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CHAPTER 1

In the Middle of Nowhere in the Middle of the Night




Man, do I love driving a hundred miles an hour at nightbackwards. I used to feel nervous when Granny did it, but now that I do the driving, it makes all the difference. Listen, reader: dont try this at home. I mean on the road. First, Im a professional superhero. And second, Id recently installed a night-vision camera with a sixty-millimeter optical system that rotates three hundred and sixty degrees and feeds HD video directly into the screen of my helmet, so I see better driving backwards at night than your average Joe sees driving forward during the day.
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And in that screen I saw a car approaching in darknessno headlights. Moonlight provided a quick glimpse of the drivers silhouette. If you wanted to be polite, youd say this guy was plump, but politeness isnt always all that accurate. In truth, he was unbelievably fat. Inconceivably obese. More of a blob than a man. How he squeezed himself into that car just may have been the greatest unsolved mystery of the universe. His huge, squishy, hot doglike fingers pushed a handwritten sign up against the glass:
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And then he disappeared down the road in a cloud of exhaust.

Hmmm. Well, I thought, you cant please all the people all the time, and that guy in that car is probably crazy but harmless.

Anyway, this was an exciting road trip because we were heading off to become rock stars. The band was called Goofballs + Ferret. Its not the best name, because Granny and I are not Goofballs. I mean thats obviouswhen it comes to me, anyway. But it became convenient to call the house the House of Super Goofballs, so Im just thrown into it, I guess. It used to bother me, but it doesnt so much anymore. I was as excited about the band as all the other Goofballs were. Speaking of which, they were all asleep, so I was enjoying a little peace and quiet.








CHAPTER 2

Super Sardines




Well, peace anyway. They were all snoring loudly. Have you ever heard of the Three Stooges, celebrated idiots of stage and screen? When they snore, one snorts, the next whistles, and the third says, Eeb-eeb-eeb-eeb-eeb. Well, the Goofballs snore in sequence, too, except the sequence is a lot longer: snort, whistle, eeb-eeb-eeb, tweet, woof, whoosh, knock-knock, boing-boing, boyo-boyo, wha-wha, wha-whaand then they start again. What a bunch of goofballs.
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We were packed in the Backwardsmobile like sardines, except not as organized. Just as smelly though. Maybe smellier. Arms and legs and tails and capes and feathers and flippers and heads and double heads and musical instruments were sticking out of every window. Since the fateful day that the Goofballs moved in with Granny and me, their numbers had been growing. In addition to the originalsBlunder Mutt, Super Vacation Man, Mighty Tighty Whitey, the Frankenstein Punster, Pooky the Paranormal Parakeet, SuperSass CuteGirl, Wonder Boulder, and the Impossibly Tough Two-headed Infantwe now also had T-Tex3000, the Terrifyin Tubesock Lad, Scoodlyboot, the Invisible Superbad Blue-Fanged Ferret (who, although invisible, still takes up plenty of space), and now our new roadie, C. P. Wilbur Toady. C. P. stands for Cow Pie, but I promised not to tell anyone that, so forget I said anything. He likes to be called simply Toady. The other thing you should know about Toady, if you dont already, is that he used to be Dr. Killdream, the evil supervillain who nearly destroyed all our dreams. But he didnt, and now he has really turned his life around. He happens to be excellent at hauling heavy musical equipment, and we have a lot of it, so we are very happy to have him along.








CHAPTER 3

Up on the Roof




I was trying to find some listenable music on the radio, when Blunder Mutt let out a yelp that was the result of getting poked in the eye by a certain invisible somebodys invisible guitar.

Owww! he said. Watches it! You can bonk me on my noggin wiff jest about anythingsdoors, stairs, fishes, trees, fishes in trees, bats, boots, beets, boats, toy boats, toy boits, toy boots, toy beetsdid I mention boats?but not guitars, cause I muss be allergix to guitars because when guitars gets in my eyes they causing redness and itchness!
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Shhhhhhh! I said. Everybody else is sleeping!

Everduddy else isnt got a guitar in his eye!

Well then, Blunder, I replied, why dont you just sleep on the roof?

[image: image]

Good idea! said Blunder.

I was just kidding! I called, but he was already climbing out the window. Blunder! In about two seconds I could hear him up there, snoring louder than the engine. But obviously, kids, unless you also have an overall numbness in the head region and a body that is nearly indestructible, which you dont, then thats another thing you should definitely not try. Blunder is like a walking, talking encyclopedia of what not to do. He has survived setting himself on fire, suffocation by marshmallow, maraschino cherry attack, and a multitude of other self-started disasters that Im pretty sure you wouldnt come through so well. Sleeping on the roof of a speeding car was dumb even for him.
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CHAPTER 4

Lets Do the Time Loop Again




The huge dark car passed us again. This time the fat guys sign said:
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The car disappeared into the distance but then quickly returned and passed us again. And this time:
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And the car disappeared again.

But then I looked behind us (the direction one is facing while driving the Backwardsmobilein other words, looking through the front windshield) and noticed the same dark car, but now, two red eyes glowed like tiny headlights from within the huge blob of a silhouette.
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Those eyes jogged my memory. I had seen that same blobby silhouette with the same glowing eyes peering through the living room window at 1313 Thirteenth Street a few nights earlier. I hadnt thought much of it at the timeI happened to be waking from an extremely freaky nightmare and assumed it was nothing.

I sped up, and the dark car sped up, too. Its license plate was BBBB. I wondered what that stood for. I floored it. I was now going almost two hundred and fifty miles per hour, and that blobby guy was still right there, hugging my bumper.

I saw a pothole up ahead and wondered if it was a cosmic one. Cosmic potholes are the portals through which Granny travels in time. Anyone can do it, but the trick is to find them. She is the only one who can tell a cosmic pothole from a regular one. But Granny was sound asleep. I decided to just go for it and swerved hard to the right
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