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“I really hope this plan works.” He squinted
out through a spyhole in the door as a jam tart

hovered in the air by his shoulder.

“Me too, Scooter.” A very tiny
and very round alien peered
over the pastry rim of the
jam tart as she crossed
her fingers nervously.

The alien was called
Fizzbee.

Just like Scooter,
Fizzbee was an
inventor.

Just like Scooter,
Fizzbee loved jam.

And she was orange ...
just like Scooter’s hair.

Except Fizzbee was orange all over.

In fact, she looked a bit like a small orange

ping-pong ball, but with two little arms and



legs, two big eyes that took up half of her face
and two antennae that she could use to make
things fly. Most of the time she flew around in
a jam tart beside Scooter’s shoulder.
Most importantly, Fizzbee was
Scooter’s best friend in all the
world.
“Itis ... quite a good
plan.” She gave him
a reassuring pat on
the ear. “Fizzbee is ...
ummm ... sure that it
will work.” She crossed
both arms and legs,
smiled sheepishly, then
crossed her antennae.
“It won’t.” Scooter turned
in surprise to see Daffy Dodgy
leaning on the trunk of a banana tree behind

him, studying her fingernails oh-so-casually.
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