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I WAITED UNTIL ALL THE LIGHTS
WERE OUT AND EVERYONE
WAS ASLEEP.

Then I quietly got dressed and slipped out of my room. Nebula was waiting for me.

I switched my data pad to 3-D mode, and a map of the United States floated before us.

“Here’s where we are now,” I told her, pointing to a spot on the map just outside of New York City. “And here’s where we want to go.”

My finger moved toward Cleveland, Ohio. Nebula did not look happy.

“This is where the Thirty-Fourth Annual World Science Fair is being held,” I continued. “Tomorrow is my last chance to enter my Galaxy Glue.”
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1
GALAXY GLUE

“I have a surprise for you today, class!” said my teacher early one Monday morning.

My best friend and I had just walked into our classroom at Quantum Elementary. A 3-D globe of Earth was spinning slowly in the middle of the room.

What in the name of Neptune is Mr. Peres up to now? I wondered as Nebula and I slipped into our seats.

I did not have to wait long for an answer.

“We are traveling to Earth on a field trip!” cried Mr. Peres. “Pack your bags tonight, because we leave first thing in the morning!”

I felt my face flare up like a Pandorian sunset. This was the inkiest thing he could have told us. I’d rather float in space without a jet-pack than go to Earth!

Earth was a universe away from the Mars Malt, my favorite chill chamber on Space Station 9. Gravity was a scorch. It made me feel as heavy as a Lootar. And big skies and wide-open spaces made me dizzy.

I was completely shivered out. But Mr. Peres didn’t seem to notice.

“We will be traveling to a small town outside of New York City,” he continued. “My good friend teaches at a school there, and he has agreed to be our host. Then we will visit the United States capital, Washington, D.C.!”

My classmates cheered as I slumped farther down in my seat. There I remained, in a Martian mist, for the rest of the day.
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That night, I sat down at my data pad to look up Earth. I needed to find at least one good reason to go on this inky field trip.

I had just started my search when Nebula blasted into my room.

“Thermo!” she said as a large picture of Earth appeared on my data pad screen.

It did not take long to find a few good things about Earth. There was a Rock and Roll Hall of Fame. There were hyperspeed trains. There was the Moons of Jupiter amusement park. But other than that, there was nothing worth going quasar over.

Then something caught my eye.
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It was an announcement. The Thirty-Fourth Annual World Science Fair was about to be held in Cleveland, Ohio. First prize was fifty thousand frackles.

“Ceedus-Lupeedus!” I cried as I felt geezle bumps travel up my arms.

You’re probably wondering why I got so excited about a science fair. Most girls my age think science is inky. Well, cool your boosters because I’m about to tell you.

I, Zenon Kar, have always loved science.

In fact, I had just won the Fifth Annual Quantum Elementary School Science Fair with an invention of mine called Galaxy Glue.

I had been looking forward to the Fifth Annual Quantum Elementary School Science Fair ever since the Fourth Annual Quantum Elementary School Science Fair had ended.

That was the year I lost to my friend Tad. He had invented a paint that changed colors when he told it to.

“Stellar Yellow,” he had said to a painted white wall behind the judges.

The judges gasped in surprise when the wall turned from white to yellow right before their eyes.

After that, I wanted to dazzle the judges, too. So I began to work on my Galaxy Glue.
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At first, my glue was nothing more than your ordinary mucky paste. It caused paper to stick to paper. And paper to stick to metal or glass.

As you well know, that is nothing new. I wanted my glue to cause things to stick together that had never stuck together before. And if you’ve never tried to do it, let me tell you, it isn’t easy making things stick together when they don’t want to be stuck.

Then one night, I had a major breakthrough.

I was working on my glue in my room. My robotic dog, Bobo, was asleep at my side. I had just taken a sip of a Whambama Smoothie. Then my dad knocked on my door.

Bobo woke with a start. He knocked my smoothie out of my hand. It fell into my glue. And the glue began to bubble and foam.

I tried to pick up the Zarkon metal cup that my Whambama Smoothie had been in. But it was stuck to my Calzon glass tabletop.
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Whambama was the missing ingredient. It was what I had been searching for!

I added whambama to my formula. And suddenly my glue could make anything stick to anything! It was thermo beyond belief!

When it was time for the science fair, I was the one to dazzle the judges. And I won first place.

Now here I was, staring at my data-pad screen and the announcement for the Thirty-Fourth Annual World Science Fair. This was my chance to show my glue to the world!

“That science fair is for adults,” said Nebula, bringing me back to reality. “Mr. Peres will say no.”

It was true. Mr. Peres would never let me enter my glue in an adult science fair.

“So I just won’t ask him,” I decided.

Nebula’s eyes lit up like solar flares.

“You mean you would sneak off to the fair without permission?” asked Neb.

That was exactly what I meant.
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“But the fair is in Cleveland, Ohio, Zee!” Nebula tried again. “We’re not going to Cleveland.”

I did not see that this was a problem either. There were superfast trains on Earth.

I punched up the hyperspeed-train schedule on my data pad.

“Traveling to Cleveland from Washington, D.C., on a hyperspeed train takes two hours. That’s no more time than it takes to ride twice around Space Station 9,” I told Neb.

But Neb did not want to hear it.

“Something could go wrong,” she said. “You could get kidnapped or lost!”

“You’re being a Plutar Blanchy!” I told her, shaking my head.

But Neb still wasn’t listening.

“Worse yet, you could get stuck on Earth!” was the last thing she said as she walked out the door.
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2
ONE-TRAIN-TRACK MIND

[image: ]

The next morning, my parents took me to the departure port. My class was already boarding the shuttle when we arrived.

“Bye, Mom! Bye, Dad!” I said, and hugged them both.

They knew how scorched-out I was about traveling to Earth, so Mom gave me a few extra frackles for my trip.

“Treat yourself to something special,” she whispered as she slipped the coins into my pocket.

I found Nebula sitting by a window toward the back of the shuttle. I hurried over to join her.

“Hey, Neb!” I said, and slid into the seat next to her.

“Hey, Zee!” she cried with a quasar smile.

She no longer seemed flared-up about the science fair. So I decided not to mention it.
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Once the flight took off, Mr. Peres began to lecture us. He didn’t even cool his boosters when the shuttle stewards served our lunch!

“We live in an enclosed area on Space Station 9,” he said. “When you arrive on Earth, you may be uncomfortable with the big sky and the wide-open spaces.”

Mr. Peres swept his hand out from his side when he said this. I guess he was making a point about the wide-open spaces. But he knocked my drink out of my hand and into my bowl of Jupiter Jell-O.

“Ceedus-Lupeedus!” I whispered. He was driving me into hyperspace!
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I watched as my Pluto Punch swirled around in my Jell-O and began to bubble and foam. It made me think of the night my life
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