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For my grandpa, Ike—a prankster, a joker, a legend
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CHAPTER 1

I DON’T WANT TO SOUND paranoid or anything, but there is definitely something suspicious happening at Meadowview.

And I don’t mean the usual weird stuff like Dean going around offering people French toast sticks out of his pocket before homeroom. Weirdly warm French toast, I can handle.

What I can’t handle is quiet.

What can I say? I got used to the noise of middle school. The sound of lockers slamming, the buzzing conversations in the cafeteria, the sneakers squeaking on the floor, the sound of ol’ Mrs. Stickman telling someone to put their phone away.

“Do Not Disturb is not just a setting, people! It’s a way of life,” she’d yell. Ah… it was like really annoying music to my ears.

For real. You don’t notice how much you miss stuff like that… until it’s gone.

Imagine seeing cheerleaders but hearing no cheer. Imagine walking past class clowns who’ve suddenly got zero jokes. Even someone like Maya, our resident theater kid who couldn’t go five seconds without talking to someone or breaking out into song, wasn’t making a peep. She’d usually at least be humming something from some obscure Broadway show. But not today.

When I arrived at Meadowview Middle this morning, the halls were unusually quiet.

Like I said, it was all very, very sus.

I walked to my locker and gave my next-door neighbor a polite “heyyyy.”

That neighbor was Katie Kat, the star player on the Meadowview Minotaurs. She liked to start every day by listening to her workout playlist on her little bubble speaker, which she hid in the back of her locker. Even though I wasn’t “popular” anymore, Katie Kat would at least give me a nod back.

“Heyyyy,” I said again louder—just in case she missed it the first time.

She didn’t. She just kept her head down and her ear pods in. For… reasons?

“ ’Kayyyy…,” I said, spinning the super-secret combo for my locker.
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I heard the locker door open with a click, and that’s when it hit me.

GLITTER.

Little sparkly, shimmery specks of glitter that suddenly sprayed out of my locker in a poof. It was like getting a bucket of water dumped over my head—only, you know… WAY WORSE.

My face, my snapback hat, my clothes… glitter.

My hair, my mouth, my fingernails… yep, you guessed it… more glitter.

Everything I owned was now covered in glitter. I’d be blinking this stuff out of my eyes for months now. If that wasn’t enough, a bunch of crumpled-up pieces of red and pink paper came pouring out all around my sneakers, onto the floor.

Where are my books? Can I ever use my locker again? Am I now just a walking, talking cloud of confetti? Will I blind everyone with my sparkle?

Pfft, these were problems to figure out when I didn’t have glitter in my brain.

I coughed, and I swear, a bunch of glitter came out where my breath used to be.

“What…?” I said in a daze.

And that’s when the noises finally came back. Footsteps, laughing, and clapping. There was the familiar symphony of camera sound effects from people’s phones, taking embarrassing pics of me. KA-SNAP! KA-SNAAAAP!

“Bruh, you just got PRANKED!” someone said in a familiar voice.

It was Jordan.

Yep, believe it or not, the evil prankster who did this to me was one of my best friends. I wiped glitter out of my eyes to see him standing there with his phone out, recording me. He had the biggest grin on his face. He didn’t even look this happy at his own birthday party last year.

He turned the camera around to record himself. “Like and sub to ya boy for more! And remember, PRANKS for watching!”

“Did you get all that on camera?” Katie Kat asked him, finally looking up from the floor. “That was SICK! I can’t wait to watch that again!”

I could see all the other kids crowding around to get a good look… and a good laugh. At me.

They weren’t so quiet now.

Maya stopped to take a selfie with me.

“Hashtag Mondays, amiright?” she said, snapping the pic. “Thanks for the tip, Jordan!”

And that’s when everything became clear to me: They were all in on it! Jordan had somehow orchestrated a huge prank and gotten the whole class to play along for one of his new prank videos on ViewIt.

“So that’s why everyone was so quiet,” I said, kicking the crumpled-up paper in Jordan’s direction. “How did you even get my locker combination?”

“Bro, it was SO easy!” Jordan replied. “Four-eight-five? Four—the number of your favorite order at Nuthin’ but Nuggetz. Eight—like you ‘ate’ your favorite meal: parmesan jalapeño nuggets. And five—the number of times you ‘eight’ the number four at Nuthin’ but Nuggetz. You’ve been telling that joke for literal years now.”

“Great, so four-eight-five is not as super-secret as I thought it was,” I said.

“Yup, it’s not even a good joke,” someone said from behind me. “Better change your online passwords too, Normy.”

I knew that voice. It was my other best friend, Mia.

She put her stack of manga down and started helping me pick the glitter out of my hair. “I don’t get it… When did we decide pranks are a thing again all of a sudden?”

“Uhhh, since some mystery genius covered Mr. Jameson’s desk in sticky notes and posted it to ViewIt,” Jordan told her. “Honestly, I’m jealous I didn’t think of it first. It’s still getting likes.”

“Those are imaginary internet points. Literally worthless. Did you learn nothing from Norm’s whole viral video thing?”

Jordan ignored her and uploaded my glitter video to ViewIt, waiting for the likes to pour in. “You just don’t get it, Mia.”

“No, I understand someone pranking Mr. Jameson,” Mia said, nodding. “But why would you do it to Norm? You’re friends.”

Jordan looked at her. “Because unlike you, Mia, Norm can take a joke.”

“Excuse you, I can take a joke,” she said, insulted.

“So can I,” I said, still finding handfuls of glitter in my hoodie. “Rest in peace, my dad’s washing machine. Your mom’s, too, Jordan.”

That’s when I hit Jordan with two handfuls of glitter, mashing it in his hair. We both cracked up. But Mia wasn’t laughing. It was obvious she didn’t get the whole prank trend at all.

Jordan and I didn’t bother throwing any glitter on her. Neither of us wanted to get on Mia’s bad side. We just quieted down and helped her gather the red and pink pieces of paper off the floor.

“Ugh, glitter is not biodegradable! And on top of that, this is such a huge waste of paper,” Mia grumbled. “We’re recycling everything.”

“Awww, but the recycling bin is all the way outside, past the soccer field,” I groaned.

“So? I thought you liked recycling? You’ve recycled that four-eight-five joke hundreds of times.”

My jaw dropped as Jordan burst out laughing again. He held his hand up for Mia to high-five. “Got ’em!” he hollered.

“I told you,” Mia said with a shrug. “I know how to joke!”



After our fifth trip to the recycling bin, Mia and I were finally done cleaning up the mess. All Jordan did was walk alongside us, reading the comments on his prank video out loud each time a new one was posted. His voice seemed to speed up as the minutes passed, as if he was trying to get in as much phone time as he could before first bell.

“Skull emoji, IJBOL, skull emoji, another IJBOL,” Jordan rattled off.

“What is I-J-B-O-L?” Mia asked.

Jordan stared at her in disbelief. “IJBOL… as in… I Just Burst Out Laughing! Seriously, Mia, you would know this stuff if you got out of the science lab once in a while. Stop getting in touch with worms or whatever you find in the mud, and start getting in touch with your sense of humor.”

“Science can be funny. Like when Miss Noyce burned off one of her eyebrows during an experiment,” Mia said.

She wasn’t wrong. But I had to admit: Jordan made a good point.

“I bet you could pull off a killer prank, if you wanted to!” I said, giving Mia a friendly nudge. “With your science-y brain, who knows what crazy stunt you’d come up with! You could really get someone good…”

Which reminded me…

“Like, did you guys see the ViewIt post from the basketball game? Where someone deflated all the basketballs right before the first quarter? Mikey Davis was so angry, he looked like he was gonna explode!”

“Yeah, his face was almost the same color red as his jersey!” Jordan snickered.

Though she disliked pranks, and basketball, Mia disliked Mikey Davis more. She asked Jordan to share the post with her.

“Norm’s right,” Jordan agreed. “You could probably use some of that gross stuff you hide in your room.”

“What gross stuff?” I asked, genuinely curious.

Mia explained that she was keeping a few running experiments at home. One of them was a slice of old rotten beef in a jar in her closet. Maggots had formed on it. Jordan said he could smell it from the street when he walked by her house. “It smells like death,” he said.

I didn’t mean to be rude, but I had to ask. “Mia, and I mean this lovingly, as your friend… UM, WHAT?!”

“It’s a simple experiment to time the speed of decomposition, okay? It is so not a big deal!” she explained, trying to play it off.

But I could tell that she could tell… that we thought it was foul.

(Pretty sure I’d be skipping lunch after this. Maybe dinner, too.)

“Is this why you won’t let us come over and play GameStation 5 anymore?” I said, stomach turning. “Because you’re hiding rotten meat in your room?”

“It’s gotta be the reason!” Jordan added, pointing at her with his jaw open, like we’d just solved a mystery. “You love the rotten meat more than us!”

“OMG, STOP. Don’t look at me like that, guys,” Mia said, clearly uncomfortable. “So what if I do weird stuff in the name of science? I’m still chill.”

“Prove it,” Jordan said with a challenging look. “Use your science in the name of funny weird stuff.”

I nodded. “He’s not wrong. All the best mad scientists in movies do exactly that!”

Mia definitely thought of herself as the most scientific kid at Meadowview. She mulled it over and we could see her brain start to dream up all the possibilities. Her eyes went wide. She got this same look in bio lab whenever she got called on by the teacher. Or when she got to dissect something.

Mia was suddenly inspired.

“Maybe executing the perfect prank could be a true challenge of the mind, and a way to prove to my friends that I can take a joke… and make one too,” she said aloud. Like we weren’t even there. “A prank is just a simple formula of surprise plus planning minus shame. Multiply with humor to achieve maximum results. Ya know, for science.”

She was interrupted by the loud brrrrring! of first bell. And with that, Mia skipped to homeroom, happy to dream up a prank that would shock us. The ultimate prank.

Jordan and I were suddenly very nervous about what that would mean.

How nervous? Well, I let out a nervous fart and I’m pretty sure a little glitter came out.
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NOTE to self: check out Mr. Jameson’s desk!

add a comment:

Queen_V a sticky situation 52m

soccerfan482 somebody really stuck it to him 40m

Maya_naise page won’t load, I think it’s STUCK 34m

MDmusic no more puns, y’all 27m

→ KittKatt ok, NOTED 13m

→ MDmusic sTOP!!!!! 2m

view more comments




CHAPTER 2

“LET. ME. COOK.”

That’s what Mia told us before keeping to herself the next few days.

Sure, we saw her in homeroom, and in bio, and a little at lunch, but she may as well have been on another planet. Mia would hardly say a word to us—barely lifting her head out of her mini science notebook where she’d be writing down something mysterious every few minutes.

Jordan and I tried to sneak a peek, but we couldn’t read her handwriting. It was all scribbles… and like those scribbles, Mia was being sketchy.

When would she strike? Where would she do it? And who would be her first victim?

Secretly… I was hoping it would be Jordan.

Mr. “Pranks for Watching” was getting a little too good at pulling pranks—so good that he was starting to get noticed on ViewIt. The locker glitter explosion he pulled on me trended for days, but that was only the beginning.

His next prank got everyone at school talking—and chewing.

And spitting.

Jordan made his mom’s famous double chocolate cookies for our annual Homeroom Cookie Swap and passed them out. He’d been bringing these same cookies since the fourth grade, so we all knew what to expect: ooey-gooey greatness with cinnamon sprinkles on top. They were his mom’s secret recipe, and no lie, they were the best cookies in town. Everyone knew them and loved them and would fight over the chance to get seconds.























































	He loves hot chicken sandwiches.

	He cuts his own hair.

	He still believes in Santa Claus.

	Oh yeah, he really hates snakes.
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