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Cleo is at it again~inventing things. 

It’s time to go back to school, and Cleo is not looking 
forward to it. She was hoping that Winston, her tor-
toise, could go with her, but unless she can get his 
E.E.W. (Eco-Enviro-Warmer) working again, that’s 
not going to happen.

And what’s worse, Ms. Mason, the same person 
who’s made fun of Cleo’s big ideas ever since she 
moved into the town of Humble, is going to be her 
teacher. This school year’s going to be the pits, un-
less Cleo can �ind a way to recycle, reuse or renew it.

One thing’s for sure: Cleo’s big ideas are sure to lead 
her onward and upward

Between chapters, Cleo includes several Do-It-Yourself 
activities that you can try out, too!
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Chapter 1
A Little Spending Money

 Through the car window, Cleo’s eyes slid 
over sun-baked lawns. 

“I hope Z.Z.’s Emporium has the telescope 
I’ve been looking for,” said Albert, unfolding 
the ad he’d cut from Space Warp, his favorite 
magazine. “Cosmic, huh?”

 “Uber-cosmic, Albert.” Cleo reached into her 
messenger bag and pulled out her Bright Ideas 
Log. She flipped to the second-to-last page. 

“Here’s what I need to get.” Printed in 
sparkly green ink across the lined paper of her 
notebook was Cleo’s list:
Stuff I Need: 
• A heating element (to finish rebuilding         
Winston’s E.E.W., Eco-Enviro-Warmer, after Ms. 
Mason busted it)
• Rivets (to fix my solar light bulb to the Re-Act 
Shacks roof)
• A new log for my Bright Ideas! 
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Cleo’s best ideas took shape in her Re-Act Shack, 
which she shared with the garden tools. Her Re-Act 
Shack was home to doodads, thing-a-ma-jigs and 
gizmos just waiting to become inventions. It was 
where Cleo spent most of her days.

“Dad do you think Z.Z. will have everything 
I need to fix Winston’s E.E.W.?” she asked. “I re-
ally want him to come with me.” Cleo had in-
vented the E.E.W. (Eco-Enviro-Warmer) last 
school term, so Winston could go to school with 
her. Without it, Winston would go into hiber-
nation because of the school’s A/C. But when 
Ms. Mason’s pinky flicked its heat control from 
cozy-comfy to char-broil, she’d flung it. Once it 
landed, it broke into a bazillion pieces. 

“Who knows what lurks behind Zeke Zappa’s 
doors?” Cleo’s dad laughed like a mad scientist as he 
pulled up to the curb in front of Z.Z.’s. 

“Daaad,” moaned Cleo with a shake of her head. 
She tucked her log into her messenger bag and 
snatched her Super-Speedy Calculating/Coin Sorter. 
“Zowie, Albert! Who would’ve thought our Whiz-
Bang Wheat Juice would make this much money?” 

Cleo and Albert’s juice stands were hits. The 
money from their first stand went to help the 
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Mexican Spotted Owls that had nested in the pine 
tree near their school. They split the money from 
their second stand 50/50. 

 “Yeah!” said Albert. He bounced so high in his 
seat he almost hit his head. “Come on, the stars, the 
universe-my telescope-it’s waiting!” Cleo yanked 
open the car door. She and Albert raced to the store 
front. A bell jingled as they dashed inside.

Albert, busy looking at the front end display of 
striped, neon-green and purple deely-boppers, 
didn’t notice Cleo skid to a halt. He bulldozed right 
into her. “Whoa … why’d you stop?” 

Cleo pointed toward the checkout line. Albert 
peered over her shoulder. Cleo’s two least favorite 
people in the known universe and beyond, stood 
only feet away from them. By the end of term last 
year, Ms. Mason and Emmie had either made fun 
of or broken every invention Cleo had made since 
she’d moved into Humble.
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Chapter Two
A Good Day Turns Bad

“Momma, look who’s here,” said Emmie 
tugging on her mother’s sleeve.

Ms. Mason looked over her shoulder.
“Albert, Cleo? Are you here by yourselves? 

Oh, Mr. Darby, there you are. Nice to see you.” 
Cleo’s dad pushed his glasses up on his nose. 

“Yes, nice to see you too.”
“Is not,” muttered Cleo.
“Guess what?” said Emmie smirking. “I’ve 

got Ms. Swell again.” 
“You do?” asked Cleo.
“How’d you find out already?” asked Albert.
“Momma said . . . Ow!” Emmie’s face pinched. 

She grabbed her foot and glared at her mother.
“I’m so sorry,” said Ms. Mason, steering 

Emmie toward the doors. “We’re in a bit of 
a rush, so many things to do today.” The next 
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minute the bell jingled and Emmie and Ms. 
Mason were gone.

“What was that about?” asked Cleo.
“Beats me-but you could surf those 

gravitational ripples,” said Albert.
Cleo held her arms outstretched, like she 

was trying to catch a wave. “Yeah, they were 
pretty warped.”
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Re-Act! Re-Do!
Project #1

A Gravitational Ripple?
What’s That?

Have you ever thrown a stone into a pond? 
Then you’ve seen the ever enlarging ripples 
that happen once the stone hits the surface of 
the water. A gravitational ripple is similar, but 
its invisible. A gravitational ripple happens 
when two bodies in space, like black holes, 
orbit each other and merge into one, or when 
two big stars orbit each other, or when a star 
explodes (a supernova). Gravitational ripples 
are invisible but fast. They travel at the speed 
of light squeezing and stretching space.

Check out the first observation of gravita-
tional waves by LIGO (Laser Inferometer Gravi-
tational Wave Observatory) at the CalTech Site 
– www.thekidsshouldseethis.com – smart vid-
eos for curious minds. 
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Chapter Three
What you don’t know . . .

For Albert, the shopping trip was meteoric. 
Not only did Z.Z. have the newest model of the 
telescope he’d been looking for, he sold it to 
Albert at a discount. All Albert had to do was 
write up a review and post it on the store’s 
website. With the money he had leftover, Albert 
bought himself the striped, neon-green and 
purple deely-boppers. 

For Cleo, the trip was a black hole. The 
heating element for Winston’s E.E.W. was out 
of stock, and Z.Z. didn’t even have the right kind 
of wire for her to make her own. On top of that, 
he didn’t have the rivets she needed, or the 
notebook she wanted.

“I’m sorry Cleo,” said Z.Z.. “The heating coil 
should come in next week.” He tugged at his 
goatee. 
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 Z.Z. looked a lot like a pirate. He wore gold 
loop earrings, had a skull and crossbones 
tattooed on his arm and would you believe it, a 
parrot named Polly for a pet. All he was missing 
was a hat and a ship to sail. Instead he wore a 
bandana and rode a motorcycle.

Cleo scowled. “Can’t it get here any faster? 
There are only two days ‘til school starts and 
without the E.E.W., Winston can’t come.” 

“Don’t you worry, Cleo. I’ve got the pedal to the 
metal on that shipment. It won’t be long before 
you hear my tires come screeching to a stop at 
your front door in order to hand deliver it.”

“Thanks Z.Z.,” said Cleo. 
“Good seeing you, Zeke,” said Cleo’s dad, as 

they headed for the door. 
“Catch you on the back side,” said Z.Z. with 

a nod.
Cleo slid into the back seat of the car. “Now 

what’ll I do?”
“You’ll think of something,” said Albert 

sliding in next to her.
But Cleo’s mind wasn’t on Winston’s E.E.W. 

anymore. “How does Emmie know who she has 
and we don’t?” She watched the shimmering 
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heat waves rising off of the parking lot blacktop 
across the street. 

“I don’t know,” said Albert. “But something’s 
up.” His deely-boppers swayed. 

 “If somehow we could hear her thoughts, 
then we’d know,” said Cleo. She angled her 
fedora over her ear.

“Get inside Emmie’s head? Are you kidding?” 
Albert shivered, then hugged his telescope to 
his chest. “That’s way too scary.” 

 “Zowie!” said Cleo. “Why didn’t I think of 
this before? Ms. Swell-she’ll know. I bet she’ll 
be at school tomorrow morning to set up her 
classroom.” 

“Hey, if you come over tonight, we could 
watch for extraterrestrials and in the morning 
zoom over to school. Maybe Sara would want to 
come over too.” 

“Sounds like a plan,” said Cleo.
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Chapter Four
. . .won’t hurt you. . .will it?

“Did you get what you needed?” asked Cleo’s 
mom as she prepared the sushi rolls for dinner.

“No,” said Cleo. “Z.Z. didn’t have anything I 
needed, not the heating element, or the right 
kind of wire to make one myself. Cleo plunked 
down on the kitchen stool and stared into 
Queen E’s fishbowl. Queen E. rushed to the 
surface. Cleo fed her a few flakes. 

“I really wanted Winston to come to school 
with me on the first day.” 

It had taken Cleo all summer, but she was 
almost finished rebuilding the E.E.W. All it 
needed was a heating element. “Mom, you don’t 
use that old heating pad anymore do you?”

“Yes, I do, Cleo, so don’t even think about 
it,” said her mom. She handed Cleo the dinner 
plates. “Set the table, please.” 
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“Oh, and I almost forgot. The letter you’ve 
been waiting for came today.”  Picking it up she 
waved it at Cleo.

“It did! What class am I in? Who’s my teacher?” 
“It says, your room number is 106. But, 

there’s no teacher listed, instead it says TBD, to 
be determined.” 

“Why does it say that?” asked Cleo.
“They’re hiring a new teacher for the el-

ementary school. At least, that’s what Albert’s 
mom told me. Maybe that’s who you’ll have.” 

“How did Albert’s mom know about that?” 
asked Cleo.

“She works at the district office now.” 
“I bet Albert got his class assignment today 

too.” Cleo raised her eyebrows. “I wonder if he’s 
in room 106.” 

“You’ll find out in a little bit,” said Cleo’s dad.  
“You can head over to his house after dinner.” 

Cleo’s thoughts were on repeat. Who did 
Albert get? Is he in room 106? Who was the new 
teacher? Did his mom know? 

Cleo jabbed at her sweet potato roll. She 
nibbled away the rice, then popped it into her 
mouth. She looked over at the clock.
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“I’m good. Can I go?”
“We  just sat down,” said her dad, swallowing.
Cleo popped one piece after the other into 

her mouth, chewing them up in record time. 
“Finished!” 

“Since when was dinner a race, Cleo?”asked 
her mom. Sighing, Cleo tugged her pencil from 
behind her ear. Across her napkin she sketched 
an extendable canopy for Winston’s wagon. 
With that and the E.E.W., Winston would stay 
dry and warm even on the rainiest days that 
they walked to school.

 “That was scrumptious,” said Cleo’s dad. 
“It was,” agreed her mom, leaning back.
 Cleo looked up. Her eyes darted from her 

mom, to her dad, to the clock, then back again. 
“Ok, Cleo, you can go,” said her dad.
Cleo ran upstairs for her sleeping bag and 

pup tent. She was just about to head out the 
door when something made her turn back. “Did 
Albert’s mom say anything else?”

“Only that her sister was thinking of 
applying for the job.” 

“Ms. Mason! A teacher!” Cleo froze. “No. That 
can’t happen. It’d be awful!” 
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Chapter Five
The Unthinkable!

Cleo raced up the block to Albert’s house. 
“Albert!” Her pup tent and sleeping bag 
thwacked her back as she ran. “Who’d you get? 
I’m in room 106, what about you?”

Albert scuffed his sneaker in the dirt. “I . . . 
I’m in room 102. I’ve got Ms. Swell again.”

“What?” said Cleo tugging off her fedora. 
Albert couldn’t meet her gaze. 

“Snarffbogies!” said Cleo. “Why couldn’t I 
have Ms. Swell too?”

 “Who do you have?” asked Albert.
 “I don’t know,” said Cleo. “My teacher 

assignment just said, ‘TBD.’”
“There isn’t any name listed-at all?” asked 

Albert. He swallowed hard.
“Nope. My mom says it might be the new 

teacher. Hey, Albert, did you know your aunt was 
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going for the job? Boy, I wouldn’t want her for 
my teacher. She hates all my ideas. Remember 
how she blamed me for the baby owls getting 
knocked out of their nest?” 

“Uh-you’re not going to like this,” said 
Albert, his deely-boppers swaying. 

“Not like what?”
Albert took a deep breath. “My aunt Cal did 

get the job. She’s the TBD teacher.” 
“No!” said Cleo, crumpling her hat. “It can’t 

be. She’s a reporter-not a teacher.”
Before Albert could say anything else, the 

back door opened. Sara, Cleo’s best friend next 
to Albert, stepped out onto the porch. Cleo and 
Sara had become friends when Sara stood up 
for Cleo after Emmie busted Hope, the robot 
Cleo had invented.

“What’s up?” asked Sara, letting go of the 
screen door.

“I’m doomed!” said Cleo. “Ms. Mason is my 
teacher.”

“Ms. Mason’s a teacher? For real?” asked Sara. 
 “She just got hired,” said Cleo. “She’s the 

TBD teacher in room 106.”
“Then we’re both doomed,” said Sara. “I’m 
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in room 106, too, and ever since Emmie and I 
stopped being friends, Ms. Mason looks at me 
kind of funny.”

“Hey, at least you get to be together,” said 
Albert. “Not only am I stuck with Emmie as a 
cousin, I’m stuck with her in the same classroom 
again all year.” Albert pretended to gag. “I hope, 
at least, I don’t have to sit next to her.” 

“But you’ll have Ms. Swell,” said Sara.
“Yeah, but still,” said Albert. He shrugged 

and turned his eyes skyward. “Come on, help 
me set up the telescope. If a UFO comes down 
and lands, maybe we could all catch a ride to 
another planet.” 

“Or maybe we could get a teacher from 
another planet to beam down and take over 
room 106,” said Cleo. 

“That’d be awesome,” said Sara.
The three of them watched the night skies 

for signs of life. They spied the Big Dipper, the 
Little Dipper, and the constellation Scorpio, but 
no UFOs. 

“Maybe we’ll see one next week,” said Albert 
zipping up his sleeping bag. “Extraterrestrials 
are shy, you know.”
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“If you say so,” said Sara. 
Cleo reached into her messenger bag and 

took out her Invento-Glow-Sketch book, then 
flopped on her belly pulling her sleeping bag 
over her head and turned on her head lamp. 
After a few minutes she peeked out. “How about 
we send a signal into the universe-we could 
make our own help wanted ad,” said Cleo. “I bet 
an alien teacher would be on its way in a blip.”

“Definitely!” said Albert. “We could send it in 
binary code.”

Sara burrowed down into her sleeping bag. 
“I’m tired, you guys. I’m going to sleep. Let me 
know if you get any blips back.”
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Re-Act! Re-Do!
Project #2

 Write your Birthday in Binary!

Binary code is how computers speak to each 
other. It’s made up of the numbers 0 and 1. 
We’re used to counting like this: 0, 1, 2, 3, 4, 5, 6, 
7, 8, 9, 10, which is using a base-10, or decimal, 
system. Each digit holds ten values, and the 
place value increases by a power of ten (ones, 
tens, hundreds, etc.). 
decimal binary decimal binary decimal binary decimal binary decimal binary
0 0 6 110 12 1100 18 10010 25 11001
1 1 7 111 13 1101 19 10011 26 11010
2 10 8 1000 14 1110 20 10100 27 11011
3 11 9 1001 15 1111 21 10101 28 11100
4 100 10 1010 16 10000 22 10110 29 11101
5 101 11 1011 17 10001 23 10111 30 11110

24 11000 31 11111

When a computer counts to ten it only uses 
two digits, 0 and 1 (base-2 system). In binary, 
each digit’s place value is twice as much as that 
of the next digit to the right (since each digit 
holds two values). Each binary digit is called a 
bit, which is short for binary digit.

Want to write your month and day of your 
birthday in binary code? Try it. You’ll like it! 
Here’s an example: If your birthday is April 15, 
or 4/15, in binary code it would be 100/1111.
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Make a Binary Birthday Bracelet!
You will need:

3 different colors of pony beads (one color 
for the 0s, one color for the 1s and one color to 
act as a space holder (like the back slashes in 
the decimal notation of your birthdate)

lanyard
scissors
Cut a length of lanyard (enough to fit your 

wrist with all your pony beads on it). Tie a knot 
at the end of the lanyard. Make it big enough so 
that the pony beads won’t fall off once you string 
them. Then string your 0s, spaces, and 1s! 

Have fun with binary digits!
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Chapter Six
Could it get any worse?

Sunlight peeked through the tent flap, as 
cicada song and Albert’s snoring filled the 
morning air.

“You awake, Sara?” asked Cleo. 
Sara rubbed her eyes. “I don’t think even extra-

terrestrials could sleep through Albert’s snoring.”
 “I can’t believe school starts tomorrow,” said 

Cleo stifling a yawn.
“I know,” said Sara, scooting out of her 

sleeping bag. “Hey, I meant to ask you . . . You 
want to walk to school together?”

Cleo sighed. “You mean go to our doom 
together.” 

“Yeah, that too,” said Sara. 
Albert woke with a snort!  He stretched his 

arms and yawned. “You still want to go to school 
and talk to Ms. Swell, Cleo?”
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“Absitively! It’s up to Ms. Jarrod as principal 
to change class assignments, but maybe Ms. 
Swell could put in a good word for Sara and me.”

 But when they got to school, Ms. Swell and 
Ms. Jarrod were in a conference for the rest of 
the day. After hearing that, the three headed 
home. Tomorrow was the first day of school, 
and they each had to get ready for it.  

Cleo spent the afternoon brooding in the 
hammock she’d strung between the Re-Act 
Shack and the vegetable garden.

Just before dinner, her mom came out to 
gather some tomatoes and basil. “What’s with 
the frown?” she asked.

“Nothing,” said Cleo. 
“It doesn’t look like nothing.”
“It’s going to be the worst year ever with Ms. 

Mason as my teacher.”
“It won’t that bad, Cleo.” 
Cleo stalked into her Re-Act Shack. “It will too.”
 Later that evening Cleo parked herself 

on the back porch, her elbows resting on 
top of her knees and her chin atop her fists. 
Beside her on the porch Winston munched 
his lettuce. 
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“Everyone is nervous the day before school 
starts,” said her dad. He was standing in the 
doorway. “Even the teachers.”

“Who said I was nervous?”
“Mom.” 
 “Oh.” Cleo’s shrugged. “What do teachers 

have to be nervous about?” 
“Who they’re going to have in class, for one.”
“Ms. Mason’s not nervous. I’m sure of it. I bet 

she can’t wait to tell me how she doesn’t like my 
ideas, my inventions . . .”

“But, she wrote those nice articles about 
your wheat juice stands.”

“That’s only because she’s Albert’s aunt, and 
he was helping me.”

“Why don’t you give Ms. Mason a chance?” 
“If she gives me one.” Cleo glanced over at 

Winston. “If only Z.Z had the heating element 
or the right kind of wire, then Winston could 
come to school with me.”

“Z.Z. said he’d have it in a week, maybe less. 
That’s not too far off, and besides, like I told 
you before, you have to ask if Winston can 
come to school with you. You can’t just bring 
him.”
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“Ms. Swell was going to let me, last spring. 
She even asked Ms. Jarrod, and she’d said it 
was okay, too.” Cleo’s eyes widened. “What if—I 
mean—do you think?” Cleo hugged Winston. 
“Oh, what am I going to do? Ms. Mason’s never 
going to let me bring him. I just know it.”

“You won’t know until you ask her. And who 
knows she might surprise you.”

“Ms. Mason? I doubt it,” said Cleo.
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Chapter Seven
Worse gets Awful

The next morning, as planned, Sara met Cleo 
at the corner of Pie and Plenty. Kim, Emmie’s 
best friend, was there too. That wasn’t in any 
part of the plan. 

 “I can’t believe Emmie’s mom is going to be 
our teacher! It’s going to be so great. She just loves, 
loves, loves me,” said Kim in her sing-song voice.

 “How did you know Sara and I have Ms. 
Mason?” asked Cleo.

“Emmie read me her mom’s class list.”
Cleo’s jaw dropped. Could it get any worse?
“Isn’t it great, Emmie and I are going to walk to 

school together every day.” Kim glanced from Sara 
to Cleo. “Her mom has to get into school earlier, so 
she can’t drive her like she did last year.”

 Cleo was stunned. All she could think to say 
was, “Uh-huh.” 
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Sara tugged on Cleo’s arm. “Come on Cleo. 
Let’s go.” Cleo nodded, still in a daze. 

 “See you in class,” Kim called after them.
“Sara, Cleo, wait up!” Albert scooted past 

Kim on his skateboard. He looked at Cleo. 
“What’s wrong? Is it Winston? Is he okay?”

 “Winston’s okay, but I’m not. This year is 
going to be the pits.”

Standing outside Room #102, Cleo peeked 
through the door’s narrow window. Ms. Swell 
had her back to her.  She was talking to 
someone. Who was it?  When Ms. Swell stepped 
aside, Cleo found herself staring face to face 
with Ms. Mason.

Cleo watched Ms. Mason’s lips. She couldn’t 
hear her, but she could tell what she’d said. Her 
lips formed each word slowly with pauses in 
between. “You-have-a-visitor.”

Ms. Swell turned and waved Cleo in. Cleo poked 
her head through the door. She didn’t really want 
to go in the room, not with Ms. Mason there. 

“We were just talking about you,” said Ms. 
Swell, glancing at Ms. Mason. On Ms. Swell’s 
desk, Cleo spied the clovers she had shared 
with her on the first day they’d met. 
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“You were?” 
“I was just telling Ms. Mason about your 

idea for an owl blind, remember when you 
mentioned that last spring? Well, we want to 
watch the owl babies as they grow and with the 
money you and Albert raised this summer, we 
could build a blind to observe them. What do 
you think?”

Cleo didn’t have time to answer.
 The bell, signaling the start of the school 

day, had rung. 
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Re-Act! Re-Do!
Project #3

See Like an Owl Sees!

Owls are binocular, which means they use 
two eyes to see. People do that too, but we can 
move our eyes from side to side, up and down, 
and even in a circle. Owls can’t do that. So what 
do owls do? They move their heads. Want to 
see how an owl sees?

Make your Own Owl Specs.
You will need:
2 paper plates 
A cardboard tube (paper towel tube)
Scissors
Masking tape and glue
Paint (whatever color you want your owl)
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1. Cut off the bottom third off of each plate. 

2. With the rounded edge at the top, mark dots 
on each of the two larger pieces of plate 
where your eyes would be.  In the following 
steps circles will be drawn and cut out for 
eye holes. (One plate will be the front of your 
mask, and the second one will be the back 
half, through which the cardboard tubes will 
be attached).
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3. Cut the tube in half and trace a circle the size 
of the circumference of the tube around the 
marks for your eyes. If you hold the mask up 
to your face, you should be able to see out 
of those holes now. You should now have 
two matching circles drawn on each of the 
masks. 

4. Cut out the circles (eye holes) on both masks. 

5. To decorate the front of your owl specs, cut 
out three triangles (2 ears and a beak) and 
two ovals (for the eyes, so they need to be 
bigger than the size of the eye holes) from 
the leftover plate pieces. 

6. Use the paper towel tube again to trace a 
circle in each oval, then cut the circles out.

7. Glue the triangles (2 ears, 1 beak) to the 
front of your owl mask and tape the two 
ovals matching up the circle openings of the 
eyes for your mask.

8. Now, cut four ½ inch slits into the top of each 
of the cardboard tube halves.

9. Insert the cardboard tubes (slit side) into 
the eye holes on the back part of the mask. 
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Spread the slits back and attach them with 
tape to the plate.  

10. Attach the front face of your owl mask to the 
back one (the one with the cardboard tubes) 
to cover up the taping.  

11. Paint or decorate your owl mask as you like 
and let dry. 

12. Take a peek through your owl specs.  

What do you have to do to see to the right and 
the left? If you said, “move your head,” you’re 
right. Now you have an owl’s point of view!
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Chapter Eight
The Morning Doom

“Come on Cleo. We mustn’t be late to class, 
especially not on the first day,” said Ms. Mason.

Although Cleo’s feet moved toward Ms. 
Mason, her eyes stared back at Ms. Swell. Why 
couldn’t I have been in Ms. Swell’s class?

 The toe of Ms. Mason’s black high heel 
tapped impatiently on the tile floor. “Come 
now, Cleo, no dawdling. You need to walk 
faster.”

 If only I could teleport home, thought Cleo. 
“That’s it. Keep up, now. We have to go 

collect the others from the gym.” Ms. Mason’s 
heels clicked in time with her words. 

Once they arrived in the classroom and 
unpacked, Ms. Mason got down to business. 
“Now class, take your seats.”

Sara and Cleo’s eyes went straight to the 
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bank of windows along the far side of the 
room. They made a bee-line toward the desks 
that ran the length of them and claimed the 
last two for themselves.

All morning, Ms. Mason droned on about 
classroom rules and her point system. It 
seemed getting points taken away was going 
to be a lot easier than earning them.

Cleo was just drawing up plans for a 
teleport machine and wondering if Ms. Mason 
was going to talk about anything besides 
rules, when she noticed that the room had 
become uber quiet. She looked up. Ms. Mason 
was standing over her, her eyes glaring. She 
looked like she’d just tasted something really 
sour. 

“Ideas, Cleo?” she asked.
Cleo couldn’t believe what she was 

hearing. “Me? Um . . . yes, loads. I think we 
should vote on what topics to study this year 
and then I think . . .”

“That’s true, we could do that, but we 
were talking about the upcoming Humble 
Elementary School Mascot Contest.”

“A school mascot!” 
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“Yes. Anyone who wants to can nominate 
a mascot. As a class we’ll take a vote, then 
that winner will go on to the next round of 
voting, and whichever mascot wins that vote 
will go on to the final school wide round.”

 “Zowie! Winston—you know—my 
tortoise.He’d make a great mascot.”

“I thought you might want to include your 
turtl—I mean tortoise. OK, then,” said Ms. 
Mason. “So our nominees are Cleo’s tortoise, 
Winston, Kim’s cat, Tiffany, and Jerry’s guin-
ea pig, Egghead. Raise your hand if you want 
Egghead to be the mascot?” asked Ms. Ma-
son. She took a hand count. She did the same 
thing for each nominee. It wound up being a 
tie between Tiffany and Winston. Jerry laid 
his head on the desk defeated. If Egghead’s 
name wasn’t Egghead he’d have gotten more 
votes, thought Cleo.

“Well, well,” said Ms. Mason. “To break 
the tie, both of you are to write a persuasive 
essay for homework. In it you can outline 
why we should vote for your nominee. And, 
tomorrow you’ll read them to the class, after 
which we’ll have a tie-breaker vote.” 
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Winston’s got this contest won, thought 
Cleo. In her head she saw him carried around 
the room, cheered on by the entire class. Give 
me a ‘W,’ give me an ‘I’, give me an ‘N, S, T, O, 
N!’ WINSTON! WINSTON! WINSTON!
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Chapter Nine
A Hopeful Afternoon

Cleo couldn’t wait to get home to start 
writing, but it was only 10:00 o’clock in the 
morning. The day was going to drag. She could 
tell. And it did, it took close to forever to get 
to lunch time. But when she and Sara went to 
lunch—time sped up. Everyone was tossing 
their leftover plastic and glass bottles into the 
trash. What was going on? thought Cleo. Just 
before school ended last year, Ms. Jarrod had 
said they’d be getting recycling bins for the 
start of the new school term.

Cleo and Sara started keeping tallies of how 
many things could have been recycled. They 
were up to 125, and it was still the first lunch 
period. “Let’s go talk to Ms. Jarrod about this,” 
said Cleo. “While we’re there, we can ask if we 
can transfer into Ms. Swell’s room.”
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“You know she’s going to say NO about Ms. 
Swell,” said Sara.

“Maybe, maybe not.”
But Ms. Jarrod was too busy, it being the first 

day of school. The rest of the day Ms. Mason 
talked about all the different topics everyone 
wanted to study and how the whole school 
was going to be linking into NASA TV.  She also 
said a scientist from NASA, Mr. Johnson, was 
supposed to come to talk about space junk and 
what they were doing to get rid of it. That part 
sounded uber-iffic!

It was pretty cool to watch NASA TV and 
see the Earth from above while being on it. 
Watching the white clouds stretching over its 
blue waters made Cleo think about how they 
really needed to do something about recycling 
here on Earth.  She raised her hand. 

“Yes, Cleo?” said Ms. Mason.
“Why don’t we make the school mascot our 

school recycling mascot too?”
Ms. Mason eyed her. “What does that have to 

do with NASA TV?”
“Everything,” said Cleo pointing at the 

smartboard. “The Earth is beautiful. But it 
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won’t be, unless we do something to help keep 
it that way.”

Ms. Mason covered her top lip with her 
bottom lip. It made her look kind of like a 
bullfrog.  “You’ve got a point. We should speak 
to Ms. Jarrod about that.”

Cleo smiled. Could it be? Had Ms. Mason liked 
her idea?

 Still, even with that unlikely thought filling 
Cleo’s mind, it seemed like the last bell of the 
day would never ring.

When it finally did, Cleo raced out of the 
building. Sara was getting into her grandma’s car 
to go to karate. When she saw Cleo, she waved.

“Hey, wait up,” called Albert, skateboarding 
toward Cleo.

“Can’t! I’ve got to run home and write 
about how uber-iffic Winston is. Catch you 
later.” Cleo ran so fast, once she turned the 
corner to her house, she had to stop and 
catch her breath. After catching it, she head-
ed straight for Winston’s dome.  She’d built 
it when they’d first moved in. She’d told her 
parents, if they had a new house, Winston 
needed one too.
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“By this time tomorrow, Winston, you’ll be 
on your way to becoming Humble Elementary 
School’s mascot.” Winston was slowly munch-
ing a cabbage leaf. He watched Cleo sprint into 
the house. 

Cleo took the stairs two at a time. “How was 
school?” asked her dad.

 Cleo was already halfway down the hall. 
“Good!” she called, shutting her door behind 
her. Sitting cross-legged on her floor, Cleo tilted 
her fedora, slipped her pencil from behind 
her ear, took her Bright Ideas Log! out of her 
messenger bag (she was down to its last page) 
and began to write. 

Winston would be the best school mascot 
because:

1. He’s a tortoise. You’ve heard the story 
about the Tortoise and the Hare—well who won? 
That’s right! 

2. Winston doesn’t shed.
3. Winston’s a vegetarian.
4. Winston’s quiet.
5. Winston’s an expert at recycling. He’s 

watched me separate and sort plastic, aluminum, 
and paper a bazillion times.
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Cleo worked all afternoon. She was on the 
last sentence of her essay when she heard a 
knock on the door. 

“Dad’s just about got dinner ready,” said 
her  mom.

“Great!” Cleo jumped up, snatched the door 
open wide, and scooted past her mom.

“Wow—you must be . . .” Her mom watched 
Cleo rush down the stairs, then out the back 
door.  “ . . . hungry?”

Cleo swished her paper at Winston “I’ve 
done it.” She sat down next to him in his dome 
and read her essay out loud. “Isn’t it uber-iffic! 
Everyone will want to vote for you.”

At dinner, Cleo told her parents all about it. 
“That’s great news!” said her mom.
“It sure is,” said her dad. “But . . . what about 

the heating element? Doesn’t Winston have to 
go into school with you for the vote?” 

“It’d great if he could, but Ms. Mason didn’t 
say anything about that, yet. But Mom . . .,” said 
Cleo, her eyebrow raised extra high.

Cleo’s mom lowered hers in answer. “No, 
Cleo, you still can’t use the heating pad.”

“That’s not what I was going to ask.”
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“Oh, I’m sorry. What were you going to ask?”
Cleo grinned. “I was just going to ask if I 

could use one of its wires?” 
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Chapter Ten
All’s not fair, or is it?

The next day when Cleo met up with Sara 
and Albert, Kim was already there, waiting on 
the corner. In her arms she held a hot pink cat 
carrier.

“Everyone’s going to love my little Tiff-Tiff, 
don’t you think,” said Kim, holding the cat 
carrier in front of their faces. Tiffany, her blue 
eyed Persian kitten, stared back at them.

Cleo scowled. “Ms. Mason didn’t say to bring 
our pets, I mean our nominees, to school.” 

“She didn’t say not to. And who wouldn’t 
want to vote for such a cute kitty?”  Kim cooed.

“Me!” said Albert, his deely-boppers wiggling. 
Tiffany would get a lot of votes, she was that 

cute, thought Cleo. 
“But that’s not fair!”
“What’s not fair?” asked Kim.



50

 

“Bringing in Tiffany, when I’m not bringing 
in Winston.”

“So, bring in your turtle,” said Kim.
“Tortoise,” said Cleo. “And I . . . I can’t . . .”
Kim shrugged. “That’s too bad.” Cleo could 

tell she didn’t mean it.
“I bet if we turn Tiffany’s carrier into a 

space pod, we could launch her into a distant 
galaxy,” said Albert. “Back at home, I have just 
the rocket that could do it.”

“You’re just jealous,” snapped Kim. She 
flipped her ponytail into Cleo and Albert’s faces. 
“Tiffany’s going to win.”

“Not if she’s in orbit,” said Albert heel-
kicking his skate board into a spin. 

“I’m going to tell Emmie what you said, Al-
bert,” said Kim, her hands on her hips. “Then 
she’s going to tell her mother, who’s going to tell 
your mother, and you’re going to be in T-rouble.”

“I already am,” said Albert, gliding past her. 
“So, go ahead.”

Just then, the edge of Albert’s wheel got 
stuck in a grate. His board stopped, but Albert 
kept going. 

Kim snorted. “What do you call that?” 
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“Einsbine’s Kerplop’ I just invented it. Awe-
some, right? Soon everyone will see me and say, 
‘There goes Albert Einsbine. The kid who in-
vented the Kerplop.’  I’ll be famous.” Albert got 
up and brushed himself off. He was okay, but his 
board wasn’t. Its axel was bent. When he went 
to push off, it wobbled and veered to the right.

Cleo, Sara, and Albert got to school just as the 
first bell rang. Partly, because of Albert’s wonky 
skateboard and partly because Cleo was lost in 
her thoughts. How could she bring Winston to 
school without a heating element?

Kim was already in the classroom, talking 
to Ms. Mason. Cleo stood outside the door . . . 
listening. 

“What we can do is—Achoo—put off the 
voting until—Achoo—tomorrow. Then, you 
and Cleo can both bring in your pets, and I’ll 
make sure to take my allergy medicine. But, 
right now, you have to call your parents to take  
your—Achoo—cat home!”

Winston still had a chance. Unbelieveable!
But how could she safely bring Winston into 

the air-conditioned school? Cleo was stuck. She 
had to ask Ms. Mason for more time. 
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After lunch, she and Sara waited outside the 
faculty room. “I’m sorry, Cleo, I can’t put it off 
any longer than tomorrow morning,” said Ms. 
Mason. “Tomorrow afternoon, the grade-level 
vote is set to take place.”

“But Winston needs his E.E.W. to come into 
school. I’ve been working to fix it all summer, 
and it’s almost finished. All I need is a heating 
element, or a wire so I can make my own.”

“I think I might have something that could 
help,” said Ms. Mason. 

Cleo and Sara followed her back to the 
classroom. Ms. Mason opened her bottom desk 
drawer. Along with a mini tool kit, bandages, 
thread, tape, and clothespins, Ms. Mason had 
a spool of insulated wire. Cleo peered over at 
Sara. Sara raised her eyebrows and shrugged.

“It’s wire for speakers,” said Ms. Mason, 
taking a mini wire cutter out of her tool kit. 
“But, it should work.” She cut the wire and 
pealed back the plastic covering.

“Zowie, Ms. Mason, will it ever!” said Cleo. 
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Re-Act! Re-Do!
Project # 4

What is a heating element? 

Usually a heating element is in the form of 
a coil or strip of wire that gives off heat. When 
electricity flows through the coil it converts the 
energy into heat. Try the activity below to get 
an idea of how a heating coil works. 

Coiled Solar Water Heater 

You will need:
thick cardboard
3ft narrow black gardening hose
sheet of paper (optional)
zip ties
glue pencil
scissors
water dropper or a pipette
water
duct tape

Steps:
 1. On the cardboard, draw the coil you want to 
form with the garden hose.
2. Have a grown-up make two holes on either 
side of the coil at 4” intervals.  From the backside 
of the cardboard, insert a zip-tie into one hole.
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3. Thread the other end of the zip tie through 
the partner hole at the back of the cardboard.
4. Coil your garden hose along the design you’ve 
drawn and then tighten the zip-ties above the 
hose, to keep it in place.
5. Pinch one end of your hose coil with tape, so 
no water escapes.
6. Add water to the hose using your pipette or 
water dropper.
7. Place your solar coil water heater in the sun 
for 5-10 minutes. 
8. Empty out your water, letting gravity do its 
work.

 Is your water heated? I bet it is!
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Chapter Eleven
Surprise, Surprise!

 Now Cleo had just what she needed to 
fix Winston’s Eco-Enviro-Warmer. And who 
would’ve believed that she’d have gotten it from 
Ms. Mason—definitely not Cleo. Maybe her dad 
was right about giving Ms. Mason a chance. 

Just like the day before, Cleo rushed out of 
the school doors when the last bell rang, but 
this time Sara was by her side.

“Hey, wait up!” called Albert, hurrying to 
catch up to them. “Where are you guys going?”

“You won’t believe this. Your aunt gave me 
just what I need to fix Winston’s E.E.W..” Cleo 
held up the roll of wire.

“Cool!” said Albert.
 “Sara and I are going to work on fixing it this 

afternoon. I need it to be up and warming tomor-
row, so Winston can come to school.”
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“Cosmic! Could you use any more help?”
“Absitively!” said Cleo.
Cleo, Sara and Albert’s shadows stretched 

over Winston as he chewed his orange rind. 
“You’re coming to school with us tomorrow, 
Winston.” Cleo held up the wire Ms. Mason 
had given her. “With this, I’ll have your E.E.W. 
ready in no time.”

But when she walked into the Re-Act Shack, 
Winston’s Wagon with the E.E.W. in it was 
gone!

They looked everywhere, inside the Re-Act 
Shack, the recycling bins, and garbage cans, 
even inside Winston’s dome. Where could it 
have gone? 

Cleo flung her arms over her head. “Now 
what am I going to do?” 

Sara peered under the porch. “Maybe 
somebody moved it.”

Cleo opened the screen door and called 
into the house. “Dad? Have you seen Winston’s 
E.E.W.?” 

“It’s in the Re-Act Shack, isn’t it?”
“No. It’s gone!” said Cleo. “The wagon’s 

gone too.”
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“Gone?” Cleo’s dad came to the door. “That’s 
weird. I just saw it this morning. Maybe mom 
moved it. You can ask her when she gets home.”

Cleo snatched off her fedora. “But I need to 
work on it now. I’m supposed to bring Winston 
to school tomorrow.”

“What about the heating element?” asked 
her dad.

“Ms. Mason gave me some wire to make my 
own.”

 Cleo’s dad cocked his head to the side. “She 
did? Well that was nice of her.” He wiped his 
hands on the towel he held and turned to go 
back inside, then stopped. “I almost forgot, I 
stopped by Z.Z.’s.  He had the rivets you wanted 
and your log book. He also said your heating 
element would arrive in two days.”

“Zowie! Thanks, Dad. Now I can fit my solar 
bottle bulb into the Re-Act Shack’s roof. But I don’t 
have time to wait for the heating element. Winston 
has to come with me  to school tomorrow.”

“Dinner will be in an hour,”said her dad. 
“Mom should be home around the same time. 
You can ask her about the wagon and the E. E. 
W., then.”
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Cleo had to do something—and do it 
quickly. First she’d rig-up something to bring 
Winston to school in.  

Cleo scanned the yard—her old tricycle. 
Mom had made it into a garden statue. Its 
title was Artful-Trike. Mom wouldn’t miss its 
wheels—too much, thought Cleo.

“Do you think that’s such a good idea?” 
asked Sara as she watched Cleo wrench the 
back wheels and axel off the trike. “What will 
your mom say?”

“I’m just borrowing them. I’ll give them 
back.” Cleo dropped the back end of the trike. 
“Now I just need something to attach them to.”

She needed something big enough to fit 
Winston on—like a . . . a section of the fence. 
Zowie! That’d be perfect. She’d just have to 
attach a little railing, so Winston wouldn’t fall 
off, and, he’d be all set. Mom and Dad wouldn’t 
mind about the fence. They didn’t need one 
anyway. It wasn’t like they had a goat or 
anything—even though Cleo had begged for 
one every week since summer had started.

Just as Cleo was yanking out the last nail 
attaching the section of fence to the post, her 
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mom pulled up on her scooter. 
“Our fence! The Artful-Trike!” 
“I had to, Mom. Winston’s wagon’s gone and 

so is the E.E.W. and Winston’s supposed to go to 
school with me tomorrow.”

“His wagon isn’t gone, neither is the E.E.W. 
They’re both in my studio. I used the wagon to 
bring some pottery pieces over to the kiln.” 

“Oh,” said Cleo, her eyebrows rose. She 
pointed to the tricycle wheels. “I’ll just . . . put 
these back on your arty-trike.” 

“Artful-Trike,” corrected her mom.
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Re-Act! Re-Do!
Project #5

See the light!

Make a Solar Bottle Bulb
You will need:

A 1- or 2-liter soda bottle with its cap
Sand paper
A funnel
Filtered Water
2 Tablespoons of bleach

Steps
1. Wash out the soda bottle and remove the label. 
2. Rub the outside middle of your bottle with 
sandpaper so it’s ready to install when you are.
3. Use the funnel to pour the water into the 
bottle. Fill it to almost the top, but remember to 
leave room to pour in the bleach. 
4. Once you pour in the bleach, tighten the cap 
onto the bottle.



61

This kind of bulb will refract sunlight— it 
glows when the sun shines bright and so it can 
give dark places light. 

If you’re interested in learning more or want 
to install your solar bottle bulb check out the 
website: www.literofliteusa.org
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Chapter Twelve
Stiff Competition?

After dinner Cleo finished wiring up the 
E.E.W..  It was cozy-comfy and ready for Winston.

Everything was set. Cleo had read her speech 
six times. She was sure she’d be able to read it 
in class without making a mistake, and now she 
was tired, uber tired. She couldn’t wait to close 
her eyes and go to sleep. But that’s not what 
happened. As soon as she laid her head on her 
pillow her eyes popped open. What if  I forget 
what I am supposed to say? What if my tongue 
swells up and I can’t speak? 

When morning finally came, Cleo’s eyes 
felt itchy and her arms and legs felt heavy. 
Cleo didn’t want to go school, but she had to. 
Winston was counting on her.

“Is that your turtle?” asked Kim when Cleo 
dragged Winston’s wagon up to the corner. 
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“He’s a tortoise,” said Cleo rubbing her eyes.
Kim’s brows scrunched, her lips puckered. 

“Same difference.”
“Actually, it’s a really big difference,” said 

Cleo. “Tortoises live on land and turtles . . .” 
“Spare me the details,” said Kim, holding her 

palm up to Cleo. “I don’t know of anyone who’s 
going to vote for your . . . tortoise . . .over my 
Tiffany.” 

“Hey, Cleo, hey, Winston,” said Sara coming 
from behind them.

Cleo waved and Winston looked up at Sara 
with the nearest thing to a smile that a tortoise 
can manage.

“Isn’t my Tiff-Tiff cute?” Kim held up her cat 
carrier to Sara and Cleo.

Hisss-ack, ack! 
Tiffany had backed herself into the far end 

of the carrier.
“Not really,” said Sara. 
 Albert scooted up beside them. “Your cat 

got a hair ball?” he asked Kim.
“My Tiffany? Never! You’re just making her 

nervous.” Kim turned the carrier so she could 
look into it. “It’s okay Tiff-Tiff. Don’t worry, 
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you’re going to beat that ugly turtle-wurtle.” 
While they’d been talking Emmie had come 

up the block carrying a big plastic hamster 
ball. “Meet King Richard, soon to be Humble 
Elementary School’s mascot.”

Kim shot a look over at Emmie.
“We’d better get going,” said Sara.
“Right,” said Cleo. “See you later.”
After current events, Ms. Mason was going 

to have the vote. Whoever won in their class 
would be part of the grade level vote which 
included Emmie’s hamster, King Richard and 
Jasmine’s Gecko, Calypso. The vote would take 
place after lunch. Winston and Tiffany spent 
the morning in the back of the room. The longer 
they had to wait the louder Tiffany became. By 
the time they finished current events Tiffany 
was howling. Owwwrrr, Owwwrrr.

“Kim, why don’t you go first,” said Ms. Mason. 
“Then maybe you can calm Tiffany down.” It 
looked like she had an uber bad headache. 

It was hard to hear Kim with Tiffany 
caterwauling. When Kim finally finished, 
everyone in class, except for Winston, had their 
fingers in their ears. 
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Now it was Cleo’s turn. She rolled Winston’s 
wagon to the front of the room while Kim took 
Tiffany out of her cat carrier and gave her some 
kitty snacks. Cleo got almost all the way through 
when suddenly Tiffany, who’d been swatting 
Clair’s braids, pounced on top of her head. 

“Get it off! Get it off!” screamed Clair. The 
more Kim tried to do that, the more tangled 
Tiffany got in Clair’s hair.

Finally, Ms. Mason, squirt bottle in hand, 
sprayed a jet of water just to the left of Tiffany. 
Even though only a couple of drops touched her, 
the kitten sprung straight up and then dashed 
out into the hallway. A squealing Kim chased 
behind her. 

It wasn’t the way Cleo had imagined Winston 
winning, but that’s how it happened.

The grade level vote would be next. Could 
Winston beat out King Richard?
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Chapter Thirteen
 One vote down . . .

 

“Take a picture,” said Emmie, holding up 
King Richard’s hamster ball. “Here he is, your 
new school mascot.”

“Animals aren’t allowed in the cafeteria,” 
said Sara.

“You going to snitch?” asked Emmie, leaning 
over into Sara’s face.

“Maybe,” said Sara. She gave Emmie the 
stink eye.

“Hey Emmie,” called Albert from a table 
over. “Your mom wanted me to give you this.” 
He shook a bag of chips, then tossed it to her. 
“Catch!”

Emmie caught the chips and King Richard’s 
ball slipped. It bounced, then split open. King 
Richard sped through a forest of shins. He 
careened off sneakers and bounced off boots.
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“Grab him!” yelled Emmie. 
Ms. Mason, who was just walking into 

the cafeteria, did just that. “Emmie,” she said 
straightening up. “Come out into the hall. I’d 
like to talk to you.”

Emmie returned to the lunchroom, red-eyed.
“It’s all your fault, Albert.” 
“My fault? Your mom asked me to give you 

the chips, and I did.”
“King Richard isn’t in the voting anymore,” 

said Emmie with a sniffle. “It’s up to the two 
cold-blooded creatures now.”

The grade vote was close, really close. 
Winston won by only two votes. 

But suddenly that wasn’t so important. 
“Space junk! It’s headed right for us!” 

shouted Albert, running into the auditorium. 
“What are you talking about?” asked Ms. Jarrod.
“It was orbiting around the space station last 

night. I’ve been tracking it at home, and I just 
went to check its path on NASA TV. It must’ve 
bounced off of something, and now its headed 
into our atmosphere, and unless something 
happens to change its direction, it could hit 
Humble Elementary by tomorrow afternoon!”
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Re-Act! Re-Do!
Project # 6

Recycle That!
What can you recycle? Almost everything. 

How can you help? By pitching in to collect your 
used plastics, cardboard, paper, aluminum cans, 
and glass. Just rinse them and sort them into 
bins to be picked up and recycled. At recycling 
centers, they further clean the recyclables, then 
send them to facilities,  where they can be bro-
ken down and made into new stuff. 

You can also do 
that yourself, by re-
using your leftover 
paper scraps and 
making them into 
new paper, or re-us-
ing your plastic bot-

tles to make vases, bird feeders or pencil hold-
ers. You could even make a robot out of your 
recyclables, just like Cleo! 

Check out www.notimeforflashcards.com 
for some great recycled crafting ideas. You’d be 
doing the Earth and all its creatures an uber-
iffic favor!
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Chapter Fourteen
Litter, Litter Everywhere

The vote was almost completely forgotten. 
The incoming space junk was all everyone 
could talk about. 

“Now, Albert,” said Emmie. “You want 
us to believe, that out of everywhere in the 
world, space junk is headed straight for us? 
Come on . . .” 

“Are you sure it wasn’t one of your UFOs?” 
Kim asked Albert with a sneer.

 “It’s true! If you don’t believe me log onto 
the site yourself.”

“I think that’s a good idea,” said Ms. Jarrod. 
She opened up the laptop she had resting 
on the podium. “Once everyone takes their 
seats again, and the screen is lowered, we’ll 
call up the site, and then we can see what’s 
going on.”
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An image flickered onto the screen-blue 
water and white clouds. As Ms. Jarrod zoomed in 
an announcement scrolled across the bottom of 
the screen in red print. Space debris detected-

its trajectory, the southern United States. If it’s 
tracked path remains unchanged, the sight of 
impact will be Humble, Texas. 

Everyone in the auditorium gasped. Some 
people started crying. Ms. Jarrod called for 
quiet. “They said if its path is unchanged,” 
she announced. “I’m sure NASA and the 
Department of Defense are working on a plan 
to change that.”

Her announcement quieted most of the 
teachers, and some kids. Looking around the 
auditorium, Ms. Jarrod spied Albert with both of 
his hands raised higher than his deely-boppers. 

“Yes, Albert?”
“We should do something, Ms. Jarrod, for 

our school.”
“I understand your feelings, Albert, but we 

don’t have the technology or the resources 
that NASA does. I’m sure they’re working on a 
solution, and we’ll find out about it shortly.” She 
nodded at Cleo. “Yes, Cleo?”
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“We can’t just let it happen.”
“I’m not suggesting that we do. But until we 

hear from NASA or the DoD (Department of 
Defense) we should continue with our vote.” 

All the nominees were brought up to the 
stage. 

In the running: 
Kindergarten: Hercules, a hermit crab
1st grade — Mr. Tweet, a parakeet 
2nd grade — Timothy, a white mouse 
3rd grade — Jimbo, an albino frog 
4th grade — Winston, a tortoise, and  
5th grade — Beulah, a rosy boa.
Voting was about to take place, when Ms. 

Jarrod was called to the office. 
“I bet it’s NASA,” said Albert.
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Chapter Fifteen
Set for Impact

The entire auditorium waited for Ms. Jarrod 
to come back. The school day was almost over, 
and all eyes, teachers’ and students’, were glued 
to the live footage streaming on NASA TV. But 
Ms. Jarrod was still in her office when the last 
bell finally rang. The vote would have to be put 
off.

“They will have a back-up plan, won’t they?” 
asked Albert.

“I hope so,” said Cleo, pulling Winston’s 
wagon behind her. 

“And what if they don’t?” asked Sara.
“If they don’t, then they’ll need one!  Zowie!” 

said Cleo. “And I’ve got a great idea for one!”
 Albert’s deely-boppers shimmied.
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“So, what’s your idea, Cleo?” asked Sara.
“Well, I was just thinking about how I had 

asked Ms. Mason about making the school 
mascot our recycling mascot too. Wouldn’t it be 
neat if the mascot could help save the school 
by capturing and recycling the space junk? It 
would have to be a robotic recycling mascot, 
after all, Winston can’t go into space.”

“That’d be cosmic,” said Albert. “But how?”
“Well I don’t have it all planned out, yet, but  

. . . Albert, is your rocket ready to launch?”
“You betcha!” said Albert.
“Sara, is your go-cart ready to roll?”
“It’s good to go!”
“Okay, come over to my house after dinner, 

and we’ll put my plan into action.”
Albert clapped his hands. “I don’t know what 

you’re thinking exactly, but I bet it’s going to be 
a blast!” 

“Cleo’s ideas always are,” said Sara. 

Cleo was tired from tugging Winston’s 
wagon all the way home, but that was 
nothing compared to how Winston felt. His 
day had been filled with new faces, sounds, 
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and smells—a big difference from his daily 
routine. 

As soon as Cleo let down the back of his 
wagon, Winston trudged into his dome for a nap.

In the Re-Act-Shack, Cleo got right down to 
it. She had to make sure she had everything she 
needed for her plan to work. 

Must-Have Stuff for a Robotic Recycler:
— a metal garbage can
— rolling caster wheels (the one’s from Dad’s  
    office chair would be perfect) 
— a circuit board (she always made sure to have  
     at least one of those) 
— servos and resistors
— a remote
— a battery pack
— wire (Thanks, Ms. Mason!)

It was all the basic thing-a-majig, whoosey-
what-sis, doodad-ish kind of stuff she always 
had around. But, Cleo had to hurry if she was 
going to have anything ready by the time Sara 
and Albert got there. She was just tightening 
up the last bolt when Albert showed up.
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“Your Mom told me to bring you out your 
dinner,” said Albert handing Cleo a covered 
plate.

“Thanks,” said Cleo taking it from him.
“I’m starving!”
Sara came up behind them.  “Is that a robotic 

tortoise?”
“It’s Winston II— Robotic Recycler.”
“Super cosmic!” said Albert.
“I left my rocket next to your porch Want me to 

bring it in?”
“Absitively. And Sara, you brought the go-

cart, right?” asked Cleo.
“You know I did. But what do you need it 

for?”
“To drive Winston II to school.”
“Hey, good idea!”
 “Are we going to do what I think we’re going 

to do?” asked Albert.
“What do you think we’re going to do?”
“Shoot Winston II into space and collect the 

space junk.”
“Zowie! You’ve guessed it!”
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Re-Act! Re-Do!
Project # 7 

There’s a lot to see on NASA TV! 

Check out NASA’s Kids Club, watch astro-
nauts on the ISS International Space Station, 
and get a load of all the space junk surrounding 
our earth. There’s a lot to see on NASA TV! 
www.nasa.gov/mission_pages/station/news/
orbital_debris.html 

and 

www.youtube.com/watch?v=3KBHaFcg024
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Chapter Sixteen
Here they come to save the day!

“It’s a good thing you put in that cool solar 
bottle bulb,” said Sara. “It really lights up the 
Re-Act Shack. We’d never be able to get this 
finished without it.”

“It is cool,” said Cleo. “Go ahead, touch it!”
Sara climbed the stepstool. “Wow—it is!” 
“Now just a few more bolts and . . . Mission 

Complete!” said Albert. “Tomorrow we’ll save 
the world!”

“That’s the plan,” said Cleo as she locked up 
the Re-Act Shack. 

“There’s my mom,” said Sara.  She turned 
and waved.  “See you in the morning.”

 Albert looked up into the night sky. “It’s so 
quiet, like nothing’s going on up there, but so 
much is happening. We just can’t see it. Cosmic—
isn’t it?” 



82

 

“It is, Albert. Uber-cosmic.”
The next morning was gray. Storm clouds 

were off in the distance. It wasn’t the usual 
weather for the end of August.

Cleo went to say goodbye to Winston. “I’ll see 
you later. I’ll let you know how robotic you does.”

Winston munched his lettuce.
School was closed, but Cleo and Albert had 

gotten up early to get there and set up Winston 
II. It took all the muscle they had to lift Winston 
II into the wagon. Most of him fit, but some bits 
stuck out on the sides. Then they hitched him to 
Sara’s go-cart. If only there were a hill, thought 
Cleo. But there wasn’t. They had to push and 
coast, push and coast. By the time they were 
half-way there, they were winded. They hit the 
brake on the go-cart, and it slowed it to a stop. 

“Do you think the weather could change the 
space junk’s path?” asked Cleo.

“It could,” said Albert. “It’s not likely, but it 
could.”

In the quiet of early morning their voices 
echoed, but that was nothing compared to what 
was coming around the corner. 

AWOOGA! AWOOGA! It was Z.Z. riding his 
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old-fashioned motorcycle with its sidecar.  He 
pulled up beside them. “Hey I was looking for 
you.” He held up Cleo’s heating element. “I told 
you I’d high-tail it over.”

Lifting his goggles he peered at Winston II.  
“What exactly are you up to?”

“We have to get this to school,” said Cleo.
“School’s closed,” said Z.Z..
“Well, not for us—we’re supposed to bring 

this there.”
“You can’t fool Z.Z.. No projects are due when 

school’s closed due to space junk—what gives?”
“This is Winston II. He’s our back-up plan. 

He’s a robotic recycler that can rocket into 
space, capture the space junk, and save the 
school. Sara, Albert, and I built him”

“Hmmm . . . well I’m all for back-up plans. You 
never know, right? So, I’m guessing you need 
help getting him to where he’s supposed to be.”

Z.Z.’s smile was wider than his face. “I’ll attach 
it to my new tow hook. So who wants to sit in the 
sidecar and who wants to steer the cart?”

Sara was waiting at school for Albert and 
Cleo when they drove up. 

“Wow! Can I have a ride?” she asked.
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Z.Z. bowed. “Anytime, my lady,” he said, 
“especially for someone who builds a first rate 
go-cart like that one. But right now I believe we 
have a delivery to make.” 

He helped them get Winston II to the 
playground. 

“Albert, did you bring the printout of the 
space junk’s path?” asked Cleo.

“You know I did. I stayed up all night working 
on it.” Albert was programming the coordinates 
of the rocket’s flight into his laptop when Ms. 
Jarrod, Ms. Mason, and a man they’d never seen 
before came out of the building.

“Hey, that’s a rocket!” said the man.
“Yup,” said Albert. He looked over at Cleo 

and rolled his eyes.
“Hello, Mr. Zappa. What are you doing here?” 

asked Ms. Jarrod.
“I’m just the delivery man,” said Z.Z. raising 

his hands palms out toward Ms. Jarrod.
Ms. Mason eyed their invention.
“We’ve built Winston II, a rocketing, 

robotic recycler,” said Cleo. “He’s programmed 
and ready.”

“Ready for what?” asked Ms. Mason.
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“His mission is to launch, capture the space 
junk, save our school and return to earth in 
Emerson Lake. Awesome plan—right?!” said 
Albert.

“That’d certainly be an impressive feat. Let 
me introduce myself; I’m Mr. Johnson. I’m a 
scientist with NASA. My team and I have been 
working on ways to get rid of space junk for 
a long time. I want to thank you for working 
so hard to help us out. But I think we have 
everything under control,” he said with a smile. 

“Better safe than sorry,” said Sara. “That’s 
what my Grammy says.”

Mr. Johnson frowned.
“You three should be at home where you’ll 

be safer,” said Ms. Jarrod. “Mr. Zappa, would you 
be able to take them home?”

“Yes, I’m sure their parents are worried 
about them,” said Ms. Mason. “Albert,” she said 
peering at him. “Does your mother know where 
you are?”

“This is our school too,” said Albert, his 
deely-boppers wagging. “If something goes 
wrong you’re going to need a back-up plan—
and that’s us.”
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Cleo nodded. “Ms. Jarrod, you always tell us 
to have a plan B when we want to accomplish 
our goals.” 

It was Ms. Jarrod’s turn to roll her eyes. “I 
do say that, don’t I.”  She held her chin between 
her thumb and forefinger. “Well, I tell you 
what, come inside and we’ll call your parents 
and let them know where you are. While that’s 
happening, perhaps Mr. Johnson will be kind 
enough to show you his team’s plan to deflect 
the space junk to a safer impact area. After that, 
Mr. Zappa, I’d appreciate it if you could give 
them a ride home.”

“Mom!” screeched Emmie stomping out of 
the building. “They have all those big screens 
and they won’t let me play my computer game 
on one of them.”

“She’s here?” said Albert. 
The three swapped are-you-kidding-me 

stares. 
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Chapter Seventeen
Fingers Crossed

The inside of the school looked like a space 
movie. The kind where everyone is wearing 
headsets and are staring at TV screens and 
saying things like, “Mission Control, come in, 
Saturn V.”

“Okay, kids,” said Mr. Johnson. “Over here 
we’re monitoring the path of the debris.” He 
stopped behind two people whose eyes were 
glued to four screens. Mr. Johnson pointed to 
another two people whose monitors were filled 
with long math problems. “Ms. Delta and Mr. 
Finn are figuring out its changing speed as it 
enters the Earth’s atmosphere.” 

“And lastly, Mr. Jones and Ms. Murray have 
the very important task of launching the 
deflector.” They didn’t turn or look away from 
their computers.
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“Mr. Johnson,” said Ms. Delta. “Its speed is 
increasing. The expected impact is now within 
30 minutes. Here are our calculations.”

Mr. Johnson’s eyes traveled over all of 
the monitors. He handed the printout to the 
people in charge of the deflector. “Input these 
coordinates and begin the launch.” 

“Come on, kids; you too, Emmie.” Ms. Mason 
steered them toward the principal’s office. 
Albert was walking super slow. Aside from 
wanting to stay far away from Emmie, he was 
trying to hear what was going on.

“Sir, the deflector seems to be stuck,” said Ms. 
Murray. “It’s moving 15 degrees into position, 
but then its returning to its start point.”

“It sounds like there’s something in its way,” 
said Albert, already at Ms. Murray’s side, his 
deely-doppers swaying. 

He pointed to the screen. “What’s that? It 
looks like a rock or something . . .”

Ms. Murray peered at the monitor. “He’s 
right!”

After everyone rushed over to where Albert 
stood, Mr. Johnson’s eyes darted from the screen 
to Albert, Cleo, and Sara. 
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“Even if he’s right—there’s no time to re-
move it.” said Mr. Johnson.  “That robotic recy-
cler you have outside, you said it was ready to 
launch, capture the space junk, and land in Em-
erson’s lake. You sure about that?”

Silently the three of them nodded. 
“I have to say something,” said Ms. Mason 

looking from Cleo to Mr. Johnson. “Cleo’s 
inventions usually don’t work.”

Mr. Johnson glanced over at Ms. Mason. 
“These kids’ invention could be our only chance. 
We’ll take a look at it and decide.”

 “Murray, Jones, and you kids, come with me. 
We don’t have time to waste!”

“This is crazy,” said Emmie. “Nothing Cleo 
invents works and Albert—he believes in 
aliens.”

After checking out Winston II, Mr. Johnson, 
Mr. Jones, and Ms. Murray gave it the thumbs 
up, then Mr. Jones connected its circuitry with 
their monitors. 

“Nice job, kids,” said Mr. Jones. 
“Incredible job,” said Ms. Murray. “Now let’s 

get it launched.”
Inside they watched the screens as Winston 
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II was readied for launch.
“It’s not going to work,” snorted Emmie.
Mr. Johnson’s voice boomed over hers. “5 . . 

.4 . . . 3 . . . 2 . . . 1 . . . Blast off!”
Winston II zoomed up into the sky. On the 

monitors it looked as if the space junk would 
crash right into it. 

“See, told you,” sniped Emmie. 
Then Winston II’s shell opened and his 

robotic arm reached out and clamped onto the 
space junk as it raced toward him. He pulled it 
back inside and his shell closed over it. 

“Yes!” shouted Cleo and Albert at the same 
time. 

“We did it!” said Sara.
Emmie crossed her arms in front of her. 

“Hmph!” 
“Hold on,” said Mr. Johnson. “It’s not over ‘til 

it’s over.” 
“We still have re-entry and splash down to 

get through,” said Ms. Murray.
Mr. Finn handed them another sheet full of 

calculations.
Ms. Murray got busy right away entering the 

numbers into her computer. “We have to get 
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it to turn 45 degrees in order for it to splash 
down in the center of the lake.”

The room was hushed as everyone watched 
the screens. Would it work? wondered Cleo. 
Please turn, please turn.
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Chapter Eighteen
Mission Accomplished!

“It’s turning!” shouted Albert.
Emmie stared, her mouth open wide. 
“Your drooling,” said Albert. 
Winston II’s parachute opened, and he 

splashed down right in the middle of Emerson 
Lake. 

“It worked!” shouted Cleo.
“It couldn’t have?!” said Emmie shaking her 

head. 
Albert fist pumped the air. “We did it!”
Sara spun around. “Whoo-hoo!”
“Hip-Hip-Hooray! Cleo, Albert, Sara, and 

Winston II saved the day!” shouted Ms. Mason.
“Mother?!” exclaimed Emmie.
 “Good job, all around,” said Mr. Johnson.
Ms. Jarrod smiled from ear-to-ear. “I’m so 

proud and thankful for what you’ve done. You 
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three and Winston II saved our school.”
 “Cleo,” said Ms. Mason, “I’m sorry I doubted 

your inventions.” 
“It’s okay, Ms. Mason.”
By the afternoon, the news was all over 

Humble. 

The next morning, Ms. Jarrod called a special 
assembly. “Cleo, Sara, Albert and Winston II, 
please come up on stage.” The whole school 
clapped. 

Ms. Jarrod cleared her throat. “Everyone at 
Humble Elementary, the students, teachers, 
parents and especially myself and Ms. Mason, 
would like to recognize your inventiveness  and 
bravery in building Winston II and saving our 
school!” There was more applause. “We also 
have some unfinished business to take care 
of. This morning I met with all the nominees 
and their owners, except for Cleo and Winston. 
Everyone is in agreement that Winston II 
deserves to become Humble Elementary 
School’s Recycling Mascot. 

The audience broke out into cheers and 
whoops. 
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“Winston II, he saved our school!” shouted 
Sara. 

“This is cosmic!” shouted Albert.
 “Zowie,” said Cleo. It was more than she ever 

expected or dreamed. They were all cheering 
for her, Albert, and Sara. And Ms. Mason was 
the loudest. Winston II had won, which meant 
in a way Winston had, too. Cleo couldn’t wait to 
get home to tell Winston all about it. 
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