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Warning!
Don’t read this boo k
straight through!
You’ll miss out on all the fun if you do.
Instead, start at the beginning and decide where to
go at the end of each chapter. Follow the instructions
on which page number to go to once you make your
decision. You’ll be flipping around a lot, but that’s part
of the journey.
When you’re done with one story, start over again
at the beginning of the book. There are lots of stories
packed into this book and lots of different endings.
The great thing is, you are the main character. You
make the decisions.
And right now, you get to be the Duck Commander.
Just make sure you don’t get shot or bitten or stuck
back in 1990. (You can’t actually die during time
travel, though. If something really bad happens, you’ll
still be okay.)
We only want the journeys to turn out fun.
Oh, and also, avoid the heavy rains. You really don’t
want to get caught in those.

This Is Who
You Are
Before we begin,
t h i s i s w h o yo u a r e .

Your name is Willie Jess
Robertson.
You are the president
of Duck Commander
and Buck Commander.
You make duck calls and
decoys—stuff every good
hunter needs.
Your parents are Phil and
Kay Robertson. Phil likes to
hunt and Miss Kay likes to
cook.
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You have three brothers: Alan, Jase, and Jep. And a
funny ole uncle named Si.
You have a beard, and you’re the most handsome of all
the Robertson boys. You’re the smartest, too, which is why
you are the CEO, obviously. Running Duck Commander
and Buck Commander keeps you pretty busy, but you know
what they say: “Work hard, play hard.”
Your wife’s name is Korie. She’s smart and beautiful and
the rock of your life.
You have five kids: John Luke, Sadie, Rebecca, Will, and
Bella.
You’re also a part-time secret agent, but nobody knows
about that, so let’s not tell anyone. That’s for another story.
You don’t know it, but you’re about to embark on a crazy
awesome adventure.
So rub your beard for luck. Or rub your imaginary beard.
Okay, you’re ready.

viii

Today
(0A)

A n o r d e r f o r t e n t h o u s a n d duck

calls just got
phoned in, and not a single soul is here to be found.
The Duck Commander warehouse is empty. Everybody’s
at lunch.
This is a problem, but only you seem to mind.
You’re waiting on John Luke to show up so you can go
shopping with him. It’s Korie’s birthday party tonight, and
the two of you still need to get her presents.
Look, it’s not your fault she didn’t tell you what to get
her. She said she didn’t need anything, but you know for a
fact if you don’t get her anything, you’re totally in trouble.
Last time she “didn’t need anything,” you didn’t get her
anything. That didn’t go over so well.
The problem is, there’s this large order for Triple Threat
1
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duck calls, and it looks like you have only ten left in the
warehouse. You told Jase and Si, but they nodded and then
went out to find some burgers.
You’re trying to run a business, and they’re trying to find
burgers.
You also need to figure out a birthday present. As you
walk through the warehouse, you try to come up with ideas.
Your ideas are usually pretty amazing.
Maybe she’d like some kind of nice jewelry.
The ladies love the sparkly stuff.
Maybe a getaway trip with the girls.
You think about this, then change your mind.
How about a getaway trip for the two of us?
’Cause that means you’ll be able to go somewhere fun too.
Yeah, that’s a good idea. Or maybe stick with some
chocolates. Like several boxes’ worth of them. Or what
about one of those giant teddy bears they show on TV?
Nah, maybe not.
You find a box of miscellaneous junk and pick out a
two-foot dagger in a sheath. This is from a church play you
guys put on around Thanksgiving. You take the blade out
of its leather holder. It’s very real and very sharp. Maybe it
would make a very awesome present.
That’s a very dumb idea.
All of a sudden, you hear Britney Spears singing in your
2
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pocket. Your cell phone is going off, and the song “Oops! . . .
I Did It Again” is set as the ringtone. Someone played a
trick on you, changing your ringtone, and you haven’t been
able to change it back yet. You don’t recognize the number,
so you ignore the call, then make a mental note that you
need to fix the ringtone ASAP. Or get John Luke to.
You’re almost back to your office when you see something you’ve never witnessed before. Something that’s
seriously out of place.
It’s a wooden o uthouse—rectangular with faded old
wood and a roof shaped like an u
 pside-down V. It’s like
one you’d see in the middle of the woods, the kind Uncle
Si and your dad, Phil, told you they used when they were
kids—the kind you wouldn’t want to enter even if your life
and bladder depended on it.
Except something’s different about this outhouse.
On the roof are two things that look like large bulbs.
As if the outhouse has antennas. There’s also some kind of
control panel on the door.
“What in the world . . . ?” you start to say.
Obviously someone is playing another trick on you.
The outhouse is right in the middle of the warehouse,
right where a forklift might be heading at any moment.
Someone has to be pulling your leg.
It’s close to Korie’s office, so maybe it has something to
3
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do with her birthday. Surely she didn’t buy an old outhouse
at one of those antique shows she goes to.
You walk up to it and check it out. Yeah, it’s real. You tap
on its side. The wood is thick and dense and has grooves in
it. The door has a hole cut into it, maybe for ventilation.
It’s in the shape of a duck.
This is totally a prank.
You press the control panel right below the opening, but
none of the buttons work. It looks a bit like one of those
computer games for little kids with about a dozen different
buttons and a small screen.
You circle the outhouse and see that it’s unlike any you’ve
ever seen. And you’ve seen a few in your life. It reminds
you of a Port-A-Potty, and you’ve got memories of some of
those. Especially some of those Port-A-Poops in the early
days, the ones that were falling apart, the kind with horrible
smells, the kind that really . . .
Well, yeah, you don’t want to think about that.
At least this one doesn’t stink.
Why would anybody use one of these when they could just
go outside?
You’re about ready to open the door when you hesitate.
Wait a minute . . .
That’s exactly what they want you to do.
You look around to see if anybody’s spying on you. To
4
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see if there’s a camera anywhere. But nobody and nothing
can be seen.
“I know this is a prank,” you call out. “Very funny, Jase!”
Your voice echoes in the silence.
“Oh, and if you’re watching me, go make a thousand
Triple Threats while you’re at it.”
Nobody responds. You stare at the closed door of the
wooden outhouse.
So why aren’t you opening it?
You picture it filled with something. Water, maybe. Or
balloons. No, not balloons—that’s not creative enough.
Maybe something like shaving cream.
No, you could get out of the way of that.
Maybe some kind of animal. Yeah,
that’s what you’d do if you pulled the
old Port‑A-Potty–in–the–warehouse
prank on someone.
Maybe it’s an opossum or a snake.
What if it’s a skunk? Surely they wouldn’t
put a skunk in the warehouse. That
would be going too far, even for them.
Maybe it’s some kind of bird. Or maybe
several different animals.
Bats. I can see Jase getting some bats
and putting them in this thing.
5
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But it’s not your birthday. It’s Korie’s. So why would
someone be pranking you?
You put your ear close to the door. Not on it, of c ourse—
just close enough to hear. But you don’t hear anything.
There’s nothing moving inside. You look into the d
 uck-
shaped opening on the door, but you can’t make out a thing.
“Dad?”
You turn and see John Luke standing there.
“Are we going?” he asks.
“You know what this is all about?” you ask him.
He shakes his head. As he does, you notice something
funny about him.
“Did you change your hair?” you ask.
“Yep. You like it?”
You just stare at him. “You have a mullet.”
“Yes, sir.”
“Why’d you get a mullet?”
“’Cause I’m gonna bring it back.”
“Mullets are never coming back,” you tell John Luke.
“I had one in high school, and—believe me—they’re staying in the past.”
John Luke pulls at the long hair sticking out below his
ears. You roll your eyes.
“So did Jase put this thing here?”
“I don’t know,” John Luke says.
6
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You nod. You know when your son’s up to something,
and right now John Luke doesn’t have that look on his face.
“Did you open it?” he asks.
“I’m not opening that door.”
“Why not?”
“’Cause I think someone’s pulling a prank on me. Look
at that thing. An outhouse? With antennas? Come on. In
the middle of the warehouse?”
“I’ll open it,” John Luke says, grinning as he starts to tug
on the handle.
“Wait a minute,” you call out, stopping him.
“What?”
You haven’t heard anything. You haven’t seen anything.
You haven’t even smelled anything. Which is definitely
a plus.
“I think we should wait,” you tell your son again.
John Luke waits, then decides to keep opening the door.
He tries the handle, but it won’t budge. Then he tries
pressing a few of the buttons—some of the same ones you
pressed—and the door moves on its own.
“How’d you do that?” you ask.
“Press the red button. The one that says Open.”
Oh.
As the door swings, you squint, expecting some kind of
something to come out.
7
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But nothing is there.
“See, it’s empty.”
It looks just like . . . an outhouse might look.
There’s a bench with a hole in it. It’s that simple.
John Luke steps into the structure. “It doesn’t look
used,” he says. “No poop on the seat.”
You look back once again to see if someone is watching
you. Then you hear the door shut.
You wait a moment for John Luke to come out. But
he doesn’t.
You wait for another second. But no.
Then something weird happens. Those antenna-like
things on top of the outhouse turn red and start to
blink. They flash like this for a few seconds,
then stop.
Again you wait for John Luke to
emerge, but he never does. So you decide
to open the door. Button pressed, the
door swings wide open on its own.
“Hey, come on. Get out of there.”
You look into the same space John Luke
stepped into.
It’s empty.
Nobody’s there.
“John Luke,” you call out.
8
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You peer into the dark corners but don’t see anything.
There’s no way he could be hiding anywhere inside because
it’s not big enough.
“Hey, John Luke, where’d you go?”
You circle the outhouse but don’t see any sign of him.
Ah, this must be the prank. Some magic trick.
Maybe someone hired a magician for Korie’s birthday.
A magical outhouse. There’s something you’ve never heard
of before.
“Okay, pretty funny. I’m impressed.”
You get back to the entrance and open the door again.
You look inside.
John Luke is nowhere around.
He’s totally vanished.
You laugh, knowing someone’s watching you. Your
brothers are having a good ole time.
“Very funny.”
You glance around and wait. But nobody says a word.
Nobody comes out of the shadows.
Nothing happens. For one minute. Two minutes.
“Come on, John Luke. Seriously.”
Silence.
You sigh and look back at the door.
You gotta do something.
9
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Do you step inside the outhouse to check it out
yourself? Turn to page 29.
Do you stay outside and wait to see who’s
playing a trick on you? Turn to page 63.

10

The Morning Fog
A Note from John Luke Robertson

I lov e t h e i d e a o
f

traveling in time. Being able to go
back in time to meet someone like Jesus and see some of his
miracles would be incredible. I also love the idea of going
back in time to make up for dumb things I’ve done.
This past February would be one of those times I’d set
the redneck time machine for.
It was a day after we’d gotten some snow and rain. The
fields were muddy and perfect for driving around on and
doing donuts. My Jeep is great for those sorts of things.
So I was out driving around doing donuts when
suddenly—boom! A tree came out of nowhere.
Actually, the tree had always been there.
I just totally didn’t see it. It seemed to appear
out of thin air, and my Jeep crashed right
into it.
Our lives are like that. It’s so easy to be
doing the right thing at the right time, and
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then, out of nowhere, a tree comes and we crash. It can be
something we say or do. It can be anything. We’re all prone
to making mistakes.
The great thing is that God doesn’t keep us stranded
back in time because of our mistakes. That’s the beauty of
grace. Mistakes can sure change our lives, sometimes for
the worse. But God never gives up on us. Like a father,
he continues to watch over us and love us and wants us to
make the right decisions.
It’s so easy to look ahead to next week or next month
or even next year or to look back and wish things had been
different. The last few years, being part of the Robertson
family has been quite a wild adventure. Sometimes it’s easy
to try to look too far into the future. But God’s Word is a
reminder to stay focused on today.
James 4:14 says, “How do you know what your life
will be like tomorrow? Your life is like the morning fog—
it’s here a little while, then it’s gone.”
Even if I live to be one hundred years old, my life will
still be like the morning fog. Hovering around, then suddenly gone.
My hope is that I can continue the Robertson legacy and
shine a light on our faith and values. To make some sense of
the morning fog. Just for a moment, maybe.
That’s my hope for you too.
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