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When I was a little kid, my favorite thing in the world was bedtime. I loved going to sleep. I know it sounds strange. Most children dread bedtime, but not me. And the reason, my mom. She used to tell me the most fascinating stories; and my absolute favorites were the ones about Smitty. So, I’ve decided to tell you these stories of magic and adventure.
On an island far away, in the Imagination Ocean, there was a town named Sunnyville. The occupants of the town were called Smilies because they were small, friendly, always happy, and, well, smiled a lot. They were so tiny; no bigger than a quarter. The town was very beautiful. The sun always shined and it only rained when the plants needed water. Every house had a garden with beautiful exotic flowers and tall palm trees. There was a big lake named the Banana Lake, because of the many banana trees nearby.
Beyond the lake was a forest. Smilies often went to the forest to gather berries, fruit, and nuts. Since the Smilies were so small it was hard for them, so they had to climb up a big bush by using a tall ladder and cut them with a saw.
There were two types of Smilies: Boy Smilies and girl Smilies. Boy Smilies wore long pants with suspenders and girl Smilies loved to wear colorful dresses. The brighter the better. Smilie boys and girls weren’t exactly friends. You could even say that they didn’t like each other. If a Smilie girl saw a Smilie boy walk towards her on the street, she’d make sure to cross the street.
It was probably a good idea, because some of the Smilie boys were not very nice. They thought the girls were snobs, so they would bully them sometimes. They couldn't just pass by a Smilie girl. They often made mean comments or, even worse, pushed her with their shoulders.
In one little house on the Sun Street lived a group of Smilies. They were all boy Smilies. Sammy was the smartest Smilie boy in the house. He loved to read books.
Every nook and cranny of his room was covered with books. He visited the library every few days to stock up on new books to read. He wore big glasses on his nose and a black jacket because he thought it made him look extra smart.
In the same house lived a famous doctor named Dr. Eli. Dr. Eli wore a white rope and stethoscope around his neck.
There was also a famous mechanic named Bobbie, and his assistant, Toby. Another Smilie boy was Billy, who became famous for drinking lots of juice, which he made out of all the exotic fruit that grew on the island. He was extremely polite and liked when the other Smilies called him Mr. Billy, not just Billy.
Poll also lived in the house, he loved to hunt and he had a little dog named Sport and his most prized possession was a gun that shot bubbles that he took extra care of, by cleaning and polishing it daily.
There was also a painter named Frank, a musician named Johnny, and others: Jeremy, Gary, Mike, Charlie, Phil, and two brothers, Tommy and Timmy. But the most popular of all was named Smitty. He was best known for his little mischievous deeds.
This Smilie boy, Smitty, wore a yellow hat, green pants, polka-dot suspenders, and a blue button down shirt with a red bow tie. Smitty would spend the day walking around town and making up silly stories.
Smitty was really popular. Once, when Smitty was wandering around town, a lightening bug accidentally flew into his head. Smitty was so small that it sent him tumbling to the ground. The bug then flew away without apology. Smitty jumped up, looked right and then left, and tried to find who had hit him, but nobody was around.
“Who hit me?” he asked himself. Then he said, “Maybe something fell from above.”
He looked up, but nothing was there except a bright shining sun. “That means something fell from the sky,” Smitty decided. “Maybe a piece of sun fell off and hit me on the head.”
He started walking home and ran into his friend named Teddy. Teddy was a famous astronomer. He had many different telescopes and spent lots of time at the town’s observatory.
“Listen, Teddy,” said Smitty, “Do you know what just happened to me? A piece of sun fell off and hit me on the head.”
“Really!” laughed Teddy, “If a piece of sun fell off, it would squish you like a pancake. The sun is super big. It's bigger than the earth we live on.”
“No way!” replied Smitty. “I think the sun is no bigger than a pie.”
“You just think that because the sun is so far away. But it’s actually like a giant super hot marble. I saw it in my telescope. Even if the sun lost a tiny bitty piece, and it was to fall off, it would destroy all of our island and the Sunnyville.”
“Wow!” said Smitty. “I had no idea the sun is that big. I’m going to tell all of my friends. Maybe they haven't heard about this.”
He kept walking toward his house and stopped everyone he saw on his way, letting them know how big the sun was and how if a little piece fell off it would eventually fall to earth and squish everyone like a pancake.
“It's going to be horrible, go ask Teddy,” he said.
Everyone laughed. They knew that Smitty liked to gossip. Smitty started to run back to his house as fast as he could screaming, “Friends, prepare! A piece is coming! A piece is coming!”
“What piece?” his friends asked.
“A piece of sun, I tell you. And it will be here shortly and we are all going to be flattened like flat bread. Do you know how big the sun is?” he cried. “It's bigger than planet Earth!”
“You’re making it up,” everyone replied.
“No, I am not! Teddy, the astronomer, told me so! He saw it in his telescope.”
All the Smilies ran out to the streets and stared at the sun. They looked at it so hard and so long that they all got tears in their eyes. Everyone’s vision started to blur and many thought that maybe a piece of sun had actually fallen off.
Smitty was still yelling, “Hide everyone, it's a disaster!”
Everyone started to gather their belongings. Frank the painter grabbed his paints and brushes. Johnny the musician grabbed his instruments, the flute and guitar and even violin. Dr. Eli was running up and down, from side to side, to find his travel doctor’s bag, which he seemed to have misplaced. Charlie grabbed rain boots and an umbrella and already made it halfway down the block, when he heard Sammy say, “Calm down, friends. Nothing bad is going to happen. Don't you know Smitty likes to gossip? He probably made it all up!”
“If you think I made it up, go ask Teddy the astronomer,” Smitty yelled.
Everyone ran over to Teddy, and of course everything was straightened out. Sammy was right. Smitty did make it all up. Everyone laughed so hard, they were holding their bellies. Many asked Smitty, “How could we have believed you?”
“I don't know,” said Smitty. “I am really surprised you did. I even believed myself.”
That's how silly Smitty was.

Another time, Smitty decided he wanted to learn to play music. So, he went to Johnny, who was a wonderful musician and could play just about any instrument. Smitty chose to play the tuba because it was the loudest one. The violin, he thought, was too quiet.
When Johnny tried to teach Smitty how to play it properly, Smitty said that he already knew how to play. All Smitty did was blow into it and make a lot of noise. He tried to play a concert for his friends, but they all told him to stop. It was horrible!
Smitty decided to take his recital to the streets and play for his neighbor. But they all chased him away and made him promise not to play the tuba anymore.
Then, Smitty wanted to become a painter. The best painter in all of Sunnyville was Frank. He was really talented and always had paint on his hands, even on his face. Frank was never selfish and always really generous, so he gave Smitty some of his paints and brushes.
Smitty told Shulie that he wanted to paint his portrait. So, Shulie got really excited and sat for hours while Smitty painted him. When it was finally done, Shulie got mad. It didn’t look like him at all! His nose was red, his ears were blue, and his hair was green!
“But I don’t look like that, Smitty,” Shulie said. “I don’t like it. It’s ugly.”
“It is not ugly,” Smitty replied, “I made you even more beautiful. I think it’s so beautiful I’m going to hang it up.”
Even though Shulie was really angry, Smitty wouldn’t destroy the picture. He even decided he would paint everyone else’s pictures and hang them up in the park for everyone to see. It took him all night, but he finally finished it.
Only no one liked the pictures. Dr. Eli was so upset that he looked like he had a thermometer for a nose. And Jeremy was so mad that Shulie had painted him so big, there were only his legs in the pictures. Everyone made him take the pictures down and Smitty decided not to paint anymore.
“They just don’t know talent when they see it,” he said.
That’s how silly Smitty was.
Mechanic Bobby and his assistant Toby were very talented mechanics. They both looked very similar, only Bobby was a little bit taller and Toby a bit shorter. They both wore leather bomber jackets and they always had all kinds of screwdrivers and metal instruments sticking out of their pockets. Bobby and Toby would put their goggles on when they were working, so nothing would get into their eyes. They spent all day in their shop fixing heaters, pots, irons and cars.
Once Bobby and Toby were locked up in their shop without telling anyone and they started to build something special. They worked the entire month sewing, hammering, screwing, and gluing, and wouldn't show anything to anybody. When the month had finished, everyone saw that they had build a speedboat.
This speedboat ran on soda. In the middle it had a seat for the driver, and in the front was a tank for the soda. The gas from the soda went from the tank to the metal tube into the cylinder and pushed a metal stick, under the pressure from the gas the stick moved from one side and powered the motor. This soda speedboat was very popular among the Smilies, but on the boat that Bobby and Toby built, there was one special feature: It allowed the driver to take a drink of the soda on the go.
Jeremy learned how to drive the speedboat. If anyone asked for a ride he would gladly give one. One Smilie named Bill loved to ride it the most, because he could drink the soda as much as he wanted while driving. Smitty also loved to take rides on the boat, and Jeremy often took him around, but Smitty wanted to learn how to drive the speedboat himself, so he started to ask Jeremy:
“Let me borrow the boat. I want to learn how to drive it too.”
“I don't think you will manage to learn, this is speed boat, you must understand how to handle it,” said Jeremy.
“What is there to understand? I saw you driving it, all you do is pull the sticks and turn the wheel. It's that simple.”
“It only looks simple, but it is actually really hard. You will hurt yourself and crash.”
“Ok, fine Jeremy. If you ever ask to borrow something, I won’t give it to you either.”
Once when Jeremy wasn't around, Smitty got into the boat, which was docked at the Banana Lake marina. He started to pull the gear sticks, and turn the wheel. In the beginning, nothing happened. “What’s wrong with this thing?” he asked himself. Then, all of the sudden the boat started to rumble and began to move. Some Smilies saw what was happening, and came running.
“What are you doing?” they screamed. “You will hurt yourself!”
“No I won't,” replied Smitty. He then ran over a little boat that was docked nearby. It was really lucky that no one was inside. Otherwise they would have gotten hurt.
“See what you did!” screamed Sammy. “Stop this second.”
Smitty got scared and wanted to stop the boat. He pulled some sticks, but the boat didn't stop. It went even faster. On his way, he ran over few more little boats, and almost hit some ducks. Smitty grabbed the wheel and started to turn. The boat was going up and down the lake completely out of control.
Smitty was screaming: “Friends, hurry up and untie the rope, otherwise I will destroy everything on my way.” Smitty yelled at them and continued to speed down the lake. Sammy, Tommy, Dr. Eli and Bobby were running after him by the shore. Of course they couldn't stop the boat themselves. They couldn't even catch up with him. Smitty drove all over the lake, and didn't know how to stop the speedboat.
Finally, the boat made it down the waterfall, fell down and broke into pieces. Smitty got thrown out to the shore. Sammy, Tommy, Bobby and Dr. Eli, picked up Smitty and carried him back home. Once at home they put him on the bed, and only then Smitty opened his eyes. He looked around and asked quietly:
“Am I still alive?”
“Alive, alive” said Dr. Eli. “Just please stay still so I can check you out, to make sure everything is in one place.” He took off his shirt and the doctor began to examine him. Then Dr. Eli said: “Unbelievable, all your bones are fine, you just have a few bumps and splinters.”
“That's from running over the little boats,” said Smitty.
“Well I will have to pull the splinters out.” Dr. Eli shook his head.
“Will it hurt?” Smitty got scared.
“Not even a little bit, let me pull the biggest one right now.”
“A-A-A,” screamed Smitty.
“Why are you screaming? Does it hurt?” Dr. Eli asked surprisingly.
“It hurts, you said that it wouldn't hurt, but it did.”
“Calm down, calm down. You only have one splinter left.”
“No way, no way, I'd rather have it.”
“It might get infected.”
“A-A-A,” Smitty continued.
“O.K. All done, now we just have to put some alcohol on it.”
“Is that going to hurt too?”
“No, it won’t hurt at all, lay still.”
“A-A-A”
“Stop screaming, stop screaming! You liked to drive the speed boat, but you don't like to suffer the consequences.”
“But it's burning.”
“It will burn just for a little bit and then it will stop, now I am going to give you a thermometer.”
“Please doctor, not the thermometer, not the thermometer” screamed Smitty even louder.
“The thermometer is not going to hurt you.” Dr. Eli replied calmly.
“You said that about everything! And then it did hurt.”
“You are being silly! Didn't I measure your temperature before?”
“No, never,” yelled Smitty.
“Well, then you can see that it won’t hurt you at all,” said Dr. Eli. He went to get the thermometer.
Smitty jumped off the bed and ran out the window to go hide at his friend Shulie's house. When Dr. Eli got back he saw that Smitty was gone.
“This is what I get for taking care of him. I help and I help, and he runs out of the window,” he mumbled. “That is just not nice, not nice at all.”

Smilie Sammy liked to read books. He once read about travels to faraway lands. Often when he had nothing to do at night, he told stories to his friends about what he had read in books. They liked to listen to stories about faraway lands that they never saw or heard of. They liked to listen the most about the travelers, because travelers run into many unbelievable situations. The most wonderful stories happen to them. After listening to his stories, some of the Smilies began to dream of how wonderful it would be if they also traveled. Some suggested to go walking on foot, some suggested they could go sail on the speedboats.
“Let's build a submarine, and then we go underwater and see the amazing world of the ocean,” said Sammy. Everyone liked his idea. None of the Smilies had ever traveled on a submarine, so everyone was very interested in this idea. Of course, nobody knew how to build one, but Sammy said that he would come up with a way, and then tell everyone.
So Sammy went home and began to think. He was thinking for three straight days and nights. Finally, he came up with an idea to build it out of plastic. Smilies knew how to make plastic. In Sunnyville there were these big yellow dandelions. You could make plastic out of them by cutting the leaf and collecting its sticky juice
When Sammy came up with his idea, he told everyone to go and collect the plastic juice. When Sammy went to get it, he bumped into Shulie, who was playing jump rope with two Smilie girls.
“Listen, Shulie, we came up with such a cool thing, you will turn green from jealousy,” said Smitty.
“I won’t turn green,” replied Shulie.
“You will when you hear about this thing. It's so great you’ve never dreamed about something like this.”
“What kind of a thing?” Shulie asked curiously.
“We are building a submarine so we can go travel all over the underwater world.”
Shulie did feel a little jealous. He wanted to show something off too, so he said: “Well, what's the big deal about some boat? Look at me. I became friends with Smilie girls. That's way better.”
“What kind of Smilie girls?” asked Smitty.
“This kind,” replied Shulie, pointing at the two little girls, “This is Sofia and Sonia.”
Sofia and Sonia stood far away and carefully observed Smitty. Smitty looked at them and said: “Really, I thought you were friends with me.”
“Well I am friends with you, but now I am friends with them, too. One thing has nothing to do with the other.”
“Well, I think it does,” Smitty said, almost yelling. “Whoever is friends with a Smilie girl is a Smilie girl himself. You should stop being friends with them right now.”
“Why would I stop being friends with them?” asked Shulie.
“I say stop it right now, or I won't be friends with you anymore myself.”
“Big deal. Like I care.”
“Your new friends better watch out.”
Shulie blocked his way and gave him a punch in the head. They started to fight, so Sofia and Sonia ran away.
“Did you just punch me on my head for the Smilie girls?” Smitty was yelling, trying to punch Shulie in his nose.
“You shouldn't have threatened them!” yelled back Shulie, slapping his fists around.

“Look at you!!,” screamed Smitty, hitting him on the head so hard that Shulie fell to the ground.
“We are not friends anymore!” Smitty yelled.
“Fine!” replied Shulie, “You will be the first to come and try to make up, you'll see!”
“No way, I won't! I am going to travel on our submarine!”
“Yeah, right, you are going to sink into the lake first.”
“Maybe you will sink in the water!” yelled back Smitty, as he returned to collecting plastic juice.
When the bucket was filled to the top with plastic juice, Sammy stirred it, and ordered Bobby to bring a bike wheel air pump. He attached a long rubber hose to the pump, dipped the end of the hose into the plastic juice, and ordered Bobby to slowly start pumping. Bobby started to pump and right away a big plastic bubble started to come out of the hose, like soap bubbles coming out of soap. Sammy continued to pour more plastic juice all over the bubble, and Bobby kept slowly pumping air, so the bubble would turn into a huge balloon. Sammy couldn't keep up with the balloon anymore so he commanded everyone to come and help him pour the juice. Everyone had a job to do. Only Smitty walked around the balloon and whistled. He tried to stay as far away as possible from it and kept mumbling under his nose, “It's going to blow right now! It will blow up!”
But it didn’t blow up. Instead it kept growing bigger and bigger. Soon it became so big, that the Smilies had to climb a nearby palm tree to keep pouring plastic juice on it. They worked on the balloon for two days. They were finally finished when the balloon was as big as a house. Sammy ordered everyone to jump on top of it and squeeze sideways so it would become an oval. After that, Sammy tied the tube at the bottom of the balloon so the air couldn't escape, and said: “Now, our submarine will start to dry. In the meantime we have another job.”

He tied the submarine down to the palm tree so the wind couldn't blow it away and divided the Smilies into two teams. He told one team to collect silk cocoons, then roll them out and make silk ropes. He then ordered them to knit warm blankets. The other team had to make chairs out of strong banana leafs. While Sammy and his friends were hard at work, other Sunnyville Smilies were stopping by to see the biggest balloon, which was tied down to the palm tree. Everyone wanted to touch it, and some even tried to pick it up.
“The submarine is super light,” they commented. “You can even pick it up with one hand.”
“It's very light, but in my opinion it won’t stay in the water,” said Jason.
“Why wouldn't it?” asked the others.
“How can it stay in the water when it's just laying there on the ground? If it was good enough, it would be already in the water,” explained Jason.
Everyone began to think.
“The submarine is light, but at the same time heavy,” they kept saying. “How will it stay in the water?”
The Smilies asked Sammy questions, to which Sammy replied: “Be patient, be patient, soon you will see.”
Because Sammy wouldn’t explain anything in full to the Smilies, they began to question him even more. Jason walked all over the town and spread gossip about the submarine.
“What kind of strength can keep the submarine in the water?” he asked and then answered himself: “There isn’t any. Fish swim underwater because they have fins, but the submarine doesn’t have fins. It will only sink.”
Eventually nobody in Sunnyville believed in Sammy's idea anymore. Everyone laughed. They would pass by Sammy's house, look over the fence, and say, “Look, look, it's swimming, ha ha ha.”
Sammy didn't pay attention to them. When the silk blankets and the banana leaf chairs were ready, Sammy ordered Bobby to bring a cutter, then he cut an opening on the top of the submarine and jumped inside. He asked Bobby to throw the blankets and chairs down to him. Sammy lined the submarine with the blankets on the inside and then installed four rows of chairs. Jeremy was excited that they could now sail away on a submarine, but Sammy said that they must make wetsuits for everyone.
“What do we need wetsuits for?”
“In case the submarine crashes or drowns. Then we will need to swim out in the wetsuits.”
The next day, Sammy and his friends were all busy making wetsuits. Everyone was in charge of making their own from the leftover silk blankets. All the other Smilies saw that the submarine was hanging on the leaf with no movement and were telling each other: “It will probably just hang there until it explodes. They’re not going anywhere.”
“Why aren't you going yet?” they kept asking over the fence. “You need to go somewhere before it breaks.”
“Don't worry,” replied Sammy back to them. “We will put the balloon into the ocean tomorrow morning at eight o'clock.”
“Maybe it will swim, after all,” they said to each other. “We should come tomorrow morning and see if it will or not.”

The next morning, Sammy woke his friends up early. Everyone got ready for the trip. Mechanics Bobby and Toby put on their leather jackets. Hunter Poll put on his favorite rain boots. They were extra tall and had big buckles on the sides.
Jeremy put on his lightning suit and Charlie put on his seventeen-pocketed special suit. Billy put on a checkered suit. . When other Smilies saw him coming down the street, they would say the chessboard was coming.
Tommy put on a ski suit. He thought it was the most comfortable for travel. Timmy put on stripes: striped windbreaker, striped leg warmers and wrapped a striped scarf about his neck. Only Phil (who always managed to lose everything) couldn't find his jacket, his pants and his hat. After minutes of searching, he finally found a winter hat with flap ears under his bed.
Painter Frank decided he would draw everything he would see on the trip. He packed his paints and brushes and put them in the submarine. Johnny the musician decided to take his flute. Dr. Eli took his medicine travel bag. It was very considerate, because someone might have gotten sick on the trip.
It wasn't even six o'clock in the morning and the entire town of Sunnyville was outside the submarine. Many of the Smilies that wanted to see the submarine sail sat on top of the roofs and fences. Jeremy climbed inside the submarine first and picked the most comfortable chair. And then Smitty got in.
“Look!” everyone started to whisper. “They are starting to load.”
“Why are you sitting inside?” said Sammy. “Come out! It's too early.”
“What do you mean too early? We can go,” replied Smitty.
“We have to move the submarine down to Banana Lake first.”
“How are we going to do that?” asked Jeremy.
“We’ll tie a rope around the submarine and pull it down to the lake,” explained Sammy.
Smitty and Jeremy crawled out.
“Look, they are crawling out. Maybe they decided not to go anywhere!” someone yelled from a neighboring roof.
“Of course they decided not to go,” someone replied. Other Smilies yelled back from another roof: “You cannot go anywhere in that submarine. It's not even in the water.”
At this moment, Sammy ordered the Smilies to fill a few bags of sand, and put them into the submarine. Right away Jeremy, Mike, and Tommy started to put the sand into the bags and load them.
“What are they doing?” the Smilies kept asking each other in surprise. “Why are they putting bags inside?”
“Why do you need bags with sand?” yelled Alex who sat on top of the fence.
“We’re going to sail down the lake and throw it at you!” screamed Smitty back.
“Let’s see if you are ever going to go anywhere first!” replied Mike.
“It must be that they are just so afraid to go themselves. They are sending sand bags instead,” another Smilie suggested.
Everyone laughed.
“They don't have to be afraid! It’s not even going to sail!”
“Maybe it will,” said one Smilie girl quietly, looking through the fence boards.
While everyone else was still arguing, Sammy ordered some Smilies to start pulling the submarine down to the lake. He pushed from the back. They pulled and pushed down to the lake and finally pushed it in the water.
Soon all the onlookers began to argue again. When someone said it wouldn’t sail, someone else would say it would. If anyone said that it would, someone else would quickly reply that it wouldn’t. The arguing got so loud that no one could hear what anyone else was saying. Two Smilies even started fighting with each other on the roof.
Sammy ordered to drop the sandbags into the submarine and to lower it in to the water. Once it was halfway down, Sammy tied the pull at the shore.
“Whoopee!” screamed Sofia, and clapped her hands with excitement.
“Keep quiet!” Shulie snapped back at her.
“It's in the water!”
“It's not sailing, don't you see? It's tied to the pole.”
Sammy got inside and others started to follow. The submarine slowly lowered deeper into the water.
“Whoopee,” the crown roared. “Whoopee! Great job, Sammy is the smartest! Look at Sammy's great invention!”
By now, everyone believed the submarine would sail.

Charlie was running around and helping everyone get in. Finally everybody got inside and sat down. Only Billy was still standing outside.
“Why aren't you getting in?” someone asked.
“Maybe it's better I stay,” he answered. “I am a little chubby. You don't have a lot space right now. I might be too much weight for the submarine.”
“Don't worry. It won’t be too heavy.”
“No, I will wait for you here. You don't need me squeezing you.”
“You won't squeeze anyone,” replied Sammy. “We all decided to go together, so we are going to go together.”
Billy got inside the submarine, but then something unexpected happened: the submarine tipped to one side.
“Well, look at them sailing!” someone said, laughing on the fence.
“Why are you laughing? This is terrible, and you are laughing,” Shulie snapped at him.
“Nothing happened,” astronomer Teddy told them. “It's just that the submarine is supposed to sit fifteen Smilies. It can’t hold sixteen Smilies.”
“Does this mean they are not going to sail?” Shulie asked.
“It means that they will have to leave someone behind, “ explained Teddy.
“I bet they’ll leave Smitty,” said Sofia.
Billy heard the commotion. “I’d better stay,” he thought. He already had one leg out when Sammy picked up one of the sandbags and dropped it on the ground. The submarine immediately evened out. All the Smilies began to clap their hands in excitement. Sammy raised his hand up and started his speech.
“Goodbye! We are going to sail away and discover faraway lands. We will return within a week. Goodbye!”
“Goodbye! Goodbye! Good luck, have a good trip!” the Smilies yelled back, and waved farewell with their hands and hats.
Sammy pulled a pocketknife out and cut the rope, which held the submarine to the little poll on the shore. The submarine slowly lowered into the water.
“Whoopee!” everyone screamed.
“Hooray for Sammy! Whoopee!” They clapped their hands, gave hugs to each other, and kissed each other on the cheeks. Chloe even had tears on her eyes from happiness.
Teddy stood next to Sunshine on the road. His hands were crossed as he looked down on the crowd. It looked like he was thinking of something. Suddenly he spread his hands upwards and screamed at the top of his lungs: “A poem! Listen everyone! A poem!”
Everyone quieted down, and then looked up at Sunshine.
“A poem,” whispered the Smilies. “He is going to read a poem.”
Teddy waited for a complete silence. He then reached his hand toward the submarine and began to recite his poem,
Giant submarine in the deep water
So much presence, so much flare,
We are no fish, that's true
But now we can sail for sure
We can think of anything, that's true
We have the brains for it for sure!
The crowd let out a huge roar. Everyone clapped their hands. They pulled Tommy off the roof and carried him home. Smilie girls picked petals off the flowers and threw them up in the air.
Tommy became so famous that day. It was like he was the one who invented the submarine and sailed it down the lake. Everyone memorized the poem and sang it out loud. For the whole day, you could hear the song all over the Sunnyville streets.
Our brave travelers didn't even feel themselves sink into the water. That's how smoothly the submarine lowered. They could still hear their friends screaming.
“Whoopee!”
“Goodbye!” yelled back Sammy and his friends. They were waving with their hats. Phil reached his hand to his head to take his hat off, too, and then realized that he wasn't wearing it at all.
“Wait!” he screamed, “Stop the submarine, I forgot my hat at home!”
“You always manage to forget something,” Gary mumbled.
“We can’t stop,” answered Sammy.
“So now I have to travel without my hat?”
“I thought you found your hat under the bed,” said Billy.
“I did find it. But I got hot, so I took it off and put it on the table. I forgot to put it back on before leaving.”
“You always forget things at the last moment,” said Gary.
“Look, friends!” yelled Smitty, “We left our house behind!”
Everyone laughed, and Gary said: “What did you think? That the house would sail with us?”
“No, I didn't,” Smitty replied. “I just said that we left our house behind. We’ve always lived in our little house and now we are sailing on a giant submarine.”
“So, we are sailing,” mumbled Gary. “Let’s see where we are going to end up.”
“You just keep mumbling and complaining, Gary. We can't get any rest from it, even under the water,” replied Smitty.
“So leave,” Gary mumbled.
“Where am I going to go?”
“That's enough!” Sammy raised his voice. “What is this fighting on the submarine?”
The submarine went deeper into the water. Because the ship was made out of clear plastic, our travelers could see the forests of seaweed and all the differed sorts of colorful fish. It was as if they were floating in a giant bubble. Sammy reached into his pocket and pulled out a compass. He tried to figure which way the balloon was flying.
“The current is taking us to the north,” he said. “So we have to go south to get back home.”
The submarine kept going full force as they left the town behind. They found themselves in a completely different world. It was mostly dark, but every once in a while a sparkly yellow fish would swim by and lit everything around them. When this happened, our travelers could see and they saw that it was not too different from the land above. It had mountains, forests, and animals.
Suddenly, Billy saw a small dark spot. It was quickly moving on the bottom of the ocean as it ran after them.
“Look friends, someone is running after us!” he screamed.
Everyone looked.
“Look, it jumped over the sand hill!” screamed Phil.
“What could it possibly be?” Billy asked. “Look, it's jumping over the trees!”
As the submarine sailed over a forest of seaweed and water flowers, the spot moved to the top of the seaweed. Even when Dr. Eli put on his glasses, he still couldn't tell what it was.
“I know what it is!” screamed Smitty, excited: “I am the first one to figure it out! It's our dog, Sport! We must have left him at home, so now he is chasing after us.”
“What are you saying?” replied hunter Poll. “Sport is right here. He is sitting right here under my chair.” Smitty looked and there was Sport, sitting under the chair.
“What is it then? Maybe you can figure it out Sammy?” asked Tommy.
Sammy put away his compass, and looked out.
“It's our shadow!” said Sammy with a smile.
“How can it be our shadow?” Everyone got surprised.
“It's simple. It's the shadow from our submarine. We are sailing in the water, and the shadow is running after us on the sand.”
The Smilies looked at the shadow for a while, and it was shrinking smaller and smaller. Soon it was completely gone.
“Where did it go?” The Smilies got worried.
“We are getting deeper into the waters,” explained Sammy. “So now you can’t see it.”
“This is terrible!” mumbled Gary under his nose. “Sitting here and can't even see my own shadow.”
“Again, you are mumbling!” said Smitty “There is no quiet from you.”
“Quiet! Quiet!” snapped back Gary. “How can you have quiet when you are swimming in a submarine? If you want quiet, you should have stayed and sat at home.”
“You should sit at home.”
“I am not the one that needs his quiet.”
“Are you arguing again?” said Sammy. “We should get you out to the ground.”
Smitty and grumpy Gary got scared and stopped arguing.
“What is this?” everyone screamed. “Where is that sound coming from?”
“It's waves. We are sailing through a bigger current.”
“You are making it up,” replied Smitty. “Lake water just sits there. It doesn't make any sounds.”
“What do you think moves the submarine?” asked Sammy. “Waves are made out of water.”
Smitty didn't believe him, so he said: “Don't listen to him. He is making it all up to show us he knows everything, but he doesn't know anything.”
Smitty, of course, did not believe Sammy's explanation. Meanwhile, the submarine continued moving toward the unknown.
You might think that the lower you go into the water, the warmer it gets. But, in fact, it gets colder. This is because the sun doesn't warm the water much with its rays. The water only gets warm up on the surface. And that's why the Smilies were feeling cold. They got so cold, their noses and cheeks turned red.
Everyone was stamping their feet and clapping their palms in an effort to warm up. Phil was the coldest because he had forgotten his hat at home. He was so cold, he grew a huge icicle underneath his nose. He was shaking like an autumn leaf and his teeth were constantly rattling.
“Enough with the rattling!” mumbled Gary. “We are already cold enough without your teeth rattling.”
“It's not my fault that it's cold,” replied Phil.
Phil got up from his seat and said: “I can't stand when someone makes a rattling noises next to my ear! I feel even colder myself now.”
He sat down next to painter Frank, whose teeth were also rattling. Phil looked at him suspiciously and mumbled: “You too. You are probably doing it on purpose for me.”
“I am not doing it on purpose. I am doing it because I am freezing,” replied Frank.
Phil got up again and sat on another seat. He kept changing seats and bothering everyone. Because of the cold, the submarine got covered with a thin layer of ice and was sparkling, like it was made out of silver.
Meanwhile the submarine was quickly approaching a huge coral reef.
“Accident!” screamed Billy.
“We are going to crash!” yelled Smitty and crawled under the chair.
“Come out!”
“Why?” asked Smitty.
“We are going to jump out with the wetsuits.”
“I am fine over here,” replied Smitty.
Sammy grabbed him by the collar of his jacket and pulled him from underneath the bench.
“You have no rights!” screamed Smitty, ““I am going to complain!”
“Stop screaming,” Sammy said calmly. “Stop panicking, watch me jump out with my wetsuit and follow.”
Smitty calmed down a little. Sammy walked over to the edge of the submarine’s door and screamed: “Attention, friends! Jump off one after the other in an orderly manner after me. Whoever decides not to jump will go down with the submarine. Get your wetsuits ready. Let’s go!”
Sammy jumped first and swam upwards. Jeremy followed, but then something unexpected happened. Instead of putting on his wetsuit and jumping, he first jumped and then tried to put on his suit. Jeremy's leg got tied up and got caught on his shoelaces. He started to wiggle his body like a worm on a fishing hook.
“Friends!” screamed Dr. Eli, “If the wetsuit won't get untangled, Jeremy is going to hit the submarine with his head.”
The Smilies rushed over and grabbed the wetsuit to pull Jeremy back into the submarine. Smitty noticed that the submarine began to go up again, and sailed over the reef avoiding the crash.
“Wait! Nobody has to jump off anymore! We are going up,” he screamed.
“Why are we going up?” Tommy asked, surprised.
“Well, Sammy jumped off, so the submarine must of gotten lighter,” mumbled Gary.
“What is Sammy going to do without us?” asked Charlie.
“Oh, well,” said Tommy spreading his hands, “he will probably start swimming back home.”
“What are we going to do without Sammy?”
“Big deal!” replied Smitty sarcastically. “Like we can't do it without him.”
“But we need someone to tell us what to do,” said Charlie.
“You are going to listen to me!” stated Smitty, “I will be in charge.”
“You?” Gary mumbled surprised, “I don't think you have the head for it, to be in charge.”
“Oh yeah? If you don't like my head, you can go ahead and swim after Sammy,” screamed Smitty.
“Where am I going to look for him? We are already far away. We should all swim after him.”
“Go jump, go jump!”
Gary and Smitty started to argue again. They argued into the evening. Sammy was gone and no one could break them up.
“Enough with the arguing,” Billy finally said to Smitty. “Since you decided to be in charge, you have to come up with something. Look, the submarine is going deeper again.”
“I will start thinking,” replied Smitty.
He sat down on his chair, put his finger to his forehead and began to think. Meanwhile, the submarine was going down even faster.
“What can you come up with? We still have some sand bags left, right?” said Bobby.
“That's right!” said Smitty. “But since we don't have anymore bags, we’re just going to have to throw one of you out. Once one of you swims out with the wetsuit, the submarine will become lighter and will go up again.”
“Who is going to jump?”
“I think we should get rid of the one who complains and mumbles the most.”
“I don't agree,” replied Gary. “There is no such rule that the most complaining and mumbling one should be thrown out.”
“O.K.” agreed Smitty, “Then we will throw out Charlie. He is the heaviest one.”
“That's right,” agreed Billy.
“What?” screamed Charlie. “I am the heaviest? Billy is way heavier then me.”
“Look at him,” laughed Billy, pointing his finger at Charlie. “I am bigger than him? Yeah, right. Let’s measure and see who’s bigger.”
“Let's do it! Let's do it!” replied Charlie.
Everyone surrounded Charlie and Billy. Smitty pulled a rope out of his pocket and wrapped it around Charlie’s waist. He then measured Billy the same way. It turned out that Billy was almost twice as big as Charlie.
“Well, it's not right!” screamed Billy. “Charlie cheated, he sucked his stomach in. I saw it!”
“I didn't suck anything in!” screamed Charlie.
“Yes, you did! I saw you do it! Let’s measure again.”
Smitty proceeded to measure Charlie one more time.
“Don't hold your breath in! What are you doing? Take a deep breath!” screamed Billy.
“Why would I take a breath? It would make me look even bigger then you,” replied Charlie.
“Well, fine then. Don't take a deep breath, but you are not allowed to suck your stomach in, either. Look at what he is doing, friends! This is some kind of a scam!”
Smitty finished measuring Charlie and Billy. This time it turned out that they were both the same size.
“Well, we will just have to throw them both out,” decided Smitty.
“Why both? One is enough,” said Billy.
Hunter Poll looked out of the submarine and saw that another reef was fast approaching.
“Listen Smitty, you need to decide fast, or we will smack into the reef.”
“Let’s play rock paper scissors to see who will swim out,” suggested Tommy.
“That's a great idea,” agreed Billy. “But we will all play, light and heavy, so nobody gets upset.”
“Already then,” agreed Smitty.
Everyone split into pairs of two and began to play.
“Rock, paper, sc...” at this moment the submarine crashed into the reef and turned upside down. Tommy and Timmy grabbed each other and they both fell out the submarine. After them, like tiny peas, the rest of the Smilies followed. Only Smitty grabbed the edge of the submarine door. Sport grabbed his pants with his teeth. After the submarine hit the reef, it jumped into the air, swirled and hit the water, and then got thrown out to the shore. Submarine hit something pointy and cracked into pieces with a loud cracking noise. Sport was flipped up in the air. He ran away with the most squeaking bark. Smitty got thrown out of the submarine and lay still on the ground.
The trip was over.

Smitty ended up in a completely unfamiliar place. He was lying in bed, sinking into the soft mattress. The mattress was so soft, it felt like it was filled with dandelion petals. Smitty’s heart made some noises as he woke up. He opened his eyes, looked around, and saw that he was in someone else's room. There were pictures of flowers hanging on the walls and in each corner there were little chairs. Next to the window was a little table on one leg. On top was a pile of colorful threads for embroidery and a little pillow with needles. Close by was a writing desk with a stationary, then shelves with books. On the furthest wall next to the door hung a huge mirror.
In front of it were two Smilie girls talking to one another. One was wearing a shiny blue dress with a shiny belt and a bow on the back. She had blue eyes and dark hair braided into a long braid with a matching blue bow. Another was wearing a colorful dress with a print of pink and purple flowers. Her hair was so blond it was almost white, and curled down the back. She was trying on a hat, and talked non-stop.
“It’s such an unpleasant hat! It just refuses to look good. I wanted to make a hat with wide sides, but I didn't have enough fabric, so I had to make one with narrow ones. But when the sides are narrow, it makes the face look round, and that is just not flattering.”
“Enough twirling in front of the mirror! I can't stand when someone twirls in front of a mirror,” said the blue-eyed Smilie.
“Why do you think they invented mirrors?” replied the blond-haired Smilie.
She put the hat once more almost to the back of her head, squinted her eyes, and stared at her reflection. Smitty couldn't hold back. He let out a laugh, and even snorted like a little piggy. The blond Smilie jumped from the mirror and looked suspiciously at Smitty. Smitty quickly closed his eyes and pretended he was still asleep. He heard them tiptoeing over to his bed.
“I thought I heard him say something,” whispered one of the Smilies. “I must have imagined it.”
“When is he going to wake up?” asked another voice. “He’s been asleep since yesterday.”
“Phoebe told me not to wake him, but to call her when he does.”
“Who is this Phoebe?” Smitty thought to himself as he pretended to be asleep.
“What a brave Smilie!” Smitty heard the whispering again. “I can’t believe he sailed a submarine.”
Smitty heard them say he was brave and smiled so big it went all the way to his ears.
“We should come back when he wakes up by himself. I want to ask him so many questions about the submarine. But oh, no. What if he has a concussion?” the voice whispered again.
“Yeah right,” thought Smitty. The blonde haired smilie said goodbye and left. The room became quiet. Smitty kept lying there with his eyes shut, trying to listen as hard as he could. Finally he opened one eye and took a peek. He saw the face of the blue-eyed Smilie girl looking at him. She gave him a friendly smile, then frowned and asked: “Do you always wake up like this, first one eye and then the other?”
Smitty nodded his head and opened the other eye.
“So you are not sleeping anymore?”
“No, I just woke up.”
Smitty wanted to say something else, but the Smilie girl put a finger to his mouth and said: “Please, keep quiet, you must not talk. You are very sick.”
“I am not sick at all!”
“How can you tell? Are you a doctor?”
“No.”
“You see, you have to stay quiet until I call the doctor. What is your name?”
“Smitty. What’s yours?”
“Melania.”
“That is a nice name,” complimented Smitty.
“I am very glad you like it. You are very polite. You must have good manners.”
Smitty got a big grin on his face again. He was very happy that someone complimented him because it so rarely happens. There were no other Smilie boys around so he wasn't afraid that he would be picked on for being nice to a Smilie girl.
What was the name of the other Smilie girl?” asked Smitty
“What other Smilie girl?”
“The one you were talking to. The pretty one with long blond hair.”
“So you haven't been sleeping for a while now?”
“No! I just opened my eyes for a second and then quickly went back to sleep.”
“I knew I heard you say something. Wait a minute, do you think I am not pretty?”
“Of course not!” Smitty replied shyly. “You are very pretty.”
“So who is the prettiest: her or me?”
“You and her, you are both very pretty.”
“I don’t believe you but I’ll forgive you,” replied Melania. “Your pretty Smilie girl is named Chloe. You will see her soon, but for now enough talking. Please lay still and don't even think about getting out of bed. I will call Phoebe.”
“Who is Phoebe?” asked Smitty.
“Phoebe is your doctor. She is going to take care of you.”
Melania left. Smitty right away jumped out of bed, and started to look for his clothes. He wanted to run away as soon as possible. He knew that doctors liked to give medicine and shots. His clothes were nowhere to be found. He looked all around and cut his eye on the cloth doll that was sitting on a chair under the window. Smitty wanted to break the doll and see what it was made out of. He forgot about his clothes, and started to look for a knife. Suddenly he noticed his reflection in the mirror. Smitty dropped the doll on the floor, and proceeded to make faces at the mirror, touching it with his hands, and looking at himself closely. After he took a good look, he said out loud, “I am very pretty. My face is not too round at all.”
Smitty heard footsteps behind the door, and quickly jumped back into bed, covering himself with the blanket. Melania and another Smilie girl entered the room. The new Smilie girl was wearing a white rope and bandana. She held a brown leather bag. She had plum pink cheeks and her gray eyes looked at him through big black round glasses. Smitty understood that it must be Phoebe.
Doctor Phoebe pushed a chair next to the bed and put her bag on top, shook her head and said: “Oh well! These Smilie boys are always getting into all kinds of trouble. Why did you need to fly an air balloon? Don't tell me please, I know exactly what are you going to tell me, that you will never do it again. All the Smilie boys always say that, but then they go right back to making up more mischief.”
Doctor Phoebe opened her bag, and right away the room filled up with the smell of medicine. Smitty got scared and even shivered a little. Phoebe turned to him and said: “Sit up.”
Smitty began to get out of bed.
“Don't get up!” Phoebe told him firmly, “I told you to sit up.”
Smitty looked at her surprised and sat up.
“Don't look at me, patient, open your mouth and show me your tongue.
“Why?”
“Show it, show it. That's how it works.”
Smitty stuck his tongue out.
“Say ‘Ahh.’”
“Ahhhhhhh,” came out of Smitty's mouth.
Phoebe pulled out a wooden pipe and put it against Smitty's chest.
“Breath deeper, patient.”
Smitty started puffing and huffing like train.
“Now, do not breathe,” ordered Phoebe.
“HA, HA!” Smitty let it out, shaking from laughter.
“Why are you laughing, patient? I don't think I said anything funny.”
“How can I not breathe at all?” said Smitty, still laughing.
“Of course, you cannot completely not breathe, but you can hold your breath for a few seconds. Right?”
“I suppose, so,” agreed Smitty. He stopped breathing.
Finishing the examination, Phoebe sat at the table and began writing a prescription.
“The patient has a big bruise on his shoulder,” she told Melania. “Go to the pharmacy and get a honey band-aid, cut a little piece, and put it on the patient’s shoulder. Please do not allow him to get out of bed. If he gets up, he will break all the dishes and might punch someone. You must watch out for Smilie boys. They are not to be trusted. You must be careful with them.”
Phoebe put her pipe into her brown bag, gave Smitty another serious look and left. Melania took the prescription from the table and said, “Did you hear that? You must stay in bed.”
In response to that Smitty made a sad face.
“There is no reason to make faces, and don't even think about looking for your clothing. I hid it very well.” Melania left the room holding the prescription in her hands.

When Melania left the room, Smitty lay in bed for a little bit. He remembered that he wanted to check what the doll was made out of and was almost ready to get up, but then he heard footsteps and whispering behind the door again.
“Where is he?”
“Here.”
“What is he doing?”
“Lying in bed.”
“Is he dead?”
“No, I think he is breathing.”
“Let me look.”
“Wait.”
Smitty looked at the door and saw that someone was peeking through.
“Let me look, greedy! I also want to see him,” the voice whispered.
“Now I won’t, since you called me greedy!”
Smitty could hear tumbling behind the door.
“Don't push me, don't push!” someone whispered firmly and loudly. “If you push me one more time, I will pull your hair!”
“Then I will pull yours, and kick you with my foot!”
Smitty wanted to see who was arguing behind the door. He jumped out of the bed and swung the door open. There was a loud bang and Smitty saw two Smilie girls standing in front of him. They both jumped out from the door and grabbed their foreheads. They looked at Smitty, surprised. One of them was wearing an apron with a bunny and the other with a square. Smilie girls quickly blinked their eyes and began to cry. They turned around and went up the wooden stair to the right of the door.
“Ahhh!” loudly cried the Smilie girl with the pigtails.
“Ahhh!” followed the other Smilie girl with a big blue bow on top of her head.
Smitty scratched his head and mumbled under his nose: “Well, look at this. I guess I really got them with the door, didn't I?”
Scared that he would create more trouble, he got back in bed and decided to take a nap. Soon, he heard someone's footsteps again. The door opened, and another Smilie girl peeked in. She had curly hair, bright happy eyes and a mischievous face with pointy little nose.
“Smilie boy!” she screamed “Bully!”
Smitty jumped up in his bed. The door closed right away, and footsteps seemed to have left. Smitty shook his shoulders and mumbled, “Snobby.”
He put his head down on the pillow and even began to dream, but the Smilie girl with curly hair peeked in again.
“Bully!” she screamed again and laughed.
The door closed immediately. Smitty got up from the bed and ran out into the hallway, but no one was there.
“Oh, well!” Smitty mumbled.
Smitty took a wooden ruler off the table and hid behind the door. He didn't have to wait long before he heard the footsteps. As the door opened, he raised the ruler as high as he could. The door opened, and Melania entered the room. He smacked her in the forehead.
“Ahhhh!” She grabbed her forehead. “What did you hit me for? Now I will have a big bump on my head.”
“Maybe you won't get a bump,” replied Smitty. He shyly twisted the ruler in his hands.
“Yes I will. I am very delicate. You can touch me and I will bruise right away.”
“Maybe we can put a band-aid on it. You brought it, right?”
“I brought it for you.”
“It's enough for everyone.”
He took the band-aid and cut it with scissors in four equal parts.
“Hurry up, put it here,” said Melania.
She put her face out, and pointed with her finger where to stick it. Smitty took the band-aid and saw that it wasn't straight, so he started to peel it off.
“Careful! Careful!” screamed Melania, “You will get my whole face dirty with this nasty band-aid.”
“Now it's good,” said Smitty, finishing up the job.
Melania ran to the mirror and said, “Yeah, good! What if someone sees me with a band-aid on my forehead? Let me see your shoulder. Where is this bruise?”
Melania proceeded to put the band-aid on Smitty's shoulder.
“I did not mean to hit you,” said Smitty.
“Who, then?”
Smitty wanted to tell her that some Smilie girl was picking on him, but then realized that he would be ratting her out.
“No one,” he replied. “I just wanted to see if I could smack anyone with this ruler.”
“You Smilie boys are all the same. All you think of is how to hurt someone. And then when you get hurt, you don't like it very much. Why are you smiling? You are laughing, because I have a band-aid on my forehead?” She ran to the mirror again. “It does look funny, having a square on your forehead like this.”
“Maybe you could cut it in a circle,” suggested Smitty.
Melania peeled off the band-aid and cut all the corners from the square, turning it into a circle, she then put it back on.
“You think this looks better?” She turned to Smitty.
“Of course,” he agreed. “I think it's actually cute.”
Melania squinted her eyes and continued looking at herself in the mirror.
“Now, can you please give me back my clothes?”
“Go wash your face first. Then I will give you your clothes.”
Melania showed Smitty to the bathroom. There was a bowl of water and a towel in there. On the wall, there was a shelf with soap and toothpaste.
“Here is a toothbrush for you, here is the toothpaste. Go brush your teeth,” said Belle giving Smitty the toothbrush.
“I can't stand toothpaste!” mumbled Smitty. “It doesn't taste good.”
“It's not like you have to eat it.”
“It still gets all over my mouth, and my tongue.”
“Well, that's why you rinse it out.”
Smitty unwillingly took the toothpaste and started brushing his teeth. Brushing his teeth with only two strokes, he made a squeamish face and spit it all out. He then rinsed his mouth, took the soap and washed his hands. After washing hands he put the soap back and started to wash his face with water.
“You must wash your face with soap as well.”
“I don't think so!” replied Smitty. “I don't like the soap on my face. It always gets into my eyes.”
“Well you must do it anyway, please!” said Melania, “Or I will not give you back your clothes.”
Smitty had no choice. He took the soap and put it all over his face, quickly washing it off with water.
“The water is so cold,” he said, shivering.
Doing a half job with rinsing his face, he reached his hands out, and without opening his eyes, began tapping the table. Melania couldn't help but laugh at him. “What are you looking for?”
“Tow…towel.”
“Why are looking for it with your eyes closed? Open them.”
“Why would I open them? The soap is everywhere already. If it gets into my eyes it will burn!”
“You should have rinsed it off.”
Melania took the towel off the table and gave it to Smitty. Smitty rubbed it on his face, and only then decided to open his eyes.
“You see? Now you look much cleaner, and even prettier,” said Melania. She saw the dirt left on the towel and continued: “Next time you will have to do a better job. I will let you slide this time.”
She brought Smitty his clothes and said, “Get dressed and come upstairs for some tea. You must be getting hungry.”
“Starving, actually. I could eat an elephant.”
“Oh, poor you! Come here quickly. Everyone is waiting for you.”
Melania left the room.

Smitty put his clothes on and ran upstairs. He found himself in a room smaller then the one downstairs, but a lot cozier. Two round windows with beautiful curtains looked out to the street. Between the windows was a door to the terrace. In the middle of the room was a round table with lots of little bowls, plates with different jams, cookie, pies, swirls, and many other delicious treats.
Smitty's eyes didn't even know where to look. The Smilie girls wanted to treat their guest extra special. The Smilie girl with the big blue bow and the Smilie girl with two pigtails were pouring tea into cups. The Smilie girl with the curly hair got a box of chocolates out of the cabinet. Melania took introduced Smitty to her friends. The Smilie girl with the pigtails was named Ella, and the one with the bow was named Elena. They were sisters. The curly haired Smilie girl was named Zoë. Smitty couldn't wait to sit at the table. Another four Smilie girls entered the room. Melania introduced them as well.
“These are our neighbors, Katy, Vicky, Mady and Rachel.
The Smilie girls surrounded Smitty in a circle.
“You came over on a submarine, right?” asked dark-haired Katy.
“Yes, a submarine,” answered Smitty.
“It must have been very scary to sail on a submarine.”
“Super scary…I mean not scary at all, not even a little bit!” said Smitty.
“You must be so brave! I would never sail on one,” said Vicky.
“Were did you come from?” asked Mady.
“From the town of Sunnyville.”
“Where is this town?”
“There,” Smitty waived his hand into the air. “By the Banana lake.”
“I never heard anything about this lake,” said Rachel. “It must be very far away.”
“Yes, very,” replied Smitty.
“Well, let's all sit down, the tea is getting cold,” Melania said, inviting everyone to the table.
Smitty didn't have to be asked twice. He quickly sat at the table and began stuffing his mouth with cookies, cakes, waffles and jam. Smilie girls didn't eat much, because they wanted to ask Smitty questions about the submarine instead. Finally Zoë got tired of waiting for Smitty to begin and asked, “Can you please tell me who came up with the idea to sail on the submarine under water?”
“I did,” replied Smitty, trying to quickly swallow a big piece of chocolate cake.
“Oh my, really? It was really you?” Everyone gasped around the table.
“Really, I swear, or lighting can strike me this instant!” said Smitty, almost choking on his cake.
“That is so interesting! Please tell us all about it,” said Rachel.
“Well, what can I say…” Smitty opened his hands. “Everyone kept asking me to invent something for a long time, so I agreed and started to think.”
Smitty started to chew another piece of cake with a thoughtful look on his face. Smilie girls impatiently looked at him. Finally, Ella decided to interrupt the silence and said, “You paused after you said you started to think.”
“Oh, yes!” Smitty snapped out of it. “I was thinking for three days and three nights, and what do you know, I did come up with something. So I told my friends that I came up with the idea to make a submarine that can sail under water. Poet Sunshine even wrote a poem about me. We have a poet in our town, you know. I cannot remember how the poem goes exactly. You know, there are many poems about me, I can't remember all of them.” Smitty reached for another piece of cake.
“How did you make the submarine?” asked Melania.
“That was a big job. All of my friends worked day and night. Some were collecting the plastic, some were pulling it down to the lake, and I just walked around and whistled. Or, I mean, I was supervising everything, and giving orders, showing and explaining everything to everyone. It was a very important job, because the submarine could have cracked at any moment. I had two assistants: Bobby and Toby. They are great mechanics. They can do anything with their hands, but their heads need a little help. I had to explain everything and show everything to them. That's how it all went down. Everyone working with no rest. It was very dangerous you know.”
The Smilie girls were so taken by the story, they forgot to breathe.
“And then? What happened then?” everyone asked as soon as Smitty paused to take a bite of the cookie.
“Then, finally the day of the departure came,” continued Smitty. “There must have been thousands of Smilie boys and girls! Some kept saying that it wouldn't sail, some kept saying that it would. There were fights and arguments. The ones who were saying that it would were biting up the ones who were saying it wouldn’t, and vice-versa. Everyone was fighting.”
“We got that,” interrupted Melania. “We want to hear more about the sailing part, not about the fighting.”
“O.K.” agreed Smitty. “So they kept fighting and we got into the submarine. I gave a speech to motivate the passengers, then said goodbye. Then we sailed away. We got to the bottom of the lake and saw it wasn’t any different from the land above.”
“That can not be!” gasped the Smilie girls.
“I swear, or I won’t move from my seat, if I am lying!”
“Please stop interrupting!” said Melania firmly. “Why would he lie?”
“That's right. Don't bother me while I am lying. . . I mean telling the truth.”
“Continue, continue!” everyone yelled in one voice.
“Well!” continued Smitty, “We were sailing and sailing and then suddenly we stopped. We got a big knife and cut a hole in the big wave and continued sailing. Then we were sailing upside down, ground below, ground above.”
“Why is that?” The Smilie girls got surprised.
“Law of nature,” explained Smitty. “In the water you always have to sail upside down. When we got deeper, it was freezing. Must have been a thousand and one below zero. Everyone was freezing. Then we began to go even deeper. I was very sneaky and ordered to put sandbags into the submarine before we took off. We took the bags and started to drop them down. We kept dropping and dropping and then we ran out of bags. We had a Smilie boy named Sammy with us. He is a very small Smilie boy and very scared of everything. He saw that the submarine was going down. He began to cry and all of the sudden, jumped off the submarine wearing a wetsuit. Then he swam home. The submarine went back up, then shortly it went back down, and smacked into reef. Then up and then smacked with a loud banging noise into the shore. I fell out of the submarine and hit my head on the ground!”
Smitty got so carried away with his story that he even smacked his hand onto the table, but accidentally hit a bowl of jam instead. The jam sprayed into all directions and got on all the Smilie girls. Everyone shivered and almost fell of their chairs from the unexpected ending.
“What happened next?”
“Then, I don't remember anything else.”
Everyone became silent. The Smilie girls were looking at Smitty with complete admiration. In their eyes, he was an absolute hero.
Finally Melania spoke. “You really scared us with your submarine. Last night we were having tea, out on the terrace. Suddenly we saw a round clear bubble, flying toward our house. Then, BOOM! It cracked in pieces. We rushed right over, and only saw pieces of plastic lying on the ground.”
“You were laying on the ground and you weren’t breathing!” interrupted Ella. “It was so horrible!”
“One shoe was on your foot, and another on the fence. Your hat was in the tree,” added Elena.
“The sleeve of your jacket got ripped off. We only found it this morning,” said Zoë. “We had to sew it back up in a hurry.”
“Why did I wake up in this house?”
“We had to carry you over. We couldn't just leave you lying on the ground for the whole night,” replied Melania.
“You were almost completely gone!” interrupted Ella once again. “Doctor Phoebe said the only way you’d come around was if you had a strong head.”
“Yes, that's true. I do have a very strong head,” Smitty bragged. “Some other Smilie boys probably would have gotten a head condition.”
“You mean concussion,” Melania corrected.
“Yes, that's what I meant.”
“You weren’t traveling alone, right?” asked Melania.
“Of course I wasn’t alone. There were sixteen of us. Wimpy Sammy jumped out. So in the end, there were only fifteen of us left.”
“Where are the others?” asked Katy.
“I have no idea. Was there anyone else there besides me on the shore?”
“We only found some paint and a doctor bag.”
“The paint is Painter Frank’s and bag belongs to Dr. Eli.”
At this moment the door swung open and Chloe entered the room.
“Did you hear the news?” she screamed, “News, news! There has been another accident, right outside town. There are another fourteen Smilie boys. Only this morning our Smilie girls found them out in the field of flowers, and helped then to get to the hospital.”
“So, they also crashed?” gasped Ella.
“That's nothing. Doctor Phoebe said she will get them all well in no time,” replied Chloe.
“That must be my friends!” said Smitty. “I must go over to the hospital and check it out.”
“I will walk you over to the hospital,” offered Melania.
“I will come, too,” said Chloe. She just noticed the big round band-aid on Melania's forehead.
“Oh, dear! What an adorable circle on your forehead. What is that? Is it a new trend to wear circles on your forehead, I should get one for me as well.”
“No,” replied Melania. “It's a band-aid. I accidentally bumped my forehead into a door.”
“Ouch, that looks like it hurts,” Chloe replied.
Everyone left to spread the word of more Smilie boys in the hospital.

Chloe, Melania, and Smitty went to the street. Both sides were lined with white picket fences, pretty little houses with green roofs behind them. The houses were surrounded by apple and pear trees. Trees were everywhere so the town was called Fruitville.
Smitty looked around curiously. It was unusually clean and neat. In every yard there was a Smilie girl working. Some were cutting the grass with scissors, others were sweeping the roads, and some were biting the dust out of big carpets. The carpets in Fruitville were not only used inside the houses, but also to cover sidewalks on the streets. Truth be told, some owners of the carpets were very concerned that they could get dirty, so they stood next to it and warned everyone not to walk on it unless you cleaned your feet.
In Fruitville, there was central plumbing made out of bamboo pipes. The pipes were laid on the sides of the sidewalks, a little off the ground. For that reason, the pipes didn't rot. They could be used for long time.
Out of the main pipe were smaller pipes connected to the little houses. Every house had plumbing, which of course was very convenient. There was also a fountain in front of each house. The water from the fountain was used to water the plants in the garden. Every yard had its own garden, where everyone grew their own vegetables like cabbage, beats, and potatoes.
“Do you only have Smilie girls living in this town?” asked Smitty, surprised.
“Yes, there are only Smilie girls left. The Smilie boys moved down to the beach were they made their own town, Sandyville.”
“Why did they move to the beach?” asked Smitty.
“Because they are more comfortable over there. They love to surf, swim, and lay in the sun all day. When winter comes and the ocean freezes over with ice, they ice skate. Besides, when spring comes and the ice melts, our town floods.”
“What’s good about that?”
“I don't think there is anything good about that,” replied Chloe. “But our Smilie boys seem to like it. When it gets flooded, they go out on their little boats, rescuing Smilie girls. They love new adventures.”
“I love adventure, too. Can you introduce me to these Smilie boys?” asked Smitty.
“No,” answered Chloe. “First of all it takes a whole hour of walking to get to Sandyville. The beach is far away, all the way down to the ocean. Second, you won’t learn anything good from them. Third, we are in a fight with them.”
“What are you fighting about?” asked Smitty.
“Do you know what they did?” asked Chloe, and then answered herself, “They invited us to a New Year party. They said they will have a tree and music and dancing. Do you know what they did when we got there? They threw snowballs at us!”
“So what?” asked Smitty.
“So we stopped being friends with them. Since then, nobody visits them.”
“Do they visit you?”
“They don't visit us, either. In the beginning, some came over, but no one wanted to play with them. So they started to make all kinds of trouble. They’d break windows and fences,” said Chloe.
“Then, once, they sent a Smilie boy named Jo,” said Melania. “What a story!”
“Yes,” agreed Chloe, “Jo came over and told us that he wants to be friends with us, that he himself does not like Smilie boys because they are trouble makers. We let him stay in our town, and what do you think he did at the end? At night he went outside his house and began making all kinds of mischief. In one house, he put a pole outside the door, so you couldn't come out. In another, he put rope outside the door so everyone who was going outside would trip. In a third house, he hung a brick on top of the door so everyone would hit their head, and in. . . .”
Smitty couldn’t hold back his laughter and started to crack up very loud.
“You think it's funny? Do you know how many Smilie girls broke their noses? And one almost broke her leg after tripping over the rope.”
“I am not laughing about the Smilie girls,” answered Smitty.
“You should not laugh at his mischief. He needs to be punished once and for all, so he won’t do this anymore.”
Meanwhile, the Smilie girls were walking past an apple tree, which was growing in the middle of the street. All of the tree’s branches were covered with big red apples. At the bottom of the tree was a ladder, which could only reach the middle, then there were rope ladders to all the rest of the branches. On top of one of the branches sat two Smilie girls. One of them was patiently cutting an apple, the other was holding her up so she would not fall down and get hurt.
“Be careful here,” said Melania. “An apple can fall down the tree and you will get hurt.”
“It won’t,” answered Smitty. “I have a strong head.”
“All the Smilie boys always brag that only they are brave, but the Smilie girls are just as brave. You see how high those two Smilie girls are?” said Chloe.
“Well, Smilie boys can sail a submarine, and drive speed boats,” replied Smitty.
“Big deal!” said Chloe. “In our town many Smilie girls also drive motor cars.”
“You have a motor car?” asked Smitty, surprised.
“Yes, but it went bad. It is broken and we cannot fix it. We have tried very hard.”
“I can fix it,” answered Smitty. “I understand motor cars. When my assistants come out of the hospital I will explain to them how to do it, and they will.”
“That would be wonderful!” Chloe clapped her hands.
Suddenly Smitty saw a wonder of nature. In the middle of the street lay huge orange balloons, big as a two-story house, maybe even bigger.
“What is this? Are those air balloons?”
Melania and Chloe laughed.
“They’re pumpkins,” Melania said. “Haven't you ever seen one?”
“Never. I guess pumpkins don’t grow in our town,” admitted Smitty. “What are they for?”
“You are a Smilie boy and don't know what pumpkins are for? Do you know what apples and pears are for?”
“Do you really eat them?” Smitty was surprised. “You can eat this huge thing a whole year and still not finish it.”
“We do not eat them,” answered Melania. “We collect juice from them. If you make a little hole at the bottom, the juice leaks out, from one pumpkin you can collect many gallons of syrup.”
“Who came up with this great idea to plant pumpkins?”
“We have one Smilie girl who is extremely smart. Her name is Sara. She loves to plant all different kinds of plants and come up with new ones. Before, we never had any pumpkins at all, but someone told her they saw wild pumpkins growing in the forest. Once in the fall, Sara organized a trip and she managed to find some wild pumpkin seeds,” explained Melania.
“Yes, now everyone thanks Sara for her work, but before everyone was bashing her, really bashing her.”
“Why?” Smitty asked surprised.
“No one believed that all her hard work was going to pay off. Besides, the pumpkins were growing all over the town, and were in everyone’s way. Often the pumpkin would start growing at a wall of the house and everything was fine, until it would start getting bigger and bigger, crushing the wall and other things. Once even a whole house collapsed because of pumpkins.”
Finally our travelers came to a lake.
“This lake is called Pumpkin Lake. Do you see how many pumpkins are growing around?” asked Chloe.
There was a narrow bridge to cross the lake, which looked like a long carpet runner. It was made out of some kind of strong, thick material.
“This bridge was built by our Smilie girls,” said Melania. “It took us almost an entire month to knit it out of linen leafs, then Smilie boys helped us to stretch it from one side to the other.”
Melania stepped on the bridge and began strolling to the other side. Smitty also bravely got on the bridge and started walking, but then stopped right away. The bridge wobbled under his feet.
“Why did you stop?” asked Chloe, “Scared?”
“I am not scared, I just have the giggles.”
Smitty grabbed the bridge with his hands and started to laugh to show everyone that he was laughing and not at all scared. Chloe grabbed him by the hand, Melania grabbed the other and they both helped him cross the bridge. The Smilie girls saw that Smitty was really scared, but did not make fun of him because they knew that Smilie boys could not stand being made fun of. They crossed to the other side and kept walking on the street. Soon, they found themselves standing in front of a white house with a green roof.
“This is our hospital,” pointed out Melania.
At the front door, Chloe raised her hand and pulled a rope to ring the bell. There was a ring, and a nurse appeared in the doorway. She was wearing white scrubs. Her long curly blond hair was sticking out of a white bandana.
“Oh my goodness!” she cried out and clapped her hands, “You brought one more patient! Where are we getting them? All year, the hospital was completely empty, no one wanted to be treated and now it's already the fifteenth patient of the day.”
“This Smile boy is actually not sick,” replied Chloe. “He came to visit his friends.”
“Well, come on in then.”
The Smilie girls and Smitty entered the doctor’s office. Doctor Phoebe was writing something behind a desk. In front of her was a pile of patients’ charts in which she was listing all of their conditions. She raised her eyes, saw Chloe, Melania and Smitty, and said, “You probably came over to visit the patients? You cannot. You are forgetting that patients need rest, and you, Melania, already have a band-aid on your forehead. I know better than anyone that once there is a Smilie boy in the house, you can expect to get nothing more than a bruise and bumps.”
“We actually do not want to visit the patients at all,” replied Chloe. “This Smilie boy wants to visit the patients.”
“It was this Smilie boy to whom I gave strict orders to stay in bed and rest, but he got up without permission from a doctor, and as I can see is already fighting. I cannot allow him through. There is no fighting allowed at the hospital.”
“I will not fight at all,” replied Smitty.
“No, No!” Phoebe said very firmly and banged her wood tube on the table. “Smilie boys always say that they won’t do it, but then always fight anyway.”
Considering the conversation with Smitty finished, she turned over to Melania and said,
“Well, let me take a look at your forehead, dear.”
She peeled of the band-aid and began examining the bruise.
“You do not need the band aid anymore,” said doctor Phoebe, finishing up. “Come with me. We are going to put some blue light on your forehead and the bruise will be no more.”
She walked out of the room with Melania. Smitty saw a white doctors’ coat hanging on the wall. He grabbed it and quickly put it on. He grabbed the glasses and wooden tube that Phoebe had left on the table, and walked out of the room.
Chloe was looking at Smitty with pure admiration. Walking through a hallway, Smitty opened a door and entered into a room, where his friends were laying in beds. He came over to the first bed and saw that it was Gary. His face looked sad.
“How are you feeling, patients?” asked Smitty, making a deeper voice.
“Great!” replied Gary.
“Stand up, patient!” ordered Smitty.
Gary reluctantly got up and sat on his bed, blankly staring straight ahead. Smitty put the wooden tube to his chest.
“Breathe.”
“What is this!” mumbled Gary. “Get up, lay down, breathe, do not breathe!”
Smitty poked him in the forehead with the tube.
“You, Gary, absolutely did not change. Complaining like always.”
Gary looked at Smitty surprised. “Smitty?”
“Quiet,” said Smitty.
“Listen, Smitty, get me out of here,” whispered Gary. “I am not sick at all. I just bumped my knee, and it almost doesn't hurt anymore, but they won’t let me get out of bed, and won’t give me my clothes. I can’t take this anymore. I want to go out. Understand?”
Gary held onto Smitty's coats sleeve and did not want to let him go.
“O.K.” replied Smitty. “Hang in there a little bit longer. I will come up with something. But you must promise me that from now on you will listen to me. If Smilie girls ask you who invented the submarine, tell them I did.
“O.K., O.K.” Gary nodded his head. “Just please hurry up.”
“You can relax. I will.”
Smitty walked over to the next bed where Dr. Eli was laying.
“Smitty, help us, you can't even imagine how it feels. All my life I have been treating others, and now I am in bed myself.
“You’re not sick either?” Smitty asked him.
“Sick? I just have a scratch on my shoulder and one under my nose. You don't have to be in the hospital for that.”
“So what are they holding you here for?”
“Well, you see their hospital is always empty, none to treat. They want to look after patients now. They are Smilie girls, after all! You should see their treatments. It's ridiculous. They keep putting honey band-aids everywhere and make us swallow honey. That's not right at all. On the outside you must put alcohol and bitter medicine for the inside. I do not agree with this kind of approach!”
“Neither do I,” said Tommy from another bed. “You are not allowed to walk, you are not allowed to run, you are not allowed to play, either. You are not even allowed to sing. They took away all of our clothes, gave us handkerchiefs. All we can do is lie in beds and blow our noses for entertainment.”
“Why did you come over to the hospital?” asked Smitty.
“Yesterday we fell out of the submarine outside town, and went to sleep. At sunrise, some Smilie girls woke us up and asked ‘Where did you came from Smilie boys?’ and we said ‘We were sailing on a submarine and then we crashed.’ Then they said ‘Oh, you crashed! Oh, you must be hurt! Oh, we must take you to the hospital!’ so we came over.”
“So none of you are sick?” asked Smitty.
“Only Poll is sick.”
Smitty walked over to Poll. “What's wrong with you?”
“I twisted my ankle. I cannot walk at all, but I’m more worried about Sport. He disappeared. Smitty, please be a friend, do a good dead, find Sport. He must be somewhere around, but I cannot move from this bed.”
“Sure,” said Smitty, “I will find your dog, Sport, and you tell everyone that it was me who invented the submarine.”
Smitty told everyone to say that he invented the submarine. He finally got back to the doctor’s office, where Chloe was impatiently waiting his return.
“Well, how are the patients feeling?” she asked.
“What kind of patients are they? They are not sick at all. Only one, Poll, is a little injured,” replied Smitty.
“So they will be released soon!” Chloe clapped her hands in excitement. “I think we should have a huge party for this occasion. It will be so much fun!”
“It doesn't look as if they are going to be released any time soon.”
At this moment Doctor Phoebe came back with Melania. “Why are you wearing the coat? What is going on here?”
“I was just examining the patients, that's all,” answered Smitty.
“Oh, yeah! What did your examination revealed?” Phoebe asked laughingly.
“The examination revealed that the patients are not sick at all, except one, and that they can be released.”
“No! No!” doctor Phoebe screamed defensively. “Can you imagine what will happen if you release all fourteen Smilie boys at once? They will turn the whole town upside down! There will be no windows left; everyone will get bumps and bruises. In an effort to prevent injuries, we have to keep them in the hospital.”
“Maybe we can release them little by little?” suggested Melania, “At least one by one?”
“One by one is too little. At least two at a time,” said Chloe. “We want to have a party as soon as possible.”
“Well, O.K.,” agreed Doctor Phoebe. “We will make a list and starting tomorrow we will release one patient at a time.
Chloe clapped her hands and gave a big hug to Phoebe, screaming: “No, two at a time! I want them to come out as soon as possible.”
“Well, fine,” agreed Phoebe. “We will begin with the most obedient ones. You must help us.” She turned to Smitty. “Who is the most calm?”
“They are all very calm.”
“I will not believe that, there is no such thing as calm Smilie boys. They just must come up with some kind of mischief all the time.”
“Lets first release Bobby and Toby, they are both mechanics. They can start working on our motor car,” suggested Melania.
“That's a good idea,” approved Phoebe. “Let's release them first.”
She put Bobby and Toby first on the list.
“Next I would like to release Gary. He is such a complainer. I cannot listen to him any longer!” said doctor Phoebe.
“No need to,” disagreed Smitty. “Gary, you can leave in the hospital, so he can learn to stop complaining.”
“Then we can release Dr. Eli. He is not happy with our hospital and is always criticizing our ways of treatment. Such a nervous patient, I wouldn't mind getting rid of him.”
“No, no need to release Dr. Eli either,” said Smitty. “He always treats others. Now it's his turn to get a taste of his own medicine. You should release Frank. He is a talented painter. We will find him a job right away. It was me who taught him how to paint.”
“Please, dear!” pleaded Chloe, “Can you please release Frank? I will ask him to paint my portrait.”
“And Johnny.” added Smitty, “He is also my pupil. I taught him to play musical instruments.”
Chloe pleaded again to Phoebe and even hugged her.
“Well, fine. We will make an exception for them. But then we must follow the list.”
Finally the list was completed. Phoebe ordered the Smilie girls to give Frank and Johnny their clothes. A few minutes later they both entered the room smiling.
“We are going to release you today,” said Phoebe with a firm tone. “Make an effort to behave. Worst case scenario, we will have to admit you back to the hospital.”

The news about the famous traveler Smitty and his friends being admitted to the hospital spread around town quickly. Katy and Rachel ran around telling all of their friends the news. These friends would tell it two of their friends, and they naturally would tell their friends. Soon all the citizens of the Fruitville began to walk toward the hospital, as if someone ordered them to do so. Every Smilie girl wanted to somehow help the injured Smilie boys. They brought different treats. Some were carrying cakes, some jam, and others fruit punch.
In half an hour, the hospital’s street was crowded with Smilie girls. Of course they could not get inside the hospital because there were too many of them. Doctor Phoebe came out to the porch and told everyone that the patients did not need any treats and they should all go back to their homes.
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