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Hi, I’m Harold Fuzzwonker. I’m the one with the zippy striped shirt, the huge grin from ear to ear, and the really long arm. I’m riding one of my favorite things in the world: my red bike.

“I’m coming in hot!” I screamed, pedaling like a wild banshee. In one hand, I held a milk shake.

I could hear the assembled crowd of two people talking about me as I raced by.

“That Fuzzwonker kid is a real airhead,” Jeff Flasky, an annoying neighbor of mine, said.

A girl I’d never met before came to my defense. I’d seen her at my last event, though. She was new in town.

“Not true!” she said. “Harold Fuzzwonker is the most dangerous daredevil in Pflugerville. I saw him jump over a swimming pool last week.”

“It was a kiddie pool,” Jeff Flasky said. “And it was filled with pillows.”

“He’s gonna make it!” the girl shouted as I approached the ramp.

She was sitting on a green bike with a banana seat and a sissy bar. If it was my bike, I’d call it the Dill Pickle.

“If you say so,” Jeff Flasky said. He shrugged his shoulders and his giant head wobbled back and forth. Flasky’s got a real noggin on him.
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It’s at least two sizes too big for the rest of Jeff Flasky.

I took a sip of the milk shake and pedaled even faster.
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“He really is coming in hot,” the girl said.

“Like a blowtorch,” Flasky agreed.

“And one-handed. The real deal.”

Those were the last words I heard as my front wheel hit the wobbly ramp, and I was airborne. The world went into slow-mo as I glided above my dad’s car. Everything was going exactly like I had planned until I sailed over the handlebars and landed on the pavement in a pool of milk shake.
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“Whoa!” the girl yelled.

“What an airhead,” Jeff Flasky said.

I stuck my tongue out and licked some of the milk shake off the driveway.
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The next thing I remember, I was lying in bed with an ice pack as big as a watermelon balanced on top of my head. I popped the top on a bottle of Fuzzwonker Fizz and guzzled the contents down in one gulp. Then I burped for nine seconds in a row.

“What a dud,” I said, looking at the bottle.

My dad, Dr. Fuzzwonker, invented this amazing soda pop that will give you the biggest, longest burps in the world (it’s super-popular stuff, as you can probably imagine). He adopted me when I was a teensy-weensy bundle of baby. We live together in the town of Pflugerville in an ordinary-looking house. My dad spends a lot of his time in the top secret basement. I haven’t been down there. It’s that secret.

“You tried to jump over the car again, didn’t you?” Dr. Fuzzwonker asked.

“I did.”

We both looked out my bedroom window, where Jeff Flasky and the girl I didn’t know were standing on the sidewalk. Flasky was holding a sign that said Harold = Stoopid. The girl had a sign, too. That one said Do It Again!
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“Your fans?” my dad asked.

I shrugged and the watermelon-sized bag of ice almost fell off my head. “I’m a polarizing figure, Dad. What can I say? It’s part of my persona.”

My dad’s gaze landed on the pavement. “Is that my milk shake?”

I smiled like a goofball.
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“I’ll get you another one!”

I could see the wheels turning in my dad’s head. He was imagining me jumping over a row of garbage cans and crashing through the front window of our house.

“Isn’t nine a little young for a daredevil?” he asked me.

“Dad, I’m ten,” I said. “How else would I have these huge muscles?”

I sat up in bed and flexed, producing a tiny bump in the middle of my noodle arm. It was about the size of a marble.

Dr. Fuzzwonker moved swiftly to my bed for a closer look at my mega monster muscle.
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“Good gravy gobblers, you are ten! You’ve got some real live muscle there. Do you realize what this means? It means something BIG. I’ve been saving a present for your tenth birthday. And here you are, already ten!”
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I’ve gotten used to the idea that Dr. Fuzzwonker is brilliant but scatterbrained. He sometimes forgets things (like how old I am).

“I get to drive the car!” I yelled.

“Not a chance,” Dr. Fuzzwonker said. He folded his arms across his chest and acted like I would never guess what it was.

I took the bag of ice off my head and pulled my hat down close to my ears, thinking. I never take my hat off unless I go scuba diving or waterskiing (two things I have never done), or when my dad makes me take a shower. I’m not a fan of showers. I wish Dr. Fuzzwonker would use a water bazooka and hose me down in the backyard in my polka-dot Bermuda shorts.

“You got me a dinosaur!” I yelled.

“We’ve talked about this a thousand times,” Dr. Fuzzwonker answered. “You can’t have a dinosaur until you’re twelve. It’s a big responsibility.”
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I scratched my hat. I was running out of ideas. “A flying motorcycle?”

“Not even close!” Dr. Fuzzwonker said, his eyes growing wide with excitement.

“How about a titanium robot that fights evil space lobsters?” I asked. “Is that it?”

“You know I haven’t finished the Lobstrobot yet.”

“Argh. Is it a Homework Completor 4000? I’ve been asking for one of those for at least ten thousand years.”

“Still working on it.”

“What is it? Tell me!”

Dr. Fuzzwonker leaned in close and paused and smiled and raised his eyebrows.

“I’m giving you something better than all those things put together. I’m giving you . . . a JOB!”

I had a vision of standing on an assembly line, making loopy women’s earrings or sorting through a conveyer belt of rotten fruit or cutting the grass on a football field with a pair of fingernail clippers.
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“I’m only ten!” I shouted. “You can’t give me a job!”

But Dr. Fuzzwonker wasn’t done telling me everything about my long-awaited present.

“Come along, my freshly minted ten-year-old. Your job is in the basement.”

That was when I jumped out of bed like a monkey struck by lightning.
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Garvin was obviously winded on his way to the Snood Candy Factory because the trail wobbled back and forth and looped all over the place. There was a winding hill of a driveway at the bottom of the Snood property, and here it appeared that he’d taken a break and leaned his bike against a gnarly old tree. There were signs everywhere: BEWARE OF DOGS! DON’T COME IN HERE! PRIVATE PROPERTY!

“Looks like he stopped here,” Sammy said.

A couple of squirrels stared at us from the limbs of the tree, but I didn’t see Floyd up there. I didn’t see Floyd anywhere.

“Let’s keep going,” I said. “But stay quiet. By the looks of these signs, they have guard dogs.”

“I like dogs,” Sammy said. “I hope you’re right.”

I didn’t think these would be the kind of dogs Sammy would like. If the Snoods did have guard dogs, they’d be the kind with big barks and bigger teeth.

We took it slow and soon the narrow road was covered with a canopy of tangled tree limbs. They hid us from the sun, but little shafts of light broke through. We went through a long covered bridge that was even darker inside. A sludgy stream ran under the bridge.

“The Snoods really know how to make a girl feel welcome,” Sammy said.

“Shhhhh. They probably have this place wired.”

Sammy looked at me and all I could see were the whites of her eyes. “You’re being paranoid. It’s not like they’re watching us or anything.”

Right after Sammy said that, a huge voice boomed and echoed through the covered bridge.
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“WHO DARES ENTER THE PRIVATE PROPERTY OF THE SNOODS WITHOUT PERMISSION?”

I felt like the Wizard of Oz was yelling down at me.

“Come on!” Sammy said. “It’s only a little farther!”

I raced out in front and we cleared the other side of the covered bridge. The Snood Candy Factory loomed up before us, dark and forbidding. It was tall and square with billowing smokestacks and one set of big doors. There were windows along the walls, but they were all too high up for us to look through.

“There!” I said.

Sammy saw it, too. Floyd stared down at us from one of the windows. With a smile on his face, he was eating a glob of Snood’s Flooze.

I waved for him to come out, but he just pointed to the Snood’s Flooze like he couldn’t believe how much free candy there was inside the factory.
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“He’s not going to come out on his own,” I said. “We’ll have to go in and get him.”

We rode to the far side of the factory and leaned our bikes against the brick wall.

“DON’T MAKE ME SEND OUT THE DOGS!” the voice boomed again.

“That must be Mr. Snood yelling,” I said. “He doesn’t come out. Ever. He just stays in there and makes lousy Floozy candy.”

“I hope he sends the dogs,” Sammy said. “I love dogs.”

“Sammy, I don’t think you’re going to like these ones.”

“Of course I will. Why wouldn’t I?”

I looked down the long wall of the Snood Candy Factory. It was nothing but bricks and locked doors and windows—nowhere we could sneak in.

“Come on, let’s try going around the back of the building,” I said.

We left the bikes behind and quietly tiptoed to the edge of the factory. There were more trees back there, lots of them. And we found a little door. It was only about two feet tall.

“There’s no handle on this weird door,” Sammy said as she stepped closer.

“I have a bad feeling about this,” I said. “I don’t think that’s a door for people.”

Mr. Snood’s voice blared into the forest behind the factory again. “DON’T SAY I DIDN’T WARN YOU!”

And then the door opened up. Sammy leaned her head inside like it was no big deal. Then she looked at me.

“It’s dark in there. Like really dark.”

I peered inside with her and wished I’d brought a flashlight.

“Do you hear that?” I asked.

“Hear what?”

It sounded like a couple of Rottweilers running through a dark passageway toward two kids poking their heads through a small door.

“RUN!” I yelled at the top of my lungs
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