
  
    
      
    
  

    
 
 
    


     
 
 


     
 
 
    
     My dear mouse friends, 

     Have I ever told you how much I love science 

     fiction? I’ve always wanted to write incredible 

     adventures set in another dimension, but I’ve never 

     believed that parallel universes exist . . . until now! 

     That’s because my good friend Professor Paws  

     von Volt, the brilliant, secretive scientist, has  

     just made an incredible discovery. Thanks to some 

     mousetropic calculations, he determined that there 

     are many different dimensions in time and space,  

     where anything could be possible. 

     The professor’s work inspired me to write this 

     science fiction adventure in which my  

     family and I travel through space  

     in search of new worlds. 

     We’re a fabumouse crew:   

     the spacemice! 

     I hope you enjoy this 

     intergalactic adventure! 

     Geronimo Stilton 

     PROFESSOR 

     PAWS VON VOLT 



     
 
 
     Grandfather 

     william stiltonix 

     robotix 

     benjamin 

     stiltonix 

     and buGsy 

     wuGsy 

     Geronimo 

     stiltonix 

     traP 

     stiltonix 

     thea 

     stiltonix 



     
 
 
    
     BEWARE!   

     SPACE JUNK! 

     Scholastic Inc. 
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     In the darkness of the farthest galaxy in  

     time and space is a spaceship inhabited 

     exclusively by mice. 

     This fabumouse vessel is called the  

     MouseStar 1, and I am its captain! 

     I am Geronimo Stiltonix 

     , a somewhat  

     accident-prone mouse who (to tell you  

     the truth) would rather be writing novels  

     than steering a spaceship. 

     But for now, my adventurous  

     family and I are busy  

     traveling around the universe  

     on exciting intergalactic missions. 

     THIS IS THE 

     LATEST ADVENTURE 

     OF THE SPACEMICE! 



     
 
 
    
     AN ANNUAL 

     INSPECTION 

     It was a calm Monday on the spaceship 

     MouseStar 1. There were no  

     cosmic 

     disturbances, no 

     alien invasions 

     in the galaxy, and no 

     UNKNOWN 

     planets on the horizon. 

     Basically, it was a stress-free day, which 

     hadn’t happened in 

     weeks 

     , 

     months 

     , or 

     maybe even 

     years 

     ! 

     I was about to sit back 

     in my command chair, kick up my paws, and 

     put the spaceship on autopilot. 

     Then suddenly . . . 

     What was that 

     annoying 

     noise? 

     I looked at the screen in front of me. My 

     BEEP! 

     BEEEEP! 

     BEEEEEEP! 



     
 
 
    
     Captain’s 

     calendar 

     URGENT 

     MEETING 

     DIGITAL CALENDAR 

      had an urgent 

     meeting on it. Galactic Gorgonzola, I had 

     completely 

     forgotten 

     ! 

     Oh, excuse me, I haven’t introduced 

     myself: My name is Stiltonix, 

     Geronimo 

     Stiltonix 

     . I’m the captain of the MouseStar 1,  

     the most fabumouse spaceship in the 

     universe (though to 

     be honest, my 

     real dream 

     is to be a 

     writer!). Now, 

     where was I? Oh, 

     yes: According to my digital 

     calendar, today was the MouseStar 1’s  

     annual 

     mechanical 

     inspection. 

     I was scheduled to tour the ship with 

     our mechanic, Sally de Wrench. We would 

     closely  

     examine 

     the motor room, the 



     
 
 
   
     boiler room, the garbage storage room, and 

     a 

     zillion 

     other places. 

     Stellar Swiss! 

     I was so 

     nervous 

     about 

     the inspection that my fur was soaked with 

     sweat. You probably think I was 

     afraid 

     the ship wouldn’t pass the tests! But the 

     real reason for my anxiety was Sally de 

     Wrench. You see, she is the most 

     fascinating 

     mouse in the entire galaxy, and I have an 

     enormouse 

     crush on her! 

     Every time I see her, my legs go as soft as 

     cream cheese, my squeak gets stuck in my 

     throat, and 

     my brain turns to Brie 

     ! 

     As I was thinking about Sally, MouseStar  

    
     1’s onboard computer, Hologramix, spoke 

     up. 

     “ 

     Sally 

     de 

     Wrench 

     is waiting for 

     you on the lower level!” 

     I began to 

     tremble 

     from the ends of 



     
 
 
    
     my whiskers to the 

     tip of my tail. I tried 

     to get out of my 

     command chair, but 

     my paws were heavier 

     than wheels of aged 

     Parmesan and my 

     knees 

     wobbled 

     like 

     sticks of string cheese. 

     Unfortunately, my 

     cousin Trap was 

     sitting next to me, 

     playing 

     space 

     checkers against his 

     computer. 

     “What’s up, Cuz?” 

     he asked. “You seem 

     stuck 

     !” 

     “N-no, it’s nothing,” 



     
 
 
  
     I stammered, my snout turning red with 

     embarrassment. “I was just getting up.” 

     Trap took one look at me and 

     figured 

     out 

     what was going on. 

     “Looks like someone is 

     afraid 

     to be 

     alone with Sally, hmm?” he teased me. 



     
 
 
    
     sweet as honey 

     on cheese! 

     Trap  

     pushed 

     me toward the door of 

     the command center. 

     “Cousin, you are as  

     sweet on Sally  

     as honey on cheese,” he said, shaking his 

     snout. “But 

     luckily 

     I’m here to help 

     you. Let’s go 

     — 

     you don’t want to keep her 

     waiting!” 

     Mousy 

     meteorites! 

     Trap wanted to 

     come with me for the inspection. I knew 

     he would only make me feel even more 

     embarrassed 

     ! But before I could 

     protest, my cousin had grabbed me by the 

     paw and pushed me into the 

     liftrix 

     , the 

     special elevator that transports spacemice 



     
 
 
    
     from one floor of our spaceship to another. 

     As soon as I stepped into the liftrix, a jet 

     of air whisked me down to the lower levels 

     of the MouseStar 1.  

     “Ahhhh!” I squeaked, caught off guard. 

     In one galactic second, I 

     tumbled 

     out of the glass tube and onto the floor of 

     the lower level of the spaceship. I was about 

     to get up, when . . . 

     BAM! 

     Trap 

     crashed 

     into me like an out-of- 

     orbit meteorite! 



     
 
 

     “ 

     Whoops 

     ,” my cousin 

     squeaked. “Sorry, Geronimo!” 

     Before I could 

     get out 

     from 

     under him, I heard a sweet 

     female 

     voice. 

     “Are you okay, Captain 

     ?” 

     the voice asked. “What 

     happened?” 

     Sally de Wrench  

     was 

     right in front of me. 



     
 
 
   
     Holey moon craters! 

     How embarrassing! 

     I got to my paws and tried to think of 

     something 

     intelligent 

     to say. But as I 

     stood there staring at Sally’s big 

     blue 

     eyes, 

     my thoughts vanished like 

     cheese 

     in a black 

     hole! 

     Luckily, Trap came to my rescue. 

     “A pressure problem inside the liftrix 

     made us lose our 

     balance 

     !” he 

     fibbed. 

     “Oh, my,” Sally replied. “I’ll be 

     sure to take a look at that later.  

     Now, are you ready to begin our 

     inspection 

     , Captain?” 

     “N-no,” I stuttered. “I mean, 

     y-yes!” 

     Trap 

     pinched 

     me on the tail. 

     YIKES! 

     I had to get my nerves under 

     control! 



     
 
 
  
     I cleared my throat and did my best to 

     sound 

     confident 

     . 

     “Yes, I’m ready!” 

     Trap patted me on the shoulder so 

     hard 

     I almost fell over again. 

     “Good,” he said with a wink. “I’ll head 

     back to the 

     command 

     center 

     , then. 

     See you later, Cuz!” 

     And so I 

     set 

     out 

     on my inspection of 

     the 

     MouseStar 1 with Sally as my guide. She  

     explained all the 

     technical 

     details to 

     me as we toured the spaceship. Even though 

     I’m the captain, I have to admit that I don’t 

     have a 

     CLUE 

     about how the ship works! 

     It’s a good thing Sally is such an 

     excellent 

     mechanic. 

     “Well, that’s 

     everything 

     , Captain!” 

     Sally announced after we had completed 

     our inspection of the craft’s 

     air filters 

     . 



     
 
 
    
     I tried to think of something witty to 

     squeak 

     so that I’d get just a little 

     more time with Sally, but my mind went 

     completely 

     blank 

     . 

     “Um, er, e-e-everything seems to be okay!” 

     I stuttered. 

     Sally 

     smiled 

     . 

     “If you need any further explanations, just 

     let me know,” she said kindly. 

     Then she shook my paw and 

     walked off. 

     The touch of her paw made 

     me turn 

     redder 

     than 

     the planet Mars. Oh, I’m such a 

     hopeless 

     romantic 

     ! 



     
 
 
    
     DON’T BE LATE! 

     As soon as I returned to the 

     command 

     center 

     , Trap practically jumped on my 

     tail. 

     “So, how did it go?” he asked. 

     “Well, Sally did 

     shake 

     my paw,” I said 

     with a sigh. “But I couldn’t think of anything 

     intelligent to say!” 

     “When’s the next inspection?” Trap asked. 

     “Not for another six months,” I replied. 

     “But that’s such a 

     long 

     time from now!” 

     my cousin said with a 

     gasp 

     . 

     “That’s the protocol,” I said with a shrug. 

     “And I’ll have plenty of time to write my 

     novel in the meantime.” 

     Trap shook his head. Then he got a 

     mischievous 

     gleam 

     in his eye. That look 



     
 
 

     meant only one thing: 

     trouble! 

     “Wh-what is it?” I asked, suddenly very 

     worried 

     . My cousin always seems to come up 

     with the most 

     IMPOSSIBLE 

     schemes! 

     “Geronimo, what do you say we have a 

     nice dinner together tonight?” he asked 

     innocently. 

     “Thanks, but I’m very busy —” I began. 

     “Come on!” he said, cutting me off. “We 

     can have a 

     fondue feast 

     ! We never spend 

     any quality time together.” 

     Hmm. I considered his proposal. The 

     MouseStar 1’s chef, Squizzy,  

     does make 

     delicious 

     fondue. 

     “Oh, all right,” I said. “You convinced 

     me! After all, it’s easier to write on a 

     full 

     stomach 

     .” 

     “Meet me at eight at the Space Yum Café,” 

     Trap ordered. “And don’t be late!” 



     
 
 
 
     I headed back to my room to get ready. 

     As soon as I opened the door, my personal 

     assistant robot,  

     Assistatrix 

     , 

     grabbed me, lifted me up, and dropped me 

     in my 

     SparkleMousix 

     shower pod. 

     “ 

     Help! 

     ” I squeaked. “Let me go!” 

     But Assistatrix 

     ignored 

     me. A 

     moment later, my fur was being scrubbed, 

     rinsed, and dried. 

     Then it was time to get 

     dressed 

     . 

     “Captain, I suggest you wear a 

     dinner 

     jacket 

     and your 

     tie 

     with the galaxies on 

     it,” Assistatrix said. 

     “Dinner jacket?!” 

     I protested. “But 

     I’m not going to an 

     interstellar gala!” 

     “Your cousin 

     advised 



     
 
 
    
     me to dress you 

     elegantly 

     ! ” 

     Assistatrix said. 

     “But you’re my 

     personal assistant 

     robot, not Trap’s,” 

     I replied. “You’re 

     supposed to do 

     what I —” 

     Before I could 

     finish my sentence, 

     though, Assistatrix 

     had slipped the suit 

     over my head 

     and sprayed 

     me in a cloud 

     of 

     Cosmic 

     Cheddar 

     cologne 

     ! 



     
 
 
   
     Then it nudged me out of my room with 

     a firm  

     shove 

     . 

     “Hurry, Captain,” it yelled. “You’re already 

     late!” 

     I looked around, hoping to catch an 

     astrotaxi 

     to the Space Yum Café. 

     Then I heard a little voice behind me. 

     “ 

     Uncle G! 

     You look so elegant!” 

     It was my sweet nephew 

     Benjamin 

     and his friend 

     Bugsy Wugsy 

     ! 

     “Hi!” I greeted them. “I’m meeting Trap 

     for dinner.” 

     The mouselets began to giggle. It was 

     almost as if they knew something 

     I didn’t. 

     “Yes, he told us!” Bugsy 

     squeaked. 

     “Actually, could you bring 

     him these?” Benjamin added, 



     
 
 
    
     handing me a box of 

     Gorgonzola chocolates 

     . 

     “But why?” I asked, confused. 

     “Um, he forgot them in the command 

     room,” Bugsy explained. 

     “ 

     Hurry 

     , Uncle,” Benjamin squeaked. 

     “You don’t want to make, um, Trap wait!” 

     Bugsy Wugsy and Benjamin burst into 

     giggles 

     again. What was so funny? 

     When I arrived at the 

     Space Yum 

     Cafe, Squizzy greeted me at the entrance. 

     “Welcome, 

     Captain 

     !” he said. “Your 

     cousin Trap told me to inform you that he 

     will arrive in a moment. Meanwhile, please 

     come this way!” 

     Squizzy led me to a private room in the 

     back of the restaurant. A giant 

     window 

     offered a breathtaking view of the 

     galaxy 

     . 

     “Are you sure this is our table?” I asked, 

     stunned. It seemed a little too 

     fancy 



     
 
 
    
     for a quick bite with Trap. 

     “Of course, Captain!” Squizzy answered, 

     lighting 

     a candle on the table. 

     Stellar Swiss! A candle? What was  

     going on? 



     
 
 
   
     A DATE IN SPACE! 


     A moment later, I heard a 

     sound 

     . I turned 

     to see . . . Sally de Wrench! 

     My paws began to sweat and my tail 

     twisted 

     into a knot. She looked extraordinary!  

     Her 

     long evening gown 

     shimmered 

     in the galaxy light, and her eyes 

     sparkled 

     like stars. 

     But just a minute! What was she 

     doing here?! 

     We 

     looked 

     at each 

     other in silence for a 

     second. Then we both 

     squeaked 

     at once: 

     “But . . . where’s Trap?” 

     “But . . . where’s 

     Thea?” 



     
 
 
    
     Then I understood: My 

     sneaky 

     cousin 

     Trap had led me to believe we were going 

     to dinner together. But he had arranged for 

     me to have dinner with 

     Sally 

     instead. That’s 

     why I was so 

     dressed 

     up 

     ! 

     And my sister, Thea, must have done the 

     same thing to 

     Sally 

     ! 



     
 
 
   
     “So that’s why Thea insisted I look 

     elegant 

     ,” 

     Sally  

     said as she sat down at the table with 

     me. 

     And that’s why Benjamin had given me the 

     Gorgonzola chocolates: It was a 

     present 

     for Sally! With my heart 

     pounding 

     , I 

     handed her the box.  

     “A s-small gift for you,” I stuttered. 

     She smiled at me, and I turned 

     bright 

     red 

     !  

     “Thank you!” she said. “You’re  

     quite a 

     gentlemouse 

     , Captain!” 

     I 

     melted 

     like fondue when I heard the 

     compliment. 

     “This is a really beautiful view, isn’t it?” 

     I asked, trying to keep my whiskers from 

     shaking 

     as I squeaked. 

     “Yes,” Sally agreed, smiling 

     kindly 

     . “Trap 

     and Thea certainly went out of their way 



     
 
 
 
   
     Onion soup 

     with French bread 

     and melted galaxy 

     Gruyère on top 

     Moon-mozzarella- 

     flavored ice cream 

     sundae 

     Intergalactic salad 

     with four cheeses 

     Fried Parmesan 

     wedge 

     with a Martian- 

     spaceberry-fondue 

     dipping sauce 

     to organize a really  

     mouserific 

     evening 

     for us!” 

     A moment later, 

     Squizzy 

     arrived with 

     our menus. 



     
 
 
    
     SPLATTT! 

     After a few moments of 

     awkward 

     silence, Sally got the conversation going. 

     “So, what do you like to do best, Captain?” 

     she asked. 

     “Er 

     — 

     well, to tell you the truth, my real 

     passion is 

     writing 

     ,” I admitted. 

     “Wow!” Sally exclaimed. “I had no idea. 

     What are you working on?” 

     “It’s a 

     novel 

     called —” 

     But before I could finish my sentence . . . 

     Splattt! 

     Something 

     slimy 

     and 

     sludgy 

     splattered 

     against the window of the dining room! I 

     decided to ignore it. I wouldn’t let that goopy 

     slime interfere with my 

     romantic 

     dinner! 



     
 
 
  
     “As I was saying,” I continued. “I’m 

     writing a novel about spacemice. I’m still on 

     the first chapter 

     —” 

     Ding! 

     Splash! 

     Glop! 

     Sally and I turned toward the window. 

     Hundreds of objects in all shapes and 

     sizes were 

     speeding 

     straight toward the 

     MouseStar 1! 

     A moment later, Hologramix 

     appeared 

     in the air in front of us. 

     “ 

     Yellow alert! Yellow 

     alert!  Yellow  alert! 

     ”  

     Hologramix  

     shouted. 

     Martian mozzarella! A yellow alert? That 

     meant there was a real 

     emergency 

     . We 

     were in  

     danger 

     ! 

     “Our spaceship is passing through a 

     galaxy 

     cluster 

     of unidentified objects,” 



     
 
 
    


     
 
 


     
 
 
    
     Hologramix explained. “Captain, 

     get to the 

     control room 

     right away!” 

     How unlucky! A 

     yellow 

     alert 

     right in the middle 

     of my dinner with Sally! 

     “I’m sorry, Sally,” I said 

     with a sigh. “But I really 

     have to go.” 

     “Don’t worry, Captain,” she replied 

     quickly. “I’m happy to come with you! I’ll 

     help you figure out what those objects are.” 

     We hopped in an astrotaxi and 

     zoomed 

     toward the command center. When we 

     stepped into the room, everyone turned to 

     look at us 

     . 

     Trap and Thea winked at me, Benjamin 

     and Bugsy Wugsy giggled under their 

     whiskers, and Grandfather William looked 



     
 
 
    
     ANGRIER 

     than a cosmocat with space fleas! 

     “What took you so 

     long 

     , Grandson?” 

     my grandfather grumbled. “And look  

     how 

     you’re 

     dressed 

     . Don’t tell me that you 

     were at a fancy gala while our spaceship 

     is splashing through a sea of space junk!” 

     “Um, hello, Grandfather!” I replied, not 

     sure what else I should say. 

     “Why aren’t you ever at your post when 



     
 
 
    
     there’s an 

     emergency 

     ?” he continued to 

     berate me. 

     “Don’t be 

     angry 

     , sir,” Sally intervened. 

     “Your grandson was at dinner with me.” 

     Suddenly, my grandfather changed his 

     attitude 

     . 

     “Oh, excuse me!” he replied. “Well, 

     everyone deserves a night off every now and 

     then, right?” 

     Incredible! 

     Sally had managed to defend 

     me successfully to my grandfather! 

     “Of course,” Sally agreed. “Now, let’s 

     get to more important issues: Did you say 

     something earlier about 

     SPACE JUNK?” 

     “Yes!” Grandfather replied. “Space junk 

     is 

     hitting 

     us at top speeds!” 



     
 
 
    
     WATCH OUT: 

     JUNK AHEAD! 

    
     Space 

     junk? 

     What was my grandfather 

     talking about? 

     “Space junk is a conglomeration of 

     many unwanted objects that 

     are floating through space,” 

     explained 

     Professor 

     Greenfur 

     , 

     MouseStar 1’s resident  

     scientist. 

     Sally 

     nodded 

     in 

     agreement and squeaked, 

     “I think I saw a piece of an 

     old motor!” 

     But  

     Robotix 

     , the ship’s know-it-all 

     multipurpose robot, corrected her. 



     
 
 
    
     “To be precise, it was a piece of an 

     interstellar wave 

     antenna,” he said. 

     “Are we in danger?” I asked. I was 

     worried about my ship and its crew. 

     “Not if we remain 

     still 

     ,” Thea 

     explained. “That’s why I already 

     turned off the motors. But if 

     we start up the ship again, 

     a piece of metal could 

     DAMAGE 

     the external 

     hull!” 

     “Well, what do we do 

     now 

     ?” Trap asked 

     impatiently. “Wait until the 

     junk floats away?” 

     “Yes, but that could 

     take days, or even weeks!” 

     Professor 

     Greenfur 

     replied. 



     
 
 
    
     From the Encyclopedia 

     Galactica 

     STELLAR GARBAGE 

     SORTRIX 

     A superstellar piece of 

     machinery that can analyze, 

     break down, and recycle 

     garbage and waste. The Stellar 

     Garbage Sortrix then uses the 

     recycled materials to create 

     small objects for use in daily life. 

     Solar smoked Gouda! 

     We had 

     to come up with another solution. 

     Suddenly, I remembered something I’d 

     seen during the inspection that morning. 

     “We could collect the garbage and 

     recycle it using the 

    
     Stellar 

     Garbage 

     Sortrix 

     ,” I suggested. 

     “That’s a great idea!” Benjamin exclaimed. 

     “We learned all about recycling in school. 



     
 
 
   
     Instead of 

     throwing 

     all the garbage out, 

     the Sortrix will divide it up based on the 

     material it’s made of. Then it can be broken 

     down and turned into 

     new 

     objects 

     .” 

     Professor Greenfur did some 

     calculations 

     . 

     “We should be able to clean everything up 

     and get 

     moving 

     again in about three galactic 

     hours!” 

     Everyone cheered. 

     “Well done, Grandson,” my grandfather 

     said, a look of 

     surprise 

     on 

     his   snout. “I knew there was a reason I 

     appointed you 

     captain 

     of this spaceship!” 

     I couldn’t believe it. Was Grandfather 

     really complimenting 

     me? That only happened 

     once in a 

     blue-cheese 

     moon. 

     “Um, wow! Thanks,” I replied, still 

     stunned. 

     But then Grandfather continued. “Since 



     
 
 
    
     you had such a 

     great 

     idea, Geronimo, 

     I elect you to be the official space junk 

     collector!” 

     Ah, I knew it was too good to be true! 

     “Come on, Cuz,” Trap said confidently. 

     “I’ll come with you! A bit of 

     exercise 

     will be good for us!” 

     “But I suffer from terrible 

     space 

     sickness 

     whenever I go on a space walk!” 

     I squeaked in 

     protest 

     . 

     “Aw, you’ll be fine,” Trap replied. 

     There was nothing I could do. A few 

     moments later, I was wearing a spacesuit 

     and headed off into the cosmos to pick up 

     the 

     trash 

     ! 

     Soon I heard Sally’s voice through a 

     microphone in my helmet. 

     “When you’re ready, I’ll activate the 

     vacuum 

     ,” she explained. “You’ll use it to 



     
 
 
    
     suck 

     up 

     all the space junk.” 

     “ 

     Ready! 

     ” Trap squeaked immediately. 

     I was still trying to figure out how my 

     spacesuit worked, but it was  

     too 

     late 

     . 

     The vacuum was already on, and the tube 

     had 

     wrapped 

     itself around me! 

     “Grab the handle, Geronimo!” Trap yelled. 

     Handle? 

     I reached out and tried to 

     aim 

     the tube toward a mass of garbage. 

     But my paw ended up at the mouth of the 

     tube instead, and I was nearly sucked inside. 

     “Trap, heeeeeelp!” I squeaked in 

     terror 

     . 

     Luckily, 

     he quickly came to my rescue. 

     Then a piece of trash got stuck in the tube 

     and Sally had to reverse the flow to get it 

     out. But I didn’t move in time 

     — 

     and I was 

     blasted 

     with a spray of liquid garbage. 

     Mousey 

     meteorites 

     , what a day! 



     
 
 
    


     
 
 
    
     WHOSE TRASH IS IT? 

     Once we had successfully vacuumed up 

     all the trash, Trap and I 

     returned 

     to the 

     command center. 

     “Great work, team!” Thea cheered. Then 

     she turned the MouseStar 1’s  

     motors 

     back on and we began moving again.  

     “I wonder where all that 

     trash 

     came 

     from,” Professor Greenfur mused. 

     “Well, if you had ever thought to ask your 

     resident robot genius for help, you might 

     know the answer,” Robotix replied in a very 

     ANNOYED tone. “But no. Instead you rely  

     on that digital fur-faced 

     illusion 

     that 

     appears and disappears whenever it wants!” 

     Sure enough, in an instant, Hologramix 

     appeared 

     . 



     
 
 
    
     “How dare you!” 

     the computer 

     countered. “I 

     resolve seven 

     hundred forty- 

     nine queries 

     every second!” 

     “And yet 

     you don’t know 

     how to identify a simple 

     piece of 

     garbage 

     !” 

     Robotix replied in a huff. 

     Somehow, Trap managed to 

     calm 

     the 

     two of them. They never missed a chance to 

     fight about which one was a more developed 

     form of 

     artificial intelligence 

     . 

     Once they had stopped 

     arguing 

     , I took 

     Robotix’s bait. 

     “Robotix, do you know where the space 



     
 
 

     junk came from?” I asked. 

     The robot looked at me with 

     satisfaction 

     . 

     “Of course!” he replied. “The trash is from 

     Planet Cleanix, Captain! It’s easy to figure it 

     out: Just look at the pieces of 

     metal 

     out 

     there.” 

     “Huh?” I asked, confused. Robotix just 

     sighed and shook his head. 

     “My memory bank contains a list of all 

     the robotics that have ever been produced 

     in this 

     galaxy 

     ,” Robotix explained. “And 

     these pieces come from Cleanix!” 

     “So all the trash must be from Cleanix,” 

     Trap concluded. “ 

     Stellar Swiss 

     , what 

     littermice!” 

     “It’s true,” Professor Greenfur confirmed 

     a moment later. “I calculated the 

     trajectory 

     of the garbage, and the planet 

     Cleanix is located right in this part of the 



     
 
 
   
     galaxy, so it all makes sense!” 

     “Okay, we now know Cleanix has a 

     garbage-disposal 

     problem,” I said 

     with a yawn. “Now if you’ll excuse me, I 

     really need to get some sleep 

     . It’s very late 

     and I’m so 

     tired 

     . And tomorrow —” 

     “Tomorrow we head to 

     Cleanix 

     !” 

     Grandfather William interrupted. “This 

     galaxy belongs to all of us, and everyone 

     must work together to keep it 

     clean 

     .” 

     “Of course,” I agreed. “But we already 

     cleaned up the mess ourselves.” 

     “That doesn’t matter!” Grandfather 

     explained. “It is our 

     duty 

     to understand 

     what’s happening there. Maybe they could 

     use our 

     help 

     . Isn’t that right, Captain?” 

     “Y-yes, of course,” I said quickly. 

     Sally agreed as well. 

     “It’s true,” she said. “That floating garbage 



     
 
 
    
     could be really 

     dangerous 

     for other 

     spaceships! We need 

     to do something 

     about it right away.” 

     Our 

     mission 

     was 

     clear. 

     “Spacemice, tomorrow 

     morning, we leave for 

     Cleanix 

     !” 



     
 
 
    
     SPARKLY CLEAN 

     SPARKLINA 

     At seven the next morning, the whole 

     MouseStar 1 crew was in the command  

     center and ready to 

     go 

     . 

     I cleared my throat. 

     “Thea, are all systems ready?” 

     “ 

     Yes, Captain! 

     ” my sister replied. 

     “Then let’s head toward Cleanix at 

     supersonic speed 

     !” 

     I ordered. 

     When we neared the planet, Thea slowed 

     down the ship so that she could maneuver 

     around large 

     heaps 

     of garbage that were 

     floating in space. 

     Suddenly, Benjamin pointed at something 

     outside the spaceship. 



     
 
 
    
     “Look, Uncle!” he squeaked. “You can see 

     Cleanix. Doesn’t it look 

     odd 

     ?” 

     I peeked out the enormouse command 

     center window. Sure enough, 

     the planet was straight 

     ahead of us. Half of it 

     was unusually 

     bright 

     and sparkly 

     , while 

     the other half was 

     wrapped in a 

     greenish 

     fog 

     . 

     “How strange!” I agreed. 

     “Hologramix, what do you know 

     about this planet and its inhabitants?” 

     The computer responded instantly: “Half 

     the planet is populated by Cleanix aliens, 

     while the other half is uninhabited.  

     Cleanix aliens are known for their excellent 

     manners and extreme cleanliness.” 



     
 
 
    
     I breathed a 

     sigh 

     of relief. Maybe we 

     would finally have a 

     peaceful 

     mission! 

     “We have reached the 

     safety 

     distance from 

     the planet,” Thea announced. “The landing 

     ship is 

     prepared 

     , and I’ve alerted 

     the Cleanix aliens to our arrival.” 

     “Great work!” I exclaimed. “Trap and 

     Thea, put on your spacesuits and get ready 

     for our mission!” 

     I felt a tug at my sleeve, and I looked down 

     into the 

     wide 

     eyes of my sweet nephew. 

     “Uncle, can we come, too?” he asked. 

     “We learned all about the capital of Cleanix 

     in school. 

     Sparklina 

     is a very high-tech 

     city, and we would really 

     love 

     to see it!” 

     I looked at Benjamin and Bugsy. They 

     were so 

     excited 

     ! And it did seem like it 

     would be a pretty safe 

     excursion. 

     “Okay,” I replied. “But you have to 



     
 
 
    
     promise 

     you’ll stay near us the entire 

     time. Agreed?” 

     “ 

     OF COURSE, UNCLE G! 

     ” they replied in 

     unison. 

     “Then I guess we’re all ready to —” 

     I was interrupted by a 

     METALLIC voice: 

     “Captain, you aren’t forgetting about me, 

     are you?” 

     I turned to see Robotix glaring at me as 

     smoke 

     billowed out of his air vents. 

     Galactic Gorgonzola! 

     He was furious. 

     “I’m the one who told you where the 

     trash was coming from,” he reminded me. 

     “So I 

     insist 

     that I come on this mission!” 

     “Um, yes, of course, Robotix,” I reassured 

     him. “You’ll come, too!” 

     So we all boarded the space pod, our 

     small landing ship, and headed for 

     Sparklina 

     ! 



     
 
 
    
     HOW EMBARRASSING! 

     Sparklina was a truly 

     FANTASTIC 

     city. 

     There were tall, shiny towers; superclean 

     streets; and large, colorful signs everywhere. 

     Everything 

     shimmered 

     . Honestly, it was 

     all a bit much for my taste. I wished I had 

     remembered to wear my 

     sunglasses 

     ! 

     We flew over the city and then headed 

     to the spaceport. A delegation of Cleanix 

     aliens were waiting there to meet us. They 

     had put out a velvet carpet 

     for us, and there 

     was a 

     floating 

     table filled with delectable 

     space treats 

     ! 

     As soon as we landed, a tall, elegantly 

     dressed 

     alien 

     approached us. He smelled 

     strongly of my 

     favorite 

     cologne: Cheesy 

     Moon Craters No. 5. 



     
 
 
   


     
 
 



     
 
 
    
     “I am the emperor, 

     Samuel Sparkle 

     ,” 

     he introduced himself. “Welcome to Cleanix, 

     dear friends!” 

     I was a bit embarrassed by all the 

     splendor, but I tried to assume a tone that 

     was appropriate for the occasion. 

     “We spacemice are pleased to meet you,” I 

     replied. “Thank you for the warm welcome! 

     I am 

     Geronimo 

     Stiltonix 

     , the captain of 



     
 
 
   
     the 

     MouseStar 1.”  

     “Psst, Geronimo!” Trap whispered in my 

     ear. “While you’re handling the pleasantries, 

     we’re going to go 

     nibble 

     on some snacks, 

     okay?” 

     I didn’t have a chance to respond because 

     my cousin was already 

     dashing 

     toward 

     the table and snatching up whatever his 

     paws could reach. 



     
 
 
    
     I was so embarrassed, I turned as 

     red 

     as 

     the planet Mars! 

     “Umm . . . y-you must, er, excuse them,” I 

     explained sheepishly. “It’s been a 

     long 

     trip.” 

     The emperor smiled. “No problem!” he 

     replied. “But tell me, 

     what 

     brings you here?” 

     Thea stepped forward. “During our 

     galactic travels, we drove right into a stream 

     of GARBAGE 

     that almost damaged 

     our spaceship,” she explained. “The garbage 

     seemed to be coming from your planet. Do 

     you know anything about this?” 

     The emperor lost his 

     sparkling 

     smile 

     immediately. 

     “I don’t know what you’re talking about,” 

     he replied 

     dryly 

     . “ 

     Sparklina 

     is the 

     cleanest and most orderly city in the entire 

     galaxy!” 

     Black 

     holey 

     galaxies! 

     We had 



     
 
 
    
     irritated him. I tried to be a bit more 

     diplomatic than Thea had been. 

     “Please excuse us,” I explained. “We didn’t 

     mean to question your 

     cleanliness 

     ! 

     We’re just trying to understand where the 

     garbage is coming from.” 

     The emperor’s 

     sour 

     expression didn’t 

     change. 

     “Um, when we arrived, we also noticed 

     that half your planet is surrounded by a 

     greenish 

     fog,” I pointed out, 

     trying again. “Is everything 

     okay 

     on Cleanix?” 

     “That half is uninhabitable!” 

     Emperor Sparkle 

     replied 

     quickly. “Don’t worry about 

     it! Now, my daughter, 

     Shimmer 

     , 

     will show you 

     around our city.” 



     
 
 
    
     At that moment, a very elegant alien 

     stepped forward. Even Trap stopped 

     snacking 

     for a moment to say hello. 

     “It would be an 

     honor 

     to show you 

     around our fair city,” Shimmer said 

     smoothly. “Please 

     follow 

     me and we 

     can start the tour right away!” 

     “We’re coming,”  

     my cousin Trap replied 

     quickly, his snout stuffed with food. 

     How rude! 

     But Shimmer wasn’t insulted. Instead, she 

     looked 

     amused 

     ! 

     “Farewell, spacemice,” the emperor said. 

     “I will be happy to meet with you again after 

     your tour. 

     But 

     one 

     bit 

     of 

     advice: 

     Don’t waste 

     your time thinking about garbage. Why 

     don’t you concentrate on shopping for some 

     new 

     spacesuits 

     ? You could use them!” 

     I looked at my spacesuit, 

     confused 

     . Sure, 



     
 
 
    
     it was a little bit worn, but it was still totally 

     functional. Plus I really liked it! 

     Meanwhile, at the emperor’s signal, a 

     ROBOT 

     had immediately started vacuuming 

     up the dirt on the carpet 

     — 

     and all the 

     leftover food on the table! 

     “Uncle, they threw 

     everything 

     away!” 

     Benjamin exclaimed in 

     surprise. 

     What a waste! 



     
 
 
    
     SUPERSHINY, 

     SUPERSPARKLY, 

     SUPERCLEAN! 

     The tour of 

     Sparklina 

     began on a long 

     street that crossed the whole city. It was 

     decorated with all kinds of 

     monuments 

     . 

     “Farther down this street you can admire 

     the statue of my grandfather, Reginald 

     Shiny,” Shimmer told us. 

     As I studied the sparkly statue 

     — 

     which 

     was decorated with 

     diamonds 

     and 

     other precious stones 

     — 

     I thought I saw a 

     small, very 

     DIRTY 

     , and very 

     rusty 

     robot 

     dart around a corner. 

     Galactic 

     GorGonzola! 

     How was that 

     possible? Everything on 

     Cleanix 



     
 
 
    
     seemed to be brand-new. 

     I was about to follow the robot when Trap 

     distracted me. 

     “G, I can’t take it anymore!” he whined. 

     “These statues are so 

     boring 

     . They’re all 

     the same!” 

     “ 

     Sshhh! 

     ” I whispered under my 

     whiskers. “Have a little more 

     patience 

     . . .” 



     
 
 
    
     Unfortunately, Shimmer had heard him, 

     but strangely, she didn’t get mad. She 

     actually started to 

     laugh 

     ! 

     “Trap is right. That’s enough of these 

     boring statues!” she said. “I just had an 

     idea: I’ll take you to a place that’s much 

     more 

     fun 

     !” 

     “Sounds great!” Trap cheered. 

     A few minutes later, we found ourselves 

     in front of a 

     supertall 

     , 

     supershiny 

     ,  

     supersparkly 

     , and obviously 

     superclean 

     building! 

     Shimmer led us to the entrance. 

     “Welcome to the Cosmic Mega Mall,” she 

     said proudly. “It’s the 

     largest 

     shopping 

     mall in the universe. You can find products 

     from every corner of the galaxy.” 

     Martian mozzarella! 

     That place 

     wasn’t just big 

     — 

     it was 

     immense 

     ! 



     
 
 
   
     There were luxury stores everywhere. 

     Extremely 

     elegant 

     Cleanix aliens were 

     coming and going, their bags filled with 

     clothes, food, and objects of all kinds. 

     “But what are they going to do with all 

     this 

     stuff 

     ?” Trap asked, stunned. 

     “The Cleanix people like constantly 

     changing our clothes, furniture, computers, 

     and spaceships,” she explained. “We love 

     everything 

     new 

     !” 

     “But what do you do with the 

     old 

     objects?” 

     “We throw them away,” Shimmer replied 

     simply. “We aren’t 

     interested 

     in 

     things once they are used.” 

     As Shimmer spoke, I watched an alien 

     leaving 

     one store with tons of bags. She 

     stopped to take off her jacket 

     — 

     and she 

     threw 

     it into a floating trash can, and then 

     put on a new jacket she had just bought! 



     

 
 
     

 

     

 
 
   
     Only then did I 

     notice 

     that the shopping 

     mall was full of floating trash cans and 

     garbage 

     robots 

     that were gathering 

     everything the Cleanix aliens were throwing 

     away. 

     I was pretty sure I had an idea where all 

     that  

     trash 

     ended up.  

     But when I turned to 

     ask Shimmer, she was dragging Trap toward 

     a custom-made clothing boutique. 

      “You’ll look so great in something 

     COLORFUL  

    
     and 

     new 

     !” Shimmer told 

     my cousin. 

     Meanwhile, Benjamin and Bugsy Wugsy 

     had spotted a 

     video 

  
     Game 

     store. 

     “See you later, Uncle G!” they called with 

     a wave as they raced toward it. 

     I looked around for 

     Thea 

     and saw her 

     entering a gigantic vehicle shop to look at 

     the latest spaceship models. 



     

 
 
    
     It seemed as if everyone had abandoned 

     me. Even Robotix was in a robot accessories 

     store! I could see him 

     arguing 

     with 

     a shop clerk about something. 

     I was on my own. What should I do? I  

     thought. I looked at the hologram  

     map 

     of 

     the mall. My eyes lit up when I saw that 

     there was a bookstore on the seventh floor. 

     Mousy  meteorites! 

     I had to 

     get there right away! 



     

 
 
   
   
     Something 


     Stinks . . . 

   
     I went 

     up 

     a series of escalators floor 

     by floor (luckily there was no liftrix on 

     Cleanix!). I was almost at the seventh floor 

     when, through a 

     shopwindow 

     , I noticed 

     something flying around outside. 

     As I wondered what it was . . . 

     Bang! 

     I found myself lying on the floor in pain. 

     While I had been busy looking out the 

     window,  

     the escalator had come to an 

     end! 

 
     As I got back to my paws, I spotted a 

     small, 

   
     dirty, 

   
     rusty 

     robot dart 

     behind a trash can. It was the same one I 

     had seen earlier on the city’s main street! 



     

 
 
    
     The robot tried to zoom away, but I quickly 

     grabbed 

     him. 

     “Who are you?” I asked. “You’re 

     different 

     from the other robots 

     around here.” 

     The robot looked around suspiciously. 

     “I’m a spy!” he said. “I’m 

     following 

     you 

     to figure out if you’re a friend or an 

     enemy!” 

     “Enemy?” I asked NERVOUSLY 

     . “Whose 

     enemy?” 

     “You might be an enemy of the 

     rebel robots 

     who have been thrown away like garbage!” 

     the creature said proudly. “We’re preparing 



     

 
 
    
     for an invasion. We want the Cleanix aliens 

     to understand that they can’t just 

     toss us 

     aside.” 

     “What do you mean?” I asked, very 

     curious. 

     “First they sent all the robots they didn’t 

     want anymore to the other half of the 

     planet,” he explained. “Now they’ve started 

     launching us into space with their 

     Galactic 

     Garbage Shooter!” 

 
     “Galactic what?” I asked, perplexed. 

     “If you go to the 

     top floor 

     —” 

     But before the spy robot could finish 

     his sentence, one of the garbage robots 

     approached. 

   
     “Class 

     Z 

     robot trash detected,” 

     the garbage robot said in a 

     metallic 

     voice. 

     “Vacuum immediately!” 

     Then he vacuumed up the little robot 



     

 
 
   
     before turning to 

     face me. 

     “Contamination 

     detected!” the 

     robot said. “Begin 

     disinfecting 

     !” 

     I didn’t have 

     time to move a 

     paw before I was 

     covered from ears 

     to tail in white 

     foam 

     . A second 

     later, a stream of 

     HOT 

     air dried me 

     off. 

     “Have a good day, 

     sir!” the robot said 

     when the cleaning 

     was complete. 



     

 
 
   
     Stinky space cheese 

     , what was 

     that about? 

     First the dusty little 

     spy robot 

     , then 

     the garbage robot with his 

     vacuuming 

     and 

     disinfecting 

     devices . . . something 

     strange was going on! 

     Suddenly, I remembered what the spy 

     robot had told me before he was vacuumed 

     up: 

     “If you go to the top floor . . .” 

     So I went to the top of the building, 

     where I found a panoramic terrace with a 

     beautiful 

     view of the entire city.  

     Initially, I didn’t notice anything 

     strange 

     at all. But then I looked through 

     one of the telescopes mounted around the 

     edge of the roof. What I saw made me jump 

     back in shock. In the distance, an enormouse 

     catapult was 

     shooting 

     mounds of objects 



     

 
 
    
     into orbit. It was the 

     Galactic Garbage 

     Shooter 

     the spy 

     robot had been 

     taking about! 

     Black holey 

     galaxies! 

     It was 

     true! The Cleanix aliens 

     launched their garbage 

     into space! 

     I had to return immediately to the others 

     to tell them what I had discovered!  

     When I arrived back on the ground floor, 

     the first one I found was Robotix. 

     “Captain!” he greeted me. “Look at my 

     new 

     antenna! I had to negotiate for a 

     while, but —” 

     “Yes, yes, that’s very nice,” I interrupted. 

     “Have you seen the others? It’s 

     important!” 

    


     

 
 
   
     H 

     o 

     w 

     d 

     o 

     I 

     l 

     o 

     o 

     k 

     ? 

     At that moment, Thea 

     popped 

     out of the 

     store she had been in. 

     “I’m right here, G!” she called excitedly. 

     “I just bought a supercomfortable 

     space scooter. It’s parked right 

     outside . . .” 

     “Okay, okay,” I replied 

     quickly. “But where are 

     Benjamin and Bugsy?” 

     “Uncle!” squeaked a 

     small voice behind 

     me. “Look what we 

     won!” 

   
     The two mouselets 

     showed me a copy of the 

     latest popular 

     video game. 


     “Great,” I said. “Now, where’s Trap?” 

   
     “here 

     i 

     am 

     , Cuz!” my cousin 

     shouted. “So, how do I look?” 



     

 
 
   
     I turned around and saw Trap dressed in a 

     new 

     sparkly gold 

     spacesuit. 

     “Terrific,” I replied. “Do you know where 

     Shimmer 

     is?” 

     “Oh, she went to buy some new shoes,” 

     Trap explained. “She was wearing a pair she 

     got yesterday, but she thinks the STYLES 

     have changed already.” 

     I was 

     RELIEVED 

     to hear that the emperor’s 

     daughter was busy somewhere else. I turned 

     to my friends and lowered my voice. Then I 

     told them about my 

     encounter 

     with 

     the spy robot and about what I had 

     seen 

     from the top floor of the building. 

     “This story 

     stinks 

     !” Thea exclaimed when 

     I had finished. “And it’s not just because it’s 

     about 

     garbage 

     ! The emperor didn’t tell us 

     the 

     truth 

     when we asked. I wonder 

     what else he’s hiding!” 



     

 
 
   
     An  Unauthorized 

   
     Expedition 

   
     Thea and I had just made a plan to do some 

     investigating when Shimmer 

     returned 

     with four new pairs of shoes. Everyone 

     showed her their purchases. 

     “I knew you’d 

     like 

     it here!” she said, 

     smiling brightly.  “No one can resist the allure 

     of the shopping mall! But now we need to 

     return to the imperial palace. My father will 

     be 

     upset 

     if we’re late.” 

     Thea and I exchanged a glance. We had to 

     slip 

     away 

     ! Suddenly, I had an idea. 

     “Speaking of your dad, uh, I’m a little 

     embarrassed 

     about these clothes,” 

     I told Shimmer, gesturing toward my 



     

 
 
   
   
     crumpled 

     spacesuit. “I’d love to buy 

     a new outfit before we head back.” 

     “Of course, Captain!” she quickly agreed. 

     “I didn’t want to 

     offend 

     you, but that 

     spacesuit you’re wearing belongs in the 

     trash 

     ! Come on, I know a great store —” 

     “No, no,” Thea quickly intervened. “I’ll 

     go with him because, uh, I know what he 

     likes!” 

     “And these two mouselings 

     and I didn’t get a chance to 

     stop at the 

     CANDY 

     shop,” 

     Trap added. “Would you come 

     with us, Shimmer?” 

     “Definitely!” she said. “As 

     long as we don’t take too long, 

     we’ll get back to the palace 

      on time. Let’s meet back here in a bit.  

     Happy shopping!” 

    


     

 
 
   
     As soon as Shimmer was out of sight, 

     Thea and I 

     headed 

     toward the spaceport, 

     where our space pod was parked. 

     Before we could reach our ship, though, 

     an alien from the 

     imperial  guard 

     stepped in front of us. 

     “Hold it right there, spacemice!” the guard 

     ordered. “You cannot use your spaceship 

     without the emperor’s authorization.” 

     Holey space Swiss! 

     Now what? 

     But Thea was 

     prepared. She 

     put on a friendly 

     smile 

     .  

     “Won’t you 

     please help us?” 

     she asked sweetly. 

     “We just need to 



     

 
 
  
     run back up to the MouseStar 1 to get the rest  

     of our crew. This mall is 

     so wonderful 

     , 

     we wanted to give our friends a chance to 

     experience it for themselves.” 

     “I’m sorry, but I cannot let you pass,” the 

     guard responded 

     severely 

     . “Emperor’s 

     orders.” 

     “I don’t think the emperor would be 

     happy if he knew that you 

     refused 

     friendly guests the right to go shopping,” 

     Thea said slyly. “We had heard that the 

     hospitality on Cleanix was the best in the 

     entire 

     universe 

     . But it turns out that’s not 

     true. How disappointing!” 

     The guard looked flustered. 

     “Oh, well . . . I . . . umm . . .” he mumbled. 

     After a moment of 

     hesitation 

     , he finally 

     stepped aside. 

     “Go ahead,” he said quickly. 



     

 
 
   
     We scooted past him immediately, thrilled 

     at our 

     good luck. 

   
     “Way to go, Thea!” I said as we hopped 

     into the space pod. 

     Thea immediately pointed our spacecraft 

     toward the part of the planet surrounded by 

     green fog. 

     We saw black mountains and 

     dark gray clouds on the horizon. 

     What an 

     ugly 

     landscape. We were 

     flying over an enormouse garbage 

     dump 

     !  

     Trash was piled up as far as the eye 

     could see. There were scraps of 



     

 
 
   
     metal, computers, clothes, furniture, robots, 

     spaceships, and more. 

     “It’s so sad,” Thea said, shaking her snout. 

     “How could they do this to their planet?” 

     Suddenly,  

     I noticed  

     some 

     movement 

     under one of the heaps of trash. 

     “Thea, use the 

     zoom 

     scope on that 

     patch of garbage!” I said, pointing to the 

     spot below us. 



     

 
 
    
     We were shocked by what appeared on the 

     screen 

     . Hundreds of discarded robots 

     were emerging from the trash! 

     “What’s going on?” Thea asked. “It looks 

     like the trash is coming to 

     life!” 

    
     I remembered the spy robot’s words: 

     “We’re preparing for an invasion . . .” 

     Galactic Gorgonzola! 

     This wasn’t good. 

     “Thea, I’m afraid these rebel robots are 

     about to invade Sparklina,” I said, worried. 

     I quickly reminded her of what the 

     spy 

     robot had told me back at the shopping mall. 

     “Oh no!” Thea cried. “The Cleanix aliens 

     haven’t treated those discarded robots 

     — 

     or 

     their planet 

     — 

     very well. But there has to 

     be another  solution 

     . We need to warn 

     the emperor about their plan to 

     invade 

     Sparklina!” 



     

 
 
  
      Stop Right There, 

   
     Spacemice! 

   
     With our motors at 

     full 

     speed 

     , we headed 

     back to Sparklina. But as soon as we got out 

     of our space pod, a member of the imperial 

     guard intercepted us. 

     “Spacemice, you are 

     under arrest 

     by order 

     of the emperor,” he said harshly. “You flew 

     your spacecraft over the 

     prohibited 

     area!” 

 
     “U-under a-arrest? 

     ” I stuttered. “But 

     we have extremely important information 

     to —” 

     “Silence!” the guard ordered. “Now follow 

     me to the imperial palace!” 

      Stinky space cheese! 

     This was  

     just what we needed! 



     

 
 
   
     As we followed the 

     guard, I carefully 

     activated my 

     wrist 

     communicator 

     and 

     called Trap. 

     “Cousin, we’ve been 

     arrested!” I whispered so 

     the guard couldn’t hear.  “Where are you?” 

     He responded immediately. 

     “We’re 

     imprisoned 

     in the emperor’s palace,” 

     he explained quickly. “He found out that you 

     took the space pod to 

     SNOOP 

     on the other 

     side of the planet, and he came after us!” 

     “We found a bunch of discarded rebellious  

      robots,” I told Trap. “We think they’re about  

     to 

     invade 

     Sparklina and —” 

     I was interrupted by sudden 

     shouts 

     . I 

     turned and saw some 

     Cleanix 

     aliens running 

     at top speed. 



     

 
 
   
     The rebel robots 

     had already entered 

     the city! 

     In the distance, 

     I saw a 

     rusted 

     robot squirting oil 

     on buildings. A bit 

     farther off, an old 

     garbage 

     truck 

     was pouring its 

     contents out onto the 

     street and sidewalks. 

     Another robot made 

     out of 

     household 

     appliances 

     was 

     blaring music that 

     was so loud and 

     high-pitched 

     , 

     it was breaking 



     

 
 
   
     windows all around us! 

     Suddenly, a shadow 

     fell over me. I 

     turned and saw an enormouse rebel robot 

     made of 

     machine parts moving toward me  

     threateningly. 

     Shooting stars! 

     I was in trouble! 

     A moment before I was crushed by the 

     robot, Thea pulled me out of the way.  

     I was 

     trembling 

     from the ends 

     of my whiskers to the tip of my tail. I had 

     almost 

     lost my fur! 


     “Thanks, Thea!” I gasped. “Just one 

     astrosecond later and I would have been as 

     flat as a fur-covered flying saucer!” 

     “No problem, G!” she said with a 

     wink. 

   
     “Where did the guard go?” 

     “He ran,” I explained. “He must have been 

     scared!” 

   
     “Well, that’s 

     good news 

     for us,” Thea 



     

 
 
   

     

 
 
   
    
     replied. “Let’s get to the emperor’s palace 

     immediately . . . The rebel robots are heading 

     that way!” 

     When we reached the palace, though, 

     we realized we were 

     too 

     late 

     . The 

     rebel robots had already arrived! The 

     palace entrance was covered in broken 

     glass and metal. 

     What a galactic mess! 



     

 
 
  
     You’re Finally 

   
     Here, Captain! 

   
     Thea and I entered the imperial palace 

     slowly 

     , keeping an eye out for the 

     rebel robots. The building was almost 

     completely 

     destroyed 

     : There was broken 

     glass everywhere, and statues were in pieces. 

     “It’s completely 

     empty 

     ,” Thea observed. 

     “Where are the Cleanix aliens? And where 

     are our friends?” 

     At that moment, we heard noises above 

     us. We  

     climbed 

     some stairs and found 

     an imperial guard tied up with electrical 

     cords. 

 
     “What happened?” Thea asked as we 

     freed him. 



     

 
 
    
     “Those recycled 

     robots 

     captured 

     the emperor, his wife, 

     and their daughter,” the guard 

     explained. “They want to throw 

     them into space 

     !” 

     Oh no! 

     It sounded like the 

     robots were planning to get their 

     revenge 

     on the Cleanix aliens 



     

 
 

     for flinging them into space with their 

     Galactic Garbage Shooter. 

     “The leader of the rebel robots is one 

     of the emperor’s old personal-computer 

     robots,” the guard explained. “He said he 

     wants to 

     take back 

     the city.” 

     Things were starting to make more 

     sense 

     . The recycled robots wanted to 

     live in Sparklina instead of being thrown 

     away and tossed into space! 

     “Maybe the 

     spacemice 

     can help 

     settle the dispute,” I told the guard. 

     “Great idea, Captain,” Thea agreed. “But 

     first we need to free our friends.” 

     The guard seemed to 

     trust 

     us. 

     “The other spacemice are locked in the 

     basement,” he said. “Follow me!” 

     We hurried down to a large 

     metal 

     door. 

     The guard punched a code on a keypad, 



     

 
 
   
     and the door 

     burst 

     open. There were our 

     friends! 

     “It’s so good to see you, Uncle!” Benjamin 

     said, giving me a little 

     peck 

     on the snout. 

     “It’s about time!” Trap exclaimed. “I was 

     starting to get a little 

     hungry 

     .” 

     “Well, you may still have to wait,” I told 

     him. “A lot has been happening!” 

     “Of course, some of us already know 

     that,” Robotix said in an 

     annoyed 

     tone. “Thanks to my new antenna, I’ve 

     been 

     listening 

     in 

     on the rebel robots’ 

     conversations.” 

     “Really?” Thea asked, her ears perking 

     up. “What are they saying?” 

     “The robots and all the other electronics 

     discarded by the Cleanix aliens have 

     organized,” he explained. “They want to 

     prove that they’re still 

     useful 

     , and 



     

 
 
   
     that it isn’t right to 

     just throw them in the 

     TRASH 

     !” 

     It was just as I had 

     thought! But there was 

     one thing that I didn’t 

     understand. 

     “I thought I saw a 

     robot made out of 

     kitchen appliances 

     ,” 

     I told Robotix. 

     “Who built it? Did the 

     rebel robots put it together 

     by themselves?” 

     “Of course!” Robotix said. He sounded 

     insulted. “The Cleanix aliens tossed out very 

     sophisticated 

     artisanal robots that 

     were still in working order. And robots are 

     very 

     intelligent 

     , you know!” 



     

 
 
    
    
     “We have to do 

     SOMETHING 

     ,” Thea said. 

     “There’s no time to lose!” 

     “We need to get to the 

     Galactic  Garbage 

     Shooter 

     immediately,” I agreed. “If the 

     Cleanix aliens and the rebel robots have any 

     chance of working things out, we have to 

     first 

     save 

     the emperor and his family!” 

     The guard 

     led us 

     to the palace garage, 

     where the 

     s u p e r l u x u r i o u s 

     (but 

     supertiny!) imperial spaceship was parked. 

     “We won’t all fit in there!” I squeaked. 

     Trap 

     pushed me 

     inside unceremoniously. 

     “Stop complaining!” he scolded me. “We 

     just need to 

     squeeze 

     !” 



     

 
 
   
     Ready to Launch! 

   
     We 

     flew 

     over the city, which was much less 

     bright 

     and sparkly since the robot attack. 

     “There it is!” Benjamin exclaimed when 

     the 

   
     Galactic 

    
     Garbage 

     Shooter 

     appeared 

     before us. 

     Solar smoked Gouda! 

     Thousands of 

     robots were milling around! 

     We landed on a small hill and slowly made 

     our way through the 

     robots 

     . They didn’t 

     seem to care about us at all. Instead, they 

     were all looking at the Galactic Garbage 

     Shooter. 

     Unfortunately, the recycled robots were 

     so 

     TALL 

     , I wouldn’t have been able to see 

     a comet even if it had flown right over my 

     head! 



     

 
 
   
    
     “Trap, let me 

     climb up on your 

     shoulders,” I told 

     my cousin. “That 

     way I can 

     see 

     what’s going on!” 

     “ 

     Great 

     idea 

     , 

     Cuz,” Trap replied. 

     But even from the 

     top of his shoulders, 

     I couldn’t 

     see 

     worth 

     a crumb of cheese! 

     “Benjamin, 

     CLIMB 

     up on top of 

     my 

     shoulders!” I told 

     my nephew. 

     “Sure,  Uncle!” he 

     replied, scurrying to 

     the top. 



     

 
 
   
     “Can you see anything?” I asked. 

      “Yup!” Benjamin squeaked. “The robots 

     are loading the emperor and his daughter 

     into the Galactic Garbage Shooter!” 

     Slimy space Swiss! 

      We had to act fast. 

     “Run, Trap!” I called down to my cousin. 

     “We need to 

     stop 

     those robots!” 

     Trap dashed through the crowd as 

     Benjamin and I 

     WOBBLED 

     back and forth. 

     Just as we were about to 

     lose our fur 

     by 

     tumbling off Trap’s shoulders, we reached 

     the Galactic Garbage Shooter. The rebel 

     robot leader was about to give the order to 

     shoot! 

 
     “Stop!” 

 
     I squeaked. 

     The robot leader turned to us in surprise. 

     “It’s those  

     funny aliens 

     who arrived this 

     morning!” he said. “Who are you and what 

     are you doing here?” 



     

 
 
   


     

 
 
    


     

 
 
   
     “We are 

     spacemice 

     , and we came here 

     to track down the source of all that junk 

     floating in space,” I replied. 

      “You’re at the source,” the robot leader 

     said. “The junk comes from this 

     garbage 

     shooter 

     , which the emperor of Sparklina 

     invented. The 

     Cleanix 

     aliens 

     throw away things constantly 

     — 

     including 

     robots! 

     — 

     to make room for newer models. 

     And they do it by shooting 

     the trash into 

     space 

     . 

     I worked for the 

     emperor for months, 

     but he threw me 

     away just like 

     everything else. He 

     replaced me with a 

     newer model with an 

     underwater  

     feature!” 



     

 
 
    
   
     “That’s terrible,” I said sympathetically. 

     “No, it’s 

     ridiculous 

     !” the robot 

     exclaimed. “There are no oceans, lakes, 

     or rivers on Cleanix. So it’s a useless 

     feature! And I still work! It’s been the same 

     for all these robots, too.” 

     He gestured toward the other rebel robots. 

     “It’s true!” cried a robot made of 

     spaceship 

     parts. “I was thrown away 

     because my owner didn’t 

     like my 

     color 

     anymore!” 

     “And I was thrown 

     away and replaced by 

     a model with 

     six 

     screens 

     instead 

     of five!” another 

     robot shouted. 

      “You’re right to 

     be angry, but maybe 



     

 
 
    
     there’s another 

     solution 

     to the problem,” 

     I suggested gently. “Sending the emperor 

     and his family into space won’t 

     change 

     the way the other Cleanix aliens behave.” 

     “Maybe not, but it doesn’t matter now,” 

     the robot leader replied. “From now on, the 

     robots 

     rule 

     ! Begin the countdown!” 

     “Ready for 

     launch 

     ,” another robot 

     announced. 

     “Ten . . . nine . . . 

      eight . . . seven . . . six . . .” 



     

 
 
    
     What a  Surprise! 

   
     I covered my eyes with my 

     paws 

     so I 

     wouldn’t have to see what happened to the 

     emperor and his family. 

     “Wait!” someone cried. “ 

     F2-C7 

     , is that 

     really you? I can’t believe it!” 

     It was 

     Robotix! 

    
     “F1-C7! What a surprise!” replied the 

     robot leader. 

     Then he 

     stopped 

     the countdown. 

     I uncovered my eyes and saw the two 

     robots hugging each other, 

     sparks 

     flying 

     everywhere. 

     Great 

     galaxies! 

     They 

     knew each other?! 

     “You’re still 

     intact 

     ,” the robot leader 

     said to Robotix in disbelief. “So you weren’t 



     

 
 
   
     demolished 

     after all?” 

     “No, I still carry out all my functions 

     perfectly on the spaceship 

     MouseStar 1,” 

   
     Robotix replied happily. “And, not to 

     brag, 

   
     but I’m much more advanced than their 

     onboard computer.” 

    
     “Lucky you! 

     ” the robot leader said, 

     still in awe. 



     

 
 
   
     “And what are you doing these days?” 

     Robotix asked. 

     “Well, I was working for the emperor’s 

     family, but after just six months of service, 

     they substituted a 

     new 

     robot for me,”  F2- 

     C7 explained. “On this planet, they throw 

     everything away 

     CONSTANTLY 

     . That’s why 

     we robots have decided to 

     rebel 

     !” 

     “I see,” Robotix said thoughtfully. “But 

     maybe there’s another solution . . .” 

     The two robots began to chatter in another 

     language 

     . Of course I didn’t understand 

     a thing! 

     “Um, excuse me, Robotix,” I said politely. 

     “Can you tell me what’s going on?” 

     “Oh, I apologize, Captain Stiltonix,” he 

     replied. “I forgot to introduce you! The 

     robot leader is my cousin 

     F2-C7 

     !” 

      “Y-your cousin?” I asked, stunned. 



     

 
 
   
     “Yes, my real name isn’t Robotix 

     — 

     it’s 

     F1-C7 

     ,” Robotix explained. “F2-C7 and 

     I were 

     built 

     together in the same astroyear. 

     But when I moved to the MouseStar 1, I lost  

     track of him.” 

     “And now here we are!” exclaimed the 

     robot leader. “And my 

     clever 

     cousin has 

     an interesting idea about how to 

     SOLVE 

     our problem.” 

     “That’s superstellar!” I exclaimed. “What’s 

     the plan?” 

     “Robotix suggested that we use the 

      MouseStar 1’s garbage-recycling machine.” 

     “Of course!” I squeaked. “The 

     Stellar 

     Garbage Sortrix 

     would be 

     perfect 

     for 

     the job!” 

     “We could bring the 

     Sortrix 

     here to Cleanix to 

     RECYCLE 

     the planet’s 

     garbage,” Thea agreed. “That way all the 



     

 
 
    
     trash will have a 

      new life! And, of  

     course, we’ll encourage the Cleanix to 

     throw out less.” 

     “Well done, Robotix,” I congratulated 

     him. “That’s a 

     genius 

     idea!” 

     “Could you let us down now?” the emperor 

     called anxiously. 

     “Yes,” I agreed. “We wouldn’t want 

     someone to press the 

     launch 

     button by 

     mistake!” 



     

 
 
     

 
 
    
     A NEW ERA 

    
     FOR CLEANIX 

   
     The rebel robots released 

     the emperor, his 

     wife, and his daughter from the Galactic 

     Garbage Shooter. 

     “Thank you for your help,” Emperor 

     Sparkle said. “Without the spacemice, who 

     knows where we might have ended up.” 

     “That’s easy,” Trap replied. “You’d be in 

     space 

     !” 

     Shimmer threw her arms around my 

     cousin’s neck. 

     “ 

     My  hero! 

     ” she exclaimed. “You and 

     your friends saved us.” 

     “I’m very sorry for having doubted you,” 

     the emperor said to me. “When you went 



     

 
 
    
     to the 

     DARK 

     side of 

     the planet, I thought that 

     you were our 

     enemy 

     . . .” 

     “I told you that 

     the spacemice were 

     our 

     friends 

     , dad!” 

     Shimmer interjected. 

     “You’re right,” the 

     emperor told his 

     daughter. “I should 

     have 

     listened 

     to you.” 

     Then he turned to me. 

     “And I should have trusted you, Captain,” 

     he said. “Now what can I do to 

     make 

     up 

     for it?” 

     “Solving your garbage problem would be 

     a great start!” I replied. 

     “But that’s why we invented the 

     Galactic 

     Garbage Shooter 

     ,” he said. 



     

 
 
    
     “I’m afraid 

     polluting 

     space with 

     your junk isn’t the answer,” Thea said sternly. 

     “You should try using things until they no 

     longer work, instead of just throwing good 

     things away. Then you can 

     recycle 

     any 

     garbage that you accumulate.” 

     “Recycle the garbage?” the emperor asked, 

     a puzzled expression on his face. “Okay, but 

     how?” 

     “The Stellar Garbage Sortrix, a machine 

     we developed, can recycle 

     ninety-nine 

     point nine percent 

     of all our garbage,” 

     Thea explained. “That way we don’t throw 

     anything  away — not  even 

     cheese rinds 

     !” 

     “We’ve already 

     promised 

     the robots we will 

     lend you the Sortrix,” I added. “That way 

     you can clean up your planet from 

     TOP 

     to 

     bottom 

     . And you’ll give new 

     life 

     to 

     things that used to be 

     garbage 

     .” 



     

 
 
   

     The emperor gave me a serious 

     look. Black 

     holey galaxies, I couldn’t tell what he was 

     thinking 

     ! But then he broke into a 

     grin. 

 
     “Captain Stiltonix, I must admit that this 

     is an 

     excellent 

     idea!” he exclaimed. 

     Then he turned to 

     F2-C7. 

  
     “I’m sorry I tossed you out without 

     thinking,” he said contritely. “Since you 



     

 
 
   

     know garbage so well, I would like to 

     make you Cleanix’s official 

     Recycling 

     Manager 

     . What do you think?” 

     “I 

     accept 

     the position, Your Highness,” 

     F2-C7 replied enthusiastically. “Let’s start 

     recycling right away.” 

     What a relief! We had come up with a 

     solution for an incredibly 

     messy 

     problem. 

     I activated my 

     wrist 

     communicator 

     and 

     called the MouseStar 1 to tell everyone on  

     board the  GOOD NEWS 

     . Unfortunately 

     for me, Sally answered! 

     “What’s the word, 

     Captain 

     ?” she asked 

     eagerly. 

     “Umm . . .er . . . 

     I — I . . .” I stuttered. 

     cosmic 

    
    
     Cheddar! 

    
     My nerves always took 



     

 
 
   
     over whenever I had a chance to talk to that 

     fabumouse rodent! 

     “Captain Stiltonix?” Sally asked. “You’re 

     not coming in 

     clearly!” 

   
     Luckily 

     , Trap came to my rescue. 

     “The captain’s wrist communicator 

     isn’t working well,” Trap explained. “He 



     

 
 
  
     wanted to ask you to prepare the 

     Stellar 

     Garbage  Sortrix 

     for transport to 

     Cleanix. We’re loaning it to the emperor so 

     he and his people can 

     clean up their 

     planet.” 

   


     

 
 
  
     “Copy that!” Sally replied. 

     From that day on, the Cleanix aliens 

     began an era of 

     respect 

     for their 

     environment 

     — 

     and for their objects. Before 

     we returned to MouseStar 1, the emperor  

     threw a party in honor of the spacemice. 

     It was 

     superstellar! 

   
     Finally, it was time for 

     good-byes: Robotix and 

     his cousin 

     F2- 

     C7 

     promised they 

     would meet again 

     within two galactic 

     years, and 

     Shimmer 

     convinced Trap to 

     return to Cleanix as 

     soon as his new 

     spacesuit got 

     crumpled. 



     

 
 
   
     The Cleanix aliens insisted on giving us 

     thank-you 

     GIFTS. Mine was the highest  

     honor 

     in the city: A statue made from 

     recycled 

     metal was installed on 

     Sparklina’s main street, right next to the one 

     of former emperor Reginald Shiny! 

     Mousy  meteorites 

     , what an honor! 

     Our mission complete, we returned to 

     MouseStar 

     1 

     . Now space would be clean 

     again, and I could get to work writing about 

     our encounter with the 

     Cleanix aliens. 

  
     And, of course, I had to reschedule my 

     dinner 

     date 

     with Sally! Though, first I’d 

     have to find the 

     courage 

     to actually 

     squeak with her, snout-to-snout. But that, 

     dear rodent friends, is an intergalactic 

     adventure for another day! 



     

 
 
     Don’t  miss any adventures 

     of  the Spacemice! 

   


     

 
 
     

 
 
     

 
 
     

 
 
     Join me and my friends as 

     we travel through time in 

      these very special editions! 



     

 
 

     Don’t miss 

     any of these 

     exciting 

     Thea Sisters 

     adventures! 



     

 
 
    
     Meet 

     GERONIMO STILTONOOT 

    
    
     He is a cavemouse 

     — 

     Geronimo Stilton’s 

     ancient ancestor! He runs the stone 

     newspaper in the prehistoric village 

     of Old Mouse City. From dealing with 

     dinosaurs to dodging  meteorites, 

     his life in the Stone Age is full 

     of adventure! 

   


     

 
 
     Don’t miss any 

     of my magical 

     special edition 

     adventures! 



     

 
 
     MouseStar 1  

     The spaceship, home, and refuge of the spacemice! 

    
     MouseStar 1 

     (exterior view) 



     

 
 
     1. 

     Control room   

     2. 

     Gigantic  telescope 

     3. 

      Greenhouse to grow plants and flowers 

     4. 

     Library and reading room 

     5. 

     Astral Park, an amousement park 

     6. 

     Space Yum Café 

     7. 

     Kitchen 

     8. 

      Liftrix, the special elevator that moves  between 

     all floors of the  spaceship 

     9. 

     Computer room 

     10. 

     Crew cabins 

     11. 

     Theater for space shows 

     12. 

     Warp-speed  engines 

     13. 

     Tennis court and swimming pool 

     14. 

     Multipurpose technogym 

     15. 

     Space pods for exploration 

     16. 

     Cargo hold for food supply 

     17. 

     Natural biosphere 

    


     

 
 
     Dear mouse friends, 

     thanks for reading, 

     and good-bye until the next book. 

     See you in outer  space! 



     

 
 


     

 
 
  
     More leveling information for this book: 

     www.scholastic.com/readinglevel 

     www.scholastic.com/geronimostilton 

     www.geronimostilton.com 

      MouseStar 1 is surrounded by floating space junk! 

     It’s yucky — and dangerous. Geronimo 

     Stiltonix tracks down the source of the 

     junk and meets very wasteful aliens. 

     Even worse, robots that the aliens 

     threw away have started to rebel! 

     Can the spacemice  restore harmony 

     before the robots take over? 

     He is a spacemouse — the Geronimo  

     Stilton of a parallel universe! He is  

     captain of the spaceship MouseStar 1 

     . 

     While flying through the cosmos, he visits 

     distant  planets and meets crazy aliens. 

     His  adventures are out of this world! 

     Meet 

     Geronimo Stiltonix 

     beware! space Junk! 
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You'rRe FINALLY
Here, CaPTAIN!

Thea and 1 entered the imperial palace
BIBEQRCBAE. keeping an eye out for the
rebel robots. The building was almost
completely DE§T ROYED: There was broken
glass everywhere, and statues were in pieces.

“It’s completely EITIPtI:I,” Thea observed.
“Where are the Cleanix aliens? And where
are our friends?”

At that moment, we heard noises above
us. We Climbed some stairs and found
an imperial guard tied up with electrical
cords.

“What happened?” Thea asked as we

freed him.
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explained. “They want to throw
them into space!”

Oh wol Tt sounded like the

robots were planning to get their

on the Cleanix aliens
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replied. “Let’s get to the emperor’s palace
immediately . .. The rebel robots are heading
that way!”
When we reached the palace, though,
we realized we were $@:@: [ate. The
rebel robots had already arrived! The

palace entrance was covered in broken
glass and metal.
WHAT A GALACTIC MESS!
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for flinging them into space with their
Galactic Garbage Shooter.

“The leader of the rebel robots is one
of the emperor’s old personal-computer
robots,” the guard explained. “He said he
wants to take ]raaoks the city.”

Things were starting to make more
S@NSEe. The recycled robots wanted to
live in Sparklina instead of being thrown
away and tossed into space!

“Maybe the SPAGEMIECE can help
settle the dispute,” I told the guard.

“Great idea, Captain,” Thea agreed. “But
first we need to free our friends.”

The guard seemed to IFUST us.

“The other spacemice are locked in the
basement,” he said. “Follow me!”

We hurried down to a large me+£4d] door.
The guard punched a code on a keypad,

®
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You're FiNaLLy Here, CaPTAIN!

and the doorm open. There were our
friends!

“It’s so good to see you, Uncle!” Benjamin
said, giving me a little PECK on the snout.

“It’s about time!” Trap exclaimed. “I was
starting to get a little ﬁungry."

“Well, you may still have to wait,” I told
him. “A lot has been happening!”

“Of course, some of us already know
that,” Robotix said in an ANNEOYED
tone. “Thanks to my new antenna, I've
been Fistening in on the rebel robots’
conversations.”

“Really?” Thea asked, her ears perking
up. “What are they saying?”

“The robots and all the other electronics
discarded by the Cleanix aliens have
organized,” he explained. “They want to

prove that they're still Ull'lll, and
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that it isn’t right to
just throw them in the
RASH

It was just as I had
thought! But there was
one thing that I didn’t
understand.

“Ithought I saw a
robot made out of
kitchen appliances,
I told Robotix.
“Who built it? Did the
rebel robots put it together

»

by themselves?”

“Of course!” Robotix said. He sounded
insulted. “The Cleanix aliens tossed out very
30phisiicaied artisanal robots that
were still in working order. And robots are
very iNTELLTGENT, you know!”
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“Trap, let me
climb up on your
shoulders,” 1 told
my cousin. “That
way 1 can SEE
what’s going on!”

“Great idea,
Cuz,” Trap replied.

But even from the
top of his shoulders,
Icouldn’t see worth
a crumb of cheese!

“Benjamin, CLIMB
up on top of My
shoulders!” T told
my nephew.

“Sure, Uncle!” he
replied, scurrying to
the top.
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“Can you see anything?” I asked.

“Yup!” Benjamin squeaked. “The robots
are loading the emperor and his daughter
into the Galactic Garbage Shooter!”

g(c'm(g Space Guwiss! We had to act fast.

“Run, Trap!” I called down to my cousin.
“We need to ST @WP those robots!”

Trap dashed through the crowd as
Benjamin and T WOBBLRD back and forth.
Just as we were about to loge out fur by
tumbling off Trap’s shoulders, we reached
the Galactic Garbage Shooter. The rebel
robot leader was about to give the order to
shoot!

“STOP!” I squeaked.

The robot leader turned to us in surprise.

“It’s those fmm who arrived this
morning!” he said. “Who are you and what
are you doing here?”
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“We have to do SOMETHING,” Thea said.
“There’s no time to lose!”

“We need to get to the Galactio gwbag&
Shoster immediately,” 1 agreed. “If the
Cleanix aliens and the rebel robots have any
chance of working things out, we have to
first S@W@ the emperor and his family!”

The guard led us tothe palace garage,
where the SUPERLUXURIOUS (but
supertiny!) imperial spaceship was parked.

“We won't all fit in there!” I squeaked.

Trap pushed me inside unceremoniously.

“Stop complaining!” he scolded me. “We
just need to squeeze!”

int
“ee‘l—e in:
o
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We flew over the city, which was much less
briuht and sparkly since the robot attack.

“There it is!” Benjamin exclaimed when
the Galactic Garbage Shooter appeared
before us.

SoLar sMokep (owa! Thousands of
robots were milling around!

We landed on a small hill and slowly made
our way through the robots. They didn’t
seem to care about us at all. Instead, they
were all looking at the Galactic Garbage
Shooter.

Unfortunately, the recycled robots were
SO TML I wouldn’t have been able to see
a comet even if it had flown right over my

head!
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As soon as Shimmer was out of sight,
Thea and 1 headed toward the spaceport,
where our space pod was parked.

Before we could reach our ship, though,
an alien from the lmf’cl"lal guard
stepped in front of us.

“Hold it right there, spacemice!” the guard

ordered. “You cannot use your spaceship
without the emperor’s authorization.”
R HoLey space Swiss!
\
° et Now what?

> But Thea was

Ca

"¢ prepared.  She

l put on a friendly

oSmjle.
“Won’ you

please help us?”
\ she asked sweetly.
@ e “We just need to
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run back up to the MouseStar 1 to get the rest
of our crew. This mall is § 0 wondel‘fuﬂ X
we wanted to give our friends a chance to
experience it for themselves.”

“I'm sorry, but I cannot let you pass,” the
guard responded SEVERELY “Emperor’s
orders.”

“I don’t think the emperor would be
happy if he knew that you 'f‘erSed
friendly guests the right to go shopping,”
Thea said slyly. “We had heard that the
hospitality on Cleanix was the best in the

entire universe. But it turns out that’s not

1

true. How disappointing
The guard looked flustered.
“Oh,well...I...umm...” he mumbled.
After a moment of hesitation, he finally
stepped aside.
“Go ahead,” he said quickly.
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Thea and I had just made a plan to do some
investigating when Shimmer Feltllrned
with four new pairs of shoes. Everyone
showed her their purchases.

“I knew you’d [ike it here!” she said,
smiling brightly. “No one can resist the allure
of the shopping mall! But now we need to
return to the imperial palace. My father will
be CGIEBEE if we're late.”

Thea and I exchanged a glance. We had to
SIiP aWaY! Suddenly, T had an idea.

“Speaking of your dad, uh, I'm a little

CIEPPESS3G about these clothes,”

I told Shimmer, gesturing toward my
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Cf‘UMPled spacesuit. “I'd love to buy
a new outfit before we head back.”

“Of course, Captain!” she quickly agreed.
“l didn’t want to oﬁ(emf you, but that
spacesuit you’re wearing belongs in the
trash! come on, I know a great store —”

“No, no,” Thea quickly intervened. “I’ll

go with him because, uh, I know what he
likes!”

“And these two mouselings ~apPY S"OPPing!
and I didnt get a chance to
stop at the mu shop,”
Trap added. “Would you come
with us, Shimmer?”

“Definitely!” she said. “As
long as we don’t take too long,

we’ll get back to the palace
omn time. Let’s meet back here in a bit.

HAPPY SHAPPING!"
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We scooted past him immediately, thrilled
at our GOOD LUCK.

“Way to go, Thea!” I said as we hopped
into the space pod.

Thea immediately pointed our spacecraft
toward the part of the planet surrounded by
GREEN FO6. We saw black mountains and
dark gray clouds on the horizon.

What an uGL" landscape. We were
flying over an enormouse garbage ‘IIHIP!
Trash was piled up as far as the eye

could see. There were scraps of
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metal, computers, clothes, furniture, robots,
spaceships, and more.

“It’s so sad,” Thea said, shaking her snout.
“How could they do this to their planet?”

Suddenly, T noticed some (OVEMENT
under one of the heaps of trash.

“Thea, use the ZOOM_ scope on that
patch of garbage!” I said, pointing to the

spot below us.
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‘We were shocked by what appeared on the
SCREEN. Hundreds of discarded robots
were emerging from the trash!

“What’s going on?” Thea asked. “It looks
like the trash is coming to life!”

I remembered the spy robot’s words:
“We’re preparing for an invasion . . .”

This wasn’t good.

“Thea, I'm afraid these rebel robots are
about to invade Sparklina,” I said, worried.
I quickly reminded her of what the SPY
robot had told me back at the shopping mall.

“Oh no!” Thea cried. “The Cleanix aliens
haven’t treated those discarded robots—or
their planet—very well. But there has to
be another 80lution. We need to warn
the emperor about their plan to

Sparklina!”
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The rebel robots
had already entered
the city!

In the distance,
I saw a Pusted
robot squirting @il
on buildings. A bit
farther off, an old
garbage truck
was  pouring its
contents out onto the
street and sidewalks.
Another robot made
out of HOVSEHOLD
APPLIANCES  was
blaring music that
was so loud and
high-pitched,

it was  breaking
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windows all around us!

Suddenly, a §h78c]°w fell over me. I
turned and saw an enormouse rebel robot
made of MACHINE parts moving toward me
threateningly.

8h@@biﬁg stars¥ 1 was in trouble!

A moment before I was crushed by the
robot, Thea pulled me out of the way.

I was TREMBLING from the ends
of my whiskers to the tip of my tail. I had
almost lOST MY LUr!

“Thanks, Thea!” T gasped. “Just one
astrosecond later and T would have been as
flat as a fur-covered flying saucer!”

“No problem, G!” she said with a wink.
“Where did the guard go?”

“He ran,” I explained. “He must have been

SCdReD!”
“Well, that’s gomf news for us,” Thea
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S10P RIGHT THERE,
SpPACEMICE!

‘With our motors at {’u“ S eetf, we headed
back to Sparklina. But as soon as we got out
of our space pod, a member of the imperial
guard intercepted us.

“Spacemice, you are LIIEM 2TE5E by order
of the emperor,” he said harshly. “You flew
your spacecraft over the PROHiBiTeD area!”

“U-under 9-9rrest?” 1 stuttered. “But
we have extremely important information
to—"

“Silence!” the guard ordered. “Now follow
me to the imperial palace!”

STINKY SPACE CHEESE!

This was just what we needed!
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. SPaceMIce!

y ST1oP RIGHT THERE
—

! prisoned,
0N

acti

the guard couldn’t hear. “
He responded immedia

As we followed the
guard, T carefully

vated my Wrist

communicator and
called Trap.

“Cousin, we've been
arrested!” I whispered so

‘Where are you?”
ely.

“We’re imprisoned in the emperor’s palace,”

he explained quickly. “He

found out that you

took the space pod to SNOOP on the other

side of the planet, and he
“We found a bunch of d
robots,” 1 told Trap. “We t

came after us!”
iscarded rebellious
hink they’re about

to Sparklina and —”
I was interrupted by sudden shouts.1

turned and saw some G(ea

at top speed.

nix aliens running
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“I'm afraid POLLWPTING space with
your junk isn’t the answer,” Thea said sternly.
“You should try using things until they no
longer work, instead of just throwing good
things away. Then you can l’QGgGlQ any
garbage that you accumulate.”

“Recycle the garbage?” the emperor asked,
a puzzled expression on his face. “Okay, but
how?”

“The Stellar Garbage Sortrix, a machine
we developed, can recycle minety-mnine
point nine percent of all our garbage,”
Thea explained. “That way we don’t throw
anything away—not even cheese rinds!”

“We've already promiged the robots we will
lend you the Sortrix,” I added. “That way
you can clean up your planet from TOP
to DOTEOM. And you'll give new llfe to
things that used to be garbagaﬁ‘."
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A New Era
FOR CLEANIX

The rebel robots l”e]eé]&ed the emperor, his
wife, and his daughter from the Galactic
Garbage Shooter.
“Thank you for your help,” Emperor
Sparkle said. “Without the spacemice, who
knows where we might have ended up.”
“That’s easy,” Trap replied. “You’d be in
spacer

Shimmer threw her arms around my

cousin’s neck.

“My hero!” she exclaimed. “You and
your friends saved us.”

“I'm very sorry for having doubted you,”
the emperor said to me. “When you went
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wero! ¥ to the PJEEME side of
w S V the planet, I thought that
you were our ENEMY . ..”
“I told you that
the spacemice were
our friends, dad!”
Shimmer interjected.
“You're right,” the
emperor told his
daughter. “I should
have listened to you.”

Then he turned to me.

“And I should have trusted you, Captain,”
he said. “Now what can I do to makp
UP for it?”

“Solving your garbage problem would be

a great start!” I replied.
“But that’s why we invented the Galackic

Garbage Shooker,” he said.
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over whenever I had a chance to talk to that
fabumouse rodent!

“Captain Stiltonix?” Sally asked. “You’re
not coming in ”

L‘MCkizy, Trap came to my rescue.

“The captain’s wrist communicator

isn’t working well,” Trap explained. “He
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wanted to ask you to prepare the
for transport to
Cleanix. We’re loaning it to the emperor so

@ he and his people can

K

—7)
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The emperor gave me a $ef’i°u§ look. Black
holey galaxies, I couldn’t tell what he was
ﬂiinking! But then he broke into a CEIN,

“Captain Stiltonix, I must admit that this
is an excellent idea!” he exclaimed.

Then he turned to F2-G7.

“I'm sorry I tossed you out without

thinking,” he said contritely. “Since you
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know garbage so well, I would like to
make you Cleanix’s official %o:;,o@wpg/
qna/rmg/@v. What do you think?”

“I accept the position, Your Highness,”
F2-C7 replied enthusiastically. “Let’s start
recycling right away.”

What a relief! We had come up with a
solution for an incredibly M@SSY problem.
I activated my WRIST COMMUNICATOR and
called the MouseStar 1 to tell everyone on
board the @ N@WIS. Unfortunately
for me, Sally answered!

“What’s the word,
Captain?” she asked
eagerly.

Captaijp, Seq,
o, .

s

UM 5 500 € 5 5 5
I—I...” Istuttered.
Gosmic cvEpDAR!

My nerves always took

109
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“Copy that!” Sally replied.

From that day on, the Cleanix aliens
began an era of respelé‘l* for their
environment —and for their objects. Before
we returned to MouseStar 1, the emperor
threw a party in honor of the spacemice.

It was superstellar:

Finally, it was time for

good-byes: Robotix and
his cousin  EIEIE
promised they
would meet again
within two galactic
years, and IH’MMR
convinced Trap to
return to Cleanix as
soon as his new
spacesuit  got
crumpled.
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The Cleanix aliens insisted on giving us
thank-you @IFTE. Mine was the highest
honor in the city: A statue made from
RECYCLED metal was installed on
Sparklina’s main street, right next to the one
of former emperor Reginald Shiny!

Movsy wetgoriteEs, what an honor!

Our mission complete, we returned to
q’npugegfw (. Now space would be clean
again, and I could get to work writing about
our encounter with the Cleanix aliens.
And, of course, I had to reschedule my
dinnew date with Sally! Though, first I'd
have to find the COUTAZE to actually
squeak with her, snout-to-snout. But that,
dear rodent friends, is an intergalactic
adventure for another day!
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“We arc SPACEMICE, and we came here
to track down the source of all that junk
floating in space,” I replied.

“You’re at the source,” the robot leader
said. “The junk comes from this garbag@'
sheot#€r, which the emperor of Sparklina
invented.  The
throw away things constantly—including
robots! — to make room for newer models.

And they do it by shooting
the trash into syace.

I worked for the

emperor for months,

eror’s fauley
emP! |

&e

but he threw me
away just like
everything else. He
replaced me with a

newer model with an

UNDERWATER, feature!”
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“That’s terrible,” I said sympathetically.

“No, it's Fidicul@us!” the robot
exclaimed. “There are no oceans, lakes,
or rivers on Cleanix. So it’s a wseless
feature! And I still work! It’s been the same
for all these robots, too.”

He gestured toward the other rebel robots.
“It’s true!” cried a robot made of
SPAGESHIP parts. “I was thrown away
because my owner didn’t
like my COIOP anymore!” ’9

“And I was thrown N

away and replaced by
a model with SIX
screens instead
of five!” another "
robot shouted.
“You’re right to
be angry, but maybe
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Y
WHAT A SURPRISE!

I covered my eyes with my PAWS so I
wouldn’t have to see what happened to the
emperor and his family.

“Wait!” someone cried. “F2-C7, is that
really you? I can’t believe it!”

1t was ROBOTIXy

“F1-C7! What a surprise!” replied the
robot leader.

Then he %T@ the countdown.

I uncovered my eyes and saw the two
robots hugging each other, spar‘ks flying
everywhere.

GREAT GALAXIES! They
knew each other?!

“You're still ‘I)N"'ac"',” the robot leader
said to Robotix in disbelief. “So you weren’t
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w after all?”

“No, I still carry out all my functions
perfectly on the spaceship MouseStar 1,”
Robotix replied happily. “And, not to brad,
but I'm much more advanced than their
onboard computer.”

“Lucky you!” the robot leader said,
still in awe.

100
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there’s another @@LUTION to the problem,”
I suggested gently. “Sending the emperor
and his family into space won't change
the way the other Cleanix aliens behave.”
“Maybe not, but it doesn’t matter now,”
the robot leader replied. “From now on, the
robots I’Ulat'! Begin the countdown!”
“Ready for MAMEEE.” another robot
announced. “Tem . . . mine . . .
eight . . . sevenm . . . six . . .”

want

AV at":: o > ﬁ
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trash will have a mew life! And, of
course, we’ll encourage the Cleanix to
throw out less.”

“Well done, Robotix,” T congratulated
him. “That's a GENIUS idea!”

“Could you let us down now?” the emperor
called anxiously.

“Yes,” I agreed. “We wouldn’t want
someone to press the lauﬁch, button by
mistake!”
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“And what are you doing these days?”
Robotix asked.

“Well, I was working for the emperor’s
family, but after just six months of service,
they substituted a M@WU robot for me,” F2-
C7 explained. “On this planet, they throw
everything away CONSTANTLY. That’s why
we robots have decided to rehel!”

“I see,” Robotix said thoughtfully. “But
maybe there’s another solution . . .”

The two robots began to chatter in another
l1angvage. oOf course I didn’t understand
a thing!

“Um, excuse me, Robotix,” I said politely.
“Can you tell me what’s going on?”

“Oh, T apologize, Captain Stiltonix,” he
replied. “I forgot to introduce you! The
robot leader is my cousin F=-C 1

“Y-your cousin?” I asked, stunned.
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“Yes, my real name isn’t Robotix—it’s
F1-C7,” Robotix explained. “F2-C7 and
I were built together in the same astroyear.
But when I moved to the MouseStar 1, 1 lost
track of him.”

“And now here we are!” exclaimed the
robot leader. “And my clever‘ cousin has
an interesting idea about how to SOLVE
our problem.”

“That’s superstellar!” I exclaimed. “What’s
the plan?”

“Robotix suggested that we use the
MouseStar 1’s garbage-recycling machine.”

“Of course!” I squeaked. “The Stellar
Garbage Sortrix would be perfect for
the job!”

“We could bring the ﬁ@rfrix
here to Cleanix to RECYCLE the planet’s
garbage,” Thea agreed. “That way all the
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I stammered, my snout turning red with
embarrassment. “I was just getting up.”
Trap took one look at me and figured
Ut what was going on.
“Looks like someone is er@‘id to be

alone with Sally, hmm?” he teased me.
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'
SweeT As HoONEY
ON CHeese!

Trap @%ﬂ@ me toward the door of
the command center.

“Cousin, you are as sweet on Sally
as honey on cheese,” he said, shaking his
snout. “But IUGKIIy I'm here to help
you. Let’s go—you don’t want to keep her
waiting!”

Mousy meteorites! Trap wanted to
come with me for the inspection. T knew
he would only make me feel even more
embarrassed! But before I could
protest, my cousin had grabbed me by the
paw and pushed me into the LIfErix, the
special elevator that transports spacemice
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from one floor of our spaceship to another.

As soon as I stepped into the liftrix, a jet
of air whisked me down to the lower levels
of the MouseStar 1.

“Ahhhh!” I squeaked, caught off guard.

In one galactic second, 1 tumbled
out of the glass tube and onto the floor of
the lower level of the spaceship. I was about
to get up, when . . .

BAM!

Trap crashed into me like an out-of-

orbit meteorite!
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I cleared my throat and did my best to
sound confident.

“Yes, I'm ready!”

Trap patted me on the shoulder so hard
I almost fell over again.

“Good,” he said with a wink. “I'll head
back to the COMMAND CENTER, then.
See you later, Cuz!”

And so I S€t OUT on my inspection of
the MouseStar 1 with Sally as my guide. She
explained all the TECHRICAL details to
me as we toured the spaceship. Even though
I'm the captain, I have to admit that I don’t
have a @L@]E about how the ship works!
It’s a good thing Sally is such an excellent
mechanic.

“Well, that’s eve,ryﬂlil)g, Captain!”
Sally announced after we had completed
our inspection of the craft’s @jR FiLFERS.
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@

I

ried to think of something

SE@E0% so that I'd get jus
more time with Sally, but my mind went

com;
“U

I stu
Sa

pletely Bl ANK.

m, et, e-e-everything seems to
ttered.

lty smiled.

you need any further explana
let me know,” she said kind

walked off.

the planet Mars. Oh, 1
hopeless PemAnbIC!

witty to
a little

be okay!”

ions, just

ly.

Then she shook my paw and

The touch of her paw made
me turn f'E('c'Ef' than
‘m such a
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Ha, ha, ha!

“Nhoops,” my cousin
squeaked. “Sorry, Geronimo!”
Before I could GET OUT from
under him, I heard a sweet

€ voice.

“Are you okay, GAPTAIN?”

the voice asked. “What
happened?”

Sally de Wrench was

right in front of me.

paaht
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Holey moon craters! How embarrassing!
I got to my paws and tried to think of
something mwwzlg/mf/ to say. But as I
stood there staring at Sally’s big Llue eyes,
my thoughts vanished like C/EESE in a black
hole!
Luckily, Trap came to my rescue.
“A pressure problem inside the liftrix
Jouready, made us lose our BALANCE!” he
Papain  fiphed,
; “Oh, my,” Sally replied. “I'll be
sure to take a look at that later.

Now, are you ready to begin our
inspection, Captain?”
“N-no,” 1 stuttered. “I mean,
y-yes!”
Trap pinched me on the tail.
YIBES! 1 had to get my nerves under
control!





OEBPS/Images/image00293.jpeg
Don't Be Late! O

I headed back to my room to get ready.
As soon as I opened the door, my personal
assistant robot, ASSISTATRIX,
grabbed me, lifted me up, and dropped me
in my Spa/v/%ef)’}/[/o/mw shower pod.

“HELP!” I squeaked. “Let me go!”

But Assistatrix igﬁa‘reﬁ me. A
moment later, my fur was being scrubbed,
rinsed, and dried.

Then it was time to get dressed.

“Captain, I suggest you wear a dinner
Jackef and your i€

with the galaxies on

it,” Assistatrix said.
“Dinner jacket?!”
I protested. “But
I'm not going to an
interstellar gala!”
“Your cousin advised
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me to dress you
elegantly:-
Assistatrix said.
“But you're my
personal assistant
robot, not Trap’s,”
I replied. “You're
supposed to do
what I —”
Before I could
finish my sentence,
though, Assistatrix
had slipped the suit
over my head
and  sprayed
me in a cloud
', of GOSM?C
. CheDDaR,
/' COLOGNE!
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DonN'T Be LaTe!

As soon as | returned to the command
cenfer, Trap practically jumped on my
tail.

“So, how did it go?” he asked.

“Well, Sally did SHRKE my paw,” I said
with a sigh. “But I couldn’t think of anything
intelligent to say!”

“When’s the next inspection?” Trap asked.

“Not for another six months,” I replied.

“But that’s such a @E time from now!”
my cousin said with a gasp.

“That’s the protocol,” I said with a shrug.
“And T’ll have plenty of time to write my
novel in the meantime.”

Trap shook his head. Then he got a
mischievous gl;ﬁ'&m in his eye. That look
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meant only one thing: reubla!

“Wh-what is it?” 1 asked, suddenly very
w. My cousin always seems to come up
with the most TIMPOSSTBLE schemes!

“Geronimo, what do you say we have a
nice dinner together tonight?” he asked
INNOCENTLY.

“Thanks, but I'm very busy —” I began.

“Come on!” he said, cutting me off. “We
can have a FONDUE FEAs! We never spend
any quality time together.”

Hmm. 1 considered his proposal. The
MouseStar 1’s chef, Squizzy, does make

(RIEIEMS fondue.

“Oh, all right,” T said. “You convinced

me! After all, it’s easier to write on a Full
stemach.

“Meet me at eight at the Space Yum Café,”
Trap ordered. “And don’t be late!”
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My dear mouge friends,

Have | ever told you how much I love science
fiction? P've always wanted to write incredible
adventures set in another dimension, but Pve never
believed that parallel universes exist . . . until now!

That’s because my good friend Professor Paws
von Volt, the brilliant, secretive scientist, has
just made an incredible discovery. Thanks to some
mousetropic calculations, he determied that there
are mavy different dimensions in time and space,

where anything could be possible.

The professor’s work inspired me to write this
science fiction adventure in which my

family and | travel through space

in search of new worlds.

We're a fabumouse crew:

the spacemicel

I hope you enjoy this

intergalactic adventurel

) PRrRoFESSOR
(%W s Paws voN Vour
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He is a cavemouse — Geronimo Stilton’s
ancient ancestor! He runs the stone
newspaper in the prehistoric village
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of adventurel
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AN ANNUAL INSPECTION

&7

boiler room, the garbage storage room, and
a ZITIT@m other places.

Stel

the ins
sweat.

ar Swiss! T was so DERWES about
pection that my fur was soaked with
You probably think I was afraid

the ship wouldn’t pass the tests! But the

real reason for my anxiety was Sally de

Wrencl
mouse

h. You see, she is the most fESEiI'IEtiI'Ig
in the entire galaxy, and I have an

BEERBORGEBRE crush on her!

Every
cream
throat,

ime I see her, my legs go as soft as
cheese, my squeak gets stuck in my

and MY brain turns to Brie:

As I was thinking about Sally, MouseStar

I's onboard computer, Hologramix, spoke

up.
“Sallgj de Wrerich is waiting for

you on

the lower level!”

I began to THEMBLE from the ends of
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my whiskers to the
tip of my tail. T tried
to get out of my
command chair, but
my paws were heavier
than wheels of aged
Parmesan and my
knees WOBBLED like
sticks of string cheese.

Unfortunately, my
cousin  Trap  was
sitting next to me,
playing space
checkers against his
computer.

“What’s up, Cuz?”
he asked. “You seem
stuck!”

“N-no, it’s nothing,”
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0 He is a spacemouse — the Geronimo
Stilton of a parallel universe! He is
captain of the spaceship MouseStar 1.
While flying through the cosmos, he visits
distant planets and meets crazy aliens.
His adventures are out of this world!

BeWARe! SPACE JUNK!

MouseStar 1 is surrounded by floating space junk!
.It’s yucky — and dangerous. Geronimo )
Stiltonix tracks down the source of the
* junk and meets very wasteful aliens. ¢+
Even worse, rubnts that the aliens
threw away have started to rebel!
. Can the spacemice restore harmony

‘before the robots take over?
. g

www.scholastic.com/geronimostilton
MSCHOLASTIC www.geronimostilton.com
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More leveling information for this book: . "
- www.s chalastic.com/readinglevel o o

- = 5 -





OEBPS/Images/image00280.jpeg
Pe 4

AN ANNUAL
INSPECTION

It was a calm Monday on the spaceship
MouseStar 1. There were no “QQSLmi“Q
disturbances, no d]ien invasSions
in the galaxy, and no UNKNOWN
planets on the horizon.

Basically, it was a stress-free day, which
hadn’t happened in weeks, EEE, or
maybe even 63]%3! I was about to sit back
in my command chair, kick up my paws, and
put the spaceship on autopilot.

Then suddenly . . .

BEEP/ BEEEEP/
BEEEEEEP/
What was that ann@gfmg noise?
I looked at the screen in front of me. My
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I. Control room
2.Gigantic telescope
3. Greenhouse to grow plants and flowers
4. Library and reading room

5.Astral Park, an amousement park

6. Space Yum Café

7. Kitchen

8. Liftrix, the special elevator that moves between

all floors of the spaceship

9. Computer room

10. Crew cabins

I 1. Theater for space shows
12.Warp-speed engines
13.Tennis court and swimming pool
14. Multipurpose technogym
15. Space pods for exploration
16. Cargo hold for food supply
17. Natural biosphere






OEBPS/Images/image00281.jpeg
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DIGITAL GALENDAR had an urgent
meeting on it. Galactic Gorgonzola, I had
completely forgotten!

Oh, excuse me, I haven’t introduced
myself: My name is Stiltonix, Geronimo
Stiltonix. I'm the captain of the MouseStar 1,
the most fabumouse spaceship in the
universe (though to

be honest, my
real dream
is to be a
writer!). Now,
where was I? Oh,
yes: According to my digital
calendar, today was the MouseStar 1’s
annual MECHANTCAL inspection.

I was scheduled to tour the ship with
our mechanic, Sally de Wrench. We would
closely examine the motor room, the
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Dear mouse friends,
thanks for reading,
*and good-bye until the next book.
See you in outer space!






OEBPS/Images/image00295.jpeg
Don't Be Late! @

Then it nudged me out of my room with
a firm Shove.

“Hurry, Captain,” it yelled. “You're already
late!”

I looked around, hoping to catch an
to the Space Yum Café.

Then I heard a little voice behind me.
“UNCLE €! You look so elegant!”
Fjatniff

It was my sweet nephew fh¢
and his friend B\JgSg wu§89!

“Hi!” T greeted them. “I’'m meeting Trap
for dinner.”

The mouselets began to giggle. It was
almost as if they knew something
I didn’t.

“Yes, he told us!” Bugsy

squeaked.
“Actually, could you bring
him these?” Benjamin added,
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Don't Be Late!

handing me a box of Gorgonzola chocolates.
“But why?” T asked, confused.

“Um, he forgot them in the command

room,” Bugsy explained.
“HUrrY, Uncle,” Benjamin squeaked.
“You don’t want to make, um, Trap wait!”

Bugsy Wugsy and Benjamin burst into
giggles again. What was so funny?

When 1 arrived at
@@{Fé Squizzy greeted

he Space Yum

me at the entrance.

“Welcome, Eﬂpfﬂiﬂ!” he said. “Your

cousin Trap told me to
will arrive in a momen
come this way!”

Squizzy led me to a

back of the restauran

inform you that he
. Meanwhile, please

private room in the
. A giant WINPOW

offered a breathtaking view of the mw

“Are you sure this is

our table?” I asked,

stunned. It seemed a

ittle too £ATMCY
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for a quick bite with Trap.
“Of course, Captain!” Squizzy answered,
1ighting acandle on the table.
Stellar Swiss? A candle? What was

going on?






OEBPS/Images/image00300.jpeg
y@ A DaTe IN Speace!

“So that’s why Thea insisted I look e[eqant,”
Sally said as she sat down at the table with
me.

And that’s why Benjamin had given me the
Gorgonzola chocolates: It was a present
for Sally! With my heart pouridifig, I
handed her the box.

“A s-small gift for you,” I stuttered.

She smiled at me, and 1 turned Blliﬂll‘l'
RED!

“Thank you!” she said. “You’re quite a
gent[emouSe, Captain!”

1 m,elt;ed like fondue when I heard the
compliment.

“This is a really beautiful view, isn’t it?”
I asked, trying to keep my whiskers from
EEEEE as | squeaked.

“Yes,” Sally agreed, smiling kindly. “Trap
and Thea certainly went out of their way
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A Date IN Space!

to organize a really mouserific evening
for us!”

A moment later, Sq,wzxzm;/ arrived with
our menus.

BReap.
ANDMELTED gy gy
ORUNERE O o

) Frie
- @ we?é{ﬂlmem"
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A moment later, [ heard a SO“MTICI. I turned
to see . . . Sally de Wrench!

My paws began to sweat and my tail fuo(sted
into a knot. She looked extraordinary! Her
long evening gown SHIMMERED
in the galaxy light, and her eyes
SParkled like stars.

But just a minute! What was she

‘i“\::r o's Thea?
«

doing here?!
We LOOKED at each
other in silence for a
second. Then we both
squeake& at once:
| “But...where’s Trap?”
“But . . . where’s
Thea?”
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A Date IN Seace!

Then I understood: My SN‘akY cousin
Trap had led me to believe we were going
to dinner together. But he had arranged for
me to have dinner with Eillu instead. That’s
why T was so dPeSSed uUp!

And my sister, Thea, must have done the
same thing to EALLY!

&
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SpPLATTT!

After a few moments of §wkwIdrod
silence, Sally got the conversation going.

“So, what do you like to do best, Captain?”
she asked.

“Er—well, to tell you the truth, my real
passion is W?’iting,” I admitted.

“Wow!” Sally exclaimed. “I had no idea.
What are you working on?”

“Is a 10VC! called —

But before I could finish my sentence . . .

SPLATTT!

Something slimy and sludgy splattered
against the window of the dining room! I
decided to ignore it. I wouldn’t let that goopy
slime interfere with my remantie dinner!
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“As I was saying,” I continued. “I'm
writing a novel about spacemice. I'm still on

the first chapter —"
DARE! SPSh! q*’!

Sally and I turned toward the window.

Hundreds of objects in all shapes and
sizes were Sfeetf{vg straight toward the
MouseStar 1!

A moment later, Hologramix appeared
in the air in front of us.

“YELLOW ALERT! YELLOW
ALERT! YELLOW ALERT!”
Hologramix shouted.

Martian mozzarella! A yellow alert? That
meant there was a real BMEPYBICY. We
were in dé}ngel”!

“Our spa(éeship is passing through a
galaxy cluster of unidentified objects,”
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WHose TrasH Is IT? “

B

galaxy, so it all makes sense

“Okay, we now know Cleanix has a
garbagaﬁ‘—diq’@sal problem,” I said
with a yawn. “Now if you’ll excuse me, I
really need to get some §]eep. It’s very late
and I'm so TiT€d. And tomorrow —”

“Tomorrow we head to Cleanix!”
Grandfather William interrupted. “This
galaxy belongs to all of us, and everyone
must work together to keep it GLERID.”

“Of course,” T agreed. “But we already
cleaned up the mess ourselves.”

“That doesn’t matter!” Grandfather
explained. “It is our DYTY to understand
what’s happening there. Maybe they could
use our hEL . Isn’t that right, Captain?”

“Y-yes, of course,” I said quickly.

Sally agreed as well.

“It’s true,” she said. “That floating garbage
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could be really DANGEROUS for other
cop: the Planet ¢y spaceships! We need
< " to do something
about it right away.”
Our mission was
clear.

“Spacemice, tomorrow
morning, we leave for

Cleanix'"
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WHose TrasH Is IT? “

“How dare you!” How day
the computer %%
countered. “I &
resolve seven
hundred forty-
nine  queries Y
every second!”

“And yet
you don’t know

how to identify a simple
piece of 'garbage 1 s
Robotix replied in a huff.

Somehow, Trap managed to ealm the
two of them. They never missed a chance to
fight about which one was a more developed
form of artificial intelligence.

Once they had stopped anthg, I took
Robotix’s bait.

“Robotix, do you know where the space
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junk came from?” I asked.

The robot looked at me with Satisfaction.

“Of course!” he replied. “The trash is from
Planet Cleanix, Captain! It’s easy to figure i
out: Just look at the pieces of metal ou
there.”

“Huh?” 1 asked, confused. Robotix jus
sighed and shook his head.

“My memory bank contains a list of al
the robotics that have ever been produced
in this iﬂl.ﬂ!,” Robotix explained. “And
these pieces come from Cleanix!”

“So all the trash must be from Cleanix,”
Trap concluded. “St€llar SWiSS, wha
littermice!”

“It’s true,” Professor Greenfur confirmed
a moment later. “I calculated the
trajectowy of the garbage, and the plane
Cleanix is located right in this part of the
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SpPARKLY CLEAN SPARKLINA

I breathed a Si€h of relief. Maybe we
would finally have a peaceful mission!

“We have reached the saFe’cy distance from
the planet,” Thea announced. “The landing
ship is BEIEEDEEE, and I've alerted
the Cleanix aliens to our arrival.”

“Great work!” T exclaimed. “Trap and
Thea, put on your spacesuits and get ready
for our MIGCION!”

I felt a tug at my sleeve, and I looked down
into the wid e eyes of my sweet nephew.

“Uncle, can we come, too?” he asked.
“We learned all about the capital of Cleanix
in school. Sparklina is a very high-tech
city, and we would really [ove to see it!”

I looked at Benjamin and Bugsy. They
were so €4C{Eed! And it did seem like it
would be a pretty nsé]ju excursion.

“Okay,” T replied. “But you have to

®
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SPARKLY CLEAN SPARKLINA

Promise you'll stay near us the entire
time. Agreed?”

“Of course, uncile G!” they replied in
unison.

“Then I guess we’re all ready to —”

I was interrupted by a METALLIE voice:

“Captain, you aren’t forgetting about me,
are you?”

I turned to see Robotix glaring at me as
sm@ke billowed out of his air vents.
Galactic Gorgonzola! He was furious.

“I'm the one who told you where the
trash was coming from,” he reminded me.
“So 1 INSist that I come on this mission!”

“Um, yes, of course, Robotix,” I reassured
him. “You’ll come, too!”

So we all boarded the space pod, our
small landing ship, and headed for

Sparklina!
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SpARKLY CLEAN
SPARKLINA

At seven the next morning, the whole
MouseStar 1 crew was in the command
center and ready to ga.

I cleared my throat.

“Thea, are all systems ready?”

4 ” my sister replied.

“Then let’s head toward Cleanix at

I ordered.

When we neared the planet, Thea slowed
down the ship so that she could maneuver
around large h;’.ﬁ'af@ of garbage that were
floating in space.

Suddenly, Benjamin pointed at something
outside the spaceship.
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“Look, Uncle!” he squeaked. “You can see
Cleanix. Doesn’t it look OPP?”
I peeked out the enormouse command
center window. Sure enough,
1 the planet was straight
ahead of us. Half of it
was unusually bfig’h-b
7o~ and sparkly, while
the other half was
wrapped in a GREENISH

o D _,/I “How strange!” 1 agreed.
“Hologramix, what do you know
about this planet and its inhabitants?”

The computer responded instantly: “Half
the planet is populated by Cleanix aliens,
while the other half is uminhabited.
Cleanix aliens are known for their excellent

manners and extreme cleanliness.”
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How EMBARRASSING!

Sparklina was a truly FRNTRSTIC city.
There were tall, shiny towers; superclean
streets; and large, colorful signs everywhere.
Everything shitithe¢r¢d. Honestly, it was
all a bit much for my taste. I wished I had
remembered to wear my sung!asses!

We flew over the city and then headed
to the spaceport. A delegation of Cleanix

aliens were waiting there to meet us. They
had put out a velvet @E)PPSG for us, and there
was a FLOGTING table filled with delectable
space treats!

As soon as we landed, a tall, elegantly
dressed allcn approached us. He smelled

strongly of myﬁ;wrtu cologne: Cheesy

Moon Craters No. 5.
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there’s an EMERGENEY?” he continued to
berate me.

“Don’t be ANGPY, sir,” Sally intervened.
“Your grandson was at dinner with me.”

Suddenly, my grandfather changed his
attitude.

“Oh, excuse me!” he replied. “Well,
everyone deserves a night off every now and
then, right?”

Ihoverfflo(e.! Sally had managed to defend
me successfully to my grandfather!

“Of course,” Sally agreed. “Now, let’s
get to more important issues: Did you say
something earlier about ST2ECIE [OINTEK?”

“Yes!” Grandfather replied. “Space junk
is MITTING us at top speeds!”
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Junk AHEAD!

Space junk? What was my grandfather
talking about?

“Space junk is a conglomeration of
many unwanted objects that

To be
Pre
s,

are floating through space,”
explained Profegsor Greenfur,
MouseStar 1’s resident
scientist.

Sally NODDED in
agreement and squeaked,
“I think T saw a piece of an
old motor!”

multipurpose robot, corrected her.
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Hologramix explained. “Captain,
get to the GONE1PO] POOM
right away!”

How unlucky! A I:IEU.UW
zlert right in the middle
of my dinner with Sally!

“I'm sorry, Sally,” I said

with a sigh. “But I really

have to go.”

“Don’t worry, Captain,” she replied
quickly. “I'm happy to come with you! T'll
help you figure out what those objects are.”

‘We hopped in an astrotaxi and ZOOMED
toward the command center. When we
stepped into the room, everyone turned to
look at us.

Trap and Thea winked at me, Benjamin
and Bugsy Wugsy giggled under their
whiskers, and Grandfather William looked
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ANGRIER than a cosmocat with space fleas!

“What took you so m, Grandson?”
my grandfather grumbled. “And look how
you're c{res’s,‘ed. Don’t tell me that you
were at a famcy gala while our spaceship
is splashing through a sea of space junk!”

“Um, hello, Grandfather!” T replied, not
sure what else I should say.

“Why aren’t you ever at your post when
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Instead of THROWING all the garbage out,
the Sortrix will divide it up based on the
material it’s made of. Then it can be broken
down and turned into NEwW ebjects.”

Professor Greenfur did some calculations.
“We should be able to clean everything up
and get movfhg again in about three galactic
hours!”

Everyone cheered.

“Well done, Grandson,” my grandfather
said, a look of EHEEEEE on
his snout. “I knew there was a reason I
appointed you CEPtEiI’I of this spaceship!”

I couldn’t believe it. Was Grandfather
really complimenting me? That only happened
once in a hlue-cheese moon.

“Um, wow! Thanks,” I replied, still
stunned.

But then Grandfather continued. “Since
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you had such a §'f"e&b idea, Geronimo,
I elect you to be the official space junk
collector!”
Ah, 1 knew it was too good to be true!
“Come on, Cuz,” Trap said confidently.
“I'll come with you! A bit of EXErcise
will be good for us!”

“But 1 suffer from terrible Space
sie]\ﬁ@'ss whenever I go on a space walk!”
I squeaked in ?f‘@’l’es’l’.

“Aw, you’ll be fine,” Trap replied.
There was nothing I could do. A few
moments later, I was wearing a spacesuit

and headed off into the cosmos to pick up
the FRASH!

Soon I heard Sally’s voice through a
microphone in my helmet.

“When you’re ready, I'll activate the
VACUUM,” she explained. “You'll use it to
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“To be precise, it was a piece of an
NFERSTELLAR WAVE antenna,” he said.

“Are we in danger?” 1 asked. I was
worried about my ship and its crew.
“Not if we remain S”H,” Thea

explained. “That’s why I already

:“\d \cs!
O weeks*
\9

e

1 turned off the motors. But i
L  we start up the ship again,
a piece of metal could
DRM?&@% the externa
hull!”
“Well, what do we do
NOW?>”  Trap asked
impatiently. “Wait until the
junk floats away?”
“Yes, but that could

"

take days, or even weeks
Professor Greenfur
replied.
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Solar smoked Gouda! We had

to come up with another solution.

Suddenly, I remembered something I'd
seen during the inspection that morning.

“We could collect the garbage and
recycle it using the Stellar GOI’bOQQ
Sortrix,” 1 suggested.

“That’s a great idea!” Benjamin exclaimed.
“We learned all about recycling in school.

om the Encyclopedia
lactica

A superstellar piece of
‘machinery that can analyze, \
reak down, and recycle
rbage and waste. The Stellar
arbage Sortrix then uses the
cycled materials to create
Il objects for use in daily life.
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suck HP all the space junk.”
“‘szfy!” Trap squeaked immediately.
I was still trying to figure out how my
spacesuit worked, but it was too late.
The vacuum was already on, and the tube
had um))))e‘f itself around me!
“Grab the handle, Geronimo!” Trap yelled.
Handle? 1 reached out and tried to
ATM the tube toward a mass of garbage.

But my paw ended up at the mouth of the
tube instead, and I was nearly sucked inside.
“Trap, heeeeeelp!” I squeaked in T@FYOY.
Luckily, he quickly came to my rescue.

Then a piece of trash got stuck in the tube
and Sally had to reverse the flow to get it
out. But I didn’t move in time—and I was
blasted with a spray of liquid garbage.

Mousey meteorites, what a day!
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WHose TRASH Is IT?

Once we had successfully vacuumed up
all the trash, Trap and I REFURNED to the
command center.

“Great work, team!” Thea cheered. Then
she turned the MouseStar 1’s mOiOY’S
back on and we began moving again.

“I wonder where all that trash came
from,” Professor Greenfur mused.

“Well, if you had ever thought to ask your
resident robot genius for help, you might
know the answer,” Robotix replied in a very

) tone. “But no. Instead you rely
on that digital fur-faced llysi®n .t
appears and disappears whenever it wants!”

Sure enough, in an instant, Hologramix

appeared.
=
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It seemed as if everyone had abandoned
me. Even Robotix was in a robot accessories
store! I could see him JARGUING with
a shop clerk about something.

I was on my own. What should I do? 1
thought. I looked at the hologram M&P of
the mall. My eyes lit up when I saw that
there was a bookstore on the seventh floor.

Movusy tebteorites’

get there right away!
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STINKS . . .

I went UP a series of escalators floor
by floor (luckily there was no liftrix on
Cleanix!). I was almost at the seventh floor
when, through a shopwindow, 1 noticed
something flying around outside.

As I wondered what it was . . .

BaNe!

I found myself lying on the floor in pain.
While T had been busy looking out the
window, the escalator had come to an E-iﬂ':di!

As T got back to my paws, I spotted a
small, ditty, EIGEIEE] robot dart
behind a trash can. It was the same one I
had seen earlier on the city’s main street!
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Only then did I notice that the shopping
mall was full of floating trash cans and
m that were gathering
everything the Cleanix aliens were throwing
away.

I was pretty sure I had an idea where all
that trash ended up. But when I turned to
ask Shimmer, she was dragging Trap toward
a custom-made clothing boutique.

“You’ll look so great in something
COLOREUL and NEW!” Shimmer told
my cousin.

Meanwhile, Benjamin and Bugsy Wugsy
had spotted a ViDE® 6AME store.

“See you later, Uncle G!” they called with
a wave as they raced toward it.

I looked around for Th,ca and saw her
entering a gigantic vehicle shop to look at
the latest spaceship models.
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before turning to

face me.
“Contamination
detected!” the ~
robot said. “Begin
disinfecting!”

I didn’t have
time to move a
paw before I was
covered from ears -
to tail in white
foam. A second
later, a stream of
HOT air dried me
off.

“Have a good day,
sir!” the robot said
when the cleaning
was complete.
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The robot tried to zoom away, but I quickly
grabbed him.

“Who are you?” 1 asked. “You're
difjfer‘en{-, from the other robots
around here.”

The robot looked around suspiciously.

“I'm a spy!” he said. “I'm 'O“Wln’
YOU to figure out if you’re a friend or an
enemy!”

“Enemy?” I asked NERVOUSLY. “Whose
enemy?”

“You might be an enemy of the rebel robots
who have been thrown away like garbage!”

the creature said proudly. “We're preparing
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for an invasion. We want the Cleanix aliens
to understand that they can’t just toss us
aside.”

“What do you mean?” 1 asked, very
curious.

“First they sent all the robots they didn’t
want anymore to the other half of the
planet,” he explained. “Now they’ve started
launching us into space with their Galactic
Garbage Shooter!”

“Galactic what?” I asked, perplexed.

“If you go to the fﬂP floor —

But before the spy robot could finish
his sentence, one of the garbage robots
approached.

“ﬂﬂ B robot trash detected,”
the garbage robot said in a MefaLLic voice.
“Vacuum immediately!”

Then he vacuumed up the little robot
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At that moment, Thea poppecl out of the
store she had been in.
“I'm right here, G!” she called excitedly.

“I just bought a supercomfortable
space scooter. It’s parked right
outside . . .”

“Okay, okay,” I replied
quickly. “But where are
Benjamin and Bugsy?”
“Uncle!”  squeaked a

small voice behind

me. “Look what we

WON'!”

The two mouselets

showed me a copy of the
latest popular VIDEQ GAME.

“Great,” I said. “Now, where’s Trap?”

HERE § AM, Cuz!” my cousin

shouted. “So, how do I look?”
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I turned around and saw Trap dressed in a
new Sparkly gold spacesuit.

“Terrific,” T replied. “Do you know where
SHIMMER s~

“Oh, she went to buy some new shoes,”
Trap explained. “She was wearing a pair she
got yesterday, but she thinks the STYLEC
have changed already.”

I was RELIEVED to hear that the emperot’s
daughter was busy somewhere else. I turned
to my friends and lowered my voice. Then I
told them about my @MEOWMIOP with
the spy robot and about what I had S @@mn
from the top floor of the building.

“This story stinks!” Thea exclaimed when
I had finished. “And it’s not just because it’s
about garbag¢! The emperor didn't tell us
the TR\D T when we asked. I wonder
what else he’s hiding!”





OEBPS/Images/image00346.jpeg
.{. SOMETHING STINKS . . .
3
°

Stinky space cheese, what was
that about?
First the dusty little Spy robot, then
the garbage robot with his Vaeuumiﬁg
and DISTNFECFING devices . . . something
strange was going on!
Suddenly, I remembered what the spy
robot had told me before he was vacuumed

up:

“If you go to the top floor . . .”

So I went to the top of the building,
where 1 found a panoramic terrace with a
Beautiful view of the entire city.

Initially, I didn’t notice anything

at all. But then I looked through
one of the telescopes mounted around the
edge of the roof. What I saw made me jump
back in shock. In the distance, an enormouse
catapult was shooﬁng mounds of objects
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into orbit. It was the
Galactic Garbage
Shooter the spy
robot had been
aking about!

BLack HoLey
qal-aﬁﬁs.’ It was

rue! The Cleanix aliens

aunched their garbage
into space!

I had to return immediately to the others
o tell them what I had discovered!
When I arrived back on the ground floor,

he first one I found was Robotix.
“Captain!” he greeted me. “Look at my
NEW antenna! I had to negotiate for a
while, but —”
“Yes, yes, that’s very nice,” I interrupted.
“Have you seen the others? It’s ithperbarit!”
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1 was so embarrassed, I turned as Ied as
the planet Mars!

“Umm . . . y-you must, er, excuse them,” I
explained sheepishly. “It’s been a &mg trip.”

The emperor smiled. “No problem!” he
replied. “But tell me, What brings you here?”

Thea stepped forward. “During our
galactic travels, we drove right into a stream
of @HRBLAGE that almost damaged
our spaceship,” she explained. “The garbage
seemed to be coming from your planet. Do
you know anything about this?”

The emperor lost his S’far]\liﬁg smile
immediately.

“I don’t know what you're talking about,”
he replied @PYIY. “Sparklina is the
cleanest and most orderly city in the entire
galaxy!”

BLACK HOLEY GALAXIES! We had
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irritated him. I tried to be a bit more
diplomatic than Thea had been.

“Please excuse us,” [ explained. “We didn’t
mean to question your cleanliness!
We’re just trying to understand where the
garbage is coming from.”

The emperor’s SOUT expression didn’t
change.

“Um, when we arrived, we also noticed
that half your planet is surrounded by a
greenlsh fog,” I pointed out,
trying again. “Is everything
OkﬂY on Cleanix?”

“That half is uninhabitable"’
Emperor Sparkle replied
quickly. “Don’t worry about

it! Now, my daughter,

IH‘MWK w111 show you _

around our 01ty
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“I am the emperor, SAMuUel Sparkle.”
he introduced himself. “Welcome to Cleanix,
dear friends!”

I was a bit embarrassed by all the
splendor, but I tried to assume a tone that
was appropriate for the occasion.

“We spacemice are pleased to meet you,” I
replied. “Thank you for the warm welcome!

1 am GEronimo Stiltﬂnix, the captain of

me!

o
ofpyietce
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the MouseStar 1.”

“Psst, Geronimo!” Trap whispered in my
ear. “While you’re handling the pleasantries,
we’re going to go nibble on some snacks,
okay?”

I didn’t have a chance to respond because
my cousin was already dashing toward
the table and snatching up whatever his

paws could reach.
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The tour of SParklina began on a long
street that crossed the whole city. It was
decorated with all kinds of fODUMents.

“Farther down this street you can admire
the statue of my grandfather, Reginald
Shiny,” Shimmer told us.

As T studied the sparkly statue—which
was decorated with DTIAMONDS and
other precious stones—I thought I saw a
small, very Dtﬁtg, and very rusty robo
dart around a corner.

GaLaeTIe GoRreonzoLAl How was tha
possible?  Everything on Clcamx
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seemed to be brand-new.

I was about to follow the robot when Trap
distracted me.

“G, I can’t take it anymore!” he whined.
“These statues are so DOFING. They're all

the same!”
“Sshninin!” 1 whispered under my
whiskers. “Have a little more }mtieme s’
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At that moment, a very elegant alien
stepped forward. Even Trap stopped
Shgokafhg for a moment to say hello.

“It would be an fonor to show you
around our fair city,” Shimmer said
smoothly. “Please FOLLOW me and we
can start the tour right away!”

“We're coming,” my cousin Trap replied
quickly, his snout stwffed with food.
How reude!

But Shimmer wasn’t insulted. Instead, she
looked amus ed!

“Farewell, spacemice,” the emperor said.
“I will be happy to meet with you again after
your tour. But one bit of advice: Don’t waste
your time thinking about garbage. Why
don’t you concentrate on shopping for some

I'looked at my spacesuit, confused. sure,
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it was a little bit worn, but it was still totally
functional. Plus T really liked it!
Meanwhile, at the emperor’s signal, a
ROBOT had immediately started vacuuming
up the dirt on the carpet—and all the
leftover food on the table!
“Uncle, they threw everything away!”
Benjamin exclaimed in
surprise. WH

What a waste! “
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There were luxury stores everywhere.
Extremely Cle f:]nvb Cleanix aliens were
coming and going, their bags filled with
clothes, food, and objects of all kinds.

“But what are they going to do with all
this SEVLL?” Trap asked, stunned.

“The Cleanix people like constantly
changing our clothes, furniture, computers,
and spaceships,” she explained. “We love
everything NEW!”

“But what do you do with the old objects?”

“We throw them away,” Shimmer replied
simply. “We aren't TNTERESTED in
things once they are used.”

As Shimmer spoke, I watched an alien
[eaving one store with tons of bags. She
stopped to take off her jacket—and she
threw it into a floating trash can, and then
put on a new jacket she had just bought!
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Unfortunately, Shimmer had heard him,
but strangely, she didn’t get mad. She
actually started to laugh!

“Trap is right. That’s enough of these
boring statues!” she said. “I just had an
idea: I'll take you to a place that’s much
more fuinu-

“Sounds great!” Trap cheered.

A few minutes later, we found ourselves
in front of a supertall, supershiny,
SJUPERSPARKLY, and obviously
SWPEF‘EIEEH building!

Shimmer led us to the entrance.

“Welcome to the Cosmic Mega Mall,” she
said proudly. “It’s the ﬂa,rge,St shopping
mall in the universe. You can find products
from every corner of the galaxy.”

Martian mozzarella! That place
wasn’t just big—it was immense!





