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This book is NOT dedicated to Frank Gutenkunitz

and all the other jerky kids who for some

stupid reason loved being mean to me in school.

Nor is it dedicated to that way stuck-up

Ashley Warner and her dumb friends

Cheryl, Diane, and Becky, who all laughed

at me in front of everybody when I asked Ashley

to the Christmas dance last year.

I thought about dedicating it to

peanut butter and jelly sandwiches

because I really, really like those,

but that seemed like the kind of thing

some weird kid with no friends would do.

Paul Feig wanted me to dedicate this book

to his wife, Laurie, and say that she is his

“best friend” and “the love of his life”

and all sorts of other mushy, embarrassing stuff.

But there’s no way I’d ever do that

in a million, kajillion years.

And so I guess I’ll just dedicate it to you,

the very, cool, intelligent, classy,

and kind person who was nice enough to pick up

this book and read about my awesome,

dangerous, and totally true adventures.

Hey, bet you never had a book dedicated to you, huh?

You’re welcome.
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Uh…

We were sitting in mud.

Warm, wet mud that was currently soaking through the seat of my pants. As if our clothes weren’t dirty enough already from the last frequency we had just visited—a place with no washing machines, but lots of creatures who were more than happy to try to kill us any time of the day or night.

Karen and I looked around in a daze, realizing we weren’t back home like we thought we would be. No, we were in the middle of what I would have to call “nowhere.” I call it “nowhere” because it was completely empty.

No mountains. No hills. No trees. No plants. No grass. No buildings. No people. No creatures. No things. Nothing. It was just an endless flat world as far as we could see, like some huge broom had come down from the sky and swept everything off the face of the earth. The air was hot and muggy, and the sky was filled with big scary-looking black clouds.

I looked over at Karen, my sixteen-year-old hot-headed, kung fu–fighting friend. She was staring at this new deserted world with the same look she might have if she’d walked into a room expecting it to be filled with people she liked and food she loved but instead it was filled with all the kids from school who hated her and all the food she couldn’t stand and it turned out it was a Let’s-Beat-up-the-Person-Who-Just-Walked-in-the-Room party.

Karen and I looked back to see if the frequency transporter that had brought us here was still behind us. As soon as we did, the machine glowed bright white and then disappeared with a really low-pitched THUMP that made my ears pop.

“Oh, man… ” was about all I could say. Because without that transporter, it sure seemed like we were trapped in another frequency.

Again.

See, in case you didn’t know or don’t remember, Karen and I had just escaped from a different frequency. We had both ended up in that frequency because of explosions we had been in back home that had knocked us into the frequency next to ours. Oh, and in case you’re really behind on what the whole “frequency” thing means, I’m talking about different realities that exist in the same physical space.

You know, sort of like how a radio has a bunch of different stations inside it that you can select by changing the number on the dial? Or how your computer has tons of different websites inside it that show up if you type in the right address? The stations and websites all come out of the same radio and computer, but each thing that comes out is different. And it’s the same thing with frequencies.

The frequency we had just left was filled with lots of weird animal-like creatures who had been ruled by this former English teacher from my school, a guy named Chester Arthur who had also ended up in that same frequency because of an explosion. Mr. Arthur had gone kind of nuts and turned into a dictator who tried to make the creatures do everything he wanted them to do. But then they all ended up rebelling against him and chasing him and this other guy named Herbert Golonski, who was trying to steal their gold, out of their frequency. And when Karen and I got into Mr. Arthur and Herbert Golonski’s frequency-jumping machine to follow them back to what we assumed was going to be our home frequency, we ended up here….

Sitting in mud, in a deserted frequency that definitely wasn’t our home, with no sign of Mr. Arthur or Herbert Golonski.

…rrrrrrrrrrrrrrRRRRRUMMMMMBBBBLLLLLLLLLLLe…

Distant thunder rolled over our heads like a big bowling ball going down an alley in the clouds. We then heard what sounded like an audience applauding. But it wasn’t an audience. It was a major wall of rain heading across the empty landscape right toward us.

“Oh, no…” was all Karen could get out before the wall of rain hit us and swallowed us up, immediately drenching us. Actually, I think she said “oh, bleep,” but like I said when I told you my last adventure, I don’t think the super important things I’ve done as a Frequenaut should be filled with profanity. So I’ll just go with “oh, no” and leave it at that.

The rain was hot and came down hard in huge painful drops. We jumped up to run for cover but quickly realized that there was nowhere to run to. There was no possible shelter in any direction for as far as either one of us could see. There was only flat barren ground that was now quickly turning into mud.

As we got soaked by the rain, Karen looked at me and I could see she wanted to shout, “C’mon, let’s go!” But since there was no place we could go, we both just sort of stood there staring at each other like two stunned zombies. The only good part of all this was we were getting the much-needed hosing down we both required after having run and fought and sweated and crawled through dirt tunnels in the last frequency. But that sure didn’t make it feel any better, especially since it’s not really too much fun taking a shower with all your clothes on.
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“What do we do?” I yelled to her over the sound of the pounding rain, which was as loud as standing in the middle of a cheering crowd at a football game.

Karen glanced around, then stared at me with a look I’d never really seen on her face before—a look of total confusion.

“I have no idea,” she said quietly.

And neither did I.
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Not Singin’ in the Rain

My mom used to watch this really old movie all the time that had a scene in it where a guy who had just kissed this girl he liked was walking down the street and it was pouring rain but since he was all happy and in love, he didn’t care. He just started singing and dancing and acting like a total nut as he got soaked. My mom used to sing along when she’d watch it and smile and say it looked like it would be so much fun to do what he was doing.

Well, I’m here to tell you that it wasn’t.

I mean, maybe if I’d just kissed some pretty girl and was walking back to my house where I knew I could take a hot bath and eat a big bowl of cereal and watch TV as my clothes were tumbling around in the warmth of the laundry room dryer, I would enjoy it. But I was trapped in a world where I couldn’t get out of the rain and so I just had to wander around in the mud as I got wetter than I’d ever been in my life, which made me want to find that singing-and-dancing-in-the-rain guy and punch him in the face.

Karen and I were soaked as we walked for what felt like hours. The good thing was that this frequency was pretty hot, because if Karen and I had been stuck in the pouring rain when it was cold, I don’t think we would have lasted more than ten minutes without freezing to death. Not that walking around in hot rain was any kind of a treat. It felt like we were in some sort of greenhouse. I had been in one a few months earlier when our science class took a field trip. It was a pretty interesting place, at least until Frank Gutenkunitz found a bag of manure and secretly put a handful of it into my backpack. When we got on the bus to go home, it stunk really bad, and since it was coming from me, everybody thought I had pooped my pants. What a witty guy that Frank was. Being away from him almost made it worth being stuck in the hot rain.

I was tired from walking for such a long time. And we still didn’t know where we were walking to, which meant that we were now walking pretty slowly, like two people trying to find a house we didn’t have an address for.

“This is all your fault,” Karen suddenly blurted as the rain poured down on our soaking-wet heads.

“My fault?” I said in disbelief. “How is it my fault?”

“Because you were the one who said you knew how to work the machine! You were the one who moved your fingers over that computer screen. ‘Oooh, I’m so smart. I saw how Herbert Golonski did it. Just follow me. I’m a genius.’”

It was bad enough that I was getting blamed for being stuck in this frequency, especially after she had finally been so nice and impressed with me by the time we had left the last frequency. But it was her mocking imitation of me saying those sentences (which I had never even said) that was really insulting, especially since she made me sound like a five-year-old girl.

“Hey,” I shot back defensively, now sounding like a five-year-old girl. “Don’t be mean to me! You were the one who said we had to get in the machine in the first place! I was all set to stay there with Foo.”

“Oh, shut up about Foo. She didn’t really like you anyway.”

“What are you talking about? Yes, she did!”

“No, she didn’t. She doesn’t know what she likes. She’s like a cat that rubs against your leg. You think it’s all in love with you and then you see it do the same thing to the kitchen table.”

“Hey, she really liked me,” I said. “Besides, what does it matter to you?”

Karen suddenly slowed her walking and, after a few more steps, stopped altogether.

“Are you all right?” I asked, confused.

Karen just stood there, looking out at the horizon in that way you do when you’re staring but you’re not really looking at anything. And then, all of a sudden, she said, “I don’t know what to do.”

And then she started crying.

Now I had no idea what to do. It’s bad enough when people you know start crying because it puts you in a position of just having to stand there as you try to think of something to say to make them feel better. My mom cries at the drop of a hat and usually over really stupid stuff, like missing a turn when she’s driving to the mall or when she finds out our mean grandma is coming over for dinner. And I always just have to stand there and hope she’ll stop because I have no idea what I’m supposed to say. But when someone like Karen cries—a person so tough you just assume she doesn’t even have tear ducts—what do you do? It’s like trying to figure out how to cheer up a lion that’s been trying to eat you.

“We’re never going to get out of here, Iggy.”

“You don’t know that,” I said, trying to be positive, even though she was starting to make me want to cry too.

“Yeah?” she said as she wiped at her eyes. “How do we get out of here? Where do we go? Look around, Iggy. There’s nothing.”
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“But there can’t just be nothing,” I said, trying to be what my science teacher always called “the devil’s advocate.”

“Of course there can be nothing,” she said with a shake of her head. “Do you think every frequency has evolved life? I bet there’re lots of frequencies without it, just like none of the other planets in our solar system have anything alive on them. Herbert knew that this was one of the dead frequencies and he set the machine so that it would drop us here and now we’re trapped and there’s no way we’ll ever get out of this place. He set us up, Iggy. He got rid of us.”

I wanted to keep playing the devil’s advocate but, sadly, what Karen was saying sounded like it made a lot of sense. There was no way out of here without a frequency machine and there were no frequency machines anywhere to be seen. And there was nothing alive that could help us figure something out. We really were stuck.

And yet…

I suddenly realized I wasn’t in the mood to be so helpless, especially since I had just proven myself to be pretty resourceful in the last frequency we were in.

“You know what, Karen?” I said. “I’m gonna get us out of here.”

“How?” she asked, sounding surprised that I was suddenly so confident.

“Um… that’s the part I haven’t figured out yet. But I will. Trust me.”

She stared at me strangely, like she was trying to figure out if I was serious. I stared back at her to show her I was. For some reason, her being so depressed and ready to give up made me feel like I really was going to figure a way out of there.

“Be my guest,” Karen finally said without a hint of sarcasm.

Coming from her, that was the biggest vote of confidence I could ever have gotten.

I just needed to figure out what to do, which was the hard part.

As we both stood there in the rain and looked around, I saw the first positive thing I’d seen since we had gotten here.
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