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This book is NOT dedicated to Frank Gutenkunitz


and all the other jerky kids who for some


stupid reason loved being mean to me in school.


Nor is it dedicated to that way stuck-up


Ashley Warner and her dumb friends


Cheryl, Diane, and Becky, who all laughed


at me in front of everybody when I asked Ashley


to the Christmas dance last year.


I thought about dedicating it to


peanut butter and jelly sandwiches


because I really, really like those,


but that seemed like the kind of thing


some weird kid with no friends would do.


Paul Feig wanted me to dedicate this book


to his wife, Laurie, and say that she is his


“best friend” and “the love of his life”


and all sorts of other mushy, embarrassing stuff.


But there’s no way I’d ever do that


in a million, kajillion years.


And so I guess I’ll just dedicate it to you,


the very, cool, intelligent, classy,


and kind person who was nice enough to pick up


this book and read about my awesome,


dangerous, and totally true adventures.


Hey, bet you never had a book dedicated to you, huh?


You’re welcome.
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Uh…


We were sitting in mud.


Warm, wet mud that was currently soaking through the seat of my pants. As if our clothes weren’t dirty enough already from the last frequency we had just visited—a place with no washing machines, but lots of creatures who were more than happy to try to kill us any time of the day or night.


Karen and I looked around in a daze, realizing we weren’t back home like we thought we would be. No, we were in the middle of what I would have to call “nowhere.” I call it “nowhere” because it was completely empty.


No mountains. No hills. No trees. No plants. No grass. No buildings. No people. No creatures. No things. Nothing. It was just an endless flat world as far as we could see, like some huge broom had come down from the sky and swept everything off the face of the earth. The air was hot and muggy, and the sky was filled with big scary-looking black clouds.


I looked over at Karen, my sixteen-year-old hot-headed, kung fu–fighting friend. She was staring at this new deserted world with the same look she might have if she’d walked into a room expecting it to be filled with people she liked and food she loved but instead it was filled with all the kids from school who hated her and all the food she couldn’t stand and it turned out it was a Let’s-Beat-up-the-Person-Who-Just-Walked-in-the-Room party.


Karen and I looked back to see if the frequency transporter that had brought us here was still behind us. As soon as we did, the machine glowed bright white and then disappeared with a really low-pitched THUMP that made my ears pop.


“Oh, man… ” was about all I could say. Because without that transporter, it sure seemed like we were trapped in another frequency.


Again.


See, in case you didn’t know or don’t remember, Karen and I had just escaped from a different frequency. We had both ended up in that frequency because of explosions we had been in back home that had knocked us into the frequency next to ours. Oh, and in case you’re really behind on what the whole “frequency” thing means, I’m talking about different realities that exist in the same physical space.


You know, sort of like how a radio has a bunch of different stations inside it that you can select by changing the number on the dial? Or how your computer has tons of different websites inside it that show up if you type in the right address? The stations and websites all come out of the same radio and computer, but each thing that comes out is different. And it’s the same thing with frequencies.


The frequency we had just left was filled with lots of weird animal-like creatures who had been ruled by this former English teacher from my school, a guy named Chester Arthur who had also ended up in that same frequency because of an explosion. Mr. Arthur had gone kind of nuts and turned into a dictator who tried to make the creatures do everything he wanted them to do. But then they all ended up rebelling against him and chasing him and this other guy named Herbert Golonski, who was trying to steal their gold, out of their frequency. And when Karen and I got into Mr. Arthur and Herbert Golonski’s frequency-jumping machine to follow them back to what we assumed was going to be our home frequency, we ended up here….


Sitting in mud, in a deserted frequency that definitely wasn’t our home, with no sign of Mr. Arthur or Herbert Golonski.


…rrrrrrrrrrrrrrRRRRRUMMMMMBBBBLLLLLLLLLLLe…


Distant thunder rolled over our heads like a big bowling ball going down an alley in the clouds. We then heard what sounded like an audience applauding. But it wasn’t an audience. It was a major wall of rain heading across the empty landscape right toward us.


“Oh, no…” was all Karen could get out before the wall of rain hit us and swallowed us up, immediately drenching us. Actually, I think she said “oh, bleep,” but like I said when I told you my last adventure, I don’t think the super important things I’ve done as a Frequenaut should be filled with profanity. So I’ll just go with “oh, no” and leave it at that.


The rain was hot and came down hard in huge painful drops. We jumped up to run for cover but quickly realized that there was nowhere to run to. There was no possible shelter in any direction for as far as either one of us could see. There was only flat barren ground that was now quickly turning into mud.


As we got soaked by the rain, Karen looked at me and I could see she wanted to shout, “C’mon, let’s go!” But since there was no place we could go, we both just sort of stood there staring at each other like two stunned zombies. The only good part of all this was we were getting the much-needed hosing down we both required after having run and fought and sweated and crawled through dirt tunnels in the last frequency. But that sure didn’t make it feel any better, especially since it’s not really too much fun taking a shower with all your clothes on.
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“What do we do?” I yelled to her over the sound of the pounding rain, which was as loud as standing in the middle of a cheering crowd at a football game.


Karen glanced around, then stared at me with a look I’d never really seen on her face before—a look of total confusion.


“I have no idea,” she said quietly.


And neither did I.
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Not Singin’ in the Rain


My mom used to watch this really old movie all the time that had a scene in it where a guy who had just kissed this girl he liked was walking down the street and it was pouring rain but since he was all happy and in love, he didn’t care. He just started singing and dancing and acting like a total nut as he got soaked. My mom used to sing along when she’d watch it and smile and say it looked like it would be so much fun to do what he was doing.


Well, I’m here to tell you that it wasn’t.


I mean, maybe if I’d just kissed some pretty girl and was walking back to my house where I knew I could take a hot bath and eat a big bowl of cereal and watch TV as my clothes were tumbling around in the warmth of the laundry room dryer, I would enjoy it. But I was trapped in a world where I couldn’t get out of the rain and so I just had to wander around in the mud as I got wetter than I’d ever been in my life, which made me want to find that singing-and-dancing-in-the-rain guy and punch him in the face.


Karen and I were soaked as we walked for what felt like hours. The good thing was that this frequency was pretty hot, because if Karen and I had been stuck in the pouring rain when it was cold, I don’t think we would have lasted more than ten minutes without freezing to death. Not that walking around in hot rain was any kind of a treat. It felt like we were in some sort of greenhouse. I had been in one a few months earlier when our science class took a field trip. It was a pretty interesting place, at least until Frank Gutenkunitz found a bag of manure and secretly put a handful of it into my backpack. When we got on the bus to go home, it stunk really bad, and since it was coming from me, everybody thought I had pooped my pants. What a witty guy that Frank was. Being away from him almost made it worth being stuck in the hot rain.


I was tired from walking for such a long time. And we still didn’t know where we were walking to, which meant that we were now walking pretty slowly, like two people trying to find a house we didn’t have an address for.


“This is all your fault,” Karen suddenly blurted as the rain poured down on our soaking-wet heads.


“My fault?” I said in disbelief. “How is it my fault?”


“Because you were the one who said you knew how to work the machine! You were the one who moved your fingers over that computer screen. ‘Oooh, I’m so smart. I saw how Herbert Golonski did it. Just follow me. I’m a genius.’”


It was bad enough that I was getting blamed for being stuck in this frequency, especially after she had finally been so nice and impressed with me by the time we had left the last frequency. But it was her mocking imitation of me saying those sentences (which I had never even said) that was really insulting, especially since she made me sound like a five-year-old girl.


“Hey,” I shot back defensively, now sounding like a five-year-old girl. “Don’t be mean to me! You were the one who said we had to get in the machine in the first place! I was all set to stay there with Foo.”


“Oh, shut up about Foo. She didn’t really like you anyway.”


“What are you talking about? Yes, she did!”


“No, she didn’t. She doesn’t know what she likes. She’s like a cat that rubs against your leg. You think it’s all in love with you and then you see it do the same thing to the kitchen table.”


“Hey, she really liked me,” I said. “Besides, what does it matter to you?”


Karen suddenly slowed her walking and, after a few more steps, stopped altogether.


“Are you all right?” I asked, confused.


Karen just stood there, looking out at the horizon in that way you do when you’re staring but you’re not really looking at anything. And then, all of a sudden, she said, “I don’t know what to do.”


And then she started crying.


Now I had no idea what to do. It’s bad enough when people you know start crying because it puts you in a position of just having to stand there as you try to think of something to say to make them feel better. My mom cries at the drop of a hat and usually over really stupid stuff, like missing a turn when she’s driving to the mall or when she finds out our mean grandma is coming over for dinner. And I always just have to stand there and hope she’ll stop because I have no idea what I’m supposed to say. But when someone like Karen cries—a person so tough you just assume she doesn’t even have tear ducts—what do you do? It’s like trying to figure out how to cheer up a lion that’s been trying to eat you.


“We’re never going to get out of here, Iggy.”


“You don’t know that,” I said, trying to be positive, even though she was starting to make me want to cry too.


“Yeah?” she said as she wiped at her eyes. “How do we get out of here? Where do we go? Look around, Iggy. There’s nothing.”
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“But there can’t just be nothing,” I said, trying to be what my science teacher always called “the devil’s advocate.”


“Of course there can be nothing,” she said with a shake of her head. “Do you think every frequency has evolved life? I bet there’re lots of frequencies without it, just like none of the other planets in our solar system have anything alive on them. Herbert knew that this was one of the dead frequencies and he set the machine so that it would drop us here and now we’re trapped and there’s no way we’ll ever get out of this place. He set us up, Iggy. He got rid of us.”


I wanted to keep playing the devil’s advocate but, sadly, what Karen was saying sounded like it made a lot of sense. There was no way out of here without a frequency machine and there were no frequency machines anywhere to be seen. And there was nothing alive that could help us figure something out. We really were stuck.


And yet…


I suddenly realized I wasn’t in the mood to be so helpless, especially since I had just proven myself to be pretty resourceful in the last frequency we were in.


“You know what, Karen?” I said. “I’m gonna get us out of here.”


“How?” she asked, sounding surprised that I was suddenly so confident.


“Um… that’s the part I haven’t figured out yet. But I will. Trust me.”


She stared at me strangely, like she was trying to figure out if I was serious. I stared back at her to show her I was. For some reason, her being so depressed and ready to give up made me feel like I really was going to figure a way out of there.


“Be my guest,” Karen finally said without a hint of sarcasm.


Coming from her, that was the biggest vote of confidence I could ever have gotten.


I just needed to figure out what to do, which was the hard part.


As we both stood there in the rain and looked around, I saw the first positive thing I’d seen since we had gotten here.
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We Are Not Alone


It’s not often that seeing a weed counts as an exciting event in one’s life. But when one is in a place that’s devoid of everything except mud and rain, seeing a weed is about as exciting as finding a million dollars.


Well, almost as exciting.


Through the driving rain, I saw a small lump about twenty feet ahead of us that looked sort of like a dandelion, only instead of having a yellow flower it had a spiky red one. The rain was pounding down on it pretty hard and from the way it was bent over, it looked like it was in bad shape.


“Karen,” I said as I pointed at the weed, “I don’t think this frequency is completely dead.”


Karen saw the weed and looked surprised. We both ran over and stared down at it. It was bigger than a normal dandelion and had leaves around its base that were long and pointy. The rain was hammering its flower head into the ground and I suddenly felt bad for it, like it was that sad little Christmas tree that Charlie Brown saved on TV.


I kneeled down and picked the flower up out of the mud, being careful not to break its stem. “In A Charlie Brown Christmas, Linus wrapped his blanket around the little tree to make it stand up,” I said. “Should we wrap something around this?”


“I don’t think it’ll help. It looks pretty dead.”


“I don’t think it is,” I said as I thought I felt the plant move a little bit.


Karen looked around and then back down at the plant. “That’s weird,” she said, confused. “Why aren’t there any more of them?”


I saw that Karen was right. All around us, there was only rain, mud, and no other plants.


“Maybe all the rest got washed away,” I said as I glanced back at Karen. “But at least we know that—”


KA-FOOM!


Mud exploded and the next thing I knew, I was hit hard as something grabbed me around the neck. Karen screamed as I was knocked sideways and suddenly felt like I was being strangled. I turned my head to see what was holding me and was now face to face with the red flower, which was making an angry clicking sound like a sped-up squirrel. Its leaves were clamped around my neck as its spiky petals all pointed at my face. I could see that in the center of its petals it had an eye—just one—that was glaring at me like it wanted to kill me. Two more of its leaves grabbed onto my neck as its roots wrapped around my chest and squeezed so tightly that I couldn’t breathe.


Karen jumped and tried to pull the plant off me but the more she tugged on it, the tighter it squeezed.


“Let go of him!” I heard her yelling, as I felt like I was about to pass out. She started pounding hard on its stem and roots, which I knew was supposed to hurt the plant but hurt me way more.


In desperation, Karen grabbed the weed’s stem right under its flower head and pulled back on it hard. The weed’s angry clicking sound got really fast and high as it dug its leaves deeper into my neck.


“You’re… making… it… worse…” I wheezed, feeling like my head was going to pop like an overfilled water balloon.


“Just grab its leaves and help me!” Karen yelled.


As I tried to pry my fingers under its stem, Karen yanked super hard and suddenly the weed let go and leaped at Karen like an attacking tiger. I fell back into the mud and saw Karen grab at her neck as the plant wrapped itself around her throat, roots and all. Trying to catch my breath and still woozy from having just been strangled by an attack flower, I jumped up as best I could and ran over to help Karen.


Karen’s eyes were bugging out and her face was red. It was clear that the plant had her in an even tighter grip than it’d had on me. It was really trying to kill her.


“Hit… it… Iggy,” she gasped. “Do… something!”


I leaped on the weed and tried to do the same thing that Karen had done, first pounding on it as best I could and then trying to grab its leaves. But the stem was wrapped too tightly around her neck, the flower pushing up under her chin as if it wanted to pop her head off like a bottle cap. Karen was trying to speak but all she could make were strangled noises in her throat and I knew I had to do something quickly. In desperation, I reached in and grabbed onto the weed’s red petals like I was about to play a game of “she loves me/she loves me not.”
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And then I yanked with all my might.


A handful of petals tore off in my hand as the plant squealed and fell off Karen into the mud. Karen dropped to her knees and clutched her throat as she tried to get air back into her lungs while the plant thrashed around on the ground, shrieking and clicking like it was in major pain. A thick green goo was gushing out from where the petals had been pulled off, which sort of made me want to barf.


Then, the weed stopped and gave me the angriest look I’d ever seen in my life. I knew I was in big trouble and started to slowly back away. But the plant made a low, scary clicking noise like an angry dog growling and started to creep toward me on its pointy leaves like the world’s most dangerous lobster.


“Uh, Karen,” I said quietly as Karen laid there gasping for air. “I’ve got a big problem here.”


SHOOM! The plant leaped straight at me, its pointy leaves sticking out toward my face like daggers. Everything suddenly felt like it was in slow motion as I saw the weed’s angry flower face flying at me, now mere inches from my neck. Man, this was not going to be good.


And that was when the last thing in the world I expected to happen happened.
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Thwack!


In the blink of an eye, the plant was cut in two by a flash of flying metal. The two halves of the plant smacked heavily into my face and chest and then plopped down into the mud, where they twitched for a second and then went limp. I then heard a shoop-shoop-shoop sound and saw that the shiny piece of metal that had cut the plant in half was now flying back toward me through the rain. It was some sort of super deadly boomerang. And before I could move, it spun past my head, just missing me.


I turned to watch it fly away and was shocked to see that there was now a small forest about thirty feet behind me. Before I could spend too much time wondering how I hadn’t noticed a bunch of trees just moments before, the tree in the front held out one of its huge limbs and caught the boomerang in mid-air!


The tree was about twenty feet tall and sort of looked like the elm tree in our back yard, except it had big thick leafless branches that looked like huge stiff dreadlocks growing out of its head. And where our elm tree had a tire hanging on it that we used to push each other in, this tree had a belt slung across its trunk with lots of deadly-looking swords and axes and other types of sharp-looking metal blades hanging off it. The tree took the boomerang, wiped the weed’s green goo off it, and then clipped the weapon back onto its belt. Then the bottom of its trunk split in two and it began to walk toward me, its big rooted feet slapping onto the ground with every step.


Then all the other trees behind it started to follow. They creaked and groaned loudly as they moved, and the eye at the top of each of their trunks stared at us as they approached.


I looked back at Karen, who was staring back at the tree creatures with a stunned look on her face as she slowly stood up.


“Oh, man…” she said to herself.


“Hey, Karen. Do you think they’re friendly?”


“They saved our lives, so just say hello and be nice.”


“I’m always nice,” I said defensively. “You’re the one I should be telling to be nice.”


“Just shut up and say hello, would you?” she said with a roll of her eyes.


I turned back to the trees, which were walking toward us even faster than before, waved my hand, and shouted over the rain, “Hi! Thanks for helping us! We’re sure glad to see you. Do you know where there’s a frequency transporter we can use?”


The trees walked right up to me and I almost broke my neck looking up at them. They were as tall as two-story buildings, with a few of the ones in the back towering almost forty feet in the air. Their eyes stared down at Karen and me, and I suddenly hoped they weren’t the sort of trees that thought it would be fun to stomp one of their big trunk legs down on top of a soaked twelve-and-a-half-year-old kid who had just been strangled by a red dandelion.


I waved again and gave them a big smile, hoping that it would translate as a friendly gesture in whatever language it was that trees spoke.


“My name’s Iggy,” I said, trying to sound even friendlier. although I think it was just making me sound like I was talking to a baby. “What’s yo—”


Before I knew what was happening, the elm tree’s limb shot toward me, grabbed me around the waist with all the branches on its big tree hand, and lifted me up into the air so fast I almost got whiplash. At the same time, a super tall willow tree with lots of long, thick branches hanging off the top like hair whipped its arm down and snatched Karen out of the mud as the trees all groaned and creaked in unison.


“Ow! Put me down!” Karen yelled.


I saw Karen trying to struggle out of the willow’s grip, but it had her arms pinned tightly to her sides, its thin branch fingers wrapped around her like ropes.


“I don’t think they like us,” I called out to Karen.


“No duh, Sherlock,” she yelled back, although she used a much ruder word than “duh.”


 The elm tree reached into a pouch on its belt and pulled out a small, flat, ultra high-tech looking silver disc hanging on a strap, which it then hung around my neck. The disc kind of looked like an oversized Olympic medal. That is, until two small lights in the middle of it started blinking and it slowly began to hum, like it was warming up. And then, all of a sudden the elm creaked and the disc made a small beep and we heard a deep male voice say…


“You’re under arrest.”


Karen and I looked at each other.


“Who said that?” she asked.


“Who do you think said it?” we heard the voice say as the elm tree pointed a branch in my face. I realized that the voice was coming out of the disc. The elm tree creaked and the lights on the disc flashed and his voice came out of it again. “Don’t play dumb. It’s insulting.”


“Play dumb?” Karen asked as she tried to squirm out of the willow’s branches. “We didn’t do anything. Why are we under arrest?”


“Like you don’t know,” the elm said back.


“Yarg! Stop talking to them,” said a deep female voice that also came out of the disc. “You know the rules.”


I saw the willow tree holding Karen giving the elm tree a dirty look and creaking loudly.


“I’m the one who taught you the rules, Gree,” the elm tree called Yarg said, giving the willow a dirty look back. “So, please don’t tell me what to do in front of the prisoners.”


“C’mon, you two, no fighting on patrol,” said a male voice that was higher than the elm tree’s deep rumble.


I looked behind Yarg and saw that it was coming from a tall tough-looking pine tree who was slowly shaking the top of his trunk in disapproval.


“Fine,” Gree said impatiently as she whipped her long thin branches over her shoulder the same way Cheryl Biggs used to toss her hair back whenever Mr. Andriasco would yell at her to stop putting on makeup in class. “Can we just get out of the rain, please?”


“Fine,” said Yarg, just as impatiently.
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“Actually, if that scout was this close to us,” the pine tree said, pointing a branch covered in spikes at the chopped-in-half weed lying on the ground, “we should inspect all our territory up to the border.”


Yarg looked at the pine tree and said, “Fiss, our intelligence report shows that—”


“Before you give away all our top-secret data to the prisoners,” Gree said in the same sarcastic tone Karen always used with me when she thought I was about to do something stupid, “switch the translator to—”


“One way, I know! Get off my trunk!”


I didn’t know if trees got married or not but I have to say, Yarg and Gree sure sounded a lot like my mom and dad whenever they got lost trying to drive somewhere.


“If you were in such a bad mood, you shouldn’t have come on patrol,” Yarg continued as he reached out one of his branch fingers and gave the disc around my neck a couple of taps. “And, you know, it doesn’t even really matter if they—”


Yarg’s voice cut out and all we could hear was him continuing to creak and groan at Gree in tree language.


“Wait, don’t turn it off!” Karen yelled. “Iggy, turn it back on.”


“I can’t get my hands out,” I said as I tried to pull my arms free from Yarg’s branch fingers that were wrapped around my entire body.


As Karen and I spoke, we heard creaks and groans come out of the disc as it let the trees understand everything Karen and I said while not translating a word that they were saying. It was so not fair.


“Oh, great,” said Karen with a shake of her head. “Just freakin’ great.”


The trees all turned and started walking back where they had come from. And I realized that wherever they were going, we were going with them, whether we wanted to or not.
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C’mon and Take a Tree Ride


Sometimes I get jealous of babies.


I mean, it’s not that I want to be drinking out of a bottle or getting to pee and poo in my pants without anybody getting mad at me. (Although there are times that wouldn’t be bad, like when you drink too much soda in a movie theater and can’t go to the bathroom because you don’t want to miss anything.) I just mean that since I’m basically sort of a lazy person, whenever I see babies getting pushed around in strollers or sitting in harnesses hanging around their mothers’ necks, I always wish somebody would do all the work for me when it comes to getting around in life.


However, now that I was truly being carried somewhere by something way bigger than me, I was quickly learning that leaving your transportation up to someone else is not always such a fun thing.


For one, the tree was holding me so tightly with its hard wooden branches that I thought my ribs were going to break. And I was getting all kinds of junk in my eyes because its rough and dusty leaves were pushed right into my face. And I was getting shaken and jostled so much as they walked that if I were a can of root beer, I would have exploded already.


I looked over to see Karen and noticed that she was having an even worse ride than I was. Gree the lady willow tree walked like she thought she was a supermodel. She swung her long arms back and forth in huge sweeping half circles which made it look like Karen had been strapped into the world’s worst carnival ride.


“Are you okay?” I called over to her. I really had to yell because of the pouring rain and all the super loud creaking and groaning of the trees as they walked. “Karen? Can you hear me?”


“I think… I’m going… to throw… up,” she yelled back as she swung.


“Can you see where they’re taking us?”


“I can’t… see anything. Can you?”


I strained my neck around as much as I could. Ahead of us was just an endless world of dark wet mud and rain.


“It doesn’t look like we’re going anywhere,” I called over as the tree dug its branches even tighter into my sides to get me to stop talking. “And if they’re taking us somewhere, it’s so far away that I don’t think my ribs can survive the trip.”


“Your ribs can’t survive?! At least you’re not getting swung around like somebody’s purse!”


“Hey, you’re the one who wanted something to happen,” I said. “Well, congratulations. It’s happening.”


“Iggy, you are so not amusing,” she said as she swung past me again.


Just then, the trees stopped walking.


“Why’d they stop?” Karen called to me from behind the willow tree.


“I don’t know,” I called back. “Maybe one of them has to go to the bathroom.”


“Trees don’t go to the bathroom,” she said, like I was an idiot.


“Hey, trees don’t usually walk or throw boomerangs either, so give me a break.”


Yarg stamped his foot three times, sending mud flying everywhere and practically shaking the fillings out of my teeth. I looked around at the other trees and saw they were all looking down at the ground in front of us.


And that was when I heard the rumble.


The ground in front of us split in two. At first I thought some kind of earthquake was taking place, since the ground was moving and a deep vibrating sound was rattling my eardrums. But the crack in the mud just kept opening up slowly and steadily. It seemed that whatever was happening was supposed to be happening.
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