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Chapter One

“Wow! That is AMAZING!”

I’m lying on the grass in the back garden 

looking up at the stars. Thousands and 

thousands of twinkling tiny specks dotted 

in the dark night sky.

As a famous scientist once said, space is 

massive and totally interesting. We studied 

it in school and we learnt all about stars and 

shooting stars and something called asteroids – 



2



3

which was what I thought Granddad had said 

he had up his bottom.

“How many stars are in the sky, Granddad?”

“Billions,” says Granddad, lying next to me 

on the grass, squinting up at the heavens. 

“In the great scheme of things, it makes 

you realize how unimportant you really are.”

“He means you,” says my big sister, Hayley, 

working her way down the garden path, 

folding her girly rags into a washing basket. 

“How unimportant YOU really are.”

Granddad looks at me and smiles. “She 

doesn’t mean it.”

“Yes, I do, John Smith,” chimes Hayley. 

“You’re the boy with the most boring name 

in the town, in the country, in the world, 

in the universe!”

Hayley hums her way into the house, 

pleased with her addition to the conversation. 

She’s always teasing me over my name.
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A ball of fur comes bounding up the garden 

path. Muffin lives next door with the Virgos. 

Adam Virgo is a world-champion school bully. 

He’s always happy making my life a misery. 

And while the entire Virgo 

family is on holiday in the 

Costa Del Somewhere-or-

other, Muffin, the annoying 

little flappy-eared cocker 

spaniel, is living with us, 



5

which is like rolling out the red carpet for 

the devil.

“What is it, boy?” says Granddad. “What 

have you found?”

Muffin drops a football at my feet. The 

air gently hisses out of the bite marks where 

his fangs have sunk into the leather.

“That’s my football!” I moan.

“Oh dear, I think he’s punctured it,” says 

Granddad.

Muffin rolls on his back, expecting me 

to give his tummy a good tickle. He really 

is the most annoying dog of all time! And 

now he’s burst my ball.

“He needs his squeaky toy,” says Granddad, 

picking up a plastic bunny with a bell round 

its neck. “Here you go, boy, fetch. . .”

Granddad throws the squeaky toy down 

the garden path. Muffin bounces off into 

the undergrowth. Granddad settles back into 



6

position, gazing up at the stars.

“Did you know the light from those stars 

is millions of years old?”

“About the same age as you, Granddad,” 

I chuckle.

“Cheeky,” smiles Granddad.

I love our little chats in the garden, me and 

Granddad. We talk about EVERYTHING, 

but our favourite topic is the John Smith 

Club, which I’ve just joined.

In the John Smith Club, I get to go on 

these incredible journeys to faraway places 

enjoying amazing adventures. It’s a bit of a 

miracle really, but every John Smith has this 

massive secret. Just because we’ve got a boring 

name doesn’t mean we have a boring life!

Granddad’s in the club too because he’s 

called John Smith as well, although I always 

thought he was called Granddad. But Dad’s 

not in the John Smith Club because he’s 
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called Steve, and as far as I know, they don’t 

have a Steve Smith club, because that would 

be too silly.

“Life isn’t so bad, Granddad. . .” I sigh.

“Life is great,” says Granddad. “It doesn’t 

get better than this: lying under the stars 

with my grandson, about to go and watch 

United in the big match. . .”

“DISASTER! DISASTER! DISASTER!”

Dad comes running into the garden.

“It’s awful . . . it’s terrible. . .” wails Dad.

He kicks a watering can down the garden 

path. Muffin yelps and scuttles into the house 

with his little squeaky toy in his teeth.

“What’s happened?” grunts Granddad, 

struggling to his feet.

“I can hardly bring myself to say it,” scowls 

Dad.

Granddad looks at me, really worried. Dad’s 

gone as white as a ghost in a snowstorm with 
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a sheet over his head. This must be really bad 

news. Something horrible must have happened.

“Have a seat, son,” says Granddad.

Dad collapses in a deck chair and looks 

at us, his lips trembling, his eyes watering.

“What is it, Dad?” I gulp. “It can’t be as 

bad as all that, can it?”

“It’s worse . . . MUCH WORSE,” he groans.

Hayley sticks her head out of the back 

door, a wicked smirk written all over her face.

“The television’s busted,” laughs Hayley.

Dad nods glumly. “I told you it was bad.”

“No, no . . . not today!” I scream. “Not with 

United in the final! What’s wrong with the 

television? Tell me . . . tell me . . . TELL ME. . .”

“The satellite’s gone down,” says Hayley, 

plainly. “Sorry.”

“The satellite’s gone down?” I mumble, 

shaking my head. “That’s terrible . . . that’s 

awful . . . that’s. . .” I suddenly look up at 
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them all. “What’s a satellite?”

“It’s a big mirror in space,” says Granddad. 

“You need it to beam television pictures 

around the world.”

We all look up to space, hoping to see the 

broken satellite limping through the heavens.

“No satellite, no television,” sighs Dad.

“No television, no big match,” sighs 

Granddad.
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“No big match, no happy John,” says 

Hayley in an annoying baby voice.

That is literally the worst news in the 

history of news. Our team is playing in the 

cup final and we’ll be staring at a blank screen.

“You mean there’s no television at all?” 

I mumble.

“That’s not quite true,” sneers Hayley. “It’s 

not as bad as that.”

We all stare hopefully at Hayley.

“I can still watch The Girly Show on the 

Girly Channel because that’s on a different 

satellite,” she chuckles.

“Even worse,” moans Dad.

“The biggest match in years,” protests 

Granddad, “and we’re going to miss it.”

“How long until kickoff?” I beg.

“Thirty minutes,” he mutters.

I spring to my feet. “Someone needs to 

fix the satellite!”
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“No kidding?” chuckles Hayley. “What 

are you going to do, you snivelling little 

wimp? Climb into your special rocket and 

take your toolbox twenty thousand miles 

into deepest, darkest space?”

Wouldn’t it be incredible to take a 

trip into outer space? I could slide down 

the rings of Saturn, catch the tail of a 

comet or toast marshmallows on the 

surface of the sun! And maybe I could 

fix that dodgy satellite too! Isn’t that 

what the John Smith Club is all about, 

journeying to faraway places and having 

great adventures? Well, it doesn’t get more 

far away than outer space!

But this time I’ve got a real mission! This 

time I can help my fellow Earth-dwellers, 

and who knows, maybe they’ll even put up 

a statue of me and write my name on a 

wall – but this time in a nice way.
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I race up the garden path and through 

the back door.

“Follow me, Granddad!”

I’m going to boldly go where no eight-

year-old snivelling wimp has gone before!
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