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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 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 | travel through space

iv search of New worlds.

We’re a fabumouse crew:

the spacemice!

| hope you enjoy this
intergalactic adventure!

PROFESSOR

&Wmmm Hlillon Paws von VoLt
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THE CAPTAIN NEVER
GeTts A Day OFF!

It all began on a QUIET Friday afternoon.
The week was almost over, and | couldn’t
wait to leave the CONTROL ROOM’S
headquarters and get back to my cabin.
I was exhausted! Why? It had been a
BIEMEIN week! What am 1 saying? It had
been 2 ACEE BEMEAN week! No, a
BEEEHEH DIEEEAN week!

I had rescued two lost spaceships, defended
the crew from alien Werewolves,
tested a new interstellar spacesuit, and
attended the ribbon-cutting ceremony for a

new INFERGALACTC art mouseum.

In other words, I had been very, very busy!






Why, oh Why does everyone always
expect so much from me? Could it be because
I'm the captain?

Oh, excuse me! [ almost forgot to
introduce myself. My name is Stiltonix,

Geronimo SEilkoniX. rm the captain of
ITIl]USESTFIH .] the most mousetropic

SPACESHIV in the far-off Cheddar
Galaxy. But truth be told, my real dream has

always been to be a VB'TEB’ I have
been wanting to write a novel about the
adventures of the spacemice for years, but |
can’t seem to find the time. There’s always a
PROBLEM on the MouseStar 1 that needs to
be fixed.

But let’s get back to that QUIET Friday
afternoon. The weekend was about to start and
I had big plans for my Saturday, which was






w THE CAPTAIN NEVER GETS A Day OFF!

I planned to:

0 Get up late and
S eat breakfast
in bed, lazily
munching on

2 GPGAMY

Gorgonzola muffin.

ePut on my

comfortable and

trimmed at
BRUSH,
the trendiest
barbershop
on the entire

spaceship.
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Do Nort
DisTUuRrB

As soon as I got to my
cabin, I hung this

on my door. It 3

wasn’t exactly the
truth, as I intended

to spend the evening

Snoring instead of

T

K0P KR IILY! But everyone

knows a good rest is very important. So,
I slipped into my pajamas, turned on my
favorite CD, %@@a/m}n/g/ Muwsic

D[»O/D the %L-{/S/g/ ()W/O/WS& and sank

into bed.






I slept almost until morning. I would have

slept even longer, but suddenly . . .

BEEP! BEEEP! BEEEEP!

It was coming from my wrist phone!
Still half-asleep, I tried to turn (O)[E[F the






Do Not DisTurs @

alarm, but instead, I pushed the @N button!
What a mistake! My wrist phone came to life.

“Gerenime!” a voice bellowed. “Wake
up! I bet you're still SNORING iike
a Plutonian sloth! But not for long—1I'll
straighten you out!”

[ would have recogmzed that voice among
a thou .no, ten thousand, o,
ten l‘l‘llulﬂﬂ voices. It was my grandfather,
William Stiltonix! He didn't

even give me a chance

Gerummo!

to respond before he
began bombarding me . _ R
with orders. |
“Hurry up and
get dressed. I'll be
there to pick you up in two
astroseconds! They’re waiting for us

at the space tennis center!”
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Do NoT DisTuRB

I looked at the clock: It was = L UH in the
morning! I tried to OBJECT .

“But Grandfather, it’s really EARLY "
I squeaked. “What are we going to do at the
tennis center at this hour? And who’s waiting
for us?”

“I can’t believe you forgot!” Grandfather

William roared. “Today is the FINAL match

in the INTERGALACTIC TENNIS
TOURNAMENT!"

“Ahem, er, sorry, Grandfather,” I replied.
“You know I don’t care much for sports.
I prefer to read and write sclence
fiction.”

My grandfather glared at me with
disapproval from the wrist phone video
monitor.

“Then you probably don’t know that I,
Admiral William Stiltonix, your grandfather,






Do Not DisTuRS

will be COHPE‘WNG in the tournament!”

he squeaked indignantly. “But I have a
problem: Yesterday, my tennis partner
slipped on an interstellar

and sprained an ankle.
That’s why I'm picking you

up. You'll be subbing for him!”

[ felt a €RTIT run down my tail. Play
space tennis with Grandfather William? What
a nightmﬂPE' Grandfather is very,
very competitive. He hates to lose! I tried
to dissuade him.

“Grandfather, you know 1 Stfh,ks at
tennis —" [ began, but he cut me off.

“Of course I know that!” he replied.
“That’s why I'm coming now to pick you
up. ASTRO RGRSS‘ the

greatest tennis master of all time, is waiting






@ Do Not DisTurs

for us at the court. He'll

T[le“ you for five

straight hours. By the
time the tournament

begins at ten, you’ll be
ready*”

of lessons! And then [ would
have to play in the tennis finals
with my grandfather! [ was TIRED

just thinking about it. I tried a second time
to get my grandfather to understand what a
terrible idea this was.

“But Grandfather, er, today is actually my
DAY aFF!”

Unfortunately, changing my grandfather’s
mind is as hard as trying to geta I ELEOPILE
to deviate from its path.






Do Not DisTurB 0

“Day off?” my grandfather §COF F ED.
“The captain never gets a DAY GFF. Now,
come on! You'll see how much you’ll love
playing tennis! There’s no BETTER way
to stay in shape. You should thank me for
offering you this U211 U € opportunity!”

A second later, he abruptly hung up.

I sighed. It was no use. I would have to playin

the competition. I opened my automatic closet
and squeaked out an order: “Gear for SPACE
TBNNIS, please!”

-

L
2

From the Encyclopedia Galactica ﬁ =

regular tennis except that there’s no
gravity in space. Without gravity, it’s
almost impossible to hit the ball!

<M \ ( .-
W

o/ \

Space tennis is played with a racquet \ J

and a small ball. It would be just like N







CapPTaIN, YOU MusT
ComMe AT ONcE!

An SSTBOMSNUTE later, | was dressed to

the nines. I was about to leave my cabin when

my wrist phone went off.
reeP] BeeeP! peeeeP!

It was Professor Greenfur, the resident
scientist on the MOUSBSTAR 1. Why

would he be calling me at four o’clock in
the morning? Were we under attack from

SttRP\QRG alien monsters? Or had an

epidemic of Martian measles broken
out on the ship? Or perhaps there was a

serious PRABLEM in the greenhouse?

“What is it, Prefesser Greentur?”






Captain
X » G

I replied immediately.
“Is there an
emergency?”

I was almost
hoping there was
an EMERGEACY,
because it would
mean [ wouldn’t
have to play in the tournament
with my grandfather! But I was out of
luck.

“No emergency, Cap?'aiﬂ,” the professor
replied. “But I do have a new ultragalactic
invention to show you. I'd like to see you
right away!”

“I'm afraid that won’t be possible,” I said
with a sigh. “I'm on my way to }Jfay in the
space tennis tournament with Grandfather

William.”






;? CaAPTAIN, YOU MusT ComME AT Once!

At that moment, my grandfather IDUI ST
into my cabin.
“Aren’t you ready yet, (JRANPSON?” he
squeaked at me. “Move it! Come on, let’s
go! Don’t waste your time with that

wrist phone! What would you do
without me, huh? You’d waste
your day EXPL.ORING
| THE GALAXY AND
"~ COMBING COMET
TALS! Or you'd be in the
laboratory with Professor Greenfur
StudYing the Yellow-
bearded mousequito!
___ Oryoudbe TEXTiNe
¢ MESSAgES To
' YOUR, FRIENDS FROM
OTheR , PLANETS-







CaprTAIN, YOU MusT ComMe AT OnNce! i@i
|

-

I wanted to explain that I wouldn’t have been
doing any of those S’lu'j things —I would
have been busy writing my SCIENCE
FICTION novel. Buthe’s my grandfather,
and I can never say no to friends and
family. He was so looking forward to that
tournament . . . I couldn’t leave him in the
[URCH!

“I'm F & & dy Grandfather!” I told him.
Then I turned to my wrist phone.

“I'll. be by later to see your invention,”
I promised the PT‘@'EESS@T". I hoped 1
could make it!

We turned to leave and my phone rang

BEEEP!
BEEEEP!

My grandfather scowled.

again.






yﬁ CapPTAIN, YOoU MusT ComE AT Once!

-

“From now on, you have to concentrate on
one thing only: the tennis match,” he ordered
me. “Turn off that phone —now!”

pre you Busy “But Grandfather, it’s Benjamin!”
today’ - I protested.

My grandfather’s snout
B suddenly softened like Brie
Q AT 2 cheese. Benjamin is my

‘l l FWEET little nephew, and
) = my grandfather and I both have
a mf/b spot for him.

“Okay, see what he wants,” he told me.
“But be Z3LFFLHA about it!”

“Hi, Benjamin!” I answered. “How are
you?”

“I'm fine, Uncle,” he replied. “I'm sorry to
call you so ERRLY in the morning, but

I know you’re an early riser. Are you I_MW

today?”
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“Well, this morning I'm competing in the
space tennis FGUFREMERTE with
Grandfather,” I replied. “Then I have to visit
Professor Greenfur in his (L/2\[E. After that,
I want to have my whiskers trimmed at the
barbershop. And later on, [ hope to WPIte
a chapter in my new book! Why do you ask?”

“Oh, no reason,” Benjamin replied with
a TINY sigh. He sounded so disappointed!

“What is it, my little NTBLET?” I
asked, concerned.

“It’s nothing,” he answered. “Don’t
worry about it!”

“But why are you so sad?” I insisted. I
hated to see my nephew upset. “Do you need
my help researching an AJTEROID fo:
school? Do you have to study for a really
hard quantum physics qUiz?”

“No, it’s not about school,” he replied.






CaprTaIN, You MusTt CoME AT Once!

“It’s just that Bugsy Wugsy
and I wanted to go to
AstraL Park, the new
amousement park. But if

you're busy, don’t worry

about it . . .”

Even though Benjamin told me not to
worry about it, I could tell it meant & LOT
to him. So I promised we’d go to AS‘hﬂl-
Park in the afternoon. And to think that it
was supposed to have been my ¥ !
But the
was yet to come!







1’
A HorELESS
Casel

The space tennis lesson with Astro Agassi was
a g&l&@'{;i@ disas-beraz Why? It was
simple: For over flve (yes, tive!) hours, he
tried to teach me the basic principles of space
tennis. But there was NO@THIING he could
do. There was N9 HI NG anyone could do!
I WAS JUST
REALLY,
RE ALLY
BAP AT

SFACE

TENN1S!







VQ A HopreLess Case!

At the end of the lesson, a dejected Astro
went over to my grandfather, shakmg
his head.

“Galactic Gorgonzola!” he exclaimed.
“You were right, Admiral, as always. Your
grandson is a hopeleSS case!”

[ felt awful. It wasn’t just because I had
disappointed my grandfather. It was also
because after five (yes, five!) exhausti ng
hours of intense training, the real tennis
tournament was about to start. And it could
last anywhere from two or three to even
{.‘IVQ (ves, five!) MOKE hours!

As you can imagine, the tournament was a
real nightmare. My forehand ZiIGZAGGED
across the court, my backhand went
bae]\ff(ard, and my serve PTPN B

SERVE a thing!
Grandfather and 1 were ﬁllmlnéﬂﬁﬁd












VQ‘ A HopreLess Case!

in the first round. I was mmf/z/ﬂv@d I had
embarrassed my grandfather in front of all
his friends at the SPACE TENNIS CLUB!
I hung my head in shame. I didn’t even
bother following my grandfather back to
the LOCKER RWOOM to get my things.
Instead, I snuck out of the space tennis
center as fast as my paws would carry me.
Still wearing my tennis shorts and sneakers,
I jumped into an ASTROTARI.

“I"d like to go to Professor Greenfur’s

laboratory,” I told the driver. “And get there
QUICKLY, please!”






YOU'RE THE BEesT,
UncLe G!

The astrotaxi arrived at P T'otesSsar
Greentul S labin the blink of an
eye. The professor showed me a strange
machine that looked like a little suitcase with
a handlebar and pedals attached to it.
“Here’s my new invention, GAPTAIN!”
he announced proudly. “It’s a portable stellar
energy generator. It can be dismantled in
thirty seconds, it’s very light, and it operates
using . . . MUBGULRR ENERGV!”
Professor Greenfur hopped onto the machine
and started to pedalfUT‘i@US l‘:r A series
of COLORED LIGHTBULBS that

were suspended from the ceiling lit up.






‘ﬁ. You'rRe THE BesTt, UncLe G!

“My creation is ideal for rodents who love
ADVENTUR.E and camping on unknown
planets,” he explained. “But it’s also useful
for any mouse who needs to FOWES a laptop

computer, or CHARGE an interstellar

phone, or TLLUMTNATE Christmas lights,

BEEEP! BEEEEP!

5]

Black holey galaxies, it was my wrist phone
again! It was Benjamin and Bugsy Wugsy, and
they were waiting for me at the amousement
park. I quickly said good-bye to the professor
and jumped into another :

When I arrived, Benjamin and Bugsy Wugsy
were so APPY to see me, they both gave
me enormouse P\UQS !

“Thanks for coming,” Benjamin squeaked

happily.












‘ﬁ You'rRe THE BesTt, UncLe G!

0 nc‘e G !
.‘O\}" cuurse, N Ephe w!

§ 0 s YOU'RE
L - =
a NN /r/ ) T"E tE'T’
. ;\ "& :,_ jl-‘. u“cLE
L] # & 1" added
Bugsy Wugsy.
What sweet little
mouselets! [ was

almost moved to
BEEEA. But
then I caught sight of
something that really
did bring tears to my eyes: the totally terrifying

Trensgeleskiec Ternede! its the
most FUR-RAISINE attraction at Astral
Park!

It’s a roller coaster so CTJJAQC‘C‘ and so
L.OMNG and so terrifying that just thinking
about it makes my whiskers qu,iVE E
with fright. And as if that weren’t enough,






You'rRe THE BesTt, UncLe G! .%‘.

I ATE RF AL LS throughout the ride
douse the riders at every turn! That’s why
every mouse who rides receives a free
waterproof jacket.

Benjamin and Bugsy Wugsy couldn’t wait
to go on the roller coaster. And even though
I was SEBBED out of my fur, I agreed to
ride it. What could 1 do? I can never say NO
to friends and family, especially my nephew
Benjamin!

I climbed aboard and squeezed my eyes

%@ﬂ@(‘ﬁ] I didn’t intend to open them
until the ride was (WEZR But right when

we reached the highest curve . . .

cep! BEEEP!
BEEEEP!



















‘ﬁ. You're THE BesTt, UncLe G!

It was my wrist phone again! And this time,
it was a real emergency!

“ " my sister,
Thea, squeaked into the phone. “Geronimo,
report to the control room immediately!
Hurry!”

Then she hung up the phone without giving
me any more information. And to think this

was supposed to be my day off






-

YELLOW ALERT!

What does a yellow alert mean? It means:

EMERGENCY! DANGER!
IMMINENT DISASTER!

In other words, it’s one of those times that
-‘:Eﬁ'ﬂ' @ €€ or no DAY [IFF the captain has
to skedaddle to the control room right away.
So for the third time that day, I stopped an
astrotaxi and we hopped in. But this time,
the driver tried to us!

Why? It was simple. We were wearing
waterproof jackets and we were totally
o T'Eﬂf:i)ec:‘ from the tips of our whiskers
to the tips of our tails!

“You're ruining the seats of my taxi!” the
driver complained.






’ YeLLow ALERT!
—

[ tried to @XPLAAT the situation, but he
wasn’t paying attention.

“Listen, driver!” I finally blurted out.
“I'm Captain Stiltonix. We’re in a yellow
alert! Take me immediately to the liftrix
elevator (o the control room!”

He st;ed at me in total surprlse
Is that really you? 1 d1dnt recognize you in
that and those
soaking-wet clothes! Don’t worry, though!

!!!

I'll take care of you!

He grabbed the controls of the astrotaxi
and a nanosecond later, he had dropped us
off at the nearest I.ll' T.'* . When the
door of the control room opened, everyone
turned to look at us.

My cousin Trap’s eyes almost pOpp @ d
out of their sockets with shock. My sister,






YeELLow ALERT! ﬂ
\

Thea, just stared at me without saying a word.
Grandfather William shook his head with
pli|slajrirloi|n|TImM|E|N]TE
And even S]]y de Wrench. our ship’s

official mechanic and the loveliest rodent on
the MouseStar 1, had a very SUFPrised
expression on her snout! [ felt so

HUMILIATED.







RescuUg MISsSION TO
PLANET POLARIX

In my rush to get to the control room, I
hadn’t thought to change out of my WET
clothes. How I wished I was in my WARKM,
VEY uniform! Instead, I was dripping like
a wet umbrella after a METEORIC rainstorm.

“Geronimo, what’s going on?” my
grandfather barked at me. “Where is your
captain’s UleO“ M?”

“Sorry, Grandfather,” I mumbled. “There
was the tennis lesson, then the tournament,
and the laboratory, and then that frightening

“That’s no excuse!” he growled. “A
captain must always be E“'@ﬁﬁﬁy for






Rescue MissioN TO PLANET POLARIX “\“

every possibility—even a
!”
At that moment I

remembered why I had

rushed to the control

room So C&I‘ICIQQ'.
“What happened?”

I asked. “Is the

MOUSBSTAR 1

about to explode? Is a

meteor heading toward
us? Did we run out of GOK({ONZULEI cheese?”
“No, of course not!” Grandfather
scoffed. “It’s much worse than that. We’re in
the middle of an intergalactic video call
with the president of the Interplanetary
Scientific Research Institute, Professor
BoriS AStrowhiSkers from the
planet PHOTOSYNTHESON.






.l[q Rescue MissioN To PLANET POLARIX

He has a very S €T -'IOUS situation.”
When I looked up at the plasma
megascreen, I saw a JHLL, THIN
/ll rodent wearing a white lab coat.
Like Professor Greenfur, he was

a vegetal mousoid, with fur
covered in leaves.

“Greetings, Progessor
AStrowhisSkers!” I said.
“My name is Stiltonix, Geronimo

Stiltonix. I am the capiain of
the MouseStar 1.”
The professor nodded, shaking

oo Q) i FOLIAGE.

ASTROWHISHERS “I’'m truly happy to make your
acquaintance, Captain Stiltonix,” he replied
politely. “I have heard so much about you
from others across the galaxtj! ”

“What can I do for you?” I asked.






Rescue MissioN TO PLANET POLARIX “\1‘

He SIGHED. “The reason I contacted
you is that my friend and colleague Doctor
Oslo Bonsai has di{sappeared! He was
leading a S€iENTIFIC expedition with two
of his assistants on the frozen planet of
Polarix, and it’s been days since I've
heard from him. I don’t know what to do! We

Photosynthesons are studious, academic mice.

we're not ADYENTURE-SEEKING spacemice
like all of you on the MOUSBSTAR 11~

" Doctor Oslo Bonsai
and his assistants



















.l[q Rescue MissioN To PLANET POLARIX

“We would be happy to help,” | REACCURED

him.
Professor Astrowhiskers’s l En V [s

perked up with relief.

“I don’t know how to thank you!” he

exclaimed. “Captain Stiltonix, despite

your, er, very STBANGE clothing, you are a

gy My snout turned 1€

aow embar, BEMARK ABLE rodent! Cl

scientific B)(PBDi‘l'illll,

ubEn,

with embarrassment, but
the professor didn’t seem
to notice. He went on to
describe the details of the

including the location
where Doctor Bonsai
and his assistants had been

gathering data when they

DISAPPEARED.






ReEscue MissioN TO PLANET POLARIX “\ﬂ

When we ended our conversation, the
megascreen went BJINEIES.

“Spacemice, get ready for departure!” I
ordered the crew. “We’re going on a YeSCU€
mission!”

I set the engines to 3FARP SFPEEL
Then I turned to Trap.

“Cousin, keep an eye on the astral compass

and set a steady course for the planet
Polarix!” I told him. H

“Aye, aye, Captain!” my cousin replied with
a wink.

“Thea, I leave you in command of the
MOUSBSTAR 1,7 1 told my sister. “I'm
going to . . . ahem . . . change my
clothes!”

I headed to my cabin. The notes for my
]Oookv were right there on my desk. I sighed.

My writing would just have to WAIT. we






."q Rescue MissioN To PLANET POLARIX

were going on an important P€SCUE
miS’S’ 161} 1o the planet Polarix! And to
think this was supposed to have been my
day off!






“

A True CaAPTAIN!

When I got back to the control room, I was
wearing my clean, PRESSED uniform.
My ’f had been combed, and MouseStar 1
had arrived at its destination: the s~ L0057
POIARIA

My sister, Thea, was executing the
maneuvers to dock within the planet’s orbit,
and I immediately noticed that the entire
surface was covered with

SNOW and ice.

BRRRRRY

Polarix looked like an

inhospitable and very
COLD planet!
)

Just looking at that
giant sphere of ice sent






p A Trug CapTAIN!

CH]LLS running down my tail. I was about
to return to my cabin to change into my winter
uniform (it’s made completely of NOOL Y
when the loudspeakers shrilled:

5o il %9
alil arnr 7 '
L f y | K L'
AAUVUW alcd W,

yellow alert? I looked at Thea, thinking
maybe she had pushed the \[ /7 button,
but she seemed as puzzled as I was.
“Did you pull the alarm?” I asked Trap.
But he shook his head, PERPLEXED.
Grandfather stamped his paw in frustration.
“Grandson!” he squeaked, pointing to the
control panels. “Can’t you see that the alarm
is coming from the ENGINE RO O™?
You need to contact SHLLY at once!”

My snout turned as red as a Martian






A Trug CapTaIN!

space rock! Bl AGK
HOLEY
GALAXIES.

why does my
grandfather always
make me look like a

-I'F-
- —— — e —

Grandfather was right:
The engine room’s control panel light was
FLALZHIN . 1quickly contacted Sally.
“Captain, we have a problem!” she replied.
“We can’t proceed with the approach to
Polarix. We need to TURN BACK
“What?” I replied. “What did you say? Turn
back? No! We can’t 3]:8_]_’1({0[1 Doctor
Bonsai and his assistants. Progessor
ASTrowhiSKkers is counting on us!”

“Captain, I'm afraid that I must

BIEIBEIEAENEY !~ Sally replied. “If we go







w A True CaAPTAIN!

any closer to Polarix, the MouseStar 1’s
GGGP@]{%EG”M% batteries will be
destroyed! For some reason, it’s as if an
invisible force is
our battery power. Either we turn around
immediately or we won’t have enough
SJTELLAR ENERGY 1o lcave here
ever again!”

Galactic Gorgonzola! We were in real
trouble. For the good of MouseStar 1 and for
the safety of the crew, we had to 744/} 11 away

as fast as our APACBSHIP could carry us!

- From the Encyclopedia Galactica

This very precious, rare element E
is essential to space travel. The
MouseStar | can whiz around /"
the galaxies thanks to powerful
tetrastellium batteries.







A Trug CapTAIN! “

But I had given Professor Astrowhiskers my
word that I would rescue Doctor Bonsai and
his team! And T ALWAYS keep my promises.

“I have an idea!” I told Sally. “Get the
TELETRANSPORTIx ready!”

Then I explained my plan to Thea.

“I will travel to Polarix with Trap and
Professor Greenfur,” I told her.

“What about the MouseStar 17" she asked.

“Set a course for a nearby galaxy, but
stay at a safe distance from Pnl.arix,” |
explained. “We’ll search for the MISSING
scientists. Once we’ve located them, you
can teletransport us back to the MouseStar
1—and to f,&g gtY!”

Thea placed her paw on my shoulder in
adtniratiern:.

“You're a true captain, Geronimo!” she
squeaked approvingly.






p A True CapTAIN!

My cousin Trap felt differently, though. He
kept restlessly pacing 8568 and FORTH
across the control room.

“Come on, Trap,” I said. “Let’s head for the

et TELETRANSPORTIx

“No, no, no!” Trap
replied, s%affé&wg/ his
snout. “Dear cousin and
captain, 1 have faith in you.
But I wouldn’t let myself
be teletransported to that
FROZEN planet even if I were competing in
an interplanetary figure-skating competition!”
“There are three researchers whose lives
are in ﬁ&ﬂg@ ,” I pleaded with my
cousin. “For the love of science, if we don't

help them, they’ll turn into MGH&[}U&S!

But Trap wouldn’t budge.






A Trug CapTAIN! ﬁ

“Forget about it,” he squeaked. “I'm net
csoming!”
I didn’t know what to say. When Trap

doesn’t want to do something, he can be as
stubborn as a SP@QE My lE from the
Pony Galaxy! But for once, Grandfather lent
me a paur. He turned to look Trap straight
in the eyes.

“As sure as my name is William Stiltonix, 1

command you, Trap Stilton, to explore that

UNKNQOWN planet!” he barked.

space mule from the Pony Galaxy is
rimal that’s very, very, very stubborn!
‘it decides not to move, it plants its
n and no one can move it—not







p A True CapTAIN!

Trap immediately scampered toward the
teletransportix room as 11¢¢ as a SPAGE
SHEEP from the planet Baa. Nobody dares
to contradict Grandfather, not even
my wise-mouse cousin Trap!

From the Encyclopedia Galactica

This animal has a thick bluish wool coat
and a very cute face. It is particularly
famouse for its mild and docile
disposition. A space sheep will meekly
follow any mouse who stops to greet it
and give it a pat on the head.







S

LosT IN HYPERSPACE

We HURR?ED to the teletransportix, leaped
onto the platform, and waited for Sally to
FRO/CN
beam us to the | \\// || planet.
“How long do you want to stay on
Pelart X., Captain?” Sally asked me.
“No longer than we have to!” Trap
muttered under his breath. “I'd say ten

MIGROASTRASEGANDS
“I'm not sure how long our MISSION

will take,” I replied. “But I'll contact you on
my wrist phone when we’re ready. And if you
don’t hear from us within TW[“[ HllllHS
beam us back!”

We were ready for departure.

“Captain, just so you know, we need to
compensate for the scarcity of






®

LosT IN HYPERSPACE

with a greater intracellular synchronized —~

I held up a paw to EE her.

“Would you please simplify that?” I asked.

“Well, I'll try,” Sally said with a SJGH.
“Basically, you’ll be fine in the end, but you
may lose a few W HISICIEIRS along the
way!”

YIKES! 1ose a few whiskers?! I was
about to scream “J want to get Oﬁ[! ” but
Sally had already activated the commands.
Then, suddenly, I heard Sally shout. O' )

«mooOQOOOOOOO

Out of the corner of my eye, [ saw Benjamin
and Bugsy Wugsy jump onto the teletransportix
launchpad. )

“Wie're e@mmg teol” Benjamin
cried out.

“Yeah!” Bugsy Wugsy exclaimed.
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Lost IN HYPERSPACE

Oh no! They had hitched a ride on our

PesCuc middIen.!
‘BEREBERM’ ! squeaked. “It’s too
DANGEROUS"”

But it was too late.

“There’s too much WEIGHT on the
launchpad now,” Sally warned us. “You're
at risk of getting lost in hypersPace!”

“Lost in hyperspace?” I cried. “Help! 1
want to get off! [ GET REALLY,
REALLY SPACESICK IN
HYPERSPAAAAACE!






THE Ice PLANET
POLARIX

When [ felt my paws land on something
%@,@@ I slowly opened my eyes. We
had Pematertalized. But where were
we? Everything was DARK!

“Professor Greenfur? Trap? Benjamin?
Bugsy?” I asked in alarm. “Where are
we? Can someone turn on the LIGHTS?”

“Of course, Captain,” answered Professor
Greenfur. A moment later, the scientist lit
the emergency £lAShIA€hT powered by
concentrated tetrastellium that he always
carries with him. “I hope it lasts long enough
for us to explore the P]_&n@b.”

A beam of light ki7" \J#® a small room
full of test tubes and plant samples.






yﬁ THE Ice PLANET PoOLARIX

-

“It’s Doctor Bonsai’s portable laboratory on
the Polarix space base!” Professor Greenfur
exclaimed.

By the llght of the flashlight, I checked
myself to make sure I had rematerialized
JDTOJD&T[Qlj. I took stock of every body part:
Whiskers? Check! Paws? Check! Tail . . .
tail? To@ell P8

Cosmic cheddar! 1 had lost my tail in

hyperspace!
A moment later, I felt a sharp

| los¢ m,, EHME on what felt like my

I ‘ auh?! tail. It was my cousin.

“I really don’t
understand why
Grandfather

William
put you in
command of






THE Ice PLANET POLARIX ﬁe‘
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-

the MOUSBSTAR 1 instead of me,” Trap

said with a SJGH. “Can’t you see your tail is
just tangled UM in your uniform?”

| FELT LIKE
SUCH A FOOL!

“Benjamin, would you please help me
untangle my tail?” I asked SHBBPISHLY.

There was no reply. FFEI'ItiEE“I:l, I looked
around for Benjamin and Bugsy Wugsy.

“Mouselings, where are you?” I squeaked.

Trap and Professor Greenfur tried calling
out for them, too. NOTHING. There wasn't
even a whisker’s trace of my little nephew
and his friend!

“Let’s contact the MouseStar 1,” | suggested.
“Maybe they didn’t make it onto the launchpad
after all!”

But Professor Greenfur shook his head

sadly with a loud, ].EB.fy rustle.






yﬁ THE Ice PLANET PoOLARIX

-

“Captain, there’s no STANAL'

he told me. “We can’t communicate with
MouseStar 1 or with the mouselings. Our only
hope is that they Tematerialized
somewhere else and didn’t get lost in
hyperspace!”







THE Ice PLANET PoLARIX iﬂ

=

A chill ran down my Tail.

MARTIAN MOZZARBLLA!

This rescue mission was turning out to be

a (ISEOSEEP. It was a real possibility that

Benjamin and Bugsy Wugsy were [ost in

ﬁwﬂergpace!







*
THIS Way . . .
No, THAT WaY!

Benjamin and Bugsy had to be somewhere
on the Polarix space base. | GAULD FEEL
iT I 02V FURY

But tracking them down wouldn’t be

EUSsYy. We still hadn’t been able to
SWITEH ON the lights. And as if

that weren’t enough, my cousin Trap kept
NEEDTING me.

“I told you it would have been better for us to

stay in our own W/RR,M ship,”

he grumbled. “We could be

cozily gnawing some

delectable CHEESES

right now, but instead,

we're freezing our tails off in






THis Way . . . No, THAaT Way! QV

the dark here on P:@FGFEX !

Maybe Trap wasn’t altogether wrong.
We searched the space base by the light of
Professor Greenfur’s emergency flashlight
but couldn’t find any SIgn of Benjamin and
Bugsy Wugsy. We didn’t see a trace of Doctor

Bonsai or his assistants, either. The base
seemed to be completely |D) “E““ér'l E}%C‘:\'E‘D*

Suddenly, 1 thought I saw a movement
behind us. I turned quickly, but there was
NO 0&% there. Still, it felt like someone
was WatCUiNG us!

“Did you see that?” I asked the others.

Trap shook his head. “I didn’t see a

“Well, what should we do now, Captain?”
Professor Greenfur asked.

I froze. Oh, how I hate to be put on the
S pO { Everyone expects me to know what






vﬁ‘ THis WaAY . . . No, THaT Way!

to do since I'm the captain, but sometimes I
just den’t knew!

“Well, let’s go THIS W AY’ [ mumbled
uncertainly. “No, let’s go that way. Wait,

let’s actually go THIS WAY’

“Quch!” Trap cried. “You stepped on
my tail!”

“Sorry,” I muttered. Even though we had the

emergency flashlight, it was PARK enough







that we kept

bumping into
one another.
We tried the light switches again but
had W@ LUERE! So we stuck with
the flashlight. Unfortunately, though, the
BATTERIES were running very low.
“If only I had my new portable energy
generator with me,” Professor Greenfur said
with a SSGH.
“Benjamin!
Bugsy Wugsy!
Doctor Bonsai!”
we called. “NF
YOU'RE
HERE,
PLEA/JSE
ANSWER!-

There were no







Vﬁ THis WaAY . . . No, THaT Way!

replies. Still, wherever we went, I had the
feeling someone was WATCHING us.

I told Trap about my hunch.

“You’re such a Bﬁﬂl"&dY-lllOllSe,
Cousin!” he teased. “Just because we’re on
a §TRANGE planet in an ABANDONED
space base looking for missing rodents, you
think we’re being followed!”

With nothing else to do, I led my rescue
mission team THIC WAY and that way
all over the base. As we went along, we
explored the following rooms:

1. THE GARBAGE ROOM. where

I slipped on a banana peel and landed paws

up on my tail.WHO would have left it

there?






THis Way . . . No, THAT Way! QV

2- TF‘IG ba%hroom, where our

uniforms got soaked up to the knees because
the floor was flooded. MW@ would have
left the faucets running?

3. THE SUPPLY ROOM full of tools

and spare parts, where a hammer fell from

above and landed on my paw. Ouch! [/

would have left it suspended over the door
like that?

4. The boiler room, which was
ice-cold instead of th.WHo would have
set the temperature to negative forty degrees?

Finally, we checked the dorms, the game
room, and the radio station. Then we stumbled
across a closet full of superaccessorized
thermal suits used to explore the Icy
planet.

Three suits looked ready to put on. We
could use them to @ Xp lor @ the exterior of


















VQ THis WaY . . . No, THAT Way!

the space base without FREEZING while

we searched for Benjamin, Bugsy Wugsy, and
Doctor Bonsai and his assistants!

antireflection |

i Encuclopedia
i Eal:‘lflcticg

; ____________ . From the

temperatures. Perfect
for exploring snowy
peaks or frozen
planets!







4

THE RainBow CAVE

As we slipped the suits on, I had a sudden
thought.

“What if Benjamin and Bugsy Wugsy
RRMATRRIALIZRO outside the base instead
of inside?” I asked the professor. “They’re not
wearing suits like these.”

“That’s true,” F 1'© f essoeT
G Teen {: W 1" answered. “If that
happened, they are certamly at risk of
becoming |1 'SICLE Sl

“Let’s hurry then I shouted “If they're
here, we have to find them £ e ey |”

With that, we stepped out of the base and
onto the FROZEMN planet.

CoSmic Cheddg! it was snowing

heavily outside, the wind was blowing, and






‘ﬁ. THE Raingow CAVE

it was KA EEIR4 cold! But we couldn’t

give up: We had to find Benjamin and Bugsy
Wugsy, even if I had to sacrifice my own
r"“’ And hopefully we’d find the missing
scientists on our search as well.

The INOH and l.. extended as far
as the eye could see. We had made it a short
distance from the base when I noticed a little
cave in the ice. I pointed it out to Trap and
Professor Greenfur, and we headed in that
direction, fighting icy cold gUStg of wind
the entire way.

From the outside, the cave’s entrance looked
like no more than a tiny h@le in the rock But
once we stepped inside, we were 35
to find that it was actually a spacious cavern
full of pools of sSteam in 3 hot water,
making the cave surprisingly WARM !

It seemed as if we were in a gigantic & [ G!












.ﬁ. Tue RainBow CAvVE

Huge stalactites hung from the ceiling, and
stalagmites rose from the floor all around us.
The stalagmites were surrounded by small
mounds of brightly colored balls. We passed
RED. , ORANGE, blue,
and more. Trap immediately reached out his
??CN to grab a handful.

“Be careful!” Professor Greenfur warned.
“We don’t know what those are. They could
be da g€ rovs.”

“These things?” Trap scoffed at us.
“Dangerous? They’re just @@@ O
o O 7
Before the professor could reply; -Trap had

chosen a few to take with him.

Meanwhile, I kept thinking of Benjamin
and Bugsy Wugsy. Where were they? I was
vely Wﬂrrled! I couldn’t accept that

they might have dematerialized or turned












‘ﬁ. Tue RainBow CAvVE

into frozen little mousicles. But they were
nowhere to be found.

“Let’s t€ad ©aCK to the base,” I said
with a SAD sigh. “The little mouselets aren’t
here, and neither are the scientists.”






-

THE PLUFFS

We returned to the base and removed those
uncomfortable Padded suits. Trap could
tell I was feeling unhappy.

“Don’t worry, we’ll find them,” he
reassured me. “In the meantime, let’s get
to the kitchen and cook up something
WARM! I'm so hungry!”

The only question was: Which
way was the kitchen? We Q“irr
hadn’t seen it earlier. SA//’
But Trap was up for the
task. He just stuck his
snout in the air.

sSniff!

SNIFF!

sSniff!







p THE PLUFFS
g

Believe it or not, my cousin used his nose
to take us to the kitchen! And when we got
there, we heard the strangest thing: There
were muffled CRIES coming from one of
the cupboards!

Al EL?' 'iH 'EL-P' ” we heard faintly.
‘“WERE JN HEKE

I would have recognized those voices
anywhere: It was my little nephew Benjamin
and Bugsy Wugsy! We had finally found them!
They leaped out of the cupboard when we
opened it, and I hugged them both tightly.

“What are you doing in the pantry?” I
asked. “Actually, first tell me what you're
doing on this PLATIET! I don’t remember

giving you PERMISSI“N to be part of this

expedition!”






Now that the mouselings were SEFE
my disappointment in my nephew and his

friend returned. They weren’t even supposed
to be here!

Benjamin lowered his EYES. “You're
right, Uncle Geronimo,” he admitted. “But

it never ?ﬁ@W@ on MouseStar 1! Bugsy

and I just wanted to have a little snowball
fight.”

I sighed. It was hard for me to stay angry
with my SWEET iittle nephew for long.






’ THE PLUFFS
g
“But we didn’t REM“TER"“.IZ[

in the cupboard,” added Bugsy Wugsy.
“Someone shoved us inside it and 19Cked
the door with a key!”
“Someone did what?” I asked in shock.
“But who? And why?”
I looked around SUSPICIOUSLY. So
did Trap and
Professor
Greenfur.
My cousin
even tried

a few COSMO-
HARATE moves

to scare off
any would-be

attackers! But
there seemed to
be no one there






THe PLUFFs ﬂ
\

but US. I examined the cupboard, hoping to
find a clue. Then I noticed a tuft of long,
SILABY, colored fur that was caught on
the doorknob. I was about to show it to
Plretessel Greentul
when my cousin Trap burst into loud
laughter.

A second later, the professor began
GIGGLING. Then Benjamin and Bugsy Wugsy
joined in. What did everyone find so funny?
This was a very SEF OIS situation!

Then I saw it. There were seven
colored PU‘E{S of fur jumping
out of another cupboard: r‘ecl,
orange, , dreen,
BLWE. indi¢o. and
violet, just like the colors of
the MENEIEE @

Their soft fur shone







’ THE PLUFFS
—

brightly. Then the strange little creatures

began to sing:

.~ “PLUFF, PLUFF, HEE,
™"  HEE, HEE! PLUFF,
) PLUFF, HO, HO,
¥ HO! PLUFF, PLUFF,

. HA, HA, HA!”

The strange little puffs

continued to sing as they
SKIPPED here and
there. The OXYaINLge
one landed on Professor
Greenfur’s head and began SWINGING from
one of his ears to the other!
“Aw, they’re so EUH€!"” Benjamin cooed.
“And they’re so much £UTL!” Bugsy Wugsy
agreed.
Even Trap was mesmerized by the TI!Y

creatures.












’ THE PLUFFS
g

“Professor Greenfur, what are these
allens called?” I asked.

“Ha, ha, ha!” The professor laughed. “This
little one is tickling me!” Then he became
serious for a second.

“To answer your question, Captain, I'd
call these aliens PLUOEES,” the professor
continued. “Seems like a good name, given
their little , don’t you agree?”

“Look at this cute yellow guy,” Bugsy
Wugsy said, cuddling one of the pluffs. “He’s
so snuggly!”

I didnt URderstand the reason
for all of the fuss, but since everyone insisted,
I extended a friendly paw toward the yellow
PLUFF. He came closer, but I didn’t like
the way he at me at all. For a
second I thought he was going to B?"’E my
paw! But before I could pull back, the alien






THe PLUFFs ﬂ
\

j Emp ed onto my arm and ran up to
my ear. Then he started TiCKLIiNG me
unmercifully!

“Give him your cheek, Uncle,” Benjamin
suggested. “It looks like he wants to give you

1 KISS!

A kiss? Really? It looked to me like he
wanted to ChOMMP my snout! But I didn't
want to be rude to the little creature, so I
leaned G LOQER The pluff leaned toward
me. Suddenly, I began SNEEZ2ING

uncontrollably.

""2"@6&!00‘ 2"@6&300‘ ?sBﬁGO"”’







by,
CoMme ON, LeT’s
Take THEM wWiITH Us!

I couldn’t seem to stop SNEEZING! It was as
if 1 had a TERBIBLE cold.
“Professor Greenfur — nc “ 0 0 I

asked between sneezes, “do you have —

achoo! — anything for a COL.D"

Achoo!”
“Sorry, Captain,” the Professor replied, a
you dredmy look in

his eyes. “I don’t

have time to
look. I'm busy
combing this
pluff’s fur.”
So |
asked






Come ON, LeT's Take THEM WiTH Usg! “\ﬂ

Trap, Benjamin, and Bugsy Wugsy.

But Trap was busyiﬂiuil'_lgj with a little orange
pluff, Benjamin was giving a few PLUFFS
a bath in the kitchen sink, and Bugsy Wugsy
was drying them off carefully. No one seemed
the least bit concerned about Me!

“But—achoo! —isn’t anyone — achoo! —
worried about my sudden [EAEIEAE)?”
I asked my friends between very LOUD
sneezes.

“Captain, I think I know what’s WIromng,”
the professor replied as he continued to play
with the little pluffs. “You seem to be having
an aller€ic reaction to the pluff fur!”

Trap came running over to me.

“If you're allergic, can I take your yellow
PLUPE?” he asked.

“Achoo! Do whatever you want,” I replied.
“But please, take him away! Achoo!”






."ﬁ Comg ON, LET's Take THEM wiTH Us!

My cousin didn’t have to be told TWiICe.
Trap took the @@@N and snuggled it,

covering it with kisses.

“Geronimo isn’t a very FRIENDlY
mouse,” I heard Trap whisper to the little
creature. “But I love you!”

The pluff rubbed itself affectionately
against Trap’s snout. Then it turned and
SECRETLY stuck out its tongue at me!

~~~* IT DEFINITELY HAD
{ qoresoc,, —~ SOMETHING

r Rl AGRINST ME!

There was something
about the little pluffs
that I didn’t £§1PUSE.
I tried to VAHN my

team, but they all acted

as though they were under
some sort of pluff spell.






ComMe ON, LEeT's Take THEM wWITH Us! “\“

“They’re so cute!-
Professor Greenfur kept repeating.

<AiND 50 BeautiFuL.~ Trap chimed in,
a BLAZED look in his eyes.

“Uncle, can we take them back to the
SPEEEEhip with us?” Benjamin asked.

“They could sleep in my dollhouse,” Bugsy
Wugsy offered. “I haven't played with it in a
long time.”

I was about to tell them no when I heard a
GREANTNE sound, as though someone
was about to open a S(JURAKY door. Then I
heard the thud of @PPROACHING footsteps.

“We're in da It 8& 17 1 alerted my
friends. “There’s someone in the hall!”

But no one seemed tonotice. They all seemed
ht@; Pno{;izec[ by the furry little aliens.
The pluffs had started PU‘[‘?-"_("*‘intg like cats
as Trap, Professor Greenfur, Benjamin, and






."q Come ON, LeT's Take THEM wiTH Usg!

Bugsy caressed them. And the more the
creatures purred, the more everyone seemed

to fall under the pluffs’ EJE2EIEAEA-

“Let go of those pluffs!” I shouted
DESPERATELY. “Quickly, let’s run
and hide!”

“But the pluffs are our friends,” Professor

Greenfur answered ROBOTICALLY.

“Whoever is not a friend of the pluffs is
our €XV€XXLY.” Trap said, a DAZED
expression on his snout.

Once again the yellow pluff turned toward
me and stuck out his tongue
before he went back to purring loudly along
with the others.

A second later, the door JFENED . . .
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HoLey CRATERS!

The sound of those footsteps in the hall
made my fur fF@@Z8. Who could it be? Was
it a SPACE MUMMY from Uranus? Or maybe a
Martian ZOMBIE?

Either way, I thought for sure that our fur
was fried. We were JON@FS!

But a second later, I found myself snout-to-
snout with . . . DAGTAR OELA BANEAI
and his two assistants!

“Doctor Bonsai!” I exclaimed in relief,
putting out my paw. “I'm BﬂPTﬂill
SHLIONIX. Professor Boris Astrowhiskers
sent my crew to SEUF C b for you! Are you
all right?”

I expected a PHWSHHKE or

maybe even a grateful hug, but instead, I got






HoLey CRATERS! ﬂ

mothing! Doctor Bonsai’s eyes looked as

gIﬂZEd OVEYT as everyone else’s. He
picked up our flashlight from the ground.

“Why isn’t the rodent with the GK%%N
suit hypnotized like the others?” he asked
the OXAXLg€ pluff that was perched on
his shoulder.

HOlEY c“ ﬂTEH S' He was talking

about me!







p HoLgy CraTERS!

The yellow pluff next to Trap answered
him:
“HEE HEE, HEE! (A, B
HO HO HO! ACHOO!
ACHOO!”

Doctor Bonsai seemed to understand, even
though I had no idea what the little creature
had said.

“We must capture him!” Doctor Bonsai
said to his assistants. “Now!”

wre himy  Then the scientist grabbed me by
the paws.

“Wait!” 1 protested.
.~/ “Doctor Bonsai, I'm the
captain of MOUSBSTAR 1!

I'm your friend. I came

e Huh!?

. here to take you home.”
" Suddenly, I realized
that the ovande pluff by






HoLey CRraATERS!

“

Bonsai’s ear was giving him orders! And the
strange little fUZZY aliens had hypnotized
his assistants, too!

I tried to escape, but it was USELESS!
Doctor Bonsai and his assistants held me
very, very, very TI@WTLY. They headed for
the door that led outside, DR AGGING
me with them. The members of my team
followed us like I'EI|ZID|ZS They seemed to
be following the aliens” orders now, too!

[ was sure they were going to leave us out in
the G@ld until we turned into frozen
mousicles. Instead, they took us back to the
CAVE where Trap had collected the little

BENBEEHE vas. An CNOFMouse

surprise awaited us there!
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THE QUEEN OF
THE PLUFFS

A GUANT pluff was waiting for us in the
middle of the cave. Like the others, it was
extremely furvy. But instead of being one
solid color, it had & bl’lj’ €8 of all the colors
of the “,NB OW.

Cosmic cheddar chunks!

The large pluff looked very intimidating! It
sat on what looked like a rock THRONE .

As soon as I got close to the giant pluff,
my nostrils began to ITCH uncontrollably
and I started to sneeze.

“Achoo! Achoo! Achoo!”

The little yellow pluff whispered something

to the giant mneﬂla li’l

pluff, who turned to me with a very angry







THE QUEEN OF THE PLUFFs

expression on its face. It looked as if it
absolutely had something a;g alnS t me!
I opened my mouth to squeak, but the only
thing that came out was:

"AcnHool!”
The giant pluff barked:
“HEE HEE HEE HEE, HEE!

PLUEE!
HA HEE HEE HO!”

Doctor Bonsai turned to me with vacant
eyes and translated in a mechanical voice:

“The queen of the pluffs is FUF iQUus:!
She says that we scientists have DUILT a
scientific base on Polarix without asking
her permission. And furthermore, she says
the rodent in the yellow uniform has stolen
seven of her precious EGGS one of each
COLOR!”

GaLactic (GorGoN7OLA! She was talking

®






THE QUEEN OF THE PLUFFs

about my cousin Trap and the BALLS he
had picked up in the cave! Only they weren’t
balls . . . they were UNHATCHED pluff eggs!
I realized that’s why I had felt as if someone
had been watching me all around the Polarix
base. The ALIENS had been keeping an eye

on us since our arrival!

“The queen of the pluffs says the only
good thing we brought to her planet is
GCGP&]@GGHIH[’Y},, which she likes very
much,” Doctor Bonsai continued.

But why would the pluffs need

GGGPQ{%GG”EHM? I would have
happily given them some if I had any, but I






THE QUEEN OF THE PLUFFs

didn’t have the [I[€5] speck!
“If you let us return to our spaceship —
ACHOO! —we will gladly let you have

all the tetrastellium at the science base —

ACHOO!" | offered.
“"HEE, HEE, HEE, HOOO!”

replied the queen.

“HEE, HEE, HEE, HOOOV”
repeated the little yellow pluff.

“She said not to bother trying to trick
her!” Doctor Bonsai translated. “She knows
very well that the base’s tetrastellium is
goOIL€, because she’s the one who used
it all up!”

Black holey galaxies! so that’s why the
lights at the BASE hadn’t worked. The
pluffs had used up all the tetrastellium —and
trashed the place after it was gone. And that

explained why the entire planet of POLARIX

®






@ THE QUEEN OF THE PLUFFS

had given off an [ EIMEEBREBAE

force that sucked away the MouseStar 1°s
battery power. The pluffs were so greedy for
tetrastellium that they would have PESTROVED
our spaceship if Sally hadn’t turned back in
time.

Doctor Bonsai turned on Professor
Greenfur’s ﬂaShligh{' and pointed it at the
cave floor. The little 8lIBNS began to
dance happily in the beam of ﬁ'fecjht.

S ! The queen of the pluffs spoke again,
R
this time in our language.

nee!
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THE QUEEN OF THE PLUFFs

-RODENTS, YOU ARE MY
PRISONERS" she said. “Bring your
spaceship here immediately! If your friends
want you back, tell them to pay a Y° NSO
of one and a half trillion astropounds of
tetrastellium. If this ransom is not met, you
will all be turned into MIQUSICLLES!”

I shuddered. One and a half trillion
astropounds is an EHBHMBUSE quantity!
Even if I scraped the very bottom of all of
MouseStar 1’s reservoirs, we'd never be able
to satisfy the ransom request.

e WeRE GONERS! Good-bye to warm,
CHEDDAR-SCENTED bubble baths.
Our fur was about to be FROZEN for all
eternity!

I looked at Professor Greenfur, Trap, and
the mouselings, hoping one of them would

come up with an BSCANE plan. But they

®






were all still hypnotized by the pluffs’ loud
Jauv‘?‘fhg sounds. I guessed the queen had
put us under her SPELL keep us from
trying to escape. But that didn’t explain why
I was unaffected by the little ALIBNS.

[ tried to stall.

“Um, can I ask why—ACH 00! — you
need all this— ACH O O! — tetrastellium?
ACHOO!~

“It’s very simple,” the queen of the pluffs
explained. “Our planet is FROZEN solid. In







order to 8 UR\’NE, we have to live in dark

caves like this one. But with tetrastellium,

we can light our caves. WE LIKE LIGHT!
IT MAKES US HAPPY! so we need more
tetrastellium!”

I looked at the pluffs gabhered
around the flashlight and realized it was
TRUE. They had begun to sing a weird but
pleasant tune, and SWAYED with the
rhythm of the music. They seemed so HAFFY!







Beer! Beeep!
Beeeep!

I wasn’t sure what to do. How did I always

manage to get myself into these MESSES-
I was contemplating my next move when

BEEEF‘
BEEEEF!

The timer on my wrist phone began

suddenly . . .

beeping! How fast time flew — there were
only a few minutes left before the twelve
hours were up. Sally was about to use the
teletransportix to rescue us. Perfect timing!

I took advantage of the fact that the pluffs
were disiracied by the flashlight, and I
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Beee! Beeee! Beeeep! :éq

crept toward Benjamin. His eyes were glazed
over and he stared at the aliens, completely
hypnotized. Bugsy Wugsy, Trap, and the
scientists were hypnotized as well. I had to
figure out a way to W AKE them. It was too
DPANGERDOUS to teletransport them
in that condition!

So I stretched out my paw and gave
Benjamin’s tail a sharp pinch. NOthing!
I tried pinching him harder. St|“
II[I“IIIIU' [ tried again, but it still didn’t
work. NﬂT""NG H“PPENED'

Then I had an idea. I reached up and pulled
out one of my own whiskers —ouch! Wb}r@
Simple! I used it to -bi@l(]_e my nephew’s
snout! A second later, Benjamin SAE€Z €.

“Achoo! Achoo! Achoo!”

He snapped out of the trance! I took my
whisker and went around to Trap, Bugsy Wugsy,






yﬁ Beep! Beeer! Begeep!

-

Professor Greenfur, Doctor Bonsai, and his
assistants. And it worked —SNEEZTNG made
them all wake up.

“Let’s make a run for it!” I shouted to them.
“Hurry! Before it’s too late!”

But the PLUEES had realized we were
free. They began to close in on us menacingly.
I looked at the timer on my watch:

Ten...nine ... elght . . .

The queen of the pluffs rolled toward us in
an angry ball of rainbow-colored fluff.

“Stop!” she shouted. “You belong to
me now, mice!”
I grabbed Bugsy

Wugsy and Trap.
‘ “Quickly!”
I squeaked.

“Let’s all HOLD

paws!”






Beer! Beeer! Beeeep! ﬁq
|

-

The countdown had almost ended.

Three...bwo...one...

The queen of the pluffs was about to roll
right into us when suddenly everything went
DARB.

As promised, Sally had teletransported us
back onto the MOUSBSTAR 1. we were
safe!

“Mission accomplished!” we all shouted.

“SPACEMICE FOR ONE, SPACEMICE
POA AL
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"
GREETINGS FROM THE
RainBOw PLANET

When we rematerializ.ed. in the control
room, the MouseStar 1 crew welcomed us
like heroes. Even Grandfather William gave
me his GONGRATULATIONS!
I felt like a real (/P (5cli1. Trap helped me
take off my gear.

“Don’t let it get into your head, Cousin,” he
commented. “You were just LU CICY. If
it weren’t for your allergy to the pluffs, they
would have turned us all into mousicles!”

At the word ALLER@Y, I began sneezing

all over again!

“ACHOO! ACHOO! ACHOOY”
HOLEY ERATERS ! My sneezes

109






“““““\Imunnl













could only mean one thing— there was a
pluff onboard the spaceship. We were in

great (UEIIELEEP! I had to sound the yellow

alert!

“F 00! ACHOOL” 1 shouted.
“Code—achoo! —yellow! Furry little alien
onboard! ACHOO!-

I glanced at Benjamin and Bugsy Wugsy,
thinking they had hidden a little pluff in one
of their pockets. But Benjamin immediately
denied it.

“We have nothing to do with
AG!” he said. “Even if we had really, really
wanted one, we learned our lesson.”

“It’s true,” Bugsy Wugsy agreed. “The
pluffs are @U+{E and FUNNY, but they’re
not toys! They're little alien creatures, and
they should be left alone to live in P{:’QC(—Z
on their own planet.”






GREETINGS FROM THE RainBow PLANET Q

Well said! What BRIGHT little rodents. I
wanted to tell Benjamin and Bugsy Wugsy
how much I appreciated them, but the only
thing I could say was:

"ACHOO! ACHOO! ACHOO!”

Trap elbowed me. “Stop all that sneezing,
Cousin, or you'll have a DIPLOMATIC incident
to deal with,” he teased. “Don’t you see you're
also ALLER@J® to Doctor Bonsai and his
assistants’ foliage?”

Martian mozzarella! so that
was the reason for my uncontrollable sneezing!
I looked around for PT'© -‘PE sse'
Green ’EU 1" in the hope that he knew
of a cure. But he was gone! I searched for him
all over the spaceship. Finally, I bumped into
him in the hallway, where he stood gazing

DBREAMILY out into space through the

ship’s porthole.
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A/
Q‘ _ GReeTINGS FROM THE Rainsow PLANET

“Look at that beautiful Rﬂ NBOW,

Captain,” he said with a sigh.
I peeked through the window and saw a

3P6(§-{;8@U]_8P rainbow stretching
over POLARIX'S atmosphere.

“But how is that possible?” I whispered.
“Where did it come from?”

“I used the teletransportix to send the
PLUEES my latest invention: the
portable stellar energy generator! With it,
they can light their caves. Now they can go
on singing and dancing hQPPiLY"
“Good for you, Professor!” I

commended him. “But why
the rainbow?”

“The generator’s
light filters through
the planet’s 1Ice

and breaks up into






\v
GREETINGS FROM THE RainBow PLANET Q

the seven colors of the rainbow,” he explained.
“Isn’t nature A M AZIN(, Captain?”

We remained there in silence as we watched
Polarix and the P Nbow slowly move
farther and farther away from our spaceship
until the icy planet was just a tiny € © T,

When I got back to my cabin, the N QAR
I was writing was waiting for me on my desk,
right where I had left it. I sighed.

Maybe tomorrow will be a better day for
writing, | thought. Then I hung this D@tﬂ‘

on the door before I climbed into bed: y
—







Don’t miss any adventures
J of the Spacemice!

CSPACeMice D
ALIEN ES N YOU’RE MINE,
CAPTAIN

#2 You're Mine, Captain!

wp Nt
C SPACeMice) (_SPACeMice>

ICE PLANET f . THE GALACTIC

#4 The Galactic Goal







#1 Lost Treasure of §2 The Curse of the i #5 Four Mice Deep in
the Emerald Eye Cheese Pyramid the Jungle

#8 Artack of the £9 A Fobumonse
Bondit Cats Vacation for Geronimo
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£45 Save the Wh 47 Run for the Hills,

Geronimo!

$49 The l'r of #51 The Enormouse £52 Mowse in Space! #53 Rumble in
the Samurai

Pearl Heist

the Jungle

THE HUNT ...
GOLDEN BOOK

THE GOLDEM
STATUE PLOT
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#54 Gel into Gear, #55 The Goldes #56 Flight of the The Hunt for the 857 The Stinky
Stilton!  Statwe Plot Red Bandit Golden Book Cheese Vacation
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THE SUPER CHEF
CONTEST ..
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WEILCOME TO
MOLDY MANOR

THE TREASURE OF
EASTERLISLAND

#58 The Super #59 Welcome to The Hunt for the #60 The Treaswre of
Chet Contest Moldy Manor Corions Cheese Enster Island
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Don’t miss
my journeys §
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= 9 Meet
‘ﬁ' GERONIMO STILTONOOT :

He is a cavemouse—ﬂernmmo Stilton’s

ancient ancestor! He runs the stone
newspaper in the prehistoric village

~

of Old Mouse City. From dealing with ¥

- dinosaurs to dndgmg metooﬂtas, -y

his life in the Stone Age is

full of adventure!

Z @w

Fﬁﬂwunrm éﬂfbm inim?]ﬁ!ﬁm ! . Gervninf.rﬂmn_
Cave Cavemice | Gavemice

THE STOME - YOUR . "HELP, I'M IN
i HOT LAVA!

v, Gu-nn:mi'fwm

DON'T WAKE THE
DINOSAUR!
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Cnvuics
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Be sure to read
all of our magical
special edition
adventures!

: KINGDOM THE QUEST FOR THE AMAZING HE DRAGON
OF FANTASY PARADISE: VOYAGE: PROPHECY:
THE RETURN TO THE THETHEPLDAD\-'EQ?THS_E THE FOURTH ADVENTURE
KINGDOM OF FANTASY 1IN THE KINGDOM IN THE KINGDOM

OF FANTASY OF FANTASY

THE SEARCH  THE ENCHANTED

OF FIRE: FOR TREASURE: CHARMS:
THE FIFTH ADVENTURE THE SIXTH ADVENTURE THE SEVENTH ADVENTURE
IN THE KINGDOM IM THE KINGDOM IN THE KINGDOM

OF FANTASY OF FANTASY OF FANTASY

THEA STILTON: ~ THEA STILTON:  THEA STILTON:
THE JOURNEY  THE SECRET OF  THE SECRET OF
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|. 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 Cafe
1. Kitchen
8. Liftrix, the special elevator that moves between
all floors of the spaceship
9. Computer room
10. Crew cabins
| 1.Theater for space shows
|2.Warp-speed engines
| 3. Tennis court and swimming pool
| 4. Multipurpose technogym
|15. Space pods for exploration
16. Cargo hold for food supply
| 7. Natural biosphere
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Dear mouse friends,
thanks for reading,
*and good-bye until the next book.
See you in outer space!













nee'r
GQRONlMO STlI.TOle

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!

iCe PLANCET ADVEeNTUuRre

" Friends of the spacemice have disappeared on a strange ‘
"ce planet, Polarix! Geronimo Stiltonix and his crew
~are called to search for them. When the
spacemice arrive on Polarix, they’re
~ surprised at the inhabitants — cute 4
aliens that look like colorful fuzz *
balls* But are these creatures as '

harmless as they look?

MSCHOLASTIC www.scholastic.com/geronimostilton

APPEALS TO
2Ne-4™H GRADERS

www.geronimostilton.com

READING LEVEL
| GRADE 4

More Ipuplmq truformatmn frJr this book:



http://www.scholastic.com/readinglevel
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