
[image: cover]


[image: cover]


[image: cover]



 


[image: images]



www.orchardbooks.co.uk




THE STORY SO FAR

Greetings, earthlings!

 

If you were lucky enough to catch the extraordinary adventures of Harry Greene in The Wrong Side of the Galaxy, then you can skip this bit. But if for some astonishing reason you haven’t read it, then you can catch up on the action so far. It’s actually pretty straightforward…

 

Harry Greene has been abducted by aliens – on his birthday, so unfair! And after many adventures on the wrong side of the galaxy, during which he has made some alien friends and some alien enemies, he is still trying to get back to Croydon. Except that Croydon is just so far away… And his enemies are just so much nearer…
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‘AAARRGH!’ screamed Harry as the giant robot picked him up in one of its enormous metal hands.

Harry stared up into the big, round, gleaming dome of its head and gawped. It looked like a huge light bulb, and it was running a glittering cone of bluish light up and down his body.

‘Scanning, scanning…’ grated the huge robot.

Harry was in the security section of a spaceport on a planet called Haddus Prime. He’d thought that airport security back home on Earth was bad, but this? This was something else. A giant robot thing had him in one hand, whilst pointing a massive laser gun at his head with the other, and meanwhile tiny robot spiders crawled all over him, searching for illegal stuff.




‘Unknown species!’ rasped the robot.

‘Human, I’m a human!’ spluttered Harry.

‘Noted. For the record, unknown alien is a “human”,’ said the robot in a metallic monotone.
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‘Additional note: Humans look…freaky.’

‘Hey!’ said Harry.

‘Alien appears to be clean, allowing entry into spaceport,’ concluded the robot, having searched, scanned and ignored Harry all at once.

‘Yeah, thanks for that,’ said Harry, as the robot released him. Harry moved on, exiting the security aisle as fast as he could.

At the end of the aisle he met his friend, Barl, who’d also gone through security. Barl was seven foot tall, barrel-torsoed, heavily muscled, covered in red fur, with eyes like twin sapphires set in a vaguely cat-like face. He also had three legs – three massive legs. Two arms, though. And he thought Harry was his mother. (It’s complicated.)

Together they headed for the Arrivals checkpoint, as Harry went over the situation in his head. At some point he had to get to a planet called Volans. He knew that a certain galactic company, the Wagglestaff Corporation, were based there. This corporation published a gossip magazine called the Supernova. In that magazine was a column by a certain alien called Colum the Columnite Columnist from the planet Caryatid. She knew – or knew someone who knew – where Earth was. And Harry’s ultimate goal was to get home to Earth, to his mother in Croydon, England, to be precise.

But first, he had to find that cheating, alien, kangaroo creature Gaggenow and his sort-of-friends, the blue-skinned cloned princesses, Alph and Bet. Gaggenow had tricked him, stolen the Fartface Banana Nose (a spaceship, named that because – well, it’s complicated) from him (he was the rightful captain, not that alien freak, Gaggs!) and then marooned him on Tricrus. Harry had thought he’d be there forever but he’d made friends with a Tricrusian called Barl and together they’d talked the rest of the Tricrusians into giving him a spaceship to go after Gaggenow.

Gaggenow had stolen the Starheart, one of the crown jewels from the Galactic Overlord’s imperial regalia, and that had caused so much trouble for everyone. The Galactic Police and a bunch of bounty hunters were after them, including one of the most famous bounty hunters in the whole galaxy, an enormous robot called Tiny Tin.

Obviously.

And that was before you even thought about the Leptira! Basically, they were giant praying mantises with spaceships and plasma rifles. They were after him too. Their leader, Clypeus – well, he hated Harry, really hated him because Harry had outwitted him.

Harry sighed. There was so much to sort out. Only then could he head for home – if he could find out where it was. And the last known location of the Fartface Banana Nose (he grimaced at the name – what an idiot he had been to call it that!) was here, at or near Haddus Prime. Find the Fartface and he would find Gaggenow and the twins.

Harry stepped up to the checkpoint. There was no one there to greet him – instead a holographic alien face appeared in midair. It reminded Harry of an old flying dinosaur, a pterosaur or a pterodactyl, with a thin, leathery bird-like head with long jaws, and a kind of slim crest above it, resting on a mass of muscle. On either side of the face, Harry could see what looked like two gigantic wheel rims.

‘Welcome to Haddus Spaceport. I am the harbour master. Your craft appears to be of an unknown registration. Please tell us who you are and where you are from,’ said the creature. Or rather, this is what Harry’s translator said into his ear. The creature actually communicated with a series of high-pitched whistles and clicks, accompanied by a kind of sign language, using a single six-digit hand that seemed to rise up from the front of its body.

Harry blinked at it in astonishment. ‘Are you a Haddusian, then?’ he said.

‘Yes, I am. And you’re…humanoid, but not a race I recognise. Tell me more,’ clicked and signed the Haddusian.
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‘Umm… I’m Harry, captain of this ship, the Greene One,’ said Harry, staring at the Haddusian in fascination.

‘And where is your ship from?’ said the creature.

‘Tricrus,’ said Harry.

‘Ah! We’ve never had a visitor from Tricrus.’ The creature paused. ‘Wait a minute, you’re not Tricrusian, are you?’

‘No, I’m a human from Earth,’ said Harry.

‘A human? From…what was it, dust?’

‘NO! No, Earth…you know, as in… Oh, never mind,’ said Harry.

‘How did you get that ship, then? Don’t tell me you’re some kind of pirate!’ said the Haddusian.

‘No, no, I’m actually a Brood—’

Barl had come up behind Harry and leaned into the frame to interrupt him. ‘We sent by Tricrusian Council – human is…employed by us. All is fine,’ he said, and then leaned back.

‘Oh, OK, fine. Are you here to refit, or will you stop and trade perhaps?’ said the Haddusian.

‘Well, I’d like to look around, that’s for sure,’ said Harry.

‘This isn’t a tourist resort, you know – what’s it to be, refitting or trading? I need to know, so I can assign you the correct type of dock – and collect the correct fee, of course!’

Harry noticed that the creature seemed to be in some kind of hurricane or tornado. High winds appeared to be whistling all over it. Which was odd.

‘Are you all right?’ asked Harry. ‘Is there a storm or something?’

‘What? Oh, no, that’s how we like it, high winds and that. Without the winds, we wouldn’t be able to breathe, you see. Our world has perpetual wind, so our lungs evolved to be just holes in… Look, whatever. Trading or refit?’

‘Oh, trading, then…errr…what’s your name?’ said Harry.

‘My name.’ The creature sighed resignedly. ‘OK, as you asked, it’s Krrlk litkikwikmik defor Milkit Dilkit wakwak mugansaul Margan-fibblenip Loobinleebinlubbin-Po the fourth. There, satisfied?’

‘Riiiight,’ said Harry. ‘Can I call you Krrlk, or Milkit or something?’

‘NO! No, you can’t – shortening names is a dreadful insult here on Haddus, and you’d better remember that! Next time you might find yourself challenged to a sand duel and you wouldn’t like that, oh no!’

‘OK, OK, sorry, how was I supposed to know? Anyway, I can’t call you by your full name, I’ll never get that…’

‘No, no, you won’t – we realise most aliens simply don’t have the brain power… Anyway, whatever, you can call me by my office title, Harbour Master. And next time, I suggest you consult your GalNav Tracker before you visit somewhere – you know, find out a bit about culture and habits and that, so you don’t go around insulting people willy-nilly.’

‘All right, all right, I get it! Now, what’s next?’ said Harry.

‘OK, then,’ continued the harbour master, ‘there’ll be a 1,500 credits docking fee. I’m assuming you don’t have a Hubnet account or any Hub-registered accounts at all, so show me the money, or you aren’t getting in.’

Harry held up his Galactic Credit chips.

‘Fine,’ said the harbour master. ‘Enjoy your stay on Haddus Prime.’ And the hologram winked out… And then back on again. ‘Oh, and by the way, you are likely to incur further costs in the region of 2-to-4,000 Galactic Credits for refuelling, spaceport fees, taxes and so on. Goodbye!’

Harry put a hand to his chin. He only had a total of 3,000 credits. On the other hand, they had a cargo of rare metals, extracted from Tricrusian mud, including terbium, scandium and dysprosium, which the Validators back on the Mound had assured him were actually worth quite a bit. It seemed like he’d have to do some trading anyway, just to pay the fees. And he’d better check out the entry on Haddus in his GalNav.


 

Haddus Prime (Native name ‘The Flats’)

Haddus Prime is subjected to superpowerful winds that have scoured the planet flat. There are no hills or mountains. and most of it is sand.



 

The Haddusians

There is one dominant species that are called ‘Wheelies’. They have evolved to have two large, bony wheels on either side of their bodies instead of legs. These wheels are powered by a complex set of bones and muscles that form a clever ‘rack and pinion’ system. But their prime mode of movement is a sail…Yes, that’s right, a sail. The crest on top of their heads can open up into a large, leathery sail, that they use to catch the wind, like a sand yacht. They spend a lot of time in recreational pursuits on the surface – racing, team sports, synchronised sand surfing, and so on.

 

The primary export of Haddus is the much sought after spice Grerk which is sold all over the galaxy.

Be careful when dealing with Wheelies. They are quick to take offence. Their names are long and entirely incomprehensible to the rest of the galaxy..

 

This entry compiled by:

Verdlop Mimmlesip,

Professor of Xenothropology,

University of Fornax.

 

Another strange alien planet, thought Harry, as he and Barl headed for the door into the spaceport concourse. He was becoming quite the space tourist.
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HARRY and Barl walked across the wide concourse of the spaceport. It was a bit like an airport back home with shops and signs and restaurants and booking offices and first class lounges and luggage depositories and so on. Everywhere people were…well, that was the big difference. They weren’t ‘people’ as such – not human people, anyway, creature people. Everywhere stood (or squatted or flopped or folded or blobbed or dripped or…whatever) various alien beings – families, lone travellers, groups of tourists, business…Harry wanted to think ‘businesspeople’ but that wasn’t right – businessthings, more like. And all of them were busy.

They walked on, Barl striding in front, Harry looking around in amazement at all the teeming alien life forms, half expecting to see that fish-faced kangaroo, Gaggenow, and the twins, Alph and Bet. It was unlikely, though. His GalNav Tracker was telling him that the Fartface was somewhere in this area of space but not exactly where. In the meantime, Harry had to sell some of his cargo of Tricrusian mud (apparently there were plenty of businessthings who wanted to buy Tricrusian mud) so he would have enough money to be able to leave. Harry smiled to himself for a moment. That meant he was now a businessthing too!

His thoughts were distracted by a nearby conversation. What looked like a large, tentacled cauliflower, wearing green-and-blue striped pyjamas, was talking to what appeared to be a floating, many-eyed giant orange in a pink dress.

‘What do you mean you haven’t finished knitting my pink scarf yet? It’s been three weeks!’ said the giant orange.

‘Have you tried knitting with these?’ said the cauliflower, holding up its tentacles.

Harry stared in amazement – and slammed into Barl, who’d come to a sudden halt.

‘What?’ said Harry, nursing his nose.

‘Barl hungry, Mum,’ said Barl.

‘’Course you are,’ said Harry. ‘You’re always hungry!’

Barl pointed a three-fingered hand at a nearby building. The whole thing was shaped like an enormous…well…burger. The top half formed the roof, and the bottom half the foundations. Steps led up to the middle where the restaurant was. Outside and in, chairs and tables of various sizes and shapes were set for different types of customers.
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‘Galacto Burgers’ said a big sign over the entrance. Harry couldn’t believe it – a burger bar? In space?

‘Can we have a burger please, Mum?’ said Barl pleadingly.

‘No,’ said Harry. ‘It’s junk food!’

‘That Astro Burgers, this Galacto Burgers!’ said Barl.

‘Oh, come on – Earth burgers are bad enough, but alien burgers?’ said Harry.

‘They organic and everything. Please, Mum, go on, they look great!’ begged Barl.

Harry frowned. He had to admit the smell wafting out was delicious, and he’d mostly been eating Nutrit Porridge1 and Tricrusian boiled-grass stew for a while now. He could really do with something new. The trouble was, these burgers – they weren’t going to be beef or chicken, were they?

‘Go on, please, Mum,’ wheedled Barl like a little kid, even though he towered over Harry.

Harry shook his head, still uncertain. His mum was always telling him that burgers were bad for you. Barl tugged on Harry’s sleeve (almost pulling him to the ground in the process) and said again, ‘Muuum, pleeeeasse!’

‘Oh, all right, let’s at least take a look at the menu,’ said Harry. (Now he knew what his own mum felt like when they walked passed burger bars and sweet shops back home on Earth.)

Inside, a ‘waitress’ – in fact, a wheel-sided, bony, dinosaur-bird headed, crested Haddusian with an apron, from the middle of which extended a single arm – welcomed them.

‘Greetings, hungry beings!’ it whistled and clicked. ‘Please, have a menu. Humanoid, reptilian, fungoid, avian or aquatic?’

‘What?’ said Harry.

‘You know, for your menu. You look humanoid to me but it is always best to ask first, just in case.’

‘Oh, I see! Yes, human, err…humanoid. Yes, thank you,’ said Harry.
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Barl and Harry took seats and looked around the restaurant. Posters of meal deals hung on the walls – some of them looked distinctly unappetising. Harry’s face wrinkled up in disgust at what looked like a pile of pale, glutinous fish eggs with squirmy insides on a bed of some kind of warty seaweed.

‘Don’t worry,’ said Barl, ‘that fish food – you know, aquatic. Humanoid burgers much nicer!’
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‘You’ve had them before?’ asked Harry.

‘Yeah, but only frozen, back home. Good to try real thing. Galacto burgers famous!’ said Barl.

A bowl of a glittery, greenish-brown, sandy powder was laid out on the table. A little card said, ‘Grerk, the galaxy-famous spice of Haddus, our primary export! Have a taste, it’s yum-yum yummity-yum!’

‘Right. Yummity-yum, hah, sure it is,’ said Harry. It looked more like glittery face paint at a party for six year olds than something that went on your dinner!

Still, better give it a go, I suppose, he thought. Gingerly he put a little glitter dust on his finger and tasted it. Hey, it actually was a little yummity yum – a bit like cinnamon with a dash of liquorice or aniseed along with a peppery zing. And he was hungry. Time for a burger, maybe with a bit of Grerk! Harry looked down at his menu. 100% PRIME PONGO MEAT it said at the top. What kind of freaky alien meat was that? Harry wrinkled his nose. He had to admit, though, the smell of a couple of Pongo burgers frying on the griddle in the middle of the restaurant was mouthwatering. But still…Pongo meat? Really?

Harry blinked at the menu again. Better avoid the MikMak mustard, then. Hmm… Classic burger, no sauces, radioactive or otherwise, and vegetable paste fries seemed to be the safest thing. Wait a minute, they had toast! According to the Supernova gossip magazine, it was a ‘delicacy’ almost certainly discovered on his home planet, Earth.

He looked up to attract the waitress’s attention and he, she or it, trundled over.

‘Can I take your order?’ said the waitress.

‘Do you know where Earth is?’ asked Harry.

‘What?’ she said.

‘Earth. Where the toast comes from? Do you know where it is?’

‘There’s no earth or dirt or mud or anything like that in our food, I can tell you. My, the very thought!’

‘No, I mean where toast comes from, you know, where it was invented,’ said Harry excitedly.

‘Toast? Well, from the Hub, I guess. It’s all the rage at the moment. S’pose some chef invented it or something – don’t get what all the fuss is about myself, but there you go.’

‘Does anyone know about Earth?’ asked Harry, desperately.

‘If you’re saying you want a bit of sand sprinkled over your food, I’m sure we can oblige – we get all sorts of weird requests, as you can imagine,’ said the waitress.

‘No, I mean…Oh, forget it,’ said Harry.

A memory filled his mind. His mum, making him toast in the morning before school, with butter and honey. A tear welled up in his eye. How he missed his mum! She’d be worried sick by now, she probably thought he was dead. Harry put a hand to his mouth. Poor Mum! If only he could get some kind of message to her, to reassure her. Just look at him! OK, he was in a burger bar – she’d think that was typical! But it was on another planet on the other side of the galaxy, with an alien friend. And he owned a spaceship – two, in fact! She’d be so proud!
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Harry looked over at Barl. He hadn’t noticed Harry’s tears. Barl was hungry, and nothing was going to get in the way of a meal for him.

‘Barl have Black Hole, with beetle fries and side order of Buffalo Wings!’ he said. ‘And I won’t need bucket!’

Harry gasped. ‘Are you sure? That’s a lot of MikMak mustard, and I…well…you know, I wouldn’t want to be around you if…’

‘No, don’t worry, Mum, we love MikMak mustard back home!’ said Barl.

‘And for you, madam?’ said the waitress.

‘No, I’m a…’ Harry paused, staring up at the leathery-skinned, sail-crested, bird-headed alien waitress with wheels, thinking about how he was going to explain that he was actually a boy, whilst also being Barl’s mum.

He soon gave up on the idea.

‘I’ll have a Classic Burger, and some toast, but no pus butter or roach jam, please! And some vegetable paste fries – can’t go wrong with that, right?’ he said.

‘Of course, madam, thank you!’ The waitress rolled away on her wheels.

‘Look,’ said Barl, pointing at a thin sheet of what could best be described as ‘electronic paper’. It was a copy of that gossip column magazine, the Supernova. Harry picked it up and they both gave it a quick read.




THE SUPERNOVA6


 




	Gossip Column

	01.10.4056 GMT
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With Colum the Columnite Columnist from the planet Caryatid, Supernova’s favourite gossip hound, rocking it out to all the worlds!






 

Poodleplums7, everyone!

Guess what, alien freaks? This week we’ve got an interview with that cop-tastic, robotic galactic bounty hunter, Tiny Tin – it’s all here in the supersized, supercool, superawesome Supernova!
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Tiny Tin Speaks

Colum: So, Gaggenow, your current target. What’s he done?
Tiny Tin: Who cares? All we’re interested in is the reward.



Colum: We?

Tiny Tin: Err, I mean me.

Colum: Any ideas about where this Gaggenow might be?

Tiny Tin: Well, he’s a master of disguise, a proper slippery fish is our Gaggenow. But it seems he’s travelling with a most unusual alien – a hairy-topped, pink, flabby organism with blubbery type freako lips and little round eyes on the front of its mutoid face. From the planet mud. Or Soil, or Dirt or similar. Calls itself ‘Hairy’ or ‘mary’ or something weird like that.

Colum: Urgh, sounds disgusting!

Tiny Tin: Indeed. All we have to do is find that bizzaro alien and we find Gaggenow. So if anyone out there spots such a thing, do let me know, and I’ll give you a share of the reward. A very small share, mind, but still.

Colum: You can send any information care of the
Supernova: Snarfle Building, Wagglestaff House, Big Fat City, Planet Volans. Thank you, Tiny Tin, and good luck. As for you, readers – Wibnob Nabit Flabos8, until next time, alien freaks!



(All Worlds Copyright © Wagglestaff Corporation)


 



1.  A kind of grey sludge made in the food replicators of the Fartface Banana Nose. Bland and boring, but nutritionally adequate.

2.  All burgers come with your choice of beetle fries, vegetable paste fries, wood chips (a favourite of omnivorous ruminants) or silicon chips

3.  Warning! MikMak mustard may cause sudden explosive evacuation of the bowels

4.  Emergency medical bucket provided

5.  Warning! Snargle salad may attempt to escape.

6.  The Supernova is a fully owned subsidiary of the Wagglestaff Corporation

7.  A term indicating joyous acceptance of social tribute from a lesser being.

8.  Loosely translated: ‘It’s been nice, but next time please don’t fart all over the cupcakes.’
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HARRY gulped. It seemed as though the whole galaxy was after him – a fourteen-year-old boy from Croydon they thought was a mutant alien freak called Hairy Mary from Dirt! Galactic Enemy Number One. What was he going to do?

Harry shook his head in despair. That Gaggenow, he’d caused him so much trouble. Nevertheless, Harry would have to fix it. And that meant he had to find Gaggenow before Tiny Tin did, and get his ship back, as well as the Starheart that Gaggs had stolen from the Galactic Overlord’s imperial crown. Harry would have to try and give it back and clear his name. That was the only way to get the bounty hunters and the Galactic Police and the rest off his back. Then he could go home to his mum – if he could find Earth. His best chance for that was to talk to Colum at the Supernova – she’d been the first to talk about toast. Surely she knew where it came from? Anyway, now at least he had a proper address for her.

Harry raised his head. Something was off… The chatter in the restaurant had tailed away and people were staring out the window. Harry looked out – and froze in horror. Leptira – three of them, walking up to the restaurant. Everyone was scared of the Leptira. How hideous they were – huge praying mantises with horribly human-looking faces on diamond shaped insectoid heads, carrying guns and wearing high-tech clothes. Leading them was – yes, it was Clypeus himself, the High Devourer! He’d been hunting Gaggenow for the reward too, and had a run in with Harry. And Harry had annoyed him. Oh yes, annoyed him very much, and now all Clypeus wanted to do was to eat him. Slowly.

Bit by bit.

Harry hid behind his Supernova. He peeped out over the top, watching the Leptira. Barl followed his gaze.

‘What, Mum?’ he boomed.

‘Shhhh!’ said Harry pointing outside.

Barl frowned. ‘Leptira! The ones you told me about, Mum?’ he whispered.

Harry nodded furiously. What to do?

‘Shall I fight them?’ said Barl, forming his hands into big, sledgehammer fists.

Harry looked from Barl to the Leptira and back again.

‘Two Leptira, maybe, but three? They’d cut you up bad – no, can’t have that on my conscience, sorry, Barl!’ said Harry.

Clypeus stopped by an outside table and leaned over the occupants – three Wheelies eating lunch. They reared back in alarm. Clypeus took something out from a pouch hanging on his frontal thorax. He held it up. It was a revolving hologram of Gaggenow.

‘Have you seen this icthysupial?’ Harry heard the Leptiran say through the window.

‘No, never,’ whistled and clicked the Wheelies.

‘How about this organism?’ countered Clypeus, adjusting the hologram display. Now it showed Harry himself!

One of the Wheelies leaned forward. ‘Odd-looking thing,’ it said. ‘But no, never seen it before.’

Clypeus moved on to the next table, occupied by a pear-shaped, headless blob-like being.

‘Have you seen this icthysupial?’ asked Clypeus. ‘No? What about this curious creature?’ Once again, it was Harry in the frame.
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‘Never, but are you sure that’s the right way up?’ quivered the alien pear-thing in reply.

Harry looked around the restaurant. He had to sneak out somehow! Clypeus and his mantis warriors stalked to another table, this one occupied by a family of four-legged, two-armed turtle-backed beings.
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