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 Special Delivery

Jo Schmo came from a long line of crime fighters. She knew that one day she too would wear a badge. But for now she was content to live the life of a normal fourth grade girl and do normal fourth grade things.

Like riding her motorized skateboard.

And trying to figure out which boys she had crushes on. It wasn’t easy. There were so many to choose from. It was only the first week of school, and already she’d made some pretty important decisions:

 Kevin had the best hair.

Mitch looked spectacular in green.

David had exactly seventeen freckles, which she absolutely adored.
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 And that was just the beginning. She was also fairly certain that she liked Tom, Dick, and Harry.

Skateboards and crushes—this was Jo Schmo’s life. At least it was before the mysterious package arrived.

She knew it was a mysterious package for two reasons. First, that was what the deliveryman called it. “Mysterious package for Jo,” he announced.

“Jo who?” Jo asked.

“Jo Schmo.”

Jo’s grandpa Joe lived in a shack behind the house. When someone asked for “Jo,” maybe they meant “Joe.” You had to find out which Jo it was—Jo or Joe.

This time it was Jo.

“That’s me,” Jo said to the deliveryman, and she took the package.

The second reason she knew it was a mysterious package was the writing on the package itself.


 


 Mysterious Package for:

Jo Schmo

4893 Crimshaw Avenue

San Francisco, CA 94102


 


“Mysterious package,” Jo said. She held it out for her dog, Raymond, to sniff. You couldn’t be too careful about mysterious packages. It could be a bomb. On TV, dogs were always sniffing for bombs. Raymond gave the package the once-over with his nose, then looked at Jo in a way that said, “I detect snacks. Open it at once.”
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Jo tore open the package. Inside she found not snacks, but a red cape and a note from her uncle George.

 “I have an uncle George?” Jo asked her mom, who was standing nearby.

Her mother nodded. “Yes, but really he’s my second cousin once removed.”

“Why was he removed?”

“We used to call him Stinky George. Need I say more?” her mother said.

“Nope. I get the picture.”

“Good,” her mother said, wrinkling her nose. She hadn’t heard from Uncle George in years. Nor had she smelled him. Which was kind of a good thing, if you think about it.

Jo turned back to the note from her uncle.

 


Dear Jo,


I am retiring from my life as a superhero and have enclosed my cape. Use it well.


Sincerely,


Uncle George


 



 “Hmm . . .” Jo said. Her uncle was a superhero? Use it well? As in “Put on the cape and catch bad guys”? Just yesterday she’d written love letters to Tom, Dick, and Harry. Then again, fighting crime did run in her family. Jo Schmo, Crime Fighter, did have a certain ring to it. But Jo Schmo, Superhero?

Could she really stop trains and fly? Could she really save the world? She was only in fourth grade, for goodness’ sake.

But the more she thought about it, the more she couldn’t get it out of her head. For some reason, saving the world sounded good to her.

There was only one thing to do. She snatched the cape from the box and ran out into the backyard. She knew she wasn’t ready to save the world. Not yet. Not before talking it over with Grandpa Joe.
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 Sheriff Joe

Jo didn’t exactly know how to bring up the subject of saving the world. But her grandpa Joe had been a sheriff for thirty-five years. If anyone would have an opinion on the matter of doing battle with evil villains, he would. He might not know anything about stopping trains and flying, but you have to start somewhere.

Jo knocked on the door of her grandfather’s shack.

“Who’s there?” came a voice.


 “It’s Jo.”

“Joe?”

“No, Jo.”

“Oh, Jo. I thought I was talking to myself for a second there. Come in, Jo.”

Jo went inside. On the walls she saw pictures of her grandfather catching bad guys, shaking hands with the mayor, receiving awards for bravery. Thirty-five years’ worth of police work. The walls were covered with it.

“Did you like catching bad guys, Gramps?” Jo asked.

“What’s that? You have bad eyes and cramps? Here, try my spectacles.”

Her grandpa didn’t hear very well. Jo raised her voice and tried again. “I said, ‘Did you like catching bad guys?’”
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“Like it? I wish I was out there right now.”

“But was it fun?” Jo was big on having fun. If it wasn’t fun, maybe she’d go back to riding her skateboard—and gazing at David’s freckles.

 “I had a blast,” said Grandpa Joe.

This was exactly what Jo wanted to hear. She didn’t want to be a superhero if it wasn’t enjoyable. It was time to tell him about the mysterious package, she decided. It was time to show him the cape.

“You have an uncle George?” he asked.

“He was my mom’s second cousin once removed.”

“Why was he removed?”

“They used to call him Stinky George.”

Grandpa Joe nodded. “I had a second cousin twice removed.”

“You mean—?”

“Yes,” Grandpa Joe said, wrinkling his nose. “He was a two-time offender.”

“Shall I try on the cape?” Jo asked.


 “Absolutely.”

Jo gave the cape a sniff, just in case it still smelled like Stinky George. Then she draped it over her shoulders and tied it around her neck. “How do I look, Gramps?”

“Like you’re ready to save the world,” he said.
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 Is There a Sidekick in the House?

Actually, the cape was a bit long for a fourth-grader. But that was fixable—it could be trimmed. Jo was just thankful that her new uniform didn’t involve wearing tights. She wouldn’t be caught dead wearing tights. She wouldn’t even be caught alive in them.

“First things first,” Grandpa Joe said. “We trim your cape to fit.” He grabbed a pair of scissors and trimmed away. He was one excited grandpa. He’d been wanting to get back into police work for years. And superhero work was kind of like police work, wasn’t it? It just had a little more pizzazz. To be honest, it had a lot more pizzazz. Yes, a granddaughter superhero sounded very good to Grandpa Joe.

 He trimmed the cape so that it hung almost to Jo’s ankles, long enough to make her look like a superhero, but not so long that she’d trip over it.

He tossed the extra material aside. It landed on top of Jo’s dog, Raymond.

“Hmm. . .” Jo said. She was surprised at how good Raymond looked with the cape draped over him. Every superhero needed a sidekick, right? “Hmm. . .” she said again. “What if—”

She bent down and tied the cape around Raymond’s neck. It was a perfect fit. But something came over Raymond. He started drooling way more than usual. Way, way more than usual.
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 “Get him out of here before we drown!” yelled Grandpa Joe.

Jo sent the drooling Raymond outside, where he began chasing his tail. Chasing his tail was one of Raymond’s favorite hobbies, second only to chasing mailmen. But this time he chased his tail at such superhero speed that he drilled a hole right into the backyard.


 “Nice,” Grandpa Joe said. “I’ve always wanted a Jacuzzi. Get the hose, Jo.”

Jo grabbed the hose and looked at her dog with admiration. Jo Schmo, Superhero, now had a sidekick. A slobbery one, but he would have to do.
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 The Mad Scientist’s Lair

You may be asking yourself, “Why are scientists always mad? Why aren’t they happy—or at least mildly amused?” Who knows? It may be from years of sniffing strange chemicals in test tubes. It does something to the human brain, and before you know it, you have a mad scientist on your hands.

This was not the case with Dr. Dastardly. He was mad almost from the beginning. One day he’d stubbed his toe on a table leg, and he’d been  mad ever since. Add to this many years of sniffing strange chemicals in test tubes, and you had one scary mad scientist.
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Dr. Dastardly was up to no good because of his toe . . . and his brain. While Jo Schmo was filling a hole with water in her backyard, a hole created by the tail-chasing Raymond, Dr. Dastardly put his head back and laughed his evil laugh: “Mwah-ha-ha!”

A few seconds later, his assistant, Pete, showed up. “You rang, Dr. Dastardly?”


 Dr. Dastardly didn’t ring a bell when he needed help . . . he laughed his evil laugh. “Yes, I rang.” (Actually, he had laughed.) Dr. Dastardly pointed across the room. “My latest creation, Pete. The Re-animator Laminator! Mwah-ha-ha!”

“You rang, Dr. Dastardly?”

“No, I didn’t ring. Don’t you know an evil laugh when you hear one?”

Pete didn’t know the difference. Neither did anyone else. Dr. Dastardly had one way of laughing. Sometimes it meant he needed Pete; sometimes it was an expression of
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