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Okay, Tesla. You've got two minutes before your best friend
dies. Get it together.

Unfortunately, my ferret wasn't cooperating.

“Pickles, I swear, if you sneak into my lab and pee on
my equipment one more time, I'm going to personally
build a rocket ship so I can send your little monkey butt
to the moon.” I dropped a folded paper towel onto the
ground and swiped it through the wet puddle with the
toe of my shoe. “Ugh!”

Honestly, how was I supposed to save my best friend
and remain on the forefront of invention if my ferret
wouldn’'t answer nature’s call in her litter box like a nor-

mal pet?
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Pickles answered me by sniffing my foot, rolling onto
her back, and nibbling at a newspaper clipping that had
fallen from my desk.

“Hold it!" I demanded, reaching down to grab the
tattered piece of paper before it got covered in her slob-
ber. “That’s not for you.”

[ blew the dust from the bold headline in my hands
and set the article in the open drawer to my left with the

others I'd pulled from the academy’s archives. “You



shouldn't eat newspaper,” [ scolded Pickles. “Youre going
to get a stomachache. Especially from something like
this...” I cringed at the chaotic image in the story: Dad’s
laboratory, blown to pieces.

In response, Pickles lolled onto her belly and began
chewing on the nub of my shoelace.

“Yeah, yeah,” I said. “Keep on ignoring me. [ see how
itis.” [ leaned over and scooped her up, setting her on my
desk. I used tweezers to grab one of the clear raised dots
from my microscope slide and placed it on the tip of my
finger just as my watch began to buzz.

“Shoot,” I muttered. I was late. Mary wouldn't be
happy.

“You see this?” [ asked. Pickles snuffled the dot
eagerly, licking her chops and preparing to eat it.

“Hey!” I scolded her. “It’s not food.” I yanked my hand
away. “It’s the futurel Hold still. Remember what we talked
about, okay? If this doesn’'t work, weTe putting every-
one here at risk. We're all relying on you. You've got to
find her.”

Pickles continued to watch me, blinking her choco-
late brown eyes.

A word of warning to you: If youre ever in a life-or-
death situation, don't trust your ferret to save the day.

At least, not until she’s better trained.



[ pulled her blue collar away from her fur and affixed
the dot to it, sticky-side down. “Now go find Mary,” I
instructed. “Her life depends on it! Do you hear me?!”
[ smacked the table to show my urgency. “Go!”

Pickles seemed to understand, because she tore out
the room like, well . . . like a ferret in search of food. You
haven't seen speed until you've seen that.

[ pressed a button on my watch and followed the
ticking seconds, growing more nervous by the second.
Only two minutes to go before the whole thing was a
bust. I tried to distract myself by pacing, but every
squeak of my sneakers on the marble floor reminded me
of Mary. She was probably sitting on the very same floor
right now, waiting for me and my undisciplined ferret to
rescue her.

Sorry. Am [ getting all life-and-death dramatic too
early in the story here? I should probably introduce
myself, especially if you haven't read any of these official
government records before.

I'm Nikki Tesla, and there are a few things you should
probably know about me before we continue. The first is
that I'm a genius. I'm not saying that to impress you. [
actually am a genius. In fact, [ attend Genius Academy, a

special school for kids like me with skills that tend to put



us, or those around us, in danger. (They say danger, but 1
say fun, you know?)

My best friends are Mary Shelley (that’s who my fer-
ret, Pickles, is trying to save right now), Grace O'Malley,
Charlotte Darwin, Adam Mozart, Leo da Vinci, and Bert
Einstein. You probably haven't heard of them because
Genius Academy is top secret. That’s why the govern-
ment will censor anything [ say about where the school is
located, what we get up to around here, or anything else
they deem inappropriate.

Wanna see?

Genius Academy is located in ||| | Gz

Genius Academy is run by a super smart (but also
oddly terrifying) woman named Martha ||| Gz

The government spends over [JJj million dollars
a year on our laboratory spaces, private jets, security,
and ice cream truck.

See? I'm not allowed to tell you anything top secret.
(For the record, that on-site ice cream truck is specta-
cular. You have to try the mint chip if youre ever in the
area.)

But ever since the super-cool-but-admittedly-fairly-
dangerous death ray [ invented was stolen last month by

a madman who almost used it to destroy the world for



profit, 've decided to keep these records indefinitely. You
know, just in case the government decides to blame me
for any more destruction of property or global melt-
downs. [ think of them as insurance.

Sometimes I'll even get Leo to include some pic-
tures for the sake of clarity. He’s a pretty great artist,
but don't tell him that or he’ll be impossible to live with.

Thankfully, the days of risking my life and nearly
destroying the world are far behind me. At least for now.
That should bring you up to speed.

Oh, time’s up.

My watch buzzed and [ cursed out loud.

Exactly three seconds later, Mary’s resigned voice
interrupted my thoughts.

‘And she’s late,” she muttered. “TheyTre going to
kill me.”

Mary wasn't in the room with me—she was in my
ear. Pickles had found her two seconds too late.

But it was working! | scrambled for my notes. “Mary!
Mary, can you hear me?”

A brief commotion of rustles and squeaks erupted in
my ear. | could envision Mary picking up my ferret and
inspecting her. “Nik? Is that you? I can hear you, but

where are you?!”
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