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 For Steve, the second-best fisherman I know–G.T.


 


To my hero, Christopher–F.D.
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 Slobber to the Rescue

Superhero Jo Schmo was speeding through the streets of San Francisco on her Schmomobile. Her dog, Raymond, sat in the sidecar, giving her a look that said, “Faster, Jo. Someone’s trying to blow up the bridge.”

The bridge in question was none other than the Golden Gate Bridge, and Raymond was right—someone was trying to blow it up. And this someone was Dyno-Mike’s younger brother, Dyno-Harvey. You might be thinking that Dyno-Harvey sounds ridiculous. You’re not alone. Dyno-Harvey would agree with you. But there was already a Dyno-Mike. What could he do?

 Still, having a ridiculous name doesn’t mean you can’t be an effective bridge-blower-upper. Dyno-Harvey came from a long line of people who knew how to blow things up, and he had a truckload of dynamite. Any minute now he’d light the fuse and the bridge would be history.

But first things first. There were rules. Before you set off an explosion, you had to throw your head back and let out an evil laugh. Harvey also came from a long line of expert evil laughers. He stopped the truck in the middle of the bridge. Then he threw his head back and—

“Mwah-ha-ha!”

 


“Faster, Jo!” Raymond’s look said. “I just heard an evil laugh.”


 Jo gunned the engine, and the Schmomobile picked up speed. Moments later she turned onto the bridge and saw Dyno-Harvey standing next to a truck full of dynamite with a match in his hand.

“Mwah-ha-ha!” Then he lit the dynamite.

“Faster!” Raymond’s look said.

It was a long fuse, long enough for Dyno-Harvey to get away from the explosion. But Jo knew she wouldn’t get there in time, not before the dynamite went off. There was only one thing to do. She grabbed Raymond by the collar and hurled him forward.

“Pork chops, Raymond. Pizza. Meatballs. Bacon.”

Raymond flew through the air with his cape flapping behind him. The cape made him drool like crazy, and hearing Jo calling out his favorite foods made it even worse.

Or better.
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 Raymond wasn’t flying because he knew how to fly. He was flying because Jo threw him. Hey, whatever works.

Jo Schmo kept yelling. “Pork chops, pizza, meatballs, bacon.”

Raymond drooled more than any dog ever drooled in the long history of drooling. It was pretty disgusting. Some of the drivers on the bridge tossed their cookies. One of them tossed his Fig Newtons.

The disgusting slobber couldn’t be helped. Raymond was flying and drooling with a purpose. He had to put out that fuse before it reached the truck and sent hundreds of people plunging into the bay.

“Pork chops, pizza, meatballs, bacon—mailman.” Jo added that last one for a reason. Raymond was a dog. Chasing the mailman was almost as much fun as eating pork chops. Just thinking about it made him drool even more.


 And before you could say “The flying Raymond drooled all over the fuse and put it out,” the flying Raymond drooled all over the fuse and put it out.

Seconds later, Jo Schmo pulled to a stop and high-fived her dog. “Great work, Raymond. You’re the best drooling sidekick a superhero ever had.”

All around them, people got out of their cars and cheered.

Raymond wagged his tail. “This is the best day ever,” his look said.
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 Dr. Dastardly and Numb Skull

Only it wasn’t the best day ever. It was a pretty rotten day. Jo and Raymond just didn’t know it yet. Danger was lurking all over the place. That’s the thing about danger: it lurks when you least expect it, like when you’re saving people on a bridge.

Not far from San Francisco there was a prison, and in this prison sat Dr. Dastardly, otherwise known as the Bad Doctor. Or at least the dastardly one. Dr. Dastardly hated prison life. You would think a bad guy would like to be with other bad guys. Not Dr. Dastardly. He kind of missed his mom.

 “Curse you, Jo Schmo,” Dr. Dastardly said, waving a fist in the air.

Dr. Dastardly wasn’t the only one who hated Jo Schmo. The prison was full of bad guys who had been captured by Jo and Raymond. One of them was Numb Skull, and he was sitting right across the table from Dr. Dastardly.

“You hate Jo Schmo?” Numb Skull asked.

“I do.”

“And her little dog, too?”

“Absolutely. He drools way too much.”

“I know,” said Numb Skull. “More than any dog ever drooled.”

“In the long history of drooling,” added Dr. Dastardly.

“Exactly.”

And right then, Dr. Dastardly stopped thinking about how much he missed his mom. For the first time since he had been sent to prison, he smiled. And what made him smile? The thought of getting back at Jo Schmo. “Revenge,” Dr. Dastardly said out loud.

 “Revenge?” Numb Skull leaned forward. “Against Jo Schmo?”

He nodded.

“And her little dog, too?”

“And her little dog, too.”

Numb Skull also had been missing his mom. But not anymore. He had a purpose now. He had a mission—to get back at Jo Schmo and her canine sidekick.

“I’m in,” Numb Skull said. “What’s the plan?”

“The plan is to break out of here and go after that little fourth grade superhero.”

“Details, Bad Doctor?” Numb Skull wasn’t the best planner in the world, mostly because his brain was a little . . . numb. Too many years spent in the boxing ring will do that to you. He’d leave the details of their escape to Dr. Dastardly.

 Each day the two of them met in the prison cafeteria or out in the prison yard to discuss their escape plan. And their revenge-against-Jo-Schmo plan. But they had to be careful. The prison walls had ears.

So did the guards.
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 They also had eyes and noses, but let’s not get ahead of ourselves.

 


The plan involved exploding macaroni and a giant slingshot big enough to launch a couple of bad guys over the prison wall.

“You must be joking,” Numb Skull said when he heard it. “Exploding macaroni? That’s the plan?”

“Don’t forget the giant slingshot.”

Numb Skull hadn’t forgotten about the giant slingshot. He was just trying to ignore it. “Are you pulling my leg?”

“Trust me,” Dr. Dastardly said. “I’m a doctor.”

“A doctor with a dumb plan,” Numb Skull said under his breath.

“I heard that,” said the Bad Doctor.
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 The Tasmanian Chop

After saving the Golden Gate Bridge and all the people on it, some of whom were tossing their cookies from seeing Raymond drool like no dog ever drooled in the long history of drooling, Jo and her sidekick high-fived each other all the way home. Steering a speeding Schmomobile while high-fiving is not recommended, but if anyone could do it, Jo Schmo could.

And she did—quite effectively.

When she got home, she parked the Schmomobile and went into the backyard to find her grandpa. Grandpa Joe, that is. It can be a little complicated having two Joes in one household—Jo and Joe.

 Jo found Joe in his backyard shack.

“We did it, Gramps,” Jo said, opening the door and going inside. “We saved the bridge.”

“Great work, Jo.”

“What’s next?” Jo asked.

Grandpa Joe was a retired sheriff and an expert what’s-nexter. He pointed to the police radio and said, “Not much going on, Jo. We wait.”

Jo was not an expert waiter.

“Got any new moves to show me?” she asked.

“Moves?” Grandpa Joe asked.

“Fighting moves,” Jo said. “Hand-to-hand combat stuff.”

Jo had already perfected the Russian Toe Hold, not to mention the Siberian Ear Tweak. She was also the master of the Knuckle Sandwich. But those were yesterday’s moves. Jo wanted something new.

 “Have you ever heard of the Tasmanian Chop?” Grandpa Joe asked.

Jo shook her head. She’d heard of pork chops, but that wasn’t exactly a move. “How
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