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CHAPTER 1

 

 

 

MAMA didn’t realize babysitting Luis was the worst job in the world.

There he was, holding Abuela’s ring that she had left to Mama. I knew how much Mama treasured it, and I wished Luis understood. I ground my teeth together. If he loses it while I’m watching him, I’ll be in trouble. He blames me for everything. First, the broken garage window when we were playing baseball, and he threw the ball at it, and now this.

I sneaked up behind Luis. “Put. That. Back,” I whispered.

Luis jumped. “David, I’m not hurting it.” He put Mama’s ring on a little red and orange sombrero-shaped ring dish at the corner of the sink. The ring’s yellow diamonds winked in the sunlight. “There.”

“Scram!” I grabbed a placemat decorated with red chili peppers off the kitchen table and tossed it at him. I missed.

Luis picked it up from the floor and threw it back like a discus.

I ducked and the placemat landed on the little dish. I yanked it off and gasped as Mama’s ring tumbled into the sink.

“No!” I tried to catch the ring, but it disappeared.

“Ooh, you’re in trouble now,” said Luis.

“You started it. I hate babysitting you! I wish I was out with my friends.” I clenched and unclenched my fists.

“I’m going to tell,” Luis chanted. “I’m going to tell.”

“Don’t even try.” I reached for him as he ran out the backdoor, but all I caught was air. “Better keep quiet!”

Luis laughed as the door slammed.

My stomach did somersaults, and my mouth tasted bitter. I had to get Mama’s ring. I just had to!

After I turned twelve, Mama decided that I was old enough to babysit, when she and Papa weren’t home.

“Just think of how much Luis looks up to you, David,” Mama had said the other day. “Play with him. If your roles were reversed, you’d want him to play with you.”

I knew what she meant, but she didn’t know how bratty Luis was. I wished I could do what I wanted, instead of being stuck with him.

Turning back to the sink, I noticed the air shimmering with tiny swirling dots. Curious, I tiptoed over and peered into the drain.

Mama’s ring hadn’t fallen through the metal crosspiece at the bottom. It sat on top of a piece of carrot. We didn’t have a garbage disposal, so sometimes pieces of food stuck there.

Jabbing a couple of fingers down to get it, I poked something warm and squishy climbing up through the drain.

“Watch it!” a high-pitched voice commanded.

I squeaked, yanking back my hand.

Shocked, I stared at a green finger-length glob with thin arms and a large reptile head on a long, thick neck. Beady black eyes glared. Tiny ears wiggled. Three claw-like fingers, wearing gold rings, balled into fists and shook at me. Its fat, dress-covered belly jiggled. It looked like a weird dinosaur in clothing.

“How rude,” it said in a huff. “Don’t you know not to poke at strangers?”

The air sparkled.

I blinked, but the strange creature still stared at me. My hand shook as I pointed in the drain. “I d-d-dropped Mama’s ring down there. I have to get it back.”

“Well, I haven’t seen it, I’m sure.” The miniature dinosaur straddled the holes in the drain, hands planted on the sides of her big belly.

“Unreal,” I muttered. “I’m talking to a dinosaur in the drain.”

“Drainosaur.”

“What?”

“We’re called Drainosaurs.” She shrugged. “We live in the kingdom of Drainovia. I’m Princess Doris Drainosaurus. Now, hurry up and describe this ring you’re talking about, so you can leave me alone.”

“It’s a gold ring with three diamonds. It was right there a minute ago on a piece of carrot.”

Princess Doris Drainosaurus swiveled her head, looking around the drain. “It’s not here, so I guess you’re mistaken. Well, goodbye.” She reached behind to pick up the round chunk of carrot and placed it on her head like a hat. The ring was wedged on top of it.

“Hey! There’s the ring.” I reached for it.

“No!” Princess Doris’ fingers clamped onto the carrot and ring. “It’s the missing crown of Drainovia. We’ve been looking for it, since the end of the Plumberian War. Now that I’ve found it, I’ve got to give it to the king.” She moved to the other side of the drain, making the air shimmer.

“Wait!” I shoved in two fingers, hooked the ring, and tugged.

The next thing I knew, I began to shrink. I grabbed for the faucet with my other hand but it hit the handle and water started to drip down on me.

“Aiii!” I screamed.

Fear knotted in my stomach. I became smaller and smaller, until the sink surrounded me. The faucet towered over me with water dribbling out. My breath caught in my throat, as water splashed over me.

I lost my balance and toppled through the drain. My feet pushed the squishy drainosaur, and we slid out of control.

“Help!” I tried to grab the wall of the pipe. All I could feel was cold gooey slime ooze between my fingers. I kicked at the sides, but my feet flew up. I slid down on my back like I was riding on a wild, dark, water slide. I felt like throwing up.

The walls slapped us with slithery tendrils of gunk. With a whoosh we tumbled past the trap and slid into a horizontal pipe. A light flashed, blinding me for a moment.

The drainosaur squashed me against the side of the pipe. Struggling to breathe, I gulped a lungful of air that smelled like rotten eggs and onions.

I shoved Princess Doris. “Move,” I grunted.

She rolled off.

I stood up in a little bit of water that continued to flow through the pipe ahead of us. We were way under the sink, maybe close to the sewer line. Dark walls surrounded us. Purple slime pulsed like something out of a scary movie. What was going to happen next? As I shook off the water, cold smelly gunk dripped from my hair into my eyes.

“Gross.” I wiped it off. “Get up, Princess. I want my mother’s ring back. Now.”

As she struggled to her feet, Princess Doris tugged her carrot-hat tight to her head. The ring still stuck to the top. “I told you, this isn’t your ring.” She glanced around. Her eyes bulged, and she trembled. “You’ve pushed us down into Plumberian territory. We’ve got to get out of here before the Plumberians find us. Hold on.”

The princess grabbed my hand. The drain wall swirled around, making me dizzy. Soon we stood in the trap, where the slime was not as thick. Above us shone a tiny pinpoint of light. Hope lifted my spirits. Maybe I could crawl out after all. I touched the wall.

It was too slippery to climb with water still dribbling down. I hoped Luis stayed out of trouble until I got back—with Mama’s ring.

“Whew, that was close,” said Princess Doris. “What were you thinking? The Plumberians would love to capture me and you. Humph. You’re from above. They would really like to question a topsider to pry out your secrets. I don’t care how mistaken you are about my crown. Nobody deserves to be caught and forced to live in their old-fashioned conditions.” Princess Doris’ bottom lip quivered. Wiping slime from her orange dress, she kicked a rainbow-colored pile of strange vegetable-shaped hats toward me. “Here, you’d better wear one of these to get back home.” She touched her carrot-hat with the diamond ring and disappeared.

“Wait!” I gaped. Where had she gone? I spun around. My gaze fell on the pile of vegetable hats. What had she meant? How could a hat help me get home? I swallowed my sour tasting panic and picked up a green-bean shaped hat, setting it on my head. The strap fit snug under my chin. How was I going to get back Mama’s ring? How could I get out of here? Maybe it was all a dream. I pinched myself. “Ouch.”

Great. Now what? I needed to get out of there and get back to my normal size.

A small sign near the pile of hats read: Drainovia Door One. Push.

I pushed on the cold, slippery, metal surface. Goo melted at my touch. As the door fell flat, I stumbled forward, landing on my face a few inches from the edge of the door. Above and around me was clear blue sky.

The door tilted and I struggled to hold on. My legs slid sideways.

“Help!” I shrieked.

 

* * * * *
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CHAPTER 2

 

 

 

THE door righted itself.

Scrambling to sit, I gasped at the sight of dozens of brightly clothed drainosaurs sitting on flying doors. They zoomed all around me. A faint lemony breeze blew in my face, stiffening some of the slime that still clung to the ends of my hair.

Leather straps slid from the sides of the door, shot up, and hooked around my waist.

“Welcome to Drainovia,” a metallic voice said below me. “Your destination, please.”

A click echoed, and the door unlatched from the edge of the pipe. Another door magically took its place.

“Uh, find Princess Doris Drainosaurus,” I said.

The nearest drainosaur looked at me and grunted. Below I spied a town of pink square block buildings surrounded by neat grassy plots. All had narrow windows facing the streets. Several windowless blue cylindrical buildings swayed from side-to-side, sometimes even changing in height. They reminded me of a springy coil toy. A large building with circular towers on each corner dominated the center of the town. Lemon trees dotted the landscape. Green drainosaurs jostled each other through the streets. Distant water shimmered in the sunlight.

I pointed to a sparkle on an orange-hatted drainosaur. “There she is, entering the tallest cylinder.”

My door zoomed down to land beside others lined up in a parking lot. Then the leather straps unhooked from around me.

“Thanks,” I said.

I dashed into the building labeled Drainovia Royal Ministry of Stairs and Records.

My eyes had to adjust to the cool dimness. Occasionally, flashes of color would explode, and I could see dozens of stairs in all colors of the rainbow. Each was numbered. There were wide, narrow, short, and tall sets of stairs. Some swung from side-to-side, while others changed from stairs to ramps and then back to stairs.

“Wow,” I whispered. “What kind of place is this?”

“Whom are you here to see?” a shrill voice called.

I looked around. No one else was in the building.

“Over here,” the voice said again. “You’ve come to meet someone, haven’t you? Where is your pass?” A light radiated down from the tall ceiling, illuminating a large book which sat on the floor in the middle of the room. Its pages waved.

I walked over and looked down at it.

At the top of the page an old, lined face with beady eyes peered at me. The eyes blinked, as thin lips moved at the bottom of the page. “What are you waiting for?”

I jumped back. “You’re t-talking.”

“Of course, I’m talking.” The face at the top of the page rolled its eyes at me. “I’m here to tell you what you need to know.”

“I never saw a talking book before.” I bent over to examine it. “I’m looking for Princess Doris.”

“Well, show me your pass.”

“Pass? I don’t have a pass,” I replied with a sigh. “But I just talked to the Princess a few minutes ago.”

“This is highly irregular. Wait just a moment, as I check regulations.” The book’s musty pages flipped back and forth with a soft whir. “Ah, page 603, paragraph 4. Hmm. Here. It says: ‘When having spoken with royalty and on their recommendation, a guest may enter the royal chambers and send the royal secretary back to the Room of Stairs and Records with a written pass.’ So do it and be quick.”

I glanced around. “Okay. Uh, which stairs?”

The eyes squinted at me. “The gold stairs, Number 71. Hurry now. The Princess is very busy planning the ceremony, you know.”

“What ceremony?”

“Tomorrow Princess Doris officially takes over the Kingdom of Drainovia.” The eyes stared at me. “The old king is going on a vacation. About time, too, I might add. He’s needed one ever since the end of the Plumberian War. Since the crown was stolen, everything has gotten worse. Are you sure you talked to Princess Doris? Hmm. Do you know anything about the crown?”

“Me?” I squeaked, staggering back a few steps. “Of course not.” I tried to stare down the book’s accusing glare.

“Well, be on your way then. Make sure the royal secretary brings me your pass.” The book closed its eyes and sighed.

I looked around the room. “Where are the gold stairs?”

“Behind you, on the left, Number 71. Hurry.” The book snapped shut, and the light above dimmed.

“Gold stairs. Number 71,” I muttered to myself.

As if hearing its number, the stairs pulsed with a soft golden glow drawing me to it.

It figured. Number 71 had to be the longest one in the room.

Once I reached the top of the stairs, I leaned against the railing to catch my breath. Now what?

As if reading my thoughts, far below me the book flipped open. “Don’t forget to touch your hat!” it shouted.

I touched my green bean hat. A door with a fancy knob appeared. I opened the door into a big room with crystal lights that sparkled off highly polished furniture. The lemon fragrance smacked me full force.

A group of drainosaurs turned from their discussions to stare at me.

 

* * * * *
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CHAPTER 3

 

 

 

“WHO are you, and why are you here?” asked a large wrinkled drainosaur dressed in a purple robe and leaning on a sparkling jeweled staff.

I stood straight and cleared my throat. “I’m David Gonzales. I’ve come from the top world to see Princess Doris on a very important matter.”

The old drainosaurs whispered to each other.

“Hmm. Have a seat, David,” the wrinkled drainosaur said. “Help yourself to some lemons. Keeps you sharp, you know.”

From behind him a scarlet-robed drainosaur frowned at me.

Scattered throughout the room were clusters of lemons in gold bowls on round tables. One drainosaur sat at each table peeling a lemon, and then breaking it into sections to be passed around. The drainosaurs sucked noisily with puckered lips.

Princess Doris entered from a door across the room. “What are you doing here?”

I jumped off the chair and ran over to her. “I came to talk about my mother’s diamond ring.”

Princess Doris crossed her arms. “I’m sorry. I can’t help you.”

“But you have it.” I pointed to her head.

“What I have is the Drainovian crown,” said Princess Doris.

“But it isn’t your crown!”

The other drainosaurs stopped sucking their lemons and stared at me.

The scarlet-robed drainosaur plodded over, his eyes bulging. “Why, this is the Drainovian crown!”

The rest of the drainosaurs thundered across the room, stopping in front of Princess Doris.

The old wrinkled drainosaur pounded his jeweled staff on the floor. “As King, I officially declare the royal Drainovian crown found.” He scratched his chin. “I never thought I’d see it again.” He leaned closer to me. “Hmm. You’re not a Plumberian, but you could be their spy trying to take our crown again. Maybe you work for them. Yes, that’s it.” He pointed his jeweled staff at me. “Cuffs, seize him. Take him to the High Tower.”

A pair of winged handcuffs rose from a shelf by the door and clinked as they flew across the room. They clasped tightly around my hands.

“You can’t do this!” I yelled. “Princess Doris, you know I’m right!”

Princess Doris turned away.

The scarlet-robed drainosaur took charge. “I’m Captain Scarlet of the Drainovian Police and Armed Forces. Be quiet and follow me.”

As the winged handcuffs dragged me out another door, I twisted and tried to shake my hands free. Scraping and bumping up a dark, narrow set of stone steps, I watched my hat tumble down to wedge behind the door at the bottom. I struggled, pulling my wrists against the biting metal cuffs.

“Noooo!” Tears burned my eyes. My hope of returning home had rolled away like my hat.

Captain Scarlet stopped at the top of the steps and took a large silver key from a hook beside a metal door. He opened the door, and then put the key back on the hook.

The handcuffs pulled me into a huge circular stone-walled room. In










Ops/images/ebk03talkingbook.jpg





Ops/images/cover.jpg
Tales of the Teleporting Topsider — Book 1

Written & Illustrated by
Janyce Brawn





Ops/images/ebk02downthedrain.jpg





Ops/images/ebk01ringfight.jpg





