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Prologue
Home Sweet Home-Planet



			I can’t run any faster, and I feel them bearing down on me. Run! I scream inside my head. Giant, robotic bugs are chasing me through the jungle, and they are closing in. I have to think fast. I jump over a thick bush and land with a tuck and roll. Turning over, I see them all leaping on top of me! Ants, roaches, bees, Ahhhhhhhh! I can’t get away. My arms are heavy, and I can’t move my legs.


			“Whaaaaa . . . Huh? . . .” Looking around in a panic, I realize that it’s my recurring nightmare. Again!


			[image: ]


			My heart is pounding, and I’m sweating, but relieved to find myself alone in my own room, in my own bed. Well, one tiny spider in the corner of the ceiling. But we have a deal: if the spider stays up there and leaves me alone, I will leave her alone. After our experience on Bilaluna, I have a new respect for insects.


			I collapse onto my pillow. I should explain and tell you what happened to Matt, Celeste, and me on the second most unbelievable, intergalactic day of my life. I say the second because it has happened to us once before. Matt and I got sucked through the wormhole radio in the garage attached to our space club, where we were watching our favorite TV show, Star Trekkers. We ended up on planetoid Shnergla, whose aliens thought we were heroes coming to save them from some intergalactic bullies. Imagine us heroes! Then, our new friend Celeste had a cosmic conniption in our clubhouse and accidentally activated the wormhole radio again! We all landed on the moon Bilaluna and helped the cyborg alien insects save their dying world. They had a climate disaster that I hope we can avoid here on Earth. It’s the second time that the radio has taken us to a planet that needed our help with a life or death situation.


			You don’t believe me, right? Yeah, sure, you’re thinking, ‘A portal to outer space in your garage! Intergalactic bullies and insect cyborgs! Ha!’ Well, I have proof; Matt and I can read each other’s minds with ESP. It’s a gift we got from the Supreme Leader of Shnergla. It comes in handy for taming bullies and reading alien thoughts.


			On planetoid Shnergla, I found out that my Grandpa had gone through the portal too when he was young. Bam! That blew my mind! Now I feel like everything we had ever done together prepared me to follow in his footsteps and continue the adventure. I don’t think he meant for me to start so soon, but he died before he could tell me anything about it. I’m curious about what else is in those boxes of his stuff in the garage. The radio wormhole was wild enough, but I think he kept journals, and I feel like I’m ready to read them. It was tough for me when he died. I didn’t know how to handle it. But I’m curious to learn more about his adventures and what messages he left for me.


			I yawn and stretch and get out of bed, thinking about the question I want to ask Matt and Celeste today at school. Do they want to go through the radio wormhole again? Will they risk not being able to come back to home sweet home-planet Earth? Why? You ask. Is it worth the risk? Why do I feel some strange attraction to the cosmos? Gravitational pull, maybe? We were lucky the two planets we landed on were friendly and sent us back home. I could read his mind with our ESP if Matt were here, but he’s not, so I’ll let him tell you how this went down.


			










Chapter 1
Matt’s Slam-Dunk



			I can’t stop thinking about the basketball tryouts last week. I really want to make the team this year! I try to concentrate on what Mom always says, ‘Matt, you can accomplish whatever you set your mind to.’


			When I meet up with Hawk at school, we go straight to the gym bulletin board to check the list of who got on the basketball team. Mom was right!


			“Woohoo! I made the team!” I tell Hawk. I dance around him, dribbling an invisible ball.


			“That’s great, Matt!” he says, high-fiving me. Then we do our secret club handshake; we link fingers, do an interlocked fist pump, and click our NSA space-club rings together. “But look who else’s name is on the list.” Hawk and I look at each other and roll our eyes.


			Big Mikey made the team too. He isn’t fun to play with because he always hogs the ball and makes lousy shots. Mikey told me to try out for the basketball team because I’m half Black, so I wouldn’t be half-bad at the game. “Yeah? Is that why you’re so bad at basketball?” I shouted at him as he sauntered away, laughing with his buddies. I don’t like saying things like that, but Pop told me I have to stand up for myself, especially when it comes to bullies. I’ll show him; I’ve been practicing.


			“Of course, Stretch O’Neal made the team,” Hawk says, still checking out the list.
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			Stretch is our star player. He’s always there for the rebound and scores as the ball bounces off the rim or backboard.


			At practice, Coach Soggybottom tells me, “You made the team because of your defensive play, Matt. Keep up the good strategy!” And it’s true—I had the most steals of anyone in the tryouts. I know when the player on the other side is going to pass the ball, and I jump in and intercept it many times a game. I am quick, but I also rely on intuition. Or is it ESP? Coach says Mikey made the team because he’s good at gaining a position since he’s so aggressive. “Yeah, no kidding,” I say under my breath. Big Mikey is the school bully, and I’ve been avoiding him since Hawk and I fooled him using our ESP.


			We’re going to play our nemeses—the Bears from SSA Academy. They beat us by a ton last year in our first game. I see Hawk in the hall. “Hey dude, are you coming to see the Panthers take on the Bears today after school?” I ask him. “We need all the cheers we can get!”


			“Yeah, sure, Matt! I’ll see you there,” he answers, hurrying into Mrs. Bupkiss’ class. Hawk is so distracted these days. I think he’s still a little down since his Grandpa died. He wants to find his Grandpa’s diaries to read about his adventures in space. Unfortunately, they’re in the same ‘black hole’ box with the radio. I’ll help him look for the diaries, but I don’t want to go near that radio ever again.


			***


			We’ve been playing great, and the game is tied with only 20 seconds left. The score is close because Stretch has been popping in all of Mikey’s rebounds. But right now, we’re doomed! Stretch fouled out of the game on the previous play. Their star player sinks his first foul shot, and they go up by one. Luckily, he misses his second foul shot, but without Stretch, the other team gets the rebound. They pass it around to stall for the rest of the game. I lunge for one of their passes. I can’t intercept it, but I knock it away, and it goes right to Mikey. Even though Brad, one of our best shooters, is open, Mikey hogs the ball, as usual, and goes up the court himself. With only three seconds left on the clock, he throws up one of his lame shots. I crash the boards to try for the rebound. The other team’s forwards are almost as tall as Stretch, so I’m sure I won’t make it. Yet somehow, I slip through and get into a good position. I jump up as high as I can, noticing that Celeste is on her feet in the stands cheering me on. Mikey’s shot is way too high and hits the backboard above the rim. Here’s the weird part—I am airborne and catch the ball as it bounces off the backboard, then I slam-dunk the ball just as the buzzer goes off!
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