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“Richard, have another egg roll.”

“No thanks, Mom, I’m full,” said Richard Bickerstaff glumly.

“How about another fried dumpling?” asked Bob Baxter. “They’re really good—really good.” He smiled encouragingly.

Richard didn’t smile back. “I already said I’m full,” he answered. This wasn’t really true. He loved Chinese food, especially fried dumplings. But he liked to eat them with his mom, not with Bob Baxter, his mother’s new boyfriend.

Richard wished Bob would go away. He was just a big boring guy with a moving van company. What did she see in him, anyway? Four dates, and now he was showing up for dinner! Richard didn’t get it. In most other ways his mom was pretty smart.

“Well, I guess we’ll have dessert then,” said Mrs. Bickerstaff. “You’re not too full for that, are you?”

“No, Mom,” said Richard, brightening a little. As far as he was concerned, the whole point of eating dinner was dessert. “What are we having?”

“Ice cream,” said Mrs. Bickerstaff. She and Bob started clearing the table. “And fortune cookies, of course.” She pointed to the last white container on the table.

As she and Bob carried plates and chopsticks into the kitchen, Richard reached for the container. Funny. There was only one cookie inside—a big one. Should he open it, or save it for his mom?

But the fortune cookie seemed to have a mind of its own. As Richard watched, it began to rock back and forth on the table, first slowly, then faster and faster. Suddenly it burst into a dozen pieces. A tiny figure wrapped in a white paper strip struggled to stand up.
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“Aric!” Richard’s heart leaped. “Wow! It’s great to see you!”

“It is good to see you also.” Aric’s voice was gruff, but his face was friendly. “As usual, though, it has not been easy getting here,” he said, waving his tiny arms in the air. “I have heard of economy class, but this is ridiculous!”

Then he unwound the paper strip and read the message on it. “‘Keep a clear head and you will save the day.’ Hah!” he snorted. “Try keeping a clear head when you have just traveled 6.7 million miles in a fortune cookie!”

Richard smiled. Aric was a commander in the Interspace Brigade. His mission was to wipe out crime in the galaxy. He had appeared twice before, once in a cereal box, and once in a bag of microwave popcorn, to protect Earth from alien threats. Richard had helped him out both times, and both times Aric had complained a lot. Richard was used to it. He even kind of liked it.

“So, Aric,” he said. “How come you’re here? Are you on a mission? Is there another threat to Earth?” Richard’s palms started sweating a little. He was one-third afraid and two-thirds excited. He knew Aric only came to Earth when there was trouble.

A serious look came over the tiny alien’s face. But just as he was about to answer, Richard’s mother called, “Richard! Which would you like, Chocolate Joy Ride or Peanut Butter Fantasy?”

“Whoops!” Richard whispered to Aric. “We’d better go up to my room.” He put the alien in his shirt pocket and headed for the stairs. “Uh, I’m not hungry after all, Mom,” he called into the kitchen. “I think I’ll go up and do my homework.”

The minute Richard said this Mrs. Bickerstaff appeared in the doorway. She looked worried.

“No ice cream?” she asked. “Are you feeling all right, sweetie?” She put her palm against Richard’s forehead.

“I’m fine, Mom,” said Richard. “Really. I just forgot I have a lot of math to do.”

“Well, all right,” she said uncertainly. “We’ll be up later to say good night. Won’t we, Bob?”

“We sure will,” said Bob. “We sure—” Before he’d finished, Richard was up the stairs and in his room.




End of sample




    To search for additional titles please go to 

    
    http://search.overdrive.com.   


OEBPS/images/Spin_9780307756954_epub_016_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Spin_9780307756954_epub_015_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Spin_9780307756954_epub_014_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Spin_9780307756954_epub_013_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Spin_9780307756954_epub_012_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Spin_9780307756954_epub_011_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Spin_9780307756954_epub_010_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Spin_9780307756954_epub_L02_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Spin_9780307756954_epub_030_r1.jpg







OEBPS/images/Spin_9780307756954_epub_cvt_r1.jpg
==







OEBPS/images/Spin_9780307756954_epub_019_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Spin_9780307756954_epub_018_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Spin_9780307756954_epub_017_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Spin_9780307756954_epub_005_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Spin_9780307756954_epub_027_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Spin_9780307756954_epub_004_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Spin_9780307756954_epub_026_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Spin_9780307756954_epub_003_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Spin_9780307756954_epub_025_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Spin_9780307756954_epub_002_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Spin_9780307756954_epub_024_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Spin_9780307756954_epub_tp_r1.jpg
by Stephanie Spinner
illustrated by Steve Bjérkman

A STEPPING STONE BOOK™
Random House £ New York





OEBPS/images/Spin_9780307756954_epub_001_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Spin_9780307756954_epub_023_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Spin_9780307756954_epub_022_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Spin_9780307756954_epub_021_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Spin_9780307756954_epub_020_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Spin_9780307756954_epub_cvi_r1.jpg
ALIENS FOR DINNER

Stephanie Spinner
lllustrated by Steve Bjérkman

VN
M
RANDOM HOUSE

CHILDREN'S BOOKS





OEBPS/page-template.xpgt
 

   
    
		 
    
  
     
		 
		 
    

     
		 
    

     
		 
		 
    

     
		 
    

     
		 
		 
    

     
         
             
             
             
             
             
             
        
    

  

   
     
  





OEBPS/images/Spin_9780307756954_epub_009_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Spin_9780307756954_epub_008_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Spin_9780307756954_epub_007_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Spin_9780307756954_epub_029_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Spin_9780307756954_epub_006_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Spin_9780307756954_epub_028_r1.jpg





