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To Bruce, whose stomach and joy for life know no bounds


—G. S.
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CHAPTER ONE



Cleanup on Aisle Nine


SPLAT!


I turn around just in time to see an orange tumble off the tippy-top of the orange pile and sploosh all over the floor.


That’s the third one in two minutes!


Mom and I are at the grocery store—one of the best places in the world. Obviously. Who doesn’t love food?


But something keeps knocking the fruit over. And it’s not me! I pinkie swear!


Just in case, I steer extra clear of the bananas.


KER-SPLAT! KER-SPLUNK!


Across the aisle, two peaches splatter to the floor like juicy yellow fruit bombs. And that’s when I see him, sitting on top of the peaches like a little purple monkey with antlers.


“Posey!” I whisper loudly. “What are you doing up there?”


“Shopping!” he shouts with a big sticky grin.
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He hops down from the pile in one giant leap, knocking over more fruit. Peach juice drips from his chin.


“These samples are amazing!” he says, grabbing an apple and taking a huge bite.
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“Those aren’t samples!” I tell him, taking the apple out of his hand. “They are for sale. You have to pay for them first!” Obviously.


“Oh,” he says, looking a little disappointed. “But I’m hungry!”


I roll my eyes. “You should never go to the grocery store hungry. It makes you want to eat everything!”


Then I swivel the cart around and catch up with Mom. She’s moved to the cereal aisle.


“Ooh, Imagination Crunch!” Posey shouts, spying a rainbow-colored cereal box. He throws it into the cart. I quickly take it out and shove it back on the shelf.


[image: Image]


“Daisy,” Mom questions when I turn back around, “why are there Gooey Roll-Ups in our cart?”


I grab the Gooey Roll-Ups and put those back too. “Sorry, Mom!” I turn and wag my finger at my imaginary friend.
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“Posey!” I whisper. “You have to stop!” But he ignores me.


“Can I drive the cart?” he asks.


“No,” I say firmly. “Remember, you are invisible, and it’ll look like nobody’s driving the cart.”


Then Posey points at something on the other side of the store.


“Hey, is that Jasmine?” he asks.


I whip around to look for my best friend. “Where?”


[image: Image]


And before I can even blink, Posey grabs the shopping cart and zooms down the aisle.
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“Wheee!” he shouts.


I race after him and whisper-shout, “Posey, STOP!”


But it’s too late. WHAM!


Posey smashes into a pyramid of canned corn. He looks at me with a sheepish grin. “Cleanup on aisle nine!”


But it’s only sort of funny, because now we have to pick up his mess.
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