
 

INT. MR KING’S OFFICE - NIGHT 

AUTOMNIVOICE: It is a bitterly cold night on the planet of Boreas Minor, 

as is usual for an ice dwarf. But in Mr King's mansion, 

the fire is burning, shadows flickering around the ornate 
velvet and oak room. At his desk, Automnicon's 

self-appointed lead CEO is writing his Brucemas Cards. 

SFX:  A FOUNTAIN PEN SCRATCHES ON 
VELLUM. A CHAIR CREAKS. 

MR KING: Dear Mr Braithwaite-Stanleyington-Smythe, 

It was positively charming to see you at the office so 

much more this year. I do hope your new position is 
suiting you as well as it is us. Salutations and 

well-wishes to your family will be sent to them, on your 

behalf. 

Keep up the good work, or else, 

Mr King 

 To the right honourable 1st minister of the great empire 

of Briatitica, 

Your payment is overdue. Consequences have been 

scheduled. 

Merry Brucemas, 

Mr King 

 To my dearest Mr. & Mrs Slately, 



It is with the warmest regards I write to unfortunately 
deny permission for additional logs for your fire. The 

service you provide for us is frankly, of very little worth 
to us, as we only really employ you to put other, smaller 

ventures out if business. Providing any heating to 

yourselves whatsoever means we only just break even, 
and additional fuel would push us into loss-making. As 

you know, profits are tight and any further costs would, 
unfortunately, lead us into a situation requiring your 

immediate unpaid redundancy. 

My advice would be to burn the mould you were 

complaining about earlier in the year, and any 
Brucemas decorations, or cards for that matter. 

Although not this one as it is made of a rather 

expensive flame-retardant material. 

Merry Brucemas, 

Mr King 

 Oh. 

Dear Mother, 

Greetings etc. 

I am alive, profits are satisfactory. 

Regards 

Mr King 

 Ahh! 

Dear Zazzah of Heglecting 



Thank you ever so much for your continued 
understanding with the unfortunate occurrence with 

your queen's heir, under my predecessor. Wasp-cow 
hybrids were obviously not the required outcome of our 

agreement. We understand that fully, along with the full 

weight of the repercussions you now face. 

I can assure you, with my assistance you will soon have 
a new human hybrid, and again return Gontano to 

greatness. We will ensure there will be no interference 

this time. 

Yours sincerely, 

And Merry Brucemas, 

Mr King 

 That's quite enough of this Brucemas nonsense for one 
evening, Twins? Release the laser hounds, and hold 

my calls. You can start slow-cooking breakfast, as well. 
I think, perhaps, that ortolan and swan stew we've been 

looking forward to. 

 

Good night. 

SFX:  MR KING ARISES AND LEAVES THE 
ROOM. 

  FIN 

ANNOUNCER In that special, festive mini-episode of We Fix Space 

Junk, you heard Karim Kronfli as Mr King. Then 
programme was written by Beth Crane and produced by 



 

Hedley Knights for Battle Bird Productions. 

If you want a little more We Fix Space Junk this festive 
season, our new Brucemas special is available right 

now! With a little nod to a festive classic, The Ghosts of 
Brucemas Past is now live on Patreon and available to 

purchase -- visit battlebird.productions/specials for more 

information! You can also buy The Spirit of Brucemas 
and The Automnicon Brucemas Party. 

 Thank you so much for listening to our show. In a year 
when everything’s been so strange and difficult, the 

amount of support we’ve had has been overwhelming. 
Without the show, this would have been an incredibly 

hard year for us. 

We want to wish each and every one of you a Merry 

Brucemas and a happy, peaceful new year! 

  


