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Nimbla Moony

imbla Moony d'ippfd and swuﬂi:red thro ugh
theoclouds, tightly grasping onto her
[hyinghorse, Ziggy. “Faster, Ziggy!™ she

cried. #There isn't a moment to lose!”

Sorava could almost feel the breeze on her
face and the tickle of the horse’s mane bluwing
in the wind. Just then, Soraya’s mom ruined
mryﬂling b} striding into the kitchen. Q‘Llil:k
as a flash, Soraya slipp-ed Nimbla Moony and the
Rescue Mission behind her back.



“Whar are you Iem:ljng, Sorayal” her mom
asked, pouring herself some coffee.

“Nnﬂ]ing." Soraya shifted in her seat as she
pushed around bits of egg on her plate.

“Is it those comic books again? Ir’s that
Mimbla Noomy character, isn't it?”

“Nimbla Moony,” Soraya said loudly. Then she
muttered, “I ber Nimbla Moany never had wo

eat eggs, ever.

“Stnp pla].ring with your food, and cheer up.
Your field rip tu::da_',r will be a blast. You El‘i'-':l}'&
loved the aquarium when you were licele”

“Back chen Tthought all the fish were aliens.”
Sl.'.ll'“.'l}':l said, squishing her eggs with a fork
“Nowl'mten, and I know thE].r'tE just from the
oecean: Plus, back then I didn’t have ro go with

my class”

“Whart's so bad abour your class? Her mom
put down her coffee cup.



Eum}':a upened her mouth to sav that real
pe-::p]e were b-uting, not like the characrers in

comic books. Instead she said, “I rold you before,
Mom. My whaole class thinks I'm a weirdo.”

Her mother pressed her mouth into ‘@ chin
line. It was the “I’mrdisappuintedrandrﬁu—nutr
Even-tr}'ing-mrhide-it" face.

“Well, maybe if you stopped ignering them,
they wouldn't think that”

Soraya rolled her eyes. Moms had no clue.
Why couldn’t she have Nimbla Moony's life?
Nimbla had hacched our of a mag'u::a] €gg on the
planet Zybon. Therefore she had zero experience
with ANNOVIiNg parents.

“Amyway,” her mom said, “]:-Eing ditferent is
3 Eum:l thing.‘"
How would you Enow? Sorava thuught_ Bur

Soraya didn't say that either. She remembered
all the sideways looks the other kids gave her.

Or the_v would say, “You're so weird, Soraya.”



Like the rime Lola was crying because she
had gotten a bad grade. Soraya told Lola to
do what Nimbla Moony recommended —hold
a funeral for the bad grade, at the Bad Grade

Gt:we_vard. On the moon.

This didn't g0 OVET Very well with Lela. She

had avoided Eura}ra ever SInce.

Anorther time, Frankie had said he was scared
of the dark. Soraya suggested he try asking the
E;hnst of his dead guinea pig to protect him.

That time, Frankie's mother had called

Soraya’s mother to n:umplain that Soraya had
EIven her son nighl:ma.tes.

How could her mom pessibly understand
what it was like to be the weirdest kid in fourth

gra.::le? Soraya’s mom was Exceedinglj' normal.,

She had a normal ju]:r and wore normal heige
clothes and said normal th.ings.

Sl.'.ll'“.'l}"‘.'l ECDDEE-EI. EID'LI.'[I.d (uinl hEl' C].'lEI.i'l'.
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“You lnow, Mom, Nimbla Moony doesn't
even bother with people. She mostly talks to

her horse”

“I don't want your hero to be a comic book
character who mostly talks to a horse,” Soraya's
mother said, Carrying their dishes to the sink.
“I want you to make a friend who isa rmfpcr.sun.
Maybe you can try that on this aquariom crip?”

“I doubt it,” Soraya mumbled.

When Soraya looked up, she felt guilt}r_ Her
mom was trying tothide ir, but she was wearing
the worst face of all. The worried face.

“GGo finish getring read}' for school. And,
Soraya, don't take any comic books with you.”

Soraya shoved her bag lunch into her

backpack and ran up to her room to get some
pencils. She stopped in front of her dresser.

There was an old framed pl‘mtn of Soraya and
her parents from when she was in lcinderga.tten.
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It was strange to see her dad smi]ing. That
wasn't how Soraya remembered him. He had
left her and her mom years ago. Before he left,
he had frowned an awful lot. At her.

“Whar are we going to do with you, Soraya?
he would say.

Eum}u knew EIECtl}' whar that meant. It was

1 grown-up’s wav of saving. You're so weird.
g P ¥ ayIng,

Soraya’s fists clenched. She hadn't ralked o
her dad in vears. Even het mom didn't know

whete he was.

Her mom wold Soraya it wasnt her faule

that her dad had left. Sometimes it was hard to
believe thar, though. She wanted to throw the

Phc:tu across the room.
“Almost tead}r, SDIEF‘.'-I?“ her mom called our.

Soraya gra]:rbed two of her favorite Nimbla
Moony comics. She rolled them up and srutfed
them into her l:I-E.EI{PElEIL.
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