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Guinea Pig Apocalypse

Galileo Ramirez had given up on his mad-scientist mom and mad-scientist pop ever coming up from the basement and making supper, so he was eating the second of this two peanut-butter-and-jelly sandwiches when the Guinea pigs broke down the basement door.

Galileo froze with one bite out of the sandwich as the basement door popped open, slammed against the wall near the fridge, and knocked the whiteboard with everyone’s schedule and notes to each other onto the floor. A pile of Guinea pigs that went up as high as the door handle slid out, wiggling and squeaking and rolling on top of each other in heaps. They got all over the floor and tried to all hide under the table, running away when Galileo kicked his feet back and forth.

The pigs bounced against each other until they found the open door into the living room. Galileo watched them spread over the floor in the living room like a furry carpet.

More and more pigs poured out of the basement, through the kitchen, and into the living room, until the pigs climbed up onto the couch and the coffee table and the entertainment center, onto everything.

“Mom? Pop?” Galileo yelled.

The smell of Guinea pig poop was everywhere, along with the skitter of thousands and thousands of Guinea pig claws and a sound almost like an electronic beep from thousands and thousands of Guinea pigs squeaking at each other as they pushed each other up the basement stairs and all over the house.

Nobody human answered, and he yelled louder. “Mom! Pop!”

Then a bunch of the Guinea pigs bonked into the table at the same time, shaking it. Galileo’s stuffed squirrel toy, Taquito, slid toward the edge of the table, and Galileo dropped his sandwich to grab Taquito before he landed in the big moving wave of pigs. The nearby Guinea pigs pounced on his sandwich with squeaks of starving delight. Galileo wasn’t sure what would happen if he dropped Taquito (or if he put his foot, which was only protected by a dirty sock) on the floor, but he didn’t plan to find out.

Galileo drank the rest of his milk, climbed on top of the table, and looked around the kitchen. The pigs were still pouring out of the basement, through the kitchen, and into the living room. Something crashed upstairs. They must be up there, too.

He yelled again, so loud it made his throat hurt. “Mom! Pop!” Still no answer.

Obviously, something had gone wrong. Very, very wrong.

He took off his socks, stuffed them in his pocket, squished Taquito into his shirt, and jumped from the kitchen table to the counter.

He landed with both feet on the counter, bonked into the cupboard, and started to teeter backwards over the piles and piles of Guinea pigs.

He grabbed the edge of the cupboard door and held on tight, breathing hard for a few seconds. His whole body shook.

As soon as he calmed down a little, he tiptoed along the counter until he reached the tiny window over the sink. He unlocked the window, turned around on his stomach, and slid out into the back yard. Some branches tried to poke into his feet from the bush under the window, but he kicked them out of the way, lowered himself as far as his arms would go—then dropped onto the cool grass.

He couldn’t go down the stairs, but his parents had a little window outside their mad-scientist lab. He walked around the side of the house. The afternoon was getting chillier and chillier, with leaves just starting to fall off the big trees near the street.

Galileo dropped onto his hands and knees, then lay on his stomach in the grass and tried to see what his parents were doing.

They were supposed to be working on a matter replicator. The way they explained it, a matter replicator was a machine that could make anything you wanted out of this weird kind of plastic goop, except the weird plastic good was really expensive, so they were trying out other things to make stuff with.

As far as Galileo knew, the machine wasn’t supposed to be able to make living animals. Like Guinea pigs. But obviously it was making Guinea pigs. A lot of Guinea pigs.

They didn’t look like plastic Guinea pigs, but what did he know?

Galileo leaned from side to side, trying to look through a crack in the curtains, but there was only darkness.

He knocked on the window. “Mom? Pop?”

Still no answer, except for a lot of squeaking and scritching.

He got up.

He wanted to break open the window. But he knew he shouldn’t. He paced around the house, trying to think—

Suddenly, a Guinea pig landed in front of his face. It squeaked weakly, its paws moving back and forth for a few seconds before it went still.

Dead.

Horrified, Galileo looked up. He had walked until he was standing under the kitchen window, and now a row of identical, black-brown-and-red spotted, short-haired Guinea pigs were all looking down at their fallen comrade. One of the pigs started to slide forward, squeaked in panic, and turned around scrabbled back inside before it could get pushed out.

Galileo knew he shouldn’t let the pigs out of the house—it would only cause chaos, confusion, and tragedy—but he couldn’t watch the pigs push each other out of windows in their panic to get outside, either. The ones inside must be crushing each other to death, if they’d gotten up to the window already.

He ran back to the front door (which luckily wasn’t locked) and opened it.

Row after row after row of stacked-up, shocked Guinea pig faces stared at him with their mouths open and their teeth sticking out for a second, and then they poured out of the door in an avalanche.

Galileo got out of the way in a hurry.

A furry mini-army poured out of his house. It was cute, stinky, and squeaky, and he worried about what would happen when they got to the street or to a house with dogs.

But it was too late to change his mind.

The first row of Guinea pigs stopped at the grass and started to eat it as fast as they could. The Guinea pigs behind them wanted grass, too, so they trampled over the top of the first row of pigs, squishing their faces into the lawn. Then, as soon as the second row of pigs reached the grass, they stopped and started eating, too.

Soon, there was a thousand-guinea-pig pileup in his yard, getting bigger every second—especially after the first Guinea pigs ran out of grass and tried to push their way forward again.

Galileo wanted to rush in the front door…but the Guinea pigs were still piling out as fast as ever. After a few seconds he gave up and went back around the side of the house.

The little pig on the ground under the kitchen window was still there, dead. Galileo took off his outer shirt and wrapped it around the pig. Poor little guy. He would come back later and bury him in the back yard.

Galileo took a deep breath and walked over the basement window to his parents’ lab. He pushed on the window; it wiggled a little. Maybe he wouldn’t have to actually break the window. He pushed again, but it seemed to be stuck—no, wait! He needed to pull it out, not push it in. He found a stick and jammed it into the crack between the window and the window frame until it slid toward him. He pulled it the rest of the way open with his hands. Victory!
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