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Eleven year old Julia and her twin brother Andrew were fighting as usual, waiting for their parents to come home from dinner with Mr. Henry, their next door neighbor.


“Andrew, I know you stole my iPod!  Who else could have taken it?” Julia said in an accusatory tone.


“Why would I? You think I steal everything you can’t find?!” cried Andrew.


“Wait until Mom and Dad get home! They’ll ground you for a month!” screamed Julia, her face turning red.


DING DONG!  The front doorbell rang.


“Go get it!” ordered Andrew.


“Why don’t you, or are you too lazy?!” retorted Julia. She paused. “Fine, I’ll go,” she shouted as she started down the stairs. “Who is it?” she called.


“Mr. Williams,” the voice on the other side of the door replied. Julia recognized his voice, and opened the door.  A tall, thin man was standing there drenched from the pouring rain.


“Hi, Mr. Williams.  What are you doing here?”

Mr. Williams, their next door neighbor, didn’t answer, and just stepped into the house. “What is Mr. Williams doing here?” she thought to herself.


“WHO IS IT?” Andrew yelled down.


“IT’S MR.WILLlAMS,” Julia called.  “COME ON DOWN!”


Mr. Williams and Julia walked into the living room, and sat down on the couch.  Julia, still wondering what he was doing here and why he had just invited himself in, yelled to Andrew, “HURRY UP!”  She hadn’t noticed that he was already coming down the stairs.


“Hi, Mr. Williams.  What are you doing here? My parents aren’t home.  They’re out with Mr. Henry,” explained Andrew.


Mr. Williams seemed uncomfortable, and seemed to have trouble 

coming out with what he had to say.  “Well, I have some news, some very bad news,” he replied, awkwardly.


At that moment, Julia and Andrew grew pale and a look of fright was on both their faces.

“I don’t know how to say this, but I was just notified that your parents died in a car crash this evening.”  Mr. Williams continued.  “It was a hit and run accident.  I’m so sorry to have to break this news to you like this.” 

Andrew was in such a state of shock, he couldn’t speak, but Julia sadly asked,  “What are we going to do?”

“I’ll be staying here with you until we figure things out,”  said Mr. Williams trying to comfort them.  “Don’t worry,” he said.  “We’ll think of something.”

*   *   *   *


Andrew was on the kitchen phone, while his nosy grandmother was snooping around his room.  She had come to live with them five months ago.


“Hmm-mm, Julia’s iPod is missing, and Andrew has two iPods in his room!” Grandma Ida declared, spotting the second one in one of Andrew’s drawers.  She helped herself to it, and noticed Julia’s name on it. “JULIA, I THINK I FOUND YOUR iPod!” she called to Julia in the next room.

Overhearing his grandmother, while he was on the phone, Andrew said to his friend,  “Just one minute,” and placed the receiver on the kitchen table. He angrily raced up to his room, knowing that his grandmother had been rummaging through his stuff again.

Julia was just about to take the iPod, when Andrew entered the room, and grabbed it from her.

“So you DID have my iPod, you liar,” Julia screamed.

“Well, you shouldn’t have taken my laptop.”

“I was just using it for my school report, and all you do with it is play games!”

“ANDREW! JULIA!  STOP THAT BICKERING!” Grandma Ida scolded. “IT’S ENOUGH ALREADY!”

Grandma Ida left the room, and went down to the kitchen to prepare lunch. She noticed the receiver on the table, and put it back where she thought it belonged.


Andrew came down a few seconds later.  “Why’s the phone hung up?!” he contested. “I was in the middle of talking to my friend!! Now I have to call him back. Grandma, when are you going to stop annoying us?”

“I was just trying to help clean up the house,” Grandma defended herself.  “You could have said that you were in the middle of a conversation,” she added, “instead of being rude to me.”


“Andrew, you’re always yelling about something!” Julia interjected, as she was coming down the stairs with her iPod.  “You were pretty bad when Mom and Dad were around, but you’re impossible now!” shouted Julia.
 “At least when Mom and Dad were around, they used to keep the fighting down, but now it’s hopeless,” Julia thought to herself.


A few days later, on the way home from school, Julia and Andrew were fighting, as always. 


“You stole my idea for my science project about Mars!” cried Julia.

“No I didn’t.  I thought of it first!” Andrew cried back, and started walking ahead of her.


Julia called out after him.

“ANDREW, I WISH YOU’D GO TO MARS AND STAY THERE!” she shouted. Julia was so upset.  She took a tissue out of her backpack, and when she looked up, Andrew was nowhere in sight.

“Andrew stop playing tricks on me.  Where are you?”

But there was no answer.

“Andrew, come on, Grandma will be worried about us if we’re not home soon.”

Julia walked home, thinking that Andrew might have just gone on ahead. But, when she got home, Andrew wasn’t there.

 “Grandma, did Andrew get home before me?”

“No, not yet.  Don’t you usually walk home together?”

“Maybe he did wind up on Mars – if I’m lucky!” thought Julia.

When Andrew wasn’t home in an hour, Grandma Ida decided to call the police.  While Julia sat down in the living room to wait for the officers to arrive, Grandma Ida went into the kitchen to make herself a cup of tea.

“Could I REALLY have sent him to Mars?” thought Julia. “Or what could have happened to him?” She didn’t know what to think.

“JULIA, CAN YOU PLEASE TURN OFF THE TV? IT’S DRIVING ME CRAZY!”

“OKAY, GRANDMA,” Julia called back.

Julia started toward the television, when something on the screen caught her eye.  She recognized the image from her science report.  It was a satellite photo of Mars.  Julia turned up the volume.

“JULIA, I ASKED YOU TO TURN IT OFF! THE LEAST YOU CAN DO IS LOWER THE VOLUME, NOT MAKE IT LOUDER!”


Julia turned it down a bit, but could still hear the newscaster.


“This just in.  There’s been some strange flickering in the images we’re spotting on planet Mars….Oh wait, it’s getting clearer.  Am I seeing things? It looks like it could be a human figure….We’re going in for a close-up.”


Grandma Ida walked in, and stood there, but was interrupted by the sound of the doorbell.


DING! DONG!


“Who is it?” Grandma Ida called out.


“It’s Officer Lowe and Officer Bashing,” said a booming voice.
  Grandma Ida opened the door to see two men.  One of them was short, so short, about a foot shorter than Julia.  The other was so tall, he was going to have to duck to get into the house.

Grandma Ida invited them in and showed them to the kitchen.  Just as they sat down at the table, Julia walked into the room, and joined them.


Grandma Ida put down a tray of muffins.


The two officers looked at each other, bewildered, when they saw the burnt muffin halves.  Julia cringed.


Officer Lowe, the shorter one of the two policemen, looked at Ida and asked in a booming voice, “Tell us what’s happened from the beginning.”


Shortly after Grandma Ida and Julia explained what had happened, they walked the officers to the door.


Officer Lowe reached up to shake Grandma Ida’s hand and Julia’s, and said, “Thank you. We’ll get back to you as soon as we have further information.”


Exhausted and upset, Grandma Ida and Julia sat down on the couch in the living room, not realizing that they had left the television on.  Trying to figure out what could have happened to Andrew, they both sat there, seemingly staring at nothing, when the voice on the tv caught their attention. 


“Just in. Clearer pictures of the mystery on Mars,” announced the newscaster. “Let’s zoom in……OH MY GOSH! IT IS A HUMAN FIGURE!!” he said, stunned.

Grandma Ida took a closer look at the screen.


“JULIA, NOT ONLY DOES IT LOOK LIKE A HUMAN FIGURE, BUT DOES THAT LOOK LIKE ANDREW?”

Too stunned to talk, she didn’t answer.  “Could he really  be on Mars?” Julia thought to herself.


Grandma Ida looked at her watch.  “Eleven o’clock already.  It’s been a long day. We should both go to bed.”

                                                        *    *    *    *

B- RR-ING!  Julia’s alarm clock woke her up.  It was already 9 o’clock.  She knew she had to hurry. Her piano lesson was in an hour.  She quickly got dressed, and went downstairs for breakfast. 

Grandma Ida was preparing blueberry muffins. Julia took a bite out of one of them, and shouted, “THESE MUFFINS ARE BURNT!”

“Sh-h! Be quiet,” Grandma Ida whispered. “You might wake up Andrew.”

 “Andrew’s here?” Julia asked in surprise.

“Where else would he be….on Mars?”
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