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FOR CHRISTINE BOUCHAREINE, PLESKIT’S FAITHFUL FRIEND IN FRANCE





Dear Class,

We just want you to know it wasn’t our fault!

Signed,

Your faithful hamsters

Ronald Roundbutt

Hubert Hugecheeks

P.S. Please notice—Doris didn’t sign this!

P.P.S. Ronald wrote it.






CHAPTER 1 [PLESKIT] HAMSTER HORROR


Sometimes I wake up screaming. Usually it’s because I’ve eaten too much febril gnurxis just before bedtime. But sometimes… sometimes it’s because I see the furious, furry face of a hamster in my dreams.

It’s been a rough year.

First the Fatherly One dragged me here to Earth. As if being so far from Hevi-Hevi (my beloved home planet) weren’t bad enough, I have had the usual problems of fitting into a new school. These were made more difficult by the fact that I am the only student in my class who is purple and has a sphen-gnut-ksher growing out of his head.

Even moving might not have been so bad, if we hadn’t also had to deal with several attempts to sabotage the Fatherly One’s mission. It was only recently that we discovered the reason for these attempts—a previously undiscovered Grand Urpelli so close to Earth that it falls within the Fatherly One’s trading franchise.

Urpelli are the shortcuts through space that make interstellar travel possible. Still, it can be a long way between urpelli, which is why a Grand Urpelli is so important. It links all the others into a sort of galaxywide Internet. Until the one near Earth was discovered, everyone thought there was only one Grand Urpelli in the entire galaxy.

Whoever controls this second Grand Urpelli (which is now being called “Gurp Two” for short) will become one of the richest beings in the galaxy.

It is still hard for me to imagine that. I mean, we have always had a good life. But if the Fatherly One can hold on to his claim, we will have more money than… well, than just about anyone!

It’s a little scary.

Anyway, given the value of Gurp Two, it’s no surprise that others want to get their hands on it. What has been a surprise is how badly they will behave to do so.

The greatest enemy we have faced in all this was Mikta-makta-mookta, the Fatherly One’s traitorous former secretary. She was never really a secretary, of course; just an evil genius disguising herself as one.

And since Mikta-makta-mookta looks a good deal like a five-foot-tall version of the Earthly creature called a hamster (or, to put it another way, a hamster looks the way Mikta-makta-mookta would if you shrank her), it should be no surprise that I have a genuine fear of hamsters, as cute and cuddly as they may seem to most people.

This was exactly what my demented and evil classmate, Jordan Lynch, was counting on when he began using them to torment me.

“Demented” and “evil” are strong words to apply to a fellow being, of course. In my opinion Jordan has earned them. He is the kind of person who… well, imagine that you and Jordan had just crawled across the desert and were dying of thirst, and you came to a place where there were two glasses of water. If Jordan got there first, he would save one of them for you—but he’d spit in it before he handed it to you, just to see if you’d still drink it.

Wakkam Akkim, the Fatherly One’s spiritual massage-master, says that Jordan must be a troubled soul, seeking answers for questions he cannot even name.

Wakkam Akkim would say that.

Tim Tompkins, my best friend here on Earth, has a simpler explanation. He says that the universe has a certain amount of evil, and sometimes it just comes together in one place and erupts, like a pimple.

“That’s Jordan,” says Tim. “A hot red pimple of evil festering on the face of the universe.”

Certainly that seems like a reasonable description of Jordan the day he slipped the cutest and cuddliest of the class hamsters—Doris the Delightful, to be precise—into my lunchbox.

I often bring my lunch to school, for two reasons. First, Shhh-foop, our Queen of the Kitchen, makes splendid food. Second, I have not been able to get used to the food served in the cafeteria.

“Don’t worry about it, Pleskit,” says Tim when we discuss this problem. “No reasonable being could ever get used to these mysterious substances.”

Tim also told me he used to believe that the school imported the food from outer space. But I told him that I knew of no other planet where people ate this kind of koobtiuk. In fact, I fear the phenomenon of cafeteria food offers uncomfortable proof of the Fatherly One’s claim that the people in our host country are secretly at war with their children.

(Even so, I have to admit that I have developed a deep fondness for ketchup, which is my favorite dessert.)

Anyway, on this particular day I had opened my lunchbox and was about to take out my squambul pod when Brad Kent called my name.

I should have known better than to answer.

Brad follows Jordan around like a gerton-farkus, so I should have guessed that he was simply doing Jordan’s dirty work. But, like fools, Tim and I turned in his direction.

“What is it, Brad?” I asked.

He smiled and waved. “Just wanted to see if you remembered my name!”

I sighed and turned back to talk to Tim. At the same time I reached into my lunchbox.

Instead of my squambul pod, I grabbed something furry—something that was wriggling.

I looked at my hand.

I began to scream.






CHAPTER 2 [TIM] BAG O’ TRICKS


When Pleskit started to scream, I thought at first he had been attacked or had felt a sudden need to perform some alien ritual.

Then I realized it was just because he was holding a hamster.

His screams alerted Robert McNally, his official bodyguard (and my unofficial hero). Within seconds McNally was bounding across the cafeteria to see what was the matter.

Now, if McNally thinks Pleskit is in danger, he will not hesitate to do what is necessary. Which is why, when some kids got in his way, he simply jumped onto one of the tables—squashing numerous lunches in the process.

Some people seem to believe that if you cannot eat a piece of food, the only thing to do with it is throw it. Within seconds the air was filled with two things: the words “Food fight,” and people’s lunches.

Someone with a butterfly net could have fed a lot of starving children with what they snatched out of the air in that cafeteria.

Meanwhile, Pleskit was still screaming. He stopped when McNally got to our table and grabbed the hamster—it turned out to be Doris—out of his hand.

McNally looked at the squirming ball of fur and shook his head. “Pleskit,” he said, “you have got to get over this hamster thing.”

Pleskit’s answer was cut off by Principal Grand, who came storming into the cafeteria and bellowed, “Stop that this instant!”

Everyone stopped. You could hear food splatting to the floor all around us.

“All right,” said Mr. Grand. “What is going on here?”

Pleskit was still too discombobulated to speak. So I explained the situation.

Mr. Grand remained very not happy. “Jordan was completely out of line,” he said. “However, you really need to stop being so reactive, Pleskit. It was just a hamster, for heaven’s sake!” He turned to McNally. “As for you, sir… I would deeply appreciate it if you could refrain from walking on the tables and trampling pupils’ lunches.”

McNally nodded. “Request noted and logged, sir.”

What he didn’t say—but what I knew he was thinking—was that if he thought Pleskit was in danger, he’d be back on top of those tables in a heartbeat.

I’d like to be like McNally when I grow up.



When I got home from school that night, my mother was sitting at the dining room table, reading the National Scoop, one of those skeezy newspapers they sell at supermarket checkout counters. I used to think the Scoop was pretty cool, because it had stories like PRESIDENT’S WIFE GIVES BIRTH TO TWO-HEADED BULLDOG and things like that. Then I figured out they were just making it all up, which really bugged me.

What bugs me even more is that the paper is fiercely anti-alien. It’s always trying to whip up some scandal about Meenom’s peaceful trade mission.

“Mom!” I cried in disgust. “Why are you reading that thing?”

“It falls in the category of ‘know your enemy,’ ” she said. “They’re after Pleskit’s Fatherly One again.”

She put the paper down, acting as if she were handling a dirty diaper. Now I could see the full front of it. The headline, in huge letters, shrieked ALIEN AMBASSADOR’S LOVE SCANDAL! Under the headline was a picture of Ambassador Meenom standing next to Ms. Buttsman, the embassy’s Earthling protocol officer.

“They have got to be kidding,” I said. “The Butt is about as lovable as a tarantula.”

My mother used to object to my calling Ms. Buttsman “The Butt,” until she actually met her. Now she does it too.

“Unfortunately, they’re serious,” she said. “What’s even worse, a lot of idiots are going to take it as fact just because they read it.”

I sighed. “Can we move to another planet?”

“Have you finished your homework?” she replied.

This was her way of telling me to drop it.

I trudged into my room.

Rather than settling down to my homework, I took a cloth bag out of my dresser. It held tricks and puzzles that Beebo Frimbat, a mischief-making little alien from the planet Roogbat, had left with me as a sort of thank-you for putting up with him. I had two other things that belonged to Beebo: his diary, a tiny book that I couldn’t read (since it was written in an alien language); and the body suit he had worn to disguise himself as an Earthling.

The body suit stands in my closet, looking for all the world as if it were a real human boy who had somehow just… stopped. I keep the closet door closed at night because the suit kind of weirds me out.

The tricks and puzzles would have been totally baffling, except Beebo had very kindly taken the time to translate the names and directions for me.

The puzzles were tough. I hadn’t managed to solve any, though I was getting close on the Sircassian Belly Knot. Right then I was more interested in the tricks. They included such gems as the Infinite Voice Generator (guaranteed to give you a new voice every time you use it), Never-Fail Hair Tonic (guaranteed to grow thick, luxuriant hair wherever it is applied, hair not to last more than seventy-two hours), and, the one that I found most intriguing, the Fabulous Fizzy Fart Bomb. (A thousand laughs! Highly embarrassing! Guaranteed completely safe for all organic creatures!)


[image: Image]


Surely one of these would be appropriate to use on the kind of kid who would sneak a hamster into an alien’s lunchbox.

I called my friend Rafaella Martinez.






CHAPTER 3 [PLESKIT] ADVICE FROM THE WAKKAM


When McNally and I returned to the embassy that afternoon, we went to the kitchen for a snack, as usual. Shhh-foop was sliding around, waving the tentacles that grow from the top of her head and gurgling happily to herself as she gathered the food.

Barvgis, the Fatherly One’s assistant, was there. This was not surprising; he is often in the kitchen, increasing his roundness. I was, however, surprised to see the Fatherly One, who has not been present much lately, despite his promises to spend more time with me. I could understand his absences-the pressures involved in trying to become the richest person in the galaxy are considerable.

Even so, I missed him.

He was looking particularly gloomy at the moment.

“What is the matter, O beloved parental unit?” I asked.

He emitted the smell of disgust. “My enemies have started another negative publicity campaign. Now they are claiming that I am obsessed with Earth women! They have even linked me romantically with… Ms. Buttsman!”


OEBPS/e9781534487352/fonts/JosefinSans-Bold.ttf


OEBPS/e9781534487352/fonts/ZillaSlab-Regular.ttf


OEBPS/e9781534487352/fonts/JosefinSans-Italic.ttf


OEBPS/e9781534487352/fonts/ReenieBeanie-Regular.ttf


OEBPS/e9781534487352/fonts/Mali-SemiBoldItalic.ttf


OEBPS/e9781534487352/fonts/Mali-SemiBold.ttf


OEBPS/e9781534487352/fonts/JosefinSans-BoldItalic.ttf


OEBPS/e9781534487352/xhtml/nav.xhtml


Contents



		Cover


		Title Page


		Dedication


		Chapter 1: Hamster Horror


		Chapter 2: Bag o’ Tricks


		Chapter 3: Advice from the ‘Wakkam’


		Chapter 4: FFFB


		Chapter 5: Mutants


		Chapter 6: A Chat with Ms. Weintraub


		Chapter 7: Rafaella


		Chapter 8: The Trap


		Chapter 9: Percy


		Chapter 10: Something Changes


		Chapter 11: Mutant Hamsters


		Chapter 12: Cuddled


		Chapter 13: Hamster Schemes


		Chapter 14: “The Boss”


		Chapter 15: Disguise


		Chapter 16: Hubert


		Chapter 17: Into the Ceiling


		Chapter 18: Hamster Wrasslin’


		Chapter 19: Wiktor Not Victorious


		Chapter 20: The Fate of the Hamsters


		Chapter 21: A Letter Home


		About the Author and Illustrator


		A Glossary of Alien Terms


		Copyright







Guide



		Cover


		Start of Content


		Title Page


		About the Author and Illustrator


		A Glossary of Alien Terms


		Copyright








		III


		V


		VI


		VII


		VIII


		IX


		X


		1


		2


		3


		4


		5


		6


		7


		8


		9


		10


		11


		12


		13


		14


		15


		16


		17


		18


		19


		20


		21


		22


		23


		24


		25


		26


		27


		28


		29


		30


		31


		32


		33


		34


		35


		36


		37


		38


		39


		40


		41


		42


		43


		44


		45


		46


		47


		48


		49


		50


		51


		52


		53


		54


		55


		56


		57


		58


		59


		60


		61


		62


		63


		64


		65


		66


		67


		68


		69


		70


		71


		72


		73


		74


		75


		76


		77


		78


		79


		80


		81


		82


		83


		84


		85


		86


		87


		88


		89


		90


		91


		92


		93


		94


		95


		96


		97


		98


		99


		100


		101


		102


		103


		104


		105


		106


		107


		108


		109


		110


		111


		112


		113


		114


		115


		116


		117


		118


		119


		120


		121


		122


		123


		124


		125


		126


		127


		128


		129


		130


		131


		132


		133


		134








OEBPS/e9781534487352/fonts/ZillaSlab-BoldItalic.ttf


OEBPS/e9781534487352/fonts/ZillaSlab-Bold.ttf


OEBPS/e9781534487352/images/9781534487352.jpg
' 9 & /l T oy é’:' K/ n p ) 'f'“‘
\ ST ~ o

N\

|






OEBPS/e9781534487352/images/title.jpg
LRI S TR A T SERRSUL U LI T Rt LY T TP T i
LR AR IR TY . EEERE BRNTT LA T YL ARS = 1

Illustrated by Glen Mullaly

The Revolt
of the
Miniature

ALADDIN
P
NEW YORK LONDON TORONTO SYDNEY NEW DELHI :E
8 s






OEBPS/e9781534487352/fonts/ZillaSlab-Italic.ttf


OEBPS/e9781534487352/fonts/Lato-Bold.ttf


OEBPS/e9781534487352/fonts/Lato-Light.ttf


OEBPS/e9781534487352/images/f0011-01.jpg
5 31

7 )\* \

' \713 7

’;v 4“55".
E( |y
7:; ‘,5
wl» ‘ll
Q é !‘ B
n,...nallm

n"‘
'ﬂ





OEBPS/e9781534487352/fonts/JosefinSans-Regular.ttf


