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I dedicate this book to my family and friends who always spark my imagination.
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Chapter 1
Another Extravaganza

			“Hawk, Matt, wait up!” We turn around as Big Mikey catches up to us. “Hey, did you guys hear about the science projects?” Mikey shouts as he jumps from foot to foot.

			“Not yet. Why?” I ask. Big Mikey and I had been science buddies on the grade six class project. We did a cool project about popcorn. In fact, we had a popcorn party in the clubhouse with the whole basketball team.

			“I heard from the other class that Mr. Brain will pick a project from each class to enter into the Regional Science Fair,” Mikey continues. “I think he’ll pick ours for sure, Hawk.” He grins, and we start walking again.

			“I don’t know about that. Justin and Kelly did a great project about germs in the school, remember?” I look at Matt, and he nods.

			“Hey! What about the project Celeste and I did?” Matt asks.

			“Mr. Brain is still cleaning cola off the ceiling after you two dropped eighty-eight Mentos into a two-litre bottle of soda and made a cola geyser in the classroom.” Mikey chuckles, slapping his forehead. “And no one was impressed when Justin and Kelly said the cafeteria was germier than the boys’ bathroom! Eeeww!” Mikey clutches at his throat and gags dramatically.
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			“Yeah, but that geyser was epic!” I say, as I high-five Matt.

			“I still think our project was the best. Everyone loved it!” Mikey says.

			“Yeah, because we gave everyone popcorn!” I say, afraid to get my hopes up. Going to the Regional Science Fair would look really good on my report card and my application to space camp.

			“If Mr. Brain picks us, we’ll have to redo some of the experiments we did at the popcorn party. Oh, maybe we could have another party,” says Mikey, rubbing his hands together.

			I gulp, thinking of the last time the basketball team came over to Mission Control. That’s our UBSS space club—Uranus is the Butt of the Solar System. We tested every kind of popcorn we could think of and created a giant chart: Jiffy pop, microwave popcorn, air-popper, in a pot on top of the stove (with my mom), with coconut oil, butter, yellow corn, white corn, and blue corn. It was a popcorn extravaganza—almost as good as the extravaganza on Bilaluna with the Queen Bee. The team helped us figure out which tasted the best, which was the fluffiest, and which had the highest percentage of popped corn. It turns out if you soak the kernels in water for ten minutes before popping, they turn out perfect. Big Mikey and I were the hosts, and we made sure everyone tried the popcorn and entered their opinions on huge chart paper. 

			It was all very scientific until Mouse got carried away and stuck a giant popped corn up each nostril. We all fell down laughing until we realized that he couldn’t get them out. We were getting a little nervous, but Celeste got the idea to make him sneeze them out. Great idea. But who has a feather when you need it?! So, what else could we do . . . we got the black pepper out. What could go wrong? Poor Mouse choked on pepper fumes and got pepper in his eyes. When he finally sneezed, it was the biggest, baddest sneeze you’ve ever heard. KaaaaaBlamChheeewww! Whoosh, the popcorn flew out of Mouse’s nose like two bullets. That was it; we all fell down laughing again! Even Mouse chortled. I’m not sure, but I think Celeste used her superpower to induce the violent sneeze. We all decided then and there that black pepper-flavoured popcorn was the best new flavour.

			And that’s when the black hole radio started beeping!

			“Hawk,” Mikey shouts to get me out of my thoughts, “what do you think?” 

			“Um, I don’t think we should get ahead of ourselves, Mikey. Let’s find out who is going to regionals first,” I say, heading into class.

			




Chapter 2
Science Fiction Fair

			Friday afternoon in class, Mr. Brain clears his throat and taps his pointer on the board. 

			“Settle down, everyone. I have a special announcement to make. I have chosen the teams who will participate in the Regional Science Fair next month.” He knows we’ve all been waiting for this announcement. “All the projects were spectacular. Some more spectacular than others, I daresay.” He smiles at Matt and Celeste as his eye twitches. “But I can only choose two teams from our school to compete against the other schools. So, without further ado—from my other class, Aria and Madden will present their incredible, air-powered car. From this class . . .” He pauses long enough for all of us to gasp, because we’re holding our breath. “Justin and Kelly will present their ‘germs in school’ project. The school board has changed how they clean and disinfect our schools because of their research and hard work. Well done! You two will make us all proud at Regionals.”

			Mikey and I make eye contact. We are both disappointed.

			After school, on our way to Mission Control, we try to cheer each other up.

			“Sorry you and Mikey didn’t make it to Regionals, Hawk. I know it meant a lot to you,” Matt says as we walk.

			




“Thanks, Matt. But your project was the bomb, guys! Literally! I never knew Mentos and cola would react like that!” I say.

			“Yeah, it would have worked better if the whole package of Mentos didn’t fall into the bottle,” Matt says, kicking a pebble with his foot.

			“But it was so worth it to see all those cliquey girls in class get soaked with cola,” says Celeste, tucking her long red hair behind her ear. “I’ll never forget the look on Bellamy’s face as the sticky brown goo rained down on her perfect blonde head.” She quickly looks away. Celeste still has a hard time fitting in with the ‘cool’ girls in our class.

			“I wasn’t sure if you had something to do with that, Celeste,” Matt says, smiling at her. “The cola came down mostly on their side of the class.” He laughs, remembering the shocked cries of the girls as they ran out of class, a wet, brown mess.

			Celeste shrugs.

			“It’s all good. Now we can focus on the basketball city championships. And I didn’t want to have another popcorn party in Mission Control with Mikey and the team. Remember what happened last time?” I ask, looking at them.

			“OMG, it’s true! That was a close call!” says Celeste, rubbing her worry stone furiously.

			When the radio started beep, beep, beeping at the party, everyone, especially Mikey, noticed. He said, “There’s that annoying alarm again, Hawk. Let’s turn it off once and for all.”

			“No!” I shouted and blocked the door to the garage. “Don’t worry about it, Mikey. My dad is bringing all that stuff to Goodwill,” I blabbered, as I imagined the whole basketball team transported to some alien planet. I shot Matt and Celeste a ‘help me out, here’ look. 

			“Okay everyone, it’s time to go home,” Matt said, then started herding them toward the exit.

			I agreed. “Yeah, my mom said we have to clear out by eight.” I put away the bowls and chart paper, hoping they’d get the hint.

			Thankfully, Matt and Celeste lured the team outside to throw some hoops in the driveway as I hid the box with the radio. Whew! How long can I keep this up?

			Mikey hung around to put our science stuff away. “Hey! I know what to do about that beeping sound, Hawk. You should call the Ghostbusters!” He laughed at his joke.

			Oh brother! I thought. More like alien busters!

			“C’mon Mikey, let’s go practise and try to win the playoffs! Coach will pee his pants if we make the city championships!”
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“Read Black Hole Radio and let your imagination soar. It is curiosity and imagination
that lead to all discoveries. Don't forget them as you grow up.”
— Marc Garneau, first Canadian astronaut in space
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