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Bluey and Bingo are colouring when 

Mum tells them it’s time to tidy up. 

“Aww, Mum! We don’t like tidying up.”







THERE’S NO WAY 

ROUND IT,  

I’M AFRAID.







BEEP! YES, MASTER.BEEP! YES, MASTER.

Bluey has an  

idea. “Let’s get 

Daddy Robot 

to do it!”

“Hey, Daddy Robot!” 

says Bluey. “We need 

you to do something. 

Come with us to  

the playroom.”







“Actually, carry us,” says Bluey. 

“Yes, Master,” beeps Daddy Robot. 

“And robo-boogie!” says Bingo.

YES, MASTER!YES, MASTER!







TO SERVE MY MASTERS  TO SERVE MY MASTERS  

IS THE HIGHEST HONOUR.IS THE HIGHEST HONOUR.

HE

-HE!

EEE! IT’S 

WORKING!

In the playroom, Bluey orders Daddy Robot to tidy up.







Daddy Robot gets to work.  

“Ah, so relaxing,” says Bingo.

“Yeah, this is how we should always do it,” says Bluey. 

“Daddy Robot, we NEVER want to tidy the playroom 

EVER again.”







HE

-HE! 

 

I LOVE 

 

DADDY ROBOT!

WHERE ARE YOU 

TAKING US?

“You two are the reason playroom is always 

untidy. If I throw you in wheelie bin, playroom 

will always be tidy.”

“NEVER AGAIN?” asks Daddy Robot. 

“Recalculating objectives.” 

Daddy Robot scoops Bluey and Bingo up.







BEEP, BEEP, BOOP. BEEP, BEEP, BOOP. 

<SYNTAX ERROR><SYNTAX ERROR>

Bluey yells for Mum’s sprayer. 

She sprays Daddy Robot  

straight in the eyes . . . 

and he starts malfunctioning!
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