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    Chapter 1  
 
      
 
    Monday 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Monday is supposed to be a fun day. 
 
    Supposed to be. 
 
    But not this Monday. No way. Uh-uh. Nope. There is nothing fun about this Monday. Nothing at all. 
 
    Today, my class is in the gym playing dodge-ball. 
 
    I’m not very good at dodge-ball because:  
 
    a) I’m not very good at dodging balls,  
 
    b) I’m not very good at throwing balls and; 
 
    c) I’m not very good at any sports. 
 
      
 
    Oh man… 
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    My name is Charlie Chucky, I am in the sixth grade, I love playing Minecraft, and I am learning to become a Super Spy.  
 
    My Dad is the world’s best Super Spy, and he is starting to teach me all his awesome tricks. Lately, I’ve been battling invisible monsters, crazy zombie teachers, and super ninjas! 
 
    Life has been pretty crazy, but I’ve enjoyed every second of it.  
 
    But as awesome as life is outside of school hours, it still doesn’t save me from the terrors of the sixth grade. I still have to deal with girls, really smelly teachers, and bullies. 
 
    Big Cooper Stanley is our school’s resident bully.  
 
    Last week, he made every boy in school hand over their lunch.  
 
    And then he gave it all back. He just likes to take things.  
 
    Big Cooper Stanley likes to call me ‘Tea Party Charlie.’ He has said it 5000 times, but he still laughs every time he says it.  
 
    I’ve never even played tea parties, but somehow that’s the name that he has invented for me.  
 
    This is Cooper. 
 
      
 
    [image: ] 
 
      
 
      
 
    Today, Cooper seems more evil than normal. 
 
    He has already tripped over four teachers, pulled down the trousers of two students, and splashed water over three people. 
 
    And it’s not even lunchtime yet! 
 
    That’s a massively crazy rate of bullying – even for Cooper. 
 
    Something has changed in Cooper. He seems bigger, angrier, and even nastier. 
 
    I wonder why he is even meaner than usual… 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter 2 
 
      
 
    Monday Night 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    After the bell rings to end the school day, I hide from Cooper for ten minutes under a bush, and then go home to find Dad looking in his shed. 
 
    His shed is where he keeps all his cool Super Spy stuff. 
 
    His newest toy is a rabbit that does burps containing laughing gas. If you’re ever stuck, you click your fingers and he burps on your command, expelling laughing gas at your target.  
 
    I tried it when Mom was in the shed and she laughed for the next six hours straight. She was laughing so much that Dad and I even had to cook our own dinner. That was a disaster. We ended up eating toasted pieces of soap. Yep. Mom will never let us cook again.  
 
    In Dad’s shed, there is lots of super cool stuff.  
 
    There is even a backpack that turns into a jetpack! I am going to have to try that one day soon. 
 
    But Dad isn’t looking at the bunny or the bag. Instead, Dad is searching through his shelves and he looks really worried. He is searching everywhere for something. He is looking under the tins of exploding paint, past the talking bamboo tree, and in bottomless water bottle. 
 
    “What’s wrong Dad?” I ask as I walk into the shed. “What are you looking for?” 
 
    “I’m looking for something really important, Charlie and I can’t find it anywhere. I’m sure that it was in my shed.” 
 
    “Maybe I can help you? What are you looking for?” 
 
    “I’m looking for my Evil Zapper, Charlie. I can’t find it and that is a big problem.” 
 
    “Evil Zapper? I have never heard of it. What does that do?” 
 
      
 
    [image: ] 
 
      
 
      
 
    “The Evil Zapper is an old zapper gun that I have. It was invented by mistake by our Super Spy Scientist Dr. C. Mac. You see, if you zap a person with the laser from the Evil Zapper, it turns a person really evil. Even the best people on the planet cannot resist the evilness of this zapper.”  
 
    “Wow. That’s cool!” 
 
    “Not really, Charlie. In the wrong hands, it can change everyone in the world into evil people. That would not be good for me, you, the police, or the Sesame St. Could imagine if Big Bird went bad? That would not be good for anyone. If someone evil got hold of the zapper, then we would be in big trouble.”  
 
    “So why even invent something like that, Dad?” 
 
    “The scientist at our lab, Dr. C. Mac, was trying to invent something that would change chocolates into vegetables. But he got the formula wrong on the laser by mistake. So instead of being a healthy zapper, it is an Evil Zapper!” 
 
    “Oh, I’m glad he got that formula wrong.” 
 
    “But the change is bad, Charlie. The evil starts out slowly, but then grows quickly. Not only does it change a person’s evil level but it also changes a person’s size. The longer the power of the laser stays on, the bigger they grow. By the end of day one, a person who has been zapped with the laser will be big. By day two, they will be bigger. By day three, they are so big that they look like the Hulk. And then, something really bad happens…” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “They explode!” 
 
    “That does sound bad. So how do you stop the evil?” 
 
    “You only have to zap them again with the same zapper. One dose of the laser equals evil – two doses of the laser equals really good. Like extra good. If someone gets zapped with the Evil Zapper twice, they will turn into the nicest person you’ve ever met.” 
 
    “That’s easy then. If anyone starts to turn evil, we will just zap them with another one of the zappers. Problem solved.” 
 
    “I’m afraid not, Charlie. Because Dr. C. Mac made the zapper by mistake, he didn’t know how he made it. He couldn’t make another one. So there was only one zapper ever made. That’s why we need to find that Evil Zapper.” 
 
    “Who would have taken it?” 
 
    “I don’t know Charlie, but it looks like someone broke in through that window last night. We have to find who took it because if they have zapped themselves, they are going to turn very nasty, very quickly.” 
 
    Oh no. 
 
    I think I might know who did it… 
 
    “Dad, do you think that someone from my school could have broken in here-” 
 
    “Don’t be silly, Charlie. Nobody from your school would be strong enough to remove the heavy steel roofing to my shed.” 
 
    “But Dad-” 
 
    “Sorry, Charlie. There is no chance that could have happened. It would have to have been someone really, really strong.” 
 
    “But-” 
 
    “No way, Charlie. Now, I have to go and try to figure out who broke in here last night.” 
 
    Oh man… 
 
    Tomorrow is not going to be a fun day at school…  
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter 3 
 
      
 
    Tuesday 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    The next day in history class, I am studying the real adventures of Harry Potter, when I hear a thud coming up the school corridor. Then I hear kids start yelling… 
 
    “Agh!”  
 
    I look out to the corridor and see four kids running away from something. 
 
    What is happening out there? 
 
      
 
      
 
    SLAM! 
 
      
 
      
 
    The door to the room swings open! 
 
    What is going on? 
 
    Then super-bully Cooper steps through.  
 
    Wow.  
 
    He seems to be getting even more evil. 
 
    And totally bigger. 
 
    He has grown at least a few inches overnight, and packed on a whole lot of muscle.  
 
    That is weird… and so not fair.  
 
    He was already the strongest kid in class, and now he looks as strong as the teachers.  
 
    “Excuse me, Mr. Cooper Stanley,” Mr. Past, our history teacher, interrupts Cooper. “Could you please explain why you are late to class?” 
 
    Mr. Past is so old that he doesn’t need to teach from textbooks, he just teachers from memory – he was there for most for the events.  
 
    “Grrr…” Cooper doesn’t answer, instead he growls like a wild grizzly bear. “Grrr…” 
 
    “Grrr? Ok. That seems to be a valid excuse for being late,” Mr. Past replies.  
 
    For the rest of the lesson, Cooper sits at his desk, breaking anything he can get his massive hands on. First, it is all his pencils. Then, it is Jenny’s ruler. Then, Max’s hat. Next, it is Jamal’s large palm tree. I don’t why he brings that thing everywhere he goes.  
 
    When I walk out of class for morning break, Cooper is already outside, pulling a massive wedgie on Steve. 
 
    Poor Steve. 
 
    I wish I could help, but there is nothing I can do.  
 
    Cooper is just too big.  
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    By lunchtime, Cooper has grown even larger.  
 
    While I am sitting in the cafeteria with Harley, Cooper walks up to our table, and swipes our lunch.  
 
    Usually, he would ask if he could take our lunch, and we would say no, and then he would take it anyway. But today he hasn’t even asked! 
 
    Cooper walks around the cafeteria and takes everyone’s lunch – even the teacher’s lunch!  
 
    And then… 
 
    He eats it all!  
 
    He eats one hundred and twelve lunches in one sitting! 
 
    Wow.  
 
    This is well crazy. 
 
    By the time the afternoon has come around, Cooper is getting further out of control.  
 
    “Charlie, something is really wrong with Cooper,” Harley asks as we sit in math class. “He is extra-super-mega mean today. It is even worse than yesterday. Imagine if he keeps getting worse. I won’t be able to come to school if that happens.” 
 
    That makes me sad. Harley loves school.  
 
    He loves it so much that he would marry it, if he could.  
 
    “What have you notice about him?” I ask. 
 
    “He’s bigger, stronger, meaner, and uglier than ever before. Something must be up with that dude and I have no idea what it is.” 
 
    I have no doubt about it. Cooper must have broken into my Dad’s shed, and stole the Evil Zapper! 
 
    It explains everything… expect why Cooper is growing uglier. I guess that’s just the way he is. 
 
    “We have a problem,” I say to Harley. “I think Cooper climbed into my Dad’s shed, which is where he keeps all his Super Spy gadgets. He must have gone through all the items and stole my Dad’s Evil Zapper.” 
 
    “An Evil Zapper? I have never heard of it. What does an Evil Zapper do, Charlie?” 
 
    “The clue is in the name, Harley. It makes people evil if they are zapped with it!” 
 
    “That doesn’t sound good.” 
 
    “It isn’t, Harley. Cooper is only going to get worse. And bigger. He could rip this whole school apart by the end of tomorrow… with everyone in it. And then he is going to explode.” 
 
    “Explode?” 
 
    “That’s right. By the end of day three, he is going to grow so big that he is going to explode!” 
 
    “Oh no. How do we stop him?” 
 
    “The evilness of the laser is reversed if he is zapped again with the Evil Zapper. We have to get the zapper back, and zap him again!” 
 
    “That doesn’t sound hard!” Harley smiles.  
 
    “So let’s go get it now before he becomes really evil.” 
 
    As we walk back into the classroom, we realize that getting the Evil Zapper back might not be so easy… 
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    Cooper has grown enormous – even bigger than our old gym teacher that used to work out at the gym so much that he couldn’t fit through the doors anymore.  
 
    Cooper is holding our math teacher by her chair - telling Miss Jackson that he is not doing his homework tonight. 
 
    Cooper really doesn’t like homework.  
 
    He doesn’t like most things associated with school.  
 
    Luckily, Miss Jackson agrees not to hand out homework tonight. 
 
    Whew!  
 
    For once, evil did something good… 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter 4 
 
      
 
    Tuesday Night 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
    “Dad! Dad!”  
 
    I race home after school to tell that about Cooper. 
 
    “What’s digging down, dawg?” Dad responds.  
 
    “Um, Dad, stop trying to be cool.” 
 
    “You’re right. It doesn’t suit me,” Dad shrugs his shoulders. “I have been watching a show about rappers lately. It must have rubbed off on me.” 
 
    “Anyway, I know who stole your Evil Zapper gun! It was Cooper Stanley from my school! He must have broken into the shed and taken it. We have to get that Evil Zapper back and stop him, Dad.” 
 
    “That’s crazy, Charlie,” Dad says. “That shed is so secure that no kid in the world would be able to break in there and steal stuff. No way. Not a chance. Uh-uh. The shed has the highest level of security on the planet.” 
 
    I don’t tell Dad that I break into the shed every night after school to play with all the cool Super Spy gadgets. You see, the shed might have the best security system on the planet, but Dad always forgets to turn it on.  
 
    Just last week, I broke into the shed and took a sip of the ‘Smart Juice.’ It was totally awesome. On that day, I got an A+ on my math test, an A+ on my history test and a C- on my sit-up test in gym class. ‘Smart Juice’ doesn’t help sit-ups.  
 
    “But Dad-” I try to tell Dad more about Cooper. 
 
    “No, Charlie. There is no way any child could break into that shed. No child would be smart enough to do that,” Dad says. “Or strong enough. Or flexible enough.” 
 
    “But-” 
 
    “Nope. Definitely not. Not a chance. That shed is secure. Come to think of it, nobody could have broken in there. I must have dropped the Evil zapper when I was looking at it. I probably left it in one of my coat pockets. Actually, I am sure that is what has happened. There is nothing to worry about anymore.” 
 
    “But-” I try to tell Dad again. 
 
    “Sorry son. I can’t stay and chat. I’ve got to go and look for the Evil Zapper in all my coats.” 
 
    It looks like Dad isn’t going to be any help, which means I am going to have to stop Cooper by myself. That worries me. 
 
    If he has zapped himself with the Evil Zapper, then he is going to be wild tomorrow.  
 
    He is going to be stronger, quicker, and totally meaner.  
 
    Oh man. Tomorrow is really not going to be a fun day at school.  
 
    It’s bad enough that I have a twelve page spelling test tomorrow, but I will also have to deal with a rampaging Cooper Stanley. 
 
    And the day after that, Cooper is going to explode! 
 
    That’s not good.  
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    And it is even worse if Cooper figures out that the Evil Zapper could change other people to evil, then he will probably zap everyone!  
 
    Oh no.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter 5 
 
      
 
    Wednesday 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    I wake up on Wednesday morning after a very strange dream. 
 
    I dreamt that giant eggs were chasing me across our city because I was dressed as a piece of bacon and they couldn’t complete breakfast without me. Lying in bed, I worry about this scenario for some time… 
 
    But then I realize I should be worried about stopping Cooper! 
 
    I am going to have to figure out a way to steal the Evil Zapper off him. I can’t defeat him – he is too strong. I can’t outrun him – he is too quick. But I can outsmart him… 
 
    Distracting him is going to be the best way to get the Evil Zapper back. If I can distract him long enough, he won’t even notice me taking the Evil Zapper.   
 
    On the bus ride to school, I think about the best way to distract Cooper - probably with a ham, tomato, popcorn and chocolate sandwich. Yep. That will distract him for long enough to steal the Evil Zapper back.  
 
    When I arrive at school, I expect the day to be normal like every other day, but it’s not… 
 
      
 
      
 
    WHACK! WHACK! WHACK! 
 
      
 
      
 
    My friend Mel is punching the wall!  
 
    Hard! 
 
    “Mel?” I tap her on the shoulder. “Why are you punching the wall? What did it do to you?” 
 
    But Mel doesn’t answer me. She is focused on punching the wall as many times as she can!  
 
    Strange.  
 
    Then I see Harry Back throwing books across the hallway!  
 
    “Harry, what are you doing?” 
 
    But Harry doesn’t answer me either!  
 
    He is too busy throwing books!  
 
    What is going on? 
 
    “Grrr…” I hear someone growl behind me.  
 
    Turning around, I see Jack the Jock looking totally scary!  
 
    Agh! 
 
    Everyone at school has turned angry!  
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    Cooper must have used the Evil Zapper on almost everyone in the whole school! 
 
    Oh no! 
 
    Quickly, I dodge through all the evil people, and start looking for Cooper. I dodge books, chairs, backpacks, and llamas. This school has gone crazy!   
 
    I thought that dealing with Cooper was bad enough, but this is totally wrecked! 
 
    Now, I really have to get that Evil Zapper back, or everyone is going to explode in three days!  
 
    If I can get my hands on the Evil Zapper, then I can zap everyone and reverse the effects of evilness. Trying to get past the evil students, I accidentally bump one of them. And then they all turn their evil attention on me! 
 
    Uh oh. 
 
    Time to run away from them as fast as I can! 
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    I have to find Cooper and get that zapper back!  
 
    “Charlie! Quick – come in here!” my friend Mia is hiding in one of the classrooms behind the door.  
 
    I dash into the classroom, and Mia slams the door behind me.  
 
    Mia is the prettiest girl and school and I dream about her a lot. Two nights ago, I dreamt that she was a bagel and I was a water bottle, and we were having lunch together. She said, ‘I like water.’ And that was the greatest dream I have ever had.  
 
    “Charlie, something really strange is going on at school today,” Mia says nicely. “I don’t know what is happening, but everyone has gone crazy! People are throwing books, and chairs, and tomatoes.” 
 
    “Mia, are you evil?” I stare into Mia’s eyes to see if there is any hint of evilness in them. 
 
    “What are you talking about, Charlie?” 
 
    I don’t see any evilness in her eyes. She must still be normal.  
 
    “Cooper Stanley has a zapper called an Evil Zapper,” I explain. “Anyone that he zaps with zapper changes from good to evil. He has zapped most of the school and that is why they are all going crazy.” 
 
    “What?”  
 
    “But that’s not the worst part – once someone is zapped, their evilness grows worse for three days and then… they explode!” 
 
    “Wow, Charlie. This school has gone mad, and you are making up stories,” Mia shakes her head. She doesn’t believe me. “I’m going to go back out there and to try and find out what is happening.” 
 
    “No, you can’t,” I say. “You need to wait in here. I’m going to go and find Cooper, and steal the Evil Zapper back. The effects of the Evil Zapper can be reversed if a person is re-zapped with the same zapper ray gun.” 
 
    “You are genuinely crazy, Charlie. I have not heard anything so strange in my life. I’m sure it’s nothing,” Mia says. “I’m sure it is just a big misunderstanding. I’m going to go out there and just everyone to settle down.” 
 
    “Mia, wait-” 
 
    But then she leaves the room! 
 
    Straight back out into the craziness!  
 
    I take three deep breaths and then follow her back out into the crazy corridor. I look around the corridor, searching for Cooper and his Evil Zapper. 
 
    Then I see him… 
 
    Uh-oh.  
 
    Cooper is massive!  
 
    Like well massive! 
 
    “Cooper!” I call out. “Cooper! Stop!” 
 
    He looks at me with red eyes, but ignores me. Then I see that he has the Evil Zapper under his belt! 
 
    I have to get it back! 
 
    I need that zapper so I can zap everyone in the school to save them. 
 
    But Cooper is huge… wait, what is he doing?  
 
    Oh no - he is kidnapping Mia! 
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    “Charlie! Help!” she calls out.  
 
    No! 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 6 
 
      
 
    Wednesday afternoon 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Sneakily, I follow Cooper as he walks out of the school with Mia in his arms.  
 
    He carries Mia until he reaches Mia’s house. I can see that he still has the Evil Zapper. 
 
    I need that zapper! 
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    I hide behind a tree and watch as he takes Mia into her backyard. I sneak behind the next tree to see what he is going to do with Mia.  
 
    I have to do something!  
 
    I have to save Mia before he zaps her and turns her evil too.  
 
    And I have to zap Cooper before he gets too big and explodes!  
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 7 
 
      
 
    Wednesday Night 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    What are they doing?! 
 
    From where I am hiding behind the tree, I can’t see what Cooper is doing to Mia. Anything could be happening! I have to do something now!  
 
    Right. 
 
    It’s go time! 
 
    I jump out to stop Cooper from hurting Mia. 
 
    But…  
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    But he is playing tea parties with Mia.  
 
     “What are you doing?” I ask him. 
 
    “I’m playing tea parties,” he replies in a deep voice. “Go away and let me play my favorite game.” 
 
    “Help me, Charlie. He’s holding me hostage to play tea parties,” Mia whispers.  
 
    I lunge at Cooper to grab the zapper from him… but he grabs me! 
 
    Oh no! 
 
    This is not good! 
 
    But as soon as Cooper grabs me, Mia kicks Cooper in the shin! 
 
    “Ouch! No fair! That hurt!” Cooper yells.  
 
    He drops me and grabs hold of his shin. This is our chance to escape! 
 
    “Quick! Inside!” I yell to Mia.  
 
    She runs beside me and we race into Mia’s house. 
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    Cooper shouts at us, “How dare you ruin my tea party! I’m going to zap you with the evil ray zapper and make you bad like me!” 
 
    He gets in the front door of Mia’s house and grabs the Evil Zapper. 
 
    No! 
 
    Cooper tries to zap me! 
 
    But before he zaps me, I grab a mirror and swing it around. 
 
    The laser reflects off the mirror and bounces right back at him!  
 
    He is hit with his own evil ray! 
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    A double dose of the Evil Zapper will turn him into an extra good boy! 
 
    As soon as Cooper is hit with the laser, he begins to shrink in size. 
 
    Wow! 
 
    The double dose of the laser has worked!  
 
    “Oh no,” Cooper says. “What have I done?”  
 
    “You’ve caused a lot of trouble, Cooper.” 
 
    “I’m sorry, Charlie,” Cooper looks sad. “And I never meant to hurt your feelings by calling you ‘Tea Party Charlie.’ I called you that because I wanted someone else to play tea parties with me.” 
 
    He must be turning back to good… hopefully even nicer than before.   
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    Thursday Morning 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    On Thursday morning, I return to the school prepared for a fight. I have the Evil Zapper that I took from Cooper and I am wearing my rocket backpack. 
 
    Cooper was super nice after he was zapped with a double dose of the Evil Zapper. He even offered to take my next math test for me. I said no – because he usually receives a D+ on a math test. That’s even worse than me.  
 
    As soon as I step in the doors of the school, I see that the situation is even worse than I expected. Everyone is starting to go really bad. The consequence of the Evil Zapper is easy to see.  
 
    There are nerds eating history books, teachers throwing chairs and jocks dancing on tables. Everyone has gone crazy.  
 
    “Hey!” I shout out. “There is only one cupcake left in the cafeteria!”  
 
    Everyone runs to the cafeteria, pushing each other out of the way. They all want that last cupcake. As soon as everyone is in the room, I swing the doors shut and lock them.  
 
    Now, I just need to zap everyone in the cafeteria with the Evil Zapper and they will all turn back to normal. 
 
    “What are you doing?!” a voice shouts behind me. 
 
    I know the voice but it is angrier than normal.  
 
    Turning around, I see my friend Harley. 
 
    But he isn’t normal Harley. Nor is he nice Harley. Nope.  
 
    This is angry Harley.  
 
    And he has grown massive. Really massive. 
 
    Harley has always wanted to be really strong, so I think about leaving him this way… but then he would beat me at everything. 
 
    I can’t have that. 
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    “Arrgghhh!!” he shouts at me. 
 
    “Sorry Harley,” I say to him. 
 
    I zap my good friend with the Evil Zapper and instantly, the laser starts to change my friend back to normal. 
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    “What happened?” he asks as he shrinks back to normal size. 
 
    “No time to talk,” I say. “I have people to save!” 
 
    I walk up to the doors of the cafeteria and take a deep breath. 
 
    This is it.  
 
    This is the moment when I have to save everyone. 
 
    “Be brave, Charlie,” I whisper to myself. “Be brave.” 
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    I turn on my jetpack backpack! 
 
    It’s go time!  
 
    I swing open the doors… 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    KA-ZAP! 
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    I begin zapping people and, one by one, they calm down and turn good! 
 
    Yes! 
 
    It’s working! 
 
      
 
    KA-ZAP! 
 
      
 
    KA-ZAP! 
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    KA-ZAP! 
 
      
 
    This is fun!  
 
      
 
    KA-ZAP! 
 
      
 
    KA-ZAP! 
 
      
 
    After I have zapped everyone in the school, I breathe a sigh of relief.  
 
    Whew! 
 
    All the evil kids change back to normal… and then change to mega-nice!  
 
    I hide my Evil Zapper in the backpack and lock it away. I don’t want that thing getting in the wrong hands again. 
 
    As I walk down the school hallway, I watch everyone being mega-nice to each other. It feels a bit strange. Everyone has gone from super evil to mega-nice in just one morning!  
 
    Students are helping each other do their homework, people are hugging in the hallways and there are even students sweeping the classrooms. 
 
    Weird.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Mia and I walk home after the nicest day at school ever and we see Dad still looking for the zapper in his shed. 
 
    “It’s got to be here somewhere,” he mutters to himself. 
 
    “Here it is, Dad,” I call out when I step into the yard. 
 
    “Thanks son. Where was that?” 
 
    “Oh, just lying in the garden,” I smile. 
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    “Right. I must have dropped it out there,” Dad says. 
 
    He has no idea about what that zapper has done… 
 
      
 
      
 
    All in a days work for a Super Spy, I guess. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    The End 
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    What happens on the mission, stays on the mission… 
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    Monday started like any other day.  
 
    I woke up, ate a handful of rocks, brushed my nose, combed my feet, patted my pet monster dog and got ready for school.  
 
    Oh yeah, I have a new pet monster dog – his name is Jungle Juice.  
 
    He’s pretty cool. 
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    My name is Charlie Chucky, I am in the sixth grade, I love playing computer games and my super spy Dad is teaching me how to become a real spy. 
 
    My Dad is the world’s best super spy and he is starting to show me all his awesome tricks. Lately, I’ve been battling invisible monsters, crazy zombie teachers and super ninjas! 
 
    Life has been pretty crazy and I’ve enjoyed every second of it.  
 
    But the coolest thing about being the son of an international super spy is the new gadgets that Dad brings home. He has a whole room full of cool gadgets! 
 
    Last month, he gave me a foot-tripper pen. Every time I click a button on the pen, everyone nearby trips over their own feet! I really enjoyed using it in gym class last week.  
 
    When Jack the Jock tried to kick a goal in soccer, I clicked the button and he fell over his own feet! Then our teacher tried to help him, but he fell over his own feet as well!  
 
    I love that pen.  
 
    After his last trip away, Dad didn’t bring home a new gadget… but he brought home a new pet! 
 
    My Dad got Jungle Juice from the Himalayas – that’s a mountain range in Asia where the Yeti lives.  
 
    My Dad went to the top of the world’s tallest mountain, Mount Everest, and met with the Yeti to talk about Minecraft and Pokémon. Apparently, the Yeti loves to play Minecraft and Pokémon because it is too cold to do anything outside his cave. 
 
    Anyway, the Yeti gave my Dad a dog as a thank you gift.  
 
    He is an awesome pet, although I had to train him to do the right thing, like when I first introduced him to my best friend, Harley.  
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    Jungle Juice tried to eat him. I had to teach him that was bad.  
 
    Luckily, Harley was alright. 
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    “Everything in the Himalayas is afraid of the Himalayan Mountain Dog – they are the toughest dogs on the planet,” Dad says to me as I get ready for school.  
 
    “But there’s nothing in the Himalayas other than snow and the Yeti,” I say to Dad. 
 
    “That’s where you’re wrong, Charlie. There are lots of things up there.”  
 
    “Like what?” 
 
    “Like the deadly Himalayan Butterfly, the powerful Himalayan Dancing Dinosaur or the very dangerous Himalayan Mountain Ant.” 
 
    “They don’t sound very scary.”  
 
    “They are, Charlie. If the Himalayan Butterfly becomes angry, then it can be hard to defeat, but it is a very calm insect so it’s not a worry. But the Himalayan Mountain Ant is a different story. Those things are angry all the time and they are always trying to take over the world. There are only two ways to defeat the Himalayan Mountain Ant – punch it in the antenna or have a Himalayan Mountain Dog scare them away.” 
 
    “How can you punch an ant in the antenna?” 
 
    “You have to be the same size as it. You see, the Himalayan Mountain Ant is very clever. It can defeat anything bigger than it, except for the Himalayan Mountain Dog, but if you are the same size as the ant, you can beat it. That’s why we invented the Shrinking Zapper Gun. If the Himalayan Mountain Ants try to escape from the mountains, we can shrink our spies down to their size and punch them in the antenna. Just be thankful that the ants are all trapped in the Himalayas. We work very hard to keep the Himalayan Mountain Ants trapped in the Himalayas.” 
 
    “Um, couldn’t you just step on the ants?” 
 
    “No, no. Never do that to a Himalayan Mountain Ant. That will only make them super angry! You have to punch it right in the antenna.” 
 
    “Well, thanks for the advice Dad, I’ll be sure to remember it if I ever come across Himalayan Mountain Ants,” I shrug.  
 
    As if I am ever going to run into those ants! 
 
    “You had better go to school Charlie, you don’t want to be late.” 
 
    “Don’t worry, Dad. I have Jungle Juice.” 
 
    Some days, I like to ride Jungle Juice to school – it’s faster than walking. 
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    When we first got Jungle Juice, we thought he was a fully-grown pet.  
 
    But no.  
 
    He was a puppy at the time. 
 
    He just keeps growing bigger and bigger and bigger.  
 
    I’m not even sure he has stopped growing yet. 
 
    Dad says that if he grows too big, I can use the Shrinking Zapper Gun on him – but that only works for two hours at a time, so I would have to zap him all the time if I want him to stay small. 
 
    When I arrive at school, my friend Mia stops me in the hallway, “Charlie, have you heard what happened to all the banks?” 
 
    “No. What happened?” 
 
    “Every bank in town has been robbed!” 
 
    “Oh no!” 
 
    Sounds like a job for a super spy… 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 2 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    After Mia explains what has happened at the bank robberies, I call Dad to see if he knows what is going on. 
 
    “Dad, did you hear about all the banks?” 
 
    “No, Charlie, I didn’t hear about all the planks.” 
 
    “No, Dad. I said banks.” 
 
    “Cranks?” 
 
    “Banks.” 
 
    “Spanks?” 
 
    “Banks!” 
 
    “Hanks? No, I don’t know anyone named Hank. Why would I know anyone named Hank? What are you talking about, Charlie?” 
 
    “I said-” 
 
    “Look Charlie, don’t worry about that. We haven’t got time for that. There are more important things to talk about. All the banks in town have been robbed!” 
 
    Sigh… 
 
    “I know Dad.” 
 
    “You know? Then why didn’t you tell me? You really need to work on your communication, Charlie. I’ll meet you at the Piggy Bank in the middle of town in twenty minutes. This is a big case and we are going to need all the help we can get!”  
 
      
 
      
 
    [image: ] 
 
      
 
      
 
    With Mia and Harley by my side, we run down to the main bank in town – the Piggy Bank. It seems like a strange name for a bank, but it was named after the founder - Dennis Bacon Piggy.  
 
    “What happened, Dad?” I ask when we arrive. 
 
    “It looks like someone broke into the bank.” 
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    “I think we can see that,” Mia rolls her eyes.  
 
    “Who do you think did it?” Harley asks. 
 
    “We don’t know yet. We have no evidence whatsoever about what happened. There is no trace at all.” 
 
    “What about-” 
 
    “Sorry Charlie. Not now. I am looking for evidence. This is important.” 
 
    “But-” 
 
    “No time for games.” 
 
    “There is-”  
 
    “Nope. Sorry Charlie, I’ve got to go and try to solve this case!” 
 
    Grrr… 
 
    Dad runs off to check something.  
 
    “Were you going to suggest looking at that very obvious trail of dots that leads straight out of the vault?” Mia asks. 
 
    “Yep. I think that might be evidence.” 
 
    “I think you might be right.” 
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    Chapter 3 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
    “So what do you think the dots are?” Harley asks. 
 
    “It seems to be some sort of trail left by the thieves…” I study the tiny black dots. “We should follow it to see where it goes.” 
 
    Mia, Harley and I closely follow the dots out of the bank. 
 
    The trail takes us down streets, up streets, around corners, up hills, down hills and all the way to the edge of town.  
 
    We keep following the trail of dots until we get to an old mine site named ‘Crayon Canyon.’ It’s very old and hasn’t been used for many, many years. 
 
    When we get to the edge of the mine site, we look down… 
 
    It is dark.   
 
    Very dark. 
 
    And kind of scary. 
 
      
 
      
 
    [image: ] 
 
      
 
    “I think I can see something at the bottom of the mine shaft.” 
 
    “Is that all the money from the robberies?” Mia asks. 
 
    “I think so.” 
 
    “Can you see anyone down there?” Harley says. 
 
    “Nope.” 
 
    “Still, we shouldn’t go down there, it would be too dangerous…” 
 
      
 
    [image: ] 
 
      
 
    “I said we shouldn’t go down here,” Harley whispers when we get to the bottom. 
 
    “But there is nobody down here,” I whisper. “There is only the stolen money and a whole lot of ants.”  
 
    “Oh, they are just ants. Yep, I’m sure we’ll be fine…” 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 4 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
    As we look at the money at the bottom of the old mine site, we see something strange. The money appears to be moving by itself! 
 
    But when we look closer, we see something even stranger. 
 
    Ants are carrying the money! 
 
    What?! 
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    “umphf…. umphf….” 
 
    “Can you hear something?” Mia asks. 
 
    “Nope,” I shake my head. 
 
    “No, I’m sure I heard something. Shhh…” 
 
    “Move away or we will kidnap you….” 
 
    “I think I heard something say ‘Move away or we will kidnap you,’” Mia says. 
 
    “That’s what I said!” 
 
    “Who’s talking?” I ask. 
 
    “I have no idea. Maybe it’s…” Mia looks down at the ground. “It’s the ants!” 
 
    We look down and see ants all around us.  
 
    “Ah!” Harley doesn’t like insects.  
 
    He is even scared of toy insects.  
 
    Actually, Harley is scared of most things.  
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    Harley tries to stomp on the ants but they all avoid his foot.  
 
    He tries a few more times but these ants are fast! 
 
    Like super fast! 
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    Suddenly, the ants go after Harley! 
 
    They knock him over, pick him up and carry him away! 
 
    We try to stop them but they hold us back by our feet! 
 
    What is going on?! 
 
    Oh no!  
 
    These must be the Himalayan Mountain Ants that Dad was talking about! 
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    “Help!” shouts Harley as the ants carry him away. 
 
    The ants take him further into the mine! 
 
    “Help!” he shouts again. 
 
    “Don’t worry Harley, we’ll save you!” Mia screams and begins to run after Harley. 
 
    “Wait, Mia,” I say. “We can’t defeat those ants.” 
 
    “Why not? They are just tiny, little ants. We’ll just step on them.” 
 
    “No. You can’t do that. These are Himalayan Mountain Ants and they are very, very dangerous. Trying to step on them only makes them super angry.” 
 
    “Ant spray?” 
 
    “Wouldn’t work.” 
 
    “Anteater?” 
 
    “Nope.” 
 
    “A picnic?” 
 
    “Maybe later.” 
 
    “I meant for the ants.” 
 
    “Oh. My Dad talked about these ants this morning, he said there are only two ways to defeat the Himalayan Mountain Ant. One – you have to punch it in the antenna…” 
 
    “And two?”  
 
    “Um…” I really should listen to my Dad more. “I can’t remember.”  
 
    “Grrr…” Mia doesn’t seem happy about that. “So how do we punch an ant in the antenna and save Harley? And there are so many ants – we can’t punch them all in the antenna.” 
 
    “We have to shrink ourselves to be the same size as the ant and if we go after the chief ant, then all the other ants will do what we say.” 
 
    “And how are we going to shrink ourselves to the size of an ant?” 
 
    “The Shrinking Zapper Gun!” 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 5 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Mia and I race back to my house, looking for Dad’s Shrinking Zapper Gun. It has to be in his gadget room somewhere! 
 
    I love Dad’s gadget room – that’s where he keeps all his super awesome spy gadgets. Like his math-answering-pen – it reads the math question and then writes the answer! How cool is that?! He won’t let me use it though. 
 
    And he won’t let me use his Rocket Rucksack either. He says it’s too dangerous and I am not old enough to go flying through the air at supersonic speed. Pffft.  
 
    “Are you sure that you can’t remember the second way to defeat the ants?” Mia asks as we continue to look for the Shrinking Zapper Gun. 
 
    “Um,” I think really hard. “Nope.” 
 
    “The ants were scary, Charlie. I don’t know if I could punch one in the antenna. I hope that Harley is going to be ok.” 
 
    “Don’t worry, Mia. We’ll save him,” I reply. “Hey, do you want to hear my best ant jokes?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “What do you call an ant who is good with numbers?” 
 
    “I don’t want to hear the answer,” Mia shakes her head. 
 
    “An account-ant! Ha ha ha!”  
 
    My jokes are so good that they make me laugh sometimes. 
 
    “What do you call a really big ant?” I ask Mia.  
 
    “Please Charlie. Just stop,” Mia shakes her head again. 
 
    “A gi-ant! A giant! Get it? Ha!”  
 
    “Charlie, you better stop the bad ant jokes or I am going to hurt you.” 
 
    “What do you call an ant that likes to be alone?” 
 
    “Please stop.” 
 
    “An independ-ant!! Ha!” 
 
    Mia doesn’t laugh at all. Wow. Some people have no sense of humor.  
 
    “Charlie, those are the worst-” 
 
    “Found it!” I yell as I pick up the Shrinking Zapper Gun from under the lawn mower. “This only works for two hours at a time. After two hours, we will grow back to normal size.” 
 
    It’s a weird looking thing and I don’t know which end is which. 
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    Without thinking, I fire the gun but it shoots straight at Jungle Juice! 
 
    He shrinks! 
 
    “Whoops.” I turn the Shrinking Zapper Gun around to shoot myself with it, but again it shoots Jungle Juice! “Whoops again!” 
 
    “Charlie!” Mia says. “Give me a go.” 
 
    And then Mia shoots Jungle Juice!  
 
    He is about as big as an ant now.  
 
    “Let’s just shoot each other,” Mia says. 
 
    “Good idea.” 
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    Yes! 
 
    We have been shrunk. 
 
    We jump on Jungle Juice’s back and he runs to where the ants are.  
 
    “In hindsight, we should have done the shrinking later,” Mia says. “This will take a long time to run to the ant mine now that we are so small.” 
 
    Luckily, Jungle Juice is very fast – even if he is ant size!  
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    But when we get to the mine, Harley and all the ants are gone! 
 
    And so is the money! 
 
    Oh no! 
 
    They must have taken it all further into the mine! 
 
    This is not good… 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 6 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
    Sneaking through the tunnels in the mine, we see Harley tied up in a corner! 
 
    He doesn’t like insects, so I can imagine that he is not enjoying being tied up by lots of angry ants.  
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    Very quietly, we sneak up to Harley and climb to his shoulder.  
 
    “Harley, Harley!” we yell but he can’t see us.  
 
    To get his attention, I punch him in the ear.  
 
    He looks down at his shoulder and sees us there, “Hey, why are you guys so small?” 
 
    “We shrunk ourselves so we could battle these ants.” 
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    “Wouldn’t it have been easier to beat them if you weren’t super small?” 
 
    “Yeah, worked for you, didn’t it?!” I laugh. 
 
    “And who are you?!” a voice yells at us from down on the ground.  
 
    “Shhh…” Harley says. “That’s the big boss guy. He’s, like, super mean.”  
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    “My name is Charlie Chucky and this is my friend Mia,” I yell back to him. “And we are here to take back all the money you stole!” 
 
    “And you’re here to save your friend,” Harley whispers to me. 
 
    “Which friend?” I whisper back.  
 
    “Me!”  
 
    “Oh yeah… and we’re here to help our friend escape,” I say. “Who are you?”  
 
    “My name is Ant-hony.” 
 
    “Anthony?” 
 
    “No. Ant-hony.” 
 
    “You mean Anthony.”  
 
    “No. Ant-hony.” 
 
    “Oh right. Anthony.” 
 
    “No! Ant-hony!” 
 
    “Sure, sure. I get it, Anthony. Nothing to worry about.” 
 
    “No! My name is not Anthony! It is Ant-hony!” 
 
    “Alright Anthony. Whatever you say.” 
 
    “No!” he seems quite upset. “You have made me angry and now it is time for you to pay!” 
 
    “Whatever,” I shrug. “Just untie Harley and give us all the money, and then we will leave.”  
 
    Ant-hony looks totally angry now.  
 
    I don’t think he is going to give all the money back. In fact, I think he wants to fight me. Climbing down off Harley’s shoulder, I go to talk with Ant-hony some more.  
 
    But he throws a punch at me! 
 
    I see it coming and totally jump out of the way.  
 
    Then I throw a punch back, but he dodges it! 
 
    Wow.  
 
    This guy is super fast! 
 
    Time to run away, eh… I mean retreat, and then come up with another plan!  
 
    But just as I am about to run away, eh, I mean retreat, he picks up an old mining nail. 
 
    “Stop!” he yells, but I don’t listen and keep running.  
 
    Then he throws the nail at me!   
 
    Oh no! 
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    I dodge the nail but I run straight back into Ant-hony.  
 
    Oh man.  
 
    This isn’t good…  
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 7 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Harley doesn’t look very happy that we have been tied up and put on his shoulder.  
 
    “Thanks for saving me guys,” he says. 
 
    “Um… that didn’t quite go to plan,” Mia says. 
 
    “At least I didn’t get squashed by that antique nail. Get it? Ant-ique nail? Ha ha! My jokes are so funny,” I laugh. 
 
    I don’t think Harley finds it funny.  
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    “Ant-hony!” Mia calls out to the ants below us. “Why are you doing this? Why have you stolen all the money in town?”  
 
    “Because we want to be rich!” Ant-hony yells back.  
 
    “But you don’t have any ant shops to spend it at,” I groan. “Why would ants need money?” 
 
    “We want to take over the world, little human,” Ant-hony laughs. “But first, we need to buy lots of fighting equipment because we must destroy the Secret Spy Agency!” 
 
    “The Secret Spy Agency?” Harley says to me. “That’s where your Dad works!” 
 
    “Why do you even want to destroy them? They are the good guys,” I say.  
 
    “Every time we try to take over the world, we are stopped by the Secret Spy Agency and sent back to the Himalayas. It takes us years and years to walk all the way back here. But luckily, a super spy came to visit the Yeti and we all hid in his suitcase until he arrived here. This is our chance to take over the world!”  
 
    “That must have been my Dad!” I yell.  
 
     “Quiet, little human!” Ant-hony shouts. “You are making me mad!” 
 
    “What are you going to do with us?” I ask. 
 
    “We are going to feed you to our most dangerous ant - the ant-eater! And he is quite hungry!” 
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    Uh-oh. 
 
    I don’t think this guy is friendly.  
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 8 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
    “How are we going to get out of this Charlie?” Mia is worried. “We have to escape and then stop them from taking over the world!” 
 
    “Um... We could ask nicely?” I suggest.  
 
    “I don’t think that will work.” 
 
    “I’ve got it! I’ve remembered what Dad said to me! Dad told me that everything in the Himalayas is scared of the Himalayan mountain dog, and we have one - Jungle Juice!”  
 
    “That’s a fantastic idea Charlie, expect that we are not in the Himalayas,” Harley rolls his eyes.  
 
    “No, but these are Himalayan Mountain Ants!” 
 
    I whistle for Jungle Juice to come and he charges through the mine! 
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    And Jungle Juice looks angry! 
 
      
 
    [image: ] 
 
      
 
    When all the ants see Jungle Juice coming, they all run away! 
 
    “Go Jungle Juice!” I yell. 
 
    “Tell me it ANT so! It is a Himalayan mountain dog!” Ant-hony yells. “He’s the scariest creature in all of the Himalayas!”  
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    “Ahhhh!” all the ants yell together. 
 
    They are totally scared of Jungle Juice. It doesn’t take long for Jungle Juice to capture all the ants! 
 
    “Good job, Jungle Juice!”  
 
    But I can’t see Ant-hony, their leader. 
 
    Out of the corner of my eye, I see Ant-hony trying to escape through an exit in the mine.  
 
    “Jungle Juice!” I yell to my dog. “Untie me!” 
 
    Quickly, my pet monster dog comes to my rescue and unties me.  
 
    “Hey, Mr. Anty Panty!” I yell.  
 
    I don’t know how I am going to stop him.  
 
    He is so much tougher than me.  
 
    “My name is not Mr. Anty Panty,” Ant-hony stops to yell back at me. “It is Ant-hony!” 
 
    As soon as he turns around, I remember what Dad said earlier today! I have to punch him in the antenna! 
 
    “It’s time to stop these antics!”  
 
    But he grabs me, and throws me against the wall! 
 
    Ouch! 
 
    This ant is tough! 
 
    I try to punch him in the antenna but again, he dodges my punch and pushes me away! 
 
    “Leave me alone, little human! I am trying to escape!” he yells. 
 
    “No can do, Mr. Honey.” 
 
    “Mr. Honey? Why would you call me that? I’m an ant - not a bee.” 
 
    “Isn’t your name Ant Honey? That would make you Mr. Honey,” I explain. 
 
    “No!” he is really angry. “My name is Ant-hony. Not Ant Honey!” 
 
    He throws a punch at me and –  
 
      
 
      
 
    Whack! 
 
      
 
      
 
    The punch hits me hard and I am thrown against the wall again! 
 
    This guy is super tough! 
 
    I run at him but –  
 
      
 
      
 
    Slam! 
 
      
 
      
 
    This time, he kicks me away! 
 
      
 
    I charge at him again but –  
 
      
 
      
 
    Crash! 
 
      
 
      
 
    He flips me over and throws me down on the ground. 
 
    He is strong!  
 
    I need a new tactic! 
 
    I know! I will distract him and then punch his antenna! 
 
    “Hey, Ant-face, want to hear my best ant joke?” 
 
    “No! I’m trying to escape! I have no time for jokes!” 
 
    “What color socks do bears wear?” 
 
    “I don’t know.” 
 
    “They don’t wear socks, they have ‘bear’ feet!” 
 
    “What? That joke isn’t even about ants?” Ant-hony says, looking confused. 
 
    “No, but the joke is on you!” 
 
    As Ant-hony is distracted by my awesome joke, I swing a massive punch onto his antenna and -  
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    Crunch!  
 
      
 
      
 
    I hit him right on the antenna and he falls down!! 
 
    Woo-hoo! 
 
    We have defeated the Himalayan Mountain Ants! 
 
    Quickly, I tie him up and Jungle Juice keeps an eye on all the other ants. 
 
    “Nice job,” Mia says. “But that was still a really bad joke.” 
 
    Oh man. Even when I save the world, Mia still doesn’t find my jokes funny.  
 
    “Hey Harley,” I shout. 
 
    “What?! I can’t hear you?!” Harley says. 
 
    “Wait…” Looking at my watch, I realize it is exactly two hours since we used the Shrinking Zapper Gun. 
 
    “Mia, get ready for a growth spurt…” I call out.  
 
    Suddenly, we start to grow again!  
 
    Awesome.  
 
    We are back to normal size.  
 
    “Harley-” 
 
    But we are interrupted as my Dad bursts into the mine! 
 
    “Charlie!” Dad shouts. “Don’t worry! We have figured the robbery out. It was the evil Himalayan Mountain Ants! They stole all the money! They must have gotten here somehow.” 
 
    “Yes, Dad, I-,” I say. 
 
    “Oh look,” Dad interrupts me. “They have all been captured by Jungle Juice, your monster dog. Good job, Jungle Juice.” 
 
    “Yes Dad. I know-” 
 
    “You shouldn’t be down here, Charlie. You shouldn’t play in old abandoned mines. Very dangerous things can happen down here.” 
 
    “But-” 
 
    “No excuses, Charlie. I want you to stay safe. Just be thankful that Jungle Juice came to capture these ants or there could have been all sorts of trouble.” 
 
    “Yes Dad,” I smile. 
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    All in a day’s work for a super spy, I guess. 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    The End 
 
      
 
      
 
    [image: ] 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Diary of a Super Spy: Pirates! 
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    What happens on the mission, stays on the mission… 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter 1 
 
      
 
    Sailing 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
    Oh, the sea. 
 
    The wonderful, whimsical, wavy, washing sea.  
 
    “This is so much fun!” Harley and Mia, my best friends, yell together. “Woo! Isn’t this fun, Charlie?” 
 
    “Yeah,” I sigh. I have never enjoyed sailing. “Totally fun. Sooo much fun. I can see the sea… and the sea… and some more sea. Oh wait, there’s the sea again.” 
 
    Together, we are spending Saturday sailing in Mia’s Dad old, wooden sailboat. Mia and Harley absolutely love sailing. They love the rush of the sea air, the smell of the salt water, and the feeling of racing along on top of the water. 
 
    Not me. 
 
    Nope.  
 
    Give me solid ground any day. 
 
    My name is Charlie Chucky, and I am a trainee Super Spy. My Dad is the world’s best Super Spy, and I am training hard to follow in his footsteps. I really hope to work with him one day.  
 
    My life is full of action, adventure, and mystery.  
 
    Recently, I’ve battled scary zombies, giant giants, silent ninjas, evil bullies, dumb aliens, and crazy ants. My life is so awesome! Every day is a new adventure for me! 
 
    Except today. 
 
    Today is totally boring as.  
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    “What’s wrong, Charlie?” Harley asks with a big smile on his face. 
 
    “There is nothing to do out here,” I complain. “All we do is sit down and… well, that’s it. This is sooo super, mega boring. This is even more boring than the time your Aunt Mavis told us about her trip to the supermarket to buy some tomatoes.” 
 
    “Yeah. That was a pretty boring eight-hour story. Especially the part where she had to choose between tinned tomatoes and canned tomatoes. I don’t even know the difference.” 
 
    “Are we all having a swell time?!” Mia’s Dad asks. “Get it? Swell? Like the waves in the sea? Ha!”  
 
    “Oh yeah,” I lie, forcing a smile. “Just super swell. Not boring at all. This couldn’t be any more super swell.” 
 
    “That’s so swell!” he laughs. “Ha! There it is again! Swell! Hahaha!”  
 
    Mia’s Dad has the worst Dad jokes.  
 
    “Hey Charlie, what’s the main reason that people have dry skin?”  
 
    Oh no. I can sense another bad joke coming.  
 
    “Towels!” he laughs again. “Hahaha!” 
 
    “Ha,” I fake a laugh for Mia’s Dad. 
 
    “Did you know that if you clean a vacuum cleaner, you become a vacuum cleaner?! Get it? You’re a vacuum cleaner! Hahaha!” 
 
    Aw, man.  
 
    If sailing wasn’t bad enough, I have to spend another three hours listening to his bad jokes before I can get off this boat.  
 
    Mia’s Dad loves the sea. This is his passion.  
 
    Last year, he found this old boat abandoned on a beach and decided to rebuild it. He has polished the wood, replaced the missing boards, masked the mast, sailed the sails, and nailed the gee to the tee using the bee with the sea. Or something like that. I don’t know. I wasn’t really listening.  
 
    But he is so proud of his boat. This is his pride and joy. When he isn’t telling bad jokes, he tells us every little detail about the boat; like the type of nails he used to hammer the boards together.  
 
    Yep. He is challenging Aunt Mavis for the title of ‘Most Boring Story Told by an Adult.’  
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    “Why did I agree to come on this boat?” I ask Harley, as Mia’s Dad rambles on about the type of fabric he used to make the sails.  
 
    “Because it is awesome!” Harley yells. “Sailing is so much fun! Woo!”  
 
    “Ugh. Nothing exciting ever happens on the water,” I reply. “All that happens is people look at the sea, talk about the sea, and take pictures of the sea. That’s all! That’s not exciting. That is almost as boring as sock class.” 
 
    We have a ‘sock class’ at school. Our teachers thought it would be a good idea to teach us about socks. We have sock class for two hours every day. I have learned a lot about socks.  
 
    “What about the pirates?” Harley says. “They’re exciting.” 
 
    “Pirates?” I ask. “What pirates?” 
 
    “Haven’t you heard the rumor of the Old Sea Pirates?” 
 
    “Nope,” I shake my head.  
 
    “There is a rumor that the old, crusty sea pirates are sailing the seven seas, looking for their lost treasure. Nobody knows what that treasure is, but it is very valuable to them. They sail the seas in a large pirate ship and attack anyone that is in their way. They have spent one-hundred years looking for their lost treasure, and they won’t stop until they find it.” 
 
    “Cool!” I exclaim. “We have to find them.” 
 
    “No way,” Harley says as he shakes his head. “There is no way we are looking for those pirates. They are too dangerous and scary. This is supposed to be a nice Saturday out on the water, sailing calmly, and listening to the soft sounds of the sea. Today is going to be a peaceful day, Charlie. It’s not supposed to be scary.” 
 
    Harley is scared of most things; including the sound of his own sneeze. Every time he sneezes, he hides in a corner for the next twenty minutes, hoping the sneeze doesn’t come back and find him. 
 
    “But Harley,” I say. “If we can find the ship, then you will be the first person to take a selfie with a pirate.” 
 
    “Great idea, Charlie! Why didn’t I think of that?” 
 
    “Because you’re scared of pirates?” 
 
    “Oh yeah.” 
 
    Harley loves taking selfies. He takes selfies with everything. He has taken selfies in front of buildings, volcanoes, pyramids, plants, tornadoes, kangaroos, monsters, rabbits, dinosaurs, monkeys, and leprechauns.  
 
    My favorite selfie was the time Harley found the last remaining Dodo bird. The Dodo bird was thought to be extinct, but Harley had found the very last one. He snuck up to the bird to take a selfie, but the bird became frightened, and pooed on his head!  
 
    That was a classic selfie! 
 
    “Let’s find that pirate ship,” Harley says excitedly. “And take a selfie with a pirate!” 
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    “There are no pirates out here,” Mia scoffs as she walks past us. “And we are not looking for them. Uh-uh. Today is about relaxing on the water. Relaxing, Charlie. There will be none of your crazy adventures today, Charlie. Nope. Listen to me: We. Are. Going. To. Relax. Do I make myself clear?” 
 
    “Yes, Mia,” I sigh.  
 
    “The pirate stories are just a myth,” she groans. “There are no such things are pirates.” 
 
    But I think she might be wrong…  
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter 2 
 
      
 
    Gadget Time 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
    After one hour of looking for pirates, I decide that it is time for some excitement.  
 
    It’s lucky that I brought some of my new Super Spy gadgets on board.  
 
    My Dad is the world’s best Super Spy, and every time he gets a new gadget, he brings it home to try out. Last week, he brought home a Zippy-Zumba. I know that sounds like a strange name, but it really was one of the coolest gadgets I have ever seen.  
 
    When activated, the Zippy-Zumba creates the world’s longest slide! We went to the tallest building in town, activated the Zippy-Zumba, and rode a slide all the way down the outside of the building! It was so awesome! 
 
    “Charlie…” Harley whispers as I open my backpack. “Mia told you the rules. She said ‘absolutely no Super Spy gadgets on board this boat.’ Remember?” 
 
    “I know, Harley, but I can’t take much more of this boring sea. I need some thrills,” I say with a smile. “And anyway, it won’t do anyone any harm. These gadgets are just for fun. I promise that nothing will go wrong.” 
 
    “Are you sure?” 
 
    “Definitely. Absolutely. Completely. Totally.” 
 
    “Ok, Charlie. What have you brought?” Harley asks.  
 
    “I’ve brought lots of cool gadgets this time, Harley. The Super Spy Agency has hired a new assistant gadget maker, and he is making all sorts of crazy gadgets. Like this one - an Inflatable horse!” 
 
    “Cool,” Harley says. “What does it do?” 
 
    “Hmmm…” I read the instructions for the new gadget. “It says that it is a plastic horse that inflates.” 
 
    “Ok…” Harley doesn’t sound impressed. “What else do you have?” 
 
    “This next gadget is so cool! It is a Glue-Tube Gadget that changes objects back into their former self!” 
 
    “Whoa! How does that work?” 
 
    “It uses super techy science to locate the cells of the object and transform the atoms by zapping the protons and neutrons, extracting the electrons, and forcing the nucleus to reserve the cycle. By separating the electron cloud from the nucleus, and adding a new proton to the atom, the atom transforms into an isotope, and reserves the aging process. By gluing those atoms together and changing the atomic weight, the object transforms to it’s previous state!” 
 
    “Uh?” 
 
    “Don’t worry about the science, Harley. Just remember this Glue-Tube Gadget is super cool.” 
 
    “So you could turn a marshmallow sandwich back into marshmallow and bread?” Harley asks.  
 
    “Um, yep,” I say. “Or if I put a drop of the Glue-Tube Gadget into the sea… it transforms the sea back to a small rain cloud!” 
 
    “Whoa!” Harley says. “That is so cool, Charlie!” 
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    “And this is the Tennis Ball of Truth!” 
 
    “The Tennis Ball of Truth?” 
 
    “Yes! The Tennis Ball of Truth!” 
 
    “Cool. What does it do?” Harley questions.  
 
    “If a person is holding the Tennis Ball of Truth, they are forced to tell the truth – no matter what! You cannot lie while holding this ball!” 
 
    “Whoa! That is so totally awesome, Charlie! Maybe I could use it to make my Mom tell me where she hides all the chocolate!” 
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    “But this is my absolute favorite,” I say, as I put on a normal looking cap.  
 
    “That just looks like an ordinary cap, Charlie. That doesn’t look like anything special.” 
 
    “Really, Harley? Is it really just an ordinary cap? Or is it an extra-ordinary cap?” I say as I push a button on the peak.  
 
    And then my head changes to copy Harley’s head! 
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    “Whoa! What?”  
 
    “This is called the Copy-Cap! It can change a person’s head into whatever the Copy-Cap is pointing at! With this Copy-Cap, I can pretend to be anyone in the world!”  
 
    “Awesome! Maybe you could pretend to be our school Principal and cancel sitting class!”  
 
    Yep. Our school also has a sitting class. That is where we sit down, and… just sit. For two hours. Totally boring. 
 
    “Let me see you do something else with the Copy-Cap!” 
 
    I turn around, and press the Copy-Cap button again, hoping to impersonate Mia. 
 
    But, as I press the button, something flies in my way! 
 
    Oh no. 
 
    I feel that this did not go to plan. 
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    “Haha!” Harley laughs. “You’re a seagull!” 
 
    Great.  
 
    I switch the cap off so that I am no longer a squawking seagull.  
 
    “These gadgets are really cool, Charlie.” Harley really loves my Super Spy gadgets. He loves all my Super Spy stuff.   
 
    “And I also have these sleeping pellets, which have been disguised as delicious strawberry candy!” 
 
    “That’s very dangerous, Charlie,” Harley says, as he shakes his head. “Someone might confuse them for real candy and eat them accidentally.” 
 
    “There is no need to worry, Harley. We just have to be careful,” I say. “And I am always very careful. That’s why they call me Mr. Careful.” 
 
    “Who calls you Mr. Careful?” 
 
    “Um… no one, but they could, if they wanted to.”  
 
    “But what about this one?” Harley asks enthusiastically. “This gadget here. What is it?”  
 
    “That is a fishing rod, Harley.” 
 
    “What cool things does it do?” 
 
    “It catches fish.” 
 
    “Ah,” he says, disappointed. 
 
    I pick up the fishing rod and try to toss the fishing line out to sea, but the fishing line gets caught on the boat’s mast. I tug hard on the fishing line, and eventually it breaks free.  
 
    And the fishing line comes down with a key on it!  
 
    “That doesn’t look like a fish!” Harley laughs at me. “Ha! You’ve caught a key! You’ve been key fishing!”  
 
    Taking a look at the key I have just caught, I notice that it isn’t just any type of key – this is a key with a skeleton head on it. Weird.  
 
    “It must have been a relic on the boat,” I say.  
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    “Are you fishing, Charlie?” Mia’s Dad walks next to me, and I quickly hide my gadgets. “Great idea, Charlie. I am going to join you. I love fishing. A bad day fishing is better than a good day at work.”  
 
    Mia’s Dad sits next to me with his fishing rod and puts his feet up on the side of the boat.  
 
    “Ah, this is the life,” Mia’s Dad says. “Isn’t it, Charlie? Life doesn’t get much better than this. Fishing, sailing, and relaxing. Perfect.” 
 
    “Uh?” I respond. I am still looking at the big skeleton key. “Sure, sure.” 
 
    “All this sailing has made me feel hungry. Do you mind if I have one of your candies, Charlie?” 
 
    “Sure. Whatever,” I say as I pick up the heavy key.  
 
    I wonder what this key is used for? It’s old, heavy, and dirty. It has probably been on the boat for over one-hundred years.  
 
    This key is so interesting.  
 
    But… uh-oh. 
 
    Just as Mia’s Dad puts one of my sweet, delicious, strawberry candies into his mouth, I realize what I just said.  
 
    I told him he could eat one of my candies… 
 
    But that isn’t just any type of normal candy – it’s my sleeping pellet candy!  
 
    Oh no.   
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    “Stop! Don’t eat those!” I say to Mia’s Dad, but he has already eaten one of the sleeping candies! 
 
    “What’s wronggggg…”  
 
    Mia’s Dad can’t respond!  
 
    He is already asleep!  
 
    The sleeping candies work fast! 
 
    This is bad.  
 
    This is mega bad.  
 
    “Mmmm, delicioussssssss,” Mia’s Dad says in his sleep. “I love you, candy. Mmmm… candy.” 
 
    “Um, Mia?” I call out. “Your Dad has fallen asleep.” 
 
    “Fallen asleep?” Mia asks as she runs across to my side of the boat. “What do you mean ‘he has fallen asleep?’” 
 
    “Um, he was just sitting here with a fishing rod and then he fell asleep. He said something about needing a really big sleep,” I lie. “I think he just finds fishing really relaxing. That must be why he fell asleep.” 
 
    There is no way I am going to admit to these guys what happened. That would totally get me into trouble with my friends.  
 
    Mia tries hard to wake her Dad.  
 
    First, she tickles him – no response. 
 
    Second, she pinches him – no response. 
 
    Third, she pulls his hair – no response. 
 
    Fourth, she picks his nose – yuk!  
 
    “That always wakes him up,” Mia says. “But it didn’t work this time. He must have fallen into a really deep sleep. How did this happen? He was so excited for this trip.” 
 
    “Maybe he was just really, really, really tired?” I suggest. “He looked really, really, really tired.” 
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    “He has fallen into a really big sleep. He’s not waking up anytime soon,” she says. “That means as the Assistant Captain of this boat; I am now in charge. I am now Captain Mia.” 
 
    Mia is now in charge of sailing the boat.  
 
    And she gets real bossy real quick.  
 
    “Man the sail, twirl the port, skip the yard, tighten the rafters, up the down, back the front, twirl the ribbon, shake the body, jive the feet!” she orders.  
 
    “Yes, Captain!”  
 
    I have no idea what she wants us to do. 
 
    “What shall we do with your Dad?” I ask. “We can’t just leave him here. He is going to get in the way.” 
 
    “You’re right, Charlie. He is no good to us here. Take my father below deck to sleep in one of the beds,” Mia demands.  
 
    Harley and I look at each other and nod. We don’t want to upset a grumpy Mia.  
 
    After carrying Mia’s Dad below deck, and tucking him into bed with his favorite teddy bear, Harley and I walk back onto the deck. 
 
    “Um, excuse me, Mia?” I say. 
 
    “That’s Captain Mia to you!” she snaps. 
 
    “Excuse me, Captain Mia,” I mumble.  
 
    “What is it, Charlie?” 
 
    “There is a big storm approaching. Should we prepare the boat?” 
 
    “Don’t be so silly, Charlie! It is a perfect day, and there are no current storm warnings. I will not let you jeopardize my journey as Captain. We will not prepare for a storm! Now, scrub the deck with your toothbrush.” 
 
    Man, she is really bossy.  
 
    “But Captain Mia, that storm is coming closer – fast!”  
 
    Mia walks over to where I am standing and looks out to sea. “Ok…” 
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    “That looks like a really big storm. Maybe we should try to wake up your Dad again? He could come up here and steer the boat?” Harley says.  
 
    “Don’t be so silly,” I reply. “We can handle a little storm. It’s just some rain, a little bit of lightning, thunder, and some massive, enormous, giant, boat-crushing waves. There is nothing to worry about.” 
 
    Harley doesn’t look convinced. 
 
    “I think we should steer away from the storm,” Mia suggests. 
 
    But… 
 
    Suddenly, the storm is on top of us! 
 
    Wow. I didn’t even know that storms could move that fast! 
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    The sky turns pitch black, the waves become gigantic, and the wind howls past our ears! 
 
    I can’t see anything!  
 
    “Charlie,” Harley whispers, as the waves keep increasing in size. “I’m scared.” 
 
    “Don’t worry about it,” I say, trying to calm Harley’s nerves. “The only thing that can go wrong is if one of these massive waves crash over the boat, breaks the hull, and sinks the ship. Then all we have to worry about is getting eaten by sharks. All the sharks will do is take a massive bite out of your body. And once the other sharks smell blood in the water, they will all come and have a bite as well. See? Nothing to worry about.” 
 
    Harley almost faints.  
 
    I don’t think I helped calm his nerves.  
 
    The waves continue to crash against our small boat, the lightning cracks around us, and the rain pelts down from the sky.  
 
    This is the biggest storm I have ever seen. 
 
    “Charlie,” Mia says as she grabs my arm. “I don’t think this boat can take much more of this storm!” 
 
    “Don’t worry, Mia,” I shout over the noise of the storm. “A small boat like this will easily break under the pressure of the massive waves.” 
 
    “What? That doesn’t help!” 
 
    “Um… yep. I guess you’re right. That really didn’t help.” 
 
    The storm gets even bigger, and the waves crash against the boat! 
 
    We are thrown all over the deck!  
 
    “Hold on!” Mia yells.  
 
    I crash into the mast and hang onto the sail!  
 
    Harley goes flying down the other end of the boat, and Mia grabs a rope to hold on to!  
 
    The boat won’t take much more of this storm!  
 
    We are about to be smashed to pieces! 
 
    Oh no! 
 
    We’re totally doomed!  
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    But then, it stops.  
 
    The storm just stops.  
 
    The enormous thunderstorm that was raging all around us has ended. 
 
    The wild chaos is suddenly replaced by a thick, eerie gray fog. 
 
    Everything is quiet.  
 
    There is not a sound.  
 
    Even the water is flat.  
 
    “What’s going on?” Mia asks. “This isn’t normal.” 
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    “Can you see anything?” I ask. 
 
    “No. It’s just all gray fog.” Harley’s teeth chatter as he talks. “I can’t see anything at all.” 
 
    “We don’t know which way we are going, so keep an eye out,” Mia says. “Harley, you check port side. Charlie, you check the starboard side, and I will keep a look out at the front. If you see a rock, an island, or a whale, let me know. We don’t want to crash.” 
 
    We move to our positions and check for anything that could cause us to crash. 
 
    “What could be causing all this fog?” Harley murmurs. “According to the weather conditions, it is impossible for there to be fog right now. This isn’t typical, Charlie. Something very weird is happening out here.”  
 
    Harley is right - it is really strange. 
 
    And totally scary.  
 
    “Um, guys?” Harley says.  
 
    “Is it a rock, an island, or a whale, Harley?” Mia calls out. 
 
    “No…” 
 
    “Then don’t tell me about it,” Mia says. “Just keep focused and keep watching for rocks. I don’t want you to get distracted.” 
 
    “But…” 
 
    “Don’t get distracted, Harley,” Mia calls out again. “Keep a lookout for rocks, islands, or whales.” 
 
    “Guys, I really, really think you should see this.” 
 
    Mia and I turn around at the same time. 
 
    “Oh man. That’s not good.” 
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    “That’s totally not good,” I say.  
 
    An enormous ship has appeared out of the fog and is sailing very close to us.  
 
    “Can you hear any noise?” Mia asks as she grips my shoulder tight.  
 
    “Nothing,” I whisper back. 
 
    It is strange. We can’t hear anything. I can’t hear any people, waves, elephants, or wind. That is very strange.  
 
    As the ship sails even closer to us, we can see it in more detail. 
 
    It is old, run-down, dirty, and it has… a pirate flag! 
 
    They’re pirates!  
 
    Pirates! 
 
    This is really not good! 
 
    “We have to wake Mia’s Dad up,” Harley says, as he runs below the deck. “He’ll know what to do.” 
 
    “He’s not going to wake up,” I say. “Mia, call for help on the radio.” 
 
    Mia runs to the boat’s radio, hits a few buttons, and then says, “It doesn’t work, Charlie. The storm must have short-circuited the wires! We can’t contact anyone!” 
 
    The pirate ship keeps sailing towards us and gets really close to our boat.  
 
    “He’s not waking up,” Harley says as he comes back to the deck. “He’s not waking up!” 
 
    “Mia, Harley; I think this looks very dangerous. I want the two of you to stick together,” I say.  
 
    “What are you going to do, Charlie?” Mia asks. 
 
    “I’m going to find out who is sailing that ship!” 
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    “Charlie, they’re pirates,” Harley says. “You shouldn’t jump on that ship. We should turn our boat around, and head for land.” 
 
    “There is no way that our small boat can outrun a ship that size, Harley,” I say. “I will jump on the pirate ship, talk to the Captain, and then we can sail away.” 
 
    But, just as I get ready to jump aboard, a head appears over the edge of the pirate ship. 
 
    And man, it’s a big head! 
 
    “Hello!” I call out. “Are you the Captain of this boat?”  
 
    “Arrr… good. This is a ship, me hearties,” the man responds. “Not a boat.” 
 
    Suddenly, the man springs up, grabs a rope, and swings onto our boat!  
 
    He lands right next to me!  
 
    “Nice jump, pirate. You are a pirate, aren’t you?” I ask.  
 
    “I am not just any pirate, young lad. I am the famous Captain Dread! I am sure that you have heard the many, many, many stories of my grand adventures!” 
 
    “Um, nope. Never heard of you,” I shrug. “Anyway, welcome aboard, Captain Big Head.” 
 
    “I said my name was Captain Dread. You must get my name right! It is very important.” 
 
    “Ok, Captain Fred.” 
 
    “No. My name is Captain Dread.” 
 
    “Sure thing, Captain Dead.” 
 
    “No! I am Captain Dread!” 
 
    “Ok, Mr. Med, settle down. There is no need to get angry.” 
 
    “Argh! I am not Mr. Med! My name is Captain Dread!” 
 
    “Alright…” I say. “Looks like you have some anger issues. You need to chill out a little bit, Captain Red.” 
 
    “Argh! Captain Dread! Captain Dread! My name is Captain Dread!” 
 
    “Whoa, this dude is one angry pirate,” I whisper to Harley.  
 
    “Excuse me, Captain,” Mia says, softly. “What do you want with this boat?” 
 
    “I am Captain Dread,” he repeats. “And I am the Captain of the Good Ship Fluffy Pink Kittens! On my ship are the world’s scariest pirates! I will only discuss matters of the sea with the person that is in charge! Who is in charge here?”  
 
    Mia bravely steps forward. “I am the Captain of this boat.” 
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    “And what be your name, girl?” Captain Dread asks.  
 
    “My name is Mia,” Mia says, as she salutes the Captain. 
 
    “Right, Captain Mia. The boat that you are standing on is my boat. I built this boat with me bare hands, and I sailed it many, many years ago. But, after a big storm, I crashed the boat into the shore. I survived the crash, but the sea washed me boat away. I have been looking for me boat ever since.” 
 
    “Excuse me, Captain Said-” I say. 
 
    “Captain Dread.” 
 
    “I’m not Captain Dread.” 
 
    “No, I am Captain Dread.” 
 
    “I know. That’s why I said your name,” I say. 
 
    “No, you said Captain Said. My name is Captain Dread.” 
 
    “Ok, Captain Ed-” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    “Head?” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    “Fed?” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    “Dread?” 
 
    “No! I mean, yes!” 
 
    “Ok. Dread-” 
 
    “No, it’s Captain Dread! My name is Captain Dread!” 
 
    “Sure thing. Whatever you want,” I shrug. This guy definitely has some anger issues. “Now, Captain Sped, this boat is over one-hundred-years old. There is no way that you could have built this boat with your bare hands. You must have got the wrong boat.” 
 
    “No, sonny, I am over two-hundred-years-old. The life at sea keeps me going,” he says. “I built this boat to carry me treasure. I lost some of me treasure at sea, but I am sure that some of me treasure is still on me boat.” 
 
    He looks very good for someone that is over two-hundred years-old. He must use moisturizer.  
 
    “Seize the boat!” the Captain yells at his ship.  
 
    “Aye Aye, Captain!”  
 
    Suddenly, twenty pirates appear on the deck of the pirate ship, and jump aboard our boat! 
 
    Totally not good. 
 
    “Tear this boat apart until you find the key!” 
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    “What key?” I ask.  
 
    “We are on the search for the Skeleton Key!” Captain Dread declares.  
 
    “The Skeleton Key? What’s that?” Harley asks. 
 
    “The Skeleton Key was forged out of the sea many centuries ago. It is the first key ever built, and it is the foundation for all keys! Ever! The Skeleton Key will open every lock in the world!” 
 
    That must be the key I found earlier! 
 
    “What will you do once you have the key?” Mia asks. 
 
    “We’ll be able to break into every bank in the world!” Captain Dread declares proudly. “We can open every lock, everywhere!” 
 
    “Um,” Harley says. “Banks don’t have keys anymore. They have codes, and scanners, and swipe passes. A key isn’t going to help you break into a bank.” 
 
    The pirates all stop looking for the key and look at each other, confused. “We’ll just use it for anything with a key then!”  
 
    “Like what?” I ask.  
 
    “Like… the candy store.” 
 
    “They use a swipe code for their locks.” 
 
    “Hotels?” 
 
    “Swipe cards.” 
 
    “Government buildings?” 
 
    “Codes.” 
 
    “Food shops?” 
 
    “Scanners.” 
 
    “Safes?” 
 
    “Dial codes.” 
 
    “Cars?” 
 
    “Keyless.” 
 
    “Houses?” 
 
    “Um…” I think about that for a moment. “Yep, I think most houses still use keys. You could use it there.” 
 
    “Then we will break into every house in the world!” Captain Dread declares again. “We will enter any house we want to, at any time. With the possession of the Skeleton Key, we will be unstoppable! We will be the unstoppable pirates!” 
 
    “Captain Wed, if you go into my house,” I say. “Can you check that my pet bunny rabbit has enough food? I am not sure if I gave him enough food before I left.” 
 
    “No! I will steal things from your house; not feed your bunny rabbit!” 
 
    “We can’t let him have that key, Charlie,” Harley whispers to me. “He will have too much power. We will have to keep the key a secret from him.” 
 
    “Captain Zed, you are not going to steal anything from me. You can get off this boat now,” I say, as I pick up my backpack full of Super Spy gadgets. 
 
    “What’s in that backpack?” he asks. 
 
    “This is a collection of the most powerful gadgets ever built, and if I take one out, it will destroy you.” 
 
    “Do it,” he dares me.  
 
    These pirates must be very brave… or very dumb. 
 
    I reach into the backpack and pull out the first gadget I can feel… but it’s the Tennis Ball of Truth! 
 
    “That is just a tennis ball! You silly boy! I have no time for these silly games,” Captain Dread says. “Tell me where the Skeleton Key is!” 
 
    Holding the Tennis Ball of Truth, I have no choice but to tell him the truth! I can’t lie! “It’s in my backpack.” 
 
    Aw, man! 
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    Chapter 5 
 
      
 
    The Pirates Attack! 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
    Captain Dread snatches the backpack from my hand!  
 
    Oh no! 
 
    He has the Skeleton Key already! 
 
    I start to fight for my backpack, but Captain Dread pulls out his sword!  
 
    “Stay there,” he growls. “And don’t move. Thank you for telling me where the key is.” 
 
    Captain Dread goes through the things in my backpack, and then pulls out the Skeleton Key! 
 
    No! 
 
    “You can’t let them have that key, Charlie!” Mia says. “They’ll be able to break into every house in the world! You have to stop them, Charlie!” 
 
    “And how are you going to stop us?” Captain Dread laughs. “We are the greatest, meanest, scariest pirates in the world!” 
 
    “Um…” I try to think of a way to stop them, but I can’t think of anything! 
 
    “Don’t worry, little children. You won’t be around long enough to see us break into your houses.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” Harley questions. 
 
    “Pirates!” Captain Dread calls out. “Feed them to the fish!”  
 
    “You’ll have to catch us first!” Mia calls out. “Run!”  
 
    Harley, Mia, and I all begin to run away from the pirates!  
 
    But the pirates begin to chase us! 
 
    And these pirates are fast! 
 
    Oh no! 
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    “Quick!” I shout to my friends. “Run!” 
 
    There aren’t too many places to run on a small boat! 
 
    And there are too many pirates! 
 
    Mia climbs the mast of the boat, but the pirates are great climbers too!  
 
    Man, they are so fast! 
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    “Get them, Parrot the Parrot!” Captain Dread calls out.  
 
    A parrot flies off the pirate ship and lands on our boat!  
 
    Just as Mia is battling the pirates on top of the mast, Parrot the Parrot swoops!  
 
    “Mia!” I yell. “Watch out!” 
 
    Parrot the Parrot knocks Mia into the water! 
 
    No! 
 
    “Harley!” I call out as I dodge another pirate. “Watch out!” 
 
    But Parrot the Parrot knocks Harley into the water as well! 
 
    Double no! 
 
    There are sharks in the water!  
 
    “Argh!” Mia and Harley call out. “Help!” 
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    “Stop this!” I shout. 
 
    The pirates don’t listen to me, though.  
 
    They already have what they want – the Skeleton Key. 
 
    “Don’t move!” Captain Dread yells as he jumps out in front of me! He points his sword towards me again. “You should jump into the water as well. I don’t want your friends to be lonely.” 
 
    “You make no sense, Captain Spread. In one sentence you tell me not to move, and, in the next sentence, you tell me to jump in the water. Make a decision, Captain Sled. Which one is it?” 
 
    “Jump in the water,” Captain Dread groans.   
 
    “I would have preferred ‘Don’t move,’” I complain. “Before I jump in the water, you should give my backpack back.” 
 
    “I have what I need now. I have the ultimate treasure – the Skeleton Key!” Captain Dread laughs. “So, you can have your stupid backpack back. I’ll put your backpack back on your back before my back packs it in.” 
 
    “Uh?” 
 
    But, before Captain Dread gives my backpack back, he blindfolds me!  
 
    Pirates are totally harsh.  
 
    As I am blindfolded, Captain Dread puts the backpack on my back and then pushes me close to the edge of the ship.  
 
    “Time to walk the plank, little boy,” Captain Dread giggles.  
 
    Aw, man!  
 
    I really don’t want to be shark food today!  
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    Chapter 6 
 
      
 
    The Terrifying Sea 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
    “Careful, Charlie! There are sharks everywhere!” Mia screams as I land in the water.  
 
    “Where?” I scream. “I can’t see any sharks! Are they invisible sharks? Where are they?!” 
 
    “No,” Harley moans. “You still have your blindfold on.” 
 
    “Oh. Right,” I say, and I take the blindfold off. “Ah! There are sharks everywhere, Mia!” 
 
    “I know! What are we going to do, Charlie?!” 
 
    “It’s alright,” I say. “I have a plan. We will swim back to our boat, wake your Dad up, and then sail back to land. Then I will-” 
 
    “Um, Charlie?”  
 
    “Just wait, Mia,” I say. “I’m talking through my plan. Once we are back on land-” 
 
    “Charlie, the boat,” Mia says. 
 
    “Yes, our boat. We’ll just swim back to it, sail it back to shore, and then I will call my Super Spy Dad. He’ll know what to do. Easy. It’s a foolproof plan!” 
 
    “Except the pirates have taken the boat,” Mia says.  
 
    “What?” I say.  
 
    I turn around and look at the big pirate ship towing our small boat into the distance.  
 
    Aw, man.  
 
    That is totally, double bad.  
 
    “What about my Dad?!” Mia cries. “He is still asleep on the boat! How are we going to rescue him?!” 
 
    “That’s it!” I say. “That’s the solution. Talking about your Dad has reminded me, Mia! Sleeping pellets!” 
 
    “Uh?” 
 
    I grab my backpack, pull out the delicious, strawberry flavored sleeping pellets, and toss them to the sharks. “Here, sharky, sharky, sharky. Eat the sleeping pellets, not us. We’re not very tasty. You should eat these tasty, tasty sleeping pellets. Here, sharky, sharky, sharky.” 
 
    “Charlie, what are you doing?” Mia asks.  
 
    “I’m sending the sharks to sleep using the sleeping pellets!” 
 
    “Great idea, Charlie!” Harley yells. 
 
    “And look! We still have my Dad’s inflatable horse to ride on! We’re going to get out of this mess.”  
 
    I remove the inflatable horse from my backpack and quickly blow it up.  
 
    Jumping onto the horse, we watch as the sharks eat the delicious, strawberry flavored sleeping pellets.  
 
    And… 
 
    Yes! 
 
    It works! 
 
    The sharks go straight to sleep! 
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    “Hey, guess what?” I say.  
 
    “What?” 
 
    “We’re riding a seahorse! Ha! Get it? A sea-horse! I’m so funny,” I laugh. 
 
    “We don’t have time for stupid jokes, Charlie,” Mia says. “We have to go and get my Dad back.” 
 
    “Are you ok, Mia?” I ask. “I’m no Doctor, but it looks like you could do with some… Vitamin Sea. Ha! Get it? Get it? Vitamin Sea, instead of Vitamin C!”  
 
    “This is going to be a long ride,” Mia groans again.  
 
    I know that she secretly loves my awesome jokes.  
 
    “Why did the pirate cross the road?” I ask. “To get to the second-hand store! Hahahaha! Get it?” 
 
    “Please stop,” Mia says, as she shakes her head. “Just stop with the stupid jokes.” 
 
    “Listen,” Harley interrupts my awesome joke-telling session. “We don’t have time for this. We have to focus on what we are going to do about the boat. The pirates took our boat away, remember?”  
 
    “And we have to get my Dad!” Mia says. “I hope you have a plan, Charlie.” 
 
    “I sure do. We have three options. One: we paddle this inflatable horse towards land, which I estimate will take two days. Inflatable horses aren’t the quickest form of transport in the sea. Once we get to land, I will call my Super Spy Dad, and he will chase the pirates, rescue your Dad, and get the Skeleton Key back.” 
 
    “But the pirates will be long gone in two days! We can’t wait that long!” Mia complains. “What is option two?” 
 
    “We stay here and wait to be rescued. I think that would take at least three days before someone notices that we are missing. But don’t worry, the time will go very quickly because I will be telling awesome jokes the whole time.” 
 
    “No way,” Harley and Mia say together. “That is definitely not an option.” 
 
    “And option three: we paddle towards the pirates, find them, capture them, steal the key, find your Dad, go home, bake a pie, mow the lawn, dance a jig, and go back to school on Monday.” 
 
    “I guess it has to be option three,” Mia says.  
 
    “Then let’s start paddling!” I shout.  
 
    “But how will we know which way to go?” Harley asks. 
 
    “Easy! We just need to follow that storm cloud!”  
 
    I point to the storm cloud in the distance – the same one that was drifting near us before the pirate ship attacked.  
 
    “Good idea, Charlie. If we follow the storm cloud, we will be able to find the pirates. The storm cloud must be their protection from getting found.” 
 
    “Paddle, paddle, paddle!” 
 
    “Charlie?” Mia asks as we start to paddle. “What did you mean when you said that my Dad reminded you of sleeping pellets?” 
 
    “Um, did I say that?” 
 
    “Yes, when we were talking about the sharks. You said, ‘talking about your Dad has reminded me, Mia. Sleeping pellets.’ What did that mean?” 
 
    “Um, oh, nothing,” I lie. “I can’t talk right now, Mia, I have to focus on paddling this sea horse. Focus.” 
 
    I desperately start splashing the water to make sure that I can’t hear any more questions from Mia.  
 
    She stares at me with a knowing look. I think she knows something is up.  
 
    Eventually, after we have paddled really hard for one hour, the cloud stops drifting across the sea, and stops over the top of an island.  
 
    “Charlie,” Harley asks. “Are you sure that is the right storm cloud? That could be any storm cloud. How can you be sure?”  
 
    “Oh, I don’t know, Harley. Just a feeling…” 
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    Chapter 7 
 
      
 
    Pirate Island 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
    The evil looking storm cloud has stopped over an island in the middle of the sea. That must be where the pirates live.  
 
    “Keep paddling and head towards the island,” I say to my friends. “The pirates must have taken our boat there.” 
 
    “The island doesn’t look scary at all,” Harley whispers. “Nope. The dark, strange island full of old, rough pirates with a creepy storm cloud doesn’t look scary at all.” 
 
    I don’t believe him. I think he is lying.  
 
    After another ten minutes of rowing, we finally reach the island. 
 
    “Over there is a little cove,” I point towards a beach on the pirate’s island. “If we land there, we should be able to quietly sneak over the rocks, and steal our boat back.”  
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    We ride our inflatable horse up to the beach, and then quietly climb over the huge boulders until we reach the pirate’s secret hideaway.  
 
    “Don’t make any noise,” Mia says as we hike around the beach. “We don’t want the pirates to hear us.”  
 
    We climb over another huge boulder, and then we see it. 
 
    “That’s our boat!” Harley exclaims. “All we have to do is unclip our boat, and sail away. We can get out of here without even talking with the pirates! Easy!”  
 
    “What about the Skeleton Key?” Mia says. 
 
    “Oh yeah. The Skeleton Key,” Harley says, deflated.  
 
    “There are no pirates around anywhere. I can’t see any,” Mia comments.   
 
    “Then this should be easy,” I say. “Mia, you should swim out to the boat and unhook the rope. Then you should sail the boat around to the other side of the island, and Harley and I will climb onto the pirate ship to find the Skeleton Key.” 
 
    “Will we?” Harley asks. “Can’t I just stay here and look after the rocks? These rocks look very lonely. Maybe they need my help? Yep. That’s what I should do. Just stay here and look after the poor, lonely rocks.” 
 
    I get the feeling that Harley is trying to avoid the pirates.  
 
    “I need you to help me, Harley. These rocks will be fine without our help,” I say. “Let’s go. But remember, we must be really quiet.” 
 
    Reluctantly, Harley follows me as we climb down the rocks to the dock.  
 
    Mia quietly swims out to our boat and tries to unhook the rope.  
 
    Still on the shore, Harley and I hide behind another rock and watch as she tries to unlock it. She struggles hard, but she can’t do it!  
 
    Mia swims back to shore, and says, “The boat is sealed by a big lock. I couldn’t get it open. We have to find the key to the lock if we want our boat back.” 
 
    “Or we could use the Skeleton Key,” Harley comments.  
 
    “Great idea, Harley!” I say. “Let’s go and get that Skeleton Key!” 
 
    “What? Did I say that?” Harley says. “No, I meant we should wait here until one of the scary pirates drops the key. Yep, that is totally what I meant.” 
 
    “How can we defeat the pirates, Charlie?” Mia asks as she dries off. “They are super scary and super tough. We can’t beat them.” 
 
    “I have a plan, Mia. We will sneak up on the pirates, and surprise them with an attack. That will be our best chance to stop them. But we will need to be super, super quiet. We will use surprise as our weapon. So make sure that you don’t say anything else. Be extra-super quiet.”  
 
    But, just as I say that, Parrot the Parrot swoops over our heads! 
 
    “Squawk! People here! Squawk!” 
 
    No! 
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    “Go away!” Mia shouts. “How do we get him away? He’ll blow our cover if he keeps squawking!” 
 
    “I’ve got this flare gun from the boat! I’ll use that!” I shout back.   
 
    I fire the flare gun, and it scares the parrot away! 
 
    Yes! 
 
    A job well done! 
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    “Um, Charlie?” Harley says after my awesome attempt to scare Parrot the Parrot. “That was a flare gun. That means a flare has gone into the air! Now everyone knows we are here!” 
 
    Oops.  
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter 8 
 
      
 
    The Pirates Return! 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
    “Quick! Hide!” I yell to my friends.  
 
    Running up to the dock, I jump behind some old barrels to hide from the pirates.  
 
    But it isn’t just one or two pirates - all the pirates coming running! 
 
    They must have seen the flare! 
 
    No! 
 
    “Arrr… What be doing here, then?” one pirate shouts. “Me thinks I smell an intruder!”  
 
    “Arrr… it looks like we have some trouble here,” another says. “Arr… Someone set off a flare.” 
 
    “Arrr… Be careful,” says another. “Arrr… They be attacking us from here.” 
 
    These pirate conversations sure would go a lot faster if they didn’t start every sentence with ‘arrr.’ 
 
    As the pirates search for us, I sneak around the docks.  
 
    When one of the pirates looks the other way, I drop an empty barrel on top of his head! 
 
    He’s trapped! 
 
    Yes!  
 
    One pirate down! 
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    Then I hit another pirate with a piece of wood! 
 
    Yes! 
 
    Two pirates down! 
 
    I jump out from behind a barrel and scare the next pirate – and he faints! 
 
    Three pirates down! 
 
    I turn around and-  
 
    “Arrggh!” 
 
    A pirate is standing right in front of me!  
 
    He looks super scary and super tough! 
 
    Oh no! 
 
    I’m toast! 
 
    Just as the pirate walks towards me, Mia swoops down from above and drops a candle into a box.  
 
    I don’t know what she is trying to do. I don’t think a candle will help much… 
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    And then I realize she has dropped the candle into a box of TNT!  
 
    That’s an explosive! 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Boom! 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Pirates go flying everywhere! 
 
    Twenty pirates down! 
 
    “Yes! Great work, Mia!” I yell.  
 
    “Charlie,” she yells back. “Use your backpack!” 
 
    Of course! 
 
    My gadgets! 
 
    Grabbing my backpack, I search for my gadgets. I can use them to help find the Skeleton Key! 
 
    “Arrr… Stop there!”  
 
    There is a pirate in front of me! 
 
    Oh no! 
 
    “What if I don’t want to stop here?” I say. 
 
    “Arrr… Then I be stopping you there!” he laughs. 
 
    He throws a dagger at me! 
 
    I dodge the dagger, pull the Tennis Ball of Truth out of my backpack, and throw it at him! 
 
    Instinctively, he catches the ball!  
 
    “Where’s the Skeleton Key?” I yell.  
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    “I’ll never tell you…” he says, but the Tennis Ball of Truth starts to work! “It’s on the top deck of our pirate ship, the Good Ship Fluffy Pink Kittens, in our treasure chest.” 
 
    “Yes!” 
 
    The Tennis Ball of Truth has worked! 
 
    I swing my backpack around and knock the pirate out!  
 
    Twenty-one pirates down! 
 
    Quickly, I jump onto the Good Ship Fluffy Pink Kittens.  
 
    There is the treasure chest, right on top of the deck! 
 
    Yes!  
 
    I’ve found it! 
 
    Quickly, I run across the deck and begin to open the unlocked treasure chest.  
 
    “Get your hands off my treasure chest, lad!” a voice yells from behind.  
 
    I swing around - oh no! 
 
    It’s Captain Dread! 
 
    And he looks totally angry! 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter 9 
 
      
 
    Angry Captain Dread 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
    “Stay away from me treasure chest,” Captain Dread growls. “You can’t have the Skeleton Key.” 
 
    “I just want to borrow it,” I lie, trying to trick him. “Just for a day or two. Please, Captain Ned, can I borrow the Skeleton key?” 
 
    “The name is Captain Dread! And you can’t borrow the Skeleton Key!” he yells.  
 
    Yep, he seems angry now.  
 
    “Step away from the treasure chest, lad.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “Because you’re about to go swimming with the fishes.” 
 
    “Oh, cool,” I say. “I like swimming with fish. I did that once on a family holiday. It was a lot of fun.”  
 
    “No!” Captain Dread screams. “It’s not supposed to be fun! It’s supposed to be punishment!” 
 
    “Oh, ok…” I say. “Listen, Captain Led, sir, before I go swimming, may I just glue your wooden leg back together? It looks like it is about the fall apart.”  
 
    “My wooden leg looks like it might fall apart?” 
 
    “That’s right. It looks quite loose. I would hate for it to fall apart while you were sailing your pirate ship.” 
 
    “Thank you,” Captain Dread says, as he looks down to his wooden leg. “Now that you mention it, my wooden leg was starting to feel a little loose. I was worried that it might just break. Do you have any glue?” 
 
    “I sure do,” I say. “I have some in my backpack. Let me just get it for you.” 
 
    I reach into my backpack and pull out the tube of glue. Except this isn’t just any tube of glue - this is my Glue-Tube Gadget!  
 
    It changes anything back to its original form! 
 
    “Just hold still, Captain Ted,” I say as I squeeze a little bit of glue on his wooden leg.  
 
    And… 
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    His wooden leg starts reversing back to its original form! 
 
    The wooden leg turns into a tree! 
 
    “What is happening?!” Captain Dread yells. “What is happening to my wooden leg? Arrrggghhh! I’m stuck!” 
 
    Suddenly, Captain Dread is caught up a tree! 
 
    Yes! 
 
    “Oi! Get me down from here! I’m stuck!” Captain Dread yells at me. “I’m stuck up a tree! Get me down!” 
 
    “Sorry, Captain Jed, you’re not coming down from there yet!”  
 
    “Arrr! My name is Captain Dread! Captain Dread!” he yells. “Get my name right! I am Captain Dread!!” 
 
    I search through the gadgets in my backpack until I find the right one.   
 
    “Now,” I say as I place the Copy-Cap on my head. “I am Captain Dread!” 
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    The Copy-Cap has changed my appearance to look like Captain Dread! 
 
    Yes! 
 
    “Arrr…” I say in my best pirate voice. “There she blows, me hearties!” 
 
    “That is the worst pirate voice I have ever heard,” Captain Dread moans.  
 
    “Arrr… Why does it take pirates so long to learn the alphabet?” I say. “It’s because they spend so long at C! Ha!” 
 
    “That’s so not funny,” Captain Dread whines.  
 
    I laugh as I run away from Captain Dread, who is still stuck up the tree. Quickly, I open the treasure chest.  
 
    Yes! 
 
    Now all I have to do is take the Skeleton Key out of the treasure chest, and we can get out of here.  
 
    “Arrr… what are you doing?” a voice asks from behind.  
 
    Oh no!  
 
    It’s another pirate!  
 
    And he has a big sword! 
 
    “Um, nothing,” I say, scared of the pirate.  
 
    I’m doomed.  
 
    “Arrr… sorry Captain Dread, sir. I didn’t realize it was you,” the pirate says. 
 
    Of course! I still look like Captain Dread! 
 
    “Yep. That’s right. It’s just me, Captaino Dreado, going to the treasure chest. Um… Arrrr…” 
 
    “Arrr… yes, boss,” the pirate groans.  
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    Casually, I take the Skeleton Key out of the treasure chest and jump from the pirate ship to our boat.  
 
    I grab the lock that is holding our boat, and with one simple click of the Skeleton Key, our boat is free!  
 
    We can get out of here.  
 
    “Quick. Get on board,” I wave at Harley and Mia, and they swiftly swim onto our boat.  
 
    “What about the pirates?” Mia says as she climbs on board. “Won’t they chase us with their ship once they realize their Captain is stuck up a tree?” 
 
    “Hmmm… You’re right,” I think for a moment. “But I know how to stop them!” 
 
    Jumping back onto the pirate ship, still looking like Captain Dread, I call out to all the pirates.  
 
    “Arrr… pirates, listen to me! I am your Captain Dready,” I yell out.  
 
    “Aye Captain,” the pirates call back.  
 
    “I command you to face all the ship’s cannons towards the sky, and shoot straight into the air!” 
 
    “Um, ok,” the pirates say. “Whatever you say, Captain Dread.” 
 
    Foolishly, they gather all the cannons and face them straight into the air! 
 
    “And once you have fired the cannons straight into the sky, I want you to jump off the ship into the water,” I say.  
 
    “Aye, Captain Dread,” the pirates yell together. 
 
    Man, these pirates are dumb.  
 
    “Ready! Aim! Fire!” I order.  
 
    All the pirates fire the ship’s cannons straight up in the air! 
 
    Yes! 
 
    My plan has worked! 
 
      
 
      
 
    [image: ] 
 
      
 
      
 
    As the cannons fire straight up into the air, I jump back onto our boat. 
 
    “Go!” I yell to Mia, and she starts to sail our boat away from the island. “Let’s get out of here. Quick.” 
 
    As we sail out to sea, we look back to the island and watch all the cannonballs starting to land… 
 
    Right onto the pirate’s ship! 
 
    Yes! 
 
    We watch as Captain Dread and all the other pirates jump off the boat, and into the sea! 
 
    The pirate’s ship is blown to pieces! 
 
    “Arrr!” I hear Captain Dread yell. “Our ship is destroyed! We can’t sail anywhere! We are stuck on this island forever!” 
 
    “Bye, Captain Bed!” I shout and wave at him, sailing away. “Have a nice time on your rainy island!” 
 
    “It’s Captain Dread!!” he yells, as we sail out to sea. “It’s Captain Dread!” 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter 10 
 
      
 
    Smooth Sailing 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
    After we have been sailing for an hour, Mia’s Dad finally wakes up. 
 
    “Yawn. What happened?” he says, as he stretches and walks back onto the deck.   
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    “Oh, nothing,” I say. “We have just been sailing around, doing nothing. Nothing at all.” 
 
    “What happened to you, Dad?” Mia asks.  
 
    “I don’t know. I was feeling fine, and then I fell asleep. The last thing I remember is eating some of Charlie’s delicious, strawberry candies. They were so tasty, but as soon as I ate one, I feel asleep. I don’t know what happen.” 
 
    “Charlie…” Mia glares at me.  
 
    “Um, yes?” I say.  
 
    “Well, a big pirate ship sailed up to us, and we had to battle Captain Dread, crazy pirates, big seas, storms, fog, lightning, thunder, and sharks while you were asleep,” Harley says to Mia’s Dad. 
 
    “Sure you did, Harley,” Mia’s Dad laughs. “You have such a great imagination, Harley. Storms? Ha! Good joke. There is nothing out here, but the flat, calm sea. And pirates? There are no pirates out here, Harley.” 
 
    “But-” 
 
    I grab Harley by the arm. “Shhh…” I whisper. “Don’t tell anyone about our adventure today. Nobody will believe us. If we tell them what happened, they will just think we are crazy.” 
 
    “I agree,” Mia whispers to me. “We shouldn’t tell anyone about this. We should keep it as our secret.” 
 
    “What should we do with this then?” I ask as I pull out the Skeleton Key from my back pocket. “It seems to be a very valuable key.” 
 
    “Throw it overboard,” Mia says. “The Skeleton Key is no good for anyone.” 
 
    “But we could use it for good, and not evil,” I argue. “We could use it to help everyone who has ever lost a key, or has been locked out of their house. It could be very helpful.” 
 
    “No, Charlie. We can’t take a risk with something that powerful. We can’t risk the Skeleton Key falling into the wrong hands. It is too dangerous,” Mia argues. “You have to throw it out to the sea. Nobody will ever find it out there.” 
 
    She’s probably right.  
 
    Mia usually is.  
 
    This key is too powerful to be left lying around my house.  
 
    With all my power, I throw the key into the sea; chucking it as far as I can. 
 
    “There is no longer any evidence of our great adventure,” I sigh, looking out to sea. “No one will ever know about our voyage with Captain Dread and his crazy pirates.” 
 
    “Hey, Harley,” Mia’s Dad says as he walks up to us. “Where did you get that sword from?” 
 
    “Um,” Harley shrugs. “I just found it lying around.” 
 
    “Ok,” Mia’s Dad nods, with a confused look on his face. “You know, all that sleeping has made me really hungry. Does anyone have anything to eat? Oh, look. Charlie still has some of those delicious strawberry candies left.”  
 
    Mia’s Dad grabs one of the candies from my backpack and puts it in his mouth… 
 
    “Noooo!” I shout.  
 
    Too late.  
 
    Mia’s Dad falls straight back to sleep! 
 
    Aw, man. 
 
    “We are just going to have to sail this boat back ourselves,” I say. 
 
    “Let’s hope there are no pirates this time,” Mia comments. “And everything is smooth sailing.” 
 
    “Of course,” I laugh. “Mia, everything is always smooth sailing when I am around…” 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    The End 
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    What happens on the mission, stays on the mission… 
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    Whack. Zip. Zang. Pang. Sip. Slam! 
 
    Training at the International Super Spy Agency is really, really hard. It’s so tough that only one new recruit is selected to train every year, and this year, the Agency has chosen me. Me! I know, it’s soooo cool. My Dad is the world’s best Super Spy, and I guess I was always destined to follow in his footsteps. My name is Charlie Chucky, I’m in the sixth grade, I love sports, computer games, and watching videos on the internet.  
 
    At the Agency, I’m training against fighting robots, or bots, as my Dad calls them.  
 
    Pang. Sip. Slam! 
 
    But I’m not doing that. Right now, I’m eating lunch. 
 
    “Do you have to be so noisy when you eat, Charlie?” Mia asked.  
 
    My two best friends, Mia and Harley, are spending the day with me as I prepare for my Super Spy martial arts training.  
 
    Mia is so super cool—she can surf, dance, bike ride, rollerblade, knit, skateboard, complete crosswords, and stand on her head for forty-five minutes straight.  
 
    I could never be that cool.  
 
    Harley is the opposite to Mia—he can’t surf, can’t dance, can’t ride a bike, can’t rollerblade, can’t knit, can’t skateboard, can’t do crosswords, and can’t stand on his head at all. But Harley does have a black belt in Karaoke—the way that he sings could take down even the toughest of bad guys.  
 
    To be a Super Spy, you’ve got to train extra hard. Like, harder than you do at school. Or at home. Or anywhere, really.  
 
    This is me training hard. 
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    I’m training extra-hard to be like my Super Spy Dad, and that means lots and lots of exercise. And lots and lots of exercise also means lots and lots of food, and lots and lots of food means lots and lots of lunches—which are my favorite part of training. 
 
    I’ve already had six lunches today.  
 
    This is Mia and Harley, training hard as well.  
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    My friends love to join me at Super Spy training. They think it’s super cool. They love to play with all my Super Spy gadgets while I train really hard at martial arts.  
 
    Part of the learning to be a Super Spy is learning how to fight and defend yourself. At the moment, I’m learning Karate, Jujitsu, Taekwondo, Judo, and Sushi.  
 
    The International Super Spy Agency training facility is huge, bigger than the biggest shopping mall, but with a lot less shops.  
 
    Uh-oh! 
 
    Here comes more of the training robots, ready to take me down.  
 
      
 
    Whack. Zip. Zang. Pang. Sip. Slam! 
 
      
 
    There. I’ve almost finished lunch. Now, time to deal with these pesky robots. 
 
    “Alright!” I moved into my fighting stance. “I’m ready to begin fight training! Give me the best that you’ve got, robot brains!” 
 
    Oh, they looked angry… 
 
    Actually, I’m not completely sure that they’re angry. They could be irritated, or sad, or happy. Training robots have no expressions.  
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    Whack! 
 
      
 
    Slam! 
 
      
 
    Bang! 
 
      
 
    I finish another sandwich that was in my back pocket, and now I’m ready to fight the training robots! 
 
      
 
    Chop! 
 
      
 
    Crack! 
 
      
 
    Ping! 
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    I take out all the ninja robots with my totally awesome, dangerous super ninja moves!  
 
    I do a triple kick and side winder twisty-wisty, a choppy-whop, and a dingy dangle. Then I do a wickey-whack, a totally-crack, mega-smack pinky punch.  
 
    The robots go flying.  
 
    They’re the totally secret moves that I’ve been working on at home, mostly in front of the mirror. Mom has had to buy six mirrors so far this month.  
 
    “You’ve done a lot of very impressive training today, Charlie.” My Super Spy Dad clapped as he entered the room. He’s a big guy. He’s so big that for breakfast he eats four eggs, two pieces of toast, one muffin, three moldy bananas, fourteen individual pieces of rice, and six rotten apples. I want to grow up to be just like him. “You’re getting better all the time. I think you’re ready.” 
 
    “Ready for what?”  
 
    “Ready for your first real Super Spy mission.” 
 
    “What?!” I jumped up in surprise. “Really?! My first official Super Spy mission! Yes!” 
 
    Dad pulled me into a hug and almost crushed me with his massive arms. 
 
    “As it’s your first official mission as a Super Spy, it’ll be a simple one, and you shouldn’t get into any trouble.” Dad let go of the hug. “I’m going to send you to Japan, where a man named Oldman Sensei is going to give you a stick called the Ultimate Fighting Stick. Oldman Sensei has been protecting the stick for thousands of years and is retiring so he can spend time with his great-great-great-great-great-great-great-great-great grandchildren. He has asked the Super Spy agency to protect the stick from getting into the wrong hands.” 
 
    “You’re sending me to get a stick?” That doesn’t sound very cool. “I can walk outside and get you a new stick.” 
 
    “No, Charlie, this isn’t just any stick. This is the Ultimate Fighting Stick—it’s an object that’s so powerful, that only a person who has mastered the knowledge of the stick is allowed to learn how to use it. With great power comes great responsibility, Charlie.” Dad points his finger in the air.  
 
    Why do grown-ups always do that when they want to make a point?  
 
    “That sounds really cool,” Harley jumped around as well. “But I’ve never heard of the Ultimate Fighting Stick.” 
 
    “That’s because there are only three people in history that have been able to master the powers of the Ultimate Fighting Stick. Oldman Sensei is the only person still alive that knows how to access the mystical powers of the stick.” 
 
    “Cool. Cool. Cool.” I tried to act super calm, but I wasn’t. Inside, I was leaping for joy. My first official Super Spy mission! Awesome! Wicked! Tots Rad! “So what do I have to do?” 
 
    “You must travel to see Master Oldman Sensei in the remote hills of Japan. These hills are so remote that they don’t even have a name. Oldman Sensei has been living in those hills for the last four hundred years. At the bottom of the mountain range, you’ll find a small village, and the people there will tell you where to find Oldman Sensei.” 
 
    Sounds awesome.  
 
    But I know that nothing is ever simple with the International Super Spy missions… 
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    Dad walked out of the training room, and into the International Super Spy Agency library. It was a spacious room, filled with books on how to fight, how to use cool gadgets, and how to cook dinner using only insects. I have no idea why the Agency had twenty-two books on insect dinners.  
 
    Dad went to the back of the room, unlocked an old cabinet, and gently removed one of the oldest books in the library. It was titled, ‘The Worst Enemies Ever.’ Sounds like a fun book.  
 
    “As simple as the trip should be, there might be one small issue.” 
 
    Dad opened the book to the first chapter, where the title was, ‘How to avoid dying with the worst enemies ever.’ Again, sounds fun.   
 
    “This journey may sound simple, but it could be dangerous. Oldman Sensei is worried that the Shadow Ninjas, lead by Master You, are closing in on his whereabouts. The Shadow Ninjas want to steal the Ultimate Fighting Stick.” 
 
    “The Shadow Ninjas?”  
 
    They sound super tough, like tougher than a burnt steak. 
 
    “That’s correct, Charlie.” Dad nodded. “They’re super tough, tougher than a burnt steak.” 
 
    He read through the chapter, with his hand on his chin, saying things like ‘Hmm. Yes. That’s interesting. Oh. That’s right.’  
 
    “What does it all mean?” I asked.  
 
    “It says here that the Shadow Ninjas are the most dangerous enemies we have ever encountered. They’re fast, strong, and they smell like rabbits.” Dad closed the book. “Listen, Charlie, the Shadow Ninjas haven’t arrived yet, so if you fly there, retrieve the Ultimate Fighting Stick, and fly back, you should avoid the Shadow Ninjas. However, if you see the Shadow Ninjas, you’re to return immediately and get help.” 
 
    “I’ve got a great idea.” I raised my finger this time. “Mia and Harley could wear the Super Spy Ninja boots and the Headband of Battle from the gadget room! They’ll be total ninjas then. If we run into the Shadow Ninjas, they can help me defeat them.” 
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    If you put the Super Spy Ninja Boots on, you instantly have ninja skills!  
 
    But no one wants to wear them because they can’t be washed. They haven’t been washed in ten years, and they really, really, really stink of smelly feet. 
 
    Then there’s the Super Spy Ninja Headband—known as the Headband of Battle. But again, nobody wants to wear it because it really stinks, is sweaty, and is full of old people hair.  
 
    “Even with the equipment, I’m afraid it’s to dangerous for them to go, Charlie. This is a trip that you must make by yourself.” Dad walked out of the room, and I followed him down the corridor and into the main garage of the Super Spy Training Facility. “The Super Spy, Super Speed, Super Awesomeness, Super Cool, Super Jet is ready for you to use.” 
 
    “Cool! I get to take the Super Spy, Super Speed, Super Awesomeness, Super Cool, Super Jet?” 
 
    “Yes. You can take the Super Spy, Super Speed, Super Awesomeness, Super Cool, Super Jet.” 
 
    They really should’ve come up with a shorter name for the jet.  
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    “Mom has already packed your suitcase, and the retrieval of the stick is urgent, so you must go now. You cannot let the stick fall into the hands of the Shadow Ninjas. You need to make sure that you get that stick before anyone else does.” 
 
    “Got it.”  
 
    “And here’s the map of the area in Japan that you must travel through.”  
 
    I turned to say goodbye to my friends, but I couldn’t find them anywhere. Maybe they didn’t follow us down the corridor?  
 
    “Where did your friends go?” Dad asked.  
 
    “No idea,” I shrugged. “They must’ve left the room, because the only thing left in this room is my large suitcase.” 
 
    I hugged Dad, he patted me on the back, and then I grabbed my suitcase.  
 
    I don’t know why I have such a large suitcase—all Mom packed was one change of shirt, one peanut butter sandwich, and two pairs of jocks.  
 
    But wow, my luggage is so heavy!  
 
    That must be a heavy pair of jocks… 
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    After the automatic-pilot on the Super Speed, Super Awesomeness, Super Cool, Super Jet flew to Japan, I climbed off the plane with my luggage, staring at my surrounds.  
 
    Japan is so lit. It’s home to ninjas, and trees, and ninjas, and trees… and yep, that’s all I really know. I really should’ve paid more attention in Japanese class.  
 
    As I started to walk down a dirt road, my luggage coughed! 
 
    Uh?  
 
    Slowly, I zipped back the zipper, and opened the top… 
 
    And Mia and Harley were inside my luggage!  
 
    I knew my jocks weren’t that heavy!  
 
    “Hi,” Mia and Harley said together.  
 
    “You guys know that you weren’t supposed to be here!” 
 
    “But we love Japan!” Mia climbed out of the case. “I’ve always wanted to go to Japan and there was no way I was going to miss this! Look at this.” She spread her arms out wide. “Everything is so Japanese.” 
 
    “Sigh.” I looked around, but the automatic pilot had already left with the Super Spy, Super Speed, Super Awesomeness, Super Cool, Super Jet. I have a button to call it back, but I don’t want to call it back yet. “Now that you’re here, you might as well come with me.” 
 
    “Where are we going?” Harley zipped back up the suitcase.  
 
    “Four miles that way.” I pointed west. “To visit Oldman Sensei in the old Japanese village of Why.” 
 
    “What?” Harley asked. 
 
    “No, Why.”  
 
    “Why what?” 
 
    “No. Just Why.” 
 
    “Just why what?  
 
    “No. Why.” 
 
    “No why what?” 
 
    “No. Just why.” 
 
    “Just why what?” 
 
    “Agh.” Mia groaned. “The village is called ‘Why.’” 
 
    “Oh,” Harley nodded. “Why.” 
 
    “Because that’s what they wanted to call it,” I replied.  
 
    “What?”  
 
    “No, Why.” 
 
    “Why what?” 
 
    “No. Just Why.” 
 
    “Uh? Just why what?” 
 
    “Agh!” Mia stomped her foot. “The town is called Why, and we don’t know why the village of why is called Why. Ok?!” 
 
    “Makes perfect sense to me.” I turned and led them down an old dusty road to the village of Why.  
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    “Wow, look at that old village.” I said. “That looks so cool.” 
 
    “What, puff, an, puff, old, puff, village, puff.” Harley said, bent over with his hands on his knees.  
 
    “We’ve only gone twenty steps from where we landed.” I said. “We’ve still got four miles to go. This is the first village, called What.” 
 
    “Why?” Harley asked. 
 
    “No. What.” 
 
    “Why What?” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “No. This is a village called What.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “Why is still four miles that way.” I shook my head. “This village is called What.” 
 
    “Why?”  
 
    “Stop it!” Mia stomped her foot again. “This village is called What, we don’t know why What is called What, but the village of Why is what we came for!” 
 
    We walked the next four miles, three of which Mia had piggybacked Harley, looking at all the really cool things that Japan has. They have trees and trees and trees, and yep, that’s about all we could see. 
 
    Oh, look, there’s even more trees.  
 
    After an hour of walking, we arrived at another old village.  
 
    “Oh, puff, what, puff, an, old village.” Harley climbed off Mia’s back.  
 
    “Why are you puffing? You were carried most of that way?” 
 
    “Hey.” Harley got his breath back. “It was hard to hold on while she was piggybacking me.” 
 
    I shook my head, and took out the map, following the directions on the map to the Sensei’s house.  
 
    “Wadup!” I called out out, playing reggae music on my phone, but nobody answered.  
 
    “That’s not Japanese,” Mia said. “That’s Jamaican.”  
 
    “Oh. Right. Yep. This reggae themed t-shirt won’t do me much good then.”  
 
    I really should’ve paid more attention in Japanese class. No wonder the teacher didn’t like my Usain Bolt impression.  
 
    “Konnichiwa,” Mia called out. “That’s Japanese for hello.”  
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    “Hello? Konnichiwa? Oldman Sensei is supposed to be here.” 
 
    Walking through the village, I knocked on the doors of the houses on the main street, but nobody answered.  
 
    “Hello? Konnichiwa?” 
 
    Still, no response. Walking up to the front door of the biggest house, I opened one of the sliding doors, checked inside, but there was nobody there.  
 
    Weird.  
 
    I checked in the streets, in the trash cans, and under the rocks, but there was nobody in the village. Everything was empty.  
 
    No people. No pets. No pandas.  
 
    “All the houses are empty,” Harley commented as he looked through more of the old homes. “It looks like people used to live here, but they’ve all gone.” 
 
    “And it looks like they left in a hurry.”  
 
    Looking through the homes, I saw that there was still food in the cupboards.  
 
    “They must’ve run from something.” Mia walked into a home, and looked in the wardrobe. “It looks like the people in the village of Why didn’t even have time to pack their clothes.” 
 
    We went back into the main street of the town, looking for a clue about why the village had been abandoned.  
 
    “It’s creepy,” Harley folded his arms. “The whole village has left.” 
 
    “It’s very creepy.” Mia scratched her head. “But why?” 
 
    “Yes,” Harley said.  
 
    “What?” Mia turned around.  
 
    “No, Why.” 
 
    “Why what?” 
 
    “Mia, What is back down the road. This is Why. You should really pay attention to the names of the towns, Mia.” 
 
    “Arrrgghh.” Mia grunted, holding in her scream. “I will-” 
 
    “Excuse me.” An old lady appeared out of nowhere. 
 
    “This woman is so old! She must be at least four hundred years old!”  
 
    Oops. I said that out loud.  
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    “I’m ninety-eight years old. My name is When.” She poked my stomach with her finger. Wearing traditional Japanese clothes, the woman was holding an umbrella, waving a fan, and staring at me with a smirk on her face. “Who are you, little boy?” 
 
    “My name is Charlie Chucky and I’m on my first Super Spy mission. I’m here to retrieve the Ultimate Fighting Stick from Oldman Sensei.” 
 
    The old woman laughed.  
 
    “Did I say something funny?” 
 
    “No.” She shook her head. “I like to laugh at random things.”  
 
    “Ok…” I scratched my head. “Well, listen, maybe you could tell us where to find Oldman Sensei?” 
 
    “Ha ha!” She laughed again.  
 
    “Again, did I say something funny?” 
 
    “Nope.” 
 
    “Then maybe you could help us?” Mia questioned. “Where are all the villagers?” 
 
    “They’re hiding.” 
 
    “From who?” 
 
    “From You.” 
 
    “Who?” 
 
    “You.” 
 
    “Me?” 
 
    “No. You.” 
 
    “Me? Why are people hiding from me?” 
 
    “No!” She shook her head. “The people are hiding from Master You.” 
 
    “And who is Master You?” 
 
    “Me.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “No. Wait. I’m not you, and you are you, and Master You is who.” 
 
    “Uh?” I scratched my head again. “Wait. His name is Master You?” 
 
    “Who?” 
 
    “The man that everyone is hiding from?” 
 
    “Yes. You is who.” 
 
    “But who is Master You?” Harley asked.  
 
    The old lady leaned forward, coming closer to us. 
 
    “Master You is the deadliest of all the Shadow Ninjas. He’s the real identity of the Head Shadow Ninja! Ha ha!” 
 
    “The Shadow Ninjas?!” I exclaimed. 
 
    “Yes, the Shadow Ninjas! They’ve kidnapped Oldman Sensei, and everyone is scared that they will take them next. The whole village is hiding in the caves of these hills. Everyone is scared of You.” 
 
    “Me?” Harley said.  
 
    “No, You.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “No. This is Why.” 
 
    “But-” 
 
    “Stop it!” Mia stomped her foot. She’s going to have such a sore foot by the end of this mission. “You know, for an old lady in a remote village in Japan, you can speak very good English.”  
 
    “Yes. I watch a lot of Disney channel.” 
 
    “Makes sense.” I said. “When, when did You come to Why and take Oldman Sensei?” 
 
    “The Shadow Ninjas attacked our village yesterday. We didn’t see them until it was too late. Ha!” She laughed again. Man, this old woman was totally cray-cray. “Now, they have Oldman Sensei prisoner in the Tall Temple. To get to the Tall Temple, you must first go through a treacherous place called ‘The Hill of Nice!’” 
 
    “The Hill of Nice? That doesn’t sound very scary,” I said.  
 
    “No, wait,” the old lady rubbed her chin, thinking deeply. “That’s not it. You have to go to a treacherous place called ‘The Hill of Pain!’” 
 
    “Whatever.” Harley was super casual. “I’m sure it’s not that painful. I’m sure it’s just a name to scare people.” 
 
    “And the temple is on top of that hill!” She pointed to a massive tall hill outside the village. 
 
    “Argh!” Harley screamed. “That’s so much walking!” 
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    “Um, a question,” Mia asked When. “Why do they call it the Hill of Pain? Is it a bad translation from the Japanese language into the English language?”  
 
    “It’s called the ‘Hill of Pain!’ because the whole way up the hill are many obstacles. Painful obstacles. Ha ha!” she laughed, spookily. “Now, you must go.” 
 
    “Why? How much time do we have to save Oldman Sensei?!” I started to panic. “Is he in immediate danger?” 
 
    “No, no. You have lots of time to save Oldman Sensei. He’s being held hostage in a prison in the tall temple.” She shrugged. “But you must go because I have to watch Mickey Mouse at 2.30.” She took something out of her coat. “But take this Disney fan.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “Because I’m a fan of Disney.” She smiled. “Also, it calms fire.” 
 
    Calms fire? I wonder what that means. Ok, crazy lady. 
 
    This fan calms fire.  
 
    I turned to my friends, smiled, waved the fan at them, rolled my eyes, and then turned back to the old lady, but she had already disappeared!  
 
    “Where did she go?”  
 
    “I’m over here,” she said as she started to walk slowly down the path behind me.  
 
    “Good. Good. Good.” I pretended to be super cool until she walked into her house. “All good.” 
 
    “Oldman Sensei has been kidnapped!” Harley was sweating just looking at the Hill of Pain. “What do we do now?” 
 
    “If Master Oldman Sensei is in trouble,” I clenched my fist, stomped my foot, and puffed my chest out. “Then it’s our mission to rescue him!” 
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    “Whoa, puff, this, puff, hill is, puff, so big.”  
 
    “Harley, why are you puffing now?” Mia asked, with Harley sitting on-top of her shoulders. “You don’t even have to hold on!” 
 
    “It’s just the thought of all this walking that’s making me puffed.”  
 
    Mia rolled her eyes.  
 
    “It’s hard, you know?” Harley continued. “Keeping balanced on your shoulders is hard work.” 
 
    “That’s it!” Mia stopped. “Get off my shoulders.” 
 
    “Aw.” Harley climbed down off her shoulders. “Sorry, Mia.” 
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    The Hill of Pain was definitely painful. 
 
    The hill was steep, the steps were uneven, and the path was full of weeds. I felt like I was in the middle of Japan, walking up a very steep hill, searching for a man that was kidnapped.  
 
    Oh, wait. That’s exactly what I was doing.  
 
    Being a Super Spy certainly was super awesome—but there are times were its super tough as well! And whenever things get really tough, I try to lighten the mood with totally hilarious jokes.  
 
    “Do you know what my favorite mountain is?” I said, climbing over rocks on the path.  
 
    “No, Charlie. No bad jokes. Not now,” Mia groaned.  
 
    “Mountain Dew!” 
 
    Nobody laughed at my joke. They must be too puffed out from all the walking.  
 
    “What’s the laziest mountain?” I tried again.  
 
    Mia blocked her ears.  
 
    “Mount Ever-rest! Hahaha!”  
 
    Still nobody laughed.  
 
    Instead, Mia and Harley started running up the hill away from me! 
 
    “Wait, guys!” I chased them. “I still have more hill jokes to come! How are mountains able to see?! They peak! Ha! Get it?!” 
 
    But Mia and Harley ran faster away from me.  
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    Finally, I caught up to them, ready to tell some more jokes, but Mia looked worried.  
 
    “I feel like something is following us.” Mia turned around, looked down the path, but couldn’t see anything. “I feel like there’s something out there, shadowing our every move.” 
 
    “I can’t see anything.” I looked down the path and saw nothing.  
 
    Then Harley did the same, hiding behind a rock while he looked for anything following us.  
 
    “Come on, Mia,” Harley said as he stepped out from behind the rock. “It’s a treacherous mountain called the ‘Hill of Pain.’ How bad can it be? I’m sure it’s all in your head.” 
 
    “He’s right,” I said as we started to walk across another red bridge. “There’s nothing to worry about except for these old bridges. That’s the most danger we’ll face today—falling off the bridge. But luckily we’ve got this rope here, hanging over my shoulder.” 
 
    Mia and Harley froze.  
 
    “What? Guys? What is it?”  
 
    They didn’t respond.  
 
    “It’s just a rope.” I tugged at the rope harder. “See? There’s nothing to worry about.” 
 
    “Charlie.” Mia had become really pale. “That’s not a rope.” 
 
    “What are you talking about?”  
 
    Slowly, I turned around.  
 
    “Arrggghhh!”  
 
    I’ve pulled the whisker of a dragon!! 
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    “It’s a dragon!” Mia yelled. “What do we do?”  
 
    The yellow, scaly dragon was staring at us, huffing loudly, waiting for us to move. It was the size of a large whale, and he sure looked angry.  
 
    Maybe I could reason with it? 
 
    “Hi, Mr. Dragon.” I said. “We-” 
 
    “No, Charlie,” Mia whispered. “That’s not going to work. He’s a dragon, not a school teacher.” 
 
    “I’m an excellent negotiator. Remember when I forgot my homework for Mr. Sum in math. I said I would wash his car for a year if he gave me an A in the math test,” I whispered back.  
 
    “Did it work with Mr. Sum?” 
 
    “Not exactly, but he did give me a ‘A’… ‘a’ failure.” 
 
    “Oh no.” Mia rolled her eyes.  
 
    “Hi, Mr. Dragon. I have…” I fumbled through my pocket. “Some bubble gum. Yep. It’s amazing. You could, like, be my friend and try some.” 
 
    “Rah!!!”  
 
    Oh no. He looked angry.  
 
    I don’t think he liked gum.  
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    The dragon took a deep breath in and… 
 
    He breathed fire at us! 
 
    Argh! 
 
    “No! Dragon! Friends don’t breathe fire on each other!”  
 
    But he didn’t listen to me! 
 
    He breathed more fire on us!  
 
    “Run!” I yelled. “Hide! Go!” 
 
    The dragon breathed fire at us again!  
 
    How much fire does it have?! 
 
    When he went to take another large breath, we took our opportunity to hide.  
 
    We leapt behind a large rock, out of view, and the dragon snuck around, trying to find us. This must have been one of the challenges that crazy old lady was talking about! The Hill of Pain was a good name for this place! 
 
    “Charlie,” Harley whispered. “What are we going to do? I don’t want to become Harley Toast. I wouldn’t taste very nice. And there’s no peanut butter to go on me. Harley Toast would taste better with peanut butter.” 
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    “I don’t think we can defeat a dragon,” I said. “I think this is the end. Harley, I just wanted to say that I never liked your shoes. Mia, it was me that stole your Barbie doll. I only wanted to play with it. I’m sorry, I-” 
 
    “Wait,” Mia said.  
 
    “I’m really sorry, but I wanted to play with the Barbie.” 
 
    “No,” Mia shook her head. “The fan!” 
 
    “Um,” I said. “I hate to break it to you, Mia, but I don’t have any fans up here.” 
 
    “No,” she shook her head. “The fan that the old lady gave you! She said it could calm fire.” 
 
    “Of course!” 
 
    Taking the fan out of my back pocket, I jumped out from behind the rock and started flapping it at the dragon. 
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    “Flap! Flap! Flap!” I said as I waved the fan. “Shoo.” 
 
    It worked! The dragon was moving away from the fan!  
 
    The more I flapped, the further away he went!  
 
    And then… 
 
    He flew away!  
 
    “Yes!” Mia jumped up. “It worked! It really worked!” 
 
    The evil dragon flew away into the clouds, but he was never going to get that bubble gum now.  
 
    “Alright!” I pumped my fist in the air. “There. That wasn’t so hard. Come on, guys, let’s keep walking. That must be the only reason that they call this the ‘Hill of Pain.’ It was one dragon and he was scared of a little fan. Yep. I‘m sure that’s the only reason they called this the ‘Hill of Pain.’ No other reason at all.” 
 
    “Um, Charlie?” Harley hid behind me as we crossed to the other side of the bridge.  
 
    “What is it, Harley?” 
 
    “Over there.” Harley pointed to the bushes. And the trees. And the rocks. “And there. And there. And there.”  
 
    Oh no! 
 
    There were Shadow Ninjas everywhere!  
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    “There’s so many Shadow Ninjas…” Mia whispered. “There’s way too many for us. Even for you with all your special ninja training.” 
 
    She was right. There were ninjas hiding in the trees, ninjas hiding in the rocks, and ninjas hiding in the washing basket that was left on the path. They were so totally good at hiding.  
 
    Things looked bad for us.  
 
    There were only three of us, with no back-up, no weapons, and at least fifty well-trained ninjas to defeat. The ninjas were all super-well dressed in their ninja costumes, their outfits matching each other’s perfectly. All the costumes were black, with a full body uniform, and a full face mask.  
 
    Except one ninja. 
 
    His costume was pink and didn’t fit properly. The sleeves were too short for his arms, the trousers too short for his legs, and the mask too tight for his face. Maybe his Mom put the clothes in the wash and dryer with other pink clothes?  
 
    But as bad as the situation looked, as bad as the battle seemed, I wasn’t going to give up yet.  
 
    Every good leader needs to inspire his troops and motivate his team, and it was time for me to inspire Mia and Harley.  
 
    “A true warrior is never defeated,” I said loudly. “Unless he’s defeated!” 
 
    “That makes no sense,” Harley replied.  
 
    “I was going for inspirational, but yep, you’re right. That makes absolutely no sense. I really have to work on my inspirational quotes. How about – ‘A true ninja is never ninjaed without being ninjaed.’” 
 
    “Ninjaed is not even a word,” Mia rolled her eyes. “And how about we focus on defeating these ninjas first?” 
 
    “But how can we beat them?” Harley hid behind me. “They’ve surrounded us.” 
 
    “I’ve got it!” I dropped my backpack onto the floor. “The Super Spy Ninja boots and the Headband of Battle! Put them on and they’ll turn you into ninjas! Then we’ll be three super ninjas!” 
 
    “Of course.” Harley removed the boots from his backpack, and Mia grabbed the headband. 
 
    “Alright, ninja three.” I stood strong, in a totally cool ninja move. “Let’s be defeated, by defeating ourselves!” 
 
    “Um, that still makes no sense.” Mia said.  
 
    “I should really rehearse these lines first.”  
 
    The ninjas began to circle around us. 
 
    “Well, you have to say something cool before I get into my first ninja battle,” Harley said, standing in his best ninja pose, ready to fight off the ninjas. 
 
    “Let’s make ninja toast!” I tried again.  
 
    “Still makes no sense.” 
 
    “Let’s ninja dance!”  
 
    “Nope.” 
 
    “Ninja bake?” 
 
    “Uh-uh.” 
 
    “Ninja shake?” 
 
    “No way.” 
 
    “Let’s… let’s do this!” 
 
    “Alright!” Mia and Harley said together, fists clenched, ready to attack. “Let’s do this!” 
 
    Harley jumped backwards and kicked the ninjas behind us, using the super awesome ninja boots! He flipped, he turned, he danced, and then he booted all the ninja’s away! 
 
    He was loving it! 
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    Mia turned to her left, where most of the ninja’s were, and fought them with a smile on her face. With the Headband of Battle on, she was so super fast! 
 
    None of the ninjas could block her ultra quick punches! 
 
    Her punches were so quick, the ninjas couldn’t even see them! 
 
    “This is awesome!” she shouted. “Ninja! Ninja! Ninja!” 
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    Four ninjas came at me at once from all different sides!  
 
    Oh no! 
 
    “We’ve got you now,” one of them said, but then I remembered my training! 
 
    “Bring it, Ninja faces!”  
 
    The ninjas came at me… but I performed my awesome star-jump ninja move!  
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    Yes! 
 
    I threw some more ninjas into the air, and then tossed some more behind the bushes!  
 
    Turning around, I saw Harley and Mia had taken out all the other ninjas!  
 
    Yes!  
 
    What a team! 
 
    We’ve defeated the Shadow Ninjas!  
 
    “That was so awesome!” Mia brushed the dirt off her jacket. “We’re such a good team.” 
 
    I climbed on top of a rock, put my hands on my hips, and looked to the horizon.  
 
    “We’ve defeated the ninjas, but our job isn’t done yet.” I used my most dramatic voice. “We’ve still got a job to do! That needs doing. By us. And we can do this together. With stuff! And things! And other stuff! And other things!” 
 
    “Wow,” Mia rolled her eyes again. “You really do have to work on those inspirational quotes.” 
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    We continued walking another mile, up the steep hill, over rocks and around trees, and I used all that time to work on my inspirational quotes. A Super Spy has to have great quotes to say when they beat the bad guy.  
 
    “How about I say—we’ll do this until dinner time!” 
 
    “Nope.” Mia replied.  
 
    “We’ll dance… to the Macarena.” 
 
    “No way.”  
 
    “Let’s boogie… with snot!” 
 
    “Ew.” 
 
    “Let’s ninja with ninja in the ninja ninja!” 
 
    “Not even close.” Mia walked up in front of us, looking over the crest of a hill. “Wait. There it is. On top of the mountain!” 
 
    “Yeah, ‘On top of the mountain’ is a good quote, but you really need something on top of a mountain for that to work,” I said as I caught up to her. “Oh. You meant that for real.” 
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    Out in front of us, about another mile away, was a steep rocky mountain with a super awesome Japanese building on top. So cool. 
 
    “That must be the Tall Temple that the old lady was talking about.” I stepped forward. “They’ve named it that because it’s tall. And it’s a temple.” 
 
    “Thanks, Einstein,” Harley hid behind me.  
 
    We continued walking, but the path was mostly gone. We had to find our own way over the rocks, over the grass, and up the steep cliff.  
 
    When we finally reached the temple, we snuck up to the front doors, past rows and rows of flowers.  
 
    As we were about to knock on the door, I looked to my left… 
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    It was Master You! The Head Shadow Ninja!  
 
    He was watering his Bonsai tree. I knew that he was super evil… although he did seem to be caring for those plants quite delicately.  
 
    “It’s You!” I shouted. 
 
    “Who?” Harley asked.  
 
    “You!” 
 
    “Me?” 
 
    “That’s enough!” Mia stomped her foot again. “It’s Master You. Look, he’s standing there, staring at us with his evil glare.” 
 
    Master You put down his watering can, put his trowel back against the wall, and kept his distance from us.  
 
    “Who are you?” he asked.  
 
    “My name is Charlie Chucky, Super Spy, and I’ve come to save Oldman Sensei.” I stepped forward to confront him.  
 
    “Oldman Sensei?” The Shadow Ninja stepped closer to us. “Never heard of him.” 
 
    “Right.” Harley replied. “That’s it then. Sorted. Oldman Sensei must be somewhere else. Let’s go.” 
 
    “No, wait.” I stopped him leaving, and then turned back to Master You. “Oldman Sensei is the master of the Ultimate Fighting Stick.” 
 
    “A master?” he tapped his finger on his chin. “Well, if you’re talking about the master key, then I don’t have it.” 
 
    “I don’t want the master key.” 
 
    “Oh. Then if you’re talking about the master car, I don’t have that either!”  
 
    “Um, nope. Not after the master car.” 
 
    “Master plane?” 
 
    “Nope.” 
 
    “Master password?” 
 
    “Uh-uh.” 
 
    “The Master Banana?”  
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Then what master are you after?” 
 
    “Master Oldman Sensei!” 
 
    “Right. Right. Right. Oldman Sensei.” The Head Shadow Ninja scratched his head. “Oh yes. I know the one. I’ve got him locked up in a bamboo prison!” 
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    “You have to let him go!” Mia stepped forward.  
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Please?” 
 
    “Still no.” 
 
    “Pretty please?” 
 
    “Uh-uh.”  
 
    I leaned towards Mia and Harley and whispered my plan. “You guys run into the building to find the bamboo prison. I’ll take care of You.” 
 
    “You’re going to take care of me? What have I done?” Harley asked, but Mia grabbed him and dragged him into the Tall Temple before he could say anything more.  
 
    “Why did you kidnap Master Oldman Sensei?” I stalled Master You as Mia and Harley ran away behind me.  
 
    “He wouldn’t teach me how to use the Ultimate Fighting Stick! If I knew how to use the Ultimate Fighting Stick, I could take over the world!” Master You kept coming closer to me. This guy is the scariest of all the ninjas. He even has a ninja teddy bear at the Super Spy Agency. “But Oldman Sensei said that I was too evil to learn the skills! I’m going to keep him in my bamboo prison, until he talks!” 
 
    “No.” I made a ninja pose. “I’m going to stop you!” 
 
    “Nothing can stop me! I’m Master You! I’m invincible!”  
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    “You’re not going to be invincible after I’ve finished with you! I’m going to stop you!” I shouted. 
 
    “Oh yeah?” 
 
    “Yeah!” 
 
    “Yeah?” 
 
    “Yeah!” 
 
    “Yeah? Yeah?” 
 
    “Yeah! Yeah!” 
 
    “Yeah? Yeah-yeah?” 
 
    “Yee-haw!”  
 
    “Yee-haw?” The Head Shadow Ninja looked confused. 
 
    “Sorry, I got confused with Cowboys.” 
 
    “Oh, well take this!” Master You swung his leg at me, but I dodged his first kick, his second kick, his third kick, his fourth kick, man, this guy kicks a lot, his fifth kick, his sixth kick, his seventh- 
 
      
 
    Whack! 
 
      
 
    Nope. I didn’t dodge that one.  
 
    Master You kicked me so hard that I fell to the ground, and then he used his super quick ninja skills to tie me up! 
 
    Before I knew it, I was all tied up and being dragged through the Tall Temple, down the steps, and into the bamboo prison as well! 
 
    No! 
 
    That wasn’t how the plan was supposed to work!  
 
      
 
    [image: ] 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 8 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    The bamboo prison was the worst.  
 
    It was small, smelly, and dirty. And there was nothing to do! There were no books, no computer games, and no virtual reality kits to use.  
 
    And I was stuck in there with an old man! 
 
    Oldman Sensei looked exactly as I thought he would.  
 
    He looked, well, old.  
 
    And like a Sensei.  
 
    And old.  
 
    After Master You threw me into the bamboo prison, I turned to Oldman Sensei and introduced myself. “Hi, I’m Charlie Chucky.” 
 
    He nodded. 
 
    “I’m not from around here.” 
 
    He nodded again.  
 
    “I’ve come to rescue you from this bamboo prison.” 
 
    He nodded again. This guy wasn’t much of a talker.  
 
    Oldman Sensei was shaking his head as I told him the story about how I had come to rescue him. I mean, clearly, not right now, but I was going to rescue him at some point.  
 
    I hoped.  
 
    Apparently, Oldman Sensei was very wise, and I could tell by the way he stroked his beard, and the way he listened to me talk.  
 
    So I told him all about my school, and my friends, and the ice cream van, and my favorite food, and my bed, and my teddies, uh, I mean, my super-cool toys that I totally don’t hug at night, and my house, and my Mom and Dad, and the weather, and the water, and those tiny little candies that you get on Halloween.  
 
    And all he did was listen.  
 
    Eventually, after five hours of talking, I ran out of things to say, so I sat down. 
 
    That’s when Oldman Sensei came over to me.  
 
    I put on my best listening face.  
 
    And I listened. 
 
    I listened hard.  
 
    I was completely focused on the old man’s words. 
 
    “Wait. I haven’t told you about what I love to eat before breakfast. With…” I looked at him, but he shook his head. “Right, it’s your turn to talk.” 
 
    Again, I put on my best listening face, and he begun to talk.  
 
    “Wakamono,” he begun. “Wareware…” 
 
    “Hmm, hmm.” I nodded, listening really hard. “Hmmm.” 
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    After twenty minutes of nodding, listening to him talk his wisest words, I stopped him. “Sorry to interrupt, Mr. Oldman Sensei, but do you speak English? I don’t speak Japanese, and I have no idea what you’re saying. Cool slippers though.” 
 
    He didn’t look happy.  
 
    “What I said.” He stopped and stroked his beard. “Was that you will not be able to break out of this bamboo prison until you learn how to use the Ultimate Fighting Stick. And the ability to use the Ultimate Fighting Stick cannot be learned, it must come from within.” 
 
    “And that took twenty minutes to say in Japanese?” 
 
    “Yes. The language is quite long.” 
 
    “Haha!” Master You jumped around the corner from outside the prison. “I’ve heard the answer on how to use the Ultimate Fighting Stick! I can now take over the world!”  
 
    “Haha!” Harley and Mia jumped around the other corner. “We’ve come to rescue you, Oldman Sensei!”  
 
    We all looked around the next corner… 
 
    And waited… 
 
    But nothing came out.  
 
    “Stop right there, Ninja man.” Harley said.  
 
    “Or what?” 
 
    “Or we’ll have to stop you.” Mia tightened the Headband of Battle, and Harley laced up his Ninja Boots. They were totally ready for this.  
 
    Mia and Harley ran at Master You, but he jumped out of the way, and Harley tripped, knocking off his Ninja boots! 
 
    No! 
 
    Mia tried to grab Master You, but he dodged her attack, and grabbed her headband! 
 
    Double no! 
 
    Then he grabbed both of them! 
 
    Triple no! 
 
    They’re trapped! 
 
    Quadruple no! 
 
    And then he turned them upside down! 
 
    Sep… hmm…  
 
    I don’t know what comes after quadruple. I really should’ve paid more attention in math class.  
 
    “Do you think you can beat me with your silly gadgets?” Master You crazy-laughed. “Nobody can stop me! And when I’m able to master the Ultimate Fighting Stick, I will rule the world!” 
 
    Whatever-comes-next no! 
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    Mia, Harley, and I sit in the bamboo prison, looking at Oldman Sensei, who’s been smiling happily for the last hour.  
 
    “Why’s he so happy?” Harley whispered. “We’re locked in a prison on top of a hill, being held captive by a crazy ninja who has stolen our gadgets, my feet hurt, we’re missing school, I have an itch on my nose, and the crazy ninja is trying to work out how to use the Ultimate Fighting Stick to take over the world.” 
 
    “That’s the reason I’m smiling!” Oldman Sensei laughed.  
 
    “Well, if you think that’s funny, wait until I tell you my best joke.” I stood up. “What do you call a cheese that isn’t yours? Na-cho cheese! Ha!” 
 
    Oldman Sensei stopped laughing.  
 
    Ouch. Tough crowd.  
 
    “Ok. How about this one… Knock, knock.” 
 
    “Who’s there?” Oldman Sensei replied.  
 
    “Cows go.” 
 
    “Cows go who?” 
 
    “No! Cows go moo! Ha ha ha!” 
 
    “Yes. Cows go moo. We have cows in Japan.” Oldman Sensei’s face was expressionless.  
 
    Really tough crowd.  
 
    “Alright. There’s no way way you won’t laugh at this one.” I took a big breath in. “Which is the best athlete to have with you on a cold day?” 
 
    “I do not know the answer to your question.” He stroked his beard.  
 
    “A long jumper!” 
 
    Nope. Still no laughing.  
 
    “How about this one then? When-” 
 
    “Charlie.” Mia interrupted. “No more of your silly jokes. I don’t think Oldman Sensei likes them.” 
 
    “What about the snake on the construction site joke?” I asked. 
 
    “No, Charlie.” She rolled her eyes. “No-one wants to hear that joke.” 
 
    “It’s a boa constructor,” I whispered. 
 
    “Ugh.” Mia shook her head. “We’re locked up in a bamboo prison, and all you can do is tell really corny jokes. You should be more focused on getting out of here!” 
 
    “The reason I was laughing is because you can get out of here.” Oldman Sensei stood up and came right in front of me. “The power is within this one.” 
 
    He pointed to my hair. “My hair is pretty cool, but I don’t think it’s cool enough to break out of prison.” 
 
    “No, Charlie,” Mia groaned. “He means within your mind.” 
 
    “Oh, right. Of course. In my mind. Let’s try that.”  
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    “Um. Nope. Nothing happened.”  
 
    Oldman Sensei started laughing again.  
 
    Seriously dude, you don’t laugh at my awesome jokes, but you laugh for no reason at all?  
 
    Old people are so crazy.  
 
    “Why are you laughing now?” Harley asked.  
 
    “Because the power is there.” Oldman Sensei tapped his finger on my head. “There are only a few people in the history of the world that are chosen to utilize the power of the Ultimate Fighting Stick, and nobody has been chosen in the last one hundred years. But I can see it in your eyes—you are one of the chosen ones. You, Charlie Chucky, have that power within you.” 
 
    “How?” 
 
    “Belief.” 
 
    Aw, man.  
 
    I expected something cool like a dance move, or a cool wave, but it has to be something like that? How can I power a stick with my mind?  
 
    “This old dude is so crazy.”  
 
    Oops. I said that out loud again.  
 
    “Charlie, I will teach you how to harness the magical ancient power of the Ultimate Fighting Stick.” 
 
    He’d better not say something like ‘You’ve always had the power within you’ next. That would be totally lame.  
 
    “Charlie, you’ve always had the power within you.” 
 
    Aw, man. 
 
    “But you must believe. Believe in the impossible. Believe in the wild. Believe in the strange. Believe in the crazy. Believe in the magic. Believe…” 
 
    He’d better not say ‘In yourself.’ 
 
    “Believe in yourself.” Oldman Sensei stroked his beard again.  
 
    “But how does he do that?” Mia asked.  
 
    “By looking inward, and finding his inner peace.” He handed me an old piece of wood, and then tapped me on the head three times. “This is the Ultimate Fighting Stick. It may only look like a normal stick, but it is powerful and magical. I’ve been guarding this piece of wood for centuries. I will pass the responsibility of protection of this stick to you. If you believe in this stick, you can do anything. You now have the power to change.” 
 
    “Alright,” I groan, closing my eyes. “I believe I can change.” 
 
    And then… 
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    Pow! 
 
    I became invisible!  
 
    What the bananas?! 
 
    I didn’t even try that hard!  
 
    “Charlie?” Mia called out. “Where are you?” 
 
    “Here.” 
 
    “Where?” 
 
    “Here.” 
 
    “Here?” 
 
    “No, here.” 
 
    “Over here?” 
 
    “Still nope. Here.” 
 
    “How about here?” 
 
    “No. Here.” 
 
    I must be really hard to find when I’m invisible.  
 
    I focus on becoming visible again, and…  
 
      
 
    Pow! 
 
      
 
    I’m back! 
 
    That’s so cool! Exactly what I needed.  
 
    “That’s so cool. Exactly what you needed.” Harley said. “Now, get us out of here.” 
 
    “But how?”  
 
    “The power of the Ultimate Fighting Stick is that you’re able to become anything you can imagine.” Oldman Sensei smiled. “It can change your body structure into anything you focus on.”  
 
    “Like ice cream?” 
 
    “Um, yes, but I don’t know why you would want to do that?” 
 
    “In case I get hungry. Der.”  
 
    “But then you would have to eat yourself.” Oldman Sensei looked confused. 
 
    “But I wouldn’t be hungry.”  
 
    “Stop worrying about being hungry!” Mia complained. “And get us out of this smelly prison!” 
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    After an hour of practicing, I started to understand how to handle the powers of the Ultimate Fighting Stick. 
 
    Honestly, I expected the stick to fight for me, or be like a super big tree that would attack the enemy with it’s branches, but instead, it was a small piece of wood that looked like a tiny baseball bat.  
 
    Oldman Sensei explained that the stick had been passed from the ancient times when dragons roamed the hills of Japan, flying into the villages after dark. The dragons were nasty creatures that burnt down small villages whenever they felt like it.  
 
    The Masters of Japan gathered together to discuss how to stop the dragons from burning down all the villages. They focused all their meditative power together, and created a magical weapon that could help them defeat the evil dragons.  
 
    They used the powers of the Ultimate Fighting Stick to defeat the dragons, as they were able to scare them away with their powers. They stopped using the stick once the dragons were scared away, and tried to destroy it, but it was too powerful and it couldn’t be destroyed. The Masters of Japan vowed to protect the stick for eternity.  
 
    They had kept the stick under guard by a chosen one for hundreds and hundreds of years since. It was only once Master You found out about the stick, by reading about in the magazine, Bad Ninja Monthly, that it became a threat again.  
 
    The Ultimate Fighting Stick looked like any normal stick that had fallen from a tree, but it had a whole lot of Japanese writing down the side. I bet it said something really powerful. 
 
    “What does this writing say?” I held the stick in front of Oldman Sensei.  
 
    “Oldman Sensei waz here.” He smiled. “Now, you must focus on beating Master You.” 
 
    “But what should I do?”  
 
    “This stick will help you become anything you wish.” Oldman Sensei stood at the edge of the bamboo prison. “If you imagine that you’re something small enough to fit through the gaps in the prison, then you could walk out.” 
 
    “Are you sure this stick will turn me into anything I can imagine?” 
 
    “That’s right, Charlie.” 
 
    I held the stick, focused hard, and transformed…  
 
    Into a grasshopper! 
 
    Awesome! 
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    I hopped through the gaps in the bamboo prison. 
 
    “What do I do now?” I asked once I hopped out of the prison.  
 
    “You must find You.” 
 
    “Me? Like inner peace?” I bounced up and down. “Look—I’m a grasshopper with inner peace.” 
 
    “No!” Oldman Sensei shouted. “You must find Master You! And defeat him!” 
 
    “Right. That makes a lot more sense.” I replied. “I’ll get you guys out first.” 
 
    “No,” Oldman Sensei stroked his beard. “It will raise too much suspicion. You must use the element of surprise to defeat him.” 
 
    “Got it.” 
 
    Using all the powers of my grasshopper form, I bounced around the Tall Temple looking for Master You.  
 
    Being a grasshopper was pretty cool.  
 
    I got to jump, and jump, and jump, and… yep, that’s about it.  
 
    I hopped towards the room at the back of the Tall Temple, searching for Master You.  
 
    I wonder what he’s doing now?  
 
    Training hard on his kicks?  
 
    Push-ups?  
 
    Reading ancient ninja texts? 
 
    And nope… I found him folding the ninja washing. I guess even ninja’s have to do the washing.  
 
    Focusing hard, I transform back into me! 
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    “Rah!” I yelled. 
 
    “Uh?” The Shadow Ninja was surprised. “Where did you-” 
 
      
 
    Whack! 
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    Oh, come on.  
 
    He could’ve at least finished what he was saying before he kicked me! 
 
    As I lay against the wall, Master You walked back up to me. “-come from?” 
 
    “That was a long sentence,” I said, rubbing my stomach.  
 
    And then he grabbed his sword, ready to slice me! 
 
    “How about-” 
 
    He swung the sword! 
 
    But I dodged his attack! 
 
    “-you take this!” He finished his sentence. 
 
    “You should really talk in one full sentence. It would save your breath.” I replied, but he didn’t seem too keen on taking my advice.  
 
    He swung again, but I ducked the sword! 
 
    Time for my special shape shifting move! 
 
    Holding the Ultimate Fighting Stick, I focused hard, and became a samurai sword! 
 
    “It’s time to duel!” I yelled.  
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    “No! You’ve mastered the Ultimate Fighting Stick!” 
 
    We battled, but even though I’m a sword, the Shadow Ninja is beating me in the sword fight! 
 
    How can I defeat him? 
 
    I know!  
 
    I focused hard and…  
 
    I turned into a panda!  
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    Yes! I’ve trapped him! 
 
    “How did you learn to use the Ultimate Fighting Stick?!” Master You struggled, but my panda hug was too tight. “Tell me!” 
 
    “One must be selected to do it.”  
 
    “So I would never have mastered the Ultimate Fighting Stick?!” 
 
    “That’s right!” I laughed. “Never!” 
 
    “Then I must escape from here!” 
 
    “No way. I’m going to turn into an even bigger panda and put you into the bamboo prison!” 
 
    Focusing hard, I tried to turn into an even bigger panda, but… 
 
    No! 
 
    I accidently transformed into a snake. Arghh!   
 
    And snakes don’t have any arms! 
 
    I drop the stick, and Master You tried to escape!  
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    But I wrapped him up with my tail!  
 
    Yes!  
 
    “Hisss. You’re trapped. Hisss.” It was hard to talk as a snake. “Hisss. I’m taking you back to the Super Spy center, Master You. It’s all over.” 
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    After I picked up the stick in my mouth, and returned to being a normal boy, I put Master You in handcuffs and released Mia, Harley, and Oldman Sensei from the bamboo prison.  
 
    We walked down the large hill from the Tall Temple, and I called The Super Spy, Super Speed, Super Awesomeness, Super Cool, Super Jet to come pick us up from the village of Why.  
 
    I loaded the Ultimate Fighting Stick, and Master You, onto the jet, before coming back to the village to say thank you to Oldman Sensei. 
 
    “I always thought that Oldman was a really bad name. I mean, what happened when you were a boy? Were people like ‘Hi, Oldman. You’re a baby.’”  
 
    “No.” Oldman Sensei replied. “I was never a baby. I was born this old.” 
 
    Weird. 
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    “Alright.” I shrugged. “We’ve got what we came for, the Ultimate Fighting Stick. Time to go home.” 
 
    Oldman Sensei stared at me.  
 
    “I am going to retire to the village of Why.” 
 
    “Why?” Harley asked. 
 
    “Why what?” 
 
    “Why Why?” 
 
    “Why why what?” 
 
    “Why Why When?” 
 
    “No, When is not here. This is the village of Why. That’s why.” 
 
    “Why—” 
 
    “Charlie!” Mia clapped her hands. I guess her foot was too sore to stomp. “Get on that plane.” 
 
    I smiled, hugged Oldman Sensei goodbye, and then climbed on-board the Super Spy, Super Speed, Super Awesomeness, Super Cool, Super Jet.  
 
    “That was an awesome adventure.” Harley said as he buckled up. “Do you think we’ll get to have more adventures like that?” 
 
    “I’m sure of it, Harley.” I replied. “We’ve got many more Super Spy Missions to go!”  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    The End 
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    If you enjoyed this story, please leave a review! 
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