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Chapter 1 

A while before the decision to depart the doomed planet, unofficially dubbed 

'Worstworld'… 

 

…by the Earplug Brothers and the crew and passengers of Ship Number Fifteen… 

 



…Doctor Snippentuck - the Museum of Future Technology's in-house cosmetic surgeon 

- heard a polite knock upon his cabin/clinic door... 

 

"Ooh," he said to himself, in the absence of his assistant, Thelma, "I wonder who wants 

their bibs and bobs seen to today." 

But when he answered the door he was surprised to find that it was none other than the 

curator, Hakking Chestikov, in need of his ministrations. So he called his brother, 

Doctor Choppenwood immediately... 

 

It soon became clear that whatever ailed Hakking had been doing so for a very long 

time indeed. "I'm a grotesque." He moaned, as the two body-change experts nodded 

sympathetically. "I'm so desperately ugly. I must be the ugliest male earplug aboard 

ship!" 

"At the very least." Snippentuck agreed. 



"Fine." Choppenwood said brusquely. "But how will swapping your nose for another 

one help you? You’ll look weird and unnatural. People will turn into another corridor 

to avoid you. Those of a delicate disposition with retch when your back is turned. 

Mirrors will crack; and mosquitoes will throw themselves on to any nearby fly paper in 

an effort to forestall their continued suffering." 

These were harsh words, but Snippentuck managed to soften them with: "For a small 

fee you can spend the night with your face immersed in our artificial tar pit." He 

offered. “That would be quite nice. And it’s not particularly expensive either.” 

Hakking weighed it up. Eventually he said: "Whilst I feel that my nose might reap some 

benefit from this, I wonder how it might affect some improvement to the rest of my 

facial characteristics?" 

Snippentuck shrugged his shoulders. "Nothing - probably.” He answered. “But when 

you’re as ghastly as you, anything's worth a try."  

So, after signing a few disclaimers, Hakking Chestikov lowered himself into the 

embrace of a bath of black glop… 

 

But when, hours later, he climbed from the bath, neither doctor could discern any 

improvement in the curator's outward appearance... 

 



Choppenwood tried to look on the bright side: "At least you won’t have to shave for a 

week or two." He said cheerfully. “The tar has completely stripped all of your follicles.” 

Snippentuck could see that Hakking was less than impressed, so he decided to fall back 

on an old technique for getting rid of potentially bothersome patients: "Try Doctor Pox, 

next door." He suggested. 

In desperation Hakking did just that... 

 

Naturally Doctor Pox was more than happy to take on another of Snippentuck's 

miserable failures. And why not; he'd made a good living from it. First of all he placed 

Hakking in an upside-down earplug vice... 

 

"This drains all the blood from your feet." He explained to the helpless curator. "It 

then fills up your head - plumping out your face in the process." 



But it didn't seem to work, so he tried having a robotic arm poke Hakking’s face in 

strategic locations... 

 

But all this did was move his features around and make him cry out in pain. So he tried 

shifting the robotic arm around so that it surprised Hakking into unexpected facial 

expressions by kicking him up the bum at random moments and even more strategic 

locations... 

 

Although the resultant expressions were extreme, they weren't extreme enough to alter 

Hakking's features permanently, so Pox was forced to accept defeat. 



"What you need is a miracle." He said in his most professional manner. "I've heard 

that such things happen in the mystical mountain kingdom of Kah-Ki-Pu. So I suggest 

you carry yourself off there with alacrity. But, once you’re there, don't hang around for 

too long: rumour has it that the ship is being readied to launch quite soon." 

Hakking Chestikov was aware of an impending departure, so he didn't waste a second: 

he was out of the airlock like a startled Wren... 

 

Aware that time was of the essence, he quickly took the controls of the stolen End Cap 

Hover Chariot... 

 



...and hit the Turbo Boost button with all his might. Very soon he was racing up hills... 

 

...and rushing down dales... 

 



He whooshed up steep, often precipitous, inclines... 

 

...and slammed into troughs and hollows like a demented refuse truck... 

 

And when he found the road that promised to lead him to Kah-Ki-Pu…well it was full 

speed ahead and damn the torpedoes... 



 

Sadly, for Hakking, the fuel consumption figures for the average hover chariot were 

appalling - especially on turbo boost - and soon he found himself walking... 

 

And what a walk it was - especially when the going got rough... 



 

The situation didn’t improve when the path that led into the mountains proved cold, 

inhospitable, and heavily irradiated by the blue giant star that threatened Worstworld 

with destruction... 

 

But eventually he gained the summit - and the huge pipe that pumped reinvigorating 

essences into the air... 



 

Now all he had to do was find some kind of civilisation and ask for help. Fortunately, 

like Byron Whipsnaid and Adam Binsmell before him, Hakking Chestikov stumbled 

upon the house of booze owned by fellow Earthling, Lilac Earthdamsel (nee Binsmell). 

But at that particular moment in time everyone was out celebrating a religious festival 

called 'Show Your Bum to Sirius', in which the people of Kah-Ki-Pu dropped their 

trousers and waved their backsides in the air in a pathetic attempt to shame the 

recalcitrant blue giant star above them into giving up its idea about going supernova 

sometime in the near future, and cooking the planet in the process… 

 

Everyone, that is, with the exception of the bar cleaner, Glenda Bootstrap... 



 

"Why hello, young fellow m’lad." She said pleasantly. "What's your name? How'd you 

like me to buff up your worn and dusty boots with my mop and bucket?" 

Hakking turned away. "Don't look at me." He bellowed. "I'm disgusting!" He then told 

her of his plight. Glenda, being a kind soul, suggested that he should visit the nearby 

advice centre for help. So he did... 

 

...and whilst doing so he experienced no difficulty whatsoever passing the delicious 

cornflakes shop situated next door. He stood for several indecisive moments at the 

door... 

 



...before finally plucking up the courage to step forward... 

 

As he entered the building he realised that the advice centre was entirely automated, 

and that the trepidation he felt about speaking with a real person had been unnecessary. 

He felt comfortable with computers: they didn't measure their users by their degree of 

ghastliness. They crashed and generally mucked people about for no reason at all - even 

if they were stunningly beautiful examples of earplugkind… 

 

He couldn't help but recognise Lilac Earthdamsel (nee Binsmell) from the holographic 

recording that she'd left for her brother, Adam, inside the crashed Ship Number 

Fourteen. The fellow in the one-piece prospector's suit beside her, he assumed, was 



Byron Whipsnaid – the miserably failed prospector for Slobomite and Bumholium. He 

decided to wait: it would be unseemly for a curator to impose himself upon others: he'd 

have to find the computer's 'on' switch all by himself. Only after the Advice Shop 

computer had given its advice to the young couple did Hakking approach one of the 

alien devices... 

 

It was a very happy Lilac and Byron who exited the Advice Shop, because they'd been 

able to print out some coupons for use specifically in the Cornflakes Shop next door…  

 

Then it was Hakking's turn to exit the Advice Shop with a smile upon his gruesome 

face... 



 

...because the computer had told him, to fulfil his greatest wish, that he need only wait 

until dusk.  

A short while later Lilac and Byron were in the act of vacating the apartment that they 

shared. The Advice Shop computer had been explicit: they were to give up their 

worthless existence in Kah-Ki-Pu, and embark upon an adventure - the like of which 

they could recall in their dotage. Initially they had their doubts… 

 

But once outside the condominium their spirits rose... 



 

Whatever life was going to throw at them, they were certain that they would face it 

together. So before long they'd loaded up their saddlebags, and were now headed out of 

town upon their Plugmutts... 

 

Chapter 2 

Like a soggy blanket, time hung heavily upon Hakking Chestikov's shoulders whilst he 

waited alone on the fringes of the mystical mountain kingdom of Kah-Ki-Pu. But as 

dusk finally arrived, Hakking knew that he must do exactly as the Advice Shop 

computer had instructed him. That instruction was that he should stand directly 

beneath the huge vent pipe that protruded from the very bowels of the mountain upon 

which Kah-Ki-Pu stood. Once in position he must empty his mind of all thoughts bar his 

greatest wish. So, as deep impenetrable shadows slipped across the mountain like an 

approaching swarm of quiescent locusts, Hakking felt a strange sensation in the end of 

his nose. It quickly spread throughout his body, and he began to sparkle... 



 

Then the world seemed to spin out of control like a gigantic un-balanced ceiling fan, and 

he became disoriented... 

 

Although he had no mirror to hand, he felt absolutely certain that a great physical 

change had occurred. And he wasn't wrong. So five minutes later he arrived back at 

Lilac's - out of breath and sweating like an aging boar in a duffle coat... 

 



"Look, Glenda," he cried as Glenda Bootstrap emerged from the bar, "it's me: 

Hakking Chestikov!" 

Glenda was nothing short of amazed. "I'm nothing short of amazed." She squealed with 

delight. "You're so devilishly handsome; if you hadn't spoken I'd never have recognised 

you. Not sure about the vaguely excremental hue though: that could take some getting 

used to. But at least you don't smell." 

Hakking was very pleased with Glenda's reaction. It allowed an idea to form inside his 

curator’s head: "I wonder," he began nervously, "since I'm no longer the most 

repulsive male earplug on the planet..." 

His request trailed off into silence; but Glenda knew what he wanted to say: "You'd like 

me to take you inside for a nice cup of tea and a round of crumpets, wouldn't you?" She 

said. 

Hakking nodded. "Please." He said. "If you don't think I'm being too bold." 

“Not at all.” Glenda assured her new-found chum. “It’ll give me the chance to use my 

new gingham table cloth.” 

Fortunately, for Byron Whipsnaid, the salts flats lay close to the foot of the mountain 

range upon which Kah-Ki-Pu was located. From the foothills Byron was able to use his 

powerful prospector's binoculars to watch his former colleagues, Findlay Watersnaik 

and John-Douglas Plectrum, prospecting for fresh deposits of Bumholium… 

 

Rather exultingly - he thought - they appeared to have female co-workers. Naturally 

Byron decided that he and Lilac should visit them... 



 

...where John-Douglas introduced them to their girlfriends - Lillie Whitewater and 

Kirsten Sponduli. 

"What lovely names." Byron said in his most charming manner. 

"What lovely one-piece suits." Lilac added. "They accentuate your every curve. And no 

Visible Pantie Line either!" 

John-Douglas thought it best he change the subject: "So what's the plan, Byron?" He 

inquired. "I hear there's a huge market for novelty latex buttocks in Busted Gut: would 

you be interested in modelling them?" 

Byron sighed: poor John-Douglas was such a buffoon. Always making ridiculous 

suggestions and dreaming up stupid ideas. "Not right now, John-Douglas." He replied 

in his infinitely patient tone. "But I'm sure something will come up." 

It was Lillie Whitewater who filled the awkward silence that followed: 

 



"I've heard rumours that there's something big about to happen in the subterranean 

city beneath Busted Gut." She told the newcomers. 

"That's right.” Kirsten Sponduli took up the narrative. “The Minister of Forward 

Thinking is asking for all sorts of brilliant ideas about surviving the coming nova." 

"We're having no luck at all finding Bumholium, so we were thinking of trying out for a 

position there ourselves." 

"We could go as a group." Findlay suggested. "The old team back together again." 

"Yeah." John-Douglas agreed. "Success is assured - only this time with girls!" 

Meanwhile Hakking Chestikov was taking a hurried and nerve-wracking short cut back 

to Ship Number Fifteen... 

 

The precipitous drops and steep rocky walls on either side were scaring him to the verge 

of incontinence. But he had no choice because he'd been warned to stay clear of the 

usual routes down from Kah-Ki-Pu because of the potential presence of El Feo and his 

evil bandit gang, Los Dimbaticos... 

 



But this half-concern was swept away when a frighteningly familiar sound shattered the 

silence, and he broke into a panic-fuelled run... 

 

But just as he reached the ridge that lined the topographical depression into which Ship 

Number Fifteen had sunk, the air around him was torn asunder, shattered, and cast to 

the wind's four quarters as... 

 

...the huge vessel climbed skyward upon twin columns of irresistible power... 



 

Clearly Ship Number Fifteen had departed without him. So, with his home and people 

now far beyond his grasp, the enormity of his sudden loss struck Hakking like a boot in 

the ear hole... 

 

"Oh vanity-vanity." He wailed, as the dust around him settled and cooled. "The 

bleeders have left without me - the lily-livered scum bags. But it's all my fault. My fault. 

Do you hear me, world? If I hadn't wanted to become handsome, I'd be aboard that 

ship right now. I’d still be ugly, of course – like an old boot that has laid in a ditch for a 

decade and a half: but at least I’d have my nice comfy bed: someone to talk to: and 

access to a lavatory with quilted toilet tissue!" 

Pre-warned by Captain Noseblower, Sherriff Sinclair Brooch had wandered by to 

watch the launch. Now he discovered the disconsolate Hakking… 



 

"Hey, little fella." He said. "I'm real sorry for ya loss. Ya must feel like ya been kicked 

right up the ass." 

He then opined that any earplug with enough gumption and get-up-and-go to become a 

curator of a futuristic museum on a distant world must be full of brilliant and 

wonderful ideas. "Hey," he finished, "why don't ya get yourself off to the underground 

city: with your looks and brains you'd make one swell public official!" 

With no other recourse open to him, Hakking took the Sherriff’s advice, where he went 

immediately to the office of Busti Misanthrope - Minister of Forward Thinking… 

 



"Hi," he said - as he entered the austere room that was lit by two bare light bulbs... 

 

He then added: "I've got this great idea: I think you're gonna like it!" 

Busti was yet to hear a word of Hakking's idea, as she sat there in the corner upon her 

ministerial throne, but she liked it already... 

 

"Really?" She said with enthusiasm evident. "We don't get too many ideas around 

here: what is it?" 



So, thinking upon his feet, Hakking told Busti of his idea. Moments later he and the 

minister departed the office... 

 

As they made their way along a thoroughfare, Busti said to Hakking: "Let me show you 

our underground city."  

"Look," she said as they paused upon a high vantage point, "representatives of a 

civilisation awaiting Armageddon." 

 

Hakking was amazed. "But they seem to be going about their business as though 

nothing untoward was about to happen!" He exclaimed. 



"That's because they're all deadheads." Busti explained.  "All the brave souls are long-

gone - to face the future with an iron resolve and a steely grimace - rather than sink 

their metaphorical heads in the metaphysical sand, like this bunch of..." She was lost for 

a suitably insulting descriptive term. 

Then, as they descended to street level, it became clear to the earplug from Earth that 

the populace of the city beneath Busted Gut were all happy, shiny people without an 

apparent care in the world. He said as much... 

 

"No brains." Busti replied. "If we want to carry your fabulous plan through, we'll have 

to look elsewhere for personnel. The question is, where?" 

"Hmm, I think you might be right." Hakking said as he gazed into the beautiful face of 

the Minister of Forward Thinking, whilst they stepped on to the main thoroughfare that 

had suddenly become deserted. "They've all run away at the first sight of me. Do you 

think it might be my rather ploppy colourisation that is to blame?" 

 



Busti smiled at this. "Perhaps." She said. "More likely it's your out-of-town-ness. They 

are an insular lot. But I suppose we should give them the opportunity to volunteer and 

assist with your 'great plan' - just in case we miss the one or two of them who are worth 

the air they breathe; the food they consume; and, of course, their sewerage costs." 

Hakking agreed; and before long a public announcement was made that instructed 

everyone in the city to attend an important meeting on the main plaza. Naturally, being 

good, obedient citizens, the inhabitants duly arrived just a half-hour later... 

 

As they waited the crowd chatted amiably, and some sang a few nice songs. But when 

they heard that a vast space ship was to be constructed, and that everyone was invited 

to volunteer as either construction workers or crew, they all ran away screaming - like 

the feeble-minded silicone whelks they were... 

 



Naturally Hakking was disappointed: but Busti was left feeling utterly nauseous… 

 

…especially after inhaling the crowd’s inevitable Farts of Consternation. She was 

acutely embarrassed for her people too, and couldn't bring herself to watch them flee - 

up the exit ramp, and thence to their abodes... 

 

So Hakking and Busti had to conjure up another idea - which they did in about three 

seconds flat. 

Soon Sherriff Sinclair Brooch was receiving visitors - just behind the corral, near the 

Plugmutt shed... 



 

"Hey, do ya mind!" He complained crossly. "I'm in the middle of deputising some 

new...er...deputies. They're a couple of local end cap teenagers - so they don't have a 

whole heck of a lot of time to waste. They got important stuff to do. Now what do ya 

want?" 

When Hakking told Sinclair that he, as the biggest, bravest guy in Busted Gut, had been 

assigned the duty of going amongst the tribespeople and surface dwellers to enlist them 

into an army of workers and volunteers to construct and crew a vast interstellar vessel 

that was based upon the proven design of Spaceship Numbers Fourteen and Fifteen (but 

with a much better anti-neutrino drive) with which they would flee the coming 

catastrophe - that being the impending nova - the sheriff had his doubts… 

 

“Shucks, that’s a big ask.” Brooch replied. “Tell ya what: I’ll only do it if I can be 

captain of the ship.” 



Neither Busti nor Hakking wanted the role, so they readily agreed. Then one of the 

teenaged end caps made a suggestion that bordered upon genius: “Why don’t you 

kidnap the Hyperspace Pirates that live out on the salt flats in their secret cave!” He 

chirped. 

“Yeah,” the other joined in. “You could press-gang our absent fathers into servitude. 

They’re skilled technicians: they could be really useful in the engine room. End caps 

make natural engineers: everyone knows that: just look at the racing saucers me and 

my pals built – using nothing more than a few scribbled notes and the full technical 

specification blueprints found rotting in a bottom drawer aboard the crashed Earth 

ship!” 

Busti wasted no time making a call to the military. Soon eyes, skilled in the dark art of 

clandestineness, were watching the Hyperspace Pirates as they serviced their last 

surviving attack saucer... 

 

From atop the attack saucer the Hyperspace Pirate Maintenance Foreman was still 

shouting vulgar instructions, when suddenly his entire group were surrounded by 

Special Vermillion Earplug Commandos... 

 



 “Flip!” He roared with impotent rage as powerful arms grabbed him and thwarted his 

attempts to throw himself into the resulting mêlée. Moments later more commandos 

appeared – as though out of nowhere... 

 

And they brought Sherriff Brooch and his deputy wife, Nancy along – just for the fun of 

it. The commandos thoroughly enjoyed putting their long hours of training into practise 

by... 

 

...utilising their Chai Tea martial arts skills, and kicking seven bales of stuffing out of 

the pirates. 



 

“Let me go.” The Foreman shouted as he stamped upon a commando’s foot. “I’ll write 

to my Member of Parliament about this!” 

But his cries and remonstrations went ignored, and soon the entire maintenance crew... 

 

…were temporarily imprisoned in the subterranean city, where they were introduced to 

the bare skeleton of a spaceship engine room that had been largely copied from the 

crashed Earth ship - Ship Number Fourteen... 



 

 “Hmm,” they said admiringly, “this has potential. What’s the hourly rate of pay?” 

So before long expensive and advanced equipment began arriving... 

 

And moody lighting was installed... 



 

Then things began moving apace... 

 

...and an improved version of the anti-neutrino drive from the derelict Ship Number 

Fourteen was installed, so that the engineers could study it and perfect the original 

design... 



 

A few weeks later Hakking, Busti and a group of self-important busy-bodies visited - to 

marvel at the progress that had been made... 

 

“Jolly good show, chaps.” Hakking – who had been made Minister of Interplanetary 

Travel – said cheerfully. “Now I want everyone to line up: I have something very 

important to tell you.”  

With tea break approaching, the end caps duly complied with Hakking’s instruction, 

and formed up into a reasonably straight line… 



 

But even as they did so, their sense of professional pride demanded that they cast their 

gaze this way and that around the now-familiar surroundings of the engine room – in 

search of imperfections within their work place.... 

 

So they took immediate umbrage when Hakking said: “As wonderful as your work has 

been, we are falling a little behind schedule. I’m afraid you’re going to have to accept 

some help – from some recently developed Engineer Robots – otherwise known, by their 

creators, as G’neerbots.” 

He then instructed the G’neerbots to enter the compartment... 



 

“They’re garbage, they are.” The Foreman growled. “No machine can do an 

engineering job as well as a living end cap. They just aint got the feel.” 

But his words did no good, because the G’neerbots proceeded to swarm over, and 

thoroughly inspect, all the equipment that the end caps had installed so expertly... 

 



“It’s not that we doubt your abilities and know-how.” Hakking assured the engineers. 

“It’s your motivation that we question. The G’neerbots are present merely to check 

tolerances and set-up of the most crucial systems.” 

 

“And weed out any bombs and signs of sabotage.” Busti added.  

Some of the press-ganged end caps felt insulted by the suggestion that they might ruin 

this great enterprise, so they donned disguises, and went to look at an art exhibition... 

 



Others didn’t mind so much, but they didn’t trust their little cybernetic assistants, and 

so watched their every move from the air-conditioned comfort of the main control 

panel... 

 

Meanwhile Sherriff Sinclair Brooch and his deputies were searching the supposedly 

long-abandoned catacombs of a nearby deserted city for signs of tribespeople and the 

like... 

 

As they went ever deeper into the labyrinth of mud dwellings, the young deputies began 

sweating nervously, and complained that they were beings of the great open sky: not 



creatures that enjoyed being stuck down a hot and smelly hell hole. So they took their 

hats off in protest and wondered why they couldn’t get a signal on their cell ‘phones... 

 

Eventually it was Sinclair, alone, who discovered a distant light source... 

 



He rushed forward with eager anticipation in his every stride... 

 

And what he saw through the aperture astonished him... 

 

So without further ado he turned around and raced back to the city to make his report. 



Chapter 3 

A short while after receiving Sherriff Sinclair Brooch’s report on the mud dwellings, the 

First Contact team of recently-employed prospectors, Findlay Watersnaik and John-

Douglas Plectrum were despatched... 

 

“Ooh-er.” John-Douglas said nervously, “it looks awfully dark in there.” 

“What a remarkable coincidence.” Findlay replied. “Those were exactly my words 

when I first attempted to fill a bucket from my father’s coal bunker.” 

John-Douglas raised an eyebrow. “Really?” He said as he plucked up the courage to 

enter the catacombs. “When was this?” 

 



“Long ago – almost lost in the mists of time - when I was a mere boy.” Findlay replied. 

He then added: “Right; brace yourself; we’re going in.” 

 

“Did you ever tell Lillie about your coal hole experience?" John-Douglas inquired. 

And Findlay answered: "Yes. We have no secrets from each other. Not even the scary, 

personal ones.” 

Once inside the subterranean mud village, the two prospectors found themselves 

entirely alone... 

 



There seemed to be mile upon mile of underground walkways and corridors... 

 

But of any habitation there was no sign. 

"I don't know," Findlay said with a sigh, "it's almost as if they don't want to be found." 

 

"I think you're right." John-Douglas grunted as he pulled himself through a roughly 

hewn hatchway that led to another level. "This place is deserted." 



 

But as they crept around in the subdued lighting, neither prospector was aware that any 

number of eyes were secretly trained upon them... 

 



As they entered a vast hall, John-Douglas said: "I vote we go back and tell the sheriff 

that he's a face-ache."  

 

Although John-Douglas was keen to quit, Findlay wanted to continue the search. 

"Sheriff Brooch swears that he saw movement and heard voices.” He replied. “In any 

case, what would the girls think of us if we just gave up?" 

John-Douglas agreed regretfully, and so only half-noticed that the great hall was 

carpeted... 

 

Instead he was more concerned with the opinions of their girlfriends, Lillie Whitewater 

and Kirsten Sponduli. "If we return empty-handed, so-to-speak,” He squeaked, “do you 

think they might spurn us?"  

Findlay nodded. "Lunch would be off the menu, that's for certain." 

John-Douglas took a second to digest this. "Oh, right." He said as he stepped forward. 

"Let's get at it then. Leave no stone unturned and that sort of thing." 



So they did, and after only a short while they discovered a modernised section that 

included pre-stressed concrete as a major construction material... 

 

Then John-Douglas thought he heard voices accompanying a rather funky rhythm. So it 

came as no surprise when they turned the next corner to find a disco in full flow... 

 

Some girls called to them: "Coo-ee," they shouted above the insistent bass line of 

'Everybody Wear a Disco Hump', by Hambledon Bohannon, "why don't you join us? 

You can dance around our handbags if you want to. Let's get down - huh!" 



 

But, as it happened, neither Findlay nor John-Douglas really enjoyed disco music: and 

prancing around a dance floor in platform shoes was an absolute anathema to them. 

They preferred traditional folk, barn dances, and sensible sneakers. So they made their 

farewells - despite the fact that the girls were in imminent danger of falling off their 

high heels and showing their knickers as they sprawled gracelessly across the disco floor 

- and departed with the news that the catacombs contained a thriving and intellectually 

advanced society.  

Naturally, when hearing the news that disco lived on beneath ground, Hakking and 

Busti made best speed for the mud village... 

 

"Hello." Busti called at the door of the underground edifice. "We'd like to have a word 

with you, if that's alright. Can you switch the record player off for a couple of 

minutes?" 



 

Once he had everyone's attention, Hakking explained that he and Busti were recruiting 

the bravest and most capable earplugs upon the planet for a great adventure into deep 

space. This met with the approval of some, whilst others prevaricated. Fortunately for 

the spaceship project, one of the mud people - a brave young fellow by the name of 

Huget Johnson - decided to address his fellow catacomb dwellers... 

 



"Getting down to the disco groove is all well and good," he said in a pleasant stentorian 

tone, "but do any of you recall how bloody horrible it is down here during the rainy 

season? This place is full of gooey mud and runny plop for months. Remember how 

much you learn to hate your rubber boots - not to mention your over-flowing 

lavatories? Anyone who wouldn't want to ride in a huge, dry, spaceship - complete with 

nice new toilets - would have to be clinically insane – or possibly terrorists! Well I'm 

telling you this: me and my wife, Betty, are going. Anyone with more than half a brain 

will join us." 

Well with a rousing speech like that, recruiting offices were soon overwhelmed with 

applicants... 

 

And even surface townships like Busted Gut drew earplugs from far and wide... 

 

Soon they were standing in line at any number of office doors... 



 

Many were trepidatious. More had butterflies in their stomachs. And some blew off 

nervously... 

 

...which disappointed some; and put others into a state of denial. But most were stoic 

and outwardly calm... 

 



And when the golden doors of opportunity began to creak open... 

 

...everyone rushed forward like a right bunch of plonkers. The testing was about to 

commence. 

Chapter 4 

The first test for the new recruits required them to run at full speed through a curving 

maze. Naturally some of them chose to run in one direction... 

 



...whilst others selected an alternative route... 

 

As she stood atop an observation daïs, Minister Busti Misanthrope said: "Surely both 

groups can't be right?"  

 

Sadly Busti was only half right, because neither direction was correct... 

 



"Oh dear," Hakking Chestikov said as a head-on crash occurred, "I wonder what the 

Cyber-Oracle will have to say about this utter fiasco." 

As was her wont, Busti almost gagged at the thought... 

 

...and her assistant, Glenda Bootstrap, who had followed Hakking from Kah-Ki-Pu, 

couldn't face the Machine Intelligence's recriminations and turned away... 

"Well," the Cyber-Oracle began, "that didn't go entirely to plan, did it?"  

 

It then adopted a look that it's advanced computerised brain believed would shame the 

new recruits... 



 

"I despair." It said. "I truly fear that the blue giant star that shines upon our world will 

go nova long before our beloved spaceship will have a crew; or, worse still, will launch 

into the cosmos with a bunch of wallies at the helm." 

Surprisingly this had the opposite effect to what the Cyber-Oracle had intended. It - 

with its vast depository of knowledge that spanned the history of the planet named (by 

the Earplug Brothers) Worstworld - had supposed that the weaker-willed and more 

feeble-brained of the recruits would have burst into tears and dashed off; whilst the 

stronger examples of earplugkind would have grown angry and determined to prove the 

advanced automaton wrong. What happened instead was that everyone cosied up to the 

huge spherical intelligence, and said things like: "Oh, Cyber-Oracle - you don't mean 

that!" 

 



And: "You are an absolute darling, Cyber-Oracle, but you really should wash out your 

cyber-mouth with cyber-carbolic soap: that was just soooo cruel!" 

And when one of the applicants kissed its Cyber-Bottom... 

 

...the Cyber-Oracle was so overwhelmed that it became certain that everyone there 

would pass their tests with flying colours, and duly said as much. So it was a happy 

bunch of earplugs that made their way to the cafeteria for a refreshing cup of lemon tea 

and a slab of flapjack... 

 

None were more pleased with the result of the recruit’s first test than Busti Misanthrope 

and Glenda Bootstrap. Although neither of them knew it, both females had fallen head-

over-heels in love with the rejuvenated Hakking Chestikov, and were inordinately 

pleased that his plans might now reach fruition... 



 

Then it was on to watch the first training session... 

 

They couldn't wait, though several recruits proved less than dextrous at the controls of 

a float-scooter... 

 



In fact some were so frightened that they very nearly croaked where they stood and so 

shook nervously. From there they progressed to learning the rudimentary rules about 

the attitude and manoeuvring skills of flying saucers... 

 

...whilst others learned how to maintain the real thing and keep all their twinkly 

lights…er…twinkling nicely... 

 

Then came the moment when they would seat themselves inside the pilot's cupola of a 

racing saucer that had been ‘liberated’ by the authorities from their talented teenage 

end cap builders... 



 

Sadly Huget and Betty Johnson failed utterly to exhibit any confidence in Poxy 

Pilkington as she assumed the controls. But Lillie Whitewater was all smiles: she knew 

Poxy was more than capable; but just to make sure that Poxy tried her best she'd 

threatened that should Poxy fail she would  give the poor lass a 'wedgie' that would 

have her walking upon bandy legs for days. Her smile broadened with pride as Poxy's 

saucer lifted from the deck upon a column of semi-visible ‘repulsor’ energy... 

 

And she felt decidedly pleased with herself when the pretty orange female earplug 

landed it again successfully, with barely a clank as the hull hit the hangar floor... 



 

Ada Muffin did less well in her first flight when she failed to maintain attitude control, 

and accidentally hung her saucer upon a hook that protruded carelessly from the 

hangar wall.... 

 

In fact she wondered if her feet would ever touch solid ground again... 



 

Meanwhile, and despite his earlier failures aboard the simulator, Huget Johnson firmly 

believed that he was born to fly. So before he'd taken more than a handful of lessons, 

he'd snuck off to the Flying Chair cupboard, where he dragged out the aforementioned 

Flying Chair... 

 

Leaning a leaden foot upon the kick starter, Huget fired up the tiny motor... 



 

The jangling air-cooled single cylinder two-stroke engine sent a wave of excitement 

down his spine, through his abdomen, and out through his belly button. "Wow!" He 

yelled as he wrenched upon the twist-grip throttle. A split second later the device had 

leapt from the ground like a scalded flea... 

 

Pouring on more power, Huget took the Flying Chair to its maximum cruising ceiling... 

 



...which was higher than he had expected, and he duly passed out through fright and a 

lack of oxygen. So the next anyone saw of Huget Johnson was when he came screaming 

back towards the ground like an in-coming extinction event... 

 

Fortunately Glenda wasn't around to see Huget crash into the municipal duck pond, 

where the resultant tsunami wreaked havoc among the cowboy hat merchants who had 

stalls there. Instead she was in an elevator, having a quiet word with her Plugmutt, 

Winston... 

 



"I'm sorry, Winston," She said, "but I'm going on a long journey. So I'm going to give 

you to an end cap with a terrible haircut. Him and his RoboSecGua, which he stole 

from the crashed Earth ship, are going to look after you until I get back... 

 

Winston didn't seem to mind the thought of separation from Glenda too much. In fact 

he relished the idea of a new owner: Glenda seldom washed or brushed her teeth, and, 

quite frankly, his sensitive nose was getting sick and tired of the whiff. 

Other Plugmutts, though, would be accompanying the earplugs on their space flight. So 

it was necessary for the only female member of the United Stoats Cavalry - one 

Bordergarde Nell - to teach the recruits the rudiments of riding and Plugmutt care... 

 



She also sent them on long route marches across the desert from the back gate of Fort 

Dunderhead... 

 

Even worse for the recruits, Bordergarde also insisted that they frequent La Cantina... 

 

...in which she hoped they would learn how to fist-fight - especially with the bandit 

leader, El Feo and his only remaining member of Los Dimbaticos... 



 

…whom they kept locked up in a back room. But if all this wasn't tough enough, 

Bordergarde would test the would-be crew members to the very limits of their 

endurance by taking the entire brigade to a hidden valley in which the sole surviving 

forest on Worstworld still grew... 

 

The coniferous trees that the recruits encountered were nothing short of bloody 

humongous. The thought of going among such organic giants gave some earplugs the 

heebie-jeebies.... 



 

"Ooh, it's a bit dark in here." Billie Brownstain - the only blue end cap in Worstworld - 

was heard to whisper nervously. 

Lusti Bellow was in full agreement: "Let us huddle together for mutual support." She 

suggested. So they did... 

 

A while later, when everyone had pretty much gotten used to the idea of such tall living 

things; the perpetual twilight; and the pine needles that seemed to insinuate themselves 

into earplug underpants with discomforting ease, they began to relax and spread out... 



 

Glenda was very much at the forefront of this. But even her drive and enthusiasm was 

dwarfed by Houndstooth Dribblesock, who took to smelling everything up close and 

personal... 

 

He even began climbing into the higher branches of the mighty pines... 

 



...and he took his chum - Gusi Ghandar - with him, which suited Gusi because there 

were few activities he liked more than helping earplugs climb up things by pushing 

firmly upon their behinds. Soon his excitement spread like an epidemic and others - 

namely Plankton Greene, Bottoms Parkingwell, and Mirey Batch - quickly followed 

Houndstooth and Gusi into the forest canopy... 

 

Some even showed tremendous ingenuity, and rigged up some electric lighting for 

nocturnal arboreal manoeuvres... 

 



And when they returned to the city, Ada Muffin painted a lovely illuminated mural that 

she said represented their day out perfectly... 

 

Chapter 5 

Well, the next day, those earplugs who were training the recruits, decided that a day off 

was in order. They suggested that instead of indulging in sporting activities or wild, 

unfettered lie-ins and drunken stupors, the recruits should try stimulating their 

cerebral side by visiting an art exhibition. Blasten Buggret - one of the former 

Hyperspace Pirates - had already visited the exhibition; but when he heard that 

someone had found a 'pirate' copy of Anton Twerp's 'The Yelp of Fear', he thought he'd 

tag along... 

 



But when he found that Sigmund Drake's version of Twerp’s Crooked Teeth was 

actually nothing more than a painting-by-numbers copy, he was not best pleased. As 

was the artist rubber bung, Pete Twiddler... 

 

...who hated Drake's carbon copy so much that he called him a slug. Twiddler was more 

than glad, though, to show off his own work. In this case 'Island Aflame'... 

 

But at least one potential customer decided to pass on his 'Explosion in a Paint 

Factory'... 



 

Daisy Pong - one of the survivors of the Ship Number Fourteen crash (and Mister 

Pong's long-lost cousin) - had used her photographic skills to render a work that she 

entitled ‘Worlds on Spikes'... 

 

And the rather stern Callista Dropgut, used tea leaves to create a work that she called 

'The Winged Sausage'... 

 



They also held an impromptu Visible Spectrum Farting Contest. Poxy Pilkington did 

well by impersonating someone with a Roman candle protruding from the back of their 

trousers.... 

 

And Nancy Brooch managed a fabulous ethereal emission that was almost ghostly in 

appearance... 

 

But it was Poxy who brought the house down with a fart that was positively volcanic in 

nature... 



 

Billie Brownstain decided that breaking wind for fun was almost disgusting, and so took 

herself to a long corridor in which she could stretch her legs and spend some time alone 

- where she discovered a poster for an Anton Twerp exhibit… 

 

 

"Oh," she said, "I'm not sure that I want to see something that fell out of a loose cargo 

hold when that Earth ship took off. It's probably other-worldly and a bit ghastly." 

Under normal circumstances, the thought of an Anton Twerp exhibit should have 

receded to the rear of Billie Brownstain's brain and eventually become lost in the maze 

of connecting tissues inside her silicone skull: but soon the blue female end cap 

stumbled upon another sign. And when she spotted Callista Dropgut stumbling from 

the exit in stunned amazement, her curiosity was immediately piqued... 



 

So she hid around the corner to see if anyone else had seen the exhibit. Soon she was 

rewarded with the sight of a slightly shell-shocked Bobbi Butano; a rather shame-faced 

Fanny Skidmarx, and a trembling Poxy Pilkington, as they followed Callista out at a 

respectable distance… 

 

Naturally she went looking for the entrance where she spotted Glenda Bootstrap and 

Blasten Buggret making their way inside... 

 



Inside was quite impressive - all shiny and blue, which was her favourite colour. Using 

her instincts, she followed the signs... 

 

...that led her to a spectacularly lit tunnel...  

 

Then it was on to the first exhibit, where she found several bemused patrons... 

 



Only Glenda, the former bar-cleaner, seemed to approve. She also enjoyed the second 

exhibit. She liked the fact that Twerp had given the strange blue and red mushroom 

sculpture a pair of legs with flared trousers... 

 

But it was the third, and final, exhibit that most thrilled Billie... 

 

"Wow, everybody." She yelled above the general grumbling of discontent. "This is just 

like the mushrooms that my old mum used to grow in our plugmutt stable!" 



Chapter 6 

The following day the recruits were broken up into smaller groups. On this occasion 

two groups were summoned to a location that was new to them. The first, comprising 

Fanny Skidmarx, Kirsten Sponduli, Callista Dropgut, Blasten Buggret, and Billie 

Brownstain, were instructed to stand to one side of the pure white room into which they 

had been invited... 

 

Whilst, Sigmund Drake, Bobbi Butano, Poxy Pilkington, and the Johnsons - Huget and 

Betty - stood to the other... 

 

Then something wonderful occurred. A big white round thing appeared before them… 



 

"This," a booming voice issued forth from a multitude of hidden speakers, "is a scale 

model of the K T Woo!" 

"Great." Blasten Buggret responded. "What is a K T Woo?" 

"The K T Woo is the vast interplanetary vessel upon which all of you hope to serve." 

The voice replied. "Isn't it fab?" 

"Why is it called the K T Woo?" Bobbi Butano inquired. 

"It's named after a reclusive singer-songwriter." The voice explained. "Hakking 

Chestikov is a huge fan of hers. He’s got all her albums, and several pairs of knickers 

that he stole from her dressing room chest of drawers." 

"Couldn't we name it after one of our own reclusive singer-songwriters?" The slightly 

xenophobic Callista Dropgut argued. 

"We could." The voice answered. "But we don't know any. Do you? That’s the trouble 

with reclusive singer-songwriters: no one knows who the hell they are!" 

A door suddenly slid open. Standing upon the other side of it was a rather boggle-eyed 

Busti Misanthrope and Hakking Chestikov... 

 



"This way. This way. Quickly." Busti urged the group. "It's just so exciting!" 

As everyone broke into a run, people would shout, "What is it? What is it?" And: "I'm 

not sure my cardio-vascular system can stand this much excitement." 

"Ladies and gentlemen," Hakking said loudly above the patter of many feet and myriad 

exclamations, "welcome to the real K T Woo!" 

 

For a moment Hakking's words were met with stunned silence. Then, as the vast vessel 

revolved upon its construction base, the name plate hove into view... 

 

"Well blow me down!" Kirsten Sponduli exclaimed in her best prospector's vocabulary. 



"No." Sigmund Drake corrected her. "It’s called The K T Woo!" 

Feeling slightly argumentative, Blasten Buggret chirped up with: "I vote we call it the 

Wellblowmedown!"  

But before anyone could conduct a count of hands, a subtle shift in perspective allowed 

the full majesty of the amazing craft to strike them... 

 

"No," Callista Dropgut whispered. "It really is the K T Woo. And it's beautiful." 

"We're glad you like it." Busti said. "Coz you can now go and join all the other recruits 

who are already aboard. Take a look around: there are a few tweaks that still need to be 

made. For instance, someone put all the urinals on the wall upside down. So if any of the 

boys need to take a leak...well sorry, you’ll have to wait until someone puts ‘em on the 

right way up." 

Once everyone was aboard the unfinished space ship, Hakking and Busti followed. They 

were feeling inordinately full of themselves... 

 



"Golly, haven't we done well, Busti?" Hakking said as they sauntered past the atomic 

pile. "I feel inordinately full of myself." 

"Indeed we have, Hak." Busti replied. "If anyone has the right to feel full of themselves 

right now - it's us!" 

Hakking nodded. "You know, I don't think that I've ever felt more full of myself than I 

do right now." He said with a smile. 

It was Busti's turn to nod. "Normally feeling full of one's self is reprehensible; but on 

this occasion I think it's warranted." 

"Yes, Busti, darling." Hakking replied. "At this precise moment in time I don't think 

that there is anyone on this planet more qualified to feel full of themselves than we are." 

"Quite so, Hak, sugar." Busti said adamantly. "On a scale of one-to-ten for the right to 

feel full of ourselves, we score at least eleven." 

Elsewhere Bruce Nilcrag and Gusi Ghandar were enjoying the retro decor of the 

shower room... 

 

"I really fancy my duty station in these colours." Bruce said. 

And Gusi replied: "I fancy you in any colour." which startled Bruce because he hadn't 

expected such an outburst of affection from someone with such a huge moustache. 

Elsewhere others watched the condensation tank windows functioning at optimum 

efficiency as they created the ship’s water supply from out of the air itself... 



 

Meanwhile, deeper inside the bowels of the ship, Huget and Betty Johnson, along with 

Poxy Pilkington and Lillie Whitewater, were watching as waste was being transformed 

into energy for the ship’s main drive unit... 

 

"Wouldn't it be better if the crew's effluent was used to fertilise hydroponic food 

production?" Betty inquired. "It could almost be a closed system, and therefore very 

efficient: we wouldn't have to stop at planets so often to re-supply the larder." 

"Yes." Poxy replied. "But it would smell horrible." 

“And how might it taste?” Huget added with a smile. 

Although Sherriff Brooch had been assigned the role of captain aboard the K T Woo - 

his other duties - those being the chief of law and order in Busted Gut - meant that 

sometimes others were left with the task of standing in for him – usually during 

rehearsals. Today it was Hakking Chestikov’s turn…  



 

"Left hand down a bit." He instructed the dual helms-plugs - those being Byron 

Whipsnaid and Mirey Batch - as they practiced a difficult (though imaginary) course 

change. 

"Left hand down a bit, aye." Byron and Mirey spoke in unison. 

He was just about to issue another command when Byron squealed loudly; jumped up 

from his seat; and dashed off to the lavatory. His place was assumed instantaneously by 

Rudyard Dribblesock - brother of the better-known Houndstooth… 

 

Naturally Mirey went to see what ailed Byron, and Bottoms Parkingwell took his place. 

The secondary positions were assumed by Lilac Earthdamsel (nee Binsmell) and Poxy 

Pilkington. Seated at Weapons Control and Lavatory Roll Supply and Implementation 

were Houndstooth Dribblesock and Plankton Greene. 



"Full reverse; right rudder." Hakking said knowledgably – even if he’d only learned 

the terminology by rote. 

"Full purse; light butter, aye." A surprised Bottoms replied, before realising that she'd 

forgotten to put her hearing aids in and had misheard her acting captain. “Sorry.” She 

added. 

Then a bright light shone in their eyes, whilst a siren wailed forlornly... 

 

...and they realised that Byron had flushed the only lavatory on the bridge... 

 

…and it was yet to be connected! 

Meanwhile Blasten Buggret was organising the G'neerbots as he and the other End Cap 

engineers applied the finishing touches to the ship... 



 

Some females who watched through an observation port... 

 

...thought they were ‘like totally fabulous’, and wondered if earplugs and end caps could 

ever coexist peacefully – or marry possibly. 

Freed from his bridge duties, Plankton Greene slipped away for a tete a tete with Poxy 

Pilkington... 



 

And Byron, who was out walking with Lilac, couldn't help but notice how curvaceous 

Grottie Benson's backside was. So all and all it was shaping up to be a good day... 

 

It was generally accepted that eventually members of the crew would be called upon to 

investigate mysterious chasms and dark holes upon distant planets. To this end Poxy 

Pilkington, Willoughby Wonderful, Houndstooth Dribblesock and Ada Muffin now 

stood ready to drop into a practise hole. A pair of menacing eyes seemed to stare back 

up at them...er…menacingly… 



 

"Perhaps we should see if they need any help with the Emergency Undercarriage 

Rollerball." Willoughby suggested. "We can do this on another day, surely?" 

But the Emergency Undercarriage Rollerball was already over-subscribed... 

 

"Okay." Willoughby quickly altered tack. "Let's try practising the reversal of a 

runaway reaction in the central atomic pile."  

But they'd been beaten there too... 



 

"Emergency over." Said the two clever-clogs who had put out the illusory atomic fire… 

 

So the gang tried muscling in on target practise. But the sole atomic artillery piece had 

enough recruits fiddling around with it already... 



 

They had no more luck with an interceptor rocket refuelling stop... 

 

So they decided to go for a foam bath… 

. 



It was shortly after using all the dry towels on the shelf that they heard a call upon the 

public address system: "Now hear this. Now hear this. All recruits are to assemble in 

the pink sparkly zone. This is not a drill. Repeat: this is not a drill." 

The last group of recruits to arrive in the Pink Sparkly Zone comprised Gusi Ghandar, 

Houndstooth and Rudyard Dribblesock, Bottoms Parkingwell, and Ada Muffin... 

 

They were aware of the slightly cross look upon the face of Busti Misanthrope as she 

stood beside Bordergarde Nell impatiently... 

 

But they broke into a series of grins when Busti informed them that they must run to 

the bridge of K T Woo for a group photograph... 



 

...because there was only one possible reason why this would happen... 

 

And that reason was because their training was over. They were now crew members of 

the K T Woo. And very soon they would all be astronauts! 

 



"Everybody say 'cheese'," Hakking shouted as he and Busti took centre stage, "We're 

about to make history!" 

 

Chapter 7 

A few days later the K T Woo stood ready for action. Everything that could be checked 

had been triple checked and then checked again. Provisions had been stored away. The 

lavatory roll cupboard was filled to the ceiling. The urinals had been removed, and then 

put on again the right way ‘round. The space sickness pills had been distributed. 

Ointments and suppositories were all stowed in the nurse's chest of drawers. And the 

deuterium fuel tanks were topped up to the brim... 

 



All that remained to be done was for the captain and his wife to come aboard... 

 

...check all the sparkly lights on the main drive console... 

 

...pressurise the fuel injectors... 

 



...and light the atomic fires that would carry the enormous craft from the embrace of 

Worstworld's gravity field, and fling it at the stars... 

 

Then, once these acts had been…er…enacted, it was a simple matter of the crew making 

their way to their duty stations... 

 

... and Sinclair Brooch slapping a meaty Sheriff’s fist upon the 'Launch' button... 



 

Moments later the booster rocket coughed, spluttered, and farted into life. Then 

'whoosh' the K T Woo was out through a hole in the roof and headed in an upwards 

direction at immense velocity... 

 

...whilst inside, the crew member's brains attempted to slide from their craniums; down 

the back of their legs; and squeeze into their boots... 



 

“Aargh.” They would complain. “Nobody mentioned G-force. If they had, I’d have 

stayed at home!” 

And all the while, the K T Woo continued rocketing into the upper atmosphere... 

 



...before altering its trajectory for the most efficient entry into orbit... 

 

"Tactical!" Captain Brooch bellowed above the roar of the rocket boosters. 

 

"Tactical, Captain?" A puzzled Poxy Pilkington inquired. 

"On the big viewing screen." Brooch explained. "I'd like to see what the ship is up to. 

You know; a kind ‘selfie’?" 



 

"Oh, of course." Poxy replied. "Silly me. Tactical on screen...now." 

A second later Captain Brooch was able to see his own ship in flight via remote cameras 

aboard the abandoned space station of a century past... 

 

"Pretty." Nancy Brooch opined. Then she added, "So it can fly. What else can it do?" 

As the captain’s wife had stated; the K T Woo could fly: but now that it had attained 

orbit it needed to pause long enough for the earplugs and other silicone based life-forms 

aboard to appreciate the moment... 



 

"Cor, will ya look at that!" 

 

...Serendipity Mollusc squealed. "Real stars!" 

Others were equally enthralled... 



 

They included Captain Brooch, who previously had never flown anything more 

complicated than a kite. And Hakking Chestikov, who, though reasonably experienced 

in space travel, had never so much as looked out of a port hole in Ship Number Fifteen. 

And now that he could see the infinite expanse of the galaxy, his traitorous bowels 

betrayed him.... 

 

Others, though, remained calm... 



 

Particularly Bryony Lampshade - who was the sort of girl who took something as hum-

drum as space travel in her stride. And Pigpen Shamir… 

 

…who felt terrible sorrow for those they had left behind. Whilst his brother, Sikbag... 

 



...merely blanked his expression and denied the existence of the limitless vacuum that 

spread out around him in an excellent impression of infinity. 

"Permission to point us in a particular direction, Captain?" Nancy Brooch said as the 

ship swung around to face the recalcitrant blue giant star... 

 

"Yes. Right." Captain Brooch replied. “Um…” Then he thought for a second... 

 

But he came up empty. This was the moment Hakking had been waiting for. 



"I say," he said, addressing Poxy Pilkington, "can your sensors detect the plasma trail 

left by the departed Earth ship?” 

This was a tricky question for Poxy: she'd never trained for such a scenario... 

 

"Ah, I'm not sure, Minister." She replied 

"I can." The cool and calculated Bryony Lampshade said matter-of-factly.... 

 

"Putting it on the board now." 



"Helms-plug," Brooch said officiously, "make us go."  

Moments later the K T Woo began to accelerate – quickly leaving the doomed planet in 

its wake... 

 

"Tactical!" Brooch bellowed. Instantly Poxy Pilkington activated the screen... 

 



"Cor, look at us go!" Nancy squealed. “Aint our exhaust real hot!” 

Then the ship began transition into anti-neutrino drive... 

 

…and the universe, and all it contained, appeared to rush towards the K T Woo... 

 

Those who watched on screens throughout the ship... 



 

...cheered like idiots. Then, in the blink of an eye, the K T Woo disappeared into the 

space/time rift created by its own drive unit... 

 

The journey had begun. 

The End 
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