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For Lisa Marie
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SPLOG ENTRY #1

A Horrible Place Called Space

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 THE MOST TERRIFYING PLACE EVER!

If you’ve been to space, you know what I mean: It’s dark, cold, airless—and it goes on for infinity! Okay, maybe it ends at some super huge wall. But what’s behind that wall? More space? Bigger walls? Giant space spiders?!

Just kidding about that last one. There are no spiders in space.

Are there?

No really, are there?

Beep just said to say hi. 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 the void for a while, until he ended up here. Sad, huh?
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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, everyone at school says Beep is super cute and fun to have around. And since he won’t leave my side, they let him join my class as the school’s first alien student. He’s definitely a quick learner—he picks up languages in no time, and his grades are already better than mine!

Anyway, I’m writing these space logs (or splogs, as we call them) partly to tell you all about my hectic life, but mostly because it’s an assignment to show you how “great” things are here in the future. At the end of each week I’ll put all my entries into a time-velope and mail it to 200 years ago. If you receive this, please write back; and while you’re at it, please also include a pile of vintage twenty-first-century comic books! Thanks.

Beep will help with the pictures. He’s super talented and loves to draw, though in his excitement he sometimes eats all his pencils.

Hope you enjoy!
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SPLOG ENTRY #2

Space Spiders!

Astro Elementary is a big space station orbiting Saturn. I think they picked Saturn because it looks cool in the brochures.

Trust me, I tried to get out of coming here. When I took the big admissions test, I filled out C for every answer. Instant fail, right?

Wrong! Turns out I was the only kid on the planet this time to get a perfect score. Now everyone thinks I’m some kind of super space genius. I’m a failure even at failing! My parents were more surprised than anything, but as much as I begged, they wouldn’t let me stay home or send my little sister in my place. She seemed particularly happy to see me go.
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Beep and I share a dorm room in the living section of the station. Class starts promptly at 8:00 a.m., so we sleep in until about 7:55, then quickly float through the curved halls to our classroom. (Since there’s no gravity in space, we have to float everywhere.)

Professor Zoome is our teacher. She begins each day by taking attendance.

“Zenith?” she called this morning.

“Here,” Zenith said.

“Flash?”

“Here.”

“Blaster?”

“Here.”

(Everyone in my class has pretty cool space names.)

“Bob?”

“Here,” I said. (Okay, so not everyone.)

When she was done, Professor Zoome clasped her hands together and said, “Class, I have some very good news. After you finish your morning splog entries, we’re going on a field trip!”

This time last year, when I was still in school on Earth, we had a field trip where we went on a hayride. I love hayrides!

“To Pluto!” she added.

“Pluto?” I gulped. Pluto didn’t have hayrides. It probably didn’t even have ponies.

“No class has ever been on a field trip to Pluto before,” Professor Zoome continued, “so it is very important to select a responsible partner. It should be someone you can share notes with, as well as someone who will risk life and limb to save you in any one of a billion probable space emergencies.”

Double gulp.

Beep bounced up and down. “Pick Beep, Bob-mother!” he said. “Pick Beep!”

As if I had a choice.

“Okay, time to go,” Professor Zoome said when we were done with our splogs a few minutes later. “Everyone to the Astrobus. Blastoff in five minutes!”

I don’t know what Astrobuses were like in your time, but these days they’re the pits. They smell like a mix of nuclear waste and peanut butter (and I’m allergic to peanuts).

“Beep call window!” Beep said as we floated aboard. I still wasn’t used to all this floating, and it was definitely making me dizzy.

Once we had taken a seat, Beep pressed his face against the glass. “Saturn rings pretty,” he said. “Go round and round and round and . . .”

Make that very dizzy.

I looked away, just in time to see my classmate Lani floating down the bus aisle. Lani is short for Laniakea Supercluster (which is a cluster of more than 100,000 galaxies, including ours). Not that I looked her up or anything. And even if I did, it was only because I wanted to learn more about her cool space name. Because I’m, you know, totally into everything about, uh, space.
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Lani grabbed a handrail, coming to a stop.

“Hey, Zenith,” she said to her partner, “let’s sit by Beep and Bob!”

Zenith shrugged. “It’s the only seat left anyway.”

They settled in directly across the aisle. “Hey, Bob,” Lani said. “How’s it going?”

“Um. Um. Um . . .”

Before I could finish my thought, Beep popped up. “Why Bob-mother face so red? Too much hot in bus? Too much radioactive? Too much—”










OEBPS/images/f0006-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0009-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0004-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0005-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/9781481488549.jpg
x . .L sy Jonathan Roth .

¢ g " % . * ’
* . * = * L ‘ rs .@ ‘
. o* @ * R/ / i *
) * . * ~ g
» e ¥ Y » @~=
. " - & e & H-E. .
* * * * » ,_b
» * R » . * »

* ' » o
LM .. " x ' " x
. » A » “ .l‘ » 'A_ '-.A





OEBPS/images/common.jpg
S &N





OEBPS/images/f0002-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/title.jpg
Too Much Space!

®

written and illustrated by Jonathan Roth

ALAODIN
New York London Toronto Sydney New Delhi







