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Chapter 1
Grandpa’s Box



			I can do this! I can do this! My hands tremble as I reach for the box in the garage . . . “I can’t do this!” I run out of the garage and throw myself onto the orange couch in ‘Mission Control’, our space club. I pull a pillow over my head. I’ve been tearing my hair out, trying to convince myself that I’m ready to go through my grandpa’s boxes. After he died, my dad stored grandpa’s personal things in our garage. But now dad wants to clear everything out and put the car in the garage for the winter. 


			What dad doesn’t know is there’s a black hole radio in there that’s like a hyperspace highway to other planets. Matt, Celeste, and I got sucked into it by accident . . . three times! We’ve been to planetoid Shnergla, moon Bilaluna, and then a beautiful blue planet called Ka’Azula, where they make incredible azulizard pizza. No really, we had a pizza party, and the pizza was out of this world . . . literally! 


			I hear my dad’s voice call out from the driveway as he leaves for work. “Hawk, don’t forget to go through the boxes of Grandpa’s things to keep what you want, and we’ll bring the rest to the Goodwill.” I slide off the couch and onto the floor. I pull out my phone. I need backup. I text Celeste:


			Can you come over to UBSS like now


			What up I’m reading


			I was just about to go through my grandpa’s stuff and . . .


			 OMG . . . I’m coming


			Celeste is a member of our space club too, and she doesn’t waste any time getting to ‘Mission Control’. I hear her throw down her bicycle outside the door and burst in, panting. She looks all around, her eyes wide.


			“It’s okay. It’s still in there.” I nod my head toward the garage.


			“Phew!” Celeste breathes out dramatically, dropping onto the couch next to me. “So, how do you want to do this?”


			“Maybe we should carry the box in here, and if it beeps . . . we drop and run.” I’ve been thinking about this a lot . . . but I just can’t do it alone.


			“Let’s do it.” She gets up and pulls her worry stone out of her pocket. Rub-rub. Celeste has Asperger’s syndrome and needs her stone to help her focus.


			We walk to the door connecting the club to the garage, and I slowly open the door. 


			“Wait!” cries Celeste making me jump back.


			“What is it?” I whip around, breaking out in a sweat.


			“What’s that over there?” she says, pointing and rubbing her stone.


			“Sheesh, Celeste, you scared me! It’s just an old lamp,” I tell her as we walk into the garage.


			“Sorry, Hawk. I thought it was an alien. I was reading this book about scary aliens when you texted and . . .”


			“I don’t need to hear this now, Celeste. I’m really nervous, okay.” I gulp.


			She tucks her long red hair behind her ear then hands me her worry stone.


			I gently take the stone and feel the soothing coolness in my palm. I flip it over in my hand, and my heartbeat slows a little. I take a breath. “Over here.” I edge over to my grandpa’s boxes in the corner. Careful to avoid the box with the radio, I push the box that says ‘Books & Stuff – PRIVATE KEEP OUT’ in my Grandpa’s shaky handwriting. “This must be the one,” I say.


			Celeste and I each grab an end and carry it into the club. It’s really heavy. We place the box on the floor, and I take a deep breath before I open it. We peer inside as if an alien is about to jump out, but it’s full of the coolest stuff ever.


			“Ooohhh, what’s all this?” Celeste says picking up a bunch of rolled-up maps tied with string.


			“Look at this,” I say, pulling out a jar of rocks. “These could be moon rocks!”


			I look into the depths of the box, and under the space books, I see some diaries. I pull them out and open the one on top that says ‘Warning – Do Not Open – Property of Ray Bowie – June 1965 – May 70’. 


			I start to tear up. It’s painful to read his innermost thoughts about our relationship and the secrets he kept from me. We were so close, yet he had this whole other life that I didn’t know about. I open a random page and see my Grandpa’s familiar handwriting. I read . . . 
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			Russ is coming over tonight to watch ‘The Twilight Zone.’ I really want to tell him my great big secret. It’s so hard to keep this great big secret to myself. It’s like I’m living in a twilight zone.


			I skip a bunch of pages and read another passage:


			Maggie is so fun at school, and she’s even into space stuff. I wonder what she thinks about wormholes? I’ll recommend the book ‘A Wrinkle in Time’ to her tomorrow and see if she likes it . . . or believes it can actually happen. 


			I shuffle the journals around and find the one I’m looking for—the last journal before he died, dated June 2016 - June 2021. I start to open it, and then I hand it over to Celeste, “Here, can you read the passages at the end for me? I . . . I can’t do it.” 


			“Sure, Hawk.” She takes the journal from me and opens it up to a random page, looks at me, and starts to read . . . 


			Hawk came over with his folks today. I told him about exoplanets, and we talked about going camping to watch the Perseid meteor shower. The lad is growing up so fast. I have to tell him about the radio next time we go camping. 


			She flips some pages, then a few more, and reads . . . 


			It’s so important to let him know about the radio. We’ll go planet-hopping together for the first few times, and he’ll see that it’s better to take the radio with you through the wormhole to make it easier to get back home . . . 


			She stops reading and looks up at me, blinking. We are reading each other’s minds.


			Take the radio with us! OMG, why didn’t we think of that?


			










Chapter 2
A Pain in the Brain



			I’m so distracted in science class. I keep thinking about the wonderful things I’ve been reading in my grandpa’s journals. Grandpa was like a cosmic Indiana Jones or something! My mind starts to wander as I picture him in a brown fedora, expertly cracking his whip to fight off the bad aliens. Then he saves the pretty girl alien as they swing together across the chasm on his whip. My eyes close as I imagine I’m wearing the fedora, and I’m rescuing Celeste from the evil Pixies of Polaris. A smile spreads across my face as we swing across the galactic landscape on a bullwhip. Yippee-ka-y . . . 


			I’m jolted back to the present when I hear my name. Mr. Brainer is calling out the names of the ‘science buddy’ teams. My eyes pop open. Wait. What?


			“Earth calling Hawk. Hawk, I said you’re with Mikey . . .” Mr. Brainer fixes me with a stare before continuing to call out the teams.


			I’m wide awake now. How did this happen? I’m stuck with Big Mikey as my ‘science buddy’ for the end-of-year science fair project. Mr. Brainer said something about exploring science, inventions, and friendships. Great! I have to be ‘buddies’ with the school bully. At least he was nice last month when Matt slam-dunked his rebound to win the basketball game.


			“Looks like I lucked out this time!” Big Mikey’s voice booms out across the science lab. “I’m with space-boy, Stephen Hawking!”


			Oh, brother! This is going to be fun! And by fun, I mean no fun at all!


			“Hey, Big Mikey . . . errr Mikey,” I stammer nervously as he approaches my table. “Yeah, this is great!”


			“So . . .” he says, looking at me expectantly.


			“So . . .” This will be like pulling teeth, I think. “What should we do for the project?” I ask him.


			“I don’t know. You’re supposed to know.” He snaps, sitting down next to me because Mr. Brainer wants us to brainstorm topics for the project.


			“Do you want to do the volcano thing?” I ask him.


			“No, I did that already. Don’t you have any original ideas?” He stares at me and curls his lip, daring me to argue.


			Ugh. “How about magnets?” I ask. 


			“Too easy,”


			“Worms?” I offer. 


			“Too slimy.”


			“Clouds?” I say.


			“Boring!” he says, getting bored.


			I am wracking my brain now. “What about popcorn?”


			His head pops up. “Like, how do you eat it? I like mine with butter.”


			I think we’re getting somewhere. “More like, how do you make it? What does it take to pop a kernel of corn?”


			Mikey looks hungry. “Then can we eat it?”


			“Uh, sure,” I reply, eager to find a topic and end this painful conversation.
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			Mikey is eager to get to the part where we eat the popcorn. “Okay, so now what?”
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" “Read Black Hole Radio and let your imagination soar. It is curiosity and imagination
that lead to all discoveries. Don't forget them as you grow up.” - :
' — Marc Garneau, first Canadian astronaut in space
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