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Chapter 1 

Magnuss Earplug and his new girl-friend, Hair-Trigger Provost, have made an attempt 

to return to the Museum of Future Technology… 

 

 ..in their correct quantum reality by duplicating the accident that sent them into the 

alternate realm. Their attempt failed, and now they find themselves in yet another 

dimension of space/time: one, they suspect, that is the exact opposite of their own. 

The saga continues... 

 



"The guy in the middle with the orange sombrero who's singing his heart out is me." A 

nauseous Magnuss whispered to a disheartened Hair-Trigger. "When he finds out who I 

am, I hate to think what might happen. So when I say 'run' – run like heck. Okay - 

run!" 

A half-second later... 

 

"Who the hell were they?" The alternative Miles inquired. 

"Don't know: don't care." The alternative Magnuss replied. "Forget ‘em. Let's get back 

to the song: the audience really hate it, and I'm determined that they're gonna suffer 

right up ‘til the final note dies away." 

A short while later Magnuss and Hair-Trigger had sought and found the sanctuary of 

the cemetery, where they hoped to rest, and plan their next move... 

 

"What the flip happened here?" Hair-Trigger exclaimed as she regarded the ruined 

burial-place. "It looks like an earthquake zone or something!" 



"Maybe it happened during the aerial bombardment from the end cap mothership." 

Magnuss suggested. 

Then he thought back on what he'd witnessed en route to their current location, when a 

mag-lift biker gang had ridden on to the main thoroughfare - with the subterranean 

siblings Cray-Zee and Gray-Vee at their head... 

 

He'd watched as they'd made people leap aside athletically… 

 

And shout rude words as they passed… 



 

And how the gang included luminaries such as the Shakespearean actor - Brian Blasted: 

a member of the military: a curator - in the shape of Montagu; a sewage worker: and 

Charles - the head of Maintenance…  

 

His thoughts were interrupted when the grave-digger, who looked an awful lot like Tito 

of Los Tapones De España, shouted at him… 

 



"Have you seen the mess my cemetery's in?" He bellowed rhetorically. He then added: 

"I've got mouldy cadavers and scary skeletons popping out of the blasted soil 

everywhere!" 

"What happened?" Hair-Trigger asked. 

"What happened?" Tito repeated Hair-Trigger's inquiry angrily. "I'll tell you what 

flipping happened!" 

Tito, the grave-digger in the negative Museum of Future Technology, duly explained 

that when the end cap mothership began its attack run… 

 

…the museum's defenders launched a rocket... 

 

...but the guidance system was a load of rubbish, and before long it crashed into the 

boggy region of the cemetery... 



 

Even more unfortunately it had been loaded with a pink super-fuel that exploded and 

cast vast quantities of dangerous hypertrophic toxins, or something very like it, all over 

the flipping place... 

 

...including earplugs of every age and inclination, which made them good and mad... 

 



Then, as the toxin insinuated itself into their brains, they became bad and mad... 

 

In fact they became mirror images of their true selves. They became aggressive and 

insanely vicious. And when the end cap soldiers arrived to clean-up the remaining 

resistance... 

 

...they got their backsides well and truly kicked, particularly by the Obese 

Grandmother’s Brigade... 

 



...and submission was quick to come, especially when it was discovered that the 

contamination effected end caps in a completely opposite manner… 

 

Their aggression dissipated, and they became easy prey for a rampaging earplug horde. 

Those who survived were reduced to slavery.   

"Heck." Magnuss said when Tito had finished. "So I guess that the earplugs are now 

the bad guys; and the end caps are good?" 

"Correcto!" Tito replied. "Only a few earplugs are immune to the toxin's affect, so 

other than you two and me and a few guys scattered throughout the edifice, things have 

really turned to plugmutt droppings." 

After a long pause to think, Magnuss said: "Then I guess it's up to us to put things right 

again. I just wish I had some clue about how the flip we're gonna do it." 

Magnuss realised that what he and Hair-Trigger most needed was time. Time to think. 

So he elected to find a quiet spot where they could do just that. They chose to visit the 

arboretum in the centre of which stood Big Fat Sandy Mountain... 

 



...up which they climbed. But as they approached the peak, they encountered an aging 

actor – or as the aforementioned ageing actor would have preferred it termed – a 

mature thespian….. 

 

"Hello." He said in a desperately cultured voice. "I'm a famous actor. The name is 

Muir: Sir Dodger Muir." 

Magnuss was openly doubtful: "I don't think so." Magnuss replied. "Not unless you've 

become a strange recluse. No – don’t mess me about: who are you really?" 

Sir Dodger took no offence at Magnuss' response: he was used to it. "I'll prove I'm Sir 

Dodger Muir." He said. 

Then he did this... 

 



"Magnuss," Hair-Trigger squealed, "he raised an eyebrow!" 

Magnuss was quietly amused. "You really are Sir Dodger, aren't you?" He said… 

 

"I am." A pleased Sir Dodger replied. "Now what can I do for you?" 

Naturally Magnuss told the famous former TV and motion picture actor all about their 

situation. 

"My," Sir Dodger replied in a most impressed manner, "what a to-do. It sounds as 

though you could use a little help. It's boring as bog water up here all by myself: may I 

join you on your quest?" 

Even more naturally Magnuss said 'yes', and Hair-Trigger jumped up and down with 

excitement. Then they set off down the mountain - with Sir Dodger Muir in tow... 

 



Meanwhile, in Magnuss's natural and original portion of space/time... 

 

...Charles and Wolfgang were delighted to find that, several days after Valentine had 

emptied his hip flask all over it, the main power generator's heat exchanger had finally 

dried.  

And in the evil alternate reality the alternative Charles and Wolfgang were 

disappointed to discover that the heat exchanger had dried out... 

 

"Sod it." Charles roared. "Now the generator will work flawlessly, and we'll be out of a 

job. Quickly, Wolfgang, get your coffee jug out!" 



Chapter 2 

The disparity between the two universes couldn’t have been more obvious than the 

directly opposing needs of the two Museum of Future Technology's maintenance 

crews… 

 

"That's better." Said the evil Wolfgang. "I had no idea that my wife could pack that 

much ginger beer into a coffee flask. I swear she must have pressurised it." 

"Yeah," Charles agreed, “and now the generator will go belly up; and we'll be hailed as 

heroes for getting it going again." 

Meanwhile, in the regular Museum of Future Technology... 

 



"Oh darn it." The original Charles despaired." Look, it's one of them flipping Time 

Storms: It's brought back all the fizzy pop from three or four days ago. And it’s gone 

flat. I was kind of hoping that the dampening effect of the PO9 2LY had halted these 

temporal anomalies in their tracks." 

"Yeah," the decent and hard-working Wolfgang replied miserably, "and it's only 

reminding me that I should have gone to the toilet an hour ago!" 

But, it seems, what goes around comes around. In the alternate reality... 

 

"That odd," Charles said nervously, "we're being denied access to this exterior service 

elevator: we'll have to use the stairs. What a bother!" 

"Oh dear." Wolfgang trembled as he spoke. "You don't think the curators might have 

seen us on CCTV when we hosed down the heat exchanger with our gaseous liquid, do 

you?" 

And in Magnuss's reality... 

 



"This certainly beats walking." Charles said - confident in the knowledge that, when he 

stepped off the service elevator, his bosses would be pleased as punched by his 

conscientious work ethic  

"It's nearly Play Time." Wolfgang reminded Charles. "How do you intend to spend 

your free fifteen minutes?" 

In the alternative universe things were looking bleak for the saboteurs, Charles and 

Wolfgang... 

 

"You're under arrest." The commanding officer of the evil and feared Black-Hatters 

police squad growled at the maintenance duo. "For flagrant misuse of your ginger 

pop." 

Meanwhile... 

 



"I love these hot swarf pits." Charles cried with glee as he sunk his lower half in the 

shards of off-cut metallic material. 

"Yes," Wolfgang agreed, "it's great for scouring away the dead skin around the soles of 

our feet and buttocks. Call me old-fashioned, and perhaps a little naïve, if you must: but 

other than melting it all down to use in the manufacture of fizzy drink cans, I can't 

think of a better use for the stuff" 

Whilst all this other stuff had been happening, Magnuss and Hair-Trigger had been 

accompanied into the arboretum at the foot of Big Fat Sandy Mountain by Sir Dodger 

Muir, where the retired actor decided to utilise the Old Age Pensioner's Pneumatic 

Transfer Conduit into the Museum of Future Technology proper... 

 

"I was once known as a rather suave, handsome, action-hero type. But now the old 

knees are buckling, and my arthritic hips are well and truly knackered. Heavens, if I 

had hair I’m sure it would be hanging down 'round my bottom." Sir Dodger said as he 

stepped into the entrance venturi of the transfer conduit. "I'm sorry, but I'm going to 

have to take a short cut. See you in the cafe on the main thoroughfare later." 

"Wait," Magnuss called out, "can't we come along with you?" 

 



Sir Dodger put on one of his best sad expressions, and answered: "No, sorry: young 

people like you are banned. Only poor old sods like me can use it. If you try to travel by 

Old Age Pensioner's Pneumatic Transfer Conduit you'll be arrested and sentenced to 

death by firing squad or something equally ghastly. It's a harsh punishment, I know: 

but it's the only deterrent some young hooligans understand. I hope you do too." 

Then he was gone - feet-first, at tremendous speed, in the direction of the museum… 

 

"Bum." Hair-Trigger said. "I was really looking forward to his fascinating tales from 

show business as we crossed the Wide Blue Yonder. His great skill as a raconteur is 

legend. And it’s what earned him his knighthood you know. Well it was in our 

continuum: here he probably got it for being charming and disarming or something 

equally esoteric." 

 

"Great," Magnuss complained as they set out upon the route march ahead of them, 

"now I suppose we'll have to put up with the sound of silence to entertain us." 



But as they forged ahead and made it to the Woven Expanse endorphins released into 

their brains by the physical activity of walking, cheered them up no end… 

 

But then their grins became dreadfully fixed as they realised that the Woven Expanse 

was flipping HUGE! 

 



Meanwhile, in the proper reality, Mister Pong was discussing the sudden and 

unexpected loss of the Exotic Food Restaurant's only customers with his daughters, Yu-

Wah and Wah-Hey... 

 

"I'm confused." Pong said - his mind befuddled. "What happened back there, exactly?" 

"Well..." Yu-Wah began. 

"Don't say that!" Wah-Hey screamed. "That's what Magnuss said immediately prior to 

that...thing appearing!"  

Pong shuddered at the memory of peering down into the gravity well that had 

swallowed his guests... 

 



"It's no good," Pong growled as he exited his restaurant… 

 

…"this is so far beyond my sphere of expertise that it makes me feel like a complete 

dimbo: I need help. But where am I to find it?" 

As if in answer to his question, this happened... 

 

"Flip me over obliquely." Pong exclaimed. "You're the Angel with a Huge Nose! What 

are you doing here?" 



"I heard it through the grapevine that my lovely Magnuss has been spirited away by 

powers unknown." Angel replied. "So let's go find him." 

 

Mindful that unless he escaped the Museum of Future Technology by returning to 

eleventh century Ireland, Seamus O’Soddit and his tribe would be 'terminated' by Mr 

and Mrs Spindly and their hunting guests, the barbarian leader took his wife - the 

lovely Vulga - and the other peat-boggers to the Tunnel Temporale… 

 

"Sorry," the maintenance crew that oversaw the operation of the PO9 2LY (the energy 

field of which was currently dampening the otherwise runaway Tunnel Temporale's 

effects) said, "but we can't possibly let a bunch of savages like you anywhere near the 

tunnel." 



"What if we said you look really tasty?" The lovely Vulga threatened only semi-

cryptically. 

"Without us you couldn't operate the tunnel." Charles alone replied. "Your threats are 

empty. In any case, the moment we spotted you on your way up here we put through a 

call to the Spindlies. They're on their way, as we speak." 

Seamus was certain that Charles was trash-talking, and bared his powerful peat-

bogging molars in the hope that the maintenance chief would feel intimidated enough to 

relent. But moments later... 

 

"Ah, Seamus O’Soddit, I do believe." Mrs Spindly said gaily as she fingered the trigger 

guard of her powerful semi-automatic handgun that she kept hidden behind a lacy 

handkerchief. 

"Heck," Seamus cried, "we're trying our flipping best, ya long gust of wind. It's not our 

blinking fault the blinking tube-thing aint working! These bunch 'o' butt wipes won't 

make it go for us!" 

"Couldn't give a damn." Mrs Spindly growled in reply. "So might I suggest you make 

yourself scarce?" 

"You might." The lovely Vulga said loudly. She then added: "Seamus: get the heck 

outta here!" 

With that, Seamus threw aside his hat and, in fear for his life, ran like the wind.... 

 



Naturally his tribe took off in pursuit, whilst the Spindlies poured scorn upon their 

disorganised and ignominious flight. 

Chapter 3 

Former subterranean dweller, Gray-Vee hadn't long undergone her second 

physical transformation, but already she was growing 'tired' of her 'new' look. As a 

consequence of this deep-seated self-loathing, she decided to visit the rubber bung hair 

stylists, Gaylord and Quentin, for a new 'hair-do'… 

 

"Oh, darling," Gaylord squealed with delight as Gray-Vee sat patiently in the huge 

hair-doer's chair and allowed Quentin to titivate her locks, "you are looking fabulous!" 

"Just how fabulous is 'fabulous'?" The recently reformed inhabitant of the catacombs 

beneath the Museum of Future Technology inquired. 

"Take a look for yourself, ducky." Quentin answered on behalf of his friend. 

With that he stepped aside to allow Gray-Vee a view of the mirror... 

 



Gaylord and Quentin screamed with excitement as Gray-Vee's huge Mohican hove into 

view. Gray-Vee was less impressed: this was because she suffered from myopia, and this 

is what she saw... 

 

"I look like a scary biker chick." She stated bluntly. 

Far from hurt by this slur against their talent with the comb and scissors, both stylists 

simultaneously replied with: "Fabulous idea, Vee: I know a nice boy who's trying to 

shift his Hardly-Worthit XL5 for a knock down price: I keep his telephone number in a 

cardboard tube behind the radiator: would you care to take a rummage down there?" 

And at exactly the same moment, but in the alternate reality, the evil Gray-Vee 

was following her brother from the elevator in a very pleasant edificio, close to the roller 

skate park... 

 



"Zee, what are we doing here?" She said. "We're subterranean dwellers: we don't like 

heights." 

"There's a new world order in the museum," Cray-Zee replied, "and we're headed for 

the top. What others have striven for, we're taking - by force, if necessary." 

Moments later... 

 

"Welcome to our new home, Vee." Cray-Zee said as he approached the door to the 

penthouse suite. 

"But doesn't this entire block belong to The Purps?"  Gray-Vee inquired, though she 

actually knew the truth already. 

"Past tense, Sis." Cray-Zee replied. "From now on Purps are history. They're not just 

second-class citizens: now they're being denied citizenship completely. Let's take a look 

at our new pad." 

Meanwhile, in Magnuss's regular quantum reality, the rebellious sewage workers were 

still (unbelievably) engaged in a flight from the wrath of T.W.I.T. Escaping the 

arboretum, they had no choice but to scale the heights of Big Fat Sandy Mountain... 

 



"I flipping wish we'd never released all that accumulated filth into the Museum of 

Future Technology now." The union boss, Buster Bogbrush, panted as they gained 

altitude at little more than a crawl. 

"Yeah," his stenographer, Marty Filledpants, agreed, "I don't think the welfare of our 

sewage workers is worth all this exertion and fear. If I could turn back time, I certainly 

would. If I wasn't already implicated and on Twit's radar, I'd quit my job and tell you 

where to shove it." 

Buster was about to author a stunning verbal riposte, when he was confronted by the 

most unexpected sight... 

 

Instead he said: "Holy cow: it's Sir Digger Muir!" 

"Um, that's Sir Dodger Muir." This reality's Sir Dodger corrected the union leader. 

"I'm thrilled to meet you all. Tell me: what brings you to my citadel of solitude?" 

It was a reasonable question, and Buster was an adoring fan; so he paused a while to 

explain the sewage worker's situation to the famous thespian. 

"I've heard about these T.W.I.T so and so's." Sir Dodger said sternly whilst raising an 

eyebrow to show that he really meant it. "They are a bunch of bozos - so I've been told. 

You chaps take the route to the left - past the huge white boulder: I'll take care of 

Major Flaccid and his cronies." 



So, moments later... 

 

...Sir Dodger oversaw the sewage worker's descent into the wilderness beyond Big Fat 

Sandy Mountain.  Then he dashed back to the pinnacle as quickly as his aged bones 

would allow. And just in time too, because the forces of T.W.I.T were following in the 

sewage worker's footsteps. 

 

When, at last, Major Flaccid mounted the final rise he found himself confronted by Sir 

Dodger... 



 

"Get out of my way, you flaming nobody." He snapped angrily. 

Sir Dodger raised an eyebrow. 

"Oh, it's you - that famous actor." Flaccid corrected himself. "But you're still in my 

way: so buzz off." 

"I expect you're looking for those ghastly sewage workers who have strewn the museum 

with rehydrated effluent." Sir Dodger said, whilst remaining in his place in a most stoic 

repose. 

"Yeah." Sergeant Blob said over Flaccid's shoulder. "What about it?" 

"I can show you where they're hiding." Sir Dodger whispered conspiratorially. 

"Good grief." Flaccid exploded. "You'd do that for us?" 

"Of course." Sir Dodger replied. "I'm well into law enforcement and all 

that...um...stuff. If you run really fast, and don't look where you're going too closely, 

you'll find them hiding behind that ridge to the right over there." 

Flaccid didn't bother to thank the knight of the realm: instead he led his forces in a 

mass charge...and fell into an enormous hole that Sir Dodger regularly used for 

capturing large herbivores, upon which he would feast at sunset… 



 

 

"Oh, I'm sorry." Sir Dodger called down to them. "Did I say l right? I meant left. Now 

you've all found yourselves immersed in horrible quicksand. Well never mind; into 

every life some rain must fall. Sorry and all that. Well I must be along now: I have 

something much more important to do - like picking my nose; scratching my bum; or 

contemplating the roundness of doughnuts. Byee." 

With that Sir Dodger left the action heroes of T.W.I.T wallowing in his sand-covered 

blood and guts, and went upon his way. 

The former grave-digger (who, since being physically and mentally transformed by 

intelligent bacteria in the rehydrated muck that had been unleashed by sewage worker 

malcontents earlier in the day, and who now went by the self-administered moniker of 

Mister Plop) sought out Charles and Wolfgang near the Tunnel Temporale... 

 



"Hello," he said cheerily (which surprised the maintenance workers); "I'm Mister Plop. 

Since being transformed into this configuration I've lost all interest in digging graves. 

But public works is obviously embedded deep in my DNA, because I'd like to join your 

clan please." 

Charles was in the process of forming a reply (which would have begun with 'go to hell' 

and finished with a very rude word indeed) when his thought processes were 

interrupted by a blaring claxon. 

"Is that the Tunnel Temporale activating?" Mr Plop inquired. He then added: "Can I 

turn it off for you? I'd be really good at it, I'm sure." 

 

"Give it your best shot." Wolfgang replied. "If you can find an off switch that works, 

you're a better maintenance worker than I." 

Then something really unexpected happened... 

 



"What the heck?" Charles and Wolfgang cried in unison. 

 

"Who are you?" Mr Plop demanded of the shiny blue new-comers. 

"We're Time Techs." The first Time Tech explained. "We've come from the future to 

find out who the hell has shut down the Tunnel Temporale in this era." 

"Oh," Charles said nervously, "that'd be us. Sorry." 

He then explained about the time storms that had been wreaking havoc and threatening 

the fabric of local space / time. 

"Oh cack," the second Time Tech exclaimed, "they've used a PO9 2LY to dampen the 

runaway tunnel!" 

"Carp!" The third Time Tech blurted. "What you wanna go do that for, you dim-

bats?" 

Before Charles could explain that the Eco-Warriors had put the fuses in back-to-front 

and welded them in place the day previous, the Time Techs crowded about the PO9 

2LY. So Charles turned to the CCTV camera... 



 

...and made a report to the curators, who were busy doing their job aboard the 

Omnipresent Scanner... 

 

"Oh no!" Cushions Smethwyke wailed. "Hit them on the head with a lump of lead or 

something equally incapacitating." 

"Kick them in the teeth too, the interfering scum-bags." The android Montagu added. 

Meanwhile, in another part of the Museum of Future Technology, Gobby was on his 

way to the news agent for a copy of Mag-Lift Cycle News. It was warm, and the sun 

shone brightly through the museum's transparent roof… 



 

Then, quite abruptly... 

 

"What?" Gobby said, as he paused mid-stride. "Where's the flipping roof gone? Why 

am I soaking wet?" 



Then just as suddenly... 

 

"Thank the Supreme Being for that: For a moment, there, I thought my alien skin 

would shrivel up with the cold." 

But Gobby's troubles were far from over because... 

 

"Oh-no," the strange being roared with indignation at a leaden and uncaring sky, 

"those lousy time storms are back:  this could mean extinction for the entire museum!" 



Chapter 4 

In addition to the return of the time storms, the inhabitants of the Museum of Future 

Technology were forced to contend with the continued existence of the rehydrated 

effluent, which smelt vile and contained a multitude of different bacteria... 

 

Neither Auntie Doris, Android, or the strange pink earplug with expressive eyes, liked 

the sight of the liquefied yukkiness outside the cafeteria; but one of Mr Zinc's former 

henchmen was grateful that he hadn't been banished to the eleventh century with his 

employer, and was deliriously happy with every aspect of life - even smelly poop. And 

now the mess was seeping on to the main thoroughfare... 

 

Gobby had arrived and was appalled at his misfortune... 

 



And Auntie Doris was beginning to think that the sewage workers were picking on her. 

Even curators, Widderspoon Flange and Montagu, had to endure the olfactory assault. 

But things could have been worse - as witnessed by events in the ‘evil’ reality where the 

alternative Earplug Brothers were using advanced future technology to spy on the 

inhabitants of the Museum of Future Technology... 

 

"Search for any Purps who haven't fled the recent persecution." Their overseer, 

Bronson Cacks, growled. "If you find any remaining, we can go beat them insensitive; 

steal their money; and give them a nasty 'wedgie' with their underpants."  

Then the lights went out… 

 



"Flipping heck," Rudi, the eldest brother, snapped, "the cameras are all dead: we'll 

have to search physically. That means getting up off our fat bottoms and doing 

something. Come on guys; let's go kick some purple heads into next week." 

And in another part of the museum... 

 

...the alternative Android was busy regenerating… 

 

And he wasn't much enjoying it - wishing, as he did so, that he was a flesh and blood 

earplug who could eat food; sleep; fall in love; grow a beard; weep at soppy 'girly' 



movies; and trip over carelessly-dropped rolling pins. Then the regenerator stopped 

working, and he realised that he was no longer alone.... 

 

At first Android grew fearful when Magnuss stepped closer: not because Magnuss was a 

stranger, but because he wasn't. 

"Argh," Android bellowed, "it's that evil Magnuss Earplug - come to have his evil way 

with me - and me defenceless whilst inside the regenerating device, and unable to resist. 

Please – no mailed fist to the face!" 

The significance of the sub-text in Android's fearful outcry wasn't lost on Magnuss: 

obviously things had been turned upon their head in this universe, and now, sadly, his 

kin were the bad guys. "I only look like Magnuss Earplug," he said, in an attempt to 

alleviate the other's concerns. "I also sound like him and have the same name: but I'm 

not him. I'm from an alternate reality, and I'm here to help free the Museum of Future 

Technology from the fascist grip that...er...grips it…um…fascistly."  

Android was much relieved by Magnuss’ garbled explanation... 

 



"Thank flip for that." He said. "So why have you come visiting me? I'm just an android 

that exists only to toil beneath the jack-booted heel of T.W.I.T and their evil storm-

troopers - the Black Hatters." 

"More sub-text." Magnuss murmured to himself. "Seems I have a lot to learn concerning 

the politics of this vile reality." 

"Yeah." He said to Android. 

"Yeah?" Android inquired. 

Magnuss realised that he was talking nonsense. Pulling himself together he said: "I 

intend to build a secret army comprising all living elements of the museum that are not 

affected by the psycho-doodah compounds in the pink rocket fuel. Together we will 

overthrow the current regime, and return the place to a sub-anarchic autocracy." 

"How ya gonna do that then, Good Magnuss?" Android inquired further. 

"Not sure yet." Magnuss answered truthfully. "First I have to put all the pieces into 

place before I play my hand - so-to-speak." 

"In other words," Android said, as he stepped from the regenerator... 

 

..."you haven't got a flaming clue." 

Magnuss grinned and shrugged, but said nothing. 



"I'm with you." Android informed him. "You carry on recruiting: I'll have a word in 

the ear of the other androids. Might I suggest you find some Purps next: they're really 

fed up - and they're immune to rocket fuel!" 

Collecting Hair-Trigger from where she was keeping watch at the door, Magnuss 

headed for the underground hover pad park where nere-do-wells and life's flotsam 

were often washed up. It transpired that it was a wise course to steer because they 

chanced upon a purple earplug who introduced himself as Sniddy. And what a sad tale 

Sniddy had to tell. 

"We've been dispossessed of all our rights." The rightfully aggrieved Purp informed 

them. "And they kick us up the bum at every opportunity."  

This saddened Hair-Trigger, and made Magnuss feel bilious… 

 

"That really makes my blood boil." Magnuss informed the stranger named Sniddy. 

"Tell me more so that I can blow my top." 

Magnuss was clearly angry, so Sniddy decided to start with an example of persecution 

that was less likely to give the strange orangey/pink earplug a myocardial infarction. 

"Recently," he began, "just after the rocket exploded and sent its insanity-making dust 

into the air, a group of Purps were having a lovely picnic." 

 



"But a short while after tucking into their Scottish oatmeal biscuits and cream soda 

spritzers this happened..." 

 

"My people were confronted by some very bad-tempered zombies, who told them to 'go 

to hell', and threatened to shove their heads down the lavatory bowl. So the 

Purps decided to respectfully withdraw, and hoped to re-set their picnic further down 

Knob Hill. But that wasn't enough for the Zombies, oh no." 

 

"They began to jeer, throw whatever fell to hand, and exposed the Purps to loud rap 

music." 



 

"Exposed the Purps." Hair-Trigger said gently. "How awful." 

"Hardly the stuff of nightmares." A less impressed Magnuss opined. 

"Have you heard zombies rap?" Sniddy responded. "Everyone was traumatized. Big 

Purp expects to live with the repetitive rhythm bouncing around inside his head for the 

remainder of his life. The others merely ran in horror." 

 

"And that's not all." Sniddy added. "Shortly afterwards Sullen couldn't access the 

elevator to his apartment..." 



 

Fortunately Big Purp happened by on a hover pad. By chance he had his emergency 

back-up with him, and duly tossed it to his friend." 

 

'Here you are, Sullen' he said. ‘you can fly up to the penthouse suite'. So he did. But when 

he got there he found his apartment occupied by Gray-Vee and her biker gang!" 

 



 

"I like biker gangs." Hair-Trigger informed both Sniddy and Magnuss. "But I wouldn't 

want one in my apartment." 

"Neither did Sullen." Sniddy replied as he continued his tale of woe. "Gray-Vee seemed 

angry at the intrusion.’ Do you know what three hats parked beside the threshold means 

in earplug society?' she asked rhetorically… 

 

Unfortunately, because of the unexpected circumstances, Sullen wasn't entirely compos 

mentis: he couldn't remember what it meant. 'Ur, there's three guests in the apartment 

and they all wear hats?' he tried experimentally. Well Gray-Vee responded with a verbal 

tirade. During the tongue lashing Sullen discovered that three hats beside the threshold 

was a polite way of saying 'buzz off: come back another day'. By then, of course Gray-

Vee was well past being polite. He turned away in disappointment..." 



 

"...not only because he'd been thrown out of his home, but also because he'd spotted the 

famous Shakespearean actor, Brian Blasted, of whom he was a huge fan. In fact he 

almost loved Brian as much as Sir Dodger Muir. So he was mortified when he heard 

Mister Blasted say, 'Who was that dope?’ I have more examples of this anti-Purp 

behaviour if you have the time to listen." 

Magnuss didn't: he'd heard enough. 

Chapter 5 

Although Magnuss believed that he was now well versed in the atrocities perpetrated 

against the purple earplug population of the Museum of Future Technology, Sniddy did 

not. So he told him this tale. One purple earplug became so morose and disheartened at 

his treatment that he elected to be converted to Zombieism... 

 



Quickly his friends rushed up Big Fat Sandy Mountain and pleaded with Sir Dodger 

Muir to utilise his stentorian delivery in an attempt to dissuade the foolish Purp... 

 

Naturally Sir Dodger was appalled, and he said: "You run ahead: I'll be along when my 

aged knees allow." 

But by the time that Sir Dodger dragged himself to the crypt where the zombification 

device was housed, the Purp’s mind was made up... 

 

...and the chief zombification officer told Sir Dodger to go sit on his head. So unable to 

use his oratory skills, Sir Dodger could only watch in horror as... 



 

...the miserable, put-upon, kicked-up-the-bum, Purp was transformed into an off-colour 

zombie. But that wasn't all. Sniddy also reported his own personal experience: 

"There I was," he explained... 

 

..."in the company of my end-cap servants - picking wild parsnips and turnips in the 

cemetery, when Tito, the grave-digger, began shouting obscenities at us, and ordering 

us off his land.... 



 

Well naturally I remonstrated with him in a most polite manner. 'Señor', I said, 'please 

allow us to go about our business picking vegetables that we, as a group, have tended 

and now wish to reap'. To which he replied, 'How dare you tell me to go flip myself 

backwards? I'll have you arrested by the Black Hatters and beaten to a pulp!'. Naturally I 

grew concerned; especially when the cemetery avatar appeared and threatened us with 

physical harm... 

 

So we scarpered - leaving our crop to wither and die. But even that isn't all. No not at 

all. There was the case of the family photo taken at the fake mountain in the Alpine 

Exhibit..." 



 

"No sooner had the picture been snapped, when the authorities threw us out, thawed 

out the snow, and pulled down the entire exhibit and tossed it off a cliff." 

 

If Magnuss hadn't been feeling so sick he would have exploded with rage. "Who are the 

despicable persons responsible for this?" He demanded. 

But Hair-Trigger Provost, who had been listening more carefully, asked Sniddy to tell 

her all about the Black-Hatters. "They sound fearsome." She added. 

Sniddy was only too pleased to grant her wish. "Evil, they are." He said. 



 

"And big, mean, and burly too. They wear black helmets intended to intimidate and 

cause maximum agony when brought into contact with a victim's nose. They're 

uniformly sun-tanned as well! And the female squads are even worse..." 

 

"...because their helmets are too large and chafe their shoulders, which makes them 

even more mean and spiteful. Sometimes they hide in public places incognito too..." 



 

"...where they kneel in the bushes; then jump out on unsuspecting passers-by. They are 

the very incarnation of evil itself." 

He then added: "Oh heck: there's a mixed-gender bunch of 'em over your left shoulder 

right now!" 

 

"Have they spotted us?" Hair-Trigger inquired with a tremulous voice. 

"They seem to be bragging about how many Purps they've beaten up." Sniddy replied. 

"We could turn that to our advantage." 

So, moments later, they crept by in silence whilst the Black-Hatters said things like: “I 

hit him over the head with my truncheon." 

 



And: "Did it bounce?" 

And: "What; you think I'd hit an earplug over the head without my truncheon 

bouncing?" 

And: "Well I'd heard it was possible." 

And: "If you'd care to accompany me behind this huge concrete support column you 

can find out for yourself. You might be unpleasantly surprised." 

But neither of the three earplugs heard what came next because... 

 

...they'd managed to place some distance between themselves and the Black-Hatters. 

 

"We must part now." Sniddy informed Magnuss and Hair-Trigger. "but our paths will 

cross again - this I vow. When the time comes that you need our help, the purple 



earplugs will stand beside you - slightly to the left, and a step backwards perhaps; but 

certainly in close proximity. Now let's be away – before the Black Hatters get 

interested." 

 

Magnuss checked out the floor number as they made their escape. He promised himself 

that if ever came here again; it would be at a time of his choosing, and under a more 

benign leadership. 

Meanwhile things weren't going too well at the main entrance of the Museum of Future 

Technology, when some Rubber Bungs arrived with tickets within their eager grasp, 

but the Robot Ticket Collector didn't give a monkey's, and much to the bung's surprise 

told them that they couldn't enter... 

 

"Why, on earth, not?" The male rubber bung demanded. 

"Coz you're ugly and I don't like you." The Robot Ticket Collector replied. 



What neither rubber bung knew at that moment was that the Robot Ticket Collector 

had been reprogrammed by someone who had been infected with the pink rocket fuel. 

And that person was the evil Earplug Brother's overseer, Bronson Cacks, who, prior to 

the rocket accident, had been a mealy-mouthed little plop nugget of low intellect; poor 

education; and was the off-spring of a pair of complete deadheads, but who had been 

transformed, by the rocket fuel, into a being of extreme cunning who hated everything 

and everyone… 

 

"But we have tickets." The female rubber bung complained. "We bought them. It's not 

like we collected tokens from some low-brow daily tabloid paper or anything so shabby. 

We’re hardly riff-raff, I'll have you know." 

But her pleas fell upon deaf ears - and a second Robot Ticket Collector arrived, armed 

with an atomic cannon that it aimed directly at them... 

 

"Scat, you trouble-making bleeders - before I blow you to smithereens." 



Naturally indignation turned to anger, and the rubber bungs stood their ground - even 

when confronted by yet more Robot Ticket Collectors... 

 

It was a stand-off, because as unreasonable as the Robot Ticket Collectors were, the 

Laws of Things Robotic forbade them from blowing living creatures to smithereens. So 

the Robot Tickets Collectors switched to Plan B... 

 

...that is by adopting fixed smiles and physically blocking the doorway. 

But much worse was in the offing for Magnuss and Hair-Trigger, who thought they'd 

evaded the Black-Hatters, but who, in actuality hadn't at all... 



 

...and who were now being pursued by a gang of them - intent upon doing someone 

harm, and who had Magnuss and Hair-Trigger in their crosshairs. Fortunately, so 

drunk with power were they, and so heavy were their hats, that they couldn't quite find 

the pace necessary to catch the two young earplugs... 

 

Again fortunately - as the pursuing Black-Hatters raced past a circular and stylish 

lighty-uppy thing… 

 

...one of them became transfixed by t’s awesome power, and slowed down the others... 



 

…which gave Magnuss and Hair-Trigger an all-important lead... 

 

...which, in turn, allowed them sufficient time to have a quick word in passing with a 

thimble…...  

 



who (unbeknownst to the Black-Hatters) enjoyed a very special talent that defied belief. 

As the last Black-Hatter in line passed by the thimble leapt upon him and sucked him 

into his huge, cavernous bottom, thereby rendering him temporarily inert… 

 

Only his black hat gave any clue that he had ever been there. And so the pursuit 

continued with one less pursuer in attendance… 

 



Chapter 6 

If the unexpected loss of one of their number was supposed to throw the Black-Hatters 

off Magnuss and Hair-Trigger's trail, both young earplugs were to be sorely 

disappointed… 

 

And by some quirk of fate they found themselves in another disused hover pad park, 

which by chance, happened to be the unofficial work-place of a bunch of obese 

grandmothers in their hover bowls.... 

 



But once again good fortune smiled upon the two strangers in a strange land, because 

two of the Black-Hatters hadn't had breakfast, and found the three grandmother’s 

sandwiches irresistible, thereby depleting their numbers still further... 

 

Meanwhile in the regular universe, Gobby was speaking with Wonky about old times… 

 

They had met by chance at the top of an 'up' ramp. 

"I never quite got the opportunity to apologise for keeping you as a slave in the 

abandoned levels." Gobby said, following some introductory small talk. 

"It was all I was good for, back then, all those days ago." Wonky replied - dismissing 

Gobby's concerns as he did so. 

Then this happened... 



 

For a moment neither sentient being moved a muscle. Eventually: "Time storm, right?" 

Wonky suggested. 

Gobby was stunned: conditions had altered during previous temporal episodes; but he 

had never been relocated against his will like this. As he turned to survey his 'new' 

environment he discovered that they'd been moved again… 

 

…to, what appeared to be, a desert fortress. 

"Oh dear." He just managed, before they were off again... 

 



 "Stay calm." Wonky said with a poorly controlled tremor in his voice. "I'm sure it'll all 

turn out for the best in a minute - just as long as we can avoid the sewage works, that 

is." 

And in another part of the Museum of Future Technology the soon-to-be re-launched 

Trumptations made their way from Cory Turpentine's shed... 

 

…where they had been busy rehearsing to a makeshift stage where a small crowd had 

gathered to see their first public appearance… 

 



With Cory acting as musical director, the ‘Trumps’ invited the Pink Avatar to replace 

their third tenor/falsetto singer, which it accepted with good grace but little confidence. 

Naturally Dunnis Idwards took lead vocals, whilst the others huddled around a single 

mic. With fluidity gained from hours of practise and years of experience, the group 

stormed into a disco re-mix of Just My Constipation, and the sparse crowd went wild... 

 

Success was assured; but in the alternate continuum success was measured by different 

criteria as siblings, Gray-Vee and Cray-Zee made their way into forbidden territory... 

 

"Why are we here - in the secret hangar?" Gray-Vee asked her brother, Cray-Zee. 

"To find something that will give us an edge over everyone else." Cray-Zee replied. 

Then holding his hands aloft, he added: "Behold!" 

Gray-Vee did as her brother bid, and was surprised to find that she could ‘behold’ with 

the best of ‘em. She also found herself standing beneath a large, levitating machine... 



 

"Flip me over a hedge backwards, Zee." Gray-Vee exclaimed. "Some uncanny and 

silent force allows a huge UFO to hang above us as though upon invisible strings!" 

"Yeah." Cray-Zee replied. “Good, innit?”  

"But it's so big!" Gray-Vee squealed with a mixture of fear and delight. "And I love the 

way it hums." 

 

"Wanna go for a ride?" Cray-Zee inquired. "I'll just rustle us up a ladder." 



Well before you could say Horatio Indigo Horseblanket, the siblings had thrown 

themselves into the pilot and co-pilot's seats... 

 

"How do we make it go?" Gray-Vee asked. 

"Trial and error." Cray-Zee answered. "We keep pushing buttons and twisting knobs 

until something happens." 

"Foolhardy at best." Gray-Vee replied. "Even under the influence of rocket fuel, that is 

a dumb idea. You speak of twisting knobs: I'll twist your neck if you mess up." 

Cray-Zee took a moment to consider this. "Okay," he said, "I'll push the buttons: you 

twist the knobs."  

Meanwhile in the ‘evil’ universe, the equally evil Earplug Brothers were busying 

themselves searching for people to beat up... 

 



Bronson Cacks had re-programmed RoboSecGuas to assist them... 

 

...and he'd made them as mad as he was. Often they were willing to lead the brothers... 

 

And they were also willing to follow the Earplug Brothers too... 

 



And Bronson Cacks even had them searching by themselves - using their special 

criminal-ensnaring 'tongues'… 

 

 …with which they would incapacitate a victim and leave them to be knocked about, 

when the 'boys' discovered them as shivering wrecks at the side of the walkway. 

Magnuss, however, was having considerably less fun... 

 

He and Hair-Trigger had been chased into a park that had been ravaged by end cap 

disruptor fire during their ultimately futile assault. 



"Oh, Mags," Hair-Trigger cried, "what's happening to us? This like a flaming 

nightmare!" 

The ruination of the park had been utter... 

 

But worse was to follow when Magnuss thought he heard the sound of running jack 

boots… 

 

"Run, Hair-Trigger." Magnuss gasped as they took to their heels. "Run like you've 

never run before!" 



So, in a desperate search for somewhere to hide, they paused their headlong flight at the 

first structure that looked reasonably intact... 

 

Magnuss enjoyed an unexpected, and very welcome, moment of clarity. "I think I know 

what this is." He said. 

Hair-Trigger was doubtful, and her next words betrayed her thoughts. "Yeah, 'course 

you do." She replied. "A ghastly building in the middle of a war-torn park area in an 

alternative universe: of course you know what this is." 

Magnuss hid any feelings of injustice that might have felt when he said excitedly: 

"Geographically this can be only one place: Eyewash Station!" 

Moments later they eased themselves through the wrecked entrance door... 

 



"Oh my," Hair-Trigger said as she looked about herself, "it's bigger in here than it is 

out there." 

 

She then received another surprise, when the exhibit (though badly damaged) tried 

heroically to give them a show... 

 

"It has a dry ice machine and under-floor lighting." Hair-Trigger squealed with delight. 

"How futuristic!" 



But there was more. Whooshes and fizzles that had so intrigued Magnuss and his 

brothers during their first day at the Museum of Future Technology, whooshed and 

fizzled across an imaginary sky… 

 

"This could be just the place we're looking for." Magnuss cried out with the sort of glee 

that only true optimists can summon. "I'm absolutely certain that those nasty, mean, 

unimaginative Black-Hatters won't follow us in here: it's far too entertaining!" 

Chapter 7 

Once safely ensconced inside Eyewash Station, and the threat of immediate arrest (or 

worse) removed, Magnuss and Hair-Trigger began to explore their new environment. 

First up was a delightful looking Light Pool... 

 



"Ooh," Hair-Trigger sighed, "that looks so effervescent. I can easily imagine the 

bubbles coruscating delightfully around my armpits." 

Magnuss could too. He gave his female chum a sideways look. "After you." He said. 

Moments later both earplugs regretted their impetuosity, because the light pool proved 

to actually be a river, and before long they were being carried away by the foamy 

current… 

 

"How're your armpits?" Magnuss called out in the hope of calming Hair-Trigger's 

nervous squeaking. 

Hair-Trigger took a moment to consider the question. Time was all she needed to regain 

her composure. "Very nice, thank you. I wonder where this river will lead us." 

Whilst all this was happening, back in the young earplug's natural reality, the Angel 

with a Huge Nose had led Mister Pong, Yu-Wah, and Wah-Hey on a veritable route 

march... 

 

...eventually exiting the elevator into the control suite... 



 

...where they were recorded on a security camera... 

 

...eventually coming face-to-face with Cushions Smethwyke… 

 

 



"Hello." A surprised Cushions said as she smiled and showed off her massive set of 

gnashers. "What can I do for you wonderful citizens of the Museum of Future 

Technology?" 

Angel told her of Mister Pong's quest to find his lost customers who had fallen into 

some form of trans-dimensional vortex. "We thought you might be able to recalibrate 

the Omnipresent Scanner or something."  She finished. 

Unbeknownst to any of those present, Montagu had been experimenting with the 

curator's principal tool, and asked for samples of Magnuss' and Hair-Trigger's DNA. 

Yu-Wah handed over the half-eaten bread rolls that she'd brought from the Snozzle 

Nozzle, and before long the wonderfully advanced machine was switched on, and the 

curator's mounted their special seats.... 

 

But success was not instantaneous, and Angel couldn't bear to watch. 

"What a load of rubbish!" Wah-Hey exclaimed in a most disgruntled manner. 

"I could do better divining my own rib cage!" Yu-Wah added. 

But then... 

 



"Ah-ha," Cushions cried out above the din of the Pong daughter's grumbling, “I think 

we've linked with an alternate reality. Look..." 

Upon the vast screen this appeared... 

 

"It's a Light Pool." Angel stated matter-of-factly. "They are in Eyewash Station. It 

doesn't help us regarding returning them home; but at least we know they're safe." 

And in that alternate dimension, the evil Valentine was having fun by shocking people 

by walking about with a huge, rather intimidating industrial heat-gun paint-stripper.... 

 



As was his equally insane girlfriend, Wah-Hey... 

 

Meanwhile, in Eyewash Station Magnuss and Hair-Trigger stumbled upon a secret 

android end cap enclave… 

 

Brian, the android end cap, was uncertain initially - until Magnuss said: "We're from 

an alternate dimension, and we're trying to find a way to get this mess of subservient 

end caps and nut-job earplugs sorted." 

Brian's boss, F32, was in the throes of regenerating when he heard Magnuss' words… 



 

 

"Don't say another word." He bellowed from inside his booth. "At least not until I've 

pulled on my underpants!" 

This surprised Magnuss, who thought that the three of them were alone… 

 

Seconds later F32 joined them… 



 

"I suppose you're going to need an army of volunteers?" F32 asked knowingly. 

Magnuss said he was, though he was quick to point out that no fighting need be 

involved, and that any shock tactics would probably be limited to shouting and the very 

loud breaking of wind. 

F32 spoke just two words: "Follow me."  

Shortly F32 led the others along a precipitous walkway past some unmarked doors… 

 

"This walkway is extremely precipitous." Hair-Trigger remarked 

"And these doors are all unmarked." Magnuss added 



"Especially designed that way." Brian said from behind them. "To confuse insane 

enemy earplugs, and hopefully send them plunging to a sad end." 

Then F32 checked that no one was looking before saying: "This is our destination. Get 

inside before anyone notices." 

 

Well what Magnuss saw when the door opened surprised him so much that he actually 

doubted his sanity… 

 

"You're knights!" He said stupidly to the four apparitions that stood before him. 

"Indeed we are young earplug." A moustachioed end cap wearing a chain mail 

headpiece replied. "We are the Knights of Your." 

"That's spelt Y.O.U.R." Brian informed Magnuss. "Not Y.O.R.E like what you was 

thinking." 



"The Knights of your what?" Hair-Trigger inquired reasonably enough. 

It was obviously a cue, because: "The Knights of Your Flipping Nightmares." A second 

knight, who had a head that reminded Magnuss of an acorn holder, said. "Wherever we 

find hooligans doing wrong, we give them trouble." 

Then a second door opened, and F32 beckoned the earplugs inside. "Here, Magnuss," 

F32 said as he, Magnuss, Hair-Trigger, and Brian stepped into the second room, "is 

your army." 

 

Magnuss wasn't desperately impressed. In fact he wasn't impressed at all. "Please tell 

me you're taking the mickey." He replied. "Out of an entire invasion force, you've only 

managed to liberate these few? 

Hoping to appear to have swelled their numbers, what precious few end caps present 

managed to crowd closer... 

 



"We were all in the engine room of the mothership when disaster struck. We were the 

last to be infected by the rocket fuel." A smiling end cap engineer informed Magnuss. 

"As a consequence of this we retained a semblance of intellect, and were the last to 

be discovered by the insanely marauding earplugs and their Robot Ticket Collectors... 

 

Fortunately the Knights of Your were close by... 

 



Incensed by the bully-boy tactics of the earplugs, the Knights of Your warned the 

interlopers that they were facing masters of end cap martial arts, and told them to 

depart with haste." 

"They told them to sod off?" Hair-Trigger said in amazement. "Wow that sure was 

brave - what with being out-numbered and all that." 

"Not really," the end cap replied, "coz they weren't talking cheap. They really were 

skilled in martial arts. What's more, they all had natural immunity to the rocket fuel. I 

dunno, maybe that comes with the territory if you're an end cap ninja." 

 

"And that wasn't all." Brian said excitedly. "There was a secret underground operating 

within the earplug ranks too!" 

 



"Yeah," F32 interrupted his subordinate, "it was run by three female earplugs who 

called themselves Natural Scientists. They claimed that nature could supply all their 

scientific requirements - sufficient, apparently, to allow them to create their own 

Omnipresent Scanner from a pile of old logs, some tar, fungus spores, several lengths of 

hemp, and a half-dozen woodlouse shells." 

Brian was not to be denied his role in reciting the tale: "And their names are Eco-Girl, 

whom I happen to find very attractive: an Iberian nurse by the name of Consuela, who I 

think is flipping gorgeous: and an old biddy who enjoys the moniker of Granny 

Bottyblower." 

F32 took over once again: "They would send out their operative - imaginatively named 

Eco-End Cap - to help those end caps that remained free, but being pursued by the 

earplug mob." 

 

"He would beckon them into a place of hiding..." 

 



"...possibly tempting the uncertain ones with his charming smile or black and white 

photos of his dad’s car; then lead them to safety - here." 

 

"I saw his tonsils." The end cap that had volunteered information earlier said. 

"And I know what his family sedan looks like - in monochrome at least." Said another. 

“Don’t know what colour it is; but that doesn’t matter: the shape is imprinted upon my 

brain.” 

"Wow." Was all that Magnuss could think of to say. Then he thought of something 

more significant: "Well are you with me?" He asked as his eyes scanned the room. 

"Will you be there when we make our strike for freedom and all that jazz?" 

He received a resounding, "Yo, right on. Let's get down - huh!" which, apparently, was 

a statement of intent in End Cappese. 

Chapter 8 

Before he and Hair-Trigger Provost departed the secret end cap enclave hidden inside 

Eyewash Station, Magnuss was given some advice by the Knights of Your... 

 

"If all else fails, you may need a refuge into which you can escape; lick your wounds - 

both metaphorical and actual - and plan your next move. Might we suggest that you 



seek out the Winter Warrior and his sidekick, Kalvin Kommando? They live in the 

frozen outland exhibit of Fort Winter!" 

Both Magnuss and Hair-Trigger recalled the two aforementioned earplugs from their 

previous adventure, and knew them to be honest, upstanding, and most helpful 

earplugs. "Yeah, okay." Magnuss replied. 

Then they were gone - soon to find themselves in yet another desert-like environment 

with yet another defensible outpost supplying the only architecture. 

 

"For flip's sake," Magnuss bellowed with rage and boredom, "if I ever see another pile 

of yellow stones purporting to be an actual fortress in which one could find protection 

from one's enemies, I'll kick the whole pointless edifice to pieces." 

 

"Yes," Hair-Trigger agreed, "it makes my teeth gnash too." 

But before the young couple could work themselves into lather, they were suddenly free 

of the desert, and into the artificial bad lands of eternal cold... 

 



"Erk." Magnuss spoke through his nervous gullet. "This place is both cold and 

intimidating." His mouth then said: "Do you reckon it's Fort Winter?" 

Then they heard some strange squelching sounds emanating from inside the large 

building that faced them… 

 

"Sound familiar?" Magnuss said cheerily to Hair-Trigger. 

Hair-Trigger also recognised the sound. "Did anyone mention whether the Winter 

Warrior was a practising clothes washer?" She asked. She then added by way of 

explanation for the question: "I'd hate to walk in and find Kalvin Kommando with his 

huge, sturdy, masculine hands immersed in soapy water. I don’t know which of us 

would be the most embarrassed." 

But she needn't have worried because... 

 

"Cooie." Vanilla Redbush called down from a high balcony. "Are you window 

cleaners? We do enjoy washing underwear and combat fatigues in Fort Winter: but the 

windows are too far from the ground, and we don’t have a ladder. It may seem like a 



strange idiosyncrasy, but there's not a lot else to do ‘round here except throw the 

occasional snowball or freeze our toes off." 

Before Magnuss could author a meaningful response his attention was gained by the 

Winter Warrior himself, who stood beside the other Redbush sister, Cinnamon, on the 

main steps that led into the mighty fake fortress... 

 

"Welcome." He called. "We've just exhausted ourselves by mopping the floor whilst 

hanging from the chandeliers; and now we intend to make some cheese on toast. Do you 

fancy some?" 

The aroma of bubbling cheese meant that it didn't take long for Magnuss and Hair-

Trigger to join the Winter Warrior and his friends inside Fort Winter… 

 

"What lovely architecture." Hair-Trigger said politely, though genuinely. 



"Thank you," Kalvin Kommando said as they made their way through a multitude of 

concrete-like corridors, "we took every yellow stone in the place and threw them down 

the well." 

"Flaming good job." Magnuss applauded the fort's owners. “I’ve had my fill of that 

particular colour.” 

Soon they found themselves enjoying the cheese on toast that the Winter Warrior had 

alluded to earlier... 

 

"Gosh, what a cosy fortress!" Hair-Trigger said as she looked around for somewhere to 

gag. Like the stonework of the fortress, the cheese had also been in possession of a 

greenish hue. 

 



"It can be draughty when the wind blows from the east." Kalvin Kommando confessed. 

"Not that I mind, you understand: I love snuggling under the duvet with a hot water 

bottle." 

Magnuss was growing concerned that the conversation might veer off tangent - perhaps 

into the realms of doily-making, crochet, or cupcakes. So he mentioned his quest. 

The Winter Warrior threw out his arms expansively. "Ah," he cried, "let me show you 

a little trick that Fort Winter has up her secretive sleeve!" 

So, a few minutes later, and with Kalvin Kommando at the remote control, there was a 

great up-thrusting by a mysterious construction through the frozen ground... 

 

"Regard." The Winter Warrior instructed Magnuss and Hair-Trigger. "A tall, tall 

watch tower from which we can see for millions of miles in every direction - including 

upwards. But, sadly, not downwards too." 

Kalvin Kommando then flicked a switch. This resulted in the watch tower contracting 

back into the ground… 

 



"A short watch tower from which I can see only a few hundred miles." The Winter 

Warrior said from inside the short watch tower. “Excellent if you’re trying to 

photograph wild fowl, wandering brush sellers, and suchlike.” 

But they were far from finished. A tall watch tower reducing in height was only the 

precursor to surprise and delight, because... 

 

"Holy cow," Magnuss bellowed in amazement, "the whole flipping fortress is sinking 

into the ground upon vast hydraulic rams!"  

And it continued to... 

 

"Oh this is just so exciting." Hair-Trigger squealed. "I'm in danger of wetting myself." 

Then, in an ultimate spectacle... 



 

"Gone." Kalvin Kommando said. "And utterly invisible to everything except 

cockroaches and small burrowing animals. You have your fall-back position, Magnuss. 

If your plan fails, you have somewhere into which you can slink like a miserable cur, 

and hope to fight another day." 

"Fantastic." Magnuss exclaimed. "Let's have a celebratory cup of tea. Then I can show 

the girls my yellow hat!" 

Vanilla and Cinnamon Redbush were slightly confused as to why Magnus wanted to 

show them his yellow hat. Although, as high-class washer-women, they were used to 

strange requests from earplugs with more money than sense, they generally found that 

their clients wanted to show them the size of their bank balance instead of headwear. 

 

They said as much. "No - no - no!" Magnuss wailed with embarrassment. "I need to 

show you my Yellow Hat of Enigmaticness, so that I can feel confident that it'll work on 

earplugs of this space/time continuum. It’s an acid test." 

"Oh good." Vanilla said with relief. "Go on then. Show us." 

So, moments later, and with a deft flick of the wrist... 
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"Flip me sideways." Cinnamon said to Hair-Trigger. "I could have sworn you came out 

here in Magnuss's company. For some strange reason I simply can't be bothered to see 

him. If I cared, I'd wonder where he is." 

Clearly the Yellow Hat of Enigmaticness had passed the test; so buoyed up with its 

success, Magnuss and Hair-Trigger departed Fort Winter upon the next phase of their 

mission. As they passed through the desert fortress set once again they became aware of 

a terrible noise, and Magnuss automatically placed the yellow hat upon his head… 

 

Then, from around the nearest corner, came a mob of rocket fuel-enhanced, demented 

earplugs... 

 



"Look," one of them cried. “it's a big poufy guy with a wide-brimmed hat. Let's tickle 

his neck with a length of barbed wire fence!" 

"Yeah," a hairy bearded individual growled, "let's shove it up his nose too!" 

"The barbed wire fence or the yellow hat?" A tall blue female inquired. 

"Both." A dear old white-bearded gramps, who should have been walking with the aid 

of a stick, shouted. 

"Heck." Magnuss said to Hair-Trigger as he quickly stowed his (apparently useless) hat 

in his back pocket. "Let's get out of here!" 

So, whilst the mob argued over the minutia of their proposed acts of violence, the two 

inter-dimensional interlopers ran like heck down all sorts of alleys and suchlike... 

 

...until they found an unlocked door, through which they quickly dashed… 

 



"What a flipping useless pair of twits." A disgruntled Magnuss whispered. 

"We weren't to know that rocket-fuelled earplugs can see straight through 

enigmaticness." Hair-Trigger complained. 

"I wasn't talking about us." Magnuss replied. "I'm talking about the Redbush sisters: 

pretending not to see me in Fort Winter. Their playing with me nearly got a wide-

brimmed hat shoved up my hooter. Not to mention that length of barbed wire fence!" 

Then, in a dejected tone, he added: "I suppose we're going to have to spend several 

hours in here waiting for the baying mob to go home for their tea now. By the Supreme 

Being’s vast buttocks: how boring!" 

Chapter 9 

Whilst Magnuss and Hair-Trigger cowered in the alternative reality's Fort Balderdash, 

that same continuum's Cray-Zee and Gray-Vee had managed to launch the UFO that 

they'd purloined earlier... 

 



"Wow," Gray-Vee yelped as the vessel leaped skyward – tilting its occupants to a near 

impossible angle... 

 

"Wonderful." Gray-Vee added as they gained orbit and the vessel entered the Realm of 

Vacuum-ness.  

 



Gray-Vee was about to say more, when the close-proximity alarm drew her attention. 

"Cripes," she said. "there's a space/time rift forming on the starboard bow… 

 

…It looks like a hyper-space conduit: something could be about to emerge." 

 

"Cripes, indeed." Cray-Zee said far more calmly than he felt. "We're supposed to have 

the only vessel hereabouts with orbital capability. If we have rivals for aerial dominion 

of the sky above the Museum of Future Technology, then we've probably got a fight on 

our hands!" 

A split second later a second rift appeared - this time off the port bow... 



 

In a sterling attempt to avoid the objects that were emerging from hyperspace, Cray-

Zee threw the saucer into a tight turn... 

 

But as one whooshed past to the left another zipped by on the right... 

 



...so close by that he and Gray-Vee could see the single occupant of the clearly super-

advanced vessel. And it looked awesome… 

 

Gray-Vee reiterated her earlier exclamation, and Cray-Zee soiled his pants in fear of an 

imminent collision that would surely rupture their puny hull and expose their even 

punier bodies to the airless-ness of orbital space. Then, it seemed to the siblings, that the 

new-comers – utterly confident of their superior manoeuvrability and flying skills - 

played with their UFO... 

 

...and darted hither and thither, attacking from out of the sun, and making rude 

gesticulations that were highly offensive… 



 

Poor Cray-Zee hauled mightily upon the control mechanism, and broke out in all kinds 

of sweats as he wrestled his recalcitrant vessel - almost blinding himself in the sun's 

glare as he did so... 

 

"It's no good." He yelled. "I'm flipping useless at this. Open hailing frequencies, Vee: 

tell 'em I surrender." 

Gray-Vee complied as quickly as possible, and moments later a ship came alongside, 

and a stentorian voice issued forth from the communication panel: "I've never seen a 

more rubbish pilot in my life. Land immediately or watch our video of your emetic 

piloting as we broadcast it to everyone below in the Museum of Future Technology." 



 

It was the most terrible threat imaginable, and Cray-Zee didn't waste a second: he 

knew what he had to do. To him ridicule was worse than death. In any case he 

desperately needed to visit the toilet. "Your word is my command." He replied. 

The descent back to the Museum of Future Technology was undoubtedly rushed - not 

only because of the threat from the mysterious occupants of the saucers from hyper-

space or his bulging bladder, but also because neither Cray-Zee nor Gray-Vee had good 

short-term memories, and they thought that if they didn't get back quickly enough they 

might get lost on the way, and drift around in the air for years. So Cray-Zee just 

knocked the UFO into 'idle'… 

 



…and let the saucer fall like a white-hot stone…  

 

…only pulling it level when Gray-Vee's bladder got the better of her. Finally reversing 

thrust just a few metres short of the cemetery… 

 

…and touching down with barely a thump… 

 



…and a whole bunch of super-heated steam, before extending the debarkation ladder, 

down which the unhappy siblings climbed, and then walked away from upon shaking 

legs… 

 

"Best not let the guys see us like this."  Cray-Zee whispered. "That Brian Blasted has 

got his beady eyes on my position as biker gang leader." 

Meanwhile Magnuss and Hair-Trigger had out-waited the earplug mob, and were now 

en route for their rendezvous with Sir Dodger Muir... 

. 



They eventually found their way to the cafetería that specialised in really vile coffee, 

where Sir Dodger had been waiting for so long that he now suffered writer's cramp 

from signing so many autographs… 

 

His first words, other than, "So lovely to see you again" was: "I wish I'd had the 

foresight to bring along my construction worker's disguise: no one ever talks to an 

earplug with a shovel in his hand. It seems to me that most people consider manual 

workers as the scum of the earth." 

 



Exhausted and thirsty, Magnuss and Hair-Trigger sat down and ordered a coffee - 

despite the fact that Sir Dodger had raised an eyebrow in alarm and warning 

concerning its quality… 

 

Fortunately the lazy waitress couldn't be bothered to drag her useless carcass off her 

stool and serve them. So, after a quick reconnoitre out of the window… 

 



…they quickly set out upon the next stage of their mission... 

 

Chapter 10 

Whilst the threesome continued on their way, Cray-Zee's nemesis was landing in the 

Museum of Future Technology... 

 

Unfortunately several rocket fuel-addled earplugs were too stupid to realise what was 

happening; and two in particular simply said: "Duh?" 



 

They revised this to, "Urk!" when this happened… 

 

But no one gave a damn that the mysterious saucer from hyperspace had smacked two 

of their number in the head, because they, themselves, were not of sound mind. In fact 

so 'not of sound mind' were they that not only did they not recognise K’Plank the Space 

Wanderer... 

 



…but when he stepped from his mighty vessel... 

 

...they shouted abuse at him and threatened to punch his head in. And on the next 

landing pad, the pilot of the second craft fared little better... 

 

Even before the craft touched the surface they were beginning to crowd round. 

 



They weren't the slightest bit impressed by its bright green light or its seductive 

aerodynamic shape either. And when the pilot stepped from the craft; all they did was 

complain that Auntie Doris wasn't carrying with her the largest lemon drizzle cake in 

all creation... 

 

A pleasant welcome it was not. But far worse was happening in another part of the 

alternate Museum of Future Technology. There was a demanding knock at the door of 

the female weightlifter’s dormitory on Level Amarillo… 

 

Outside the door stood the evil Earplug Brothers… 



 

And the female weightlifters inside the dormitory knew that they were walking on Kaka 

Street, because the 'boys' were wearing their Cossack hats. 

 

When they answered the door, the evil Earplug Brothers - Rudi, Valentine, Chester, 

Miles, and yes, Magnuss - bellowed almost incoherently at the weightlifters of Level 

Amarillo, as Mandy and Candy tried to placate them with pleasant smiles… 

 



"Get out here, you useless pieces of scum!" Rudi demanded. 

"Yes," the evil version of Magnuss added, "we've been instructed to decimate your 

numbers!" 

"That's outrageous." Mandy said from inside the yellow Female Weightlifters-Only 

dormitory. "You wait 'til we tell Vic and Bob about this: your feet won't touch the 

ground." 

"How very apt." The normally placid Chester snarled. 

The tone of Chester's voice made Mandy blanche: she had an ominous feeling that (had 

she not been transformed into a normal female earplug by Doctor Snippentuck) would 

have made her throat tighten. But she didn't have time to consider her response: instead 

she was dragged from the building... 

 

...along with Candy, who had the misfortune to be standing beside her... 

 



"Let that be a lesson to the rest of you." Rudi sneered at those who remained behind. 

"Yeah," Miles (whose Cossack hat seemed a little worse for wear) called over his 

shoulder, "all weirdoes must die!" 

Moments later Magnuss and Hair-Trigger happened by - Sir Dodger having stopped off 

at a pissoire because of a prostate gland problem and over-indulgence in ghastly coffee 

at the Café Puke. One of them told Magnuss about the arrest of Mandy and Candy... 

 

"You have to save them." She squealed. "I think those nasty Earplug Brothers are 

taking their prisoners to the artificial cliff." 

“I know a short cut." Hair-Trigger, quick as a flash, informed Magnuss. "If we get a 

move on, we might be able to utilise something that the authorities took from the Purps 

to our advantage." 

So, after a mad, exhausting dash through a labyrinth of alleys and back passages, they 

were just a fraction of a second too late to witness... 

 



...the weightlifters being instructed to throw themselves from the artificial cliff - to be 

surely dashed against the unyielding rocks below. Mandy decided to be stoic about the 

situation... 

 

"Oh well," she said, "I suppose you can only die once." 

Candy was less than enamoured with her stupid ideas. "Yeah? Well you jump first, and 

tell me if it hurts." 

"Oh fear not, dear Candy.” Mandy replied. “Death will be instantaneous."  

"Oh well,” Candy responded, “I guess things aren’t quite as bad as I’d envisioned. In 

that case..." 

 



"Whee." They cried in unison. "An end to mindless persecution!" 

As their bodies were accelerated to ever greater speeds by the power of gravity, it 

seemed that Mandy and Candy were surely doomed. But salvation was close to hand. 

Although they'd missed the preliminaries, Magnuss and Hair-Trigger had arrived in 

the nick of time and with them they had brought the faux mountain exhibit that had 

been discontinued when it was judged to have been 'contaminated' by the mere 

presence of the Purps… 

 

So as the two weightlifters tumbled to a certain death... 

 



...they needn't have worried, because the mountains were made of futuristic springy 

rubber stuff, and when they hit it, they bounced rather unpleasantly... 

 

...and became aware of Magnuss... 

 

...who said: "Ooh, I can straight up your skirts. I think, in the rush to be arrested, you 

must have put your frilliest knickers on. I find the sight vaguely disturbing." 

Then they were landing again – finally coming to a rest - and were quickly joined by 

their saviours... 

 



"How can we ever thank you enough?" A joyous Mandy simpered. 

Magnuss didn't want to upset the weightlifters with a brusque response: But he did 

anyway: "Sorry, no time to lose: we have a museum to save. Do either of you know a 

short cut to where we want to go next?" 

 

"Perchance we do." Candy replied. "Here is a maintenance access tube entrance. It's a 

short cut to wherever you wish to go within the confines of the Museum of Future 

Technology. It's a bit tight, so you might want to breathe in for a while and oxygenate 

your bloodstream." 

Mandy then said something so cataclysmic that Magnuss thought that he must have 

imagined it: "I'd suggest you visit Doctor Snippentuck." She said. "If anyone can find 

an antidote to the rocket fuel madness - it's him." 

Magnus didn't waste a second breathing in: instead he simply slipped through the small 

aperture as though he was an eel that had overdosed on evening primrose oil. 

Chapter 11 

Having escaped the clutches of the grateful weightlifters, Magnuss and Hair-Trigger 

were re-joined by Sir Dodger (who had entered the access tube system accidentally via 

the ‘Gents’ lavatory, after becoming faint and forgetful from over-urinating), and now 

stood at the threshold of Doctor Snippentuck's Weightlifters Reassignment Clinic... 

 



"You're not Doctor Snippentuck." Magnuss blurted as a stranger answered the 

doorbell. "You swine, what have you done with the good doctor?" 

"I'm his brother, Doctor Choppinflesh." Doctor Choppinflesh replied. "I'm afraid that 

Snippentuck has gone quite mad with rocket fuel poisoning: would you like me to fetch 

him?" 

It was a good question, and Magnuss had a quick answer for it: "Yes." He said. 

So... 

 

"Hello," Snippentuck cried loudly as he spotted the former matinée idol, "I think I 

know you. You're that famous former matinee idol, Sir Smudger Bore!" 

"Sir Dodger Muir." Sir Dodger corrected the super-surgeon - and raised an eyebrow to 

prove his assertion. 

"Would you care for a tour of my facility?" Snippentuck inquired. 

"I most certainly would," Sir Dodger replied, "but first there's something I'd like you 

to do for me." 

 



Naturally Magnuss and Hair-Trigger had expected Sir Dodger to raise the subject of 

Snippentuck developing an antidote for the rocket fuel madness. So they were 

immeasurably surprised when he added: "I'm really jolly old now, and my skin almost 

hangs down to the floor. I wonder if you might perform a body-lift for me?" 

Snippentuck was thrilled at the thought of taking his scalpel to a famous thespian. "I'd 

be honoured." He replied. "For a brief moment I thought you were going to ask me to 

develop an antidote for the rocket fuel madness. Had you done so I would have had you 

shot by my equally insane brother, and your entrails hung from the washing line in my 

back garden. Walk this way: I'll show you around. But don't expect to find my 

assistant, Thelma: she's been locked up for daring to suggest that everyone’s madness 

can be cured." 

So before long the tour had begun…  

 

Whilst Snippentuck waxed lyrical about his clinic, Magnuss whispered to Hair-Trigger: 

"They're too mad to notice us disappear: let's slip away and find Thelma.” 

So shortly afterwards Magnuss and Hair-Trigger began creeping through shadows in 

search of the surgeon's brilliant assistant... 

 



And Sir Dodger Muir was discovering that remotely controlled needles... 

 

...really didn't hurt half as much as he'd expected… 

 

"Cough please." Choppinflesh instructed Sir Dodger. "And recite the alphabet. We’d 

hate to lift your neck skin so high that you lose those dulcet tones of yours" 

Meanwhile Magnuss and Hair-Trigger had discovered an imprisoned Thelma... 

 



"Don't just flipping stand there like a pair of dull-witted bog rolls." Thelma said by way 

of welcome. "Switch off this flipping force field that's trapping me in here." 

Magnuss didn't like being spoken to so rudely, but he recalled the importance of his 

mission. So... 

 

"Say, he's kind of cute." Thelma said to Hair-Trigger. "You got any photos of him in a 

fire fighter’s uniform?" 

"I'll give you as many as you want - in 3D." Hair-Trigger lied in response. "But first 

we'd like you to repay your debt to us. How'd you fancy creating an antidote to the 

rocket fuel madness? 

Thelma was as keen as mustard to get working on an antidote right away; but there was 

a huge problem: "Doctor Snippentuck and his bearded brother, Doctor Choppinflesh." 

Thelma said. "Under normal circumstances I'd creep up behind them and use 

a powerful hand gun on both of ‘em: but, well, Snippie’s not getting any younger, and 

he can’t really help himself. And he could have had his brother execute me when I 

suggested that he was mad; but instead he simply imprisoned me." 

Magnuss was keen that Thelma get to the point. He said as much. 

"We can't use this facility." Thelma replied. "We'll have to use the old surgery: the one 

that's in the arboretum." 

Either Magnuss had forgotten that Snippentuck's original surgery was located in the 

distant arboretum, or he'd never known. Either way he said: "Flip - that's a long way to 

walk. Knickers!" But, quite a while later... 

 



"Oh, I don't know," Hair-Trigger said, shortly after their great journey had begun, "I 

don't think the Woven Expanse is quite as big as we first thought." 

 

"You're right." Thelma seemed to agree. Then she shattered the illusion by adding: 

"It's a whole lot bigger." 

And by the time they'd eventually reached the next stage - that being the Wide Blue 

Yonder... 

 

...Magnuss was in full agreement, and wondered if Thelma might keel over from either 

heat exhaustion or a myocardial infarction. But eventually they entered the part of the 

Museum of Future Technology known to all as the arboretum... 

 



...the uneven surface of which made the going difficult. "My flaming feet hurt like 

glory." Thelma complained. 

Magnuss didn't respond: he was too busy trying to hold in the biggest wee in the history 

of earplug-kind. But all good things must pass, and soon they found themselves at the 

seldom-used back door to the Snippentuck's abandoned surgery… 

 

"Oh look," Thelma squealed with delight, "the dopey old doctor forgot to turn off the 

power. No wonder his electricity bill has been so huge!" 

And when they entered Thelma dashed about the laboratory whooping with 

excitement… 

 

"Mine. Mine. It's all mine!" She cried. “And... 

 



…look - the blood bank is full: I have almost unlimited quantities of DNA to play with. 

This task is gonna be a doddle!" 

And Magnuss and Hair-Trigger were quite pleased too: they'd found a ground-effect 

hover speedster, which meant that they wouldn't have to walk all the way back to the 

main building... 

 

"Leave." Thelma instructed them. "Leave me to my work. When I've developed and 

thoroughly tested a cure, I'll come tell you the good news." 

Meanwhile, flushed with the success of the evil Earplug Brother's decimation of the 

weightlifters on Level Amarillo, their insane leader, Bronson Cacks, decided to give 

them further instructions, which he knew, for certain, they would follow to the letter. 

Not only because they were intensely loyal, but because they were a bunch of total 

twits... 

 

"Ya done a good job with them weightlifters," He said through his permanent smile, 

"but there aint enough of ya. I need ya to go out and about in the Museum of Future 

Technology and recruit more guys and gals to do my dirty work for me. Do ya think ya 

can do that for me?" 

It was Rudi who replied: "They're all evil and crazy, boss, but they aren't so nose-

picking crazy to join our quasi-political group: and they're too damned lazy to walk 

around the place and beat people up." 



Bronson thought about this for a nanosecond or two. "Conscription." He said. "Ya go 

out and conscript them, or whatever the flipping word is. Make 'em join up. I gotta 

feelin' that the Purps and weightlifters and other pieces of earplug flotsam aint gonna 

put up with being' treated like this much longer. They're gonna revolt. But choose only 

the pure ones, okay? I'm a fascist swine, but I aint gonna be called no racist - not 

according to my poppa. But anything other than pink males or yellow females are just 

earplug flotsam and jetsam - useful for wiping bar tops and babies bottoms and little 

else. Got it?" 

"Got it." The eager evil Earplug Brothers boomed in unison. 

But what Bronson Cacks didn't know at the time was that Gray-Vee had stopped off at 

a nearby futuristic urinal to allow members of her biker gang to empty their bladders... 

 

Unwilling to stand around feeling awkward and slightly embarrassed, she moved away, 

and subsequently heard every word Cacks had spoken; and she wasn't much pleased. 

But that wasn't all: K’Plank the Space Wanderer and Auntie Doris had happened by at 

the same time, and they thought that what Bronson was saying stank to high heaven... 

 

"Oh, K’Plank," Auntie Doris whispered, "this attitude is intolerable: we have to do 

something!" 

But whilst Gray-Vee and K’Plank wrestled with their conscience, the evil Earplug 

Brothers were putting Bronson's plan into action. They immediately began knocking on 

people's doors…  



 

And conscripting them into the newly formed Museum Militia... 

 

Naturally they employed the Black-Hatters to do much of the donkey work. And those 

who weren't quite mad enough to fulfil the criteria were exposed to the pink rocket 

fuel… 

 



Also ‘donkey work’ that included threatening to throw people into the Pit of No 

Return... 

 

The RoboSecGuas were also employed in the task...bossing people about with their huge 

olfactory arrays… 

 

And leading earplugs to conscription centres - much to the annoyance of non-pinks or 

those considered too old for combat…. 



 

"Fascist scum." They would call. "What's wrong with us, that's what we want to know. 

We can stone people to death just as well as pink earplugs can, you flipping elitist 

rotters!" 

But then a group of brave (or foolish - depending on how stupid you are) Purps 

happened by... 

 

"Look, it's a bunch of brave, or foolish - depending on how stupid you are – Purps!" 

The crowd roared. "Let's go kick them into next week." 

So whilst the Purps fled the scene with alacrity... 



 

...the conscripts were herded together for a group photo... 

 

It was clear that, if unchecked, mayhem was sure to follow. 

Chapter 12 

Whilst the evil Earplug Brothers, and their robotic servants, were going about their 

dirty business... 

 



...the curators were reacting to what they'd seen of it upon their Omnipresent Scanner -

by hiding in the loft space of the Museum of Future Technology, and hoping that all the 

nasty stuff would go away… 

 

More importantly, Magnuss and Hair-Trigger had arrived back from Snippentuck's 

original surgery... 

 

And as quickly as he could, Magnuss set about a recruiting drive of his own... 

 



...by selecting the most outrageous and individualistic…er…individuals that he could 

find. Specifically those being the biker gang… 

 

Gray-Vee and Cray-Zee were still smarting from the aerial embarrassment they'd 

suffered so recently, so they weren't entirely receptive when Magnuss and Hair-Trigger 

used their puny bodies to bar the gang's way. 

"Wot choo flipping want, you dozy bleeders?" Cray-Zee growled from the saddle of his 

mag-lift bike. 

Magnuss then explained the situation, and what he intended to do about it. 

Gray-Vee recalled the lecture given to the evil Earplug Brothers by Bronson Cacks... 

 

"I'll do you a deal." She said to Magnuss. "You come back with us and give me a nice 

big kiss, and then we'll think about it." 

"What do you think, Hairy?" Magnuss asked his friend… 

 



Hair-Trigger was a realist: "Well her lips are quite luscious..." She replied. 

Magnuss gulped nervously; but no matter what, his mind was already made up. So 

moments later... 

 

Magnuss was triply pleased with himself: not only had he recruited some really tough 

guys; but he'd also blagged a ride on a mag-lift bike - something he hadn't done since 

the first day of his adventure in the Museum of Future Technology - but he was also 

about to enjoy a snog with the beautiful blue-eyed subterranean. 

"Nice hat." Hair-Trigger observed as they rode away. 

Meanwhile Thelma had isolated the psychotropic thingies in the rocket fuel, and felt 

fairly certain she knew how to neutralise it. So she pulled on an isolation suit and made 

her way towards one of the many municipal squares into which the contaminant had 

been blown... 

 

Soon Thelma began testing the rocket fuel residue for doo-dah, wotsit, and hoo-flung-

dung particles… 



 

It was thick, pungent and unsavoury. She then introduced a milligram of her antidote... 

 

The result was only modestly exciting; but the pinkness seemed to thin out somewhat. 

"I'm modestly excited." She spoke into her futuristic voice recorder. "The pinkness is 

thinning out somewhat. Now I'll try sample B." 

So, without further ado, she applied a second sample. The result was totally 

spectacular... 

 



"The result is like totally spectacular." She said through a wide, but thoroughly 

professional, smile. In fact she thought that it was utterly fantastic. She also wondered if 

she might be dreaming. "It's flipping fantastic." She announced to a deaf world. "This 

must be a dream. To disprove this assertion, somebody please pinch my behind." 

Of course no one responded: but tweaking her own ear lobe really hard convinced her 

that she hadn't lost touch with reality: that much pain just couldn't be imagined. Then 

she was casting aside her isolation suit and racing across the transparent walkway... 

 

"Magnuss." She screamed - hoping that Magnuss might hear her through the museum's 

ventilation system. "I've done it: I've developed an antidote. Now all we need is a 

dispersal agent." 

By sheer chance the transparent walkway was positioned beside a clean-air distribution 

node. As a result of this, not only did Magnuss and Hair-Trigger hear her joyous words, 

but so did several other earplugs, amongst which were Sir Dodger, K’Plank the Space 

Wanderer, Auntie Doris, Gray-Vee, and Cray-Zee. Such coincidence: must surely make 

even the most jaded earplug believe in a higher being - mustn't it? 

 



"Are you Magnuss Earplug?" K’Plank demanded when he encountered him. 

Magnuss was secretly frightened of K’Plank because, in his reality at least, the Space 

Wanderer didn’t seem entirely trustworthy. There was something about him. "I don't 

like to say." He replied whilst looking elsewhere. 

"Yes." Hair-Trigger betrayed him. "What do you want? Did you just hear Doctor 

Snippentuck's talented end cap assistant, Thelma, yell through the clean-air 

distribution system?" 

"I did indeed, young earplug." K’Plank replied. "And it is upon that very subject that I 

wish to speak with Magnuss here." 

K’Plank the Space Wanderer was about to explain to Magnuss exactly what he meant, 

but the sudden arrival of Gray-Vee interrupted him... 

 

In an instant the helmeted would-be hero from beyond the stars recognised the 

significance of the subterranean's sudden arrival. "Have you come to offer the services 

of your flying saucer too?" He inquired of Gray-Vee. 

"What's it to you, you beardie-weirdie?" Gray-Vee snapped back at him - her disgust at 

his close proximity evident in every syllable. 

This outburst pretty much confirmed (in Magnuss's mind anyway) that the K’Plank of 

this space/time reality was just like the K’Plank in his own. 

"I want to know," K’Plank replied in a calm tone that belied the fury and rage he felt 

inside, "because if we are to fly together and disperse Thelma's antidote, I want your 

brother flying in front of me because I have no confidence that he'll stop in time when I 

brake, and he'll tail-end me at altitude, and we’ll come crashing down to earth in a 

fireball of utter destruction." 



"Sir Dodger," Magnuss explained quietly to his ageing chum, "I think we have the 

dispersal agent Thelma is searching for." 

"You're hired." Hair-Trigger announced to K’Plank and Grey-Vee. “Both of you.” 

And, because there was no time like the present, very soon K’Plank and Doris had 

snuggled in together inside the UFO’s cupola; and Cray-Zee now prepared to board his 

miserable vessel... 

 

"Wish us luck." Doris shouted above the near-silence of K’Plank's throbbing power 

plant. Then they were launching skyward... 

 

Quickly followed by Cray-Zee... 



 

"Hoorah." Magnuss roared eloquently. "Go kick some butt!" 

Meanwhile, in the control room, Bronson Cacks and the evil Earplug Brothers were 

monitoring the Museum of Future Technology for signs of insurrection... 

 

"Anything?" Bronson snapped. 



Chester was staring into the Crystal Ball Scanner. "It's all a bit too vague to judge." He 

answered his superior. "Most people are hiding in places where they aren't likely to be 

found; but I'm picking up some life signs here and there." 

"Would you call them sporadic?" His brother, Rudi, inquired from his seat opposite... 

 

"No," Chester answered, "I'd call them idiots. They should have fled when they had the 

chance" 

Miles, meanwhile had been ignoring all the hi-tech equipment, and instead relied upon 

his eyes, and was staring out of the window at the Grand Hall. His mind was in neutral, 

but a movement caught his wandering eye, and brought him back to the moment… 

 

"Holy cow!" His squeaky voice raised the alarm as his hat began to fall off. "It's a 

whole flipping army on the move!" 



The others abandoned their posts and rushed to join him at the window. And this is 

what they would have seen - had they been standing upon the mezzanine above the 

ground floor of the Grand Hall... 

 

Seconds later the internal security cameras showed that the control room was 

abandoned entirely... 

 

Chapter 13 

With a determination that had to be seen to be believed, the affectionately named 

Freedom Army of The Museum of Future Technology marched forward into the Grand 

Hall... 



 

In fact Bronson Cacks didn't believe it, and on the way down from the control room he 

decided to take a look through a charming circular window... 

 

"I don't flipping believe it." He told Chester. "Just take a flipping look at all them 

Purps, Weightlifters, End Caps, Androids and what-have-you: there must be a million 

and a half of 'em! 

Chester couldn't help but think that his boss was exaggerating slightly; or, more likely 

was absolute rubbish at counting. "Yeah." He said slowly. 

But, in one way at least, Cacks was correct: there were Purps and Weightlifters and all 

those other minority groups he mentioned. All the groups that he had metaphorically 

dropped a metaphysical ton of bricks upon during his brief tenure... 

 



They included Gray-Vee, Consuela, Granny Bottyblower, F32, Sir Dodger Muir, and 

Eco-Girl, whom Sir Dodger had taken a fancy to, despite the vast age difference. 

"My, what a delightful shade of green you are, my dear." He said. "Despite being 

elderly, I've recently had my ball-bag reduced: would you care to have a feel?" 

And at their head marched Magnuss and Hair-Trigger. They smiled, not because they 

were scared witless of the opposing forces, but didn't want to show it; but because they 

had righteousness on their side, and a secret weapon up their sleeve.... 

 

And, at that very moment, one of those secret weapons was swooping down from the 

rafters... 

 

...coming in hot and straight and...upside down. But at the last moment the pilot, Cray-

Zee, lived up to his name; flipped his vessel... 



 

...and deposited his first load of antidote all over Cacks' first line of defence - the 

insanely mad average earplugs… 

 

Then K’Plank and Doris arrived, whereby they instantly dusted the racist conscript 

army... 

 



This was a terrible blow for Bronson Cacks' psyche, but it didn't stop him sending in his 

elite storm troopers - the feared and loathed Black-Hatters... 

 

The Black-Hatters may have been feared and loathed by everyone in the alternate 

reality Museum of Future Technology... 

 



...even if, in some cases (mostly the more slightly built females) their shiny helmets 

didn't fit properly and often slipped over their eyes. But the power to make people fear 

and loathe them was nothing compared with Thelma's antidote… 

 

"What are we doing here?" They would cry when the elixir took hold. "Why are we 

dressed as evil fascists? Why don't these hats fit? Flipping heck, I could kill for a slice of 

lemon drizzle cake and a glass of ginger beer!" 

Bronson Cacks simply couldn't assimilate the facts as they were so graphically 

presented to him. His mind all but seized solid like a carelessly assembled and poorly 

tuned racing two-stroke engine. "Ugh? Wha...?" He said as his essentially dim-bat mind 

tried to comprehend the significance of the situation. But, if nothing else, he was made 

of sterner stuff. He pulled himself together; shook loose his fighting sporran so that he 

might run faster; and shouted: "Chaaaarge!" 

Naturally his bodyguards obeyed without a thought for their personal safety. And this 

was the result... 

 



Cacks' "Chaaarge" rapidly transformed into, "Aaaargh." It was quickly followed by, 

"no-no-no." 

The self-styled leader of the museum then tried munching on some pink rocket fuel, and 

stuffed some up his bottom, because he'd heard that it was the quickest way to get a 

drug into the bloodstream... 

 

But it was no good; K’Plank merely dusted them all again. 

 

"Rotters." Cacks complained as he felt his intelligence deserting him, and watched as 

the Earplug Brother's basic decency reasserted itself.  

And with that single word, Magnuss and his friends knew that the battle was won - and 

just to annoy the Black-Hatters, they celebrated with some lemon drizzle cake, hastily 

snatched from the Café Puke, but didn’t give them any. 

The minority group known as the Purps was probably the happiest bunch of earplugs in 

all existence, especially now that reason and logic ruled the Museum of Future 

Technology once again… 



 

Had they been the touchy-feely type it is pretty certain that they would have hugged and 

kissed Magnuss, Hair-Trigger, and Sir Dodger, and possibly squeezed their buttocks in 

a kindly manner. But they weren't, and so their spokesperson simply said: "Good job: 

well done. Can we go home now?" 

And before long Sullen and his chums exited the elevator in the condominium that 

previously they had been denied access to, and entered their own apartment without 

being told to sod off by anyone... 

 

Whilst the happy Purps were settling in, Sir Dodger had decided to return home too. In 

his case it was the top of Big Fat Sandy Mountain. 



 

"Well it’s been great working with you." Magnuss told the famous thespian. "We might 

have been able to do it without you, but it wouldn't have been half as much fun." 

"Thank you, Magnuss." Sir Dodger replied. "And thank you also for this lovely chair. 

This mountain might be sand-based and fundamentally soft; but my poor old withered 

buttocks have suffered a torrid time up here during the winter months. Now I'll be able 

to plant my ageing botty down in utter comfort." 

"Yes," Magnuss agreed, "and we chose a special folding chair - just in case Eco-Girl 

should take up your offer to visit." 

"You never know, Magnuss." Sir Dodger said through a rueful smile and a raised 

eyebrow. "You never know." 

It was shortly after returning to the main building of the Museum of Future Technology 

that Magnuss became inspired by a great idea… 

 

"Hey, Hairy," he began, "I've just been inspired by a great idea. Follow me." 



Chapter 14 

Well it quickly transpired that Magnuss's idea was anything but new or original. In fact 

it was old hat. Positively Jurassic in its antiquity, in fact. "Look," Magnuss said 

excitedly to Hair-Trigger, "just because something doesn't work doesn't mean you have 

to give up on it. It took me several attempts to visit the toilet in the dark without a flash 

light; but now I'm able to do it perfectly any time of the day, in every kind of weather, 

upon land, sea, and in the air too!"  

"But the restaurant is full of biological androids celebrating our great victory." Hair-

Trigger pointed out. "They weren't there the last time we tried activating the gravity 

well. Their presence might totally ruin the effect." 

 

Hair-Trigger had a good point, and Magnuss knew it. "We can tell them to bog off." He 

suggested. 

Hair-Trigger could see a gap in Magnuss's logic that was so large that she could ride a 

mag-lift bike through it - with a thimble riding pillion. "They might tell us to bog off - 

then where would we be?" She said. 

Magnuss chewed upon his lower lip until it bled. "Oh cripes," he wailed, "we've saved 

the alternate Museum of Future Technology from the iron grip of fascism, but we can't 

even get preferential treatment at our favourite restaurant. It's not good enough. I'm 

going to have words with the manager!" So... 

 



"What?" Mister Pong roared at his daughters when he heard Magnuss's demand. "Me 

throw out some perfectly lovely customers, just because some jumped up little pink 

pipsqueak and his bit of skirt wants the alcove table? Never!  Tell them to go away!” 

Then, having quickly reconsidered, he added: “Alternatively ask how much he's willing 

to pay." 

Well it just so happened that when the curators came down from their hidey-hole in the 

rafters...  

 

...they rewarded Magnuss and Hair-Trigger with a big sloppy kiss and a wad of 

currency. As a result of this... 

 

"Hello," Mister Pong said obsequiously, "how lovely to see you...again...sort of. Now 

that we've kicked that bunch of androids out the back door, what can I rustle up for 

you? Something exotic, I hope?" 

And moments later... 

 



"I'm getting a really good feeling about this." Magnuss said to Hair-Trigger. "It’s a 

space buggy - just like what happened the first time around. This could actually work." 

So, contented that they'd done all that they could to even the odds against a recurrence 

of the disastrous hiccup in their last inter-dimensional trip, the two young earplugs sat 

themselves down at the same table in the same alcove as before, and were served by the 

same waitress… 

 

"What'll ya have?" Yu-Wah inquired. 

"Bread rolls?" Magnuss asked Hair-Trigger. 

"It's what happened the last two times." She answered.  

So history appeared to be repeating itself... 

 

"So now I say the magic word, and trust to luck and incredible self-belief." Magnuss 

informed his chum. 



"Shall I give you your cue?" Hair-Trigger asked. 

"If you would be so kind." Magnuss replied. 

"Okay, here goes." Hair-Trigger said nervously. "What are you going to have for a 

starter, Magnuss?" 

"Well..." Magnuss began. 

Well, as everyone knows, the word "well", when spoken by Magnuss - in that exact spot 

where the membrane between realities if wafer thin and prone to tearing – it is the 

auditory key that unleashes the forces of space/time, and in doing so opens the gravity 

well that carries away any unfortunate being within close proximity, and deposits it in 

an alternative dimension. And once again the 'magic' word worked its...ah...magic... 

 

A split second later Magnuss and Hair-Trigger were torn from their seats, and tossed 

into the one-way inter-dimensional conduit known as the Gravity Well… 

 



Before it snuffed itself out, Mr Pong and his daughters threw themselves across the 

restaurant just in time to look down the impossible apparition, and normality returned 

to the high-class exotic food establishment… 

 

"Crikey," Pong's daughter, Yu-Wah cried out, "if I hadn't wandered off to 

surreptitiously scratch my itchy bum - that could have been me!"   

Pong smiled. "Well they got what they wanted." He said. "I just hope it isn't a case of 

'be careful what you wish for'." 

But Pong needn't have worried: Magnuss and Hair-trigger were having a ball... 

 



It was like falling through forever. And now that Magnuss was getting used to the 

phenomenon, he began to relax, and in doing so reflected upon the means by which his 

life had reached this moment. He recalled some of the things he'd seen and done. Things 

like the time he'd worn the smiling dead body of an invading End Cap warrior upon his 

head… 

 

And the time he'd left his doppelgänger to rot in a force field prison… 

 

And the time that Horst and Greta Stenchlinger had shown him how to use an ancient – 

almost mythological - public telephone… 

 



And the time that the agents of T.W.I.T had tried to crush him in a huge press… 

 

And the time that he'd thrashed the Air Freshener Cap's leader, Luigi, at Cossack hat 

wearing… 

 

And...the first time he'd ever been sucked off his feet by the olfactory array of a 

RoboSecGua... 

 



Then it struck him (as he fell towards the unknown) that his memory had been 

regressing - taking him back to the first time he'd come to the Museum of Future 

Technology… 

 

…with his four brothers... 

 

So he cast aside the introspection. He was a hero-saint who only looked forward. He 

embraced change. He wanted to face what was coming. So he flipping well did. And so 

did Hair-Trigger too... 



 

As they fell towards the future they smiled. What earplug adventures awaited them they 

knew not: but they were certain that they would enjoy them as thoroughly as was 

earpluggly possible! 

                                                                       The End 

© Paul Trevor Nolan 2016 

This tale continues with ‘Return of the Prodigal Earplug’.  


