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    Chapter 1 
 
      
 
    Tuesday Morning: 
 
    Zombies in the Classroom 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Oh, come on! 
 
    Not another substitute teacher? 
 
    Miss Jackson was away all last week, and now we have another substitute teacher.  Hopefully, this one is better than the last one. Mr. Greyson, last week’s teacher, had to go to the hospital because in gym class, Jack the Jock kicked a soccer ball in his… well, he kicked it into an area of the body that hurts a lot. 
 
    My name is Charlie Chucky, and I am in the sixth grade. I am the son of an International Super Spy who works for an agency so secret that even my Dad doesn’t know the name of it. 
 
    My Super Spy Dad has had dinner with the President, talked with aliens from Jupiter, and swapped phone numbers with a very intelligent gorilla. His life is super exciting. 
 
    My life is not that exciting. I go to school, download computer games, dream about talking to the prettiest girl in the school, Mia, and come home again. I’m not popular – far from it – but I have my best friend, Harley, who I spend a lot of time with.   
 
    This is me. 
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    And this is my friend, Harley. 
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    As you can see, we are not the coolest kids in school. 
 
    “Hi, Charlie. Today is going to be a great day,” Harley whispers to me as I take a seat in class. “Tuesday’s are always great, but today is going to be extra great.” 
 
    “Why do you say that?” I ask. 
 
    “Miss Jackson is away again today, and we’ve got another substitute teacher. We can read whatever we want! How cool is that? Actually, we can do whatever we want today! Plus, we don’t have to put up with Miss Jackson’s sneezing.” 
 
    Miss Jackson has the loudest sneeze in the world.  
 
    Last week when she had the flu, she was sneezing every three minutes. Her sneeze was so loud that everybody in the class had to wear ear plugs. One time she sneezed, and the ground shook so much that trees started falling over and birds fell out of the sky. It was totally crazy.  
 
    “I love substitute teachers Harley, but this new substitute teacher doesn’t look very smart. She doesn’t even look like she can teach a class,” I comment on our new teacher. “Have we had her before?” 
 
    “Nope. By the way she has acted this morning, I think she’s a real newbie. I haven’t even seen her around the school before. I’m not even sure that she has taught children previously, because she is not doing anything by the book.” 
 
    “Really?” I question.  
 
    “Yep. When I walked into the classroom this morning, she asked what do we do all day. She had no idea what we do in class. And when I told her, she looked really confused and had to write lots and lots of notes. She really had no idea what we do all day.” 
 
    Harley is a good kid. He is always the first to arrive in class and the last one to leave. He knows all the teachers and is always helping them in his lunch break.  
 
    “And what did you tell her?” 
 
    “I told her that we do math first, then reading, then spelling, then history and then more math, if we have time. I told her that we love lots and lots of work because it helps us succeed in our tests.” 
 
    “Oh no,” I say to Harley. “You should have told her that we play computer games first, then computer games, and then more computer games!” 
 
    I like computer games. 
 
    “Oh yeah,” Harley says. “That’s a really good idea, Charlie. I’ll try that tomorrow. But I’ll tell her that we do math first, and then computer games.” 
 
    “Aw, man,” I shake my head. “Did your Dad come home from his science trip yesterday?” 
 
    “He came back last night, but he smelt like poo. I could smell him as he walked up the street. It was so bad that even the dog wouldn’t go near him.” 
 
    “Yuk!” 
 
    Harley’s Dad is one of the world’s best scientists. At the moment, he is studying if the poo of an African Mountain Gorilla can help your skin become stronger. He thinks the more African Mountain Gorilla poo you rub on your skin, the healthier it becomes! He thinks that his skin will become so strong that he won’t have to worry about wearing clothes in future. 
 
    Scientists study the weirdest stuff. 
 
    “What about your Dad? Did he come back last night?” Harley asks me. 
 
    “Yep. He came back from fighting a water monster in the Amazon rainforest,” I explain to Harley. Harley is the only other kid that knows my Dad is an International Super Spy. “The monster tried to eat all the trees in the Amazon rainforest, so my Dad had to stop him. He traveled over to Brazil, walked for three days through the ultra-thick jungle, and then came face to face with a twelve-foot water monster.” 
 
    “Wow! How did he stop him?” 
 
    “He just asked him to stop eating all the trees.” 
 
    “Is that it?” 
 
    “Dad said ‘Excuse me, Mr. Water Monster, can you please stop eating all the trees in the Amazon rainforest?’, and the monster said, ‘Sure. No problem.’ And then he walked away!” 
 
    “Whoa. That sounds totally easy. Even I could do that. Being a Super Spy must be so cool.” 
 
    “I’ll be a Super Spy one day, Harley,” I say. “I can take you on my adventures with me.” 
 
    “You? A Super Spy?” Harley laughs. “How could you be a Super Spy? You struggle to tie up your shoelaces each morning!” 
 
    That’s true. It’s not that I can’t tie up my shoelaces, but I get distracted each time I try. Yesterday, I tied up my shoelaces while watching television, but I tied them to the couch. I didn’t walk very far before falling flat on my face. 
 
    “Quiet!” the new substitute teacher yells from the front of the classroom. “I need everyone to listen to me. I am going to teach you about… um… things… and… um… stuff. So listen to me! I am the teacher, and I don’t want anyone else to talk for the rest of the day. Understand?” 
 
    Harley and I raise our eyebrows at each other. This is going to be a fun day.  
 
    The whole class waits for the teacher to continue, but she doesn’t say anything else. She just stares at us for the next five minutes while licking her lips.  
 
    That’s really strange.  
 
    “Excuse me, Miss?” I eventually say. “Can we please play some games?” 
 
    “Hmmm…” the substitute teacher says as she stares at me. “Yes, of course. We can play a game called ‘By the Series.’ That is a good game for yummy children.” 
 
    “Yummy?” I ask. 
 
    “Oh no,” she says. “I didn’t mean yummy… I meant… um… yellow.” 
 
    “Yellow? That doesn’t even make sense,” I whisper. 
 
    There is something strange about our substitute teacher, and I can’t quite put my finger on it.  
 
    Maybe it’s her hair? 
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    “But let me introduce myself first,” she finally states in a croaky voice. “My name is Miss Zomb.  Pleased to eat… er, meet you.” 
 
    For some reason, she has crossed out the last two letters of her name on the blackboard, and she smells funny too. 
 
    I might not be the smartest kid in class, but I am already suspicious of this lady… 
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    Chapter 2 
 
      
 
    Tuesday Afternoon 
 
    Hanging with my Super Spy Dad 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Ka-zap! 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    My Super Spy Dad fires a shot of his newest piece of work equipment – a super small, super powerful, laser gun.  
 
    One of the bonuses of having a Super Spy Dad is that he brings home all the latest equipment from the Super Spy agency, and I get to try all the new gadgets. At the Super Spy agency, they have the world’s best gadget scientist developing the world’s best inventions.  
 
    Just last week, I tried his new time machine.   
 
    It didn’t work very well, so we were stuck going back five seconds at a time. It was a bit silly really – as soon as we went back in time, we saw ourselves going into the time machine.   
 
    So we tried again – and then we saw ourselves watching ourselves going into the time machine.  So we tried again – and then we saw ourselves watching ourselves watching ourselves going into the time machine.   
 
    “This is a mega-powerful, ultra-strong gun, Charlie. It can never fall into the hands of the wrong person, or things will be terrible. This gun is so strong that it will even freeze the scariest of scary bad guys,” Dad smiles. “There is not a person in the world that can resist the powers of this gun. It freezes anything that you shoot into a ball of ice.” 
 
    “Whoa. That’s totally cool, Dad. I love it. What are you going to use it for?”  
 
    “I will use it on anything that won’t co-operate with me. Or maybe I’ll just use it on a hot day to freeze the house. That way, we won’t have to use the air-conditioner.” 
 
    “Good idea, Dad,” I say. “But that gun looks very familiar. Actually, it looks a lot like your last gun. Do you remember that gun?” 
 
    “Um… yes. I remember that gun Charlie, but I thought we agreed that we wouldn’t mention that gun again.” 
 
    “Oops. Sorry, Dad. I forgot. I won’t say anything else about it.” 
 
    When Dad brought home his last new gun, he accidentally shot a hole in our floor.   
 
    The problem was that it was the most powerful gun ever built.  
 
    That hole went straight through the floor and all the way to the other side of the world.  We could even wave to the people on the other side of the hole.   
 
    We spent months filling that back in. And Mom was so unhappy with Dad that we agreed we wouldn’t speak about it again. 
 
    “What case are you working on now, Dad?” I change the conversation. 
 
    “We’re working on a big case right now, son. It’s extremely dangerous and very creepy. This case is like a horror movie, but it’s real life. It is one of the most intense cases I have ever worked on, and it even scares me a little. And you know how hard it is to scare me.”  
 
    “Except for when you are watching children’s movies.” 
 
    “And we weren’t going to talk about that either,” Dad says, shaking his head.  
 
    My Dad is the worst person in the world to watch a movie with. Even films made for babies scare him. And he cries at the end of every movie!  
 
    It is so embarrassing.   
 
    “What is the case about, Dad?” I ask, very interested. “Is there anything that I can do to help you with it? I would love to help you with the case.”  
 
    “I’m afraid I can’t let you help with this case, Charlie. It is too dangerous for someone like you. We have our best spies working on the case right now and they are trying to stop this threat. We have even bought in the German, Australian, and Japanese Super Spies to help us solve this case.” 
 
    “So what is so scary that I can’t help you with?” 
 
    “I’ll tell you, Charlie, but you have to promise to keep this very quiet.” 
 
    “I promise.” 
 
    “Ok. We have information that there are zombies trying to attack our great country!” 
 
    “Zombies?!” 
 
    “Yes, son, zombies. But not just any sort of dumb zombies. Nope. This is a new breed of zombies that talk, walk, and think. We don’t know where they have come from, but they are scarier than anything you could ever imagine. If you think about the scariest thing that you can, double that, and then double that again. That is what we are talking about.”  
 
    “Whoa, that’s totally scary, Dad.” 
 
    “And these new zombies aren’t like the last lot of zombies that tried to attack our nation. Those zombies were slow, stupid, and dumb. We didn’t need our best spies because they were very easy to defeat. When the zombies attacked last year, all they wanted to attack was the fast food store.” 
 
    “Why did they attack a fast food store?” 
 
    “Because they were hungry. When we got there, we found that all they wanted was hamburgers. They didn’t want to hurt anyone, they just wanted five hamburgers each. So we offered them all the hamburgers they could eat, as long as they stayed locked up in our prison. They agreed.”  
 
    “Being a Super Spy sounds pretty easy sometimes, Dad.” 
 
    “Sometimes it is easy, Charlie. But not this time. No way. This new breed of zombies is going to be very hard to defeat. We have our very best zombie experts trying to build a profile of the zombies so that we can predict their movements. If we know where they are going, then we can stop them. But it is really hard because they are so different to the ones that attacked last year. The new zombies don’t want to eat hamburgers.” 
 
    “What do they want to eat?” 
 
    “We’re not sure yet. We are trying to work that out. Our zombie locator machine is tracking them at the moment, and as soon as we can find them, we will capture them. But they are not dumb. They are smart zombies, and that is what makes them so dangerous.” 
 
    “Is there anything else different about these zombies?” 
 
    “They are bigger, quicker, and smarter. And they smell really bad. And they’re very good at disguises too.” 
 
    “What sort of disguises?” I ask.   
 
    I instantly think of my new substitute teacher. 
 
    “This breed of zombies has been known to dress up as things you wouldn’t expect zombies to dress up as. We’ve heard that they have dressed up as bus drivers, trees, and even crocodiles. They are very, very sneaky.” 
 
    “Crocodiles? That’s crazy.” 
 
    “Charlie, if the zombies attack, I want you to hide. Do you know where the best place to hide from a zombie is?” Dad smiles. 
 
    “No. Where?” 
 
    “In the ‘living’ room!” Dad laughs. “Get it? Ha! The ‘living’ room. Because the zombies are dead! And ‘living’ is opposite to dead. Get it?” 
 
    “That’s a bad joke, Dad,” I shake my head.  
 
    My Dad loves to tell bad jokes.  
 
    Every time we go to the grocery store to buy milk, the cashier asks Dad if he would like the milk in a bag, and he always replies, ‘No. Just leave it in the carton!’ 
 
    Sigh.  
 
    “Do you know why the zombies fell asleep?” Dad is still laughing. 
 
    “Dad. Stop,” I groan. “I don’t want to hear any more of your bad jokes. Just stop.” 
 
    “They fell asleep because they were ‘dead’ tired! Haha! Get it, Charlie?” Dad laughs loudly. “Dead tired!” 
 
    “I get it, Dad,” I shake my head again. “But Dad, could these zombies be dressed as school teachers?” 
 
    “Don’t be ridiculous, Charlie. I said that they dress up as all sorts of things, but they definitely wouldn’t dress up as school teachers. I couldn’t see why a zombie would want to dress up as a school teacher. That would be a really absurd costume for a zombie. I couldn’t imagine that happening. Nope. No chance. Never.”  
 
    “But my 6th grade teacher…” 
 
    “Don’t be so silly, Charlie. Zombies don’t want to play at school. They wouldn’t be interested in staying there. They have more important things to do, like take over the world. This new breed of zombies is not going to waste their time hanging around at places like your school. That’s a very silly idea, Charlie.” 
 
    “But Dad-” 
 
    “No, son. These zombies are interested in smelly, sweaty little people that are about half the size of an average human. They’re not interested in school children. They want to find something to eat, they don’t want to learn math. Why would a zombie need to know math? And can you imagine that? A zombie in the classroom. Maybe they would start school at ‘ate’ o’clock! Ha! I’m so funny. Get it, Charlie? ‘Ate’ o’clock, instead of ‘eight’ o’clock. Haha!” 
 
    Groan.  
 
    Dad is one of the smartest people I have ever met – but he can be so dumb. 
 
    I know that sounds strange, but he is.   
 
    He seems to know everything about everything - but then he can’t even see the glasses that sit on his face.   
 
    He’ll ask Mom over and over again where his glasses are, but they are always on his head! 
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    “Can I have a turn with the new gun?” I change the conversation before Dad can tell me any more zombie jokes. 
 
    “Sure Charlie, you can try my new gun,” Dad hands me the new gadget. “But you need to be extra careful with this weapon. This gun is super powerful and can do all sorts of damage if you shoot it in the wrong direction. We don’t want to hurt anything.” 
 
    “Yes, Dad,” I reply. “How does it work?” 
 
    “Our gadget scientist designed it to be really simple, Charlie. You just point it at the target and shoot. That’s all there is to it.” 
 
    The laser gun is really light, and fun to swing around. I pretend to shoot things, jumping into my best shooting pose.  
 
    “Ka-zap, ka-zap!” I shout as I pretend to shoot the gun.  
 
    But then, my finger slips… 
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    Ka-zap! 
 
      
 
      
 
    I fire the gun into the yard, but the neighbor’s cat steps into my shot! 
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    Oops. 
 
    “Well,” Dad scratches his head, looking at the cat. “This could be a problem, Charlie. It seems that you have shot the cat and frozen her into a solid ball of ice.”   
 
    “Sorry Dad,” I apologize. “I didn’t mean to do it. My finger slipped on the trigger. Sorry.” 
 
    “Um… we’ll have to melt the cat out of the ice. And we’ll have to do it quick, before our neighbor gets home. Charlie, go and get your mother’s hairdryer. That might just work.” 
 
    I slip the gun into my backpack, and race off to get Mom’s hairdryer.   
 
    Actually, I wouldn’t mind if the neighbor’s cat stays frozen – she always steals my underwear off the washing line and then runs around the neighborhood with my jocks over her head.   
 
    It is so embarrassing! 
 
    But luckily for the cat, Dad is able to melt her back into the land of the living. 
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    Chapter 3 
 
      
 
    Wednesday Morning 
 
    Return to Zombie School 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    As I walk into school on Wednesday morning, I notice kids running around everywhere.   
 
    Everyone seems crazy, and they are all breaking the rules. Our school is usually like a zoo, but this morning, it is more like a wildlife safari range. 
 
    There are students climbing walls, kids dancing the salsa down the corridors, and even children discussing the finer details of philosophy in the yard. Something strange is going on this morning, and I have no idea what it is. 
 
    I go to investigate what is happening, but then I see the craziest sight of all… 
 
    My friend Harley is breaking the rules! 
 
    What is going on in this place? 
 
    Harley is sprinting at full pace, and smiling happily. He is really enjoying running up the hallway.   
 
    Harley is built like a brick – short, wide, and strong. 
 
    To see Harley run is strange enough, but to see Harley run up the hallway, where it is forbidden, is outrageous. 
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    Harley loves the rules. 
 
    He loves the rules so much that he has a poster on the wall of his bedroom with the school rules written on them. On top of that list is ‘No running in the halls at school,’ followed by ‘No climbing on the roof when wearing an alien costume.’ 
 
    They had to make that second rule because my classmate Terrance is convinced that he is an alien. He always climbs the roof at school and tries to talk to his alien friends. I think he even has a UFO in his backyard.   
 
    Teachers make the craziest rules – like what is wrong with running in the hall anyway? 
 
    We are capable people - it’s not like we are going to trip and hurt anyone. 
 
    But as that thought goes through my mind, Harley’s foot hits a crack in the ground… 
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    Harley is a solid boy, and when he lands, anything in his way goes flying! 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Crash! 
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    Harley knocks over a group of four girls as he tumbles down the hall.  
 
    I guess that is why we’re not allowed to run inside. 
 
    “Wow,” I say to Harley as I help him up. “That fall must have hurt. You took quite a tumble, Harley.” 
 
    “Oops,” Harley mumbles. “I’m really sorry everyone. I don’t usually run so fast. My foot hit a crack, and I tripped. I’m sorry!” 
 
    “Why were you running in the hall anyway?” I ask. “You know that it is against the rules to run inside the building. It’s the first rule of the school. It’s what we are told every single day by the teachers – ‘No running in the halls at school.’” 
 
    “I know the school rules, Charlie,” he says. “I have memorized all 240 of them. I can tell you all of them, if you would like.” 
 
    “No thanks. But what were you doing?” 
 
    “I was breaking the school rules,” he grins. 
 
    “Why? I don’t think I have ever seen you break the school rules.” 
 
    “Because there are no teachers at school today,” Harley says. “There is nobody here to tell us off for breaking the rules. We can do whatever we want, Charlie. Whatever we want. The rules don’t matter today.” 
 
    “What do you mean there are no teachers? There must be some teachers here. School is about to start, and we can’t have school without teachers.” 
 
    “There are some teachers – but they’re all substitute teachers!” 
 
    “All the teachers are substitute teachers?” 
 
    “Even the Principal.” 
 
    “Really?” I question. 
 
    It seems quite unusual for all the teachers to be away from school on the same day. Something weird is definitely happening.   
 
    “What happened to all the other normal teachers? Miss Jackson, Mr. U. Lose, Mrs. I. P. Daily, or Mr. G. Whiz? None of them are at school today?” 
 
    “Not one regular teacher is here today. I’ve checked every classroom, and the staffroom. I’m telling you that they are all substitute teachers.” 
 
    “Don’t you think that’s a bit strange?” 
 
    “Maybe,” Harley shrugs. “But so are farts. Think about that, Charlie. They are the expulsion of 59% nitrogen, 21% hydrogen, 9% carbon dioxide, 7% methane, and 4% oxygen out of your body. Weird.” 
 
    “A little off topic there, Harley,” I shake my head. “So, where are all the normal teachers?” 
 
    “They’ve all disappeared. Nobody knows where they are. But who cares?  Without all the normal teachers, we can break all the rules! We can even eat in our classroom. Did you hear me, Charlie? We can eat in our classroom!” 
 
    “Yep. Really going wild there, Harley,” I groan sarcastically.    
 
    Harley laughs loudly while grabbing his sandwich, and walking into our classroom, “Woo! Look at me! I’m eating in the classroom! Woo!” 
 
    “Wait, Harley,” I stop him. “Are you sure they are all substitute teachers?” 
 
    “It sure is true.” 
 
    “Then where are all the substitute teachers? Why are there no teachers in the classrooms?” 
 
    “I heard one of them say that they are going to a meeting in the staffroom before the whole school assembly this morning. You can go and check for yourself. They are all going to be in the staffroom.” 
 
    “Do you want to come with me?” 
 
    “No way. I have a sandwich to eat. In. The. Classroom!” 
 
    “Harley, I think something strange is going on here,” I say. “I don’t think all the teachers are sick. I think they have been kidnapped!”  
 
    “Don’t be so silly, Charlie,” Harley says. “There is nothing strange going on. You worry too much, Charlie. Stop worrying and just enjoy today for what it is – a day of total freedom at school!” 
 
    “No, Harley. I think it’s worse than that. And I’m going to find out what has happened!” 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter 4 
 
      
 
    Wednesday School Time 
 
    Substitute Teachers Meeting 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Cautiously, I walk through the halls of our school, checking each classroom as I go. 
 
    I look into Mrs. Brown’s class.  
 
    The class is currently having a huge food fight with pies, cream, and hotdogs – yep, definitely no teacher there!  
 
    I check Mr. Graham’s art class – they are currently painting their self-portraits…  
 
    On the walls!  
 
    No teacher in there either.  
 
    And Miss Homer’s high-achievement math class… well, they are still studying math, even though there is no teacher. They love math. Last year, when the school was closed because of a snowstorm, they still came to school. But the school wasn’t open – so they studied math outside in the middle of a blizzard!  
 
    Looking into Mr. Nelson’s 6th grade class, I see a soccer game happening – but they are using a backpack for the soccer ball!  
 
    Mia, the prettiest girl in school, is playing the game. Mia is so nice and friendly, and loves to play sports.   
 
    “Um, hi,” I blush when she sees me staring at her. 
 
    “Hi Charlie,” she smiles sweetly as she hard-core kicks the backpack across the room. “How cool is this? There are no real teachers today. This is so awesome. We get to do whatever we want in school.” 
 
    “It’s cool, I suppose.” 
 
    “What are you doing?” she asks. 
 
    “Um… nothing.” 
 
    “Cool. Do you want to kick the ball with us?” 
 
    “Um, I don’t think so.” 
 
    “Come on. It’s fun kicking a backpack soccer ball in the classroom!” 
 
    “I would like to, but I have to go and have a look at something. I really need to figure this problem out.” 
 
    “What could be more important than having fun, Charlie?” Mia asks.  
 
    “Nothing,” I shrug. 
 
    “Then where are you going?” 
 
    “I’m going to see where all the substitute teachers are and check what they are doing. I think something might be wrong with the real teachers,” I say nervously.  
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “Don’t you think it’s weird that all the teachers are missing from school on the same day?” 
 
    “I suppose,” Mia shrugs. “It’s strange, but we should enjoy the moment. Things like this only happen once during our time at school, and we have to make sure that we take advantage of it. Don’t get all stressed out, just enjoy today. You’ve got to live in the moment, Charlie. YOLO!” 
 
    “Yolo,” I sigh in response.  
 
    Nobody else thinks that something strange is happening. I am going to have to figure this out myself.  
 
    “Don’t leave, Charlie. You should stay here with me,” Mia says as I walk away from her classroom. 
 
    “Something strange is happening today Mia, and I’m going to find out what it is.” 
 
    “Ok,” she smiles. “If anything goes wrong, you make sure you save us, Charlie. You can be our hero! Hero Charlie!” 
 
    Her entire class laughs at me.  
 
    “Hero Charlie!” I hear them shout as I walk away from the class. “Save us!” 
 
    Oh man.  
 
    It’s bad enough that the school has gone crazy, but now Mia also thinks I’m a guy who worries about things too much!  
 
    Today is not going well.  
 
    Slowly, I make my way through the rest of the crazy kids in the halls, and finally, make it to the entrance of the staffroom. 
 
    As I walk to the staffroom door, I hear the murmur of teachers chatting, but they sound a lot different to normal teachers. 
 
    They sound more evil. 
 
    Their voices are creepier and spookier than I have ever heard. And we have some frightening teachers at school. 
 
    Like our science teacher, Mr. Scary. He’s totally scary.  
 
    He likes to hide under the desks in our classrooms, and then jump out wearing a ghost mask when we are halfway through a test.  
 
    He scares everyone.  
 
    I poke my head in the door of the staff room to look at all the substitute teachers. They are all huddled together, and they all look a little bit strange.  
 
    And wow – they smell bad too! 
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    Miss Zomb, my substitute teacher, stands at the front of the room with a notepad and pencil. She scribbles three things on the notepad and then calls out to the other teachers.  
 
    “It is all going to plan,” Miss Zomb tells the other teachers. “Steps one and two have been completed. Step one: all the real teachers have been captured, and step two: we have replaced them as substitute teachers. Now it is up to us to complete step three.” 
 
    “What is step three again?” one of the teachers asks. 
 
    “Step three: capture all the children. With all the real teachers gone, there is nobody here to stop us. We will capture all the children this morning at the school assembly. Because there are no real teachers left, it leaves all the children to us. We are free to do what we want with them.” 
 
    “What if the children fight back?” another teacher asks her. 
 
    “They won’t,” Miss Zomb replies. “We have planned this perfectly. We will trick the children into the situation so that by the time they realize what has happened, it will be too late! It will all happen so quickly that they won’t have a chance to fight back.”   
 
    “But what if someone else tries to stop us?” 
 
    “Nobody can stop us! We are too clever, too slick, and too fast!” Miss Zomb laughs. “We have outsmarted everyone! By the end of today, all the children will be ours, and then we can move onto the next school for more yummy children!” 
 
    “Hmmm… yummy children,” one of them says. “Yum, yum, yum. Yum, yum, yum.” 
 
    “I can’t wait for the yummy assembly,” another mentions. “We will get all the children in one spot. Hmmm… it’s eating time!” 
 
    “Yes… eating time. I love eating children. Especially the little ones,” another groans. “Ahhh… yum. The little ones. The little ones are the tastiest!”  
 
    All the substitute teachers in the room laugh, but then one of the wigs fall off! 
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    What is happening? 
 
    This seems like a planned attack on all the schools in our town! 
 
    “Yummy children?” I whisper to myself so they can’t hear me. “Wait a minute… They are not teachers… They’re all zombies! And they are going to eat us all!” 
 
    “What’s happening in there?” Harley whispers over my shoulder. 
 
    “Harley? What are you doing here? I thought you were busy eating a sandwich in the classroom?” I ask.  
 
    “I was eating a sandwich in the classroom! But I finished it. And I tell you, Charlie, that was the best sandwich I have ever eaten. Can you believe it? I ate a sandwich in the classroom! I’m so wild!” 
 
    “You are so crazy,” I say sarcastically. “But we have a big problem, Harley.” 
 
    “What is it?” 
 
    “The teachers are all zombies!” 
 
    “Zombies?!” Harley is surprised. “Are you sure? How can you tell?” 
 
    “My Dad said that there was a group of intelligent zombies ready to attack our town, and I am sure that this is them. And the worst bit is, they are planning to kidnap all the kids in our school!” 
 
    “How?” 
 
    “I don’t know, but they are planning to do it this morning in the school assembly!”  
 
    “Excuse me!” a zombie teacher says to us! 
 
    Oh no! 
 
    They have heard us! 
 
    “Do not move, little children,” another zombie teacher says. “You need to come with us.” 
 
    Two zombie teachers stand next to us - one with his hand on Harley’s shoulder! 
 
    “Quick, Harley, run!” I shout.  
 
    Quickly, I race away from the staffroom, but a substitute teacher chases me!  
 
    I don’t want to get caught by this zombie teacher! 
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    My heart is pounding as I race down the hallway with my bag! 
 
    I’m running as fast as my legs will go!  
 
    The teacher is following me, and he is fast for a teacher!  
 
    And really fast for a zombie teacher! 
 
    Oh no! 
 
    I look over my shoulder and see Harley still next to the staffroom door. He has been stopped by the other zombie teacher!  
 
    Agh! My friend has been captured!  
 
    “Hmmm… yummy children,” the zombie teacher says again. “Come back! Come back!” 
 
    No! 
 
    This is bad. 
 
    Very bad! 
 
    I race into an empty classroom, jump out the open window, and then run along the yard until I reach the hall entrance again. As I look over my shoulder, I see the teacher climbing out the window! 
 
    Teachers aren’t supposed to do that!  
 
    Back inside the hall, I look for somewhere to hide! 
 
    I jump into one of the hall closets, and lock the door shut behind me.  
 
    Quietly, I wait to see if the teacher has followed me…   
 
    I can smell the teacher as soon as he walks into the hallway! 
 
    Oh man, he smells bad! 
 
    And he must be getting closer because the smell is getting stronger!  
 
    I hide deeper into the closet and hold my breath, hoping he doesn’t hear me breathing.  
 
    But as soon as I am hiding under one of the shelves, I hear the door start to shake! 
 
    He is trying to come in! 
 
    No! 
 
    What am I going to do? I don’t have anything to defend myself with.   
 
    This is very bad! 
 
      
 
      
 
    Crunch! 
 
      
 
      
 
    The zombie teacher breaks the lock on the door! 
 
    I’m terrified! 
 
    A zombie teacher is about to catch me! 
 
    “Come here, little child,” he mumbles. “I just want to talk to you. That’s what teachers do, they talk to children. Let’s talk, little child. Come here. Come here.” 
 
    I hide under a shelf, hoping that he can’t reach me. 
 
    “There you are,” I hear him say. “Don’t be afraid, little child. I’m not scary. I just want to talk about what you saw in the staffroom.” 
 
    “No way,” I reply. “You said that you wanted to eat all the children!”  
 
    “Don’t be so silly. What a silly thing to say. Teachers don’t eat children. Come here, and I promise I won’t eat you, little child.” 
 
    Slowly, I creep out from under the shelf, but the zombie teacher moves towards me with his hands outstretched… 
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    “You look so yummy!” he says. “Come here, yummy child!”  
 
    “Ahh!” I scream. “Get away!” 
 
    As the teacher’s arms reach out to grab me - his pants fall down! 
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    In the second that it takes for him to look at his pants, I race past him, and back down the hallway! 
 
    “Nooo!” I hear him yell after me. “Come back, tasty little child!” 
 
    Quickly, I am out of his reach.   
 
    I race down two different hallways before I turn around and check behind me.  
 
    There is nothing behind me. 
 
    Good.  
 
    The creepy zombie teacher isn’t following me anymore.   
 
    He must be too busy trying to find a belt. 
 
    With my heart still beating very hard, I sneak into one of the empty classrooms and grab my cell phone.  
 
    I’ll call my Super Spy Dad.  
 
    He’ll know exactly what to do.  
 
    “Hello?” Dad answers the phone.  
 
    “Dad!” I yell down the phone. “The zombies-” 
 
    “Yes, Charlie. We are still chasing the zombies, but it’s a big job. It’s going to take a long time to track down the zombies. We’ve been able to locate some information that would suggest that they are very active at the moment. They seem to be somewhere in our city, but we are unsure where they are at the moment. It’s a very complex case to work on. We know they are here but finding the zombies is certainly the most difficult part of the case. But don’t worry, we are working on locating them now.” 
 
    “I know, Dad! They’re-” 
 
    “They’re scary. That’s right, Charlie. They are very scary. If you see them, make sure you let me know. But don’t go near them, they are very dangerous. Make sure you call me straight away if you see any zombies. Straight away. No messing about. I want you to pick up the phone and call me if you see anything suspicious. I want to know right away if anyone sees a zombie.” 
 
    “But Dad! You don’t understand. Listen to me! The zombies-” 
 
    “Yes, yes, Charlie. The zombies are quite scary. And remember Charlie, they are very good at disguises. So make sure that you keep your eyes open, and tell me if you see anything that might be suspicious. These zombies are very clever and could be dressed up as anything. You never know when you might come across one of these zombies. They could be hiding anywhere or could be dressed up as anything. They could even be dressed up as the gardener at your school. If you see anything suspicious, call me straight away.” 
 
    “But Dad, I’ve seen scary-” 
 
    “Mary? Who is Mary?” Dad interrupts. 
 
    “What?”  
 
    “You said you’ve seen Mary.” 
 
    “I didn’t say that.” 
 
    “You just said it then. You said that you’ve seen Mary.” 
 
    “No! I said that I’ve seen scary-” 
 
    “Hairy? Who is hairy?” 
 
    “No - scary!” 
 
    “Fairy?” 
 
    “Scary!” 
 
    “Perry?” 
 
    “Scary!!” 
 
    “Merry?” 
 
    “Scary!!” I shout down the phone. Dad doesn’t have the best hearing.  
 
    “Oh, scary. Yes, yes. The zombies are very scary. I have told you that. There is no doubt about that. They are some of the scariest enemies we have encountered. But don’t worry, we are working really hard on the case right now. We will find them.” 
 
    “But Dad!” 
 
    “Isn’t it school time right now, Charlie? Shouldn’t you be in class now?” 
 
    “Yes. But Dad-” 
 
    “No buts, Charlie. School is very important. You should always study very hard at school. It’s important to learn all that you can at school because it will help you later in life. And not just study. You should also listen at school. You have to listen to your teachers. Listening is a very important skill. If you don’t listen to people, you might miss some vital information. Remember to listen, Charlie.”  
 
    “But Dad-” 
 
    “Don’t worry about the zombies, Charlie. I will find them sooner or later. That’s my job as an international Super Spy, and I am very good at it. We have our best spies working on this case. But you shouldn’t miss lessons. You need to go back into your classroom now, Charlie.” 
 
    “But Dad!” 
 
    “No, son. Get off the phone and get back to class. School is important.” 
 
    “Ugh!” 
 
    I hang up the phone.  
 
    My Super Spy Dad is no help at all! 
 
    The school is in danger from a zombie attack, my friend Harley is in massive trouble, and my Dad won’t listen to me! 
 
    This is bad.  
 
    I thought that having a daily math test was bad, but this is so much worse.  
 
    The zombie teachers are going to complete step three of their plan and capture all the kids in my school. I can’t let the zombie teachers take over my school and eat all the students. 
 
    I cannot let that happen! 
 
    I have to stop the zombie teachers before the school assembly this morning!  
 
    There is only one thing left to do… 
 
    It is up to me to save the school. 
 
    But how? 
 
    How can I stop all those zombies? 
 
    Then I remember that I still have Dad’s new laser gun in my backpack… 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter 5 
 
      
 
    Wednesday School Assembly 
 
    Defending the School! 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    I race to the school gym, but by the time I have made it, the weekly assembly has already started. 
 
    All the kids in our school are sitting in the gym, waiting for the substitute teachers to begin talking. They look so excited, but they don’t know what is about to happen! 
 
    Harley is standing next to a zombie teacher, and the teacher has his hand on him. Harley looks like he hasn’t been hurt… yet.  
 
    I hide behind the gym door and try to listen to the zombie teachers talk with each other.  
 
    Oh man, they smell bad!   
 
    My eyes are almost watering with the bad stink.  
 
    “We are ready,” Miss Zomb says to another teacher. “All the children have now gathered in the gym, and our plan is almost complete. Nothing can stop us now.” 
 
    “Nothing can stop us,” the other teacher laughs. “Our plan is perfect.” 
 
    The zombie teachers laugh with each other as they walk around the gym.  
 
    This is so bad.  
 
    The zombie teachers look so mean and scary – I’m not sure if I can defeat them. Maybe Harley can help me? 
 
     “Harley,” I quietly try to get my friends attention. I have to be quiet, so the zombie teachers don’t hear me. “Harley.” 
 
    But Harley doesn’t respond! 
 
    Standing next to the zombie teacher, he reaches inside his backpack. Maybe he is going to get something to help me… 
 
    Oh no.  
 
    Harley pulls out another sandwich and starts eating it in the gym. He knows that ‘No eating in the gym’ is school rule number 38.  
 
    Wow, he is really going wild breaking the rules today.  
 
    I look at all the zombie teachers, and they are all drooling and licking their lips as they stare at the students. This is so bad. My school is about to be the scene of a zombie attack, and there is nobody here to stop it – except me! 
 
    “Excuse me! Listen!” Miss Zomb shouts to the school. “Children, listen closely to us! We have something important to tell you! Listen to us, children!”  
 
    “Children… yes… yummy children….” says another zombie teacher.  
 
    “Today we are going to be doing a large cooking class, and I need you to follow our instructions very, very closely,” Miss Zomb continues. “But there is no need to worry. We will not be cooking you. Nope. We won’t be cooking you. So don’t worry about anything. Don’t worry at all, little children. We won’t cook you. It’s a cooking class. But for you. Not cooking you. We’re not cooking you.” 
 
    All the zombie teachers giggle with a horrendous and evil sound as Miss Zomb speaks. 
 
    “We are ready for it! Bring it in!” shouts one zombie teacher to the doors of the school hall. 
 
    At that moment, a large cooking pot full of boiling water is wheeled into the gym. It is black, old, and heavy, and large enough to fit everyone from the school inside! 
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    “What’s that?” Mia calls out. “That looks like a large cooking pot.” 
 
    Good! Mia is starting to see the problem here. 
 
    “Don’t be alarmed children,” Miss Zomb explains. “This is not a large cooking pot. No, it’s a… um… new… um… gym activity. Yes, that’s it. A new gym activity. You all have to climb inside it to see how many of you can fit. Yes, it’s a new gym activity called ‘Climbing into a Pot.’ Nothing to worry about. We will do the cooking class once we finish this gym activity.” 
 
    “Oh, ok,” Mia shrugs.  “That sounds fine. It sounds totally normal, and like there is nothing to worry about.” 
 
    No! 
 
    The entire school has fallen for the zombie trap! 
 
    I have to do something! 
 
    Fast! 
 
    My heart is beating hard as I think about what to do next.  
 
    I have to stop them!   
 
    I can’t let the zombie teachers cook all the students from my school!   
 
    But there are eight zombie teachers, and I will need to defeat them all if I am to save everyone. 
 
    I can do it. 
 
    I know I can do it. 
 
    I can beat these zombies! 
 
    Slowly, I take Dad’s laser gun out of my backpack.  
 
    This is it.  
 
    This is my moment to prove that I am capable of being a Super Spy.  
 
    I know I can do this! 
 
    I grip the gun tightly as I ready myself for the attack.  
 
    But… 
 
    I am too nervous to go. 
 
    How can I defeat eight zombie teachers all by myself?! 
 
    What if one catches me? 
 
    They’ll eat me in front of the whole school! 
 
    Maybe I should try to call Dad again? 
 
    Yep, that is a good idea. 
 
    “Dad,” I whisper on the phone so the zombie teachers can’t hear me. “Dad, I’m at school, and the zombies have disguised themselves as school teachers. They are going to eat everyone. I need your help to defeat the zombies.” 
 
    “What’s that, Charlie?” Dad shouts down the phone. “I can’t hear you. It must be a bad connection. I can’t hear what you are saying!” 
 
    “I said that I have found the zombies,” I whisper quietly again. “They are at my school. I need your help. I need you and your Super Spy team to come here and capture them.” 
 
    “What?!” he shouts again. “Don’t whisper, Charlie. I can’t hear you.” 
 
    “I have to whisper, or the zombies will hear me,” I say. 
 
    “Sorry, Charlie. I can’t hear you! Call me back later when you can talk louder,” Dad says, and then he hangs up! 
 
    No! 
 
    That means I am the only hope left to save the school. 
 
    Come on, Charlie. 
 
    Be brave. 
 
    Be the hero. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter 6 
 
      
 
    Wednesday Assembly 
 
    Zombie Attack  
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    I can do this. 
 
    I can save the school from the zombie teacher attack.  
 
    I have to do this.  
 
    If I don’t do anything, then the zombie teachers will eat all the kids in my school. I cannot let that happen.  
 
    Gripping the laser gun tightly, I take a number of deep breaths. All I have to do is run around the gym, and battle the scariest, meanest, creepiest things I have ever seen. 
 
    Easy. 
 
    Yep, totally easy… 
 
    Or maybe not! 
 
    I am so scared, but I don’t have a choice. I have to save the school! 
 
    I’m going to count myself in for the attack… 
 
      
 
      
 
    5… 
 
      
 
      
 
    4… 
 
      
 
      
 
    3… 
 
      
 
      
 
    2… 
 
      
 
      
 
    1… 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Go! 
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    Ka-zap! 
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    Ka-zap! 
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    With excitement racing through me, I fire shot after shot of the laser gun. 
 
    My zaps hit zombie teacher after zombie teacher, and they freeze the second my laser hits them. 
 
    Awesome! 
 
      
 
      
 
    Ka-zap! 
 
      
 
    Four zombies down. 
 
      
 
    Ka-zap. 
 
      
 
    Ka-zap. 
 
      
 
    Five zombies.   
 
    Six. 
 
      
 
    Ka-zap! 
 
      
 
    Seven frozen zombie teachers. 
 
    I have defeated them all! 
 
    Yes! 
 
    I am a hero! 
 
    A job well done. I’m so proud of myself. I have defeated seven zombie teachers!  
 
    But hang on… 
 
    There were eight zombie teachers! 
 
    There is still one zombie teacher missing! 
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    Zombie Attack Phase 2 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Turning around in a panic, I search for the last zombie teacher in the gym.  
 
    I can’t see them.   
 
    They must be hiding! 
 
    Oh no! 
 
    I thought that fighting a zombie teacher was bad, but a zombie teacher that I can’t find is even worse! 
 
    Then I spot her - Miss Zomb, my substitute teacher! 
 
    She is running behind the giant pot of boiling water, and starting to push it my way! 
 
    As she pushes, the giant pot starts to tip over. 
 
    No! 
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    The hot water pours from the top of the pot, and it rushes towards me! 
 
    Ah!  
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    Running to the walls of the gym, I jump to the training rope in front of me. I have never been able to climb this rope, but now is the right time to start!  
 
    I pull myself up the rope super fast as the water pours in behind me! 
 
    I feel the hot water touch my shoe! 
 
    No! 
 
    I’m about to be cooked! 
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    Quickly, I climb out of range from the boiling water. 
 
    Phew! 
 
    That was too close! 
 
    But where is Miss Zomb now? 
 
    Looking around from the top of the rope climb, I spot Miss Zomb reaching for a javelin that is stored against the gym wall. 
 
    She takes her aim… 
 
    In a split second, I turn and fire a shot from my laser gun…  
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Ka-Zap! 
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    Yes! 
 
    She is frozen! 
 
    I breathe a deep sigh of relief. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Ka-Zap! 
 
      
 
      
 
    I shoot a laser at the boiling water on the ground, and it freezes! That is so cool.  
 
    Climbing back down the gym rope to the floor, I feel really proud of myself.   
 
    All the zombie teachers are frozen, and I have defended the school. 
 
    Wow. 
 
    That feels totally cool. 
 
    Mia, the cutest girl in school, is waiting for me as I climb down the rope.  
 
    “That was super brave, Charlie,” she smiles. “You must be really strong, and really courageous. I’m so proud of you. You really are a hero, Charlie.” 
 
    “Um… thanks,” I blush.  
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    “I am so impressed. Like super impressed. You knew something was wrong when everyone else was running around having fun, and then you defeated all the zombie teachers. You are so brave.” 
 
    “Thanks,” I reply again.  
 
    That seems to be about all I can say. 
 
    “Did you want to grab a milkshake after school today?” Mia asks. “I would really like to hang out with you for a while.” 
 
    “I-”  
 
    Before I can finish my response, the doors to the gym burst open! 
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    The Clean Up 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    “Dad?” I question. 
 
    My Super Spy Dad has burst through the doors of the gym followed by a whole bunch of his spy co-workers. 
 
    They dance around the gym doing all sorts of weird ninja moves, looking for something to attack. 
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    “Don’t worry, son,” he states in his really deep voice. “Stand back. We’ll protect you from the zombies. We’ve located them at the school, and we’re here to stop them. Just move back, and we will take care of it. There is nothing to worry about now.” 
 
    “But Dad-” 
 
    “The zombies appear to have been neutralized, sir,” one of the spies say to Dad. “They have been zapped with a laser gun, and are all frozen into blocks of ice. There is nothing here for us to do.” 
 
    “Is your Dad a spy?” Mia whispers to me. 
 
    “Yep,” I nod. 
 
    “That is sooo cool!!” Mia gets excited. 
 
    “Did you do this, son?” Dad asks me, referring to the frozen zombies. “Did you defeat all the zombies by yourself?” 
 
    “Yes, Dad.” 
 
    “Why didn’t you call me?” he asks. “I would have come straight away. You really should have called me on the phone before you tried to defeat the zombies by yourself. Anything could have gone wrong. They were very dangerous zombies.” 
 
    “I… don’t worry, Dad.” 
 
    “I’m impressed, son,” Dad places his hand on my shoulder. “These were very treacherous bad guys, and you managed to defeat them all by yourself. That is the sign of a future Super Spy. These zombies were some of the meanest bad guys we have encountered for a while.” 
 
    “Thanks, Dad.” 
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    “He’s my friend,” Mia says to my Dad, clearly impressed with my Super Spy abilities. “And he did it all by himself. He defeated all eight zombie teachers alone. He is amazing.” 
 
    “Thanks, Mia,” I smile. 
 
    “I think you’ve done an incredible job, Charlie,” Dad continues. “I think we could make a spy out of you. Why don’t you come down to the spy training facility with me tomorrow?” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “Yes, son. I have always thought that you would follow in my footsteps and become a Super Spy. After the skills that you have shown today, I think that you have earned the right to look through our top secret agency.” 
 
    I look back to Mia, and she is massively impressed.  
 
    Finally, I am one of the cool kids in the school! 
 
    “But you know what we have to do now, son. After an event like this, it is part of the Super Spy protocol.” 
 
    “No, Dad!” I protest. “You can’t do it now! Not after what everyone just saw me do!” 
 
    “You know we have to do it, Charlie. We don’t have a choice.”  
 
    “But why, Dad?” 
 
    “We can’t have the children of this school having nightmares about zombie teachers for the rest of their lives. You know that we have to wipe the memories of everyone after an incident like this. It is what we do after every bad incident like this. It has to be done. It is part of our procedures.” 
 
    “Yes, Dad,” I sigh. “Alright.” 
 
    Dad pulls the memory wiper from his pocket and turns it towards everyone in the school.   
 
    “I need everyone to look over here,” he says to the students. “I am going to squirt something in your direction and then you are going to feel sleepy.”  
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    And with a light squirt of liquid, everyone’s memory of today is erased. 
 
    Just like that.  
 
    It’s all gone. 
 
    Dad always does this when he rescues people from evil enemies. He says that if people remembered everything that happened to them, then they would all freak out.  
 
    Mia’s memory of my bravery has been wiped, which means I will not be cool at school tomorrow.   
 
    When I go to school next time, not one kid will remember the moment when I saved the school from a zombie attack. 
 
    But it’s not all bad. 
 
    Tomorrow, I get to go with Dad to the awesome spy training facility… 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    The End 
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    What happens on the mission, stays on the mission… 
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    The Spy Agency 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    This place is so cool. 
 
    I am in the ‘International Spy Building’ where my Dad works as a top secret Super Spy. I have been allowed to go on this tour after I saved my school from a crazy zombie attack.  
 
    I can’t believe how super cool this building is. This building has mega-smart monkeys making milkshakes, monsters cleaning toilets, and witches watching television. I have never seen anything as mad.  
 
    Everything I do here is super secret too. I’m not allowed to tell anyone about anything that I see today, even if I want to. I wish I could. I wish I could tell everyone at school about this – they would think it is so cool! 
 
    My Dad is the world’s best Super Spy, and I hope I can be as cool as him one day. But I’m a long way from that now…  
 
    By the way, my name is Charlie Chucky, I’m in the sixth grade, and I try to do things by the book.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    This is me. 
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    And this is my Super Spy Dad. 
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    Dad is always in a hurry. 
 
    After he has finished his meetings with the other Super Spies, he takes me for a tour of the building and points out all the super cool stuff.  
 
    Like the talking robot that looks like a tree, the lunchroom where you can eat whatever you want, and the walls that clean themselves. I bet Mom would like those walls. 
 
    “Son, there is someone I would like you to meet,” Dad says as we walk into a scientific looking room. “This is Dr. C. Mac. He is the best scientist in the whole world. If you can think it, he can invent it.” 
 
    Dad introduces me to the craziest looking man I have ever seen.  
 
    Like real crazy.   
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    “What does the C in his name stand for?” I whisper to Dad. 
 
    “Crazy.” 
 
    “Oh. That makes sense.” 
 
    Dr. C. Mac shakes my hand, and then takes us on a tour of all his best inventions.   
 
    “Welcome to my laboratory of great inventions. I call it the ‘Great Inventions Laboratory.’ This is where all my great ideas are born. I do my best thinking in this lab. Now, you have downloaded and read the book, haven’t you?” 
 
    “Um, what book?” I ask. 
 
    “The book of instructions about how to use the spy gadgets.” 
 
    “Oh, of course I have,” I lie. I will have to download and read that book as soon as I get home.  
 
    “Good,” Dr. C. Mac says. “If you have read the book, then you can look at these gadgets now.”  
 
    “Wow. This place looks awesome,” I say as I look around. It’s a massive room with lots of different benches filled with sciencey looking stuff. 
 
    This is so much cooler than my science lab at school.  
 
    “This is my latest invention,” Dr. C. Mac says excitedly when we walk over to one of the benches. “It’s called a backpack. It is a pack for your back! This invention will change the world!” 
 
    “Um, backpacks have been invented already,” I say as I hold up my backpack. “Look, I have one here.” 
 
    “Oh,” Dr. C. Mac looks disappointed. “So they have. Well, I’ll scrap that invention then… but how about this one!”  
 
    Dr. C. Mac takes me over to a pair of shoes. 
 
    “Um… yep, shoes have been invented too. Look, I have a pair on now. Actually, so do you.” 
 
    Dr. C. Mac looks down at his feet and realizes that he has a pair of shoes on. 
 
    “Oh yes… well, that was a wasted couple of weeks inventing those,” he mumbles. 
 
    “Don’t worry about him. He’s always been a little bit crazy,” Dad whispers to me. 
 
    “Ahhh…” Dr. C. Mac says as he remembers something important. “I remember now! This is not just a pair of shoes. I have invented a pair of shoes that will give you the ability to never stop running!” 
 
    Dr. C. Mac puts the shoes on his feet and begins to run around the room.   
 
    “Look!” he shouts. “I can keep running and running!” 
 
    He runs laps around the room. 
 
    And he keeps running… 
 
      
 
    And running… 
 
      
 
    And running… 
 
      
 
    And running… 
 
      
 
    Until… 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    SLAM! 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    He runs straight into a wall. 
 
    “Ouch,” he says. “These shoes may help you run further, but they don’t help you steer. I must work on that.” 
 
    Dr. C. Mac picks himself up, dusts himself off, and begins walking to his next invention.   
 
    Dad was right – this guy is as crazy as a coconut. 
 
    As we follow Dr. C. Mac, I spot a movement in the corner of the room. I swing my head around to look at it, and I spot a ninja hiding in the corner.  
 
    “Dad?” I pull on Dad’s arm. 
 
    “Yes, son?”  
 
    “Why is there a ninja hiding in the corner of the room?” I whisper. 
 
    “A ninja? Hiding in this room? Ha! That’s impossible, Charlie. There are no ninjas here. They wouldn’t be able to break through the building’s ultra-defense system.” 
 
    “But I saw a ninja hiding in the corner. Look over there,” I point to where I just saw the ninja. 
 
    We both look to the corner, but the ninja is not there. 
 
    Strange. 
 
    “Let’s suppose there was a ninja there,” Dad says. “What color do you think he was dressed in, son?” 
 
    “Black.” 
 
    My Dad laughs out loud, “Ninja’s dressed in black are some of the deadliest enemies we have here at the spy building, son. They are known as Shadow Ninjas, and they are very evil. If you think about the worst person you know, then times that badness by one hundred, and you will have an idea about how bad these ninjas are. The Shadow Ninjas are obsessed with taking over the world, and will stop at nothing to do it.” 
 
    “That’s bad.”  
 
    “But there is no need to worry, Charlie. There is no way that a Shadow Ninja could break into this building. We have the best security system in the world. It would be impossible to break through our defenses!” 
 
    “But Dad, I just saw…” 
 
    “Nope. No way. Uh-uh. Not a chance. This is an A-one, top-flight, secure building. There are definitely no Shadow Ninjas in here.” 
 
    As we walk around the room, I look over my shoulder and see a ninja sitting in the top corner of the ceiling, watching us… 
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    Uh-oh. 
 
    This is bad.  
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter 2 
 
      
 
    Dr. C. Mac - The Mad Scientist 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
    Boing! 
 
      
 
    Dad hits a button on a normal looking car, and it instantly turns into a car-plane! 
 
    “Dad! That is so cool! Awesome!” 
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    I love this science laboratory. Everything in here does something extra-special.  
 
    Even the lights in the room are brilliant. They turn on and off by reading your brainwaves – which means that you only have to think about turning the lights off, and they turn off!  
 
    That is so cool.  
 
    “Yes, the car-plane,” Dr. C. Mac says as he studies the car. “It is used for driving very long distances in comfort. You can travel with four occupants in the vehicle, and drive up to 100 miles without refueling. The steering is very uncomplicated, the windows open with the touch of a button, and the radio can be dialed in to connect with the local radio station. It is a very good car.” 
 
    “And it can be used for flying?” I question. 
 
    “Flying?” Dr. C. Mac thinks about that for a moment. “Ah yes… flying. Flying… that would be a very good use for a car-plane. Hmm… I hadn’t thought of using the car-plane for flying. That is a smart way to use the vehicle. You can drive… and fly! That is very clever. You should become a scientist, young man. With ideas like that, you could change the world.” 
 
    Dr. C. Mac is even crazier than he looks. 
 
    “What else is in this room?” I ask eagerly.  
 
    “Over here is something I am very proud of,” Dr. C. Mac points to the next gadget in the room. “This might look like a normal explosive bomb, but it isn’t. It performs a function that is a lot more effective. It is called the Slow-Motion Bomb. As the name suggests, it is not like a regular bomb. Uh-uh. This bomb is the best bomb ever invented. But you must be very careful with it.” 
 
    “What does the Slow-Motion Bomb do?” 
 
    “If you fire this bomb into a room, everybody within range of the electro-magnetic blast will be turned into super-slow motion. They can continue to function normally, just at a super-slow rate.” 
 
    “Wow!” 
 
    “But if you set the bomb off, you must hold onto the ‘finger trigger’ to ensure that you are blocked from the rays of the blast. The ‘finger trigger’ is attached to the bomb, so when you throw it into a room, you must ensure that you remove the device first. If you do this, then while everybody is forced into slow movements, you can still continue to perform your activities at regular speed.” 
 
    “That is so awesome!” 
 
    I really, really want to use it. It would be so cool to put everything into slow-motion! 
 
    “How long does the slow-motion last?” I ask. 
 
    “Only a few minutes,” Dr. C. Mac replies. “But that should be long enough to do what you have to do. This bomb works by extrapolating the exterior of the time-dimension shell and targets the pulsating movements of the gravitational pull. Once the gravitational pull has been located by the electro-magnetic rays of the bomb, it slows down the force by reflecting it using a process called ‘punching electro-magnetic rays.’ This, of course, sends a signal to the multi-dimensions of time that are held together by the rings of parallel force. The parallel force ensures that only those affected by the bomb are stopped in slow motion. Understand?” 
 
    “Um, yep. Sure. Totally. I massively understand everything you just said,” I reply. “If there were an award for understanding things, I would win it. And they would call the award ‘The Charlie Chucky Award for Totally Understanding Things and Stuff.’ Totally.” 
 
    I have no idea what he just said.  
 
    “This spy agency is very important, young man. It is the place where we protect the world. If you ever want to understand the inner workings of defending the world, then you must understand the science behind it,” Dr. C. Mac explains. “The science of life should never be underestimated. For if it were to be underestimated, you would have made an attempt to estimate the life of science. And that estimate would have had to been made using my estimation of the impact of life and blah, blah, blah…” 
 
    Dr. C. Mac continues to talk for the next ten minutes about estimating, science, life, and frogs.  
 
    As I am waiting for him to finish his long explanation, I spot another hiding ninja… 
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    “Uh, Dad,” I try to grab Dad’s attention. “Dad.” 
 
    “Not now, Charlie. You need to listen to Dr. C. Mac explain how his new inventions work. Dr. C. Mac could teach you a thing or two about the logic of science. I know that his answers are long, but you really should listen. Listening is a very important skill.” 
 
    “But Dad-”  
 
    “Shhh, Charlie,” Dad tells me to keep quiet. “You need to listen. When you listen to what people have to say, you can learn all sorts of new things.” 
 
    “But-” 
 
    “Not now, Charlie.”  
 
    “Sure, Dad,” I sigh.  
 
    Looking back at where I saw the ninja hiding, I see nothing there.  
 
    But I’m sure that I saw him there.  
 
    100% sure.  
 
    Why are all these ninjas hiding throughout the building? 
 
    This is starting to get creepy… 
 
    Once Dr. C. Mac has finished his extremely long explanation about frog scientists, or something like that, he moves onto his next invention. 
 
    “These are magnificent,” he points to a big pair of boots sitting on a bench.  
 
    “The boots look heavy and slow,” I say. “They don’t look like they would be able to do much except slow you down.” 
 
    “These boots are part of our super-clothes collection,” Dr. C. Mac explains. “The boots might look heavy and slow, but we have designed the boots to enable a person to jump extra-high when they are required to move extra-high into the air. That’s why we call them the ‘Extra-High Jumping Boots.’” 
 
    That makes sense. 
 
    “What else is in the collection of super-clothes?” 
 
    “I’m glad you asked, young man,” Dr. C. Mac waves his finger in the air with excitement. “Because we have a whole collection of super-clothes! I am so proud of this collection! I have spent many years trying to establish this collection of super-clothes, and I think that the collection is near completion. We have super-jackets, super-sweaters, and even super-socks!” 
 
    “Cool! What do the super-socks do?” I ask as Dr. C. Mac takes the socks out of a drawer. 
 
    “They are amazing! They keep your feet warm!” he says. 
 
    The super-socks just look like normal socks with the words ‘Super-Socks’ written across the top. 
 
    “Is that it?” I ask. “Do they do anything else?” 
 
    “Anything else?! Did you even hear what I just said? These super-socks keep your feet warm! Keeping your feet warm is very important, young man!” Dr. C. Mac looks offended. “These are an amazing invention. Could you imagine a world without socks? There would be people with cold toes everywhere. That would be a world-wide disaster. A disaster!” 
 
    “Ok,” I sigh. “And the super-jacket and the super-sweater? What do they do? Keep your body warm?”  
 
    “Yes!” Dr. C. Mac replies. “These super-clothes are amazing at keeping things warm! Nothing is more important than keeping warm!” 
 
    “I guess so,” I say.  
 
    I was expecting the collection of super-clothes to do something cool like change into a massive changing thing that changes when it is required to change. That would be cool.  
 
    “And, of course, to complete our collection of super-clothes, we have the super-gloves,” Dr. C. Mac says. 
 
    “And I suppose they just keep your fingers warm?” 
 
    “What? Why would they be called super-gloves if they only kept your fingers warm? They would just be gloves. What a silly thing to say, young man,” Dr. C. Mac says. “These super-gloves are very powerful. I have equipped them with extra-extra punching power. They wouldn’t be super without that.” 
 
    “Cool! Can I please try them on?” I say excitedly.  
 
    “You can, but you must be very careful with them, Charlie. We don’t want any accidents on your first day here,” Dad says. “You should try on the super-boots first. Be really careful, but let’s see what they can do.” 
 
    “Awesome!” 
 
    Eagerly, I put on Dr. C. Mac’s new super-boots. They feel really heavy and slow, but as soon as I go to take a normal step, I almost jump through the roof!   
 
    That is so cool! 
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    Imagine what I could do if I actually tried to jump! 
 
    I would probably go through the roof! 
 
    If I played basketball in these boots, I would be unstoppable!  
 
    “And you should try on these extra-extra strong punching gloves. If you put these on, your punch becomes the strongest in the world!” Dr. C. Mac says as he puts the super-gloves over my fists. 
 
    “Come here, Charlie, and try to punch through this wall,” Dad smiles. 
 
    “You want me to punch through the wall?” I say. That seems well crazy.   
 
    Who could punch through a wall of solid brick? 
 
    Dad nods, and I go to tap my hand gently into the wall. 
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    “Wow!” I yell in excitement as the wall crumbles under my touch. “That feels great! I didn’t even try, and I still punched a hole in the wall!” 
 
    “Oh, I forgot. We have another piece of super-clothing,” Dr. C. Mac says. “The latest addition to our super-clothes collection is the Super Spy tie.” 
 
    “Awesome! What does it do?” 
 
    “As soon as you put this tie on, it turns your hair into a Super Spy appropriate style.” 
 
    It’s not the hairstyle I usually go for, but I put the tie on anyway.  
 
    All this excitement has made me hungry.   
 
    I see a hotdog sitting on the bench, and I can’t help but take a little bite out of it. 
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    But as soon as I take the bite, it starts ringing like a phone!   
 
    Quickly, I drop it into my backpack before Dr. C. Mac notices.  
 
    That must be the new hotdog phone Dad was talking about.   
 
    Oops.  
 
    “What are you working on now?” I ask, trying to distract Dad and Dr. C. Mac from the fact that I have just taken a bite out of their newest phone. 
 
    “I am working on a device that will inhibit the tightness receptors on an attacker, enabling the looseness fields to work appropriately in a dangerous situation. Thus, it gives the defendant ample opportunity to create a distraction from the occurrence,” Dr. C. Mac explains.  
 
    “Ok…” I have no idea what that means.  
 
    “I call it the pants-dropper pen,” Dr. C. Mac declares. 
 
    “The pants-dropper pen? That’s a stupid name!” I laugh. 
 
    “You may think it is a stupid name, but it is entirely accurate. Once you have the pen in your possession, if you press the red button, then whoever you point it at, their pants will drop to the floor.” 
 
    That’s stupid. A pen couldn’t force someone’s pants to drop! 
 
    That would never work.  
 
    Would it? 
 
    “Can I have a go?” I ask them. 
 
    “Not this one, Charlie,” Dad replies. “We’ll have to leave this one alone.” 
 
    As Dad and Dr. C. Mac start to walk out of the room, I grab the pen and put it in my pocket. If it works, I’m sure that this pen will come in handy at a later date.  
 
    Who wouldn’t love a pants-dropper pen? 
 
    But as the pants-dropper pen goes in my pocket, I accidently hit the red button… 
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    “Oops.” 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter 3 
 
      
 
    The Wall of Bad 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    After Dad has pulled up his pants, he takes me away from all the new gadgets, and we continue walking through the building.  
 
    We walk through the endless white corridors, and I meet lots of other Super Spies. Some of them don’t look like they could be Super Spies – like old Mrs. Jones. She looks ancient, weak, and fragile. She has gray hair, thick glasses, and walks really slowly.  
 
    “She is one of the most dangerous Super Spies in the world,” Dad says. “She might look elderly, but once, she beat up 28 body builders in under 15 seconds. She is lighting quick, and very smart. She conserves all her energy by moving really slow most of the day, but when it is required, she is mega quick. She is even faster than Speedy Speedy Spencer.” 
 
    “Wow. I would never have known that after meeting her.” 
 
    “Never underestimate an opponent, Charlie,” Dad says. “Or it might get you into trouble.” 
 
    As we walk past a wall with over one thousand pictures hanging up, I ask, “What are all the pictures for?”  
 
    “This is what we call the Wall of Bad.” 
 
    “The Wall of Bad? What’s that?” 
 
    “The Wall of Bad is where we display a photo of every major criminal the agency has ever caught. This list goes back hundreds of years to when the spy agency was catching witches and dragons, and it continues all the way through to modern villains like Izard the Blizzard Wizard. We are very proud to have a wall like this.” 
 
    The pictures stretch for as far as the eye can see.   
 
    There are photos of cowboys, stickmen, monsters, witches, and teachers. It’s had to imagine all these bad guys causing so much trouble.  
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    “Who’s this?” I ask, pointing to one of the pictures. 
 
    “That’s Mr. Squash. He liked to squash people.”   
 
    “And this one?” 
 
    “That’s Mrs. Jump. She liked to jump on people.” 
 
    “And this one?” 
 
    “Mr. Lick.” 
 
    “He liked to lick people?” I guess. 
 
    “No, Lick was his last name. Why would someone want to lick people?” Dad laughs at me. “That’s silly, Charlie.” 
 
    “And how many of these guys have you caught?” 
 
    “Most of them since 1993, which is when I started in the agency. I have the record for the most bad guys ever captured. I am very proud of my record, Charlie, and I hope that one day you will continue my legacy and catch even more bad guys.” 
 
    “Cool, Dad. And who’s this one?” I point to a photo of a super cool looking ninja.  
 
      
 
    [image: ] 
 
      
 
    “That’s one of the most terrifying enemies we have ever encountered. That is the Head Ninja, and he is very, very dangerous. He is so quick, and so smart, that he is almost impossible to catch.” 
 
    “But you caught him?” 
 
    “I did,” Dad says proudly. “But only by chance. He was breaking into a bank, the seventh bank he had broken into that day, and he made one mistake. Instead of getting into the get-away car, he jumped into my car, and that is how I caught him.” 
 
    “Why is he called the Head Ninja?” 
 
    “The Head Ninja is in charge of the Shadow Ninjas. They are the sneakiest criminal group ever. You can’t hear or see them coming. They are really sneaky – they could be hiding in a room, and you wouldn’t have any idea that they were there. To spot a Shadow Ninja you have to be very aware of your surroundings. They could be anywhere! You wouldn’t even know if they were in this room.” 
 
    “Um, ok,” I think about the ninjas I have seen around the building. “But why are they so bad?”  
 
    “The only thing the Shadow Ninjas wanted to do was rule the world. That’s all they wanted. They have tried to take over the world 403 times already, but we stopped them each time. The last time that we stopped them, we found out that their goal was to capture all the spies from our agency. If they caught all of us, they could easily take over the world because there would be nobody around to stop them.” 
 
    “Sounds scary.” 
 
    “And the Shadow Ninjas are also the fastest people in the world. It is said that if one of them tries to kick you, you won’t even see the kick. At the Shadow Ninja Olympics, it is said that they run the 100-meter sprint so fast that they burn holes in the track.” 
 
    “The Shadow Ninja Olympics? What’s that?” I ask.  
 
    “It’s a very secretive Olympics held high in the mountains of Japan. Only the best ninjas in the world are invited to attend, and only a select few ninjas are allowed to watch. It is said that every world record is broken at the Ninja Olympics, including the javelin throw, the 100-metre sprint, the most hotdogs eaten in two minutes, and the pole-vault.” 
 
    “But they are all locked up now, right?”  
 
    “Of course. There were around 500 Shadows Ninjas in the world, but we caught them all, and they are safely locked away in our prison. Nothing to worry about.” 
 
    “But Dad, I just saw one. I saw him hiding in this building!” 
 
    “Impossible. It wouldn’t have been a Shadow Ninja that you saw. Perhaps it was a fly or a moth. There is no way that you would have seen a Shadow Ninja in this building. Firstly, they wouldn’t have been able to break into the building, and secondly, they are all locked up. And there is no way they are getting out of their prison. No way. The prison is the sturdiest prison in the world!” 
 
    “But Dad-” 
 
    “Nope. No way. Uh-uh. There are definitely no ninjas here.” 
 
    But as we walk away from the Wall of Bad, I look over my shoulder and see more ninjas hiding... 
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    Chapter 4 
 
      
 
    Spy Meeting 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    “Charlie, I hope you have enjoyed your first tour of the Super Spy facility,” Dad says as we finish the tour of the spy building. “Now, I have to go to a top-secret meeting with all the world’s best Super Spies in the Dome of Silence.” 
 
    “What’s the meeting for?” I ask as we walk outside. 
 
    “This is the annual meeting of the world’s best spies. We discuss many different things like the latest inventions, the current bad guys, and where the best doughnuts in the world are located. It is a massively important meeting.”  
 
    “Can I come in and watch?”  
 
    “Sorry, Charlie, but you can’t come to this meeting. It’s top-secret. In this meeting, we discuss some of the most sensitive information in the world, and it is so secret that I can’t allow you to go in there. You’ll have to wait out here until we finish.” 
 
    “Ok, Dad. I’ll wait here, and I won’t touch anything,” I say as Dad begins to walk into the Dome of Silence. 
 
    The Dome of Silence is a large glass building next to the Super Spy agency.  
 
    It is where all the important meetings are held. In that building, Dad has held top-secret meetings with Presidents, Kings, Queens, aliens, and carrots.  
 
    He said the meeting with the talking carrot was the most boring meeting he had ever attended – all they did was talk about the quality of dirt on earth. Boring. 
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    As I sit on the grass, I watch all the world’s best spies go into the Dome of Silence for their annual meeting.  
 
    There are Super Spies from everywhere; including Kazakhstan, Turkmenistan, Afghanistan, Pakistan, and Ice-cream-istan, Russia, Europe, Australia, Mars, and Africa. 
 
    I wonder if it is a good idea to have all the Super Spies in one place at one time? 
 
    Of course, it is. They wouldn’t do it otherwise. They wouldn’t be that silly. 
 
    As I sit on the grass next to the building and wait for Dad to finish, I watch the clouds float through the sky. I would love to be a cloud. I could just float along in the sky, gently providing shade for people that I like. Then, when I saw someone that I didn’t like, I could pour water all over them. Yep. That would be cool.  
 
    I pull out the hotdog phone from my backpack, and call my best friend, Harley.  
 
    Harley is the only kid that knows my Dad is a Super Spy. He has promised not to tell anyone else, and I trust him.  
 
    “Hey Harley, I’ve just finished my first tour at the Super Spy training facility, and it is sooo cool!”  
 
    “Awesome!” Harley responds. “What did you see in there?” 
 
    “I can’t tell you, but I can tell you that it is mega awesome. Right now, I have to wait on the lawns outside the building while my Dad goes to a top secret meeting with the other Super Spies. You should come down here and hang out.” 
 
    “That’s so awesome. I would love to come down, but right now I am helping my Dad with one of his experiments.” 
 
    Harley’s Dad is one of the world’s best research scientists. In his last study, he studied the results of walking while not wearing any clothes. He found that it was a very effective method to get people to move out of your way when you wanted to go somewhere.  
 
    But he also found that the police don’t allow you to walk down the street naked. He was arrested, told to put some clothes on, and after much explaining, he was released as long as he promised not to do any more study on that subject.   
 
    “What’s your Dad doing today?” I ask Harley. 
 
    “Today, he is studying whether the color of your hat makes it more likely that you will be pooed on by birds. I have to do the video recording while he stands in the middle of a field. He changes his hat every ten minutes to see if it changes the rate at which birds poo on him.” 
 
    “Yuk! Has any of the hats made a difference?” 
 
    “The red hat, the blue hat, and the green hat made no difference. He didn’t get pooed on once when wearing those hats. But when he put on the pink hat with blue spots, yellow stripes, and green circles, he was pooed on forty times in ten minutes! It’s like the birds saw him as a target!” 
 
    I am definitely never wearing my pink hat with blue spots, yellow stripes, and green circles again! 
 
    “That sounds really awful,” I say to Harley.  
 
    “It’s alright… uh-oh, he’s about to put the pink hat with blue spots, yellow stripes, and green circles on again!” Harley shouts down the phone. “Yuk! He’s been hit by three poos in the first few seconds!” 
 
    “That’s disgusting,” I say to Harley.  
 
    “I’ve got to go!” he yells back. “He is being hit by so many different bird poos at once! Bye, Charlie!” 
 
    “Bye,” I respond, just before he hangs up the phone.  
 
    Looks like I will just have to wait here on the grass by myself.  
 
    I lay down on the grass, happily looking around at the surroundings. It is such a beautiful, sunny day… 
 
    But then I spot something moving in the distance. 
 
    And then it hides! 
 
    It is so fast, and dressed in black… 
 
    I take another look around and see something else moving! 
 
    This time, I get a clearer look. 
 
    Uh-oh. 
 
    This is bad! 
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    It’s a Shadow Ninja! 
 
    And he is creeping towards the Dome of Silence! 
 
    Oh no. He must know that all the world’s best Super Spies are in that building! 
 
    At least it is only one Shadow Ninja. 
 
    I’m sure the Super Spies can defeat one Shadow Ninja… 
 
    But then I see another Shadow Ninja climbing on top of the Dome! 
 
    Agh! 
 
    This is very bad! 
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    I hide behind a nearby bush, so the two Shadow Ninjas can’t see me.   
 
    There are two hundred Super Spies in the Dome of Silence, and I’m sure they can defeat two Shadow Ninjas. Yep. They would have no problem with two Shadow Ninjas.  
 
    Two Shadow Ninjas would be fine.  
 
    Phew.  
 
    I was getting worried for a moment, but there are only two Shadow Ninjas. I’m sure that there is nothing to worry about. 
 
    Nothing at all.  
 
    I sit behind the bush and take my lunch out of my backpack. Taking a bite of my sandwich, I relax and enjoy the sunshine.  
 
    I am absolutely sure that the Super Spies can defeat two Shadow Ninjas by themselves, and there is nothing for me to worry about. I will just sit here behind the bush and wait for the Super Spies to finish their meeting.  
 
    But just in case, I look over the bush towards the Dome of Silence…  
 
    Oh no! 
 
    There are now hundreds of Shadow Ninjas climbing over the Dome of Silence! 
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    Agh! 
 
    This is mega bad! 
 
    Oh no! 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter 5 
 
      
 
    Panic! 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Hiding behind the bushes, I watch as the ninjas creep inside the Dome of Silence. They are all so fast and smooth. And there are so many of them!  
 
    There must be hundreds of Shadow Ninjas breaking into the Dome! 
 
    What’s happening inside?   
 
    What do I do? 
 
    All the world’s best spies are in that building!  
 
    If the ninjas can trap everyone in the Dome, they can take over the world! There would be nobody to stop them! 
 
    This is not good. This is really not good. 
 
    Grabbing the hotdog phone from my backpack, I call my friend Harley. 
 
    “Harley, I need your help. I’m-” 
 
    “Sorry, Charlie,” Harley shouts down the phone. “I have to help my Dad! He’s being pooed on at a rate of eighty bird poos per minute, and he can’t take off his hat. I have to help him!” 
 
    “But-” 
 
    And Harley hangs up the phone! 
 
    No! 
 
    I call the next person – someone who will always help me – Mom. 
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    “Mom!” I say when she answers the phone. “Dad has been trapped inside the Dome of Silence with all the other Super Spies! He’s in big trouble! And so is the rest of the world if the spies can’t beat the Shadow Ninjas!” 
 
    “That’s nice, dear,” Mom says calmly. “Just make sure you are home for dinner.” 
 
    “Mom! You don’t understand! This is really, really, really bad! Dad is in trouble!” 
 
    “Ok, Charlie,” she says softly. “Don’t worry about your Dad. He will be fine. He always finds a way out of these things.” 
 
    “But this is different, Mom! This is really, really bad!” 
 
    “You should read a dictionary, Charlie. You need to increase your vocabulary. Instead of saying ‘really, really bad,’ you could say words like ‘terrible,’ or ‘dreadful,’ or ‘frightful.’ You should spend more time doing homework on the weekends.” 
 
    “But Mom-” 
 
    “Your father will be fine, Charlie. Now, make sure you are both home for dinner. We are having my famous chocolate lasagna tonight.” 
 
    And then she hangs up! 
 
    Oh man, nobody is going to help me… 
 
    Wait a minute, did Mom say chocolate lasagna? Yum! I will definitely have to make sure that we get home tonight! 
 
    Maybe Mom is right. Maybe Dad will be fine.  
 
    He is the best Super Spy in the world, after all.  
 
    And he has captured the Head Ninja before.  
 
    Yep. They will be fine.  
 
    There is absolutely nothing for me to worry about. Nothing at all. Nope. I’m not going to worry. The Super Spies will be fine.  
 
    Sitting back down behind the bush, I take a deep breath. I am just going to sit here and think about gentle things, like fairies and butterflies and monster trucks.  
 
    But as I start to relax, I hear the hotdog phone buzz. It is a text message from Dad. 
 
    Great. I’m sure it will say there is nothing wrong at all and that all the Shadow Ninjas have been captured. 
 
    Calmly, I read the message. 
 
    It says: 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
    GET HELP.  NINJAS HAVE GOT US ALL. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    No! 
 
    That is bad!  
 
    I mean terrible. Or nasty. Or totally extreme.  
 
    What am I going to do? 
 
    Dad wants me to get help, but all the Super Spies are in the Dome of Silence. Who is going to help them? 
 
    In a panic, I race back into the spy building and look for someone to help me. I need to tell someone that all the world’s best spies are in trouble!   
 
    I run through the spy building, yelling for help, “Help! Help!” 
 
    I run into the control room of the spy agency – nobody is there. 
 
    The lunch room – not one person. 
 
    The car-park – not a soul. 
 
    I run into a room called, ‘The Invention Lab for People with Bad Ideas,’ and there is nobody there. All I see is a drink bottle made out of dirt, an astronaut suit for cats, a paper umbrella, and a rock pillow.  
 
    I run into every room of the spy building… 
 
    But there is nobody here! 
 
    Everyone is in the Dome of Silence!   
 
    There is nobody left to help me.   
 
    Oh no… 
 
    What do I do? 
 
    Is it up to me to save the world?  
 
    But the Shadow Ninjas are super fast and super smart. How could I stop them? I am only a sixth-grade kid. 
 
    But I have to try! 
 
    The entire world is depending on me. 
 
    I race into Dr. C. Mac’s office and grab everything I can… 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter 6 
 
      
 
    Ninja Attack  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Slowly and quietly, I sneak into the Dome of Silence. I have filled my backpack with all the gadgets I could find in Dr. C. Mac’s laboratory. There must be something I can do to stop this from happening.  
 
    Maybe I can throw the backpack to Dad, and then he can defeat all the Shadow Ninjas.  
 
    Stepping softly through the Dome of Silence, I look around for someone to help me.  
 
    But there is nobody. All the corridors are empty.  
 
    Oh man, this is so scary. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
    Crack! 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Oh no! The noise comes from behind me! 
 
    Jumping behind an indoor pot plant, I hide as two Shadow Ninjas walk up the corridor. They must be checking the corridor to make sure nobody is breaking in, but they are not very quiet.  
 
    “What’s a ninja’s favorite drink?” one says to the other. 
 
    “Wataaaah!” the other one laughs. 
 
    Great. The Shadow Ninjas are telling each other ninja jokes.   
 
    “What sort of shoes do ninjas wear?” 
 
    “Sneakers! Hahahaha!” 
 
    Well, they might not be very good ninjas, but at least they are funny.  
 
    After the ninjas have walked away, I creep out from behind the pot plant. I sneak around the building, looking for the Super Spies, but I can’t find them. 
 
    I check room after room in the Dome of Silence, but they are all empty! 
 
    Then, I hear sounds coming from the large conference room in the middle of the building. Quietly, I tip-toe up to the door and try to peer in. 
 
    If I can find my Dad, then I can throw him the backpack full of gadgets, and then he can defeat the Shadow Ninjas again. That’s an awesome plan. 
 
    The only thing that can stop the plan is if everyone is tied up. I really hope the Super Spies are not tied up… 
 
    Pushing the door open slightly, I peek into the conference room… 
 
    I can see the Super Spies! 
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    But they are all tied up! 
 
    No!   
 
    All the world’s best spies are tied together in the middle of the room! 
 
    Studying the rest of the room, I see that everyone’s hands are tied behind their backs! 
 
    No! 
 
    They can’t help me at all! 
 
    I am the only person who can do anything! I have to save the world from a Shadow Ninja attack! 
 
    I count twenty-eight ninjas and one Head Ninja.  
 
    The Head Ninja is taller than everyone else and looks so much scarier. He is clearly the dominant one, and the best ninja. When he walks, it looks like his feet aren’t even touching the ground. 
 
    Wow. He looks so tough. 
 
    “Listen!” the Head Ninja calls out and stands at the front of the room. “Everybody listen to me!” 
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    “I am the Head Ninja! I am in charge of the Shadow Ninjas! I will rule the world, and nobody can stop me!” the Head Ninja laughs. “The people before me, the world’s best Super Spies, think that they are the smartest people in the world, but they have been captured by me! They don’t look so smart now!”  
 
    “You will be sorry about this,” Dad calls out to the Head Ninja. “When we break out of here, we will capture you and lock you away for a very long time. You will not get away with this!” 
 
    “Haha!” the Head Ninja shouts. “And who is going to stop us now? The Super Spies are the only people on the planet capable of stopping us. But you are all tied up now. There is nothing more that you can do. There is no use trying to fight us – we are too strong!” 
 
    “What are you going to do now?” Dad questions. 
 
    “Now that we have all the world’s best Super Spies tied up, we are going to take over the world!” the Head Ninja continues. “We are going to rule every state, every island, and every country. From this day forth, I will be known as the King of the World! I will rule this world with power and strength. And I will make sure that everyone bows to the might of the Shadow Ninjas!” 
 
    “No,” Dad says.  
 
    “No?” 
 
    “Listen to me, Head Ninja. If you put down your weapons now, and let us all go, I promise that we will only lock you away for ten years in prison. We will let you go after ten years, and you can retire to the mountains in Japan, where we will make sure that you never try to take over the world again. Do we have a deal?” 
 
    “Hahahahaha!” the Head Ninja laughs loudly. “You must be joking? I will not make a deal with you. Under my command, the Shadow Ninjas will not be stopped by anyone. There will be no deals. There is nobody who can stop us now. The world is ours!” 
 
    Dad shakes his head. He knows there isn’t much more he can do right now. After the Head Ninja has finished his speech, I try to get Dad’s attention.  
 
    “Dad,” I whisper. “Dad.” 
 
    But it is no use. He is too far away. And I can’t go any closer or the Shadow Ninjas will see me. 
 
    What can I do? 
 
    How do I save the spies and stop all the Shadow Ninjas? 
 
    The Shadow Ninjas are the fastest people on earth - there is no way I can stop them by myself. 
 
    They are too quick! 
 
    But if I don’t do anything, the Shadow Ninjas will rule the world.  
 
    Oh no…  
 
    I don’t know what to do. 
 
    But suddenly, I have an idea… 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter 7 
 
      
 
    The Ninja Attack 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
    Opening my backpack, I sort through the gadgets I grabbed from Dr. C. Mac’s office. In the bag, there is his lunch box, his drink bottle, and his hat. They can’t help me!  
 
    Then I look inside the second zipper and realize that is where I put the gadgets. Phew! 
 
    I see the Slow-Motion Bomb and realize I can slow the Shadow Ninja’s down. They might be the world’s fastest people, but they won’t be if I hit them with the Slow-Motion Bomb! 
 
    That’s a brilliant idea! 
 
    Remembering that Dr. C. Mac said that I must hold the trigger from the Slow-Motion Bomb to resist the effects, I grip it tightly and look out at all the Shadow Ninjas.  
 
    I can do this.  
 
    I can be brave and save the Super Spies. 
 
    I know I can do this. 
 
    Come on… 
 
    I take three deep breaths, hold the trigger, and then throw the Slow-Motion Bomb into the room… 
 
    Then I wait… 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Bang! 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    The Slow-Motion Bomb goes off, and everyone goes slow-motion, except for me! 
 
    Totally awesome! 
 
      
 
    [image: ] 
 
      
 
    I race around the room at normal speed, but everyone else is locked into slow-motion movements. This is so much fun! 
 
    Grabbing my backpack, I pull out the super-clothes collection! Super-tie – nope. Super-sweater – it’s not cold. Super-socks – don’t need those either. Ah! Here they are! The super-boots and the super-gloves. Perfect!   
 
    Because the ninjas are moving in slow-motion, I am able to move so much faster than them! 
 
    I am faster than the fastest people alive! 
 
    This is so cool! 
 
    The ninjas try to attack me in slow-motion, but I can easily dodge their attacks! They are so slow!  
 
    I zip around all the ninjas, and they are so surprised that someone is faster than them! 
 
    This is brilliant!  
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    With my super-gloves on, I punch one of the ninjas.   
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    The Shadow Ninja goes flying through the air! 
 
    The super-gloves are so powerful!  
 
    And then I punch more ninjas! 
 
    Zipping around, I punch, and I punch, and I punch!  
 
    This is so much fun!  
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Pow! 
 
      
 
    Pow! 
 
      
 
    Pow! 
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    Quickly, I have knocked all the Shadow Ninjas out!  
 
    I have defeated them! 
 
    What mad skills!  
 
      
 
    [image: ] 
 
      
 
    That was so easy!   
 
    Thanks to the Slow-Motion Bomb, I have defeated the Shadow Ninjas! 
 
    Go me! 
 
    As the Slow-Motion Bomb begins to wear off, and everyone returns to normal speed, I race over to untie my Dad. 
 
    “Great work, Charlie!” he smiles. “That was outstanding. You were so quick! It was a great idea to use the Slow-Motion Bomb.” 
 
    “Thanks, Dad,” I smile. “I’m just happy that I managed to knock out all the ninjas, and save the Super Spies.” 
 
    But before I can untie my Dad, he shouts, “Watch out!” 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter 8 
 
      
 
    The Head Ninja 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    I spin around to look behind me. 
 
    It’s the Head Ninja!  
 
    I didn’t stop him! He must have been hiding when the Slow-Motion Bomb went off!  
 
    Aw man! He’s the toughest ninja! 
 
    The Head Ninja grabs me from behind and throws me against the wall.  
 
    Ouch!   
 
    Man, that hurts! 
 
    He knocks off my super-gloves and my super-boots, tossing them aside. Without them, I am helpless!  
 
    I try to get back to my feet, but he kicks me again!  
 
    I didn’t even see that kick!  
 
    “What do you call a ninja pig?” I say, trying to buy some time to work out how to defeat him.  
 
    “What do you call a ninja pig?” he questions.  
 
    “A Pork Chop!”  
 
    “Is that a joke?” the Head Ninja asks. “If it was, it wasn’t funny.” 
 
    As I look around the room, the Head Ninja comes towards me. I can’t see a way to stop him! 
 
    “How do you spell Ninjas?” I ask, still looking for a way out. 
 
    “N-I-N-J-A-S,” he replies.  
 
    “Nope. It’s spelled – S – because the ‘ninja’ is silent!” 
 
    “Ha!” the Head Ninja laughs. “That was funny. But the time for jokes is over. It is time to surrender, little boy. Without the Slow-Motion Bomb, you are no match for my speed and skill.” 
 
    “No,” I say. “I will not surrender. Your clothes are ugly, and I must stop you!” 
 
    “What did you say?!” 
 
    Oops. 
 
    I shouldn’t have said that his clothes are ugly. He looks totally angry now. 
 
    The Head Ninja walks over to me with his ninja sword ready.  
 
    I’m doomed! 
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    “Without your gadgets, you’re not so great! You are no match for the mighty Shadow Ninjas!” he shouts. “You shouldn’t have tried to stop us, little boy! We are unstoppable. What is your name?” 
 
    “My name is the Ninja Destroyer,” I say, hoping to scare him. 
 
    “Ha!” he laughs. That didn’t work. “That is not your name. What is your real name?” 
 
    “Charlie Chucky.” 
 
    “Charlie Chucky? Are you the son of the world’s best Super Spy, David Chucky?” he questions. 
 
    “Um, yes,” I reply. “And if you don’t let me go, then my Dad will make sure that you stay locked up forever. He will get really angry, and lock you up in prison. He has beaten you before, and he will do it again.” 
 
    “Ha! Your Super Spy Dad can’t help you now. He is tied up. He can’t do anything. There is no way that you can beat me. I am the greatest ninja ever!” 
 
    “Please don’t hurt me,” I say. “Mom is making chocolate lasagna tonight, and I really want to be home for that. Can’t you just let me go?” 
 
    “Chocolate lasagna? Hmmm, that does sound tasty,” the Head Ninja says. “But I am afraid that I cannot let you go. Because you defeated all my Shadow Ninjas; I cannot let you walk away. You will have to pay the price for trying to stop us.” 
 
    “What if I stop you now?” I say, trying to buy more time to think of an escape. “What if I beat you up? Would that make me the greatest ninja ever?” 
 
    “There is no way you can beat me without your gadgets!” he crackles again. “You can’t stop me now!” 
 
    He’s right. I can’t beat him without my gadgets. 
 
    There is nothing I can do. 
 
    But then I remember I have one gadget left… 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter 9 
 
      
 
    The Final Fight! 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    As the Head Ninja stands above me, I remember that I have one gadget left! 
 
    The pants-dropper pen is still in my pocket! 
 
    Yes! 
 
    “Don’t look down,” I say as I hit the button on the pants-dropper pen. 
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    The Head Ninja’s pants drop to the floor! 
 
    He looks down! 
 
    Quickly, I grab one of my super-boots, and… 
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    WHACK! 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    I kick him as hard as I can! 
 
    “Goodbye, Head Ninja!” I call out as he goes flying through the air! 
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    Chapter 10 
 
      
 
    The Clean Up 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Later that day… 
 
      
 
    “Congratulations Charlie,” Dad says as he hangs up a second picture of the Shadow Ninjas on the Wall of Bad. “That was very brave, and all the Super Spies were very impressed with your skills. Although, they weren’t so impressed with your jokes. You will need to work on those.” 
 
    Dad thinks my jokes are bad?  
 
    The last joke he told me was ‘3.14 percent of sailors are pi-rates.’ He says it’s a math joke, but I don’t get it. Then he told me to ask a cow if I needed help with math. I asked why? He said they might have a cow-culator.  
 
    Groan.  
 
    “Every spy that puts a villain away is awarded a special lunch,” Dad says as he pats me on the back. 
 
    “How special?” I ask. 
 
    “You can order whatever you want.” 
 
    “Really? So if I wanted vanilla ice cream, with a bowl of chocolate coated popcorn and a side of chips on pizza – you’d bring it to me?” 
 
    “Um… I suppose. If that is what you want.” 
 
    “Yes!” I punch the air. “Followed by Mom’s chocolate lasagna.” 
 
    Dad places his hand on my shoulder, “Son, if you want to become a Super Spy, there will be a place here for you. You have the skills to succeed, and you have proven yourself as a worthy Super Spy.” 
 
    “I’d love to be a Super Spy,” I smile. 
 
    “Maybe you can help me with the next assignment. We have a report that there are giant monsters causing trouble in a forest.” 
 
    “I’d be happy to help,” I reply. “Giants don’t scare me at all…” 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    The End 
 
      
 
      
 
    [image: ] 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Diary of a Super Spy: A Giant Problem! 
 
      
 
    Peter Patrick 
 
    William Thomas 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    What happens on the mission, stays on the mission… 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter 1 
 
      
 
    School Camp 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Oh, the life of being a Super Spy in the sixth grade. 
 
    I know what you’re thinking – it must be all thrills and excitement. Well, it’s not. Even though you save the world and battle nasty enemies, you still have to do all the normal sixth grade stuff. 
 
    Like go to school camp. 
 
    Ugh. 
 
    I love the outdoors, but the idea of running around with the rest of the sixth grade for three days doesn’t thrill me. In fact, it scares me a little. Anything could go wrong… 
 
    My name is Charlie Chucky, I’m in the sixth grade, and I love to jump over anything dangerous.   
 
    This is me jumping over a massive, dangerous puddle of water. 
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    My best friend Harley has also come on the school camp.   
 
    This is Harley.   
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    As you can tell, Harley doesn’t like the outdoors. 
 
    He would rather spend his time indoors with a math test, the latest book, and his collection of extremely rare ant’s teeth.  
 
    Our school camp is being held in the middle of nowhere – which is about a four-hour bus ride from our school. There are six cabins, two lakes, three tennis courts, one soccer oval, fourteen lost koalas, six Dodo birds, half a boat, and one very creepy looking forest.  
 
    This camp is supposed to teach us about the wild, but how much is there to know? The Camp Leader asked me what I would do if I were lost in the woods, and I told him I would call my Mom. She always knows where to find me.  
 
    Particularly when it is time to go to the Dentist, and I am hiding.  
 
    But apparently, there is no mobile phone reception out here, so I couldn’t call my Mom anyway. The Camp Leader said I could survive by eating berries off the ice-cream tree. Sounds fine to me.  
 
    To make this boring camp more interesting, I snuck some of Dad’s newest Super Spy gadgets into my backpack.   
 
    My Dad is a Super Spy.   
 
    And not just any Super Spy – he is the world’s best Super Spy. He works for a spy agency so secret that even he doesn’t know the name of it. 
 
    He battles bad guys, and saves the world on a weekly basis, but is still home for dinner most nights. Last night, he stopped the battle with his enemy, Robyn Banks, to come home and eat pasta for dinner. Once he had finished his pasta, he went back to battling Robyn Banks, who was in the middle of robbing a bank. Dad says a Super Spy should never battle on an empty stomach. I like that idea.  
 
    Recently, he has been teaching me the skills to become a future Super Spy. 
 
    He even let me go to the mega secret ‘International Spy Building’ where he works. I was stoked about that.  
 
    After we have set up our beds at the camp, I sneak out with Harley and show him all the cool stuff I brought in my backpack. 
 
    “What’s that?” Harley asks as I pull out the first gadget. 
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    “It’s the latest type of mini-gun,” I respond. “This is the miniest mini-gun ever invented. It is half the size of the last mini-gun, which was half the size of the previous mini-gun, which was twice the size of the mini-gun before that one.” 
 
    “It’s so super small. What does it do? Does it blow things up like a bomb?” 
 
    “Nope. It does the opposite, Harley. This mini-gun makes things shrink. It’s called a Shrinking Ray Gun.” 
 
    “It shrinks things? Like what I do when Mom puts a plate of hotdogs in front of me?” 
 
    “No, Harley. The number of hotdogs on the plate shrinks because you eat them.” 
 
    “Ha. Yeah. Good point.” 
 
    “This mini-gun would shrink a plate of normal size hotdogs into a tiny plate of tiny, little hotdogs.” 
 
    “Why would you want to do that? That’s a stupid gun. Who would want to eat tiny, little hotdogs?” Harley is confused. “Throw the mini-gun away, Charlie. It’s nasty.” 
 
    “No, Harley. This mini-gun isn’t supposed to shrink hotdogs. It’s supposed to shrink bad guys!” 
 
    “Oh… right. Yep. That makes sense. Totally.” 
 
    “And check this out!” I pull out Dad’s newest gadget. 
 
    “Cool. A helmet with glasses!” Harley is stoked. 
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    “It’s not just a helmet with glasses! This helmet allows you to see invisible things,” I smile. “It’s called the Invisible Detector Helmet.”  
 
    “Invisible things? Like what? I’ve never seen anything invisible before.” 
 
    “That’s because it’s invisible!” 
 
    “Oh, right. Yeah. That’s some cool stuff, Charlie. You might need it for the forest over there.” 
 
    We both turn to look at the forest next to our camp. Who would build a school camp next to the strangest, creepiest, spookiest, darkest forest in the world? 
 
    “I heard that giants live in the forest, Charlie. And I heard that the giants are totally terrifying,” Harley whispers. “And I heard that anybody who goes into the forest never comes back out.” 
 
    “That’s stupid,” I tell Harley. “Nobody can get stuck in a forest forever.” 
 
    “The Camp Rules call it the ‘Evil Forest.’ Camp Rule number 112 says that nobody is allowed to go near the Evil Forest, and Camp Rule number 124 says nobody is allowed to enter the Evil Forest without their hat on backward,” Harley says. “We really must stay away from that forest, Charlie.” 
 
    I’m glad he was listening to the camp rules. I got bored and stopped listening at Camp Rule 28: No child is allowed to put chewing gum in their armpits. 
 
    I stare at the Evil Forest, and even though it is the middle of a hot and sweaty day, the forest still looks dark and cold.  
 
    That is well scary.  
 
    There is something seriously wrong with that forest… 
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    Chapter 2 
 
      
 
    The Evil Forest… 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Once everyone in the sixth grade has settled into camp, the Camp Leaders make us play a soccer game against each other.  
 
    There are three Camp Leaders for the sixth grade, and they are way too cheerful. They look like the smiles have been painted on their faces. They’ll probably get jobs as clowns when they grow up. 
 
    Jack the Jock, Jim the Jump, and Jon the Jingle totally dominate the soccer game. I get to kick the ball twice, but that is as much action as I see.   
 
    Those three guys train for sport every day of the week.  
 
    Sometimes I wonder if they even sleep. They probably go to bed at eight o’clock, wake up at midnight, and start doing push-ups, sit-ups, and squats until it is time to go back to school where they play sport at every opportunity.   
 
    They even tried to play baseball in Mr. Pale’s science class. Mr. Pale didn’t like his ruler being used as a baseball bat, but it was when they used his pet frog as a catcher that he really got angry. 
 
    Halfway through the soccer game, the ball goes close to Harley.   
 
    Harley is a nice kid, but he is one of the least sporty kids in the grade. To my surprise, he kicks the ball. 
 
    And he doesn’t just kick the ball. 
 
    He kicks it hard! 
 
    Real hard. 
 
    Like he was trying to punish the ball for going so close to him. 
 
    And the ball goes flying. 
 
      
 
    And flying… 
 
      
 
    And flying… 
 
      
 
    The whole class watches the ball go sailing way over their heads, way over the goals, and way over the camp. 
 
    The ball keeps flying, bounces once, and then goes straight into the Evil Forest… 
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    Everyone freezes. 
 
    In the sixth grade, all the boys think they are tough. Nobody wants to say they are scared of some little dark forest. I mean, it’s just some trees, and some darkness… and creepy sounds… and scary shadows... 
 
    It is clear that we are all scared. 
 
    Even the Camp Leaders look scared. They don’t want to go near the Evil Forest. Nobody runs after the ball. 
 
    Except for Jack the Jock. 
 
    He happily chases the ball right into the forest.   
 
    He probably isn’t scared because he doesn’t even know what scary is. And he definitely wouldn’t be able to spell it. Actually, I would be surprised if he could spell ‘it.’  
 
    All he cares about is sport, sport, sport, fairies, sport, and sport.  
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    Jack the Jock is usually very quick at everything he does. He is built for speed.  
 
    Jack the Jock sprints into the forest to find the ball. The forest is so dark that I can’t even see him in there. Where is he? 
 
    Maybe he is hiding in the shadows? Maybe he got confused and suddenly thought the whole school was now playing a game of hide and seek in the Evil Forest? Or maybe he is just doing some more push-ups? 
 
    We wait a few minutes, but there is no sign of him. How long does it take to get a ball? 
 
    Is the ball stuck in a tree?  
 
    Maybe he tripped over?   
 
    It is pretty dark in there.  
 
    “He must have fallen,” my fellow sixth grader Mia says. “I’m sure he just fell over. He’s fine. I’m sure he’s fine.” 
 
    Mia is the prettiest girl in school. She is so pretty that butterflies dance and flowers bloom wherever she goes. And she is totally nice, too. The other day she said, ‘I like your new shoes, Charlie.’ That was one of the greatest moment of my life.  
 
    “He is just looking for the ball,” Harley says, nervously. “He’ll be back in a moment. It’s dark in there, and he is just looking for the ball. I’m sure nothing bad happened in the Evil Forest.” 
 
    The whole sixth grade waits for Jack the Jock to come out of the forest with the ball… 
 
      
 
    And we wait… 
 
      
 
    And wait… 
 
      
 
    And wait… 
 
      
 
    But he doesn’t come back out. 
 
    “Jack? Jack?” one of the Camp Leaders call out. “Are you in there, Jack? Are you ok? Did you find the ball?” 
 
    Everyone is silent as we wait for a response, but there is nothing. Not a peep of sound.  
 
    “Jack? Are you ok in there?” Mia calls out. “Jack? Can you please answer us? Are you still looking for the ball? Are you ok?” 
 
    But there is no answer. 
 
    What is in the Evil Forest? 
 
    “Excuse me,” Mia says to the head of the camp. “As the Camp Leader, it is your job to go in there and find out if he is ok. You need to walk into that dark, cold, wet forest and find him. Jack the Jock is very important, and we cannot let him become lost in there.” 
 
    “Um… but it’s the Evil Forest. I can’t go in there. It’s against the rules to go in there,” the Camp Leader looks like he is about to cry. He is so scared. “Nobody is allowed to go into the Evil Forest. And rules are rules. I can’t break them.” 
 
    “But you have to go in there!” Mia protests. “Jack might have hurt himself. You have to go in there and find him. You cannot stand around out here and wait for him to return. What if he has tripped over a tree stump and hurt himself really, really badly? Jack needs your help. You must go in there and find him. That is your job as Camp Leader.” 
 
    “Is it?” the Camp Leader looks so scared. “Are you sure that’s my job? Because I can’t remember it being my job. I’m not sure it is my job. It might not be my job. Actually, it could be anyone’s job. It probably isn’t my job.” 
 
    “Yes! It is your job! You are the Camp Leader!” Mia shouts. “Now, be brave, go in there, and find Jack the Jock! Go and make sure he is ok!” 
 
    “Of course,” the Camp Leader pretends to be brave, but we can all see his hands shaking as he starts to walk into the shadows of the Evil Forest.  
 
    “Good luck,” Harley says as the Camp Leader starts to disappear into the shadows. “You can do it.” 
 
    “I am brave. I am strong. I am brave. I am strong,” the Camp Leader repeats to himself as he walks in. “I am brave. I am strong. I have nice hair. I am brave. I am strong.” 
 
    Slowly, he steps into the darkness.  
 
    As he hikes deep into the Evil Forest, he calls out for Jack, “Jack the Jock, Jack the Jock, Jack, Jack, Jack…” 
 
    Soon, we can’t hear or see the Camp Leader.  
 
    So we wait… 
 
      
 
    And wait… 
 
      
 
    And wait… 
 
      
 
    But he doesn’t return either.  
 
    “Do you think he’s ok?” Mia asks me. “It’s been five minutes now. Do you think he is doing fine?” 
 
    “Sure. He’s fine,” I respond, but I don’t think he is. I think the Evil Forest has got him. “We’ll just wait here until they come out. There is no rush to chase them. They are both very strong and capable people. They’ll be fine.” 
 
    But they don’t come back out.  
 
    And the Evil Forest starts to become even darker… 
 
      
 
    Oh no… 
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    Chapter 3 
 
      
 
    Going into the Evil Forest… 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
    When Jack the Jock and the Camp Leader don’t return from the Evil Forest, the rest of the Camp Leaders argue about who will go into the forest next.  
 
    But nobody wants to go in. 
 
    The whole sixth grade starts to look worried.  
 
    We need to save Jack the Jock. He is the only reason our school wins any sporting event. He won every event at our last swimming carnival. And athletics day. And badminton day. And at the toe-wrestling championships.  
 
    “We need someone really brave to go in there,” Mia says to the other Camp Leaders. “We need someone who is full of courage, strength, and bravery. If someone were brave enough to enter the darkness, then I would really admire them. They would be a hero.” 
 
    Even at school camp, Mia looks like a Hollywood actress. I try not to think about her too much, but every night she comes into my dreams. In my dream last night, she was a princess eating ice cream at a fancy restaurant, and I was an astronaut who asked her if I could walk her pet kangaroo. Strange dream. 
 
    “I’ll do it,” I say loudly. “I am brave. I’ll be the hero.” 
 
    What? 
 
    Why would I say that? 
 
    I don’t know why I said that. I don’t really want to be the next to go into the Evil Forest.  
 
    Actually, I don’t want to go in there at all.  
 
    I’m scared of the Evil Forest. Real scared. 
 
    “What are you doing?” Harley whispers to me. “You shouldn’t go into the Evil Forest. It’s too scary.” 
 
    “And Harley will come with me,” I announce to the rest of the sixth grade. “We are the bravest kids in school, and we will rescue Jack the Jock and the Camp Leader.” 
 
    Harley’s eyes almost pop out of his head.   
 
    Harley isn’t brave. He gets scared when his Mom takes away his favorite teddy bear, named Squeezy Softy Bear. And when I saw him at lunchtime yesterday sitting in a corner looking worried, I asked him what was wrong. He said, ‘I’m so scared. I was just thinking about a world without chocolate.’  
 
    Actually, that is pretty scary. 
 
    “You’re so brave, Charlie,” Mia smiles to me. “I love brave people. They are so excellent. You really are a hero.” 
 
    Wow. She has a great smile. 
 
    “Just come with me,” I whisper to Harley. “Mia will think that we are really brave and courageous. And if we can find Jack the Jock, and the Camp Leader, then we will be known as the bravest kids in school. I will be Mr. Brave 1, and you will be Mr. Brave 2.” 
 
    “But we’re not brave,” Harley whispers back. “We’ve never been brave. And I don’t want to be Mr. Brave 2. I would be happy being Mr. Brave 198.” 
 
    “There’s nothing to be scared of. It’s just a forest. It’s just a collection of trees, sticks, and dirt. How bad can it be in there?” 
 
    “It’s not just any forest, Charlie. It’s the Evil Forest. It’s called the Evil Forest because it is evil. The forest could be alive, and if we walk in there, it will destroy us,” Harley says, looking really nervous. “Or it could be full of monsters, or ghosts, or trees!” 
 
    “Um… yep. I think it is full of trees,” I say. “But don’t worry, Harley. I’ll look after you. Just stay near me. I’ll bring my backpack, which is full of all the Super Spy gadgets. We’ll be fine if we stay together.” 
 
    Harley doesn’t know how to say no. 
 
    So he says yes. 
 
    “Good luck, Charlie,” Mia smiles again. “You are so courageous. I hope you come back.” 
 
    “So do I,” I say, trying to be totally brave.  
 
    Pulling out the flashlight from my backpack, I slowly creep towards the Evil Forest. Harley grabs hold of my backpack, and follows me into the darkness. 
 
    We have to be brave to impress Mia.  
 
    “We can do this,” I whisper to Harley, who is shaking so much that I think he might have turned into a washing machine. 
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    Slowly, we creep into the shadows of the dark forest.  
 
    This is definitely the scariest place I have ever been. It is dark, cold, and full of stuff I can’t see. I have no idea what is in front of us. Witches? Or scarecrows? Or television reporters?  
 
    I try to be brave, but it is hard when you’re full of fear. 
 
    “Jack?” I call out quietly. “Jack? Are you in here? Are you ok? Do you need our help?” 
 
    “Shhh…” Harley says. “You don’t want to wake up whatever is in the Evil Forest. Be quiet, Charlie. Keep your voice down.” 
 
    The wind howls past my ears, and I feel a cold shiver up my spine. The air in the forest is damp, and the smell is terrifying. The flashlight is shaking in my hands.  
 
    This is disturbing.  
 
    After a few minutes trekking through the darkness, I can’t see any sign of Jack the Jock, or the Camp Leader.  
 
    Looking behind us, I can’t see the school camp either. It is so pitch black in this forest.  
 
    But then… 
 
    I think I hear a soft scream ahead of us... 
 
    I see a pair of eyes looking at me, but when I shine my flashlight at it, it disappears.   
 
      
 
    Ahhh… 
 
      
 
    I’m sure I feel two hairy spiders run over my legs.   
 
    And they feel like big spiders… 
 
    I don’t want to walk into the forest any further… but I have to be brave if I want to impress Mia. I have to find Jack the Jock. 
 
    The branches of the trees reach out to us like long arms, and I’m sure this place is haunted. 
 
      
 
    Oh no… 
 
      
 
    My heart is beating so fast. 
 
    The deeper into the forest we walk, the darker it becomes. I have never been scared of the dark, but right now, it terrifies me… 
 
    I shine my flashlight ahead, and we see the soccer ball stuck in a tree.   
 
    “There. There’s the ball. Let’s get out of here now,” Harley whispers. “It’s time for us to go home.” 
 
    “No, we can’t go yet,” I whisper. “We have to find Jack the Jock. That is the only way that Mia will be impressed by our bravery. We can’t walk out of this forest without him. I’m sure he is around here somewhere. He can’t be far away.” 
 
    Gently, we continue to step forward, but the further we walk, the tighter Harley grips my backpack.  
 
    “Charlie,” Harley whispers. “What’s that chattering noise?” 
 
    I turn around and shine the flashlight into Harley’s face, “It’s your teeth chattering.” 
 
    “Oh,” Harley says as he holds his chin to stop his mouth from shaking.  
 
      
 
      
 
    CRUNCH! 
 
      
 
      
 
    We hear another noise ahead of us… 
 
    A loud, crunching noise. 
 
    A very scary, loud, crunching noise… 
 
      
 
      
 
    Oh no… 
 
      
 
    What is it? 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter 4 
 
      
 
    Deep into the Evil Forest 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Everything stops when we hear the noise.  
 
    My heart is beating so hard!   
 
    I grip the flashlight super tight as I look for anything moving in the Evil Forest. But it is so dark that I can’t see anything! 
 
    What is ahead of us? 
 
    I swing the flashlight around the forest looking for any sign of movement. But I can’t find anything! 
 
      
 
    Aghh!  
 
      
 
    I hold my breath as I wait for something to happen…  
 
      
 
      
 
    CRUNCH! 
 
      
 
      
 
    We hear another noise… 
 
      
 
      
 
    CRUNCH! 
 
      
 
      
 
    It’s getting louder! 
 
      
 
      
 
    CRUNCH! 
 
      
 
    The noise is coming straight towards us – and we can’t see anything!  
 
    It is too dark! 
 
    Aghh!!  
 
    What is it? What is coming for us?! 
 
    “Quick, hide,” I grab Harley and pull him behind a rock.  
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    CRUNCH! 
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    The crunching noise is so close to us!! 
 
    What is the noise?! 
 
    What is in the forest?! 
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    What? 
 
    It’s the Camp Leader.   
 
    He sprints past us as fast as he can!  
 
    I don’t think I’ve ever seen anyone run as fast as he is. He could probably break a world record right now. 
 
    “Run for your lives!” he yells to us. “Run for your lives! Save yourself!” 
 
    And he doesn’t stop. 
 
    He just keeps running.   
 
    Right past us, and back out of the Evil Forest.  
 
    “Maybe we should listen to him?” Harley says. “He is the Camp Leader. If he says that we should run for our lives, maybe we should do what we’re told? Maybe we should run for our lives straight back out of here? That would be the smart thing to do.” 
 
    “No, Harley,” I shake my head. “We haven’t finished our mission.” 
 
    “I thought you would say that,” Harley sighs. 
 
    “We still have to find Jack the Jock. We know that we are heading in the right direction, because this is the way that the Camp Leader came from. We have to keep going through the Evil Forest. We cannot let anything stop us until we locate Jack the Jock. We must be brave.” 
 
    “Are you sure?” Harley quivers. “Maybe we can just leave him in here? You know, Jack the Jock is very strong. He probably isn’t even in trouble. He is probably in the Evil Forest doing push-ups. He does get distracted very easily.” 
 
    “We have to keep going, Harley. We have to complete our mission.” 
 
    I stand up from behind the rock, and Harley keeps cowering behind me.  
 
    Lightly, we edge forward through the Evil Forest, stepping over tree roots, rocks, and massive spiders. 
 
    “Look!” Harley says. “There’s light ahead. That must be the end of the Evil Forest.” 
 
    We spot sunlight through the trees, and head towards it. As we walk, the light gets brighter and brighter. 
 
    And then the Evil Forest stops. 
 
    It just finishes. 
 
    As we look around, we realize that it is a large clearing in an oval shape, but it is surrounded by the Evil Forest on all sides. It is a strange clearing, almost like a purposefully built grass field has been placed in the middle of the really dark forest. Very strange.   
 
    “See,” I say to Harley. “There is nothing to be afraid of. We’re in the middle of the Evil Forest and nothing happened to us. There is nothing to be afraid of at all. All those scary stories were just stories. We are standing here, and we are safe.” 
 
    “Look! There’s Jack the Jock,” Harley yells. “Yay! We’ve finished our mission! Everyone will be so proud of us!” 
 
    Jack the Jock is lying on the grass, in the middle of the clearing.  
 
    “Jack? Jack the Jock?” I call out, but there is no response.  
 
    He looks dazed, but he is alive.  
 
    “What happened to him?” Harley asks. “Is he hurt? Or is he just having a sleep?” 
 
    “I don’t know, but he looks like he has been knocked out,” I say. “He’s not responding to us. He might be injured.” 
 
    “I’ll go and see,” Harley starts to run towards him. “Jack?! Are you ok?” 
 
    “Wait,” I stop Harley from going any further.  
 
    “Why? Jack the Jock needs our help. That’s what we came here for,” Harley looks at me, confused. 
 
    “I know. But let’s check this out before we go any further, Harley. I have a really bad feeling about this…”  
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    Chapter 5 
 
      
 
    Saving Jack the Jock 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    “Jack?” Harley calls out again. “Jack? Can you hear me? It’s Harley! Jack?” 
 
    Harley is shouting as loud as he can, but Jack the Jock doesn’t move. 
 
    Standing at the edge of the clearing, we continue to call out to him, but there is no response.  
 
    “He looks like he has been hit by something,” I say. “I think he is knocked out.” 
 
    “I can’t see anything there,” Harley says. “Whatever hit him must have left already. I think we’re fine to walk over there. I don’t think we are in any danger. Everything looks fine.” 
 
    “I don’t think so, Harley. Something about this seems really odd. Don’t you think it’s bizarre that the Camp Leader came running past us really scared only moments ago, and now we find Jack the Jock knocked out cold in the middle of a large grass clearing?” 
 
    “Nope,” Harley ignores me and starts walking towards the middle of the clearing. “Not at all.” 
 
    “Harley, wait…”  
 
    But Harley keeps walking. 
 
    And then… 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    WHACK! 
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    Harley is hit by something, and he goes flying! 
 
    When he lands, he is knocked out cold, lying next to Jack the Jock.   
 
    But I can’t see anything there! 
 
    What hit him? 
 
    I stare into the clearing, but I can’t see what hit Harley! 
 
    There is nothing there!  
 
    What is going on?! 
 
    “Hello?” I call out.  
 
    But there is no response. Something hit Harley, but I don’t know what it was.  
 
    “Hello? Is anybody there?” I call out again. 
 
    Still, there is no response.  
 
    “If you are hiding, then I promise I will be really, really nice to you if you show me who you are,” I say. “Please come out.” 
 
    I wait a few more moments, but there is still no response. 
 
    What is out there?! 
 
    What hit Harley? 
 
    There is only one way that I am going to find out – I am going to have to go out there myself!  
 
    Yep. That’s a great idea. Totally the best idea… 
 
    Except I don’t want to go out there! It’s too dangerous!  
 
    But it’s the only way I can find out what happened to my friend! 
 
    Slowly, I creep one foot forward into the grass clearing… 
 
    Nothing. 
 
    Then I creep the next foot forward… 
 
    Still nothing.  
 
    Another step… 
 
    No reaction. 
 
    Another step… 
 
    Still nothing! 
 
    Ok. Maybe there isn’t anything out here. Maybe Jack the Jock and Harley both tripped over in exactly the same spot. Maybe there is nothing to worry about at all. 
 
    I begin to walk forward at a normal pace, looking all around me. 
 
    But just as I get close to Harley, I feel a whoosh of air! 
 
    I swing around! 
 
    There is nothing there! 
 
    I feel another swoosh of air! 
 
    Where is it coming from?! 
 
    Then… 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    THUMP! 
 
      
 
    I am hit across the back, and I go flying into the edge of the clearing! 
 
    Luckily, it doesn’t hurt too much, but I have no idea what hit me! 
 
    Slowly, I get back to my feet, watching the ground around me.  
 
    What is out here? What hit me? 
 
    “Hello,” I say again. “I come in peace. I don’t want to hurt anyone. If you promise not to hurt me again, then I will leave you alone and-” 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    SMACK! 
 
      
 
      
 
    I am hit again! 
 
    Agh! 
 
    This time the invisible force whacks me in the stomach. It sends me flying across the field, back to where my backpack is.  
 
    What is hitting me?! 
 
    I stare at the clearing, but I still can’t see anything…  
 
    And then it occurs to me. 
 
    Something invisible must be out there! 
 
    Something invisible must have hit Jack the Jock and Harley! 
 
    But how am I going to defeat an invisible opponent? I can’t do that. The only way I can beat something is if I can see it. There is no way I can battle an invisible opponent. I need something to help me see the invisible opposition… 
 
    Of course!  
 
    My Invisible Detector Helmet!  
 
    I pull open my backpack and put on my Invisible Detector Helmet… 
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    Oh no… 
 
    This is not good… 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter 6 
 
      
 
    A Giant Problem… 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    With my Invisible Detector Helmet on, I can see everything - but I’m not sure I want to see it!  
 
    Standing in front of me are four of the biggest, ugliest, meanest looking giants I have ever seen! Not that I’ve seen a lot of giants. 
 
    They must have hit Jack the Jock and Harley! They also must be the reason why the Evil Forest is so scary! They live in there! 
 
    The longer I stare at them, the meaner they look. They all have nasty teeth, scary expressions, and terrifying eyes.  
 
    And did I mention that they are huge and invisible! 
 
    Agh!! 
 
    What am I going to do?! 
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    As I stare at the giants in shock, one of the giants spots me.   
 
    He doesn’t look like he is in the mood for sitting down and having a long chat about pop music with a can of soda.   
 
    Nope.   
 
    He actually looks like he is in the mood to eat me for dinner.  
 
    “Yummy,” one of the giants say. “Yummy.” 
 
    The other giants look to where he is pointing – at me! 
 
    “Yummy,” says another giant. “Yummy.” 
 
    “Yummy,” the third one says. 
 
    Giants don’t have a very large vocabulary.  
 
    I don’t know what to do! How can I defeat four giant monsters?! I need time to think, but they look really hungry! 
 
    “Hey giants,” I say, trying to buy some time to think of an escape plan. “Do you want to hear a giant joke?” 
 
    They don’t respond. 
 
    “What’s higher than a giant?” 
 
    No answer. 
 
    “A giant’s hat!” I laugh. 
 
    Still no response.  
 
    “Did you hear about the giant who sneezed?” I continue. “It was all over town…” 
 
    The giants don’t laugh. Clearly, they don’t have a giant sense of humor.  
 
    “Yummy,” the tallest giant says. “Yummy.” 
 
    “Yummy,” says another one. “Yummy.” 
 
    Oh man. I think they have one thing on their mind – eating me! 
 
    Maybe I shouldn’t have used ketchup instead of soap when I had a shower this morning.  
 
    Oops. 
 
    Time for Plan B…  
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    RUN! 
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    As I run under the giant’s legs, I realize how tall he is. 
 
    Not basketball player tall like Leaping Larry Leggings in the sixth grade – no, these giants are more Statue of Liberty sort-of-tall.  
 
    I can’t defeat four giants this tall! 
 
    I can’t even reach their kneecaps! 
 
    I’m doomed! 
 
    Why did I even go into the Evil Forest in the first place?! 
 
    Oh man!  
 
    One of the giants tries to reach down and grab me – but the giants are mega slow! I dodge his hand easily, and then run around the back of the next giant. 
 
    Another hand swings down – and I dodge it again! 
 
    If they catch me, I am toast! They will eat me in one gulp! 
 
    They might be super slow, but how am I going to defeat them? 
 
    There was nothing about defeating invisible giants in the ‘Super Spy Handbook.’ There was a chapter on how to defeat wild teddy bears, another chapter on battling crazy cars, and one on how to capture a rogue tea cup – but nothing about how to defeat outrageous giants! 
 
    “Uh?” Harley starts to wake up as I run around the clearing. “What’s happening?” 
 
    “Giants!” I shout, as I dodge another hand.  
 
    “Giants?” Harley asks. “I can’t see any giants. What are you talking about, Charlie?” 
 
    Of course, Harley can’t see the giants! They are invisible!  
 
    “There are four invisible giants running around the clearing!” I shout as I try to run away from them. “That’s what hit you! And that’s what is making the Evil Forest so evil - invisible giants!” 
 
    “You’ve really lost it now, Charlie,” Harley says as he begins to stand up. “Invisible giants? Really? I thought it was bad when you were talking to your invisible friend in 1st grade, especially when you demanded that he had to have a seat in the classroom. Everyone thought you were crazy.” 
 
    “No, Charlie! This is real! And they aren’t friendly giants! They want to eat us!” 
 
    “You are crazy, Charlie,” Harley shakes his head and stands up. “I’m going back to camp.” 
 
    “No!” I try to warn Harley. “Stay down!” 
 
    “And I’m taking Jack the Jock with me and-”  
 
    “Watch out!” I shout to Harley. 
 
    But… 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    WHACK! 
 
      
 
      
 
    He is hit again by another giant!  
 
    Again, he goes flying across the field!  
 
    Poor Harley. He is going to have a very sore head when he wakes up.  
 
    I see another hand reach down to grab me, but this time, I jump on the hand, run up the giant’s arm, and line him up for the biggest kick I have ever done! 
 
    And… 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    SLAM! 
 
      
 
    Yes! 
 
    I have kicked the giant in the face with all my power! 
 
    But… 
 
    Oh no. 
 
    The giant doesn’t move. He didn’t even feel it! I tried to kick him with all my strength, but he didn’t even notice my kick! 
 
    It did nothing to him! 
 
    What am I going to do now?! 
 
    I can’t beat them! 
 
    I race over to my backpack to grab my phone so that I can call my Super Spy Dad. He will know what to do. He will know how to defeat four invisible giants in the middle of the Evil Forest. 
 
    Frantically, I search through my backpack, looking for my phone… but then I realize that we weren’t allowed to bring our phones to camp! 
 
    Agh! 
 
    I have no hope! 
 
    But as I search through my backpack, I see another one of Dad’s gadgets… 
 
    The Shrinking Ray Gun!  
 
    Yes! 
 
    I can shrink the giants from extra-large to ultra-small! Then I can defeat them! 
 
    Slowly, I turn around and take aim at the first giant… 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    ZAP! 
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    Yes!   
 
    What a great shot! 
 
    I hit the first giant with the zapping, shrinking laser!  
 
    This shrinking gun totally rocks!   
 
    Once he is hit by the laser, the first invisible giant shrinks to mini size!  
 
    He shrinks from being the size of a skyscraper building, to the size of a regular tall building, to the size of a normal building, to the size of a small building, to the size of an ant’s skyscraper building, to the size of an ant’s tiny building! 
 
    Awesome!  
 
    My giant problem has just become a mini problem!! 
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    ZAP! 
 
      
 
      
 
    I turn around, and shoot another giant!  
 
    Hitting him with the laser, he is shocked by the power. He shakes, tries to brush the laser off his arms, but then starts to shrink as well!  
 
    “What is happening?” the giant says in a deep voice as he begins to shrink. “I’m not big anymore.” 
 
    “No!” I laugh. “You are now a mini giant! Or a giant mini! Or a mini giant mini!” 
 
    This shrinking gun is so awesome! 
 
    I turn my attention to the third giant, who is looking at his giant friends strangely.  
 
    “Me not want to be small,” he says, and then he tries to grab me! “Me want to stay big.”  
 
    “Not today,” I yell as I dodge his hand! 
 
    After I have jumped out of the way of his slow moving arm, I take aim at his body… 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    ZAP! 
 
      
 
      
 
    I hit him with the full force of the Shrinking Ray Gun! 
 
    The third giant starts to run away from the powerful rays, but with each step he becomes smaller, until he is shrunk to mega-mini size! He won’t run very fast now.   
 
    This is so much fun. 
 
    When I get home, I’m going to shrink the neighbor’s big, barking dog, who always tries to eat my school shorts. And maybe I’ll shrink the mess in my bedroom. 
 
    And my next math test. 
 
    Actually, shrinking a math test won’t work – I’ll just have to write the answers extra small!  
 
    With this Shrinking Ray Gun, I am going to easily defeat four invisible giants. Yep. I am so awesome. One last giant to go.  
 
    But as I turn to shoot the last giant…  
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    TRIP! 
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    I trip over one of the mini giants! 
 
    No! 
 
    When I fall, my Invisible Detector Helmet goes flying away from me! 
 
    Oh no! 
 
    I crash to the ground with a heavy thump, hurting my chin. I try to reach for my helmet again, but it has fallen too far away! 
 
    Without my helmet, I can’t see the last invisible giant!   
 
    Where is he?  
 
    He remains at large! 
 
    He could be anywhere!   
 
    I need that helmet! Desperately, I try to reach the helmet again, but… 
 
    Suddenly, I feel something grab me!  
 
    It must be the last invisible giant! 
 
    Agh!  
 
      
 
    [image: ] 
 
      
 
    I’m doomed…. 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter 7 
 
      
 
    Wrestling a Giant 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    I’m wrecked. 
 
    This giant will eat me for sure. Invisible giants are always hungry. 
 
    The grip of the invisible giant tightens, and I can begin to smell his breath. Oh, he smells so bad. He really should brush his invisible giant teeth more often. 
 
    I struggle against the tight grip, trying to break free, but it is no use. He is too strong, and I can’t see what I am struggling against.  
 
    Oh man. 
 
    This is the end for me…  
 
    “Charlie!” I hear a voice below. “Charlie!” 
 
    “Mia!”  
 
    Mia is standing below me, looking totally confused. She must have come into the Evil Forest looking for us! 
 
    “What are you doing up there?” she asks, as she can’t see the invisible giant. “And how are you flying? What is happening?” 
 
    “I’m not flying!” I yell as I struggle against the giant.  
 
    “Then what are you doing up there? How are you that high in the air?” 
 
    If I told Mia that I am about to be eaten by a huge, scary invisible giant - she would think I’m crazy!  
 
    “Um… let’s just say I have a giant problem right now!” I yell.  
 
    “Ok…” she replies. “You should come back down here so we can carry Harley and Jack the Jock out of the forest. They look like they have been hurt.” 
 
    “No, Mia, I need your help! Something bad is happening, and I need to stop it! I need you to throw up my helmet and my mini-gun!” 
 
    Quickly, Mia grabs my Invisible Detector Helmet and mini-gun, and throws them up to me. 
 
    Her toss is perfect! 
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    “Thanks! Great throw!”  
 
    Swiftly, I put the Invisible Detector Helmet on… 
 
    Whoa! 
 
    The invisible giant is about to eat me! 
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    But not now!  
 
    Swiftly, I grab my Shrinking Ray Gun, and fire a shot straight into his mouth! 
 
    “Eat this!” I yell.  
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    ZAP! 
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    Woo! 
 
    The last giant starts to shrink to mini size!  
 
    He is no longer dangerous!  
 
    Actually, I don’t know if the giant is a ‘he’ or a ‘she.’ It’s hard to tell with invisible giants.  
 
      
 
    Phew…  
 
      
 
    That was close! 
 
    As the giant shrinks, I am lowered back to the ground.  
 
    Mia is confused as she watches me being lowered gently, “Charlie, are you ok?” 
 
    “I am now,” I smile. 
 
    The invisible mini-giant looks up at me, and says, “Yummy?”   
 
    “Not now,” I say. “Now run away, you little mini giants.” 
 
    I laugh loudly as I watch the four mini giants run away from me. 
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    “Um, what are you laughing at, Charlie?” Mia looks at me like I’m crazy. “I can’t see anything. And who said ‘Yummy?’ I can’t see anyone else here.” 
 
    “Err…” I realize that Mia can’t see the invisible mini giants. “I’m not laughing at anything.” 
 
    “And what is with that crazy helmet?” she laughs.  
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter 8 
 
      
 
    The Wind 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    After the tiny giants have run back into the Evil Forest, I turn to Mia to say thanks for throwing up the helmet and mini-gun. She really saved my life. 
 
    “What happened?” she asks, looking confused. “How were you floating up in the air?” 
 
    “It was… err… it was just the wind.”  
 
    “The wind?” Mia raises her eyebrows. I don’t think she believes me. “The wind picked you up, and swung you around like that? And then the wind said ‘Yummy?’” 
 
    “Yeah, just the wind,” I lie. “The old windy wind. It’s crazy, that wind. And that’s what makes the Evil Forest so evil. It was just the wind all along. Nothing to worry about. Just the normal, old, blowy wind. Very normal. Nothing unusual at all.” 
 
    Mia smiles at me.   
 
    She knows I’ve done something cool, but she doesn’t know what it is. Being a man of mystery is a lot of fun. 
 
    “You’re alright, Charlie Chucky,” Mia smiles. “And you look a lot better without that silly helmet on.” 
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    The problem with being a Super Spy is that you can never tell anyone about all the cool stuff you do. 
 
    I can never tell anyone that I have just saved the day, and I definitely can’t tell the school’s cutest girl that I’ve just shrunk four invisible giants. 
 
    She would think I’m crazy. 
 
    “Uh?” Jack the Jock begins to wake up, and Mia rushes over to him. “Where am I?” 
 
    “Jack?” Mia says. “Are you ok? Are you hurt?” 
 
    “Um… no. I think I’m ok. I think I was hit by something, but there was nothing there. I was just walking along in the forest, looking for the soccer ball, when something hit me. I have no idea what it was. It was like it was invisible. What happened?” 
 
    “When you were running to get the ball, you fell over a stick,” I lie. “You didn’t get hit by an invisible giant. Nope. Nothing like that. You just fell over a stick. That’s all.” 
 
    “A stick? That’s not good. How did I fall over a stick? I’ll have to do more agility drills tomorrow to make sure I don’t do that again,” Jack the Jock says as he gets back to his feet. “But if I fell over in the Evil Forest, how did I get out here? Did something drag me here?” 
 
    “No…” I try to quickly think of an excuse. I cannot tell these guys that there were invisible giants running around – they will think I am completely nuts. “You fell over a stick, and then rolled all the way out here.” 
 
    “Sure,” Jack replies. He would believe anything. Last week, Jim told him that a ham sandwich makes the best hat, and he walked around all day with a sandwich on his head.  
 
    I look to Mia, and she just raises her eyebrows again.  
 
    “Sure, Charlie,” she smiles. “Whatever you say.” 
 
    As Jack the Jock gets to his feet, we start to look for Harley, but we can’t see him anywhere. 
 
    Where has he gone? 
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    Then I spot a miniature Harley! 
 
    I must have accidently shot him with the Shrinking Ray Gun.  
 
    Oops.  
 
    “Just wait, Harley. I’ll zap you again, and that will reverse the effects of the Shrinking Ray Gun,” I say. 
 
    After I zap him again, Harley grows back to normal size.  
 
    “Well, that was weird,” he says as he dusts himself off.  
 
    “No, it wasn’t. That was totally normal,” I reply. “Totally normal.” 
 
    “I don’t want to be here any longer, Charlie. Too much crazy stuff has happened,” Harley says as he rubs his head. “I just want to go home and hug my teddy bears.” 
 
    “It’s time to go back to camp,” Mia agrees. “I think they might be worried about us.” 
 
    “But do we have to go back through the Evil Forest?” Harley looks terrified. “I don’t want to go back through there. That place is so scary.” 
 
    “Don’t worry,” I say. “The forest isn’t evil any more. Maybe we can rename it ‘Mini-Giant Forest.’” 
 
    I laugh at the name, but nobody else does.  
 
    I guess they don’t know what happened.  
 
    Mia shakes her head, “Charlie, you’re pretty cool, but sometimes you say the weirdest things.” 
 
    Although Mia doesn’t know what I did, I’m sure she thinks I’m awesome now. 
 
    Slowly, we walk back through the dark forest, pick up the soccer ball, and return to school camp.  
 
    Nobody knows what I did to save my friends, but that’s ok.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    It’s all in a day’s work for a Super Spy, I guess… 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    The End 
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    What happens on the mission, stays on the mission… 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter 1 
 
      
 
    Math Class 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Another math test… 
 
    I bet teachers lie in bed at night and dream up new ways to torture their students. This time, Mrs. Jackson has developed the ultimate torture – a ten-page math test on everything we have studied this year. 
 
    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 tricks. Lately, I’ve been battling invisible giants, crazy zombie teachers, and super ninjas! 
 
    Life has been pretty crazy, and I’ve enjoyed every second of it.  
 
    My best friend Harley is different to me. He doesn’t want to become a Super Spy. He doesn’t want to battle bad guys and save the world each week. Nope. He wants to sit indoors and stare at numbers all day. Harley’s dream is to become the world’s greatest math professor. 
 
    He loves school, he loves studying, and he absolutely loves math tests.   
 
    He goes mad for them. It is the one thing he is really good at. He just loves numbers.   
 
    Numbers are like candy for him – he can’t get enough of it. He even asked Mrs. Jackson for extra math homework last night. Mrs. Jackson then decided to give the whole class extra math homework. Let’s just say Harley wasn’t that popular after school.   
 
    This is Harley.   
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    Mrs. Jackson always says that someday math will save our lives, but I can’t see how it will.  
 
    Maybe one day, four giant numbers will attack our school, and I will defeat them using an algebra equation… or maybe the numbers in my textbook will go bad, and start attacking all the words on the pages, and I will stop them using a calculator!  
 
    Maybe.  
 
    Or maybe not.  
 
    About halfway through the math test, I lose concentration and stare out the window, dreaming about all the crazy things I get to do. I wonder what I will get to do today? Maybe I’ll battle chocolate frogs, or an ice-cream monster. That way, I could defeat them by eating them for dessert. Hmmm… they would be the best bad guys ever. 
 
    As I stare out the window at a cloud that looks like a giant hotdog riding a toy elephant, I see something in the sky. 
 
    It looks like some sort of spaceship.  
 
    And it is falling. 
 
    Fast. 
 
    Really, really fast! 
 
    That is so cool!  
 
    A spaceship! Or a UFO! Or a flying saucer! Or a space cup!  
 
    Whatever you want to call it, it is cool!  
 
    But… 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    CRASH! 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Whatever has fallen from the sky has crashed into the ground at a really fast pace! 
 
    That looks totally dangerous. 
 
    Wait a minute… 
 
    It looks like it has crashed right next to my house!  
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    Chapter 2 
 
      
 
    The Crash Landing 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    After the bell rings to end the school day, I throw my half-completed math test at Mrs. Jackson, and then race out the door to get to my house. 
 
    “How much fun was that math test?!” Harley yells in excitement as he follows me. “I loved it! I really loved question 10. What a great question! You know, the one about-” 
 
    “It wasn’t fun at all!” I yell back. “It was torture! How could you find a test about numbers fun? Math will never be useful in real life! Teachers only make us do it so they can torment us!” 
 
    “I thought it was fun. I asked Mrs. Jackson for an extra copy so I can do it again on the weekend,” Harley sighs. “Hey, why are you running?” 
 
    “When I was looking out the window during the math test, I saw something fall from the sky into my backyard, and I want to know what it is. Now, keep up!”  
 
    “Looking out the window?” Harley is running beside me now. “When did you have time to look out the window? I was too busy doing my math test, and then checking my answers twice. I even wrote some math questions for Mrs. Jackson on the last page. She loves it when I do that. Last time I did it, she called me a ‘smarty pants.’ She thinks I am so clever that even my pants are smart! I think she really likes me.” 
 
    “Um, ok,” I roll my eyes. “Just keep up.” 
 
    Harley and I race all the way back to my house, sprinting down the street to see what happened.  
 
    When we arrive, we dash into the yard to see what has crashed. 
 
    My Super Spy Dad is already studying it.  
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    “Cool!” Harley yells.  
 
    But Dad looks worried.  
 
    Very worried. 
 
    “What is it?” I ask Dad.  
 
    “What sort of question is that, Charlie?” Dad looks at me. “It’s clearly a spaceship.” 
 
    “What’s a spaceship doing in our backyard?” 
 
    “I was trying to fly it by remote control, but it flew out of range. That’s why it has crashed in our backyard. It tracked the original signal back to the location of the tracker. We have designed all our Super Spy spaceships to behave like that. But I didn’t want it to come back here.” 
 
    “It doesn’t even look damaged?” Harley says. 
 
    “Yes, Harley,” Dad says as he kicks the side of the spaceship. “All our spaceships are designed to be extra cushiony, so if they crash, they are not damaged by the impact.” 
 
    “But why were you trying to fly a spaceship?” Harley questions.  
 
    “Because there’s a giant meteor heading towards Earth that will crush us all into tiny little pieces if it isn’t stopped,” Dad says calmly. 
 
    “A meteor?!” Harley begins to panic. “Coming to Earth?! Our Earth? But I don’t want to die. There is so much I haven’t done yet – like learn Modularity Theorem!” 
 
    “What is Modularity Theorem?” I ask.  
 
    “The theorem states that any elliptic curve over Q can be obtained via a rational map with integer coefficients from the classical modular curve [image: ](N) for integer N and is a curve with integer coefficients with an explicit definition. If N is the smallest integer for which the parameterization can be sourced, then it may be defined in terms of mapping generated by a particular kind of modular form of weight two and level N! This, of course, is an integer q-expansion, and can be followed by an isogeny. Der! How could you not know that, Charlie?” 
 
    “Um, yep. Sure, Harley. I totally knew that. The old Modularity Theorem. I am totally all over that theorem. I studied that theorem along with the, um, er… The Star Wars Theorem. You know, the one where r2 = d2 and dd = ee, and qq = 56,” I reply, trying to sound smart. I made up that last theorem. I think Harley knows that.  
 
    “There is no Star Wars Theorem in math, Charlie. But Modularity Theorem is widely regarded as the hardest math theorem in history! And if a meteor crashes into Earth, then I will never get to learn it! I must go home now, and start studying it!”  
 
    “Calm down,” I grab Harley by the arms. “A meteor isn’t going to crash into Earth. My Dad wouldn’t let that happen. And nobody is going to die. You’ll have plenty of time to read your precious mathematic books and study the theorems of models and catwalks.” 
 
    “I wouldn’t be so sure of that, Charlie,” Dad mumbles as he looks at the spaceship. “We have been trying to stop this meteor for months, but nothing has worked. We’ve sent up rockets, explosives, dinosaurs, and tracking missiles. Nothing has stopped that meteor racing towards our planet. Everything we send up there just comes back to Earth. This ship was our final hope of stopping the meteor crashing into us. There is nothing to stop it now.” 
 
    “Why don’t you just blast the meteor out of the sky? You could use one of those mega-powerful rockets to smash it to pieces. That would be easy.” 
 
    “We have tried that, Charlie, but there is a major problem. The meteor appears to have a force-field around the outside protecting it from any attack we make. Nothing we have sent up there has been able to break through the barrier of that force-field.” 
 
    “A force-field? Is that normal for a meteor?” Harley asks. “That seems quite strange. I haven’t learned about force-fields on meteors at school.” 
 
    “It isn’t normal,” Dad replies. “Meteors don’t usually have force-fields. What it means is that someone is protecting the meteor. It is likely that the force-field is being generated by a piece of equipment on the surface of the meteor. We don’t know why.” 
 
    “Do you know X?” Harley attempts to make a math joke.  
 
    “No,” Dad replies, not getting the joke about x and y. “We invented this special spaceship for situations exactly like this. This spaceship has been specifically designed to break through any force-field that exists. If we were able to break through the force-field, then we could blast the meteor out of the sky.” 
 
    “Then what’s the problem?” 
 
    “The range is too far for the remote control of this spaceship. This spaceship can only travel a short distance via remote control before the signal is lost. We would have to wait until the meteor is very close to Earth, and by then, it would be too late.” 
 
    “So why don’t you just climb into the spaceship and fly up there?” Harley asks.  
 
    “Because this is only a prototype spaceship, Harley. It was designed to be an experimental spaceship before we built the real one. However, we don’t have enough time to complete the real one. If we don’t stop that meteor, then it will hit Earth tomorrow!” 
 
    “That’s bad,” Harley comments.   
 
    “It’s just too small! Look, I don’t fit! I can’t fly it into outer space if I can’t fit inside!” Dad attempts to climb inside the small spaceship.  
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    “But it’s not just about the force-field,” Dad adds. “We have encountered this sort of dilemma before. On the other side of the force-field is likely to be two alien guards defending the force-field generator machine.” 
 
    “Alien guards?” 
 
    “Yes, Charlie. Alien guards. They are like normal guards, but they are alien. We had this issue back in 1963, but we negotiated with the guards, and they agreed to turn the meteor around if we donated trousers to them.” 
 
    “Trousers?” Harley asks. 
 
    “Yes, Harley. Trousers. You know, like pants.” 
 
    “Oh, right. Why did they want trousers?” 
 
    “I have no idea, Harley. In 1963, we sent our best Super Spy to the meteor, and she negotiated a deal with them. We haven’t seen a large meteor like this since.” 
 
    “Alien guards defending a force-field machine on a speeding meteor? Wow. That’s well crazy, Dad,” I say. “What are we going to do?” 
 
    “We need someone to fly the spaceship through the force-field, defeat the alien guards, turn off the force-field generator machine, and steer the meteor away from Earth.” 
 
    “How would you steer it away from Earth?” Harley asks. 
 
    “This steering control panel will allow us to steer the meteor any direction we want,” Dad holds up a small machine. “But it won’t work if the force-field is on. We need to find someone small enough to fly this spaceship, travel up to the meteor, and turn off the force-field first. We need someone about half the size of an adult human, someone who is able to fit inside this spaceship…” 
 
    Then Dad looks at Harley and I. 
 
      
 
    Here we go… 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter 3 
 
      
 
    The Spaceship 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    “I’ll do it!” I jump at the chance to fly into outer space.  
 
    Ever since I first looked at the stars and realized that they are enormous, bright spheres of very hot plasma gas radiating energy from the process of nuclear fusion by burning hydrogen to make helium, I’ve always wanted to go into space. 
 
    “Sorry Charlie, but this small spaceship requires two people to fly it,” Dad says. “You can’t fly this spaceship alone. You will need another volunteer before you can fly it.” 
 
    “Harley will come too!” I volunteer Harley to come with me.  
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    Harley isn’t the bravest boy going around. He would much rather sit at home, play computer games, and read math textbooks.  
 
    Spiders on the television usually scare him. Last time he saw a spider in real life, he froze in shock. It was two days before he moved again. 
 
    “Harley,” Dad looks over to him. “Do you agree that you will fly into outer space, risking your life to save the Earth?” 
 
    “Um-” 
 
    “Yes!” I interrupt him before he can refuse. “Harley would love to do it! He loves to do really, really dangerous things! He would love to come with me into space!”  
 
    “Um-” Harley mumbles.  
 
    “Then it’s a done deal,” Dad says. “It is up to the two of you to stop that massive meteor crashing into Earth. I have faith that you can complete this very dangerous, risky, treacherous, and hazardous journey. I am proud of you boys for agreeing to risk your lives to save Earth.” 
 
    “But I don’t-” Harley tries to argue with us. 
 
    “There is no time to waste!” Dad says. “We are running out of time, and we need you to stop that meteor. It is due to crash into Earth tomorrow morning, so you have to move now. Hop in.”  
 
    Dad throws a spacesuit into our hands and pushes us towards the spaceship. 
 
    “But I don’t-” Harley continues to protest. 
 
    “There is no time for that nonsense,” Dad interrupts Harley. “You’re the Earth’s last line of defense against this meteor. You must fly up to the meteor, go through the force-field, defeat the alien guards, turn off the force-field generator machine, and then turn that meteor around! You can do it!” 
 
    “But I-” Harley says. 
 
    “If you don’t stop that meteor, then nobody will be here to teach you math,” Dad convinces Harley to go. “You must hurry!” 
 
    Dad pushes hard as he squeezes Harley and I into the tiny spaceship. 
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    “There are certain things that I need to tell you about directing this spaceship. Firstly, do not open the doors of the spaceship until you have landed. That is important. And before you land, you must press the red colored button, followed by the auburn colored button, followed by the scarlet colored button, followed by the crimson colored button, followed by the rose colored button, and then the red colored button again. Do not get the order of those buttons wrong. If you do not press the buttons in that order, you will smash heavily when you land. The spaceship is crash-proof, which means that it will bounce rather than crash, but it will still hurt if you don’t get the landing right.” 
 
    “Um, ok,” I look at the buttons on the spaceship, but they all look like the same color red to me. “Sure thing, Dad. No worries.” 
 
    “And you must only squeeze the particle accelerator motion switch when you are exactly 114.63 miles from the meteor. If you press the switch any later, you will not land safely. If you press it any earlier, you will miss the meteor. Once the particle accelerator motion switch has been activated, you must desensitize the spaceship by initiating the triple-double-quad water sprinkler. If this is done accurately, then you will land safely. If you get this wrong, your landing will be very dangerous.”  
 
    “Sure, Dad,” I reply. I look over to Harley, hoping that he is taking notes about how to fly the spaceship, but he is busy adjusting his helmet.  
 
    “And when you land, you must find the force-field generator machine, turn it off, and put this steering control panel in the middle of the meteor. You must then activate it by rubbing the side electronic panel using only your middle finger.” 
 
    “What does the steering control panel do?” I ask. 
 
    “This will give us control over the meteor. By using the magnetic force of the machine, we will be able to steer the meteor away from Earth, but it won’t work with the force-field still on. The force-field interrupts any signal that we send. Now, you’d better hurry, Charlie – we are running out of time. You must go now.” 
 
    “What did your Dad just say?” Harley asks me. “I couldn’t hear him because I was putting my helmet on correctly.” 
 
    “Oh, he didn’t say anything important,” I shrug. “Just that we have to push the red button, followed by a switch, and then turn on the sprinklers for our yard. Nothing essential.” 
 
    “Ok,” Harley shrugs. “So how do we steer this thing?” 
 
    “Oh, right. Yes,” Dad replies. “You must control the spaceship using the gamer control pad. When we were building the prototype for the spaceship, it was the only thing left in the room, so we designed the ship to move with the commands of the gamer control pad.” 
 
    “Uh?” I question. “I don’t know how to use that control pad.” 
 
    “It’s alright, Charlie,” Harley smiles. “I’ve played a computer game that used the same controls. You need to move the controls like this.” 
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    Harley punches a lot of buttons, leans the controls forwards, kisses the game pad, and then suddenly… 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    BOOM! 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    We have launched into the air! 
 
    The spaceship has taken off!  
 
    I hold on tight as the spaceship wobbles and shakes.  
 
    “Harley, fly this thing in a straight line!” 
 
    “Hang on,” Harley calls out. He hits a few buttons, twirls the joystick, and then punches the gamer control pad. “There!” 
 
    Suddenly, we are flying in a straight line towards the sky!  
 
    “Great job, Harley!” I yell as we race through the clouds.  
 
    Woo-hoo! 
 
    Space – here we come! 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter 4 
 
      
 
    Space! 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    After rocketing out of the Earth’s atmosphere, we fly into outer space and soar towards the meteor.  
 
    This is so super cool! 
 
    We are in outer space! 
 
    Flying into space is so awesome – it’s everything I thought it would be. I can see so many stars, and planets, and the moon looks so much bigger up here.  
 
    “Hey, Harley, look!” I point back towards Earth as we leave the atmosphere. “If you look back there, you can see the North Pole! The Earth looks so awesome from up here.” 
 
    But Harley doesn’t say anything – he is afraid of heights.  
 
    “There’s nothing to be scared of, Harley,” I say, trying to calm him down.  
 
    “But we are so far up,” he quivers. “You know that I am no good with heights. We are so high!” 
 
    “No, we’re not,” I say. “It’s not like you can fall out here. If you fall out of the spaceship, then you won’t fall very far, because there is no gravity. You won’t fall back to Earth. You’ll just float along in the nothingness forever, never actually getting anywhere. See? Nothing to be afraid of at all.” 
 
    Harley doesn’t respond. I don’t think that helped.  
 
    We continue the trip into space, and I try to remember what my Dad told me about the red buttons… I can’t remember what he said, so I just hit all the buttons at once.  
 
    I don’t think that’s a great idea, but it is going to have to do.  
 
    As we head towards the force-field, I hope that we are able to drive through it… 
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    Woo! 
 
    We fly straight through the force-field that is surrounding the meteor.  
 
    “We’ll land on that flat section over there,” I say. “I just need to try to remember what Dad said about landing… he said ‘Hit a switch, and then hit a red button, and turn on the tap’… I think that is what he said.” 
 
    Harley doesn’t respond. He is gripping the edges of the spaceship tightly as we approach the meteor.  
 
    “Um, Charlie,” Harley shakes. “We seem to be approaching the landing much too fast. If we continue at this speed, we are going to crash…” 
 
    “Don’t worry about it,” I smile. “Dad said that this spaceship is designed to withstand crash landings. We’ll be fine.” 
 
    “I don’t want to crash, Charlie!”  
 
    “No problem! I just have to push this red button, followed by this switch…” 
 
    “Charlie!” Harley sounds really nervous. “We are going too fast to land on the meteor! We are going to crash!” 
 
    “It’s alright,” I say calmly. “I just have to punch this switch, and turn this dial…” 
 
    “Charlie! We have to slow down!”  
 
    “It’s ok,” I say as I press every button on the control panel. 
 
    “Charlie!”  
 
    Um, yep. 
 
    Maybe Harley is right.  
 
    We do seem to be going to fast to land safely on the meteor…  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    SLAM! 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    We crash into the meteor! 
 
    Luckily, the spaceship bounces – first on the wing, then on the nose, and then on the back. 
 
    We bounce four times before coming to a stop in front of a big rock.  
 
    Ouch. 
 
    “Hashtag Rough Landing,” I say, as I open the doors of the spaceship and climb out. “I really should have listened to what Dad had to say about the controls. That way we could have landed a lot easier.” 
 
    After climbing out of the tiny spaceship, I shake my body, dust myself off, and begin to walk around the meteor.  
 
    This place is amazing.  
 
    It is just like the moon – it’s covered in space rocks and dust, and I can even see Earth off in the distance. Planet Earth looks like a little star. That is so awesome.  
 
    I wonder if aliens sing songs about Earth – ‘Twinkle, twinkle, little Earth…’ 
 
    “Hey Harley, you should see this… Harley? Harley? Where are you? Are you ok?” 
 
    I turn around, but I can’t find Harley. 
 
    Where is he? 
 
    Running back to the spaceship, I call out to Harley again. “Harley? Harley? Where are you? Are you hurt?” 
 
    “I’m not here,” I hear a muffled noise from inside the ship. “There is no-one named Harley here. Go away.” 
 
    Harley is hiding in the spaceship, scared of what is out here. 
 
    “Come on, Harley. We are in space! This is amazing! You have to check out the view of planet Earth! It looks so tiny! Although, I’m sure if you look hard enough, you would still be able to see Mr. Hazel’s nose.” 
 
    Our language teacher, Mr. Hazel, has a big nose. When he sneezes, the entire room shakes.  
 
    “No. I don’t want to come out of the spaceship, Charlie,” Harley’s voice shakes as he talks. “It’s safe in here. I’ve done my bit – I flew the spaceship into space. Now, you go and save the world. I’ll wait here for you.” 
 
    “Come on, Harley! This is one of the greatest moments of our lives. This might be the only chance you get in your whole life to dance on a meteor! This is so cool, Harley,” I start dancing on the meteor. I would do the moonwalk, but as this isn’t the moon, I don’t think that would be appropriate.  
 
    “No, Charlie. Not this time. It’s too dangerous. Maybe next time we come into space, I will be the first person to dab in space, but not today. Today, I am staying inside this spaceship.” 
 
    “Harley! We. Are. In. Space! You’ve got to walk around and check this out! Anyway, I need your help to locate the force-field generator. Remember, we still have to save the world.” 
 
    “Hmph,” Harley begins to slowly climb out of the spaceship and puts his foot nervously on the meteor. “I’m here to find that force-field generator machine, turn it off, put down the steering control panel, and then we’re out of here. I’m not spending an extra second longer here than I have to. If you promise that you won’t play around, then I will help you. Promise?” 
 
    “Fine,” I reply. “I won’t play around. I will just look for the force-field generator machine.” 
 
    Harley reaches back into the spaceship and collects the steering control panel that will help steer the meteor once the force-field has been turned off. He places the steering control panel on a flat piece of meteor-rock, and turns it on. 
 
    “Right. The steering control panel is on,” Harley says. “Now all we have to do is find the force-field machine, and turn it off. Simple, right?” 
 
    “Sure is,” I smile. “You go that way, and I will go this way.” 
 
    Harley and I start to walk in different directions, looking for the force-field generator machine. It’s hard to look for something when you don’t even know what it looks like. For all I know, this rock could be a force-field machine.  
 
    Or this rock.  
 
    Or that rock.  
 
    There are a lot of rocks on a meteor, and not much else.  
 
    “There it is! Charlie, I’ve found it!” Harley yells. “Over here! I’ve found the force-field generator machine! It looks just like a toaster!” 
 
    I race over to join Harley, who is staring at the machine. 
 
    He’s right. It does look just like a toaster.  
 
    “Are you sure that’s it?” I question. 
 
    “Of course,” Harley replies. “Look. You can see the rays of the force-field coming out from the top of the machine. And there doesn’t appear to be anything else on this meteor. That has to be it!” 
 
    “I suppose you’re right,” I reply. 
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    “Great! Let’s go turn it off!” Harley starts to run towards the machine. “All we have to do is switch it off, and then we can go home! I’m going over there, Charlie! This is too easy! We should come into space more often. There is nothing to be afraid of at all!” 
 
    “Harley! Wait! We haven’t found the alien guards yet!” I try to stop him. “Wait! Harley!” 
 
    “There are no other life forms around here,” Harley bravely runs towards the machine. “It’s just us, space, and the machine. Nothing to worry about, Charlie! Let’s do it!” 
 
    “Harley! Wait!” I yell again, but he keeps running. “Wait!” 
 
    And then… 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    WHACK! 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter 5 
 
      
 
    The Alien Guards 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Harley goes flying across the meteor!  
 
    What happened?! 
 
    I look behind Harley, and see an alien guard standing there! 
 
    Agh! 
 
    Harley was hit by the alien guard! 
 
    “Harley! Harley! Are you ok?” I shout as I run to help my friend. “Harley!” 
 
    “It’s ok, Charlie. I’m fine,” Harley groans as he rubs his helmet. “What hit me?” 
 
    “Look,” I say quietly, pointing towards the alien walking towards us.  
 
    Oh no… 
 
    The alien doesn’t look happy.  
 
    Actually, he could be happy. I’m not sure what happy aliens look like. They might even frown when they are happy.  
 
    The alien that walks towards us has big round eyes, antennas, a long stomach, a belt, and he is wearing trousers around his ankles. Weird.  
 
    “What is that?” Harley’s voice shakes as he hides behind me. “Charlie, we need to get out of here. Fast.” 
 
    “Don’t worry, Harley,” I reply. “I’m sure the alien is nice. He’s probably really friendly. We’ll just explain to him what we are doing here and then ask him nicely to turn the meteor around. There is nothing to worry about at all, Harley. We’ve got this.” 
 
    The alien walks towards us, arms out wide, staring at us with anger.  
 
    Maybe he doesn’t look so friendly… 
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    “Get off our meteor!” the alien guard states firmly. “You need to go home. This is our meteor, and we do not want visitors! Go home!” 
 
    “Hello,” I greet the alien. “My name is Charlie, and this is my friend Harley. We are from the planet Earth, which you can see in the distance over there. We have come to your meteor to ask you to turn it around and go home.” 
 
    “No,” the alien replies. 
 
    “Please?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Pretty please?” 
 
    “No. 
 
    “Pretty please with a cherry on top?” 
 
    “The answer is still no.” 
 
    Well, that’s all I’ve got. I don’t know what to do now!  
 
    The giant alien’s arm goes backward, and he gets ready to hit me! 
 
    “Wait!” I stop him. “Before you hit me, you need to tell me who you are. I deserve to know which alien is about to hit me.” 
 
    “You know who we are!” the alien yells. 
 
    “Um… nope. Sorry. I’ve got nothing. I have no idea who you are.” 
 
    “Yes, you do.” 
 
    “No, I don’t.” 
 
    “Yes, you do.” 
 
    “Sorry, Mister. I have no idea who you are. I have never seen you before.” 
 
    “Yes. You do know who we are. We are famous! Look at us! You must know who we are!” the alien announces as a second alien guard walks towards us.  
 
    “Um… nope. Still nothing.” 
 
    “We are the Trouserdown Guards!” the alien announces.  
 
    “The trouser down guards?” I question, looking at the trousers around his ankles. 
 
    “No. I said the Trouserdown Guards.” 
 
    “The trouser down guards?” 
 
    “Nooo… the Trouserdown Guards.” 
 
    “Oh… the trouser down guards.” 
 
    “No,” he replies slowly. “We are the Trouserdown Guards. It is one word, not two. Trouserdown, not trouser down.” 
 
    “Oh… right. The good old Trouserdown Guards,” I pretend to know who they are. 
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    “We sent Earth a video last month saying that we want all of your trousers to be delivered to our planet, or will we attack Earth with a giant meteor! We were very clear in the video.” 
 
    “A video? How did you send it?” 
 
    “We sent the video via intergalactic email.” 
 
    “Nope. Sorry. We mustn’t have got it. Do you mind resending it, and giving us another week before you hit us with the giant meteor?” 
 
    “Oh, ok,” the alien replies, looking confused. “No worries. We will go back home, and resend the intergalactic email to Earth.” 
 
    I turn around, and start walking back to our spaceship.  
 
    Well, that was easy. 
 
    “No! Wait!” the second alien guard yells. “We have already given you a week. That is long enough. It is time for you to deliver all of your trousers! We will not give you any more time!” 
 
    “Yeah! Delivery time!” the dumb one says. “Now is the time for delivery! That’s why we call it delivery time!” 
 
    “So you want all the trousers on Earth, or you will crash this meteor into our planet?” I ask. 
 
    “That’s right! We have no more trousers left. We need a new supply. Without trousers, our ankles will get very cold. We are from a very cold planet, and we do not like having cold ankles. And you can see by the size of our big hands, we cannot sew new pairs of trousers ourselves. That’s why we need yours. We asked nicely, but nobody responded to us. Now it is time to take action!” 
 
    “Ok, ok,” I try to calm the guards down. “Let us go back to our spaceship and call Earth to see what we can do. We will ask nicely, and I am sure that they will send all the trousers to you very quickly. There is no need to worry about anything. We will get this sorted out.” 
 
    “No. You will stay with us until we crash into your planet. We will not allow you to return to your spaceship.” 
 
    “Why not?” I question.  
 
    “Because you might try to stop us. And if you know anything, then you must know that the Trouserdown Guards will not be defeated! We are un-defeatablely.” 
 
    “That’s not even a word,” Harley calls out from over my shoulder. “You can’t just start making up words!” 
 
    “It is a word on our planet!” the second Trouserdown Guard replies. “And so is squashie-squashie.” 
 
    “What does that mean?”  
 
    “It is when we sit on something, and we flatten it. And that is what we are going to do to you! Squashie-squashie! Squashie-squashie!” 
 
    Oh no. 
 
    I turn to Harley and whisper, “I have a plan. On the count of three, run back to the spaceship. We need to call Dad to get help. He will know what to do.” 
 
    “What? I can’t run. You know I’m not a fast runner,” Harley whispers back. 
 
    “Harley, we don’t have a choice…” 
 
      
 
    “One…” 
 
      
 
    “Two…” 
 
      
 
    “Three! Run!” 
 
      
 
    [image: ] 
 
      
 
    We start to run away from the alien guards, but the lack of gravity on the meteor means that we float when we run.  
 
    That’s not good!  
 
    The Trouserdown Guards are going to catch us!  
 
    I look over my shoulder to see how close they are… 
 
    But the problem with wearing trousers around your ankles is that you can’t run very fast… 
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    Chapter 6 
 
      
 
    Calling Earth 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Harley and I race back to the spaceship, leaving the Trouserdown Guards tripping behind us.  
 
    Harley jumps straight into the driver’s seat of the spaceship, and starts playing with the controls. 
 
    “Harley, where are you going?” I ask. “We can’t leave now! The force-field is still on! We have to get to the force-field generator machine and turn it off!” 
 
    “No way. We’re going home, Charlie. We can’t defeat aliens that size. We have no chance against the Trouserdown Guards! Did you see how big they are? And they are aliens! Big aliens! That is not what I signed up for.”  
 
    “We can’t go home, Harley. We have to turn off the force-field generator machine and stop the meteor crashing into Earth. It is up to us to save the world. There isn’t enough time to go back to Earth.” 
 
    Harley looks at me with questioning eyes. He knows I’m right.  
 
    Reluctantly, he hands me the Intergalactic Communicator to call my Dad at Super Spy Headquarters.  
 
    “Dad!” I yell into the transmitter device.  
 
    “Charlie. I’m at Super Spy Headquarters, and we have been monitoring your progress. Tell us what you have found on the meteor.” 
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    “Dad, we’ve planted the steering control panel on the meteor, but there are alien guards here! They are blocking us from turning off the force-field generator machine. And they are not friendly alien guards – they are huge!” 
 
    “We need that force-field turned off, Charlie. The fate of planet Earth rests on you and Harley completing the mission. If the force-field is still on, we can’t steer the meteor away. You must turn it off!” 
 
    “But the guards are too big!” I reply. 
 
    “Who are the alien guards, Charlie? What are their names?” 
 
    “The Trouserdown Guards.” 
 
    “The trouser down guards? Never heard of them.” 
 
    “No, Dad. I said the Trouserdown Guards, not the trouser down guards. It’s one word, not two.” 
 
    “Oh… the Trouserdown Guards. Yes. I have heard of them before. They come from the planet Green Cold Peppers.” 
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    “Um… I’ve never heard of that planet, Dad. It’s not in any of my school text books.” 
 
    “No, son. It wouldn’t be. I traveled there by mistake via a teleporter many, many years ago. The planet is located many galaxies away from Earth.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “Oh yes, Charlie. The natives of that planet were nice aliens. Probably the nicest aliens I’ve come across. A lot nicer than the Trouser-up aliens. The Trouser-up aliens were not nice at all.”  
 
    “What else do you know about the Trouserdown Guards? Is there anything that you know that might help us?”  
 
    “The Trouserdown Guards were also the same aliens that drove the meteor here in 1963, when one of the agency’s spies stopped them.” 
 
    “Well, they’re back, Dad! And they aren’t being very nice!” 
 
    “I gave them a present when I left their planet last time… let me think what that was…” 
 
    “We don’t have time for you to reminisce about your past, Dad. We are on a meteor heading straight for Earth, remember? We have to figure out a way to defeat the huge alien guards, or we can’t stop the meteor.” 
 
    “Oh yes… I remember now. I gave them 2000 pairs of extra-extra large trousers and 320,000 pairs of extra-extra large socks.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “Because it is very cold on their planet, and their hands are to big to sew their own clothes. But they only get cold ankles. The rest of their bodies don’t feel the cold, it is just their ankles. So they wore the trousers around their ankles to keep them warm.” 
 
    “Great story Dad, but what do we do about this meteor? It has a force-field around it, remember?”  
 
    “Yes… Charlie, I have a plan that may help you. One of you will have to distract the Trouserdown Guards while the other turns off the force-field. Then we can steer the meteor away from Earth using the magnetic force of the steering control panel.” 
 
    “If we get to the force-field generator machine, how do we turn it off? Is there an off-switch?” 
 
    “There is no off-switch, Charlie. You will need to find the red wire on the force-field generator machine, and cut it. That will disrupt the electromagnetic fields from the generator and force it to self-destruct.” 
 
    “Got it.”  
 
    “And Charlie…” 
 
    “Yes, Dad?” 
 
    “Be careful. Those Trouserdown Guards might be dumb, but they are very, very strong.” 
 
    “Got it, Dad. I will call you again once the force-field generator machine has been turned off.” 
 
    “Good luck, Charlie.” 
 
    Hanging up the Intergalactic Communicator, I look over to Harley.  
 
    “We are not going home yet, are we?” Harley asks.  
 
    “No, Harley,” I shake my head. “We have to save planet Earth.” 
 
    “But how, Charlie? How can we possibly defeat those aliens?” 
 
    I place my hand on Harley’s shoulder, “The Trouserdown Guards are dumb. We know that. We will have to distract them long enough to turn off the force-field generator machine. Once we have done that, we can go home.” 
 
    Harley looks down to the ground.  
 
    “Why did I follow Charlie home today?” he whispers to himself. “I knew this was going to end badly. I should have just gone home and read more math text books.” 
 
    “Harley, you will need to distract the Trouserdown Guards while I try to turn off the force-field generator. Dad explained to me how to turn it off.” 
 
    “But-” 
 
    “There is no time to think, Harley. This isn’t a math test. We have to go and save planet Earth!” 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter 7 
 
      
 
    Saving Earth… 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    “Hi,” Harley quivers as he walks up to the alien guards. 
 
    The alien guards stare at Harley. They look like they want to tear him apart. 
 
    “Before you hit me, I want to know if you have heard the joke about the trousers?” Harley asks. 
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    “Joke? No, we haven’t heard the joke about the trousers. We do not tell jokes on our planet. It is too cold for jokes, but we like jokes. They make us laugh,” the Trouserdown Guards reply. “Tell us the joke.” 
 
    “Um… ok. Now, l just have to remember the punchline…” 
 
    “Tell us!” the alien guard yells. “Tell us the joke!” 
 
    “Ok. Ok. Um… did you hear the joke about the alien with five legs?” 
 
    “No. We have not heard this joke.” 
 
    “The trousers fitted like a glove!” Harley laughs. 
 
    “Hahahaha!” one alien guard laughs.  
 
    “I don’t get it,” the dumb one says. “I do not understand the comedy in the joke.” 
 
    “Gloves have five fingers, so when you put trousers on an alien with five legs, they fit like a glove,” Harley explains.  
 
    “Oh, ok,” the Trouserdown Guard nods. “Tell us the joke again.” 
 
    “The same joke?” Harley questions. “I have other jokes I can tell you.” 
 
    “No! I want to hear the same joke!”  
 
    “Um, sure,” Harley shrugs. “Did you hear about the alien with five legs?” 
 
    “Yes! His trousers fitted like a glove! Hahahaha!” the Trouserdown Guards fall to the ground laughing together. “Hahahaha!”  
 
    The alien guards are definitely distracted now. Also, this is probably the first time anyone has ever laughed at Harley’s very bad jokes.  
 
    As Harley keeps the alien guards distracted, I sneak around the back of them and find the force-field generator machine. 
 
    “That was a very good joke,” one of the Trouserdown Guards says when they have finished laughing. “Tell us another joke.” 
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    “Um, ok… What game does an alien love to play?” Harley says. 
 
    “I don’t know,” the alien guards reply. “What game does an alien love to play?” 
 
    “Astro-nauts and crosses.” 
 
    “Hahahaha!” the guards laugh again. “Another one. Another one!” 
 
    “What’s an alien’s favorite key on a keyboard?” 
 
    “What? What?” the Trouserdown Guards ask eagerly.  
 
    “The space bar!”  
 
    “Hahahaha!” they both fall down again. They love Harley’s jokes.  
 
    “What do aliens like to read?” Harley smiles. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Comet books!” 
 
    “Bahahahaha!” 
 
    What is wrong with those aliens? They must have a very unfunny planet if they find Harley’s jokes funny.  
 
    I don’t have long until Harley runs out of jokes. He can only keep them distracted for so long. I have to work fast. 
 
    While the Trouserdown Guards are lying on the ground laughing, I sneak behind the rocks towards the force-field generator machine.  
 
    This is my chance.   
 
    This is my opportunity to save Earth. 
 
    All I have to do is disable the force-field generator machine.   
 
    I reach the machine without being spotted by the alien guards. I swivel the side of it, and remove the panel to look at the controls.  
 
    Dad said I had to cut the red wire.  
 
    The red wire… the red wire… the red wire… 
 
    But I can’t see a red wire? 
 
    Oh no!  
 
    What do I do now?! 
 
    “What are you doing?!” an alien guard shouts. 
 
    Agh! 
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    I look up and see one of the guards next to me. 
 
    No! 
 
    This is not good! 
 
    I haven’t turned off the force-field generator machine yet! 
 
    No! 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    WHACK! 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    The Trouserdown Guard thumps me with his arm, and I go flying across the meteor! 
 
    Ouch! 
 
    These guards are strong! 
 
    “Hey, you should leave me alone!” I say as he comes towards me again. 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “Because I am just trying to fix your force-field generator machine,” I try to trick the Trouserdown Guard. “It wasn’t sending the right signals outward, so I am just trying to recalibrate the machine to function correctly with all the accurate dynamics. I’m really not trying to disable it so that I can steer the meteor away from Earth.”  
 
    “Oh, ok,” the Trouserdown Guard stands aside, and lets me go back to the machine. “You can go and fix our machine.” 
 
    Yes! 
 
    I have tricked him!  
 
    Now, time to turn off the force-field generator… 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    WHACK! 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Ouch! 
 
    The other Trouserdown Guard hits me! 
 
    “It’s ok,” the dumb one says to the other one. “He is just trying to fix the force-field generator machine. He really isn’t trying to disable it so that he can steer the meteor away from Earth.” 
 
    “No, he has tricked you!” the other Trouserdown Guard says. “He was going to disable it! We will have to punish him for his bad behavior!” 
 
    “Really?” the dumb one looks at me. “Were you trying to trick me by telling me a lie?”  
 
    “Noooo,” I reply. 
 
    “See?” he says to the other Trouserdown Guard. “He wasn’t trying to trick me. He was trying to fix it.” 
 
    “No! He is tricking you again!” the Trouserdown Guard shouts. “Do not let him trick you!” 
 
    Uh-oh. 
 
    The Trouserdown Guards look angry.  
 
    Even for aliens, they look angry. 
 
    Yep, there is no mistaking that look on their faces. It is definitely anger. 
 
    Today isn’t going the way I planned it. 
 
    I thought I would be sitting at home, pretending to study for my next math test while playing computer games.  
 
    Instead, I am on a meteor in space, about to be crushed by an alien that is wearing trousers around his ankles.  
 
    I definitely didn’t predict that.  
 
    The Trouserdown Guard reaches down to grab me. 
 
      
 
    Oh no. 
 
    I’m doomed…  
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter 8 
 
      
 
    Wrestling an Alien Guard 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    The Trouserdown Guard grips his hand around my arm.  
 
    Ouch!  
 
    His grip is so strong! 
 
    I struggle against his arm, but it is no use. He is too tough.  
 
    It’s over.  
 
    I cannot defeat aliens this strong!  
 
    “Wait!” 
 
    It’s Harley!   
 
      
 
      
 
    [image: ] 
 
      
 
    “If you crash this meteor into Earth, then I will never get to learn the Modularity Theorem! That is not acceptable, and I cannot let that happen!!” Harley shouts at the alien guards.  
 
    The alien guards look confused.  
 
    I doubt they have studied the Modularity Theorem.   
 
    “Oh, do you mean the theorem that states any elliptic curve over Q can be obtained via a rational map with integer coefficients from the classical modular curve [image: ](N) for integer N and is a curve with integer coefficients with an explicit definition?” the dumb one asks.  
 
    “Um, yes,” Harley replies. “That is the theorem that I was talking about. How do you know that theorem?” 
 
    “I don’t.” 
 
    “But you just explained it?” 
 
    “Did I?” the guard looks at the other one. “Did I just explain that theorem?” 
 
    “I think so,” the other one scratches his chin. “I can’t remember now.” 
 
    Oh, wow.  
 
    I would hate to be partnered up with these guys on a school project.  
 
    “If you blow up Earth, then you will never have any more trousers,” Harley continues. “And that won’t solve your problem of cold ankles! You’ll have to live with cold ankles forever if you crash this meteor into Earth!”  
 
    “But if we can’t have the trousers, then nobody can!” the alien guard argues. “We will not allow anyone else in the universe to have the trousers!” 
 
    “Yeah!” the other alien guard agrees. “If we cannot have the trousers, then we must destroy them all!”  
 
    As the Trouserdown Guards are distracted by Harley, I manage to slip free! 
 
    Yes! 
 
    Time to take the guards out! 
 
    “Hey, Trouserdown Guards! It’s time to go home!” I yell as I ready my attack! 
 
    Then… 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    POW! 
 
      
 
    POW! 
 
      
 
    POW! 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Yes! 
 
    I unload my best punch combo on the Trouserdown Guards! 
 
    Nobody would be able to withstand such a devastating attack! 
 
    Yes! 
 
    “Woo! We did it, Harley! We beat the aliens!” I start dancing in celebration of our awesome victory. 
 
    “Charlie,” Harley tugs on my arm as I dance. “Charlie?” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I don’t think you have defeated them.” 
 
    I stop celebrating, and turn around to look at the Trouserdown Guards.  
 
    What?  
 
    The Trouserdown Guards are not lying on their backs – they are just standing still and looking at me! 
 
    “Did you feel that?” one of them asks the other.  
 
    “Nope. Didn’t feel a thing,” the other one says. 
 
    What? 
 
    How could someone resist my crazy combo! 
 
    “Charlie, I don’t think they even felt that,” Harley whispers to me. “You didn’t even hurt them.” 
 
    “Maybe they can resist my three punch combo attack,” I stare at the Trouserdown Guards. “But they won’t be able to resist my mega ninja strike attack!” 
 
    And… 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    POW! CRACK! STRIKE! 
 
      
 
    BANG! TICKLE! BANGY BANG! 
 
      
 
    HUG! POW! 
 
    CUDDLE! BANG! 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    “Take that!” I puff at the end of my totally awesome attack combo.  
 
    Wow, that was hard work, but at least they are defeated now. 
 
    “Did you feel that combo?” the dumb Trouserdown Guard asks the other one. 
 
    “Um, nope. Still didn’t feel a thing.” 
 
    Aw, man.  
 
    They resisted my mega ninja strike attack combo!  
 
    They didn’t feel anything! 
 
    “We don’t feel pain,” the Trouserdown Guard says. “We did not feel your punches.” 
 
    Oh, come on! 
 
    They could have told me that before I wasted all of my energy trying to stop them! 
 
    “Charlie, what do we do now? You must have another plan, right? Right?” Harley hides behind me. “If you don’t have a plan, we’re wrecked, Charlie.” 
 
    “We’re not wrecked yet, Harley. We have to do something to stop them. My deadly combo attacks didn’t stop them, but there must be something we can do,” I say as I start to move back from the guards.  
 
    “It’s time for us to destroy you,” the Trouserdown Guards say. 
 
    No! What are we going do?! 
 
    I don’t have another plan! 
 
    We’re toast! 
 
    “But wait…” Harley tries to think of something else to say. 
 
    “Come on, Harley. Think of something really, really, really smart,” I mumble as the Trouserdown Guards hover over us. “ 
 
    “I’ve got it!” Harley shouts. 
 
    This had better be good. 
 
    If not, then this meteor is going to crash into Earth!  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter 9 
 
      
 
    A Math Problem! 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    The meteor seems to be getting faster as we continue to head towards Earth.  
 
    We cannot let this meteor crash into Earth! We must turn off the force-field generator machine, and turn this lump of rock around! 
 
    But first, we must defeat the Trouserdown Guards!   
 
    “Wait!” Harley stops the guards.  
 
    “No,” they respond.  
 
    “Yes!” Harley yells back.  
 
    “No!” 
 
    “Yessy-yes!” 
 
    “Nooy-no!” 
 
    “Yessy-yessy-yes.” 
 
    “Nooy-nooy-no!” 
 
    “Yessy-yessy-yessy-yes.” 
 
    “Nooy-nooy-nooy-no!” 
 
    Hmmm. This could go on for a while.  
 
    “Stop it!” I stop the conversation from going any further. “Trouserdown Guards, you need to listen to what my friend Harley has to say. It is very important.” 
 
    Whatever he has to say, I hope it is good.  
 
    “So Trouserdown Guards, what do you need the trousers for?” Harley asks.  
 
    “To keep our ankles warm.” 
 
    “Is that all?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “And how many aliens are on your planet?” Harley continues.  
 
    “We have 400 residents on our very, very cold planet. However, our bodies are very tough and the only place we feel the cold is on our ankles.” 
 
    “Right. When Charlie’s Super Spy Dad landed on your planet, he gave you 2000 pairs of trousers. What happened to those?” 
 
    “We have used them all. We wear the trousers every day, and they got old, so we had to throw them out.” 
 
    “He also gave you 320,000 pairs of extra-extra large socks as a gift. What happened to the socks?” 
 
    “All those socks are still in their boxes. We don’t know what to do with them. They are useless to us.” 
 
    “The socks are for your ankles!” Harley shouts. “They are designed to keep your ankles warm! Look! I’m wearing astronaut socks now! They keep my ankles warm!” 
 
    “Ohhhh…” the alien guards say together. “We thought that the socks were for your ears. That didn’t feel very comfortable. And we don’t get cold ears, so we thought we didn’t need them.” 
 
    “But we don’t have enough socks for everyone,” the other Trouserdown Guard says. “We would run out of socks too quickly.” 
 
    “You have enough socks for everyone!” Harley states. 
 
    “No, we don’t. Everyone needs at least ten pairs of socks each. With 320,000 socks and 400 aliens, that’s… um… um… um…” 
 
      
 
    [image: ] 
 
      
 
    “You have 320,000 pairs of socks and 400 aliens… 320,000 divided by 400…” Harley does the math in his head. “That means you have 800 pairs of socks each!” 
 
    “800 pairs of ankle warming socks each?!” the alien guards ask in surprise. “So our ankles wouldn’t get cold?” 
 
    “Yes!” 
 
    “Ohhhhh….. That’s way more than we need!” they laugh together. “Ok. Well, don’t worry about the email.” 
 
    “And sorry about threatening to blow up your planet, and all that!” the other alien guard laughs.  
 
    The Trouserdown Guards slowly turn around and walk over to the force-field machine. They turn it off and hand the machine to me as a souvenir.   
 
    “Sorry!” the alien guards say again.  
 
    “We’ll turn the meteor around, and fly back to our planet to tell everyone how to use the socks. They will be so surprised! That is so clever! Who would have thought that socks went on your feet?! So clever!” 
 
    “Yeah!” the other alien guard laughs. “We don’t even need the trousers any more!” 
 
    “Wait…” the biggest alien guard stops. 
 
    “What’s wrong?” I ask. 
 
    “We are the Trouserdown Guards. We can’t be the Trouserdown Guards without trousers.” 
 
    “You can be the Extra-Extra Large Sock Guards,” I suggest. 
 
    “Yeah!” the alien guards laugh again, and begin to program the meteor to turn around using their own steering control panel. “You should leave in your spaceship. We will fly this meteor back to our planet, and start to use the extra-extra large socks. Bye!”  
 
    “Ok,” I smile. “Bye!” 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter 10 
 
      
 
    Going Home 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    “Wow Harley,” I say as I look at my friend. “You are so awesome!” 
 
    Harley smiles proudly as we walk back to our spaceship.  
 
    “We did it,” he says. “We stopped the meteor crashing into Earth! I didn’t think that we would be able to do it, but we did it!” 
 
    “It’s amazing what you can achieve when you just try,” I smile.  
 
      
 
    [image: ] 
 
      
 
      
 
    Once we have launched our spaceship and start to fly back to Earth, the meteor turns around. It is no longer going to destroy Earth. 
 
    “Dad,” I call Super Spy headquarters on the Intergalactic Communicator. “We have done it! Harley convinced the Trouserdown Guards, I mean the Extra-Extra Large Sock Guards, to turn the meteor around and go home.” 
 
    “Great news, Charlie!” Dad celebrates. “Well done, Harley! I am very proud of you boys! Great job!” 
 
    “We will be back on Earth within the hour,” I report. 
 
    “Good. Remember to press all the right button combinations for a safe landing,” Dad says. 
 
    “Um, yep. No problem. No problem at all…” I reply. “We will see you soon.” 
 
    I hang up the Intergalactic Communicator and look at Harley, who is smiling happily as he gazes at Earth in the distance. 
 
    “Mrs. Jackson was right,” I say as we fly through space. 
 
    “How?” Harley smiles. 
 
    “Math is useful!” I laugh. “Math actually saved the day!”  
 
    “True!” Harley laughs. “We just saved the world using math!”  
 
      
 
    [image: ] 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    All in a day’s work for a Super Spy, I guess… 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    The End 
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    Read more of Charlie’s adventures in  
 
    Diary of a Super Spy: The Collection: Books 5-8! 
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