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Chapter 1 – Here Comes the Poop Kid
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At school, everyone called him “Poop.” Not because he smelled bad, or because his feet reeked like blue cheese. No, kids can be brutal without any real reason at all. They’d decided that was his name, and every time he walked through the hallways of Jefferson Elementary, the chant would start up: “Here comes the Poop Kid!” His real name was Tico.

At first, he cried about it. But then one day, while staring at his bowl of tomato pasta, something clicked. He realized his classmates were using as an insult the greatest, most perfect, most hilarious miracle in all of nature. He realized that inside his belly there must be a secret world — a wild, crazy factory that ran all on its own, without him lifting a single finger.

So he grabbed a notebook — the one with the blue cover, the one nobody ever flipped through — and decided to become the official cartographer of his own body. He didn’t write to make up fairy tales; he wrote at night, with his lamp aimed low so he wouldn’t wake his parents, to give names and faces to the tireless workers who lived inside him.

He mapped a hidden zoo, where the most unlikely animals worked as a team to turn a salami sandwich into pure energy. He drew the grumpy Chemical Bear who ran the cauldron of the stomach, the Postman Octopus with her stamps and pirouettes at the entrance to the intestine, and the silent Hippopotamus who in the final department compacted the waste — and whom nobody ever thanked.

Every evening he added a page, recording how the animals in his belly reacted to the day’s food. Every morning he came back to school and heard the chant in the hallway — “Here comes the Poop Kid!” — and instead of looking at the floor, he smiled and thought: you have no idea about the zoo inside you. And somehow, feeling that real connection with his inner factory made him feel lighter.

The notebook stayed in the drawer for weeks. Tico hadn’t decided yet whether to show anyone the map of his secret zoo. Maybe it was just his. Maybe that was enough.

Inside the Zoo — at that exact moment — everything began with a dead calm. Ten minutes to recess, and Tico’s stomach was growling with hunger. Beaver Benny was telling a knock-knock joke to Giraffe Gina when suddenly... WHAM!

The recess bell rang in the outside world, and a chunk of salami sandwich, chewed too fast by Tico, came hurtling down from the sky...

“Salami alert incoming! I repeat, salami alert!” shouted the Badger Bus Driver, yanking a lever that made a red light start flashing.

In a second, the break was over. Beaver Benny does everything at warp speed. He often chops food without looking, risking slicing his own tail, yelling: “Faster, faster, time is money!”

Benny spat out the cup of chamomile tea he’d been sipping and got into battle position, flashing his official front teeth. Giraffe Gina stopped doing neck stretches and positioned herself under the entry hatch, ready to act as a slide. Gina worries about absolutely everything: “What if the food goes down the wrong way? What if bacteria attack? Help, I can feel a chill all the way down all three meters of my neck!”

CRUNCH!

The shutters of Tico’s mouth flew open. A rain of bread crumbs, crust, and chunks of salami fat flooded the first department.

“Come on, everybody, let’s go! This bread is harder than usual — that kid doesn’t chew, he swallows like a vacuum cleaner!” yelled Benny, as he and his team of beavers began snipping, chopping, and shredding the load with their teeth. “Gina, keep the tunnel open, there’s an avalanche of carbs coming!”

Giraffe Gina stretched her neck as far as it would go, welcoming the shredded load and gently pushing it downward with rhythmic movements of her slide walls. “All clear here at the Esophagus Department! The load is going down beautifully. Badger, your turn!”

The Badger Bus Driver, at the wheel of his Swallowing Cart, hooked up the freshly processed food lump and, zooming along the tracks, delivered it straight to the reinforced hatch on the lower floor.

Down below, bathed in an olive-green dimness, the Chemical Bear was dozing in his rocking chair, with an enormous mad-scientist hat tilted slightly over one eye. Hearing the Badger’s whistle, he jolted awake.

“Already?! We just finished with breakfast!” the Bear grumbled, scratching his hairy belly. He heaved himself up and shuffled over to the gigantic Stomach Cauldron. He lit the burners and began turning a crank, activating the muscular walls of the chamber to stir everything around. “Let’s see now... bread and salami. This fat’s going to take a while to melt. Assistants, open the hydrochloric acid valves! Let’s make a nice soup out of this!”

For three hours the Chemical Bear worked without stopping, sweating and muttering incomprehensible formulas, until that sandwich became a kind of thick, liquid cream, ready for quality control.

Outside, in class, those three hours had passed and math was almost over. Inside the zoo, the Postman Octopus sprang into action, stationed at the entrance to the Intestine Department. With four tentacles she held stamps, with two more she consulted ledgers, and with the last two she sipped an espresso with a splash of cream. She loves classical dance. She sorts nutrients while pirouetting on her tentacles, but watch out if one paper is out of place: if a single gram of sugar goes to the wrong department, she shuts down the whole line to take roll call.

“Let’s see what the Bear sent us...” said the Octopus, analyzing the incoming cream. “Ooh, excellent stuff. Salami vitamins, head to the Muscles Department! Bread sugars, straight to the Brain — Tico has a quiz in five minutes! And you, excess fats... off to storage in the love handles, you never know when winter might come.” With the precision of a Swiss post office, the Octopus sorted the nutrients and sent them to the Subway Wormies, who traveled along the Intestinal Villi tracks absorbing every last drop of energy to distribute throughout the zoo. Thanks to them, Tico’s mind lit up and he aced the quiz.

But the story doesn’t end there. Because after the Octopus and the Wormies had taken all the good stuff, only a heap of dark, watery, seemingly useless sludge remained on the conveyor belt.

The conveyor belt led straight to the most feared and mysterious department in the entire factory: the Ecological Waste Management Division. There, seated on a throne of recycled metal, was the Compactor Hippopotamus — the true unsung hero of the zoo.

“Here it is, the scrap material,” said the Hippopotamus in a deep, calm voice, watching the sludge advance. “Ignorant people out there think this is just garbage. They don’t understand a thing. This is the art of recycling.”

The Hippopotamus activated the hydraulic presses of the Large Intestine. His job was critically important: squeeze the sludge to recover every last drop of water remaining, because in this zoo, waste is a crime. As the water was reabsorbed and recirculated to hydrate the other animals, the sludge compacted, becoming solid, dark, and perfect.

“And now,” announced the Hippopotamus, glancing at the factory clock, “the miracle is complete. The sandwich gave its energy, the zoo is saved, and the work has been packaged just right. Ready for launch!”

SECRET FILE 1 — Top Secret Dossier from Tico’s Blue Notebook

Zoo code name: The Digestive System.

What the class bullies think: That it’s just something that stinks.

The scientific truth: It’s an assembly line about 30 feet long that dismantles food to turn it into fuel for running, playing, and thinking.

The Real Workers:

Beaver Team: In real life, these are your teeth and saliva. If you don’t chew well, you leave the work half done and send down rocks.

Giraffe Gina: That’s the esophagus — a muscular tube that pushes food down, even if you’re upside down (but better not try that at recess).

Chemical Bear: That’s the stomach. Anything but lazy: it produces gastric juices (super strong acids) that dissolve even the toughest bread crust.

Postman Octopus: That’s the small intestine with its intestinal villi. It filters and ships vitamins and sugars into the bloodstream to feed your muscles and brain.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 2 – The Little Ones Cause a Disaster
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That afternoon, in the Zoo-Factory, the air smelled of fresh green apple. It was the long-awaited day of the “First Training Shift”: for the first time, the little ones could help their parents.

Little Beaver Carlie bounced around like a broken spring.

“Today I’m going to be the fastest chopper in the whole zoo!” he yelled, flashing his still slightly crooked little teeth.

Beside him, baby Giraffe Gina Junior stretched her neck in every direction, bursting with curiosity.

“I want to do the slide! I wonder if I can send a whole sandwich down without dropping anything!”

Even tiny Wormy Pete, with his conductor’s cap sliding over his eyes, sprinted along the intestinal villi tracks:

“I’ll drive the carts at full speed!”

Chemical Bear, put in charge of supervising, scratched his head anxiously, mad-scientist hat dangling over one ear.

“Kids, listen up: things only work in here if we work as a team. If anyone tries to show off, the whole zoo... and especially our kid out there... pays the price.”

But the little ones had their ears plugged with excitement.

When a nice crunchy piece of apple arrived, Carlie decided to impress baby Gina. Instead of chewing calmly, he took one lightning-fast bite and, with a flick of his tail, sent down an almost-whole chunk.

“See that? Super Carlie!” he said proudly.

Baby Gina Junior, caught off guard, stretched her neck as far as it would go. The piece of apple got stuck halfway down.

“Help
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