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To JACKO, my best friend, loving wife, head cheerleader, and mother extraordinaire






MEET THE HEROES
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This is Tim Sullivan. He drank Oskar’s IMPOSSIBLE JUICETM, and now all his worries turn into reality.
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This is Tito Delgado. He reads comic books and laughs in the face of danger.
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This is Oskar. He is a T. rex. And an unpredictable time-traveling genius.








PROLOGUE THIS STORY
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Meet best friends Tim and Tito. Tim is the kid freaking out on the left, with the big eyes and the spiky hair. Tito is the kid freaking out on the right, with the mushroom cut and a half-chewed pickle bite in his mouth. And you might be wondering, Why are they sweating like hairy pigs in a hot tub?

Meet the ten-thousand-pound fly, an unnaturally oversized insect that wraps all the yuckiness of an ordinary fly into a terrifying elephant-sized package.
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How did this happen? Will Tim and Tito end up being slurped up by the giant fly? Will they become the world’s first fourth-grader-flavored Slurpee? And where’s the wacky time-traveling dinosaur this time around?

Those are all fantastic questions, but to answer them, let’s restart this story.…







PART 1 ONCE UPON A WORRY
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CHAPTER 1 THE BEGINNING
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··· FRIDAY ···

It was almost noon, and in true Leaping Cobra Elementary School (LCES) fashion, Ms. Hiss had decided to end math class with a BANG! So there she was, her fingers racing over the banjo strings while twenty fourth graders sang “Horatio and His Ratio,” a catchy yet highly educational song about division.

Not every kid in class was singing, though. Tim was fidgeting, conspicuously silent. Something was troubling him. Was it the time-traveling dinosaur living in his backyard? Was it the fact that ever since he’d mistakenly drunk the IMPOSSIBLE JUICE™, all his worries turned into reality? Or was it perhaps his long-held suspicion that all the nice things that happened in his school were part of some nefarious agenda? It was none of the above. That morning Tim had a much bigger concern.
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Oblivious to the frolics around him, Tim checked the wall clock for the hundredth time, and a drop of cold sweat trickled down his back. Two more minutes till the bell rings, he thought. And then… Tim swallowed hard. I’ll talk to her. I HAVE TO! Tim’s gaze darted toward a desk two rows ahead. There a girl laughed, clapped, and sang to the tune, just like everyone else—only much, much better.
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Meet Zoe A. Charms, the nicest, coolest, most popular kid at LCES. Zoe was the captain of the volleyball team and a three-time spelling bee champion, and she’d recently been voted LCES’s student most likely to win a Nobel Prize. She was kind, she was funny, she was friendly.… She was nothing short of AWESOME, and everyone loved chatting with her!

Well, not everyone. There was one notable exception. A kid who got flustered so much at the mere sight of her that he hadn’t been able to utter a single word in front of the girl ever since they’d first met back in kindergarten.
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YES, that kid was Tim. And things hadn’t gotten easier over time.

She must think I’m an oddball. But that stops TODAY! Tim was determined to talk to Zoe, but his newfound resolve didn’t last long. Eighteen seconds, to be exact.

17… 16…

Ms. Hiss ended “Horatio and His Ratio” with an epic banjo solo.

15… 14…

As the last note faded, nineteen kids and a time-traveling dinosaur pretending to be a kid broke out in thunderous applause.

13… 12…

RIIIIING! The bell rang.

11… 10…

Tim stood up and took one step toward Zoe.

Come on, Tim, you can do this!

9… 8…

Zoe turned around, and Tim’s heart skipped a beat.

7… 6…

Tim gulped.

Can I, though?

5… 4…

I mean, why would she want to talk to me?

3…

She’s so awesome and I’m… ME!

2…

Even my superpower is lousy, so…

1…

An ominous flutter bubbled in Tim’s stomach.

WHAT IF she hates…?

Tim froze midthought, suddenly aware that one more word would turn his worry into a reality. He panicked. I can’t let that happen. I have to think of something else! It was a good plan, and at that moment there were millions of nice and perfectly safe things that could’ve popped into Tim’s mind, and that would’ve been the end of it. But Tim was a worrier. And what do worriers do? They worry impossible worries, which never come true unless… Well, unless the worrier is Tim.
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Just like that, the impossible turned into unlikely, the unlikely into plausible, the plausible into possible, the possible into likely, and the likely into certain, and out of nowhere, BAM! the school was hit by a SALT-STORM, which is kind of like a sandstorm, but way saltier.






CHAPTER 2 WHAT FRIENDS ARE FOR
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A few minutes and eighty-three metric tons of salt later, Tim, Tito, and Oskar took seats in the school’s cafeteria. Tim shifted uncomfortably. Not only had he failed once again to talk to Zoe, but his worry had left everything (and everyone) covered in a layer of salt.

“I’m so sorry, really,” Tim said, all hunched down, his voice barely a whisper. “Ever since I drank the IMPOSSIBLE JUICE™, I feel like a walking disaster.”

“Well, there’s no need for you to feel like that. Look behind you,” said Tito, pointing to the big glass windows that overlooked one of the school’s playgrounds.

The space, now blanketed in white, was packed with kids having all sorts of fun.

There were SALT-BALL fights, the ground was pocked with SALT ANGELS, and right by the monkey bars someone had built a huge SALTMAN that bore an uncanny resemblance to Mr. Balboa, the PE teacher.

“See?” said Tito. “Thanks to your power, everyone is having a blast!”

“And that’s not all,” said Oskar. “Thanks to you, Tito has gained a superpower of his own.”
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“Seriously?” asked Tito, with a surprised look on his face.

“Sure,” said Oskar, grinning. “Let me show you. All you need to do is lean your head, tap it gently like this—TAP, TAP, TAP—and TA-DAAA!” A drizzle of salt fell from Tito’s ear onto the food tray below. “Behold the amazing power of the HUMAN SALTSHAKER!”

The three friends roared with laughter.
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“Henceforth I shall be known as the MIGHTY SEASONER,” declared Tito. “Excuse me, sir, but your food looks kind of bland,” he said, leaning toward Tim. “Here, let me help you.”

“NO WAY!” said Tim, blocking his plate with his arms. “That’s so disgusting. You’re a villain. ‘The YUCKY SEASONER’ is more like it!”

These antics went on for a while, and by the time the laughter died down, Tim felt as if a heavy burden had been lifted from his shoulders.

“You two are the best, you know,” Tim said, still smiling. “I feel much better now. Thank you.”

“AH, don’t mention it,” said Tito, peeling the foil off the top of his daily bocadillo and taking a massive bite. “THATF WHATF FRIENDFS ARE FORF.”


Side Note: Some of you might have noticed that Oskar isn’t wearing his Misdirection Specs 3.0 anymore. So you might be wondering, How does he manage to blend in with the other students?
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CHAPTER 3 PICKLES
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The rest of lunch passed uneventfully until, out of nowhere, Zoe appeared next to them, and Tim nearly sprayed his apple juice all over the ceiling.

“Hi. Would you like to try a pickle?” she asked, revealing a tray full of paper cups, each containing a tiny pickled cucumber. “The foodie club is using some of the salt outside to make a new batch, so I’m helping them to share these around. Take one. They’re so good!”

Tim froze. In an instant his entire body had become stiffer than a dried cuttlefish!
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“Sure, thanks,” said Tito, reaching out to take a pickle.

“I’ll take one too!” said Oskar. “I’ve heard of these thingies before, but I never knew they looked so funny. Are they always so tiny and wrinkled?”

“I think these are extra tiny and extra wrinkled,” explained Tito, popping the pickle into his mouth. “ANDF EFXTRA YUMMYF!”

Laughing, Zoe turned toward Tim. “Would you like one too?” she asked, with the sweetest smile in sweet-smile history.
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Tim’s face went through a whole rainbow of colors while his eyes jumped from the tray to Zoe and from Zoe to the tray. Half of Tim’s brain was screaming for him to say something. The other half wanted to bury his head under the table like an ostrich. Tim didn’t know what to do—both sides of his brain made really good points!

“What’s wrong, Tim?” asked Oskar. “Your cheeks are red. Is it because you love pickles too?”

Tim glanced at Oskar with murderous eyes, but then caught a glimpse of Zoe, and he lowered them once again.

“Come on, Tim, you can do it,” whispered Tito. “Say something. This is your chance!”

Tito’s encouragement was the push that Tim needed. Okay, I’ll do it! He took a deep breath, opened his mouth, and was about to utter his very first word to Zoe, when a familiar chirpy voice echoed across the room.
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CHAPTER 4 THE NEW STUDENT


The singsong voice belonged to Ms. Crawley, the school principal, who stood on the stage by the cafeteria’s entrance. Tim frowned. Even though Ms. Crawley was considered by many students to be the nicest human to ever walk the earth, he had a slightly different opinion.
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Tim suspected—NO, HE KNEW—that Ms. Crawley, with all her nice surprise parties and all her nice, sweet words, was WAY TOO NICE to be a real principal. She was hiding something, and over the years, he’d developed several theories regarding her secret.


WHO’S MS. CRAWLEY, REALLY?
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(1) Wanted criminal—using LCES to hide from justice?
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(2) Evil witch?


	gloves

	large nose holes

	as bald as a boiled egg

	no toes

	blue spit—maybe?
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(3) Chupacabra in a human costume?



The answer was still a mystery, but one thing was for sure. Whatever Ms. Crawley was, she was evil to the core.
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“Goooooood afternoon, everyone!” said Ms. Crawley, her playful voice booming through the speakers. “How are WE doing on this unusually salty day?”

“GREAAAAAAT!” cried the kids gathered in the cafeteria.

“Well, I’m sure glad to hear it,” she said. “But what if I told you that your great day is about to become FUN-tastic? Would you like that?”

“YEEEEEEEES!” roared the crowd.

“Then you’re in luck, because I have a wonderful announcement to make.”

Everyone hushed.
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“As you all know, next Monday we’ll be celebrating our annual My Talented Pet Day, where you’re all encouraged to bring your pets to school for a day filled with fun and laughter.”

Tim sighed. Of all Ms. Crawley’s celebrations, My Talented Pet Day was the worst. How was he supposed to enjoy the day when he didn’t even have a pet?
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“This year, though, My Talented Pet Day will be EXTRA SPECIAL,” continued Ms. Crawley. “And it’s all thanks to a bright, generous young man who will be joining Ms. Hiss’s fourth-grade class starting today. Would you like to meet him so he can tell you all about it?”
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