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Welcome to

[image: SPACE BAND]

Superfans [image: McFly] have recorded their own versions of The Earthlings’ songs!
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As you read the story, look out for this symbol:
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It tells you that the song is available online.

Just scan or tap this QR code to listen!
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https://linktr.ee/spacebandalbum

This will take you to another website, so please ask a grown-up.
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Meet the Band!
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George

Bass-player, lead singer, and founder of The Earthlings. George is the universe’s biggest fan of Max Riff and the Comets!
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neila

Guitarist, broccoli fan, and the smartest kid at school – though she’s a little stage-shy. You’ll never see Neila without her lucky hat!

[image: ]
Bash

Drummer and space superfan. Bash always carries spare drumsticks and a copy of his favourite magazine: WE ARE NOT ALONE!




Intro
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I’m George.

George Racket.

I play bass guitar.
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And this is Neila.

She plays guitar.
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This is Bash.

He plays the drums.
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And together we are …

THE EARTHLINGS!

The best band
in the universe!
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We never meant to become intergalactic rock stars, or to save the world from being pulverized by evil aliens using only the power of music. It just sort of … happened.

We weren’t always super-awesome, guitar-shredding, drum-soloing music legends either.

In fact, before we were unexpectedly beamed up into outer space, we were actually pretty awful. And I don’t mean just a bad band.


[image: We TOTALLY SUCKED!]

I’m serious. Our own parents couldn’t even pretend to like the noises that leaked out of our garage – the place where we rehearsed every day after school. And parents are supposed to like everything their kids do!

We were so bad that our neighbours moved house. And our neighbours’ neighbours. And even their neighbours too!

I bet you’re thinking, How did the worst band in the world become the best band in the universe?

I guess it all began on the day I started writing my own songs and decided to put them all down in a book.

This book, in fact. The book you’re about to read.

So turn the volume up to infinity, and get ready to rock ’n’ roll out of this solar system.

It’s time for lift-off!





TRACK 1

THE BOOK OF ROCK
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[image: Name: George Racket; Subject: Rock 'n' roll; Teacher: Life!]
Welcome to the book that’s going to change my life.

That’s right. This is THE book. The book that’s going to turn me, George Racket, from the ordinary, slightly-shorter-than-average ten-year-old into a super-awesome international

[image: ROCK STAR!]
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OK, I know on the outside this book looks like a normal school exercise book … and it kind of is. (I ‘borrowed’ it from the classroom supply cupboard.) But that’s just a clever disguise.

[image: Normal exercise book]
It will be on these very pages, where boring equations and snore-fest theories would normally be written, that I shall write my masterpiece of musical awesomeness!

THIS – my first-ever songbook!

No, hang on. Songbook sounds a bit rubbish.

My first-ever music book?

Nope.

Wait. I’ve got it …

My book of rock!

To be honest, I’m not quite sure how to write songs yet, but my music idol, rock-legend Max Riff, lead singer of the Comets, once said:

[image: THE GREATEST SONGS ARE BASED ON REAL EXPERIENCES, DUDE. LIVE. WRITE. ROCK!]
Live. Write. Rock! If that worked for Max Riff, it can work for George Racket! So I’ve decided I should start writing down everything that happens to me.

That’s right. EVERYTHING.

Starting now!

OK, let’s see … I’m in the most BORING lesson at Greyville School: Mr Lloyd’s science class. He’s got his usual white lab coat on and his hair looks like a science experiment itself.

[image: ]
I don’t think he really needs to wear a lab coat in class. It’d be a bit like our history teacher, Mr Bygone, dressing like Henry VIII. Or our maths teacher, Mrs Spearing, dressing like a calculator. Or Ms Feather, our art teacher, dressing like a pencil.

[image: ]
Mr Lloyd is writing something on the board. Something about space – but no one is listening, because there’s something WAY more interesting going on.

There’s a pigeon on the windowsill. An actual pigeon. Just staring right at Danika Chowdhury.

No, wait …

It just flew away.

It’s flying over the car park and … ew, gross! It just did its business on Mr Lloyd’s car!

Oooh, this HAS to be turned into a song …


PIGEON

by George Racket

[image: ]

Fly away, pigeon.

Coo, coo, coo …

Is it gonna fly over

You-ooh-ooh?

Flyin’ is what pigeons

Do, do, do …

I think I just saw it do a

Doo-doo!

Doo-doo-doo!

I think I just saw it do a

Doo-doo-doo!

I think a pigeon did a

Doo-doo-doo!

Cos every pigeon loves a

Doo-doo-doo!

Doo-doo, doo-doo

ON YOU!
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Whoop! That’s one song in my book of rock! Strong start. The bar has been set high. This is going well, right? We’ll have an album in no time.

What else is happening? Oh, it’s starting to rain, which probably means we’ll all have to stay inside at lunch.

RUBBISH!

Don’t get me wrong. I love staying inside at lunch. That’s what I always try to do! While everyone else rushes outside to play footie or dodgeball, I get the music room all to myself for an hour and can shred some sick riffs on the school guitar, in between eating my cheese-and-Marmite sandwich.

[image: ]
OK, so it’s not the best guitar in the world, but any guitar is better than no guitar! I’d way rather stay inside and play that plank of wood with strings than be picked LAST for the football team again, or get whacked in the face with a cold dodgeball!

But on wet days everyone has to stay inside, and I can forget all about getting the music room to myself. Most of the other kids muck about with the instruments as though they’re just toys. Last week, Dylan Bodkins was using the guitar like a bow and arrow, pulling back the strings to fire drumsticks across the room.

[image: ]
Let me tell you something right now. A guitar is NOT a toy. It is a precious, finely crafted tool used by the most fearless warriors alive – musicians!

OK, let’s see. What else can I write about in my book of rock? The science room smells a bit funny, like vinegar, but not the good kind of vinegar that you put on battered sausage and chips from Fred’s, my favourite chippy (oooh, think I might have that for dinner tonight!). It’s more like the kind of vinegary liquid that scientists use to pickle gross things in jars.

Some people reckon Mr Lloyd has got a jar of real human eyeballs in the store cupboard and that’s where the smell comes from.

Hmmm.

Wait, what rhymes with ‘sausage’?

Porridge?

Orange?

Squash-it?

Nothing rhymes with ‘sausage’! Not sure if this story is going to make a good song, but it’s worth a try …


PICKLED EYES NOTHING RHYMES WITH ‘SAUSAGE’!

by George Racket

[image: ]

Eyes in the dark

Looking for the light,

Smelling kind of funny,

Giving me a fright.

Vinegar is great

When it’s on a sausage,

But in a jar of eyes …


Nothing rhymes with ‘sausage’!

Nothing rhymes with ‘sausage’!

Nothing rhymes with ‘sausage’!

Nothing rhymes with ‘sausage’!

Nothing rhymes with it.
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Eyes in a jar

Make me feel sick.

Looking through the glass –

Bring a bucket quick!

Wish I didn’t eat

The chips and battered sausage.

It tasted really good but …
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Nothing rhymes with ‘sausage’!

Nothing rhymes with ‘sausage’!

Nothing rhymes with ‘sausage’!

Nothing rhymes with ‘sausage’!

Nothing rhymes with ‘sausage’.


NO WAY!

What about ‘orange’?

NO WAY!

Does it rhyme with ‘porridge’?

NO WAY!

Could it rhyme with ‘storage’?

NO WAY!

[image: ]
Nothing rhymes with ‘sausage’!

Nothing rhymes with ‘sausage’!

Nothing rhymes with ‘sausage’!

Nothing rhymes with ‘sausage’!

Nothing rhymes with it.





I don’t think it’ll make the album, but it just goes to show that Max Riff was right. You can write a song about anything. If I keep writing it all down – the good, the bad and the vinegary – soon I’ll have a book of songs that will rock the socks off the whole world!

Oooh, now that sounds like a song too …



ROCK THE SOCKS OFF THE WORLD

by George Racket

[image: ]

A rock song don’t have to make any sense

To understand it.

The world don’t have to wear any socks

Cos it’s a planet.

[image: ]
But if it did wear socks I think that

They would be big ones!

(Really big ones!)

From the ground up to the sky

And that’s why …

[image: ]
We’re gonna rock, let’s rock, let’s rock the socks,

Rock the socks off the world!

Let’s rock, let’s rock, let’s rock the socks

Off all the boys and the girls!

Rock the socks off your mum and dad

And all your brothers and sisters!

Gonna rock those socks so bad

You’re gonna get rock-and-roll blisters!

Let’s rock, let’s rock, let’s rock the socks,

Rock the socks, rock the socks off the world!

(He’s rocking them off!)

Rock the socks, rock the socks off the world!

(He’s rocking them off!)

Rock the socks, rock the socks off the world!



[image: ]

Wow! Those lyrics just flew into my head out of nowhere, like I had to write them down. I think Max Riff calls it inspiration … or maybe it’s perspiration. I can’t remember. It’s definitely something-spiration, anyway. I suppose that might start happening all the time now that I’m writing my life down in search for songs for my band.

Oh yeah! I didn’t even finish telling you about my band!

I guess I should write a little introduction about who we are.

This calls for a new page.

[image: ]



TRACK 2

THE EARTHLINGS

[image: ]

That’s our band name. The Earthlings.

And here’s our logo (designed by me):

[image: THE EARTHLINGS]
There are three of us in the band. Me, Bash and Neila. First up, on the drums, we have Bash.

Bash isn’t his real name. His real name is Bari Bashar. Why do we call him Bash? Well, he just really liked bashing things when he was little. So much so that ‘bash’ was actually his first word!

[image: ]
So his mum started calling him Bash and the name stuck like gum on a shoe, and he’s been called Bash ever since.

[image: Bash!]
One day, Bash’s mum and dad had enough of all their nice things getting smashed by Bash, and they bought him a drum kit.

Well, that was a game changer. Finally, he had something that he was allowed to bash! Something to focus all his best bashing energy on!

The funny thing is he’s not really that into music. Sure, Bash loves banging out a rock song because he gets to hit things and make loud noises without being told off – but what Bash is really into is SPACE.

If I’m a music nerd, then he’s a total space geek!

It all started about a year ago when he thought he saw a UFO crash in the woods, through his bedroom window. (I know!) Ever since then, Bash has been OBSESSED with space and science fiction and totally ridiculous, unrealistic stories about aliens destroying Earth, which explains some of the band-name suggestions that he submitted for consideration.

[image: ]

What about THE DEATH RAYS?

No!

THE LASER-HEADS?

Absolutely not!

What about … KICK SUNARU?

SUNARU? That sounds pretty cool. What does it mean?

It’s URANUS backwards! Kick Uran–

NO!




Then one day he insisted we watch this old black-and-white sci-fi movie about a bunch of really fake-looking aliens who beamed up a load of people from Earth and called them earthlings.

‘That’s it!’ Bash cheered.

‘What’s it?’ I said.

‘Our band name. I’ve got it. What planet do we come from?’

‘Well, I’m from Earth. I’m not sure about you, though,’ I replied.

‘Right! We’re from Earth, so we are …’

I blinked back at him without the foggiest idea what he meant.

‘We are Earthlings! That’s our band name: THE EARTHLINGS!’ he said triumphantly.

Well, after reading his list of other suggestions (including the Gassy Giants and Hubble Trouble) I figured The Earthlings was the best of a bad bunch. I won’t lie – I didn’t really like it at first, but Bash said, ‘I’m only going to play drums in this band if I get to name it!’ and we really needed a drummer, so I had no choice.

From then on, Bash was in the band and we were officially called The Earthlings!

Now he never leaves the house without a pair of drumsticks in his hands, plus a few spare pairs in his trusty backpack (just in case he rocks too hard and breaks one), along with a bunch of dorky space magazines.

Right, that’s enough about him. Next is our face-melting, riff-shredding, eardrum-popping lead guitarist: Neila!

Neila is an onion.

[image: ]
Not literally, obviously. That’d just be weird. What I mean is that Neila’s … complicated. She’s surprising. Like a planet, she’s got layers.

The first thing you see when you look at Neila is her ‘lucky hat’, which she NEVER takes off. Under that is a puff of fringe that always gets in her eyes. That’s the crust.

[image: Outer Core, Mantle, Inner Core, Crust]
Then comes the mantle, when you get to know her a little better. That’s when you find out that she loves broccoli, but she doesn’t like chocolate. Not even my favourite chocolate-covered peanut-butter cups!

 (I KNOW!)

Then, when you get to the outer core, you discover that Neila is super smart. Seriously. She’s full of nerdy knowledge that she’ll probably never use, like the seven times table and what S is on the periodic table. (It’s sulphur, by the way – the stuff that makes that bum gas smell!)

But underneath all those layers Neila’s inner core is made of pure rock ’n’ roll.

The only problem is that she’s just a little scared to let it out. (The rock ’n’ roll, not the bum gas.)

Neila only started at Greyville School a year ago after moving here from another town. It’s always hard starting a new school and making new friends, but Neila didn’t help herself. For example, she always sat RIGHT at the front of every class. In fact, she’s still sitting there at this very moment! Right under Mr Lloyd’s hairy nose! There’s no way I’d get away with writing my book of rock if I was sitting next to Neila in the front row.

The front row is for kids who are going places. One place in particular: the prize-giving ceremony at the end of term, where all the parents get invited and Ms Feather gets too emotional and cries. Neila is definitely a prize-winning kind of kid, and I’m definitely not, so we weren’t always the BFFs we are today.

But that all changed one lunch break a couple of months ago. I was heading for the usually empty music room, but as I got closer to the door I could hear there was already someone inside.

Someone playing the most earth-shattering riffs I’d ever heard!

I HAD to find out who it was. So I did the obvious thing. I hid.

My cover was blown when the bell rang for the end of lunch, and I saw Neila sneaking out of the room and back to class. I was so stunned that I fell into the fire extinguisher.

[image: Hi, I’m George. Will you be in my band … please? … OK!]
So that’s Bash and Neila, which just leaves ME.

I play the bass guitar. ‘Bass’ rhymes with ‘ace’ or ‘race’, not ‘pass’ or ‘class’ – just in case you’re wondering! The bass is like a normal guitar, except it only has four strings and the sound it makes is super low. I decided to become a bass player because I thought learning four strings would be easier than six, but I was WAY wrong. The four bass strings are like thick, metal worms, and when I first started to play, my fingers went all blistered and looked super gross!

I almost gave up, but then I remembered what Max Riff once said …

[image: If you never give up on music, music will never give up on you.]
So I didn’t give up on music. I stuck with it. And one day I woke up and found that the ends of my fingers had gone hard … ROCK hard! Like those fake plastic thumbs you get at the magic shop.

‘They’re called calluses,’ Mum explained when I ran downstairs to show her.

I like to call them my ROCK FINGERS!

From then on, I could rock out as hard as I wanted without my fingers feeling as if they were on fire. The only downside is that I can’t really feel anything with the tips of my fingers any more. Seriously, I think they’re pretty much indestructible.

My bass guitar is my FAVOURITE thing in the whole universe. It was my birthday present last year, and I still can’t believe it’s mine. It’s a Fender P. Bass (the P stands for Precision, which my dad says is ironic when I play it, whatever that means) and the colour is cosmic green. I think it’s called that because it has all these little sparkly bits in the paint that catch the light like stars and look SO awesome.

I wanted to get cosmic-green glasses to match, but Mum said, ‘Sparkly green glasses are not appropriate for school!’

(I KNOW!)

To top off the killer paint job, I’ve paired it with a black strap that has a white lightning bolt zapping down the front, like it’s being struck with a thousand volts of pure electricity.

[image: POW!]
It’s just like the one that Max Riff used to play before he SMASHED it up at the end of a legendary concert. It broke into a thousand pieces and looked like an explosion of stardust. I’ve got a poster of the moment he did it on my bedroom wall.

[image: ]
Smashing your guitar is probably the most rock ’n’ roll thing anyone could ever do, but there’s no way I’d ever do that to my Cosmo. Not in a million light years!

Oh yeah, that’s my guitar’s name – Cosmo.

And don’t even get me started on the sound. It’s like a cross between a sports car revving its engine and a rocket launching into space – deep and growly. Well, that’s what it’s supposed to sound like, but I’ve only been playing it for a few months, so sometimes it sounds a bit … flappy. Bash says it’s a bit like an elephant’s bum after it’s been eating baked beans. But I’ll keep practising.

[image: I’ll never give up on music.]
Anyway, that’s my band! The Earthlings had assembled, and were ready to rock the stage. Although technically we’ve not rocked out on an actual stage yet. Just my parents’ garage. But that’s all about to change – TOMORROW – when we enter GREYVILLE SCHOOL’S BATTLE OF THE BANDS.

It’s going to be our first-EVER show in front of a real live audience! It’s a little terrifying, but totally worth it, because the first prize is …

Tickets to see MAX RIFF AND THE COMETS on Saturday night!

That’s right. Max Riff and the Comets are in town for one night only, this Saturday! The tickets sold out in a record-breaking three seconds, so this is our only shot at being at that show.

[image: ]
To be honest, though, I don’t think we stand much chance of winning. I mean, all the other bands are WAY older than us and have been playing for much longer. Plus, when we were rehearsing in the garage this week, Dad said we sounded like a car crash. (Seriously, he actually thought a car had crashed into the garage and called the police.)

[image: ]
So I guess that means we’re probably not the best band in the world (yet). Still, I bet we’re not the worst! There’s got to be a band on the planet that sucks more than us
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