Geronimo Stilton

L SPACeMicCe

ALIEN ESCAPE

Scholastic Inc.



If you purchased this book without a cover, you should be aware that
this book is stolen property. It was reported as “unsold and destroyed”
to the publisher, and neither the author nor the publisher has received
any payment for this “stripped book.”

No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval
system, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic,
mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise, without writ-
ten permission from the copyright holder. For information regarding
permission, please contact: Atlantyca S.p.A., Via Leopardi 8, 20123
Milan, Italy; e-mail foreignrights@atlantyca.it, www.atlantyca.com.

ISBN 978-0-545-64650-5

Copyright © 2013 by Edizioni Piemme S.p.A., Corso Como 15, 20154
Milan, Italy.

International Rights © Atlantyca S.p.A.

English translation © 2014 by Atlantyca S.p.A.

GERONIMO STILTON names, characters, and related indicia are
copyright, trademark, and exclusive license of Atlantyca S.p.A. All
rights reserved. The moral right of the author has been asserted.

Based on an original idea by Elisabetta Dami.
www.geronimostilton.com

Published by Scholastic Inc., 557 Broadway, New York, NY 10012.
SCHOLASTIC and associated logos are trademarks and/or registered
trademarks of Scholastic Inc.

Stilton is the name of a famous English cheese. It is a registered
trademark of the Stilton Cheese Makers’ Association. For more
information, go to www.stiltoncheese.com.

Text by Geronimo Stilton

Original title Minaccia dal pianeta Blurgo

Cover by Flavio Ferron

Ilustrations by Giuseppe Facciotto (design) and Daniele Verzini (color)
Graphics by Chiara Cebraro

Special thanks to AnnMarie Anderson
Translated by Emily Clement
Interior design by Joseph Semien

1211 10987654321 14 15 16 17 18 19/0

Printed in the U.S.A. 124
First printing, May 2014



&7

GALACTIC
GoRrGONZOLA!

It was a calm morning in space aboard the
WouseSTAR 1, the most GRBUMOUSE
spaceship in the universe.

We were traveling at SUPEFWalP speeds
in the far-off

I was still asleep in my cabin, snoring
blissfully, when § Q M EQNE appeared
behind me, sneakily took hold of my blanket,
and shouted in a robotic voice:

Yallam alzps]
Yallom alemk]

Yallow aleprrrrsl
0



My eyes flew open as if I'd been stung by a
swarmof SP@ACE DBES.

It was ASSiSiSIPiX, my personal-
assistant robot.

“GALACTIC GORGONZOLA
I squeaked. “What is it? What’s wrong? Have

alie XASS invaded? Did a meteorite
hit the spaceship?”




p GaLacTic GorGoNzZOLA!

“Good monning, Captain Stiltonix,”
Assistatrix announced in his metallic voice.
“It’s seven o’clock, intergalactic time. It’s
time to get up. Time to get up. rine "'Q
GET UP>

“Assistarrix, how many times
have I told you not to wake me up with the

yellow alert?” I grumbled. “Couldn’t you use a
more relaxing alarm, like the @??mﬁéa%y
a/ e gcz/wﬁ%éd?”

“Negative, Captain,” he replied. “The
@@Hﬂ@[@] @ﬂ@@[@ is the only one that
works with you. Now, G€T UP, GET
up, GET UP!

A long mechanical arm exbended
from a compartment in Assistatrix’s back.
The arm grabbed me by the tail and lifted
me UP like a fish on a hook!

“"e”)!” I squeaked. “Put me down!






p GaLacTic GorGoNzZOLA!

I'll get ready at the SV[[D of HGHT— I
promise!”

I should have kept my snout shut. A
second later, he released me suddenly, and

bam F 1 crashed to the ground,
smacking my snout against the floor and

crushing my whiskers. UUCH!
Sometimes [ really wish that the

[WouseSTAR 1 didn't have
In zero gravity, I would have just
away instead of crashing to the floor!
I rubbed my sore whiskers as Assistatrix
continued to squeak at me.

“Captain Stiltonix, you're late. Late, late,
late! time to wash,
time to wash!-

MARTIAN MOZZARTLLAT

He can’t treat me that way — I’'m the captain

of this ship!



S@ I haven’t
introduced myself yet.
My name is Stiltonix,
Geronimo Stiltonix.
I'm the captain of the
MouseSTar ’, the most
fabumouse spaceship
in the entire universe!

Assistatrix grabbed
me by the tail and
pushed me into the
WééL—O—Méuée,
the ship’s space-age
shower. As soon as the
doors closed, I was hit
with a powerful jet of
i‘gy/ water!

“Assistatrix!” I cried,
my teeth chattering.

Phase 3: Dry



w GaLacTic GorGoNzZOLA!

“This shower is @b@%@?@@@@@@!”
But three [R@H¥ A & brushes had

already grabbed me, gqueezed me,
scrubbed me, polished me, and buffed me.

Finally, I was hit with a A/ﬂf # of hot
air to fluff up my fur.

“Yeow!” I squeaked. “Assistatrix! This
air is b@ ﬂmg hOt'

Why, oh, why was I being subjected
to such t@rﬁ%(

wanted to be a spaceship captain! My

,[‘@ treatment? I never

greatest dream in life is actually to become
an adthor rve always wanted to write
a novel about the ADVENTURES of
the spacemice. But I never seem to have
the time! I'm always too busy Z/PPING
around the galaxy as captain of the
MovseSTar 1.

[ stumbled out of the Wash-O-Mouse



GaLacTic GorGONZOLA! q

|l
and ShOOk out my fur. Then Assistatrix
opened the door to my closet for me.

“Captain Stiltonix, today
‘N“at? Whag¢,
<

I recommend you wear
. ) (@' William i
your dress wmbéa/m@, & et S com;

no?
;@,'C 8!
(‘b

Assistatrix said. 3
“There’s a control
room visit scheduled with
the former captain of the
ship, the retired admiral,
His Excellency, the
great William Stiltonix.”
“What? What? What?~
I squeaked. “Grandfather
William is coming to the control room?

Today? Why am I always the last to know?

HIF Dl





