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Chapter 7

uzz Lightyear sped through the dark sky, his blinking
@ space suit lights flashing. He zeroed in on' his target —
a huge red planet. As the clouds surrounding the planet drifted
away’, he soared through, landing smoothly on the rocky surface.
He raised his wrist communicator to contact his headquarters.
“Buzz Lightyear mission log: all signs point to this planet as
the location of Zurg’s fortress.” Buzz glanced up and down
the surface of the deserted planet. “But there seems to be no
sign of intelligent® life anywhere.”

Just as he was starting to relax, Buzz spotted a group
of red laser beams. Seconds later, he was surrounded by
armed robot forces. He raised his laser* gun toward a crystal
formation nearby and fired. A huge explosion blew the robots
away. But he hadn’t destroyed the enemy completely. From
the wall of the crater, a robotic camera moved swiftly toward
Buzz. He took aim once more and fired.

He was able to destroy the camera, but then he felt
something shifting under his feet. Before he could move, the

_2-




L 257 6 AT P B A SR A K, AR

AT — I — R, T A
oo | B BERMAATE, HEEITERY
k B (xE =2 E e, BADEFEFE W, Vi
#) A AT RERT. %R0 T
. drift a B BB B AR, “EADEES
e H . B 5 R AT B R AL IR 2 57
TEH.” BEOEE F FHEXBBRFENITE
®T, BHEHE: B, MTRENAITME%
U R,

IE S & SRR, BRI T —
| maeot. AR RS R RS
SR ERBA BT AL, ARG , v R Y
KRR S, BERMBERSET ALY
A, HIBAE K. W
e A — A SRk, R B
8. EHTERMEERR, RSt

fib A BT L3884 1R Sk A , B0 AR
ST RTA A REEB, E Rk

- o 5

a A EH

-3



ground gave way beneath him, and he fell into
a long, dark, deep cavern'. Buzz landed on the
ground, and spotted a maze. There was no other way to go, so
he entered.

A blinking orange dot was on his back, though. The evil
Zurg was monitoring” Buzz’s every step. “Come to me, my
prey,” Zurg growled from his control room.

Buzz walked through a door, and it closed behind him.
Suddenly, deadly spikes® shot out of the door, and zoomed
toward Buzz. He ran down the tunnel and jumped through
another door without a millisecond* to spare. The spikes
banged against the closed door, piercing the exterior’. Buzz
was safe for now. He treaded over a thin, swinging rope bridge
with stealth, only to come face-to-face with Zurg.

“Buzz Lightyear! Your defeat will be my greatest
triumph!” yelled Zurg, as he took aim with his ion® blaster.

“Not today, Zurg,” bellowed Buzz. He raised his shield,
deflecting Zurg’s bullet. Then he hurled the shield at Zurg,
hitting him directly in the face.

Momentarily stunning Zurg, Buzz leaped over him, and
fired one shot. It careened to Zurg’s left, narrowly missing its
target.

Zurg recovered and took aim again, blasting Buzz and
blowing his torso’ off. “Ahh-ha-ha!” laughed a triumphant
Zurg.

GAME OVER flashed in red across the screen.
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Chapter 2

Z ndy Davis was out of sight, so his toys were playing
on their own. The real Buzz Lightyear and his friend

and fellow toy Rex, a plastic dinosaur, jumped up to the
screen.

“Ooooh, now that’s gotta hurt,” Buzz said in sympathy.

Rex stomped' his feet. “No! I'm never gonna defeat Zurg!
I give up,” he shouted.

“Come on. Pull yourself together, Rex. Remember, a
Space Ranger must turn and face his fears no matter how ugly
it gets. You must not flinch?!”

“Okay, one more round,” Rex said, ready to give it
another try. He turned back to the TV screen. “Ah!” yelled
Rex. Woody’s sudden reflection® across the video screen
scared him.

Ignoring Rex’s whimpering, Woody looked down at his
magic erase clipboard and spoke to Buzz. “Okay, here’s a list
of things to do while I'm gone. Batteries need to be changed.
Toys in the bottom of the chest need to be rotated*. And make
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sure everyone attends Mr. Spell’s seminar on
“What to do if you or a part of you is swallowed.’

Okay?”
Buzz shook his head. “Woody, you haven’t found your
hat yet, have you?”

“No,” said Woody. “Andy’s leaving for cowboy camp
any minute now, and I can’t find it anywhere!”

“Don’t worry. In just a few hours you’ll be sitting around
a crackling' campfire? with Andy making delicious hot
schmoes?,” said Buzz.

“They’re called s’mores*, Buzz.”

“Right,” nodded Buzz. “Has anyone found Woody’s hat
yet?” he called to the rest of the toys.

Green Army Men swarmed® around the open toy box.
Some rappelled down from the open lid into the box. “Hut.
Hut. Hut . . .” they chanted.

The sergeant approached Buzz and saluted?. “Negatory.
Still searching.”

Hamm, the piggy bank, sat on the windowsill, looking
outside through Lenny, the toy binoculars’.

“The lawn gnome® next door says it’s not in the yard, but
he’ll keep looking,” Hamm reported back.

Bo Peep and the Troll Doll walked into the room. “It’s
not in Molly’s room. We’ve looked everywhere,” shrugged Bo
Peep.

Mr. Potato Head peeked out from under the bed. “I found
it,” he shouted.

“You found my hat?” cheered Woody.
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“Your hat? Nah'. The Mrs. lost her earring
again. Oh, my little sweet potato?” He held up a
plastic ear with a dangling? earring attached.

Mrs. Potato Head walked up with a huge grin painted on
her face. “You found it! It’s so good to have a big strong spud?
around the house!” She took the ear and plugged* it back in to
her ear socket®.

Woody walked over to Andy’s packed duffel® bags and
kicked one of them. “Great. That’s just great! This’ll be the
first year I miss cowboy camp, all because of my stupid hat.”

“Woody, look under your boot,” said Bo.

“Bo, don’t be silly. My hat’s not under my boot.”

“Just look,” she said.

Woody sighed, and then raised his foot and looked at it.
“There, see? No hat. Just the word Andy.”

“Uh-huh,” said Bo, smiling. “And the boy who wrote that
would take you to camp with or without your hat.”

Woody stared at the signature and smiled. Bo was right.
“I’'m sorry, Bo. It’s just that I’ve been looking forward to this
all year. It’s my one time with just me and Andy.”

Bo grinned, and snared Woody with the crook’ of her
stick. She pulled him toward her. “You’re cute when you
care.”

“Everyone’s looking,” whispered a blushing Woody.

“Let em look,” she said, and kissed him.

Someone turned on the TV. A chicken clucking blared
from the set. It was a commercial. A large man dressed in a
chicken suit was flapping his wings atop Al’s Toy Barn.
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“Hey, kids,” he clucked. “This is Al, from
Al’s Toy Barn. And I'm sitting on some good
deals here . . . Ow! Ah think I’'m feelin’ a deal hatchin’
right now! Let’s see what we got!” The man squinted’ and
squirmed?, and then stood up to reveal a giant egg. It cracked
open and a giant dollar bill appeared on the screen. A bunch
of toys floated across the screen. “We got boats for a buck,
beanies for a buck, boomerangs? . . .”

“Turn it off,” shouted Woody. “Someone’s going to
hear.”

The TV blared, “Banjos* for a buck, buck, buck!” Al
flapped his chicken wings. “And that’s cheap, cheap, cheap!”
A map flashed on the screen, and Al pointed to the Toy Barn.

Hamm waddled forward, grabbed the remote, and turned
off the TV. “I despise that chicken,” he complained.

Slinky inched his wiry® silver body into the room.
“Okay,” he gasped, out of breath. “I got good news and I got
bad news.”

“What, what?” asked the toys.

“Good news is, I found Woody’s hat!” Slinky wagged®
his tail —upon which Woody’s hat was perched’.

“My hat!” shouted Woody. “Aw, Slink . . . thank you!
Thank you!”

“What’s the bad news?” asked Buzz.

“Here it comes!” shouted Slinky.
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Chapter 3

sniffing sound pierced through the low chatter. It
04 got louder, and then even louder, and then it turned
into a bark.

“Aaah! It’s Buster,” shouted Rex.

The toys all rushed to the door in an attempt to block out
the inevitable. Rocky strained, but the pressure was too great.
The dog’s wet nose nudged' through the crack in the door.
And the toys knew it wasn’t stopping there.

“Woody! Hide! Quick!” called Bo.

With a yelp, Woody dived into Andy’s duffel bag, and
burrowed? underneath some clothes and a baseball mitt®,
Suddenly the door creaked open.

Buster, a caramel-colored dachshund’, jumped triumphantly
to the center of the room. He barked loudly and ran around the
room, scattering toys and drool everywhere.

Etch spun quickly, in order to avoid Buster. But Buster,
noticing the movement, pounced, flattening him. Buster
panted, and looked around. Drool dripped from his mouth, and
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