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PART 1 
VIRTUAL REALITY 

 

 

October to November 
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THE SCIENCE AND THE    

 FUTURE   CONTEST 

 

         (AS TOLD BY LIZZY) 

 
 

Neddy came rushing into the house screaming, "Lizzy, Lizzy, Lizzy, we HAVE to enter this 

contest.  If we win, we can take Grandpa to the moon, just like heôs always dreamed of!!!! 

She's waving these pieces of paper and trying to catch her breath.  
  

"Oh,  zip it ," I yelled, shooting her my meanest look.  "Can't you see I'm doing my 

homework." 
 

"But, but..... but, Lizzy," she begged, "you've got to see this. There's this big contest, and we 

can enter with Milo and VC, and we can win, and we can go to the moon." 
 

I dropped what I was doing.  "Ok, I'm listening," I said.  "Calm down and show me what you're 

yelling about!  As I read through the announcement, and listened to Neddy frantically 

explaining how she thought we could win the contest, I had an image in my head. All of us 

were buckled into seats in the rocket ship, one on top of the other, with Grandpa on the top. 

But only Grandpaôs head with his wizard cap could be seen through the window as we 

launched into space.  
 

Her idea is either totally wacko or totally brilliant.  I don't know which.  I decided to write 

down what happened. 

. . . . . . 
This all started about three weeks ago.  Neddy is my pain in the you-know-what little sister.  

She's eleven and in sixth grade, two years behind me.  I only got to have a year and a half 

without her following me around.  What were my mom and dad thinking, having a second kid? 
 

There're really two Neddys, her usual self, 'Neddy the Nerd' and her sometime self, 'Neddy the 

Nice.'  'Nerd' drives me crazy, picks fights with me, steals my clothes, embarrasses me at 

school for being so spacey and pays no attention to the rules. 'Nice' is fun to play with, and we 

both love soccer, so we kick the ball around.  Sometimes she has great ideas, sometimes she 

helps me with breaking the rules, which I almost never do, except for Mom's rules which I 

always break, and most times she is my ally against Mom and Dad.  When she is not 

daydreaming, 'Nice' also is good with colors and loves fashions, so sometimes she helps me 

with shopping for new clothes, which I am not good at, and really don't like doing. 
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Anyways,  Neddy is kind of a science nerd.   She loves space and can tell you anything about 

the moon, like stuff brought back by the astronauts. These things are seriously boring to most 

of us kids, but Neddy loves it. 
 

Most of the time in school, Neddy daydreams and stares off into space, and is lost in her own 

world. Itôs moments like these that Iôm embarrassed to be her sister.  She gets teased a lot by 

her classmates, and mostly by the class bully, Richie Ellis. Richie has come up with a bunch of 

mean names for Neddy, like Space Cadet, Spacey, Space Ship Challenged,  Space Station,  

Looney Probe,.... The list goes on and on.  
 

This one time, her science teacher had the class discussing space travel and she asked each of 

the kids, ñif you could go to the moon, what is the one thing you would love most?ò  
 

ñFloating in space", was Neddyôs answer. She said that Richie whispered loud enough so that 

everyone would hear, ñof course, that would be Spacey's favorite thing.ò 
 

It didnôt help her reputation when she came to school with toilet paper in her hair after un-

mummifying the tree in our front yard the day after Halloween.  Richie had the whole school 

calling her 'Hairy Potty.' 
 

Usually Grandpa can cheer her up. When the kids teased Neddy about the toilet paper in her 

hair, he told Neddy, ñyou think Albert Einstein cared about how his hair looked?ò  Neddy 

loves anything about science, so Einstein goes a long way with her, as he is like the all time 

science genius.  Grandpa showed her a picture of Einstein with his hair all wild and twisted 

like on a cave man. "You think Einstein cared what other people said about his hair?  

No,ébecause he had his mind on other things.  BIG THINGS! Like the working of the 

universeéwhere we came from. Deep stuff. And youôre like him, Neddy,éyou are thinking of 

important stuff too."    
   

Grandpa's pep talks usually work with Neddy, but two days after the toilet paper incident, I 

heard her crying in bed in the room we share. ñOk, spit it out!ò I demanded.   
 

Sniffling, Neddy admitted, "I'm tired of being 'Hairy Potty' and 'Looney Probe.'   

I don't want to go to school anymore.  I do everything wrong, and I always get laughed at, so 

whatôs the point?ò  
 

Usually nothing really gets to Neddy.  She just shrugs off all the laughing.  But the teasing was 

finally getting to her.  Richie and the other kids were killing her spirit.  Nobody gets to bully 

my sister except me.  "Look," I said, hugging her,  "you're a great kid and you have great ideas.  

How about entering the Science Fair that they're having at school.  You could show up the rest 

of those lame kids by winning. You could show them that being a nerd has advantages."  

Anyways, this idea seemed to interest her, and the Science Fair was just a week away. 
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. . . . . . 
  

Nothing could wipe the smile off Neddyôs face as she worked all week on the submission, 

showing it to me now and then for my approval.  On the following Sunday, the day before it 

was due, she called me over to her desk and unveiled the project by removing a blanket. "Ta 

da," she announced with a huge grin and a bow as she revealed three incredible posters. "My 

project is called 'The Life of a Star.'   I made these posters of the birth, life and death of a star."  

 

"I found lots of pictures to use on the NASA Picture of the Day web site," she said.  "They put 

up pictures every day taken from the Hubble Space Telescope  and other satellites and 

telescopes. I found two unusual pictures of a 'Star Factory,'  and a 'Supernova Star Explosion'.  

And I have a picture of our Sun in the middle.  Together, they tell about the life of a star.  The 

Star Factory is a region of space where new stars like our sun are born by gathering up 

hydrogen gas.  The middle poster of the Sun shows a star after it was born where the hydrogen 

is being burned to produce light and heat for the planets.  And, the Supernova Star Explosion is 

how big stars die when they have used up all their hydrogen and explode in a blaze of glory.  I 

hope that doesn't happen to the Sun any time soon."   
 

"Wow," I said to give her confidence,  "this looks really cool.  I like it.  I bet you'll win."   

. . . . . . 
And win she did! Neddy won for the entire school, and two weeks later entered the 

Connecticut-wide Science Fair at the Convention Center and won that too!  Which, brings us to 

today. . .  

 

. . . where she is screaming, "Lizzy, Lizzy, Lizzy, we're going to the moon with Grandpa."  

Sheôs all worked up as she describes meeting the mysterious Dr. Chokey, Dr. Q for short. "He 

was one of the judges.  He runs this big company, and his company is going to take people to 

the moon.  And they're having this big contest for kids all over the country, and if we win, we 

can go too." 
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I look back at the 

announcement.  "His 

name is Quixote," I said 

with a laugh, "not 

Chokey.  That would be 

more like Kwix-oat-he." 
 

"Whatever," she says.  

"Anyway, Dr. Q said 

that only a  team of 

family members can 

enter the contest, like 

sisters and brothers and 

cousins of up to four 

kids.  And you can have 

one adult as coach.  The 

kids have to be less than 

13 by the end of this 

year.  So there are you 

and me and VC and 

Milo.  That would be the 

four.  Milo is smart and 

VC is really good with 

computers. And Grandpa 

could be the coach.  

Grandpa is really smart, 

and I think that it would 

cheer him up.   He has 

been kind of sad since he 

got fired.  It is a perfect 

team."    
 

"Neddy, it's not so perfect," I argued.  "The only person I fight with as much as you, is Milo."  

Milo  is our cousin.  He is 13 like me, and we're in the 8th grade at King Philip Middle School.  

He looks a little like Justin Bieber, so the girls in our class think he's cute.  But he thinks all 

girls are annoying,  most of all me.   "He is not going to want to cooperate with us," I said.   
 

"But he cooperates with us when we go hiking and camping," replied Neddy. 
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"Yeah," I agreed, "he does cooperate sometimes. And he knows how to do research on the 

internet because of his sneaker obsession."  He's got a collection of over 30 sneakers in all 

styles and has done lots of research about sneakers.  "Well, even though he's not as smart as 

me, he's pretty smart, so we probably could use him on the team." 
 

"And, you're right about VC," I said.  "She would be a great team member.  She's the only one 

I don't fight with."  VC is also our cousin.  Her name is Victoria Clair, but everyone calls her 

VC.  She's 12 and in 7th grade.  She's a great swimmer and wins lots of races against much 

bigger kids. And she has good manners, especially around grownups.  She's not like Neddy and 

me and my brother who Grandpa calls the 'Barbarians.'  "Maybe VC's good manners will help 

us when we have to present our stuff to the judges." 
 

 "Yeah," added Neddy with a smirk.  "But her good manners are just for show.  Whenever we 

have a bad word contest, VC knows as many bad words as the rest of us put together." 
 

"Actually more," I agreed, "because she knows them in French, too."  
 

"I think VC could make a good spy," I said.  "Remember when she organized that plot to 

embarrass Max Wildon."  Max was one of the school bullies.  VC organized a surveillance 

team of Neddy and me and some other kids who have been Max's victims.  We kept track of 

him and took pictures and videos when we could.   
 

"That was great," said Neddy between giggles.  "We got a picture of him smoking under the 

bleachers at a school soccer game and a video of him stealing one of the sixth grader's lunches.  

VC left a copy of the picture in the Principal's mailbox and posted the video on YouTube.   

Everyone in school saw it and Max was pretty embarrassed." 
 

I looked again at the stuff Neddy had brought home.  "The contest is about Science and the 

Future," I summarized.  "There are two parts.  The first is the Regionals, where we compete 

against other teams in New England.  We have to come up with an 'Invention for the Future.'  

If we win the Regionals, we get to compete in the finals for the moon trip."  
  

"And, you're right, Neddy,"  I agreed.  "Grandpa, would be a great coach for the contest."  

Grandpa loves science and has a Ph.D. in physics.   He once told me that the best job he ever 

had was working for NASA on the space program when he first got out of school.   But he 

never would tell me about why he left.  Grandma wouldn't say anything either.  It's been kinda 

like a dark secret.  Since NASA, Grandpa has been a middle school science teacher, and in his 

spare time, a  computer programmer and inventor.   
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But, Grandpa is retired from teaching now.  Everyone says he was actually fired.  Until last 

year, he taught eighth grade science at my Middle School.  All the kids said he was great and I 

was looking forward to having him as a teacher.  Anyway,  this one day, Grandpa was giving a 

lesson on Galileo's Experiment where you drop two objects that have different weights and 

show that they reach the ground at the same time.  That shows that all objects have the same 

acceleration due to gravity. That's different from what people believed at that time.  
  

Well, the class was doing the 

experiment using a 

watermelon and a tennis ball, 

which they were dropping 

out the window of our 

second floor classroom. The 

watermelon was supposed to 

land in this big box lined 

with soft pillows.  The kids 

were doing repeat 

experiments and everything 

was going great.  But this 

one boy had really bad aim 

with the watermelon.  He 

missed the pillows and hit 

the pavement.  And that happened just as our principal, who we call Dr. Evil, was coming out 

of the building.  Well, Dr. Evil got covered with watermelon pieces and that day it was decided 

that Grandpa would, like, 'retire'.  He has been kind of sad since then. 
 

"And you know what else," I added.   "Grandpa would love the chance to go into space.  And, 

it would definitely cheer him up." 
 

"But let's keep this a secret from Grandpa for now," said Neddy.  "Let's enter the Regionals, 

and if we are Regional finalists when they make the announcement in June, we surprise 

Grandpa then." 
 

"Good idea," I agreed.  "There's no need to get his hopes up on a long shot.  So, we'll do it.  It 

would be so cool to go for a space ride."  Plus it wouldn't hurt Neddy to make good use of her 

nerdyness.  Improving her image would help us both. 
 

And picking up on my thought, Neddy added,  "yeah,  I'll show those kids what Spacey can do 

when I win.  Plus, this will be the most amazing gift to Grandpa, ever."  

 

I suggested, "why don't you talk to Milo, because he likes you better.  I'll  talk to VC."     
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"Ok", said Neddy smirking, "but he likes you a lot better since the .. ah..incident on the 

playground with Richie." 
 

"Whoa," I said and punched her, "you had to bring that up again?  Ok, I'll talk to Milo, you ask 

VC." 
 

Neddy and I spent the next hour looking over all the rules for the contest.  Our team would fit 

the contest objectives really well, since the contest required both inventing, doing science and 

making presentations.  Milo and Neddy and I are really good at the science part.  Neddy is also 

good at art and would help a lot with material for the presentations.  VC is good with 

computers and would be really good at organizing the presentations. 

. . . . . . 
"Hi Milo," I called when I found him at school,  "there's something I want to ask you." 
 

 "Hey Lizard," said Milo.  He liked to call me Lizard or Dizzy to make me mad.  But I wasn't 

taking the bait.  "You can ask, but I probably won't do it." 
 

I knew he was going to be trouble.  Milo has been a royal pain in the butt since first grade.  He 

argues with me about everything.  Actually, he argues with anyone about everything,  period.  

He just likes to argue and he gives everyone nicknames they hate.  Like, he calls me Lizard or 

Dizzy.  He's kind of stuck up and thinks he's the smartest kid in our grade, which is so totally 

not true.  I'm the smartest, I get better grades and, also, I beat him all the time in races. 
   

I decided to give it my best shot.  "There's something really fantastic we can do together," I 

began.  "We need you, and you and me need to cooperate." I told him about the contest and 

how we could make Grandpa's dream come true.  "I know we are always competing, trying to 

be the smartest in the class.  But think of what the two smartest kids could do if we worked 

together."  I handed him the contest announcement and rules.  "We really need you," I pleaded. 

"Please take a look at this.  And if you agree to join, I will totally cooperate."  
 

After looking over the stuff he changed his attitude. "Wow, this could be awesome," he said, 

smiling.  "Designing the best Invention for the Future for the Regional contest is very 

interesting.  And a trip to the moon would be awesome if we win the Finals. Ok, Lizzy, I am 

in, but remember, you have to cooperate."  
 

I explained, "We've gotta come up with an idea that is new, and say how it would work and do 

some sort of demonstration of the concept.  Wow, what would I like to see in the future?" 
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Hi Kids.  I am Grandpa, or G-Pa as Milo likes to call me, or Papa as VC 
calls me.  I hope you enjoyed reading Lizzy's chapter.  You may not know 
about all the things that Lizzy talked about in her chapter, as well as things 
in the chapters to come.  So, I decided to provide some extra information 
just in case there is something you would like to know more about.  
Throughout the book,  I underlined and printed in blue some of those 
things.  Just click on the blue topic and you are taken to the end of the 
book where I tell more about the topic.  
 
Now, I have a question for you.  What would you pick for the most 
unusual things in space? 
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THE INVENTION BOUNCE 

      (AS TOLD BY MILO) 
 

 

My name is Milo, and I agreed to be the only boy working with 3 girls on this team.  
Did I make a mistake?  I donno.  We'll see. I also agreed to tell part of the story, so 
here goes.  I am using a different type face, so you don't confuse what I say with what 
Lizzy says.  Although, I don't think that can happen. 
 
I wasn't so sure about joining the team when Lizzy asked me.  Neddy and VC are ok, 
but Lizzy drives me nuts.  Lizzy and I have been fighting with each other since first 
grade.  She thinks she's so smart, but mostly she's a royal pain. Like, she always has 
her hand up to answer questions in school.  I know the answers, and I have my hand 
up too.  But Lizzy has that stupid dimple in the middle of her cheek when she smiles 
that makes the teachers think she's so sweet. So, they call on her.  Well the teachers 
don't think she's so sweet since she got suspended for fighting in school.  But that's 
another story that I'll tell you about later. 
 

Lizzy's like Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde in the old horror movie.  One minute she's nice, 
and the next minute I think she's going to scratch my eyes out. She's so competitive.  
She wants to win at everything.  I've got to stop letting her beat me in races.  
 

But a trip to the moon would be totally awesome.  And I've got to admit Lizzy is smart 
and creative, and will be good for the team.    And she promised to be totally 
cooperative.   Ha, Ha, we'll see about that.  And I like the idea of doing it for G-Pa, 
which is what I call Grandpa.  So, I agreed to join the team.  
  
And here is how we came up with our great invention.   

. . . . . . 
During the winter holiday, we all got together for a meeting.  I took charge.  Lizzy didn't 
like that so much.   
 

"Why should you take charge," said Lizzy with one of her angry stares? 
 

"Because I'm the oldest," I said, staring right back. 
 

"Whoa," said Lizzy.  "But you're only 3 months older, and besides I get better grades." 
We continued staring at each other. Then she remembered her promise to be 
cooperative. "Oh, go ahead, be in charge,"  she grunted in defeat. 
 

"OK," I said, "let's hear the invention ideas." 
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"We should invent a Flying Car," said VC, as she ran around the room with her arms 
out to demonstrate.  
  

"I wanna do time travel.  I wanna Time Machine," added Lizzy. 
 

Neddy said, "I wanna Fashion Machine to design my own clothes and then it would 
manufacture them right then and there." 
 

"How about a Teletransporter like on Star Trek,"  I suggested.  "Beam me up Scotty.  
That would really be awesome." 
 

"How about this for cool," said VC, "a Brain Machine that you wear on your head when 
you go to sleep, and when you wake up, you know a new language, like French." 
 

"Or all your multiplication tables," added Neddy.  "Or history and science facts." 
 

We went back and forth for about an hour like this and made a list of all the best 
ideas. We included ideas for a Medical Cure Scanner and an Anti Gravity Machine.   
"Let's show these to G-Pa and see what he thinks," I suggested.   

. . . . . . 
 

Lizzy and I met with G-Pa the next day. "Hi G-Pa," I said, as I handed him the list.  
"Lizzy and I are working on a school project, and we need to come up with ideas for 
inventions for the future.  What do you think of this list of ideas?  Pretty awesome, 
huh?"   We didn't tell him about the contest, because we wanted to keep the trip 
around the moon a secret. 
 

After reading our list, G-Pa says, "an invention is more than just an idea.  You have to 
say how you are going to do it.  And I don't know how to make a time machine or 
teletransporter.  Do you?  You need to invent something that can actually be made." 
 

After leaving G-Pa, Lizzy and I were pretty bummed and we had a fight.  "Well, your 
teletransporter idea was stupid," she growled.  "And stop calling everything awesome.  
I hate it." 
 

"No more stupid than your time machine," I shot back.  "I really don't want to work with 
you, Lizard.  And stop saying everything is 'cool'" 
 

"Whoa,"  she yelled.  "the feeling is mutual."  And she stomped away. 
 

Girls!!!  They are useless and clueless!!! 
 

. . . . . . 
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A week later, I got a brainstorm 
for an invention.  I texted Lizzy 
saying I had an idea and she 
should look at a picture I posted 
on Facebook. She looked and 
texted back and we agreed to 
have a team meeting the 
following day to try and work 
together on the idea. 
 

We met after school, and I 
explained my concept of a 
Teletransporter invention that 
would actually work.  "What if we don't actually travel," I explained.  "What if we do 
virtual reality travel.  There are some neat virtual reality web sites. The picture I posted 
on Facebook for Second Life is just one of them."  And I showed them the screen 
shot.  
 

I continued, "the web sites create a virtual reality world that you can enter.   You pick 
someone that you want to be, and pick a face and a body and clothes and a name for 
that person.  It represents you in the virtual world, kinda like in a video game when 
you control the action of one of the characters. You enter that world as an avatar. The 
avatar represents you, like in the picture.  A girl could have a boy avatar or grown 
woman avatar if she wanted.  You can talk to other avatars who represent other 
people that are on line at the same time and are in the same virtual space."   
 
"G-Pa took me to see the movie 'Avatar'," I said.  "These scientists enter the world on 
another planet as avatars and can mix with the native people, who were like 10 feet 
tall, and talk to them in their language.  It was really awesome.  That's what got me to 
thinking." 
 

"Anyway, here's my idea," I said.  Instead of entering an imaginary world as an avatar, 
you enter a virtual representation of a real place.  Like, I want to travel to Pisa to see 
the Leaning Tower, so I type in the location where I wanna go and the web site 
creates that virtual world for the real place.  Google has maps and street scenes from 
all around the world, so those could be used to create my virtual destination.  So, I can 
virtual teletransport myself to any place I wanna go and walk around and see the 
sights.  What do you think?" 
 

That's a great Idea," said Lizzy. "Fantastic!!"  And then this really awesome bouncing 
thing happened.  The idea bounced from one of us to another getting better with each 
bounce.  First Lizzy's bounce.  "It doesn't have to be a place that exists today, Milo. I 
could have my Time Machine idea, too.   I could also type in a date with the place, so I 
could visit Pisa in, like, 1600."   
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The next bounce was from VC.  "And, instead of talking to other people who are on-
line, we could talk to people that live there.  The people could respond to our 
comments and questions like Siri does on my iPhone." 
 

And then a bounce to 
Neddy added an awes... 
fantastic piece.  "You 
could also talk to famous 
people that lived in Pisa," 
she said.  "Remember 
about Galileo and his 
famous gravity 
experiment, dropping 
objects from the Leaning 
Tower. That was the same 
experiment that Grandpa 
was running when the 
watermelon exploded on 
Dr Evil.   Galileo was 
smart enough not to use a 
watermelon.  Well, we 
could visit with Galileo, and the computer would allow him to answer our questions.  
What he says would be based on all the known historical and scientific facts.  We 
could visit him by entering his name and let the program pick the date, or we could 
enter the date too."   
  

"And we could have a Smartphone app," added VC.  "It would allow people to talk to 
the historical person on the phone if you want a quick answer to a question." 

. . . . . . 
So. we had our idea, and we spent the next several months writing it up.  We called it 
The Beamer © (Copyright © 2014 by TheBeamer, LLC) because it was like 
teletransporting in the Star-Trek movies where Mr. Spock says,  'beam me up Scotty.'   
We couldn't build the Beamer, but we knew what was needed to do it. We needed 
technology to create the screens with the avatars, like what is used for Second Life or 
game programs.  We needed software that translates speech to text and an artificial 
intelligence program like Siri to respond to the text question with a spoken answer.  
We made pictures and diagrams to explain the Beamer using a visit with Galileo in 
Pisa, with the three girls as avatars, as the example.  And that was our entry for the 
Regionals.  
 

On March 31st,  we got together and looked over our stuff for one last time and then 
emailed it to the contest people.  "I really hope we make the finals," I said.  "I want to 
go into space and it would be awesome to get the trip for G-Pa.  Our invention rocks."  
And we did high fives. 
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Our invention is really awesome.  And Lizzy and I managed to get along while we did 
the inventing.  The important thing that I found out was that by cooperating, we came 
up with a better idea than any one of us could've come up with by ourselves.  I came 
up with the original idea, but the team helped make something much better.  An idea 
can bounce around from one person to another and get more awesome with each 
bounce.   And  that's  how  we came up with our  invention.  It worked, because for the  
first time Lizzy and I were actually cooperating. Together with the other kids we 
produced something really, really, spectacular awesome.   

. . . . . . 
 
I promised to tell you the story about how Lizzy got suspended from school.  Some of 
it I saw, and some of it I learned from other kids.  Here's how it happened. 
 
Neddy was having trouble in school because of her daydreaming.  She was in her 6th 
grade class doing just that when Mrs. Swift asked, "Neddy, please tell the class, what 
is Photosynthesis?"  I had Mrs. Swift in 6th grade.  She's the hottest teacher in school 
with long blond hair and a great smile. The kid in the next desk poked Neddy to bring 
her back to reality.  Realizing she'd been asked a question, and remembering they'd 
been discussing how energy from the sun was produced, she said, "nuclear fusion."   
The class cracked up. Mrs. Swift rolled her eyes and went on to another kid.  
 

At recess, Richie Ellis, who's the worst student in the class and has been Neddy's 
personal bully since first grade, started teasing Neddy.  He loved to see someone 
besides him get into trouble.  He taunted her by calling her "Space Cadet."   Some of 
the other kids started chanting "Space Cadet, Space Cadet, Space Cadet."  Neddy 
ran out of the playground in tears and headed for the library.  
  

Lizzy and I saw what happened.  Lizzy 
decided to do something.   No one can 
bully Lizzy's sister except Lizzy.  "Lay off 
Neddy, or else, you stupid idiot," she 
yelled at Richie.   
 

"Oh yeah," said Richie.  "What's a skinny 
girl like you gonna do about it?" 
 

"I'll hurt you," said Lizzy, with her 
meanest stare. 
 

"You're as stupid as your sister,"  
snapped Richie.  "I outweigh you by 20 
lbs."  And then he gave her a shove that 
pushed her back into all the other kids.  
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Oh man.  He shouldn't a done that.  Lizzy saw red.  No sweet smile, no dimple.  She 
backed up a few feet and then ran at Richie.  It's hard to believe what she did.  It really 
was awesome.  She jumped in the air and planted a kick to Richie's chest, and before 
landing, she twisted her body and planted a second kick to Richie's head.  I've seen a 
video of her doing that double flying kick in a Tae Kwon Do class.  Wow!  Richie 
ended up flat on his back where he started to cry. Oh man, what a scene.  And the 
kids started screaming and cheering.   
 

Then the playground teacher moved in.  "People, People, this wild rumpus needs to 
stop immediately,"  she yelled.  She grabbed Lizzy and helped Richie get to his feet 
and off they marched to the Principal's office.  
 

I felt sorry for Lizzy.  I knew she was in trouble.  Our Principal, Dr. Cohen, was known 
as Dr. Evil.  She had a Ph.D. that she said was in education, but all the kids said was 
in criminology.  This was going to be bad news for Lizzy. 

. . . . . . 
Well, here is what happened. 
 
1.  Neddy promised to pay better attention in class. 
 

2.  Richie never bothered Neddy or Lizzy again. 
 

3.  Lizzy and Richie were suspended from school for a week. 
 

4.  Secret pleasure was enjoyed by the teachers who were happy to see a long time 
bully taken down. 
 

5.  Lizzy became a secret hero at Tae kwon Do, although she was officially told to use 
more restraint in the future. 
 

6.  I told Lizzy that she would never find a kid brave enough to be her boyfriend. 
 
I visited Lizzy at home during her suspension. Oh boy, was she mad.  "Besides 
suspension," she whined, "Dr. Evil has me writing a 10 page essay about how I 
shouldn't fight in school.  I protested that I was quite sure that it qualifies as cruel and 
unusual punishment. That earned me 5 more pageséand this time I have to say why 
it is especially wrong to use martial arts on another student.  She really is Dr. Evil.  
That's what I get for standing up for my dumb little sister. Neddy is like an anchor 
around my neck."  
 

"I complained to Dr. Evil about Richie Ellis," said Lizzy.  "That kid has been torturing 
Neddy at school for years.  What does he get?  Zip. Nada. Nothing.  So, Dr. Evil says, 
'a couple of hundred kids saw you attack Richie, so your punishment is quite 
appropriate.   As for Richie, he did get suspended.  As to additional punishments, I 
have investigated, and I am dealing with him appropriately.'" 
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I found out later that Richie also had to write a 10 page essay about not bullying any 
more, and he had to personally apologize to Neddy.  I'll have to get Neddy to tell us 
about that.  I would love to have been there. 

. . . . . . 
 

After the incident, and after working with Lizzy, I now have a lot more respect for her 
and we get along a lot better.  And I try not to say 'awesome' so much. 
 

Another thing.  We had to pick a name for the group.  I wanted us to be the 'All Stars,' 
but Neddy said it sounded too much like a sports team.  The other girls agreed with 
her.  A bunch of other suggestions got shot down, too. 
 

Then Neddy said, "let's be the 'Space Cadets'.  That is what the kids called me on the 
playground.  But it would sure show them if I really was going into space." 
 

Everyone agreed, and so we are the 'Space Cadets.' 
 

One last thing.  VC asked if it was ok if she started a blog about the Space Cadets. 
"Can a kid do a Blog?"  asked Neddy. 
 

"Sure," said VC, "it is just an on-line journal where I tell about what we're doing in the 
contest. Grandpa can help me set it up." 
 

 We didn't think anyone would be interested, but we said it was ok.  "But you can't give 
away any secrets that would help other teams," I said. 
 
 
What would you pick for the best invention for the future? 
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A  BIG SURPRISE  

(AS TOLD BY LIZZY ) 
 

 

 

 

The contest announcement said the finalists for the Regional contest would be announced in 

June.  So, on June 1, Neddy and I raced to the mailbox the first thing off the school bus.  

"Nothing," I said and punched her.  It was the same thing for the rest of the week.   
 

"Maybe they forgot us," said Neddy.  "Maybe they lost our address.  Maybe they didn't get our 

email." 
 

"Or, maybe we didn't win, and they only send the announcement to the winners," I suggested. 
 

I started sleeping not so good.  I was waking up in the middle of the night with dreams about 

Pisa and Galileo.  I told Neddy, "he yelled at me to stop bothering him while he's doing such 

an important experiment.  And then he was dropping watermelons and they splattered on me." 

 

The second week in June,  Neddy and I started fighting over who would get off the bus first 

and who would get to the mailbox first.  Our dog Coco started barking every time we did this.  

Still nothing. 
 

We gave up the third week.  We figured if we got something, mom would let us know.  Neddy 

and I were both bummed.  Neddy moaned, "this was totally so not fun." 
 

Then, on June 20
th 

something finally appeared.  "Wow," said Neddy, "we both got Fed Ex 

packages."  We sat there looking at the packages, too scared and excited to find out whether 

we're in or out.   Neddy broke the spell and opened the package.   She was too stunned to 

speak. 
 

I grabbed the stuff out of her hands.  "Oh wow," I said.  "The letter says that we're one of the 

top three teams in New England.  We got past the first cut, ....cool. And we're going to get a 

trip to California."  I was psyched.  "This is way exciting," I said to Neddy as we high fived.  

"Now, we get to spring the surprise on Grandpa."   
 

"Oh, Lizzy," Said Neddy,  "he's going to be so surprised and excited.  If we can get into the 

Finals and win, his lifelong dream of going into space would come true."     
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Neddy and I called Milo and VC and we decided to spring the surprise the next weekend when 

Grandpa was taking us on a tour of his 'dungeon.'  

. . . . . . 
"Be careful," said Grandpa, "if you fall, youôll 

die."  
 

Grandpa and us kids were crossing over the canal 

that led to the 'dungeon' on a wooden plank.  The 

'dungeon' was the lowest floor in a 200 year old 

paper mill building on the Hockanum river.  

Grandpa had opened a lab there after Grandma 

had kicked his inventions out of the house some 

time ago. Outside the dungeon, water flowed 

through the canal to power the mill in the old 

days.   

We kept our adventures a secret because 

Grandpa had gotten yelled at by Grandma and 

my mom too many times for returning us dirty 

and sometimes bloody. 

"I wanna go home," whined VC, who definitely didn't like the idea of falling from the shaky 

plank and possibly dying.  

"I was just kidding," laughed Grandpa. ñWell, kind oféjust be 

careful. I don't want to fish one of you out of the canal." 

"Come onò,  I said to VC. "You can do it". I took VC's hand and 

helped her across the plank over the canal and into the building on 

the other side.  We celebrated our success with a fist bump. 

 

"You know," said Grandpa, who liked to play jokes on us, "there 

used to be something strange that lived down there. It was called the 

'Canal Creature', but it hasn't been spotted in years, so it probably 

isn't there anymore."  

 

"I don't believe you, Grandpa" said Neddy giving him her 'do you thing I am stupid look'. "But, 

I'm not going across on that plank. I'll go around the long way.  I'm not going to get my new 
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boots wet and dirty."  Even though Neddy was a nerd, she was trying to improve her image by 

wearing nice clothes. She sometimes changed outfits 5 times a day.  

When we were all inside the building, I looked back at the canal through a window.  "Look," I 

screamed, pointing into the canal at the ugly head poking out of the water, "is that the 

creature?"  

Neddy and VC both shrieked and ran.  But Milo looked carefully at the thing I was pointing at.  

"I know what that is," he said laughing.  "It is a hologram, like the ones they have on display in 

the Science Museum.  See there at the neck, you can see through it."  And we both punched 

Grandpa, because we knew he had set it up to scare us. 

. . . . . . 
After the tour, us dungeon explorers climbed upstairs to Grandpa's lab.  Grandpa said he was 

going to show us some new computer software for doing physics simulations that he was 

developing. 
 

But we planned on something else 

this afternoon.  We'd brought the 

letter about our winning the trip to 

California and the contest 

announcement,  and the stuff on our 

invention, and we showed them to 

Grandpa. 

"Oh my," said Grandpa.  "You kids 

did this all by yourselves?" 

"And most of all, we did it to get 

you a trip into space," I said. "We 

want you to be our coach." I thought 

Grandpa was going to cry. 

"Wow," said Grandpa.  "I am 

amazed.  To use Milo's favorite 

word, you kids are Awesome with a 

capital A.  You did all this and you 

kept it a secret from me, too.  I just 

can't believe it.  And if we win the 

trip into space, that would be my 
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lifelong dream come true.  It's something I've wanted to do since I was your age." 
 

We told Grandpa about the trip to California and all about the Beamer and how we all 

contributed to the idea.  Grandpa couldn't stop talking about how great our invention was and 

how wonderful we were.  "He's right about that," I agreed. 
 

 He was actually more excited about the invention than the trip to California or the possible 

Grand Prize moon trip. He started thinking about how he could put up such a web site.   "You 

know," said Grandpa.  "IBM has technology that could power the Beamer.  It is called Watson 

and it is artificial intelligence software."  
 

Grandpa ran to his computer.  

"Yeah,"  he said showing us an 

article from the New York 

Times, "IBM showed Watson 

off in 2011 on a quiz show 

called Jeopardy, where it 

competed against two former 

human Jeopardy champions.  

Watson can answer questions 

put to it in natural language 

based on a huge file of history, 

news and scientific data in its memory. IBM calls it a cognitive computer. On the show, the 

host gives an answer to a question and the winning contestant is the first one to come up with 

the question.  Like the answer is 'the largest city in the United States' and the winner is the first 

one to say 'what is New York City?'  See here on the picture, Watson is represented by the 

avatar in the middle between the two guys.  And guess what?  Watson beat the two humans at 

Jeopardy.   Watson is just what you need for the Beamer." 
 

OK," said Grandpa showing his serious face, "let's get down to the practical stuff.  What do 

you have to do in California to win the Regional competition?  And how can I help?" 
 

We told Grandpa about the Pisa visit with Galileo that we had submitted to explain the Beamer 

and how we had to do an oral presentation in California.  "They'll pick the best of the three 

New England teams to go on to the Finals," Milo said.  "You can help us improve our material 

and help us rehearse the presentation." 
 

We talked some more about the presentation and finally Grandpa took us home. For once we 

were clean and there was no blood.  We were all happy and so looking forward to our trip to 

California. 

 

Where would you go and who would you talk to in the Beamer? 
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CALIFORNIA  

    HERE I COME       

 

 (AS TOLD BY MILO)  
 

 

 

 

This trip is going to be awesome.  There, I said it again.  But it's the right word.  It'll be 
awesome.  
  

We fly to California on Wednesday.  We get to be in first class!!    We can pick any 
movie we want to see on our own screen.  We don't have to fight over what to watch. 
And we get a first class lunch. 
 

When we get to California, we're gonna stay at the Time & Space, Inc. Mansion on the 
ocean where we meet the other teams.  G-Pa promised to teach us body surfing in the 
huge Pacific ocean waves.   
 

On Thursday, we fly in the company jet to Disney Land for the day.  On Friday, we go 
up in a special plane ride called a  zero-G flight, where you float in space for a few 
minutes.  It'll be like zero gravity on the trip to the moon. That's really awesome!!  And 
Saturday is the big presentation where we tell about our invention. Awesome.  Am I  
right? 
 

There is some other great news.  In June, Lizzy and I graduated from Middle School 
and we were number one and number two in the class.  Guess who was numero uno.  
I was class Valedictorian and gave my speech on teamwork.  Lizzy was class 
Salutatorian and she talked about pursuing your dreams.  Dr. Evil talked about the 
Space Cadets and the Beamer invention and how it could be a wonderful way for kids 
to learn about history and science in the future.  She said, "I am so proud of our 
school's four bright lights and what they have accomplished."  And she wished us 
good luck in California.   
 

Lizzy and I are both worried about high school. We're worrying about keeping up our 
grades and the bullying of freshmen.  I wanna play football and Lizzy wants to play 
soccer.  Well, we've got the summer off, and some exciting things to do. 

. . . . . . 
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It was finally time to leave for the airport.  Has Lizzy changed to totally nice and 
cooperative?  Not so much.  Lizzy raced to the car.  "I call the front seat," she said 
with the dimple and sweet smile turned up to maximum for G-Pa.  Oh, man!!!  On the 
plane, it's "I call the window seat," and G-Pa gives in to her all the time.  I gave my 
'whatever look' and took the aisle seat.  Well, at least you know what to expect from 
her.   
 

On the plane ride, VC told us that since the announcement about the Space Cadets 
being one of the top three teams in New England, she had 450 followers on her Blog.  
She wrote about the contest and posted a picture of the team and the proposed 
Beamer screen with Galileo.  She even started getting congratulations, including one 
from Dr. Evil. 
  
When we got to California, we were picked up in a stretched limo that drove us to the 
Mansion.  There, we met Dr. Quixote, the president of TSI.  When he introduced 
himself, I found out his strange last name was pronounced key-ho-tee. Dr. Quixote 
was about the same age as G-Pa, but really tall like a basketball player.  He had this 
white hair that stuck out like on Albert Einstein and a beard that looked kind of like the 
one on our picture of Galileo.  He also had a big nose with lots of hair sticking out. 
 

"Hi Q," said G-Pa with a big grin, "long time, no see."  It turns out that G-Pa  and Dr. 
Q, as he is called, were in graduate school together studying physics. 
 

"I heard about your NASA astronaut adventures," said Dr. Q, smirking.  "Too bad 
about the ah,... incident."   
 

G-Pa turned bright red. I knew there was some secret about his NASA job.  We have 
to get him to tell us. 
 

 "Well," said G-Pa, "you certainly have done well for yourself.  But what about your 
grand concept of frozen fusion that you were working on.  Did that ever pan out?"  Dr. 
Q turned purple and walked away, saying, "see you later." 
 

Neddy says to VC loud enough so that we all can hear, "that sounds just like Milo and 
Lizzy bickering.  I guess it doesn't stop even when you get old." 
 

G-Pa told us later that he knew all about the scandal over Dr. Q's fantastic claims 
about frozen fusion. He said, "all the energy on the sun comes from nuclear fusion, 
where  hydrogen combines to make helium at incredibly high temperatures,  millions 
of degrees.  The energy is predicted by Einstein's mass and energy relation, E=mc2.  
That means that Energy, E is equal to Mass, m times the speed of light, times the 
speed of light again, that's c2..  The helium has less mass than the hydrogens that 
combine to make it, so the extra mass is converted to the sun's energy that keeps us 
warm.  Scientists have been trying for over 50 years to do controlled nuclear fusion for 
a power plant on earth, but without success."  
 

"So, what did Dr. Q. do," asked Lizzy?  
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"Dr Q. claimed he had produced nuclear fusion at low temperatures in a simple 
experiment in his laboratory," replied G-Pa. "He made a big announcement about it.  It 
was in all the newspapers.  There was great excitement, because if it worked it would 
supply all the world's energy needs with cheap and clean power.  There were lots of 
presentations at scientific meetings."  
  

"And what happened," asked VC? 
 

"The problem was no one could reproduce his results," said G-Pa. "He couldn't even 
reproduce his early results himself.   Good science is built on a foundation of 
repeatable results.   After a year, the idea finally died a shameful death. Dr. Q's 
scientific career was ruined, but as you can see his business career has been 
fantastic." 
 

"Wow, that's some story," said Neddy. 

. . . . . . 
 
The mansion was awesome.  It had 60 rooms and stood on a big hill overlooking the 
Pacific ocean, and you could hear the waves crashing on the beach.  There were 
horses grazing on the field in front.  Inside was super modern, with glass walls 
everywhere so you could see the ocean.  They even had glass steps going to the 
second and third floors so you could look down to the lower floor.  I don't like heights, 
so that's kinda scary for me.  
  

The rooms were really bare.  Everything was built in.  You couldn't even see the doors 
to the closet or bathroom.  I discovered the secret when I walked around the room and 
the bathroom door whooshed open when I walked in front of it.  Wow, fantastic.  
"Whoa," I am thinking,  "what if someone walks by while I'm sitting on the toilet?"  VC 
helped me check it out, and the door doesn't open if there is someone inside until the 
inside person stands in front of the door. 

. . . . . . 
 

Before dinner, we met some of the other teams.  "Hi" said this short African-American 
kid with big glasses.  "I'm Jackson Graham. I'm in the West Coast Regional.  Where 
are you guys from?"   
 

"Hi, I'm Milo," I said.  "And this is Lizzy and VC and Neddy.  We all go to King Phillip 
Middle School in Connecticut.  We are finalists in the New England Regional." 
 

"Where are you from and where is the rest of your team," said VC? 
 

"Oh," said Jackson, "it is just me. I'm from southern California. I go to Cal Tech." 
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My thought was that this little kid by himself would be easy to beat.  Then G-Pa told 
us, "you know guys, Cal Tech is one of the best universities for technology in the 
country." 
 

"This puny kid goes to college," I whispered to Lizzy?  "I think we are in trouble.  But 
he does seem nice."  He told us his invention is a surround projection system for 
computers.  
 

"Yo, Jack," said Lizzy, turning on the dimple, "you can hang with us if you want some 
company." 
 

"Thanks Lizzy," replied Jackson.  "Maybe I'll catch you later." 
 

The team that was not so nice was the Brooklyn Babes.  They were, 4 quadruplet 
sisters that looked alike.  They were ok looking and tall with long dark hair.  They 
looked more like 16 than the maximum of 13 that they had to be under the contest 
rules.  They were originally from Russia and spoke with kind of an accent.  They told 
anyone who would listen how they're already in the best high school in Brooklyn and 
how they had huge IQs.  They're obnoxious and stuck up.  But they looked like the 
sharpest team   in the Mid Atlantic Region.  I am glad we weren't competing with them. 
 

Neddy overheard them talking about the other teams.  She told us what they said, 
mimicking their accents, "thees ked Jickson, he ees, how you say, whimp.  Es not 
priblim."   Neddy does accents really well.  "And Speece Cedets,  they  bunch of 
weirdies.  But the Milo ked, he es cutie."    VC and Lizzy looked at me and laughed 
and I turned red.  We all agreed that we really need to crush the Russians if we both 
made the Finals. 
 

There's another team that was interesting, the Wiz Kids from the South East Region.  
They're 12 year old boy cousins.  They're kinda slobbey, with parts of their shirts 
sticking out of their jeans.  They looked kind of nerdy and aren't very nice. One of the 
Brooklyn Babes said that they were suspended from school for hacking into their 
school administration computer to change test scores. 
 

The team we had to worry most about was the Boston Terrors.  Kinda like the dog 
breed.  They're in the New England Region, so we gotta beat them to make the Finals.  
They're also three girls and a boy, like our team.  Neddy did an imitation of them too,  
"we'aa heaa to be the winnaas." Then she added, "they'a weiaad."  

. . . . . . 
After dinner, Jackson caught up with us and we poked around the mansion together.  
Then we went back to my room to play games. 
 

"Thanks for being friends with me," said Jackson.  "It really is kind of lonely being all 
by myself.  I don't have any friends at school because I'm 13 and they are all at least 
18.  I miss kids my own age. Maybe I am too smart for my own good." 
 

"Ok Jack," Lizzy challenged, "let's see who is smarter at gin rummy." 
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Lizzy smoked him.  Maybe he let her. 

. . . . . . 

The visit to Disney was fun, but G-Pa was acting so not normal.  On the plane ride 
down, G-Pa announced, "I am not going on the Zero-G ride tomorrow."  Then while 
we're waiting on line for Space Mountain he says,  "but I have to go or Q will really 
have the last laugh."  And then while we're on the boat in 'Pirates of the Caribbean' he 
says, "no, not going to go."  And every ride we took seemed to have another change 
of his plan.  Going, not going, going, yes, no, yes, no. . . .  It was crazy, period. Finally 
on the plane going home, it was, "I am not going and that is final." 

When we got back to the room that night, we wanted to find out what was going on.  
Why was G-Pa acting so strange.  And what about the exchange between G-Pa and 
Dr. Q over G-Pa's NASA career.   

"Grinpa, vood you till us story aboot Nessa," said Neddy in her Russian accent, which 
she now seemed unable to get rid of. 

G-Pa laughed, then got quiet, and then agreed to tell us his NASA story.  "I was 26," 
he said, "and I had just gotten my Ph.D. in physics.  It was 1965 and NASA was 
recruiting a second team of astronauts.  And this time they were recruiting some 
scientists.  I had this crazy idea to apply." 

"I fit the profile for a scientist and I passed the physical, so I was in the program.  I had 
a job at NASA.  They had us doing all kinds of mental and physical tests.  In one test, 
they wanted to see if we could stand the high gravitational forces that we would 
experience in takeoff and landing. They put us in this thing that was like a carnival 
ride.  You know, the one where you stand with your back to the wall of a circular room.  
And then they spin the room so that you stick to the wall and don't fall when the floor 
moves away.  I did fine with that one." 

"But then came the test that got me tossed off the team.  It was called the zero-G 
flight.  This is the ride we are supposed to have on Friday.  The NASA flight was in an 
airplane without seats, but with padded walls.  The airplane went on a special flight 
path. You know what I mean, a special trajectory?  First it went up real fast, and then it 
started an arc that ended with a fast drop.  During the arc and drop we were flying off 
of the floor."   

"The test was to see how we would do in zero gravity.   Well, I get nauseous in a 
bumpy airplane, and this was the worst.  My flying upchuck was not appreciated by 
my classmates.  When the zero-G ride came to an end, my lunch was plastered all 
over the walls, the floor, and my classmates."  
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"NASA was nice.  They gave me one more shot.  I was all by myself in the back of the 
plane, since no one else wanted to go with me. I made sure not to have lunch and I 
had a barf bag.  The result was the same.  Only the mess was less.  And that was the 
end of my astronaut career. There was kind of another issue too, but I am not going to 
go there." 

"I am really worried about going tomorrow," said G-Pa.  "I don't want to get sick again.  
I don't want a repeat of the NASA incident, especially not with Dr. Q around to see it." 

"I don't wanna get barfed on,"  whined Neddy. 
   
"Neddy, shut up,"  snapped Lizzy.  "Grandpa, if you decide to go, we will sick....err, I 
mean stick with you."  
 
G-Pa decided that he wasn't going to let  Dr Q gloat over him wimping out on the ride.  
"Besides," he said, "if we win the trip around the moon, we will be in zero gravity for a 
long time.  I better get used to it."  And so it was decided, we were all going.  G-Pa 
decided to skip dinner that night and breakfast the next morning.  "I hope this works 
out", he said. 

. . . . . . 
 

We left at 10 for the airport and took off at 10:30.  G-Pa looked a little nervous.  We 
had to take our shoes off so we wouldn't hurt anyone.  We roared down the runway 
and took off.  Everything was ok on the way up. Then we started the zero-G portion of 
the trip. My body felt funny like it does on a roller coaster or when I jump off the high 
dive.  We started floating. G-Pa looked a little green. We all kinda moved away from 
him.  But then he started smiling and laughing and looking a lot better. 
 

"I am going to be 
just fine," he said. 
And he gave me a 
fist bump which 
rocketed me 
towards the back of 
the plane.  We 
started playing 
around, pushing 
one another or 
pushing off the side 
of the plane.  Lizzy 
demonstrated in 
slow motion how 
she does her flying 
double kick.  VC 
and Neddy were 
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doing summersaults.  It was awesome. Yes, it really was awesome.  
Gravity came back after a couple of minutes, but it seemed much longer.  Jackson, 
who was along on the ride, told us about how Einstein suggested the equivalence of 
acceleration and gravity.  "We weren't really in zero gravity," he said.  "It was just that 
the plane went down so fast that we were in free fall.  We were accelerating 
downward toward the earth under the force of gravity. But it felt like zero gravity.  
Einstein said that if you can't tell the difference between accelerating or being in zero 
gravity, they must be equivalent.  And he used that idea in developing General 
Relativity, which was all about gravity."  I got the idea that accelerating felt like zero 
gravity, but I didn't understand how that led to General Relativity.  But I'm not Einstein. 
Neddy whispered in my ear,  "whoa boy, thit guy ess smert. Will be tough to bit."  
   
"Ok," said Lizzy, "enough with the Russian accent." 

. . . . . . 
 

Saturday came so fast, it was hard to believe.  We wanted to do the beach once, so 
we went down before breakfast.  Jackson came with us.  The sun was sparkling off 
the tops of the big waves and seagulls were calling to each other. It was really pretty.  
 
"These are perfect waves for body surfing," said G-Pa. "They curl and break far 
enough from the shore to get a good ride.  Now it is important to time it right. You 
have to start swimming hard when the wave starts to crest.   Too  early, and  you  will 
miss it.  Too late and you get tossed around like in a washing machine.  I'll show you 
how."  And G-Pa swam out through the surf and then caught a wave back to the 
beach on his first try.   
   
We all swam out to try it.  After a bunch of misses and coaching from G-Pa, first Lizzy, 
then me followed by Jackson, VC and Neddy all caught our waves.  It was awesome.  
We body surfed for about a half hour and then I caught a wave too late, went way up 
on the crest and got slammed down into the sand on my head.  That was enough for 
me.  
 
 "I quit," I said, and went to sit on the beach to clear my head.  
 
Then Jackson got tumbled like in a clothes dryer and almost lost his swim trunks.  He 
came to sit with me.  Then the girls came out of the water one by one. It was time to 
head back, so we shouted for G-Pa to take one last wave.  

. . . . . . 
 
After breakfast, we spent the rest of the morning practicing our presentation of the 
invention.  We're doing a slide show with Power Point that VC put together.  G-Pa 
helped to improve the graphics that we'd submitted in March.  It really looked 
amazing.  See, I really have more than a one word vocabulary.   
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Just before it was time to present, Neddy was nervous and had to go to the bathroom.  
When she came back, she had a tail of toilet paper hanging down her butt.  We 
caught up to her and yanked it off.  No wonder Lizzy is embarrassed to be her sister.  
This would have clinched her title of 'Hairy Potty.' 

The time to present the Beamer came.  We all went up on the stage.  VC explained 
how to create a real place in our virtual world by using Google Satellite images, 
Google street views and historical photographs, and how you enter the world as an 
avatar.  Neddy explained how to apply IBM's Watson cognitive computer software, to 
have people in the place talk to your avatar and answer questions that were 
consistent with the time, the place and the historical record.  Lizzy explained how all 
the on-line historical records would be used to create a virtual place in the past.  And I 
wrapped it up showing how it all came together in a visit to Pisa and a conversation 
with Galileo.  G-Pa played the part of Galileo.  We asked him whether a tennis ball 
and a heavy rock both accelerate at the same rate under the influence of gravity and 
would hit the ground at the same time.  "What is a tennis ball," said Galileo? 
 
We got a standing ovation for our presentation.  We were told that the winners of the 
regional competition would be announced in September. We could hardly sleep that 
night, because we were so excited. 
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We traveled home on Sunday.  We saw Jackson in the airport and Lizzy shouts out, 
"Hi Jack."  All of a sudden, the whole airport gets quiet.  Everyone is looking at us.  
Jackson is cracking up. 
 
"Duuh, Lizzy," I teased.  "Not the best choice of words."  We started moving off 
towards our gate.     
 
"Oops," she said. 
 
No one followed us.  And we were able to board the plane. I gave Lizzy a punch. 
 
We sat in first class again.  We were so high on excitement, we probably didn't need 
the airplane.  
 
When we got home, VC said there were lots more comments on her blog.  There were 
wishes for success from Mrs. Swift and Mrs. Ortiz, and even one from Richie Ellis.  
Are we going to win New England?  I think we have a good shot. 
 
What processes on earth are controlled by Einstein's mass/energy equation 
E=mc2? 
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PART 2 

STARDUST 

 
September to November  
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ARE WE MADE  

OF STARDUST? 
 

 (As Told By Neddy  ) 
 

  

Guess What.  The big shots, Lizzy and Milo, have finally agreed to let me tell part of the 

story.  They're probably worried that I will say bad things about them. I'm going to fool 

them and say something good.  They are both smart and hard working.  But...... they're 

really bossy and their fighting with each other is slowing us down.  I have taken Milo's 

Idea of using a different type face so you know who is telling the story.  

 

"I 'll race you to the mail box," I challenged Lizzy  as we got off the school bus on 

September 1.  Lizzy  took off like a shot, and beat me. 
 

"Nothing,"   She said.  "I hate the suspense.  They should 've  told us the exact day of the 

announcement.  We could be going crazy for the whole month."  
 

It was one week, then two weeks , and then three weeks.  Grandpa told us to be patient.  

"Sometimes I had to wait f or year s," he said, "to find out if one of my patents was 

granted."  
 

Mom and Dad kept telling us not to worry.  They both said our invention was so great 

that we had to win.   But waiting is hard, and every day, the room I shared with my sister 

seemed to be  getting smaller.  One wall had a slanted ceilings that kept bumping into my 

head.  It never used to do that.  

. . . . . . 
 

Whoa!! They sure wait ed to the last second.  It ' s the afternoon of September 30 and 

Lizzy  and I just got Fed Ex letters from TSI .  "Let's not open them ," Lizzy whispered .  

"I am so way nervous.  Let's get Grandpa and Milo and VC and open them together."  
 

The rest of the team raced over to our house with their letters .  We all opened the m 

together . We were all stunned into silence for a moment, and then we all started 

jumping up and down and screaming.  "Yes, Yes," I shouted , and gave everyone a high 

five . 
 

"Oh, my." said Grandpa, "You won.  I knew you would. Amazing!" 
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"This is totally cool, perio d," added Lizzy  giving me a rare sisterly hug . "We could 

actually win a trip into space.  There ' s, like , less than 100 people in the whole world that 

have ever done that.  Wow.  And 'Hairy  Potty' will really get her wish to be floating in 

space."  I broke out of the hug and punched her . 
 

"Awesome," said Milo.  
 

We opened all the letters and started reading everything in the package. The Space 

Cadet invention won for New England and we were eligible to compete with 6 other 

teams in the finals. We had the 5th  highest score among the finalists. The highest 

score went to Jackson Graham . The second highest score went to the Brooklyn Babes. 

Yuck!! 
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But there ' s a huge surprise.  While our presentation had some flaws, which lowered our 

score, the Space Cadet Beamer  invention concept was judged to be the best.  
 

"Look at this," said Grandpa  all excited . "TSI liked your Beamer invention so much that 

they actually programmed it and created a web site for it .  Maybe that is why they took 

so long to make the announcement.  They have also implemented Jackson's surround 

projection system to show your virtual reality world.  You and the other competing 

teams will be the first test users of the new combined system."  
 

"And look at this," I added. "It'll be our only internet r esearch tool.    We can use any 

books or other material from the library, but if we are doing research on the internet , 

it has to be on the Beamer, no Google, no Wikipedia, no other sites.  And they are going 

to monitor our computers and give us a lie dete ctor test to make sure we don't cheat."  
 

"OK" said Milo "here ' s the most important thing.   For the Finals we have to solve this 

puzzle." And he showed everyone the STARDIST MYSTERY  challenge.  

 

I was born in a place that is far, far away.  
At a time long ago, but I am now here to stay.  
George Washington's body was once my home.  

I am now part of you, but I may roam.  
Some call me Stardust because of my history  

It will all be clear when you solve the mystery.  
Who am I, and what is my story  

Write me a rhyme to  tell of my glory  
 

Milo said what he thought the riddle meant.  "I think it means that we have to figure 

out what STARDUST  is, how it got made, how it got into George Washington's body and 

how it got from his body to ours."  
 

Lizzy added, "o ur final report is due on July 31 next year, and we may get  to present our 

work in California on August 10. "  
 

"I am not that interested in the science," said VC, "but I really want to go on the moon 

ride , and win the trip for Papa." 
 

"I want to win for G-Pa too," agreed Milo. "But I really think this mystery is interesting.  

Don't you want to know if you are made out of STARDUST , and if your STARDUST once 

belonged to George Washington?  I do."  
 

Lizzy  and I supported  Milo.   
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 "Hey Milo," I teased , "is 

the re another reason that 

you want to get back to 

California?  I saw you go off 

walking with one of the cute 

Russian girls  when we were 

there last June ."  Milo 

turned red.  

We were asked to submit an 

official picture of our team.  

This is what we sent in.  And  

that is how the STAR DUST 

MYSTERY started. We 

were also asked for a 

message from the team for 

the contest web site which would go live on  Nov, 1.  We said, " we are winning it for 

Grandpa." 

There was one other thing.  In June there was going to be a cut based on the team 

standings at the end of May.  Only the top 3 teams would go on to the final presentation 

in California .  "That will be some extra pressure," I thought.  

. . . . . . 
 

Milo said  that since I have a chance to tell part of the story, I should tell what 

happened with Richie in Dr. Evil's office.  You remember, It was a result of the 

playground incident.  So, here it is.  We both showed up  in Dr. Evil's office.   

 

"Well, Richie, why are we here today, " said Dr. Evil?  

 

"I wan na apologize to Neddy," said Richie.  "I ' m really  sorry , and I won 't do it anymore.   

Neddy, I only teased you, because you are, like, the coolest girl in class  and you never 

got upset when I teased you . So, I didn't realize it made you feel bad.  I am really 

sorry."  

 

"OK, Richie," I said, "apology accepted."  And Dr. Evil said we could go.  

 

Wow, 'coolest girl in class.'  Yes!!!!  

.  .  .  .  .  . 
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On Nov. 1, I logged into the TSI contest web site.  Wow, it was great.  It had our 

picture with our message.  Our picture was up because we had the best invention. It also 

had a leader board that would be updated every month..  On November 1,  it showed th at   

everyone  had  zero  percent  completion  in  solving  the  STARDUST MYSTERY.  Each 

month, this percentage would be based on a report that we had to send at the end of 

each month, saying what we had accomplished.  It also showed the percent of our hours 

left on t he Beamer.  We get to use 10 hours for each team member.  Everybody had all 

their time left.  There 's  also a section for 'CONTEST NEWS' that told about the  
Beamer  and how we had to use it for doing all the on -line contest research.  

And that is how the finals got started.  

 

Do you think that we are made of STARDUST?  Do you think that you have 
STARDUST in your body that was once in the body of George Washington?  
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THANKSGIVING  

AND THE FIRST CLUE                    

   (As Told By Lizzy )   

Milo and I settled into the routines of high 

school.  The classes were okay, I made some 

new friends and the freshman teasing that we 

were so worried about wasn't bad.  Milo had 

made the freshman football team and I made 

the JV (ha, ha) soccer team.  

  

Thanksgiving was coming up, and we were 

going to use  the 4 days off from school to 

plan our research for the contest. We'd be 

together at Grandma's big family dinner.  
 

Grandma is a fantastic cook. She's fun because 

she's always teasing and playing tricks on us 

kids and on Grandpa.  VC said, "I once asked 

Grandpa how people got to be here on earth.  

Grandpa told me about evolution, and how 

humans were the third evolution of the 

chimpanzee.  So I asked Grandma and she told 

me about Adam and Eve who had babies that grew up and had babies and that kept going until 

now,  So I told Grandma that it sounded different from Grandpa's story of evolution from 

chimpanzees,  and she said, "oh, the chimpanzees are on his side of the family."  
 

For April Fool's day last year, Grandpa put clear plastic wrap over the toilet so Grandma 

wouldn't see it when she went to the bathroom.  That made a huge mess.  For revenge, 

Grandma put rubber bands on the spray handle at the kitchen sink so when Grandpa turned on 

the water he would get sprayed.  Another huge  mess. 
 

Neddy told us this story.  "The other day when I stayed overnight with Grandma and Grandpa, 

and Grandma packed my lunch for school, I got a weird note written on my banana skin.  It 

said 'Help, I am being held prisoner on a banana boat.' I bet that was Grandma."   We all 

laughed and agreed that Grandma plays jokes and she wrote the note.  We'll get her back 

someday. 
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. . . . . . 
On Thanksgiving day, lots of the family ran in the annual road race in Manchester, 

Connecticut.  I was running the race for the first time.  I was gonna run with Grandpa, but we 

made plans for what to do if I got too tired and had to walk.  Half way through the race I 

decided that Grandpa was going too slow, so I waved goodbye and said "see you later, 

slowpoke."  I took off for the finish line and beat Grandpa by 2 minutes. But I ended up crying 

after I couldn't find any of the family at the finish line.  Grandpa was crushed that I beat him.  

Well he can still beat my little brother and he tortures him, calling him 'short and slow.'  I bet 

he won't be beating him much longer either. 
 

After the race, we got together at Grandma's for the turkey feast.  It was delicious as usual.   

 

After dinner we got into the 'do you remember' thing.  Us cousins have shared a lot of 

experiences together and we love talking about them.  On our last trip, Grandma and Grandpa 

took us sailing in the Caribbean.  "Remember when we snorkeled in the caves and saw turtles 

and explored an old shipwreck," I said.   

 

"Remember when the dolphin jumped out of the water at the shipwreck and I got so scared 

because I thought it was a shark," added Neddy. 
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"And remember when we did see a shark," said Milo with a grin. "I liked that." 
 

"Oh yeah," I replied, "I never saw anyone swim as fast as Grandma, heading back to the boat."   

. . . . . 
After gorging on turkey and stuffing, we had the first meeting about solving the STARDUST 

MYSTERY in the basement at Grandma's.   The team was divided on whether they were made 

of STARDUST.   
 

"How in the world could we be made of STARDUST, when the stars are so far away," asked 

VC?  "I think that's just crazy."  
 

"I don't think TSI would have made this challenge if it wasn't true," replied Milo.  
 

"Winning the moon trip would be amazing," added Neddy.  
 

"So, let's find out about STARDUST, and how it could be in the bodies of other people and 

now be in our bodies," I said.  
 

We all agreed. 
 

Grandpa had left a bunch of stuff for us in the basement that had come in the mail from TSI the 

day before.  When we opened the first box, we found a set of dolls. Those are the dolls where 

each doll has a smaller doll inside it. I found out they are Russian nesting dolls and are called 

Matryoshka dolls. 

"What are these for," I asked?  

"I don't know," replied VC.  "But I think it's a clue."  
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"And look," I said as I picked up each one, "the dolls look strangely like Grandpa and us."  
 

"Wow, you're right," agreed Neddy. "Except we all look so fat, like we have eaten too many of 

Grandma's thanksgiving dinners. And look, they have pictures of my little brother and VC's 

little sister.  Where did those came from?  Strange." 
 

"Yeah, strange," said Milo. "This is definitely some kinda clue."  
 

"Remember the letter we got," I asked? "TSI said they're going to send us presents.  Well, the 

presents must be clues."  
 

We all agreed that we had to figure out what the clue meant. 
 

The other boxes contained the computer projection system that Jackson had invented to get a 

complete surround picture of a scene on the walls of a room.  TSI had designed the system to 

project the virtual reality world of the Beamer.   
 

While VC was assembling the projection system, I suggested that we needed to plan the 

research.   
 

Milo, as usual, was being bossy and took charge of the meeting. He is so totally uncool. But I 

must admit, he has been a really good organizer.  "The first thing," said Milo, "is to identify the 

tasks we need to do.  Then we can assign people to the tasks."  
   

I went to the whiteboard and asked, "ok, what are the tasks?  I'll write the list." 
 

"First," said Milo, "we have to find out what human bodies are made of.  I will take that task." 
 

"Duh,.... thit ess essy," said Neddy slipping back into Brooklyn Babes speak.  "Bois make of 

snikes n snils n pooppy dag tills, n gulls make of shuugr n speece n everything neece." 
 

We all laughed. "Your  imitation is great," I said. "But, what did you say?" 
 

"Boys are made of snakes and snails and puppy dog tails, and girls are made of sugar and spice 

and everything nice," she replied in her normal voice. 
 

"A little seriousness here," said Milo.  "Next, I think we need to find out what is in our bodies 

that could be STARDUST." 
 

"I'll do that one,"  I offered. 
 

"And then we need to see how STARDUST could get from one person like George 

Washington to another person," added VC. "I'll work on that." 
 

"And then we have to find out about where we live and how STARDUST got here," said 

Neddy.  "I love everything about space, so I'll do that.  But I may need some help from Lizzy." 
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Amazing, the 'Space Nerd' wants help from me.  "Sure sis," I said.  And I gave her a fist bump. 

. . . . . . 
"Hey guys," said VC,  "I finished the assembly of the projection system.  Let's log on to the 

Beamer and take it for a test drive." 
   

"Awesome idea," said Milo. "It was your idea, VC, so why don't you log on and show us what 

to do." 
 

"Ok," said VC as she logged on. "Cool, I get to choose who my avatar will be.  Fun, fun, fun.  

Ok, ready." 
 

"Whoa," I said when the scene lit up, "this is fantastic."  The scene was projected all around us 

on the walls of the basement.  There were some paintings on the basement walls, so we took 

them down, and then moved the furniture to the center of the room.   The walls were white, so 

the pictures were pretty clear. 
 

"Wow," said Neddy looking at VC whose avatar appeared at the entrance to the Mystery Hall 

in the body of an older girl, "Hot."  
 

"Yeah,"  said Milo the jerk,  "that body is way better than yours."  
  

I punched Milo on behalf of us girls, as I was sure that VC would want me to. 
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Then VC started exploring the Mystery Hall.  There was this really neat Gallery of Experts.   

There was another avatar in the Gallery. 
 

"Hey," asked VC, "what are you doing here?  You look like me." 
 

"My name is VC," replied the avatar. "I work here as a Guide.  What is your name?" 
 

 "This is really strange." said VC.  "My name is VC.  Well, do your job and tell me about this 

place."   

 

"Ok," said VC the Guide, "this is the Gallery of Experts.  These are all famous scientists.  If 

you want to visit any one of them, you just come to the Gallery and ask me.  You can go to 

their home or where they work and ask their avatar questions and they will answer you.  But 

you always have to start talking to an avatar by saying 'my name is' and saying your name."  
 

"Cool," said VC.  "I won't do that now, but I would like to see more of the Hall.  What should I 

go see?" 
   

"Well," said VC the Guide, "if I were you......." And all of us cracked up laughing because she 

was her.  ...."I would go visit the Time Machine.   It is on the fourth floor of the Tower. A trip 

in the Time Machine is really cool." 
 

"Thanks," said the avatar for the real VC.  And off she went. 

 

After wandering around several rooms and hallways VC found the entrance to the Time and 

Space tower. and climbed to the fourth floor. 
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And there was an avatar that looked like Milo standing next to a NASA space capsule. 
 

 

"Hello, little guy," said VC. "My name is VC.  Who are you?"  
 

"Hello, VC," said the avatar.  "My name is Milo.  I will be your guide if you want to do time 

travel,  You can visit previous times and places while you stay in the capsule, or you can  go 

outside to visit.  But the capsule in front of you is an antique.  We don't use it any more.   To 

get to the our modern Time Machine you have to use this teleporter over here." He was 

pointing to the teleporter 
 

"How about if we all go," said the real Milo.  "We could go visit George Washington, since 

he's part of the mystery." 
 

We all decided to go, so we logged on and found the Time Machine room.  Milo the guide 

explained that the Time Machine in the room was an old one just for display.  To get into the 

real one, we each had to step into the transporter tube and that would take us to the real Time 

Machine.   Milo the guide demonstrated, and we all followed.  
 

The inside of the Time Machine was really cool with computers and switches and buttons. We 

agreed on a visit on December 25, 1776, because we knew exactly where GW would be.  That 

Christmas night, he was crossing the Delaware River in a boat to attack the British army in 

Trenton, New Jersey in the middle of the Revolutionary War.  We'd studied that in history 

earlier this semester.  Neddy looked up the location of where he crossed, and, we entered the 

Longitude and Latitude  because, that's how you tell the Beamer the location, like on a GPS. 
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Longitude is the east/west position and Latitude is the north/south position. Then, we entered 

the date and time, checked the option to make the visit outside the capsule, and pushed go. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 

I looked at the scene.  It's dark.  There's water all around us and its clogged with large chunks 

of ice.  There are boats in front of us, which I think is north, and they are headed east to a shore 

line in the distance. I can just barely make it out. I turned around to look south and see more 

boats. "We're in the right place at the right time," I say.  "There's George Washington's boat." 
 

"But there's the four of us, and we're in the water," said Milo pointing to the image on the wall. 

"We're not in a boat. It's good that this is virtual reality or we'd be freezing." 
 

"Ok," said VC, "let me try to fix this.  I will change the Latitude to move us about 10 feet south 

into a boat."  VC entered her password and changed the Latitude.    
 

Then poof, VC landed in the boat and was now one of the oarsman.  The rest of us were still in 

the water. 
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"OK," said Neddy, "I saw what she did, so I'll fix the rest of us."  Neddy logged in for the three 

of us still in the water and adjusted the input numbers.  
 

And then poof, poof, poof, we're still in the water, only now we're about 5 times smaller than 

when we started. "Something is wrong here," said Neddy. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

"No, it's awesome," said Milo really excited. "They added a new feature to control the size of 

our avatars.  It's just not working quite right." 
 

"Ok, Great," I said, "but let's try to get back to our normal size and into the boat. I'll do it." 
 

I fiddled with the inputs and hit go and poof, poof, poof,  we are still in the water near the same 

chunk of  ice.  The boat and VC are gone.  And whoa,  now we're even smaller. 
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VC yelled at us like we were real far away, even though we were sitting right next to her,  "I 

think there is a bug in the program.  Let's log off and report it to TSI."   
 

We logged off and discussed our first Beamer trip.  "Awesome," was Milo's one word. 
 

"They'll have to fix the software bug," said VC.  "But otherwise, it's really great." 
 

"I can't wait to try other trips," added Neddy. 

. . . . . . 
 

A little later that day, we reviewed the tasks that we had decided on.  "Is there anything else," I 

asked?  
 

"I can't think of anything," Said Milo. "But, we'll be able to add tasks as we find out more 

stuff.  Ok everyone, let's 'smartenup' when we get home."  That was Milo's stupid expression 

for doing research.  Everyone found that expression silly and annoying.  "But don't use more 

than half an hour of Beamer time, as we don't want to use it up too quickly. You won't have 

the complete surround system that we have at G-Pa's, but your computer screen will do.  Also, 

think of what the nesting dolls might mean."   
 

We agreed with Milo, and decided that the next meeting would be by Skype after the first task 

was completed.  
 

We sent in our report for November to TSI.   

 

DISCOVERED SO FAR Research is Planned 

NEXT QUESTION TO 

ANSWER 

What could be STARDUST in our bodies? 

ISSUES Bug in entering the Beamer parameters.  Changing the 

latitude made us smaller. 

QUOTE OF THE MONTH The Beamer is awesome. 

 

What part of the body do you think might be STARDUST?  What do you think the Russian 

Nesting dolls mean? 
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