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This book is dedicated with love to my parents, who cheered on a goofball, and to my parents-in-law, who took in a goofball as one of their own.
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CHAPTER 1

Sleepless in Gritty City




There was a whole lotta pounding going on. It was 4:52 A.M. and I hadnt slept a wink all night. Not even half a wink. My head was pounding. Rain was still pounding on the roof. And down in the basement, Blunder Mutt had been growling and pounding on his snare drum with his face, at a rate of thirty beats per minutefor seven hours. Thats twelve thousand, six hundred beats. I know, because I counted them. With most people, or dogs, or really anybody else, Id worry about them hurting themselves, but Blunder seems to have no nerve endings within the general vicinity of his brain.

[image: image]

At around 1:30 A.M., the Super Goofball roommates, also sleepless, had had enough and all started pounding on their floors and walls with their fists while shouting, Stop that pounding!

Even though the roommates had proven to be pretty super occasionally, most of the time I doubted Grannys sanity for letting them move into our house in the first place. And their numbers seemed to be growing daily: Blunder Mutt, Super Vacation Man (Blunders vacation-loving-but-not-taking partner), Scoodlyboot (the most beautiful dog in the world, who loves Blunder Mutt), Mighty Tighty Whitey (super British underpants), the Terrifyin Tubesock Lad (Mightys Irish cousin), Wonder Boulder (superstrong, supersolid citizen), Pooky the Paranormal Parakeet (I knew you were gonna say that!), SuperSass CuteGirl (her name says it all), the Impossibly Tough Two-headed Infant (Biff and Smiff: two heads are more complicated than one), the Frankenstein Punster (monstrous super punner), T-Tex3000 (tiny and crazy space-cowboydinosaur). Plus, the original residents: Granny (the Bodacious Backwards Woman) and me (Amazing Techno Dude).
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The three newest residentsthe most adorable little stray cats youve ever seenhad been left on our doorstep in the pouring rain the night before. They had somehow slept through all that pounding. I could see their cute little tails sticking out from under their cute little blanket in their cute little basket. They were the sanest creatures in the house. Their youth and inexperience would make it easy for me to mold them into really good sidekicks. They had positive attitudes, no bad habits, and were extremely eager to learn. Id been looking for a sidekick ever since I stopped being Grannys.
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Above the pounding, I heard some strange, unearthly sounds coming from somewhere out there in the rain. It sounded like a neighbor was watching a science fiction movie on TV. I found out later that the weird sounds were coming from much farther away, from the soggy heart of Gritty City.
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CHAPTER 2

Sweet and Creepy



A crime was in progress at a candy storethe Big Fat Calorie n Cavity Warehousenext to the Gritty City Mall, right across the street from Gritty City City Hall. A gigantic fist, the size of a midsized car, punched through the front of the store, sending glass and concrete flying everywhere. Then the owner of the hand scooped a huge handful of glass, concrete, and candysort of like trail mix youd bring on a hike through a nightmareand poured the mixture into his huge, horrible mouth. The mouth chomped and chomped and laughed:

[image: image]

GEE, GEE, GAR, GAR, GABBA, GABBA, HEE!
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Then the owners of other huge, disgusting hands and creepy mouths also munched on this scrumptious snack. They chewed with loud crunchy chomps, eating the entire building in the process, but that was beside the point. They were there for the candy and they swallowed every last bit of it. And thats a lot, because this was no ordinary candy store. Their slogan: A million miles of crunchy aisles! A million was an exaggeration, but it didnt feel like that when you were in there. The candy-craving criminals jerked and twitched with glee, shouting, GEEE-GOR-GLAX-O-BRAX! GEEE! GEEE! MEE-GOR-GLAX-O-BRAX!, whatever that meant.

Sergeant Bub McButt (the police officer who continues to pretend not to know us) was the only eyewitness.

Although their huge glowing eyeballs helped somewhat, he said, after they dug him out from under a mountain of candy wrappers and saliva, it was still too dark to see much more than a spiny hand here or a mysterious, disgusting body part there.

This may have also been due to the fact that McButt was wearing sunglasses in the pouring rain in a failed attempt to look cool.
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CHAPTER 3

Jealousy Is the Worst Policy



I forgot to mention that Blunder was the only goofball in the house who hadnt been awake all night. Hed done all that growling and drumming in his sleep. When his alarm went off at five A.M., he sat up and stopped drumming to turn it off. He lay there for a moment in silence, forgetting why he had been growling and drumming in the first place.

Self, why you so growly and drummy? he asked himself. Me no know, he answered himself.

But everyone else knew. It was because I had taken in those little lost cats and decided to train them to be my sidekicks. Id already given them their super names: Fantastic Furball, Terrific Tabbykins, and Wonderpuss. Blunder was obviously jealous. He had been my sidekick for a short time a while ago, and even though he was happily sidekicking for Super Vacation Man now, that didnt matter. Blunder would happily be everyones sidekick. Whys not! he always said. I the bestest sidekicker in sidekicker histree! So, he was jealous of anyone who was anyones sidekick. Plus, he had some crazy notion that the kittens were evil. Obviously just a classic dogs-hate-cats thing, but in any case, I was afraid Blunder might actually harm the kittens, so I made him sleep in the basement. This made him angry and frustrated, which caused him to growl and drum. But anyway, when he stopped at five A.M., everybody else finally fell asleep.
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Twenty-two seconds later, Blunder remembered.

Oh, me member! he cried. Dose evilish, evilish creatures!

He started drumming and growling again and woke us all up again. So, we all got twenty-two seconds of sleep. Needless to say, we woke up angrier than ever. The cats were obviously harmless. Blunder Mutt had flipped his lid.







CHAPTER 4

Another Fine Mess




Blunder was causing me to flip my lid, too. I finally gave up even trying to sleep. I had scheduledan important meeting for the morning but figured we might as well have it now.

All right, Goofballs! I shouted. Official Goofball meeting! Kitchen-lair, now!
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I scooped up the kittens in their basket and went downstairs. The Goofballs stumbled in, half asleep and all grumpy.

I put the basket on the table. The kittens purred and mewed and tumbled out. They did sleepy somersaults. They tried handstands and cartwheels, but mostly crashed into one another. The Goofballs watched with goofy smiles on their facesthe kind of smile you only get while looking at a ridiculously cute baby, puppy, or kitten. Its like a reflex; you cant avoid it. And then when the three cats formed a shaky pyramid and fell down laughing, the Goofballs said something that everyone must say when they see something like that, no matter how tough they think they are: Awwwwwwwwwwww.

Like, how could you not like these kittens? asked SuperSass. Thats, like, what Id like to know.
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We all know that Blunder Mutt has lost his mind, I said, but thats not why I called this meeting. The first order of business is garbage: Thirteen-thirteen Thirteenth Street is filling up with garbage. Its knee deep in placesactually over the heads of the shorter Goofballs.

I pointed down to a cowboy hat resting on top of the garbage layer on the floor. T-Tex3000s hand popped through
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