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CHAPTER 1

On the city streets of Megalopolis, a lone runner huffed
and puffed, struggling to reach the finish line that had
finally come in to view after three hours of running. His
name was Johnny Crumb. A young man who had
dreamed of fighting crime since the earliest days of his
childhood. He was near the end of the Police
Department’s running course; the last part of the test for
becoming a rookie Police Officer. His dream was finally
within reach. Johnny's chubby legs kept moving, PLOP
PLOP PLOP, along the sidewalk at such a slow pace that
he was practically walking. But with every step he saw the
finish line grow closer and closer, causing new energy to fill

his round body. His exhaustion faded away and was
replaced by excitement, the thrill of victory.
"I'm going to do it." He said to himself.
Just before he crossed the line he noticed the official
time keeper for the running course, kicked back in a lawn
chair fast asleep. Johnny thought that was a bit odd, but
quickly put it out of his mind as soon as his feet crossed the
finish line.
"I made it! Woohoo!" He shouted out. Then he stopped
and bent over trying to catch his breath. After a few
seconds he straightened up and celebrated some more.

He did a little dance and then shouted, "Yes! I'm gonna
be a policeman!"
Johnny came to a stop and looked around at the back
lawn of the police station where the running course had
ended. He was surprised that there weren't more people

around to celebrate his victory. Other than the time keeper
who was still asleep, there was only Police Chief Copley,
who Johnny had met earlier, and one young man. The two
men were in conversation, trying to ignore Johnny's loud
celebrations. Johnny went over to where they were
standing. He huffed and puffed some more than he looked
at Chief Copley and said, “I made it sir. I’m your newest
police officer. When do I start?”
Copley chuckled to himself, then said, “I’m sorry to
have to break this to you son, but the only new policeman
I’ve got is Jenkins, here.”
Johnny said, “But, I did the running course in less than 3
hours, just like the recruiter said.”
The rookie Jenkins snickered.
Copley said, “That was 3 minutes son. You had to do
the course in 3 minutes. Jenkins was the only one to make it
in that time, so I gave him the job, almost three hours ago.
Now, if you’ll excuse us we have business to finish.” He
pointed in the distance and said, “The parking lot is that
way.”
Johnny laughed and said, “That’s a good one Chief. I
don’t even have a car. Ha ha.”
Copley decided he had wasted enough time on the
chubby kid with blonde hair, so he motioned to Jenkins to
walk with him, and the two turned their back on the young
man and began to walk and talk.
Johnny followed right behind them, listening in on their
conversation. He heard Chief Copley saying, “Like I was
saying, Jenkins, you'll start tomorrow. There is a big
competition between scientists going on with some really
high-powered weaponry. I need every available man to
be there, mostly to keep your eyes open for any low life
who might want to steal…” Copley noticed Johnny
standing right behind him. He stopped walking and turned

around, "I could have you arrested for listening in on police
matters."
Johnny only smiled and said, “I can be there tomorrow.
And I’m really good at spotting bad guys. I promise.”
Copley sighed, then said to Jenkins, “Why don’t you go
inside and change son. I’ll be there in a few minutes.”
Jenkins said, “Yes sir.” And jogged toward the police
training building.
Copley looked back at the annoying young man and
said, “Look, kid.”
“Johnny.”
“What?”
“My name is Johnny Crumb,”
Copley leaned forward, stuck his finger in Johnny
Crumb’s face and started yelling …

Their conversation was interrupted when Officer
Henderson returned and said, “Chief Copley I’ve just
gotten calls from Officer Hopkins, Jones, Lovitt, Smith, and
Williams. They’re all out sick with the flu and can’t come in
to work tomorrow.”
Copley got angry, “That’s just great! How in the world
will I have enough men to cover that large of an
audience?”
Johnny said, “You can count on me sir. I never get the
flu.”
Copley looked at Johnny Crumb and then looked
down, shaking his head as if to say, “no, I can’t believe
this.” He looked back at Johnny and said, “There’s no way
I’m making you a police officer, Johnny Crumb … but I’m
desperate. So, I can offer you a temporary position as a
Security Guard, just to have another body in a uniform. It
only pays minimum wage, but if you …”
“I’ll take it!” Johnny said smiling from ear to ear. “Thanks
Chief. You won’t be sorry.” Johnny couldn’t contain his joy.
He wrapped his arms around Chief Copley and gave him a
bear hug. It was a show of affection that lasted for less
than a second before Johnny was thrown to the ground by
Chief Copley. Before he knew what was happening
Johnny found himself lying face down in the grass with his
left arm twisted upwards and Copley’s knee pressed into
his back.
Johnny howled in pain as Copley pushed upward on
his arm and said, “Just because I’m giving you a break
doesn’t mean I like you Crumb. You got it?”
Between moans of pain, Johnny said, “Yes sir. Thank
you sir.”
One Hour Later, after Johnny had showered in the
locker room at the police training center and changed
clothes, he was on his way. As Johnny walked home, he

was so happy about getting the security guard position
that he didn’t notice that heavy rain clouds were rolling in,
blotting out the setting sun. As Johnny rounded the street
corner he came across one of his favorite places, Greasy
Donuts.
“This calls for a celebration.” Johnny said as he headed
inside.
Two hours later, the door to Greasy Donuts opened and
Johnny was pushed out by the owner, Gretta Greasy.
Once Johnny was outside, Gretta told him to get lost.

Gretta slammed the door in Johnny’s face.
Undaunted, Johnny shouted out, “Thanks Mrs. Greasy.
Have a good night.”
He tucked his donut box under his arm, turned and
headed down the dark street toward home. Lightning
boomed in the distance, causing Johnny to jump from the
noise. “I guess it’s gonna rain.” He said to himself. “I should
probably run home so I don’t get soaked.” But then he put
his hand on his round belly and said, “I think I’m a little too
full to run.”
Then he looked at the box of donuts that he was
holding that had once contained a full dozen freshly
cooked glazed donuts and said, “Wow, those were some
great donuts.”
Lightning boomed again, this time it was louder and
closer. Rain began to fall. Johnny felt the rain on his skin
and said, “OK, I have to run. So, maybe I’ll need something
to give me enough energy to make it home. Something
sweet and sugary.” He thought for a moment then said,
“But I was going to save these for midnight.”
Lightning flashed and boomed again. “I’ll find
something else to eat at midnight.” Johnny said as he
shoved the last two donuts into his mouth. Within seconds
he was choking them down into his already packed gut.
He felt like he might puke so he swallowed hard to keep
the donuts down.
The rain started pouring down. Johnny tossed the box
into a trashcan and said out loud, “I’m not sick. I’m not
sick.” Then he started running toward home, which was
only a block further down the street.
After three steps he had to stop from exhaustion. His
belly was too full and his body’s energy was zapped from
sugar overload. He stood still, in the pouring rain, trying to
keep from passing out. He reached a hand out to steady
himself and found a thick metal pole. He looked up at the

pole and saw the American flag flapping violently in the
wind. He was in front of a school. He thought how lucky he
was to have the pole to lean on. But it turned out to be the
wrong kind of luck. Yellow light flashed and a deafening
BANG filled the air as a lightning bolt struck the pole.
Electricity traveled down the pole and exploded Johnny
into the air, throwing him 100 feet. He landed in the goldfish
pond across the street in front of the pet store.
Johnny found himself lying on his back with most of his
body submerged in the pond. Only his face and his round
belly stuck up out of the water. A few seconds later there
was another BANG sound as another bolt of lightning hit a
power line next to the pond. One of the wires snapped
and part of it landed in the water, electrocuting Johnny.

It blasted him out of the water and threw him up
against the electric fence that surrounded the pet store.
Johnny sizzled and smoked for a few seconds until his body
fell backwards, spun around and then landed on his knees
on a sidewalk by the road. As he was about to tip forward

and land on his face an old lady came by who was rushing
to get home too. Johnny fell forward, bumping into the old
lady. She thought Johnny was attacking her so she pulled
out her taser and shocked him on the neck.
“Weirdo!” She said as she scooted past her attacker
and hurried down the street.
Johnny ended up face down on the wet sidewalk. His
body jerked and contorted from all the electricity that had
entered his system. Then he slept as the storm raged all
around. On the outside he looked peaceful with a big
smile on his face from the dreams he was having of fresh
donuts coming out of the oven. But, inside he was
changing, transforming into something less human …
something with incredible powers … something made of
flour and sugar.
Two Hours Later, after lying on his stomach in a puddle
of water with his face turned sideways for two hours,
Johnny regained consciousness. The storm had passed but
the night continued on. It was around 10:00pm when
Johnny stood up and stretched his arms and legs. He was
expecting to feel lots of aches and pains but he had none
of that. He checked his hands and knees for scrapes and
bruises but they were fine, not even a scratch. In fact
Johnny felt better than he had in a long time. With a new
bounce in his step, Johnny headed home. He didn’t even
notice the trail of smoke that was coming from his body.
Inside his small house, Johnny went straight to his
bedroom where he sat on his bed and pulled off wet
shoes.
His mother’s voice came from the other room, “Johnny
is that you?”
“It’s me Ma!”
She came into Johnny’s room and screamed, “Ahhhh!”
when she saw the smoke billowing off of his body. “Johnny,

are you smoking?”
Outraged, Johnny said, “No way Mom. You know I think
that’s a disgusting habit.”
“Well then what’s that smoke coming from your body?”
He noticed the smoke for the first time, “What do you
know. I am smoking. It must be from that lightning bolt that
hit me and the power line and the electric fence that
electrocuted me earlier.”
Mom said, “I’m so relieved. I thought it was something
serious.”
“Nothing to worry about Mom. Hey that’s a nice outfit
you’re wearing.”
Mom blushed, “Oh thank you.”
Johnny was referring to Mom’s cowgirl outfit, complete
with a brimmed hat, gun and holster, and steel-toed boots.
He wasn’t’ surprised by it at all because he knew his Mom
loved her TV shows, so much that her hobby was dressing
up like the characters on TV.

“What’s on TV tonight?” He asked.
With enthusiasm, Mom said, “My favorite western movie
is on tonight, The Gun Fighter and the Chicken”.
Johnny suddenly got excited, “Hey, that reminds me. I

got a job Mom.”
“As a gun fighter?”
“No.”
“As a chicken?”
“No Mom. I’ll be a Security Guard.”
Mom said, “A Security Guard? You’ve always said you
were going into the toilet cleaning business like your Uncle
Revis.”
“I always said that because Uncle Revis gave me
cookies every time I saw him. I wanted to be just like him
because he had lots of cookies. But I’ve changed my mind
Mom. I want to fight evil. That’s why I’m going to be a
Security Guard, starting tomorrow.”
Johnny sat on his bed and began pulling off his wet
socks that were still smoking.
Mom said, “Poor Uncle Revis. Maybe he can find
someone else to squirt the cleaner into the toilet bowls.”
Johnny ignored his Mom and continued, “I’m gonna
be at some kind of big event. The Police Chief is worried
that somebody might try to do something bad, so he said
he needed me to be there to stop them.” As his socks
came free from his feet, they both sparked. Johnny said,
“Ouch!” and threw them behind him onto a large pile of
laundry in the corner of his room
Mom said, “I’m proud of you no matter what you do
Johnny. I always knew you’d excel at something. I had my
heart set on the toilet cleaning, but I’ll get over it. Maybe
you’re meant to be the best security guard ever.”
“It’s in my blood Mom. I’ve always wanted to fight
crime.”
Mom smiled and said, “Well, your first assignment is right
here in your room.”
“What assignment?”
“It’s your room Johnny. It’s so messy it’s a crime. I’ve
asked you a thousand times to clean this room up. It’s a

wreck. And look at that pile of laundry. It’s huge and it
smells like rotten pineapples.”
“It does?”
“Yes. I’m scarred to get near it. Will you please clean
your room and wash your laundry?”
Johnny said happily, “OK Mom. I’ll get right on it.
“You … you’re kidding. You’re actually going to do it?”
“Yep. But I’m starving. Do we have anything I can eat
first?”
“Sure, we’ve still got a dozen chocolate donuts leftover
from yesterday’s lunch.”
“I’ll take ‘em.” Johnny said.
Mom went back to her television show while Johnny
began the task of cleaning his room while eating his
donuts. With each donut that he consumed, Johnny
noticed that he felt physically better and better. He yelled
out to his Mom, “These are the best donuts I’ve ever had.”
After six of the donuts were in Johnny’s rather large
tummy his energy level shot up, higher than it had ever
gone. His muscles got stronger and he started moving at a
speed so fast, that when his Mom peeked in on him she
could barely see what he was doing. He zipped here and
there in his room putting things away, cleaning up messes
and uncovering the floor.
It wasn’t long before the room was clean with the
exception of the giant pile of laundry. Johnny stopped
moving for a moment to prepare to tackle the laundry. But
the burst of energy left Johnny’s body just as fast as it
came. His body was feeling heavy and exhausted. “I think I
need a nap first.” Johnny climbed into his neatly made
bed and fell fast asleep.
While Johnny slept, the pile of dirty laundry bulged and
grew another foot taller as the mold that had grown on the
clothes over the past six months reacted to the electricity
from the wet socks.

Something evil was born that night within the pile of
dirty clothes. It moved slowly, inch by inch across the floor,
searching for more dirty laundry. With each stinky sock or
sweaty t-shirt that it consumed, the pile got bigger and
stronger. It had no eyes, but it’s sense of smell was keen
and it knew there was a lump of human flesh lying on a
bed in the middle of the room. As the night moved on, the
pile of laundry moved, extremely slow, in Johnny’s
direction.

