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For Lachie and Tim





CHAPTER 1



Prehistoric Plastic


‘Stay still, Oscar!’ I yelp. ‘How can I reboot your snoot if you won’t stop wriggling?’
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It’s a perfect morning for another 20th century treasure hunt, but here I am re-tuning Oscar’s sniffer – again! I can think of a billion better things I’d rather be doing, but I need Oscar in full working order, fast. If Oscar’s out of action we won’t be much use to Jessie, and if we’re no use to Jessie, we’re really not much use to anyone.


I wouldn’t have to do this if Oscar had a bit more self-control … but he’s a complete ding-bot when it comes to robo-rats. This morning he saw one under an old desk and chased it frantically across the storeroom. He’d almost caught it when it darted suddenly under a packing case. Oscar couldn’t slow down in time to stop … and that’s why I’m presently trying to un-crumple the gaping hole where the left side of his nose is meant to be. Just another tidy-up job for my slightly neurotic metallic pet!
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At least his ears are still in decent shape … sort of! They pop up like hot toast when Jessie knocks on our box and asks if anyone’s home.


‘Yes, we are,’ I say with anticipation. ‘How can we help our favourite storeroom supervisor?’


Jessie winks and hands me a plastic zip-bag with a small rectangular object inside it. ‘I’m pretty sure you’ll be as stumped as I am this time,’ she says with a cheeky grin.


[image: image]


Even though she’s twice my age, Jessie’s my best friend. Well, my best human friend. Since January last year, when Oscar and I escaped the Skyburb 7 Home for Unclaimed Urchins, she’s let us live in a cosy packing box in the museum storeroom. Jessie’s been the storeroom supervisor since 2422 – nearly two years now. She loves crazy old stuff as much as I do, especially stuff from the 21st century – the weirdest century of all! Back then, people used to travel on the ground – on wheels! They even used to keep real animals for pets – imagine all the stinky messes they had to clean up!


I hold Jessie’s zip-bag under my lamp and give it a closer look. The item inside looks like a flattened robo-rat.


‘You’re right,’ I say, ‘I’ve got absolutely no idea what you’ve found this time!’


The item’s about 10 centimetres long, 6 centimetres wide and 1 centimetre deep, and it seems to be made of some kind of prehistoric plastic. It has two holes right through the middle of it, and an open space at the bottom.


I show it to Oscar – he tries to sniff it but his sense of smell isn’t so great at the moment, for obvious reasons!
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‘I’m stumped,’ I say to Jessie and Oscar. ‘What use could anyone have had for such a tiny flat chunk of plastic?’


‘It looks a bit like an under-pillow dream projector from the 2040s,’ says Jessie, ‘but I think it’s a bit big.’


‘I think it might be even older than that,’ I say thoughtfully. ‘It reminds me of a home-cooling control panel from the 1990s.’


‘But check out that tapey bit at the bottom. It looks a bit fragile for a hand-touch control panel.’


Jessie has a point. There’s a thin brown line of tape just inside the open space on the bottom edge. It does look kind of delicate.


Just then, I notice the thump, thump, thump of Oscar’s tail against my right ankle. I look down and see his big electronic eyes staring up at mine. I think he’s trying to tell me something!


‘What is it, Oscar?’


Oscar’s ears slide upwards. The camera lens pops out of his right ear, and the flash unit fires up in his left.


‘Good thinking, Oscar.’ I give him a pat and hold the strange object in front of his face. His left ear lights it up with a strong white beam of light, and his right ear starts humming. A few seconds later, a panel slides open on his back and sends another three beams of light into the air. They draw together and focus a metre above him, and suddenly we’re all looking at a 3D image of the mystery object.


‘Nice work, pup,’ I say. ‘Feed it into the Splinternet and see what comes up!’


Oscar makes a funny whirring noise, and a green square pops up in the air above him. We all stand there expectantly, waiting for his projector to send up a search result. In the middle of the square, we can see the search icon – a pair of angry, beady eyes, darting from side to side.
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‘Hurry up!’ I yell loudly at the air. ‘We haven’t got all millennium!’


Oscar’s shiny tail drops between his legs and his head droops.


‘Sorry, I wasn’t yelling at you, Oscar,’ I reassure him. ‘It looks like we’ve given the Splinternet a bigger challenge than it can handle.’


‘I think you’re right,’ says Jessie. ‘This object must have been made before the Great Solar Flare of 2037 wiped out the old Internet.’


Suddenly the green square above Oscar’s back changes form. It takes the shape of a frowning monkey. That’s the Splinternet’s way of telling us it’s a pre-2037 item it can’t possibly recognise.


‘Grrreat!’ I groan. ‘If it’s older than 2037, the only possible record that it ever existed would be on paper … in a book!’


The problem with that is, paper hasn’t been produced since 2121. That means books are now pretty hard to come by. The only book I ever owned was an old Spiderman comic my mum gave me when I was five. It had been in the family for over 300 years. But then my parents went missing and I had to move to the Skyburb 7 Home for Unclaimed Urchins. The manager of the Home promised to look after it for me, but I never saw it again. That’s just one of the reasons I’ll never go back there … unless of course they catch me and drag me back.


‘Don’t give up just yet,’ says Jessie. ‘The museum still has a book and magazine collection. Maybe if we ask nicely they’ll let us spend some time in there.’


‘The last time I nicely asked the library staff to let me in, they told me to come back in ten years, with a beard,’ I point out, making it clear the library staff were definitely not my favourite people.


‘Well, how about I ask this time?’ laughs Jessie. ‘I can’t grow a very good beard, but I’m a museum staff member. And I’m eleven years older than you – that might help too!’

OEBPS/images/f000-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/f003-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/f004-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/f001-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/f006-01.jpg
o
e
o





OEBPS/images/cover.jpg





OEBPS/images/f009-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/halftitlef.jpg
MENGE Ty,
(PETLTHE ELEVT

TAPE ESCAPE

CAMERONIMACINTOSH





OEBPS/images/titlef.jpg
MEM BRIy

TAPE ESGAPE

i bigekypublsing com.au

AMERo ACINTOS





