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Chapter 1 

Because the vast interplanetary craft, Spaceship Number Fifteen, had been knocked off 

its docking platform by the artificial sandstorm that had been created by a destructive 

force sent against the terrestrial earplugs during a brief battle with the dead planet’s 

defending robot protectors - lift-off for its departure for Earth - and the Museum of 

Future Technology in particular - took place directly from the surface of Mars. And 

very spectacular it was too - what with all the dirt and stuff being kicked up by the 

powerful rocket-assisted launch motors... 

 

As the vessel gained altitude excitement made Captain Noseblower cry, "Whee."  

"What fun!" He added whilst the ship levelled off so that the more attentive passengers 

could watch the topographically interesting surface of the planet pass below them... 

 



And very nice it was too. But they gasped in awe at the huge extinct volcano, best known 

as The Big Botty of Mars... 

 

Even curators, Cheerful Charlie Chopsticks and Barcode Betty took the time to watch it 

on their Heads Up Display unit… 

 

"Will ya look at that!" One of the enthusiastic passengers yelled above the hub-bub... 

 



..."I wonder if it smells." 

Meanwhile, Sir Dodger Muir, who had spent his brief stay on Mars writing yet another 

autobiography, posed for potential cover photos in the command room... 

 

Whilst he did so, the Coxswain reported to the Captain that the ship was departing 

Mars' atmosphere. 

"Jolly good." Noseblower replied. "Keep up the good work; I'm just off for a quick 

pee." 

But Noseblower never got to step down from his daïs – because, approaching from outer 

space, came a sight so horrific that an alarmed First Officer yelled: "Oh blast!" He then 

added, thoughtfully: "I could be mistaken, but that looks awfully like a Hyperspace 

Pirate Mothership!" 

 



As the Captain stared in silent horror, he equally silently questioned whether this could 

be pay-back for the fleet of saucers he'd inadvertently destroyed en route from Earth to 

Mars - or perhaps something else completely that he hadn’t thought of. Then, as if to 

answer his unspoken question, this happened... 

 

…and his first theory was vindicated. Of course Sir Dodger raised an eyebrow at this 

intrusion... 

 

"I say." He said, as he began to have doubts concerning the timing and location of his 

photo-shoot, "Do I detect incoming enemy fire?" 

"Yes you do." Noseblower informed the ageing thespian in a tone that didn’t attempt to 

hide his desperation. Then, to his Weapons Controller, he shouted: "Launch the 

interceptor missile. Give 'em hell!" 



Moments later... 

 

The crew of Ship Fifteen hadn't been idle during their layover in the Future Museum of 

Mars. They'd taken the time and opportunity to better arm their vessel against alien 

attack. But as good as their new missile was - it lacked the manoeuvrability of the pirate 

ship, and, to the dismay of everyone watching… 

 

… it exploded harmlessly out in space… 

 



"Flip!" Noseblower bellowed with rage. 

But the crew had another trick up their collective sleeve. It was a new, improved, and 

much larger atomic cannon that they trundled out from the Weapons Cupboard... 

 

But even in space the unwieldy gun was heavy, and it seemed to takes ages lining it up 

with the shooting embrasure... 

 

Meanwhile the pirates were sweeping in for another pass... 



 

Fortunately the barrel chose that moment to slip nicely into place... 

 

At the same time, two trainee pilots, who went by the names of Atcherly Speekin and 

Quentin Hearthrob, elected to be quite heroic, and decided to try kick-starting the well-

armed experimental scout ship into life... 



 

Sadly they were unable to bring its powerful mini-atomic cannons into play because the 

battery so flat that even the ‘Fasten Seat Belts’ sign failed to light up. But as things 

turned out it probably didn't matter because the new cannon was almost ready to sear 

the ether with its incredible energies... 

 

"Oh," the Trigger Puller said to the Gunnery Officer... 

 

..."you couldn't poke that shell thing in the hole for me, could you?" 



Naturally the Gunnery Officer was perfectly adept at such practises, and moments later 

pre-ignition coils began to warm the barrel… 

 

Then the Trigger Puller lived up to his designation... 

 

...and the new, improved gun went... 

 



...blam! Unfortunately the Gun Aimer was the sort of guy who regularly missed the 

target whilst using a urinal. It was a simple fact that he couldn't shoot straight. So the 

pirate vessel easily evaded the salvo... 

 

Worse still (and despite the acquisition of a fresh battery) was the fact that some 

blithering tech-idiot had filled the scout ship's fuel tank with Frisby Mumph's 

agricultural diesel… 

 

"Oh my aching heart," Atcherly bellowed inside his canopy, "this smoke contravenes 

space environmental regulations: we'll have to drain the tank and start all over again!" 

Whilst all this commotion was going on, many passengers grew terribly afraid. Quite a 

lot of them rushed to the toilets... 



 

By now Ship Number Fifteen had sought sanctuary by diving back into Mars' 

atmosphere - where Captain Noseblower felt confident that the pirate mother ship 

couldn't follow. But, not unexpectedly, the twit was completely wrong... 

 

In the engine room, engineers fought valiantly to keep the vast vessel airborne... 

 



And their efforts weren't in vain because, despite the technological carnage caused by 

the explosive impacts, Ship Number Fifteen managed to keep an even keel... 

 

Then everything turned to rat poop when the pirates opened fire again… 

 

A hit amidships knocked out the flight control panel, which really annoyed its 

operators... 

 



One of the engineers said to the other: "That's torn it: we might as well surrender now, 

and spend the rest of our lives as space slaves." 

And when this happened... 

 

...the other ones decided to throw in the towel too. 

But in the shooting embrasure, the Gunnery Officer had other ideas. He tossed the 

Aimer aside, and assumed his position. A moment later... 

 



...Ship Number fifteen was returning fire. And it was returning it well... 

 

Several near misses peppered the pirate vessel's hull with depleted uranium and other 

really nasty stuff. As a direct result of this, its captain was heard to utter a very rude 

word indeed. For a moment the pirate vessel disengaged so that the bridge could be 

vented of a plethora of nervous gaseous emissions... 

 

And it is certain that the pirate's outbursts would have increased exponentially if they 

had known that other - alien - eyes were watching them... 

 



Chapter 2 

If the pirates had been aware of the damage their weapons had inflicted inside Ship 

Number Fifteen, it is likely that they would have pressed home the attack, despite all the 

pong particles floating around their command centre... 

 

"Oh my," the Chief Engineer gasped when he saw the damage to the engine room, "it 

couldn't possibly get worse than this. I stake my reputation on it. What a terrible 

mess!" 

But he was wrong: it could get a lot worse. Especially when the Coolant Containment 

Shield collapsed… 

 

"Everyone outta here." He yelled, "Run like heck!" 

In the control room, Sir Dodger was furious... 



 

His photo-shoot was ruined. But his problems paled into utter insignificance when 

compared to the total loss of engine performance control - due in no small part to the 

coolant escape. Over-charged space engines began to run wild... 

 

And the more frightened everyone became, the more the ship slipped from their 

control... 

 

A sharp increase in velocity was indicated, quickly followed by a jump to hyper speed 

whilst still in Mars' atmosphere.... 



 

"Yalg!" Everyone aboard screamed as their bowels tried to make direct contact with 

their wind pipes. Then they all passed out - and were grateful for it. 

Whilst all this aerial unpleasantness was occurring - down upon the planet's surface, 

Frisby Mumph was visiting his assistant, Badgerlilly, who was taking core samples, then 

dropping the contents from her tea pot down the resulting holes, and praying for 

daffodils in the spring…  

 

"Oh, that's very good, Badgerlilly." Mumph said in his best condescending tone. "Now 

you make sure that you stay out all night in the bitter cold, and not bother to return to 

the museum until late morning. Okay? And don’t concern yourself with hypothermia: 

you’re immune to it." 

With that he drove off on his terraforming machine... 



 

...to examine a really grotty region that hadn't responded well to his terraforming 

techniques... 

 

Unaware of the space battle above him, Mumph was surprised to find... 

 

...himself dodging flaming shrapnel that fell from the sky. Shouting, "Yeek!" he leapt 

aboard his wondrous machine, once more... 



 

...and high-tailed it out of there all the way back to the Future Museum of Mars, where 

he found a Martian delegation awaiting him… 

 

The Martians - or Muffins as they preferred to be known - said: "Ship Number Fifteen 

has fled to Hyperspace. The pirate mother ship will no doubt turn its aggression upon 

the museum next. After that we poor Muffins will suffer horribly, and might possibly 

become extinct." 

"Yeah?" A defensive Mumph replied. "Whatta ya want me to do about it?" 

The Martian response was to introduce the terraforming zealot to their battle robots... 



 

"Well bite me on the bum!" Mumph exploded. "Flipping heck, they look really scary. 

Just one look at them should scare the pirates off." 

"Pirates speak only one language." The tall monoped said sadly. "That is the language 

of fear and power. We will need to show them our power." 

With that, four Martian War Robots trundled from the Future Museum of Mars... 

 

...and positioned themselves with their over-sized 'noses' pointing in the direction of the 

approaching mother ship... 

 



But before they could commence firing, the sneaky pirates got in some long-range 

shots.... 

 

But the robots stood resolutely and unflinching as destruction fell all about them. Their 

aim would not be deterred… 

 

And as the pirate vessel came into target acquisition range they opened fire.... 



 

Then, in the certain knowledge that their task was complete, they ceased fire almost 

immediately and allowed their noses to cool down in the fridged Martian air… 

 

They watched dispassionately as the pirate ship was torn apart, and left a trail of 

flaming debris in its wake as it careened across the firmament...  

 



"Well done, boys." The lead robot said in its dull monotone voice. "Nice grouping. Now 

let's get back into stasis and await our next call to destroy and exterminate." 

Chapter 3 

Shortly after accidentally escaping the battle, everyone aboard Ship Number Fifteen 

came to the realisation that the neutrino drive had gone totally ga-ga, and that they 

were effectively lost in the depths of space. The Martians drew the same conclusion, and 

so they did what any sensible, technologically advanced, society would do; they set up a 

cosmic homing beacon, and hoped that it wouldn't attract a species of ravenous 

machine lifeforms intent upon the extermination of organic life throughout the galaxy...  

 

...and then settled to wait for a response... 

 

Although Frisby Mumph joined them, they weren't terribly optimistic... 



 

Space is very big after all. 

Whilst all this excitement was happening upon (or above) the Red Planet, back in the 

Museum of Future Technology - or, to be more accurate, inside the bubble universe 

created by the artistic mind of the museum's incumbent artist, Anton Twerp - Mr Zinc; 

his android girlfriend – Blue; and their robot - created in an eleventh century Irish peat 

bog from whatever Zinc could find lying around - the ominously named Slavemaster 

One - had been wandering around 'Twerpland' for longer than they cared to recall... 

 



"If I stroll by this abandoned space tug one more time," Mr Zinc grumbled, "I think 

I'm gonna scream myself sick." 

 

"Yes." Blue agreed. Then she noticed something else... 

 

"What about this meaningless signage?" She inquired. 

Zinc gave it a casual glance. "Meaningless." He replied.  

"Hey, Boss." Slavemaster One called from behind. "How about we quit this mindless 

wandering, and go look for other suckers who got lost in this limbo-world like what we 

did." 



It was an inspired idea - worthy of Zinc himself. It would certainly pass the time more 

pleasantly. So they did as the servo-mechanism suggested, and a short while later... 

 

"Who the hell are those bozos?" Zinc inquired rhetorically. 

Blue answered anyway: "Dunno." She said. "But they look pretty full of their own 

importance. Know what I mean?" 

Of course the beings to which Blue referred were the dwarf rubber bungs who acted as 

law enforcement in the land of Anton Twerp. And when the High Priests appeared, all 

three of Zinc's party recognised the fact, and grew nervous... 

 



"I think we're gonna need some help, Boss." Slavemaster One stated the obvious to his 

creator. "Assuming that you wanna take control of this limited environment – like you 

normally do - of course." 

Zinc did very much want to take control of Twerpland: he believed that it was his right 

to do so - just as it had been his right to wrest control of the Museum of Future 

Technology from the curators. "Yeah." He said as he stroked his beard intelligently. 

"But who?" 

Blue stepped forward. "Might I suggest Anton Twerp himself?" She said. 

Zinc couldn’t believe that his android girlfriend had uttered such a ridiculous 

suggestion: "Yeah, like he's gonna come waltzing around the corner at our beck and 

call." He scoffed. Then he came to a decision: "No," he said, "we're gonna have to get 

ourselves an army: let's go recruit one." 

Well, by amazing coincidence, the first person that they encountered was none other 

than Anton Twerp himself... 

 

"Hey," Slavemaster One growled to him after he'd grabbed him by the lapels and 

crushed him against the wall, "this is an amazing coincidence. How come you're 

trapped in a world of your own making?" 

When he'd recovered his breath, Anton Twerp explained that he had been about to 

board the ship to Mars, when he realised that he couldn't remember turning off the gas 

supply to his gallery. So he rushed back to look... 



 

Having confirmed that all was well, he thought he had a good fifteen minutes before lift-

off; so he paused to admire his own works - just in case he never saw them again... 

 

For a moment he chortled to himself. He always chortled when he looked at the painting 

that had trapped so many unwary art fans, and whisked them away to a reality that 

existed in his sub-conscious. Then something unexpected happened... 

 

His own image suddenly appeared in the picture. 



"How odd." He said as he leaned forward for a closer look.  

This was a mistake, because a split second later he was amazed to find himself inside his 

own bubble universe.... 

 

Initially he thought that he was hallucinating: he had, after all, eaten four sticks of 

rhubarb dipped in sugar for breakfast. But the appearance of the false black sun 

convinced him that he was a prisoner of his own making.... 

 

"Vanity. Vanity." He said. "They always said it would be my undoing. I cried for hours. 

Not out of self-pity; but in the certain knowledge that never again would the paying 

public be thrilled by a new Anton Twerp work." 



Zinc's reaction to this display of arrogance and narcissism was to call Twerp a twerp, 

only using lots of words - many of them rude. Then he had Slavemaster One frog march 

him into the open air, where he intended to persuade Twerp to return them all to the 

Museum of Future Technology - or suffer the consequences... 

 

But Zinc's harsh words and raised voice had gained the attention of someone else... 

 

"By the Saint of All Earplugs!" Zinc exploded. "Where the flip did they come from?" 

 



The High Priests spoke in unison: "You will release the almighty creator into our care." 

Their stentorian tone boomed. "Or face destruction from these atomic cannons." 

"Don't do it, Twerp." Blue whispered her warning to the famous artist. "If you run to 

them now, you'll never experience the sweet taste of freedom again." 

"True." Twerp seemed to agree. He then backtracked slightly by adding, "But I'll be 

able to have lots of girlfriends that I can create with my fertile imagination." 

"Can you do that?" Zinc asked in wonderment. "Can you simply bring people into 

existence?" 

In answer to Zinc's question, Twerp did this... 

 

"Great." Slavemaster One said into the resulting stunned silence. "But do you really 

want facsimile earplugs? Aint nothing like the real thing, baby." 

Twerp felt the deep cold of emptiness enter his soul. "You're right - you damned 

rational, soul-less machine." He said. Then he created a squad of scary-looking silver 

androids… 

 

"Go away." Twerp instructed the High Priests. "Or I'll let my goons loose on you!" 



But it was as if he'd never spoken. "You have three seconds in which to comply with our 

demands." They said. "After that we open fire." 

Twerp had to think (and act) quickly... 

 

"A defensive cupola?" The High Priests all but scoffed. Then they actually did scoff: 

"Hah!" They scoffed. 

 

"This screen is impenetrable." Zinc informed the High Priests. "It was created by 

Anton Twerp himself. Your puny weapons are useless against it." 



"Oh yeah?" The High Priests retorted.  "Wanna put it to the test?" 

This unexpected reply gave those inside the energy cupola pause for thought... 

 

"Those are atomic cannons." Blue reminded the flesh and blood earplugs, as she peered 

through the distortion field. "Nothing can stand against them. They destroy the fabric 

of reality by reducing it to energized wotsits and thingamabobs." 

"That's a problem." Zinc confessed. "Any other ideas, Anton dearest?" 

If nothing else Anton Twerp was an artist. He possessed a wondrous imagination. So he 

imagined himself really angry and frighteningly fearsome to look at... 

 

Then he went a step further. He imagined the atomic cannons gone... 



 

"Flipping flip!" The High Priests exclaimed, whilst the Rubber Bung police officers 

created discrete whiffy pongs in their underpants. "How the flip did you do that?" 

"I could do it," Twerp ground out between gnashing molars, "because I'm your flipping 

creator, you dozy pair of dipsticks. This is my reality: I can do what I sodding well want 

in it!" 

 

With that he made the High Priests, the Rubber Bungs, and their discrete whiffy pongs, 

simply cease to exist... 

 



"Bleeders." He said grimly - before turning his new 'scary' visage upon the others... 

 

...making it possible for some more discrete whiffy ponging to take place. "Well?" He 

snapped at them. "Do you want out of here, or what?" 

Five minutes later... 

 

...the four of them stepped out of 'Twerpland', and found themselves back inside the 

Museum of Future Technology. 

Chapter 4 

Meanwhile, out in the depths of interplanetary space, Ship Number Fifteen had come to 

a dead stop... 



 

Its neutrino drive could do no more than cough, burp, splutter, and produce the 

occasional faster-than-light fart... 

 

Of course the crew worked feverishly upon the repairs; but Captain Horatio 

Noseblower had greater concerns than a recalcitrant space drive: he didn't know where 

he was – astronomically: so he had no idea in which direction to point the ship when 

repairs were complete. Cushions Smethwyke intimated that he was a total tonge. She 

also suggested that he should launch a long-range probe. 

"Who knows," she said, "it might even find something out there." 

So he did... 

 



…and listened to the cheering as the main drive cut in… 

 

For week upon week Noseblower followed its progress across the cosmos - as it sent 

back a continuous stream of data and pictures. He (and many others) witnessed its 

every encounter, which included huge suns... 

 

It passed by binary systems around which planets were constantly being pulled out of 

shape by tidal forces - then squashed back together by gravity – giving off vast bursts of 

energy that sped outward for millions of…um…huge measurements… 

 



"That sounds rather like my asthmatic lungs," the First Officer informed Noseblower. 

"when I'm riding my exercise bike." 

The probe passed by a super-giant star... 

 

...that was so ancient that it had swollen up to consume whatever planets had ever 

orbited it. 

"Don't tell me." Noseblower said to his First Officer. "It reminds you of your tongue - 

after you've run a marathon."  

Worse still, when it encountered planets, they were always dead rocks or gas giants… 

 

…into which Ship Number Fifteen dispatched probes that brought only bad news: the 

total absence of life therein. Then, just as despair threatened to overwhelm him, 

Captain Noseblower saw this through his telescope... 



 

Naturally he transferred it to every wall screen, so that everyone could share his joy… 

 

It was a beautiful blue world, which could mean only one thing: the possibility of life! 

By coincidence the neutrino drive chose that moment to come back on-line... 

 

Five minutes later, the ship’s interplanetary moribundity... 



 

...became an urgent acceleration... 

 

And everyone cheered as, suddenly, they found themselves streaking across the galaxy... 

 



As the mighty Ship Number Fifteen raced at impossible speeds towards its destination, 

passengers looked out of the window as it encountered the massive sun seen by their 

long-range probe... 

 

And there wasn't a porthole to be seen that didn't have someone rubbernecking out of it 

when the blue planet… 

 

…swam into view... 

 



But their enthusiasm was curbed somewhat when they chanced upon an abandoned 

space station in geosynchronous orbit... 

 

But any potential thoughts that tended towards morbidity were flushed away as, for the 

first time ever; Ship Number Fifteen punched its way into the atmosphere of a truly 

alien world... 

 

…where it whooshed along like a veritable loony... 

 



...until the ground seemed to rush up to meet it, and the Helmsplug hit the Full Reverse 

Thruster button with a crushing blow from the heel of his hand... 

 

...and made an excellent, pitch perfect landing... 

 

The strange looping legs then extended, and the drive shut down... 

 



The resulting silence gave everyone time to gather their wits. It quickly became obvious 

that the super-talented (or dead-lucky) Helmsplug had put them down upon the only 

arable piece of real estate for as far as the eye could see. Everywhere else was stark, 

intimidating desert... 

 

It was then that the truth dawned, and they realised that the planet was blue, not 

because of its Earth-like oceans, but because the sun that shone upon it was a blue giant 

- and unless the planet had the best magnetosphere in all creation, there was a good 

chance that they would all die of radiation poisoning before the week was out. 

"Reginald." Captain Noseblower said to the Helmsplug. "You're a twit." 

Chapter 5 

Meanwhile, back on Earth - or to be more exact, in the Museum of Future 

Technology… 

 

…in which the hallowed corridors stood empty… 



 

…and the lower levels were even more deserted than ever… 

 

Mary, Raj, Kevin, and the other zombies were getting sick and tired of the overgrown 

cemetery... 

 



So they did something that normally zombies wouldn't do, even if their half-lives 

depended on it: they got their hands dirtied by physical labour. By mid-afternoon the 

burial spot was looking as good as new... 

 

But such was their embarrassment at the thought of (what few remaining) people seeing 

them with earth beneath their fingernails that they decided to hide inside a Cone of 

Invisibility for the journey back to the museum proper... 

 

...where they heroically failed to enjoy a lovely bubble bath together... 

 



Whilst the zombies were experiencing a rare old time in the communal tub, the 

museum's Avatar and the Angel with a Huge Nose strolled the silent corridors 

together... 

 

Their permanent smiles disguised their inner torment. 

"Oh, Av," Angel said suddenly with a rush, "the Mars ship is so overdue that I feel I 

should scream!" 

"Me too, Ange." the Avatar replied. "I'm nearly wetting myself with worry." 

"What can we do?" Angel wailed. 

"I don't know!" The Avatar matched Angel's levels of screechiness with her reply. Then 

she calmed for a moment: "Actually I do have an idea." She said positively. "Let's get 

everybody together for some out of the ‘out of the blue sky box’ thinking." 

It was a wonderful idea, and before long, Doctor Frankincense's assistant, Oigoor... 

 



...heard a message, upon the loud-speaker system, inviting everyone in the museum to a 

'pow-wow'. Dan Down'n'out and the Stenchlinger siblings heard it too; and although 

they were right in the middle of a really good precipitous ledge walk, they set off for the 

main level immediately... 

 

By the strangest of coincidences, everyone arrived at the main thoroughfare at more or 

less the same time... 

 



...and it seemed that Hermi Frodite, Plopper O'Hooligan, and Benjamin Booger were 

about to be caught in a pincer movement... 

 

...that included the Avatar, Angel, Dan, Horst, and Greta on one side; and the zombies 

on the other. Hermi screamed in terror, which brought her presence to the attention of 

everyone, and so (wisely) the meeting was held then and there... 

 



But it got off to a slow start. After everyone looked at their toes for a while; blew out 

their cheeks several times; and sighed loudly, it became clear that no one had the first 

idea how to go about finding the absent Mars ship. Then, surprisingly, their dimension-

hopping guest, Benjamin Booger, asked a simple question: "Do you have such a thing as 

an Omnipresent Scanner in this reality?" 

It was the sort of inspiring question that would have earned him a big sloppy kiss from 

Angel, but sadly her huge nose got in the way, and she accidentally poked him in the eye 

with it. Then, as the pain receded, and he could see once more, Benjamin spotted a 

figure running towards them... 

 

He didn't know it, but Oigoor also had a brilliant idea that was definitely related to 

Benjamin's. 

"Hey, everybody," Oigoor said as he arrived breathing heavily... 

 



..."we need to search the museum for traces of DNA from the passengers of Ship 

Number Fifteen. Then we introduce it to the emergency back-up omnipresent scanner; 

and it should show us where everyone is, and what they're doing there." 

"Fantastic, Oigoor; that's wonderful." Angel effused; but she didn't offer to kiss the 

ugly sod. 

"Just as long as it doesn't show them on the toilet." Greta Stenchlinger said, "I don't 

think I could stand that - despite my family name." 

So very soon they began searching the living quarters of the Museum of Future 

Technology… 

 

…at least those that had survived the time storms... 

 

Then, after collecting skin platelets, hair follicles, and ghastly toenail clippings, they 

rushed the resulting DNA samples to the curator's suite… 



 

…where they dragged the emergency omnipresent scanner out of the coal shed… 

 

…and plugged it in... 

 



Because it had been predominantly Oigoor's idea, the laboratory assistant was allowed 

to feed the DNA samples into the scanner's reader - before taking up his rightfully 

earned seat upon the wonder-machine... 

 

"This is nice." He said. "When does the show begin? " 

Everyone waited patiently... 

 

Not everyone was quite as patient though - especially Dan, Horst, and Greta, who 

elected to complete their latest precipitous ledge walk before they forgot where it was... 

 



Then the scanner burst into life, and every earplug watching there was mightily 

confused by, firstly, the sight of an apparently abandoned space station… 

 

... followed by Ship Number Fifteen kicking up planetary surface material… 

 

 And, finally, a pair of unrecognisable earplugs, standing upon the surface of a strange 

blue-lit world... 

 



Chapter 6 

Meanwhile, upon the surface of the aforementioned strange blue-lit world... 

 

...the first adventurer was peering out of the airlock... 

 

...and wondering if the radiation on this strange blue-lit world would puncture his skin-

tight space suit and kill him horribly. He was a member of the ship's crew, and his name 

was Larry Bostwick. Very quickly he was joined by the headline-grabbing Rupert Piles 

and his 3D TV camera... 

 



...who didn't give a monkey's toe about radiation, and swiftly set about filming just 

about everything, up to, and including, dirt. 

Inside the ship they were asking for volunteers to go outside to see if there were any 

earplug-eating monsters nearby. Perhaps unsurprisingly people weren't overly keen on 

the idea… 

 

But to the more romantic among them, the bright light and the mistiness of the open 

airlock door... 

 

...acted like a siren song - only visual, obviously. The silent siren song sang loudest for 

Eco-girl... 

 



...who was as keen as mustard to go adventuring in a new ecosystem, even if 

her Plugmutt wasn't. So before long her associate, Eco-End Cap was seeing her off on 

her journey of exploration... 

 

Naturally Rupert Piles captured her cheerful countenance upon his 3D camera... 

 

Then she was on her way - across the nearby veldt... 

 



The ship had landed in a natural depression that had seen its depth increased by the 

vast weight of the interplanetary craft. In order to escape the immediate area, Eco-Girl 

found herself forced to climb a steep ascent... 

 

Or, rather, her Plugmutt was. She merely hung on to his back like a glazier’s sucky 

plunger thing… 

 

But when she finally mounted the rise, she couldn't believe what her sweet little eyes 

beheld... 

 



...because what she saw amazed and delighted her in equal measure. It was Ship 

Number Fifteen's predecessor - Ship Number Fourteen! 

 

"Holy cow!" She exclaimed when she recognised the huge, downed, vessel. “It crash-

landed on this…er…um…uncharted planet. What a remarkable coincidence!” Then, 

more eloquently, she added: "I must report back immediately: an investigation must 

commence with utmost alacrity." 

And no sooner had Eco-Girl made that report, when an abundantly enthusiastic Adam 

Binsmell volunteered to single-handedly visit Ship Number Fourteen all by himself and 

completely alone. Unfortunately, although he had a Plugmutt that could carry him 

there at immense speed, he was minus one stylish hat with which to ward off the lethal 

rays of the blue-giant sun... 

 



By sheer chance he chose to pass on this important information to his mount, Pegasus, 

right outside Mister Pong's temporary Exotic Food restaurant: and little did Adam 

suspect that Mister Pong had once been in the military, and still kept his army 

regulation anti-radiation bowler in his wife's knicker drawer. Recognising Adam's 

predicament for what it was, Mister Pong brought it into the light for the first time 

since leaving Earth... 

 

"Here you are, you stupid person." He said, as he presented it to the young male 

earplug. "This will stop your brain from frying. By the way; why are you so keen to 

visit that crashed ship?" 

Adam explained that his sister - Lilac Binsmell - had been aboard Ship Number 

Fourteen when it disappeared. Now he hoped to find evidence of her survival, or, failing 

that, a clump of sun-bleached scalp, some desiccated skin, or a bunch of gnawed bones 

that he could bury. 

"Well good luck." Mister Pong said as Adam rode off proudly... 

 

"You'll need it." A passing RoboSecGua added. 

Minutes later, having gained the airlock, Adam Binsmell was on his way... 



 

Quite a lot later, Ship Number Fourteen hove into view... 

 

When Adam found the airlock door open, and hanging from its hinges, he feared the 

worst... 

 



And he didn't much like the inside of the ship either... 

 

Blue decor had always been an anathema to him. And the lack of hand railings smacked 

of poor interior design to Adam. But despite the vile hues of both floor and walls, not to 

mention the precipitous drop just inside the door, he wasn't so discomforted that he 

couldn’t make his way along the many internal corridors. So far he'd found no signs of 

either, death, despondency, or cannibalism... 

 

Being an engineer at heart, Adam decided that the best course of action would be to try 

to get some power running through the main circuit. To this end he began prodding the 

sort of wires that people wouldn't normally go near without a rubber suit on... 

 

To his delight, ergs of internal energy remained in the central power core... 



 

...and light shone through holes in the ship's hull made by, what Adam assumed were, 

either meteoroids or directed energy weapon strikes... 

 

Not that he cared much which way: he could see better now and consequently ran less 

risk of catching his patella (or worse) on any hard metallic protrusions. Eventually he 

found his way to Lilac's private cabin, where he discovered a personal holographic 

message from her awaiting him... 

 



"Dear Adam," Lilac's holographic ghost began, "this message has been keyed to your 

DNA; so I feel reasonably certain that it is my relatively beloved brother who is 

watching this. If you're someone else - well you can sod off, you nosey ratfink!" 

Fortunately the hologram recovered its decorum and continued... 

 

"You should know, Adam that the ship crashed because the neutrino drive was flawed 

at a fundamental level. The Chief Engineer likened it to a week-old pile of spuds. So if 

you've come here in a vessel similarly equipped, take great care in its use: it will let you 

down - probably at the moment you most need it. On a more personal note, semi-

dearest brother, I've decided to become a bar owner in the mystical mountain kingdom 

of Kah-Ki-Pu. If you get the opportunity to visit, I would be moderately thrilled. So 

don't worry yourself about my future, Adam: there are many wayward wallies upon 

this planet - all looking for somewhere to get smashed - so my fortune is as good as 

assured. Live long and thingamajig." 

The image then promptly ceased to exist. The message was just the pick-me-up that 

Adam needed. Their mother would have been so proud of her daughter, had she still 

been alive and aware of the facts. So he departed the abandoned cabin with a smile 

upon his handsome young visage... 

 



Now he could be the bearer of good news to the waiting crew and passengers of the ship. 

Chapter 7 

By the time that Adam returned to the ship with the news that the crew and passengers 

of Ship Number Fourteen had scattered to the wind's four quarters, a 'posse' had been 

readied. So Adam joined the Earplug Brothers, Fancy Flanagan, Nature Beast, Simon 

Knights-Templar, and Jessie Windblast as they made the first official foray on the 

surface of this (yet unnamed) planet... 

 

Naturally they avoided the nearby veldt, not because it had been explored previously, 

but because it was boring and green - like the interior of the ship, of which they were all 

thoroughly sick of the sight. So they set off into the scrubby desert instead... 

 



They rode their Plugmutts for hour upon hour, and still found no limit to the desert 

region... 

 

"Ruddy hell," Chester complained from beneath his huge hat, "this place is even bigger 

than the Woven Expanse!" 

"Yes, that's right." His twin, Miles, agreed. "The Expanse and the Wide Blue Yonder 

combined. Oh how I miss the good old Museum of Future Technology." 

It was getting late, and a wind from the north suggested that it might be winter, so they 

stopped for a meal cooked over an open fire... 

 



Whilst their Plugmutts huddled together for warmth, the earplugs seated themselves 

before the huge camp fire, and filled their bellies with various grains and pulses. They 

were just packing away after doing the washing up, when a huge and mysterious rider 

approached... 

 

"Look like thimble." Nature Beast said in his poorly-connected way. "But no dimples." 

Nature Beast was correct in his observation: the approaching rider shared the same size 

and body shape with the more familiar thimble: but he was no Klapp Neutron: he was 

way too smooth of skin, and appeared to have no land mines secreted upon his person. 

And he looked a bit concerned about something too. But when he spoke he seemed 

genial enough: "Well howdy. What are all you folks doing out here in the middle of 

nowhere all by yourselves?" Then he spotted Adam Binsmell... 

 



"Holey pants!" He exclaimed. Then quickly recovering, he continued: "That hat sure 

does make you look like one heck of a twit. No offence intended. Nearly fell off my 

Plugmutt in horror, I did." 

Naturally Adam reacted by casting aside Mister Pong's anti-radiation helmet, and 

asked if he could have Nature Beast's because 'Nature Beast didn't really need one on 

account of him having only a few brain cells'. The pseudo-thimble then introduced 

himself as Sinclair Brooch - Sheriff of the nearby town of Busted Gut, and asked 

everyone to show him some I.D… 

 

Once introductions were concluded, he said: "I take my hat off to you; your choice of 

head-gear is exemplary - except Adam's, which is a little twee, and, to put it bluntly, 

pretty ghastly too." 

And he was true to his word, because he did just that... 

 

Then, after informing the 'posse' that it was close to evening tea time, and that they 

could dispense with their hats (because of reduced radiation throughout the hours of 

darkness) he told them that if they planned to enter Busted Gut, it was very important 



that they appear tough and masculine (except Fancy, who should appear tough and 

feminine) - and wear their hats at all times - especially when the sun rose the next 

morning. He then replaced his own hat (despite the fact that he’d just said that he 

didn’t need one after sunset) and departed... 

 

The group of intrepid earplugs made the decision that if they were to enter the town of 

Busted Gut they should avoid going in a single group, lest they frighten people. 

"We big bunch of aliens." Is how Nature Beast put it. "Frighten heck out of people." 

And they certainly didn't want to provoke a fight with the macho inhabitants - except 

Nature Beast of course, who was heard to utter the words: "Nature Beast punch 'em up 

throat." 

So soon they separated into two – less intimidating - groups... 

 



The Earplug Brothers chose one direction; whilst the others went the opposite way... 

 

The Earplug Brothers, in particular, entered Busted Gut through the South Gate. 

Hungry and thirsty, they were delighted to encounter a welcoming saloon... 

 

"Tie the Plugmutts away from the door." Rudi instructed his younger siblings. "We 

don't want to offend the locals by having one of them slip and fall on their butt whilst 

stepping in our Plugmutt's huge pool of piddle. Can you dig it?" 

The brothers could: so they did just that... 



 

As they pushed their way through the swing doors, they were expecting to enter a 

rough, tough, frontier bar. What they weren't expecting was a female weightlifter’s 

club... 

 

"Ooh," one of the customers squealed with delight when she spotted the boys as they 

entered, "just look at those fabulous hats!" 

Several rushed forward the feel the fabric. A couple of them gave Valentine's nose a 

tweak too. 

"You lot can have as much grub and beer as you can eat and drink," the Bar Owner 

shouted above Valentine's loud complaint, "just as long as you leave those hats behind 

when you leave. We just love daffodil 'round here – as you can see." 

It was a deal that the Earplug Brothers simply couldn't resist. Other than offering a 

handful of black and white photos featuring K’Plank’s bum, they had no way of paying 

for their victuals. So, after a delicious meal and a dazzling 'drag' show they decided to 

explore the town on foot... 



 

Outside, they were surprised to find a wide avenue with a huge building at the opposite 

end... 

 

"As avenues go, this is a very wide one." Chester observed. 

 

"This is so." Miles agreed. "And that building at the opposite end is huge!" 

This statement was proved accurate when they adjusted their collective focus… 



 

 

So they strode as nonchalantly as they could towards the only opening visible in the 

massive concrete-like structure, where the solitary Doorplug was stunned and amazed 

that earplugs from the outside world wanted to enter... 

 

"Didn't all you surface dwellers say that you'd rather stay up here on the top of 

Worstworld - and face whatever wrath the coming nova dealt you?" He said in a 

mixture of surprise and condemnation. 

"Worstworld?" Magnuss queried nervously. "As in worst world?" 

"Well wouldn't you call a world that's about to be ravaged by blinding light and 

incredible radiation storms the worst world you could possibly live on?" The Doorplug 

replied in consternation at Magnuss's ignorance. 



Valentine hadn't heard anything of this exchange since the Doorplug had uttered one 

particular word: "Nova?" He whispered to Rudi. "Has anyone mentioned to us that 

this planet's primary star is about to explode?" 

"Not that I recall, bro." Rudi whispered back through an expression that could be 

described as stone-like. 

Unaware of the time scale involved in the coming catastrophe, Miles was in favour of 

getting inside somewhere vaguely safe. "Yes, we all changed our minds." He lied in a 

state of near-panic. "Now come along, open up. Let us in. Like now!" 

Moments later the five Earplug Brothers dashed in as quickly as their legs would carry 

them... 

 

Whilst the boys were in the act of making their dreadful discovery, the other half of the 

exploration party had come across a delightful-looking cantina on the edge of town close 

to the North gate... 



 

Surprisingly Nature Beast, who had taken command of the party, also placed their 

Plugmutts where they would cause least trouble for the indigenous people... 

 

"Nature Beast now civilised." He said by way of explanation.   

Then they entered the cantina... 



 

Immediately several characters wearing wide-brimmed sombreros leapt to their feet... 

 

"What do you gringos think you are doing in here?" The barkeeper demanded. "And 

why is the red guy wearing such a dumb-ass hat?  He looks like a complete loser." 

Adam Binsmell felt uncomfortable, but hoped a pleasant smile might disarm the 

antagonistic clientele. But the situation quickly deteriorated as two more potential 

trouble-makers entered from the lavatory… 



 

"Who is interrupting El Feo's tinkle?" The uglier of them demanded. 

El Feo's sidekick added: "Sí: who is looking for a good slapping?" 

Well this was just the welcome that Nature Beast had been praying for since 

disembarking from Ship Number Fifteen. "Did Nature Beast say he civilised now?" The 

quasi-earplug asked rhetorically. "Nature Beast talk bull." He answered himself. 

El Feo and his gang, whom Adam noticed were named Los Dimbaticos, upon a 'wanted' 

poster, didn't know what hit them. Well actually they did: it was Nature Beast’s fists. 

All Adam, Simon, Fancy, and Jessie had to do was stand back and stare in awe. Then 

they helped themselves to a slice of tortilla and a jug of Sangría each, before departing a 

bar that lay in ruins... 

 

But once out of earshot of La Cantina, Adam turned to face the others... 



 

"Sorry everyone," he said without preamble, "but I have to find my sister; she's 

running a beer house in a place called Kah-Ki-Pu." 

"Okay." Nature Beast said on behalf of the entire team. "You go find sister. You take 

Nature Beast's hat too: look like prat in Mister Pong helmet." 

So it was a relieved and grateful Adam Binsmell that took his own way across the 

wilderness. And he gave Pegasus a break too – by clambering to the ground and 

walking on his own two feet... 

 

Chapter 8 

Of course what neither party could have known was that there were other people 

besides frontier town's folk upon the surface of this ultimately doomed world. In this 

case it was a group of 'sleeper' End Caps... 



 

...whose task was to maintain a squadron of Pirate Saucers in readiness to lend 

assistance to any passing mothership. In this case the team of End Caps took care of 

three such vessels... 

 

And on this particular day they intended to warm up the main drive units, and 'blow 

out the cobwebs' so-to-speak... 

 



Soon a saucer's motor begun to hum and glow, as strange alien energy was fed into it... 

 

Then, without any hint of effort, it shot skyward vertically... 

 

Meanwhile, not far away - upon the same arid salt flat - a team of prospectors were 

searching for some rare minerals deep below ground. Slobomite and Bumholium were 

very important to the subterranean cities, for protection against intense heat and 

sleeting solar radiation. This would be especially so when the sun went nova at some 

incalculable time in the not-too-distant future. Finlay Watersnaik rode his prospector's 

scooter across the salt flat… 

 



…where he planned to join his partners Byron Whipsnaid and John-Douglas 

Plectrum… 

 

…who, despite having the most advanced rig and ancillary equipment available, were 

meeting with a distinct lack of success... 

 

"Blast Slobomite!" John-Douglas Plectrum growled. "I wish I'd never heard of the 

stuff. If it had an arse – I’d kick it – really hard!" 

Byron Whipsnaid agreed. "Yes," he said, "it's totally poop. I hate it. And Bumholium 

too. If I could, I'd go and do something completely different with my life." 

"What?" John-Douglas was surprised. "What - like becoming a trapeze artist, you 

mean?" 

At that moment Byron realised that his partner had been in the field for far too long. 

He needed to be taken back below ground, and replaced with someone who wasn't 

obsessed with the idea of circus life. 



"I don't know." He replied. "I have intensely average musculature - so a career inside 

the Big Top is out of the question, obviously. I haven't really thought about it much." 

It was then that Byron heard the unfamiliar whine of an End Cap saucer flying above; 

and, for the first time since becoming a prospector, he knew fear... 

 

Byron had reason to fear for his safety, because the familiar saucer exhaust note had 

seemed to change subtly. Was that a spluttering and farting sound emitting from the 

saucer's plasma drive? And had the warm pink engine glow turned icy blue? 

 

Suddenly, like a football to the face, a premonition struck Byron. 

"Run, John-Douglas." He yelled, as he broke into a gold medal-winning hundred 

metres sprint. John-Douglas’ feet also flew with grace, and moments later they joined 

Finlay Watersnaik beside his salt flats scooter... 



 

And not a moment too soon, because the poxy saucer crashed right on top of their 

sodding rig! 

 

But if that wasn't bad enough the saucer crew said: "Compensation? Repair job?  You 

have got to be kidding. We're hyper-space pirates, pal: we don't compensate nobody: 

we live our lives entirely by our own rules. You and your pathetic problems don't mean 

squat to us. So get lost, you integrally-suited dope - and don't come back!" 

 



Of course Byron and Co were mortified. But they recovered quickly. Clearly there was 

nothing else to be said. Only one course of action remained open to the prospectors: 

Byron would have to take Finley's scooter and go for help... 

 

Naturally Byron wasn't particularly keen to ride a borrowed scooter, but Finlay didn't 

know the way; and John-Douglas was too circus-obsessed; so that left only him. So off 

he went… 

 

Back aboard Ship Number Fifteen, the engineers had solved the starting problems of 

the scout ship. They'd also painted the pilot's helmets a fetching shade of silver... 



 

The curator, Hakking Chestikoff, had come to see Quentin Hearthrob and Atcherly 

Speekin make their maiden flight... 

 

Hakking was so enthusiastic that he was almost tempted to tag along... 

 



"Now I want you to test everything thoroughly." He said. "The up and downiness; the 

swoopiness; speed; reliability, and, of course, the mini-atomic cannons!" 

He then hopped aside as the canopy lowered, and clicked into place... 

 

"Start engines." Quentin ordered.  

"Engines starting." Atcherly replied in a terribly professional manner. 

"Go up, then out of the shuttle bay." Quentin instructed the co-pilot. 

"Going up and out of the shuttle bay." Atcherly confirmed. Then... 

 



"Ooh, this is nice." Quentin said cheerfully. "I like flying. Do you like flying, 

Atcherly?" 

 

"I don't know." Atcherly Speekin replied. "I've never done it before." 

By purest luck – or lack thereof - Quentin and Atcherly flew directly above the spot 

where repairs to the downed Pirate saucer had just been completed... 

 

It was Atcherly who spotted it. "Flipping heck – look!" He squealed. "It's one of those 

ruddy hyperspace pirate saucers!" 

Quentin could barely believe his ears. He swung the scout ship around, just in time to 

see... 



 

...the faulty motor reactivate. Needless to say, Quentin got straight on to the radio... 

 

"Scout to Ship Number Fifteen," he said grimly, "we've detected a pirate attack saucer. 

It's live and ready for action: what do you want Atcherly and I to do?" 

After several minutes of horrified screams emitting from the dash-board speaker, a 

calm voice replied: "Destroy it. Annihilate it. Blow it into tiny pieces. Do it now - before 

they do the same to you!" 

This was not the response Quentin had expected. He felt a lump form in his throat, and 

heaving motion somewhere along his intestinal tract. He was having difficulty 

assimilating this information and the change of circumstances. He was supposed to be 

test-flying the scout ship: not taking it into battle. He didn't want to shoot anyone: he 

just wanted to whoosh across the sky at high speed and make balletic turns amongst the 

clouds.  



"Roger that." He managed into his microphone. To Atcherly he said: "You have the 

con, Atcherly: you may attack at will." 

Well Atcherly Speekin was like an aerial equivalent of Nature Beast - only better 

spoken. There was nothing he enjoyed more than pressing the 'fire' button on an 

advanced form of weapon. So he turned the ship sharply and hit the afterburners… 

 

But as quick as he was, the more experienced end cap pilot and gunner were quicker... 

 



Atcherly’s natural talent and deft twitching of the control lever narrowly avoided a 

direct hit... 

 

...and returned the compliment... 

 

Immediately the saucer began spewing smoke. It also sported the dreaded Black 

Moustache of Death so familiar with doomed spaceships... 

 



But Atcherly's blood-lust was running rampant. He swung about for another run at the 

enemy... 

 

But before his thumb could caress the firing stud, he realised that the saucer's engine 

had stalled... 

 

This discovery was quickly followed by the sight of the saucer's crew ejecting... 

 



So the scout ship crew noted their position... 

 

...then flew away in triumph... 

 

"I think that went very well." Quentin said after Atcherly had stopped cheering. "I'll 

just put a tick against Up and Downiness, Swoopiness, and Weapons Firing. Now let’s 

get back to the ship: who knows what will happen after this little escapade." 

The End (for now) 
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