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Part 1
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ugly naked self and see its potential.

-         Derek Keele
for reading the next draft and finding the LARGE mistakes that I
missed.

-         Saundra Hall
for making sure that I was getting the voice right on Sadie.

-         Nick Mills for
doing very in depth edits of the book and making it a
gazillion times better. I am sure you spent hours on
it trying to help me have something presentable.

-         David Jellen
for being the last person to look at every draft and for catching
those mistakes that eluded everyone else.

Readers! For taking the time to read my book.








Part 2

Introduction








Thoughts on Life, Squirrels,
and One Percent Milk

 

Daniel




Reality sucks sometimes. Have you ever found out about something
only to realize that you really did not want to
know the truth about that thing? I look back at pleasant times with
Santa Claus, the Easter Bunny, and hot dogs and think “I really did
not need to know the truth about that!”

Sadly, my life has so many things that are
best summed up as cruel truths. People tell me things like:
“Daniel, you don’t always get what you wish for”, “Daniel, money
doesn’t grow on trees”, and “Daniel, most of your greatest thoughts
are not your own.” These truths shook my world.
Now, this is a warning to all of you who like things the way
you think they are.  If you are one of
those people, stop reading. Or if you do choose to continue anyways
you can always treat it like some great work of fiction you read on
the internet. Sadly, this isn’t fiction.

Have you ever noticed how your voice sounds so much different
when it’s recorded? That’s because the voice inside of your head is
not your own, it is the voice of a squirrel. That’s
right, a squirrel. You are lucky to have one,
because without them humanity would never have
gotten anywhere. Without them, there would be no
wheel, there would be no TV, and there would be no domesticated
cows. Think of that the next time you drink a
glass of cold milk. One percent, of course, not too thick and not
too thin.

Great Goldilocks
can we get on with the story?

That’s Fred. He’s the squirrel that speaks in my head. Now,
Fred, if you don’t mind it is MY turn to narrate, you don’t even
come in the story until much later on.

Actually I was
there for most of it, you just didn’t realize.

You know, I still find it kind of creepy when Fred speaks into
my head.

I am still
here.

Shhh. He says he has been speaking into my head for most of my
life but … that thought is hard to put in perspective and the
whole ‘voice in your head’ is a bit more complicated than I
mentioned earlier. You know that voice that you hear inside of your
head as you’re reading this book? Well that isn’t your squirrel.
But when you are thinking about other things,
things like: what you have to do for the day, what way is best to
eat a giant chocolate cake, and what is the best way to keep
pigeons out of your head – THAT is usually a squirrel speaking into
your head. Crazy, Huh? Yeah, that’s what I thought the first time
Fred introduced himself to me. Squirrels don’t usually introduce
themselves, but–

Are you going to
tell the whole story in the introduction?

Right, well, here is how everything happened. The gospel
truth … more or less.








Part 3

Main Story








Chapter 1
Close Encounters with the Mind


Daniel




“BOO!” Something lunged at me from around the corner. I screamed
and braced myself. Then I realized it was just Jonah.

I am going to kill him.

That was a dumb
trick.

“Ha, Ha, very funny Jonah,” I said. He always pulls pranks like
this. Jonah tells me that he just gets bored and has to
do something with his time … but he’s my
best friend, so what am I supposed to do?

“You should have seen your face,” he said laughing “you looked
more scared than the time I faked telling Sadie you like
her.” Yet another unpleasant experience,

“Let’s just keep running.” I grumbled

I hate track. The only reason I took it is because it was better
than taking normal P.E. and having all the jocks watch me and laugh
at me try to hit a ball. I have coordination issues. Let’s just say
that, for me, trying to hit a ball is like a bald man trying to
comb his hair – not going to happen. So I lay low and avoid team
sports.

Today Jonah and I did the forest run. Usually we prefer other
runs, but ninety degree weather tends to make shaded runs sound
really good. Besides, Coach Burns didn’t care much what way we ran,
he was always too busy joking with the girls on the team to worry
about where we went. As long as we disappeared for an hour and came
back sweaty we got a good grade.

The forest path was always covered with lots of leaves so most
kids didn’t like to run on it, but avoiding other people was fine
with me. Beads of sweat were running down Jonah’s curved face, the
guy was a little overweight.

A little
overweight?

Ok, not a little, but he’s my best friend. I can’t really blame
him for being overweight though, his mom makes the best cookies in
the world. Every time I go over to his house, his mom has a huge
plate full of cookies. I would do almost anything for a bite of one
of those.

We were about half way done with the run when I noticed Jonah
stop. He was bent over and was breathing hard.

“You ok man?” I didn’t really want to stop, but Jonah looked
exhausted and his face was practically a fountain of sweat.

“Just a second” Jonah sputtered between deep gasps for air. The
poor guy looked like a Whack-A-Mole the way he went up and
down.

That is when it happened.

There he
is

“Did you say something Jonah?” I asked, but he was breathing too
hard to respond.

I think it’s
time

There was a rustle in the leaves above me.

Could he be the
one?

The voice was inside of my head.

Let’s get
them

Yep, definitely in my head and yep, definitely not Jonah. I
heard the leaves moving again. I looked up and saw two birds flying
over me. One of them was carrying a black thing that looked like a
remote. The bird was holding the black thing with its feet! It bent
down and pushed a button with its beak.

And that’s when everything went dark.










Chapter 2
Hospitality 101


Daniel




I woke up in a dark room on a cold metal bed. I wished at that
moment I was dreaming, even more than a five year old girl wishes
for a pony. But, like most five year olds, my dream was not coming
true. I looked around in the darkness searching for a sign of
movement. My head was cloudier than a rainy day. Slowly I
remembered what had happened earlier.

“Jonah?” I called out into the darkness, “JONAH!!!”

Silence never screamed back at me so loudly. I laid there for an
eternity of 5 seconds before I started panicking,


“AHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH
– breath – AHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH – breath
– AHHHHHHHHHHHHH–”

I cut off when I heard the raspy screech of a metal door
opening; light swarmed into the room. I stopped screaming. My fears
of what was behind that door suddenly made the darkness seem so
much kinder. Then the weirdest part happened. Two pigeons hopped
out of the opening and glared at me through their black eyes. One
had a distinctive red feather on top of its head and the other had
different shades of grey that made it look like it had a sweater
on. And then came a raspy voice in my head,

If you do not quiet
down this instant we will be forced to take … unfortunate
measures

This may result in
the denouement of your life said the second pigeon
in a proper British accent.

“The voices are inside of my head,” I realized “MY HEAD,
MY … wait, pigeons are talking to me? And what in the world
does denouement mean?” I figured out that the smoker voice was red
feather and the British voice was the sweater pigeon.

“Who are you?” I asked

We are the Von
Strupiter Pigeons, a group dedicated to bringing about the
subjection of the world, said the British pigeon

I would have started laughing then and there if he wasn’t
speaking in my head and if I wasn’t being held captive by them.
Laughing at them would have been like asking a barber for a bad
haircut or asking for old meat at the market or … well,
laughing at a pigeon that is speaking inside of your head.

 “What are you going to do to me?”

We will conduct
surgery on your head and conduct several
experiments, said the British voice

Don’t worry it
shouldn’t hurt … too bad said the smoker
pigeon with a chuckle.

I really wanted to ask why, but like any good house guest, I
didn’t ask questions that might have made my hosts uncomfortable,
think more about hurting me, and/or keep talking to me in my head.
So, I responded in the logical way – I pulled off my shoe and threw
it at the pigeon.  I missed. Badly.

Pain flooded my head. Pain even worse then listening to Miley
Cyrus for twelve hours on a car trip. Pain worse then –

Don’t you mean
‘than?’ asked the sweater British pigeon. The pain
stopped when he asked the question.

I thought he was
supposed to use then when making comparisons said
Red Feather

Oh good gracious
no! ‘Then’ is only used when describing a
sequence …

Being a genius it only took me thirty seconds to realize that I
could sneak by the pigeons while they argued over my grammar. I ran
out of the metal room and ran down the wooden hallway. I had never
realized that my bad grammar would come in handy. If only my
English teacher could see me now! Stopping only briefly to fix my
hair, I neared the end of the corridor, where I came to a spiral
staircase. I ran up as quickly as a gazelle on rollerblades.
(Actually come to think of it they probably wouldn’t be able to go
anywhere on the rollerblades.)  I sprinted to the top where I
reached a dead end. Who builds stairs that lead
nowhere anyway?

Turn around you
idiot

There behind me was a small latch at the very top part of the
wall. I opened the latch, pulled myself out, and felt the fresh air
and turf under my feet. Never again would I take the green grass
for granted, never again would I discount the divine dew, or
the …

Enough with the
alliteration, time to get away from here.

Right. Where is here? … I looked back to the spot from
where I had just climbed. There was a green power transformer box
thingy. I realized I was only a block away from my house! There was
only a small white wooden fence between me and the road. Then I
realized I was in old Ms. McConway’s yard.

Sheer terror filled my being. Now you may have thought waking up
in a cold dark room is bad, but that is nothing compared with being
caught in Ms. McConway’s yard. I sprinted to her gate, pulled it
open, and ran home without looking back.










Chapter 3
Why I Hate English


Sadie




I officially h-a-t-e English class. Want to
know why? Without it I would not have had
the worst day of my life and been assigned to a
group project with two dorks. Here is how it happened:

My alarm went off again at seven. I pushed the snooze button
again and tried to go back to sleep. I am SO not a morning person.
I had the nicest dream about Sean and me at the park, I had somehow
convinced the curly haired, 6’2, football player of the millennium
to go on a date with me. We were having a picnic next to the lake
when –

“SADIE!” My mom’s voice ripped me from my pleasant dream and
back into reality.

“I’m up, I’m up.” I mumbled, stumbling down the stairs to
quickly brush my hair and throw it into some kind of ponytail. It
looked more like the tail of a stegosaurus today but as I said
before, I am not a morning person. I brushed my teeth and escaped
out the door despite my mom’s protests of breakfast being the most
important meal of the day. My stomach wasn’t awake enough to want
food.

I ran and barely caught the bus as it was leaving.

“Nice to see you made it this time Sadie” said my best friend
Kate.

I mimicked her voice with a high pitched nasally sound.

“You are charming in the morning, as always.” She said, and then
she started laughing. Seeing her laugh made me snort in return.
Katie is one of those who can always pull you out of a rut.
Sometimes you just can’t be grumpy around people like that. We got
to our high school, Aberdeen High, home of the Tigers. Hip, hip,
hooray. Not!

First period went alright. I passed Sean in the hallway and said
hi after second period. Third period is where things started to go
wrong. After changing into our ugly gray workout shirts we ran
around the track a few times. Then I led the girls cross country
team in stretches. About halfway through Daniel and Jonah jogged
over to join in. Kate started giggling.

“Jonah jiggles like a whale!” she whispered in my ear. I snorted
and then told her to be nice. Daniel came in and silently started
doing stretches. He looked away when I glanced at him. I almost
laughed out loud; some boys were so insecure that they were afraid
to even look you back in the eye. I had the girls bend over and
touch their toes. Kate started giggling again when Jonah tried to
bend his ovalish frame to the ground.

Jonah muttered something and all the girls near him giggled. I
turned and saw that Daniel was beet red.

“What was the joke?” I asked Kate, but she just shrugged and we
finished stretching. We all started on our run. Daniel and Jonah
ran with us too. I jogged over to Jonah.

“What’s the big joke Jonah?” I asked

“Oh nothing, it’s too mind blowing for you to
understand,” he said. The girls who were laughing before busted up
laughing even louder than before.

Are they laughing
at me?

I ran to the front and talked with Kate for the rest of the run.
After class I went up to Stephanie, one of the girls who was
laughing, and casually asked her what everyone was laughing at.

“You haven’t heard? Jonah is spreading rumors about Daniel going
psycho last week. He said he had some power hungry pigeons speak
into his mind who want to take over the world.” She started
giggling again “Isn’t that funny?”

I managed a weak laugh and went to change into my normal
clothes. I had English next and didn’t want to be late.

I rushed through the door right as the bell rang.

“Late as usual Sadie!” said Ms. McConway, my teacher

“But I got here just… ”

“Why do we not begin our sentences with ‘but’ Sadie?”

“Cause…  Because” I said correcting
myself when Ms. McConway gave me a dirty look, “We should never
start a sentence with a conjunction.”

“What are the three main conjunctions?”

“And, but, and or” I mumbled as my face grew red,

Why was she
embarrassing me in front of the whole class?

“Very good Sadie, take your seat. Now class, we are going to
begin today with adverbs. Can anyone tell me what an adverb
is?”

I slid into my assigned seat in the back as Jonah answered the
question. I had done so well avoiding attention the past few weeks.
Why did I always bring attention to myself?

 I need to get
to freaking class on time. But how am I supposed to do that when I
have to freakin’ change from cross country before this class?
Freak, Freak, Fre-

“Ms. Sadie Lund do I need to repeat myself?” Ms. McConway
said.

“What? Um … ”

“Yes” whispered a voice behind me.

“Yes?” I said weakly to Ms. McConway.

“Yes, what?”

“Adverbs can be used as adjectives in … ” came the
whispered voice behind me.

“Daniel Stevenson! Are you whispering answers to Sadie?” said
Ms. McConway in a strained tone,

“No … well …   er …   um …  
kinda?” he stuttered

“Kind of?” she corrected

“Yes” sighed Daniel

“I believe that whispering answers is considered cheating,
correct?”

“But this isn’t a test!” said an exasperated Jonah.

“Starting a sentence with a conjunction? Tsk,
tsk Jonah, I might expect that from students like Sadie,
but I certainly do not expect such behavior from
a good student like you,” she said
condescendingly. I felt my face growing red. I couldn’t believe
that she would say something like that.

“As your punishment,” she continued, “All three of you are going
to give a five minute presentation with good
grammar, about the proper use of
conjunctions,” she emphasized every syllable.

Okay now the lady
has just gone too far.

“In addition,” she continued, “you will all write a four page
paper on proper class room etiquette!”

I almost groaned audibly, but from the look in her eye I could
tell that a groan would only make things worse. The last thirty
minutes of class were the longest thirty minutes of my life.


*       
*        
*        * 

 

I spotted Jonah and Daniel during lunch, so I walked over to
their table.

“Okay, so how are we going to do this?” I asked “Guys, the
assignment is due tomorrow.”

“An assignment I wouldn’t have if I didn’t stand up for the two
of you.” mumbled Jonah

“You owe me one anyways for getting the whole school to call me
pigeon boy.” said Daniel bitterly.

“What? I was just spreading the truth brother,” retorted
Jonah.

“Fantastic. Do you mean the part where I started speaking in
African grunts, or the part where I flapped my arms and tried to
fly?”

“All right, so maybe I exaggerated
a tiny bit, but the rest of it is true!”

“I didn’t tell you to go and shout it out to the whole
school!”

“Wait, you actually think a pigeon talked into
your mind?” I asked incredulously.

Daniel’s mouth clamped shut. I realized that they had forgotten
I was around in their little argument.

Typical
boys. 

Jonah looked from side to side to make sure no one else was
listening. “He thinks he was kidnapped by pigeons and taken to some
secret underground lair while we were on our run last week. I
believe him because he is my best friend and hasn’t shown any crazy
tendencies before.”

“Wow I am flattered by such glowing compliments” said Daniel
sarcastically.

Jonah raised his finger to show that he was not yet done. Daniel
rolled his eyes. “Why don’t we figure this thing out for certain?”
Jonah continued “On our way to my house to do
that assignment, we’ll go and find the green power box you said you
escaped from. Then we can see if there really is a secret entrance.
If there is, then there’s proof. If not … then it was nothing
more than a very realistic nightmare after you fainted due to one
of my infamous pranks.”

“I would NEVER faint because of one of your pranks!” said
Daniel

“Of course you would!” Jonah replied “Now are you willing to
make a little detour on the way home Sadie?”

I paused to think about it for a second. What was I getting
myself into?

These guys are
crazy!

I can’t believe I ever thought Daniel was
cute. These two were complete nut jobs!

But I do need to
finish my assignment. . .

“Fine, let’s pass by your power box and then get the assignment
done” I said.

“Perfect” said Jonah with a grin.

 










Chapter 4
Facing the Dark Lord (and Eating Cookies)


Jonah




 “Are we there yet?” Sadie asked for the bijillionth
time.

“Why is she so annoying?” I wondered. She was worse than Jar-Jar
Binks.

“We are almost there,” said Daniel as they turned the corner.
There, at the end of the street was the one place I had absolutely
no desire to go.

 

“Ms. McConway’s house? Seriously?” I asked looking at the
veritable Mount Doom. I needed to find out if
Daniel was telling the truth. Last week when he said he was
kidnapped I felt a shiver go up my spine. I had woken up in my bed
that night and couldn’t remember anything about the day before.
Anything, that is except pigeons talking into my head and a dark
room. I didn’t want to say anything about it though, until I was
sure that it had really happened.

 “Come on, Jonah, it isn’t as bad as it looks.” Daniel
said.

Sadie’s eyes grew wide, “Wait! First, of all places … here?
And secondly how do you know that it is Ms. McConway’s house?”

“She lives a block away from Jonah, and she used to give the
best Halloween treats every year.” said Daniel

“Is secondly even a word?” I asked. Both Daniel and Sadie gave
me death glares after the insightful point of grammatical
correctness. “Just wondering,” I mumbled.

“So, are we going to go?” asked Daniel

Sadie bit her lip and said “Guys I really think—”

“That this is a great idea,” I said “Let’s go.” I still wasn’t
too fond of the idea, but if Sadie didn’t like the idea I was all
for it. They both looked hesitant, but when I started walking
towards the house they followed. I felt like Samwise Gamgee,
leading Frodo and Gollum to Mount Doom. A little backwards, but at
least we had all the characters

Ms. McConway lived at the end of a cul-de-sac. On either side of
her house were vacant lots with ‘For Sale by Owner’ signs. Mount
Doom stood out from its peers, and despite its well-groomed and
tidy appearance it still looked …   well … creepy!
The lot was surrounded by a white picket fence, which looked so
white Huck Finn could have painted it yesterday. And there by the
side of the house was the green box.  “Alright there it is,
now what?” asked Sadie

“Why do girls always ask the dumbest questions?” I wondered, if
Sadie had never asked that question I probably would have been
content with looking at the stupid box from outside of the fence,
but she prodded me into action by asking ‘Now what?’ Girls.

“This is where we walk through the gate, trespass into her lawn,
and tamper with a green power box that is more than likely Federal
Property. Don’t look too excited.” I said. And with that helpful
bit of insight, I jumped the fence and walked over to the green box
thing. With the metal hinges on top it looked like it just might
open. Daniel walked over and began pulling at one side.

“Guys! I am really not comfortable with this!” Sadie said

“And she thinks that we are?” I thought

“We will be done in just a second, just stay there and be our
lookout.” said Daniel

“Wow, Daniel really has the hots for Sadie,” I thought “Nothing
says ‘I love you’ like asking someone to be your lookout.”

Daniel pushed at one side and tugged at another, but no matter
what he did nothing seemed to happen. I looked at the side and saw
a part that was painted a different shade of green than the
rest.

Maybe if I just push here…  I put my hand over it
and right as I was about to touch it I heard a car driving up.

“It’s Ms. McConway!” hissed Sadie

Some lookout she turned out to be. I was about to
run towards the forest, but then my good buddy Daniel put his hand
over my mouth and pulled me down. I fell on top of him.

“Ow!” he grunted underneath me.

“Sorry!” I whispered back. We stayed there crouched behind our
English teacher’s power box for what seemed like an eternity. We
listened as the car slowed down and approached the driveway. Then
it stopped in Ms. McConway’s garage. I was about to breathe a sigh
of relief when I heard the sound of footsteps headed back towards
the driveway. My entire body cringed. I shut my eyes; as much as
Sadie annoyed me I knew from that moment that she was a goner.

“Sadie?” said the voice older than Lord Voldemort, “What are you
doing here?”

“I am trying to find insects for my biology class, Ms. McConway.
Sorry to be looking for them so close to your house, I had no idea
you lived here.” For a second there, I was really impressed. Sadie
had actually thought of something very clever to say.

“What are you using to collect the insects?” asked Ms. McConway.
She was clearly much smarter than we gave her credit for being.
Smart, cruel, and teacher of the subject which shall not be named –
not a bad resume for a dark lord.

“Um, I … ” Sadie’s face turned red as beads of sweat began
appearing on her forehead, “I am just sampling the population size
to see if this would be a good place to collect insects?”

“Well, alright” said Ms. McConway hesitantly, “Just stay out of
my yard.”

“Yes Ms. McConway” said Sadie a little too hastily. I heard Ms.
McConway’s footsteps take her back into the garage and the door
shut behind her. Sauron had gone back to Mount Doom

“That was really close, Daniel. Next time I-” I stopped speaking
when I realized that Daniel was no longer behind me. “Where did he
run off to now?” I wondered. I heard some branches cracking behind
the house. “Why me?” I thought. I slowly crept along the side of
the house; I was careful to duck underneath every window as I
passed.

“Daniel, if you are not already dead when I find you, I am going
to kill you for this.” As I peeked into the backyard from the side,
I saw Daniel climbing the tree. He grabbed something and climbed
down. I waved at him to come over and he ran to me.

“What the heck was that?” I hissed

“I am not really sure,” he said slowly “I just felt like I
should grab this.” He held up a nut.

“You risked my life for an acorn?!? Why … ” I paused
because right then he got a weird look in his eye and walked right
past me towards Sadie.

Most days I am a pretty chill guy, but today was going to be an
exception. I ran and caught up to Daniel right as he reached Sadie
outside of the fence. I slugged him on the arm and then Sadie
shoved us both down.

“Are you going nutso too?” I asked. My track record with friends
was getting worse and worse.

“Ms. McConway keeps looking out of her window to see what I am
doing,” she said calmly “And unless you want to explain why you are
here I would suggest that you keep down till we get out of here.” I
wanted to complain, but with the threat of impending doom, I
complied.

I crawled through the tall weeds, feeling as tall as Frodo. I
had been condemned by fate to struggle through insurmountable odds
surrounded by my two companions of chance. One contemplating an
insanity plea and the other a rebel with guilt by association.
Well, actually, Sadie was kind of cute … but I had seen the
way Daniel looked at her. It would be obvious to even a dwarf that
he liked her. Well, anyone except Sadie. I think. But who really
knows how girls think? I am pretty sure even they don’t know what
they are thinking sometimes.

We eventually made it to the end of the field.

“Alright, happy now?” asked Sadie, apparently not very happy
about having to confront the dark lord without a good reason.

“Hey, don’t look at me! It was Daniel’s idea!” I said, cleverly
avoiding the legendary wrath of any teenage girl.

“No it wasn’t!” Daniel lied, “It was … ” and at that moment
Daniel got a strange look in his eye. His nose twitched and his
head cocked to the side. “What was going on with my best friend?” I
wondered. Without another word he began walking down the street
towards the forest path.

“Umm Daniel?” I said, “I’ve had enough weirdness to last me a
good while now. Do you want to snap out of it so we can get to our
homework?”

Then Sadie got the same weird look in her eye. Her nose twitched
and her head cocked to the side. “I am watching aliens take over my
friend’s minds!” I thought, “Or maybe it is some kind of
prank?”

“Ha Ha, very funny guys … do you want to stop walking away
from me? Daniel? Come on Daniel you aren’t this weird … well
at least most of the time. Sadie? … Come on Sadie, why are you
going along with this?”

“I am not going to fall for their stupid prank,” I thought, and
then they started running into the woods.

“Hey wait up guys!” I yelled, but they ignored me and ran on.
They were faster than me, so they soon were far ahead of me. “Oh I
get it!” I yelled “Ditch the fat kid!” They didn’t respond though,
and soon I couldn’t see them because they had run into the
forest.

“Maybe they want some alone time,” I thought. Had Sadie somehow
fallen in love with my best friend without me knowing? This was
terrible. They probably were so annoyed with me that they decided
to ditch me. “I am so stupid,” I thought.

I waited for a few minutes, but when they didn’t come back, I
started walking home. My stomach growled, I hoped my mom was making
her famous Double Chocolate, Chocolaty Chip Cookie today. (© 1987
Mama Pugmire)

I put on my head phones as I walked the two blocks home. I
turned up the music to distract me from thinking about everything.
My iPod began blaring Sum 41, I don’t usually listen to hard stuff,
but today I needed something to kill brain cells and stop my brain
from thinking about everything. I sighed and kept on walking.

I finally reached my sky blue home. I loved the color of my
house. It always felt very … calm.

I walked in the door, smelled the glorious scent of my mom’s
cookies, and washed my hands.

“MOM! I’M HOME”

 “Are you ok honey?” She asked when she saw me. I hugged my
mom and she laughed in surprise. I couldn’t wrap my arms around her
all the way, but she couldn’t wrap her arms around me either and
that was just ok.

I carefully wiped my eyes before I let go of the hug. “Sorry
mom, it has just been a weird day.”

“I was wondering if something was wrong when you didn’t come
home on time.”

“Yeah sorry, I should have called.”

“Are you ok, Jonah? Tell me what happened.”

So I told her about how I had stood up for Daniel and Sadie in
English class and had gotten assigned that extra homework. I told
her about deciding to come home, but I couldn’t think of a good way
of explaining why we went to Ms. McConway’s house. So, I just told
her about Daniel and Sadie getting that weird look and running away
from me.

“Ah hun, you shouldn’t have let them go in the woods alone.”

“Mom¸ they weren’t alone, they had each other.”

“You know what I mean”

“Well, they were acting weird!”

“I remember when I was your age. We all look back and think that
some of the things we did were strange. The main thing is to keep
on being nice to everyone and hope everyone does the same back to
you.”

I wanted to argue, but for some reason I stopped.

I should really go
back to the forest. Maybe they need help. It is probably VERY
important that I go back.

“You’re right mom; I am going to go back and find them,” I said,
not really knowing why I had decided to go back.

“That’s my boy,” she said with a smile, “Oh and here, take some
cookies for you and your friends when you find them. Here are some
of my famous Double Chocolate, Chocolaty Chip Cookies (© 1987 Mama
Pugmire) and some of yesterday’s Extra Peanut Butter Cookies of
Wonder (©1989 Mama Pugmire) as well. And be sure to eat some on
your way; I packed plenty.”

“Thanks mom” I said and smiled back. How could
anyone not smile with a mom like that? I
kissed her on the cheek and hurried out the door.










Chapter 5
How Talking Squirrels and Einstein Changed My Life


Daniel




Imagine that you had always eaten peanut butter that was made
from cocoa beans, and then someone gave you a taste
of real peanut butter. Soon you would be
wondering what soymilk was really made out of, what is really in
that mac and cheese, and is it
really not butter? Needless to say, a life
changing revelation of such simple nature and huge scope can throw
you a little off balance. What I learned was way more life changing
than any of that.

It all started when Ms. McConway showed up at her house. I
became aware of a … presence. You know that feeling when
someone is so close to you that you can feel their breath on your
neck? Well, this felt nothing like that. No, this felt like I was
being watched from … somewhere. Jonah and I were crouching on
the ground behind the green power box. I started quietly glancing
around trying to see if anyone was watching me. I saw something
rustle in the trees. “Bingo” I thought,

This could be the
pigeons, I should go climb up the tree.

So I stealthily crawled, walked, tripped, slid, scrapped my
knee, and ran to the darn tree.

“What now?” I thought

Climb

And so up I went. I climbed up three branches and was about to
climb another when I heard someone below trying to get my
attention. It was Jonah. 

“What in the world am I doing up here?” I wondered as I quickly
climbed down.

Grab that
acorn. I reached and grabbed
the nut on the way down and held it in my hand. I was starting to
get a bit confused when I thought about what I had just done.

“What the heck was that?” Jonah asked

“I am not really sure,” I admitted “I just felt like I should
grab this.” I held up the nut for him to see.

“You risked my life for an acorn! Why … ?” he trailed
off.

Looks like Chub
Chubs ran out of words to say. Finally!

“Where did that thought come from?” I wondered, but now wasn’t
the time for reflection. Jonah and I quickly snuck over to where
Sadie was pretending to look for bugs.

That was a pretty
clever idea.

I wondered how she had thought of it so quickly.

Jonah and Sadie started arguing over something, but I let the
sounds of their voices float away like a tub of green Jell-O in a
giant ocean of Spaghetti.

That doesn’t even
make sense!

“Of course it does!” I thought. Why wouldn’t it?

Would Jell-O float
on Spaghetti?

“Well, maybe not but it illustrates my point about how …
wait. Am I arguing with myself?”

No kids, it’s not
an argument, just a lively discussion.

“If this is a discussion, my foot is an anaconda!”

Do you even know
what an anaconda is?

“Something delicious on toast?”

You are a strange,
strange person.

I was about to mutter ‘you’re welcome,’ when I noticed Sadie was
looking at me. I swallowed and felt my heart beat faster.

Sadie and Daniel
sitting in a tree …

“Shut up!” I thought to myself.

“Alright happy now?” Asked Sadie, still looking at me

“Hey, don’t look at me! It was Daniel’s idea!” Jonah said.

“Traitor” I thought.

I kinda like the
kid

“No it wasn’t!” I said, as I desperately tried to figure out
what the right thing to say was, “It was … ”

Me

“What?” I thought as my nose twitched.

Have you still not
figured it out?

“Can I phone an expert?” I thought as I cocked my head to the
side trying to listen to the voice as it got softer and softer.

Why did I ever get
assigned to you?

“Wait, assigned?”

Meet me in the
forest.

Jonah said something behind me, but it was just like another
carton of Jell-O, floating in the sea of interconnected Spaghetti.
I was vaguely aware of Sadie trying to follow me, but I was too
busy trying to figure out where the voice was coming from.

Here!

I whirled around and looked all around me. I heard laughter
inside of my head.

Ever notice how the
thoughts in your head don’t seem to come from any
direction?

“Well I always thought that my thoughts were my own,” I
said.

You realize you
don’t have to speak out loud? We have been communicating in your
head all your life.

“I don’t remember you ever being there!” I thought.

You
wouldn’t.

“What is that supposed to mean?”

I would be more
comfortable having this conversation face to face. I am behind you
now. Go ahead and turn around.

I turned around slowly. I saw a few dozen trees, a squirrel
sitting on a branch, and a rock with graffiti depicting the face of
Einstein on top of it.

“I don’t see you”

Sure you do, my
name is Einstein.

“So, I’m talking to a rock?”

Sure! We are
talking via mental telepathy. Do you not like talking to a
rock?

“Well … I think it is a bit weird,”

Alright, the truth
is my name isn’t Einstein, it’s Fred. And I am actually the
squirrel on the branch right in front of you!

“Haha, fool me once, shame on you. Fool me twice … ”

I am not
joking.

“Prove it!”

The squirrel jumped down and ran towards me. I watched silently
as it crawled onto my left foot and looked straight up at me.

Still don’t believe
me?

“Not really … ” I answered truthfully. My foot began
feeling wet and warm. I jumped back and shook the squirrel off of
my foot. “Ok, ok, I believe you!” I said, grossed out at how my
foot had become a sewer, “how did you learn to speak into my
head?”

Oh, it’s actually
quite common, all squirrels can do it. You have actually known me
all your life.

I stared at the squirrel stupefied.

Look, you are
making this a lot more complicated than it needs to be. My name is
Fred, your name is Daniel. I am a genius squirrel and you’re …
well …   just you. Do you remember ever hearing your
voice recorded?

I nodded

It sounded
different to you than the voice inside of your
head.

“Yeah … so?”

Well that is what
our scientists call the Imprintment Effect.

“What’s that?”

When we begin
speaking inside your head from an early age your head voice mimics
the sound of our voices inside of your head.

I stared blankly at him.

The voice inside
your head copies my voice.

 “Oh, that makes more sense.”

Yes and I would
explain more, but we are on a rather tight schedule so if you
wouldn’t mind, we really should go now.

“Where are we going?”

I will explain, but
first go meet Sadie where you first entered the
forest.

Then I noticed that Sadie wasn’t around. I hurried back to the
forest clearing where we had separated. There I saw Sadie sitting
on a rock talking out loud to a tree.

“Do trees speak into girls minds?” I thought.

No, rocks
do.

I started to get really confused and then I heard Fred
again,

Of course not you
dolt. She is speaking to the squirrel in the tree!

“That makes much more sense.” I thought.

 “I’m ready, let’s go!” said Sadie. I wasn’t really sure
where we were going, but I figured she knew better than I did, so I
followed her.

We walked back into the forest, but before we got very far we
heard someone yell “WAIT FOR ME!”  We turned back and saw
Jonah; he held a brown sack, the kind of sack that almost always
held his mom’s famous cookies. We decided to wait.

When Jonah caught up he was breathing pretty hard. He held out
some of his mom’s famous Double Chocolate, Chocolaty Chip Cookies.
(© 1987 Mama Pugmire) The cookies were still warm. We all grabbed
some and started eating them as we walked. The cookies were just
slightly doughy and overflowing with chocolaty goodness. I enjoyed
this sample of heaven until I noticed Jonah staring at me in a
weird way.

 “Umm … Fred?” I thought “why is he looking at me
weird?”

Jonah is looking at
you weird because you have been acting strangely since I broke
squirrel ordinance number two, never let humans know the source of
the knowledge, and ordinance number four hundred and fifty seven:
“Never use telepathy for gaining food.” …   Which reminds
me, could I have that acorn now?

“Umm sure” I thought and threw the acorn into the woods behind
me.

Thanks for the
first class service said Fred
sarcastically.

“Anytime.”

“Wait, isn’t that the acorn you got when you risked my life?”
said Jonah pointing at Fred, who was now eating my acorn

“Yeah … about that … Jonah there is something we need
to tell you.” I said

Jonah looked strangely sad, “I know you two are starting to like
each other, and it’s okay, I can be the quintessential
third-wheel.”

“What?” Sadie and I both said at the same time. Then she snorted
and laughed. I have always loved the way Sadie snorted; I had
always thought it was funny and cute. But today it felt about as
funny and cute as a child dying from cancer for the third time.

“No Jonah,” said Sadie “That isn’t what Daniel was trying to
tell you. Have you ever noticed how your recorded voice sounds
different than the voice inside of your head?”

“Yeah … ” He said looking really confused.

Poor guy, reminds
me of someone I know I heard Fred say.

“HEY!” I thought

“Well,” said Sadie, oblivious of Fred’s angry words, “That is
actually a squirrel’s voice. Pyro, why hasn’t Jonah’s squirrel come
out yet? … No?  … Oh … I see.” Sadie’s face
went from quizzical to confused faster than a pregnant lady chasing
chocolate.

A really attractive
pregnant lady.

“Really?” I thought.

Just saying what
you were thinking Fred said.

“Sadie isn’t pregnant!”

Yet.

“I don’t like where this conversation is going, can we
stop?”

Sadie nodded and said “Daniel your squirrel seems to be having a
problem reaching you right now … we’ll explain more when we
get to headquarters.”

Headquarters? You didn’t mention that Fred …

On the to do list,
right after telling you to shut your mouth and start heading to
headquarters STAT

“Wait,” said Jonah skeptically, “If I don’t have a connection
with a mind speaking squirrel how can I still think? Come on guys,
this is all a little bit crazy! Why don’t we just go to my house?”
Jonah paused as his head tilted to one side and he made a face
stranger than a beaver trying to French kiss.

“Are you alright?” asked Sadie.

“Alright, I will come,” said Jonah

Alright, Chub Chubs
is starting to freak me out.

“That is my best friend you’re talking about.”

And …
?

“I don’t ever really know what to say to you.”

That’s because I
come up with all the witty lines. 

I stuck out my tongue at Fred instead of responding.

Jonah and I started following Sadie and the squirrels. We walked
for what felt like hours.

But was only thirty
minutes!

Through the rough terrain of the forest,

It wouldn’t have
taken so long if you weren’t so out of shape.

Not all of us are squirrels!

Fred told me that I can’t tell you how we got
to the base. He said I can’t risk  any  readers trying to
find us through the secret entrance by the lake in the big tree
that looks like … well I actually can’t say. Let’s just say it
took us a long time to find that amazing place!










Chapter 6
Smelly Disaster


Sadie




It was dark when we got to the base. Jonah had kept on asking
questions about squirrels the entire way.  “If I have to
explain the Imprintment Effect one more time I am going to kill
him.” I thought. Daniel wasn’t much better; his squirrel apparently
had only found the time to go through the basics with him. My
squirrel’s name is Pyro which, she told me, is French for Pyro. She
is a bit of a rebel squirrel herself; parts of her hair are dyed
red and black.

We crawled into the small entrance under the tree.

“Are there any more entrances Pyro?” I thought.

Yeah a few, why do
you ask?

“Are there any where I could enter standing up? Instead of
crawling through the mud and making me look worse than I already
do?”

There is one,
but …

“But?”

But I don’t think
you would want to use it.

I sighed, “Why wouldn’t I want to use it Pyro?”

Because it goes
through the sewer pipe.

“Ew! Ok” We kept crawling. I noticed Jonah up ahead crawling
strangely. I was about to ask him why but then I saw the bag of
cookies in his arms and I understood. I don’t really know how he
was able to fit in the hole; I felt squished.
When we got to a point where the tunnel got even narrower, he
turned back and handed me the bag. I nodded and held it up as he
went through the hole so it wouldn’t get dirty. I heard him gasp on
the other side. Daniel was already in the front.  When I got
to the front I gasped too, there were thousands of squirrels
running around crazily like it was a call center.

All the squirrels froze when they saw us. Daniel blushed and
Jonah did his dorky smile and wave.

“Told you that we’re not crazy” I said with a grin. Poor Jonah
was too frozen to respond.

A grey squirrel with splotches of white in his hair made his way
to us but before he reached us he turned back to the group and said
“This seems highly irregular, but remember, we used to work openly
in partnership with their kind. That is all, carry on!”

Then he turned to us and said “Now Fred and Pyro, I see you brought
our visitors yes. How was your journey here?”

 “It was alright,” I said. I wondered why he sounded so
different from the usual voice inside my head.

“Yes I know my
voice sounds different than the normal voice inside of your
head,” the white haired squirrel
explained “That
is only because I am not one of your personal squirrels, so, due to
the Imprinting Effect, I sound very different to all of you. Except
I have been led to understand there is some kind of block lately
that we can’t understand in you Jonah. Don’t worry about your lower
cognitive abilities Jonah; we will have you thinking like normal in
no time. Alright?”

Jonah looked blankly at us as if waiting for someone to say
something.

“Aren’t you going to respond, Jonah?” asked Daniel

“To what?” he asked

“Oh I should have
known he wouldn’t be able to hear me,” said the
squirrel “you see
you can only hear one voice at a time. It’s a bit complicated, but
in essence it’s like we have a walkie-talkie in your head. We
communicate to you through high pitched sound waves that your brain
interprets and translates as if they are your own thoughts.
However, your brains can only handle one frequency at such a high
pitch and they can only keep one connection until someone, or
something, cuts it off.

“Guys, why are we just standing here?” Jonah asked
looking very bored.

“So the reason he can’t hear you is because …  
something else is in his head!?”

“Possibly, but we
doubt that, because the only way someone else could have blocked
our signal would be to get him so far away that he couldn’t hear
us.”

“How far would that be?” I asked

“About three
hundred miles”

Daniel looked at Jonah “Have you gone on any trips the last few
days?”

“No … why?” He said, clearly annoyed at being left out of
the conversation.

“No worries then,” said Daniel to the squirrel. Jonah looked a
little peeved at being even more ignored, “I have a question
though, if we can only hear one signal, how come
you can speak to more than one of us Mr.  … I don’t
really know your name?”

“Don’t confuse your
brain functions with mine. And my name is Einstein after the first
person I worked with.”

“The Einstein? No way! He lived like sixty
something years ago and according to all known scientific
experiments; the average squirrel has the life span of a single
year.” I said skeptically.

“Normal squirrels
only live for a year; do you think that we would allow humans to
experiment on one of us thinking squirrels?”

“That sounds a little barbaric,” said Daniel, “Sacrificing your
own kind to be studied.”

“Oh they are no
more sentient than the cows you eat in your hamburgers. Since the
founding of the Three-Pact we gained the ability to process
information. We are as different from them as you are from
monkeys.”

“What is the Three-Pact?” Daniel asked. I think I saw Einstein
glance accusingly at Fred, but Fred just seemed to shrug.

“The Three-Pact is
the foundation of civilization, culture, and science. Without it
humans would still be an insignificant tribe of barbaric caveman
struggling for survival in the wilds of Africa. The Three-Pact
coincided with the discovery of fire. When lightning struck the
tree that brought man fire, it also changed the inhabitants of that
tree, namely birds and us squirrels.”

“So the Three-Pact is between pigeons, squirrels, and
humans?”

“Precisely,
Pigeons, or more accurately the class Combidae, because there were
doves and pigeons, contributed the ability to organize and brought
order to mankind, elevating them from mere tribes to organized
societies. Mankind brought dexterity, the ability to store large
amounts of information, and brute force. Squirrels brought the
ability to process information. We taught men how not only to
adapt, but to thrive.

“Not much is known
about the first years of the Three-Pact, but what we do know is
that their progress was enormous. Humans, squirrels, and pigeons
spread across the globe. They founded the Olmecs, Babylonians, and
Egyptians. Something caused a rift between us … (when did the
rift occur?)  We(the pigeons, doves, and us squirrels) blamed
humans, although I have been lead to doubt that cause and I am here
in Aberdeen to look into the fact”

“Wait, but why were humans able to keep advancing?” I asked, “I
mean we have come a long way since the Egyptians.”

“Yes, but not
without our help! You see, humans found themselves in a rut, and so
did we, because without the human’s ability to store information,
our ancestors lost the ability to retain their mental prowess and
we were deteriorating rapidly. So we had a meeting with the birds
and agreed to once again to form the Three-Pact, but subtly and
without the knowledge of the humans.

“To our shame, the
squirrels betrayed the birds. One of my ancestors, named Phil,
began to be appalled at the subjection of the impoverished humans
to support the rich. Phil took some of his friends and tried an
experiment in some small Mediterranean islands. Society was still
not equal, but the government was democratic and intelligence was
held as the highest ideal. Phil’s ideas and the exaltation of
thought became known as Philosophy.”

“Wait, are you saying that Athens and Greek civilization started
as an experiment? And that you are embarrassed by it?” asked
Daniel.

“They worked quite
well at first, we thought we were so clever, but the humans began
to fight amongst themselves. Oh we tried several different
solutions, but inevitably humans would start fighting again. 
And inevitably the birds found out about Greece and were appalled.
They seized control over a young man named Alexander and used him
to conquer all of Greece and much of the surrounding
region.

“The birds vowed
never to work with us again and we have been fighting for control
ever since.”

“Wow.” I said. My head was starting to hurt from all the
information. Somehow, everything I had ever thought of as true was
now not quite so true. Jonah looked confused too, but that was
probably from lack of information.

“So why are you telling that to us now? Why did you bring us
here?” asked Daniel.

“It appears that
the pigeons have found some sort of new weapon to use against us
and it is imperative that we know what it is.”

“Jonah and I weren’t captured though!” I said

“Actually Daniel’s
and Jonah’s signals disappeared at the same time. Daniel managed
somehow to reconnect but we have no idea how. When I learned of it
I immediately asked that those two to be brought in and anyone they
associate with.”

“But this was the first time I have
ever associated with them, or whatever you said!
Why me?”

“My source tells me
you are the first peer they have associated with for five
years.”

I began to feel bad for asking that question.

“Now Sadie, would
you be kind enough to ask Jonah if he’s encountered any
well-organized pigeons lately?” he said. I asked
Jonah the question and expected him to be really confused, but to
my surprise he just nodded and laughed.

“I thought I was crazy!” He said “I thought it was some bad
dream! All I remember is running with Daniel, then waking up in
some crazy lab room and seeing pigeons all around me. I didn’t
escape though; I just woke up later in my own bed. I figured it was
just a very vivid dream. But, when I heard Daniel talking about his
experience I wanted to find out for sure. That is why I pushed him
so hard to go and check out the pigeon place.”

“Wait! You mean all this time you were making fun of me for
talking to pigeons, you had the exact same experience?” Daniel
asked incredulously.

“In a word, yes?” said Jonah. Daniel laughed, not believing what
he had just heard.

Daniel seemed to take the news pretty well. I was surprised
because I would have been very angry if one of
my friends did that to me.

“And now Daniel,
tell us how you escaped.”

Daniel blushed again; it was kind of cute how he was so shy.
“Well, Einstein,” he said, “I was running track with Jonah, and I
blacked out. I woke up in a small metal cell. There, a pigeon who
said he was a Von Struppiter Pigeon, talked about a brain surgery
and other things he was going to do on my head. He had some way of
giving me terrible migraines. They started arguing over−”

At that moment a big explosion came from behind us in the
caves.

“What just happened?” Jonah asked.

“I think someone is trying to break in!” Daniel said.

“Impossible, the
locations of squirrel bases are one of our best kept secrets
anywhere! Who would give away such important
information?”

“Well Einstein, apparently someone did.” I said.

Quick Sadie, let’s
get out! said a familiar voice in my
head.

“Pyro?” I thought.

No its
Jonah, said Pyro sarcastically.

“It’s good to have you in my head again! Where do we go?”

I will show you,
just get those two knuckleheads to follow you.”

I grabbed Jonah and Daniel by the hand and followed Pyro.
Luckily Pyro stood out from all the squirrels because of her dyed
red hair; otherwise I would have lost her in a second. The once
orderly room was now chaotic. Squirrels were running all over the
place and it was very hard to not step on them.

Einstein told me to
take you guys out of the base and wait for further instructions
until he finds out more.

We came to the edge of a larger hole and started to go in. I
glanced back and saw pigeons start to fill the large room with
small, black things in their claws. As I looked closer I saw that
they looked like TV remotes. The pigeons pushed the red buttons on
their black remote things, and all the squirrels within five feet
of each device collapsed.

Run
faster!

“I am trying!” I thought. In desperation I grabbed Jonah’s
cookies from him. He complained but I just pushed him on. I threw
all the cookies at the pigeons. Some of them hit, but most of them
were just a distraction. I followed them as fast as I could and
soon I was crawling in a pipe that was half my size. I heard Jonah
breathing hard behind me.

FASTER!

I was so focused on watching where I put my hands that I didn’t
notice the smell until I almost fell where small pipe connected to
a larger pipe. Pyro had brought us through the sewer pump.

“Whoa, Daniel! Let me know before you pass one of those.” joked
Jonah as he struggled to breathe, “I am right behind you”

“Not now, Jonah” said Daniel.

Tell Jonah to hurry
or we are going to get zapped by those black
things!

Jonah starting gulping in deep breaths. He was having an asthma
attack.

Why isn’t he
hurrying? Tell him to freakin’
hurry! said Pyro.

“He is having a freakin’ asthma attack!” I thought. I could hear
the sound of flapping behind me.

“Now?”

“Now!”

Try and pull him
out as fast as you can. When you get to the fork in this pipe go
right! I am going to go back and buy you sometime!

“Don’t do it Pyro, we can do this!” I shouted, but the sound of
rushing water ahead of us drowned out my voice.

There isn’t any
other way! Remember, right turn and then get out as quickly as you
can. Don’t come back for me!

I grabbed Jonah by one of his arms, Daniel grabbed the other,
and we half dragged, half lifted him through the pipe. Up ahead the
pipe was blocked off.

“What now?” wheezed Jonah!

We could hear flapping sounds further down the tunnel. Then we
heard a bird chirp angrily and a splash. “Good ole’ Pyro” I
thought. I let myself hope that she would come back, but then I
heard more birds, angry squirrel sounds and a splash. I felt a
sickening silence come into my mind.

We pulled Jonah and ran faster. Had I not been running for my
life I would have been very disgusted by the murky dark sludge that
came up to my ankle. At the end of the tunnel there was a metal
door. I pushed on it but it didn’t seem the budge. The flapping got
even louder. Daniel started pushing on it too.

“I love you Sadie!” Shouted Daniel looking into my eyes! The
door creaked open a bit.

“Shut up Daniel and push” I said shoving the door even harder. I
was already overwhelmed and I couldn’t think of anything else to
say.

The door suddenly flew open and we all fell into the brown, wet
river of the sewer. The brown goo got into my hair, my nose, and
all over my clothes. I felt more disgusting than I had ever felt
before. But I felt worse inside. I didn’t know what
I should have said to Daniel.

Daniel pulled Jonah up while I closed the door. I ran over to
the other side of Jonah and helped pull him up.

“We have to go right now” I said without looking into Daniel’s
eyes. Jonah was starting to catch his breath, but he still needed
help through the tunnel. My eyes started to water, everything was
happening too fast, but I wasn’t going to cry. Not here, not
here!










Chapter 7
The Aftermath of Great Timing


Jonah




Talk about information overload! One minute I was happily
bringing my friends cookies to help them get over their psychotic
difficulties. The next I was the weird one because I didn’t have my
own squirrel to talk to. It’s amazing how much can change in a day.
When I finally caught my breath in the sewer, and believe me,
breathing hard in a sewer is not something you want to do, I was in
the middle of a very terribly timed love confession. Daniel had
really finally told Sadie he liked her. I was secretly proud of him
for saying something. It had taken three years but couldn’t he have
picked a better moment? Call me a romantic, but saying ‘I love you’
when you are up to your ankles in feces, carrying your asthmatic
best friend, and running for your life may not be the best
timing.

Things hadn’t gotten any better since leaving the pipe of unholy
smells. Well, the smell had gotten better, but not much else. The
pipe led to a processing plant by the lake. It was pretty late when
we arrived, so no one was there. Although, I think it would have
been super cool to see the workers’ faces when they saw three kids
walk out of the sewer covered in excrement.

We decided to rinse off at the lake and then sneak back to my
house for a good hosing down.  I hurried into the water as
soon as we got to the lake. I was trying to get as much of the
“green” water off of me as possible. It was starting to get cold
and the water in the lake was even colder than the air. Somehow,
not being covered in stinky ooze seemed more important to me than
being warm. Silly me!

Sadie came with me into the center of the lake, and Daniel hung
back. I could tell they were both a bit upset with themselves so I
didn’t say anything. Daniel was all dopey-eyed on the shore. Poor
guy was thinking he had blown it forever, but to be honest, he
didn’t have much of a chance from the start. Sadie was pretty
popular and really cute.

I dunked my head under the water and tried to pick out all of
the muck in my hair that I could. I had just started feeling clean
again when I heard Sadie saying something; I brought my head out of
the water so I could actually hear what she was saying.

“Stupid, stupid, stupid.” I heard Sadie mutter.

“Don’t be too hard on the guy,” I said “he struggles with
anything social or school related, but at heart he is an alright
guy.”

“I wasn’t talking about him,” She said scrubbing her arm faster
and harder as she shivered. “I was talking about me.”

“Um, why?” I asked. I was as clueless as Dr. Watson always
seemed to be in a Sherlock Holmes novel.

“Why?” she said “My first time having a guy tell me he liked me
and I tell him to shut up?”

“Well, to your credit he can be pretty dense sometimes as far as
timing goes and you were being chased by angry pigeons with black
sound emitters, my idea of a bad combination any day.”

She laughed a bit, “I thought you just said he was a good
guy.”

“I believe my words were “alright guy”, there is a big
difference between good guy and alright guy.”

 “And what am I?” She asked a little too seriously.

“Neither you aren’t a guy, you don’t qualify sorry.” I said.

“No, I am serious, after saying something like that – I feel
like such an idiot.”

“You are an Apple product?” I quipped.

“What?”

“Idiot, i-diot. Get it? Like the i-Pod or the i-Mac or
the … “

“Shut up.”

Looking back I probably should have just said alright and walked
away, but being me I had to say, “Watch your language missy.” She
looked like she was about to laugh, but then she started
crying.

“Umm Sadie? I am sorry, I just … ”

“No, it’s not you, it’s me. I just can’t get a grip on things. I
wish Pyro was still here with me.”

“Pyro? The squirrel that ran back to defend us, that’s your
squirrel?” I asked.

“Yeah, since she left I have just felt alone and so much slower.
I can’t process things in my brain as fast as I used to. I wish I
could have helped her when she ran back to save us. ”

“No you don’t,” I said “she went back for a reason. She went
back because you are important to her.”

“Yeah? Some kind of important person I turned out to be! All I
have done is complain about this muck and making the first guy who
has ever liked me feel like I hate him.” She started sniffling
again and rinsing her hair. I couldn’t believe my ears. This was
like hearing Sherlock say he wasn’t smart.

“The first guy? Is that really the truth?  I think there
are a whole lot more guys that like you than that. You are one of
the most popular girls around.” I said.

“Maybe people like to talk to me, but that’s just because I am a
tomboy. I am just one of the guys to everyone else.”

“You are wrong Sadie! Plenty of people really like you, and not
just because you’re cute, but because you aren’t afraid to be
yourself. You’re not fake like many of the other girls.”

“Thanks Jonah, you are sweet” she said with a half-smile.

“Don’t thank me; it’s Daniel who’s always raving about how
awesome you are.”

“But I never really noticed him before! Why didn’t he say
something sooner?” she asked.

“Because he didn’t want to be creepy! Girls are always talking
about how creepy guys are. That means any decent shy guy like
Daniel will just wait and hope to be noticed. He is always worried
you’ll think he is weird if he says or does something wrong.” I
said

She just nodded and didn’t say anything. I couldn’t think of a
good response if I was in her shoes either. I finished combing my
fingers through my hair and decided to get out of the water and go
back to where Daniel was waiting. Before I left I said “If you tell
Daniel I said any of this I will deny it and say that you went
insane from being around a person as awesome as me for too
long.”

She laughed, “Alright I won’t say anything, thanks for telling
me Jonah. I can see you really are Daniel’s best friend. He is
lucky to have you.”

I felt pretty good about myself right then. I walked over to
Daniel to tell him that, but I stopped when I saw the look on his
face.

“She thinks I am the weirdest person alive right?” He said
looking down.

“Naw, she has just had a rough time. Getting extra homework,
running into evil teachers, finding out that all your thoughts come
from a squirrel and losing that squirrel makes for a long day.” I
said.

“I guess … ”

“Just wait man; you never know what will happen! Maybe she will
speak to you again, just maybe!” I said poking fun at his long
face.

Daniel started to laugh, “Thanks for the encouragement man. Oh,
and I don’t think that all of your thoughts come from squirrels.
Fred was telling me that they only contribute some of our thoughts.
That would explain why you and Sadie are still able to think some
of the time.”

That “some of the time” was the part that was bugging me!
“Daniel,” I said “I don’t really feel different at all and I don’t
know why.”

“We’ll figure it out.” He responded “Let’s go to your house and
eat some cookies while we figure it out! Alright?”

 

When we got to my house we rinsed off with the hose 
 and hurried inside to dry off. We sat around the electronic
fire   while we ate some of my mom’s famous Double
Chocolate, Chocolaty Chip Cookies (© 1987 Mama Pugmire) and some of
her Extra Peanut Butter Cookies of Wonder. (©1989 Mama Pugmire) It
felt a bit weird to have a squirrel in my living room, but it would
have felt wrong to keep him out. As we warmed up, we talked about
our options.

Daniel said, “Fred says he can’t contact anyone from base. They
are all either unconscious or … ”

“Don’t say it!” said Sadie.

“So what do we do?” I asked.

“What can we do? They kidnapped us before! We are just a bunch
of random kids.” Daniel said, frustrated as Dr. Watson when he was
not able to find the right answer.

“Well they must have wanted us for a reason right?” I said “so
there has got to be something special about us, right Fred?”

Daniel looked even glummer “Fred said that the reason we were
chosen eludes him, perhaps we were simply the first ones they ran
into?”

“No,” said Sadie, “That can’t be it, there has to be some real
reason why we were chosen. It must be because … Ugh! I can’t
think anymore!”

“We will get Pyro back,” I said, “Right Daniel?”

“We are going to try!” he said without looking at Sadie. Daniel
was ever the optimist! I sat up straight and tried to think. What
was so special about Daniel and me? There had to be something that
I was missing! If I could just put my finger on it! I kept thinking
until an idea sparked in my head.

“I got it,” I said

“What?” They both asked eagerly.

“Daniel and I both wouldn’t be missed, we are the loners.” I
said.

“Well isn’t that a boost of confidence!” muttered Sadie.

“Hey it makes sense! Doesn’t it? If we started acting
differently then no one would notice because we are always the odd
ones!” I said.

“How is this supposed to help anything?” asked Daniel.

“We are going to break into their base because it’s the last
thing they would expect!” I said.

“How will going into their center of operations help anything?”
Sadie asked.

“We are going to go in with earplugs so those black boxes won’t
work on us. Then we can use their own weapon against them!” said
Daniel.

“Wait!” said Sadie “How do you know that earplugs will work?”
That was a very good question.

“I … uh … call it a gut instinct!? Um … we
communicate with squirrels using high frequencies. And the high
pitched sounds are the only ones that they can be sure will affect
us. They use high frequency emitters to overpower our senses, and
flood us with information which causes us to black out.” Daniel
said.

“Right!” I said, “That was exactly what I was about to say.”

“When do we go in?” Sadie asked.

“Fred says the sooner we go in the better. Right now is when the
pigeons are least expecting a counter attack.” Daniel said.

“Well, I am not going until I get some sleep! Today has been
long enough without breaking into some kind of pigeon base.” said
Sadie.

“Alright, so we’ll all split up and then meet again first thing
in the morning!?” I said.

Right then I heard the door from the kitchen open

“Jonah dear? What’s going on in there?” I heard my mom say.

“Nothing mom, I just have some friends over.” I said.

“Isn’t it a bit late?” she asked.

“They were just about to go home.” I said

“Really? You should let them stay a bit longer … ” she said
with a devious, vampire-like tone.

“Are you alright mom?” I asked “You sound a bit strange.” It had
been a long day and I was having a hard time coping with
everything. Before she spoke I couldn’t see how my day could get
any worse.  Then my mom came into the room holding a large
cutting knife. “You’ve been a naughty boy Jonah,” she said with a
frightening laugh.

 










Chapter 8
Smelly Peace and Love


Daniel




“Mom? Why do you have a knife?” Jonah asked in shock.

Her mind has been
taken over by pigeons! Run! said
Fred.

“Jonah? I think we should run right about now.” I
quietly said, grabbing his arm and slowly walking towards the back
door. “Your mom is not thinking right.”

“Not thinking right? What do you mean?” asked Jonah. In answer
to his question his mother started running at us with the knife.
Sadie shrieked and I grabbed Jonah and we ran out of his house as
quickly as our feet could take us.

“I mean, that her brain has been taken over by pigeons and if we
stay any longer we will probably get killed.” I answered.

“Works for me” said Sadie

We ran out into the cold air. It was about three A.M. and way
past bedtime. My eyelids were being tugged down as if ten pound
weights were attached. I could hardly keep them open. I didn’t know
where we were going but we ran anyway. Suddenly we heard a rustling
in the bushes. We all jumped, out from the bushes walked a
curly-haired, tall football player from our school.

“Sean?” asked Sadie.

“Hi Sadie.” He said with a smile.

“What are you doing here?” asked Jonah.

“I heard screaming and I thought I could help.” Sean said
flashing his too-perfect smile.

“Oh thank goodness,” said Sadie “This has been such a long day
and … ”

“Sadie STOP!” Jonah yelled as he grabbed her arm to keep her
away from Sean.

“What?” asked Sadie with a confused look on her face. I was also
confused, until I noticed one of Sean’s hands was behind his
back.

“Let’s go!” I yelled. I grabbed Sadie’s hand and we started to
run. Sean chased after us and pulled out the knife he had been
hiding behind his back. Thankfully, although he was built like a
tank, he was muscle bound and wasn’t an endurance runner like the
rest of us. We soon left him in the dust.

I have a place we
can stay, just keep running said Fred

We kept on going, turning only when Fred told me I should look
back. Jonah followed silently, probably because he was confused
about what was happening.

Sadie was quiet too! But, she was quiet because I was stupid in
the tunnel and had told her I liked her. My timing couldn’t have
been worse! I didn’t mean for it to come out that way. I thought I
was going to die and as my life flashed before me, I wanted her to
know, because, at that moment, nothing else mattered.

But then reality hit like a forty-ton tanker truck and I was
confused and dazed. This was all my stupid fault.

“Stop being angry
at yourself, regret is not going to solve
anything” said Fred.

“Yeah?” I thought, “Then whose fault is it? Were you the one who
told me to tell her I like her?”

Squirrel ordinance
number three, Don’t mess with human love, it’s unpredictable and
very irrational. quoted Fred. 
Besides, I don’t think
it went all that bad.

“That bad? She told me to shut up!”

You’ve been
wondering how she feels about you for weeks. Now you
know!

“Are you trying to make me feel worse?”

You never know what
might happen, Each day brings something new!

“Did you actually say something optimistic and non-sarcastic for
once?” I asked a bit surprised.

Actually I was
thinking that  yesterday I had a home, friends that looked
like me, and the fate of the world DIDN’T hang on my
shoulders.

“You are just too positive!”

Ha, I guess sarcasm
does rub off. There is hope for you
yet. Said Fred  as he stretched
out lazily. Apparently I wasn’t the only one that was tired.

“When you said the ‘fate of the world’, you really just meant
Aberdeen, right?”

Daniel,
here’s  the thing!  Squirrels and pigeons may fight each
other a lot, but usually we stick with certain rules and don’t
fight too dirty. I’ve never seen pigeons come at us like they did
today; it was almost like they were possessed. There is something
bigger going on here.

“You mean you don’t usually break into each
other’s bases?”

Of course we do!
But we don’t usually attack the blind and senseless and take over
the minds of Amberdeen, Idaho. This is BIG! When Einstein
volunteered to “man”  the post here he was ridiculed by
command. They thought he had gone insane. Apparently, he saw an
unexpected pattern of behavior  here. He kept  telling me
that something was afoot!

“I still wonder about that too! I  can’t figure out why
they kidnapped me in the first place. Do you know?”

Fred waited for a few seconds before carefully
answering, I
don’t know for sure, but I think I may know someone who
does.

 

***






We stood outside of a mud hut with peace signs and rainbows
scrawled all over the walls at four in the morning.

“Who are we meeting again?” asked Jonah.

“Good question,” I said, “All Fred would tell me is that we are
meeting someone who may have some of the answers.”

“I sure hope Fred knows what he is talking about!” said Sadie
“Because this place smells like smoke and B.O.”

Tell them to be
careful about what they say here!” said Fred.
“He is very
easily … sidetracked.

Just then a small bird hopped out of the mud hut. “It’s a bird
with a tattoo on it! It’s going to attack us!” Sadie cried out in
alarm.

Jonah started to run.

“It’s okay guys!” I yelled. “Fred says this is who we need to
meet.”

“Fred wanted us to meet a hippie dove?” asked Jonah
incredulously.

It’s a long story,
but in a nutshell: “the doves were part of the Three-Pact in the
pigeon division. But since the American Revolution they’ve 
had a hand in radical revolutions everywhere! We used to work with
them a lot, but since Woodstock, most squirrels are very hesitant
to work with them. They prefer to just sit around and imagine
peace. However, Pierre here is the best expert on  conspiracy
theories I know. So, if anyone knows the answer to your question,
it is him.”

“How do I talk with him?” I asked.

I am going to
“disconnect” from you for a while! Pierre will speak directly to
your mind and then you can summarize for the group. Remember to
stay on topic!

“On topic, riiiight!” I stepped forward and sat cross legged
facing the dove. It seemed appropriate at the time.

Peace
Dude! …

“Umm … hello Mr. Pierre I –“

Please, just call
me Pacific Flower.

“Yes … ok, Pacific Flower! So, I got kidnapped by a group
of pigeons the other day-”

Pigeons are a bad
bunch, let me tell ya man, they’re  all about the world
domination thing. They started it all by printing paper
money.

“Paper money? Wha-”

At first we were
all on a metals based standard or system of money, then paper, and
now credit cards. It will only be a matter of time before the black
financial cloud pours down on us, wiping out the whole
world’s  systems of money. Without money we’ll  all go
back to the stone age.

“I thought Hippies didn’t like money!? … ”

That’s because we
prefer moving to a free community where everyone shares! It’s the
only way to prevent the black financial cloudburst.

“Um … right. So, …   I got kidnapped! Can you
tell me why they did it?”

Did you have metal
coins on you? The government is trying to get rid of
them!

“No. Any other reason?”

Word on the street
is that they have some new super weapon. They say it can sever the
connection between squirrels and people. They may have been
kidnapping you to test its effect on you. They were probably
studying the effects of separation  to see how effectively
they could control  your mind  after they disconnect you
from your squirrel.

“How can we stop it?”

Well, I’ve heard
it’s some kind of high-frequency emitter. If the government hadn’t
been blocking the progress of technology we would have a counter
measure for it. The best you could probably come up with on short
notice is  some really good earplugs. I have some you may be
able to  use, all-natural!

“Um, well I guess, … we are running really low on time.
Let’s try em!” I really didn’t want to imagine
what these all natural ear plugs would look like.

Alright! I’ll 
be right back.  said Pacific Flower as he hopped
back into his mud hut and grabbed the ear plugs. Suddenly he seemed
a little woozy , and was  unsteady on his feet.

He came back with black rubber  ear plugs in his beak. They
all had peace signs drawn on the back of them. He dropped the first
pair  into my hand.  It took three trips for him to get
all that we needed.

This rubber was
made of oil  from one of the oil industry reserves  being
hid to keep prices artificially high. You know, … the old
“supply and demand” trick!

“Thank you Pacific Flower! I think we better be going. We still
have to infiltrate the pigeon base.”

Remember, the way
into the pigeon base is to command it to open with your mind
voice.

I walked away from the dove. Happy  to be getting away from
the smell.

Did you get what
you were looking for? Asked Fred

“I did” I thought “and we are going to  raid the pigeon
base first thing in the morning. But first I need some sleep. Where
is that place you  told me about?” I asked, but didn’t hear
the answer.

 

***

 

I woke up to the smell of bacon. I didn’t realize how hungry I
was until I felt my stomach growling. I couldn’t remember where I
was.

You are in a
vacation home on the North side of the lake.

I opened my eyes and saw that Jonah and Sadie were already at
the table eating.

“Why don’t I remember coming here?” I asked.

“You fell asleep and Jonah had to carry you!” said Sadie. I
blushed.

Jonah laughed “Sadie helped, it wasn’t so bad. The hard part was
trying to follow Fred until we figured out that he could just talk
to Sadie.”

I blushed. The thought of falling asleep while they walked the
rest of the way made me feel as useful as chopsticks are for eating
tomato soup.

You didn’t do half
bad kid, without you we wouldn’t have gotten halfway here. Besides,
it was nice being inside the head of someone who can think a little
independent for a change.

“Thanks” I thought glumly.

Ah stop beating
yourself up Job. Lots of people have it  much worse than
you.

“Really? How many people get responses like ‘Shut Up’ to
accidental confessions of love, get kidnapped by squirrels, and
look like an idiot all in the same day?” I thought bitterly

Probably more than
you think kid. Besides, things aren’t as bad as you think they
are.

Jonah could tell that I was a little peeved, so he tried to
cheer me up. “Want some food Daniel?” I eyed the plate hungrily,
but didn’t feel like eating.

“You should definitely eat,” said Sadie, “Jonah is an amazing
cook. I had no idea breakfast could taste so good!”

“You should try it when my mom makes it.” Said Jonah sadly
“Besides, it really isn’t breakfast, it’s more like dinner at this
hour.”

“Dinner? How long was I asleep?” I asked

“We all slept till at least two in the afternoon Daniel!” said
Sadie, probably still annoyed at me. “You just had a longer day
then the rest of us so we let you sleep in.”

“What about attacking the pigeon base?”

“Fred said we should wait until nightfall.” said Sadie.

“Catch them when they’re asleep!” added Jonah.

I nodded glumly and grabbed some milk. It was two percent.

“Do you know if there is any one percent?” I asked.

“Why do you want one percent?” asked Sadie. She looked at me
like I was asking for a piece of ABC (Already Been Chewed) gum I
had found underneath a desk.

“Not too thick, not too thin” I mumbled.

Alright Goldilocks,
you ready to begin our assault preparation?

I would be, right after another helping of that bacon.

 

*** 

 

We made it to the field next to Ms. McConway’s house. It was
dark outside and we were armed with nothing but our minds and
earplugs.  I was starting to doubt the brilliance of our
plan.

“Um guys? Are we sure this is a good idea?” asked Jonah,
apparently sharing my last minute jitters.

“Oh, calm down. Of course this is a good idea!” said Sadie.

I have always heard
it’s  best not to question a pretty
girl said Fred.

“Agreed,” I thought. So we quietly eased our way across the
field toward certain death. A man, his squirrel, his best friend,
and a very cute girl, We were quite the army!

“Um Fred!?” I thought, “How certain are we that the squirrels
are being held captive inside?”

“Not
very,” he admitted “But after the assault on our base,
they are either all dead or they are here. I prefer to think they
are here!

It was then that I realized Fred had a soft side. We reached the
green electrical box.

“Ready?” I asked.

“Ready!” whispered Jonah and Sadie.

I stared at the green box and thought “Open!” I waited, but
nothing happened.

“What now?” I asked.

Maybe you need to
push on the door now that it’s  unlocked.

“Oh!… .” I pushed on the door and to my surprise it opened. An
even bigger surprise was that the pigeons waiting just inside the
door.

This was worse than getting coal for Christmas.

***




 

Sadie




The pigeons were RIGHT in front of me. It was a good thing 
I already had my earplugs in. I noticed that neither Jonah
nor  Daniel  had theirs in. “Earplugs in!” I yelled.

The two  super intelligent boys tried to
get their earplugs in, but they were too late. They crumpled to the
ground completely incapacitated.

I ran inside to grab the device from them. I had already come
too far to back down now! Besides, what was the worst thing  a
bunch of pigeons could do to me?

I soon found out! I was attacked from every angle with 
pigeon poo, nasty biting beaks, and crooked claws in an all-out
attack.  I was glad  I had chosen to wear my 
jacket. I lunged toward the nearest pigeon and ripped his 
controller away from him.

I saw Fred on the ground fighting off several pigeons, but I
couldn’t hear because of my earplugs. The controller was 
small, but I aimed  it at the pigeons and they all started to
fall or run away.

Soon there were only a few of them left in the room. They were
flying all around like monkeys in the Wizard of Oz! They were
dodging in and out of sight, carefully avoiding my controller. They
kept  trying to shoot me with their controllers. I wasn’t
quite sure why their controllers weren’t working. There were only
two pigeons left when I felt something tugging on  my ear.

I turned around in confusion and  saw Ms. McConway. She
held a large black remote in one hand and one of my earplugs in the
other.

She smiled and said “Hello Sadie!” as she pushed the red
button.

 










Chapter 9 A
Creeping Twist


Daniel




I woke up in a cold, dark cell. My head hurt from where it had
hit the ground.

Why was I so
stupid?

“Fred? Are you there?” I thought. I tried to see in the darkness
but there was only a small amount of light coming from underneath
the door. All I could see were shadows.

We went to attack
the squirrel base with no plan, no idea of how to really attack
them.

“Give yourself a break,” I thought “Jonah and I were the ones
too stupid to put in our earplugs before we got into the base.”

That’s because we
didn’t think that they would be ready for us. How were they able to
assemble so quickly?

“I am not sure, but didn’t you say earlier that organization was
their specialty?”

Organization, but
not premonition. They had no way of knowing we were coming, our
attack should have been a surprise.

“Yeah,” I said out loud “It should have been a surprise, how
could they have known?” I waited for Fred’s response, but I
couldn’t hear him.

“Fred? Are you there?” I whispered loudly. The room echoed
making every sound louder.

“They cut you off?” asked a voice in the corner.

“Jonah?”

“Who else would it be?”

“What happened?” I asked.

“Not sure, I just barely woke up.”

Perhaps I can
explain, said a familiar thin smoker’s
voice

“Who are you?” I asked

Daniel, you don’t
remember? We’ve met before. I was really
having a hard time placing it, until I considered my surroundings
and saw the door start to open. I was hoping to welcome you back. I
was thinking that maybe you could finally appreciate the brilliance
of our sound proof rooms that cut off all sound coming in from the
outside.

“Van Stupid?”

Von Struppiter
Pigeons you idiot! My name is Marcel.

And I am
Oliver said the British pigeon whose feather’s
made it look like he was wearing a sweater.

 Jonah got a weird look on his face.

“What’s wrong?” I asked.

“His voice sounds familiar… ” he said.

“Yeah I know; we were his captives earlier.” I said

“No, I am just starting to figure something out, something I
should have figured out a long time ago.” He said slowly.

“What?” I asked, extremely confused.

It is about time
you figured it out, snickered the Smoker Voiced
pigeon.

You have been quite
helpful, said the British voiced
pigeon.

“Don’t you mean you are quite helpful?” I asked trying to get
them to argue.

Did I say that
wrong? asked the dismayed British
pigeon.

“I think you did” I thought.

No you
didn’t interjected the pigeon with the smoker’s
voice.

Are you sure?
According to the latest MLA handbook on
style …

“Style be hanged,” Said a voice frighteningly familiar. The
pigeons moved aside to make way for the new comer

“Who are you?” I asked

“Don’t you recognize me Daniel Richards Stevenson?” asked the
voice. I was about to respond but she stepped into the light.

“Ms. McConway?” gasped Jonah.

“No, I’m her zombie, back from the grave to eat your
brains.”

“REALLY?” I asked wide eyed.

“No you idiot child, I am Ms. McConway. Do
you think that a bunch of pigeons could have carried this
operation off by themselves? Why else do you
think the base is built under my house?”
Suddenly it all made sense.

“Why are you trying to destroy all the squirrels?” I asked,
still in shock.

“Oh it’s all quite simple really. The pigeons are so much more
organized than the squirrels. It’s just a matter of time before
they become the conquerors,” she said with a Hitler like smile.
“Besides,” she continued “a lot of people are going to become
really miserable under their rule. Why else would I become an
English teacher if not to make people extremely
miserable?” She laughed as only English Teachers can. “I
ought to thank you though child.”

“Why thank me?” I asked angrily.

“Not you Daniel, why do you think things always revolve around
you? It’s Jonah I am thanking. How else could we have defeated the
squirrel base if we hadn’t used him as our little spy?” She said,
cutting me to the bone.

“But how did you get rid of his squirrel?” I asked. “Why didn’t
you do the same to me?”

“You always assume you are the important one!” She smiled as she
rubbed metaphorical salt into my wounded ego. “We never cared much
for you Daniel, but when we captured Jonah’s squirrel in the woods,
we realized we had quite the opportunity”

“So you have his squirrel?” I asked eagerly.

“Had! I am afraid his expiration date has come and gone. It’s
about that pesky girl’s time as well.” She said with the same
creepy smile

“No!” I yelled. I had to do something, but I didn’t know what.
The door opened behind them and they started walking out.

“Don’t worry too much children, you will be joining her.” She
smiled and turned to leave. “We will leave you now to
contemplate your future. Or the lack thereof!” She
said.

 The pigeons seemed to laugh at her joke and the
door slid down. The room became dark again.

I never did like
your English class! Grumbled Fred

“That makes two of us” I thought, then I realized who I was
talking to. You’re back!”

I have been here
the whole time; they seem to be able to cut off my connection to
you in these rooms at will. Probably has something to do with that
audio enhancer they talked about.

“Can you talk with Jonah now?” I asked Fred.

I think I can. I
looove trying to get into minds that pigeons have
contaminated.

“Let me ask him first” I thought. I turned to Jonah to ask. He
looked pretty upset.

“You ok man?” I asked but he didn’t respond. I asked him again,
but he still didn’t answer. Worried, I reached over and touched him
on the shoulder. He jumped and instinctively grabbed my hand and
twisted it off his shoulder. He stopped when he realized it was
me.

“Oh sorry!” said Jonah. “When I put on these headphones I have a
hard time hearing anything else. My mom always says I am killing
brain cells, but I don’t really care right now.”

I have an
idea.

“What?” I asked.

You will find out
soon enough, but let’s hope Jonah’s mom is right.

***




 

Jonah




I felt pretty crappy about being used as a pawn in some crazy
pigeon plot. I know I didn’t have any control over it, and there
was no way I could have known, but I still didn’t
feel good about it. I reached into my pocket to
make sure my iPod was there.

It was almost “show time”. We were taken from our small rooms to
a large circular one with wooden walls. Sadie was tied up, the
squirrels were in cages, and the pigeons and Ms. McConway were
watching them. Fred told all the squirrels in the room to lock
their signals onto each other so they wouldn’t hear what I was
thinking.

Ms. McConway was giving a speech. “The rise of the pigeons is
inevitable!” She yelled triumphantly. “For years we’ve been the
pawns of the lesser members of the Three-Pact. Now we will finally
take our rightful place! We will be recognized for our greatness!
Today marks the rise of the Von Struppiter Pigeons!” Her voice made
me feel like I was back in school getting ready to take one of her
famous hour-long tests.

The pigeons corralled us all into the middle of the room. There
were a lot of weird glass boards on the ceiling; they were curved
and seemed to amplify her already loud voice.

“What is that?” Asked Daniel, “It looks exactly like the remote
devices the pigeons used to knock us out, except it’s much
bigger.”

I didn’t respond; I was trying not to think of the millions of
ways that Fred’s plan could go wrong. This had to work, or else my
mom would be a zombie for the rest of forever. The world would be
taken over, and I would be killed by the giant T.V. remote of
death.”

Ms. McConway finished her speech and all the pigeons chirped
loudly in approval. I didn’t realize that the pigeons understood
English, but I guess it made sense that they could. I looked at
Fred to see if it was time to start yet, he shook his head. I
watched as Ms. McConway picked up the giant remote. It was the size
of a small T.V.

Daniel’s eyes got wide. “If the small remotes knock us out, the
big ones will … ”

“Probably kill us, I know” I said, feeling about as brave as a
hobbit facing a dragon.

“I hope whatever you have planned works, because I don’t want to
stand in front of that when it gets turned on,” said Daniel.

I looked around for the smoker voiced pigeon. He had a
distinctive red feather on the top of his head, but I couldn’t see
him anywhere. Fred told me to wait for the smoker pigeon before
starting, but I didn’t know how much more time we had.

“First, we will execute the squirrels who are guardians of the
humans foolish enough to attack us.” Said Ms. McConway, “There are
only two here! The other one seems to have passed away earlier.”
The pigeons chirped in excited approval. Four of them pointed
remotes at Pyro and Fred while two other pigeons carefully opened
their cage.

“Any minute now would be nice,” said Daniel. He was extremely
irritated! I desperately searched the crowd trying to find smoker
voice. He had to be here somewhere, but he was
lost among so many birds. There was probably one pigeon for every
person in Aberdeen.

“They’re almost in the center of the room, right where the big
remote is pointing!” said Daniel urgently. I frantically glanced
around the room, but still couldn’t see him. The
plan wouldn’t work without that pigeon. I had to be careful not to
think about the plan in the room, or else I would give it all away
too soon. Unless …

“I wonder what the difference is between the spelling of Desert
and Dessert” I thought. Hopelessly hoping it would work, because
Pyro and Fred were below the deathly remote.

That difference would be how many ‘S’s there are
in …  The poor guy never got a chance to finish his
sentence. I quickly put on my headphones and cranked up the volume
all the way.

“Let’s see how you guys like Sum 41!” I thought as I ran toward
the center of the room.

At first nothing happened, but then the pigeons started to go
berserk and some even fainted.

What happened next was like Lord Voldemort chasing a bunch of
hobbits, except this time I was Lord Voldemort and the pigeons were
the hobbits. I couldn’t hear anything but the music, but every time
I went near the pigeons they would scatter. They banged into each
other and crashed into walls. My brain transmogrified the music
into a frequency that destroyed their hearing. Some of them tried
to attack me with their beaks, but when I focused on them they
crashed like the Hindenburg. They tried to get into my head to stop
me, but instead they would go berserk.

I watched Daniel rescue Sadie, Pyro, and Fred. I almost started
laughing because for the first time in a long time I was the one
doing the chasing. No more being left in the woods alone, no more
crawling through sewer pipes, no more feeling like the odd man out.
This was my time to shine.

“I am different, weird, and a little bit nerdy,” I thought “but
this nerd is kicking your butts. You may be a giant Death Star, but
I am Luke Skywalker! Prepare to get schooled.” The scene grew more
and more chaotic. The pigeons ran into each other left and right.
All because I was willing to kill a few brain cells by listening to
LOUD hard rock like Sum 41.

Ms. McConway realized what I was doing and yelled something to
the pigeons and pointed at me. I ran right at the pigeons. Could I
help it if they were using the Doppler Effect against themselves?
Their von stupider behavior was all the better to help me beat them
as they ran toward me. They all fell down. Then Ms. McConway picked
up the remote and pointed it at me, but Fred and Pyro jumped on her
and she ran around and round in circles trying to get away from
them. Sadie was freeing the squirrels. They all ran out of the
basement as fast as they could. Daniel grabbed the remote and hit
it against the wall trying to break it. It left a crack in the
wall, but it looked undamaged, so he hit it again. This time he
broke a hole in the wall and thousands of termites came pouring
out.

Sadie screamed. I tried to ignore them as I continued chasing
the last few pigeons out of the room. To my surprise the termites
started attacking the pigeons on the ground.

I took off my head phones and shouted at Daniel, “What are they
doing?”

“I don’t know!” Shouted Daniel, “But let’s get out of here.”
Sadie ran out of the room and he followed. I was just about to
follow until I noticed that the termites were way too …
 sentient for this to be any random attack.

“Fred!” I shouted.

I am a bit busy at
the moment.

“What are the chances of there being another mind controlling
creature, some other creatures that are trying to take over the
world?” I wondered.

Impossible, we
would have known about it by now!

“What about those termites there?”

Fred paused. I
guess there is only one way to find out.

I put my headphones back on, turned up the music and ran towards
the termites. Ms. McConway screamed. I turned, shocked to hear her
voice through the blaring music on my headphones.

“So you have discovered us boy,” said Ms. McConway, but the
voice was not her own! She became completely rigid and her eyes
glazed over. Pyro and Fred carefully jumped off and ran away.

The worst part of the entire event was her creepy Voldemort
smile. “You are too late to stop us! For thousands of years our
ancestors have been preparing for this. Were you foolish enough to
actually believe your ancestors were the only ones in that tree?
You and your pathetic Three-Pact!

When lightning struck that tree there was someone else in it! We
are Immortales ad Termite – The Undying Termites! We will never be
defeated!”

“Fred said that makes a lot of sense” said Daniel. “Whenever the
Three-Pact worked together, there always seemed to be something
else tearing them apart.”

“Now it’s time to get rid of all you pathetic squirrels and
pigeons, so easy to manipulate! You −”

“WATCH OUT, BEHIND YOU!” screamed Sadie. I jumped forward,
narrowly missing the avalanche of Termites.

I put on my headphones and tried to focus on the Termites. I
tried to avoid stepping on the huge mass of bugs and pigeons that
were on the floor.

A thought came to me. I took off my headphones and turned to
tell Fred, “Tell all the squirrels to get back in here and help get
the pigeons to safety!” I shouted.

What? You’ve got to
be kidding!

“Trust me!” I shouted and put my headphones back on. The sound
didn’t seem to bug the termites as much, but they still tried to
stay away from the focus of my thoughts. I ran into the middle of
the room. I heard Sadie screaming something from behind me, but I
didn’t listen.

I picked up the giant remote. . I screamed as several of them
climbed up my leg and began biting me. The remote had an intensity
knob and a fire button. I turned the intensity to half and I pushed
the button. All the termites in the target path of the remote
collapsed. No one had started helping the pigeons yet.

“Get everyone out of here!” I shouted again. The squirrels were
resistant at first, but when I yelled at them a few more times they
saw the termites, and started taking pigeons out by the dozens.

I told Daniel and Sadie to take Ms. McConway out. She had
fainted after speaking for the termites. I kept shooting and
clearing a path with my music and mind, and then running away
trying to avoid more termites.

Soon there were only a few pigeons and squirrels left. I tried
to get all the termites to the center of the room by running in
circles around them. They all worked together as a cohesive body to
fight me off, but I kept blasting my music and shooting the remote
at them.

When Sadie, Daniel, Ms. McConway, all the pigeons, and the
squirrels finally left the room, I turned the intensity knob up all
the way! Pain filled my head like it had been dipped in the lava in
Mount Doom.

You may think
you’ve won boy! Came the raspy termite voice in my
head, but we have
only begun. Termites everywhere know of you. We are all one mind,
and if you do this we will be avenged. Join the winning side boy;
with you on our side we would be unstoppable.

I was weak but struggled to my feet, “No thanks!!! Hanging out
with termites just isn’t my style.”

Fool you will
regret this!

“Not today!” I said. Then I pushed the red button.

 










Chapter 10
The Impending Crisis


Daniel




I stared at Ms. McConway’s house, waiting for Jonah to come
out.

“Come on! … . COME ON! … ”

Don’t worry, he’ll
make it.

“I should go in there,” I said.

“Don’t,” said Sadie, “He told us to wait out here.”

“I know, but what if he is hurt? What if something happened?” I
said.

Look! said
Fred . Just then Jonah walked out of the basement. We could see his
jeans were shredded around his shins. His legs were bleeding from
termite bites.

“Quick, give me your jacket!” Sadie said as she took it and
ripped it into sheds.

“Hey! That’s my favorite sweat shirt!” I yelled.

“I am using it for bandages!” said Sadie without looking up.

“I know, but it’s still my favorite. ” I said.

Jonah laughed. “I am fine guys. Don’t worry about me, we have
bigger problems to worry about. Those power hungry termites have
infested the entire planet. They are trying to take over
everything.”

“Pyro says the squirrels are notifying bases all over the world
as fast as they can. Some British pigeon said the Von Struppiter
pigeons would do the same.” said Sadie.

“We have to learn to work together if we are going to beat the
termites.” Jonah said “We have to bring back the Three-Pact.”

It won’t be
easy said Fred! I echoed Fred’s words so
Jonah could hear.

“No it won’t!” he agreed. “But, the only way we even have a
chance is if we are unified against them. That … and this” He
said as he lifted the giant remote. “We need as many of these as we
can get our hands on.”

 “What are we going to do with her?” asked Sadie as Ms.
McConway began to mutter. Can we lock her up in her basement to see
how she likes it?”

“She probably won’t remember anything that happened. The
termites took control of her brain.” Said Jonah! “She’ll be fine
when she wakes up. She just needs to have her house sprayed for any
termites I might have missed.”

“Oh,” said Sadie, I could tell she felt bad for what she said,
but probably not too bad.

“We can worry about the fate of the world tomorrow. I think we
all need is some R and R now.” I said. Jonah and Sadie agreed. We
helped Jonah walk home. Thankfully, his mom didn’t greet us with a
knife. We told her we’d fallen into a termite nest in the woods
while running. She was worried, and decided to take Jonah to the
doctor to make sure he was ok, first she gave us several of her
famous Double Chocolate, Chocolaty Chip Cookies (© 1987 Mama
Pugmire) first.

I walked Sadie home. I had wanted some one-on-one time since the
stinky tunnel. . I needed to apologize for the way I had blurted “I
love you” in the sewage pump.

“Sadie, there’s something I want to say … ”

“Me too” She said, “But you go first”

“I just wanted to apologize for saying, I mean … I want to
apologize for where I said … I mean.”

“Fred, some help about now would be nice.” I thought.

Sorry, you’re on
your own with this one! Even I don’t know how to speak with the
female mind.

“Thanks Fred! You’re a real help.” I thought sarcastically.

“No!” Said Sadie, “Don’t apologize, well I mean … yes, you
did pick the worst place ever to say those words.” She laughed and
I turned my head so she wouldn’t see me blushing. “But,” she
continued, “I just didn’t know how to react. No boy has ever liked
me before. But, I had just lost Pyro a few moments earlier …
and it was more than I could handle!”

“First guy to ever like you?” I asked incredulously. “That can’t
be true! Every guy I know thinks you are amazing. Just ask Fred to
read a few minds and he’ll tell you!”

Leave me out of
this!

Sadie laughed. “I’ll just take your word for it. Either way, you
are the first one to ever actually say that you
like me. To be honest, I hadn’t really noticed you until
yesterday.” My heart sank! ”Here we go” I thought. “The girl I’ve
loved for two years, now thinks I am a weirdo because my timing
stinks!”

Stop being so
dramatic! Fred said.

“Over the past two days I’ve gotten to know you and Jonah better
than anyone else I’ve ever known!”

“And … ?” I thought, waiting for her to tell me off! We
were almost to her house, so this had to be the end.

“And … ” she said “I have loved every moment! I don’t know
how I really feel about you yet, but I am willing to take the time
to find out.”

I smiled and did an awkward half-laugh. Then I blushed and felt
embarrassed. Sadie half laughed and half snorted, and kissed me on
the cheek.

“See you later squirrel boy!” She said as she as she walked into
her house.

I smiled. I couldn’t imagine anything I’d like more than to
spend more time with her.

Alright lover boy,
enough fantasizing!

I laughed “Thanks for ruining the moment Fred!”

My pleasure! That’s
why they pay me the big bucks.

“Fred, I’ve been thinking about this brain connection we have,
and I think we are missing out on several key opportunities
here.

Like
what? asked Fred.

“Like, for instance, history tests?” I replied.

Isn’t that called
cheating?

“Since when has using your brain been called cheating?”

I am not your
brain! I am a highly intelligent squirrel!

“Ah come on, you should help me.”

Helping humans on
tests violates Squirrel Ordinance 27.

“Since when did you start following the ordinances?” I said with
a laugh. Things were going to change around here! I could feel it.
But, for right now, despite the impending crisis, everything felt
perfect!

 

The End
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