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 Chief Inventor, Scooter McLay, stood outside 

the main entrance of McLay’s jam factory. He 

looked from left to right, his eyes alert, his 

body tense. Slowly and carefully, he lay 

a plate of jam sandwiches on the ground. He 

searched the darkness outside, his gaze resting 

for a moment on a shadowy hawthorn bush to 

the side of the path. 

Had something moved over there? 

He watched a moment longer then shook 

his head. It was probably just a gust of wind. 

He backed up into the safety of the factory, 

 pressed the large, round Door Lock button 

and breathed a sigh of relief as the steel 

security door shut and the bolts clicked 

reassuringly into place.



 Fizzbee. 

inventor. 



world. 

quite

sure

crossed her antennae.



“Believe me, those slippery little suckers are 

organized. That’s why they always attack at night 

when the factory is closed.” Daffy glanced at the 

letterbox, which was nailed shut, and gave 

the hammer in her pocket a sage pat. “Giving 

them a jam sandwich is just completely—”  

 “Squeak

Squeak, squeak

suit. 



This was the only way tha

to enter the jam factory, fo

involving an unidentifi ed 

guinea pig poo found 

fl oating in the banana jam 

just last week. Boris and 

Daffy had sworn that it w

absolutely nothing to do w

them, but Scooter wasn’t t

when it came to factory hygiene. 

Scooter turned back to the spyhole, his eyes 

locking on the plate of jam sandwiches outside.

There was no movement. No sound. Nothing. 

What if Daffy was right? What if this plan 

wasn’t going to work? 

Except … it had to. 

Because – and this was a fi rst for Scooter – 

he was running out of ideas.   

He stood back from the door, turned towards 



Scooter had turned the entire factory into a 

tropical glasshouse. Or, as Scooter called it, a 

tropical jam-making paradise! And over the last 

few months, it had become so much more than 

that. Especially since  Scooter’s friend, Cat 

Pincher, had been helping them. Cat 

loved growing plants as much as Scooter 

and Fizzbee loved inventing jam. Under 

Cat’s care, the plants had fl ourished and 

grown, and the tropical house was now 

bursting at the seams with all sorts of 

luscious, juicy, mouth-watering fruit. 



sculpted and shaped jam into all of the various 

ever

perfect



plates 



problem. 

SLUGS

lasers, the slugs kept slinking in. They’d broken 

sewage pipes! 



well organized



developed hyper-creativity



and he had to wear an uncomfortable splint 

to stop his left foot from dragging. But that 

didn’t worry Scooter. It made life a little harder 

sometimes, but it was a part of him, just like his 

pffft



with more less

slugslugslug



“It’s a better idea than screaming and running 



really

“A

notnotnot


