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The Girl Who Invented Peanut Butter
Hi there. Some fun stuff lies ahead for you in the following five stories. They range from just-for-fun silly stuff like The Girl Who Invented Peanut Butter and Axel and the Giant to things a bit closer to the bone (meaning closer to things that can hurt or affect you in real life) like Owl Hunt.
There’s a bit of age range in the heroes, which is why these tales are teens and under, so you might have to stretch down or up a little, but that can be fun sometimes.
So gird your loins (and expression that comes from ancient Rome, meaning to pull up and tie any garments falling below your knees that might trip you or get in the way of your movement during battle) and let’s go!
.
-Ben Birdy
January 24, 2011
The Bugabaloo Boy
Ben Birdy
Copyright © 2010 Ben Birdy
Between the Big Current River and the Forest of Thick lay the town of Little. It was much like any other small town. It had a mayor and a fire chief, a bunch of police officers, a baker and a grocer, a builder and garbage collector, a mail carrier, some teachers, and a librarian.
It even had some children, most of whom were exceedingly normal. They had normal brains, normal muscles, normal hair, normal energy. And John-John had always been pretty much like them. Normal. Until...he started to make up words.
Going to or from school became “snarkling.” The big winds that had recently been sweeping through town were “foofle.” For dinner, when John-John got his way, the family ate “snicklebricks” (pancakes) with “crackballs” (eggs) and “sozzle” (bacon). And when nothing seemed to go right, John-John threw up his hands and declared the whole mess one big “bugabaloo.”
This worried John-John’s parents to no end. One day they finally walked up the long hill to John-John’s school to talk with his teacher, Miss Helen Dorf. She, it turned out, was worried too. Having just been labeled “Miss Yellensnorfer” by John-John (which the other children had liked enough to repeat to each other all afternoon), Miss Dorf recommended John-John’s parents visit the librarian, Dottie Doyle, to see if John-John had been reading too many strange books.
To the dismay of John-John’s parents, Ms. Doyle said that John-John actually had a remarkable command of the English language. “And,” she said with a smile, “if Miss Yellensnorfer,” (one of John-John’s classmates had told Ms. Doyle about the name) “can’t see the joy in it, she should probably eat more of John-John’s snicklebricks with crackballs and sozzle.”
John-John’s parents left shaking their heads. Their son was strange and it seemed to be spreading.
John-John’s father clutched his coat tightly about him as they walked down the hill. “First the other kids, now the librarian.” He snatched away a piece of old newspaper that had blown up around his leg. “I think everyone’s gone silly with the foofle.”
“You mean with the ‘wind’, dear,” corrected John-John’s mother.
“You see? Now I’m doing it!” He held onto John-John’s mother as they leaned forward to keep from getting blown over. “Crazy weather. If it starts to rain too, I don’t know how the kids will snarkle home today!”
And it did start to rain. The sky seemed to open a giant faucet over the town of Little. Soon the streets were gushing with water. By noon, the fire chief was worried that the Big Current River might flood and told the Mayor. The Mayor told the police officers, who told the baker and grocer, who passed it on to the builder and garbage collector, who told the mail carrier, who talked with the teachers and librarian, who decided the children should be sent home early.
But even as the children were let out of their classes, the Big Current River sounded a mighty BOOM and burst its banks. And rather than the children running home to their parents, all the parents and other people of the town of Little came rushing up the hill to the school.
There they huddled all through the afternoon and night, family with family, friend with friend, while the flood from the river and sky roared through all they had built.
When the morning came and the flood receded, the sun rose to reveal a disaster unparalleled in the town’s history. Houses had been swept over, cars dumped on their roofs, the contents of entire buildings washed out onto the street, soaked and ruined.
The mayor was the first person outside. He saw all the cars and trucks on their sides in the mud, and he gave a great moan, dropping down to his knees in despair. The fire chief and police officers joined in. Then the baker, the grocer, the mail carrier, Miss Dorf and all the parents came out of the building. They saw the torn-apart buildings and the mess in the streets, and they dropped to their knees.
But John-John, skipping out right behind them, didn’t drop down. He looked this way. He looked that way. He saw the mess and the cars and the wrecked houses. Then he scrunched up his face, threw up his hands, and said, “Well this is a real bugabaloo, isn’t it?”
All the grown-ups looked at him, dumbfounded. Then they slowly picked themselves up to their feet looked out over the mess again and nodded slowly. “A real bugabaloo,” they muttered, one after another. “Total bugabaloo.”
And the more they said it, the funnier it became. Until, smiling, broadly, the mayor looked at John-John and said, “You know, I think we should just go down and start a big...uh...whistlemorg.”
John-John planted his fists on his hips. “And a clean-up too,” he nodded.
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