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PROLOGUE






Hey, great news!


I just learned what a prologue is.


Okay, so maybe you’re not jumping up and down in your size seven Nikes, hooting and hollering and shouting, “Three cheers for this guy, he’s learned what a prologue is.” (By the way, if you are doing that, close this book right now, because that’s a really weird thing to do and you need to go to a doctor immediately and get that checked out.)


Now, put yourself in my place. Here I am writing a prologue again, but this time, I actually know what one is, which is definitely cool. I might not have ever found out, except that a bunch of you wrote me letters after my first book and said, “Hey, ding-dong…why not try learning what a prologue is before you go and write one?” If you ask me, and I know you didn’t, that was an excellent suggestion.


So I took your advice and got out the big old dictionary my sister Lark keeps next to her pillow. (That’s right, she likes to fall asleep reading the dictionary, which, by the way, I consider highly and completely and totally abnormal, like everything else my three sisters do.) And there it was on page 362, right after “prolix” and just before “prolong.”


Prologue—an introduction to a poem, play, or literary work.


Literary work! I like the sound of that. This isn’t just a book you’re reading, my friends. It’s a literary work. Hey, are we smart or what?


Now I don’t mean to turn this into a big, boring, brain-twisting vocab lesson or anything, but there’s one other word that you’re going to need.


Giccup.


If you’re the “I love to read dictionaries” type like my sister Lark, go right ahead and look it up. Knock yourself out. But I’m warning you, I doubt that you’ll find it, because I’m pretty sure it’s a word I made up myself. So I’ll just tell you right now what a giccup is and save your eyes from having to squint at all those ant-sized words crawling around on those humungous dictionary pages.


Have you ever taken a big swig of Coke and right afterward, without even thinking about it, opened your mouth to say something and a huge burp came flying out? Don’t try to tell me that’s never happened to you. I know it has, because it’s happened to me like a thousand times. Anyway, that sound is not a giccup. It’s a burp, which is a first cousin to a giccup.


Question Number Two. Have you ever gotten a really big case of the hiccups, like after you’ve eaten a spicy burrito from a bad fast-food drive-thru? And then your whole family starts waving their hands in your face and screaming BOO to try to scare you and make the hiccups go away? Well, those hiccups are related to giccups, but still not the real deal.
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Last question. Have you ever gargled with mouth-wash? My mom makes me do it when I have a sore throat. You take a mouthful of the stuff, then tilt your head way back and try to say something starting with G, like “great green gobs of goofy grapes.” Then two things happen. First, you feel like a total jerk. Second, your throat makes this weird bubbling noise that is called a gargle.


So here’s the deal. If you mix a burp, a hiccup, and a gargle all together into one giant slobbery sound, that, my friends, is a giccup.


Okay, now you’re probably asking yourself, “Why is this guy spending a whole prologue rattling on about a slobbery throat sound?”


I’ll tell you why. Because last Thursday, one giccup totally changed my life.


Maybe not quite as much as when I discovered that I could shrink down to the size of the fourth toe on my left foot. Or when I realized that I had a twin brother named Pablo who was also the size of a toe.


But still, that giccup was a very very big deal.


You’ll see. When I tell you what happened last Thursday at 3:47 p.m. right after I giccuped in Science Club, you’re going to say, “Daniel Funk, you have got to be kidding!”


Oh, yeah: Daniel Funk, that’s me. Welcome to my world.















CHAPTER 1




The Funkster’s Funky Fact #1:
Astronauts in space cannot burp.










“What’s up with your stomach, man?” my best friend, Vu Tran, whispered to me. “It sounds like you swallowed a sick frog.”


“I think it was that taco I ate for a snack,” I said, pressing my stomach up against the edge of the table to try to quiet the rumbling. “It’s kicking up a fuss in there.”


It was last Thursday after school, and we were in Ms. Addison’s science room, putting the finishing touches on the model rockets we had been building in Science Club. I was almost done making the Screamin’ Mimi, a very cool black and silver rocket that actually whistles when it flies. Vu was putting decals on his Big Bertha, which is a more basic rocket but all in all, still a very solid choice.


My stomach rumbled again, this time even louder.


“You eat tacos all the time,” Vu said, stopping work to give my midsection a suspicious glance. “And they’ve never sounded like that.”


“Yeah, well, this taco had some personal problems. Like I brought it for lunch on Tuesday and it’s been sitting in my locker since then.”


“You ate a three-day-old taco from your locker?” my sister Robin piped up from across the room. “Honestly, Daniel, why don’t you just eat from the garbage can?”


Leave it to the big ears of Robin Flamingo Funk to pick up on anything negative that’s going on with me. She’s like a one-person “let’s dump on Daniel” machine. Man, was I sorry she had heard this piece of old taco info.


Robin gave me a disgusted look and rolled her eyes so far back in her head I thought they were going to disappear into her skull. I stared her down, though, and just drilled my eyeballs directly into her face. I didn’t even blink. Finally, she went back to painting her model rocket, which, by the way, was hot pink, to match her phone and her toenails and her iPod and her camera and her toothbrush and everything else she owns. It’s a known fact that the only reason Robin signed up for Science Club in the first place was because she wanted to learn how to make pink bubble gum–scented lip gloss.


I was hopeful my stare down would end the taco conversation, but no. When Robin is on a dump-on-Daniel roll, there’s no stopping her. After a minute, she glanced over at me for no good reason at all and muttered, “A three-day-old taco. What were you thinking, Daniel?”


“It’s not like there was anything growing on it,” I snapped. “Okay, the lettuce was brownish but I picked most of it off. And so what if the cheese smelled like gym socks. I happen to like the aroma of sports gear.”


Robin pretended she was gagging. Or maybe she actually was, which would have been sweet.


“Daniel, you are grossest person in the known world,” she said.


That did it. If Robin was going to talk trash about me, I’d give her something to talk about. I have my breaking point, you know.


“Hey Robs, you want to see something gross? Check this out.”


I pulled down my lower lip and showed her the big juicy blister I had gotten from shoving an entire piece of scorching hot microwave pizza into my mouth all at once.


“Eeuuww,” Robin said, catching a glimpse of my inner lip, which, I confess, doesn’t look so good even without the blister. “I might actually barf.”


“Now who’s gross?” I said, giving Vu a high five as we laughed like a couple of ticklish hyenas.




Wouldn’t you know it, Vince Bruno walked by at that very second, just when Vu and I were at the height of acting like total idiots. Trust me, guys—Vince Bruno is definitely not the person you want to act like a total idiot around. He cuts you no slack. I mean zero.


“You two nerd balls cracking up over a stupid blister?” he said, shaking his tomato-shaped head in disgust. “Imagine what you’d do if you saw something really gross, like I did last night in my restaurant.”


Oh yeah, like he owns the restaurant. Just because his dad owns a whole bunch of Pizza Kings, Vince acts like he’s the total Prince of Pizza. He never misses an opportunity to brag about how rich his family is and how many restaurants they own.


By the way—I think their crusts are soggy, and it’s a known fact that they skimp on the pepperoni.


“This little kid ordered the special double-cheese-and-garlic pizza,” he said, “and ate three huge slices. Then he barfed them up right into his SpongeBob backpack.”


Vince burst out laughing. Vu and I just stared at him. I mean, I have a pretty good sense of humor, but if you ask me, and I know you didn’t, I don’t see what’s so funny about a little kid upchucking his dinner. But this obviously tickled old Vince’s funny bone, and he laughed with such force, I thought his breath was going to blow my Screamin’ Mimi off my desk and into orbit.


“I’m glad you boys find model rocket building so funny,” Ms. Addison said, walking over to our table, where Vince was still belting out his monster laugh. “I like my Science Club members to be happy.”


She’s really nice, that Ms. Addison, which is the main reason I keep signing up for Science Club. Actually, it’s the second main reason. The first reason is because we get to touch worms and jellyfish and sea cucumbers and other slimy things. I like to pick them up and jiggle them under Robin’s nose.


I don’t get why girls are so grossed out by a little slime. I mean, I have three sisters and they’re all totally different. Lark, who’s fifteen, is obsessed with writing so-called poetry for her blog, www.I’m-a-freak.com, which is read by exactly no one. Robin, who’s fourteen and otherwise known as Miss I-Totally-Love-Everything-Pink, spends her entire day either on her pink phone or practicing standing in front of the mirror looking cute in her pink volleyball uniform. Goldie, who’s seven and a half, is a Barbie fanatic whose idea of a good time is tripping around the house in my mom’s high-heeled shoes. But even though the three of them are completely different, I can tell you this: One thing they have in common is that they all hate slimy things.


I know this for a fact, because I personally have placed a slug in each of their beds. You’ve never heard screaming like that in your whole life. It was awesome.


“Vince, please take a seat at your table,” Ms. Addison said. “I’ll be there to check your rocket in a minute.”


“You don’t have to,” Vince answered in his usual obnoxious way. “My dad bought me the most expensive model in the catalogue. It’s going to blow these baby toys out of the water.”


“Spending a lot of money isn’t always the answer,” Ms. Addison said to him. And even though I didn’t say anything to her, I thought to myself, You are a rock star, Ms. Addison!


“So, Daniel,” she said to me as Vince went off in a sulk. “Do you think your rocket is ready for the launch?”


“You bet. Screamin’ Mimi here is going straight to the moon. And she’s going to be whistling all the way.”


“I’ll be happy if she just clears the treetops in the park,” Ms. Addison said, checking to see that the glue was dry on my tail fins. Then she turned to the class and added, “Remember, everyone, we’re meeting for the launch Saturday at eleven o’clock in La Brea Park, right next to the tar pits. Bring your rocket and pack a lunch.”
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I was pretty excited about the rocket launch. I needed a chance to rebuild my reputation from the first launch, which…let’s just say…didn’t go so well for me. In the fall session of Science Club, I had built a super cool-looking Big Bertha that I painted red with black decals. When we launched our rockets in the park, everyone else’s rocket went straight up in the air—but not mine. Nope, my Big Bertha took off sideways, made only one pathetic circle, barely six inches off the ground, then bamo-slamo, crashed into one of the tar pits.


Holy macaroni, that was sad. I could hear old Bertha bubbling as she sank all the way down into the tar. The only thing louder was Vince Bruno laughing up a storm. Leave it to Vince the Pizza Prince, who, you’ve probably figured out by now, is a world-class jerk, to make fun of someone whose first rocket had just nose-dived.


By the way, if you’re wondering what a tar pit is, I don’t blame you. I’m willing to bet that your neighborhood park doesn’t have huge bubbling pits of sticky black tar scattered around it. But Hancock Park, which is in the middle of Los Angeles and about seven miles from where I live in Venice, California, does. They’re called the La Brea Tar Pits, and scientists have actually discovered a ton of bones buried there from prehistoric creatures like woolly mammoths and saber-toothed tigers and dire wolves who got stuck in that tar and died a bazillion years ago. The park even has a museum with real skeletons and bones of all those prehistoric animals. Ms. Addison likes to hold our rocket launches there so we can cruise around and look in those pits. That shows you just how nice a teacher she is.


Anyway, back in Science Club, Ms. Addison was testing my nose cone to make sure it was a tight fit. And wouldn’t you know it, my stomach did the froggy noise again. Big time. It sounded like there was a whole pond full of sick frogs croaking in my guts. Ms. Addison tried to ignore it, but when a guy’s stomach is growling like a herd of frogs, it’s a hard thing to ignore. I looked over at Vu, and we both had to stuff our fists into our mouths to keep from bursting out laughing.


Ms. Addison looked like she was going to laugh too. Quickly, she hightailed it away from our table and over to where Arthur Krems was working on his Saturn 5. I couldn’t really blame her. I wouldn’t want to listen to my stomach noises, either.


“You’ve got to do something about that, man,” Vu said, after Ms. Addison was out of earshot.


“Like what?”


“Maybe if you burped, things would quiet down. Relieve a little of the gas build-up, if you know what I mean.”


I certainly did know what he meant. I am something of a burping expert. I have been known to produce a burp that lasts eleven seconds, which is no easy thing to accomplish.


My grandma Lola, who teaches world culture, is a big believer in burping after a meal. She says that the Bengalis over in India actually consider it a compliment to the cook if you burp after a meal. The louder you burp, the better the meal. If you ask me, and I know you didn’t, I think those Bengalis know a thing or two about human digestion. I give them a big thumbs-up.


I also happen to know that here in the United States, it is definitely not okay to burp in the middle of Science Club. I wasn’t raised in a barn, you know.


“Will you excuse me, Vu?” I said with a little fake bow. “I have an urgent matter to take care of in the hall.”


“You are most definitely excused,” Vu said, bowing back.


“May I go to the bathroom, Ms. Addison?” I called out.


“Certainly, Daniel,” she said, without even looking up. I think she was relieved. The herd of frogs in my belly had clued her in that I was having, let’s just say, a stomach issue.


I walked out into the hall and looked around. No one was there. It was after school and everyone but us science nuts had gone home.


Okay, Daniel. Here’s your chance. Let one rip.


I took in a big gulp of air and tried to burp, but nothing came out. I tried again, and still nothing.




Finally, I walked over to the water fountain and drank a ton of water really fast, purposely swallowing lots of air as I did. If that didn’t make me burp, nothing would.


I must not have completely swallowed all the water, because when I tried to burp again, what came out was a combination of a burp and a hiccup and a watery gargle.


And if you were paying attention during the prologue, I know that you know what that was.


Yup. I let out a world-class giccup.


(And this, my friends, is why we read prologues.)


Immediately after the giccup, my stomach felt much better. The rumbling and the grumbling magically stopped.


But something else way weirder happened.


My eyeballs started to growl.


My nose felt like it was blowing bubbles.


My fingers began to buzz.


And sure enough, my knees let out a whistling sound.


Oh no! Was I shrinking? Right here in the hall? In the middle of Science Club?


This was not good.
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