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PROLOGUE

Hey, it’s me. And I’m back with another ripsnorting, rootin’-tootin’, gut-splitting, crowd-pleasing prologue.

Originally, I had decided not to start this book with a prologue at all because between you and me, I was feeling pretty prologued out. I mean, I’ve already written three prologues for my other books and I ask you, how many good prologues does a guy have in him? Not too many, I can tell you that.

But you’re in luck, because at the last minute, I changed my mind and decided to write one anyway. Why? Two very important reasons.

The first is that you guys asked for it. Well, maybe not all of you. But I think one guy did. His name is Dixon Dorkoff, and he lives in Omaha, Nebraska. He wrote me a letter saying, “Dan, your last prologue was the funniest prologue I’ve ever read. It was also the only one I’ve ever read.” How can you say no to a compliment like that? The poor guy was practically begging me. So, Dixon, here it is. This prologue is for you, dude. Lap it up.

The second reason I’m writing this is that, believe it or not, I actually have something important to say. And the subject is keeping secrets.

Now, I’m not talking about the kind of ridiculous secrets my sisters are always trying to keep, like what color dress they’re wearing to the Spring Fling or who likes who in fourth-period English, or if some girl they don’t even know is meeting a ninth-grade boy at the mall. Girl secrets are so weak. Once, my sister Robin actually cried for an entire day when one of her friends let the word leak out that Robin thought Ryan Howe’s dimples were really, really cute. Give me a break, folks. Everyone knows Ryan Howe’s dimples are cute. I mean, they’re right there on his face, big as craters on the moon.

No, that is definitely not the kind of secret I’m talking about keeping. I’m talking about big secrets, life-and-death ones. In my case, that’s the kind of secret I’ve been asked to keep, and let me tell you, it’s hard. Not just hard, but super hard.

A little background, just for grins.

I think you already know that about a month ago, I discovered I have an identical twin brother named Pablo who is the size of the fourth toe on my left foot. (If you don’t know that, dudes, you have some serious reading to catch up on!) I came across him totally by accident when I shrank to the size of a toe too.

According to my Great Granny Nanny, this shrinking thing runs in our family. But it’s a big secret, and she says we can’t tell anyone. I can’t even tell my mom. I mean, she doesn’t have a clue that I can make myself shrink by giccuping (a giccup, for you guys who are not into digestion sounds, is a kind of watery disgusto burp) and make myself unshrink by sneezing. This is not an easy secret to keep, especially from my mom who has been tracking my body sounds since I was a baby. Okay, I know that sounds weird, but when you think about it, it’s not. I mean, the woman changed my diapers and taught me to poop on the potty, for gosh sakes.

Granny says no one can know about Pablo, either. She says if scientists found out about him, they would lock him up in a laboratory cage and poke him and prod him and study his every move. Pablo would hate that. That little guy loves freedom so much, he can’t even sleep with his feet tucked in at night. He would definitely not make it in a cage.

So now you get the picture. I am the keeper of not one but two life-and-death secrets. Sometimes I feel as if they’re just going to come popping out of me like that annoying jack-in-the-box my little sister Goldie used to play with nonstop (until I decided it had to be buried in my underwear drawer so she couldn’t find it). I get worried that one day, I’ll just open my mouth and—bamo-slamo—blurt out the truth. So far, I’ve resisted the temptation to blurt.

Until last Saturday, that is.

That’s the day Pablo and I got discovered by Hollywood. Now, that might sound like a great thing to you, but for me, it was a very dangerous thing, and here’s why. If there’s one thing I know about being a star in Hollywood, it’s that everyone wants to know everything about you. You can’t have any secrets. I mean, think about your favorite stars. I’ll bet you know a ton about them… their favorite band, the name of their first pet, whether they wear boxers or briefs, what they do with their toenail clippings, if they’re a popcorn type or an M&M’s type at the movies, how many encounters they’ve had with three-headed Martians. All that stuff.

Well, imagine if one of them happened to have a secret mini-brother and the ability to shrink, like me. Sooner or later, those little facts would be revealed. Everyone would find out, which in my case, would mean that my secrets wouldn’t be secret any more. The world would know about Pablo. And about my shrinking tendencies. And that would spell big-time trouble for both of us.

But on the other hand, the promise of fame was sure tempting. I’d be rich. I’d be powerful. Everyone in the world would know my name.

Which, by the way, is Daniel Funk. Yeah, that’s me. Daniel Funk, world-famous superstar. Or not.

Read on to find out.



CHAPTER 1

The Funkster’s Funky Fact #1: In the comic books, the very first vehicle Batman owned was not the Batmobile but a Batplane.

“Daniel!” my mom shouted, flinging open the door to my room with such force that it felt like a class-five hurricane had blown in. “I need you! This is an emergency!”

I was lying on my bed right there in front of her eyes. But because I had shrunk down to my toe-sized self, she didn’t see me. It’s a known fact that when you’re under an inch tall, you don’t attract a lot of eyeball attention.

It was last Saturday. Pablo and I had spent the morning playing one of our favorite games. We call it Curtain Crashers. What we do is climb up to the windowsill in my room and take turns jumping onto the curtain fringe. Then we pump really hard until we’re swinging like mini-monkeys back and forth across the room. When we’re as high as we can go, we holler out “Curtain Crashers!” and let go of the fringe, doing as many flips and turns as we can before coming in for a crash landing on my bed. It’s fun, because when you’re that small, you can zip and zoom through the air like a half-crazed fly.
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I had just finished my third jump of the day, a double twist featuring both a frontward and backward somersault, and was sprawled out on the pillow in the recovery position. Pablo was trampolining across the bed toward the windowsill to take his turn. At the sound of my mom’s voice, he froze in his tracks.

“GUP alert, bro,” he whispered.

GUP is Pablo speak for Grown-Up Person. Personally, I don’t have anything against grown-ups, but my brother Pablo is not a fan of your average GUP.

“Dude! Hide yourself!” he commanded.

I didn’t need to. One of the major advantages of being the size of a toe is that you can be smack-dab in front of your mom and not be seen. You have no idea how useful a thing that is. Like, if your mom is looking for someone to clear the table or take the trash out or worse yet, clean up the dog poop from the backyard, you are basically invisible.

Man, do I ever love that.

“Where is that boy?” my mom muttered as she marched around my room, shooting a suspicious glance at Stinky Sock Mountain. She actually stopped and gave it a little poke with her toe. What was she thinking? That I’d be hiding in a pile of my own smelly socks? No way. I can handle one or two stinky socks, but lying around in a whole huge pile of them is definitely out of the question, even for me.

She held her nose and left the room, calling, “Lark! Lola! Granny! Has anyone seen Daniel?”

“The coast is clear,” Pablo whispered to me. “My turn.”

He jumped onto the rope that hangs from the mini-blinds and climbed up until he reached the windowsill. I have to admit, I felt a little guilty about continuing our game. I mean, my mom did say it was an emergency.

“Oh, no, you don’t,” Pablo said, seeing me hesitate. “No quitting before I show you my new move—the Pablo Plunge. It’s killer.”

“But Pabs—”

“The Pablo is not listening. Now, are you ready to play, D. Funk?”

“Yeah, sure. Ready, P. Funk.”

The thing about Pablo is, you can’t say no to him. He’s like a twenty-four-hour fun machine, and who can say no to that? Not me.

Pablo grabbed the curtain fringe and started to swing. His black cape was billowing out behind him and he looked like a teeny-weeny Batman as he sailed back and forth. Great Granny Nanny makes him these really cool capes out of my old action figure clothes, but Batman is his favorite. Pablo says he loves him best because he fights crime with his brain and not with a gun. I’m sure Granny Nanny taught him that. She’s all for nonviolence.

“Lettin’ go, bro!” Pablo shouted when he had reached launch height.

He let go of the curtain, stuck his chest out like he was doing a high dive, and flapped his arms like a mini-bird. I think he actually caught some air because he sailed up almost to the ceiling before he started his free fall.

“Curtain Crashers!” he hollered as he came careening headfirst toward the bed. “Taking the Pablo Plunge!”

He never made it to the bed, though. Midway through his descent, a hand reached out and caught him.



CHAPTER 2

The Funkster’s Funky Fact #2: The average person has 550 hairs in each eyebrow.

Oh, don’t worry. It wasn’t the hand of an evil villain or Dr. Death or anything. Just the opposite, in fact. It was a little wrinkled hand with a peace symbol ring on the index finger. That ring was a dead giveaway. Without even looking up, I knew it was our Great Granny Nanny. She’s always telling us that war is not the answer, peace is. In fact, she even has that on a bumper sticker plastered across the front of her mint green motor scooter.

“Listen here, hotshot,” she said to Pablo. “This is not okay.”
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Granny Nanny scooped me up from the bed too, and plopped me in her palm next to Pablo. She put her face so close to us that you could see the little gray flecks in her blue eyes. That was the good part. The bad part was that you could also see that one of her eyebrow hairs was really long and kind of crazy looking, like it had decided to separate from the others and go its own way. It’s weird how you see every detail when you’re little.

But let me just say, I really love Granny Nanny no matter how long her eyebrow hairs are.

“What’s the problemo?” Pablo asked her.

“Didn’t you hear your mother calling you?” she asked me. “She’s frantic. Some kind of bird emergency.”

“Sounds major,” Pablo answered. “Somebody lose a tail feather?”

Pablo and I both cracked up. Granny usually thinks Pablo’s jokes are funny, but this time, she didn’t laugh. She took off her glasses and gave me a look.

“All I know is that your mother has been searching for you, Daniel. And if you don’t want to make her suspicious, you better unshrink. Like now.”

“But Granny, I can’t. I don’t have to sneeze.”

“Which is why I keep a handy-dandy supply of pepper right here in your desk,” she said, pulling open the right-hand drawer and taking out a little Santa Claus pepper shaker we used to put out at Christmas. We don’t use it anymore because the Mrs. Claus salt shaker that went with it broke into a million pieces when I knocked it off the table by accident one year. (Hey, it wasn’t my fault that someone left it on the very edge.)

Granny put me down on my bed, shook some pepper into her hand, and waved it under my nose.

“Breathe in, hotshot,” she said. “This should do the trick.”
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