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MEET THE SPACE PENGUINS…







[image: ]





CAPTAIN:


Captain T. Krill Emperor penguin


Height: 1.10m


Looks: yellow ear patches and noble bearing


Likes: swordfish minus the sword


Lab tests: showed leadership qualities in fish challenge


Guaranteed to: keep calm in a crisis
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FIRST MATE (ONCE UPON A TIME):


Beaky Wader, now known as Dark Wader


Once Emperor penguin, now part-robot


Height: 1.22m


Looks: shiny black armour and evil laugh


Likes: prawn pizzas and ruling the universe


Lab tests: cheated at every challenge


Guaranteed to: cause trouble  
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PILOT (WITH NO SENSE OF DIRECTION):


Rocky Waddle Rockhopper penguin


Height: 45cm


Looks: long yellow eyebrows


Likes: mackerel ice cream


Lab tests: fastest slider in toboggan challenge


Guaranteed to: speed through an asteroid belt while reading charts upside down
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SECURITY OFFICER AND HEAD CHEF:


Fuzz Allgrin Little Blue penguin


Height: 33cm


Looks: small with fuzzy blue feathers


Likes: fish fingers in cream and truffle sauce


Lab tests: showed creativity and aggression in ice-carving challenge


Guaranteed to: defend ship, crew and kitchen with his life
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SHIP’S ENGINEER:


Splash Gordon King penguin


Height: 95cm


Looks: orange ears and chest markings


Likes: squid


Lab tests: solved ice-cube challenge in under four seconds


Guaranteed to: fix anything
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LOADING…





CRRRUMP!


I am ICEcube, on-board guidance computer for a fish-shaped spacecraft named the Tunafish. My brain is very large, but my patience is very thin.


The Space Penguins have crashed into me twice this morning. Chief Engineer Splash Gordon’s new invention – ride-on Penguin Manoeuvring Units, or PMUs – may be fun, but their brakes don’t work. The ship’s metalwork is dented. The floor is scratched.


My database says: Ow.


Ever since the Space Penguins made a dramatic escape from the planet Splurdj and returned twelve small furry PomPoms to their home planet of Azimus Pi in the darkest, most remote corner of the universe, they have been fidgety. Back on Earth they happily did the same thing every day. Fish, toboggan, waddle, sleep. Out here in deep space they have discovered something new.


Boredom.


This is what they have been doing to kill time:


Captain Krill has a new exercise plan. He has waddled up and down the ship so many times that he has worn the floor completely smooth.


Our pilot Rocky Waddle has flown us straight through dangerous asteroid belts just for fun.


Chef and Security Officer Fuzz Allgrin has cooked star-whale blubber three hundred and sixty-four ways and clogged up the ventilation shafts with grease.


And Splash has built four PMUs with bad brakes. He is now test driving one of them on Captain Krill’s newly smoothed floor. It’s an accident waiting to happen.


CRRRUMP!


Recalibrating…


It’s an accident that just happened. Captain Krill’s exercises, Fuzz’s new starw-hale blubber dish, a tricky asteroid-belt move from Rocky and a PMU brake failure have all just come together in one big messy heap.


Excuse me while I short circuit.


ZZZPPPFFF. 
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CHAPTER ONE


STIR CRAZY





Captain Krill lay on his back with a large blob of star-whale blubber pie dripping from the end of his beak.


“What the curly cuttlefish just happened?” he asked, staring up at the metal rivets on the spaceship’s ceiling.


Splash climbed off his crashed PMU and stared at the brakes with his flippers on his hips. “Darned if I know. I’ve adjusted the hydraulic pressure on this one at least ten times.”


“OW-WOW-WOW!” Fuzz roared, hopping up and down while rubbing his feet with his flippers. “You ran over the Captain’s belly, my feet and my star-whale blubber pie, Splash! You are so not getting a Christmas present this year.”


“It must have happened while I was doing my exercises,” said the Captain, raising his head to gaze at the track marks on his tummy.


“How are the sit-ups coming along, Captain?” Splash asked.


“I did one,” said Captain Krill proudly.


“My fault, sorry,” said Rocky from the flight deck. “A monster asteroid fragment was coming straight towards us. I had to take evasive action.”


“No blubber pie for dinner, guys,” said Fuzz, still hopping. “Unless you want to lick it off the Captain’s face.”


“Shame,” said Rocky. “NOT.”


“Say that again, barnacle brain,” said Fuzz.


Rocky jumped out of his pilot’s chair with his flippers raised and his eyebrows bristling. “With pleasure.”


“No fighting on deck,” said Captain Krill from the floor.


“We all need a change of scene,” said Splash. He helped the Captain to his feet. “ICEcube? Find us a planet where we can stop and stretch our legs.”


“Mine don’t stretch very far,” said Fuzz.


ICEcube’s circuits whirred into life.


“Planet Flogiston. Little known, but sometimes visited by traders for its natural supply of metal, which grows in tree-like forms all over the planet. Surface temperature: seventy-five degrees Celsius, on account of the numerous volcanoes. Journey time: three hours and fifteen minutes.”


“Anywhere colder?” asked Rocky hopefully. “And maybe less volcanoey?”


“Planet Bitnipi. Surface temperature: minus two hundred and eighty degrees Celsius. Covered in mountainous permafrost.”


“Perfect!” exclaimed the Captain.


“Journey time: thirty-two years, two hundred and two days,” ICEcube continued.


The penguins groaned.
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“It had better be Flogiston then,” said the Captain.


“Flogiston is orbited by a small icy moon named Serac,” ICEcube added. “Surface temperature: minus one hundred and three degrees Celsius. Journey time: two hours and forty minutes.”


“Why didn’t you mention that before?” said Splash.


“You asked for a planet,” said ICEcube. “Not a moon.”


“Duh,” said Fuzz.


“Set the coordinates, Rocky,” said Captain Krill.


Rocky whooped. “Serac, here we come!”




[image: ]





Far away, in section L of the universe, a little alien and a large robot were sneaking through the dark streets of the planet Kroesus’s main spaceport. The little alien scuttled along, clattering its claws and swivelling its eyes. Clatter, clatter. Swivel, swivel.


“We need to get out of here,” whispered Crabba. “I only gave that prison guard a tiny nip with my poisonous claws. He’ll wake up soon, and then the whole of Kroesus will know you’ve escaped.”


CLANK. CLANK. CLANK.


The robot behind Crabba was huge. Rusty. Cobwebbed. Unmistakably penguin-shaped.


“Boss?” said Crabba. “You look like you spent the last three months in a wet jail cell full of argon bugs.”
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Dark Wader’s robot eyes glowed red. He flicked a glowing blue bug off his shoulder with a rusty flipper. “I did.”


“I know,” Crabba sniggered. “It was a joke.”


“You think three months in a Kroesan jail cell with a lunatic pig-like cellmate is a joke?”


Crabba cringed. “Bad joke. Bad Crabba.”


“The guards will barbecue Skyporker for not raising the alarm,” said Dark Wader. He looked thoughtful.


“Should I have rescued him as well?” asked Crabba.


“No,” said the pengbot. “Anadin Skyporker has been nothing but trouble since he tagged along with us after the Superchase Space Race. He would just slow us down. I want the Space Penguins, Crabba. Those putrid prawns will pay for what they did to me.”


“I’ve arranged transport,” said Crabba at once. “We’ll be out of here in two clicks of my claws.”


They emerged on to a busy street full of soldiers, traders and yellow-skinned Kroesans with lots of arms. Crabba scuttled towards a small ship docked in a bay.


“Here she is,” he said proudly. “The Sprout.”


Dark Wader looked at the craft. “It has no landing gear, Crabba.”


Crabba looked dismayed. “It had landing gear when I left it.”
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“It has no windscreen, either. It has also lost its tailfin, both its wings and its thrusters.”


Crabba stared at what was left of the Sprout sadly.


“Shouldn’t have left it there, mate,” said a rasping voice. “Thieves always nick stuff off ships docked there.”


A purple, bull-like alien was leaning against a sleek golden ship docked beside the remains of the Sprout. He had a ring through his nose and a set of curly horns on his head.
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“Who are you?” Dark Wader demanded.


“Balderdash Bigbutt. My friends call me… Well, they don’t call me anything because I don’t have any friends. But I do have a ship. She’s called the Lovely Loot.”
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