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To Emma

Thanks to Gail Schwoebel



Contents



	Dedication

	Contents

	1. Welcome, Miss Universe

	2. Space Week

	3. Throwing Up and Throwing Down

	4. Grown-Ups Behaving Badly

	5. The Secret Door

	6. A Dot in the Sky

	7. It’s Not Fair!

	8. A Tour of the Solar System

	9. The Ending . . . of the World

	Back Ads

	About the Author and Illustrator

	Credits

	Copyright

	About the Publisher







Guide


	Cover

	Contents

	Chapter 1









	ii

	iv

	vi

	1

	2

	3

	4

	5

	6

	7

	8

	9

	10

	11

	12

	13

	14

	15

	16

	17

	18

	19

	20

	21

	22

	23

	24

	25

	26

	27

	28

	29

	30

	31

	32

	33

	34

	35

	36

	37

	38

	39

	40

	41

	42

	43

	44

	45

	46

	47

	48

	49

	50

	51

	52

	54

	55

	56

	57

	58

	59

	60

	61

	62

	63

	64

	65

	66

	67

	68

	69

	70

	71

	72

	73

	74

	75

	76

	77

	78

	79

	80

	81

	82

	83

	84

	85

	86

	87

	88

	89

	90

	91

	92

	93

	94

	95

	96

	97

	98

	99

	100

	101

	102

	103

	104

	105








[image: images]

[image: images]




[image: images]

My name is A.J. and I hate putting on plays.

Plays are dumb. You have to learn a bunch of lines. You have to stand up in front of the whole school. Everybody’s watching. If you make a mistake, everybody laughs. Ugh, I hate plays.

I had to be in a play this week. Here’s what happened. Most days I take the bus to school. But sometimes my dad drops me off on his way to work. When we pulled into the drop-off line the other day, there was a big sign on the front lawn of Ella Mentry School. . . .

WELCOME, MISS UNIVERSE!

My dad slammed on the brakes.

“Sorry!” he said. “I was reading that sign.”

“Who’s Miss Universe?” I asked.

“Hmmm,” Dad replied. “We’d better park the car and go inside to find out.”

“Don’t you have to go to work, Dad?” I asked.

“Your education is more important to me than work, A.J.,” he replied.

We parked the car and went inside. There was another sign in the hallway. . . .

MISS UNIVERSE IS COMING

TO MR. COOPER’S CLASS!

That’s my class! Dad and I walked a million hundred miles to the classroom. Dad walked really fast. It was like he was in a race or something. I guess he was in a hurry because he had to go to work.

When we got to Mr. Cooper’s class, you’ll never believe who was sitting in the back of the room.

Ryan’s dad.

And Michael’s dad.

And Alexia’s dad.

And Andrea’s dad.

And Emily’s dad.

And Neil’s dad.

All the dads were sitting in the back of the classroom! Even some dads of the kids in other classes were trying to get into the room. The place was crawling with dads! Some of them had to stand because there weren’t enough chairs.
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That was weird. Usually our moms are the ones who come to school for assemblies and stuff.

I said hi to Mr. Cooper and put my backpack in my cubby. Then I went to my seat. That’s when our principal, Mr. Klutz, came into the room. He has no hair at all. I mean none. His head looks like one of those mannequins in a store window.

“Is Miss Universe really going to be here?” one of the dads asked Mr. Klutz.

“Will we get to meet her?” asked another dad.

“Can we get our picture taken with Miss Universe?” asked a third dad.

“Gentlemen!” Mr. Klutz replied. “Please calm down and stop pushing and shoving. Miss Universe will be here any minute, and you can all get your pictures taken with her.”

“Yay!” shouted all the dads.

The only one in the room who didn’t look happy was our teacher, Mr. Cooper.

“I was going to do a math lesson this morning,” he told Mr. Klutz.

“Miss Universe is only available for a short time,” Mr. Klutz told him. “So you’ll have to save that math lesson for another day.”

Fine with me. I hate math.

Mr. Klutz went out in the hall. I turned around and saw my dad fussing with his hair. That was weird. I never saw Dad fussing with his hair before. He hardly even has any hair to fuss with.

We had to wait a long time for Miss Universe. The dads in the back of the room all looked like they were on pins and needles. But they weren’t. At least some of them were sitting on chairs. It would hurt to be on pins and needles. Finally Mr. Klutz came back in the room.

“I’m happy to report that Miss Universe is here!” he announced. “Boys and girls, I’d like to introduce the one . . . the only . . . Miss . . . Universe!”

All the dads pulled out their cell phones and held them up so they could take pictures. And you’ll never believe in a million hundred years who came through the door at that moment.

Nobody! You can’t come through a door. Doors are made of wood. But you’ll never believe who came through the doorway.

It was Miss Universe, of course!*

She was a short lady with gray hair who looked a lot like my grandmother. She was wearing a big yellow hat with tennis balls, Ping-Pong balls, and some other balls hanging from it.

“Hi everybody!” Miss Universe said. “My name is Miss Tracy. But you can call me Miss Universe, because I’m here to teach you about astronomy.”
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“Ohhhhhhh,” the dads in the back of the room groaned.

Astronomy? What’s that?

Andrea Young, this annoying girl with curly brown hair, had already looked it up on her smartphone. “Astronomy is the study of stars, planets, and outer space,” she said.

All the dads stood up.

“Look at the time,” one of them said. “I’m going to be late for work!”

“Me too!” a few of the other dads said.

“I have an important meeting!”

“I have a train to catch.”

“So do I!”

All the dads started pushing and shoving to get out the doorway.

“Wait!” shouted Mr. Klutz. “Don’t you want to have your pictures taken with Miss Universe?”

“No time!”

“Sorry!”

“Gotta run!”

A minute later all the dads were gone. That was weird.

I guess they didn’t want to meet Miss Universe after all.
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Mr. Klutz told us it was Space Week at Ella Mentry School. He said Miss Tracy is a retired scientist who spent her whole career studying astronomy.

“Are you a mad scientist?” I asked her.

“Well, sometimes I do get mad,” Miss Tracy replied.

Oooh, she’s a mad scientist! Mad scientists are cool. Miss Tracy will probably try to take over the world. That’s what mad scientists do.

“Miss Tracy will be visiting our school for the next few days,” Mr. Klutz told us. “I have to go to a meeting now, but I’ll check back later to see how you’re making out.”

Ugh, gross! I’m not going to be making out with anybody!

Mr. Klutz left. Mr. Cooper went to the front of the class with Miss Tracy. He looked like he was still mad about missing his math lesson.

“What will you be teaching us?” Mr. Cooper asked as he passed out name tags so Miss Tracy would be able to call us by our names.

“We’ll be learning about planets, stars, black holes, asteroids, meteors, and everything to do with outer space,” she replied.* “But mainly, I want to show your students that astronomy can be fun. In a few days we’ll be putting on a little play about astronomy for the school.”

Oh no. A play. My worst nightmare.

“I love plays!” said Andrea. “My favorite play is Annie.”

Ugh, Andrea said the L word.

“I hate plays,” I said.

“Oh, you just say you hate plays because I said I love them, Arlo,” said Andrea, who calls me by my real name because she knows I don’t like it. “You always say the opposite of me.”

“I do not,” I said.

“See?” said Andrea. “You did it again. I bet you secretly like plays, Arlo.”

“I do not. Plays are boring.”

“Oh, I promise you this one won’t be boring!” said Miss Tracy. “Learning about the planets is fascinating.”

The only thing I know about planets is that our old teacher, Mr. Granite, came from a different one. He was born on the planet Etinarg (which is “Granite” spelled backward). He came to Earth in a spaceship. But then one day another spaceship came, and the aliens took Mr. Granite back to Etinarg. We were all sad. That’s when Mr. Cooper became our teacher. You can read all about it in a book called Mr. Cooper Is Super!

“Let’s start by talking about the sun,” said Miss Tracy. “The sun is big. So it’s the center of attention. I need a volunteer. Who wants to be the sun?”

“I do!” we all shouted.

Andrea was waving her hand in the air like she was stranded on a desert island and trying to signal a plane.

“Okay, Andrea, you can be the sun,” said Miss Tracy. “Come up to the front of the class.”
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“Boo!” said everybody but Andrea.

“Yay!” said Andrea as she
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