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Details at the end of this book.


CHAPTER 1

Second Sheep

Willy wished he had someone to play games with besides his big brother Peter.

Right now Peter was picking a thick brown scab off his leg, when he should have been concentrating on the giant sabre-toothed worm monsters battling the Trans-Galactic Imperial Infantry.
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“Gross!” Willy dropped his game controller in disgust. “You let one get away!” 

“Oh yeah? This’ll stop him.” Peter lifted one bum cheek and let out a blustery paint peeler of a fart.

That called for revenge. Willy raised his rear end and spewed a dirty green bottom blast so rotten-smelling it could have melted steel, or one of the Dorlusian robot gladiators that had just stomped into view.

“Now you’re the one who lost us points!” Peter said. “Just for that, eat this.” He tore another scab from his knee and spun it at him. Willy ducked just in time.

“Uh oh,” Peter said, his nose pointing behind Willy.

The scab stuck to the forehead of their little sister Skyler, who didn’t seem to notice as she skipped happily down the stairs. She hopped in front of the couch and held out two slips of paper.
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“For my special brothers,” Skyler said.

“We don’t need toilet paper,” Peter said, winking at Willy.

“This isn’t toilet paper, dummy,” Skyler said. “These are VIP tickets for my kindergarten spring pageant. We’re performing ‘Old MacDonald Had a Farm’.”

“And what are you, one of the pigs?” Peter imitated a snorting hog.

Skyler ignored him and stuck up her nose. “I play Lamb Number Two, the second-most important sheep in the whole play.”

“Hey, know what a sheep fart sounds like?” Peter squeezed out a honk that sounded more goosey than sheepy.

“Don’t be disgusting. You better come!” Skyler set the tickets between them on the couch. “Oh yeah, one more thing. I need you to babysit Squeaky.”

[image: ]Squeaky was Skyler’s pet hamster. All he did all day was crack sunflower seeds and run inside his wheel. 

Once he’d bitten Willy’s finger, one of the most painful experiences in his life. Though to his credit, Squeaky often lived up to his name with hilarious little hamster farts.

“We actors are required at rehearsal,” Skyler said. She placed a grapefruit-sized clear plastic hamster ball on the floor. “So please look after—”

KABOOM!

A terrifying explosion cut her off.

“See what you made happen?” Peter tossed his controller on the floor. “You let the Trans-Galactic Star Station blow up!”

Big red words appeared on the screen: “You lost the battle. Go back to Level 12.”

Before either boy could punish their sister with a lethal fart, she was out the door. With Peter’s scab still stuck to her head, at least.

“Who wants to sit through some stupid kidney-garden pageant to watch her bleat like a sheep?” Peter said.

Willy agreed. “We need to get away, as far away as possible.”

Peter switched the television to a regular station, but it was just the news. He was about to press another channel, when Willy said, “Hold it!”
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The news showed a rocket on a launchpad, while the reporter reported: “...first manned mission to the Moon in forty years. The public is invited to meet the astronauts today, just before lift-off, at the Gasserton Space Command Centre auditorium.”

“Cool! That’s in the next town,” Willy said.

Peter was already out of his seat. “Let’s go!”

They packed snacks for the ride over: nacho corn chips, refried beans, hard boiled eggs, plus a bag of leftover onion rings. Then they ran down the street to catch the bus.

“Wait!” Willy said. “We promised to babysit the hamster.”

“I don’t remember any promise,” Peter said.

Willy looked away, so his brother wouldn’t see his tear-filled eyes. They couldn’t leave poor little Squeaky all alone in the house. What if a pet thief broke in?

Willy dashed home, scooped up the hamster ball, and reached the bus stop just in time.

“Do you see what I see?” Peter said.

Willy saw. The bus was jam-packed with student ballerinas.

They settled in the back seat. “Pass the eggs and beans and onion rings,” Peter said.

Ten blocks later they hammered out nose-melting, eye-watering fart bombs that turned the air in the bus grungy yellow.

One block after that, their bums hit the sidewalk.

The next bus came along after a few minutes. This one was filled with an old ladies’ knitting club.

Willy and Peter gulped down another tin of beans. This was turning out to be a truly fun day.
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CHAPTER 2

The Evil Doorman

A crooked-nosed doorman stopped them at the Space Command Centre entrance. 

“Got tickets?”

“No one told us we needed tickets,” Willy said.

“Tough luck. All sold out,” said the doorman.

Willy was about to cry, but Peter winked at him and told the guard, “Sure we got tickets.”

Peter pulled out the paper that Skyler had given him earlier, and Willy did the same. They started to walk past, until monstrous hands gripped their shoulders.

“Says right here these are for Old MacDonald,” said the doorman. “Not old Man in the Moon. Anyway, no pets.”

He pointed to a sign which read:


NO ANIMALS ALLOWED, INCLUDING SNAKES, SPIDERS, AND HAMSTERS
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“Now, scram!” The doorman balled up the tickets and tossed them aside.

Peter led Willy around the corner, where they hid behind a tree. “Time to use our foolproof method for getting past guards. Start eating.”

Peter opened the bag of cold, greasy onion rings and poured bean dip all over them. For good measure, he shoved hard-boiled eggs in his and Willy’s mouths.

A few minutes later, they were back in front of the doorman.

“Hey, I thought I told you guys—”

Willy and Peter dropped their trousers and pumped out loud, bubbly brown fart blasts that smelled like a rubbish tip had exploded. Some late arrivals ran away, but the doorman just stood there.

“That’s nothing,” he told them. “Just had my lunch at a kebab stand.” He bent over, aiming his rear end like a cannon.

A fart struck Willy in the face like a boxing glove, sending him somersaulting backwards down the steps.
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“Aaaaaaahhhhh!” Willy screamed. 

“Ooooooogggg!” Peter followed, gagging and retching.

The doorman laughed like an evil troll. “Har har har! Don’t let me catch you brats showing your faces—or bums—around here again.”

Willy wanted to cry. His chance of a lifetime, to meet real, live astronauts! Ruined! Peter patted Willy’s shoulder and said not to worry, they would find a way in.

They snuck around the side of the building and tried a few doors. At one, another guard yelled at them. The rest of the doors were locked.

Finally they came to a door where they heard voices inside.

Peter had an idea. He put Squeaky in his hamster ball right next to the door. He knocked, then they both ran and hid behind a bush.

The door opened a crack. A man’s head peered out, looked right and left, shrugged, then went back inside and let the door close behind him. Except it didn’t shut completely—it was stuck against the hamster ball.

Willy and Peter tiptoed over and listened until the voices and footsteps faded.

They were in!
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CHAPTER 3

Rocket Man

Willy and Peter crept through an empty white hallway, past unmarked white doors. Hearing more voices ahead, they ducked into the nearest room.

It looked like the changing room at the school gym, only without the sweaty smell. Peter pointed to the tall lockers lining one wall.

“Let’s hide in there!” He swung open a locker door.
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“Whoa!” Peter and Willy said at the same time.

They were staring at a big, white astronaut space suit!

The next locker contained another.

“Let’s try them on!” Peter said, dragging out the first space suit.

Willy thought this was a great idea and a bad idea at the same time. They were in deep trouble just by being here. But who could resist the fun?

The second space suit was stiff and a bit heavy, and way too big for him, but once he clipped on the helmet he felt like a real astronaut.

This was awesome! They waved their arms like space aliens and made silly faces at each other.

Peter’s mouth puckered, his eyebrows jammed together. Willy knew what was coming.

Peter’s fart reverberated through his suit and echoed off the walls. Of course, Willy had to fart in response. Then he wished he hadn’t eaten those hard-boiled eggs.

Willy struggled to breathe inside the sealed space suit. Where was the oxygen tank on this thing?
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Suddenly the voices in the hallway grew louder. They climbed out of the suits as quickly
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