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A NORMAL SATURDAY

Tommy liked Saturdays. His dad made toasted cheese and lima bean sandwiches, and they watched the Backwards Roller-Skating Championships on their old broken television. Learning to roller-skate backwards was one of the top things on Tommy's bucket list.

After a short watch, Turner Turner the 3rd would head back to his basement lab, either to invent world-saving technology or to blow up the microwave trying to make it cook faster.

Tommy would feed his goldfish, Hambone Caesar, named after his favorite salad. Then he'd grab his backpack, and if Tammy were busy, he'd head out alone, taking Hambone Caesar in his bowl for a walk in the forest, just to get him out into the world.

Fish, he thought, only knew about the world underwater. But there was so much more outside. Hambone Caesar didn't care, though. He was happy in his bowl.

When they returned from their fish walk, Tommy would read all the books he could find about adventurers, ghosts, warlocks, and about places like Mt. Everest and Saturn. He liked Saturn because of the rings. It was different from other planets, and that's what made it special. Tommy thought that was what made the people he liked special to. Maybe he could ask Ms. Moonbeam if the compass could take Tammy and him to Saturn. Of course, they would need spacesuits.

Tommy wrote a note to himself, "Tell Dad to either get us spacesuits or make them (if he makes them, make sure to test them before going out into space)."

Outside came a sputter and clang from Bruce the car as it pulled into the driveway. The engine coughed and rattled like loose pans in a cupboard, the kind of noise that could only announce that Bruce was home. And with Bruce came Tommy's mom, Ms. Ambrosia, and his sister, Tammy. Tommy missed Tammy when she was running errands with their mom, but he barely admitted that to himself let alone say that out loud.

Tommy peered out the window to see Bruce in the driveway. Bruce was a classic Stutz Bearcat that Tommy's dad, Turner, had remodeled to be a helicopter-like flying car and a submarine-like water car. Bruce had wings bolted to its sides, a center propeller, a rear propeller, and he coughed smoke. His lantern headlights blinked like eyes. Tommy often wondered if Bruce could see. He thought to himself, if we were all in Transylvania Bruce would probably be able to talk.

The front door opened with a bang as Tammy burst in, "I'm home!"

Tommy met his mom and sister in the entryway.

"How was shopping?" he asked.

Ms. Ambrosia smiled, like only a mom could at Tommy, "We went by Ms. Amelia's shop, and I found a new feather duster for my collection." She held up an antique feather duster. It looked like all the other feather dusters she had, but she seemed happy.

Tommy nodded. "Great job. It's neat."

"Let's go outside and play," Tammy said, tugging at his sleeve.

"Wait," Ms. Ambrosia stopped them. "You have to wash your hands first."

"She has to wash her hands to go outside and play?" Tommy asked.

"Of course," said his mom. "We kill the germs that made a home on our hands when we were in town touching old and special things."

"Did you take her to get a Leprechaun Triple Sugar Shake at the Journey?" Tommy asked.

"Not without you," Ms. Ambrosia said, smiling.

Tammy yelled from the kitchen, "l tried to bribe Mom. I said I'd clean the bathroom extra special with love and comfort if she got me a Leprechaun Triple Sugar Shake. She said no!"

Tommy followed his mom into the kitchen. He thought about splashing water in Tammy's face while she was washing her hands, but he didn't want to end up cleaning the bathroom extra special with love and comfort, so he didn't.

The kitchen was a jumble of Turner's half-finished contraptions and Ms. Ambrosia's floral-inspired order. Copper pipes twisted above the sink, one occasionally dripping decaf coffee into a teacup. Shelves of gears and coils leaned against jars of dried flowers and cinnamon sticks. A wooden table stood in the center, scarred with burn marks from experiments but softened by dozens of daisies.

Ms. Ambrosia watched Tammy wash her hands, "Up down, sideways sideways sideways, fingers times ten, getting them good, those fingers get into dirty places."

As Tammy was scrubbing each finger, there came a knock on the kitchen window. Tammy and Ms. Ambrosia looked up to see a smiling Ms. Moonbeam standing outside the kitchen window.

"Hello Ambrosia, hello Tammy."

"Hello Majesty," said Ms. Ambrosia. "We've just gotten back from shopping for my antique feather duster collection."

Both Tommy and his dad heard Ms. Moonbeam and joined the family in the kitchen. When Tommy heard his mom call Ms. Moonbeam "Majesty," he remembered that it was her real first name, not like the banker in town named Oatmeal Cookie Butler, whose real name had been Horace until he changed it. Oatmeal Cookie Butler wanted a name that not only sounded exceptionally nice but also delicious.

"Hello Majesty," said Tommy's dad.

"Hello Turner," said Ms. Moonbeam. "Are you having a pleasant Saturday with Tommy?"

"Yes, we've had mediocre grilled cheese and lima bean sandwiches and watched some backwards roller skating, then I went back to my work in the basement," nodded Turner. His face was blackened by smoke, his hair spiked, and his scientist goggles were perched on his forehead.

Ms. Moonbeam winked. "Oh, don't tease me. I know your cooking is delicious. Do you both mind if I send Tommy and Tammy on another adventure?"

"Will they be home by dinner?" Ms. Ambrosia asked.

"l think so," said Ms. Moonbeam, "but it is a Saturday. If need be, could they eat dinner while on their adventure?"

Turner laughed, "l would never want my kids to starve."

"Obviously," said Tommy. "Our priority would be to be home for dinner. But if we're running late, I can make an executive decision to feed Tammy and myself."

Ms. Ambrosia nodded. "We trust you to make good decisions. And listen to Ms. Moonbeam. She is very wise."

Ms. Moonbeam clapped softly. "Okay everyone. Friendly neighborhood chat is over. The sun is still up. Time presses. Let's meet out front." Tommy and Tammy hurried to the door.

"l remember when I was that excited to go on adventures," said Turner.

Tommy stopped suddenly. "Oops. I forgot!" He grabbed the compass from the side table. "I'll probably need this."

Turner yelled after the kids, "Be safe. Listen to Ms. Moonbeam. And remember, no karate kicks unless warranted."

"Sorry Dad," Tammy yelled back, "Sometimes I don't have any control over my karate kicks!"

Tommy and Tammy ran outside where Ms. Moonbeam, in a purple cape over a lavender dress, waited beside three mechanized scooters parked next to Bruce, who looked like he was still cooling down. If a car could huff and puff, Bruce would've been huffing and puffing now.

"Scooters!" Tammy yelled.

Tommy was confused, "Do we need the mechanized scooters on our adventure?"

Ms. Moonbeam shook her head with a smile. "No. That would be silly. It's always nice to have fun even during a serious conversation."

Tammy nodded, "l agree."

"You always agree with adults," Tommy whispered.

She shook her head. "No, I don't. I'm my own person with my own mind who agrees with Ms. Moonbeam on most things."

Ms. Moonbeam hopped on a scooter, did a 180-degree flip, and darted off down the dirt path. Tommy and Tammy jumped on their scooters, spinning around and racing after her.

"This is fun!" Tammy yelled.

"Enjoy the moment!" Ms. Moonbeam called back.

"What did she say?" Tommy asked.

"Enjoy the mermaid," Tammy replied.

"What mermaid?"

"l don't know," Tammy shrugged. "But I want to be a mermaid when I grow up."

Ms. Moonbeam stopped her scooter. Tommy and Tammy skidded to a halt beside her.

"Wait! Before we're zapped to somewhere that isn't here, I have questions!" said Tommy.

"Yes, Tommy?"

"l mean... we still don't know much about the compass, or how we travel in time and space, and if these adventures are really dangerous, and if our mom and dad really know what we're doing?"

Ms. Moonbeam nodded at Tommy, then asked Tammy, "Do you have questions too?"

"Yeah, but you said time presses, and I want to get home for dinner and frosted and fried ice cream sundaes tonight, so unless you can tell a story about guitar-playing monkeys, we should just trust you and get going."

"Wait," Tommy said, "that sounds like something I should've said."

"Well, you're my big brother and a great teacher, so sometimes I sound like you."

"Tammy's right!" Tommy said. "Let's go on the adventure! But I also want to hear about those monkeys."

 

"l was in a monastery in Nepal with Mt. Everest looming behind us while we watched a concert of guitar-playing monkeys. But that's a story for another day. Time presses. We have an adventure to go on."

"We?" asked Tammy hopefully. "Are you going with us? It's hard without your help."

"It's only my job to send you and monitor you, and it's a secret that only I know and am not ready to let go of. I will not accept bribes." smiled Ms. Moonbeam.

"Wait, we have to talk about the last adventure and Trollo and what it meant, and what the amulets mean..."

"The last adventure is finished but it's not done teaching us. We are still learning from it. And we will learn more on this journey," Ms. Moonbeam clapped her hands, "If you want to go on an adventure, say yes five times."

Tommy saw how excited Tammy was, and he was excited too, even though a little hesitant.

"Yes! Yes! Yes! Yes! Yes!" Tammy shouted, and Tommy joined in late, getting in his five "yesses" also."

Ms. Moonbeam nodded, "And remember, adventures sometimes bring to you what you'll need before you know you'll need it."

"What...?" Tommy tried to ask, but it was too late.

"Ohh, and the place that you're travelling to is in danger," Ms. Moonbeam said quickly.

The compass arms spun wildly, glowing gold as wind lifted Tommy and Tammy into the air. It smelled like fried catfish claws and fizzy applesauce juice.

"Can you smell the craziness today, Tommy?"

"Sorry, when I eat cheese, I get a stuffy nose!"

Ms. Moonbeam raised her hand, covered brightly in a golden light, "Take this!" she said as she held out the amulet. It was as if the whole power of the sun was contained within the crystal.

Tommy grabbed the amulet, and with a whoosh and a whistle like a trout hitting a high C on a flute, came a rainbow-colored flash, and Tommy and Tammy were gone.


THE GREAT BIG EMPTY OCEAN

 

The rainbow-colored flash ended with a splash as Tommy and Tammy tumbled into the cool, blue waters of a big, giant, never-ending ocean. There was nothing around them. Water. Endless water.

 

Tammy treaded water, and her eyes widened as she realized where she was. "Do I know how to swim?"

 

"What kind of silly question is that?" Tommy coughed, blowing saltwater out of his nose. 

 

"You're staying afloat righ." 

 

"Well," Tammy sighed, "l was in momentary shock mode. Yes, I do know how to swim. We learned in Ms. Moonbeam's Pond."

 

"Yeah, watch out, cannonball!" Tommy dunked under the water and popped up again, spraying Tammy.

 

"Hey stop, don't get me wet!"

 

"You're in the ocean! You're already wet!" Tommy laughed. "And by the way, you're a really good swimmer. Remember, you kept beating the giant frogs in the fifty-meter race. And they were wearing extra fins."

 

Tammy grinned a little, "True."

 

Tommy laughed, "And I was riding on the back of those frogs too. That was wild fun."

 

"They only gave you a ride because I asked them to. They liked me. Everyone likes me," Tammy laughed too.

 

Their laughter faded as they realized how empty the ocean around them was. Just water. Endless water.

 

"Where are we? This doesn't seem good, does it?" Tammy whispered.

 

Tommy looked around. "No. We've been in better situations."

 

"l liked landing on the ground in Transylvania. Not in the ocean with so much water." Tammy sighed.

 

Then
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