
[image: Cover: Saved by the Smell, by Jarrett Lerner. My Mad Scientist Mom.]




[image: Saved by the Smell, by Jarrett Lerner. My Mad Scientist Mom. Aladdin. New York | Amsterdam/Antwerp | London | Toronto | Sydney/Melbourne | New Delhi.]






FOR MOM






[image: Image]






[image: ]


Chapter One

I WAS IN THE KITCHEN, feeding Fred. He’s my pet turtle. And if you know anything about turtles, you probably know that they take.

Their.

Time.

So you can imagine how long it takes the little guy to eat a piece of lettuce.

Not that I really cared. I didn’t have anything better to do with my day. My mom and I had moved to this new town a couple of months ago, and I hadn’t really made a friend yet. And, I mean, even if I had made a friend, I definitely wouldn’t have invited them over to our house on a Saturday afternoon. That would’ve been an awesome way to lose that friend of mine nice and fast.

I’d spent most of the day playing video games, which is fun, and also a great way of distracting yourself from the fact that you’ve been in a new town for two whole months and still haven’t made a single friend. But then Mom had called up from the basement and told me that I should take a break from the TV and, just to be safe, that I should also stay a few feet away from any other electronics. She was working on something downstairs, and according to her there was “a slight to moderate risk” that “a large to enormous” electric current could shoot out of an outlet and into me.
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Anyway, Fred was almost done with his lettuce when—DING-DONG—the doorbell rang.

I tipped my ear toward the basement door, wondering if Mom was expecting someone.

But all I heard was something that sounded like hammering, followed by Mom shouting, “Stubborn thing!”

I turned back to Fred.

“You okay for a minute?” I asked him.

He slow-motion wrestled the last morsel of lettuce into his mouth.

“I’ll take that as a yes,” I said.

I pushed my chair back and got to my feet.

“Coming!” I called out as I headed for the door.
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Chapter Two

I OPENED THE DOOR, AND there, standing on our front steps, was a bald guy.

Actually, he wasn’t completely bald. He had these little tufts of hair that poked up from behind each of his ears. And he also had a mustache—a bushy one that hung down a bit over his lips.

I should probably say, this bald guy wasn’t a total stranger. It was Mr. Jakes. He lived in the house right next to Mom and me. It was only him in there. Though I think he had a cat. Or maybe two? I don’t know. The guy could’ve had a hundred cats in that house with him.
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All I knew was that Mr. Jakes was always coming around our house. He’d ring the doorbell, or knock on the side door, or just show up on the lawn if Mom and I happened to be out there. He’d say something about the weather. Or tell us about the little step stool he’s got, then ask us if we needed help changing a lightbulb, reaching something on a high shelf, or dusting the tops of our kitchen cabinets.

Today Mr. Jakes was carrying a big plastic container. The plastic was green, but see-through enough that I could make out a bunch of stacks of cookies inside. Chocolate chip, it seemed.
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Mr. Jakes looked at me, then leaned to the side so he could peer past me.

“Um,” I said, to grab his attention back. “Can I help you?”

Mr. Jakes gave an awkward little laugh. Then he held up the container of cookies and said, “I was baking, and I—I suppose I got a bit carried away. I, ah—I made too many. Does Susan—I mean, your mother—does your mother—does she, er, enjoy cookies? Does she enjoy oatmeal raisin cookies?”

My stomach turned.

Because oatmeal raisin?

Yuck.

I wanted to tell Mr. Jakes that no one enjoyed oatmeal raisin cookies—especially not after they had mistaken those chewy little globs of dried fruit for chocolate chips.

But I didn’t want to be rude. The guy was odd, for sure—but he was nice enough.

So I said, “Maybe?”

I held out a hand, and Mr. Jakes passed me the cookies.

“Thanks,” I told him, giving the door a shove.

As the door swung shut, Mr. Jakes leaned to the side again to see into our house. And it sort of seemed like he was about to say something else. But whatever it was, the door closed before he could spit it out.

I turned around, but only made it a single step back toward the kitchen.

That was when the lights began to flicker.

And then I heard it:

The unmistakable sound of an explosion.





[image: ]


Chapter Three

IT WAS A SMALL EXPLOSION.

But still an explosion.

Which is usually not something you want to hear coming from inside your house.

I hurried the rest of the way back to the kitchen, where I scooped up Fred, set him atop Mr. Jakes’s cookie container, and rushed toward the basement stairs. I barreled down the things—but then, a few steps from the bottom, I froze.

Why?

Because when it came to my mom, you could never be sure what you were about to get yourself into.

Was I going to take those last steps, turn the corner into the basement—and find myself facing an enormous lava-hot laser beam?
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Or was I going to turn the corner—and walk right into a thick blue cloud of ice-cold sleeping gas?
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Both of those things had happened to me. And during the same weekend.

Because my mom…

She’s a…

Well…

She’s a MAD SCIENTIST!

But wait.

Before you go and get the wrong idea, let me explain.

Mom’s not angry all the time. She’s probably the least angry person I know. She’s one of those people who always wake up happy. Every single day. It doesn’t matter if she looks out the window and see’s the sun shining or if instead she sees dark, gloomy clouds and sheets of bleak rain. Or even if she wakes up and sees that our backyard is mysteriously engulfed in flames. (Yes, that happened too. It was over that same weekend I mentioned before, believe it or not, and had to do with Mom’s laser beam malfunctioning.) Mom can look at any situation and right away, pretty much automatically find the bright side.

It’s like, Oh, the backyard is mysteriously engulfed in flames? How convenient! I was planning on getting rid of the grass and putting in a patio anyway. Now, where in the world did I put the hose?
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