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I tapped my clock for the millionth time: 12:06 a.m.

The numbers flashed off like they always did. As if they were mad I’d woken them up.

I sat up in bed. It was so dark, it felt like I was in a black hole. Not that I’d ever been near one, of course. But I could guess.

Maybe Stella was awake too. If our room wasn’t so dark, it would make waiting easier.

As I stepped out of bed, my foot landed on a tiny, sharp thing. “Owww!” I whispered, rubbing it. Couldn’t Stella keep her building bricks on her side? It was bad enough that her half-finished robots made weird shadows in the dark.

I peeled back the curtain, and light poured in. It lit up the stars on our ceiling and the drawing of AstroCat above my bed. The streetlight was so bright, it should’ve woken up my big sister. But the Stella-shaped mound of blankets just rose up and down.

She used to be the one to wake me up for these things. But this past summer it was like she had decided she was too old for everything. She’d started middle school a week ago, and it had only gotten worse.

Better put my hearing aids in, I thought. Then I’d be all ready when our parents came to wake us up.

I opened the box next to my bed and pulled my hearing aids out. My new pair was perfect—dark blue with silver sparkles like the night sky. Last time I’d had new hearing aids, I hadn’t been old enough to pick the color. But I was eight—almost nine—now. Old enough for lots of things.

Clicking my aids on, I heard the tune that meant they were starting up.

My hearing aids helped me hear better. With them, I could hear dogs bark, doors open, and people talk. I could still hear some sounds without them, but not if those sounds were quiet.

The door creaked open, and Mom’s head poked in. Dad followed her.





[image: Image]



“Astrid!” Mom gasped. “How long have you been awake?”

“Does this mean it’s time?” I bounced on my toes. “Can we go up on the roof now?”

Mom smiled. “Yes.”

Dad poked the lump of bedding. “Stella, are you coming?”

“Mmmf,” said the lump. It flopped a pillow over its head.

Dad shrugged.

“Come on, Stella!” I pulled on her arm, but she jerked it back. “Well, fine. Be that way.”

If my sister wanted to skip a family tradition, whatever. I would never do that when I was older.

“We have to go or we’ll miss it!” I steered my parents out the door.

We took the elevator up to the roof deck, arms full of blankets.

Two years ago we’d lived in a big house in Arizona. We’d had our own yard, too. I missed Arizona, but our house there didn’t have a roof deck. Arizona also didn’t have my best friend, Hallie. So really, our condo here in California was better.

Before we’d even sat down, a light streaked across the sky.

“Look!” I cried. “The first rock!”

Dad laughed. “Most people would call them ‘shooting stars,’ ” he said. “But no, not my daughter.”

“Well, they are rocks,” I said. “Rocks burning up when they hit Earth’s atmosphere. Right?” Eyes fixed on the sky, I sat cross-legged on the deck.

“That’s right, kiddo.” Mom hugged me close. “We can’t let you stay up too long. Big day tomorrow.”

“I know,” I said. “The first day of Shooting Stars.”

My stomach flip-flopped. I wished that Stella was still at my school and still in Shooting Stars. But at least I’d know Hallie.

Shooting Stars was an after-school club that did space stuff. You had to be in third, fourth, or fifth grade to join, so this would be my first year. This was all part of the Astronomically Grand Plan. (It used to be called the “Grand Plan,” but this past summer, I’d learned the word “astronomical.” It meant “really big” and sounded space-y, too. So I added it.) One day I was going to be the first astronaut with hearing aids.

I’d taped the plan above my desk so I’d see it every day. It went like this:
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ASTRID’S ASTRONOMICALLY GRAND PLAN


	Join Shooting Stars with Hallie in third grade

	Go to Space Camp (with Hallie, of course)

	Learn lots of science and math

	Go to college

	Go to astronaut training

	Be an astronaut
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“The Shooting Stars go to Space Camp every year,” I reminded my mom. “I can’t wait till Hallie and I can go next summer!” Hallie had been my best friend since we moved here two years ago. We played rocket ships on the swings. And we both loved watching AstroCat. Hallie could even draw her—she’d done the picture I had above my bed.

Mom kissed my head. “Only a few kids go each year, sweetie. Space Camp is expensive. I think it’d be better to go when you’re older. You’ll get more out of it.”

“I know that’s what you think. But—”

Behind us, the door to the roof deck creaked open. It was Stella!

She stood there, rubbing her eyes. “Did I miss the meteor shower?”

“Nope. We saved you a spot.” Dad patted the space next to him. “Free fireworks for all.”

I scooted over to make room. A light shot across the sky again, sparkling like glitter.

“Oooh,” we all said.

I leaned over to my sister as she sat down. “Stella, what was your first Astro Mission? Did you have one on the first day of Shooting Stars?”
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Stella yawned. “I don’t remember. It was forever ago.”

“Only a couple of years,” I groaned. “What about Ms. Ruiz? Tell me again what she’s like.” Ms. Ruiz taught STEM to the older kids at our school. (STEM stood for “Science, Technology, Engineering, and Math.”) She also led the Shooting Stars. Stella said she wore a flight suit a lot. And that she didn’t always act like other teachers.

Mom laughed, pulling my curls back from my eyes. “Slow down, kiddo. Why don’t you just try to have fun for now?”

“Mom, Shooting Stars is fun. So is Space Camp. And Hallie and I really want to go.”

“Oh, I remember the plan.” Mom smiled. “And I know you want to go. But again, it’s expensive. Your sister has been only once.”

“And I had to wait till I was eleven,” Stella added.

I sighed. Stella had gone to Space Camp just two months ago. It had been a special robotics one. Now she spent all her time texting kids she’d met there. And building robots—lots of robots.

She’d filled our room with building bricks, motors, and circuit boards.

“Eleven?” I bit my lip.

There had to be a way to go sooner than that.

And maybe Shooting Stars could help me find it.
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“See you tomorrow!” My new third-grade teacher, Mr. Klein, waved. Kids hurried past him, waving back. It was the first day for all after-school clubs, not just Shooting Stars. Everybody was in a hurry to leave.
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