安妮大叫。
杰克赶紧朝安妮声音传来的地方冲去。
很快，他就发现了那只小猴子。小猴子尖叫着，从一棵树上荡过来。
安妮跪在森林的地面上。她在跟一只动物玩儿，那只动物看上去就像一只体形巨大的猫。
“那是什么？”杰克问。
“不知道，可是我特别喜欢它！”安妮说。
安妮拍了拍动物的爪子。动物身上的皮毛是金色的，有一些黑色的斑点。
“我得弄清这是什么动物。”杰克说。他掏出那本热带雨林书，开始翻看。
“哎呀，它多可爱啊。”安妮说。
杰克找到了一幅图片，图片上的动物长着带黑色斑点的金色皮毛。他读道：
美洲虎是西半球最大的食肉动物。


“别管它可爱不可爱了，”杰克说，“这肯定是美洲虎的幼崽。它会长大，然后成为最大的食肉动物，在……”
“什么食肉动物？”安妮问道。
“嗷嗷嗷！”不远处传来一声可怕的嗥叫。
杰克迅速转过身。
母美洲虎从一棵树后面走了出来。它悄然无声地踏着落叶，直冲安妮走来。
“别动！”杰克轻声说。
安妮立刻不动了。可是母美洲虎继续慢慢地朝她走来。
“救命啊。”杰克轻声呼救。
突然，那只小猴子从树上俯冲下来，一把抓住了母美洲虎的尾巴！
母美洲虎大吼一声，转过身去。
安妮赶紧跳开。
小猴子又拽了一下母美洲虎的尾巴，然后一松手逃走了。
母美洲虎纵身追了过去。
“快跑，安妮！”杰克喊道。
杰克和安妮在热带雨林里一路狂奔。他们是在逃命啊！








第八章
吸血蝙蝠



“等一等……”杰克上气不接下气地说，“我想我们已经逃出来了。”
杰克和安妮停了下来，大口喘气。
“我们在哪儿呢？”杰克问。
“那只小猴子呢？”安妮说着，扭头朝森林里张望，“你说，母美洲虎抓到它了没？”
“没有，小猴子动作那么敏捷。”杰克说。
“当然啦，母美洲虎也很敏捷。”杰克想。但是他不想告诉安妮这些。
“我希望它没事。”安妮说。
“吱吱。”花生米从安妮的口袋里探出头来。
“花生米！我差点儿把你忘记了！”安妮说，“你还好吗？”
小老鼠只是睁着它那双大眼睛看着安妮。
“它好像吓坏了，”杰克说，“可怜的花生米。”
“可怜的小猴子。”安妮说。她朝森林里张望着。
“我们最好在书里查查看。”杰克说。
他掏出那本书，在书页之间翻找，寻求帮助。
他翻到一幅图片时停了下来，图片上是一只非常吓人的动物。
“哦，天哪，这是什么？”他说。
杰克将图片下面的文字说明读了出来：
吸血蝙蝠生活在亚马孙热带雨林。夜晚，它们会悄无声息地叮咬受害者，吸食受害者的血。

“吸血蝙蝠？”杰克说。他感到脑袋有点儿发晕。
“吸血蝙蝠？”安妮说。
杰克点点头补充道：“天黑以后……”
安妮和杰克环顾四周。热带雨林似乎变得更加昏暗了。
“哎呀。”安妮看着杰克说，“也许我们应该回家了。”
杰克点点头。这是他第一次同意安妮的话。
“可是我们的任务怎么办？”安妮问，“仙女摩根怎么办？”
“我们还会回来的，”杰克说，“必须做好准备再来。”
“那我们是明天回来吗？”安妮问。
“是的。好了，树屋在哪个方向？”杰克问。
“这边。”安妮用手指着说道。
“是在那边。”杰克指着相反的方向说。
他们互相看着对方。“我们迷路了。”两人同时说道。
“吱吱。”
“别担心，花生米。”安妮说着又开始轻轻地拍着小老鼠。可是紧接着，她停住了。
“杰克，我觉得花生米是想帮我们。”安妮说。
“怎么帮？”杰克问。
“它在忍者时代就是这么帮我们的……”安妮说着把小老鼠放在落满树叶的地面上，“花生米，带我们去树屋吧。”
小老鼠立刻出发了。
“它要去哪儿？”安妮说，“我看不见它了！”
“那儿！”杰克说。他指着地上沙沙作响的树叶。
“没错，在那儿！”安妮说。
杰克和安妮跟着移动的树叶往前走。褐白相间的小身影一会儿出现，一会儿又消失了。
突然，杰克停住了脚步。
森林的地面一片寂静，看不见小老鼠的踪影。
“它在哪儿呢？”杰克问。
他使劲盯着地面。
“杰克！”安妮叫道。
杰克扭头一看。安妮站在不远处的一棵树旁边，用手指着上面。
杰克抬头望去。
树屋。
“哎呀！”杰克轻声说道。
“它又救了我们。”安妮说，“快看！它正顺着绳梯往上跑呢。”
安妮指着绳梯。


小老鼠正顺着绳梯一侧嗖嗖地往上爬。
“我们上去吧。”杰克说。
安妮开始往绳梯上爬，杰克紧随其后。
他们跟着小老鼠，一直爬到了热带雨林的树冠层上。








第九章
那样东西



杰克和安妮爬进了树屋。
小老鼠坐在一摞书上。
安妮拍了拍小老鼠的脑袋。“谢谢你。”她轻声说道。
“我要写几条关于热带雨林的笔记。”杰克说，“你把宾夕法尼亚的书找出来吧。”
安妮开始找那本宾夕法尼亚的书——每次都是这本书把他们带回了家。
杰克掏出他的笔记本。
他本来打算在热带雨林里写大量的笔记，可是目前，写在本子上的只有一行字：


“不在这儿！”安妮说。
“什么？”杰克抬起头说，并在树屋里扫视了一圈。
安妮说得对。那本宾夕法尼亚的书不见了。
“我们离开家的时候，它在这儿吗？”杰克问道。
“我不记得了。”安妮回答。
“哦，天哪，”杰克说，“现在我们没办法返回蛙溪了。”
“这就是说，当那些吸血蝙蝠出来活动的时候，我们还在这儿。”安妮说。
有什么东西从树屋的窗户飞了进来。
“啊啊！”安妮和杰克吓得赶紧捂住脑袋。
砰。
什么东西砸在了地上。是一颗红果子。
杰克抬头一看。那只小猴子坐在窗台上。它把脑袋歪向一边，似乎正在朝他们咧嘴嬉笑。
“你平安无事了！”安妮对小猴子说。
“谢谢你救了我们。”杰克说。
小猴子只是咧嘴笑着。
“我想问你一个问题。”安妮指着那颗红果子说，“你为什么不停地朝我们扔这些东西？”
小猴子抓起红果子。
“别！别扔！”杰克说着低头躲闪。
可是小猴子并没有扔红果子。
它把红果子递给安妮。它的嘴唇在动，似乎想说些什么。
安妮盯着小猴子的眼睛。小猴子又动了动嘴唇。
“哇！”安妮轻声说道，“我现在明白了。”
“明白什么？”杰克问。
安妮从小猴子手里接过那颗红果子。“这个就是，”她说，“就是我们需要的东西。”
“什么东西？”杰克问。
“就是我们要为仙女摩根寻找的那几样东西中的一样呀，”安妮说道，“为了把她从魔咒下解救出来。”
“你确定吗？”杰克问。
安妮还没来得及回答，杰克就看见了那本宾夕法尼亚的书。
“看！我们的书！”他指着书说道。
“我们找到了东西，所以就能看见那本书了。”安妮说，“规则就是这样的，记得吗？”


杰克点点头。他这会儿想起来了。忍者大师说过，只有找到了他们所寻找的东西，他们才能看见那本宾夕法尼亚的书。
小猴子尖声大笑起来。
杰克和安妮都看着它。它噼里啪啦地拍着巴掌。
安妮也跟它一起放声大笑。“你怎么知道要把这个给我们？”她问道，“是谁叫你这么做的？”
小猴子只是朝杰克和安妮挥了挥手，然后转过身，荡出了树屋。
“等一等！”杰克看着窗外说道。
来不及了。小猴子已经消失在树冠层下面了。
“再见！”安妮大声喊道。
从下面那个神秘的世界里，传来了一声快乐的尖叫。
杰克叹了口气，又拿起了笔记本。他看着自己写的那句话：


在他们离开前，他必须再写点儿什么。他迅速在后面加上了——


杰克把笔记本收起来。安妮拿起宾夕法尼亚的书。
“现在真的该离开了。”她说。
她翻到蛙溪树林的那幅图片。“请带我们回家。”她指着图片说道。
起风了。
树叶开始颤动。
树屋开始旋转，越转越快。
然后，一切都静止了。
完完全全地静止不动了。








第十章
完成了一半任务





“吱吱。”
杰克睁开眼睛。小老鼠在树屋的窗台上。
“我们到家了。”安妮说。
杰克放心地长舒了一口气。
安妮对着下午的阳光，举起了那颗红果子。
“这到底是什么呢？”她问道。
“也许书里写着呢。”杰克回答。
他掏出那本热带雨林书，翻了翻，找到了一幅红果子的图片。“在这儿呢！”他说。他大声念道：
杧果味道很甜，像桃子一样。

“杧果？嗯……”安妮把红果子贴近自己的嘴唇。
“喂！”杰克从她手里一把夺过杧果说，“我们得把它跟月光石放在一起。”
杰克把杧果放在地板上的字母M上。它的旁边就是那块晶莹剔透的月光石。
“月光石……杧果。”安妮轻声念着，听上去像在念咒语。
“已经完成了一半任务，”杰克说，“还要拿到两样东西。”
“然后我们就能把你解救出来了，仙女摩根！”安妮大声说道。好像仙女摩根就在附近似的。
“你怎么知道她能听见你说话？”杰克问。
“我能感觉到。”安妮说。
“噢，真是服了你。”杰克说。他要得到更多证据才会相信。
“吱吱。”小老鼠正看着杰克和安妮。
“我们现在要把你留在这儿了。”杰克对小老鼠说。
“吱吱。”
“我们能带它一起走吗？”安妮问道。
“不行，”杰克说，“妈妈不会让我们在家里养小老鼠的。她不喜欢小老鼠，记得吗？”
“怎么会有人不喜欢小老鼠呢？”安妮说。
杰克笑了起来。“怎么会有人不喜欢蜘蛛呢？”他说。
“那不一样。”安妮拍了拍小老鼠的脑袋说，“再见了，你在这儿等着我们，我们明天就回来。”
杰克也拍了拍小老鼠。“再见了，花生米。谢谢你帮助我们。”他说。
“吱吱。”
杰克把关于热带雨林书放在了忍者的书上面。
然后，他和安妮一起离开了树屋。
他们顺着绳梯爬下来，踏在地面上。
他们开始在蛙溪树林里穿行。
树叶的影子在光线里舞动着。
一只鸟叫了起来。
“这树林跟热带雨林完全不一样。”杰克想。
“这里没有母美洲虎，没有行军蚁，”他说，“也没有小猴子。”
“你知道吗，那只小猴子根本不是故意使坏，”安妮说，“它只是想给我们那颗杧果。”
“我知道。其实，根本没有什么动物在故意使坏。”杰克说，“行军蚁只是在赶路，没做别的。”
“水虎鱼只是在做水虎鱼该做的。”安妮说。
“蛇只是在做蛇该做的。”杰克说。
“鳄鱼只是在做鳄鱼该做的。”安妮说。
“母美洲虎只是在照顾它的孩子。”杰克说。
安妮打了个哆嗦。“我还是不喜欢大虫子。”她说。
“你用不着喜欢它们。”杰克说，“只要你不去惊扰它们，它们就不会来烦你。”
“实际上，整个热带雨林都是这样的。”杰克想，“每个人都不应该去惊扰它。”
“谁会在意虫子有没有名字呢？”他轻声说道，“它们知道自己是谁就行了。”
杰克和安妮走出了蛙溪树林。
他们走上回家的街道，金灿灿的阳光照耀着路面。
“比比谁跑得快！”安妮说。
两人拔腿就跑。
跑进了家里的院子。


跑上了门前的台阶。
“到啦！”他俩同时大喊，争着推开家门。



无花果树、榕小蜂、猴子、蝙蝠和鸟类的共生
1.榕小蜂钻进无花果的花朵，在里面产卵。它们也把花粉带到别的树上去，替无花果授粉。


2.经过榕小蜂的授粉，无花果树结果。果实中长满了种子。


3.猴子、蝙蝠和小鸟吃下无花果的果实，当它们在不同的地方排便时，无花果种子便随之散落在森林的各个角落。


4.无花果种子在掉落的地方开始生根、发芽，最终长成一棵新的无花果树。





雨林里的孩子
在雨林里长大的孩子会学习到很多知识。让我们来看一看他们都学了些什么吧。
1.吃什么
雨林里的一些动植物是有毒的，所以雨林里的孩子要学会分辨哪些东西有毒、哪些东西没毒。


2.打猎、采集和做饭
女孩儿要学习采摘植物，并将它们做成美味的菜肴。男孩儿则要学习如何使用长矛、弓箭和网进行捕猎。


3.娱乐
一天的劳作结束后，雨林里的人们会围坐在一起讲故事，有时还会唱歌、跳舞。所以，孩子们从小就能从父母和亲戚那里学习到这些技艺。
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勇斗剑齿虎
神奇树屋·故事系列·基础版#7
[美] 玛丽·波·奥斯本/著
[美] 萨尔·莫多卡/绘

内容简介:
这一次，兄妹俩乘着神奇树屋来到亚马孙热带雨林，遇见神经兮兮的猴子、凶猛残暴的鳄鱼、顶级猎食者美洲虎还有传说中的吸血蝙蝠… 经历了雨林历险之后，两人能成功找到第二样东西、帮助仙女摩根破解她身上的魔法吗？








Dear Reader,
Did you know there’s a Magic Tree House® book for every kid? From those just starting to read chapter books to more experienced readers, Magic Tree House® has something for everyone, including science, sports, geography, wildlife, history…and always a bit of mystery and magic!


Happy reading!






Here’s what kids and grown-ups have to say about the Magic Tree House® books:
“Oh, man…the Magic Tree House series is really exciting!” —Christina
“I like the Magic Tree House series. I stay up all night reading them. Even on school nights!” —Peter
“Jack and Annie have opened a door to a world of literacy that I know will continue throughout the lives of my students.” —Deborah H.
“As a librarian, I have seen many happy young readers coming into the library to check out the next Magic Tree House book in the series.” —Lynne H.






#1: DINOSAURS BEFORE DARK
#2: THE KNIGHT AT DAWN
#3: MUMMIES IN THE MORNING
#4: PIRATES PAST NOON
#5: NIGHT OF THE NINJAS
#6: AFTERNOON ON THE AMAZON
#7: SUNSET OF THE SABERTOOTH
#8: MIDNIGHT ON THE MOON
#9: DOLPHINS AT DAYBREAK
#10: GHOST TOWN AT SUNDOWN
#11: LIONS AT LUNCHTIME
#12: POLAR BEARS PAST BEDTIME
#13: VACATION UNDER THE VOLCANO
#14: DAY OF THE DRAGON KING
#15: VIKING SHIPS AT SUNRISE
#16: HOUR OF THE OLYMPICS
#17: TONIGHT ON THE
TITANIC
#18: BUFFALO BEFORE BREAKFAST
#19: TIGERS AT TWILIGHT
#20: DINGOES AT DINNERTIME
#21: CIVIL WAR ON SUNDAY
#22: REVOLUTIONARY WAR ON WEDNESDAY
#23: TWISTER ON TUESDAY
#24: EARTHQUAKE IN THE EARLY MORNING
#25: STAGE FRIGHT ON A SUMMER NIGHT
#26: GOOD MORNING, GORILLAS
#27: THANKSGIVING ON THURSDAY
#28: HIGH TIDE IN HAWAII
For a list of Magic Tree House® Merlin Missions and other Magic Tree House® titles, visit MagicTreeHouse.com.
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One summer day in Frog Creek, Pennsylvania, a mysterious tree house appeared in the woods.
Eight-year-old Jack and his seven-year-old sister, Annie, climbed into the tree house. They found it was filled with books.
Jack and Annie soon discovered that the tree house was magic. It could take them to the places in the books. All they had to do was to point to a picture and wish to go there.
Jack and Annie visited the times of dinosaurs, knights, pyramids, pirates, and ninjas. Along the way, they discovered that the tree house belongs to Morgan le Fay. Morgan is a magical librarian from the time of King Arthur. She travels through time and space, gathering books.
In their last adventure, Night of the Ninjas, Jack and Annie learned that Morgan was under a spell. To free her, Jack and Annie have to find four special things.
In old Japan, they found the first thing: a moonstone.
Now Jack and Annie are about to set out in search of the second thing…in Afternoon on the Amazon.







“Hurry, Jack!” shouted Annie.
Annie ran into the Frog Creek woods.
Jack followed her.
“It’s still here!” Annie called.
Jack caught up with Annie. She stood beside a tall oak tree.
Jack looked up. The magic tree house was shining in the afternoon sunlight.
“We’re coming, Peanut!” Annie called.
She grabbed the rope ladder and started up.
Jack followed. They climbed and climbed. Finally they climbed into the tree house.
“Peanut?” said Annie.
Jack took off his backpack. He looked around.
Sunlight slanted across a stack of books—books about ninjas, pirates, mummies, knights, and dinosaurs.
The letter M shimmered on the wooden floor. M for Morgan le Fay.
“I don’t think Peanut’s here,” said Jack.
“I wonder where she is,” said Annie.
“How do you know Peanut’s a she?” asked Jack.
“I just know it,” said Annie.
“Oh, brother,” said Jack.
Squeak!
Annie laughed. “Look, Jack!”
A small pink sock was moving across the floor. Yesterday Annie had turned her sock into a bed for Peanut.

Annie picked up the tiny lump.
Squeak.
A brown-and-white mouse peeked out of the sock. She looked from Annie to Jack with her big eyes.
Jack laughed. “Hi, Peanut,” he said.
“Will you help us again today?” asked Annie.
In old Japan, Peanut had helped them when they’d gotten lost.
“We have to find three more things for Morgan,” said Annie.
Jack pushed his glasses into place. “First we have to find a clue that tells us where to begin,” he said.
“Guess what,” said Annie.
“What?” said Jack.
“We don’t have to look very far.” She pointed at a corner of the tree house.
In the shadows was an open book.






“Wow,” said Jack, picking up the book. “The ninja book was open yesterday. Now this one. Who opened them?”
Jack closed the book and looked at the cover.
It showed a picture of a green forest. The trees were very tall and close together.
On the cover were the words The Rain Forest.
“Oh, wow,” said Jack.
“Oh, no,” said Annie.
“What’s wrong?” said Jack.
“I learned about the rain forest in school,” said Annie. “It’s filled with big bugs and spiders.”
“I know,” said Jack. “Half of them have never even been named.”
“It’s creepy,” said Annie.
“It’s neat,” said Jack. He wanted to take lots of notes in the rain forest. Maybe he could even name some unknown bugs.
“Neat? Yuk,” said Annie. She shivered.
“I don’t get it,” said Jack. “You weren’t afraid of dinosaurs.”
“So?”
“You weren’t afraid of the castle guards or the mummy’s ghost.”
“So?”
“You weren’t afraid of pirates or ninjas.”
“So?”
“You’re not afraid of really scary things. But you’re afraid of little bugs and spiders. That doesn’t make sense.”
“So?”
Jack sighed. “Listen,” he said. “We have to go there. To help Morgan. That’s why the book was left open.”
“I know that,” said Annie, frowning.
“Plus, the rain forests are being cut down,” said Jack. “Don’t you want to see one before it’s too late?”
Annie took a deep breath and slowly nodded.
“Okay, then, let’s go,” said Jack.
He opened the book again. He pointed to a picture that showed blue sky, green leaves, and bright flowers.


“I wish we could go there,” he said.
The wind began to blow.
Squeak.
“Stay here, Peanut,” said Annie as she put the mouse in her pocket.
The wind picked up. The tree house started to spin.
Jack squeezed his eyes shut.
The wind was whistling now. The tree house was spinning faster and faster.
Then everything was still.
Absolutely still.
Wild sounds broke the silence.
Screeeeeech!
Buzzzzzzz!
Chirp! Chirp!






Jack opened his eyes.
The air was hot and steamy.
“It looks like we landed in some bushes,” said Annie.
She was peeking out of the tree house window. Peanut was peeking out of Annie’s pocket.
Jack peeked out of the tree house, too.
They had landed in a sea of shiny green leaves. Outside there were flowers, bright butterflies, and birds. Just as in the book.
“That’s strange,” said Jack. “I wonder why we didn’t land in a tree. The way we always do.”
“I don’t know,” said Annie. “But let’s hurry and find the thing for Morgan. So we can get back home before we meet any big bugs.”
“Wait. This seems weird,” said Jack. “I don’t understand why we landed in bushes. I’d better read about this.”
“Oh, come on,” said Annie. “We don’t even need the ladder. We can just climb out the window.”
Annie put Peanut in her pocket. She stuck one leg out the window.
“Wait!” Jack grabbed Annie’s other leg. He read:
The rain forest is in three layers. Thick treetops, often over 150 feet in the air, make up the top layer. This is called the forest canopy. Below the canopy is the understory, then the forest floor.

“Get back in here!” cried Jack. “We’re probably more than 150 feet above the ground! In the forest canopy!”
“Yikes!” said Annie. She slipped back into the tree house.
“We have to use the ladder,” said Jack. He got on his hands and knees. He moved leaves away from the hole in the floor. He looked down.
The ladder seemed to fall between the branches of a giant tree. But Jack couldn’t see beyond that.
“I can’t tell what’s down there,” he said. “Be careful.”
Jack put the rain forest book in his backpack. Then he stepped onto the rope ladder.
He started down. Annie followed with Peanut in her pocket.
Jack pushed through the leaves.
He came to the understory below the canopy.
He looked down at the forest floor. It was very far away.
“Oh, man,” whispered Jack.
This world was completely different from the one above the treetops.
Now that they were out of the sun, it was cooler. It was also damp and very quiet.
Jack shivered. It was the spookiest place he had ever seen.






Jack didn’t move. He kept staring down at the forest floor.
“What’s wrong?” Annie called from above.
Jack didn’t answer.
“You don’t see any giant spiders, do you?” Annie said.
“Well…no.” Jack took a deep breath.
We have to keep going, he thought. We have to find the special thing for Morgan.
“No spiders. Nothing scary,” Jack called. And he started down the ladder again.
Jack and Annie climbed down through the understory. Finally they stepped onto the forest floor.
Only a few rays of light slanted through the gloom.
The trees were very, very tall and very wide. Vines and moss were hanging everywhere. The ground was covered with dead leaves.
“Before we do anything, I’d better check the book,” said Jack.
He pulled out the rain forest book. He found a picture of the dark world under the treetops.
He read:
In the rain forest, many living creatures blend in with their surroundings. This is called camouflage.
“Oh, man,” said Jack. He closed the book and looked around. “There’re tons of creatures down here. We just can’t see them.”
“Really?” whispered Annie.
She and Jack peered around at the quiet forest. Jack felt unseen eyes watching them.
“Let’s hurry and find the special thing,” whispered Annie.
“How will we know when we find it?” Jack said.
“I think we’ll just know,” said Annie. She headed off through the gloom.
Jack followed. They crept between the huge trees and past hanging vines.
Annie stopped. “Wait—what’s that?”
“What’s what?”
“Listen—that weird sound.”
Jack listened. He heard a crackling sound. It sounded like a person walking over leaves.
Jack looked around. He didn’t see anyone.
But the sound got louder.
Was it an animal? A giant bug? One that had never been named?
Just then the silent forest came alive.
Birds took off into the air. Frogs hopped over the leaves. Lizards ran up the tree trunks.
The weird noise grew louder and louder.
“Maybe the book explains it,” said Jack. He opened the book. He found a picture of different animals running together. He read:
When animals hear a crackling sound, they flee in panic. The sound means that 30 million flesh-eating army ants are marching through the dead leaves.
“It’s army ants!” cried Jack. “Millions of them!”
“Where?” cried Annie.
Jack and Annie looked around wildly.
“There!” Annie pointed.


Army ants—millions and millions of them—were marching over the leaves!
“Run to the tree house!” cried Annie.
“Where is it?” said Jack, whirling around. All the trees looked the same. Where was the rope ladder?
“Just run!” cried Annie.
Jack and Annie took off.
They ran over the dead leaves.
They ran between wide tree trunks.
They ran past the hanging vines and mosses.
They climbed over thick roots.
Jack saw a clearing ahead. It was filled with sunlight.
“That way!” he cried.
Jack and Annie hurried toward the light. They pushed their way through the bushes.
They burst onto the bank of a river.
They stared at the slow-moving brown water.
“Do you think the ants will come this way?” Annie said, panting.
“I don’t know,” said Jack. “But if we wade a few feet into the river, we’re safe. The ants won’t go into the water. Come on.”
“Look!” said Annie.
She pointed to a big log rocking at the edge of the river. The inside of the log was dug out.
“It looks like a canoe,” said Jack. He listened to the crackling sound in the distance. “Let’s get in it. Quick!”
Jack shoved the book into his backpack. Then he and Annie carefully climbed into the dug-out log.
Annie leaned out of it. She pushed away from the bank with her hands.
“Wait!” said Jack. “We don’t have paddles!”
“Oops,” said Annie.
The canoe started moving slowly down the muddy river.






Squeak.
Annie patted the little mouse in her pocket.
“It’s okay, Peanut. The ants can’t get us in the river. We’re safe,” she said.
“Maybe safe from the ants,” said Jack. “But where is this canoe going?”
Jack and Annie stared at the river. Branches spread over the water. Vines and mosses hung down from them.
“We’d better look this up,” said Jack. He pulled the rain forest book out of his backpack and flipped through it.
Soon he found a picture of a river. He read:
The Amazon River stretches over 4,000 miles from the mountains of Peru, across Brazil, to the Atlantic Ocean. The river basin contains over half of the rain forests in the world.
Jack looked at Annie. “We’re on the Amazon River,” he said. “It’s more than four thousand miles long!”
“Wow,” Annie whispered. She looked at the river. She trailed her hand through the water.
“I have to make some notes—” Jack said. He pulled his notebook out of his pack. He wrote:


“Jack, look at those pretty fish with the teeth,” said Annie.
“What?” Jack glanced up from his writing.
Annie was pointing at some blue fish swimming near the boat. The fish had red bellies and razor-sharp teeth.
“Watch it!” cried Jack. “Those aren’t pretty fish. They’re piranhas! They’ll eat anything! Even people!”
“Yikes,” whispered Annie.
“We better get back on shore,” said Jack, putting the books in his backpack.
“How?” said Annie. “We can’t go in the water now. And we don’t have any paddles.”
Jack tried to stay calm. “We need a plan,” he said.
Jack stared at the river. The canoe would soon float under some vines.
“I’ll grab a vine,” said Jack. “And pull us to shore.”
“Good idea,” said Annie.
As they glided under the branches, Jack stood up.
The canoe rocked. He nearly fell out.
“Balance the canoe,” said Jack.
Annie leaned to one side. Jack reached—he missed!
The canoe floated under more branches.
Jack reached for another thick vine.
He grabbed it!

It was cold and scaly. It wiggled and jerked!
“Ahhh!” Jack screamed and fell back into the canoe.
The vine was alive!
It was a long green snake!
The snake fell from the tree. It splashed into the water and swam away.
“Oh, man,” said Jack.
He and Annie stared in horror at each other.
“What now?” said Annie, making a face.
“Well…” Jack looked at the river. There were no vines up ahead. But there was a big branch floating on the water.
“Grab that branch near you,” said Jack. “Maybe we can use it for a paddle.”
The canoe floated closer to the branch. Annie reached for it.
Suddenly the branch rose into the air!
It was a crocodile!
“Help!” screamed Annie, and she fell back into the canoe.
The crocodile opened and closed its huge, long jaws. Then it moved past the canoe and swam up the river.
“Oh, man,” whispered Jack.
A screeching sound split the air.
Jack and Annie jumped.
“Help!” said Jack.
He expected to see another terrible creature.
But all he saw was a small brown monkey, hanging by its tail from a tree.






Squeak! Squeak! Peanut poked her head out from Annie’s pocket. She seemed to be yelling at the monkey.
“Don’t worry, Peanut,” said Annie. “He’s just a little monkey. He won’t hurt us.”
But suddenly the monkey grabbed a big red fruit hanging from the tree. He hurled it at the canoe.
“Watch it!” shouted Jack.
The fruit fell into the water with a splash.
The monkey screeched even louder.
He grabbed another fruit.
“Don’t throw things at us!” shouted Annie.
But the monkey hurled the red fruit right at them.


Jack and Annie ducked again. And the fruit splashed into the water.
“Stop that!” Annie shouted.
But the monkey only waved his arms and screeched again.
“Oh, brother,” said Jack. “I don’t believe this.”
The monkey grabbed a third fruit and hurled it at Jack and Annie. It landed inside the canoe with a thump.
Annie grabbed the fruit. She stood up and threw it back at the monkey.
She missed. The canoe rocked. Annie almost fell out.
The monkey screeched even louder.
“Go away!” Annie shouted. “You’re the meanest thing in the world!”
The monkey stopped screeching.
He looked at Annie. Then he swung away. Into the forest.
“I think I hurt his feelings,” said Annie.
“Who cares?” said Jack. “He shouldn’t throw things.”
“Uh-oh,” said Annie. “It’s raining now.”
“What?” Jack looked up. A raindrop hit him in the eye.
“Oh, no. I don’t believe this,” Jack said.
“What’d you expect?” said Annie. “It is the rain forest.”
A gust of wind blew the canoe.
Thunder rolled in the sky.
“A river’s a bad place to be in a storm,” said Jack. “We have to get back to shore. Right now.”
“But how?” said Annie. “We can’t wade or swim. The piranhas, the snake, and the crocodile will get us.”
Screeching split the air again.
“Oh, no,” said Jack. The bratty monkey was back.
This time, the monkey was pointing a long stick at the canoe.
Jack crouched down. Was the monkey going to hurl the stick at them? Like a spear?
Annie jumped up and faced the monkey.
“Watch it! He’s nuts,” said Jack.
But the monkey just stared at Annie. And Annie just stared back at him.
After a long moment, the monkey seemed to smile.
Annie smiled back.
“What’s going on?” said Jack.
“He wants to help us,” Annie said.
“Help us how?” said Jack.
The monkey held out the long stick.
Annie grabbed the other end.
The monkey pulled on the stick. The canoe started floating toward him.
The monkey pulled the canoe all the way to the bank of the river.






Jack and Annie jumped out of the canoe.
The rain was starting to fall harder.
The monkey took off. He swung from tree to tree, heading up the riverbank.
He screeched and beckoned to Jack and Annie.
“He wants us to follow him!” said Annie.
“No! We have to find the special thing. Then go home!” said Jack.
“He wants to help us!” said Annie. She took off after the monkey.
The two of them vanished into the rain forest.
“Annie!”
Thunder shook the sky.
“Oh, brother,” said Jack.
He dashed after Annie and the monkey. Into the dark forest.
The forest seemed surprisingly dry.
Jack looked up. It was still raining. But the treetops acted like a huge umbrella.
“Annie?” called Jack.
“Jack! Jack!” cried Annie.
“Where are you?”
“Here!”
Jack hurried in the direction of Annie’s voice.
Soon he found the monkey. He was screeching and swinging from a tree.
Annie was kneeling on the forest floor. She was playing with an animal that looked like a giant kitten.
“What’s that?” Jack said.
“I don’t know, but I love it!” said Annie.
Annie batted the animal’s paws. It had gold fur and black spots.
“I’d better find out what it is,” said Jack. He pulled out the rain forest book and flipped through it.
“Oh, it’s so cute,” said Annie.
Jack found a picture of an animal with gold fur and black spots. He read:
The jaguar is the biggest predator in the western hemisphere.
“Forget cute,” Jack said. “That must be a baby jaguar. It’s going to grow up and be the biggest predator in—”
“What’s a predator?” asked Annie.
GRRR! There was a terrible growl.
Jack whirled around.
The mother jaguar was coming out from behind a tree. She was creeping over the dead leaves—right toward Annie.

“Freeze!” whispered Jack.
Annie froze. But the jaguar kept moving slowly toward her.
“Help,” said Jack weakly.
Suddenly the monkey swooped down from his tree. He grabbed the jaguar’s tail!
The cat roared and spun around.
Annie jumped up.
The monkey pulled the jaguar’s tail again. Then he let go and took off.
The jaguar sprang after him.
“Run, Annie!” cried Jack.
Jack and Annie took off through the rain forest. They ran for their lives!






“Wait—” said Jack, panting. “I think we got away.”
Jack and Annie stopped running and caught their breath.
“Where are we?” said Jack.
“Where’s the monkey?” said Annie, looking back at the forest. “Do you think the jaguar caught him?”
“No, monkeys are fast,” said Jack.
Of course, jaguars are fast, too, Jack thought. But he didn’t want to tell Annie that.
“I hope he’s okay,” said Annie.
Squeak. Peanut peeked out of Annie’s pocket.
“Peanut! I almost forgot you!” said Annie. “Are you okay?”
The mouse just stared at Annie with her big eyes.
“She looks scared,” said Jack. “Poor Peanut.”
“Poor monkey,” said Annie. She looked around at the forest.
“We’d better check the book,” Jack said.
He pulled out the book. He turned the pages, searching for help.
He stopped at a picture of a scary creature.
“Oh, man. What’s this?” he said.
Jack read the writing below the picture. It said:
Vampire bats live in the Amazon rain forest. At night, they quietly bite their victims and suck their blood.
“Vampire bats?” said Jack. He felt faint.
“Vampire bats?” said Annie.
Jack nodded. “After dark.”
Annie and Jack looked around. The rain forest seemed to be getting even darker.
“Yikes,” said Annie. She looked at Jack. “Maybe we should go home.”
Jack nodded. For once he agreed with her.
“But what about our mission?” said Annie. “What about Morgan?”
“We’ll come back,” said Jack. “We’ll have to be prepared.”
“So we’ll come back tomorrow?” Annie asked.
“Right. Now which way is the tree house?” said Jack.
“This way,” said Annie, pointing.
“That way,” said Jack, pointing in the opposite direction.
They looked at each other. “We’re lost,” they said together.
Squeak.
“Don’t worry, Peanut.” Annie started to pat the mouse again. But then she stopped.
Squeak. Squeak. Squeak.
“Jack, I think Peanut wants to help us,” said Annie.
“How?”
“The way she helped us in the time of ninjas—”
Annie placed the mouse on the leafy forest floor. “Take us to the tree house, Peanut.”
The mouse took off.
“Where’d she go?” said Annie. “I don’t see her!”
“There!” said Jack. He pointed to leaves rustling on the ground.
A streak of white passed over the leaves.
“Yes, there!” said Annie.
Jack and Annie followed the moving leaves. The streak of white appeared. And disappeared.
Suddenly Jack stopped.
The forest floor was still. There was no sign of Peanut.
“Where is she?” asked Jack.
He kept staring at the ground.
“Jack!”
Jack glanced around. Annie was standing on the other side of a nearby tree. She was pointing up.
Jack looked up.
The tree house.
“Oh, whew,” Jack said softly.
“She saved us again,” said Annie. “She’s running up the ladder. All by herself. Look.”
Annie pointed at the rope ladder.
Peanut was climbing up one of the ropes.
“Let’s go,” Jack said.


Annie started up the ladder. Then Jack.
They followed Peanut all the way up to the canopy of the rain forest.






Jack and Annie climbed into the tree house.
Peanut was sitting on a stack of books.
Annie patted Peanut’s little head. “Thanks,” she said softly.
“I have to write some notes about the rain forest,” said Jack. “You find the Pennsylvania book.”
Annie began searching for the Pennsylvania book—the book that always took them home.
Jack pulled out his notebook.
He had wanted to take lots of notes here. But all he’d written so far was:

“It’s not here!” said Annie.
“What?” Jack looked up. He glanced around the tree house.
Annie was right. The Pennsylvania book was nowhere in sight.
“Was it here before we left home?” said Jack.
“I don’t remember,” said Annie.
“Oh, man,” said Jack. “Now we can’t get back to Frog Creek.”
“That means we’ll be here when the vampire bats come out,” said Annie.
Something came flying through the tree house window.
“Ahhh!” Jack and Annie hid their heads.
Thud.
Something hit the floor. A red fruit.
Jack looked up. The monkey was sitting in the window. His head was cocked to one side. He seemed to be grinning at them.
“You’re safe!” said Annie.
“Thanks for saving us,” said Jack.
The monkey just grinned.
“I have just one question,” said Annie. She pointed at the fruit. “Why do you keep throwing those at us?”
The monkey grabbed the fruit.
“No! Don’t throw it!” said Jack. He ducked.
But the monkey didn’t throw the fruit.
He held it out to Annie. He moved his lips as if he were trying to say something.


Annie stared into the monkey’s eyes. He moved his lips again.
“Wow,” Annie said softly. “I understand now.”
“Understand what?” said Jack.
Annie took the fruit from the monkey. “This is it,” she said. “The thing we need.”
“What thing?” said Jack.
“One of the special things we’re supposed to find for Morgan,” Annie said. “To free her from the spell.”
“Are you sure?” said Jack.
Before Annie could answer, Jack saw the Pennsylvania book. “Look! Our book!” he said, pointing.
“We found the thing. And now we can see the book,” said Annie. “That’s the way it works, remember?”
Jack nodded. Now he remembered. The ninja master said they wouldn’t be able to find the Pennsylvania book until they had found what they were looking for.
The monkey screeched with laughter.
Jack and Annie looked at him. He was clapping his hands together.
Annie laughed with him. “How did you know to give this to us?” she said. “Who told you to do that?”
The monkey just waved at Jack and Annie. Then he turned and swung away out of the tree house.
“Wait!” said Jack, looking out the window.
Too late.
The monkey was gone. He had vanished below the treetops.
“Good-bye!” called Annie.
A happy screech came from the mysterious world below.
Jack sighed. He picked up his notebook again. He looked at his writing:

He had to write something before they left. He quickly added—

Jack put away his notebook. Annie picked up the Pennsylvania book.
“Now it’s really time to leave,” she said.
She turned to the picture of the Frog Creek woods. “I wish we could go there,” she said, pointing at the picture.
The wind started to blow.
The leaves began to tremble.
The tree house began to spin.
It spun faster and faster.
Then everything was still.
Absolutely still.






Squeak.
Jack opened his eyes. Peanut was on the tree house windowsill.
“We’re home,” said Annie.
Jack breathed a sigh of relief.
Annie held the fruit up to the afternoon light.
“What exactly is this?” she asked.
“Maybe it’s in the book,” Jack answered.
He pulled out the rain forest book. He flipped through the pages. He came to a picture of the red fruit.
“Here it is!” he said. He read out loud:
“The mango has a sweet taste like that of a peach.”
“Mango? Hmmm,” said Annie. She brought the fruit close to her lips.
“Hey!” said Jack, grabbing the mango from her. “We have to put it with the moonstone.”
Jack placed the mango on the M carved into the floor. Next to the clear moonstone.
“Moonstone…mango,” whispered Annie. It sounded like a spell.
“We’re halfway there,” said Jack. “Two more to go.”
“Then we can free you, Morgan!” Annie called, as if Morgan were nearby.
“How do you know she can hear you?” said Jack.
“I just feel it,” Annie said.
“Oh, brother,” said Jack. He needed more proof than that.
Squeak. Peanut was looking at Jack and Annie.


“We have to leave you now,” Jack said to the mouse.
Squeak.
“Can’t we take her with us?” said Annie.
“No,” said Jack. “Mom won’t let us keep a mouse in the house. She doesn’t like mice, remember?”
“How could anyone not like a mouse?” said Annie.
Jack smiled. “How could anyone not like a spider?” he said.
“That’s different.” Annie patted Peanut’s head. “Bye,” she said. “Wait for us here. We’ll be back tomorrow.”
Jack patted the mouse, too. “Bye, Peanut. Thanks for your help,” he said.
Squeak.
Jack put the rain forest book on top of the book about ninjas.
Then he pulled on his backpack. And he and Annie left the tree house.
They climbed down the rope ladder. They stepped onto the ground.
They started walking through the Frog Creek woods.


Leaf shadows danced in the light.
A bird called out.
These woods are very different from the rain forest, Jack thought.
“There’re no jaguars or army ants here,” he said. “No little monkeys.”
“You know, that monkey was never being mean,” said Annie. “He was just trying to give us the mango.”
“I know. Actually, nothing was being mean,” said Jack. “The army ants were just marching. That’s what army ants do.”
“The piranhas were just being piranhas,” said Annie.
“The snake was just being a snake,” said Jack.
“The crocodile was just being a crocodile,” said Annie.
“The jaguar was just taking care of her baby,” said Jack.
Annie shuddered. “I still don’t love bugs,” she said.
“You don’t have to love them,” said Jack. “Just leave them alone. And they won’t bother you.”
In fact, that’s true about the whole rain forest, Jack thought. Everyone should just leave it all alone.
“Who cares if the bugs don’t have names?” he said softly. “They know who they are.”
Jack and Annie stepped out of the Frog Creek woods.
They started walking up their street. It was lit with a golden light.
“Race you!” said Annie.
They took off running.
They ran across their yard.
They raced up their steps.
“Safe!” they shouted together, tagging their front door.


























Rain forest children learn a lot growing up in the forest. Here are some of their lessons:
1.  What to eat.
Some rain forest plants and animals are poisonous. Rain forest children learn what’s good to eat, and what’s dangerous.

2.  How to hunt, gather, and cook.
Girls learn to find good plants to eat and how to cook them.
Boys learn to hunt animals with spears, bows and arrows, and nets.

3.  How to have fun!
Most rain forest people tell stories together at the end of the day. They sometimes dance and sing. Rain forest children learn the dances and songs and stories from their parents and other relatives.
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神奇树屋·故事系列·基础版#5

[美] 玛丽·波·奥斯本/著
[美] 萨尔·莫多卡/绘
马爱农/译





亲爱的小读者：
很高兴在“神奇树屋”系列图书与你们见面。这里有你们喜欢的魔法和冒险故事，还有你们感兴趣的科学、历史、地理、文化、艺术、自然和体育等知识。相信无论是刚开始阅读桥梁书的小朋友，还是有丰富阅读经验的青少年，都会通过这套书爱上阅读。
学会阅读和热爱阅读是自由的“通行证”，能帮你们跨越和打破一个又一个边界和界限。你们可以从中获取知识，帮助自己克服生活中所面临的各种困难，还可以从中发现最好的自己，并用自己的才能去帮助别人。
祝你们阅读愉快！
玛丽·波·奥斯本

  





 
	安妮
七岁，富有想象力和好奇心。
爱幻想，爱开玩笑，喜欢小动物。
行动派，面对危险时充满勇气。
	



 
 
	

	杰克
八岁，热爱知识和书籍。
善于思考和分析问题，有做笔记的习惯。
认真冷静，常常能从书中找到脱离险境的办法。
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引子





夏季的某一天，在美国宾夕法尼亚州的蛙溪树林里，出现了一个神秘的树屋。
八岁男孩杰克和他七岁的妹妹安妮爬进了树屋，发现里面装满了各种各样的书籍。
很快，杰克和安妮就发现，树屋有种神奇的魔力。只要他们拿起一本书，指着书中的图片说想去那里，树屋就能带着他们穿越时空到达那个地方。
杰克和安妮拜访过恐龙、骑士、金字塔、海盗和忍者，还有亚马孙热带雨林。
在这个过程中，他们发现这座树屋的主人是仙女摩根。仙女摩根是亚瑟王时代一位会魔法的图书馆管理员，她正在穿越古今，收集世界各地的书籍。
杰克和安妮在进行第五次冒险旅行时，在树屋里发现了一只小老鼠。安妮给这位新朋友起了个名字：花生米。
杰克和安妮还发现了仙女摩根留下的一张字条。字条告诉他们，仙女摩根中了魔咒，杰克和安妮必须找到四样特殊的东西，才能把她解救出来。
他们在古代日本找到了第一样，在亚马孙热带雨林找到了第二样。
现在，杰克、安妮和小老鼠准备再次出发，去剑齿虎出没的地方找第三样东西……








第一章
神秘的M



“我们去树屋看看吧。”安妮提议。
她和杰克刚上完游泳课，在回家的路上刚好经过蛙溪树林。
“不，我想回家把泳衣换掉。”杰克说。
“哎呀，那太花时间了。”安妮着急地说，“你不想尽快把仙女摩根救出来吗？”
“当然想啊。”杰克说。
“那就快走吧！别等太阳落山了！”安妮催促道。
她一阵风似的冲进了树林。
杰克叹了口气，只好把换掉泳衣的想法丢到一边。
他把眼镜往上推了推，跟着安妮走进了蛙溪树林。
温暖的空气里，有一股绿色植物的清香。
杰克在斑驳的光影间行走。不一会儿，他便来到了一片小小的林间空地上。
杰克抬头望去。那座神奇的树屋就在树林里最高的那棵橡树上呢。
“快点儿！”安妮喊道。她顺着绳梯往树屋上爬。


杰克抓住绳梯，跟着她一起爬了上去。
终于，他们来到了树屋里。
“吱吱。”一只小老鼠蹲在窗台上。
“你好啊，花生米！”安妮问候道。
杰克拍了拍小老鼠的脑袋。
“对不起，我们来晚了，”安妮说，“可是没办法，我们得去上游泳课。”
“吱吱。”
“我们不在的时候，这里发生过什么事吗？”安妮在树屋里看了一圈问道。
杰克看着刻在地板上的那个大大的字母M。
字母上面，放着一块月光石和一颗杧果。这是他们在最近两次探险旅途中找到的意义非凡的东西。
“嘿，你猜怎么着？”杰克说，“月光石（Moonstone）和杧果（Mango）都是以字母M开头的，就像‘摩根’（Morgan）这个词的开头字母一样。”
“你说得对。”安妮说。
“我敢说，我们要找的四样东西都是以字母M开头的。”杰克断定。
“没错。”安妮说，“不知道下一样东西该去哪儿找。”
她和杰克盯着树屋里的那一堆书。有关于亚马孙热带雨林、忍者、海盗、木乃伊和恐龙的书，也有关于骑士和城堡的书。
那些书都是合上的，只有墙角的一本书是摊开着的。
“我们这就去弄弄清楚。”杰克说。
杰克和安妮朝那本摊开的书走去。
在书翻开的那一页上有一幅图片，图片上画的是岩石和积雪。
“哇！”安妮用手指抚摸着画面说，“我特别喜欢雪，真希望我们立刻就能去那儿。”
“等一等，”杰克说，“我们还没有做好准备呢。”接着他想到了另一件事，“而且我们还穿着泳衣呢！快停下！”
“哎哟！”安妮叫了一声。


已经来不及了。
起风了。
树叶开始颤动。
树屋开始旋转，越转越快。
然后，一切都静止了。
完完全全地静止不动了。








第二章
骨头



杰克、安妮和小老鼠朝窗外望去。
灰蒙蒙的天空中飘着雪花。
树屋落在了树林里最高的一棵树上，周围的参天大树都是光秃秃的。
树林坐落在一片开阔的白色原野上。远处是怪石嶙峋的悬崖。
“真……真冷啊！”安妮说。她的牙齿在不停地打架。她用毛巾紧紧地裹住自己的身体。
“吱——吱。”
听上去，小老鼠也觉得冷了。
“可怜的花生米，”安妮说，“我把你放在杰克的背包里吧，那里面会暖和一些。”
安妮把小老鼠塞进了杰克的背包。
“我们必须赶紧回家，”杰克说，“我们需要保暖的衣服。”
“现在没办法回家，”安妮说，“我们肯定找不到那本宾夕法尼亚的书，因为只有完成了任务才能看到它，你忘了吗？魔法就是这么规定的。”
“哦……好吧。”杰克说。他环顾了一下四周。那本每次都把他们带回家的关于宾夕法尼亚的书，此刻果然消失得无影无踪。
安妮再一次朝窗外看去。“我们现在到底是在哪儿呢？”她疑惑地问。
“我会弄清楚的。”杰克说。
他拿起那本摊开的书，念出封面上的字：“冰川时代的生活。”
“冰川时代？”安妮说，“怪不得这么冷呢。”
“我们最好赶快找到第三样东西，”杰克说，“晚了肯定会冻死的。”


“看，”安妮小声说道，“有人。”
她用手指着窗外。
杰克也看见了：悬崖上有四个身影，两个大人、两个小孩——手里都拿着长矛。
“他们是谁？”安妮好奇地问。
“我在书里查查看。”杰克说。


他看见书里有一幅图片上画着几个人。他把上面的文字念给安妮听：
早期的欧洲现代人类被称为克鲁马努人。

在冰川时代晚期的欧洲，这些人有时会生活在悬崖上的洞穴里。

“他们为什么拿着长矛呢？”安妮问。
杰克翻过一页，又找到一幅克鲁马努人的图片。他大声念道：
克鲁马努人经常全家一起狩猎。

他们在地上挖很深的坑，然后用树枝把坑盖起来，做成陷阱。

等驯鹿和猛犸象来的时候，就把它们赶进去。

“把动物困在陷阱里……那它们该有多难过啊。”安妮说。
“不，不能这么想。”杰克说，“这些人不打猎就活不下去了。要知道，在他们那个时候可没有超市。”
远处的那家人翻到悬崖的另一边，不见了。
“快走吧，我快冻死了。”杰克焦急地说，“我们得抓紧时间，趁克鲁马努人打猎的时候，找到那样东西。”
“可是我还想见见那家人呢。”安妮说。
“别胡扯了。”杰克说，“他们没有书可看，不会从书上知道我们是谁。他们会把我们当成敌人，朝我们扔长矛的。”
“哎呀！”安妮说。
杰克把书放到一边。
“吱吱。”小老鼠从背包里探出了脑袋。
“待在里面别动。”安妮吩咐道。
杰克紧了紧背包，开始顺着绳梯往下爬。
安妮也跟了下来。
到了冰雪皑皑的地面上，他们冷得互相紧靠在一起。
寒风刺骨。杰克用毛巾裹住自己的脑袋。乱纷纷的雪花打在他的眼镜片上。
“喂，杰克，”安妮说，“你看我。”安妮戴上了她的游泳镜。“这样就能挡住雪花了。”她说。
“真是一个好主意。”杰克赞叹道，“再用毛巾把你的脑袋包住。你身体的大部分热量都是从头部散发出去的。”
安妮用毛巾包住了脑袋。
“我们应该找一个洞穴或者什么暖和的地方。”杰克说。
“我相信在那些悬崖上肯定有洞穴。”安妮说。
她和杰克开始在白雪茫茫的荒野上穿行。积雪还不太深，但是风刮得很大。
“我怎么说的来着！”安妮指着岩石间的一处豁口——是洞穴。
他们朝洞穴跑去。
“当心。”杰克提醒道。他们小心翼翼地走进了昏暗的洞穴。
虽然里面只比外面稍微暖和一点点，但是至少风刮不进来了。
在灰蒙蒙的光线里，他们跺了跺沾在运动鞋上的雪。
安妮摘掉了游泳镜。
“这里有一股臭味。”杰克说。
“是啊，闻着像一条淋了雨的狗。”安妮回答。
“让我看看能发现一些什么。”杰克说。
他掏出了那本冰川时代的书。
“我去里面看看吧。”安妮说，“说不定那个以字母M开头的东西就在这洞穴里呢。然后我们就能回家暖和暖和了。”
杰克站在洞口，这样他才能看清书上的字。
“这个洞穴里有许多树枝。”安妮说。
“什么？”杰克问。他并没有把目光从书上移开。
“不，等一等。我想它们都是骨头。”安妮说。
“骨头？”杰克问。
“是啊，这里面有好多的骨头，地上全是。”安妮说
这时，杰克在书里翻到一幅图片，图片上的洞穴里堆满了骨头。
“我好像听见了什么动静。”安妮说。
杰克把图片下方的文字读了出来：
冰川时代的大洞熊身高超过2米。这些熊比今天的灰熊还要高大和凶猛。

大洞熊的洞穴里堆满了它们祖先的骨头。

“安妮！”杰克轻声叫道，“快回到这儿来！”
他们是在一头大洞熊的洞穴里。








第三章
啊



“安妮！”杰克又压低声音叫道。
安妮没有回答。杰克把书轻轻地放进了背包，往洞穴的深处走去。
“安妮！”他稍稍提高了一点儿声音。
他的脚踩在了骨头上。
那种淋湿的狗所散发的气味儿更强烈了。
他继续往前走，走进臭烘烘、黑乎乎的洞穴深处。
突然，他撞到了什么东西，吓得倒抽了一口冷气。
“杰克？”安妮问，“是你吗？”
“你没听见我叫你吗？”杰克轻声说道，“我们必须赶快离开这儿！”
“等一等，”安妮说，“有人在那里面睡觉，你听见打呼声了吗？”
杰克听见一阵低沉而浑厚的呼噜声。高一声，低一声。高一声，低一声。
“那不是人，”杰克说道，“是一头大洞熊！”
雷鸣般的打呼声，震得空气都在颤动。


“哎呀！”安妮吓了一跳。
“快走！快走！”杰克催促道。
他和安妮在洞穴里奔跑，脚下踩着那些骨头，一口气跑到外面纷飞的雪花中。
他们一个劲儿地往前跑。在坠落的岩石间奔跑，在怪石嶙峋的悬崖下奔跑。
终于，他们停下脚步，转过身去。
眼前只有茫茫的白雪、岩石，还有他们自己的脚印。
大洞熊没有追上来。
“刚才好险哪，”安妮说，“幸亏运气还不错。”
“是啊，”杰克说，“它可能一直都没醒过来。我们只是自己吓自己。”
安妮往杰克身边靠了靠。“啊！我快要冻死了。”她说。
“我也是。”杰克回答。
他摘下眼镜，擦去镜片上的雪花。寒风呼呼地吹着他的光腿。
“哇！”安妮说，“你看。”她指着杰克身后的什么东西。
“什么？”杰克把眼镜重新戴上，转身问道。
悬崖下面有一大块突出的岩石。岩石下面是另一个洞穴。
洞穴里好像透出了一点儿黄色的亮光。
它看上去舒适、安全、温暖。








第四章
洞穴里的孩子



杰克和安妮轻手轻脚地摸到洞穴口，朝里面望去。
里面有一个火堆，火苗跳跃着，发出红色的光。
在离火很近的地方，放着刀、斧和掏空了的石头。
墙上整整齐齐地钉着一些兽皮。
“肯定有人住在这儿。”安妮说。
“也许，这里就是我们看见的那几个克鲁马努人的家。”杰克环顾着四周说道。
“我们进去暖和暖和吧。”安妮说。
杰克和安妮轻轻走到火边，伸出手去烤火。
他们的影子在石墙上晃动。
杰克掏出那本冰川时代的书，找到一幅洞穴的图片。他念道：
克鲁马努人能用动物、植物和石头做许多东西。他们用猛犸象的骨头做出类似长笛的乐器，把植物纤维编织成绳子，还用石头制作斧头和刀子。

杰克掏出笔记本和铅笔，写道：


“看我！”安妮说。
杰克抬头一看，安妮身上穿着一件大衣。
大衣有帽子，袖子长长的。衣摆几乎垂到安妮的运动鞋上。
“你是从哪儿拿的？”杰克说。
“从那堆毛乎乎的兽皮上。”安妮用手指着说，“那些肯定是他们的衣服，可能还没有完全缝好。”
她拿起另一件大衣，递给了杰克。
“试试这件吧，真的很暖和。”她说。
杰克把背包和毛巾放在硬邦邦的泥土地上，然后穿上了那件大衣。他感觉确实非常暖和——而且很柔软。
“我们看起来就像洞穴里的孩子。”安妮说。
“吱吱。”小老鼠从杰克放在地上的背包里探出了脑袋。
“你待在里面别动，”安妮说，“这里没有适合你穿的衣服。”
小老鼠缩回背包里。
“不知道这些大衣他们是怎么做成的。”杰克好奇地说。
他打开书翻了翻，找到一幅图片，上面是一些克鲁马努女人在做针线活。他念道：
克鲁马努女人用燧石摩擦驯鹿皮，使其变得柔软。她们用骨针把兽皮缝在一起，做成衣服。

杰克在他的笔记本上加了一行：




“我们借克鲁马努人的衣服穿，但愿他们不会生气。”杰克说。
“为了感谢他们，”安妮说，“也许我们应该把我们的毛巾送给他们。”
“好主意。”杰克说。
“还有我的游泳镜。”安妮加了一句。
他们把这两件礼物放在了剩下的那些兽皮上面。
“趁他们还没有回家，我们在洞穴里好好看看吧。”杰克提议道。
“那里面太黑了，”安妮说，“什么都看不清。”
“我要弄明白克鲁马努人是怎么能在黑暗中看见东西的。”杰克说。
他打开冰川时代的书，找到了一幅图片，上面画着一些克鲁马努人，拎着奇形怪状的提灯。
他把图片下面的文字大声念给安妮听：
克鲁马努人会做石灯。他们把石头掏空，在里面填

满动物脂肪，然后把用苔藓做的灯芯点燃。

“那儿！”安妮指着火边的两块石头说。
石头被掏空的地方有一些黏糊糊的白色东西，还有一根苔藓。
“我们必须多加小心。”杰克说。
他拿起其中一块石头。石头比汤碗小一些，但是却重得多。
杰克把它凑到火堆边，点燃了石头中心的那根苔藓。
然后，他把另一盏石灯也点亮，递给安妮。
“用两只手捧着。”他吩咐道。
“我知道。”安妮回答。
杰克把书夹在胳膊底下。他和安妮捧着石灯，朝洞穴里面走去。
“嘿，真想知道这个口会通往哪儿。”安妮说着举起石灯，照向墙上的一个开口处。
“我在书里查查看。”杰克说。
他放下手里的石灯，飞快地翻着那本冰川时代的书。
“我想这是一条地道。”安妮说道，“我去看看就来。”
“等一下。”杰克急忙说。
可是晚了——安妮已经钻了进去，不见了踪影。
“唉，真没办法。”杰克叹着气说道。
他合上书，往开口里张望。
“快回来！”他叫道。
“不！你到这儿来！”安妮回答。她的声音听上去很遥远。“你看了肯定不会相信的！”
杰克拿起书和石灯。他一猫腰，也钻进了这条狭小的地道。
“哇！”安妮的声音从那边传来。
杰克可以看见安妮的石灯在地道的另一头闪烁。
杰克俯下身子，匆匆地朝安妮跑去。在地道的尽头，有一个特别大的洞穴，洞顶很高。
安妮把石灯凑近墙壁。
“看。”她的声音在洞穴里回荡。
墙上用红色、黑色和黄色的笔画着各种动物。
有大洞熊、狮子、大角鹿，还有驯鹿、野牛、长毛犀牛和猛犸象。
在跳跃的火光下，这些史前动物看上去像活的一样。








第五章
雪地上的足迹



“哇，这是什么地方？”杰克问道。
“也许是画廊。”安妮回答。
“我看不像。”杰克说，“这地方太不方便进来参观了。”


他仔细阅读书上关于洞穴壁画的介绍：
两万五千年前，克鲁马努人把他们捕猎到的动物画在墙壁上。

他们相信壁画能赋予人力量，帮助人控制那些动物。

“哇，你看这个。”安妮突然说。
她看着眼前墙壁上的一幅画。
画上的那个形象，有和人一样的腿和胳膊，但长着驯鹿的犄角和猫头鹰的脸，手里似乎还拿着一支笛子。
杰克又回过头来看书。他找到了一幅关于这个形象的图片。他把图片下方的文字读了出来：
克鲁马努人可能会受到巫师（又称“动物大师”）的指引。

巫师多半戴着驯鹿的犄角，这样就能使自己像驯鹿一样奔跑。

他们也会戴猫头鹰的面具，这样目光就能像猫头鹰一样敏锐。

“这是什么？”安妮问道。
“动物大师，”杰克说，“是一位巫师。”
“哦，天哪，”安妮压低声音说道，“就是他。”
“什么就是他？”
“他就是我们要找的人。”
“为什么？”
“他也许是仙女摩根的朋友。”安妮说。
杰克慢慢地点了点头。“也许吧。”他说。
“我们去找他吧。”安妮提议。
他们从地道返回，走进最初来的那个洞穴。
“我们最好把这些石灯放回去。”杰克说。
他和安妮把石灯吹灭，然后把它们重新放回到火边。
杰克的背包就放在那堆兽皮旁边，他把冰川时代的书塞进背包。
“花生米呢？”安妮问。
杰克往背包里看了看。“它不见了。”杰克说。
“哦，糟糕！”安妮喊了起来，“它肯定是在我们看壁画的时候爬出去了。”
“花生米！”杰克叫了起来。
“花生米！”安妮也跟着呼唤。
安妮在洞穴里走过来，走过去，在角落里仔细寻找。
杰克在火堆周围找，把每一张毛乎乎的兽皮都掀开来看。
“杰克！快过来！”安妮突然喊道。
她站在靠近洞口的地方。
雪已经停了。
雪地上有一些小小的脚印。








第六章
随风而来的歌



“是花生米的脚印。”安妮说，“我们必须赶紧找到它，不然它会冻死的。”
她用驯鹿皮大衣裹紧身体，往雪地里走去。
杰克背上背包，跟了上去。
小老鼠的脚印指引着他们在岩石间穿行，回到了那片开阔的原野上。
风越刮越猛了。雪在地上打着旋儿，盖住了那些小小的脚印。
“我看不见脚印了！”安妮哀叫道。
此刻，她和杰克站在白茫茫的原野中，注视着被狂风横卷的积雪。
小老鼠的脚印消失了。
“哎呀！”安妮轻轻叫了一声，眼睛向上看着。
杰克循着她的目光望去。在一道悬崖上，赫然出现了一只老虎，一只巨大的老虎，正露着两根尖尖的大长牙。
“剑齿虎。”杰克说。
“但愿它没有看见我们。”安妮悄声说。
“是啊。”杰克压低声说，“我们最好赶快回树屋吧。”
杰克和安妮轻手轻脚地往回走。杰克扭头看了一眼那道悬崖。
剑齿虎已经不见了。
“哦，天哪，”杰克说，“它跑到哪儿去了呢？”
“我们赶快去树林！”安妮喊道。
杰克和安妮拔腿跑了起来。他们跑过白雪皑皑的原野，跑向远处那些光秃秃的参天大树。
突然，杰克听见咔吧一声。
杰克脚下的地面塌了，他跟着掉了下去。
安妮也掉了下去，落在杰克旁边。
在他们身下，是一堆树枝、积雪和泥土。
两人挣扎着站起来。杰克把眼镜往上推了推。
“你没事吧？”他问安妮。
“没事。”安妮回答。
两人同时抬头看去。他们此时在一个很深的洞里，只能看见一片片乌云在头顶的天空移动。
“这是一个陷阱。”杰克说，“肯定是被克鲁马努人用树枝盖住了。因为树枝被雪覆盖了，所以我们没看见。”
“没办法出去了。”安妮说。
安妮说得对，他们被困住了。洞太深，他们根本爬不出去。
“我觉得自己像一只掉进陷阱的动物。”安妮说。
“我也是。”杰克说。
突然，远处传来一声嗥叫。
“是剑齿虎！”安妮轻声说道。
杰克掏出那本冰川时代的书。
他翻到一幅剑齿虎的图片，念出图片下方的文字：
剑齿虎是冰川时代最凶猛的动物。它袭击人类，也袭击猛犸象和其他大型动物。

“哦，天哪！”杰克惊叫一声。
“听！”安妮一把抓住杰克说。
“什么？”杰克吓了一跳。
“我听见了音乐声。”安妮说。
杰克侧耳倾听。可是他只能听见呼呼的风声。
“你听见了吗？”安妮问。
“没有。”杰克回答。
“仔细听啊。”安妮说。
杰克闭上眼睛，全神贯注地听。
他听见了风声。但是这次，他还听见了另一种声音，一种奇怪的、萦绕不绝的音乐声。
“啊！”安妮大喊了一声。
杰克睁开眼睛。
一个戴着驯鹿犄角和猫头鹰面具的人正在洞口处盯着他们。
“巫师。”杰克小声地说。










第七章
巫师的礼物



巫师没有说话。他透过猫头鹰面具往外看。
“求求你，救我们出去吧。”安妮说。
巫师把一根绳子扔进洞里，杰克一把抓住。
“他想把我们拉上去。”安妮说。
杰克抬头往上看，巫师不见了。
“他去哪儿了？”杰克疑惑地问。
“快拉绳子。”安妮提议道。
杰克拉了拉，绳子绷紧了，开始往上升。
“我先来！”安妮高兴地说。
“安妮，这可不是在做游戏。”杰克提醒道。
“别担心，我会当心的。”安妮说。
杰克把绳子交给安妮。“好吧，千万要抓牢了。”他叮嘱道。
安妮用两只手抓住绳子。她双脚蹬了一下洞壁，和绳子一起悬空升了上去。
她用脚一点儿一点儿轻轻蹬着洞壁——终于升到了洞口。
巫师又出现了，杰克看见他把安妮扶了上去。接着他们俩都消失了。
杰克感到很纳闷。巫师刚才是用两只手来扶安妮的。那么，是谁在抓着绳子的另一头呢？
“哇！”外面传来了安妮的声音。
发生了什么事？杰克完全被蒙在了鼓里。
那个巫师又回来了，再次把绳子扔了下来。
杰克一把抓住绳子。绳子开始往上升。
杰克把绳子抓得紧紧的。他的两只脚悬空了。他感到双手火辣辣地疼，手臂好像要被拽脱臼了似的。
但他还是牢牢抓着绳子不松手，双脚一下下地蹬在洞壁上。
到了洞口，巫师把杰克拉到了白雪皑皑的地面上。
“谢谢。”杰克说着站起身来。
巫师个子很高，穿着一件长长的毛皮袍子。透过猫头鹰面具，杰克可以看见他的眼睛。
“喂！”安妮喊道。
杰克转过身。
安妮竟然坐在一头猛犸象上。
“吱吱。”小老鼠蹲在猛犸象的脑袋上。
那头猛犸象就是一头巨型大象，长着一身杂乱粗硬的红毛和两根弯弯的长牙。
那根绳子的一端就绕在猛犸象粗壮的脖子上。
“是露露把我们拉上来的。”安妮说。
“露露？”杰克不解地问。
“你不觉得露露这个名字很适合它吗？”安妮说。
“亏你想得出来！”杰克说。他迈步朝猛犸象走去。
“对了，‘猛犸象’（Mammoth）这个词是以字母M开头的，”安妮说，“说不定露露就是我们要找的那样东西！”
“我认为不是。”杰克说。
突然，庞然巨兽猛犸象跪了下来，就像马戏团里的一头大象。
“哎呀！”安妮惊叫道。她抓住猛犸象的耳朵，不让自己滑下去。
巫师扶着杰克爬到了猛犸象的背上。
“谢谢。”杰克说。
然后，巫师把手伸进一个小袋子，掏出一根光滑的白骨头，递给了杰克。
骨头中间是空的，一侧有四个孔，另一侧有两个孔。
“哦，天哪，我想这就是他的笛子。”杰克说，“我在那本书里看到过，这笛子是用猛犸象的骨头做的。”
杰克把笛子还给巫师。
“真漂亮。”杰克很有礼貌地说。
可是巫师举起了一只手。
“他要你留着这根猛犸象骨头。”安妮解释道。
“猛犸象骨头，”杰克喃喃地说，“嘿，也许这就是第三样东西。”
杰克看着巫师，问：“你认识仙女摩根吗？”
巫师没有回答，但他的眼睛闪烁着慈祥的光。
巫师转过身，解开猛犸象身上的绳子。然后，他在这头毛乎乎的庞然大物耳边低语了几句。
猛犸象站起来时，杰克紧紧地抓住安妮的大衣，以免自己摔下去。他感觉离地面非常非常远。
杰克贴着安妮的身体，坐在猛犸象的脑袋和拱起的后背之间，那里有一个凹陷的地方。


猛犸象迈着缓慢而沉重的步子，踏着积雪往前走，然后逐渐加快了速度。
他们随着猛犸象的步伐上下颠簸。杰克问：“我们这是要去哪儿？”
“去树屋呀！”安妮回答。
“它怎么知道树屋在哪儿？”杰克不解地问。
“它就是知道。”安妮说。
杰克扭头往后看。
巫师正站在白茫茫的积雪中，注视着他们。
然而就在这时，乌云散开了，太阳露了出来。
阳光映在雪地上，刺得杰克睁不开眼。
当他眯起眼睛细看时——巫师已经消失了。








第八章
大游行



巨大的猛犸象在辽阔的原野上行走。
“看！”安妮说。她指着远处的一群大角鹿。它们都长着巨大的、伸展得很开的鹿角。
“看那儿！”杰克说。一群驯鹿进入他们的视野。驯鹿优雅地在雪地上跳跃。
接着，在茫茫雪原上，一头长毛犀牛也加入它们的队伍。后面还跟着一头野牛！
大角鹿、驯鹿、长毛犀牛和野牛，都与驮着杰克和安妮的猛犸象一起往前走，中间隔着一段距离。
它们似乎在护送杰克和安妮返回树屋。
积雪在阳光的映照下熠熠生辉。
“这是一场大游行，”杰克想，“真是太奇妙了。”
他们离那片大树林越来越近了。
“我没说错吧，”安妮说道，“露露会带我们回家的。”
然而就在这时，猛犸象发出一声喊叫。动物们纷纷四下逃窜。
小老鼠也尖叫起来。
杰克扭头看看四周。
在他们身后，那只剑齿虎正在阳光映照下的雪地上缓缓移动！
猛犸象大声咆哮，猛地向前冲去。
杰克和安妮差点儿被甩下来。
杰克紧紧地抓住安妮。安妮和小老鼠紧紧抓住猛犸象乱蓬蓬的毛。
猛犸象疯狂地在旷野上奔跑，响声惊天动地。
“哎呀！”杰克和安妮大声嚷道。
猛犸象冲进了树林。
剑齿虎也绕着树走了进来，站在了猛犸象和那棵最高的树之间。
他们被困住了。
剑齿虎开始一步步地朝猛犸象逼近。
猛犸象发出凶狠的咆哮。
杰克知道，剑齿虎能把任何动物置于死地，包括猛犸象。
剑齿虎把脑袋低了下来，那双着了火一般的眼睛死死地盯着猛犸象。它嘴里长长的白牙在阳光下闪闪发亮。










第九章
动物大师



剑齿虎纵身向前一扑。
杰克惊恐地瞪大了眼睛。
“快吹笛子。”安妮小声提醒。
“她疯了吗？”杰克想道。
“试试看！”安妮说。
杰克把用猛犸象骨头做的笛子举到唇边，吹了起来。
笛子发出一种奇怪的声音。
剑齿虎愣住了。它狠狠地瞪着杰克。
杰克的手在发抖。
剑齿虎大声嗥叫。它又往前跨了一步。
猛犸象咆哮着，用脚跺着大地。
“吹笛子！”安妮说，“不要停！”
杰克又吹了起来。
剑齿虎又愣住了。
杰克吹啊吹啊，吹得气都喘不过来了。
剑齿虎发出一声声嗥叫。
“它还在呢，”安妮轻声说道，“继续吹啊。”
杰克闭上眼睛，深深吸了口气。然后，他用尽全力吹起来，手指在骨笛的孔上来来回回按着。
笛子的声音很奇怪——似乎来自另外一个世界。
“它离开了！”安妮压低声音说。
杰克睁开眼睛。剑齿虎正在灰溜溜地朝悬崖走去。
“我们成功了！”安妮说。
杰克放下笛子。他感到一阵说不出的疲倦。
猛犸象高兴地舞动着它的长鼻子。
“去树屋吧，露露。”安妮说。
猛犸象舒了口气，然后笨重地朝最高的那棵树走去。
杰克骑在猛犸象的背上，抓到那架绳梯。他把绳梯稳住，递给安妮。
安妮抚摸着猛犸象巨大的耳朵，说：“再见了，露露。谢谢你。”
她一把抓住绳梯，随即开始往上爬。小老鼠也爬了上去。
等安妮和小老鼠爬进树屋后，杰克才爬上绳梯。


他扭过头看着猛犸象。“再见了，好样的。”他说，“现在快回家吧，当心那只剑齿虎。”
猛犸象转过身，慢慢走进暮色。
当它消失在视线中时，杰克开始顺着绳梯往上爬。他双手一撑，钻进了树屋。
“给你！”安妮说着把那本宾夕法尼亚的书递给了杰克。
杰克笑了。现在他相信他们真的找到了第三样以字母M开头的东西。他们的任务完成了。
“在我们离开之前，必须把这些大衣还回去。”安妮提醒道。
“噢，对。”杰克说。
他们脱掉身上的驯鹿皮大衣，扔到树下。
“好冷啊！”安妮说，“但愿克鲁马努人能找到它们。”
杰克出神地望着窗外，他想最后再看一眼这个史前世界。
太阳落到山丘的后面去了。在白雪皑皑的原野上，有四个人在行走。是克鲁马努人一家。
“喂！”安妮喊道。
“嘘！”杰克说。
克鲁马努人停住脚步，朝安妮和杰克这边张望。
“我们把你们的驯鹿皮大衣留下了！就在这里！”安妮指着树底下。
最高的那个人上前一步，举起手里的一根长矛。
“该离开了。”杰克说。
他抓起宾夕法尼亚的书，找到那张蛙溪的图片，用手指着说：“请带我们回家。”
“再见啦！祝你们好运！”安妮一边喊，一边对着窗外挥手。
起风了。
树屋开始旋转，越转越快。
然后，一切都静止了。
完完全全地静止不动了。








第十章
回到现代



鸟儿在唱歌。空气温暖而湿润。
“真希望他们找到了大衣。”安妮说。
“我也是。”杰克回答。他把眼镜往上推了推。
“吱吱。”
“嘿，你是怎么找到那个巫师的？”安妮问小老鼠。
“吱吱。”
“这是一个秘密，对吗？”安妮说。
她转向杰克，问：“笛子呢？”
杰克举起那根猛犸象骨头，然后把它放在地板上刻着的那个字母M上。摆在旁边的，是在热带雨林找到的杧果和在忍者时代找到的月光石。
“月光石、杧果、猛犸象骨头……”安妮说，“还差最后一样，仙女摩根就能从魔咒中解放出来了。”
“明天吧。”杰克说。
安妮拍了拍小老鼠的脑袋说：“再见啦！”
然后她开始顺着绳梯往下爬。
杰克也收拾好了自己的东西。


他迟疑了一下，看了看小老鼠。小老鼠用它那双乌溜溜的大眼睛望着他。
“再次感谢你帮了我们。”杰克说。
然后他顺着绳梯爬了下去，跳到地面上。
杰克和安妮跑出蛙溪树林，来到了他们家所在的那条街道上。
在夕阳的余晖中，他们家所在的那片小区好像被镀了一层红色。
“回到现代真是太棒了，”杰克想，“温暖、安全，而且马上就到家了。”
“真高兴我们用不着为了晚饭去打猎。”他说。
“是啊，爸爸妈妈已经打过猎了，”安妮说，“是在超市打的。”
“我希望他们打到的是一些通心粉和肉丸子。”杰克说。
“我希望他们打到的是一盒比萨。”安妮说。
“快走吧，我已经饿坏了。”杰克说。
他们快步穿过家门口的人行道，跑进了家门。
“我们到家了！”安妮喊道。
“晚饭吃什么？”杰克大声问。





杰克和安妮的洞穴壁画馆
洞穴壁画的主题多为猎物，有野牛、马、水牛等。除此之外，洞穴壁画还描绘了猎人打猎时的英姿，甚至受伤时的情景。有些壁画的尺寸很大，在法国韦泽尔峡谷附近的拉斯科洞穴中有一幅奶牛图，长达1.5米，被称作“跳跃的奶牛”。









挖掘历史的科学家们
在英语中，古人类学家进行考古挖掘的地点叫作“dig”。


古人类学家的主要工作是挖掘古迹、研究古代人类。当他们找到某个古人类遗址时，就在其中寻找有用的资料，如工具、陶器、武器，还有人类遗留下的其他东西，如骨骼。在进行考古挖掘的时候，古人类学家一定要非常小心，不能破坏了这些东西，因为它们包含了关于过去的大量信息。


古生物学家主要研究古代的植物和动物。通过研究动植物的化石，他们能了解过去地球上的自然环境。
古人类学家和古生物学家的工作非常相似。当一个古代遗址被发现后，他们就到现场进行挖掘、拍照、画图，记录下所发现的东西。他们堪称“历史界的福尔摩斯”，能帮助我们揭开一桩又一桩的历史谜案。
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月球漫游记
神奇树屋·故事系列·基础版#8
[美] 玛丽·波·奥斯本/著
[美] 萨尔·莫多卡/绘

内容简介:
神奇树屋的主人仙女摩根被施了咒语，需要兄妹俩找到四样特别的东西才能破除她身上的咒语。这次，杰克和安妮来到了天寒地冻的冰川时代，误入大洞熊的洞穴，又落入了克鲁马努猎人的陷阱…
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One summer day in Frog Creek, Pennsylvania, a mysterious tree house appeared in the woods.
Eight-year-old Jack and his seven-year-old sister, Annie, climbed into the tree house. They found it was filled with books.
Jack and Annie soon discovered that the tree house was magic. It could take them to the places in the books. All they had to do was to point to a picture and wish to go there.
Jack and Annie visited dinosaurs, knights, an Egyptian queen, pirates, ninjas, and the Amazon rain forest.
Along the way, they discovered that the tree house belonged to Morgan le Fay. Morgan was a magical librarian. She traveled through time and space, gathering books for King Arthur’s library.
On their fifth adventure, in Night of the Ninjas, Jack and Annie found a little mouse in the tree house. Annie named their new friend “Peanut.”
Jack and Annie also found a note from Morgan. The note told them that she was under a spell. To free her, Jack and Annie must find four special things.
They found the first thing in old Japan, and the second in the Amazon rain forest.
Now Jack and Annie and Peanut are about to set out in search of the third thing…in Sunset of the Sabertooth.






“Let’s go to the tree house,” said Annie.
She and Jack were passing the Frog Creek woods on their way home from their swimming class at the Y.
“No. I want to go home and change out of my bathing suit,” said Jack.
“Oh, that’ll take too long,” said Annie. “Don’t you want to save Morgan as soon as possible?”
“Of course,” said Jack.
“Then come on! Before the sun sets!” said Annie.
She darted into the woods.
Jack sighed. He gave up on the idea of changing out of his bathing suit.
He pushed his glasses into place. He followed Annie into the Frog Creek woods.
The warm air smelled fresh and green.
He moved through patches of sunlight and shadow. Soon he came to a small clearing.
He looked up. There it was. The magic tree house in the tallest tree in the woods.
“Hurry!” called Annie. She was climbing the rope ladder up to the tree house.
Jack grabbed the ladder. He started up after her.
Finally they reached the tree house.
Squeak. A mouse sat on the window sill.
“Hi, Peanut!” cried Annie.
Jack patted the tiny head.
“Sorry we didn’t come sooner,” Annie said. “But we had to go to our swimming lesson.”
Squeak.
“What happened while we were gone?” asked Annie, looking around the tree house.
Jack stared at the large M carved into the wooden floor.
On the M were a moonstone and a mango, the special things they’d found on their last two journeys.
“Hey, guess what?” said Jack. “Moonstone and mango start with the letter M. Just like Morgan.”
“You’re right,” said Annie.
“I bet all four things start with an M,” said Jack.
“Right,” said Annie. “I wonder where we’ll find the next one.”
She and Jack stared at the stacks of books in the tree house. Books on the Amazon rain forest, ninjas, pirates, mummies, knights, and dinosaurs.
All of them were closed. Only one book lay open in the corner.
“We’re just about to find out,” said Jack.
They walked over to the open book.
They looked at the page the book was opened to. It showed a picture of rocks and snow.
“Wow,” said Annie, running her finger over the picture. “I love snow. I wish we could go there right now.”
“Wait,” said Jack. “We’re not prepared.” Then he had another thought. “And we’re wearing our bathing suits! Stop!”

“Oops,” said Annie.
Too late. The wind started to blow.
The leaves started to shake.
The tree house started to spin.
It spun faster and faster!
Then everything was silent.
It was as silent as the falling snow.




Jack, Annie, and Peanut looked outside.
Snow was falling from a gray sky.
The tree house was in the tallest tree in a grove of tall, bare trees.
The grove was on a wide, white plain. Beyond the plain were high, rocky cliffs.
“I’m c-cold,” said Annie. Her teeth chattered. She wrapped her towel tightly around her.
Sq-squeak. Peanut sounded cold, too.
“Poor mouse,” said Annie. “I’ll put you into Jack’s pack. You’ll be warmer there.”
Annie slipped Peanut into the pocket of the backpack.
“We have to go home,” said Jack. “We need warmer clothes.”
“We can’t go home,” said Annie. “We can’t find the Pennsylvania book. Not until our mission is complete. Remember? That’s the way the magic works.”
“Oh…right,” said Jack. He looked around. There was no sign of the Pennsylvania book that always took them home.
Annie peered out the window again. “Where are we, anyway?” she asked.
“I’ll find out,” said Jack. He picked up the open book and read the title on the cover. “Life in the Ice Age.”


“Ice Age?” said Annie. “No wonder we’re cold.”
“We better find the third M thing soon,” said Jack. “Before we freeze to death.”
“Look,” whispered Annie, “people.” She pointed out the window.
Jack saw them, too: four figures on a cliff. Two big figures and two little ones—all holding long spears.
“Who are they?” said Annie.
“I’ll look in the book,” said Jack.
He found a picture of some people. He read the caption to Annie:
Early modern humans were called Cro-Magnons. During the late Ice Age in Europe, they sometimes lived in caves beneath cliffs.
“Why are they carrying spears?” said Annie.
Jack turned the page. He found another picture of the Cro-Magnons. He read aloud:
The Cro-Magnon family often hunted together. They covered deep pits with branches. Then they drove reindeer and mammoths into the traps.
“Oh, trapping the animals—that’s sad,” said Annie.
“No, it’s not,” said Jack. “They couldn’t live without hunting. They didn’t have supermarkets, you know.”
They watched the family disappear over the other side of the cliff.
“Come on, I’m freezing,” said Jack. “Let’s hurry and find the M thing while the Cro-Magnons are hunting.”
“But I want to meet them,” said Annie.
“Forget it,” said Jack. “They don’t have books that tell them about us. They’ll think we’re some enemy and hurl their spears.”
“Yikes,” said Annie.
Jack put his book away.
Squeak. Peanut peeked out of the backpack.
“Stay in there,” said Annie.
Jack pulled on his pack and started down the rope ladder.
Annie followed.
On the icy ground, they huddled together.
The wind was biting. Jack put his towel over his head. Snow blew against his glasses.
“Hey, Jack,” said Annie. “Look at me.”
Annie had put on her swimming goggles. “Now I can see,” she said.
“Good thinking,” said Jack. “Now cover your head with your towel. Most of your body heat is lost through your head.”
Annie wrapped her towel around her head.
“We should find a cave or someplace warmer,” said Jack.
“I bet there are caves in those cliffs,” said Annie.
She and Jack started across the white plain. The snow wasn’t deep yet. But the wind was blowing hard.
“I told you!” Annie pointed to an opening in the rocks—a cave.
They ran to it.
“Careful,” said Jack. They stepped carefully into the shadowy cave.
It was only slightly warmer inside. But at least the wind wasn’t blowing.
In the gray light, they stamped the snow off their sneakers.
Annie took off her goggles.
“It smells in here,” said Jack.
“Yeah, like a wet dog,” said Annie.
“Let me see what I can find out,” said Jack.
He pulled out the Ice Age book.
“I’ll look around,” said Annie. “Maybe the M thing is here. Then we can go home and get warm.”
Jack stood by the entrance so he could read the book.
“This cave is filled with sticks,” Annie said.
“What?” said Jack. He didn’t look up from the book.
“No, wait. I think they’re bones,” said Annie.
“Bones?” echoed Jack.
“Yeah. Lots of them back here. All over the floor.”
Jack turned the pages of his book. He found a picture of a cave filled with bones.
“I hear something,” said Annie.
Jack read the writing below the picture of the cave. It said:
The great cave bears of the Ice Age were over eight feet tall. These bears were larger and fiercer than today’s grizzlies. Their caves were filled with the bones of their ancestors.
“Annie!” whispered Jack. “Get back here now!”
They were in the cave of a great cave bear!




“Annie!” whispered Jack again.
No answer.
He put his book quietly into his pack. He stepped deeper into the cave.
“Annie!” he said a little louder.
Jack stepped on the bones.
The wet dog smell grew stronger.
He kept going, deeper into the smelly blackness.
He ran into something. He gasped.
“Jack?” said Annie. “Is that you?”
“Didn’t you hear me calling?” Jack whispered. “We have to get out of here!”
“Wait,” she said. “Someone’s sleeping back there. Hear him snoring?”
Jack heard a low, deep moaning. It was loud, then soft. Loud, then soft.
“That’s not a person,” he said. “It’s a great cave bear!”
A booming snore shattered the air.
“Yikes!” said Annie.
“Go! Go!” said Jack.
He and Annie ran through the cave, over the bones, and out into the falling snow.
They kept on going. They ran between fallen rocks and under jagged cliffs.

Finally they stopped and turned around.
All they could see was snow and rocks and their own footprints.
No bear.
“Whew,” said Annie. “That was lucky.”
“Yeah,” said Jack. “He probably never even woke up. We just got in a panic.”
Annie huddled close to Jack. “Brrr! I’m f-freezing,” she said.
“Me too,” he said.
He took off his glasses to wipe off the snow. The cold wind blew against his bare legs.
“Wow,” Annie said. “Look.” She pointed to something behind Jack.
“What?” Jack put his glasses back on and turned around.
Under a cliff was a wide ledge. Under the ledge was another cave.
Only this cave seemed to have a golden glow.
This one looked cozy and safe and warm.




Jack and Annie crept to the cave and peeked inside.
A small flame danced from a bed of glowing coals.
Near the fire were knives, axes, and hollowed-out stones.
Animal skins were neatly stacked against the wall.
“People must live here,” said Annie.
“Maybe it’s the home of the Cro-Magnons we saw,” said Jack, looking around.
“Let’s go inside and get warm,” said Annie.
Jack and Annie moved quickly to the fire and warmed their hands.
Their shadows danced on the stone walls.
Jack pulled out his Ice Age book. He found a picture of a cave. He read:
Cro-Magnons made many things from animals, plants, and stone. They made flute-like musical instruments from mammoth bones. They made ropes by braiding plant fibers. They made axes and knives from stone.
Jack pulled out his notebook and pencil. He started a list:

“Ta-da!” said Annie.
Jack looked up. Annie was wearing a coat.
It had a hood and long sleeves. It went all the way down to her sneakers.
“Where did you get that?” said Jack.
“From that pile of furry skins,” said Annie, pointing. “These must be their clothes. Maybe they’re being mended.”
She picked up another coat and handed it to Jack.
“Try one. It’s really warm,” she said.
Jack put his backpack and towel down on the hard dirt floor. He slipped on the coat.


It did feel very warm—and soft.
“We look like cave kids,” said Annie.
Squeak. Peanut peeked out of Jack’s pack lying on the floor.
“You stay in there,” said Annie. “There’s no teeny coat for you.”
Peanut vanished back into the pack.
“I wonder how they made these coats,” said Jack.
He turned the pages in the book until he found a picture of Cro-Magnon women sewing. He read:
Cro-Magnons scraped reindeer skins with flint rocks to make them soft. They used bone needles to sew the skins together for clothing.
Jack added to his list:

“I hope the cave people won’t mind if we borrow their coats,” said Jack.
“Maybe we should give them our towels,” said Annie. “To thank them.”
“Good idea.”
“And my goggles, too,” said Annie.
They left their gifts on top of the rest of the animal skins.
“Let’s explore the cave before they come home,” said Jack.
“It’s too dark in the back,” said Annie. “We won’t be able to see anything.”
“I’ll find out how Cro-Magnons saw in the dark,” said Jack.
He opened the Ice Age book. He found a picture of cave people holding odd-looking lamps. He read aloud to Annie:
Cro-Magnons made stone lamps. They hollowed out a rock, filled it with animal fat, then burned a wick made from moss.
“There!” said Annie. She pointed to two stones near the fire. In the hollow of each was gooey white stuff and a pile of moss.
“We have to be careful,” said Jack.
He picked up one stone. It was smaller than a soup bowl, but much heavier.
Jack held the stone close to the fire and lit the piece of moss.
He lit another lamp and gave it to Annie.
“Carry it with two hands,” he said.
“I know,” she said.
Jack tucked the book under his arm. He and Annie carried their stone lamps to the back of the cave.
“Hey, I wonder where this goes,” said Annie. She held her lamp up to an opening in the wall.
“I’ll check in the book,” said Jack.
He put down his lamp and flipped through the Ice Age book.
“I think it’s a tunnel,” she said. “Be right back.”
“Wait a second,” said Jack.
Too late—she had squeezed into the opening and was gone.
“Oh brother,” said Jack, sighing.
He closed his book and peeked into the opening.
“Come back here!” he said.
“No! You come here!” said Annie. Her voice sounded far away. “You won’t believe this!”
Jack picked up his lamp and book. He ducked into a small tunnel.
“Wow!” came Annie’s voice.
Jack could see her lamp flickering at the other end.
Crouching down, he hurried toward her. At the end of the tunnel was a huge cavern with a high ceiling.
Annie held her lamp close to the wall.
“Look,” she said. Her voice echoed.
Animals were painted on the wall in strokes of red and black and yellow.
There were cave bears and lions, elk and reindeer, bison and woolly rhinos and mammoths.
In the flickering light, the prehistoric beasts looked alive.




“Wow, what is this place?” said Jack.
“Maybe it’s an art gallery,” said Annie.
“I don’t think so,” said Jack. “It’s too hard to get to.”
He read about the cave paintings:
These Ice Age beasts were painted 25,000 years ago. Cro-Magnons painted pictures of animals they hunted. They may have believed the paintings would give them power over the animals.
“Wow, look at this,” said Annie.
She pointed at a painting farther down the wall.
It showed a figure with human arms and legs, reindeer antlers, and an owl face. It seemed to be holding a flute.

Jack looked at the book again. He found a picture of the figure and read:
Cave men may have been led by a sorcerer, or “Master of the Animals.” He may have worn reindeer antlers so he could run like a reindeer—and an owl mask so he could see like an owl.
“What is it?” said Annie.
“The Master of the Animals,” said Jack. “He’s a sorcerer.”
“Oh wow,” breathed Annie. “That’s it.”
“That’s what?”
“That’s who we have to find.”
“Why?”
“Maybe he’s a friend of Morgan’s,” said Annie.
Jack nodded slowly. “Maybe,” he said.
“Let’s go find him,” said Annie.
They went back through the tunnel into the first cave.
“We better put our lamps back,” said Jack.
He and Annie blew out their lamps.
They placed them back by the fire.
Jack’s backpack was on the floor next to the skins. He put the Ice Age book into it.
“How’s Peanut?” said Annie.
Jack looked into his pack. “She’s not here,” he said.
“Oh no!” cried Annie. “She must have crawled out when we were looking at the paintings.”
“Peanut!” Jack called.
“Peanut!” called Annie.
Annie walked slowly around the cave, looking into the shadows.
Jack peered around the fire and under each of the furry skins.
“Jack! Come here!” said Annie.
She was standing near the entrance to the cave.
The snow had stopped falling.
In the snow were tiny tracks.




“Peanut’s tracks,” said Annie. “We have to find her before she freezes.”
She wrapped her reindeer coat around her and headed across the snow.
Jack pulled on his backpack and followed.
The mouse’s tracks led them between the fallen rocks and back onto the open plain.
The wind blew harder. Snow swirled over the ground, covering the tiny footprints.
“I can’t see them anymore!” wailed Annie.
She and Jack now stood in the middle of the plain. They stared at the windswept snow.
The mouse’s tracks had vanished.
“Yikes,” whispered Annie, staring up.
Jack followed her gaze. On one of the cliffs was a tiger. A giant tiger with two long, sharp fangs.
“A sabertooth,” said Jack.
“I hope he doesn’t see us,” whispered Annie.
“Me too,” Jack whispered back. “We’d better head back to the tree house.”
Jack and Annie stepped very softly across the snow. Then Jack glanced back at the cliff.
The sabertooth was gone.
“Oh man,” he said. “Where is he?”
“Run to the trees!” said Annie.
He and Annie started running. They ran over the snowy plain, heading toward the tall, bare trees in the distance.
Suddenly Jack heard a crack.
The ground caved in, and Jack went with it.
Annie fell beside him.
They crashed down onto a heap of branches, snow, and earth.
They struggled to stand. Jack pushed his glasses into place.
“You all right?” he asked Annie.
“Yes,” she said.
They both looked up. They were in a deep hole. All Jack could see were gray clouds moving overhead.
“This is a trap,” Jack said. “The Cro-Magnons must have put branches over this hole. Then the snow hid the branches. So we didn’t see them.”
“There’s no way out,” said Annie.
She was right. They were helpless. The pit was too deep to climb out of.
“I feel like a trapped animal,” Annie said.
“Me too,” said Jack.
He heard a yowl in the distance.
“The sabertooth!” whispered Annie.
Jack pulled out the Ice Age book. He found a picture of the sabertooth. He read:
The sabertooth was the fiercest beast of the Ice Age. It attacked humans as well as woolly mammoths and other large animals.
“Oh brother,” said Jack.
“Listen!” Annie grabbed him.
“What?” Jack jumped.
“I hear music.”
Jack listened. But all he heard was the wind.
“You hear it?” said Annie.
“No,” said Jack.
“Listen carefully.”
He closed his eyes. He listened very carefully.
He heard the wind. But this time he heard another sound, too.
Strange, haunting music.
“Ahhh!” cried Annie.
Jack opened his eyes.
Staring down at them was a figure wearing reindeer antlers and an owl mask.

“The sorcerer,” whispered Jack.
Squeak.
Peanut peered down at them, too!




The sorcerer didn’t speak. He stared through the eyeholes of the owl mask.
“Help us, please,” said Annie.
The sorcerer threw a rope into the pit. Jack grabbed it.
“He wants to pull us up,” said Annie.
Jack looked up. The sorcerer was gone.
“Where did he go?” Jack said.
“Tug on the rope,” said Annie.
Jack tugged. The rope tightened. It began rising.
“I’ll go first!” said Annie cheerfully.
“Annie, this isn’t a game,” warned Jack.
“Don’t worry, I’ll be careful.”
Jack gave her the rope. “Okay. But hold on tight,” he said.
Annie held the rope with both hands. She pushed her feet against the side of the pit. She rose into the air with the rope.
She kept pressing against the side of the pit—until she reached the top.
Jack saw the sorcerer reappear and help Annie up. Then they moved out of sight.
Jack was puzzled. The sorcerer had used both hands to help Annie. So who held the other end of the rope?
“Wow!” came Annie’s voice.
What’s going on? Jack wondered.
The sorcerer came back and threw the rope down again.
Jack grabbed it. And the rope started to rise.
Jack held on tight. He started up. His hands burned. His arms felt as if they were being pulled out of their sockets.
But he kept his hold on the rope and his feet against the side of the pit.
At the top the sorcerer pulled Jack onto the snowy ground.
“Thanks,” said Jack, standing.
The sorcerer was tall. He wore a long fur robe. Jack could see only his eyes through the owl mask.
“Hey!” Annie called.
Jack turned.
Annie was sitting on a woolly mammoth.
Squeak. Peanut was sitting on the mammoth’s head.
The mammoth looked like a giant elephant with shaggy reddish hair and long, curved tusks.
The other end of the rope was around the mammoth’s huge neck.
“Lulu pulled us up,” said Annie.
“Lulu?” said Jack.
“Don’t you think she looks like a Lulu?” said Annie.
“Oh brother,” said Jack. He walked up to the mammoth.
“Hey, mammoth starts with M,” said Annie. “Maybe Lulu’s the special thing!”
“I don’t think so,” said Jack.
The great creature knelt down, just like a circus elephant.
“Whoa!” said Annie. She clutched the mammoth’s ears to keep from falling off.
The sorcerer helped Jack climb onto the mammoth.
“Thanks,” said Jack.
Then the sorcerer reached into a pouch. He pulled out a smooth white bone and handed it to Jack.

The bone was hollow. It had four holes along one side. And two on the other.
“Oh man, I think it’s his flute,” said Jack. “The book said they make flutes from mammoth bones.”
Jack tried to give the flute back to the sorcerer.
“Nice,” he said politely.
But the sorcerer held up his hand.
“He wants you to keep the mammoth bone,” said Annie.
“Mammoth bone,” whispered Jack. “Hey, maybe this is the third thing.”
Jack looked at the sorcerer. “Do you know Morgan?” he asked.
The sorcerer did not answer. But his eyes sparkled with kindness.
He turned away from Jack and untied the mammoth’s rope. Then he whispered in the ear of the giant woolly creature.
When the mammoth stood up, Jack gripped Annie’s coat to keep from falling off. He felt miles above the ground.
He nestled behind Annie, in the dip between the mammoth’s head and huge curved back.
The mammoth took slow, plodding steps across the snow, then picked up speed.
“Where are we going?” said Jack as they bumped up and down.
“To the tree house!” said Annie.
“How does he know where it is?” said Jack.
“She just knows,” said Annie.
Jack looked back.
The sorcerer was standing in the snow, watching them.
But at that moment the clouds parted, and the sun came out.
Jack was blinded by sunlight on the snow.
He squinted to see—but the sorcerer had vanished.




The huge mammoth walked across the open plain.
“Look!” said Annie. She pointed to a herd of elk in the distance. They had great, wide antlers.
“There!” said Jack as a herd of reindeer came into view. They pranced gracefully across the snow.
Then a woolly rhino joined them on the open plain. Then a bison!
The elk, reindeer, rhino, and bison moved along with them, at a distance.
They seemed to be escorting Jack and Annie back to the tree house.
The snow sparkled with sunlight.
This is a great parade, Jack thought. Fantastic.
They were getting closer and closer to the grove of tall trees.
“I told you,” said Annie. “Lulu’s taking us home.”
But just then the mammoth let out a cry. All the other animals bounded off.
Peanut started to squeak.
Jack looked around.
Behind them the sabertooth was slinking across the sunlit snow!
The woolly mammoth roared and plunged forward.
Jack and Annie nearly fell off.
Jack clutched Annie. She and Peanut clutched the mammoth’s shaggy hair.
The mammoth thundered wildly over the ground.
“Ahhh!” Jack and Annie yelled.
The mammoth charged to the grove of trees.
But the tiger had circled around the trees. He stood between the tallest tree and the mammoth.
They were trapped.
The sabertooth began moving slowly toward the mammoth.
The woolly mammoth roared fiercely.
But Jack knew a sabertooth could kill any creature, including a mammoth.
The huge tiger’s head was down. His burning eyes were fixed on the mammoth. His long white fangs glinted in the sunlight.






The sabertooth crept forward.
Jack stared in horror.
“Play the flute,” whispered Annie.
Is she nuts? Jack thought.
“Try!” said Annie.
Jack held the mammoth-bone flute to his lips. He blew.
The flute made a strange sound.
The tiger froze. He glared at Jack.
Jack’s hands shook.
The tiger growled. He took another step.
The mammoth roared and stomped the ground.
“Play it!” said Annie. “Keep playing!”
Jack blew again.
The sabertooth froze again.
Jack kept blowing until he ran out of breath.
The tiger snarled.
“He’s still here,” whispered Annie. “Keep it up.”
Jack closed his eyes. He took a deep breath. Then he blew as hard and as long as he could. He covered and uncovered the holes on the bone.
The music sounded strange—as if it were coming from another world.
“He’s leaving!” Annie whispered.
Jack raised his eyes. The sabertooth was slinking off toward the cliffs.
“We did it!” said Annie.
Jack lowered the flute. He felt very tired.
The mammoth waved her trunk happily.
“To the tree house, Lulu,” said Annie.
The woolly mammoth snorted. Then she lumbered over to the tallest tree.
From the back of the mammoth, Jack grabbed the rope ladder. He held it for Annie.
She stroked the mammoth’s giant ear. “Bye, Lulu. Thank you,” she said.
Annie grabbed the rope ladder. Then she started up. Peanut climbed up, too.
After they disappeared into the tree house, Jack climbed onto the ladder.
He looked back at the woolly mammoth. “Bye, girl,” he said. “Go home now. And watch out for the sabertooth.”


The mammoth walked away into the sunset.
When Jack couldn’t see her anymore, he started up the rope ladder. He pulled himself into the tree house.
“Ta-da!” said Annie. She handed the Pennsylvania book to Jack.
Jack smiled. Now he was positive they had found the third M thing. Their mission was complete.
“Before we leave, we have to give our coats back,” said Annie.
“Oh right,” said Jack.
They took off their reindeer-skin coats and dropped them to the ground.
“Brrr!” said Annie. “I hope the Cro-Magnon people find them.”
Jack stared out the window. He wanted to take one last look at the prehistoric world.
The sun was setting behind the hills. Four people were crossing the snowy plain. It was the Cro-Magnon family.
“Hey!” shouted Annie.
“Shhh!” said Jack.
The Cro-Magnons stopped and peered in Annie and Jack’s direction.
“We left your reindeer skins! Down there!” Annie pointed to the ground.
The tallest person stepped forward and raised a spear.
“Time to go,” said Jack.
He grabbed the Pennsylvania book. He found the picture of Frog Creek and pointed at it. “I wish we could go home,” he said.
“Good-bye! Good luck!” Annie called, waving out the window.
The wind started to blow. And the tree house started to spin.
It spun faster and faster.
Then everything was still.
Absolutely still.




Birds sang. The air was soft and warm.
“I hope they find their coats,” said Annie.
“Me too,” said Jack. He pushed his glasses into place.
Squeak.
“Hey, you—how did you find the sorcerer?” Annie asked Peanut.
Squeak.
“It’s a secret, huh?” said Annie. She turned to Jack. “Where’s the flute?”
He held up the mammoth bone. Then he placed it on the M carved into the floor. Next to the mango from the rain forest. Next to the moonstone from the time of ninjas.

“Moonstone, mango, mammoth bone…” Annie said. “We need just one more M thing. Then Morgan will be free from her spell.”
“Tomorrow,” said Jack.
Annie patted Peanut on the head. “Bye, you,” she said.
She started down the rope ladder.
Jack gathered his things.
He paused and glanced at the mouse. She stared at him with big brown eyes.
“Thanks again for helping us,” he said.
Then he climbed down the rope ladder and jumped onto the ground.
Jack and Annie ran through the Frog Creek woods onto their street.
Their neighborhood looked rosy in the sunset.
It’s great to be back in this age, Jack thought. Warm and safe and almost home.
“I’m glad we don’t have to go hunting for dinner,” he said.
“Yeah, Mom and Dad already did that,” said Annie, “at the supermarket.”
“I hope they trapped some spaghetti and meatballs,” said Jack.
“I hope they trapped a pizza,” said Annie.
“Hurry, I’m starving,” said Jack.
They ran up their sidewalk and through their front door.
“We’re home!” shouted Annie.
“What’s for dinner?” shouted Jack.
















Dire Wolf
The Ice Age dire wolves were larger than wolves today. They were about five feet long and weighed more than 110 pounds. They had strong legs and a wide head.

The dire wolves seemed to have hunted in packs. They had extremely large, powerful teeth. Scientists think they used them to crush the bones of their prey. Their teeth could also grip large animals and hang on tightly.
More than 3,600 dire wolves have been found in the La Brea Tar Pits. Many of their skulls show signs of injury. Scientists think they got these wounds from being kicked in the head by animals they were attacking.
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亲爱的小读者：
很高兴在“神奇树屋”系列图书与你们见面。这里有你们喜欢的魔法和冒险故事，还有你们感兴趣的科学、历史、地理、文化、艺术、自然和体育等知识。相信无论是刚开始阅读桥梁书的小朋友，还是有丰富阅读经验的青少年，都会通过这套书爱上阅读。
学会阅读和热爱阅读是自由的“通行证”，能帮你们跨越和打破一个又一个边界和界限。你们可以从中获取知识，帮助自己克服生活中所面临的各种困难，还可以从中发现最好的自己，并用自己的才能去帮助别人。
祝你们阅读愉快！
玛丽·波·奥斯本
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七岁，富有想象力和好奇心。
爱幻想，爱开玩笑，喜欢小动物。
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	杰克
八岁，热爱知识和书籍。
善于思考和分析问题，有做笔记的习惯。
认真冷静，常常能从书中找到脱离险境的办法。
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引子





夏季的某一天，在美国宾夕法尼亚州的蛙溪树林里，出现了一个神秘的树屋。
八岁男孩杰克和他七岁的妹妹安妮爬进了树屋，发现里面装满了各种各样的书籍。
很快，杰克和安妮就发现，树屋有种神奇的魔力。只要他们拿起一本书，指着书中的图片说想去那里，树屋就能带着他们穿越时空到达那个地方。
杰克和安妮拜访过恐龙、骑士、金字塔、海盗和忍者，还看过亚马孙热带雨林和剑齿虎。
在这个过程中，他们发现这座树屋的主人是仙女摩根。仙女摩根是亚瑟王时代一位会魔法的图书馆管理员，她正在穿越古今，收集世界各地的书籍。
有一天，杰克和安妮发现了仙女摩根留下的一张字条。字条告诉他们，她中了魔咒，杰克和安妮必须找到四样特殊的东西，才能把她解救出来。
在小老鼠的帮助下，杰克和安妮在古代日本找到了第一样，在亚马孙热带雨林找到了第二样，又在冰川时代找到了第三样。
现在，杰克、安妮和小老鼠准备再次出发，去月球寻找最后一样东西。








第一章
月光下



“杰克！”一个声音轻轻地叫道。
杰克睁开眼睛，看见月光下站着一个人。
“快醒醒，把衣服穿上。”是他的妹妹安妮。
杰克打开台灯，揉了揉眼睛。
安妮站在他的床边，穿着牛仔裤和运动衫。
“我们去树屋吧。”她提议道。
“现在几点啊？”杰克问。他把眼镜戴上。
“不要看钟。”安妮说。
杰克看了看钟。“哦，天哪，”他说，“这才半夜啊，外面太黑了。”
“不，不黑。月光很亮，我们能看见。”安妮说。
“等明天早上再说吧。”杰克说。
“不行，现在就去。”安妮坚决地说，“我们必须找到第四样东西。我有一种感觉，今天的满月可能会帮助我们。”
“真是疯了。”杰克说，“我还想睡觉呢。”
“我们回来之后，你可以睡个够。”安妮说，“反正这儿的时间不会流失。”
杰克叹了口气，说：“唉，真没办法。”
他还是从床上爬了起来。
“太好了！”安妮小声说，“咱们在后门见。”她踮着脚离开了杰克的房间。
杰克打了个哈欠，穿上牛仔裤、旅游鞋和运动衫，把笔记本和铅笔装进背包，然后悄声走下了楼梯。
安妮把后门打开，两人轻手轻脚地走了出去。
“等一等。”杰克说，“我们需要一把手电筒。”
“不，不需要。我跟你说过了，月亮会给我们照路的。”安妮说完，大步朝前走去。
杰克无奈地叹了口气，只好跟了上去。
“安妮说得对。”杰克想。月光很亮，他能看见自己的影子，周围的一切都像镀了一层银光。
不一会儿，他们就离开了街道。安妮领头朝蛙溪树林里走去。树林投下一道道暗影，树林里比外面黑多了。
杰克抬起头，寻找那座树屋。
“在那儿！”安妮叫道。
神奇的树屋在月光下闪烁着微光。
安妮抓住绳梯，开始往上爬。
“当心，慢一点儿。”杰克提醒道。
他跟着安妮顺着绳梯爬上去，进了树屋。
月光透过窗户洒进来，映照着地板上那个闪亮的字母M，还映照着放在它上面的那三样以字母M开头的东西：来自忍者时代的月光石（Moonstone），来自亚马孙热带雨林的杧果（Mango），来自冰川时代的猛犸象骨头（Mammoth bone）。
“只要再找到一样，”安妮说，“就能把仙女摩根从魔咒里解救出来了。”
“吱吱。”
“花生米！”安妮叫了一声。
在昏暗的光线里，杰克看见小老鼠正蹲在一本打开的书上。
“你没想到我们这么晚还会来，是不是？”安妮说。


安妮捧起小老鼠，杰克拿起那本打开的书。
“那么，我们这次要去哪儿呢？”安妮问。
杰克把书拿到月光下。
“糟糕，”他说，“我就知道应该带一把手电筒过来的。我现在什么都看不见。”
他只能隐约分辨出一些图标和黑乎乎的图片，至于纸上写着什么，他一个字也看不清。
“看看封面。”安妮说。
封面上的字大一些。杰克眯起眼睛仔细辨认。
“书名叫《你好，月球》。”他说。
安妮倒抽了一口冷气，问道：“我们要到月球上去？”
“当然不会，”杰克说，“没有一大堆的设备，根本不可能登月。”
“为什么？”
“月球上没有空气，我们没法儿呼吸。而且，如果是在白天，我们会被烤死；如果是在夜晚，我们会被冻死。”
“哎呀！”安妮惊叫一声，“那你说我们会去哪儿呢？”
“也许会去一个训练宇航员的地方。”杰克猜测。
“这听起来倒不错。”安妮说。
“是啊。”杰克说。他一直很想见识见识宇航员和太空科学家。
“那就快点儿许愿吧。”安妮催促道。
杰克把书打开，指着一幅圆形建筑的图片。
“请带我们去这里！”他说。
起风了。
树屋开始旋转，越转越快。
然后，一切都静止了。
完完全全地静止不动了。








第二章
太空旅馆



杰克睁开眼睛。
他朝窗外看去。树屋落在了一个很大的白房间里。
“这是什么训练基地呀？”安妮问道。
“不知道。”杰克回答。
房间是圆形的，没有窗户。纯白色的地板，弧形墙壁上亮着一盏盏耀眼的灯。
“有人吗？”安妮大声喊道。
没有人回答。
“那些宇航员和太空科学家都上哪儿去了？”杰克有些纳闷儿。
“这里一个人也没有。”安妮说。
“你怎么知道？”杰克疑惑地问。
“我能感觉到。”安妮说。
“我们最好弄清楚这是什么地方。”杰克说。
他翻开月球那本书，把图片下面的文字读了出来：
月球基地是2031年在月球上建造的。圆形建筑的

顶部可以滑动打开，让宇宙飞船进入和离开。

“哦，天哪！”杰克轻声惊叫。
“怎么啦？”安妮问道。
杰克的心兴奋地狂跳着，他差点儿连话都说不出来了。“我们降落在了一个月球基地里面。”
“月球基地在哪儿？”安妮不解地问。
“月球基地在月球上啊！”杰克说。
安妮吃惊地睁大了眼睛。“我们是在月球上？”她不敢相信地问。
杰克点了点头说：“书上说，月球基地是在2031年建造的，而这本书是在那之后写的！也就是说，这是一本未来的书！”
“哦，天哪！”安妮激动地说，“仙女摩根肯定是穿越到了未来，把这本书从一家未来图书馆里借出来的。”
“没错，”杰克说，“这会儿我们是在未来，是在月球上。”
“吱吱，吱吱！”
安妮和杰克看看小老鼠。它正绕着圈儿奔跑。
“可怜的花生米。”安妮说。
她想把小老鼠捧起来，可是它却躲到了放在字母M上的杧果后面。
“它可能在这儿感到紧张了。”安妮猜测。
“感到紧张的不只是它。”杰克说。他长长地舒了口气，把眼镜往上推了推。
“那么，月球基地到底是什么呢？”安妮好奇地问。
杰克看着书，大声念道：
科学家短期访问月球时，就在月球基地吃饭、睡觉。

“一家太空旅馆！”安妮说。
“差不多吧。”杰克说完，继续念书上的内容：
月球基地有一个降落舱，还有一个存放宇航服的房间。

空气和气温控制装置能让人呼吸自如。

“怪不得我们能呼吸呢。”杰克恍然大悟。
“我们到处看看吧。”安妮说，“必须为仙女摩根找到第四样东西。”
“不，我们应该先研究一下这张平面图。”杰克说着掏出了他的笔记本。
“你自己研究吧。”安妮说。
杰克把平面图抄在本子上，然后把树屋画了进去。


“好了，”他指着画在草图上的×说，“我们在这儿。”
杰克一抬头，安妮不见了。
“哦，见鬼。”杰克气恼地说。安妮像平常一样，撇下他独自走了。他们还没来得及制订计划呢。
杰克把月球书和铅笔放进背包，然后拿起笔记本和背包，朝窗口走去。
“吱吱！吱吱！”
杰克回过头看看小老鼠。它正在字母M上跑来跑去。
“待在这儿，保护好自己。”杰克说，“我们一会儿就回来。”
杰克翻身跳出窗口，双脚踏在了降落舱的地面上。
“安妮！”他大声喊道。
没有回音。
杰克看了看他画的草图。
上面显示只有一条路可走。杰克顺着弧形的白色墙壁，朝楼梯走去。
他来到楼梯上面的走廊。
“杰克——快点儿！”安妮站在走廊尽头的气闸室里，正透过一扇大门的窗户往外看。
杰克匆匆朝她跑去。安妮闪到一边，让杰克也能看到窗外。
“哦，天哪。”杰克说。眼前的情景让他激动得说不出话来。
他看到一片岩石散落的灰色大地。地面上有许多巨大的火山口和高高的山脉，虽然太阳明晃晃地照着，可是天空一片漆黑！
“向月球问声好吧。”安妮轻声说道。








第三章
芝麻开门



“第四样以M开头的东西肯定就在那外面。”安妮说。
旁边有个按钮，上面写着“开”字。
安妮把手伸向按钮。
“等一等！”杰克一把抓住她的手，“月球上没有空气。记得吗？”
“哦，对。可是我们必须出去找那样东西。”
“让我看看书上是怎么说的。”杰克从背包里把书掏出来，翻了翻，找到画着月球表面的那一页。
他大声念道：
月球上的一天约等于地球上的27天。月球上没有空气可以抵挡太阳的光线，所以白天月球表面温度高达127摄氏度。

杰克看着安妮说：“我告诉过你，如果现在到外面去，我们的血都会被煮开的。”
“恶心！”安妮说。
杰克看着书继续念道：
月球科学家穿着宇航服，上面带有控制装置，防止他们过热或过冷。他们还有储气罐，能提供两个小时呼吸所需的氧气。

“上哪儿能拿到宇航服呢？”安妮问道。她四下看了看，然后顺着走廊往回跑。“也许在那儿……”
杰克在研究他画的平面图。“可以去看看这间宇航服存放室。”
“别盯着图啦，”安妮说，“过来看看吧！”
杰克一抬头，安妮正在走廊那头朝一扇门里看。
“这里面有一大堆宇航员的东西呢！”她说。
杰克跟过去看。
衣架上挂着一些笨重的白色宇航服。隔板上整整齐齐地摆着储气罐、头盔、手套和靴子。
“哇，这就像骑士城堡里的那个盔甲室。”杰克说。
“是啊，那个盔甲室里有很多特别大的盔甲。”安妮说。
“我们挑最小的宇航服穿吧。”杰克说，“可以把它们套在我们的衣服外面。”
安妮找了最小的一套白色宇航服，杰克找了第二小的。他们套上宇航服。
安妮帮杰克把储气罐固定在身上。
“谢谢。”杰克说完也帮安妮固定好储气罐。
“谢谢。”安妮说。
“还有手套。”杰克说。他和安妮戴上了白色的手套。
“靴子呢？”安妮说。他们又各自往脚上套了一双白色的大靴子。
“别忘了头盔。”杰克说着伸手去拿头盔。
“哇，好轻。”他说，“我还以为它会和骑士的头盔一样重呢。”
杰克和安妮戴上头盔，互相帮对方把头盔固定好。
“我的头不能左右移动了。”安妮说。
“我也不能。”杰克说，“我们试着走一走吧。”


杰克和安妮笨手笨脚地在房间里走了起来。杰克感觉自己像一个臃肿的雪人。
“扣上你的面罩。”安妮说。
他们俩把透明面罩扣上。杰克的头盔里立刻充满了凉凉的空气。
“我喘不过气啦！”安妮喊道。她的声音在杰克耳边像打雷一样响。
“哎呀！小点儿声！”杰克说，“我们的头盔里有双向无线对讲机。”
“对不起。”安妮连忙把声音放低。
杰克把月球书放回背包，然后把背包背起来。
“好了！”他说，“别忘了，罐里的空气只够我们呼吸两个小时。所以，我们需要以最快的速度找到第四样东西。”
“但愿能找到。”安妮说。
“我也这么希望。”杰克说。他知道，只有找到那样东西，他们才能回家。
“我们走吧。”安妮说。她轻轻地推了杰克一下。
“当心，不要乱来。”杰克说，“我们穿着这样的衣服，可千万不能摔倒了。”
“快走吧！”安妮说着推杰克离开了房间。两人一起走回到气闸室。
“准备好了吗？”安妮说，“芝麻开门！”
她按了一下写着“开”的按钮，一扇门在他们身后慢慢关上，另一扇门在他们面前徐徐打开。
杰克和安妮跨出舱门，来到了月球上。








第四章
月兔



“哦，天哪！”安妮惊叫起来。她往前跨了一步。
杰克却一动不动地站着。他想先仔细看看周围的情况。
他打量着脚下。地上是一层灰色的尘土，尘土细得像粉末一样。
到处都是脚印。杰克暗自纳闷儿这些脚印是谁留下的。
他把手伸进背包，去掏那本月球书，却吃惊地发现月球书轻得像一根羽毛！
他找到一幅图片，上面画着月球上的脚印。他把文字念了出来：
月球上没有风和雨。因此，脚印永远不会自然消失，哪怕过去了几万年。

“哦，天哪。”杰克说。
他从没见过像月球这样的地方，静止得就像一幅画。而且，它好像会永远这样静止下去。
杰克望着漆黑一片的天空，一个漂亮的蓝白相间的球体在远处微微闪烁。
地球。
杰克第一次真正意识到他们是在外太空。
“看！”安妮大喊一声，咯咯笑了起来。
她在杰克身边跳起——简直像腾空飞起来似的。她落到地上，接着又一下跳得老高。
“我是一只月兔。”她大声说道。
杰克也笑了，他想：“安妮是怎么做到的呢？”他把月球书翻到下一页，念道：
人在月球上体重会变轻，因为月球引力小，而且空气稀薄。

如果在地球上你的体重显示为27千克，那么在月球上则只显示为4.5千克了。

“别站在那儿看书啦！”安妮说着把月球书从杰克手里夺了过去，扔向太空。
月球书飞走了，杰克拔腿去追。
他一下子跳得好高，然后慢慢落下。腾！腾！腾！这时候，他也觉得自己像羽毛一样轻盈了。
“看！”他大声对安妮喊道，“我也变成了一只月兔。”


杰克的靴子落在地上，月球表面的尘土被溅起来，优美地飞入了太空。
月球书掉在了一个浅坑的边缘。
杰克伸手去够，可脚下一滑摔倒了。
杰克侧身躺在地上。他想站起来，却怎么也找不到平衡。
他又试了一次，可是他的宇航服太笨重了。
“你没事吧？”安妮问道。
“我站不起来了。”杰克回答。
“你不应该乱来的。”安妮一本正经地说。
“是你先乱来的。”杰克说，“好了，求求你，快把我扶起来吧。”
安妮朝他走过来。
“你可不要也摔倒了。”杰克提醒她。
“不会的。”安妮移动的速度很慢，差不多是半走半飘。
“把你的手给我。”她说。
安妮抓住杰克的手。她用靴子顶住杰克的靴子，把杰克拉了起来。
“谢谢。”杰克说。
“没事儿，”安妮说，“不费什么劲儿，你真轻。”
“谢天谢地。”杰克说，“一个人根本站不起来。”
他捡起那本月球书。上面全是尘土，他用手掸了掸。
“哦，天哪！快看！”安妮说。
“什么？”杰克问道。
“一辆月球探险车！”安妮回答。
月球探险车停在坑里，有四个巨大的轮子。
“我们坐车逛逛吧。”安妮提议。
“不行，”杰克说，“罐子里的空气只够我们用两个小时。你忘了吗？”
“但如果坐上月球探险车，我们准能更快地找到那样东西！”安妮说着一下子跳到车里。
“可是我们不会开车呀！”杰克说。
“这辆车我肯定会开！”安妮很有把握地说，“看上去很简单，来吧！”
她跳上驾驶员的座位。
“可是你没有驾照！”杰克说。
“谁还管这个呀？”安妮说，“月球上没有路，没有红绿灯，也没有警察。”
杰克想：“安妮说得对。”
“好吧，开慢一点儿。”杰克说着钻进月球探险车，坐在安妮旁边。
安妮按了下写着“开”的按钮。
月球探险车突然开始后退。
“哎呀！”安妮叫了起来。
“快踩刹车！”杰克嚷道。
安妮踩住月球探险车底板上的一个踏板。它一下子停住了。
“好吓人啊！”安妮说。
“肯定是弄反了。”杰克说，“我来研究一下这个。”
可是没等他开始研究，安妮就按了另一个按钮。
月球探险车向后仰起，两个前轮悬空了起来。
“放我出去！”杰克说。
安妮啪啪啪又按了几个按钮。
月球探险车的前轮重新落到坑里，接着开始噌噌地往前跳。
“慢一点儿！”杰克紧张地说。
“慢不下来。”安妮说，“我不知道怎么减速！”
安妮把月球探险车的方向调整了一下。车轮很宽，这样车子才不会陷到厚厚的尘土里。
“当心！”杰克喊了一声。
嗖的一下，月球探险车从坑里冲了出去。
月球探险车在月球表面行驶，后面腾起一团团尘雾。








第五章
抓紧



安妮开着月球探险车，在坑坑洼洼的地面剧烈颠簸，像一匹野马在奔腾。
“我要从那中间穿过去！”安妮指着两座山之间的豁口。
杰克赶紧抓住了仪表盘。
月球探险车飞速冲向那个豁口，嗖的一下穿了过去。


在豁口的另一边，地上的乱石更多了。
“快找第……第四样东西！”安妮被颠得忽上忽下。
杰克无奈极了。这样漫无目的地乱开，根本不可能找到东西。
“放……放慢速……度！”他说。
“怎么放慢？”安妮问。
“踩一下刹车试试。就在脚……脚下……慢慢地踩！”杰克说。
安妮踩住了刹车。
月球探险车的速度慢了下来。杰克松了一口气。
路面还是凹凸不平，但至少能好好地看一看月球了。
他从没见过这么荒凉的地方，没有绿色，没有蓝色，也没有红色；没有水，没有树，也没有云。
这里只有大得吓人的灰色岩石和火山口，还有一面美国国旗。
“哦，天哪，”杰克说，“这是第一批登月的宇航员留下的！”
“看，还有一架望远镜！”安妮说。
她把月球探险车开向国旗和望远镜，然后脚踩刹车，让它停了下来。
她按下那个写着“关”的按钮，和杰克一起从月球探险车里跳了出来。
他们缓缓地迈开大步，走向第一次登月的地点。
国旗旁边有个牌子，安妮大声读出上面的字：
公元1969年7月，地球上的人类第一次登上月球。我们为全人类的和平而来。

“这段话写得真好。”杰克说。
他把月球书递给安妮，然后拿出笔记本和铅笔，把牌子上的这段话抄了下来。
“我们也留下一段话吧。”安妮提议道。
“说些什么呢？”杰克问。
“还是那句话，”安妮说，“稍微改一改，说我们是第一批登上月球的小孩。”
杰克把笔记本翻到新的一页，写下他们的留言。
“现在我们得在上面签名。”安妮说。
杰克签下自己的名字。
他把笔记本和铅笔递给安妮。安妮也签了名，把笔记本又还给杰克。
杰克撕下这一页，把它放在国旗旁边。


不会有风把这张字条吹走，也不会有雨把它打湿。
它会永远留在这里，除非有人把它拿走。
想到“永远”这个词，杰克感到有点儿头晕。他晃了晃脑袋，想厘清自己的思绪。
突然，他想到了时间：“两个小时过去了吗？”
“真希望我戴了手表。”他说着站了起来，“我们的时间可能不多了。”
“哦，天哪，月球人！”安妮说道。
“什么？”杰克转身问。
安妮正往望远镜里看。
杰克走了过去。安妮让到一边，让杰克也能看见。
杰克吃惊地倒抽了一口冷气。远处，有什么东西在地面上飞。
看上去像个穿宇航服的巨人。










第六章
跳高



“那是谁？”杰克问。
“不知道，但我们很快就会弄清楚的！”安妮说着就开始招手。
“别！”杰克一把抓住安妮的胳膊，“趁他还没有过来，我们快回月球基地吧！”
“为什么？”安妮不解地问。
“我们根本不知道他是谁！”杰克说，“也不知道他是好人还是坏人。”
“可是我们不能回去，”安妮说，“第四样东西还没找到呢。”
“没关系，我们可以先把月球基地的门锁上，等他走了再说。”杰克说，“到时候我们可以弄到新的储气罐。”
杰克匆匆地走向月球探险车。“快来啊！”他纵身跳上了驾驶座。
安妮朝天空中的那个小点儿挥了挥手，然后也钻进了月球探险车。月球探险车开动了。
“当心！”安妮喊道。
杰克让月球探险车掉了个头，他们在乱石间剧烈地颠簸，然后朝着山间的那个豁口冲过去。
杰克开车绕过一个个火山口和一块块巨石。月球探险车不止一次差点儿翻倒。
“哎呀！慢一点儿！”安妮喊道。
山间的那个豁口眼看就要到了。突然，他们面前腾起一团尘雾。地面在颤抖。
“当心！”安妮大叫。
杰克什么也看不见了。
他踩住刹车，月球探险车颠簸着停了下来。
尘埃落地。一块巨石落进了那个狭窄的豁口，卡在两道峭壁之间。他们被困住了！
杰克翻开月球书，迅速找到一幅巨石的图片。他大声念道：
大大小小的石头从外太空落到月球上。这些石头被称为陨石。

“幸好那块陨石没有落到我们身上。”杰克说。
“是啊，它那么大，肯定不是第四样东西。”安妮说。她钻出月球探险车，站在那块陨石旁边。
陨石比她高一倍都不止。
杰克看着黑压压的天空。那个飞行物暂时还不见踪影。
“我们必须从石头上跳过去！”安妮说。
“跳过去？不太可能吧？”杰克说，“石头太高了。”
“反正我要试一试。”安妮坚决地说。
“等等。我们先想想清楚。”杰克迟疑地说。
可是安妮已经开始后退。
“一、二、三——跳！”安妮大喊一声，朝那块陨石跨出了几大步。
靠近陨石时，安妮双脚腾空而起。她高高地跃到空中，落在陨石后面不见了。
“安妮！”杰克大声叫道。
没有回音。
“哦，见鬼。”杰克也后退几步，朝陨石冲了过去。他高高地跳起，然后腾空飞了起来。
杰克落在地上，脸朝下埋在了尘土里。
杰克想站起来，可是他的宇航服太臃肿了。他想翻个身，然而穿着宇航服，连翻身都不可能。
“哦，糟糕，”他暗暗叫苦，“不会这么倒霉吧！”
“你在吗？”安妮问道，“你也跳过来了？”
“是啊！”听到安妮的声音，杰克松了口气说。可是他没法转过头去看她，只能通过对讲机听见她的说话声。
“你能扶我起来吗？”杰克问道。
“不能。”安妮回答。
“为什么？”杰克问道。
“我也倒在地上呢。”安妮说。
“哦，见鬼。”杰克叹着气说，“现在我们真的遇到麻烦了。”
他又试着想站起来，但再一次失败了。
“你能看见什么吗？”杰克问道。
“只有天空。”安妮回答，“哇，真奇怪……”


“我担心我们储气罐里的氧气不多了，”杰克说，“我感觉两个小时已经过去了。”
“杰克……”安妮说。
“那个月球人怎么样了？”杰克问，“他上哪儿去了？”
“杰克！”安妮低声叫道。
“怎么了？”杰克问。
“他在这儿，”安妮说，“月球人就在这儿。”
“什么？”杰克惊诧道。
“他就站在我旁边。”安妮说。








第七章
月球人



杰克的心差点儿停止跳动。
他听见安妮在说话。
“你好，”安妮说道，“我们是为和平而来的。”
没有回音。接着杰克又听见安妮说：“谢谢你，现在我要扶我哥哥站起来。”
片刻之后，安妮给杰克翻了个身，让他仰面朝上。
她抓住杰克的手，把他拉了起来。
“多谢。”杰克站起来之后说。
月球人站在几步开外。他的脸藏在一个金属面罩后面。
他看上去像宇航员，特大号的宇航员。他背着一个特大号的储气罐，简直有一台冰箱那么大。
“那是喷气式背包！”杰克说，“我在书上见过，未来的宇航员就背着这个东西在飞，像微型宇宙飞船一样。对吗？”
月球人没有回答。
“他应该听不见我们说话，”安妮说，“他没有接通我们的无线对讲机。”
“噢，对。”杰克说，“我来给他写一张字条！”
“好主意。”安妮赞同道。
杰克掏出笔记本和铅笔，在上面写道：


杰克把笔记本和铅笔递给月球人。在月球人大大的手里，笔记本和铅笔显得那么小。
月球人低头看着那段话，又看了看手里的铅笔。然后，他把笔记本翻过一页。
杰克和安妮注视着月球人把铅笔落在纸上。他非常仔细地写着什么。
写完后，他把笔记本和铅笔还给了杰克。
杰克和安妮吃惊地看着那些符号。




“星星，”安妮说，“他画了星星。”
“也许是一张太空地图。”杰克猜测道。
“太空地图？”安妮说，“对了，杰克，地图（Map）的第一个字母是M！”
“哦，太好了，”杰克说，“这肯定就是第四样东西！”
“我们问问他这张地图是什么意思吧。”安妮说着转过身去。
“呃……太晚了。”她说。
“为什么？”正在看地图的杰克抬头问道。
“你自己看。”安妮说。
只见那个月球人正朝远处的山脉飞去。
“多谢啦！”安妮大声喊道。








第八章
把一颗颗星连起来



“那个人是谁呀？”杰克问，“他的地图代表了什么呢？”
“不知道。”安妮回答，“我们来看看它是不是管用吧。”
杰克深深地吸了口气说：“是啊，最好赶紧回去吧。我的氧气好像已经用完了，我感觉呼吸越来越困难。”
“我也是。”安妮说。
“走慢一点儿，不要大喘气。”杰克吩咐道。
他和安妮迈着大步，朝月球基地走去。杰克屏住呼吸，就像在水下一样。
当他们来到那个白色的圆形建筑时，杰克已经憋得快要爆炸了。
安妮按下大门旁边的一个按钮。门滑开了，他们匆匆走进气闸室。大门在他们身后关上，而通向走廊的门随之打开了。
杰克掀开他的面罩，长长地深吸一口气，接着又呼出来。“呼！”
“我们把宇航服脱掉吧。”安妮说。
“好主意。”杰克巴不得赶紧把自己的腿和胳膊解放出来呢。
他们笨手笨脚地走进宇航服存放室，杰克还是感觉身体很沉重。
他和安妮互相解开对方的头盔、手套和靴子，把身上的所有装备都卸掉，然后从臃肿的宇航服里走了出来。
“呼！”杰克松了口气。他摘掉眼镜，揉了揉双眼。
自由的感觉多么美妙啊，哪怕身体不会再像羽毛一样轻盈。
“快点儿！花生米还在等着我们呢！”安妮说。
安妮领头走下台阶，奔向那间光线明亮的降落舱。
“哇！”她轻声叹道。
杰克看到树屋还在，悬着的心放了下来。他们很快就可以回家了，杰克已经等不及了。
杰克和安妮从树屋的窗户爬了进去。
“我们回来了，花生米！”安妮唤道。
“吱吱！”小老鼠跑向字母M。
“我们想你了！”安妮拍了拍小老鼠的脑袋说，“我们碰到了一个月球人。”
“对不起，花生米，麻烦你挪开一点儿，”杰克说，“我们要把地图放在字母M上面。”
安妮把小老鼠从字母M上轻轻抱开。
杰克把那张星星地图从笔记本上撕下来，放在字母M上面，紧挨着猛犸象骨头、杧果和月光石。
他松了口气，把身子往后一靠，坐在自己的脚后跟上。“把那本宾夕法尼亚的书递给我。”他对安妮说。有了宾夕法尼亚的书，他们才能回家。
没有回音。
杰克转身看着安妮。
“不管用，杰克，”安妮说道，“那本书不在。”
“什么？难道他们要找的M并不是地图？”杰克想。
他们在树屋里四处张望。
“书肯定不在这里。”安妮说。


“哦，糟糕。”杰克的心沉了下去。他拿起星星地图，仔细看了看。
“吱吱，吱吱。”小老鼠从安妮怀里跳出来，重新爬回到那个字母M上。
“我明白了。”杰克恍然大悟。他把手伸进背包，掏出铅笔。
“你在做什么？”安妮问道。
“你知道怎么画星座吗？”杰克说，“就是把所有的星星都连在一起。我们试试看会有什么结果。”
他把星星一颗一颗地连起来，最后所有的星星都连在一起了。
“让我看看。”安妮说。
杰克把纸举起来，让安妮也能看清。
“看上去像一只老鼠。”安妮说。
“是啊。”杰克表示赞同地回应道。


“老鼠星座，有这样的星座吗？”安妮问。
“好像没有……”杰克说。
“吱吱。”
安妮和杰克看着小老鼠。它就站在字母M上。
“哦，我明白了，杰克，”安妮轻声说道，“我好像猜到第四样东西是什么了……”
杰克咧嘴一笑，说：“我也知道了，就是一只……”
“老鼠（Mouse）！”两人异口同声地说。
“吱吱！吱吱！”
“那句咒语可能就是——月光石、杧果、猛犸象骨头、老鼠！”安妮说。
杰克一边依次触摸每样名字以字母M开头的东西，一边小声念叨：“月光石、杧果、猛犸象骨头、老鼠。”
“我们多念几遍，看看会有什么结果。”安妮说。
两人一同念道：
月光石、杧果、

猛犸象骨头、老鼠。

月光石、杧果、

猛犸象骨头、老鼠。

突然，一道明亮的光照亮了整个树屋。
越来越亮，越来越亮。
那么耀眼，令人眩晕。
空气随着亮光旋转。
周围的一切慢慢变得清晰起来。
小老鼠不见了。
站在杰克和安妮面前的，是仙女摩根。








第九章
仙女摩根



“谢谢你们。”仙女摩根轻声说道，“是你们把我从魔术师的咒语中解救了出来。”
杰克只是呆呆地看着仙女摩根。
“原来你就是花生米？”安妮问。
仙女摩根点点头，露出了微笑。
“真的？你一直跟我们在一起？”杰克问，“跟我们一起完成了所有那些任务？”
仙女摩根又点点头。
“既然你一直就在我们身边，”杰克说，“为什么我们还要千辛万苦地来月球找老鼠呢？”
“为了解除魔咒，我们必须到月球上去。”仙女摩根说，“其实在我们刚踏上月球的时候，你们就有机会把魔咒解除的。”
“噢，原来当时花生米站在‘M’上就是为了告诉我们这个呀！”安妮说，“其实我们根本不用离开月球基地的。”
仙女摩根微笑着点点头。
“幸好那个月球人提醒了我们。”安妮说，“他画了一个老鼠星座！他是你的朋友吗？”
仙女摩根耸了耸肩说：“我们也就随便聊了几句。你们在月球上找东西的时候，他正好在月球基地停留了一下。”
“就像你那次跟忍者大师随便聊了几句一样，对吗？”杰克问，“还有那只小猴子和那个巫师？”
仙女摩根点点头，说：“我总是和帮助你们的人吱吱说话。”
“可是他们怎么听得懂你的话呢——你是一只老鼠啊！”杰克不解地说。
仙女摩根又笑了笑说：“一些智者能听懂小动物的话。”
“翻开那些书，提示下一站去哪儿的，肯定也是你！”安妮说。
仙女摩根点点头。
“那么，是谁把你变成老鼠的呢？”安妮问。


仙女摩根皱起了眉头。“一个专门喜欢搞恶作剧捉弄我的人，”她说，“他的名字叫梅林。”
“梅林！”杰克惊讶地说，“历史上最伟大的魔法师。”
仙女摩根哼了一声。“他才没有那么伟大，”她说，“他甚至不知道有两位勇敢的朋友在帮助我。”
“是我们吗？”安妮不好意思地问。
仙女摩根点点头，说：“我从心底里感谢你们俩。”
“不用谢。”杰克和安妮同时说道。
仙女摩根把宾夕法尼亚的书递给安妮。“现在准备好回家了吗？”她问。
“准备好了！”杰克和安妮异口同声地说。
安妮指着蛙溪树林的图片。“请带我们回家！”她说。
树屋开始旋转，越转越快。
然后，一切都静止了。
完完全全地静止不动了。
但，只是静止了那么一小会儿。








第十章
地球生活



午夜的树林苏醒了。
微风吹得树叶沙沙响。
一只猫头鹰在叫。
周围的声音那么微弱，却又充满了生机。
杰克睁开眼睛，把眼镜往上推了推。
他笑了。仙女摩根还在他们身边，一头长长的白发闪闪发亮。
“仙女摩根，你和树屋会一直留在这里吗？”安妮问道，“会一直留在蛙溪吗？”
“不，我恐怕要再次出发了，”仙女摩根回答，“我离开卡米洛特已经很久了。”
仙女摩根把背包递给杰克，然后摸了摸他的脸颊。杰克感到她的手是那么柔软、清凉。
“你脸上还沾了一点儿月球上的尘土。”仙女摩根说，“谢谢你，杰克，谢谢你这么热爱知识。”
“不用谢。”杰克说。
仙女摩根拉了拉安妮其中一根辫子，说：“还要谢谢你，安妮，谢谢你相信所有不可能的事情。”
“不客气。”安妮说。
“现在回家吧。”仙女摩根说。
杰克笑了。家在地球上——这个明亮的、五颜六色的世界，一切都生机勃勃，不断变化。
“再见了，仙女摩根。”安妮说着开始往树屋外面走。
杰克扭头看着仙女摩根。
“你会很快回来吗？”他问道。
“一切都有可能。”仙女摩根说，“宇宙充满了奇迹。是不是，杰克？”
杰克微笑着点点头。
“快走吧。”仙女摩根轻声说。
杰克跟着安妮爬下绳梯，来到地面上。
起风了。
大树开始摇晃。
一声惊天动地的巨响冲击着杰克的耳膜。他紧紧地闭上眼睛，用手捂住耳朵。
接着，一切又归于沉寂。
杰克睁开眼睛，绳梯不见了。他透过大橡树的树叶和树枝望去，在树屋原来所在的地方，现在只有皎洁的月光。
“再见了，仙女摩根。”杰克惆怅地低声说道。
“再见了，花生米。”安妮说。
杰克和安妮望着大橡树的树梢，站了很久很久。
“可以回去了吗？”安妮问。
杰克点点头。
他们开始往家走。
午夜的空气清凉而湿润，周围充满了地球生活的各种小声音。
杰克和安妮离开了蛙溪树林，朝他们家所在的街道走去。
安妮抬头看着夜空说：“月亮看上去真远啊，是不是？”
“真远，”杰克想，“确实很远。”
“不知道那个月球人怎么能一个人待在上面。”安妮说。
“你想说什么？”杰克问道。
“我想知道的是，谁帮他穿宇航服呢？”安妮问，“他摔倒时，谁扶他站起来呢？”
“而且，他到底是谁呢？”杰克也觉得纳闷儿。
“你觉得他是谁呢？”安妮问。
“肯定是从地球去的一位科学家或宇航员。”杰克猜测。
“不，我认为他是个外星人，”安妮说，“来自另一个星系。”
杰克笑话她：“你怎么会这么想呢？”
“我有这种感觉。”安妮说。
“你错了，”杰克说，“没有证据能证明外星人的存在。”
“现在也许没有，”安妮说，“但是别忘了，我们可是穿越到了未来。”
“哦，好吧。”杰克说。
他们穿过自家的院子，走上后门的台阶。安妮踮着脚走进家门，杰克也跟了进去。
在关门之前，杰克抬头看了一眼月亮。
“安妮说得对吗？”他问自己，“那个月球人有可能来自另一个星系吗？”
他耳畔又响起了仙女摩根的话：“宇宙充满了奇迹。是不是，杰克？”
“晚安，月球人。”杰克轻声说了一句，然后关上了门。
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与海豚共舞
神奇树屋·故事系列·基础版#9
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内容简介:
杰克和安妮乘着神奇树屋穿越时空，来到“未来的月球”，进入了一个建造于2031年的月球基地。兄妹俩亲眼看到了一场陨石雨，还遇到了一个神秘的月球人……在氧气用尽之前，他们能成功找到最后一样东西，帮助仙女摩根获救吗？
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One summer day in Frog Creek, Pennsylvania, a mysterious tree house appeared in the woods.
Eight-year-old Jack and his seven-year-old sister, Annie, climbed into the tree house.
The tree house was filled with books and it was magic. It could go any place that was in a book. All Jack and Annie had to do was to point to a picture and wish to go there.
They visited dinosaurs, knights, an Egyptian queen, pirates, ninjas, and the Amazon rain forest.
Along the way, they discovered that the tree house belonged to Morgan le Fay. Morgan was a magical librarian from the time of King Arthur. She traveled through time and space, gathering books for her library.
One day, Jack and Annie found a note that said Morgan was under a spell. Jack and Annie set out in the magic tree house to find four special things that would free her.
With the help of a mouse named Peanut, Jack and Annie found the first thing in old Japan, the second in the Amazon rain forest, and the third in the Ice Age.
Now Jack, Annie, and Peanut are ready to find the last thing…in Midnight on the Moon.




“Jack!” whispered a voice.
Jack opened his eyes. He saw a figure in the moonlight.
“Wake up. Get dressed.” It was his sister, Annie.
Jack turned on his lamp. He rubbed his eyes.
Annie was standing beside his bed. She wore jeans and a sweatshirt.
“Let’s go to the tree house,” she said.
“What time is it?” asked Jack. He put on his glasses.
“Don’t look at your clock,” said Annie.
Jack looked at his clock. “Oh, man,” he said. “It’s midnight. It’s too dark.”
“No, it isn’t. The moon makes it bright enough to see,” said Annie.
“Wait till morning,” said Jack.
“No—now,” said Annie. “We have to find the fourth M thing. I have a feeling that the full moon might help us.”
“That’s nuts,” said Jack. “I want to sleep.”
“You can sleep when we come back home,” said Annie. “No time will have passed.”
Jack sighed. “Oh, brother,” he said.
But he got out of bed.
“Yay!” whispered Annie. “Meet you at the back door.” She tiptoed out of Jack’s room.
Jack yawned. He pulled on his jeans and sneakers and a sweatshirt. He put his notebook and pencil into his backpack. Then he crept down the stairs.
Annie opened the back door. Quietly, they stepped outside.
“Wait—” said Jack. “We need a flashlight.”
“No, we don’t. I told you—the moon will light our way,” said Annie. And she took off.
Jack sighed, then followed her.
Annie was right, thought Jack. The moon was so bright that he could see his shadow. Everything seemed washed with silver.
Soon they left their street. Annie led the way into the Frog Creek woods. It was much darker under the shadows of the trees.
Jack looked up, searching for the tree house.
“There!” said Annie.
The magic tree house was shining in the moonlight.
Annie grabbed the rope ladder and started climbing up.
“Careful—go slowly,” said Jack.
He followed her up the ladder and into the tree house.

Moonlight streamed through the window.
It shone on the letter M that shimmered on the wooden floor.
It shone on the three M things that rested on the M: a moonstone from the time of the ninjas, a mango from the Amazon rain forest, and a mammoth bone from the Ice Age.
“We need just one more M thing,” said Annie, “to free Morgan from her spell.”
Squeak.
“Peanut!” said Annie.
In the dim light, Jack saw a tiny mouse. She sat on an open book.
“You didn’t expect to see us this late, did you?” said Annie.
She picked up Peanut. And Jack picked up the open book.
“So where are we going this time?” Annie asked him.
Jack held the book up to the moonlight.
“Uh-oh,” he said. “I knew we should have brought a flashlight. I can’t read a thing.”
He could make out diagrams and shadowy pictures. But he couldn’t read a word.
“Look at the cover,” said Annie.
The letters were bigger on the cover. Jack squinted at them.
“It’s called Hello, Moon,” he said.
Annie gasped. “We’re going to the moon?”
“Of course not,” said Jack. “It’s impossible to go to the moon without tons of equipment.”
“Why?”
“There’s no air. We couldn’t breathe. Not only that, we’d boil to death if it was day and freeze to death if it was night.”
“Yikes,” said Annie. “So where do you think we are going?”
“Maybe a place where people train to be astronauts,” said Jack.
“That sounds neat,” said Annie.
“Yeah,” said Jack. He’d always wanted to meet astronauts and space scientists.
“So say the wish,” said Annie.
Jack opened the book again. He pointed to a picture of a dome-shaped structure.
“I wish we could go there,” he said.
The wind started to blow.
The tree house started to spin.
It spun faster and faster and faster.
Then everything was silent.
Absolutely silent. As quiet and still as silence could be.




Jack opened his eyes.
He looked out the window. The tree house had landed inside a large white room.
“What kind of training place is this?” asked Annie.
“I don’t know,” said Jack.
The room was round. It had no windows. It had white floors and a curved wall lit by bright lights.
“Hello!” Annie called.
There was no answer.
Where were all the astronauts and space scientists? Jack wondered.
“There’s nobody here,” said Annie.
“How do you know?” said Jack.
“I just feel it,” said Annie.
“We’d better find out where we are,” said Jack.
He looked at the page in the moon book. He read the words below the picture of the dome.
A moon base was built on the moon in the year 2031. The top of the dome slides open to let spacecrafts enter and leave.
“Oh, man—” Jack whispered.
“What’s wrong?” said Annie.
Jack’s heart pounded with excitement. He could hardly speak. “We’ve landed inside a moon base,” he said.
“So…?” said Annie.
“So the moon base is on the moon!” said Jack.
Annie’s eyes widened. “We’re on the moon?” she asked.
Jack nodded. “The book says the moon base was built in the year 2031,” he said. “So this book was written after that! Which means this book is from the future!”
“Oh, wow,” said Annie. “Morgan must have gone forward in time to borrow it from a future library.”
“Right,” said Jack. “And now we’re in the future, on the moon.”
Squeak, squeak!
Annie and Jack looked at Peanut. The mouse was running around in circles.
“Poor Peanut,” said Annie.
She tried to pick the mouse up. But Peanut hid behind the mango on the letter M.
“Maybe she’s nervous about being on the moon,” said Annie.
“She’s not the only one,” said Jack. He let out a deep breath, then he pushed his glasses into place.
“So what’s a moon base?” asked Annie.
Jack looked at the book. He read aloud:
When scientists visit the moon for short periods, they eat and sleep in the moon base.
“A space motel!” said Annie.
“I guess,” said Jack. He read more:
The small base has a landing chamber and a room for storing spacesuits. Air and temperature controls make breathing possible.
“So that’s why we can breathe,” Jack said.
“Let’s explore,” said Annie. “We have to find the fourth thing for Morgan.”
“No, first we should study this map,” said Jack. He pulled out his notebook.
“You study it,” said Annie.
Jack copied the map. Then he drew in the tree house.

“Okay,” he said. He pointed at the X in his drawing. “We’re here.”
Jack looked up. Annie was gone.
“Oh, brother,” Jack said. As usual, she had left without him. Before they could even make a plan.
Jack put the moon book and pencil into his pack. Carrying his notebook and backpack, he started out the window.
Squeak! Squeak!
Jack looked back at Peanut. The mouse was running back and forth on the M.
“Stay here and be safe,” said Jack. “We’ll be back soon.”
Jack swung himself over the window sill. His feet touched the floor of the landing chamber.
“Annie!” he called.
There was no answer.
Jack looked at his diagram.
It showed only one way to go. Jack walked along the curved white wall to the stairs.
He climbed the steps to a hallway.
“Jack—hurry!” Annie was at the end of the hallway, standing in the airlock. She peered out a window in a giant door.
Jack hurried toward her. Annie stepped aside so he could look out the window, too.
“Oh, man,” said Jack. What he saw took his breath away.
He stared at a rocky gray land. The land was filled with giant craters and tall mountains. The sun was shining. But the sky was ink-black!
“Say hi to the moon,” Annie said softly.




“The fourth M thing must be out there,” said Annie.
Beside the door was a button with the word OPEN on it. Annie reached for the button.
“Wait!” Jack grabbed her hand. “There’s no air on the moon. Remember?”
“Oh. Right. But we have to go out to find the M thing.”
“Let’s see what the book says,” said Jack. He pulled the book out of his pack. He flipped through it until he found a page that showed the surface of the moon. He read aloud:
It takes fourteen Earth days to equal one day on the moon. No air protects the moon from the sun’s rays, so daytime heat reaches 260 degrees.
Jack looked at Annie. “I told you our blood would boil if we went out there,” he said.
“Yuck,” she said.
Jack read from the book again:
Moon scientists wear spacesuits, which have controls to keep them from getting too hot or too cold. They have tanks, which provide air for two hours.
“Where do we get spacesuits?” asked Annie. She looked around then trotted back down the hall. “Maybe there…?”
Jack was studying his map. “Let’s try the spacesuit storeroom.”
“Don’t look at the map,” said Annie. “Look at the real room!”
Jack glanced up. Annie was peering through a doorway off the hall.
“There’s a ton of space stuff in here!” she said.
Jack went to look.
Bulky white suits hung from hangers. Air tanks, helmets, gloves, and boots sat in neat rows on shelves.
“Wow, it’s like the armor room in a castle,” said Jack.
“Yeah, with huge armor,” said Annie.
“Let’s pick out the smallest stuff,” said Jack. “The suits can go over our clothes.”
Annie found the smallest white suit. And Jack found the next smallest. They stepped into them.
Then Annie locked Jack’s air tank into place.
“Thanks,” he said. And he did the same for her.
“Thanks,” she said.
“Gloves?” said Jack. He and Annie pulled on white gloves.
“Boots?” said Annie. They each pulled on a pair of huge white boots.
“Helmets?” said Jack. He reached for a helmet.
“Wow, they’re pretty light,” he said. “I thought they’d be like knights’ helmets.”

Jack and Annie put the helmets on. They locked each other’s into place.
“I can’t move my head right or left,” said Annie.
“Me neither,” said Jack. “Let’s try walking.”
Jack and Annie moved clumsily around the room. Jack felt like a fat snowman.
“Close your visor,” said Annie.
They both closed their see-through visors. Cool air filled Jack’s helmet.
“I CAN BREATHE!” Annie yelled. Her voice boomed in Jack’s ears.
“Ow! Talk quietly,” Jack said. “We have two-way radios inside our helmets.”
“Sorry,” whispered Annie.
Jack put the moon book back in his pack. Then he slung the pack over his shoulder.
“Okay!” he said. “Remember, we only have two hours of air in our tanks. So we need to find the fourth M thing really fast.”
“I hope we can find it,” said Annie.
“Me too,” said Jack. He knew they could not go home until they did.
“Let’s go,” said Annie. She gave Jack a little push.
“Watch it. No goofing off,” he said. “We don’t want to fall over in these suits.”
“Just go—go!” said Annie. She pushed him out of the room. They walked back to the airlock.
“Ready?” said Annie. “Open sesame!” She pressed the OPEN button. A door slowly slid closed behind them. A door opened in front of them.
And Jack and Annie stepped out onto the moon.




“Oh, wow!” said Annie. She took a step forward.
But Jack stood frozen. He wanted to get a good look at everything first.
He stared at the ground. He was standing in a layer of gray dust as fine as powder.
Footprints were everywhere. Jack wondered who had made them.
He reached into his pack for the moon book. To his surprise, it was as light as a feather!
He found a picture of footprints on the moon. He read:
The moon has no rain or wind to blow the dust around. So footprints will never wear away naturally, not even in a billion years.
“Oh, man,” Jack said.
The moon was the stillest place he had ever, ever been. It was as still as a picture. And its stillness would never, ever end.
Jack stared at the ink-black sky. A lovely blue-and-white ball glowed far away.
Earth.
For the first time, it really hit Jack. They were in outer space.
“Look!” Annie cried, laughing.
She bounded past Jack—almost flying through the air. She landed on her feet. Then she jumped again.
“I’m a moon rabbit,” she called.
Jack laughed. How does she do that? he wondered. He turned a page and read:
A person weighs less on the moon because of the moon’s low gravity and lack of air. If you weigh 60 pounds on Earth, you would only weigh 10 pounds on the moon.
“Don’t just stand there reading!” said Annie, grabbing the book from Jack’s gloved hand. She tossed it into space.
It flew far away.
Jack started after it.
He bounded up and down. Boing! Boing! Boing! Now he felt as light as a feather.
“Look!” he called to Annie. “I’m a moon rabbit, too.”
Where Jack’s boots hit the ground, moondust gracefully sprayed into space.
The book had landed at the edge of a shallow crater.
When Jack reached it, he tried to stop. But his feet slipped.

He fell right over and lay on his side. He tried to stand. But he was off-balance.
He tried again. But the dust was just too deep. And his spacesuit was too clumsy.
“You okay?” asked Annie.
“I can’t get up,” said Jack.
“You shouldn’t have been goofing off,” said Annie wisely.
“You goofed off first,” said Jack. “Now, help me up, please.”
Annie started toward him.
“Don’t fall, too,” warned Jack.
“I won’t.” Annie moved very slowly. She half floated, half walked.
“Give me your hand,” she said.
Annie grabbed Jack’s hand. She pressed her boot against his and pulled him up.
“Thanks,” he said.
“No problem,” she said. “It was easy. You were really light.”
“Thank goodness,” said Jack. “It’s impossible to get up alone.”
He picked up the moon book. It was covered with dust. He brushed it off.
“Oh, wow! Look!” said Annie. She stood at the edge of the crater.
“What is it?” said Jack.
“A moon buggy!” said Annie.
The buggy was parked in the crater. It had four huge wheels.
“Let’s go for a ride,” said Annie.
“We can’t,” said Jack. “We just have two hours of air in our tanks. Remember?”
“I bet we’ll find the M thing faster if we take the moon buggy!” Annie bounded into the crater.
“But we can’t drive!” said Jack.
“I bet I can drive this,” said Annie. “It looks easy. Come on!”
She jumped into the driver’s seat.
“But you don’t have a license!” said Jack.
“Who cares?” said Annie. “There aren’t any roads on the moon, or stoplights, or policemen either.”
She was right, Jack thought.
“Well, go slow,” he said. And he climbed in beside her.
Annie pushed a button labeled ON.
The moon buggy lurched backward.
“Yikes!” said Annie.
“Step on the brake!” said Jack.
Annie pressed a pedal on the floor. The buggy stopped with a jerk.
“Whew,” she said.
“It must be in reverse,” said Jack. “Let me study this—”
But before he could study anything, Annie pushed another button.
The buggy tilted back. Its front wheels started to rise into the air.
“Let me out of here!” said Jack.
Annie pushed more buttons.
The buggy’s front wheels landed back on the ground. And the buggy leaped forward.
“Slower!” said Jack.
“I can’t,” said Annie. “I don’t know how!”
Annie steered the buggy over the tracks on the ground. The wide wheels kept it from sinking into the deep dust.
“Careful!” said Jack.
The buggy zoomed out of the crater.
Gray clouds of dust rose behind them as they took off across the moon.




Annie drove the moon buggy over bumps and hollows. It bucked like a bronco.
“I’m going through there!” She pointed to an opening between two mountains.
Jack held on to the dashboard.
The buggy bumped toward the opening and shot through.
On the other side, the ground was even rockier.
“Look for the fo-fourth M thing!” said Annie, bouncing up and down.
Jack groaned. Looking for anything on this wild ride was impossible.
“Sl-slow d-down!” he said.
“How?”
“Try pressing on the b-brake pedal. On the f-floor—slowly!”
Annie pressed on the brake.
The buggy slowed down. Jack sighed with relief. The ride was still bumpy. But now, at least, he could take a good look at the moon.
He had never been to such a colorless, barren place. There was no green, no blue, no red.
No water, no trees, no clouds.
Only giant gray rocks and craters—and an American flag.

“Oh, man,” said Jack. “That’s from the first astronauts who landed on the moon!”
“And look—a telescope!” said Annie.
She drove near the flag and telescope. Then she put her foot on the brake until the buggy stopped.
She pressed a button that said OFF. Then she and Jack hopped out.
They took slow giant steps to the site of the first moon landing.
Beside the flag was a sign. Annie read it aloud:
HERE MEN FROM THE PLANET EARTH
FIRST SET FOOT UPON THE MOON,
JULY 1969 A.D.
WE CAME IN PEACE
FOR ALL MANKIND.
“That’s a good message,” said Jack.
He handed the moon book to Annie. Then he took out his notebook and pencil to copy the sign.
“Let’s leave our own message,” said Annie.
“What should we say?” said Jack.
“The same thing,” said Annie. “But say we are the first kids.”
Jack turned to a new page in his notebook. In big letters he wrote their message.
“Now we have to sign it,” Annie said.
Jack signed his name.
Then he passed the notebook and pencil to Annie. She signed her name and passed the notebook back.
Jack tore out the piece of paper. He put it by the flag.

No wind would ever blow the message away. No rain would ever fall on it.
It would be there forever, unless someone moved it.
Thinking of “forever” made Jack feel dizzy. He shook his head to clear his thoughts. Then he remembered the time. Had two hours passed yet?
“I wish I had a watch,” he said, standing up. “We might be running out of time.”
“Oh, wow. A moon man!” said Annie.
“What?” Jack turned to look at her.
She was staring through the telescope.
Jack walked over to the telescope. Annie stepped aside so he could look, too.
Jack gasped. In the distance, something was flying above the ground.
It looked like a giant man in a spacesuit.





“Who is that?” said Jack.
“I don’t know,” said Annie. “But we’ll soon find out!” She started waving.
“No!” said Jack. He grabbed her arm. “Let’s go back to the base—before he gets here!”
“Why?” said Annie.
“We don’t know who he is!” said Jack. “We don’t know if he’s friendly or mean or what.”
“But we can’t go back,” said Annie. “We haven’t found the fourth M thing yet. We won’t be able to go home.”
“It doesn’t matter. We can lock the door at the moon base until he goes away,” said Jack. “Then we can get new air tanks!”
Jack hurried to the moon buggy. “Come on!” He jumped into the driver’s seat.
Annie gave a little wave to the dot in the sky. Then she climbed into the moon buggy.
The buggy took off.
“Careful!” said Annie.
They bumped over the rocks as Jack turned the buggy around. Then they zoomed toward the pass.
Jack steered around craters and rocks. More than once the buggy nearly tipped over.
“Whoa! Slow down!” said Annie.
They were almost at the mountain pass. Suddenly, a cloud of dust flew up in front of them. The ground trembled.
“Watch it!” cried Annie.
Jack couldn’t see a thing.
He stepped on the brake. The buggy jerked to a stop.
The dust settled.
A giant rock had fallen into the narrow pass. It was stuck between two walls of rock. They were trapped!
Jack quickly found a picture of a giant rock in the moon book. He read aloud:
Rocks of all sizes crash into the moon from outer space. These rocks are called meteorites.
“We’re lucky that meteorite didn’t land on us,” said Jack.
“Yeah, and I guess it’s too big to be the M thing,” said Annie. She had climbed out of the moon buggy and was standing by the meteorite.
It was more than twice as tall as she was.
Jack looked at the black sky. The flying thing was nowhere in sight—yet.
“We’ll have to jump over it,” Annie said.
“Jump? I don’t think so,” said Jack. “It’s too high.”
“I’m going to try anyway,” said Annie.
“Wait. Let’s think first,” said Jack.
But Annie was already backing up.
“One, two, three—go!” she shouted, and took giant, leaping steps toward the meteorite.
When Annie got close to the rock, she pushed off the ground. Then she flew through space and disappeared behind the meteorite.
“Annie!” Jack called.
There was no answer.
“Oh, brother,” Jack said. He backed up and took off toward the rock. He jumped as high as he could. Then he was flying through space.
Jack hit the ground and fell facedown into the dust.

Jack tried to stand. But his suit was too bulky. He tried to roll over. But his suit made even that impossible.
“Oh, no,” he groaned. “Not again.”
“Are you here?” asked Annie. “Did you make it?”
“Yes!” Jack was relieved to hear her voice. But he couldn’t turn his head to see her. He could only hear her over the radio.
“Can you help me up?” he asked.
“Nope,” said Annie.
“Why not?”
“I fell down, too,” she said.
“Oh, brother,” Jack sighed. “Now we are really in trouble.”
He tried to stand again. And failed.
“Can you see anything?” he asked.
“Just the sky,” said Annie. “Wow, is it weird…”
“I’m worried about our air tanks,” said Jack. “I feel like it’s been two hours.”
“Ja-ack…” said Annie.
“And what about that moon man?” said Jack. “Where did he go to?”
“Jack!” whispered Annie.
“What?”
“He’s here,” she said. “The moon man is here.”
“What?”
“He’s standing above me.”




Jack’s heart nearly stopped.
He could hear Annie talking.
“Hi,” she said. “We come in peace.”
There was silence. Then Jack heard Annie say, “Thank you. I have to help my brother up now.”
A moment later, Annie rolled Jack onto his back.
She grabbed his hand and pulled him up.
“Thanks,” said Jack, once he was standing.
The moon man was a few feet away. His face was hidden by a metal visor.
He looked like a spaceman. A huge spaceman—with a giant tank on his back. It was as big as a refrigerator.
“That’s a jet pack!” said Jack. “I’ve seen pictures of future astronauts flying with those things. It’s like a mini-spaceship. Right?”
The moon man didn’t answer.
“I don’t think he can hear us,” said Annie. “He’s not hooked up to our radio.”
“Oh, right,” said Jack. “I’ll write him a message!”
“Good idea,” said Annie.
Jack pulled out his notebook and pencil. He wrote:

Jack handed the notebook and his pencil to the moon man. They looked tiny in his big hands.

The moon man looked down at the message. He looked at the tiny pencil. Then he turned the notebook over.
Jack and Annie watched as the moon man put the pencil to the paper. He was writing something very carefully.
Finally he gave the notebook back to Jack.
Jack and Annie stared at the marks.

“Stars,” said Annie. “He drew stars.”
“Maybe it’s a space map,” said Jack.
“Space map?” said Annie. “Hey, Jack, map starts with M!”
“Oh, wow,” said Jack. “This must be the fourth M thing!”
“Let’s ask him what his map means,” said Annie. She turned around.
“We’ll never know now,” she said.
“Why?” Jack looked up from the map.
“That’s why.” Annie pointed. The moon man was flying over the mountains.
“Thanks!” Annie cried.




“Who was that guy?” said Jack. “What does his map mean?”
“I don’t know,” said Annie. “But let’s see if it works.”
Jack took a deep breath. “Yeah, we’d better hurry back. I think I’m running out of air. It feels harder to breathe.”
“For me, too,” said Annie.
“Go slow. Don’t breathe too much,” said Jack.
He and Annie took long, floating steps toward the moon base. Jack held his breath as if he were underwater.
By the time they got to the white dome, he was ready to burst.
Annie pushed a button beside the huge door. It slid open. They hurried into the airlock. The door closed behind them and the door to the hallway opened.
Jack opened the visor of his helmet. He took a long, deep breath—and let it out. “Ahhhh!”
“Let’s get out of these suits,” said Annie.
“Good idea.” Jack was dying to free his arms and legs.
As they moved clumsily into the spacesuit storeroom, Jack felt heavy again.
He and Annie unlocked each other’s helmets, gloves, and boots, and pulled everything off. Then they stepped out of their bulky suits.
“Whew!” Jack said. He took off his glasses and rubbed his eyes.
It was great to be free—even if he no longer felt as light as a feather.
“Hurry! Peanut’s waiting!” said Annie.
She led the way down the steps to the bright landing chamber.
“Yay,” she said softly.
Jack was relieved to see the tree house still there. Soon they’d be heading home. He couldn’t wait.
Jack and Annie crawled through the tree house window.
“We’re back, Peanut!” said Annie.
Squeak! Peanut ran to the letter M.
“We missed you!” said Annie. She patted the mouse’s head. “We met a moon man.”
“Sorry, Peanut, but you have to move,” said Jack. “We have to put the map on the M.”
Annie gently lifted the mouse off the M.
Jack tore the star map out of his notebook. He placed it on the M, next to the mammoth bone, the mango, and the moonstone.
He sighed, then sat back on his heels. “Hand me the Pennsylvania book,” he said. They needed the Pennsylvania book to get back home.
There was silence.
Jack turned and looked at Annie.
“It’s not working, Jack,” she said. “The book’s not here.”
“What?” Was the map the wrong thing?
They looked around the tree house.
“It’s definitely not here,” said Annie.

“Oh, no.” Jack’s heart sank. He picked up the star map and stared at it.
Squeak, squeak. Peanut jumped out of Annie’s arms and scurried back to the letter M.
“I’ve got an idea,” said Jack. He reached into his pack and took out his pencil.
“What are you doing?” said Annie.
“You know how you draw a constellation?” said Jack. “You connect all the stars. What happens if we try that?”
He drew a line from one star to another. He kept drawing, until all the stars were connected.
“Let me see,” said Annie.
Jack held the paper out so they could both study it.
“It looks like a mouse,” said Annie.
“Yeah,” said Jack.

“Is there such a thing as a mouse constellation?” said Annie.
“I don’t think so…” said Jack.
Squeak.
Annie and Jack looked at Peanut. She was standing on the M.
“Oh, wow. Jack,” Annie whispered, “I think I know what the fourth thing is—”
Jack grinned. “Me too,” he said. “It’s a—”
“Mouse!” they said together.
Squeak! Squeak!
“Maybe the spell is—Moonstone, mango, mammoth bone, mouse!” said Annie.
Jack touched each M thing in turn as he whispered, “Moonstone, mango, mammoth bone, mouse.”
“Let’s say it over and over and see what happens,” said Annie.
Together, they chanted:
“Moonstone, mango,
mammoth bone, mouse.
Moonstone, mango,
mammoth bone, mouse.”
Suddenly, a bright light filled the tree house.
The light got brighter and brighter and brighter.
The brightness was blinding and whirling.
The air spun with brightness.
Then everything was clear.
Peanut the mouse was gone.
And Morgan le Fay stood before Jack and Annie.




“Thank you,” Morgan said softly. “You have freed me from the magician’s spell.”
Jack just stared at her.
“You were Peanut?” Annie said.
Morgan nodded and smiled.
“Really? You were with us all the time?” said Jack. “On all our missions?”
Morgan nodded again.
“Why did we have to go on this mission to find a mouse?” said Jack. “If you were always with us?”
“To break the spell, we had to be on the moon,” said Morgan. “You could have broken it the minute we arrived.”
“Oh, that’s what Peanut—I mean you were trying to say!” said Annie. “We didn’t have to leave the moon base at all.”
Morgan nodded, smiling.
“But the moon man came along to help us,” said Annie. “He drew a constellation of a mouse! Is he a friend of yours?”
Morgan shrugged. “Let’s just say we had a little talk. He stopped by the moon base while you were out.”
“The same way you had a talk with the ninja master, right?” said Jack. “And the monkey and the sorcerer?”
Morgan nodded. “I always squeaked to the ones who helped you.”

“But how did they understand you—a mouse?” said Jack.
Morgan smiled again. “Certain wise ones understand the language of little creatures,” she said.
“I bet it was you who turned the pages of the books!” said Annie. “To show us where to go next!”
Morgan nodded.
“But who turned you into a mouse?” said Annie.
Morgan frowned. “A certain person who likes to play tricks on me,” she said. “His name is Merlin.”
“Merlin!” said Jack. “The greatest magician who ever lived.”
Morgan sniffed. “He’s not that great,” she said. “He doesn’t even know I have two brave friends who help me.”
“Us?” said Annie shyly.
Morgan nodded. “And I thank you both with all my heart.”
“You’re welcome,” said Jack and Annie.
Morgan handed Annie the Pennsylvania book. “Are you ready to go home now?” she asked.
“Yes!” said Jack and Annie.
Annie pointed to a picture of the Frog Creek woods. “I wish we could go there,” she said.
The tree house started to spin.
It spun faster and faster and faster.
Then everything was still.
Absolutely still.
But only for a moment.




The midnight woods woke up.
A breeze rustled the leaves.
An owl hooted.
The sounds were soft, but very alive.
Jack opened his eyes. He pushed his glasses into place.
He smiled. Morgan was still with them. He could see her in the moonlight. Her long white hair was shining.
“Morgan, can you and the tree house stay here?” said Annie. “In Frog Creek?”
“No, I must leave again, I’m afraid,” said Morgan. “I’ve been gone from Camelot for a long time.”
She handed Jack his pack. She brushed his cheek. Her hand felt soft and cool.
“A bit of moondust still on you,” she said. “Thank you, Jack, for your great love of knowledge.”
“You’re welcome,” said Jack.
Morgan tugged on one of Annie’s braids. “And thank you, Annie, for your belief in the impossible.”
“You’re welcome,” said Annie.
“Go home now,” said Morgan.
Jack smiled. Home was Earth—that bright, colorful world where everything was alive and always changing.
“Bye, Morgan,” said Annie. She started out of the tree house.
Jack looked back at Morgan.
“Will you come back soon?” he said.
“Anything can happen,” said Morgan. “The universe is filled with wonders. Isn’t it, Jack?”
He smiled and nodded.
“Go now,” Morgan said softly.
Jack followed Annie down the rope ladder. He stepped onto the ground.
The wind started to blow.
The tree started to shake.
A loud roar filled Jack’s ears. He squeezed his eyes shut. He covered his ears.
Then everything was silent and still.
Jack opened his eyes. The ladder was gone. He looked through the leaves and branches of the giant oak tree. Where the tree house had been was only moonlight now.
“Bye, Morgan,” he whispered sadly.
“Bye, Peanut,” said Annie.
Jack and Annie stared at the top of the tree for a long moment.
“Ready?” said Annie.
Jack nodded.
They started for home.
The midnight air felt cool and moist. It was filled with the soft sounds of earth life.
Jack and Annie left the Frog Creek woods. They started down their street.
Annie glanced up at the sky. “The moon looks really far away, doesn’t it?”
It did, thought Jack. It was.
“I wonder how the moon man can be up there all alone,” said Annie.
“What do you mean?” said Jack.
“I mean, who helps him put on his spacesuit?” said Annie. “Who helps him get up when he falls down?”
“And who is he?” added Jack.
“Who do you think he was?” said Annie.
“He must be a scientist or an astronaut from Earth,” said Jack.
“No. I think he’s an alien,” said Annie, “from another galaxy.”
Jack scoffed. “What makes you say that?”
“I just feel it,” said Annie.
“Wrong,” said Jack. “There’s no proof that aliens exist.”
“Maybe not now,” said Annie. “But don’t forget—we were in the future.”
“Oh, brother,” said Jack.
They crossed their yard and climbed their back steps. Annie tiptoed inside the house. Jack followed her.
Before he shut the door, he glanced up at the moon.
Was Annie right? he wondered. Could the moon man have come from another galaxy?
Morgan’s words came back to him: The universe is filled with wonders. Isn’t it, Jack?
“Goodnight, moon man,” Jack whispered. Then he closed the door.
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