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My dear mouse friends,

Have | ever told you how much | love science
fiction? Pve always wanted to write incredible
adventures set in another dimension, but '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 | travel through space
in search of new worlds.

We're a fabumouse crew:

the spacemice!

| hope you enjoy this
intergalactic adventure!
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A RARe Day OfF!

It all started Eaﬂly one morning. [ woke
up feeling FABUMOUSE! Of course I
would have loved to stay in bed for another
hour or two. In fact, given the chance,
I would S’hu&g[& under the covers until
midday!

£a gﬂ od l"-ght’
«ha s&‘/
%.p




A Rare Day OFfF! m

But I was up earlier than usual for a good
reason. Oh, I'm so sorry! I almost forgot
to introduce myself! My name is Stiltonix,
Geronimo StiltoniX, and r'm the captain
of the MouseStar 1, the most mouserific
spaceship in the universe. (Honestly, though,
my secret dream is to be a
writer!)

As | was saying, | had asked my PEI'SEII'IE'.
assistant robot, Assistatrix, to wake me up
early that morning. I was planning to enjoy
a rare day off at MouseStar 1’s mousetastic
space beach. fven the captain deserves
a little rest and relaxation every once in a
while, don’t you think?

So I put on my ]Dé’l’{:hing Suit
instead of my captain’s uniform, and 1

double-checked my bag to be sure I had all
the ESSENTIALS . ..



Ma'.:'ss'ag.ing
ﬂip-ﬂops

Sun-shading hat

towel

Snorkeling
mask

Massaging flip-flops. ..
check!

Sun-shading hﬂt R 1=

Self-drying towel . . . got it!

SNORKELING
mask . . . there it is!

Floating beach umbrella . . .
yep!

Digital SUnglaSSCS T
hmmm . . . where were they?

I couldn’t find them anywhere!
Where could they be? Oh YeS,
how embarrassing!
They were right on
TOP °Ff MY head!

I was ready to go.

“Beach, here I come!” I cried
happily. Then I opened my cabin

door and . . . bang!

~< 'Floating beach umbrella
L p—



A Rare Day OFfr! q

I bumped right into my cousin Trap.

“Wow, Cousin!” he said in surprise.
“What are you doing up so early?”

“N-nothing special,” I mumbled quickly.

Trap gave me a look. “Oh, really?” he said
skeptically. “Then why are you DRESSED
like that?”

“W-well, I w-was . . .” I stuttered.
My cousin pulled one of my FLIP"
FLOPS out from the top of my bag.




p A Rare Day OFfrF!

“Don’t tell me you're going to the beach
without il‘lVitil'Ig any of your family or
friends?!” he said.

Black holey galaxies, he had
figured it out! Now what was I going to do?
Don’t get me wrong: I really [OVE my cousin.
But I had been looking forward to ]
on the beach all by myself. I wanted to focus
on the new bOOK 1 was writing. With Trap
there, I would be forced to play one beach
game after another! Sigh.

“Er...yes, that’s where I'm going,” I
confessed. What can I say? I'm an heti€st
mouse!

“I knew it!” Trap said tPivmPhantly.
“But you'll be so EJEIEAEIE] there by

yourself. You know what? I'll get my things
and come with you!”



®

To THE BEACH,
EVERYONE!

Inthe end, Trap was right: A day at the beach
is a lot more JF I/ with good company! So
1called my nephew Benjamin; his friend
Bugsy Wugsy; and my SISI@P, Thea.

When we went by to pick them up, they
were all ready to go.

Benjamin!

“Hi, Uncle!” my sweet

nephew exclaimed as he
jumped into my arms and
gave me an enormouse hug.
“Thanks for inviting us to go
to the beach with you!”
“You're welcome!” 1 said.
“Now we're all here. LET’S

gO!aa



0 To THE BeacH, EvERYONE!

“Not so fast, Cheesebrain,” a loud voice
called. “You weren’t thinking of going to the
beach without me, were you?”

It was my grandfather, Willzam Steltonix,
MouseStar 1’s retired admiral (and the
former captain of the ship!).

“H-hello, Grandfather,” I stuttered. “I-1
thought you hated the beach. You know, the
SUN, the space sand —"

“Well, you thought wrong!” Grandfather

I'love ¢the be, interrupted me. “Everyone knows
7’ the ©C@AN air is good for a
mouse my age!”

So we all into

an astrotaxi and sped off

toward MouseStar 1’s very
own space beach.
I know it sounds

impossible, dear reader,



To THE BeEacH, EVERYONE!

butit’s true! The lower part of our spaceship
is a natural biosphere that contains various
habitats: There are very faLL mountains,
rainforests, lakes, and a wide beach
with golden sand by a crjstal-clear ocean!

“It’s so BEAUTIFUL here!” Thea exclaimed
when we arrived at the beach.

“You had an EXQELLENT idea this
time, Cuz,” Trap proclaimed.

>l

“Yes, an excellent idea, Captain,” said a

voice behind me.

I turned around to see SALLY DE WRENCH,
MouseStar 1’s expert in photon circuitry,
hyperspace engines, and stellar energy.
In other words, she’s our ship’s technical
g@ﬁ”iﬁuﬁ! And she also happens to be the
loveliest rodent in the entire galaxy.

“I hope I'm not IMFRUDING,” sally

continued. “Thea told me you were coming

®






From the Encyclopedia Galactica

This area of the MouseStar | includes
various natural habitats, including an ocean,
mountains, a desert, and a lake. It’s an ideal
place for a fabumouse space vacation!
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To THE BeacH, EVERYONE!

to the beach, so I thought I'd join in the
fun.”

“No, no,” I told Sally, turning as red as a
space tomato. “It’s absolutely no bother at
all. It’s a pl&@ SUFE to have you with us!”

“Okay, okay, enough talking!” Trap

interrupted us. He was dressed from snout
to tail in SWiIMMINgG gear, complete with
a mask and fins. “Everybody in the ocean!”

Then he grabbed my paw and pullied
me toward the water.
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A MYSTERIOUS
OBJECT

As you’ve probably figured out by now, I
[ove the beach. There’s nothing better than
warm sand under my P,Z\W § and the sun on
my ful“ while I clutch a cheese shake with
a ﬂoa/wng/ umbrella in one paw. Ahhhh'

While I enjoy taking a gentle dip in the
ocean to G@@l off, though, there’s one thing
that’s definitely NOF for me: ’tVt“G!
But thanks to my cousin Trap, I found myself
at the top of a cliff with the ocean far ,
far ; far below me.

“Come on! JUMP!~ Trap said, prodding
me from behind.

Sally was 00 us from the beach. 1



didn’t want to make

“=\ afool of myself.
I'leaned out a bit to
look at the ¢ (
water. Suddenly, Trap
gave me a shove! 1
flew clumsily off
the cliff, belly

flopping into the
ocean below. smaSh|

H{o|wlE[MIBAIRIR|AISS[1[N]|G
When [ got out of the m Trap

was busy making fun of me.
“What a flop, Cousin,” he teased.
“Diving is definitely not your forte! Let’s
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A MysTERIOUS OBJECT m«

play some Frisbix instead.”
XGOOUSIdERS replied, hoping to make
up for my superstellar flop.
But the game turned out to be harder than I
.. 1 tried to throw the FIRISBINY
disk along the programmed trajectories, but

it kept bouncing off course, flipping around
by itself, and getting :%m(?hqin the sand!

“Hmm,” Trap said teas:ingly. “Maybe
Frisbix isn’t your forte, either. Maybe you
should go help the mouselings build a S@Ad
spaceship!”

From the Encyclopedia Galactica

Frisbix is a favorite game of spacemice

at the beach or park. To play, mice throw an indestructible
disk made of stellar steel along various trajectories
programmed into it. The momentum created by the
player’s throw determines where and how far the

disk flies.




-
[ ignored my

cousin and tried throwing the disk
again with all my strength. Nooooosh!
Galactic Gorgonzola! 1 had flung the
disk so hard I was sure it would stay on
Course Now.

“See!” I shouted proudly. “Look how

'Aﬂ that disk is flying!”

Hey, wait a minute — the disk wasn’t

v stopping!



A MysTERIOUS OBJECT %‘

It soared over Trap’s head, past
Grandfather William (who was sleeping in
the L), and landed right in the sand
spaceship that Benjamin and Bugsy Wugsy
had just finished building.

What a disaster!

I ran over to the mouselings to apologize.
But before I could utter a word, an ear-

piercing scream made my Fuk stand

on end.




P@ A MysTERIOUS OBJECT

"Ouuuuchhhh!”

When he’d ducked out of the way of the
flg{m g Frisbix disk, Trap had stubbed his
paw on something in the sand. Sally dug it
up to see what it was: a perfectly smooth
sphere.

“Hmmm,” Sally said as she studied the
object, amm expression on her snout.
“This looks like an d1A€TL object. I'm not
familiar with this ma'be'f")ial e

“Well, why don’t we put it aside so nobody

else gets H\PRT ?” I suggested.

Ouuy
¢ "‘K uc’,hhb! : “Ahem.” Thea cleared
-\ \;_~ her throat and stared

at me.

“What?” 1 asked. “I
don’t want any more
f}(oljurfeg, do you?”



A MysTERIOUS OBJECT *ﬂ

Thea rolled her EYES at me.
“Geronimo, you of all mice should know

what needs to be done,” she

\

continued. “After all, you're
our captain! We have to follow
the rules of the MouseStar 1I:

When someone finds a ,4..}’.

objleet on board,

the captain must start an

]

immediate 111 quiry:.

An inquiry? 1 was hoping [ had
misunderstood, but Sally confirmed it.

“It’s true, Geronimo,” Sally said, a
SeroUS expression on her snout. “We have
to go back to the CONErol FOOM and find out
what this strange object is.”

I sighed. It looked like my capfaiN’s
duties had followed me to the beach. So
much for a r“ela%ing day off!



@
CONGRATULATIONS,
CaPTAINI

We all headed back to the control room,
where we met Professor Greenfur.
He’s MouseStar 1’s official scientist and an
@RPert in alien life-forms.

He immediately began testing the strange
sphere.

“Let’s start with a plhotonic scam,”

Professor Greenfur instructed Hologramix,
Hmm. .,

, our onboard computer.
let’s take
2 looy,

Stellar Swiss cheese —
what did that mean? We
all watched as a

ray of light



:'[]_]_Umina'bed the
sphere.

Soon the test results
appeared on the control
room screen.

. Yo
w*“{md W KNOWN ! !

“What?!”  Professor
Greenfur gasped. “But
that's Impossible.
Hologramix has always
been able to identify a
FOREIGN object with
a photonic scan.”

“Maybe I can open
it with my ultrasenic
dreill.” Sally suggested.

She tried using her
powerful space tool on

Photonic
scan

Ultrasonic
drill

Magnetic
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Q‘ CONGRATULATIONS, CaApPTAIN!

the sphere, but. .. norﬁing happened!
Finally, she gave up.

“I'm sorry,” she said apologetically. “It’s
made of a very t@;u:g-;h.- material!”

“There’s one last option,” Professor
Greenfur said. “Unleash the magnetic storm!”

But even the magnetic storm didn’t work!

Professor Greenfur approached me with a
sad look on his snout.

“Captain, I'm sorry to report that we
CAN'T figure out what itis!” he said gravely.

“Oh, don’t worry,” I said reassuringly.
“You tried your best.”

It was too bad that we hadn’t been able
to Identlfy the object. But at least the
inquiry was closed and I could go back to
my vacation day at the beach!

“Well, I guess that settles it,” I began. I was



v
CONGRATULATIONS, CaAPTAIN! ‘?

about to tell everyone they were dismissed
when I turned and the fleatirig umbrella
that was sticking out of my bag bumped the
table the sphere was sitting on.

The sphere fell and hit the floor.

Crash!

Solar-smoked Gouda! That thing had
almost CIVsh€d my tail!

I went to pick it up and put it back in its

place when the sphere sent out a puff of
btLu€ SMOKE. Then the object began to

rotate.
My whiskers trembled with fear as the
sphere continued to spin. Suddenly, blue




Y
Q‘ CONGRATULATIONS, CaApPTAIN!

ll'lﬂl'killgs appeared on its surface and
seemed to be forming words and drawings!

After a few seconds, the sphere slowed to
a stop. So I braced myself, picked it up, and
saw that the TNSCRIPTTON_ was still on
its surface. The others were still squeaking
about ways to open the sphere. They hadn’t
noticed a thing!

“Um, excuse me,” I said slowly, holding
out the §Trange blue sphere. “Look at this!”
But no one was paying attention to me.

“HELLO?!> 1 squeaked loudly. “The
sphere has been activated!”

Everyone turned and stared.

“That’s {RERECIDIR!” Trap exclaimed.

“Unbelievable work, Captain!” Sally said.
“But how did you do it?”

Sally’s praise made me blush from
the tips of my ears to the end of my tail.



“‘.’e do? -y

What shou;d
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Q‘ CONGRATULATIONS, CaApPTAIN!

“Well done, Cuz!” Trap said, slapping
me on the back so hard I almost lost my
BALANCE. “You finally made yourself
ugefu(1”

Professor Greenfur took the sphere from
my paws and studied it Gl@S’i.‘:’lFf.

“These lines...two Xs and some
numbers . . . EJEAEAEY . . .~ he squeaked
to himself softly.

We waited to hear what he had to say.

“There is no doubt about it,” he announced
a moment later. “It’s a MAP!”




I'M NoT CuTt Ourt
FOR ADVENTURE!

Benjamin came closer, LOOKING excited.

“It’s a treasure map, isn't it, Uncle?!” he
exclaimed, his eyes bright. “We have to plan
an EXPEHWE@H 1”

Oh, Benjamin has such an imagination!

“Benjamin, we don’t know what it is,”
I explained carefully. “And even if it is a
treasure map, we don’t know where it
would lead wus. It could be very, very
dangerous . ..”

“But Professor Greenfur is a fabumouse
scientist!” Trap interjected. “I’'m sure he can

INTERPRET the map for us.”
“Why, thank you,” the professor replied.



.ﬁ. I'M Not Cut OuT FOR ADVENTURE!
L ]

AQUARIR

space.”

“And now that you mention
it, these numbers might

be coordinateS from

“That’s an interesting
hypoethesis” Thea

agreed. “Let’s enter these

numbers into the galaxy

planetarium map and see what happens.”

A second later, an image of the planet

Aquarix appeared on the control room

screen. There was a large red ¥ in one spot.

“That’s where the sphere is from!”

Professor Greenfur cried. “AQUAH'“!”

“But how did it get onto © L} ¥ spaceship?”

I asked.

“Good question,” Professor Greenfur
replied. He pressed a few BUTTONS on

MouseStar 1's control panel computer.



I'M NoT Cut OuT FOR ADVENTURE! %
L ]

“Ah, I see,” he said. “The sand on our
beach comes from AQUAPLX!”

“Then this sphere came on board along
with the sand!” Thea explained. “We have
to take it back to where it came from.”

TABE IT BACH? Martian mozzarella!
Something told me a BiG adventure was
fe:@ming. and there’s nothing 1 dislike
more than adventures!

“B-but 99.99 percent of
the surface of Aquarix
is covered by [Lffﬂm .

right?” I pointed out. “So

what even exists there?”
“Oh, nothing special,”
Trap replied. “Just
some underwater V"'ca"oesg, N
VOLGANOGS. ruracrsir

deep-sea monsters,  “*MWeey, 4



.ﬁ I'M Not Cut OuT FOR ADVENTURE!
]

and some PUR=EZEIING seaweed.”

W-what? My whiskers trembled with
fear. There was no way | was even getting
close to that planet! Luckily, I knew we
didn't have the right €quiptnerit for it.

“Well, that sounds like a really fabumouse
adventure,” I fibbed. “It’s just too bad that
we don’t have the right underwater
mafu.'f}g@bmnwé system to travel there.”

“Er, Captain?” Sallyinterrupted. “T actually
just finished building an underwater
spaceship! This would be the perfect
opportunity to test it out, don’t you agree?”

Stinky space cheese! What had I gotten
myself into? I couldn’t say NO to Sally: It
would be too embarrassing if she knew
what a scaredy-mouse I am!

“Y-yes, of course,” I agreed. “I’ll just stay
behind on the MouseStar 1 while you go on



From the Encyclopedia Galactica

Infrared
super-telescope

I

Headlights (for :
seeing into any |
dark, scary :

I

i

Mechanical
forceps
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the mission. I have a few M@ﬁ%ﬁg to
do anyway.”

“Stellar Swiss, Grandson!” Grandfather
William squeaked loudly. “How many times
do I have to tell you that the Gaj’baiﬁ
always has to be present on discovery
missions? You must leave with the others
immediately!”

Unfortunately, it’s impossible for me to
argue with Grandfather.

“Y-yes, of course,” I stammered.
“So...hm...Thea, Trap, and Sally: Let’s
get ready to leave.”

“What about me, Uncle?” Benjamin
asked. “Can Bugsy Wugsy and | come on
the treasure humnt, too? Pretty please
with cheese on top?”

I couldn’t say F1@ to his BWEET smile.

So I sighed and nodded.



-

A FABUMOUSE
DisCcOVERY!

And so that’s how I found myself [;]7)y
to Aquarix in an underwater spaceshfp
with Thea, Sally, Trap, Professor Greenfur,
Benjamin, and Bugsy Wugsy. I was trying
not to think about the fact that [ would soon
be vriderwater. I only like to sit mear
the ocean, not go UNDER it!

When Aquarix became visible from our
porthole, Trap approached me, a bag of
crunchy blue cheese crusts in his paw.

“Want some?” he asked as he cuunched
on a mouthful of the snacks. “They’re really
good!”

“No, thank you,” I replied. “I'm not hungry.”



‘? A Fasumouste DiscoveRry!

“What’s up, Cousin?” Trap asked. “You’re
awfully ﬂl[iﬂ'l'. Don’t tell me you're
scared?!”

“Wh-who me?” [ asked, clearing my
throat. “Of course not!

Trap put his arm around my shoulders.

“Look, I was just kiddillg before about
the volcanoes, the monsters, and the fur-
cating seaweed,” he explained. “Just relax!
This treasure hunt will be U N1~

“Buckle your seat belts!” Thea announced
a moment later. She was at the controls.
“‘P?’(?pare to submerge!”
\\MoosH!
®. -\-"' "’




A Fasumouste DiscoveRry! ‘

With a WHOOSH, the spaceship suddenly
sank into the deep waters of Aquarix.

We were all squeakless from the view. We
were surrounded by 6[%6 water, and the
alien fish swimming by had the most unique
COLORS and shhapes!

“How Woriderful!” sally gasped.

“How biz@arTe!” Benjamin exclaimed
as he pointed to a fish with six €y €S5.

Meanwhile, Bugsy Wugsy was snapping
photos.

“These will make a great impression at
sehe Sl whenwe study water planets!”
she explained.

Professor Greenfur checked the map and
we began to R@vigate toward the big X.

The trip was turning out better than I had

expected. Sally’s underwater spaceship was

so comfortable that 1 found myself










‘? A Fasumouse DiscoveRry!

drifting off to sleep in my comfy captain’s
chair . . .

Suddenly, I awoke with a start.

“That’s it! That’s it!” Professor Greenfur
Squeaked He was pointing to something
outside the spaceship.

“What is it?” T asked, still d@Zed from
my little ratnap.

“SUPERBOOST SEAWEED!” Professor
Greenfur explained enthusiastically. “It’s been
a few cosmic years since I saw a specimen.

It’s an @X‘Eﬂ‘@ﬁi‘:‘@ﬂy rare
seaweed with exceptional

nutritional properties. We
absolutely W st
collect a sample for my
research!”
“Of course!” I agreed.
Professor  Greenfur



A Fasumouse Discovery! ‘

was a true expert in ilTBRGALACTIC
BOTANY, and 1 knew finding a rare species
in a hidden corner of our galaxy was very
important to him!

Thea slowly maneuvered our vessel close
to the seabed. Then Sally used the ship’s
external mechanical forceps to pick two
tiny sprigs of the precious seaweed. She
was very not to damage the
plant.



A SouUeAKY-CLEAN
GETAWAY

A moment later, the entire spaceship began
to SHAKE.

“Wh-what was that?” I asked Thea.

“Something seems to have hit us,” my
sister explained Calm1y.

Then a second, stronger THEMIH struck.
I lost my balance and almost Crag}lg& to
the floor of the ship!

“Uncle, what’s going on?” Benjamin asked
with a shaky voice.

I looked out the porthole. Holey craters!
Enormouse green tendrils were wrapped
around the outside of our spaceship!

“Oh no!” Professor Greenfur said



A SQUEAKY-CLEAN GETAWAY M

desperately. “It’s fierce fur-eating seaweed,
the deadliest seaweed species in the
universe.”
Martian mozzarella! We were doomed.!
The underwater spaceship continued to
shake as we BOUNCED around inside it.

“I thought you told me you were

deng/ about the fur-eating seaweed!”
I yelled at Trap.

“Well, it was meant to be aejokse,,
but I guess I got it right!” Trap
shouted.



b‘" A SouUEAKY-CLEAN GETAWAY

But my brave, TERIPEES sister didn't
back down. Thea tried to break free of the
tendrils with a few fancy tha f¥¢UY€Ts, but
the plant’s hold on our ship just got tighter
and tighter. So Sally used the mechanical
forceps to cut pieces of the plant . . . but the
more she cut, the more the seaweed grew
back and f2oisted around us!

After a few minutes, we heard some
ERIGHTERING sounds:

Scrick. . . . sereek. . . . scraaaak!

Galactic Gouda! The tightening seawreed

was breaking our spaceship apart!

“There’s nothing else to do!” Thea
explained. “If 1 BLAST the engines, |
might make the situation worse.”

“We're running out of time!” Sally
exclaimed. “If we don’t do something soon,
we’ll all be seaweed food!”



The next tremor caused
an enormouse spaceship
instruction manual to
fall on my head.

BONK!

Ouch! I leaned over to get it, and saw it

was open to a page on spaceship
maintenance. Not knowing what else to do,
I began reading aloud.

“Cleaning the spaceship with stellar
soap ...” I muttered. Of course — soap!
“Sally, start the auto-cleaning cycle!”

I crossed my paws and hoped it would
work. In less than a second, the spaceship
was covered with a sp&eial ultra-cleaning
soap. The sudsy Loo1€s made the surface
of the spaceship very, very slippery.

The seaweed slipped right off the
spaceship. Thea blasted the engines



' and we got out of there

immediately.
We were free!
We all cheered and

“Uncle G, you
were amazing!”
Benjamin cried.

“It was just luck,”

I [ said modestly.




A SQUEAKY-CLEAN GETAWAY “m

Suddenly, the inside of the spaceship
was full of SO&P bubbles. Giant
brushes scrubbed everything from top to
bottom, including the crew!

“The auto-cleaning cycle covers both the
exterior and the INEEFIOF of the spaceship,”
Sally explained as two enormouse brushes
rolled over my fur. Oops! At least it was just
soap. Finally, a strong squirt of TEPHT
@ﬁﬁ:’ dried us off and fluffed our fur.

Thankful to be safe (and Squeaky-CIeaN!),
we continued with our expedition.
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ATTACK OF THE
PIRANHAX

I had just leaned back in my chair to relax
and admire the underwater SCenery
outside the porthole window when the
control panel began beeping.

BEEP..." BEEP."" BEEP!

“What’s going on now, Thea?” I asked.

“It looks like we’re heading toward a
swarm of . . . something!” she replied.

Sally activated the infrared super-telescope.

“It’s a of fishoids! And they're
heading toward US!”

My whiskers TEEMBLED with fear.

“Calm down, Geronimo,” Trap said.



ATTACK OF THE PIRANHAX m

“What could be worse than the fur-
eating seaweed>

Professor Greenfur turned to us, a
seriouws look on his snout.

“Let’s not underestimate the dGﬁQEI’S
of the underwater world,” he warned us.

Meanwhile,  Sally  had
connected the telescope to
the control panel computer
screen. A weird @li&n
fish appeared on the
screen. It was tiny but had

very :% ?H A'("R,? teeth!

fishoid creatures will eat pretty much
u\/‘lgstt that’s in their way. They are
extremely dangerous. We absolutely MIST

avoid them!”
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Thea didn’t waste a second more. With
a sudden fuyn, she wedged the spaceship
between some sand dunes. We all held our
breath, waiting for the PIFANNAX to pass
by. Sally peered through the telescope again.

“Well done, Thea!” Sally cheered. “We
lost them!”

We all Sclueaked with joy.

“Uh-oh,” Benjamin said, pointing out
the porthole. “Maybe we’re celebrating too
soon.”

Sally aimed the headlights into the
abyss ahead, illuminating dozens . . . no,
hundreds . . . no, THOUSANDS of hungry
ﬁ?ﬂ“@w%f%! And they were lined up
in a very threatening attack formation!

What had I done to @ SBFVE this?
All T wanted was a nice, quiet vacation
day at the beach. And now I was stuck on



an underwater spaceship, about
to be eaten alive by alien fishoids!

But as usual, my sister would not give up.

“I'll show them what I'm made of!” she
shouted. “HOLD N TITTTTTTGHT!”

Thea powered up the engines and the
spaceship took off. she exccuted a few
very fast and unpredictable maneuvers.
There were {WHE5E, abrupt stops, and a
sudden change of direction. My stomach
lurched up and down and from side to side. I
thought I was going to toss thy che¢es!




But every time we
thought we had (08t
them, the piranhax would

reappear in h ot
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After what seemed like the twentieth failed
M. euvel] Trap was ready to throw in
the towel.

»

“We’ll never lose them,
“They're 100 faS {1

But Benjamin suddenly had an idea.

“Wait!” he said. “At school we studied the
behavior of sea aliens in a swarm. They will
always follow a BINGLE TARGET. If we
manage to direct their attention to something

he groaned.

else, we might be able to get away!”

“But "do we do that?” Bugsy asked.
“We would need a second spaceship.”

“We have the I” Sally exclaimed.
Then she explained her plan. “We’ll slip
behind a rock and then we’ll launch the
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Here’s the ,, SSCAPe pod. Once the piranhax
o.’

change course, Thea will

j&, accelerate to maximum speed
2 and we’ll leave the deadly

fishoids behind!”

“Great idea!” Professor

Greenfur agreed.
But I was WOPPied.

“If we launch the escape pod, we’ll be left
without it,” I reminded everyone.

“Cousin, do you hear that noise?” Trap

asked.
CH cLIch

Wwes  cucs cLICH cLICcH
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“Yes . ..” I said hesitantly.

“That’s the ClIERIN& of piranhax
teeth!” Trap continued, his squeak getting
higher. “Would you rather become Fish
food?”

“No!” I said, coming to my senses. We

didn’t have a choice: We had to sacrifice
the escape pod if we wanted to survive!
“Let’s implement the plan!”

“Buckle UP. everyone,” Thea said.
We took our seats and Thea guided the

spaceship as LPLFLHAL ¥as it would go,

®
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squeezing into a NARROW space between
two rocks.

The piranhax were disoriented. It was the
PERF ECT moment to carry out our plan!

Sally launched the escape pod, which
;\ 3‘{ far away. Thea turned the engines off
so the piranhax wouldn’t hear us.

In the meantime, I squeezed my eyes

shut in fear. gQ“““ “ ” ”I

The sound of the water above our heads
could only mean one thing: The swarm of
piranhax had rushed past us, following the
escape PEld! The plan had worked!



MoRrE TROUBLE!

Once we had escaped, Professor Greenfur
consulted the map.

“I have good news,” he told us. “According
to the map, we’re halfway there!”

Only halfway? Was he kidding?!

The trip was turning out to be much more
DANGEROUS than I had imagined.
Our ship had almost been crushed
by fur-eating seaweed tendrils, and then a
school of deadly piranhax had almost turned
us into fish food! Not to mention the fact
that we were who-knows-how-far below the
surface of the ocean on an alien planet . . .

1 Shuddered. How could we be just

through this fur-raising mission?

Maybe focusing on my SWFE"’ nephew



MoRre TrousLE!

o

Benjamin and his friend Bugsy Wugsy would
help keep me from

For a short while, I was able to '[96185{
as we played a game of I Spy. But when Sally
interrupted us, I knew it was BAD news.

“Captain, we have a ,” Sally
said. Oh no, not again! I did my best to
remain 5@@'&, calm, and collected.

“What is it?” I asked.

Sally showed me the control dashboard,
which was covered in little flashing red
Lights.

“Take a look for yourself, Captain,” she
replied. 1 stared at the SCT€€11, but I was
out of my league. I didn’t have a €clwe what
was happening!

“Hmmm,” I murmured sheepishly. “Maybe
you can explain it to me.”

“These signals indicate breakdowns
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that need to be fixed right away,” Sally

explained kindly. “Otherwise we won’t be
able to continue with the mission!”

Martian mozzarella! Breakdowns?
That’s all we needed!

“The spacecraft was WEdKENEHl by the
seaweed tentacles, and the maneuvers
to escape the piranhax have made things
worse!” Sally continued. “We have to stop
as soon as possible to make the repairs.”

Professor Greenfur pointed to a dar‘k
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f' A"-purPOSe’
lx-everything drill

opening in front of us.

“We could take shelter in that
underwater cave!” he said.

“Yes — according to radar,
its @MPtY,” Thea agreed.
Then she @@BIIY steered our
ship into the shelter.

Sally wasted no time. She put
on her underwater helmet
and grabbed the special
navigational backpack
(complete with minirockets).
And of course she took her all-
purpose, fix-everything drill,
which was another one of her
US:.ﬁfUl inventions!

At that moment, Trap
jumped to his paws.

“I'll go with you,” he said.
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“I really need to stretch my B@WS! But you
should stay here, Cuz. After all, someone
needs to keep Benjamin and Bugsy Wugsy
company.”

SOLAR—SMOKED (owa! Trap was going
to make me look like a real wimp in Sally’s
eyes. I sighed. Even though I was completely
scared to go out and explore that davk cave,
I knew I had to do it. Before Sally and Trap
were out of the ship, I had pulled on a helmet
and a backpack, too.

“Wait for me!” I S({Ueak@d. “I"th

coming with you!”



@
THE BELLY OF
THE BEAST

The cave was much darker than it had
appeared from inside the spaceship. We
turned on our helmet headlights, which
illuminated the bright red cave walls. 1
touched one to find that it was strangely
soft. It almost felt like a mattress!

Trap was swimming around as if he was on
a scuba-diving vacation while Sally was busy
fixing the spaceship’s external computer
SEBEEN with her drill.

“Hey, come here, Geronimo!” I heard Trap
shout through his helmet MiCYOphoONe.
“It’s super SO:F-I;'

But I couldn’t see my cousin anywhere!






“I find
you, Trap...It’s
too dark!” I replied. I
tried my best to remain

Gat t

calm, but my teeth were
chattering with fright.
“I'm almost done,” Sally
updated us through her helmet’s
microphone. “Just another minute.”
I turned around so I could start
going back toward the mouth of the
cave, but it was very DIFFICULT to move
through the water in the 0ark. Somehow,
I found myself JPSIDE DOWN!
As if that wasn’t enough, a strong
current suddenly kNOCkED me over. |
grabbed a piece of sea coral and hung
on for dear [ife, hoping I wouldn’t be
dragged away!
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“Everything okay, G?” Trap asked. I was
about to answer when | was interrupted by
an enormouse FOQr.

?\RRROOOOAAAARRRR!

Black holey galaxies! What was that? The
water around me started GD]umﬁmg
and I was tossed from left to right. Thank
goodmouse I had found that coral o
hold on to!

“Come back to the ship right away!” Thea
called into our helmets from a microphone
in the command room.

“Geronimo!” Trap’s voice squeaked in my
helmet. “We have to go!”

“I can’t make it!” I replied. “I'm holding
on to some coral and if I let go, I don’t know
where I'll €hd @p!”

“Okay, I'll come get you!” Trap replied.



A moment later, Trap was at my

side. But I still couldn’t let go: I was

too @frait So Trap began to PULL

ME with all his strength. The more he

pulled, the more the cave M and the
louder the SCATY howl became.

Eventually, with all that pulling,
the coral I was holding on to
snapped. A moment
later, we were all
floating  in  the
Wa@Eer toward the
spaceship. And, strangely,
the trembling of
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the cave and the BGARY howling had
stopped!

Once we got back inside the spaceship,
we took off our helmets and backpacks.

‘ATe yeu ek, Yneles?
a scared Benjamin asked me and Trap.

“We're fine,” I assured him. Now that [ was
back inside, I was feeling a little
“But we’d better get out of here soon. I don’t
want to feel another underwater earthquake
in this lifetime!”

“Yes, we should go,” Thea agreed. “And
we should do it quickly, because the CAVe
entrance is closing!”

“Wh-what?” I exclaimed. “How can it be
¢-closing?

Suddenly, I realized what was happening.



A THORNY IssuUE

Thea PUEHEH the engines to their
limits and managed to guide the spaceship
out right before the cave entrance — or
what seemed to be a cave entrance —
snapped shut.

“Are you thinking what I'm thinking?” I
asked everyone.

“Yup,” Trap replied. “We just came
through some really [ EIENEIES teeth!”

“Then we were in the mouth of a giant sea
creature?!” Benjamin asked, incredulous.

“Exactly!” Professor Greenfur confirmed
as he glanced back at the giant beast through
the porthole. “We were inside an enormouse
Silverix whaie!”

“And why didn’t you let us know this
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earlier, Professor?” Thea objected, her paws
on her hips.

“I didn’t notice,” Professor Greenfur
replied. “The whale had perfectly CAMOUFLAGED
himself to look like a cave. | imagine he was
trying to attract pr‘ey!”

“Yeah — us!” Trap chimed in. He peered
out the porthole. “What’s he doing now?”

The WHALE had started moving toward us.

“He thinks we’re food and wants to J2A'T
us!” I squeaked at the top of my lungs. “This
time, we're done for!”

“Full speed ahead, Thea!” Sally shouted.

“We’re already at tOP S PEEd 1” my
sister replied.

The creature caught up to us in three
shakes of a whale’s tail.

But to our great surprise, he didn’t slurp
us up in one BULF. Instead he lifted a



e ° P .‘ © gigantic fin in front of
: : his EVES and let out
a strange whistle:

pii!

Fiiiiuuuuuuil
“It seems like he
wants to tell us
something,” Bugsy
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“Let’s activate the [F@NSILOr I installed to
be able to understand alien languages,”
Sally suggested.

But I was SUSpicious.

“A-are you really sure?” I asked. “It could
be a setup .. .”

“Uncle, look at those Big, Sweet eyes!”
Benjamin remarked trustingly. And to be
honest, if Benjamin wasn't afraid, why
should T be?

Sally’s device began the translation:

"My Nawe js Lueas. THank you FoR
PULLING fHE FHORN FROM WY 'HIRO&F’"

We all looked at one another,

What thorn was the whale talking about?

But then Trap understood.

“Of course!” he realized. “He’s talking
about what you thought was a piece of
coral, Geronimo. When 1 pulled you, it
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was dislodged from the whale’s mouth.”
I stepped up to the microphono.
“It’s very nice to meet you, Lucas,” I
replied. “We are SPAGEMICE, and

[\ we were able to help you!”

“T’l alway owe you, spacemice!” he
replied. “Bomn voyage!”

We waved from the porthole and the whale
Witik€d back at us before he disappeared
into the abyss. We had finally made a
£riemnd on the strange underwater planet
of Aquarix!
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AN UNDERWATER CITY

Galactic Gorgonzola, this had been
a really difficult trip! Luckily, the map was
showing that we were getting closer to our

destination. Thea W&d the spaceship

over a steep reef, around an underwater
mountain with sharp peaks, and
through a narrow canyon. Finally we
reached the point that was marked by an X
on the map.

A beautbiful city came into view.

“It’s so pretty,” Benjamin said. “But it’s

also so KR!

It’s true — the few lights in the city
seemed to barely illuminate e
houses and streets.

Thea gently landed the spaceship outside



the gates to the city.

“We're finally here!” Trap announced.
“Come on, everyone. Let’s go! I can’t wait
to see if there really is a TREASURE. Then

A Wwe can get back to the MOUSBSTAR 1. Boy,
do I miss Cook Squizzy’s lunar cheese

| ‘ fondue!”



I had no desire to get out of the
5paceship again, but I knew I had

helmet and headed for the door.
“I'll wait on the ship,” Thea said. W

“And we’ll keep in touch through

the helmet microphones.”
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ﬂo Here | go!

Sally  was
already standing
: by the door, lining
everyone up.
“Here we go!”
she announced briskly.
“Professor Greenfur and
2 I will go last. Trap —

o S =
Ha, ha, ha! Ol‘J?T' Benjamin and Bugsy
Wugsy—fbwqi! Captain

Geronimo  Stiltonix —




AN UNDERWATER CITY ‘
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Assoon as I stepped outside, | immediately
flipped UPsiDE DOWN in the murky
water. It took me a while to ﬂulp back over
and join the others, so I was the last one to
arrive at the gate to the underwater city.

“Finally, Captain!” Trap said, rolling his
eyes at me. “Now what do we do?”

“I don’t know,” I replied. “IKmociz?”

No one objected, so I reached out a paw
and knocked bh]‘aﬁ'aﬁ' times:

Knock! Knockl Knockl



MASTERS OF THE
LIGHT

A few moments later, the door opened.
Some small, friendly-looking blue aliens
greeted us. Each alien had FOUR eyes,
Clghfp tentacles, and some unusual 7€

.. = f:{f"ﬁ‘ L
on its head. Tiny PubBles streamed

out of the pipes.

“This would be a good time to introduce
yourselves,” Thea reminded us through our
helmet microphones.

Trap PUSHED me forward.

“It’s your turn, Captain!” he whispered.

Wl @? Why, oh why is it always ME? Oh,
right . . . because I'm the CAEPEGER!

“Hello! We are Spacemice,” I told
the aliens. “We come in peace!”
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“Nice to meet you!” one of the aliens
replied. “We are POLIPY X. Welcome to
Aquarix City, our capital! If you follow us,
we’ll take you to our wise ones!”

“And who are these wise ones?” I asked
hesitantly. I hoped they were f’ﬂ‘.’ehc((g, too!

“They are our three Masters of the Light.”

Masters of thhe Ligint? what
in the cosmos were they?

We had no other choice but to
follow the polpyx, so we

swam after them
along the city’s
dark streets.
As we passed

each little
house, other
polpyx came
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out to say hello.

“What nice, f riend'y aliens,” Benjamin
remarked. “I could do a PPeTr® about
this planet for school!”

“That’s a @ idea!” I agreed.

We soon arrived in a small underwater

cavern. The wise ones were three polpyx

with {Hifiglk THEe HERRS. Each one held

a long stick topped by a small, Shilly star.
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The wise ones slowly rose and SWAM
toward us. The polpyx that had led us to the
cavern whispered something to one of the
wise ones. The alien nodded his head.

“Hello, spacemice!” the wise one said in
a WELCOMING tone. “We are happy to have
you visit. We are a friendly species.”

Then he stopped and another wise one
took over.

“We have been living at the bottom of the
sea for thousands of years,” the second
alien said in a voice that was | OW €T than
the first alien’s. “We like to meet new friends
from $31Paway places.”

Finally, the third wise one spoke. His voice
was the lDOWeST of all of them.

“Yes, you are most welcome here in
AQUARTX CTTY,” he agreed. “But please do
tell us what brought you all the way down



% MASTERS OF THE LIGHT

here to the dal‘]{,abyss.”

Before I could reply, Trap stepped forward.

“Excuse me, Captain,” he wﬁispere&
in my ear. “Mind if I speak? Otherwise we’ll
never get through these pleasantries, and
I'm STESUSNG 1~

Before I could protest, my cousin grabbed
the EPhEPE with the map from Professor
Greenfur’s paws and showed it to the polpyx.

“This @Phye["’e brought us here!” he

announced.

\
ne 5?here‘
£

S
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A SecCreT KEY

When they saw the sphere, the three aliens
were SPGGE’)&BSS. After a moment
of silence, they finally spoke:

“aq 7
“6-can’t .. 7
“B-believe #Y
Then they began chattering quickly among
themselves, us completely!
Finally, the creatures turned back to us.
“Oh, pleaseforgive us,” the first one said.

“We thought this sphere had EPPEEFEd

forever!” the second one added.

“The last time we saw it was three
lunar cycles ago, just before the great
tsumami!” the third one concluded.

LYy il [pomaponet

ou find it?” they asked in unison.
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“Well, it happened to be on our
EPACGESHIP,” I replied.

“After we acbivatéd it, we decided
to follow the map,” Professor Greenfur
explained. “We wanted to find out where
the sphere had COME@ from!”

The wise ones smiled widely.

“We are extremely grateful to you for this,
spacemice!” the first wise one said. “This
isn’t just a map — it’s also the secret key to
the Light chest!

[ didn't have a clue what they were
SQUEakTNG' about!

The Wiye “I.€5 began mumbling among
themselves again.

“Did you understand any of that?” I asked
Professor Greenfur.

“I think so,” he murmured. “The stars on
top of the sticks they’re carrying look like
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extremely rare MArNE COSMOSEArS. They are
packed with emmergy that helps plants
grow in really DﬁRK places like this city.
Maybe the light chest has something to do
with that.”
The second wise one turned back to us.
“That’'s COYY@CY!” the alien said. “Our
civilization has been able to grow down here
in the dark abyss thanks to the h’],a rine
Sba l"’é -------- TS —————— \
“But we only have a few cosmostars
left,” the first alien added. “And
it's extremely difficult and

daﬁg.ér@us to find new

'”

ones!

“Our ancestors hid an
emergency supply of
cosmostars in a
special chest,”
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the third alien explained. “They wanted to
keep our civilization from using them all up
Eﬂﬁ@[ﬁ]‘ﬁ’ &Y. But we thought the key to
the chest had been lost forever!”

So the strange blue sphere really was a
treasure map! And the treasure was very
precious to these aliens and their entire
underwater civilization.

“Spacemice, we trust you,” the first wise

one said. “Follow us!”




The wise ones
ILLUMIRATED the
way with their St*icES,
and we followed
them toward a tall,
482K building.

A LUHSLL  ran
down my tail. The
polpyx seemed
friendly, but
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I was afraid of the unknown. I turned to
Benjamin and Bugsy.

“This could be dangerous.” I told the
little mice. “Why don’t you two wait here?”
Benjamin was a little disappointed, but two
young polpyx came up to us and began to
play with him and Bugsy Wugsy right away.

I waved good-bye and en@e]""ed the tall
building with the others.
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UNEXPECTED VISITORS

We followed the Masters of the Light all the
way to a great hall.

“There it is!” the second wise one
exclaimed, pointing to a bls chest in the
center of the room.

As soon as we got closer to the chest, the
sphere began to §h1I1:€!

“The sphere is letting us know that we have
reached the ultimate deS+ina+tion,”
the first wise one explained.

We all stepped closer to the chest, EAJETr
to see what was inside.

“Let’s hurry up and open it!” Trap said
impatiently. “I’'m so curious, and my tummy’s

Then he stepped up to the chest and
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placed the sphere in one of

the two round Op€IF11igs
in the middle.

We all held our breath,
waiting to hear the
CliCKkiNg sound of the
lock. Instead, the chest projected a blue
ray of light that spelled out this message:

“The chest of Nt willl

m@e@?ﬁ%@ﬁh@mm

giere here, (0el®

The wise ones shook their heads.

“There are two keys!” the third one said.
“Our ancestors created WO spheres, but
both were lost!”

We were all c(tfsajajaomte,c(.

“Then we came all this way for NOThiNe 2~

Sally asked sadly.
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Before anyone could reply, we heard a
cackle behind us.

"@h, this is geing te be goed!”

We all turned around.

Black holey galaxies: It was Black Star.
captain of the piRate spacecats:

How did I recognize him, you might ask?
It’s simple: Every mouse in the Cheddar
GAlaXY knows about the terrible pirate
spacecats and their ruthless captain, Black
Star. Plus, he has a m black star
on his forehead! The pirate spacecats
love to invade different planets and steal
whatever pI'QCiO_lIS treasures they
can find. They're feared across the
galaxy!

I tried to contact Thea immediately. But
my helmet II'IiG'l'OPhOﬂe seemed to be on

mute.

®
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“Don’t even THiNK about trying to contact
your , Captain,” Black Star
growled into my ear. “It’s no use.”

Then he motioned to a particularly
vicious-looking member of his crew. The
spacecat brought in someone who looked
very familiar: it was Thea, and she was
TTED up!

NOUSEY WNETEORITES!
The pirates had captured her!

BLACK STAR

Captain of the pirate spacecats

Species: Feline

Specialty: Attacking alien

planets to hunt for riches and
treasures

Characteristics: He’s cold-blooded,
but has aristocratic manners.

Defining Features: A black star on his
forehead and foul breath that stinks like moldy sardines







!
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How SHouLD
| PuTt IT?

“‘Let her go right now, you
putrid and pugnacious pirates!”
Trap shouted.

“Huh?” asked the spacecat.

Black Star rolled his eyes.

“He wants you to release the
prisoner,” he told his crew member. Then he
turned to Trap. “There’s no need to yell big
words. We didn’t come to this awful planet
to get our -béli]s wet with you, spacemice.
Let her go, Galaxia!”

As soon as the SPACECAT untied her, Thea
filled us in on what had happened.

“Those pirates took me by complete
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surprise,” she explained. “I didn’t have time
to sound the ALARM. And I'm afraid they
may have o 88EPOMYEA our spaceship!”

“Quiet!” Black Star growled. Then he
reached into his bag for something.

Holey craters, what was that?
A lunar laser? A stellar space sword? A
meteorite slingshot?

I covered my eyes with my paws. Good-
bye, universe! 1 thought.

Thank goodmouse [ was wrong: Black Star
pulled out the second sphere!

“Were you looking for this?”
he asked with a sneer.

The wise ones were
shockxd.

“H-how did you get

asked.
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“Calm down, calm down, no need to get
excited,” Black Star began. “The story
is $IM V]_(—; I was returning from one of
our — how should I put it? — one of our
sightseeing voyages . . .”

At that, the other spacecats BUFSE ouE
laughing.

“Ha, ha, ha!” they chuckled. “Sightseeing!
That’s a good one, Captain!”

“QUIET!” Black Star yowled. “How
many times do I have to tell you not to

interrupt me?”

\RMAHA
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The four pirates immediately quieted
down.
“Now, where was [?” Black Star continued.
“Ah, yes. We were coming back from a
- in the galaxy and I was going
through all the objects that the nice aliens we
met had — how should I put it? —given to
oI
“Ha, ha, ha!” the spacecats burst out.
“JGEVER to us! Where do you come up
with such funny JOKES, Captain?”
“@@Uﬂﬂﬁ@@@@ﬂg” Black Star roared

again. “The next one who meows
without authorization will stay here

underwater — forever!”
Trembling with fear

the four pirates quieted down again.
“As | was saying,” Black Star continued,

“I found this MYSTERIOVS sphere
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among the various objects we had collected.
I didn’t know what it was, but the other day
it suddenly started to shine. It revealed a
map that led the way to eflquarix, and
now here we are!”

“6% cowrsel” Professor Greenfur exclaimed.
“When Captain Stiltonix dCtivated our
sphere, the second sphere was activated
as well!”

“Do you mean the spheres are designed
to force the owners of each object to meet
up?” Trap asked.

“Yes, exactlu” Professor Greenfur confirmed.
“And the two spheres have to come together
in order to open the chest.”

“Well said, spacemouse!” Black Star said.

claws glistened in the seawater. Then he

tapped poor Greenfur sy
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Click! Click! Click!

“Now please tell me, what do I need
to do to open this chest?” he asked with a
polite growl.

Professor Greenfur like a leaf.

»

“I...w-well...s-s0...” the professor

stuttered.

Then the first wise one spoke up.

“Place the second sphere . . .”

“In the second opening ...” the second
wise one continued.

“And the chest will open!” concluded the
third wise one.

“Thank you, little aliens!” Black Star
PU'f“"f"’ec[ happily. He knew it didn’t hurt
to use good mamnmers, even if he was
S"'ea'ing something that didn’t belong to

him!
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All we could do was watch the pirate insert
the sphere into the chest.

ClaCkK!

The key clicked into place and the chest
opened up.

A “ﬂﬂiﬂg light lit up the room.
Black Star had to cover his eyes with his

"/ as he peered inside.

“Mouse skulls and fish bones!” he
exclaimed happily. “There are dozens of
COSMOSEArS in here! I'll sell these all over
the galaxy, and then I’ll be rich!”

Then he turned to his crew.

“Come on, (;aL@Y¥jd.” Black Star said
to one of the pirates. “Get moving, flea
face. Grab the treasure and load it onto



v
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our S’f&@eghlf’ "

Then he gave the rest of us a threatening
look.

“If you stay here quietly, I'll leave you
alone,” he hissed menacingly. “I won’t pull a
single hair out of your fur before I leave
with the treasure. But if you try to stop
Me's 5 2
“Th-then what?” I asked, my whiskers
trembling.

He showed off his ShaRP ShiNy

claws.
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“Then you can kiss your fur 800d-bYe,
spacemice!”

No one had the COURRGE to move
a muscle. But even if we had been brave
enough to try to stop the pirates, what could
we have done? The citizens of Aquarix were
peaceful creatures, and there were many

more spacecats than there were spacemice.

We had to FUIR!
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GRraAB THE TREASURE! ‘Q

So we watched \/ as the
pirates loaded the 515 chest onto a trailer
that was tied to their spaceship.

Just before he closed the door to the
spaceship, Black Star turned back to us.

“Oh, how RUDE of me!” he purred.
“I almost forgot to thank you! It was a
p@mmw doing business with you. Hope
to see you all again soon! Ha, ha, ha, ha, hal”

Then the spaceship door slid closed and
the spacecats took off in a swirl of dulibiles
and ;

The wise ones were devastated.

“Our precious cosmostars!” the first
one moaned. |

“They are lost |°[°€\/€|2” the second one
said sadly. =

“What are we going to do now?” the third
one asked.
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I felt AWFUL. We had been so close
to helping the polpyx get their cosmostars
back, but instead we had unwittingly led the
pirates right to the TREASIRE!

As we watched the pirates’ spaceship
700M farther and farther away, a Stromng
curremnt made me lose my balance.

“Look up!” Thea shouted.

It was Lucas, the didantic silverix
whale we had met during our trip. He had
emerged from behind a rock and was now
following the pirate spaceship!
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UNEXPECTED HELP

Something #LASHED by me. Wait,
had I seen that correctly? I looked again.
Martian mozzarella! Benjamin and
Bugsy Wugsy were holding on to Lucas’s
fin!

The whale reached the pirate’s spaceship
in three quick tail flaps. Then Lucas
grabbed the spaceship in his gigantic fangs
and shook it from left to v ht and ¥ and
down. 1 wouldn’t have wanted to be in the
pirates’ fur: They must have been feeling
very SERSICE!

A moment later . . . snap!/

The rope that was pulling the trailer with
the chest broke, and the pirates’ spaceship
teok off at high speed.
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I got a glimpse of Black Star’s face in the
porthole. He was growling ANGRjLY.

Great gafaxies I'The spacecats were gone!
I hoped I never saw those
felines again.

LLucas swam back to us and gently
placed the chest in front of me. Then he very
DELICATELY lowered Benjamin and Bugsy
Wugsy from his fin. The rest of us rushed
over to the mouselings, greeting them with
ENORMOUSE hugs.

“Well done!” I told them. “How did you

iehappened g 4o
e S “We were out Playwlg with
0

some polpyx when we saw the

pirates’ spaceship, so we
hid,” Benjamin explained.
“When we realized what
the spacecats were up to,
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Bugsy Wugsy had the idea to ask Lucas
for his help.”

“Amazing!” Sally said.

“Without you two, the treasure would
have been lost forever!” Thea added. “And

thank you, too, Lucas!” N
Biliiij;,. AV
’ ’ N Q
T

The whale let out one of his whistles.
Sally’s invention translated for us:

“It was my pleasure, S’Jﬁaoemfoe!”

Lucas waved good-bye with one fin
while Sally helped the yogjyx get their
chest back. We all gathered around the
chest and admired the precious cosmostars
that gl®W€d so brightly in the dark abyss.

The three wise ones approached me.

“Eapl:ain Stilkonix, the creatures of
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Aquarix City thank you for coming here and
helping us find our cosmostars,” the first
one said.

“They are essential to the SURVIVAL of
our species!” the second wise one added.

“According to our customs, when another
creature finds something of ours, he has the
right to keep of it,” the third wise
one told us.

Trap’s eyes lit up greedil.y.

“Oh, that’s so kind of you —"

“But of course we GAMIMOU accept!” 1
interrupted, finishing my cousin’s sentence
for him. “We know how important these
stars are to YOU and your planqefj. They
belong here, not with us!”

As we turned to leave, I looked back at
Aquarix City: The polpyx’s capital was
now shining bl‘ig'h'l:ly thanks
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to the cosmostars. What a warm and
welcoming place!

our mission lhad been
a great success;
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A New MissiON

It seemed as though our adventure was
coming to an end. But we were all in for a
surprise.

“Captain, [00K!” Professor Greenfur
called. I approached the pirates’ trailer and
leaned over to peek inside. I was astanished:
It was full of other things
that had been STQLEN from all over the
universe!

“Ohhhhhhh!” Trap gasped. His beady,
greedy little eyes (it up. “We were looking
for DME treasure, but we found hundreds of
other treasures!”

He draped a golden pearl 1’1@@1(]_8@@
around his neck and cradled a fancy chrome
blender in his paws.
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“We can take this back to [MouseStar1,”
he continued. “I'm sure Cook Squizzy could
use it for his triple cheese shakes!”

“Put those down, Trap!” Thea scolded
him. “I'm sorry to disappoint you, but these
objects were STOLE[ by the pirates and
must be PRIVIPRQE] to their legitimate
owners.”

Professor Greenfur nodded.

“I already did a quick estimate, and these
objects come from at least seven dif ferent
galaxies!”

\ a\MOSt fainted-

You know what that meant, right? It
meant that instead of going back to the
MouseSTAR 1, we would be traveling
around for days — who am I kidding — for
WCCIQ@ MONThS, or even yEaR§
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returning those precious things!
But that’s an adventure for JNOtLhe1°

+time, my friends.

40 the next ast"&fa
,‘0‘) of he spacem,-ce’ %,




Don’t miss any adventures
of the Spacemice!

YOU'RE MINE,
CAPTAIN!

#1 Alien Escape ~ #2 You're Mine, Captain!  #3 Ico Planet Adventure #4The Gﬂlﬂ.‘ﬁ‘ Godl

wp Next .
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BEWARE! .

* SPACE JUNK!
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Be sure fo read all my
fabumouse adventures!
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#21 The Wild, wild
West
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Marathon
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of Cacklefur Costle Disaster
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#41 Mighty Mount
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Join me and my friends as
we travel through time in
these very special editions!

el ccccroococce

‘_‘

e RACE

AGAINST TIME

¥ aF Fmschiowastic

THE JOURNEY BACK IN TIME: THE RACE

THROUGH TIME  THE SECOND JOURNEY AGAINST TIME:
THROUGH TIME THE THIRD JOURNEY
THROUGH TIME
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any of these
excifing

Thea Sisters
adventures!

Thea Stilten and the
Dragon’s Code

Thea Stiltan and the
Mountain of Fire

2, e o

Stilton and the Thea Stiltonand the  Thea Stlton: Big Trouble
Cherry Blossom Ad Star G y in the Big Apple
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Secret City
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He is a cavemouse — Geronimo Stilton’s
ancient ancestor! He runs the stone i
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! ’—?(‘
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THE KINGDOM
OF FANTASY

THE DRAGON

PROPHECY:
THE FOURTH ADVENTURE
IN THE KINGDOM
OF FANTASY

THE ENCHANTED
CHARMS:

THE SEVENTH ADVENTURE
IN THE KINGDOM
OF FANTASY

Don't miss any

of my magical

special edition
adventures!

- 4 b
THE QUEST FOR
PARADISE:

THE AMAZING
VOYAGE:

THE THIRD ADVENTURE
IN THE KINGDOM
_ OF FANTASY

THE RETURN TO THE
KINGDOM OF FANTASY

THE SEARCH
FOR TREASURE:

THE SIXTH ADVENTURE
IN THE KINGDOM
OF FANTASY

THE VOLCANO

OF FIRE:
THE FIFTH ADVENTURE
IN THE KINGDOM
OF FANTASY

b

THE PHOENIX THE HOUR OF
OF DESTINY: MAGIC:

AN EPIC KINGDOM OF THE EIGHTH ADVENTURE

FANTASY ADVENTURE IN THE KINGDOM

OF FANTASY



MouseStar |

The spaces hip; h‘d_'m_él,_an_{j..r:efuge of the spacemice!

L L



I. Control room
2. Gigantic telescope
3. Greenhouse to grow plants and flowers B
4. Library and reading room 3
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.Theater for space shows
12.Warp-speed engines
13.Tennis court and swimming pool
| 4. Multipurpose technogym
15. Space pods for exploration
16. Cargo hold for food supply
17. Natural biosphere

—— 5
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" Dear mouse friends,
thanks for reading,
and good-bye until the next book.
See you in outer space! -
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GCRONIMO STII.TONIX

@) 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!

; THe UNDEeRWATER PLANET

While at the beach, Geronimo Stiltonix stumbles upon a
mysterious treasure map! The spacemice follow it and
" end up on Aquarix, a planet that’s entirely underwater.
'D'_uring their exploration, I:he'ur face fur-
eating seaweed, ferocious piranha
aliens, and o pirate spacecats!
-Squeak! Can the spacemice keep the

épacecabs from stealing the treasure?
-

www.scholastic.com/geronimostilton
" MSC H_O LASTIC www.geronimostilton.com
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