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CHAPTER ONE EXTREME WEATHER FORECAST

[image: An illustration depicts four anthropomorphic birds, resembling pigeons, standing in the rain.]
What is the strangest weather you have ever been in?

Maybe it was a sun-shower. That’s when it’s sunny and rainy at the same time.

It’s supposed to rain when it’s cloudy, not when the sky is clear!

[image: Andres Miedoso struggling to wake up in a sunlit room in the top panel, juxtaposed with him and four other children joyfully playing basketball.]
And speaking of sunny skies, did you know that in some parts of the world, the sun never sets during the summer? And then, during the winter, the sun never rises!

[image: Andres Miedoso in winter clothing, looking wide-eyed and flustered with a runny nose, wiping their nose with a gloved finger.]
Or maybe you’ve been in really extreme weather. Like when it’s so cold that your snot instantly freezes into an icicle.

Or when it’s so hot you could fry an egg on the sidewalk. (Although I wouldn’t eat that egg if I were you. Gross!)

[image: A young woman with wide, excited eyes, holding a knife and fork, ready to eat a fried egg, a slice of toast, and a glass of water on table.]
Want to know about the strangest weather I have ever seen?

That’s easy. It was a big brain storm, of course.

[image: An illustration depicts a large human brain floating amidst a few stylized clouds, suggesting a concept of thought or consciousness.]
And I’m not talking about the kind of brainstorm when you get together to come up with new ideas.

No. I mean a real brain storm!

[image: Desmond Cole and Andres Miedoso, running through a storm, with Desmond holding a microphone and Andres clinging to a tattered umbrella.]
Do you see that huge, wrinkly cloud that’s filling the sky? Totally looks like a human brain, doesn’t it?

I’ll bet you also see the kid flying through the air and clutching an umbrella for dear life.

Well, that’s me, Andres Miedoso.

There’s also that kid who’s calmly pointing a big microphone up at the brain.

That’s my best friend, Desmond Cole. I guess he thinks brains can talk!

And yes. Those are cat and dog plushies raining down from the sky.

I know, I know. You’re wondering how on earth this brain storm started brewing.

[image: An illustration depicts a multitude of cartoonish stuffed animals, predominantly dogs and cats, tumbling and bouncing energetically.]
Before I get into the story, you’d better yank on your rain boots and grab your ghost patrol gear.

Because the forecast for this story is stormy with a 100 percent chance of spooks!



[image: Dr. Ackula and Andres Miedoso, looking out of an open window from a brick building towards a bright, sunny sky and some bushes.]




CHAPTER TWO THE PARTNER PROJECT

[image: A cartoon illustration depicts a happy bat in mid-flight, with its wings fully extended and motion lines indicating movement.]
Believe it or not, it all began on a bright and very sunny Tuesday in Kersville.

(But you already know, the nice weather wasn’t there to stay.)

Our teacher, Dr. Ackula, had just given us a new project.

I swallowed hard. When it came to Dr. Ackula, school projects could mean a lot of things.

Sometimes the projects were super fun, like when we had Family Food Day. Dr. Ackula ate so much that he let out a huge, garlicky fart! It was so funny… and so smelly!

[image: Dr. Ackula with a long nose presenting a small object to a classroom of five diverse, laughing students.]
[image: Andres Miedoso with curly hair intently examining a bubbling, steaming puddle of liquid with a magnifying glass.]
But other times the school projects were no fun at all. Once we had to pick up trash around town and then study it under a magnifying glass. Ick!

The entire class sat on the edge of our seats. We had no idea which way the new project would go.

[image: An illustration shows four diverse elementary school-aged children sitting at desks in a classroom.]
“Everyone will do a project in front of the class,” Dr. Ackula said.

Panic ran through my body. Speaking in front of the whole class? This was not one of the fun projects!

[image: Dr. Ackula in a vest and bow tie, balancing a spinning plate on his finger while gesturing to a group of five diverse, captivated students.]
“Can we choose the topic?” my classmate Lena asked. “I want to do mine about my favorite boy band. Or my second-favorite boy band!”

[image: A comic illustration depicts Lena with her classmates with exaggerated, joyful expressions.]
Emmanuel “Nose Picker” Neal raised his hand.

“What about boogers?” he asked. “I can talk about boogers all day!”

Eww.

Dr. Ackula replied, “Try to pick a topic that you think your classmates would be interested in. Other than that, yes, your project can be about anything you like.”

“All right!” Emmanuel shouted. He pumped his fists in the air.

[image: Dr. Ackula with a mischievous smirk observing an excited Emmanuel who throws his fists into the air in triumph while seated at a desk.]
I knew what that meant. He was going with the booger talk.

“Oh, I left out the most important part of the project,” Dr. Ackula said. “You will be presenting in pairs.”

[image: An illustration depicts five diverse elementary school-aged children interacting cheerfully around classroom desks.]
The room buzzed with excitement. Everyone jumped up from their desks, trying to decide who they wanted to work with.

For me, though, it was a no-brainer. I quickly locked eyes with Desmond.

He was my best friend and my Ghost Patrol partner. Of course we’d be partners for this project, too!

I reached out my hand, and Desmond shook it firmly.

Maybe this project would be pretty fun after all.

[image: A illustration depicts a group of children interacting with smiles and hand gestures, Desmond Cole and Andres Miedoso at the center shaking hands.]
Dr. Ackula told us to let him know our pairs, so Desmond and I did just that.

“Desmond and Andres are working together?” said Gianna, another one of our classmates. “Wow! You guys are, like, the dream team!”

Dream team. I grinned.

Yeah. I definitely liked the sound of that!



[image: Desmond Cole and Andres Miedoso, wearing helmets and elbow pads, riding bicycles down a driveway towards the street.]




CHAPTER THREE FUN IN THE SUN

[image: A illustration depicts two identical glasses of iced beverage, each containing ice cubes and citrus slices, suggesting a refreshing drink.]
After school Desmond and I biked home like we always did. There wasn’t a single cloud in the sky.

“You know what’s perfect on a sunny day like today?” I said as we pedaled down our street. “Some Miedoso family lemonade!”

My dad makes the best lemonade ever. It’s a little sweet and just the right amount of sour.

We poured ourselves lemonade from a pitcher and sat down at the kitchen table.

Desmond took a big gulp and said, “This lemonade really hits the spot.”

[image: Desmond Cole and Andres Miedoso at a table, Desmond eagerly drinking from a glass, and the Andres carefully watering a small plant in a pot.]
[image: Desmond Cole and Andres Miedoso studying together at a table, animatedly discussing their work with wide smiles and expressive gestures.]
I nodded in agreement. Then I opened my notebook and asked, “So, any ideas for our project?”

“Hmmm,” Desmond said. “Nothing yet. What about you?”

I shook my head and replied, “I was hoping maybe you had a good idea.”

Desmond and I sat there for a few moments in silence. Then Zax the ghost floated through the wall into the kitchen.

That’s right, there’s a ghost living in my house! He’s not the scary kind, though.

[image: An illustration shows a gleefully mischievous, transparent ghost-like creature trapped inside a glass display cabinet while Desmond Cole and Andres Miedoso sitting at a kitchen table, Andres looking distressed and the Desmond appearing bored.]
Actually, Zax is just like a brother. The only thing that makes him different from most brothers is that he can float through walls.

“Hi, guys!” Zax said. “Who wants to go to the bike park?”

Desmond and I didn’t respond. We were too busy thinking of ideas for our project.

[image: An illustration depicts a ghost-themed roller coaster speeding through a graveyard, with cheerful and scared ghosts riding in skull-shaped cars.]
“Um, hello? Ghosts to dudes,” Zax said. “The weather is too nice to be cooped up in here. Let’s go to the bike park. Then we can go somewhere really fun, like the graveyard!”

Graveyards are, like, as far from my idea of fun as you can get.

But the bike park? Now that sounded great!

[image: Andres Miedoso looking up at a large, friendly-looking, amorphous ghost.]
“I’m in!” I said to Zax. Then I turned to Desmond. “We still have all week to finish the project. We don’t have to start it today, right?”

[image: Andres Miedoso on the left holding a melting waffle-like object, grinning widely, while the Desmond Cole on the right puts on a helmet.]
Desmond was already strapping his helmet on.

“We always work great together,” he said. “Once we come up with the right idea, we’ll finish the project superfast.”

So Desmond and I hopped onto our bikes and sped off to the bike park with Zax.

[image: Desmond Cole and Andres Miedoso riding bicycles down a dirt path, with a playful, ghost-like creature hovering above them.]


[image: A three-panel monochrome comic strip depicts Desmond Cole and Andres Miedoso performing BMX tricks on dirt ramps, with a ghostly, bird-like creature.]




CHAPTER FOUR RED LIGHT, SCREAM LIGHT

[image: A monochromatic, hand-drawn illustration of a weekly calendar with PROJECT DUE! circled in the Friday slot.]
Desmond and I went to the bike park after school almost every day that week. It was the best… except for one thing.

Before we knew it, it was the day before the project. And we had done NOTHING.

[image: Desmond Cole and Andres Miedoso at a table, one looking anxious and chewing on his hand, while the other smirks slyly.]
We didn’t even have a topic!

“We should really get started on the project,” Desmond whispered to me in class.

“You’re right,” I said. I wasn’t all that worried, though. We still had the whole day.

Desmond and I could have worked on our project during recess, but the whole school got into an epic game of Red Light, Green Light.

I mean, come on! There was no way we could miss that!

Michael was the kid calling out the lights. We were all trying to tag him without getting caught moving during a red light.

[image: Desmond Cole, Michael and Andres Miedoso in various stages of movement and excitement.]
Desmond and I had come up with a secret plan. One of us walked in front, while the other stayed hidden right behind. That way, we would never both get caught at the same time.

“There goes Team Ghost Patrol!” Gianna said. “Always working together. What are you doing for the project tomorrow?”

[image: Gianna on the left animatedly pointing and laughing at Desmond Cole and Andres Miedoso.]
Desmond smiled mysteriously and stayed silent.

I peeked out from behind him and replied, “What are you doing?”

“My partner and I made a tiny model of Kersville,” Gianna said proudly. “It’s even got real working lights and everything!”

“Cool!” Carla chimed in. “Lena and I are doing a ballet that acts out our favorite book. We even got matching costumes!”

Carla started showing us a preview of the ballet. She leaped and twirled around.

[image: Carla in various stages of a cheerful, energetic dance, with swirling lines indicating movement.]
But then Michael yelled out, “Red light!”

We all froze. I was crouched behind Desmond. Poor Carla’s foot was stuck in the air.

“Desmond!” I whispered urgently. “Everyone’s going all in on their projects! What are we going to do?”

“Huh?” Desmond whispered back.

[image: Desmond Cole and Andres Miedoso and Carla, in a moment of awkward or surprised reaction.]
Desmond couldn’t hear me, but he couldn’t turn his head or move his mouth either. Or else he would get caught!

I leaned in way closer to Desmond and whispered louder.

“I said, WHAT ARE WE GOING TO DO?”

[image: Desmond Cole and Andres Miedoso, dancing awkwardly with wide, surprised eyes and open mouths.]
[image: Desmond Cole and Andres Miedoso, falling backward or recoiling from an impact, their heads close together and expressions of discomfort.]
But I must have leaned in a little too far, because I lost my balance and fell forward.

CRASH! Desmond and I landed flat on our faces.

“Desmond! Andres!” Michael yelled. “You’re out!”

Desmond and I groaned.

Some dream team we were!



[image: Desmond Cole and Andres Miedoso racing downhill on bicycles, their expressions conveying intense focus and determination.]




CHAPTER FIVE NO IDEA

[image: An array of question marks of varying sizes, rendered in a thick, glossy with subtle highlights, scattered across a plain background.]
After school, Desmond and I didn’t just bike straight to my house. We zoomed faster than ever!

Now we knew how awesome everyone’s projects were going to be. That meant we had to work twice as hard on ours!



[image: Desmond Cole and Andres Miedoso hiding inside an open refrigerator and freezer, surrounded by food items.]


“We need ideas,” Desmond said. “Amazing ideas!”

We started looking around the house for anything to spark an idea.

In the kitchen, we opened the cabinets, but they were filled with boring plates and bowls. Then we dug around in the fridge.

“Hmm,” Desmond said. “Our project could be about whether you can make ice cream by putting milk into the ice maker.”

“Or what if we try to figure out why strawberries don’t taste like straw?” I suggested.

We both sighed. Neither of those ideas sounded quite right.

We walked down the hall, still looking for anything good.

We even peeked into the bathroom. But trust me. Anything that happens in there probably doesn’t need to be shared in front of the whole class!

[image: A cartoon illustration shows Desmond Cole and Andres Miedoso boys in a bathroom.]
Next we headed to the living room.

“Hey, I got it!” I said. “Let’s do our project about video games!”

I picked up my video game controller and waved it around. “We could practice playing now. And then we can show off our skills in front of the class. Just think about it—playing video games for homework!”

[image: Andres Miedoso enthusiastically playing a video game on a large screen, with their face full of excitement and concentration.]
[image: Andres Miedoso with spiky hair and wide, concentric eyes recoils in terror, with the sound effect SCREECH!!! written in a jagged.]
I turned on the TV and loaded up one of my favorite games.

But before I could press start, I heard a SCREECH that made all the hair on my head stand up.

“Gah!” I shrieked. “What’s that?”

“Hey! Testing, testing,” Desmond’s voice boomed. He was speaking into a microphone that my mom used to sing along to songs.

Yup, my mom

[image: Desmond Cole singing enthusiastically into a microphone, while Andres Miedoso next to him covers his ears in exaggerated discomfort.]




[image: Andres Miedoso excitedly singing into a karaoke machine and Desmond Cole looking startled.]
[image: Desmond Cole and Andres Miedoso sitting on a staircase, leaning into each other with flushed cheeks and shy expressions.]


[image: Desmond Cole and Andres Miedoso reacting to a comic book.]




[image: Andres Miedoso rummaging through a toy chest while Desmond Cole stands nearby, looking distressed.]
[image: Andres Miedoso with dark, messy hair, looking annoyed with puffed cheeks and steam coming from his mouth, standing with his arms crossed.]






[image: Desmond Cole, eyes wide with panic, bursting through a door, while Andres Miedoso with curly hair stands in the background.]
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