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THIS JOURNAL WAS FOUND INSIDE AN ABANDONED SPACE CAPSULE SPINNING OUT OF CONTROL NEAR THE SECTOR 654 SWIRL VORTEX.

ALSO INSIDE THE CAPSULE WERE:

• TWO BLACKENED PARROT FEATHERS.

• A ROBOTIC ARM GRIPPING A HALF-EATEN WAFFLE.

• A VERY CONFUSED GORILLA.


RUFUS RUMBLE, THE JOURNAL’S AUTHOR, WAS NOT ON BOARD. HIS LOCATION REMAINS UNKNOWN.



BY ORDER OF GENERAL RELUCTANCE, LEADER OF THE THROWBACKERS, THE JOURNAL YOU ARE ABOUT TO READ HAS BEEN PLACED ON

THE OFFICIAL LIST OF THINGS CITIZENS MUST NOT TALK ABOUT!

[image: A circular seal design with the text “By Order of General Reluctance” in bold, distressed lettering.]
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I’m Rufus. I don’t always look like this.

This is my ‘OUR SPACE CREW JUST CRASHED INTO A SWAMP ON AN ALIEN PLANET THAT DOESN’T HAVE WAFFLES’ face.

[image: A cartoon of a nervous Rufus pulling at his shirt collar.]

I know what you’re thinking: NO WAFFLES?! Why, oh why, of all the places in the universe, did I have to crash on this planet?

And you’re TOTALLY right. It’s absolutely every kid’s WORST NIGHTMARE come true.

And a LITTLE VOICE inside me is saying things are about to get

[image: An illustration with the text “EVEN WORSE” surrounded by swirling lines and arrow-like shapes.]

‘CLEWSTON, WE HAVE A PROBLEM!’ says the little voice.

Wait! That’s not a LITTLE VOICE! And it’s NOT coming from inside me!

It’s the BOOMING COMPUTER VOICE. And it’s coming from our crashed spaceship!

I already know that when it says ‘CLEWSTON, WE HAVE A PROBLEM!’, the next thing that happens is always:

A BAD

B AWKWARD

C DISGUSTING

D EMBARRASSING

E SMELLY

F ALL OF THE ABOVE

I look up to find out EXACTLY what the problem might be.

In the distance is a group of aliens rushing towards us. But that’s not what’s making me SLIGHTLY FREAK OUT.

The freak-out is because I can ALSO see the dragon, high above them in the sky. She’s brewing a flameball in her belly… and preparing to fire it at the aliens!

As you probably know, this dragon gets VERY, VERY ANGRY when she misses her naps. (Which, lately, she has. A LOT!)

You should also know that these aliens look very much like humans. Which means they’re almost certainly NOT fire-proof.

‘ARRRR!’ screeches the pirate.

[image: An abstract illustration of a stylized flame with floating embers.]

‘THEY’LL BE SIZZLED LIKE SUCKERMOUTH SCHNITZELS!’

[image: An abstract illustration of flames and scattered droplets.]

‘And the one thing you should NEVER do when you meet a new alien race,’ yells Captain Clewston, ‘is sizzle them like Suckermouth Schnitzels!’

‘Remind me,’ says Maureen, ‘what exactly IS a Suckermouth Schnitzel?’

I have NO IDEA.

Not just about the Suckermouth Schnitzel thing.

About what to do in this situation. And about nearly EVERYTHING that’s happening.

And if I’m confused, ANYONE reading this journal must be

[image: An illustration with the phrase “Totally 100 per cent BUMFUZZLED!!” surrounded by jagged lines and spirals.]

So, how about we all take a deep breath (AHHHHH-PFFFEW) and catch up with what’s been going on.

(And maybe it’ll give me time to figure out what to do next!)






2.02PM

Okay, I’m Rufus. But you know that already.

If you come from Earth, you might know me as THAT WEIRD KID WHOSE MUM DISAPPEARED AND WHO THEN HAD TO MOVE IN WITH HIS HORRIBLE, BURPY GREAT-UNCLE GRUMBO.

Because of what’s happened more recently, I could also be known as THAT WEIRD KID WHOSE MUM DISAPPEARED AND WHO THEN HAD TO MOVE IN WITH HIS HORRIBLE, BURPY GREAT-UNCLE GRUMBO, WHO SENT HIM INTO SPACE ON A LOW-BUDGET SPACE TOUR THAT WENT VERY, VERY WRONG.

Exactly WHY did the space tour go so WRONG?

Well, it all started with this innocent-looking sausage.

Yes, a tiny salami made the spaceship computer go COMPLETELY HAYWIRE.

[image: An abstract illustration of a sausage with a label featuring a pig visual.]

The result: I got sent into space with a crew that really DID NOT get along.

They’re officially the WORST SPACE CREW EVER!

Despite being COMPLETELY INCOMPATIBLE, we’ve been through a lot of difficult stuff together. [INSERT LIST OF EVERY SPACE DISASTER YOU CAN IMAGINE… AND SOME YOU CAN’T!]

And I’ve recently realised that going through difficult stuff together bonds you closer together. So, weirdly, I’m starting to feel ALMOST fond of this crew.

There’s my travel buddy, BUNGLEBOT – a robot I added a bunch of inventions to. Most of them don’t work too well. (You especially need to watch out when the Bat Umbrella pops out.)

[image: A simple black-and-white sketch of a quirky robot - Bunglebot with a wheel base and a surprised expression.]

There’s also a lady called MAUREEN. She only left home to go shopping for shoes and ended up in space.

[image: A cartoon of Maureen with glasses, a messy bun, and a worried expression.]

Maureen can get a bit confused sometimes. But she’s also full of surprises. For instance, she invented some kind of top-secret pyramid space travel thingy that was shut down by the Throwbacker government back on Earth. And somehow she can fix robots. And navigate in space. (Who knew? No one!)

Then there’s a GORILLA, who loves to give hugs. And has a VERY big appetite. (Just don’t let her eat multiple cans of beans.)

[image: A cartoon of a smiling gorilla framed by a rough, hand-drawn border.]

There’s a YETI, who doesn’t like hugs. And needs a lot of space. (I guess that’s why he came on a space trip, right?)

[image: A cartoon of bearded Yeti wearing a knit hat and a plaid shirt.]

There’s a friendly merman called NORMAN. He leaves puddles of goop everywhere he goes. (Just don’t call it slime, whatever you do.)

[image: A cartoon of smiling Norman with pointed ears, wearing a ruffled collar and a decorative outfit.]

There’s also a PIRATE. She can get VERY angry, VERY quickly. (Maybe I would too, if I’d lost an arm in a lava lake.) Oh, and the pirate has a parrot, who CAN speak but nearly always chooses not to.

[image: A cartoon of a cheerful pirate holding a sword and wearing a hat with a skull emblem.]

[image: A sketch of the Pirate’s parrot with outstretched wings inside an oval frame.]

With the spaceship came CAPTAIN CLEWSTON, our space captain. Apparently he used to be very brave. He even had his own show called Captain Clewston’s Great Beyond. His catchphrase was ‘The only good suit is a spacesuit!’ But these days he’s not so sure of himself. And he thinks anything can be fixed with duct tape.

[image: A cartoon of an eccentric Captain Clewston with a quirky expression, wearing a monocle and a whimsical hairstyle.]

There’s also a BOOMING COMPUTER VOICE who SPEAKS LIKE THIS. It’s the voice of the spaceship. Everyone gets a little nervous when it speaks, because it’s usually about to warn us of ANOTHER DISASTER!

There’s a service robot called MARLON, who can make absolutely any dish you like… as long as it’s made ENTIRELY from potato!

[image: A cartoonish robot - Marlon with a bow tie, tank-like wheels, and mechanical arms holding a wrench and a mug.]

And our most recent passenger is an intergalactic public toilet attendant called KLETCHEN.

Kletchen didn’t mean to come on this adventure. She was working on Intergalactic Public Toilet Number 6832C for fourteen years, minding her own business. (And everyone else’s business, if you know what I mean!)

[image: A cartoon of Kletchen with two antennae sprouting from their head.]

Then our spaceship accidently towed her and her toilet into this crash. Sadly, Kletchen will NEVER see the funny side of that situation. That’s because she knows the FUNNIEST WORD IN THE UNIVERSE, which means she can never laugh again. EVER!

Finally, there’s the DRAGON. Last seen about to shoot a flaming fireball at those aliens…

You know who’d have the solution? My mum, Charlotte Rumble. She’s a space scientist.

But she’s not here because she went missing.

IT’S A BIG MYSTERY.

And even though I don’t know exactly WHERE she’s gone, I’m starting to work out WHY she might have disappeared.

It’s got something to do with a rock called Nexite. I’ve got the rock with me right now, in my backpack. It GLOWS with an eerie green light, and I’ve heard it might have some kind of SPECIAL POWER!

[image: An illustration of a sparkling crystal with star-like accents.]

Mum made me promise to keep the rock safe and never show it to anyone. The day after she said that, she DISAPPEARED from our home on Earth. Her ride-on lawnmower was left behind, still running, with her boots still on the pedals.

I don’t know how, but I’m going to find my mum, and the Worst Space Crew Ever have all promised to help me.

The first (okay… the ONLY) clue I have came from Kletchen. Mum stopped in at Kletchen’s public toilet not too long ago. Some scary guys were with her. We think they might have been taking her to a planet called MUBBLEDORE. So, we need to get there, fast. Before something* happens to her.


(*Just so you know, there are A LOT of bad things that can happen in space. You can get SUCKED into things, or STUCK to things, or DISSOLVED, or TRAPPED in one of those machines that SQUASH the space junk, or left behind on a REALLY, REALLY boring planet FOREVER.)



Sadly, there are some slight major issues stopping us from finding Mum.


SLIGHT MAJOR ISSUE NUMBER 1



Our spaceship is wrecked.

I told you that already. But I need you to know IT’S REALLY WRECKED. I’m standing amongst all the bits now. There are millions of them.

The cabin windows are blown out. There’s a gaping hole in the ship’s side, where the infinity pool used to be. And every inch of the crash site is sprayed with potato ‘cheese’ from the All-You-Can-Eat Pizza buffet.

[image: An illustration of a building with a large explosion and smoke billowing out.]

Plus, because we towed an ENTIRE intergalactic public toilet into the crash, there are literally THOUSANDS of toilet nozzles strewn around us.

[image: A cartoonish illustration of a leaking pipe with two flexible, coiled spouts resembling mouths.]

(Fun fact: Kletchen’s Intergalactic Toilet had 9,362 toilet nozzles. Some of them in shapes that really boggle the mind. And the bottom.)

[image: A cartoonish illustration of three abstract mechanical objects with unusual shapes and designs.]


SLIGHT MAJOR ISSUE NUMBER 2



The planet we’ve crashed on is about THREE BAZILLION MILES from Mubbledore.

Okay, I admit that three bazillion isn’t a real number. I have no idea how many miles away Mubbledore actually is. I only know:


	It’s REALLY far at the other end of this solar system.

	According to Kletchen, it’s the twelfth planet on the left.

	
Also according to Kletchen, there’s a whole lot of TOTALLY BIZARRE planets in-between.




[image: A whimsical illustration of a galaxy with labeled planets representing different quirky traits.]
Description 1



Mum said I should always go forward… and somehow I’m going to do that. All the way to Mubbledore!

But first, we need to prevent a possibly disastrous DRAGON+FIREBALL+ALIEN INCIDENT…






2.03PM

‘COMING IN HOT!!!!’ yells Maureen.

I look to where she’s pointing and see the dragon plummeting at LIGHTNING SPEED towards the aliens on the ground. Even from this far away, we can see smoke POURING from her nostrils.

That can only mean one thing. Those aliens are going to be toast. And VERY soon.

‘Any ideas on how to stop her?’ Norman shouts.

Captain Clewston flips desperately through his WORST-CASE SCENARIO SPACE MANUAL. ‘I’m afraid the section on DRAGONS didn’t survive the crash,’ he mumbles.

[image: A cartoon-style illustration of a humorous space survival manual titled, The Worst-Case Scenario Space Manual.]

The aliens have noticed the dragon now. They scramble under some low trees for shelter.

I think about the STRANGE ROCK in my backpack. I wonder if its power could help get us out of this mess. But I don’t dare say anything. Mum said I had to keep it a secret.

‘Here, girl!’ Kletchen shouts at the dragon. ‘Come here and we can go WALKIES!’

‘She’s an eight-hundred-kilo FLYING LIZARD!’ cries Norman. ‘Not a PUP—’

Norman never gets a chance to finish his sentence, because suddenly there’s a giant noise above us. BOOOOOOOOSH!

It’s the sound of the first flameball as it BURSTS from the dragon’s mouth!

[image: A cartoon-style dragon with spiked scales, large wings, and fire coming from its mouth.]

WHOOOOOOOMFFFFF!

[image: An abstract illustration of a flame with dynamic, jagged edges and scattered fragments.]

The flameball scores a direct hit on one of the trees, which is instantly burnt to a crisp. It falls over in a sizzled heap. The alien who was hiding behind it runs out, then dives for cover behind a rock.

PHEW! At least the dragon hasn’t toasted anyone. YET!

‘Them aliens don’t look friendly!’ mutters the pirate.

She’s right. Two of them have pitchforks and another three are carrying sharp scythe things attached to long wooden handles. One of the aliens hurls a pitchfork at the departing dragon. It misses by miles. The dragon soars back into the clouds, where I just know she’s brewing a much bigger flameball in her belly.

‘BOOOLIBEEEEEETTTT!’ whines Bunglebot. If I had to guess, I’d say that means: ‘This couldn’t get ANY worse!’

Just then, a low rumbling sound comes from across the valley.

‘What the—’ I hear myself say.

An open-top truck is hurtling down the hill towards the aliens. Mounted on the back is some kind of NET-GUN. The driver stops the truck and someone in the back starts using a laser to aim the net-gun at the dragon, who is preparing to swoop down again…

Oh great. Either:


	
|. One of the aliens is going to get chargrilled.


	
2. The dragon is going to get captured and stuck in some insane alien zoo.


	
3. All of the above.




Whatever happens, we’re off to a REALLY bad start on this No-Waffles Planet!





2.04PM

‘What do you know about these aliens?’ I ask Kletchen.

‘Nothing!’ she says. ‘They NEVER stop in at Intergalactic Public Toilet Number 6832C, even though it’s right outside their stratosphere. OR IT WAS…’ she says sadly.

‘Never mind, dear,’ Maureen chimes in. ‘As my husband, Mr Buntonberry, always says: ‘You should never get too attached to a toilet! Or let your toilet get too attached to a spaceship!’ she adds, with a wink.

Maureen nudges Kletchen, smiling, ‘Get it? Get too attached…’

OH, THIS IS AGONY TO WATCH.

‘To a spaceship?’ Maureen continues, with a jolly grin.

[image: A cartoon of a cheerful Maureen in glasses and a hoodie talking to skeptical Kletchen with antennae.]

Make it stop! Maureen’s trying to cheer up Kletchen by making a joke. But she doesn’t know that Kletchen CAN’T laugh. She is literally unable to. This is SO AWKWARD.

'HE-HE,’ I fake-laugh nervously, trying to fill the silence.

Luckily, Clewston interrupts.

‘Says here,’ he announces, holding up his trusty WORST-CASE SCENARIO SPACE MANUAL again, ‘this is PLANET NOFFLE, and these aliens are known as Noffles. They have unusually private toilet habits, which could explain why they never visited Kletchen’s place!’

He flicks some mud spatters off the page and reads: ‘They are known for an EXTREME DISLIKE of guests who arrive uninvited.’

‘Hmm,’ Norman says. ‘I wonder if members of a crashed spaceship crew count as an uninvited guests?’

As if in answer, a second truck starts rolling down the hill in the distance. It’s pulling a huge banner behind it that says:

[image: A banner with the text, Uninvited Guests: Go Home!!!, in bold, stylized letters.]

‘I’m sure they don’t mean us,’ says Maureen.

I notice one of the Noffles is holding up a sign that looks like it’s been quickly written by hand:

[image: A handwritten sign with bold text that says, This means you & your dragon!!! with multiple exclamation marks.]

‘Part of me thinks that TWO exclamation marks would have been enough,’ Norman says, just as the truck’s sign is hit by one of the dragon’s fireballs and bursts into flames.

'SORRY!’ I yell to the aliens. ‘She doesn’t mean it! She’s just missed her nap!’

[image: An abstract illustration of stylized flames and scattered embers.]

But even if they do speak the same language as us, they’re way too far away to hear me.

My eyes search the swamp to see if there’s something –ANYTHING – that could help us.

Mum used to say that there was no such thing as a problem – only a solution you hadn’t found yet. Could I find the solution to this strange problem here?

I gaze around. There are only a few stumpy trees, some logs, wreckage from our spaceship, Bunglebot buried up to his neck in a soupy black mud hole, more logs, more wreckage and…

WAIT! I’VE GOT IT!

There’s only ONE WAY to stop the dragon from sizzling those aliens like a Suckermouth Schnitzel!

(Whatever THAT is!)

I need to turn Bunglebot into a Mega Mud Catapult. And I need to do it NOW!






2.05PM

I ask Maureen if she knows how to make a Mega Mud Catapult. She’s tugging on her left foot, which is stuck in the mud. With a disgusting slurpy sound it comes free, sending Maureen flying backwards while her tattered shoe flings into the air.

‘I can confirm that I know nothing at all about Mega Mud Catapults!’ says Maureen. ‘However, at the muffin factory I once designed a kind of shovel on a rubber band to fling the muffin batter. It was the secret method that made our ball-shaped muffins win so many awards!’

‘HOLD IT RIGHT THERE!’ Norman says suddenly.

I whip around. Maureen’s story must have sparked a brilliant idea for him! PHEW! We are finally getting somewhere!

‘Are you telling me,’ Norman says, his eyes wide with wonder, ‘there are AWARDS for ball-shaped muffins?’

‘You should come by the factory some time,’ Maureen says. ‘We’ve got a Ball of Fame, with all the awards printed out in gold frames.’

Are we REALLY talking about AWARDS for ball-shaped muffins right now? Aren’t there JUST A FEW other things that are JUST A LITTLE MORE IMPORTANT???? Just to check I’m not overreacting, I make a quick list of what IS actually IMPORTANT, in order of MOST URGENT IMPORTANCE. It looks something like:



	1) Stopping the dragon’s fireballs.

	2) Stopping the aliens (and anyone else) from getting sizzled.

	3) Stopping the unfriendly aliens from doing unfriendly stuff.

	4) Repairing our spaceship.

	5) Finding Mum.

	6) Finding waffles.



[INSERT LONG LIST OF EVERY OTHER ISSUE IN THE KNOWN AND UNKNOWN UNIVERSE]


	5,137,838) Find out what a Suckermouth Schnitzel is.

	5,137,839) Find out if Ball-Shaped Muffin Awards are an actual real thing.





I don’t mind if I NEVER find out the truth about the muffins. But it’s SUPER important and REALLY URGENT for us to stop the dragon from sizzling someone…





2.06PM

‘Okay’, I say, as calmly as possible. ‘Maureen, we need to REALLY QUICKLY make big, sloppy mudballs and sling them at the dragon’s fireballs. That’s our best shot at putting the flames out. We can use your know-how on muffin catapults, for which I was thinking MAYBE we could adapt this Pineapple Picker…’
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