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Praise for Too Much Space!

“Pretty sporky, as Bob would approvingly put it.”

—Booklist

“A strong addition to any library’s chapter book selection. Offer to kids who love funny stories but may be too young for books like Diary of a Wimpy Kid.”

—School Library Journal
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For Gwen and Arthur
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SPLOG ENTRY #1:

Hard Work Is Hard!

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:

GETTING GOOD GRADES HERE IS NEARLY IMPOSSIBLE!

I mean, back on Earth at my old school, I got a trophy for learning how to Velcro my shoe. But if you dare ask the teachers here for a little help putting on your space helmet the right way so your head doesn’t explode, they deduct six points from your grade average and make you sharpen pencils for a week!

Beep just clapped and said, “Head go pop, yay!” 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!

On the bright side Beep not only likes sharpening pencils but also most of the other mind-numbing tasks I give him. Which frees up my time to do more important things like . . . like . . . like . . .

“Bob-mother like sleep late!” Beep said.

Well, who doesn’t?

Beep is also really 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. Beep says to tell you that he once was terrible at drawing, but that he worked really hard and that you can too. (Unlike me, of course, who was smart enough to give up art the second I realized I could draw only stick figures!)

Anyway, I promise to try to write more entries soon, maybe between my after-school nap and my predinner rest time.

Enjoy!
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Splog Entry #2:

Sad and Sadder

Okay, so things didn’t go exactly as planned. Somehow, I accidentally napped through dinner, and then I accidentally played video games for four hours, and now it’s past midnight and I still haven’t started my giant homework project that was assigned only two weeks ago and is suddenly due tomorrow.

Beep patted his tummy as he floated across the dorm room we share. (Sadly there’s no gravity in space.)

“Din-din yummy tonight,” he said. “Beep eat for Beep, and Beep eat for Bob-mother, too.”

“Why didn’t you wake me?”

“Bob-mother look cute when drool on pillow.”

No one had ever called me “cute” before. But that was beside the point. “Listen, Beep, we have to focus on this project. Are you going to help me or what?”

Beep clapped. “Or what!”

“Help me look for the work sheet with the assignment written on it.” I opened a drawer, and a bunch of papers and junk floated out.

“This work sheet?” Beep said, holding up a floppy manila time-velope.

“No, that’s for mailing our splog journals to the kids of the past.”

Beep studied the time-velope. “Mail Beep and Bob-mother to past too?”

“We’d have to be two inches tall, Beep, to fit in there. Besides, those aren’t meant for mailing people.”

Beep shoved the time-velope in his pouch. “This work sheet?” he said, holding up a crumpled paper.

“That’s the one!” I grabbed it from him and read. “All we have to do is build an accurate model of a famous structure, such as the Eiffel Space Tower, using ice pop sticks.”

Beep clapped again. “Ice pop sticks, yay!” Ice pops were kind of Beep’s weakness.

“The best model in the class will be chosen to represent our school at the Ice Pop Stick Finals on Earth’s moon. Which, you know, actually sounds kind of fun. I’ve never been to the moon.”

“Beep neither.”

I lowered the paper. “I’ve also never won anything. I wonder what that’s like, to win a contest in front of everyone. With all the kids and teachers gazing up at you and everything. It must be the best feeling ever.”
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Beep clapped. “Bob-mother win prize! Go to moon!”

“Well, not yet. But I suppose there’s a chance. If we work really hard.”

“Bob-mother no like work hard.”

“That is a problem.” I straightened with resolve. “But you know what, Beep? We’re going to do this project thing, and we’re going to do it well. Okay, first we need about ten thousand ice pop sticks.”

Beep raised his hand. “Oo, oo! Job for Beep! Job for Beep!” He spun. “Where ten thousand ice pop for Beep eat?”

“Sorry, Beep, that’s not how it’s done. Professor Zoome gave me one ice pop stick”—I reached into my backpack—“and this duplicator ray.”

“Ray not look yummy.”

“That’s because it’s a tool, not a treat. Watch.” I let the ice pop stick float, aimed the duplicator, and pushed the button. A yellow ray zapped out. Suddenly, there were two floating sticks.
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