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CHAPTER 1

Good Morning, Goofballs!



At 5:33 A.M. I was woken up by a series of superloud, superweird screams and shouts.



AHHHHH-IIIIIII-EEEEEEE-AHHHHHHHHHHH!

EEEEEEEEEEEEEEKKK! ARGGGGGGGGGKT!

OOOOOOOO-EEEEEEEEEEE-NO-NO-NO NO!

This went on for a while.

It sounded like the end of the world.
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But it wasnt.
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Somebody had thrown a moldy lemon in through a window and it hit T-Tex3000 on the head, waking him up. And he woke up grumpy. It was a really nasty lemon.

[image: image]

T-Tex3000 isnt his full name. But I told him I was a busy superhero who didnt have time to call him Super-Teeny-Tiny Tyrannosaurus-Tex 3000. He followed me home yesterday after I accidentally time traveled back to 65 million years B.C. He took a few wrong turns in time and got a little mixed up. Also, he shrank. A lot. Hes about as big as a hummingbird. A hummingbird-sized spacecowboy-dinosaur-superhero. Tiny, but he can sure kick up a ruckus.

[image: image]

He had been having a nightmare about his terrifying time-travel trip, and when the lemon hit him, he thought he was passing through a meteor shower and panicked. He raced from room to room, waking up my other goofball roommates by jumping up and down on their beds and zapping them with sparks from his bright orange tongue that crackled like lightning.

T-Tex3000 didnt jump up and down on Mighty Tighty Whitey, though. He lassoed him with his mechanical lasso instead. This made the hot-tempered underwear mad and he raced from room to room, towing T-Tex3000 like a water skier without the water. The little dinosaur slammed into walls, tables, and chairs until just about everything in the house was broken.
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CHAPTER 2

Sidekicking and Screaming



A week ago (although it seemed like longer) Granny and I had taken in ten roommates to help pay the bills. We hadnt counted on ten lunaticseleven if you count the two-headed baby as two. Yes, life had been insane at 1313 Thirteenth Street ever since the Super Goofballs moved in.

Also I had decided I was not going to be Grannys sidekick anymore. I was old enough to be my own superhero. So I needed a sidekick of my own, and my plan was to choose one of the Super Goofballs. But they were such goofballs.

Speaking of which, T-Tex3000 and Mighty Tighty Whitey burst into my room and leaped on top of me. Dinosaur claws, no matter how small, do not feel good digging into your back. Wonder Boulder, Pooky the Paranormal Parakeet, SuperSass CuteGirl, the Impossibly Tough Two-Headed Infant (a.k.a., Biff and Smiff), and the Frankenstein Punster piled on two seconds later. We all ended up on the floor, tangled in Texs lasso.


I was going to choose one of you as a sidekick, I yelled, but forget it!

That got their attention. They all really wanted the job.

I can do it!

Choose me!

NO! ME, ME, ME, ME, ME!

A super pillow fight broke out.
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That woke Granny up. Shine and rise! she called, back-flipping out of bed and sliding backwards down the pole to the kitchen-lair. She is the Bodacious Backwards Woman. She says and does everything backwards. She whirled around the room in super-reversechopping, mixing, and fryingand three seconds later, screamed, Ready is breakfast!

Everything stopped, except the feathers floating in the air like slow-motion snowflakes. Stopping for foodanytime, anywhereis the one thing all Super Goofballs can agree on. Still linked together by the lasso, we hopped through the hall, bounced down the stairs, and rolled to the breakfast table.
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Feed us! Feed us! the roommates cried, opening their mouths like baby birds begging for worms. Funny thing: Pooky the Paranormal Parakeet actually was begging for worms.

Granny tossed her a few to sprinkle on her pancakes.

Yum! chirped Pooky.

That say youd knew I! said Granny. This was Pookys favorite phrase and it cracked everyone up, especially the Impossibly Tough Two-headed Infant. Milk gushed out of Biff s nose and hit Smiff right in the eye. Food, of course, started flying.
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I closed my TV screen, turned on the wipers, and watched the crazy show.

Hmmm. Which one of these loons would make the least horrible sidekick? It was a tough call. On a scale of one to ten, they were all at least twenty in horribleness.
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CHAPTER 3

Emergency? What Emergency?



I had wrongly assumed that things would calm down a bit with Blunder Mutt out of the house (superbig enthusiasm + supertiny brain = lots and lots of super crashes and explosions). He and Super Vacation Man (huge, burly, Hawaiian shirtwearing superguy with vacation-oriented superpowers, who dreams of one day actually taking a vacation) had teamed up the night before, when SVM got a phone call from Mayor Whats-His-Name. Then they had raced off on an important assignment.

Blunder reminds SVM of his dear, departed dog, a tiny Shih Tzu named Scoodlyboot. Scoodlyboot ran away from home when Super Vacation Man was just Super Vacation Toddler. It haunts SVM to this day. Super Vacation Man loves having another dog around, and Blunder Mutt believes hes the grapest soup-ter hero in histree! I never ackshly seed him in his tree, but it musta bin a grape one!

Blunder had actually been my sidekick for part of one day (that didnt work out very well), so as they took off, he apologized for leaving me: I sorry, poor, saddy Mazy Tekko Doo. But it really fer the betters, cause if I be your sidekick, you be embarrassing by how super-dooper I is compareded to you.

Believe me, it was okay by me. Although I still needed a sidekick, Blunder Mutt definitely was not it. He was brave and he sure tried hard, but man, what a knucklehead. Id constantly be afraid of him accidentally blowing me up or something.
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This new assignment must have been a dangerous and important one because Mayor Whats-His-Name had been trying to reach Super Vacation Man all that day. I almost went along to help, but decided to let them handle it.

So now Super Vacation Man and Blunder Mutt were hang gliding across the sky, responding to a big emergency. Or so I thought. Of course, I wasnt there. There are things in this story that I didnt see with my own eyes. I had to put the whole story together later after talking to everyone involved.

For instance, I found out later that Super Vacation Man was just pretending to be responding to an emergency. He didnt even know there was a real emergency. Only Blunder Mutt knew. The mayor kept calling and getting Blunder on the phone. But when Blunder Mutt tried to pass on the message to Super Vacation Man and the rest of us, he was so Blunder Muttish that nobody believed or even understood him.

Later, when Super Vacation Man answered the phone, it was not the mayor calling. SVM pretended it was, but it was really a travel agent who had gotten him a room at the Hotel Le Grande, a beautiful tropical resort. Get it? Its kinda confusing. The mayor thought Super Vacation Man had gotten the message from Blunder. And Blunder thought he had given the message. And after Super Vacation Man got off the phone, we all thought they were leaving on an important mission.

But instead, Super Vacation Man was going on the first vacation of his life. He was thrilled.

He decided to pretend to be someone else. Because if people know youre a superhero, your vacation is automatically ruined. They wont stop asking you to help them, even when they dont really need help:

Super Vacation Man! Help me blow up my floatie!

Super Vacation Man! Help me put on my suntan lotion!

[image: image]

Super Vacation Man! Help me think of other things to ask you to help me with!

[image: image]

And they dont even say please. Or thank you.

But he could never not help them, because he had taken an oath to always help out when called upon. Its in his super catchphrase. He even promises:
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Any time and anywhere,

call for help and Ill be there!

I promise!




So he had to keep his superidentity quiet. He tried to explain it to Blunder Mutt.

Listen, Blunder. We are going to usezip, bangphony names.

Oh, goody, me love phoneys wiff names. I answer da phone named da Soupter Phone! Im da Soupter Phone answerer!

No, Blunder. This has nothing to do with phones. I just dont want people to know who I am. Its called being incognito. You get it? In-cog-neeto.

Neato!

Well, yes, I suppose it is neato, but the main thing isshhdont tell anyone my name. Ill be Mr. Smith

Then who will Mr. Smith be?

No, no. There is no Mr. Smith. Its just a phony name.
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You so kookoo. A telephoney named Smith?

Okay, okay, Blunder, just listen: Youll be Mr. Jones. You wont be Blunder Mutt.

How can me not be Blunder? Blunder is who me be! He pointed to his face and then to his photo I.D. See?that me!

Only teeny. And not movin and talkin so much!

[image: image]

Good point, Blunder. Now please stop talking so much. But Soupter, we need to talks about the importish mission we is on. I forgetted what the mayor say to me. What mission is we on?

Now, Super Vacation Man is true blue. He prides himself on his honesty. He was already feeling guilty about pretending that he was going on a mission when he was actually going on vacation. But he told himself that that was just a small fib. And of course, as far as he knew, there was no emergency.

Now Blunder Mutt was asking him directly what they were flying off to do. Super Vacation Man really didnt want to lie. But he didnt want to admit to Blunder that he had already fibbed, so he fibbed again. Only he tried to do it without actually saying the fib.

[image: image]

Blunder, have you ever heard of the Invisible Superbad Blue-Fanged Ferret?

Super Vacation Man couldnt exactly remember who the Invisible Superbad Blue-Fanged Ferret was, but he knew he was famous. He couldnt remember if he was a supervillain or not. And he had no reason to think that the Ferret was within a thousand miles of
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