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For Mom and Dad
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SPLOG ENTRY #1:

Star Bores

Dear Kids of the Past,

Hi. My name’s Bob and I live and go to school in space. That’s right, space. Pretty sporky, huh? I’m the new kid this year at Astro Elementary, the only school in orbit around one of the outer planets. There’s just one micro little problem:

SPACE IS STUPENDOUSLY BORING!

I mean, sure, you can spend about two minutes staring out giant picture windows at the infinite wonders of the universe. But then what? We’re so far from Earth, the television reception is terrible. And the only channel that does come in well is—don’t say I didn’t warn you—educational.

Beep just said, “Beep like watch Star Words! Learn from robot ABCD-2!” Beep is a young alien who got separated from his 600 siblings when they were playing hide-and-seek in some asteroid field. Then he floated around space for a while, until he ended up here. Sad, huh?

You know what’s even sadder? I was the one who found him knocking on our space station’s air lock door and let him in. Now he thinks I’m his new mother! But since he also thinks Star Words is a good show (even though it’s for three-year-olds), you can tell he’s a little confused.

But I still like him.

“Beep like Bob-mother, too!”

Beep is pretty good at drawing, so I let him do all the pictures for these space logs (splogs, as we call them) before sending them back in time for you to read. Just don’t hold me responsible if he only doodles his favorite Star Words alpha-bots.

Anyway, that’s my life. Enjoy!
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SPLOG ENTRY #2:

Party Invites from Heaven

Okay, I know I just said space was pretty much the most boring thing ever, but that was before I had to sit through our class history reports. Each student had to choose a book about a historical event and report back to the class.

After listening to Zenith drone on about the first moon missions, and Blaster share every detail about World War P, I didn’t think there was any history left. My brain was seconds from shutting down.

“Very good, children,” Professor Zoome said when they were done. “Sadly, we don’t have time for more today. We will resume on Monday with”—she checked her clipboard—“Bob.”

Beep clapped. “Bob-mother, yay!”

Gulp. I wasn’t even halfway through the book I’d picked out yet! I leaned toward Beep and whispered, “Luckily, she didn’t say which Monday.”

“And by Monday,” she continued, “I mean the day after the day after tomorrow.”

Beep clapped again. So much for a nice, quiet weekend staring out the window.

Lani grabbed my arm when I was halfway out the classroom door. Lani (short for Laniakea Supercluster) is my best friend at school who isn’t a confused alien. Not that I think about her a lot or anything, but “Lani” means “heaven” in Hawaiian. Of course, “Lani” can also mean “sky,” depending on—

“Hey, Beep! Hi, Bob! I’m glad I caught you,” she said. “Are you doing anything this weekend?”

My face grew hot. “Well . . . ,” I began.

“Great!” She pulled out a couple of envelopes. “Because I’m inviting you both to my birthday party!”

Birthday party? I broke into a cold sweat. “There’s not going to be a clown, is there?”

She shook her head. “No. Why?”

“My parents hired a clown for my birthday once, and I had to hide in a closet the whole time.”


[image: image]


Lani smiled. “No clown, Bob. I promise.”

“Whew. But, uh, what about a magician? Because there was this other incident—”

“No magician either.”

“Swell. And no guy in a purple dinosaur suit?”
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“Bob, how many traumatic birthdays have you had?”

I counted on both hands. “Pretty much all of them.”

“Well, this one’s going to be different,” she said. “Just be sure to bring a bathing suit.”

“You’re having a pool party?”

“There’s a pool in the water park.”

I perked up. “Water park?”

“Actually, where we’re going, there are three water parks.”

“Three water parks?”

“But if those aren’t your style, there are also sixteen amusement parks.”

“Sixteen amusement parks!”

“Though, if that’s too tiring,” she said, “I suppose you could stay in your room and surf the twelve million hypershow channels.”

I began to drool. “Tw-tw-twelve million?”

“It’s a lot, I know,” Lani said. “But my parents insisted on having the party on some amazing new star cruiser that’s taking a tour around Neptune. I hope you don’t mind.”

I shook my head. “We can handle it.”

“I’m so glad!” Lani said. “We leave tomorrow and get back Sunday night.”

Beep pulled on my sleeve. “When Bob-mother do big report?”

I pushed him away. “Silly Beep! He’s always joking.” But when Lani was gone, I added, “Don’t worry, Beep. I’m sure I can fit in my homework somewhere in between SIXTEEN AWESOME AMUSEMENT PARKS!”

I tore open the invitation. It read:

Lani is having a party!

On the maiden voyage of

the STARSHIP TITANIC!

Motto: The 100% Safest Ship in the Galaxy. 100% Guaranteed!

“Hmm, that name sounds familiar,” I said, reaching into my backpack for the book I chose for my report (mainly because it was the only history book in graphic novel form I could find). It was about some ship that sailed on Earth a really long time ago (even for you kids of the past).

I read the title: Titanic: A Night to Remember. “Look, Beep, the ship in my book has the same name as the one we’re going to fly on for Lani’s party.”
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