
The Beginning of a Great Friendship 

CHAPTER TWENTY-THREE 

First Big Adventure 

Sharks in Queensland, Australia 

It was spring break, and we were all in Florida, where my parents 

had decided to bring our family to a private beach. Andrew couldn’t 

come with us because he was on vacation with his dad. 

“The sun is out again! I’m going to the beach!” my brother 

Nelson exclaimed as he pulled the hotel front-room curtain back, 

revealing a cloudless sky. 

“I want to go to the pool!” Grace told my dad. Even though my 

dad could carry me into the water, I didn’t feel like going swimming. 

All I wanted to do was spend time with Mr. P. 

“Lil’ Bud, what do you feel like doing today?” Mom asked me as 

she pulled on a dress over her swimsuit. 

“I think I just want to relax in the room and play on my 

computer,” I told her. 

“The rest of the family will be sailing and snorkeling for most of 

the day. Are you sure you want to spend all day in our hotel room? 

Don’t you feel like coming out with us on the sailboat?” 

“I’m sure. I’m going to have fun right here.” 

“Come on, honey, we all want to spend time with you. Why 

don’t you bring your computer and come with us? I don’t want you 

to be cooped up in this room all seven days.” 

“Mom, will you quit worrying about me? I’ll be fine! Besides, it 

would ruin my computer if I got water or sand in it.” 

“Well, you can always call us on your cell phone if you need us. I 

left you a turkey sandwich and fried shrimp in the refrigerator, and 

there’s plenty to drink in there. Bye, sweetie, have fun!” Mom gave 
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me a kiss on my forehead and ran out the door, chasing after Grace, 

who was running down the hall in her bathing suit, with floaters in 

hand. “Now, Grace, put those floaters on each arm.” 

Finally, some peace and quiet! I looked out the window at the 

ocean and thought about what it would be like to walk barefoot in 

the sand. 

“Hey kid, quit staring off into space!” Mr. Pleomorph said. 

“My name is Lil’ Bud; don’t call me kid! And I’m not staring; 

I’m thinking!” 

“Okay, okay. Quit being a grouch and mind your manners, Lil’ 

Bud. Is there anything that I can do for you?” asked Mr. Pleomorph. 

“Well, I’ve been thinking…You said you can transform yourself 

into anything, from a skateboard to a jet plane. Why are we just 

sitting around practicing how to become invisible? Why don’t we 

start helping other people?” 

“What a great idea! You have such a kind heart, Lil’ Bud. It’s 

one of your greatest qualities. I have a feeling we are going to do 

many great things for people in the future.” 

“I hope so! Nothing makes me feel better than helping other 

people. Can you turn yourself into a submarine?” 

“Sure I can, Lil’ Bud. I can transform into anything you wish! 

Why do you ask?” 

“I want to look up at Dad and my brothers while they’re 

snorkeling underwater.” 

“We can definitely do that. Let me wheel you out to the beach. 

It’s a good thing that your parents were able to rent this private 

beach so nobody can see us!” 

In just a few minutes, we were out in the ocean, and I was seated 

in Mr. Pleomorph, now an invisible submarine. My private 

submarine was equipped with my joystick so I could continue to 

maneuver and control the direction Mr. Pleomorph and I were going. 

It was absolutely beautiful. The water was a deep-blue color with a 

sea floor covered with red, orange, and yellow coral. We were 
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surrounded by barracuda, dolphins, manatees, small sand sharks, and 

eels swimming about. We even saw a humpback whale off in the 

distance in deeper waters! 

“Wow, Mr. Pleomorph, you’re the coolest submarine I have ever 

been in.” 

“I think I am the only submarine you have ever been in, but I do 

agree that I am pretty cool.” 

“Is there anything I can do?” 

“Of course! Why don’t you hold onto your joystick? I will show 

you how to work your new submarine.” 

“All right!” 

When I sat in my Mr. Pleomorph chair, I could make Mr. P. go 

backward, forward, and even up or down just by barely touching my 

joystick. Thanks to its special design, I was able to grip it even with 

my stiff hands. With the push of a button, wolf-spiders could be 

released from their cages on the sides of the submarine. I could even 

turn Mr. Pleomorph into the best roller-coaster ride in the world! 

Was I dreaming? This could not possibly be real. I had to ask one 

more time: 

“Mr. Pleomorph. Can you really change into a helicopter, an 

airplane, a jet, or a skateboard?” 

“Lil’ Bud, I can change into whatever kind of device you want 

me to become.” 

“Cooooool, Mr. P.!” 

On the fourth day of our vacation, Mr. Pleomorph told me, “Lil’ 

Bud, I think you have become a real expert at handling your joystick 

controls. This comes at a great time because I have been picking up 

information from a nearby satellite that there is going to be a white 

shark attack off the coast of Australia in Queensland. I think we 

should stop those sharks. What do you think?” 

“Let’s go help. But do you think I’m ready?” 

“You certainly are Lil’ Bud. Trust yourself. I do!” 
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“But how do you know I’m really ready?” 

“I know because you are able to easily manipulate my controls, 

and you have a positive attitude. In life, most people have attributed 

their success to a positive attitude. We’ve got to get there fast, Lil’ 

Bud. Otherwise, those vacationers are going to have a horrifying 

trip!” In a matter of seconds, I saw a flash of light followed by a 

spinning sensation. 

“Hang in there, Lil’ Bud; I’m turning into a jet! Get ready to 

travel at Mach 10!” 

“What did you say a Mach was, again?” I asked, trying not to get 

nauseated from the abrupt movement. This was going to take some 

time getting used to! 

“Hold on one second, and then I’ll answer your question.” 

It took a few minutes for Mr. P to get off the ground and start his 

ascent toward the sky. He carefully maneuvered around a flock of 

birds, but soon we were fifteen thousand feet above ground. 

The sights were breathtaking! 

“A Mach is the speed of sound, or 768 miles per hour. So, Mach 

10 is ten times the speed of sound, or 7,680 miles per hour!” 

“This is incredible! I hope we’ll be in front of those sharks well 

before they get to the beach. Are we there yet?” 

“Lil’ Bud, as smart as you are, you still act like such a kid. I have 

already told you that Queensland, Australia, is twenty-one thousand 

miles from Tampa, Florida. By traveling at Mach 10, it will take 

about three hours to get there. So, looking at the time of our 

departure, we have about two hours and forty-five minutes left.” 

“That is going to take forever!” 

“Well, pay attention! You’re the one controlling the jet!” 

Mr. P. was right. I decided to take my job seriously and used the 

joystick to fly around birds, clouds, and other planes. If only the kids 

at school could see me now! They would want to talk to me and 

high-five me, instead of either ignoring me or calling me names. 
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A little over an hour later, Mr. P. announced, “I am getting 

information that we’re within a three-mile radius of the sharks. 

There they are. I can see them through my atomic-force vision. We’d 

better hurry. They are getting pretty close to the beach. Can you see 

them yet?” 

I moved the joystick down to begin our descent. 

“I can see them now. There are about three, I think. Oh man, 

there is a frenzy going on in the water. I think the people on the 

beach have spotted them, too!” 
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“Lil’ Bud and Mr. Pleomorph chased away sharks. 

Mircle Kid at the helm, shot wolf-spiders as darts.” 
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A few hundred people were running out of the water and 

screaming. Parents were grabbing their kids who were playing in the 

sand near the water, taking them to safety farther up the beach. Mr. 

P. and I were looking directly at those three sharks approaching that 

crowded beach! 

“I’ll fly you close enough so the wolf-spiders will land right next 

to those sharks,” Mr. Pleomorph told me. 

“Mr. P., I’ll open the hatch so they can do their job. Six, five, 

four, three, two, one, blast off!” 

Bullseye! They landed a few feet behind the sharks and swam 

toward them. As they approached, the sharks became scared and 

tried to eat the wolf-spiders, but they were too fast. As our wolf- 

spiders began biting the sharks, twelve-foot waves were sent toward 

the shore as the sharks thrashed about, trying to escape from the 

stinging bite. When the wolf-spiders let go of the sharks, all three of 

them turned and swam back the way they came, as fast as they 

could. When the sharks swam just beyond the horizon, our wolf- 

spiders swam back to us. We did not lose a single one! 

Everything worked out beautifully. 

I don’t know about Mr. P., but this was definitely the best 

vacation I ever had! Even though I didn’t like lying to my parents 

about what my wheelchair really was, I knew that at least for now, it 

had to be our secret. Besides, nobody would believe me anyway! We 

did a great job sneaking in and out of the room and transforming 

without anyone seeing us. The only time I got a little nervous about 

my parents finding out about Mr. P. and me was when, at the end of 

our trip, Mom turned to me and said, “It sure is strange that you got 

more of a tan sitting in the hotel room than any of us did outside!” 
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