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Chapter 1
Life is But a Dream



			We’re back in ‘Mission Control’. I look over to see Matt snoring on the other side of the couch, using his awesome afro for a pillow. Phew! I breathe a sigh of relief.


			Beep, beep, beep, beep!


			“Nooooo, not again!” I cry, jumping over the back of the couch, hiding there. My heart is pounding in my chest.


			“Matt!” I hiss, trying to wake him up quietly. “Matt! Wake up!” I whisper louder. Matt comes to, looking groggy and confused.


			“Where am I?” he asks looking around.


			“Matt . . . I’m back here,” I say.


			Matt looks over the back of the couch with sleepy eyes, “What are you doing back there?” He scratches his head and rubs his eyes. “Hawk! Did it all really happen?”


			I shoot my eyes towards the closed garage door. “I’m not sure, Matt . . . but I just heard beeping coming from the garage.”


			“No way!” Matt yelps, jumping over the back of the couch. He lands with a thud, fully awake now.


			Beep, beep, beep, beep!


			“It can’t be!” he says, with eyes big as saucers. “We didn’t really travel through your haunted garage to another planet, did we?” He looks at me in disbelief.
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			I crawl out from behind the couch, away from the door leading to the garage.


			“I don’t know! I thought it was a dream too when I woke up. But how could we both have the same dream?”


			Looking down, I realize that I don’t have my club ring on my hand anymore and remember that Matt and I gave our rings to Dweezil and Zzznap before we left planetoid Shnergla.


			Matt looks at me strangely. “Hawk, did you just say that you remember giving our club rings to Dweezil and Zzznap?” he asks, looking down at his hand.


			“No, but I was thinking . . .” Whaaaaaaaaat! Did Matt just read my mind?


			“Yes,” he says, looking at me with wide eyes.


			“Okay, Matt,” I say urgently. “Think about something right now.”


			“Uh, okay,” he says, putting his hands in his pockets and shifting his feet.


			“No, I don’t want to know how badly you need to go to the bathroom!” I say, rubbing my head. “This is serious, Matt. I think we can read each other’s minds, like Shnerglers! Wait. maybe that’s the gift that She-Shnerg gave us before we left.” I pace around ‘Mission Control’, tearing at my tangled, dirty blond hair. “I knew it would be something weird and wonderful . . . but like ESP!”


			“But, but . . . that would mean that it’s all true and it really did happen,” Matt says quietly, as the realization hits us both at the same time.


			Beep, beep, beep, beep!


			OMG! We ARE the Worm-Ones!


			










Chapter 2
A Planetoid Far, Far Away



			Before I go any further, I should tell you what happened to Matt and me on the most unbelievable, intergalactic day of our lives.


			If you do not believe in black holes, wrinkles in time, wormholes and portals to outer space, you should close this book right now.


			Okay, I can continue.


			Matt and I were in ‘Mission Control’, the headquarters for our space club ‘Uranus is the Butt of the Solar System’—UBSS for short. We were ready to watch our favorite TV show, Star Trekkers, when we heard a beeping sound coming from the garage. At first, we thought the garage was haunted, but it was something much crazier than that! We discovered the beeping was coming from a small transistor radio in a box with my grandpa’s old stuff. Before we knew what was happening, we got sucked into an electromagnetic radio force-field and ended up on a small planet far, far away.


			I know crazy, right?


			. . . well now it’s beeping again!


			Beep, beep, beep, beep.


			“Hawk!” Matt hisses, backing away from the garage door. “What do we do?”


			Matt thinks I’m actually a genius like Stephen Hawking—the famous cosmologist I’m named after.


			“C’mon Matt, let’s get out of here! It wants to turn us into Worm-Ones again!” I run across the lawn towards my house, and as far away from the radio as possible. “Let’s go to my room. It’s early and my parents are still sleeping.” We slide into the quiet house.


			“Wait a sec. How come our parents aren’t out searching for us? We must have been missing for days,” Matt whispers, as we creep up the stairs and into my room. He looks nervously out the window at our clubhouse before collapsing on my bed.


			“No Matt,” I say, checking my phone. “It’s only Saturday morning.”


			“Like, where did all the time go?” asks Matt, pulling a pillow under his head, getting comfortable.


			I boot up my laptop. “I think it has something to do with Albert Einstein’s theory about space-time. Let’s look it up online.”


			“Einstein was a really smart guy who figured out that time slows down as you get close to moving at the speed of light, which is 186,000 miles per second. So, one day traveling through space could be like 50 years in Earth time.”


			“My head hurts,” Matt cries, putting a pillow over his head, “I wanna go to sleep.”


			“Einstein showed that time moves faster when gravity is lower, and the planet’s orbit is slower.”


			“Stop, Hawk, my brain is going to explode.”


			



				

					[image: ]

				


			


			“It’s simple, Matt—we went through a wormhole to get to Planetoid Shnergla and no time passed. But because the gravity and orbit speed of Shnergla are lower than Earth’s, time moves faster there than here. Even though it felt like we were on Shnergla for a few days, in Earth time, only a few hours passed. So, it’s Saturday morning. We slept in the clubhouse, after being gone a few hours on Friday night.”


			“All I can say is don’t wake me up until Monday morning. I haven’t slept in 3 light-days.” says Matt, falling instantly asleep as I crash out on the other side of the bed. I ESP: good night She-Shnerg. Good night Mung and Dweezil and Zzz . . .


			










Chapter 3
I Don’t Like Mondays



			Monday morning in Mrs. Bupkiss’ class I notice Matt fast asleep, face down on his desk. A few kids snicker and point as Matt starts snoring. Oh brother. There’s spittle and drool leaking out of his gaping mouth onto his desk. Eeeew!


			“Matthew Finn,” says Mrs. Bupkiss, loudly. You know she’s not happy with you when she uses your full name.


			“Huh, what?” grunts Matt groggily, looking around yawning.


			“Maybe you’d like to join the class and answer this question. Who was the first scientist to say that the sun was the center of the solar system and the other planets revolved around it and not the Earth, as people believed at the time?”


			Everyone turns to look at Matt, knowing that he has no idea since he snored through the lesson.


			Nervously, Matt looks around at the faces watching him and suddenly he says, “Copernicus?” He shoots a look over at me then looks at Mrs. Bupkiss’ surprised face.


			“That’s . . . um . . . correct, Matt. Now go to the board and write down the names of some of the other scientists that we discussed,” she instructs.
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			As Matt walks shakily up to the front of the class, he starts reading my thoughts and getting the answers. He not only writes the names of the scientists but what they were famous for, including Einstein’s famous equation, E=mc2. Mrs. Bupkiss hadn’t even mentioned that in the lesson, but I researched it on the weekend.


			Matt turns around smiling and some of the kids in the class start to clap. They thought he was going to fail miserably, but he knew all the answers. He takes a bow, and everybody claps, including Mrs. Bupkiss.


			After class, I meet Matt at our lockers. “Thanks for bailing me out, man! I didn’t know any of those guys. This ESP stuff is great,” he says.


			“Well, that was an accident. I didn’t mean to cheat. It just sort of happened, as I thought of the answers,” I tell him truthfully. “We better learn how to control this ESP thing or we’re going to know everything about each other.”


			Just then Matt is swarmed by some classmates asking how he saved himself and knew all the answers. Matt just shrugs. “That was way cool!” someone shouts as Matt gets swept along, down the hall and into the cafeteria. Suddenly, Matt’s very popular.


			As I watch them head down the hallway, I notice the new girl, Celeste. She’s a pretty girl with long red hair, but she looks nervous. She’s standing awkwardly by the lockers, trying to stay out of the way. Mrs. Bupkiss said we’d have a new girl joining our class and that she’s a little different. I don’t know what autism is, but I think that’s what she has. Mrs. Bupkiss said she may be shy and doesn’t like to make eye contact. What’s so different about that? Maybe she’s just a little geeky like me. It’s not easy to switch schools halfway through the year. Some of the kids think she’s weird, but I think she’s interesting and I like her red hair. Matt says we’re not supposed to like girls yet, but she is one girl I want to know better. I can read Matt’s thoughts, but right now I wonder what Celeste is thinking. I hope she doesn’t think I’m too geeky. Celestial Celeste, I think, as I am swept down the hall towards the cafeteria with the rest of the hungry mob.
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