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      #SPACECOWBOYS

    


    

      Shadows of the Past: A Girl Among the Stars

    


    

      Cosmic Ryder

    





    

      Foreword

    


    

      Welcome to a galaxy where snacks are alive, spacesuits squeak, and chaos is the ultimate superpower! This book tells the story of Lilli and Mia, two friends who, with a dash of madness, a load of Zog fruits, and a tentacle tyrant named Zippel, conquer the stars. 

    


    

      

    


    

      From exploding Moos-Muffins to galactic dance-offs—their adventures are as wild as a starfruit shake and as sticky as peanut butter.Joined by Zogglor’s crooked grin and a mysterious Chrono-Kugel, our Space Cowboys dive into a universe full of villains, snacks, and unforgettable friendship. 

    


    

      

    


    

      This story is for everyone who believes in chaos, nibbles on snacks, and knows never to trust a talking kangaroo.A special thanks goes out to all of you reading this, my supporters, and especially to Grok, whose support made this galactic journey possible. Thanks, Grok, for the chaos! Buckle up—the galaxy awaits!

    


    

      

    


    

      Cosmic Ryder

    





    

      Chapter 1: A Girl with Big Dreams

    


    

      The Quirky Expectations of Adults

    


    

      The quirky expectations of adults are like an intergalactic vacuum cleaner, sucking up everything we consider normal. You often wonder if they were ever kids themselves or if they fell out of a space-time continuum where laughter and carefree moments got erased. When they tell us to do homework while they watch the latest sci-fi movie, you’d think they’ve lost the concept of "fun" somewhere in the universe.

    


    

      

    


    

      It’s as if they held a secret conference to define the rules of adulthood and forgot to include smiling. When we venture into their world, we realize their expectations are like a spacesuit: heavy and often impractical. “You need good grades to get a great job!” Sure, but in what galaxy does a job quench the thirst for intergalactic adventures?

    


    

      

    


    

      Maybe I should write a book: 

      How to Suppress Your Dreams in School and Still Survive

      . It’d probably be a bestseller among teens who feel like aliens in the classroom. Adults seem to think growing up is a straight line—just push the right buttons. “Do what I say, and everything will be fine!” Of course, why not? Maybe I’ll pull an intergalactic magic trick out of my hat!

    


    

      

    


    

      It’s like they think we can achieve everything with a snap of our fingers, while we feel like a spaceship crashing into an asteroid. When we try to explain this, they look at us like we’ve fallen off the moon. Sometimes I wonder if adults have forgotten what it’s like to have dreams. They ask, “What do you want to do with your life?”—as if we need to fill out a resume for the intergalactic job office. “I might want to experience intergalactic adventures or pilot a spaceship!” I reply, while they nod with serious faces and suggest I pick a “stable” career. I can just imagine the faces of future generations hearing this advice: “What, you didn’t just gaze at the stars and rethink your life?”

    


    

      

    


    

      In the end, the expectations of adults are like a black hole full of doubts and worries. They pull us in and sometimes make us feel like we have to abandon our dreams to meet them. But we should take these expectations with a wink. Maybe we can remind adults that life doesn’t always go according to plan and that it’s okay to swim against the current. After all, we’re the generation that wants to dance with the stars—and if adults don’t get it, they’ll just have to deal with some intergalactic chaos!

    


    

      An Unforgettable Day on Planet Zog

    


    

      An unforgettable day on Planet Zog begins with a wake-up call that sounds like an oversized vacuum cleaner. Our brave, sometimes clumsy protagonist Lilli finds herself in a bright green bed with eyes and tentacles. “I wanted a new mattress, not a new creature!” she mutters as she wriggles free from the gently but firmly holding tentacles.

    


    

      Apparently, Zog offers not just a new dimension for adventurers but also the weirdest mattresses in the galaxy. After freeing herself, Lilli heads to the intergalactic breakfast buffet. Alongside bread and jam, there are shimmering, slimy dishes that look like living creatures. “I hope this isn’t still alive,” she thinks, bravely taking a bite of a pink lump and discovering it’s a delicious Zog fruit. “Almost as good as Mom’s pancakes—without the yelling!”

    


    

      

    


    

      Energized and full of spirit, Lilli tries the famous Zog roller coaster, which soars over rainbow bridges at dizzying heights. But she gets dizzy and wonders if she should turn the Zog universe upside down. “If I’m at it, I might as well lose my breakfast,” she laughs, clutching the grinning Zogian next to her, who comments on her antics: “Welcome to Zog, where the fun never ends and breakfast always surprises!”

    


    

      “  

    


    

      After the ride, Lilli visits the Zog Museum and learns that the Zogians were once driven out by a massive pudding storm. “That explains the nonsense history,” she murmurs, barely suppressing laughter as the Zogians, thinking she’s a comedy genius, chuckle around her. “If I’d known, my history class would’ve been different!”

    


    

      

    


    

      In the evening, as Zog’s two suns paint the sky in a dazzling display of colors, Lilli sits on a meadow filled with dancing Zogians. “I never thought I’d land on a planet where humor blooms and life is one big adventure,” she thinks with a grin. “If this isn’t the most unforgettable day of my life, I don’t know what is!” As she watches the last rays of the suns, she knows: Zog is not just a place, but a feeling she’ll never forget.

    


    

      Why You Should Never Trust a Talking Kangaroo

    


    

      Kangaroos conjure images of hopping through the Australian outback, with big ears and a cute joey in their pouch. But what if that kangaroo starts talking? It sounds exciting at first, but don’t let the charming voice and cheeky smile fool you. One thing is clear: you should never trust a talking kangaroo—here’s why.

    


    

      

    


    

      First: Who’s ever heard of a kangaroo seeking adventure just to offer you a “great deal” on intergalactic travel? Ask yourself: where did this kangaroo get its travel permit? Probably from a candy machine in an interdimensional supermarket. If it chats about the best Mars vacation spots and fills its pouch with glitter stones, find a better guide.

    


    

      

    


    

      Second: Talking kangaroos have their own logic. They can talk so convincingly that you end up handing over money and friends for an “unforgettable experience.” A kangaroo promising you’ll return from Mars without aging likely has a shaky time-travel plan. In the end, you’ll wonder where the last five years went—and why you’re stuck with a kangaroo sidekick.

    


    

      

    


    

      Third: Their eating habits are odd. While you’re thinking about dinner, the kangaroo has already emptied a trunk full of chocolate and chips. It grins and claims “tasty snacks” are the key to intergalactic travel. Sure! While you eat healthy, it raves about fast food and interstellar cuisine. Soon, you realize it cares more about snacks than you.

    


    

      

    


    

      Finally: A talking kangaroo as a conversation partner? Try discussing life’s problems. It spins wild stories that leave you torn between laughing and crying. When you bring up fears or relationships, it drifts into “philosophical” musings about munching melons. In the end, you’ll wish for a silent kangaroo.

    


    

      

    


    

      In short: Talking kangaroos promise chaos and fun, but trusting them will quickly bring you back to earth—with a kangaroo enchanting you with “truths.” Forget the charming kangaroos and stick to the quiet, hopping ones. In intergalactic adventures, your intuition is all that counts—and no talking kangaroo can teach you that.

    


    

      

    


    

      Chapter 2: The First Trip into Space

    


    

      The Countdown Begins

    


    

      Lilli could hardly believe it: She stood indeed in a real space capsule, which looked as if someone a mixer with a UFO had crossed. “That is yet no spaceship, that is an intergalactic smoothie-maker!”, murmured she, while she the blinking buttons and levers considered. The control room was stuffed full with screens, which like disco balls shone, and a seat, which suspiciously after an old dentist chair looked.

    


    

      

    


    

      “Ready for the start, Lilli?”, asked a tinny voice from the onboard computer, which itself “Captain Chip” called. Lilli rolled the eyes. “Captain Chip? Seriously? Could the designer no cooler name find, like… Intergalactic Master of Chaos?”

    


    

      

    


    

      Yet before she further could complain, began the capsule to vibrate, and a countdown echoed through the room: “Ten, nine, eight…”

    


    

      

    


    

      Lilli clung to the dentist chair – ahem, pilot seat – and felt, how her stomach a somersault did. “Perhaps I the Zog fruit should have left out”, thought she, as the capsule with an ear-deafening WUUUSCH took off. Through the tiny window saw she, how the planet Zog smaller became and the stars like fireflies on speed past-zipped. “Welcome in space, where the view breathtaking is and the weightlessness your hairdresser appointment ruins!”, blared Captain Chip. Lilli floated suddenly head-over and tried, her hair out of the face to blow. “Weightlessness? Nobody has me before that warned!” She grabbed for a lever, which with “emergency-snack” labeled was, and pulled thereon. Instead of a chocolate bar shot a cloud glittering star dust out of the dashboard. “Great, now I am a glittering catastrophe”, sighed she.
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