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Prologue 
Volume One of Cometh the Earplug looked very much like this… 

 

…but obviously not so condensed. Remember? Right: let’s go with Volume Two… 

Chapter 1 

For the Eco-Warriors, there could be only one punishment suitable for the crime of 

supergluing the fuses of the malfunctioning Tunnel Temporale into place. And there was 

no obvious irony when it was that very device that was chosen as the means with which to 

punish them. Or perhaps it was the ultimate irony that within the hour, the three brothers 

were forced into the tunnel at gunpoint... 



 

"Oh dat flippy-flippy irony." Captain Verde cried in his stupid way. “It’s so obtuse!” 

"Yeah." Shiny-Dome Dom agreed. "Using it on us. Us - the sworn enemy of technology 

too!" 

With little hope of receiving a meaningful answer, Bug-Eyed Bud inquired: "Where are we 

going?" 

"Any answer we could give would be meaningless." Shiny-Dome Dom replied. 

"You be finding out same time us do." Captain Verde added. 

Well that moment was almost upon them... 

 



"Here we is." Captain Verde announced. "Dis be our new home." 

As one the three brothers stepped down from the Tunnel Temporale, into a slightly gooey 

mush with plants growing out of it… 

 

"The air's nice and fresh." Bug-Eyed Bob observed.  

"Nicer than the Museum of Future Technology's air." Dom agreed. 

"Bit muddy." Captain Verde opined. 

A split second later the Tunnel departed… 

 



"Well at least we got our way." Dom said into the silence that followed. "We're now totally 

technology-free." 

But then they all heard the distinctive sound of someone clearing their throat. Turning 

around they all realised where – and when - they now stood… 

 

"Welcome to eleventh century Ireland." Blue, the android, said. "I'm an android, and this 

is Mister Zinc. We’re moderately pleased to meet you. Perhaps we can pool our 

resources." 

 

Mr Zinc then addressed the Eco-Warriors. "I don't think any of us want to remain in this 

ghastly place any longer than absolutely necessary. It's up to us to bring the technology of 

this century to a point something like our own. We have to introduce high technology to a 



primitive civilisation. From that starting point we can then build our own Tunnel 

Temporale and use it to return to our own era." 

"Ah, right, you haven't actually asked us why we've been abandoned here, have you?" 

Dom said as a portent of doom. "Let us introduce ourselves to you." 

Meanwhile, fresh from her success as co-capturer of the Eco-Warriors, Hair-Trigger 

Provost decided to celebrate quietly at the Snozzle Nozzle with Magnuss... 

 

"Welcome. Welcome my friends." Mister Pong said gleefully. "You two are my second 

customers. You have the pick of the house." 

Upon entering the restaurant Magnuss's gaze fell upon a space buggy that took centre 

stage... 

 



"I remember this buggy." He said, instantly reminiscing. "It was the one I flew on my first 

day here." 

"Oh well, in that case," Hair-Trigger said with a small smile upon her stripy camouflaged 

face, "we'll take the nearest alcove table, and you can tell me all about it." 

Little did either earplug know it, but this was to be a momentous decision. The alcove in 

the Snozzle Nozzle was warm, cosy, and desperately romantic. So romantic in fact that 

Magnuss forgot to say a word about the space buggy nearby. Instead he gazed into Hair-

Trigger's lustrous turquoise eyes.  

"I think a chow mein for two would be perfect." Magnuss informed Yu-Wah, who waited 

table… 

 

 

"It's off." Yu-Wah informed the young, fresh-faced, earplug. 

"Anything exotic." Hair-Trigger said. "Just as long as it's tasty." 

"And doesn't give us the runs." Magnuss added. 

"Hmm," Yu-Wah hummed as she scrutinized the menu, "that's a tricky one. I'd better see 

Pop about it. Meanwhile have some brightly coloured bread rolls to keep you from 

fainting." 

As Magnuss and Hair-Trigger chatted over their bread rolls, what neither of them 

suspected for a second was that the very spot upon which the alcove had been built sat 

upon a potential rupture point between quantum realities… 



 

The slightest auditory jar could part the microscopically thin veneer that kept the two 

universes apart. Just one squeaky door or an ill-spoken word could cause a rend in the 

fabric of space/time itself. 

"I wonder why they called this place The Snozzle Nozzle." Hair-Trigger said, unaware that 

she was walking a verbal tightrope that might twang at any moment. 

Magnuss decided to conjecture. “Well..." He began. 

Unfortunately 'well' was the trigger word for the gossamer thin skin between the two 

universes to rupture. Magnuss's next utterance was: "Argh!" 

And suddenly he and Hair-Trigger were falling into an undetected gravity well... 

 



"No!" He managed as they fell deeper into the passage that would carry them both from 

the universe they knew so well. 

"Bottom too." Hair-Trigger added on his behalf… 

 

For a moment it seemed that the two earplugs would fall forever, but fortunately they 

stopped quite abruptly... 

 

Magnuss was astonished. Hair-Trigger was quite surprised too, but for a different reason: 

"Lovely decor." She said. "When I get a place of my own, I'm going to have dark green 

flooring like this. By the way, why has your mouth fallen open, Magnuss?" 



"I've been here before." He answered. 

"Of course you have, silly." Hair-Trigger giggled. "We're in the Museum of Future 

Technology." 

"Are we?" Magnuss asked in all seriousness. "Can you be sure of that?" 

Hair-Trigger didn't doubt her assumption for a moment. "Of course: obviously we both 

suffered a hallucination following the ingestion of some mouldy bread rolls. Obviously we 

were taken from the restaurant, and deposited here for fear of litigation." 

"You're a very good bounty hunter," Magnuss said gently, "but you can be incredibly 

stupid too. Maybe it goes with the territory. This is where my brothers and I sang Los 

Caballeros Stupido. After we finished, the authorities demolished the set lest a riot break 

out. Ergo: we aren't in the Museum of Future Technology: we're somewhere else 

completely!" 

"Nice hat." Hair-Trigger observed. 

"It's my emergency Cossack hat. I carry it everywhere I go." Magnuss replied. "Except 

today, when I left it to dry on the radiator in my room. If this is my Cossack hat it must 

originate in an alternative dimension." 

Hair-Trigger looked about her. The place was suspiciously quiet. Not a soul stirred. "Oh I 

don't know." She said in a voice gone suddenly small. "Maybe you're right. Does this mean 

we're standing on Poop Street?" 

Magnuss felt infinite sorrow for Hair-Trigger: it was his fault that she was now the 

occupant of a universe in which she didn't belong. If only he'd invited her to the Butt-

Kicking contest on the main thoroughfare all would be well right now. He sighed. "Right 

up to our flipping necks." He replied with a mixed metaphor that neither of them noticed. 

Without an alternative choice of action, Magnuss and Hair-Trigger began exploring their 

'new' environment. Soon they discovered the desiccated hide of a large beast of burden... 

 



Magnuss didn't want to look when Hair-Trigger began tugging upon something that 

protruded from the creature's gut. But when she squealed in triumph he had to look... 

 

"Flip my granny on to her back;" Magnuss cried in astonishment, "it's the legendary 

Wide-Brimmed Hat of Enigmaticness!" 

"I've never heard of that particular hat." Hair-Trigger responded. "What are its 

significant properties?" 

"It makes its wearer so enigmatic that they all but disappear. Of course if I were to place it 

upon my head I could still be seen by cameras and suchlike; but anyone standing nearby 

just wouldn't notice me. It could come in very handy: we'll take it with us." 

And so they moved onwards...along strange light-refracting walkways where stray laser 

blasts would whip downwards past them and disappear through the glass floor... 

 



And really gut-wrenching pedestrian paths that followed the edge of tall buildings.... 

 

…that carried no safety nets or means of surviving a small slip, a sudden fart, or a simple 

loss of concentration, could lead to personal extinction. And other places that... 

 

...were almost featureless and boring as heck. And all the while a battery of unseen 

cameras turned and followed their every movement... 

 



Meanwhile (back in the regular Museum of Future Technology) the two Cyclops had 

arrived at Vanilla Redbush's door... 

 

"Oh, I don't think I can go through with this." The android Cyclops whispered. 

"Of course you can." The zombie Cyclops insisted. "She might charge us a small 

consultancy fee, but I doubt she'll bite our heads off." 

Then, before her friend could change her mind, she pressed the doorbell… 

 



"Hello?" A slightly surprised Vanilla said as she opened the door. "I'm afraid I don't wash 

earplugs." 

"Oh-no, it's nothing like that." The words rushed from the mouth of the Cyclops android. 

"Well only slightly." The Cyclops zombie added, but failed to clarify the situation one iota. 

"I'll simplify this." Vanilla said sharply. "Are we talking undies here?" 

"Yes." The android Cyclops replied. "We'd like some advice on them from - you know - 

someone who is a bit of an expert on the subject, and who is famous for her very steamy 

workshop." 

"Come in. Come in." Vanilla said as she smiled and opened the door wider. "I have some 

very tasteful colour shots of well-known washing powder packets available in the top right-

hand drawer of my sideboard: you can purchase them for a very reasonable price." 

And whilst this interchange of information and pleasantries was taking place, Charles was 

overseeing an operation that was being directed by Big Billy Bromide, to move a PO9 2LY 

into position in front of the runaway Tunnel Temporale… 

 

"Push, you bunch of weak-kneed wallies." He bellowed. "The very juice of life depends on 

your efforts. Short-term only, of course, but the dampening effect of the PO9 2LY can slow 



the energy field of the Tunnel Temporale enough to avoid catastrophe. But we must 

hurry!" 

Nature Beast was one of the volunteers. “What about long-term?” He asked eloquently. 

To which Big Billy replied: “No flipping idea. We’ll worry about long-term effects when 

they show up. But for now, let’s worry about…now.” 

With that, the volunteers from every walk of life in the Museum of Future Technology 

strained their muscles and stretched their sinews, in an almighty effort to push the 

mysterious device from the future into place. 

Chapter 2 

Big-Billy Bromide almost screamed himself hoarse in his efforts to cajole the wide variety 

of volunteers to overcome the great mass of the PO9 2LY. In fact he even went so far as to 

leap off and lend his own weight to the earplug mini-army… 

 

Perhaps it was his bulk that turned the tide of battle with inertia; or maybe his co-workers 

were merely cheesed-off with the sound of his voice; but within moments Charles cracked 

a grin... 



 

...and the lights went out inside the Tunnel Temporale. 

But back in the alternative reality Magnuss and Hair-Trigger had stumbled upon a vast 

fortress-like building that might have been the alternative reality's Fort Balderdash. But 

the sound of marching boots made them duck into cover instinctively… 

 

"They're End Caps." Magnuss whispered. "What are they doing here? Quick, climb 

higher: it's a well-known fact that End Caps can't look up without the aid of a stick with a 

mirror on the end of it." 



Again instinct ruled Magnuss' actions, and he quickly placed his emergency Cossack hat 

upon his head… 

 

'I wonder, is it possible?' He thought to himself. 'Could it be that in this quantum reality, my 

brothers and I didn't thwart the alien attack?' 

"Mean looking flippers." Hair-Trigger opined quietly. "I'm glad they can't look up. 

They're so ugly; I almost wish that I couldn't look down!" 

And as the end cap patrol passed, Magnuss made himself a promise. He vowed that he 

would right the terrible wrong. He was determined to free this reality from the yoke of the 

end cap invaders - just as he had in his own universe… 

 

"So I guess I'd better find my alternate universe brothers." He said quietly. 

It was a while later that the pair of earplugs abroad discovered a ball perched atop a cube 

down a brightly coloured side alley... 



 

"Despite this resembling nothing that I've ever seen before," Magnuss said, as he stood 

and stared at the strange pedestal-like item, "I get the distinct feeling that I know what it 

is." 

"And what's that?" Hair-Trigger inquired.  

"I think that it is an imparter of information." Magnuss replied. "Let's go closer." 

So they did. And as they approached, the 'ball' rotated until two 'eyes' looked down at 

them… 

 



"Bonjour. Who requires knowledge from 'The Oracle'?" It inquired. 

"I do." Magnuss answered. "Where is everyone and why is the place swarming with alien 

End Cap soldiers?" 

Neither Magnuss nor Hair-Trigger were surprised to learn that three days previous an 

alien horde had invaded from Hyperspace and now ruled the Museum of Future 

Technology with an iron fist. 

"In my opinion," the device concluded, "the only thing that can hope to defeat the 

invaders is a family of intrepid earplugs named The Earplug Brothers. Unfortunately 

they've all been imprisoned. Free them and you free yourselves!" 

This confirmed Magnuss’ hypothesis. He said as much. So it was a happy couple who 

departed the company of The Oracle... 

 

"Well at least we know what we have to do now." Hair-Trigger said. 

"Yeah." Magnuss returned her smile. "Should be a piece of cake, which is a colloquialism. 

It means that the task will be easy-peasy." 

In reasonably high spirits, Magnuss and Hair-Trigger made their way through the 

apparently deserted Museum of Future Technology. Although they were deep into Kaka 

Creek without either a sail or a paddle, they now had a definite purpose, and Magnuss felt 

ready to test his psychic abilities to find his alternative reality 'brothers'. Within seconds 

this vision came into his mind... 



 

"It's the alternative Rudi." Magnuss cried out as he leapt to his feet. "Let's go free him!" 

But before they had travelled very far, both earplugs became aware that they weren't 

entirely alone... 

 

"Who are you?" Magnuss asked the shiny blue earplug. "If you don't mind me saying so - 

your beauty is transcended only by your gorgeousness." 



The blue earplug's reaction to this was to release a quiet squeak, and then dash from view. 

Naturally Magnuss and Hair-Trigger made off in hot pursuit… 

 

"There she is." Hair-Trigger whispered as her crack-shot vision detected their prey hiding 

behind a buttress. 

"I'll put on my Cossack hat." Magnuss replied. "It might distract her." 

"And I'll pretend to look the other way." Hair-Trigger added… 

 



Surprisingly the hat had just the opposite effect. Far from distracting the mysterious 

earplug, it fired her imagination and gave her a boldness she didn’t know she possessed... 

 

"What a lovely hat." The blue beauty said. "Surely no one with such good taste could 

possibly be evil and in league with the End Caps. My name is Carina by the way: I'm a 

solitary freedom fighter. Can I be of assistance?" 

"I'm looking for my brother, Rudi." Magnuss explained. "He's devilishly handsome and 

wears sun glasses." 

"I've seen him." Carina responded with a smile. "I can take you there." 

As things turned out, Rudi's prison was just around the corner from the Oracle's side 

alley. Rudi saw them coming. He called out: "Magnuss, up here, man. Dig your stripy 

chick, bro." 

 



"Don't fret, Rudi," Magnuss called up to his pseudo-brother, "we'll have you out of there 

in two shakes of a cheese rind's tail." 

It was Hair-Trigger who found the control mechanism for the prison tower's door… 

 

"These control boxes have a fundamental weakness." She told Magnuss. "They rely on a 

fan to keep the internal components cool. All we need to do is park my dinky little botty 

over the grille for five minutes, and 'hey presto', the door pops open."… 

 



Five minutes and ten seconds later, Hair-Trigger’s theory was proven... 

 

"Love your new girl, Magnuss, my man." Rudi said admiringly as the earplugs scuttled 

away as quickly as their feet could carry them. "Now we gotta free Miles, Chester, and 

Valentine. I got an idea where they are. We’ll take a short cut across this bomb-damaged 

area." 

 



Well as luck would have it, the bomb damage was minimal and Rudi's captors had elected 

to imprison Miles, Chester, and Valentine in the very next exhibit: The Dungeon of Abject 

Misery. 

 

"Rudi. Magnuss. We're feeling abjectly miserable in here, guys." Valentine spoke on 

behalf of all three captives. "The light is so bright in here; it's hurting our eyes, man." 

Unlike every other exhibit in the Museum of Future Technology, The Dungeon of Abject 

Misery was a decidedly low-tech affair – having originated in an era when earplugs got 

into ‘retro’ big time… 

 



"Oh it's so horrid in here." Miles complained. “And decidedly low-tech. It’s an anathema 

– that’s what it is. The whole retro thing makes me sick.” 

Chester suggested they 'Flipping do something about it'. So Hair-Trigger and Carina 

immediately began studying the control panel... 

 

"I'm sorry," Carina wailed, "but I'm not technically minded: my dad was a herbalist. This 

is all too much for me!" 

"I've never seen the like before." Hair-Trigger called across to the boys. "It says 'Up' and 

'Down'. Oh why do they have to makes things so complicated!" 

Magnuss looked to Rudi. "Could it really be that simple?" He asked. 

"Press the 'Up' button." Rudi called to the girls. 

Moments later... 

 



Everyone immediately shouted "Hurrah!", and within a heart's beat there was a mêlée of 

happy earplugs. Only Magnuss bore a straight face... 

 

"Guys, there's something I have to tell you." 

He then explained the situation to them. "I have a plan though." He finished. "You guys 

are my back-up team in case I mess up. So stay close, but out of trouble. If I succeed in my 

endeavour, you'll never know it because none of this will have taken place. So here's to us 

never meeting again." Then he was gone - with Hair-Trigger and Carina in tow. 

Magnuss wasn't entirely surprised, after having covered barely a city block's worth of 

distance, to find his 'other' self… 

 



"Magnuss?" The other Magnuss said through a transparent force-field that reflected light, 

and looked remarkably like it was made from impenetrable plastic. Of course - being 

Magnuss – he’d guessed immediately what had happened and assumed that his 

doppelgänger was about to release him. "We'll make a great team." He said 

enthusiastically. 

But Magnuss's response took the wind from his sails. He was stunned when Magnuss told 

him that he would have to remain incarcerated - as would his fellow prisoner, who looked 

a lot like Jimena of Las Chicas De La Playas - for his own good… 

 

"What a swine." The captive Magnuss said. "Isn't that right, Jimena?" 

"Sí." She agreed. "Credo Grande." 

But whether the situation (or Magnuss) was a swine or not Magnuss and company left 

without them, and were about their business before the captive Magnuss could compose 

another argument or toss out a few ill-chosen expletives.... 

 



"Señor," a philosophical Jimena said, "yo tengo un idea. Empty your pockets: we will pass 

the time most pleasurably playing tiddly-winks." 

Chapter 3 

Often Magnuss and his compadres were forced into the shadows and places that dripped 

water miserably many times by roving patrols of End Cap soldiers... 

 

They found it necessary to clamber upon dangerous ledges and down narrow back alleys 

more than once as they proceeded towards a destination the location of which only Carina 

knew with any degree of confidence... 

 



But, of course, their luck couldn't hold for ever. Ranging ahead as their 'local' scout, 

Carina had stopped off at a 'ladies' loo for a well-deserved and long over-due poop beside a 

modern, futuristic, urinal when calamity almost struck... 

 

Magnuss had decided to pass the time waiting for Carina to finish by inspecting the 

'workings' of the urinal - a device he'd long-wondered about. It was then that Hair-Trigger 

was accosted by two armed End Caps, who said: "Oi, you long streak of stripes; what are 

doing hanging around here? You trying to catch a clip ‘round the ear for being stupid or 

something? You’re under arrest, young girl." 

This gave Magnuss just enough time to whip out the Wide-Brimmed Hat of Enigmaticness 

(which he knew would make him all but invisible to the enemy invaders) and cram it on his 

head. 

So whilst Hair-Trigger engaged the soldiery in conversation with utterances like: "Shove 

off, you short-legged twerps!" And, "I wouldn't give you much hope in a fight with me: I 

can tear off your ears and shove them up your nose!" Magnuss stole along behind the 

urinal; unlatched the safety mechanism; overrode the safeguards; disconnected the wim-

wom valve regulator; and pushed with all his might. The result looked suspiciously like 

this... 

 



"Sorry." Carina said as she exited the ladies loo. "I haven't been for a week." Then she 

saw the devastation. "Oh." She added. "Shall we be upon our way: we're nearly there." 

There was only one way that Magnuss was ever going to put right the great wrong that had 

befallen the alternate Museum of Future Technology, and that was by utilising the extreme 

talents of this quantum reality's Tunnel Temporale. He searched for meaningful words, 

but came up empty. But as Carina laid inexpert digits upon the control box... 

 

...she then said: "I think you're both being incredibly brave. Under different circumstances 

I'd have a farewell kiss for both of you; but time is of the essence." 

"Can you press the 'on' button, please?" Magnuss instructed Carina politely. 

Carina's gaze swept across the board. She stabbed at it experimentally. Then… 

 



"Flip me sideways." She squealed. "I did it!" 

And indeed she had. So now Magnuss and Hair-Trigger drew in their breath; clutched 

each other's hand; and stepped into the Tunnel Temporale… 

 

Their destination? Three days in the past. 

Carina called out above the din of inter-connecting eras: "Bye-eye. If you see my former 

self - tell her I sent you!" 

Well before long, Magnuss and his new-found friend, Hair-Trigger Provost, had entered 

the alternative reality's Tunnel Temporale with the plan of travelling back three days in 

time so that they might thwart an invasion of End Caps from somewhere beyond 

hyperspace before it actually happened. It was a good plan: but it was not perfect... 

 

"Oh-no." Hair-Trigger wailed. "The security force-field is still in place!" 



 

"I don't believe it." Magnuss's pitch climbed through the register with every word spoken. 

"We'll have to go back to the future and try something else." 

But then something wonderful happened: someone - probably Carina - had the gumption 

to switch off the Tunnel Temporale in the future, and so break the link with the past. The 

result was... 

 

"Ah, that's much better." A much-relieved Magnuss said with a smile. "I felt an anxiety 

attack coming on in there. I don't like enclosed spaces - even if they do stretch to the 

beginning and end of time itself." 



But his pleasure was to be short-lived: "This read-out says we only travelled back two 

days." Hair-Trigger informed him. 

"Right now I couldn't give a damn." Magnuss replied. "That's two more days to work 

with than we had moments ago. Let's go find the Museum of Future Technology's 

curators." 

Fortunately the control suite was only a short distance from the Tunnel Temporale, and no 

bridgehead End Cap assault troops were encountered en route. Soon Magnuss and Hair-

Trigger emerged from the elevator... 

 

"Hello." Magnuss called into the silence that reigned inside what should have been a hive 

of activity. "We're here to thwart an alien invasion from hyper-space." 

"Too flipping late by half, bum-features." A disconsolate female voice replied. "We're all 

stuffed." 

 



Magnuss and Hair-Trigger were then forced to endure a tale of woe from Cushions 

Smethwyke. "So you see,” She concluded, “all hope is lost." 

"But we have a plan." Hair-Trigger exclaimed. 

"Yes." Magnuss assured the sole curator. "It doesn't matter right now if all your co-

curators are too busy stopping the power plant from overloading: we don't need them. 

What we do need are the operatives of T.W.I.T and some android engineers to complete 

work on the interceptor rocket." 

"Interceptor rocket?" Cushions' voice grew hopeful. "What do you know about the 

interceptor rocket?" 

 

Cushions then listened as Magnuss explained that not only was he from the future, but he 

had already thwarted one invasion in an alternative quantum reality. 

"Oh, I see." Cushions said through a broadening smile that showed off her famous set of 

massive gnashers. "Well in that case whatever I can do to help you, I most certainly will." 

"I want you to use the Omnipresent Scanner to follow my actions, and by using the 

museum's communications system I want you to relay pertinent information to me." 

Magnuss replied to her offer. "But right now I have to see Major Flaccid." 

Before long Magnuss and Hair-Trigger had snuck their way to the rocket launch facility… 

 



He was surprised to find an un-altered Wonky helping out with the construction crew. 

"Hi, Wonky; how's ya doing?" He said by way of friendly welcome. 

Naturally the un-altered Wonky took him literally: “I’m trying to complete the build on 

our only interceptor rocket. What does it look like – stupid?” 

Whilst Magnuss and Hair-Trigger strove to assist the doyens and inhabitants of the 

alternative reality Museum of Future Technology, in their natural dimension meanwhile... 

 

...Gobby was inexplicably caught in a time storm... 

 

"Flip!" He said. "My trousers are soaked in freezing water and my bum is suddenly frozen 

solid." 

But a split second later... 



 

"Aah," he said with a smile of relief, "that's better: my trousers can hang loose once 

more." 

But then this happened... 

 

"Flipping heck!" He said. "Are the seasons changing with remarkable rapidity, or am I 

going mad?” 

Meanwhile, in their secret den...the officials of the Sewage Workers Union... 



 

…were in session… 

 

"Brothers," the chairplug, Buster Bogbrush, announced," it's time we stopped pussy-

footing around the issue. No more prevarication. Our workers are being treated 

like...um..." 



"Poop?" The stenographer, Marty Filledpants, suggested. 

"Yes: poop. Huge piles of it." Buster grasped this accurate description like a drowning 

cheese rind. "Action must be taken. Action that will speak louder than words. Action that 

will make the curators sit up and listen – and look too. Any ideas?" 

And in another part of the museum - that part being the frozen arboretum... 

 

...one of the rubber bung chefs was taking a crafty five-minute cigarette break, when he 

encountered Seamus O'Soddit, the lovely Vulga, and the rest of the Peat-Boggers. He 

smiled warmly, but secretly hoped that they'd go away without speaking to him… 

 



The smile evaporated when Vulga said: "Seamus, I'm hungry: slay this weird-looking 

thing: it looks delicious." 

Well naturally the rubber bung chef took flight… 

 

Initially his greater height gave him an advantage in the snow, but one of the peat-boggers 

wore a hat that doubled as a periscope, and he was able to lead the pursuit most 

effectively… 

 



Soon the inhabitants of an eleventh-century Irish peat bog were closing upon their 

unfortunate prey, and it appeared that the stirrer of soup and broths was soon to be the 

primary ingredient in one of theirs. But moments before his untimely demise, a gunshot 

cracked, and the peat-boggers drew to a sudden halt. They knew the sound of a sniper rifle 

only too well... 

 

"They're going to eat me." A nervous rubber bung chef explained to Mister and Missus 

Spindly and their heavily armed guests. 

"Sod off. Don’t listen to a word he says." Seamus scoffed. "We were only having laugh, so 

we were." 

 



The Spindlies didn't believe the barbarian for a moment. "I think," Mrs Spindly said to 

Seamus, as she eyed the lovely Vulga, "that you should either get that wife of yours under 

control; or knaff off back to the eleventh century. A failure to do one or the other will 

result in your termination. Do you understand?" 

Seamus nodded vigorously. "I've never managed the first, not in all the years we've been 

married." He replied. "I guess we’d better be making our way over to that long tube thing, 

and hope they've got the bleeder up and running again."  

Meanwhile, in the alternative reality... 

 

...a great exodus had begun. Under the stewardship of a small number of 

SubRoboSecGuas, those who could were making their way across the vast white plain of 



Glurb - towards (what they prayed was) freedom from the tyranny of the End Cap 

bridgehead shock troops… 

 

"My feet hurt." Charles, the maintenance earplug, complained. 

"But we've only travelled a hundred metres," an obese alternate reality Yu-Wah Pong said 

from inside her hover bowl, "there's at least another million miles to go yet." 

"Yeah," Charles' co-worker, Rikki said, "and when the batteries in your hover bowl run 

down, you'll wish you hadn't spent the night filling your face with Cornish pasties, 

Devonshire full-fat ice cream, and dandelion wine!" 

A happy group they were not. 

Meanwhile Magnuss and Hair-Trigger had made their way to another fortress, where they 

saw something that really made them squeak… 

 



Chapter 4 

Magnuss and Hair-Trigger quaked in their boots at the sight of two earplugs, apparently 

in cahoots with the invading End Cap horde.  

"I can't believe it." Magnuss whispered. "Earplugs in bed with the enemy - at least 

metaphorically. If I had an advanced directed-energy beam weapon, I would train it upon 

them, and press the firing stud without a qualm!" 

 

 

Magnuss hadn't realised it, but the more he spoke, the louder grew his voice. In fact he was 

so incensed that he hadn't noticed the mystery earplugs approach either… 

 



"Hi." A large orange-eyed Kalvin Kommando said. He then introduced himself and his 

partner, The Winter Warrior. 

Magnuss remained too angry to reply; and Hair-Trigger simply refused to acknowledge 

their presence. Of course Kalvin and the Winter Warrior quickly recognised this action for 

what it was: a misunderstanding. So moments later... 

 

"Look," Kalvin said to a distrustful Magnuss, "these aren't proper End Cap soldiers at 

all." 

 

"Come and try one on." The Winter Warrior suggested. 

So, with reservations, Magnuss and Hair-Trigger approached the two figures. 

Kalvin showed Magnuss and Hair-Trigger how to wear one… 

 



 

"They're almost perfect disguises." He explained. "The bog-standard End Cap soldier is 

such a dunderhead that he doesn't realise that we're not actually End Caps." 

"Amazing," Hair-Trigger said as she too placed one upon her slender frame. "They're 

very life-like." 

"There's a good reason for that." The Winter Warrior explained. "These are actually real 

End Caps that we killed, gutted, and then hollowed out. It was huge fun - especially when 

we tore out their entrails and tossed them to our pet cheese rinds." 

"That would explain the funny smell in here." Magnuss said through a fixed smile. "We 

couldn't borrow these, I suppose? We're on a mission that could yet defeat the enemy 

before their reinforcements arrive tomorrow." 

"Be our guests." Kalvin replied through a huge smile. "And if you need an extra pair of 

earplugs to do some hacking and gouging, just whistle." 

Then they were gone - disappearing into the hinterland beyond the fortress like a pair of 

wraith. Moments later Magnuss and Hair-Trigger encountered someone they knew quite 

well, but who didn't know them from a hole in the ground… 

 



"Hello, Carina." Magnuss said hopefully as he placed his Cossack hat upon his head. 

"You know me?" The puzzled blue earplug inquired. 

Hair-Trigger explained the situation. 

"Fantastic." Carina said. "My one-earplug army hasn't proven particularly adept at 

fighting the aliens so far, so if you don't mind, I'd like to throw my metaphorical hat in 

with you." 

Of course Magnuss gratefully accepted Carina’s offer. So a while later... 

 

"Why are we creeping about in this manky old abandoned area of the Museum of Future 

Technology?" Hair-Trigger inquired from beneath her dead End Cap disguise. 

Magnuss didn't much like the area into which he'd led the others, but he knew that it was 

the only way they could get to where they needed to be without great risk of discovery. 

"I know someone who knows the back way in." He said semi-cryptically.  

Then suddenly they were there - the home of the very people Magnuss had most hoped to 

meet. But just as Wonky the android had remained unaltered, so did Gray-Vee and her 

brother, Cray-Zee... 



 

"You haven't changed a bit." Magnuss said by way of greeting. 

He then explained that he needed to utilise the sub-strata route into the museum. Naturally 

the subterranean dwellers were only too pleased to show him - though you wouldn't know 

it because they hadn't learned to smile yet… 

 

"There you go then." Gray-Vee said as she indicated the underground conduits that 

Magnuss only half-remembered… 

 



"Thank you so much." Magnuss said effusively. "I'll be forever in your debt. The entire 

museum will." 

"Yeah, whatever." Cray-Zee replied. "Now get a flipping move on: our tea is getting cold." 

The sub-strata wasn't a nice place for an earplug to be, but it was by far the shortest route, 

and before long the threesome found themselves in yet another fortress exhibit. 

"They must be very big on warfare in this continuum." Hair-Trigger complained as they 

made their way forward. "By the way, we're not alone." 

 

Magnuss couldn't help smiling to himself. A small party of End Caps didn't worry him in 

the least: Hair-Trigger and Carina could pass as End Caps to all but the most scrutinising 

of soldiers: and he need only don the Wide-Brimmed Hat of Enigmaticness to remain 

incognito... 

 



"What a bunch of wallies." Hair-Trigger said quietly after calling out, "Hi, how ya doin'?" 

to the End Cap patrol. 

Magnuss had to agree, but he knew there would be greater problems to face soon enough. 

"Yeah." He said as he stowed his hat away in his back pocket along with a nervous, 

clandestine fart, and wondered if he was male-earplug enough to carry the mission 

through to a successful conclusion. 

The back way into anywhere is usually fraught with danger, and the route that Magnuss 

chose for himself, Hair-Trigger, and Carina was as dangerous as they come… 

 

"Flipping heck, Magnuss," Hair-Trigger called up from three levels below, "I can't help 

thinking that knocking on the front door would have been a whole lot wiser than this high-

wire act." 

Magnuss was tempted to agree: he'd always suffered from motion sickness: now he 

realised that he and vertigo were also close chums. "Yeah." He managed through the 

hesitant breaths of an approaching panic attack. 

In the control suite Cushions Smethwyke was watching their every move... 

 



"Holy heck, Magnuss," she screamed into a microphone that was directly connected to the 

public address system in the part of the Museum of Future Technology in which the three 

would-be heroes struggled against gravity, "one gust of air-conditioned wind and you're all 

toast!" 

 

Magnuss didn't really require Cushions' input, but, he had to admit, it might serve to 

concentrate his mind upon the task. And indeed it did, and before too long the three young 

earplugs found themselves upon firmer ground - where they were confronted by two 

beings, the like of which Magnuss had never before seen… 

 

"Heckeroo!" He bellowed. "What the flip are those ugly bleeding things?" 



His outburst was both unnecessary and denigrating to the huge strangers. As a result their 

friendly smiles fell away… 

 

"Well that's not very nice." The larger creature said as the smaller one hid behind it. 

"Have you never seen thimbles before?" 

Both Magnuss and Hair-Trigger were stunned: in their reality thimbles were creatures of 

legend.  Magnuss apologised unreservedly and prolifically. "Is it really true that thimbles 

carry land mines with them everywhere they go?" He asked. 

The smiles returned as the thimbles moved past the earplugs… 

 



"Follow us," they said, "and see for yourself." 

And very soon... 

 

"It looks very small." Magnuss said. "I can't believe that could be the main power 

distributor for the entire Museum of Future Technology."  

"Oh Magnuss," Hair-Trigger replied with a chuckle, "I can see that you are no bounty 

hunter: you must adjust your focus, then look again." 

So Magnuss did as he was bid, and the truth became clear to him... 

 



"Oh yeah." Magnuss said. "It’s big, but far away. Let's go."  

It was a long slow slog across the wide divide between where the earplugs and thimbles 

stood to the power distributor. And when they finally arrived they found the door locked... 

 

Magnuss screwed up his face; stamped his foot; and said: "K’Plank!" 

But then he discovered that the old legend about thimbles was true. 

"You want in," the large thimble said through his ever-present smile, "we thimbles will get 

you in. Now that shiny item - if you are unfamiliar with such devices - is a land mine. It is a 

very useful tool." 

"Now run!" The smaller thimble bellowed… 

 

A split second later an enormous explosion tore off the door and blasted several lumps of 

concrete into the following week… 



 

But it brought the desired result. They were in... 

 

"Good luck with saving us all from a dreadful invasion." The thimbles called as the 

earplugs disappeared into the gloom of the ruined entry point.  "Meanwhile we'll start a 

fan club in your name." 

Having gained entry to the power distributor, it was merely a matter of stumbling upon 

the control room door for them to continue their quest... 



 

"Do you think we should knock before entering?" Carina asked. 

"I always say that if you don't ask, no one can say no." Hair-Trigger replied. 

"I'll pick the lock." Carina said. 

 

All was spartan inside the control room and devoid of decoration or style. But this fact was 

instantly forgotten when they spotted the curators fighting desperately to maintain control 

of the reactor control mechanism... 



 

 

"Hey," Magnuss shouted above the noise of over-worked sweat glands and nervous 

belching, "what's with all the struggling? Why is the nul-space generator working far 

beyond its design parameters, and in danger of over-loading?" 

The Curators - Betty Barcode and Cheerful Charlie Chopstick - tried bravely to reply 

whilst devoting ninety-nine point nine per cent of their attention to their task. As a result 

the words in their verbal response were few and generally monosyllabic… 

 

"End Caps," Charlie stuttered, "take Eyewash Station apart. Rebuild in End Cap home 

world image. Use too much power too quick." 

"Growing tired." Betty added. "Can't keep up much longer. Invaders not listen to us." 



"Tell us to 'flipping get on with it, you pair of earplug jacksies'." Charlie said as he took 

up the tale once more. "Reactor get hot. You take look maybe?" 

 "The door's over there on the left." Betty informed them. 

Magnuss, Hair-Trigger, and Carina didn't waste a second. They were through the door 

before you could say Hurrah for Henry. And what they found on the other side came as a 

surprise... 

 

"What's all this gloopy green stuff on the floor?" Carina inquired. 

Initially neither new-found chum could hazard a guess, but then, in a moment of revelation 

that only saints enjoy, it came to Magnuss: "Didn't Cheerful Charlie Chopstick say that 

the reactor was getting hot? This must be the coolant. It must have sprung a leak under 

pressure!" 

"Oh no." Hair-Trigger yelped in alarm. "Where are we gonna get more coolant?" 

"We'll worry about that when we get to the top of the reactor." Magnuss replied. "Come 

on - get climbing." 

 



And as they began their climb, the reactor went to cyan alert. It was clear that exhaustion 

was beginning to tell in the control room. 

"Up. Up." Carina urged the others. 

So they did that too. But then the reactor passed straight through lemon alert and went to 

magenta alert... 

 

"It's gonna blow!" Carina screamed in horror. 

"Coolant." Hair-Trigger squealed shrilly. "We must find some coolant!" 

The heat given off by the reactor, and the imminent danger of the situation gave wings to 

Magnuss's thought processes: "I haven't had a drink in ages." He yelled. "I have my own 

on-board reactor coolant just waiting inside my trusty hip flask. I trust I'm not alone in 

carrying copious quantities of ginger beer or burdock and dandelion about his person. 

Come on girls, unscrew that cap!" 

Despite the fact that Magnuss was using a well-worn euphemism, he put his money where 

his mouth was, and got out his metaphorical hip flask. Of course Hair-Trigger joined in. 

And, belatedly, Carina joined the effort. Fifteen seconds later... 



 

"Gosh," said a calmed Hair-Trigger, "that must have been the best ginger beer I've ever 

had!" 

"Ditto that." Carina replied, even though she was still recovering from the shame of 

having brought ginger ale instead of the statutory ginger beer. But she reconciled her error 

with her ignorance of gingery soft drinks – even euphemistic ones. "Fortuitous timing.” 

She said. “And look - the alert has been cancelled." 

In the control suite Cushions Smethwyke had seen everything... 

 

She just wished that she'd had shares in a ginger beer factory. She was certain that when 

people discovered its many uses, sales would soar. 

“Or did some subtlety elude me?” She wondered. 



Chapter 5 

With the power distributor saved from destruction, the few SubRoboSecGuas remaining in 

the security suite re-activated, and quickly noticed something upon their Future-Scanner 

approaching the museum across the threshold of space/time... 

 

"What the heck is that?" One of them exclaimed in a questioning manner. 

"It's way outside the atmosphere." Another replied. "It's probably just space glop." 

"But it's headed our way." The third SubRoboSecGua stated. It then conjectured: "Maybe 

it's the main invasion force of End Caps. If it is we're..." The machine didn't want to say 

the words: but Cushions Smethwyke could:  

"Doomed?" She inquired from her perch upon the Omnipresent Scanner in the control 

suite… 

 



"Yes." The SubRoboSecGua's voice crackled over the intercom. "Like a cucumber up the 

nose." 

"I'd better let Magnuss know." Cushions responded. 

The news reached Magnuss via the public address system as he made his way to where he 

believed he would find his alternate reality brothers incarcerated. He'd chosen to take a 

short-cut down a service conduit, and it had proven to be a tight fit… 

 

"Thanks for that, Cushions." He gasped. "I'm on the case." 

And so he was, because before long he was releasing Rudi from his tower again... 

 



…though of course it was the first time as far as Rudi was concerned - having no memory 

of something that would have happened to him two days later eventually. Then it was on to 

repeat the same earlier/later act with Valentine, Chester, and Miles... 

 

"Gee, thanks, bro." Miles said as the cage ascended, and the threesome became free 

earplugs once more. "But you seem different somehow. You don't appear to be quite 

yourself, Magnuss." 

"There's a good reason for that." Magnuss replied. "Follow me: I'll show you." 

So they did… 

 



"Duh?" The alternative reality Magnuss said when Magnuss arrived to free him. He then 

added: "You what? You're me? But you're not me? You need me to complete a mental 

union with my brothers to psychically stave off an attack by End Caps from beyond 

hyperspace with a deflector shield made of nothing but sheer will power and self-belief? 

Blimey, that's a lot to assimilate: but, hey, I'm game for anything." 

Jimena was totally confused. For a beach-girl, the entire experience of the Museum of 

Future Technology was taxing her intellect: but these new concepts pushed her to the 

limits of her sanity. "Why are you taking complete, unadulterated nonsense, Magnuss: 

have you lost your mind?" She wailed shrilly. 

Magnuss realised that too much information assimilated too quickly could stress any 

earplug's mental capacity - even his; so instead of speaking further he dug out K’Plank the 

Space Wanderer's Mind-Meld brain-reading equipment and put it to good use… 

 

With it he transferred everything that he knew concerning everything that he knew about 

everything. In doing so it left him drained; but it equipped the alternative reality 

Magnuss with the means to see Magnuss's original plan through to the end. A short while 

later, whilst the original Magnuss recharged his brain with a cup of tea, a slice of lemon 

drizzle cake, and a half-hour nap in the abandoned cafeterìa, the five Earplug Brothers 

and Hair-Trigger set forth upon their mission. Shortly after embarking upon their mission 

to free the Museum of Future Technology from the disquieteningly vile claw of End Cap 

domination, the Earplug Brothers encountered a valuable ally - in the form of the 

museum's brilliant white Avatar... 



 

"Oh look." Chester yelled. "It looks like a reverse pothole!" 

"And it's moving!" Miles added. 

 

"It's flipping gorgeous!" Valentine bellowed. 

 



"Do not be alarmed." The Avatar said as she came closer… 

 

"I am here to lend assistance." 

 

"Just as the other Magnuss foretold!" Rudi exclaimed. "So it was really true after all!" 

“Of course it was – Stupid.” Hair-Trigger all but spat. 

"Lead on." Magnuss said to the Avatar.  

"But try not to do it with quite such a suggestive shimmy, please." Hair-Trigger added. 



Meanwhile - in the original Museum of Future Technology the Sewage Workers Union 

were holding an impromptu meeting at the sewage works... 

 

"So this is the main control panel for the whole joint, is it?" Union leader, Buster 

Bogbrush, inquired of the workers. "If I push this button, plop will hit the fan, 

metaphorically anyway!" 

"Only desiccated effluent intended for the hydroponics plant where the museum grows all 

its foodstuffs." A worker replied. 

"Can we make it all runny and gloopy and vile and nasty and scary?" A second union 

official asked. 

They could, and they did... 

 



...by stirring it up, and then adding… 

 

…you guessed it…ginger beer! 

"Fantastic." Buster roared in triumph as the palm of his hand crashed down upon the 

button that would unleash the contents of the silo into the sewage system. "Now we'll show 

the ruling elite who really runs this show. Power to the workers!" 

"Power to the workers." The workers bellowed lustily. "And poo to the people!" 

Meanwhile, in Cory Turpentine's arboretum shed Cory had reunited with the two 

surviving Trumptations - Ootis Wolliums and Dunnis Idwards - who, with Shat and 

Beeki Spitoon, hoped to re-launch the formerly famous five-piece soul act.... 

 



They were in the middle of rehearsing 'Papa Was an Idle Sod', when Ootis called a halt. 

"Hey, man: you smell somethin?" He said as he scented the air with his delicate nostrils. 

"Hell, I don't smell nothing." Dunnis replied. "No, wait a second: I do smell something. It's 

real nasty, man." 

There was a perfectly understandable reason for this - that being the leakage of slurry 

from various untended inspection covers throughout the museum… 

 

Inspection hatches such as the one in the flying saucer hangar. And Mr Pong's regretfully 

abandoned transparent restaurant… 

 



Fortunately, in the residential area, things were less aromatic. Vanilla Redbush hadn’t 

noticed a thing and was receiving another visitor... 

 

"Cinnamon!" Vanilla squealed with delight. "I knew I could rely on my washer-woman 

sister for assistance." 

 

"You said something about two crazy mixed-up Cyclops on the phone?" Cinnamon said 

with a smile. 



Two minutes later the two Cyclops stood to welcome Vanilla's sister… 

. 

 

"I've come to test you both." Cinnamon said as she invited them to seat themselves once 

more. "It's an infallible test, but it will require a great inner strength from both of you." 

Both Cyclops were bemused: what possible test could Cinnamon put them to that would 

make such demands of them? Their minds boggled at the thought. 

Cinnamon Redbush was very keen to help the Cyclops zombie and her friend - the Cyclops 

biological android. So she sat them both down and crossed and uncrossed her legs several 

times… 

 



"Did either of you notice anything unusual when I did that?" She asked them. 

Neither of them wanted to say, and looked at their feet in embarrassment. 

"Come on," Cinnamon urged them, "speak up." 

"Um," the Cyclops zombie prevaricated before finally blurting, "ah, you have really frilly 

knickers on?" She said hesitantly. 

“With polka-dots.” Cyclops android added. 

"Correct." Cinnamon said helpfully. "Now that proves that it doesn’t matter if you have 

terrible depth of field in your single eye. Not unless you want to become fighter pilots of 

course. You still see absolutely fine. Being a Cyclops isn’t a bad thing: it’s a good thing: it 

makes you special." 

Meanwhile, in the alternative reality Museum of Future Technology curator, Betty 

Barcode, wanted to thank Magnuss and Hair-Trigger for saving the power generator from 

destruction with a special gift…  

 

But she'd completely forgotten about Carina… 

 



"Oi, you pink-hued monster," Carina complained, "what about me? I didn't just stand in 

the wings picking my nose you know!" 

"Oh yes, sorry." Betty replied. "It's just that what I had in mind for a gift fits only two of 

you. Perhaps if I offered something more personal for yourself..." 

"Yeah?" Carina responded positively. "What were you thinking of?" 

"Well..."  Betty began uncertainly as her mind raced to think of a gift suitable for such a 

female hero. Then inspiration intervened. "Have you met Garth?" She asked. 

Naturally Carina had neither seen nor heard of Garth. 

"He's the fourth curator." Betty explained. "I think you'd be thrilled if I introduced him 

to you." 

Carina was intrigued. "Is he blue and terribly handsome?" She inquired. 

"See for yourself." Bertha replied. 

Moments later... 

 

"Excuse me," Garth spoke from inside the recently-installed import from France - a 

pissoire, "but I take exception to people crowding 'round whilst I’m using a public toilet!" 

"Garth," Betty called into the outdoor public lavatory, "there's someone I'd like you to 

meet. She's a local hero." 



Garth finished as quickly as he could, and made a rapid exit… 

 

"Hey, it's not that gorgeous...?" He began. Then he clapped his eyes upon Carina and 

stopped short. It took a few seconds, but eventually he said: "Hello, where have you been 

hiding away all my life?" 

Satisfied that Garth had Carina's attention; Betty took Magnuss and Hair-Trigger aside. 

And although a slightly stunned Carina followed, the curator felt confident enough to 

make her offer to them: "I want you to have my personal hover-sled." She told them… 

 

Magnuss was uncertain: he'd never owned a hover-sled before.  

"It has a go-faster sticker on the side." Bertha said as she tried to convince him. "And look 

at that fabulous fin on the back: the stability at speed is phenomenal." 



Magnuss decided to try it on for size... 

 

"Oh it's so comfortable in the back." Hair-Trigger exclaimed with glee. "and if we remove 

the detachable fin, I can lie on my back and dangle my legs over the side!"  

"Well..." Magnuss responded uncertainly. But he decided to take it for a test drive 

anyway... 

 

The hover-sled was both swift and smooth. 

"I'll take it." He announced. 



And whilst he and Hair-Trigger whooshed off to watch the Earplug brothers save the 

museum... 

 

...Carina and Garth got to know each other by discussing the history of the pissoire… 

 

And Magnuss drove the hover-sled as far as he could before it got jammed in a really tight 

corner... 

 



..and they were forced to walk the rest of the way… 

 

Chapter 6 

In the original reality, the Museum of Future Technology was being turned upon its head 

as the operatives of T.W.I.T searched for the perpetrators of the river of filth that was 

currently befouling many areas of the establishment... 

 

And inside one particular safe house the Sewage Workers Union representatives quaked... 



 

"I can see them coming down the thoroughfare." The look-out warned the others. "In my 

opinion it's just a matter of time before their jack-booted feet kick in the door - quickly 

followed by our faces." 

 

"B-b-bum," Buster Bogbrush stammered, "I had no idea they'd set the forces of T.W.I.T 

on to us. We must flee instantaneously!" 



So before Major Flaccid's earplug and end cap army of operatives could discover them, the 

sewage workers slipped out through the back door... 

 

...which was just as well, because a few minutes later the Major himself entered the safe 

house meeting room.... 

 

 



"Looks like their stenographer shredded the minutes of their meeting, sir." Sergeant Blob 

reported. 

"And only moments ago." Another operative noted. "The paper is still warm, and the 

shredder is all clogged up." 

"Quickly." Flaccid boomed. "To the back door: run!" 

Although the sewage workers had a head start, Sergeant Blob's sensitive end cap olfactory 

array (better known as his nose) was able to track their passage, and soon... 

 

...the Twits spotted the sewage workers ahead of them. 

 



"There they are, the flipping filthy monsters." Flaccid roared with rage. "Redouble your 

efforts: close the gap upon them until no gap exists at all!" 

Soon the sewage workers found themselves fleeing along the main thoroughfare.... 

 

...but they were all too aware of the pursuing horde behind them. 

"Quick," Buster yelled, "we have to lose them among the foliage of the arboretum. Sorry 

boys, but we're going to have to run right across the Woven Expanse and the Wide Blue 

Yonder!" 

Such was their fear of T.W.I.T that every one of them did just that, and an eon later... 

 

…they passed by the rehearsing Trumptations, who now practised one of their greatest 

hits that, because of the unbearable smell of the sewage spill, caused them to alter the lyrics 

discretely, and therefore the title, which became Ball of Excretion... 



 

But even there - almost in the middle of nowhere - the sewage workers couldn't relax, 

because the operatives of T.W.I.T were nothing if not relentless and still had them in their 

sights as they departed the area immediately adjacent to Cory Turpentine's rehearsal 

shed… 

 

The cemetery in the original Museum of Future Technology had suffered badly when the 

sewage workers had dealt their devious hand. And when the Gravedigger discovered the 

vast quantity of granulated excrement all over his beloved graves, he said: "Argh!" 



 

And as he rushed forward in a vain attempt to brush it all away with his gardening boots, 

he was overcome by the rancid fumes, and collapsed...  

 



Soon worse was to follow as the active ingredients in the effluent caused the stained soil to 

rise up about the still form of the Gravedigger, and engulf it... 

 

…whereupon something strange and unexpected began to happen... 

 

...and the orangey-pink colouration drained from the Gravedigger's skin, and was replaced 

by a greenish hue. Then he awoke with a great suddenness... 



 

"Well blow me down," the Gravedigger said in cheerful surprise, "I've been transformed 

by intelligent bacteria. I've become Mister Plop!" 

And in the alternative reality, the resident Mister Pong had grown furious that most of his 

Exotic Food restaurant customers had fled with the exodus. In fact he'd grown so furious 

that he'd agreed to join K’Plank the Space Wanderer and produce lots and lots of clones 

for their new End Cap masters to use as slave labour and possibly eat at his restaurant... 

 



He said to the end caps that oversaw his part of the deal… 

 

…"Get lost and leave me alone: you can't tell me a flipping thing about cloning. I'm a 

flipping chef: I know all about this kind of stuff." 

And in K’Plank's abode the Space Wanderer was working feverishly... 

 

In fact so feverishly was he working that he began churning Clones out... 



 

- in two distinctly different types... 

 

...which really made Mr Pong's effort look feeble by comparison... 

 



"K’Plank is a bunion." Pong said when his End Cap overseer mentioned this fact. "He 

may have quantity on his side; but I have quality. And look how much more cheesed off 

my victims appear." 

He then back to his work. 

Whilst all this unpleasantness was occurring, Magnuss and Hair-Trigger had found their 

way to the alternative universe's Fort Balderdash, where they'd heard some Very 

Important Persons had secreted themselves away in an attempt to hide from the invading 

End Caps horde... 

 

"I can't believe that’s Fort Balderdash." Hair-Trigger said in a tone that didn't disguise 

her sense of admiration for the builders of the edifice they know regarded. "Our version 

looks like a bucket of fag ash in comparison." 

"Yeah." Magnuss agreed. "Is that someone standing by the main gate? 

They decided to advance... 

 



"Look at all those people on the battlements." Hair-Trigger urged Magnuss. "Don't they 

have lovely tans and subtly toned musculature?" 

These were just the words that Magnuss needed to hear: it meant that his information was 

correct. "I think I know the person standing by the door." He replied. 

Moments later... 

 

"Hello, Consuela." He said as the Iberian nurse greeted their arrival with a smile. 

"Hola, Magnuss." She replied. "Have you come to stay with us and ride out Armageddon 

in relative comfort?" 

"Not exactly." Magnuss answered her truthfully. "I need to speak with Los Tapones de 

España." 

Shortly after that the doors swung open... 

 



...and the beach bums listened as Magnuss explained the situation and stated the 

importance that they join him on his quest… 

 

Naturally they told him to bog off. 

"Bog off." Dexter said adamantly. 

"Yeah." Tito backed up his sun-loving pal. "Bog off." 

"You know what you can do, don't you?" Dani added. 

"Bog off?" Magnuss ventured. 

To which Dani replied: "Correcto!" 

Magnuss knew he had a battle on his hands if he wanted the five tapones to leave with him. 

He couldn't appeal to their patriotism because they all originated on the sunny costas and 

were merely visiting: he had to find another tack. 

It was Hair-Trigger who found it: "Hey, girls," she addressed Los Chicas de la Playas, 

"what's it like shacking up with a bunch of cowardly, useless, narcissistic beach-bums with 

no sense of self-worth or pride?"   

The luscious Lucia looked at the boys… 



 

"Well we were kind of keen: but right now I'm not so certain." She said. "In fact I'd go as 

far to say that there's absolutely no chance that I'd let a single one of them anywhere near 

me – either now or at any time in the future. If the safety of the Museum of Future 

Technology is totally dependent upon them, then I think we might as well surrender to the 

End Caps now and be done with it." 

"Sí," Jimena agreed, "and if they don't want to go with you, I will - even if I'm just a 

useless bit of fluff who normally spends all her time and money topping up her tan and 

slurping on ice cream!" 

This was all the impetus the boys needed... 

 



"Alright, you smooth-talking devil." Dexter grumbled. "You've managed to shame us to 

the very core of our collective being: show us the flipping way." 

 

"Hurry back," Carmen called as Los Tapones filed out of the fort, "it’s a well-known fact 

that all chicas can't resist a hero." 

Magnuss released a sigh of relief: his plan was coming together. Now they had a real 

chance of victory against a foe that was yet to realise that they faced a genuine threat. 

"Let's go kick some End Cap butt." Hair-Trigger whispered with a smile. 

Chapter 7 

Using his mental link with his brothers, which existed - even with his Alternate Reality 

brothers - Magnuss quickly discovered their whereabouts, and duly deposited Los 

Tapones with them. Then he went his own way about the Museum of Future Technology 

with Hair-Trigger in tow. 

Because the Alternative Magnuss knew everything that Magnuss knew, he called upon the 

Avatar to reveal herself. This was the result... 

 



Los Tapones were amused as the Avatar began to form out of the floor material. They’d 

never seen the like before. 

"It looks like a zit." Carlos observed. 

Valentine responded with: "It’s not a zit: you are." 

But soon... 

 

"Ah," the stunningly gorgeous avatar said, "I see the team has assembled." 

No one really cared what she said: she was just so lovely to look at. The Alternative 

Magnuss brought his lolling tongue under control long enough to say: "Ah, yeah. You 

gonna show us where to go and what to do when we get there?" 

The Avatar smiled sweetly... 

 



"Yes, of course I am," she said, "you bunch of indispensable bleeders: follow me." 

With that the Avatar led the ten male earplugs to the Defence Fighter bay… 

 

"We have another four flying saucers just like this one." She informed Los Tapones. "The 

Earplug Brothers will be your passengers. They will use their combined mental strength to 

ward of the end cap weaponry." 

"Do they have plasma cannons fitted?" Magnuss inquired. 

"Not in this portion of the space/time continuum, I'm afraid." The Avatar replied. "But 

you shouldn't need them. You need only distract the alien mother ship long enough for the 

interceptor rocket to reach its target." 

"Oh, is that all?" Miles said sarcastically. 

"Yes it is." The Avatar spoke gently as she responded to his jibe. "Now flipping get aboard 

and stop monking on like a schoolboy, you silly earplug." 

 



"How do we fly these things?"  Carlos, a rather reluctant pilot, asked. 

"Don't worry about that." Magnuss replied on the Avatar's behalf. "If you can drive a go-

cart, you can fly one of these. The controls are identical. It's all totally intuitive." 

Meanwhile, in the original Museum of Future Technology, Cray-Zee… 

 

…had taken up stunt mag-lift biking... 

 

Since stealing the machine of famous the bounty hunter, Hunting Provost, Cray-Zee had 

fallen head-over-heels in love with mag-lift biking; and now he was determined to master 

every category of the genre. Whacking great jumps off of ramps were only the beginning… 



 

He also engaged his sister, Gray-Vee, to act as his 'sighter' when he also attempted the fine 

throttle control and excellent balance required for 'indoors trials' riding... 

 

...even if it was really scary. And soon he mastered the technique required to leap his 

machine in and out of deep holes... 

 



...even if it did give his buttocks a hard time. 

Wheelies in the snow were almost as enjoyable as wee-wees in the snow… 

 

Though Gray-Vee did try to stand behind him whenever possible - for both reasons... 

 

But for all this derring-do, Cray-Zee felt that there was something lacking; and that 

something was speed. So he took up motocross and enduro during the lunch break... 



 

...which pleased Gray-Vee no end because she could sit in the cafetería and watch daytime 

television, whilst Cray-Zee blew the opposition into the weeds… 

 

…which included K’Plank the Space Wanderer, who was an accomplished mag-lift bike 

rider in three planetary systems and fourteen eras. 



"Slow down, Cray-Zee." His opponents called as his exhaust pipe bid them farewell. "Give 

us a chance, you multi-talented bleeder, you!" 

But all Cray-Zee could say in response was... 

 

…"Eat my roost, suckers!" 

But whilst one earplug was having a whale of a time in the primary space/time continuum, 

in the secondary one something completely different was happening. The End Cap 

mothership had entered the atmosphere above the Museum of Future Technology… 

 

Inside it, upon the bridge, its captain was issuing orders... 



 

"Left hand down a bit." He instructed the helmscap, whilst his floozie watched adoringly. 

"Left hand down a bit, aye." The helmscap replied professionally. 

"Sensor readings!" The captain demanded of his science officer. 

"Victims directly beneath us, sir." Came the reply. "Shall I target them with full 

disruptors?" 

"I'd like to keep this place intact, thank you very much, Mister Splot." The Captain 

answered. "We might also kill our entire bridgehead force if you hit the wrong spot. Take 

disruptors off-line - just to be safe and sure. In the unlikely event that we need to defend 

ourselves, we can use the electro-cannon. It’s pathetic, but it’s good enough to deal with 

anything these putrid earplugs have to bring against us." 

This decision was to have profound consequences. But, of course, the captain couldn't 

possibly have known that. His bridgehead force had failed to mention the possibility of 

resistance, and, of course, they had no idea that the Earplug Brothers possessed mental 

powers beyond their imagining; and that they were now free from their jails. Poor old End 

Cap mothership captain!  

Far below, in the Museum of Future Technology, things were stirring - and they weren't 

Los Tapones bowels: they'd already been to the toilet pre-flight. No: it was the defence 



fighters themselves - their motors purring quietly as they waited in a hangar that had been 

cunningly disguised as an old barn that still retained the remnants of  left-over winter feed 

for ruminants and the like... 

 

Meanwhile Magnuss made a phone call to the androids and T.W.I.T engineers who were 

completing work on the interceptor rocket. Wonky exited the control bunker to tell Major 

Flaccid… 

 

"Tell him we'll be ready in a jiffy." Flaccid replied to Wonky’s information. "We're just 

about to install the warhead: then it's all systems go." 

"Ah, that's what he was calling about." Wonky said over Flaccid's shoulder. "He's got an 

absolutely wizard idea that is certain to turn the tide of battle in our favour." 



Chapter 8 

"What?" A stunned Cushions Smethwyke fairly screamed in dismay when she heard… 

 

"I don't believe that idiot. He's actually advocating replacing the nuclear warhead with a 

PO9 2LY unit. It doesn't make flipping sense. Clearly he's lost his mind: I'm going to have 

the RoboSecGuas assassinate him before it's too late!" 

That particular day Hunting Provost had decided to be the guest curator; and this was a 

fortunate happenstance because he could see more clearly than Cushions that Magnuss's 

idea had great potential. "Cushions fret not." He said calmly. "You'll only get a coughing 

fit. Answer me this question: what are PO9 2LYs good for?" 

Cushions found it difficult to bring her seething rage and sense of disappointment under 

control. "Sod-all - as far as I can tell." She snapped at her handsome guest. "They're 

enigmatic, aren't they? No one knows what they're for. They're just PO9 2LYs. They're all 

over the flipping Museum of Future Technology - usually getting in the way and being 

all...enigmatic. Why do you ask?" 

"They have a habit of dampening energy fields." Hunting replied. "So try to imagine what 

a PO9 2LY would do to the anti-matter containment field and main propulsion motors of 

an attacking mothership if it came within close proximity." 

Cushions wasn't technically minded. She was incapable of imagining an electric element 

heating water for her afternoon cup of tea: so she had no chance with anti-gravity units. 

"Can't." She said. 



"Are you saying that you are unable to imagine the effect?" Hunting inquired.  

"Correct." Cushions replied. 

“Oh.” Hunting said with a sigh. “How very unfortunate.” 

Meanwhile the androids and agents of T.W.I.T had been hard at work adapting the 

rocket... 

 

"Nice shade of pink." Wonky observed as he and Major Flaccid stood beside the control 

bunker at the launch site. 

"It's the high-grade fuel that does it." Flaccid explained. "Anything less and the damned 

missile would just sit on the pad and fizz for a while." 

"Because of the PO9 2LY in the nose cone?" Wonky asked. 

"Indeed, young android." Flaccid responded. "It doesn't just dampen energy fields, but 

dampens energy per se. My operatives are almost asleep in its presence, and your android 

co-workers have stopped functioning entirely. You know I'm not sure whether the PO9 

2LY is a blessing or a curse." 

"Will the rocket fly?" Wonky asked in a worried tone. 



Flaccid shrugged his military shoulders. "We'll know the answer to that one when I press 

the big green 'Go' button." He answered. 

Fortunately none of  Los Tapones de España were  privy to this conversation as they lifted 

off. Had they been they might have mutinied… 

 

Especially when they discovered that they also had to dodge a flight of in-coming End Cap 

fighters... 

 

Although they were unaware of the fact (as they launched into an alien-filled sky) the 

heroic earplugs were being watched by a huge television audience - that being everyone 



who hadn't joined the exodus. People like Consuela and Las Chicas de la Playas, who 

watched avidly as Dexter reported their initial success at gaining the required altitude... 

 

In the security suite the SubRoboSecGuas were watching the very same thing... 

 

"Oh they're so desperately brave." One of them gushed openly. 

"And handsome too." A second added. "Just look at them - all squished up together inside 

those tiny cupolas." 

 



Hoping to avoid alien sensors, Los Tapones took their saucers to almost zero altitude and 

whooshed across the Woven Expanse. But such was their incredible speed that within 

moments they found themselves whizzing, scant measures above the Wide Blue Yonder… 

 

…where they encountered the first blast from the End Caps' secondary weaponry - the 

Electro-Cannon… 

 

…which was easily deflected by the Earplug brother's mental shield. 

"Did you flipping see that?" The End Cap Captain exclaimed. "A total miss. Has someone 

been mucking about with the targeting computer?” 



 

"Fluke." The science officer replied. "I'm upping the power to fifty-five Positive Zlaps." 

A split second later Carlos's vessel only narrowly avoided the next energy discharge of the 

Electro-Cannon... 

 

Not that he cared: his confidence in his passenger - Miles – was at an all-time high. 



"Yeah," he laughed, "come and have a go if you think you're hard enough!" 

"I can't watch anymore." A SubRoboSecGua cried as the UFO Scanner detected more 

alien fighters approaching… 

 

And in Fort Balderdash Las Chicas were in danger of having kittens as they watched the 

mothership begin its descent towards the Museum of Future Technology... 

 

Meanwhile Magnuss and Hair-Trigger had decided that they couldn't bear to miss the 

action, and had duly arrived at the control suite… 

 



"How are things progressing?" He asked Cushions. 

 

As she leapt aboard the Omnipresent Scanner, she replied: "I'm just checking now. Sorry 

I couldn’t answer you immediately, but I recently accepted an irresistible invitation to join 

Hunting Provost for a Bucks Fizz in the back room.” 

As the screen came to life again, she watched as the rocket support tower retracted; the 

control bunker began to sink into the ground; and the workers ran like idiots... 
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"I think it's nearly time to give the command to launch." She said to Magnuss. "The other 

curators are en route as we speak." 

Meanwhile the defence fighters continued their circumbendibus and sensor-confusing, 

erratic advance upon the mothership... 

 

Then this happened... 

 



 The Electro-Cannon discharge rate had been increased to twenty-five million Positive 

Blarts. But even this wasn't enough to breach the shiny hulls, because inside the five 

saucers, five Earplug Brothers used their combined telekinetic power to suffuse the sky 

crimson with the cannon's energy… 

 

Inside the mothership the captain noted that his vessel had gone to red alert and, as a 

result, was almost stunned into catatonia. Almost... 

 



"Slap me sideways!" He bellowed. "How the heck did they do that? Send in the fighters. 

Hit them from every side!"  

By now Cushions had been joined by the other curators… 

 

"Look at those guys." Cheerful Charlie Chopsticks observed as on-board cameras 

recorded the earplug's irrepressible smiles. "They can take everything the End Caps can 

throw at them! And probably some things they can’t too!"    

And, as Tito dived low to avoid a collision with attacking saucers, it did indeed appear that 

they could… 

 

And just to prove Cheerful Charlie’s assertion, Tito was immediately fired upon… 



 

But as the colourful discharge faded, Tito flew on untouched… 

 

And inside the control suite Cushions gave the command: "Launch, for flip-sake." She 

screamed into the microphone that connected with the control bunker at the rocket site. 

"Go-go-go!" 

 



Chapter 9 

In the control bunker Major Flaccid hit the 'Go' button like the nervous earplug he was. 

Hesitantly the rocket motors began to ignite… 

 

Then they caught hold... 

 



Within seconds it began its climb skywards... 

 

…despite the best side-effects of the PO9 2LY in the nose cone… 

 

And it climbed - ever so slowly... 



 

And climbed in a perfect parabolic arc... 

 

"Knock me over backwards," Betty Barcode was heard to exclaim, "is that thing ever 

gonna reach escape velocity?" 

And she wasn't alone with this thought. Las Chicas had grown so nervous that they'd 

switched off the live feed, and decided to watch a re-run of the Earplug Brother's rendition 

of Los Caballeros Stupido... 



 

But the rocket was flying... 

 



...and had now entered a horizontal attack vector... 

 

"Look at that monkey-flipper go!" Someone in the watching crowd yelled enthusiastically. 

Then something absolutely ghastly happened: the rocket motor coughed and died… 

 

And with it died the earplug's hopes and dreams… 



 

"Big wobbly buttocks!" The watching crowd cried out in dismay. "And arm pits too!" 

The End Cap captain also cried "Buttocks!"… 

 

…but his verbal effort had been prefaced by: "Call that an interceptor rocket? That's just 

a load of..." He also said "Arm pits." But similarly he'd prefixed this with: "What a bunch 

of..." So he and his crew were feeling supremely confident. 

But still Dexter and the others did not lose faith. "Come on boys," the nominal leader of 

the gang shouted to his beach-bum buddies inside his cramped cupola, "let's get in close: 

let's not give that mothership any room to manoeuvre…” 



 

And Dexter had a good reason for this: he'd noted the rocket's trajectory and had made a 

quick calculation. So the Tapones made one last desperate lunge, whilst the Earplug 

Brothers enveloped the mothership with an Aura of Utter Stability… 

 

"I can't flipping steer." The Helmscap announced. "It's almost as if the entire ship is being 

held in some sort of invisible vice - or the grip of a huge mystical fist. Cripes – even the 

glow-discs at the rear of the bridge have gone dark!" 



If the End Caps didn't think that they were deep into Kaka Creek sans a paddle or an 

outboard motor at that point in time, they would pretty soon because, with no steering, the 

mothership couldn't avoid a direct hit from the descending (and totally inert) rocket... 

 

In the control room Cheerful Charlie Chopsticks was beside himself with excitement… 

 

"I'm gonna wet myself!" He yelled. "Honestly - I'm gonna wet myself!" 



"It's lost power." Cushions observed. "The PO9 2LY has negated the saucer's lift. It's 

going down." 

But worse was to come when something rubbed against something else, friction ensued, 

and a combustible material made contact with it… 

 

"Captain, we're on fire." The science officer reported. “With power out, we have no 

automated fire suppressant systems.” 

 

"You think I couldn't figure that out for myself, dimwit? What do you think I am - some 

kind of...?” 



But he got no further with his sarcastic tirade because the ship's floozie dashed forward to 

the Helmscap's side. "Oh Snootles." She cried. "Save me." 

"Permission to eject in the personal escape pod, sir?" The Helmscap called above the din 

of an emergency claxon. The captain had only nanoseconds to think. He wasted three of 

them feeling sorry for himself. With no time to waste his bridge crew made the decision for 

him, and ejected… 

 

"Whee!" They yelled as they streaked across the sky. 

The captain's next decision was a simple one: flee or die. "Oh ignominy." He wailed as the 

flames began licking at his turn-ups…  

 

…"Defeated by a bunch of earplugs with unarmed fighter craft. Let history record that I 

tried my best, but my ship was crap, and my crew were a bunch of total wallies." 



With that he hit the ejector button, and moments later he too felt the cool caress of fresh 

air upon his skin... 

 

It felt good after so long cooped up in hyperspace. "I never wanted any of this invasion 

nonsense anyway." He said to himself. "I always wanted to try one of those five-year 

missions - doing all that exploration stuff, and meeting all kinds of weird aliens, and 

threatening them with proton torpedoes. But I guess I’ll have to make do with a Prisoner 

of War camp." 

Shortly after that the flaming mothership hit the dirt on the Woven Expanse.... 

 

The boys didn't wait around to see what happened next: instead they set course for the 

defence fighter bay, where the Avatar was there to meet them… 
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"Well done, all of you." She said. "Now if you'd all care to visit the cafetería that 

specialises in truly awful coffee, I'll buy you all a blueberry muffin." 

With so few people in the Museum of Future Technology, celebrations were naturally 

muted. But word did get out to the members of the exodus, and soon they were making a 

gleeful return... 

 



Epilogue 

But Magnuss and Hair-Trigger were not of that space/time continuum; consequently they 

both felt superfluous. So it was with heavy hearts that they turned away from the party 

and set out upon a voyage of discovery... 

 

Very soon they discovered an area of natural photo-voltaic activity... 

 



"This could be a lovely place to set up home." Magnuss opined. 

Hair-Trigger didn't like the colour. 

"Can't you feel the energy coursing through the land, up your legs, and finally into your 

colon?" Magnuss inquired enthusiastically. 

Hair-Trigger could, but she didn’t like it. So they moved on... 

 

"This is a flipping long bridge." Hair-Trigger said, "I imagine that it should take us 

somewhere very interesting." 

Since it was the Bridge of Death, it did just that... 

 



"Oh look - a tatty blue door." Hair-Trigger squealed with delight. 

"It can mean only one thing." Magnuss cried out. "This apartment is for rent!" 

So they rang the doorbell. As the door creaked open on rusty hinges, former Trumptation, 

Cory Turpentine inquired: "Have you come to view my apartment?"  

 

"Does it have a huge water-bed?" Hair-Trigger asked. 

Cory told her that there was one on the second floor. So, moments later, the young 

earplugs stepped inside... 

 



"What a nice sideboard." Hair-Trigger said as she bounced gently upon the furnishings. 

 

"Are those the stairs that lead to the second floor?" Magnuss inquired. 

Cory told him that it was the case. 

"But it looks like a ladder." Magnuss complained. 

Cory appeared perplexed. "Yeah?" He responded. 

"I suffer from acrophobia." Magnuss explained. "I can neither ascend nor descend them. 

They are an enema to me." 

"Don't you mean an anathema?" Cory replied. 

"I know what I mean." Magnuss answered. "I couldn't live here: unless I kept my eyes 

closed permanently, this ladder would give me the serious plops." 

But Lady Luck was about to blow a kiss in Magnuss's direction; because just after he and 

Hair-Trigger had vacated the disappointed Cory's apartment, Mister Pong's appalling 

behaviour towards the staff and patrons of the Museum of Future Technology during the 

alien take-over, and the sight of his two obese daughters - Yu-Wah and Wah-Hey - hadn't 

gone unnoticed... 



 

The RoboSecGuas decided that he must make reparations to those he treated so badly, and 

others whom he didn't - like Magnuss and Hair-Trigger. To this end he was to smile 

broadly, and offer them whatever their tiny hearts desired, just as long as it didn't include 

alcohol… 

 

"My friends, my friends," Mister Pong roared expansively as he strode from the Snozzle 

Nozzle with his lumpen offspring floating along behind him, "whomever you are, I 



apologize. Is there anything that I might offer you that would improve your standard of 

living or your enjoyment of corporeality?" 

Magnuss looked to Hair-Trigger. "How about lunch?" She suggested. "All this running 

around without eating has made my waif-like body waste away - to the extent that I'm 

having difficulty keeping my knickers up." 

"Lunch it is, then." Magnuss agreed. "But first I want your daughters to undergo 

liposuction, Mister Pong. They are so rounded that their presence appals me upon at least 

seventeen levels of appallingness. Once done, they can take our order." 

Mister Pong didn't argue: he wasn't overly keen on his daughter's appearance himself. He 

asked the RoboSecGuas to take a picture that might commemorate the event for all 

eternity... 

 

And this is what the photo looked like... 

 



…which would look great in an advertisement in the Exotic Restaurant Chronicle. And a 

half-hour later... 

 

...Yu-Wah asked them what they wanted for lunch. Suddenly, like a tidal wave of thinky-

stuff gone wild, the events of the previous day came flooding back into Magnuss's mind. It 

was almost as if time were repeating itself. 

"Hair-Trigger," he whispered excitedly, "do you think it possible that we might recreate 

the events of yesterday?" 

"And thereby be returned to our true reality?" Hair-Trigger whispered back even more 

excitedly. "Magnuss; we have to try!" 

"Um," Magnuss said to Yu-Wah, "can you get us some brightly coloured bread rolls while 

we think about what we want for lunch?" 

Two minutes later... 

 



"Can you remember what we did next?" Hair-Trigger asked hopefully 

Magnuss couldn't recall a flipping thing: everything that had happened post-event had all 

but erased his memory of the minutia of the moment. So he fell back on his habit of 

starting a sentence with: "Well..." 

A half-second later... 

 

"Here we go again!" He shouted with glee. 

 

"Next stop – home!" He added as they slipped further into the trans-dimensional gravity 

well. Then, just as abruptly as the first time they arrived… 



 

"Close," Magnuss said with a sinking feeling in his stomach, "but no cigar. That's me 

singing lead tenor on Los Caballeros Stupido." 

Hair-Trigger couldn't disguise her disappointment: "Knickers!" She roared above the din. 

Then it struck her: the three Earplug Brothers weren't singing the proper words to the 

song. Instead they were using vicious, threatening words that made goose bumps form on 

both her arms, and made a shiver run the length of her spine. 

Magnuss had noticed too. "Oh dear." He said miserably. "I think we've arrived in a proper 

alternate reality: one in which all the good guys are really bad. Including me!" 
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