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T
he Failure

...

T
ension grew

 as the class hovered
around the table. Seven-year-old B

enjam
in

B
arber prepared for the big m

om
ent. 

“N
ow, B

enjam
in w

ill produce light,”
said his teacher, M

r. Perkins. “T
here are

three item
s here: a flashlight battery, a

copper w
ire, and a sm

all light bulb.
B

enjam
in w

ill connect the battery to the
light bulb w

ith the w
ire. T

hen the battery
w

ill give the light bulb its pow
er.”

B
enjam

in felt as if he w
ere on stage.

H
e held the thin w

ire. 
H

e leaned tow
ard the battery. 

T
he class held its collective breath. 

B
enjam

in touched the w
ire to the top

of the battery and…
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N
othing happened. 

H
e tapped the bulb to check the

connection. H
e touched the w

ire to the
battery again. 

Still, nothing happened. N
othing at all. 

Sarah Solom
on, class genius, yaw

ned.     
“Let m

e take a look, B
enjam

in,” said
M

r. Perkins. “It looks like it should w
ork.”

M
r. Perkins surveyed the project. F

irst,
he checked the bulb and the battery. T

hen he
looked at the w

ire. 
“It appears either the battery died or

the bulb isn’t w
orking. I’m

 sorry,” he said. 
“It w

orked this m
orning,” B

enjam
in

m
uttered. H

e w
ished he didn’t feel so on

stage. H
e felt like a failure. H

is project had
bom

bed. H
e w

as a dud. A
 zero. 

“You did your best. You can try again
later,” said M

r. Perkins. 
T

he bell rang. School w
as over. N

o w
ay

w
as B

enjam
in going to show

 his face on the
playground this afternoon. H

e’d just hide out
in the bathroom

. M
aybe forever.
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E
ventually he started hom

e. T
he w

alk
w

as long. B
enjam

in’s shoulders slum
ped

and his head drooped. H
e couldn’t believe

how
 dum

b he’d looked in front of his
classm

ates. 
“I’m

 so stupid,” B
enjam

in said. 
H

e sw
ung at a low

 branch w
ith his

book bag. T
he bag connected and alm

ost
knocked a squirrel off the lim

b. Leaves flew
everyw

here. T
he critter squealed and

scram
bled to a higher branch. 
B

enjam
in lugged his book bag up the

steps of his house. H
e plodded through the

house and headed into the basem
ent. H

is
bag hit the cem

ent w
ith a thud. 

“I’m
 a failure,” B

enjam
in said. 

H
e leaned against the w

ashing
m

achine and then slid to the cool floor.
B

enjam
in pulled out a book. H

e looked at
the m

an on the cover. A
fter several seconds,

he shook his head. “T
hey laughed at m

e,” he
said. H

e felt totally alone. “I give up!” said
B

enjam
in. 
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“E
xcuse m

e,” a m
ysterious voice said.  

B
enjam

in froze. W
ho w

as that?     
“D

o you really w
ant to give up?” the

voice asked. 
B

enjam
in dropped his book. H

e pressed
flat against the cool m

etal of the w
asher. H

is
head pounded.

“W
haaaaat?” B

enjam
in’s voice shook

and cracked. 
“D

o you really w
ant to give up?”

repeated the voice. 
W

here w
as that voice? It sounded like it

w
as com

ing from
 a big pile of clothes at the

base of the laundry chute. T
hat w

as
im

possible. W
as it the T

V
 upstairs? N

o! T
he

sound w
as definitely com

ing from
 the

basem
ent. B

enjam
in suddenly shook his head.

Talk about feeling dum
b. H

e alm
ost fell for it! 

“O
livia, stop it!” B

enjam
in snapped.

“T
hat’s not funny.” H

is sister loved to tease. 
“W

ho is O
livia?” asked the voice. 

“I m
ean it!” B

enjam
in dem

anded
crossly. H

e got up and stom
ped tow

ard the
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clothes pile. “I know
 you’re in there, and I’m

going to get you! I’m
 sick of your jokes.”

B
enjam

in began digging through the clothes
pile. 

“Sick of w
hose jokes?” asked O

livia.
B

enjam
in straightened up. H

e
sw

allow
ed hard and looked at an odd sock

he w
as holding. O

livia w
as standing at the

top of the stairs and now
here n

ear
the pile

of laundry! So w
hose voice had he heard? 
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T
he C

aptain’s Ship
...

I
t looked like a large w

icker
basket.  B

ut this w
as not your ordinary

basket. “W
hat is that?” asked O

livia. 
“T

hat is m
y ship,” said A

esock. 
O

livia w
alked around the ornate

w
icker structure. She shook her head in

am
azem

ent. 
B

enjam
in exam

ined the entire vessel
in detail. “W

ow
!” he exclaim

ed. T
he ship

contained a captain’s w
heel, a sail, and a

m
ast hung w

ith socks. A
long the outside

dangled a m
ishm

ash of item
s. T

hey included
a sleeping bag, an um

brella, an anchor, a
telescope, a m

ap, som
e odd socks, and a

clock. 
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“It looks like a giant picnic basket,”
said B

enjam
in. 

“W
hat’s w

ith all the socks?” asked
O

livia. “O
h,” said A

esock sheepishly, “they
like m

e.” 
“Socks like you?” asked O

livia. 
“Yes. Very m

uch,” said A
esock. 

“W
hy?” asked O

livia. 
“W

e w
ill discuss that another tim

e,”
said A

esock.  “N
ow, com

e aboard.”
A

esock clim
bed into the basket. T

hen
he helped O

livia and B
enjam

in. 
“See that little pink and blue bag?”

asked A
esock.  “It contains a safety line for

each of you. Put it on and secure yourself to
the ship.”

O
livia and B

enjam
in did as they w

ere
told. F

irst, O
livia tied the rope around her

ow
n w

aist. T
hen she helped her brother.

O
nce the tethers w

ere in place, the children
secured them

selves to the ship. 
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“N
ow

 put on your helm
ets,” instructed

A
esock. 

B
enjam

in reached into the bottom
 of

the basket and picked out a helm
et. It fit

perfectly. T
hen he handed one to O

livia. She
slipped it on. 

“Is everyone ready?” A
esock asked. 

“Yes!” they exclaim
ed. 

“O
ne m

ore thing,” said A
esock. “Touch

this sock on m
y cape and repeat after m

e:
A

ll things are possible to those w
ho believe.”

O
livia and B

enjam
in eagerly held the

sock and repeated A
esock’s w

ords. A
bruptly,

the basket began to trem
ble. 

“H
old on,” com

m
anded A

esock. 
O

livia and B
enjam

in clutched the
railing. T

he basket struggled to rise. 
“Secure yourselves. T

he next m
ove

w
ill be a fast one,” A

esock said w
ith a grin. 

T
he sail on the ham

per strained as
heavy w

inds w
hipped through the basem

ent.
Suddenly, the basket lifted off the ground
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and catapulted tow
ard the brick w

all.
B

enjam
in stared in horror. 

“G
et dow

n, B
enjam

in!” O
livia hollered. 

B
enjam

in dropped in the basket and
covered his head. T

he w
all w

as upon them
! 

“W
e’re going to die!” he yelled.

2
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H
igh F

lying
...

T
hen, w

ithout a hair harm
ed, the

trio w
as soaring through the evening sky. 
“W

hat h-happened?” stuttered O
livia.

“M
agic,” w

hispered A
esock.  H

e gave
them

 a thum
bs up. 

A
s the travelers zoom

ed into the
tw

ilight, the houses below
 becam

e sm
aller

and sm
aller. B

enjam
in leaned over the side of

the basket and alm
ost tum

bled out. 
“H

ang on, B
enjam

in,” A
esock w

arned. 
O

livia giggled. “T
hat w

ould be hard to
explain. G

ee, M
om

. G
ee, D

ad,” she said,
“B

enjam
in fell out of a flying laundry basket

w
hile visiting T

hom
as E

dison.” 
“T

hat isn’t funny,” said B
enjam

in. H
e 

2
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studied A
esock’s cape, covered entirely in

socks. R
ed socks. B

lue socks. B
aseball socks.

O
ld socks. N

ew
 socks. Socks of all sizes,

colors, descriptions, and conditions. 
A

s they flew
 through the evening sky,

O
livia asked, “A

esock, w
here do all those

socks com
e from

?” 
“E

veryw
here,” said A

esock. “T
im

e
travel creates static cling.”  

“So, you’re the one!” B
enjam

in laughed.
“M

y m
om

 is alw
ays talking about you. You’re

the sock m
onster that eats socks.”  

“O
h, goodness!” A

esock chuckled. “I
am

 not a m
onster, and I do not eat socks.”  

“M
aybe not, but you’re the guy,”

B
enjam

in said, and giggled. 
H

om
e w

as now
 out of sight, and the

E
arth w

as a speck below. A
esock peered

through his telescope. 
“W

hat are you looking at, A
esock?”

asked O
livia. 

“It is not w
hat I am

 looking at,” stated
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A
esock. “It is w

hat I am
 looking for.W

e seek
the B

lack H
ole.” 

“T
he w

hat?” B
enjam

in asked. 
“T

he B
lack H

ole. W
e m

ust enter the
B

lack H
ole to travel back in tim

e. It is a
portal.”  

“W
hat’s a portal?” asked O

livia. 
“A

 portal is a door or passagew
ay. T

he
B

lack H
ole, or door in the sky, w

ill lead us to
the past,” said A

esock. 
B

enjam
in peered eagerly in the sam

e
direction as A

esock’s telescope. A
t first, he

couldn’t see anything. T
hen, suddenly, the

B
lack H

ole appeared. W
ithin the darkness, it

resem
bled a w

hirlpool in the vast ocean of
air.  Light sw

irled around the hole, then
abruptly disappeared. 

“B
e advised. T

here is great danger
here for young travelers,” A

esock
announced. “D

o not attem
pt to travel into

the B
lack H

ole w
ithout m

e.” 
O

livia and B
enjam

in nodded. B
enjam

in
took O

livia’s hand. 
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A
s the travelers neared the portal, the

B
lack H

ole loom
ed larger and larger. O

nce in
its grasp, A

esock told them
 he w

ould not be
able to control the ship until they reached
the other side.  

“O
nce w

e enter the B
lack H

ole, it w
ill

becom
e quite dark,” said A

esock in a
serious tone, “but do not be afraid.
R

em
em

ber, the darkest part of the tunnel is
right before the light. Just like life.” T

hen he
sm

iled. B
enjam

in looked nervously at his
sister. “M

aybe this w
asn’t such a good idea,”

he w
hispered. 

O
livia squeezed his hand. “It w

ill be all
right, B

enjam
in. I’m

 scared, too,” she
w

hispered. 

3
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T
he B

lack H
ole

...

A
esock hooked him

self to the
m

ast. T
hen he locked the captain’s steering

w
heel into position. F

inally, he pulled flight
goggles over his glasses.

A
s the tiny ship got closer to the

colossal opening, the w
inds surged. A

 huge
m

eteor alm
ost as big as the basket raced by

w
ithin inches of the ship. 

“I w
ant to go hom

e,” B
enjam

in how
led. 

“W
e are protected.” A

esock sm
iled

know
ingly. “T

he w
inds w

ill take us w
here

they w
ant. W

e w
ill not fight the current. W

e
w

ill use it instead.” 
A

nd w
ith those w

ords the ship w
as

sucked into the B
lack H

ole. T
he basket

sw
irled in large circles. T

he w
inds how

led
and the basket pitched. T

here w
as total

3
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darkness. T
hen the lightning began. It w

as
the w

orst storm
 B

enjam
in had ever seen.

T
he basket careened and lunged as the

circles becam
e tighter and tighter. Several

tim
es asteroids passed w

ithin a few
 feet.

Suddenly, the basket tipped sidew
ays. A

terrifying scream
 cut through the how

ling
w

ind and darkness. 
O

livia’s hand slipped from
 B

enjam
in’s.

“A
esock, B

enjam
in, help m

e!” O
livia

shrieked. 
She had fallen overboard! B

enjam
in

stretched his arm
s out, but couldn’t reach

her. H
er eyes filled w

ith terror as she
clutched the safety line still fastened to the
side of the ship. 

“D
on’t let go,” shouted B

enjam
in. 

A
s the w

inds pum
m

eled the out-of-
control craft, O

livia held on w
ith all her

m
ight. “Please! H

elp m
e!” she yelled again. 

Lightning flashed. In the m
idst of the

storm
, the otherw

ise stalw
art vessel seem

ed
sm

all and helpless and so did B
enjam

in. Is

3
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O
livia going to die? he thought. A

s he
w

atched his sister’s body tw
ist in the w

ind
like a rag doll, he rem

em
bered their last

fight. It w
as over a stupid gam

e. T
his couldn’t

be! H
e had to do som

ething. 
“H

elp!” scream
ed B

enjam
in. “H

elp her,
A

esock! Please!”
“I w

ill save you, O
livia,” A

esock yelled.
“H

old on!” H
e grabbed the m

ast w
ith one

hand and reached over the side of the basket
w

ith the other. O
nce. T

w
ice. T

hree tim
es he

had her w
ithin his grasp. B

ut, each tim
e

O
livia’s sm

all hand w
as ripped from

 his by
the violent tw

isting and tossing of the out-of-
control ship. 

B
enjam

in could see O
livia’s face filled

w
ith fright. A

s she struggled m
ightily to hold

the safety line in the ferocious tem
pest, the

rope strained against her w
eight. It w

as all
that separated her from

 certain death!
B

enjam
in knew

 she could not hold on m
uch

longer. W
ould A

esock reach her in tim
e? 

“B
enjam

in, hold m
y rope to steady m

e,”



instructed A
esock over the how

ling w
inds. “I

m
ust let go of the m

ast so I can grab O
livia

w
ith both hands.”  

B
enjam

in follow
ed instructions and

quickly m
oved into position. T

his w
as his

chance to help his sister. H
e w

asn’t strong
enough to pull her to safety, but if he could
help A

esock…
Suddenly, the knot around O

livia’s
w

aist unraveled. “A
esock, I’m

 falling!” she
scream

ed. If she let go of the rope, she
w

ould certainly plum
m

et to her death in the
B

lack H
ole!

“N
o!” B

enjam
in scream

ed. “D
on’t let

go!” 
A

esock lunged over the side of the
basket and grabbed her. B

ut now
 he w

as
about to fall out of the basket! 

“Pull, B
enjam

in!” A
esock scream

ed
over the how

ling w
inds. “Pull!” 

B
enjam

in pulled as hard as he could.
B

ut A
esock and O

livia w
ere too heavy. 

“I can’t, A
esock,” B

enjam
in w

ailed. 
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“Yes…
you…

can,” replied A
esock

steadfastly. “B
elieve!” 

B
enjam

in took a deep breath, closed
his eyes, and pulled again w

ith all his m
ight.

F
rom

 deep dow
n inside he found a strength

he didn’t know
 w

as there.  Slow
ly, A

esock
lifted O

livia into the basket. She crum
bled to

the floor. 
T

hen, just as A
esock predicted, all

w
as still. T

he w
inds grew

 calm
. T

he
darkness disappeared. T

he ship righted
itself. A

nd there w
as light at the end of the

tunnel. “W
e m

ade it,” O
livia said w

ith relief.
T

he B
lack H

ole w
as behind them

. 
B

enjam
in prom

ptly collapsed in the
bottom

 of the basket w
ith his sister. H

is
stom

ach churned. A
ll he had w

anted to do
w

as visit T
hom

as E
dison. T

his w
as crazy. 

“I think I’m
 going to throw

 up,”
B

enjam
in m

oaned. 
A

esock instructed B
enjam

in to stand.
B

enjam
in looked over the side of the basket.
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H
e felt better w

hen he saw
 the treetops. 

“W
e’re alm

ost there,” said A
esock.  

A
 sm

all w
ooden building stood below.

F
rom

 their vantage point in the sky, the
travelers could see farm

houses in the
distance. T

his w
as no city. 

“W
here are w

e, A
esock?” asked O

livia.
“It looks like the w

oods.” 
“T

his can’t be M
r. E

dison’s factory,”
said B

enjam
in. 

“D
id I say w

e w
ere going to a

factory?” A
esock asked. 

T
he door to the sm

all w
ooden building

opened. C
hildren of various ages poured into

the yard. 
O

ne boy w
alked alone w

ith his head
dow

n. H
e kicked a rock w

ith his foot. 
“H

e looks like I did this afternoon,”
said B

enjam
in.  

“I thought w
e w

ere going to visit
T

hom
as E

dison,” said O
livia. 

“W
e are,” said A

esock. 
A

esock pointed to the gloom
y

4
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youngster w
alking w

ith his head dow
n. 

B
enjam

in looked at his sister in
astonishm

ent.  
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