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To you, you, and especially you.


Thanks for joining the Spaceheadz Brainwave.


We could not have done it without you.


—J. S.


To Madison, Mackenzie, and Noah, the craziest SPHDZ nieces and SPHDZ nephew on the planet


—S. P.
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Two small elves stood in line behind the red ropes outside Dunker’s Donuts on Fifth Avenue in Brooklyn.


This was not as completely crazy as it might sound, because there was also a sign in the Dunker’s Donuts window that read:
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    The two elves stood in line with the rest of the moms and dads and babies and kids waiting to tell Santa what they really wanted. The two elves wore those green elf outfits you’ve seen in cartoons and movies and cookie commercials.


But the strange thing about these two elves was that one of them wore soccer cleats and the other one wore a SpongeBob SquarePants backpack . . . that was carrying another tiny, hamster-size elf.


“What are you going to ask Santa to bring you, Chelsea?” the mom in front of the elves asked her daughter.


“A pony,” said Chelsea, kicking her little brother.


“Oooooh,” said the SpongeBob-backpack elf. “More flavor! I’m going to add a pony to our list.”


“We are already asking Santa for one hundred more SPHDZ,” said soccer-cleats elf. “Can he also fit two ponies in his flying-sled delivery system?”


“Eeek squeak squeak eeek,” said hamster elf. “Squeee week wee eek.”


“Great whole-grain jingle bells!” said soccer-cleats elf. “This Santa Claus is super-size and great taste!”


“Eee eee eee eeek?” asked hamster elf.


“Yes,” said backpack elf. “That is a most extra-crunchy idea. I will send a visual image of us to Michael K. and Venus.”


“Ho, ho, ho,” said the suspiciously skinny-looking Santa in the Holidayz HoHoHoles Korner of the Dunker’s Donuts. “I don’t think Santa will be able to get you a real F-18 Hornet fighter jet.”


The little boy in Santa’s lap punched Santa in his red velvet stomach and pulled Santa’s white beard down under his chin. “You are a stupid Santa.”


The backpack elf held a camera out at arm’s length.


“Squeeek,” said the hamster elf.


The elves twisted their faces into something like smiles.


The hamster elf nodded.
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The camera took a picture.


“Come on, Jackson,” said the little boy’s mom. “We will go talk to Santa’s manager about this.”


The dad took Jackson’s hand and glared at Santa. “I can’t believe I had to buy a dozen Holidayz HoHoHoles for this. All you had to do was say ‘Okay.’ ”


“I could look into procurement of the F-18,” said Santa, replacing his beard and fixing his stomach. “But I am pretty sure it is not in line with federal procedure to release these fighter jets to citizens.”


The dad stared at Santa.


“There would also be a lot of paperwork. But maybe the older model F-111 might be available?”


Now both the mom and the dad were staring at Santa.


Santa realized he had almost forgotten to say the required Dunker’s Holiday Saying. He added, “Ho, ho, ho. Dunker’s knows what dunkers love.”


The mom and dad and punching kid stormed over to talk to the manager.


The line and the elves moved three steps closer to Santa.


Hamster elf sent off the picture and text.


“Eeee eee, eee eee.”


“CLINICALLY PROVEN SAFE AND EFFECTIVE,” added backpack elf. “Michael K. and Venus are going to be sooooo surprised!”
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Michael K. and Venus sat at the table farthest away from the librarian.


Venus flipped open her sparkly and SPHDZ-stickered laptop and logged on to the library’s free wireless.


“Check this out,” whispered Venus.


Venus launched spaceheadz.com and quickly clicked
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“Spaceheadz drawings from Magic BBQ Sauce in Seattle, Washington . . .
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“Spaceheadz ads from Toll-Free Fusilli in Lebanon, Indiana . . .
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“Spaceheadz music from All-Natural Oven Cleaner in Toronto, Ontario . . .


“Spaceheadz stories from Bold Taste Deodorant in London, England . . .
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“Spaceheadz videos from Disposable Chicken Fingers in Barcelona, Spain . . .


“We really did it, Michael K.,” whispered Venus. “We really connected a whole Spaceheadz network.”
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“Wow,” said Michael K.
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He had been so busy going to school, spreading the Spaceheadz word, and trying to keep Bob and Jennifer and Major Fluffy out of trouble . . . that he hadn’t stopped to look at the whole thing. It was pretty amazing.


“And coolest of all . . . ,” whispered Venus. She clicked back to the Spaceheadz home page and zoomed in on the counter. “We are almost at our three point one four million plus one Spaceheadz to save the world.”


Michael K. read the Spaceheadz counter aloud, “Three million one hundred thirty-nine thousand nine hundred and one Spaceheadz? WOO!”


The librarian, at the other end of the room, gave Michael K. a stern look.


Michael K. ducked his head.


“This is great. This is huge. I can’t believe we are going to do it,” whispered Michael K. “Only one hundred more Spaceheadz to go. This is amazing.”


Michael K. stared at the spaceheadz.com counter. Then he had another thought.


“But what if something goes wrong?”


Venus clicked through more Spaceheadz drawings and Spaceheadz ads. “You are such a downer sometimes. We haven’t seen the AAA in weeks. And Bob, Jennifer, and Major Fluffy have been almost normal. What could go wrong?”


“I don’t know,” said Michael K. “You know how weird stuff just seems to happen with Spaceheadz.”


Venus ignored Michael K. She clicked happily through more Spaceheadz pages. “ ‘SPHDZ DOES IT BETTER!’ ‘I’M A SPHDZ / YOU’RE A SPHDZ/ Wouldn’t you like to be a SPHDZ TOO?’ ‘MAKE FRIENDS WITH SPHDZ, MAKE SPHDZ WITH FRIENDS!’ Spaceheadz kids are geniuses!


“And check this out,” said Venus. “Our three point one four million plus one moment is going to be historic. I'm recording the final counter moments in the Spaceheadz admin section so we can have them forever.”


Venus clicked on the tiny words SPHDZ ADMIN at the bottom right corner of the spaceheadz.com page, right next to TERMS OF USE and PRIVACY POLICY. It opened a page asking for another password. Venus typed VENUS. The secret recording page popped onscreen. “Cool, huh?”


“Yeah,” said Michael K., trying to ignore the feeling in his gut. “That is cool. What could go wrong?”


Michael K.’s phone and Venus’s phone buzzed with incoming texts at exactly the same time.


Michael K. checked the sender.


MAJOR FLUFFY


Michael K. opened the message. It read:


[image: image]


EEEEK EEE EEE EEEE EEEK.


Michael used “Fluffy’s Translator” to translate the message into English.


MORE FLAVOR! DELICIOUS IDEA. ASKING NOW OF SANTA FOR MORE SPHDZ!


This message made Michael K. a bit nervous.


Michael K. looked at the picture.


This made him completely freaked out.


“AHHHHHGGGG!” croaked Michael K., pointing at the picture.


“WHAT?” said Venus.


“EEE ARRR GAHHH UHHH!”


Michael K. was so spazzed out that he could not manage to say any real words. He pointed at the face over elf Bob’s shoulder.


“That’s cute,” said Venus. “The Spaceheadz are visiting Santa.”


Michael K. zoomed in on the face revealed by the pulled-down Santa beard.


Michael K. regained just enough power of speech to yell four words.


“Not Santa! Agent Umber!”


The librarian got up from her desk to remove the noisemakers from the quiet room.


But Michael K. and Venus were already out the door, running like the future of the world depended on it.


And it did.
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I can’t believe I had to buy a dozen Holidayz HoHoHoles for this. All you had to do was say ‘Okay,’ ” said the man in front of Agent Umber.


Agent Umber pulled his Santa beard back up and readjusted his padded Santa stomach.


Santa wanted to be a good Santa. He really did. And he really did not want to get in any more trouble with his Dunker’s boss. Because trouble with his Dunker’s boss would only mean trouble with the chief. And Umber did not want more trouble.


This deep cover as Santa, in a doughnut shop, already combined two of Umber’s worst nightmares. (See the AAA’s Fried Santa Incident and Agent Sienna File.) He didn’t need to add any more.


So Santa Umber explained just a little bit about federal fighter-jet policy. Then he remembered to say the required Dunker’s Holiday Saying: “Ho, ho, ho. Dunker’s knows what dunkers love.”


Another kid climbed up into Santa Umber’s lap.


“HO, HO, HO,” said Santa Umber. “And what would you like for whatever upcoming winter holiday you celebrate, little man?”


“Mrrph frmmm phhwahh!” said the little kid, dribbling half-chewed Holidayz HoHoHoles all down Santa Umber’s chest.


The kid stuffed another red-and-green-sprinkled HoHoHole in his mouth.


“Maybe you should swallow what you have in your mouth before you talk to Santa,” said Santa Umber, flicking the slimy doughnut bits off his red coat.


A very large man, also with a mouthful of Holidayz HoHoHoles, stepped up to Santa and spit out, “Maybe you should mind yer own business and listen to what my kid wants. Yeah?” A big, wet doughnut bit dropped out of the large man’s mouth and landed on Umber’s black Santa boot with a plop.


Santa Umber looked at the doughnut-stuffed man and the doughnut-stuffed kid and thought of a lot of things he could say.
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“Yeah?” repeated the man.


“Mrrph frmmm phhwahh!” repeated the kid.


Umber thought, I have got to get out of here. I have got to get back to being a real AAA agent in good standing. And to do that, I have got to do something amazing to be noticed by the chief.


“Mrrrrrrph frrrrmmmmm,” said the kid, kicking his hard little shoes against Santa Umber’s shins.


“Absolutely,” Santa Umber answered doughnut man and doughnut boy. “You can count on it. Santa says so.”


I have got to do something huge, thought Santa Umber. I have got to hunt down those aliens I missed and become an AAA hero.


Santa Umber bounced the doughnut-mouthful kid on his knee, thinking of his plan.


This was a mistake.


Because what Santa Umber did not notice (and could not see) was that the bouncing was shaking up the twenty-four ounces of Mega-Gulp cola that the doughnut kid had guzzled on top of the seven Holidayz HoHoHoles he had snarfed down.


The cola inside the doughnut kid’s stomach mixed and fizzed.


Santa Umber bounced his knee, thinking, SOMETHING BIG!


The cola inside the doughnut kid’s stomach expanded.


Santa Umber bounced his knee, thinking, SOMETHING AMAZING!


The cola and half-digested red/green Holidayz HoHoHoles churned and bubbled and pressed upward and outward.


“I’ve got it!” said Santa Umber, not realizing he was talking out loud.


Santa Umber gave the doughnut kid one last giant bounce on Santa’s knee.
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And that one last bounce completed Umber’s plan . . . and created more pressure than the doughnut kid could hold.
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The chief locked his door. He pressed a button to lower the long black AAA window shade to cover the far wall of windows. He sat down at his computer. He looked over his shoulder. And then, just as he had every day for the past six weeks, the chief typed in a certain web address.
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This page loaded.
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This counter filled the screen.
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The chief refreshed the spaceheadz.com page. He zoomed in on the counter again to be sure. For the second time that morning someone read the number on the Spaceheadz counter out loud. “Three million one hundred thirty-nine thousand nine hundred and one!”


The three metal paper clips on the chief’s desk twitched, then stood on end.


The chief clicked the browser window closed.


The paper clips dropped flat.


The chief examined his AEW monitor. It showed one sharp red peak of a rather large and localized Alien Energy Wave.


“Hmmmm,” said the chief. “I wonder who should take care of this mysterious AEW spike?”


The chief absentmindedly chewed the end of an AAA pencil and smiled.


The chief’s phone rang. He picked it up and listened. He answered, “Its fleece was white as snow.”




[image: image]


Michael K. slalomed down the Ninth Street sidewalk on his SPHDZed skateboard. Venus checked the map on her phone and pedaled her bike right behind Michael K.
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