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The first of a series of Kitchen Chronicles in which Professor Popcorn finally completes his latest invention only to have it stolen by the evil Fergus Fork. Will the food items get it back in time? And what is the invention that Fergus has stolen?
The Great Inventor.
“Aha! My greatest work completed!” Professor Popcorn shouted loudly, punching the air in triumph. “Seven years of my life well spent!”
He ripped off his dirty goggles and danced around the a strange grey box in the middle of his room.
“Professor are you finished?!” Asked a pink square marshmallow, entering the empty baked bean tin that served as Professor Popcorn’s laboratory.
“Yes Miss Marshmallow, I am indeed finished!” His fluffy toffee coated body was dirty and smudged.
“Huzzah!” The pretty pink square exclaimed, dancing around the exhausted professor, “we should tell everyone in the kitchen!”
The two pieces of food slowly (for the professor was very tired) walked out of the baked bean tin.
“Gentle and Lady Men!” Molly Marshmallow called, getting her words mixed up as usual, “after seven years our dear professor is back!”
There was an almighty cheer; the biscuits leap up and began a Mexican wave which was carried on by the packets of salt and vinegar crisps.
Everyone was overjoyed, except one person, Fergus Fork, the sharpest fork this side of the sink. He was clever, insane and very very dangerous. He believed himself to be a dimwit who wasn’t very dim at all, but actually very witty. Fergus didn’t want this machine made, he was positive it was a fork mangler, the food after all had always been prejudice towards the cutlery. And so, while the food celebrated the return of Professor Popcorn, he hatched an evil plan to steal it.
“Now we can congratulate the Professor for making this… This… This amazing grey box!” The mayor announced and carefully leapt up to pin a medal on the front of Professor Popcorn’s lab coat. The mayor, being a pea, usually hated these ceremonies, it was oh so difficult to reach the taller foods after all, was actually grateful of the Professors tiny frame. He was also glad of this box thing, it surely had to be a podium for him to stand on for future ceremonies.
“What is it?” Asked a chocolate bar reporting for the Fridge Regional News.
“Yeah!” Chorused another from the influential Mars Magazine (for all your kitchen celebrity gossip), it seemed that Professor Popcorn had beaten Sterling Silver-Spoon to the headlines. Miss Sterling-Spoon who had made it her mission to cause chaos around the kitchen was not pleased about this in the slightest.
“I’m very glad you asked,” the Professor beamed, “ it is –“
“MINE!” Shouted Fergus from the cooker, “your little pink thing was no match for me! Hahahahaa!” And with an evil cackle, off he ran, holding the device at arms length to the other side of the sink.
“Oh,” mumbled Professor Popcorn forlornly, “I best make another one then,” and dejectedly he turned to walk back to his bean can.
“Another?” Questioned the Fruit Pastel king, “another?” He repeated loudly, “I say we get it back!”
“Here here!” His queen agreed.
The food made their journey, following Fergus’s trail across the kitchen. They walked for almost a week, not resting for a second, the journey was made longer by the humans appearing and moving them back to cupboards they had already checked.
But, once they had arrived it didn’t take them long to find Fergus, he had been watching their progress the whole time from behind one of the taps.
“So you want the fork mangler back do you?!” Fergus yelled recklessly waving the box above his head and very cleverly, at the same time, leaping on to a nearby window sill.
“Yeah we do Mr Fork!” The Broccoli chief of police shouted, putting up his two tiny leaves as fists. He jumped at Fergus, narrowly avoiding being speared, they wrestled for a moment, but the broccoli couldn’t reach the box and ended up being thrown back to the food group.
“What happened?!” The Mayor cried, approaching the injured vegetable.
“Well,” one of the packets of crisps rustled, “Chief Broccoli went over to negotiate with his fists.”
“My fists had nothing to say.” Broccoli cut in quickly,
“We have to get that thing back!” The Mayor decided and began addressing the troops.
“We don’t really need it,” Professor Popcorn tried to reason with them, Fergus was the only one who heard him.
“Tell me what it is!” He cried, “tell me what it is and I’ll give it back!” He crossed his heart clumsily, the box still in his hand, “tell me truthfully, is it a fork mangler?”
His distress distracted the others who all turned their attention to the Professor.
“Is it a new type of ammo?” Colonel Chicken Drumstick demanded.
“Is it for me? To stand on at ceremonies?” The Mayor clamoured excitedly.
They all demanded to know, the Professor glanced around from one edible thing to the next (and Fergus who isn’t edible at all) and took a deep breath.
“Well, quite simple, it’s a vending machine,” he announced.
“You what?” The twins Kit and Kat exclaimed together.
“Inventing in my lab is thirsty work, so I made a machine to dispense drinks,” he shrugged lamely.
“I went through all that trouble for a drinks machine?” the now rather bruised broccoli complained.
Professor Popcorn found himself being pushed aside as his angry friends made their way home the Mayor plucking the medal from his lab coat as he passed.
Professor Popcorn sat down feeling slightly dejected.
“So, want a drink?” Fergus offered, setting the blasted grey box on the worktop.