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Prologue 

Far away from the Museum of Future Technology... 

 

...across the almost infinite tracts of intergalactic space... 

 

...the planet Scroton, named by Magnus Earplug, hung there waiting - one hemisphere 

in light, the other in perpetual darkness... 

 



 - for something really neat to happen. The planet's best hope for such an event either 

lay with the world's leader - Nigel, the Golden Cable End, and his best friend, Magnuss 

Earplug... 

 

...or the three lost desert-dwellers, Edni Gilbatross, Saskia Mudhatch, and Sponson 

Croupe... 

 

...who had fled below ground the day previous whilst heroically thwarting the security 

force's attempts to abduct them and press-gang them into the military. In the case of the 

former... 



 

...Nigel was determined to escape the bonds of royalty, at least for a while, by returning 

to Earth with his terrestrial earplug chum, and visiting the museum. In fact he was so 

enthusiastic about personally seeing technology from future eras with his own eyes that 

he volunteered to spend two weeks eating highly fibrous vegetables so that he might 

produce sufficient intestinal gas to refuel the stolen flying saucer (taken by the galactic 

prospectors following their marooning on Earth when their own ship was deliberately 

sabotaged by the Supreme Being)... 

 

...but was surprised to learn that (investigative stowaway) Nennigross Numbwinkle had 

beaten him to the punch by half a day, and was now en route with her friends to her 

home world aboard the vessel... 

 



"Duh?" He said eloquently. "Okay then: my people will design and build a flying 

saucer for me." 

Chapter One 

Chronologically almost an Earth week had passed since Nigel had made his statement to 

Magnuss, and during this time Throgennis Frote... 

 

- he who had represented all of Earplugkind at the Galactic Court - had been returned 

to the Museum of Future Technology - a changed earplug. Full of remorse for having 

defrauded his uncle - Mister Stovepipe-Hat - out of his hover pad rental emporium, he 

spent that Earth week putting things to rights. So, whilst the engineers of Scroton 

laboured upon the construction of a locally made flying saucer, Throgennis invited his 

uncle to join him outside a recently leased retail outlet. Distrustful of his vile nephew, 

Mister Stovepipe-Hat brought along Police Constable Salisbury Wilts as a witness and 

potential strong-arm... 

 

Throgennis was concerned when he discovered that his uncle had fallen upon hard 

times, and had been forced to sell his famous hat in order to purchase a loaf of bread, a 

two hundred and fifty gram pat of butter, a small jar of marmalade, and a Wi-Fi sound 

bar for his fifty-five inch 3D television. But he wasn't particularly surprised, and within 



nanoseconds he'd whipped out a replacement hat from his picnic hamper and placed it 

upon Mister Stovepipe-Hat's head... 

 

...which didn't impress the former hover pad rental expert in the least, and left P C 

Salisbury Wilts grimacing as badly as ever. But this reaction didn't faze Throgennis one 

bit. No; he hadn't invited his uncle to a new retail outlet merely to give him a hat: so he 

clapped his hands twice, and in the space of a few heartbeats a crew of hired hands 

delivered... 

 

...a whole bunch of the latest hover bowls - in multifarious hues and all based upon the 

design perfected by Professor Hydious Gout. Naturally Mister Stovepipe-Hat was 

thrilled. So thrilled, in fact, that he cast aside his sunglasses for the first time since he'd 



attained adulthood and smiled broadly. And the police constable was quite pleased too. 

In fact he was so pleased that he used his police radio to summon the Museum's TV 

reporter, Rupert Piles, to record the occasion for public broadcast on the six o'clock 

news... 

 

And Throgennis was happy to avoid hogging the limelight by inviting his hired hands to 

share his uncle's moment of joy as he realised that not only did he have his business 

back, but now he had some decent kit to hire out... 

 

Meanwhile, upon distant Scroton... 



 

...the three missing desert-dwellers, Edni Gilbatross, Sponson Croupe, and Saskia 

Mudhatch... 

 

...continued to wander the bowels of the planet. Then, whilst in a state of dehydration 

and increasing boredom, Saskia noticed a hole on the rock face. 

"Cripes," she cried out in a dull voice, "something vaguely interesting. Let's check it 

out." 

So, moments after squeezing through the hole, the threesome found themselves in... 

 



"Holy cow." Edni erupted. "This cavern is clearly artificial! And it's clearly older than 

our civilisation too. How can this be?" 

Of course what Edni, Sponson, and Saskia had discovered was evidence of construction 

work that had been completed during an era prior to their kind being blessed with 

sentience and self-awareness, by a race of beings that were equally mysterious and 

beneficial to creatures such as Ethernet Cable Ends. Quite how the threesome was 

aware of the constructions antiquity puzzled them. It was, as Edni was to put it later; 

"Like someone wrote it into our DNA. We just knew that it wasn't the work of cable 

ends." 

So before long... 

 

...they dared explore their new environment. 

"Not sure about these low ceilings." Saskia stated doubtfully. 

"Yeah." Sponson agreed. "Whoever built this place must have been a right short-arsed 

git." 

As they progressed through the silent subterranean world, their willingness to converse 

evaporated. Until... 

 

...they found themselves looking down upon some kind of vast edifice of unknown 

design. 



"I don't like it." Edni said nervously. "It has no right to be here." 

Saskia liked it even less. "Maybe it's us who shouldn't be here. Just look at it: all those 

evil pink lights: it's so un-cable end-like" 

 

So two of them did. 

"I wonder if it has a working lavatory." Sponson mused. "I've recently developed a 

gurgling sensation in my bowel." 

Suddenly a sense of urgency gripped Saskia and Edni. They'd been in Sponson's 

company long enough to know that a gurgling sensation could quickly develop into a 

great outgassing of monstrous proportions. 

"It's bound to be just inside the front door." A frightened Edni squeaked in a voice at 

least two octaves higher than usual. "Let's go - really fast - like it's a sporting event that 

we must either win or die horribly!" 

So a few seconds later, after having traversed the downward slope in a world record 

time, the three lost desert-dwellers raced into the strange edifice's foyer... 

 



Of course Edni had been one hundred percent correct in her appraisal of the building's 

architecture. But unfortunately the lavatory design presented a problem... 

 

"I can't 'go' in these." Sponson complained. "They're see-through. Everyone will see 

me!" 

Meanwhile, back on Earth, a female earplug, whose was known to all and sundry as 

Cuckoo Slazenger, had just been fired from her job, and now stood and wondered what 

the heck she was going to do with the rest of her life... 

 

Her smile was grim as she stared into space, her brain in 'idle'. Discarded by her 

employers and cast into an unexpected situation Cuckoo was at a loss. Life had not 

prepared her for this. She had to confess to herself that she was not coping well. 

"Damn and blast!" She roared angrily... 



 

...at an indifferent and uncaring sky. "I've only been out of work for five minutes, and 

already I'm bored witless and without a clue! What I need is inspiration." 

It was at this precise moment that she heard a message on her answer phone: 

"Hello," a voice that had recently grown familiar to the inhabitants of the Museum of 

Future Technology spoke from the small, rather tinny grille, "how ya doing, Cuckoo? 

This is your cousin, Throgennis. That's Throgennis Frote, by the way, just in case you'd 

forgotten me." 

Cuckoo was stunned... 

 

...she hadn't heard from her cousin since he'd stolen a packet of gobstoppers from the 

back of her huge green gym knickers when they were in junior school together. But she 

didn't have the luxury of time to remain stunned: Throgennis' message continued: 

"I've just rented a cafeteria in the Museum of Future Technology. It’s been completely 

gutted, and I'd like you to design and fit the place out. You are an interior designer still, 

I take it? Well then afterwards, if you want to, you can stay on as a waitress. I've turned 



over a new leaf, so to speak: I'm going straight now. I'm earning a proper living. No 

more cheating and lying and stuff. I've even paid the first six month's rent out of the 

reward I got for helping to save all of earplugkind at the Galactic Court. How say thee? 

If you could get back to me with utmost alacrity, Cuckoo, I would be most grateful."  

Cuckoo didn't quite know how to react... 

 

She was a little concerned about visiting the Museum of Future Technology. She'd 

heard all sorts of terrifying stories. She wondered if females could thrive there. Then 

she recalled reading an article about Auntie Doris... 

 

...and how she had prospered with a business that converted amber goo into highly 

radioactive amber shards, which were then used to power the museum's defence fighter 

squadron - which brought her back to her original concerns: why would a museum 

need a squadron of defence fighters? But in turn this thought was occluded by another: 

Throgennis is so handsome - and a hero too. If I'm seen walking out with him, people 

might think I'm his girlfriend. People will be just soooo jealous. My boss will probably ask 

me back too. 



So, without further ado, she made for the front door of her apartment...  

 

Next stop: the Museum of Future Technology! 

Chapter Two 

 Whilst Cuckoo made her momentous way to the Museum, far away across the galaxy, 

Saskia Mudhatch was attempting to gain entry to the mysterious non-cable end 

technology lavatory pods... 

 

"Ah," she said as a solenoid clicked somewhere unseen, "I think I've done it. Here you 

go, Sponson: get stuck in." 

"We'll go over there - in the distance." Emerald-eyed Edni said in a calming voice. 

"And we'll make sure that we look the other way." 

"And speak very loudly of inconsequential things to drown out the noise." The dark-

eyed Saskia added. "And squeeze our nostrils shut too, of course." 

So it was a much relieved Sponson who finally took advantage of the advanced facilities 

inside the impossibly ancient subterranean edifice... 



 

...though he did feel a little foolish, especially with his head poking up through a hole in 

the roof and all that sort of stuff. 

Shortly afterwards they continued their investigation, and what they saw confused the 

heck out of them... 

 

But their resultant sense of unease couldn't compare with that of Cuckoo Slazenger, as 

she dared finally step inside the hallowed walls of the Museum of Future Technology... 

 

So she was mightily relieved when Throgennis arrived in the foyer and took her on a 

whistle-stop tour of his favourite spots in the museum... 



 

To ease Cuckoo into the vastness of the museum comfortably, Throgennis first took his 

cousin to the Future Alps exhibit, which represented that mighty mountain range in the 

distant future when wind, rain, and the passage of time had worn the peaks almost flat. 

It was here that they discovered Chester Earplug and Cuckoo's heroine, Auntie Doris, 

gliding above the smooth surface at break-neck speed upon stunt hover pads...   

 

"Last one to the café that specialises in truly horrible coffee is rotten egg." Doris cried 

gleefully. 

Chester didn't respond: he was concentrating intently upon matching his aunt's 

spectacular aerial manoeuvres. 

As Throgennis and Cuckoo finally departed the exhibit... 



 

...the bright red female couldn't help wondering what fun it might be to ride along the 

museum's endless corridors upon a hover pad in pursuit of her favourite cheerful white-

haired yellow earplug. 

Unaware of his cousin's secret thoughts, Throgennis then decided to drop a level... 

 

"Oh goody." Cuckoo squealed. "A down ramp. I love down ramps. I like the way that 

gravity pulls me downwards when I run excitedly down them. If I found an infinite 

down ramp I would run down it until the end of time, and pray that my kicker elastic 

didn't become brittle; snap; ultimately allowing the aforementioned knickers to fall 

around my ankles and send me sprawling." 

But, of course, they didn't run down the down ramp... 



 

They strolled side by side. Then, when they reached the next level... 

 

...Cuckoo rushed forwards to embrace the grubby darkness of a deserted area of the 

museum. 

Throgennis was pleased that his cousin was enjoying herself; but he wondered if she 

would be quite so keen to go precipitous ledge walking... 

 

Game for anything, Cuckoo gave it a try, but before long she was showing signs of 

altitude nausea... 



 

Reacting quickly, Throgennis rushed Cuckoo out on to the vast Wide Blue Yonder, 

which (he'd read) lay at sea level and was certain to quiet her recalcitrant bile duct... 

 

He was to regret this impetuous move... 



 

...because not only did his cousin have a tendency to mild agoraphobia, but she also 

hated the colour blue. So... 

 

...she refused to speak to him until he rectified the 'ghastly situation'. In fact her 

expression and manic stare proved that she was so inwardly frightened and angry that 

she feared that if she were to open her mouth to speak, before a word was uttered, she 

would probably attempt to devour Throgennis' head. Or possibly his leg. Throgennis, 

for his part, recalled that his cousin was often bad tempered as a child, and realised that 

although she'd grown up, her basic temperament hadn't changed much, and he prayed 

that she'd forgotten the bag of gobstoppers he'd stolen all those years ago. 

Meanwhile, far away across the void of interstellar space, Edni, Sponson, and Saskia 

had made progress. It seemed to their simple desert-dweller minds that not only had 

they stumbled upon some kind of control, maintenance, or security suite. More 

importantly it appeared to be occupied by alien personnel who rushed hither and 

thither, doing indecipherable 'stuff'... 



 

Now they had to make the biggest decision in their lives: should they introduce 

themselves? Or should they flee? Their hunger and thirst favoured the first answer: 

their natural xenophobia the latter. But before a consensus could be found... 

 

...the facility went to the universally accepted security alert condition of red. And every 

alien eye turned to regard the interlopers. Well most of them anyway. 

For a split second all three cable ends actually thought that they were dreaming. It came 

as a nasty surprise when the alien apparitions interacted with them by approaching and 

overtly scrutinising them... 

 

In response they gulped nervously... 



 

...before an astonishing moment during which one of the strange mushroom-shaped 

creatures spoke to them in a language they could understand: 

"What the bloody hell are you doing here?" It said. "How did you get in? I distinctly 

recall locking the back door after I put the garbage out last night." 

"Um," Saskia replied nervously, "I think we came in through the front door. It was 

kinda' big and impressive, with a nice line in foyers." She then introduced herself and 

her two compatriots. She completed her sentence with: "So, ah, what's happening down 

here? Are you aliens?" 

"That's classified." The tall, rather rotund blue being replied on behalf of the 

mushroom-shaped creature. Then it added: "But these little mushroom-shaped fellas 

belong to a rare species of earplug; and all us straight-up-and-down guys are 

polystyrene-based artificial life-forms." 

Sponson and Edni were yet to recover their wits fully: so it was left to Saskia to 

respond: 

"Jeepers," she said, "you must have been created by the super-beings that brought 

sentience and self-awareness to my people." She then added: "Are you some kind of 

maintenance crew, left behind to keep all this secret stuff running? Or are you watching 

over us? Are you here to protect us from threats from outer space?" 

"Flip me sideways!" The red polystyrene robot exclaimed, "I think someone is wasted 

here: why isn't this gal running the capital city - Scroton Prime? Right on, sister!" 

Saskia grunted at this. She was thankful for the compliment, of course, but that didn't 

help her bitterness. "Because," she answered, "we're yellow cable ends: good only for 

dwelling in the desert or being forced into the security department against our collective 

will." 

The earplugs looked at the vaguely amorphous polystyrene blobs. "Did you know about 

this?" The spokes-plug inquired. 



The blobs shrugged. "We just keep the gears turning." The purple blob replied. 

"Indigenous politics mean nothing to us."  

"Maybe we can do something about that." The green-eyed earplug suggested. "Quickly, 

get inside this strange circular machine." 

Naturally, having been given the opportunity to change their lives, Edni, Sponson, and 

Saskia didn't hesitate…  

 

Having been invited to enter the - for want of a better word - booth, the threesome 

disappeared from view, and someone threw a switch or two... 

 

Then they all waited - with varying degrees of impatience - for the machine to complete 

its principal task. After a while, with only nanoseconds remaining before the large blue 

polystyrene android's central intelligence core overheated and it kicked the  - for want 

of a better word - booth, the seamless portal, through which the cable ends had entered, 

ejected them... 

 



"Well, whatta ya think?" The red android inquired. "Is this technology good - or is it 

good?" 

Saskia stood stock still and almost speechless. All her life she'd been a yellow, black-

eyed cable end. Now, due entirely to some altruistic aliens and the remarkable 

technology of those who had brought intelligence to the planet's primary life-forms, she 

saw a beautiful blue cable end with white eyes and nostrils reflected in the red android's 

ocular sensors. Edni did no better when she spotted herself - all vibrant and red - on an 

alien equivalent of a CCTV monitor. And a very green Sponson simply asked: "How?" 

"How doesn't matter." The mushroom answered. "Nor why either. What matters now is 

that you are free from the bonds of yellowness. You can go amongst the cable ends of 

various hues as equals. You can do anything your skills and intellect allows you to. So 

go now. Go and live the lives you want...and deserve." 

"Sure. Thanks." Sponson replied. "But, ah, could you show us the way out? We got a 

little lost finding our way here." 

Two minutes later... 

 

En route to the exit... 

 

...the mushroom-shaped earplugs made suggestions regarding the cable end's future 

employment... 



 

"You, Saskia," one of them said, "used to be a professional bottom wiper. Had you ever 

thought of using your life-time skills to polish scratches out of furniture, for instance?" 

"And you, Edni, would make a wonderful baker." Another earplug opined. "I'm sure 

your salted caramel cupcakes would be legendary." 

"Maybe." Edni replied. "But I have other plans." 

Then the door to the outside world opened and the three cable ends found themselves 

standing upon a vast flat plain... 

 

..upon which they began their long march to freedom... 



 

Chapter Three 

The vast grey plain that, unbeknownst to the three cable ends, had been given the 

nomenclature 'Unit 2' by the ruling élite in Scroton Prime, was vast and...er...grey... 

 

...and neither Saskia, Edni, nor Sponson liked it one little bit. 

"God I hate this vast grey plain." Saskia complained. "Not only is it vast and tediously 

grey; but it has no reflective surfaces for me to admire my beautiful new blue body." 

"And it looks interminable too." Sponson grumbled. 

Edni struggled to sound optimistic. She half-way succeeded: 



"Well we won't get lost easily." She said in a vaguely chipper tone. "And we don't need 

flares to attract the attention of passing search craft either: we're so bright!" 

And of course she was right, because as soon as the trio had departed the secret 

underground facility, its occupants rushed to watch a huge screen that had emerged in 

total silence from the floor... 

 

The screen shimmered for a moment whilst the spy camera searched the plain above. 

And, because what Edni had said was fundamentally correct, it quickly found them... 

 

"Is that really them?" The purple android said in surprise. "I didn't realize we'd made 

them so gorgeous." 

"I think they're gonna be a big hit when they reach Scroton Prime." The yellow 

android opined. 



"Go in for a close up." One of the mushroom earplugs demanded. "I want to hear what 

they're saying." 

A split second later... 

 

...the mushroom wished that he hadn't bothered. 

"Oh Edni," Saskia gushed... 

 

..."I hate to say this, but your hips sway so fabulously. And your bottom isn't huge in 

the least! What say you, Sponson?" 

Sponson had noticed already, and didn't want to look anymore. "Um, yeah." He 

grunted. He didn't want to think about Edni's swaying hips: they did strange things to 

him "Changing the subject," he added with false lightness, "did anyone see last 

Crudsday's episode of The Young and the Fabulous? Didn't you think that Clarissa's 

new boyfriend looked a bit shady?" 



"Oh yes." Edni squealed. "But wasn't he dead-drop gorgeous!" 

At that point the watchers stopped watching, and the trio continued upon their way, 

satisfied that any eavesdroppers would have given up by then... 

 

...and duly encountered some light desert. 

"Nearly there." Edni assured the others. 

 

"How can you be so sure?" Saskia enquired, fearful that the coarse sand might ruin her 

pedicure. 

"Because I stole a map on the way out of the secret bunker." Edni explained. "I know 

the way to Scroton Prime. More importantly I know the way back to the bunker. I get 

the distinct feeling in my gut that we might be using that place again." 



Meanwhile back on Earth. Or, to be more precise, the Museum of Future Technology, 

transfer pods had recently arrived at the Transfer Conduit Station from far and wide... 

 

New customers rushed along the platform, intent upon only one thing: gaining entry to 

the museum. Amongst their number were three rather pretty females, who collectively 

were (little) known as the Joyfulettes - a singing group who were hopeful of becoming 

the opening act for the resident soul group, the Trumptations. They were there for an 

audition with the legendary group leader, Ootis Wolliums... 

 

Their names were Blinky Chutnor, Piper Agnew, and Swetti Nax. And one day soon 

(they swore) their names would be up in lights - at least metaphorically. Of course Piper 

knew that her family name of Agnew would probably hold her back, and rather fancied 

the name of Piper Zest or Dustscatter. And Swetti knew that she was dead in the water 

with a name like hers, and her eye lashes were of the short and dumpy variety, but she'd 

promised to make her father proud, so the name remained – and she was allergic to 

false eyelashes. Only Blinky enjoyed true confidence, because she inwardly knew that 

her voice was no great shakes, but felt certain that even if her singing career stalled, she 

could use her looks and feminine wiles to find herself a wealthy husband. 



Such was their haste that they beat everyone to the inviting front entrance to the 

museum... 

 

Pausing only long enough to take a deep breath, they plunged through the portal - to 

find themselves made welcome by none other than... 

 

...a RoboSecGua - or Robot Security Guard for short; curator Bubbly Salterton; the 

regular Robot Ticket Collector; and, of course a Robot Guide. 

"Thrice welcome." The smarmy Bubbly Salterton oozed words from his (sometimes) 

foolish mouth. "I'm so pleased to meet three such...charming young ladies." 

"Yeah, me too." The Robot Guide interrupted. "Now if you'd care to follow me I can 

show you a few of the museum's highlights." 

"No-no, don't bother with this automaton." Bubbly interrupted back. "Allow me. I'm 

really rather charming you know." 



Although the Joyfulettes had entered the foyer first, they were closely followed by a 

couple of aging mountain pea farmers... 

 

...whose names were George and Edie Greenshuck... 

 

...and they very much cared about the safety of young girls alone in a strange land. 

"Go with the robot, gals." George said as he entered the room. "I know that Bubbly 

Salterton of old. He never was a decent sort: he was always looking down on his 

neighbours from his ivory tower... 



 

If I was you, I'd give him a wide berth. Better still give him a punch in the nose and a 

kick up the arse." 

"Thank you, Mister Salterton." Blinky said as she turned back to face the curator. "I 

think we'll find our own way around. We have downloaded the guide to our smart 

phones after all. Bubbly, go shove your smarmy head down the toilet." 

Blinky's phone wasn't the only thing that was smart in the foyer that morning: Bubbly 

Salterton was smarting on the inside. But he continued to smile.  

"As you wish." He said. But inside he growled silently. "These females are everything I 

desire in a...er...female. I must have at least one of them. She must be mine. Nothing 

must be allowed to come between me and what I want. I shall have her, them, or 

whatever - or my name is not Bubbly Salterton: curator of the Museum of Future 

Technology!" 

Elsewhere in the museum, Throgennis had taken his cousin to see the Future Medieval 

Castle exhibit... 

 



...which bordered a pleasant boating lake, upon which they took a ride... 

 

Unfortunately Cuckoo was yet to recover from her altitude sickness. Now it manifested 

itself as motion sickness. 

"Throgennis." She gasped between heaves. "Hit the 'go' button. Make for the shore. 

Quickly - unless you want vast quantities of vomit down the back of your neck!" 

Needless to say, Throgennis acquiesced to Cuckoo's reasonable request... 

 



So, to take her mind off the subject of her recalcitrant balance mechanism, Throgennis 

took Cuckoo to see the much-vaunted Cone of Invisibility... 

 

Whilst he regarded the device with something resembling adoration, Cuckoo wasn't 

impressed at all. 

"What a load of rubbish." She said - or words to that effect. But when Throgennis 

stepped into its effective radius... 

 

...she was forced to admit that some exhibits were worth the entry fee. 



So, whilst a small red earplug was easily impressed in one location, in another location 

completely, a small golden cable end wasn't... 

 

"I'm most unimpressed with my tech-guys." Nigel complained. "They've had all 

morning, and they still haven't brought me a blueprint for an interstellar craft." 

"I've been thinking about that." Magnuss replied. "You remember that flying saucer 

that I arrived on Scroton in?" 

It was a rhetorical question. Of course Nigel remembered: he was the Golden Cable 

End: he remembered everything." 

"Yes?" He said in an inquiring tone. 

"Well," Magnuss continued, "whilst I was aboard I rummaged through the glove box. I 

found the user's manual. I took it for reading later. Would you like me to give it to your 

tech-guys?" 

Three hours later... 

 



...Magnuss found himself piloting the prototype saucer as he launched skyward on a 

column of invisible power. And, as he climbed to greater altitude, and the vessel altered 

its configuration, he wasn't sure that he was really enjoying himself... 

 

"Gosh," he said, "these tech-guys sure are good. But I wouldn't want to test the ship's 

air tightness - if that's a real word - by ascending out of the atmosphere." 

 But, unfortunately for Magnuss, his control over the direction in which the flying 

saucer flew was easily usurped by the simple expedient of flipping a switch in 'Ground 

Control' and flying it remotely - with Magnuss now reduced to the level of passenger, or 

even possibly 'ballast'... 

 



So, despite the famous earplug's protestations, the small craft climbed out of Scroton’s 

atmosphere, where... 

 

...it cleverly reconfigured itself back into the original shape and specification. Not that 

Magnuss noticed, of course: he was too busy gasping for air. It seemed that there was 

still some work to be done with the craft's structural integrity. 

Meanwhile, far below, Edni, Sponson, and Saskia had infiltrated the Grand Plaza of 

Scroton Prime - just as a passing security patrol...um...passed... 

 

They spoke in whispers... 



 

  

"I used to know them." Edni told the others. "One of them used to be my neighbour - 

before the security forces press-ganged him into servitude. The one in the middle, with 

red eyes" 

"He doesn't look particularly grumpy or upset." Saskia observed. 

"That's because he's been brainwashed." Edni hissed angrily. "Inside he's still the same 

old dung beetle herder that he always was - and was born to be. I imagine he must be 

screaming on the inside." 

"He doesn't look like he's screaming on the inside." Sponson argued. 

"What's his name?" Saskia inquired.  

"Dragoon Blimp." Edni replied. "I wonder if he recognises me in my new guise." 

"Who are the others?" Saskia asked further. 

"Does it matter? They're security force members: we don't need to know." Edni 

snapped slightly louder than was comfortable for any of them. 

Sponson sided with Saskia: "It would be nice to know." He said in a slightly 

complaining tone of voice. "Just in case we meet them socially or something." 

"Bertram Hisscod and Flutie McTurd." Edni whispered impatiently. "Now let's follow 

them, and see where they take us." 



So they did... 

 

...and it wasn't long before they discovered that the three yellow cable ends weren't on a 

regular patrol, as they'd imagined, but were on a mission to accompany some very 

important persons from one region of Scroton Prime to another. And those very 

important persons were none other than Nigel the Golden Cable End, and (the recently 

returned from orbit) Magnuss Earplug... 

 

"I can't apologise enough." Nigel was saying to Magnuss as the multi-coloured trio 

came within earshot of their leader. "I'll have the tech-guy responsible for almost 

suffocating you taken out of his laboratory, shipped up to the northern polar region, 

stripped of his underpants, and dropped through a hole in the ice. If necessary I'll have 

one cut especially." 

"Ooh, I'm not certain that the punishment quite fits the crime." Magnuss, an essentially 

kind earplug, was replying. "Perhaps I could clip him 'round the back of the head with 

the heel of my hand when he least expects it. Maybe when he's struggling with some 

bothersome spaghetti, or when he's on the toilet. That'd be a nasty surprise." 

It was at this moment that Bertram Hisscod noticed the three fugitives watching. He 

quickly moved to intercept... 



 

"You can't be here." He informed them without preamble.  

"But this is the Grand Plaza." Edni argued without forethought. "As citizens of Scroton 

Prime we're allowed here. At certain times of the day it's very popular. Just because its 

dark doesn't mean honest folk can't go for a pleasant stroll you know!" 

"True." Bertram replied - the wind taken out of his metaphorical sails for a moment. 

"But the Golden One is passing through with an important galactic ally. We can't have 

anyone around right now: some disgruntled cable end might hurl abuse or toss 

yesterday's custard ration in their direction." 

Sponson was stunned. "You mean that there is actual dissent amongst some elements of 

society? I'm...ah...stunned." 

Bertram looked closely at the three cable ends before him, perhaps for the first time. 

"And I'm stunned that you don't know that." 

"We don't watch the news on TV." Saskia answered athletically. 

Her response was, perhaps, a little too quick. "Show me some I.D." Bertram demanded. 

Sponson's brain shifted into overdrive: "I left mine in a jar on the mantelpiece above 

the fireplace." 

Saskia's words came almost at fast, but were far more telling in their effectiveness: 

"And I keep mine in the bottom of the drawer that contains all my lacy underwear"  

This was the opening that Edni had been waiting for. Fluttering her delightful eyelids, 

which best showed off her lustrous white orb-like eyes, she said: "Oh Bertram, you 

don't want to see my silly old identity card: let's find a quiet bar and have a little drink 

together instead - just you and I." 

So whilst Bertram tried to regain control of his lolling tongue, Edni spoke to her 

compatriots from the side of her mouth: "I'll take care of this guy: you two follow the 

alien. I have a feeling that we might have a future use for him." 



Chapter Four 

The Museum of Future Technology never sleeps. At any time of day or night every area 

and exhibit remains open to both customers and inhabitants alike. So whilst those 

beyond its futuristic walls lay in slumber, Throgennis Frote took Cuckoo Slazenger for 

a stroll around the expansive arboretum... 

 

But far from cheering up his cousin, following her double-bouts of nausea, the plants of 

the arboretum merely... 

 

...activated her latent talent for pulling hay fever-induced faces, which finally broke 

through Throgennis's new-found good nature, and made him give her a dirty look. 

"Oh sod this." He said testily. "This tour is doing more harm than good. Let's go take a 

look at the empty cafe I've just leased." 

So they did... 



 

"Like I said in my letter," Throgennis began, "the place is a blank canvas. I hope that 

you'll bring your genius for interior design to bear upon it and make this a thriving 

enterprise." 

Cuckoo looked around inside the retail outlet's interior... 

 

...and she wasn't impressed. 

"I feel no warmth or character, Throgennis." She said. "If I'm going to summon up 

some great design, I'm going to need some serious inspiration. Something significant is 

going to have to happen. Until then my head is entirely empty." 

"Yeah." A downcast Throgennis replied. "And so is my café. Now where are we going 

to find some kind of amazing inspiration for your artistic talents?" 



Meanwhile, upon distant Scroton, Magnuss had an idea... 

 

"I know where we went wrong with your flying saucer." He suddenly blurted to a 

despondent Nigel. "It doesn't look like an End Cap attack saucer. That's a great little 

ship. If yours looked like one of those, it is bound to work better!" 

Nigel considered Magnuss's logic to be the result of unsound reasoning; but without an 

alternative plan, he ran with it. Twenty minutes later... 

 

"Very impressive." Nigel commended his tech-guys. "You used the reconfiguration 

technology again, I take it?" 

The scientists confirmed this. "It was the only course of action open to us. Your half-

hour deadline was somewhat restricting. Do you want to see it rise up like a raging 

tornado of power?" 

"Please." Nigel replied. 

So, as one of the tech-guys fiddled with a remote control unit... 



 

...the craft did exactly as it had been described. 

"I like it." Nigel said appreciatively... 

 

..."Let's climb aboard." 

No one thought that it was a good idea, but Nigel was the Golden One, and anything he 

demanded must be made possible. So, having entered through the sole hatchway, Nigel 

and Magnuss enjoyed the sensation of floating above the ground on a column of 

energy... 



 

...whilst everyone else tried desperately not to poop in their pants, with the fear that 

their leader would be blown to smithereens when the ship crashed to the ground and 

exploded in a fireball of incandescent fury. 

Despite the facsimile pirate end cap saucer's success, Nigel wasn't entirely certain that 

he liked it very much. He said as much at dusk, when he went for a walk with 

Magnuss... 

 

"It's not terribly regal, is it?" He complained. "I mean, everyone will think it's a 

damned pirate vessel. How can the leader of an entire planet arrive at the Museum of 

Future Technology in a rip-off space pirate vessel? Surely it would be unseemly at the 

very least." 

"You want a redesign, don't you?" Magnuss replied. 



"Please." Nigel answered. "Do you have any other designs in mind? Another mighty 

vessel upon which you once travelled, perchance?" 

Magnuss cast his mind back to his arrival at the planet that he had named Scroton. He 

had been aboard the Worstworld ship, K T Woo... 

 

But when he thought about it a bit more he realised that he knew diddally squat about 

the alien craft. So he took the decision to confess that the museum had once owned a 

star ship of its own: the slightly fragile Ship Number Fifteen... 

 

'Hmm,' he thought to himself, 'if we cut off the bottom half and reduce the upper hull by 

seventy percent, and dump that lousy anti-neutrino drive...' 

"Yeah, that's it." He said out loud. "I think I have the answer." 

By now they had wandered to the edge of town, where together they stared out at the 

nearby alien countryside... 



 

...and watched as a flight of defensive satellites swept by in low orbit. 

"I'm glad." Nigel said finally. "Let's go tell the tech-guys. I'll be generous; I'll give them 

until daybreak to come up with a prototype." 

"Excellent." Magnuss replied. "That will give them all day to test it. If it's okay we 

could lift off for Earth tomorrow night." 

Well morning came quickly enough, and Nigel was invited to feast his eyes upon 

another reconfiguration of the basic cable end space ship model... 

 

Fang and Magnuss came along to see. 

"We call it the X-One." A bright red scientist announced. 

"Is that because it's the first experimental craft of its kind?" Magnuss inquired. 

The scientist turned to the green tech-guys opposite.  

"No." One of them replied on his behalf. "It's because we think it looks like excrement - 

especially the colour. Fortunately there is only one of them. If I had to build another 

one, well I think I'd have to quit my job and become a lavatory attendant." 



"Yes, it does look a bit ploppy." Nigel agreed as he screwed up his nose in disgust. 

"Couldn't we paint it a nicer colour?" 

Magnuss shook his head. "No of course not." He blurted. "Ship Number Fifteen was 

this colour; and it battled space pirates, landed on Mars, and travelled all the way to 

Worstworld and back. You couldn't possibly risk changing the colour: it could lead to 

disaster!" 

Naturally everyone accepted the wise words of Magnuss Earplug: and so the X1's first 

attempt to overcome Scroton's gravity commenced... 

 

...which didn't go particularly well. 

"Promising." Magnuss said whilst applauding subtly. "Carry on. Give the Golden One 

and me a call when you've overcome the gyro-stabilizing glitch." 

Night had fallen as Scroton Prime slept beneath a blanket of strange stars and weird 

cloud formations... 

 



...when, finally, Nigel and Magnuss received the call they'd been waiting all day to hear. 

The ship, the message informed them, was cleared for space flight. 

 

"Yippie." Magnuss yelled. "I'm going home. Come on Nige: let's go!" 

So, without so much as a goodbye kiss for Nigel's wife, the two golden alpha-males 

rushed to the lab... 

 

...hesitated for a moment; then climbed aboard and launched... 



 

Unbeknownst to either pilot/passenger, the tech-guys had fitted the X1 with Inertia-free 

Super Massive Drive, which meant that the ship took off like a scalded weasel. In fact it 

took a Herculean effort at the handlebars from both beings aboard to avoid a collision 

with Scroton's principal light and energy source... 

 

And when Magnuss really put the pedal to the metal... 

 

...the cosmos had never witnessed anything so damned fast. At the speed they were 

travelling, Magnuss calculated, it would take next to no time to traverse the fathomless 

depths of space between Scroton and the distant Earth. 



"Wheeee!" He cried with excitement.  

And, despite being the leader of an entire world, Nigel joined in. 

 They didn't know it, as they sat side by side in the piloting room... 

 

...but Magnuss and Nigel were in very real peril. This was because earlier Saskia 

Mudhatch and Sponson Croupe had done as Edni Gilbatross had instructed them. They 

had followed Magnuss... 

 

Initially the heroic earplug hadn't been concerned; but after traversing the entire length 

of the grain silos... 

 

...discomfort began to manifest itself in a tingling along his spine. And when he crossed 

Grossfarters Square... 



 

...he'd developed a nervous twitch. So, making a right turn into a well-lit side street, he 

was pleased to accidentally bump into a very pretty female... 

 

And he was even more pleased to find that he hadn't been followed at all. Those 

supposedly trailing him had clearly come to meet with the pretty female... 

 



And he felt like a dope. But he shouldn't have because... 

 

...as he walked away, yawning after a busy day, the three cable ends watched him go, 

and Edni said: "A job well-done methinks." 

To which Sponson responded: "Duh? Whatta ya mean?" 

And Edni answered: "Didn't you wonder how I knew to meet you here? When we left 

our benefactor's subterranean lair I stole a device that I recognized as a bio-tracker. I 

slipped it into the back of your underpants before I went into the bar with that security 

guy. I've been keeping tabs on you. The security guy told me about the Golden One's 

intention to fly to Earth. With this information I formed a hasty plan that is fool proof. 

After I left the security guy in a drunken stupor, I went to an electronics plant, where 

I used my feminine wiles to borrow a gyro-destabilizer from one of the boffins there. 

When I accidentally-on-purpose bumped into the alien earplug I slipped it down the 

back of his underpants. Tomorrow he will carry the aforementioned gyro-destabilizer 

aboard the X1. Mayhem will ensue - leaving the planetary government in a state of 

confusion. I think you can guess what comes next." 

Edni's plan required that the poorly stabilized X1 crash into the nearest sun: but her 

plan hadn't taken into account Magnuss's lightning reactions and Nigel's powerful 

forceps. But when this happened... 

 



...everyone watching on Scroton thought that the ship was burnt to a cinder and that its 

passengers had been fried. And because the X1 then departed towards Earth on a 

trajectory that carried it directly away from the sun, but without becoming visible to 

the telescopes of Scroton, no one was any the wiser. Soon a great wailing was heard 

throughout the land... 

 

...where despondent security forces, without instructions from farther up the chain of 

command to guide them, marched up and down for hours on end... 

 

In an instant the government was upon its knees... 

 



Without their leader, no one knew what to do. "What do we do?" They would ask. And: 

"Who signs the pay cheques?" And: "Is it you who holds the key to the executive 

toilet?" And: "I don't know: I'm all of a dither. Can I have a glass of water please? 

Failing that, a stiff brandy would go down well." 

Chapter Five 

Whilst social order was breaking down upon Scroton, inside the Museum of Future 

Technology meanwhile... 

 

...the Joyfulettes were strolling through the vast edifice, en route to a meeting with the 

'legendary' Ootis Wolliums of the famous soul group - the Trumptations. 

Unfortunately, because Ootis was rather ancient (and they were very young) they didn't 

recognise him as he stood 'shooting the breeze' with a couple of music associates, and so 

assumed that he was just another 'saddo' who was far too old to embarrass himself by 

picking up young, attractive females... 

 

They were also unaware that George and Edie continued to watch over them too... 



 

And it was this pair of aging mountain pea farmers who watched and listened to their 

foolish girly giggles when... 

 

...Sergeant Wetpatch Wilton invited them to join the Seventh Cavalry. 

"You never fired a Chichester Seventy-three?" He said incredulously. "Girls, you aint 

never lived!" 

If the three girls thought they had trouble, it was nothing compared to Throgennis 

Frote. With Cuckoo's normally creative head utterly devoid of ideas, he'd been forced 

to resume his tour of the museum - in the forlorn hope of sparking a few of her neurons. 

This included a trip to the chilled environment that had been created especially for 

visitors from the ice planet... 



 

"I like it." Cuckoo murmured as she took in the wintry ambience. 

"You do?" A surprised Ice-Worlder remarked. "Won't it make the coffee go cold 

rather quickly?" 

This gave Throgennis, who lagged behind as he struggled through the snow, an idea: 

"We could serve iced coffee." He called from behind a snow drift. 

"Hmm," Cuckoo responded as her eyes took in the view, "and coffee flavoured ice 

cream. Yes, I definitely like this." 

So, as the situation appeared to improve for one yellow earplug, far away on Scroton 

things couldn't have been more different - or differenter, as the locals called it. 

 



In the absence of coherent leadership, Nigel's wife, who had recently changed her name 

to Beatrix, after being inspired by Magnuss's tales of an earplug author named Beatrix 

Blotter, assumed the role. This didn't sit well with some of the hierarchy... 

 

"Oi, Big Nose," The Queen of the Pygmies shouted above the general hubbub that filled 

the governing council chamber, "the position of leader isn't hereditary, you know. He 

or she must be chosen!" 

It was a good point - not lost on the others... 

 

"She has a good point." Julian Pram - Minister without Portfolio (or ideas) spoke up. 

"Not lost on any of us. Surely only our benefactors can select a replacement for the 

Golden One." 

Beatrix hadn't thought of that... 



 

"I'm sorry." She said. "I hadn't thought of that. It's not that I'm being pre-emptive; 

trying to fill the power vacuum; or clutching at elusive glory: I really thought that, as 

the Golden One's wife, I was best-placed, and the most experienced in the affairs of 

ruling a planet wisely and fairly. So I jumped up here and volunteered." 

"Very altruistic of you, I'm sure." The green-skinned Supreme Court Judge, Luscious 

Nobbleskip sneered. "So you didn't do it to gain a position in society that was previously 

nothing more than a footnote in history, then? I put it to you that you desire fame, great 

wealth, and your own cable TV show - before the greater good of Scroton. That is the 

only reason that you now stand before us to claim jurisdiction over everything and 

everyone in cable end society. What do you say to that?"  

Well what Beatrix had to say to that accusation was very rude indeed. It was so rude, in 

fact, that the red 'naughty light' glowed red... 

 

...which proved conclusively that Beatrix had sworn in the council chamber. 

"Oh dear." She said in a quieter tone. "Does that mean I'm in trouble?" 



But before anyone could reply, a claxon sounded, and the chamber was bathed in the 

light of a crimson alert... 

 

"Argh." The Queen of the Pygmies screamed. "It must be liquid rock, better known as 

magma, bubbling up to the surface through a subterranean vent! Or maybe it’s only an 

oxy-acetylene torch."  

So everyone turned to regard the glowing door, and feared the worse. 

If Nigel, the Golden One, had the slightest inkling what was occurring on his world, he 

would have turned the X1 around in a wide arc, and catapulted himself and Magnuss 

back along the invisible road they had travelled - all the way to Scroton. But he didn't, 

so he didn't. Instead the brand spanking new space ship continued to blast without 

interruption... 

 



...which was just as well because it required forward momentum to generate the 

artificial gravity field, which, in turn, allowed Magnuss to use the ship's toilet... 

 

Having completed his mission, the youthful earplug was struck with an idea... 

 

He recalled that Ship Number Fifteen had been fitted with an observation cupola on the 

outside of the upper hull. He and his beloved Hair-Trigger Provost...  



 

...used it quite extensively. So he rushed from the lavatory... 

 

...and found Nigel scrutinising the Super Massive Drive control rod... 

 



"Hey, Nige, how closely did your tech-guys follow my design jottings?" 

Nigel wasn't really listening: he was too engrossed in the control rod. "What would 

happen if I pulled this glowing control rod all the way out?" He enquired. 

Magnuss couldn't respond fast enough: he was terrified that the cable end might tug the 

control rod before he could reply: "Our drive would stall; we'd float to the ceiling: and 

the contents of the toilet would engulf us in a most horrible manner." He gabbled. 

"Oh." Nigel almost sounded disappointed. "Best leave it alone then, hadn't I? Gosh, this 

ship is awfully small: I'm so bored; I think I'd like to die. What did you ask about the 

ship's construction?"  

In reply Magnuss told the cable end king of Ship Number Fifteen's observation cupola. 

"Do think we can find one in the X1?" He asked conspiratorially. And five minutes 

later... 

 

...the two friends found themselves standing in the Super Massive Drive's trans-cosmos 

slipstream, with only a wafer-thin energy field to protect them from infinity. And they 

couldn't have been happier. But they could have been a heck of a lot less happy if they'd 

known what was occurring in the Council Chamber in Scroton Prime... 

 



"Why, hello." The super-confident Edni Gilbatross purred as she entered the chamber 

and stepped upon the daïs - Sponson and Saskia in step behind her. "I see you've been 

keeping my seat warm for me. How kind." 

At first Beatrix was nonplussed. Then she felt aghast. And finally she tried her hand at 

outrage: "How dare you!" She roared. "You - a complete non-entity, whom no one has 

ever heard of - have the temerity to assume the mantle of leadership so recently vacated 

by my late, lamented, and very deceased husband? Well I've never heard the like!" 

"Shut your face." Sponson said in a menacing tone that he'd been practicing in the 

elevator all the way up from the basement. 

 

"My dear Silver One." Edni said in a calm measured tone. "If you had been monitoring 

the social media and cable channels prior to your husband's foolhardy escapade, you 

would know that we three are far from non-entities. You would know that we have been 

recently voted 'The Three Most Gorgeous Bodies on the Planet'. Our popularity with 

cable ends of all ages is unequalled - at least on the Internet. So we claim the throne by 

right. The right of being fabulous and being in the right place at the right time." 

Beatrix opened her mouth to speak, but could find no words. Well actually she did find 

one, but it was very similar to the word she'd said earlier, and she was lucky that the 

'naughty light' didn't glow again. So, without further ado, she relinquished her position 

to the popular favourites of Scroton. 

 



"But why do you want to rule Scroton?" Major Baizbal-Kapp, Permanent Secretary to 

the Military, inquired. With your looks, surely you'd be better off on television." 

"Injustice." Saskia replied. "We've seen too much of it." 

"Yeah." Sponson added eloquently. "You're all lousy sods!" 

It took Edni to explain that all three of them had been yellow desert dwellers - until 

their magical transformation. "We're here for revenge." She added. "We want 

everyone else to suffer like yellow cable ends do." 

Beatrix trembled so much that her knicker elastic gave up the will to defy gravity any 

longer. "Ooh-er." She whispered to herself as she rammed her fingers into her mouth, 

in a feeble attempt to stop her teeth chattering. "This isn't how things work on Scroton. 

Surely our wonderful benefactors; those that brought intelligence and self-awareness to 

cable ends, will interfere and cast out these pretenders." 

It was a reasonable assumption. Many were the times when evidence of their 

omnipotent powers filled the sky with the flaming wreckage of invading alien fleets and 

suchlike.  

"But then," she spoke wisely to herself - perhaps for the first time in the twenty-three 

years since she had attained sentience - "maybe it's time that we - by 'we' I mean the 

species Cablus Endicuss - grew up and took control of our own destiny. Is this Edni 

Gilbatross and her two fellow former yellow desert dwellers, the beginning of a new 

era? Crap - I hope not!"  

Of course, unwittingly Beatrix was half-correct. Those she referred to as benefactors 

weren't interested in petty politics. It was beneath the threshold of their awareness. 

They weren't gods: they didn't listen to every plea and prayer. They left that to the 

maintenance crew in the subterranean facility... 

 

...who had been keeping an eye on the situation via their huge video screen. They'd seen 

everything, and they were not impressed. 

"Did you hear that?" One of the mushroom-shaped earplugs snapped. "Who loused 

up? She shouldn't have been left alone within fifty Mutrons of that bio-tracker." 



"Let's not go apportioning blame." The purple polystyrene blob snapped back. "We 

should spend our time formulating a plan to retrieve the situation." 

"We could tell them that their Golden One isn't dead." The huge blue polystyrene blob 

suggested. 

"And how do we do that, without giving ourselves away?" Another mushroom 

enquired. 

"I know." The first mushroom announced. "We'll put out a call to our masters. We've 

never done that before: it should get their attention." 

Whilst the benefactor's underlings did whatever benefactor's underlings do when they 

want to make contact with the society-builders that created Scroton, Edni was surprised 

when the two previously quiescent security guards in the council chamber leapt upon 

the dais... 

 

Initially she thought that they were about to slaughter her and her friends in a frenzy of 

blood and gore. But the lack of wicked blades, spiky maces, or weighty cudgels quickly 

altered her mind-set. Were they about to arrest her instead? Under whose authority did 

they act? Then one of them spoke: 

"Oh, Miss Gilbatross, you're acting under a misunderstanding. The yellow cable ends of 

Scroton Prime are no longer brainwashed automatons. We were all given our freedom a 

few days ago, when the Golden One learned of the injustices that were being enacted 

against our class. Those responsible for the heinous act of taking us from our homes and 

forcing us to be police officers, have been arrested; stripped of their rank; stripped of 

their wealth; and stripped of their underpants; and are now hacking out chunks of wet 

mossy stuff in a peat bog on an off-shore island in the north." 

Edni was shocked by this revelation. "Is this true?" She demanded of Field-Marshall 

Dave Wolstenholm, recently installed Chief of the Civil Guard. "Are my people free 

citizens of Scroton? Are they now rushing back to the desert like a mindless and rabid 

horde? Can Sponson, Saskia, and myself return to our homes, safe in the knowledge 



that we will never be required to march up and down in neat rows and rough people up 

on street corners and hand out vicious parking tickets?" 

Wolstenholme saluted smartly. "Yes, Ma'am, this is a fact." 

The air seemed to leak out of the beautiful blue cable end. She almost sagged upon her 

dais... 

 

"What have I done?" She whispered. "What have I done?" 

With the exception of Saskia and Sponson, everyone wondered what the heck Edni was 

prattling on about. Only Beatrix found the courage to ask the new leader for the truth: 

"Well," she said haughtily, "what have you done?"   

Edni paused before she spoke. How could she confess to such a terrible crime? And a 

crime that she need never have committed - if only she had been better informed. She 

looked skyward in hope of divine advice...  

 



If, at that moment, Edni found the situation only a few microns from untenable, she 

would have felt a whole lot worse if she'd known that... 

 

...not only was the worst moment of her life happening for real, but that it was 

happening on live TV, she might have shut her gob and taken to her heels. But she 

didn't know, and duly said: "It was me who killed the Golden One. I destabilised the 

ship with a device I had smuggled aboard by an unwitting accomplice - that being the 

(now dead) Magnuss Earplug - and made it crash into the sun!" 

Julian Pram - Minister without Portfolio - sighed in the way that only an experienced 

politician can. He said: "Several weeks ago I warned the government about the 

increasing boldness of desert fundamentalists. All that sand and nothing to do: it's 

bound to leave a cable end susceptible to violent suggestion. You poor girl, Edni, it's not 

really your fault: it's the fault of all cable end society. We should have seen this coming. 

All the signs were there. I don't think anyone could seriously hold your part in the 

homicide of Scroton's great, good, and wise leader against you. But I think that, 

perhaps, you should stand down now, and take Sponson and Saskia with you." 

It was an excellent idea. One that Edni grasped with both of her hands, her feet, and the 

cleft between her buttocks.  

Chapter Six 

Meanwhile, way out in interstellar space, the X1's progress continued unabated... 



 

...and Nigel's obsession with the Super Massive Drive control rod continued... 

 

"Just bloody leave it alone, you weirdo!" Magnuss bellowed at him. "Touch that control 

rod again and I'll touch you - right on the end of your super massive nose - with my 

fist!" 

"I'm sorry, Magnuss." Nigel said in his defence, "But this vessel is so tiny. I'm a big city 

kind of cable end: this place is making me stir crazy." 

Magnuss understood only too well. He also suffered from a degree of claustrophobia 

aboard ship. "Yeah," he replied, "I wish I hadn't suggested that we reduce the size of 

Ship Number Fifteen by a huge seventy-five percent. Fifty would have done fine." 

But it wasn't only Magnuss and Nigel who were suffering from psychological problems 

at that precise moment: Edni Gilbatross wasn't doing particularly well either. In fact 



she and Sponson and Saskia were being quietly run out of town, and they weren't 

enjoying the experience... 

 

Thousands of cable ends - of every hue and social position - had come to see them on 

their way. Some of them stood in stoic silence... 

 

…whilst others threw insults of the most cutting kind. This forced the less apathetic 

Sponson and Saskia to remonstrate with them... 

 

"We didn't plan to do this - you bunch of big-jobs." Sponson yelled at them. 

"That's right." A supportive Saskia added. "We were just regular desert dwellers. If we 

hadn't been so persecuted by your security forces, this would never have happened. So 

really it's your fault - you load of ugly gits!"   



Then both had to run to catch up with Edni as she trudged onwards in silence... 

 

...though Saskia did pause long enough to hurl a few insults back at their unwanted 

audience. 

And in the underground lair, the polystyrene blobs were somewhat less than happy 

too... 

 

"I don't like the idea of bringing our masters in to deal with this." The large blob 

opined openly. 

"Yeah, too right." Others replied. 

"So what are gonna do about it?" Yet others asked.  

"Indeed." A voice that was familiar to all the blue blobs said. "What are we going to do 

something about?" 



 

Of course the voice belonged to one of their department heads - the red polystyrene 

blob. In response the blue blobs explained their problem. 

"You want to overrule our overseers?" The yellow blob said with incredulity clear in 

every syllable. "You want to cancel our desperate emergency call to our masters? You 

want us to solve the problem of the absent Golden One, and you want to let the 

Scrotonites know that he isn't dead? Are you clinically insane? That would give our 

presence away. You know we have to keep our existence secret. Why, even our sewage 

system is cloaked in mystery. No one in the city dung reclamation plant knows that our 

effluent is any different to normal poo." 

He would have said more, but he was interrupted by an exaggerated clearing of a 

mushroom-like earplug's throat... 

 

Naturally the mushrooms wanted to know what the impromptu meeting was about. 

When they discovered the truth... 



 

...they looked really annoyed. But, after they spent a few moments thinking about it, 

they thought better of lambasting their underlings and calling them names. 

"Good idea." The mushroom with the orange eyes said. "We have the technology. The 

bosses aren't here. We are. Let's take care of business ourselves!"  

So the first act they committed was to review Edni's walk of shame... 

 

"Oh, look at all them miserable cable ends." The purple blob urged. "We really got to 

cheer them up." 

 

"And Edni and her chums too." He added... 



 

"Look, she's made it to the edge of town. After that she'll be headed for the great lakes. 

And after that she'll find herself in the hinterlands - between the light side of Scroton, 

and the dark side!" 

Whilst the intelligent beings that maintained the vastly advanced alien equipment 

beneath the surface of Scroton hurriedly reacted to the imminent danger to Edni 

Gilbatross - in several panic-stricken ways; back in the Museum of Future Technology... 

 

...one of the curators - namely Bubbly Salterton... 

 

...felt rather pleased with himself as he departed the police cells - having just locked up 

a drunken visitor who had insulted fellow curator, Cushions Smethwyke, by calling her 



a 'toothy git'. But after a brief walk his feelings of self-satisfaction evaporated because 

his mind returned to the problem of making the three members of the Joyfulettes his 

property... 

 

He reasoned that short of having the leader of Mister Zinc's henchmen... 

 

...abduct them and have them brainwashed into loving him, Bubbly could think of only 

one other course of action that remained open to him: that being impressing them with 

his prowess. To this end he sent them a message that invited them to the fortnightly 

farting contest. Now he stood outside the venue, nervously practising for the event... 

 

And as he did so he felt his confidence soar. As did that of Throgennis and his cousin, as 

they stood atop the Nul-Space generator and listened to the Ice-worlder... 



 

...as he explained how he could patch the air-con in the cafeteria through the Nul-Space 

generator to create a super-cold environment that would duplicate the ice planet 

perfectly... 

 

"Cool." Said Throgennis...er...confidently - if a little clichéd. 

Meanwhile, upon Scroton, confidence was definitely in short supply. Edni now led 

Sponson and Saskia to the Great Lakes - guilt haunting their every stride...  

 

Standing at the edge of town, many inhabitants of Scroton Prime waited with bated 

breath... 



 

...as Edni led her friends among the many pools that comprised the Great Lakes - all of 

which were clear and refreshing in summer, and as cold as frozen heck in the winter... 

 

"Edni, speak to us." Saskia pleaded. "We know you meant to destroy the X1 and kill 

both passengers, but I'm sure no one will hold that against you. By next week this will 

all have blown over. Let's go back to the city." 

"Yeah," Sponson tried mightily to support his friend, "that's right. Sure, we could get 

our faces filled in a couple of times in between, but before long this will be old news. 

You could get a job waiting tables on the Plaza Del Excremento." 

But their pleas fell upon deaf ears as... 

 



Edni waded into the water. All that either cable end could hear, when finally Edni 

responded to their terrified squeals of disbelief, was, "Blub, blub, blub." And, when her 

breathing hole slipped beneath the surface, even that stopped. 

For several seconds Sponson and Saskia stared at the invitingly cool waters. 

"Ah, sod it." Saskia blurted. "Edni always was the one with all the brains." 

Seconds later... 

 

...they joined her. And before long... 

 

...they appeared to have expired as they lay, inert, upon the bottom. 

On the edge of town, no one spoke. They merely looked... 



 

Then something quite remarkable occurred. Something that, had it not been witnessed 

by all those cable ends who had just watched the murdering swine, Edni Gilbatross, 

drown, might have been dismissed as an optical illusion or a psychotic break. In short, 

this happened... 

 

"Ye Gods." Those watching from afar cried out in unison. "They've transformed into 

dead desert dwellers. Could this be indicative of an already altered physiological state 

reverting to its original form? If so, how the heck did this happen? Have those super-

beings that brought enlightenment to our people returned?"  

But their astonishment increased beyond measure when this happened... 

 



"Blub, blub, blub." Said a very surprised Edni. 

"Gurgle." Sponson replied - vaguely disappointed that he'd been snatched away from 

'the light' that, rumour had it, led to the 'afterlife'. 

"Flipping Heck." Saskia said as her air hole broke the surface. "What happened there? 

Astonishment doesn't come close!" 

It took a few seconds for the others to respond. By then they were... 

 

...wading through the shallows, en route for... 

 

...dry land. 

"Isn't it obvious: it’s a bloody miracle." Edni observed impassively. "We've been given 

a second chance at life. I say, let's grab it." 



Well the others were in no position to argue: clearly Edni was entirely correct in her 

summation of their situation. 

"So, it's the desert next, is it?" Saskia asked/suggested. 

"Damn right!" Edni roared. "I, for one, have had enough of beauty and the city life: 

I can't wait to feel the sand between my toes again. And the grit in my sandwiches too. 

Let's get outta here." 

Chapter Seven 

Meanwhile, back in the Museum of Technology, the Joyfulettes had arrived at the front 

door of the venue that was about to hold the fortnightly farting contest... 

 

They had read all the posters and flyers that Bubbly Salterton had organized to gain 

their attention: and now they couldn't wait to see some spectacular blowing off! 

Neither Blinky Chutnor nor Piper Agnew was certain that they really wanted to expose 

themselves to something quite as disgusting as a farting competition; but Swetti Nax 

could barely contain her enthusiasm. 

"Okay," she said in response to their reticence, "we'll wait over there and see who goes 

in. If there is just one famous personality, we go in too." 

So they waited - but not for long. First to arrive were... 

 



...George and Edie, who had assumed that the Joyfulettes had entered already. Because 

of her great age, George was forced to help his mountain pea-farming wife up the steps 

to the door. Hot on their heels came, none other than... 

 

...the legendary ageing thespian and former movie star, Sir Dodger Muir, who 

paused on the step for photographs. Unfortunately there were no photographers 

present, so he entered almost unseen. Shortly afterwards a great throng arrived by taxi. 

The former android super soldier, Pilot, spotted the girls... 

 

"Hi." He said. "Don’t go standing in the shadows like a bunch of attractive ghouls: get 

yourselves inside: I promise you, you aint never seen nothing until you've witnessed a 

farting contest up close and semi-personal." 

So, begrudgingly, Blinky and Piper approached the door once more... 



 

...where Swetti waited for them. Then, even more begrudgingly, they allowed her to... 

 

...drag them inside building. And they were ecstatically pleased that they did so, 

because...  

 

...the Master of Ceremonies was none other than... 



 

...the very earplug they had travelled all the way to the museum to meet. 

"Yaaaaah...it's Ootis Wolliums!" Swetti screamed semi-incoherently. 

"Gosh," Blinky breathed, "he may be ancient, but he's so distinguished and 

handsome." 

And Piper didn't say anything at all: as a life-long fan of the Trumptations, the shock of 

seeing her hero in real life made her brain stop functioning all together. 

But before either girl could fully recover their wits, Ootis Wolliums introduced the 

night's contestants - to rapturous applause...  

 

Naturally the first round featured a simple warm-up procedure. Spectacular three-

dimensional farts would follow later. First to step upon the stage was former burglar, 

Hellfire McWilliams... 

 

...who was still learning the basics and who could manage nothing more than some air-

staining. Hellfire was replaced with former scout ship pilot, Atcherly Speekin... 



 

...who impressed the audience greatly with his opening gambit. His replacement, in 

turn, was an expert in tutoring professional farters; but was an absolute beginner 

himself. His name was... 

 

...Doctor Snippentuck - and he seemed inordinately pleased with his turquoise effort. 

But when the next contestant appeared... 

 

...the fortnightly farting contest regulars cheered. Bonzo Crabtree was an officer of 

TWIT, and spent most of his time on duty at Fort Balderdash breaking wind. His 

opening shot certainly warmed up the room with a spectacular light show. But when the 



fifth contestant stepped upon the daïs, a silence fell upon the audience. Bubbly 

Salterton... 

 

...was the first curator ever to enter the competition. But, sadly, he'd mistakenly worn 

his new nylon underpants, so when he let slip a gaseous emission, something 

unfortunate happened... 

 

Naturally panic ensued. Those with the wit to flee did so... 

 

"Run." Blinky yelled. "Run - before the conflagration reaches the emergency toilet!" 



Fortunately for the owner of the venue, super-heated botty burps, like other gaseous 

anomalies, are susceptible to the forces of nature and laws of physics. The flaming gases 

shot up to the ceiling and vented into the atmosphere through the auxiliary fart flue. 

This meant that Bubbly could exit the building, hours later, as dawn broke, with both 

his self-esteem and wallet intact... 

 

But not the rear section of his trousers, of course. All thoughts of impressing the 

Joyfulettes were banished. 'In fact,' he considered, 'I'll do well to keep my job after this 

debacle.' 

The same thought must have been running through the minds of George and Edie too... 

 

...because as a sign appeared in the doorway, the two ageing pea farmers accosted 

Bubbly and offered him a job. 

"We're getting too old to walk up and down the mountain picking peas." Edie said. 

"We need someone young and desperate to do it for us. And any electrostatic charge 

that builds up in your nylon underpants can be used for lighting fires or paraffin 

lamps. The job is yours, if you want it. What do you say?" 

And, of course, Bubbly said yes. After all, he'd always liked mountains, and peas were 

his favourite vegetable. 



Elsewhere - that is aboard the X1 - Magnuss and Nigel decided that it was probably a 

good idea to practice some emergency procedures... 

 

"There's a hypothetical space pirate vessel approaching." Magnuss suggested. "What 

do we do?" 

"Open hypothetical fire?" Nigel replied. 

"No weapons - remember?" 

"Oh, yeah, no time to fit them. Okay...swerve." 

"Correct. Now we're about to encounter space turbulence: our seatbelts are in the 

wash: What do we do?" 

"Easy." Nigel answered... 

 

..."We don our see-through helmets." 



Magnuss was most pleased with his colleague’s grasp of procedures. "Very good." He 

said. "But what should we do if the landing engine fails?" 

"Other than poop in our pants, you mean?" Nigel responded. But before Magnuss 

could speak, Nigel had flicked a few switches... 

 

"Inflate the giant transparent air bag." He answered. 

Chapter Eight 

The remainder of the day passed uneventfully for the visitors and inhabitants of the 

Museum of Future Technology. And so, as misty night descended upon its mighty 

flanks... 

 

Cuckoo Slazenger returned to the Ice World exhibit to take in the ambience. She stared 

out over a fake vista that depicted sunset on the ice world... 



 

She then turned her attention to Valentine and Rudi, who were out playing in the snow 

with Yu-Wah and Wah-Hey Pong... 

 

She smiled at their youthful zest for life. Not for them the inner turmoil of having to 

create a new café interior for their cousin. She also noted the Spanish beauties - Los 

Chicas de la Playas - not really enjoying themselves, and considered them vain for 

refusing to wear thermal underwear, thereby avoiding the ruination of their visible 

pantie line, but suffering accordingly... 

 

...except Jorge, of course, who always wore boxers. Then something happened that 

shook her to her red silicon core, and made her turn pale... 



 

She experienced a vision of a space ship careering across the sky above the frozen 

landscape... 

 

And any thoughts of young pre-school earplugs romping in Throgennis's café crèche... 

 

...were banished. Further, clearly any hopes of tempting visiting rubber bungs inside for 

a long glass of Té con melocoton... 



 

...would only ever be a hopeless pipe dream. And the invitation to the curator, Cheerful 

Charlie Chopsticks... 

 

...she now believed would never be delivered.  

"Have I seen the future?" She asked herself nervously. But she received no reply. 

But Cuckoo's fear of her prescience didn't dissuade her from her duty to design the 

interior of Throgennis's café; and only a few minutes after the three re-animated cable 

ends finally emerged from the caves into their home desert upon Scroton... 

 

...and Magnuss and Nigel began the final fall towards the Solar System aboard the X1... 



 

...a team of advertising company earplugs were about to enter the ice world exhibit... 

 

...so that, like Cuckoo before them, they might savour the atmosphere of a cold world 

and thereby produce a superb advertising campaign for (what Throgennis had decided 

to name) The Kool Kaff. And as they entered, at least three of them thought that it 

would be 'a walk in the park'... 

 

...but as the true cold of the exhibit quickly pierced the feeble insulation of their 

corporate suits... 



 

...their teeth began to chatter, their knees began to knock, and then... 

 

...they froze solid, and cursed themselves for being pompous, know-it-all, jerks who 

refused to listen to the ice planet people who knew what they were talking about. 

At much the same time, the Joyfulettes were finally having their audition with Ootis 

Wolliums. Much to their surprise Ootis had invited the other Trumptations - those 

being Dunnis Idwards, Cory Valentine, and Shat and Beeki Spitoon - along to the 

museum's Grand Hall. 

 



After a relatively formal greeting, Ootis had some technicians wheel out the stage, upon 

which the three girls would perform... 

 

Naturally Beeki had a few words of wisdom to impart: 

"Don't whine or shriek." She told them. "And don't sing in a higher key than Cory 

because he's the group's falsetto lead, and in his deluded mind no one on the planet can 

sing a higher note than Cory. Oh, and try to keep in step with each other: Ootis can't 

stand elephantine dancers." 

And so their chance at the big time - a permanent act at the Museum of Future 

Technology - commenced... 

 



Initially all went well for Blinky, Piper, and Swetti. Piper and Swetti, in particular... 

 

...were admired for their ability to keep up with Blinky's gyrations whilst delivering 

pitch-perfect Doo-Waps and Ooh, Baby-Baby. And any reservations Ootis might have 

harboured for Blinky's vocal talents... 

 

...were extinguished when the act slipped down from the stage and Blinky fluttered her 

huge eyelashes at the ageing soul group leader. After clearing his throat several times, 

Ootis was finally able to deliver his opinion... 

 



"Piper," he addressed the smallest girl in the group, "you're a short-arse and you don't 

match so well with the taller girls - but it's nothing some boosters in your high heels 

won't fix. Blinky; you can't sing for toffee, but we have machines in the studio to put 

that right. You look great, so any shortfall in the talent department can be disguised by 

fish net tights and a girdle. Swetti, with you I have a problem. You got a great voice - we 

all recognise that, girl; but you're a little...how can I say it, Dunnis?" 

Dunnis looked awkward when he answered in his rich, gravelly voice: "Homely?" 

"Yeah," Ootis continued. "Homely. Not so much the girl-next-door: but more the girl 

locked up in next door's basement." 

"What he means," the blind performer, Cory Valentine, interjected, "is that you should 

be seen and not heard. Well let me tell you, Ootis: I can't see the girl, but I sure can 

hear her good. You know where I'm coming from, man? She's best singer here today - 

and that includes Beeki - or you, for that matter, ya mealy-mouthed tonge. So if you 

pass on her, you can pass on me too - butt-wipe: the Trumps can perform without the 

best falsetto the world has ever heard." 

Cory had been one of the founding members of the Trumptations. Ootis had found, 

throughout their career together, that it was wise to heed the pink-ish earplug's council. 

"Yeah, alright then." He said brightly to the girls. "You can all join us in the show 

tonight. Anyone who falls short gets shown the back door. Okay?" 

 

Of course it was 'okay': Blinky might be no singer: Piper might be a little short: and 

Swetti might look like a barn door; but in show business any shortcoming could be 

hidden behind a half-decent backing band, ladled-on make-up, and subtle lighting. For 

the Joyfulettes the show was on. And they couldn't wait! 

Chapter Nine 

Meanwhile the X1 had entered Earth's atmosphere, and was making best speed for the 

museum... 



 

Inside the driving room... 

 

Magnuss made a suggestion: "I know," he said as he set the autopilot controls, "let's go 

watch from the observation cupola: as we approach we can see the whole museum from 

the air. It'll be fantastic. I've set the autopilot to land in Glazed Park. Nothing can 

wrong." 

And Nigel replied. "Yeah: good idea, Magnuss. Let's do it!" 

Cuckoo and Throgennis, meanwhile, had been working overtime at the Kool Kaff. The 

air conditioning had been routed through the nul-space generator: the furnishings and 

equipment had been installed; Iceworlder waiters had been employed; the waste pipes 

had been connected to the toilet bowls; and now several members of the museum's 

Mothers Union had decided to hold their annual scoff at the new café... 



 

Despite the bone-chilling cold, everyone were enjoying themselves... 

 

None less than Throgennis and Cuckoo, as the special whaling boat style dining tables 

quickly filled with happy, expectant, customers ... 

 



It was early days for the Kool Kaff, but the omens were looking good.  

Meanwhile Magnuss and Nigel had taken themselves to the X1's observation cupola... 

 

"Look." Magnuss yelled with maximum enthusiasm. "It's the Museum of Future 

Technology - and it’s still really far away! You know those towers are over two 

kilometres high. Sometimes you can look from the roof,  down on the clouds below." 

"If they're so big and far away, and we're so small," Nigel responded, "why does it feel 

like we're going really fast? Look..." 

 

...we're there already." 

"Oh my god." Magnuss yelped. I must have set the autopilot on Miles per Hour instead 

of Kilometres per Hour. Oh bum - we're going too fast to land in Glazed Park. We're 



gonna land somewhere else completely. Quickly - adopt the crash position.  Brace! 

Brace!" 

Just moments later a group of Iceworlders in the Ice Planet exhibit heard an unusual 

sound high above and looked up from cutting an ice hole... 

 

And what they saw made them wish they'd stayed on their home world... 

 

Anything was better than being landed on by an interstellar vehicle! 

 By chance two visitors stood upon the fake frozen expanse... 

 



Also by chance both were brilliant mathematicians from the University of Droxford. In 

a split second they'd calculated the X1's trajectory and its future crash site. 

"Quick," one said to the other, "get on the 'phone to that new café and give them the 

bad news." 

At, about the same time, but in a different part of the universe, the polystyrene androids 

had picked up an in-coming flying machine on their video monitor... 

 

They quickly called their overseers, the mushroom-shaped earplugs, in to give them 

reassurances that the end was not nigh. 

"Oops." One of the mushrooms squeaked. "That looks like one of our master's 

destroyer class protector ships. It can mean only one thing." 

A moment later the image shifted to a vast sphere that appeared to descend through the 

atmosphere of Scroton... 

 

"Not good." The purple android blob opined. "Not good. Not good. Not good. Argh!" 

Then things got a lot less good when a voice boomed from the very fabric of the 

subterranean lair... 



 

No one quite caught what it said because they were farting with fear too loudly to hear 

distinct words. But eventually the mushrooms calmed down enough to pay attention... 

 

And what they heard made them 'shush' the android blobs into silence. So, as the blobs 

stood to attention... 

 

...the voice roared: "You been bad boys and girls and gender non-specifics. You done 

stupid stuff. You been showin' off an' stuff. Only us clever guys do showin' off kinda 

stuff. It aint your technology to use. Only us smart guys, what bring braininess to the 



universe, can use that. You got teeny-weeny brains; so you is bein' replaced. You is all 

goin' to new jobs - looking after some dumb-ass End Caps. An' they got them a civil war 

too. Gonna be real dangerous there. Ha-ha-ha. Bet cha wish ya never gave them yella 

cable ends a helping hand now. Huh? So pack ya bags: you's leavin' in the mornin'." 

The mushrooms were stunned into catatonia... 

 

"Gosh." One of them managed eventually. "End Caps. Civil war. I can't wait. Not!" 

The Mother's Union Annual Scoff was going well at the Kool Kaff. As a result of their 

swelling coffers, Throgennis and Cuckoo grinned like idiots... 

 

But as Throgennis raced away to take another tip from another satisfied Mother's 

Union member, Cuckoo's sense of prescience kicked in again... 

 



A feeling of doom descended on her. This feeling was confirmed when a waiter rushed 

up with some breaking news... 

 

"Madame," He bellowed above the hub-bub in the room, "I 'ave received a telephone 

call from a mathematician. He is a professor at the University of Droxford. He has 

issued to us a warning." 

He would have said more, and been verbally illuminating: but Cuckoo cut him off 

short: "A space ship is about to crash into the Kool Kaff." She stated bluntly. 

Those within earshot spun around on their heels. "Space ship?" Throgennis gulped. 

"The Kool Kaff?" He added needlessly. 

Cuckoo needed to clear the café in double quick time. Explaining the truth would waste 

too much of it. So she shouted: "Fire! Fire! You can't see it: it's in the kitchen. Please 

evacuate the building pronto." 

Well there is only one thing that Mother's Union members do better than knitting or 

playing whist: and that is evacuating buildings. A split second later... 

 

...they were racing for the exit - many of them conveniently forgetting to pay their bills 

on the way, which really annoyed Cuckoo. In moments they were spilling into the street 

outside... 



 

Cuckoo, though, refused to move. She had put her heart and soul into Throgennis's 

project: she wasn't about to allow some crummy space ship to send her running from it 

like a frightened girl. Then she almost changed her mind when the ceiling exploded... 

 

 Throgennis held much the same opinion... 

 

...as the X1 plummeted through the hole in the roof. Only a split second before it made 

contact with the furnishings, Cuckoo dared sneak a peek at the engine of her doom... 



 

...and she realised that, perhaps, she and her cousin might still survive the accident... 

 

And then, when the ship failed to explode into a million fiery pieces... 

 

...they shuffled over to take a look. 

"Can you see a hatch or something?" Throgennis inquired. "If so, try to open it: I'd like 

to personally give the pilot a good kick up the arse for ruining my opening day." 

Naturally Cuckoo couldn't: there was far too much steam billowing about like a plague 

of corpuscles; and her visual acuity had always been a little suspect under red light. 



"Sorry, no." She replied. "But if he survived, I'm sure he'll stagger out eventually. I 

hope he does: I'd like to punch him in the nose for wrecking my whaling boat tables - 

especially if he's a complete nobody that no one has ever heard of." 

As if on cue... 

 

...Magnuss and Nigel appeared from out of the gloom. 

"Sod it." Throgennis snarled. "Just our bloody luck: It's the museum's greatest hero 

and an alien sidekick. I can't put the boot into the first one because if I did I'd be 

pilloried by his fan club: and I can't kick the other one because I don't know where his 

arse is, or even if he has one!" 

Magnuss looked up at the ceiling that he'd so recently fallen through. 

"Whoever designed this place deserves an award." He said. "Those fifteen metres of 

thermal insulation clearly saved the leader of Scroton and myself from certain death." 

Cuckoo stepped forward... 

 



"This award." She said. "Does it include fiscal remuneration?" 

Initially Magnuss's response to Cuckoo's question was very positive. In fact he offered 

to pay for the repairs to the Kool Kaff out of contingency fund that he'd set up after his 

adventure in an alternative 'evil' reality, using money earned by writing an 

autobiography that was subsequently serialised in the museum's major daily 

publication. But before either Cuckoo or Throgennis could get it down on paper, the 

X1's deuterium tank ruptured and they all found themselves submerged, which pleased 

no one...   

 

...especially Throgennis, who had two tickets for the Trumptations concert in the Grand 

Hall, and who wondered if deuterium would come out in the wash. 

Fortunately for all four sentient beings, the drainage system was new and highly 

efficient, and only a half-hour later Magnuss was showing Nigel some of the sights... 

 

...which Nigel tried to enjoy despite his slight sense of claustrophobia caused by the 

relatively low ceilings.  



"This is what they used to call the 'bowels of the museum'." He informed the alien as he 

turned on his golden colouring. 

"Fascinating." Nigel responded. "What do they call it now?" 

"The Magnuss Earplug Way." Magnuss replied. "Named after me following a daring 

raid I led on some futuristic robots that had taken control of the museum." 

"I think I preferred the original name." Nigel grunted. 

And it was a further half-hour later when Dunnis Idwards introduced the 

Trumptations' new backing singers to an expectant audience... 

 

Then, like a well-oiled machine, the soul group broke into a medley of their early hits, 

which included, Aint Too Proud to Belch, Funky Music Sho'nuf Makes Me Sick, You 

Can't Hide From Your Nose, and Too Busy Sitting on a Burglar... 

 

...which had the crowd 'getting down' to the pre-recorded insistent groove, Dunnis' 

rasping tenor, the Trump's soulful harmonies, and the Joyfulettes cheesy grins, in fine 

fashion. 

Naturally Rupert Piles attended. His live transmission was pumped out over the 

museum's CCTV system... 



 

...so it was possible that everyone in the vast building watched as the Joyfulettes... 

 

...took centre stage, and duly cemented themselves in the combined psyche of the entire 

museum population. Success, they were confidently assured by Ootis, was a copper 

bottomed certainty. 

So, as the throng returned, happy, to their abodes for the night...

 



...Throgennis and Cuckoo decided to ransack the crashed spaceship, and now took 

vacant possession of one very unique Super Massive Drive unit... 

 

"Throggy." Cuckoo said as inspiration struck. "Let's not bother fixing up the Kool 

Kaff: Let's start a space vacation business instead. This can be our booking office!" 

Epilogue 

Three months later Swetti Nax arrived at the door of George and Edie's mountainside 

hovel. After smashing her fist against the door frame several times, George answered 

her accompanying bellows of greeting... 

 

"By the Saint of All Earplugs." He exclaimed. "What has brought you all the way up 

here, sweet innocent Swetti?" 



But before Swetti could answer the pink mountain pea farmer, Edie (who couldn't come 

out because she couldn't find her knickers anywhere) shouted: "Who is it, George? If 

it's one of them religious zealots, throw him into the gorge without a parachute - or at 

least one that doesn't unfold very well, and only fully deploys when the free-faller is a 

metre above the jagged rocks below." 

"It's Swetti Nax, dear." George called back. "The Joyfulette who can actually sing." 

"Who?" Edie managed as her knickers miraculously revealed themselves to be hanging 

on the drier in the bath tub. "Is that the plain one, with a face that could sink a 

thousand ships?" 

"Yes, that's the girl." George said with an awkward smile. "She's come all the way here 

from the Museum of Future Technology. By the way, Swetti; what do you want? We're 

busy earplugs you know. Busy doing nothing mostly; but busy nonetheless." 

"I want to see Bubbly Salterton." Swetti answered. 

Edie must have heard from where she stood beside the washing machine. "Tell her to go 

away. We love her dearly and wish her well with her chosen career; but she can't have 

Bubbly." 

"That's right." George added - rather loudly, Swetti considered. "We're retired now. 

Bubbly does all the work. It's a very busy time of the year right now. You'll have to 

come back in the Spring." 

Then, with a conspiratorial wink he added: "He's up in the snowy pasture. If you run 

you'll catch him before he visits the toilet." 

At that point Edie emerged from the hovel... 

 

...and Swetti had to pretend to be angry and storm off - en route (Edie didn't know it of 

course) for the snowy pasture. 

It was a long and arduous climb up from the snow-free zone to where Bubbly stood 

surveying the area... 



 

In fact Swetti was so exhausted in the thin air that she didn't notice the former curator. 

But Bubbly certainly spotted her, and his heart skipped several beats. And, for a 

moment or two, he thought he might be suffering a myocardial infarction. Then he 

called out to her. In an instant Swetti turned to look... 

 

"Bubbly," she called out; "you're needed - badly." 

"Needed?" Bubbly said in voice grown suddenly small. "No one needs me - except 

George and Edie, of course, whose useless sons ran off to the city and left them to farm 

the mountain all by themselves - the evil swine." His voice strengthening, he added: 

"But I digress. Who needs me - and why?" 

"I do." Swetti answered in a heartbeat. "And the Joyfulettes too, of course. Cory 

Valentine had a bust up with Ootis. Long story short: the Trumptations are no more. 

Disbanded. The Joyfulettes need a manager. Two of them need a father figure to guide 

them. And one needs a husband." 



Bubbly felt uncertain. How should he respond? Could Swetti be telling the truth? Of 

course she could: why else would she take the transfer conduit from the Museum of 

Future Technology - to Transfer Conduit Station Seven... 

 

...then clamber up the frozen mountainside, only to give him a stupid story about being 

wanted as a manager, father figure, and finally (gulp) a husband? Obviously no reason 

at all. Ergo every word the sweet thing was telling him was true. 

"Tell me more." He replied. 

"Well you know everything about the museum." Swetti began. "You were a curator 

after all. So you're bound to know all the best places and people to get us bookings. And 

as regards the father figure...well Blinky and Piper both think that they are the ultimate 

eye candy, and therefore need a male who can be impartial and tell them where they're 

going wrong - like wearing skirts too short or lip gloss that's too bright. That sort of 

thing. Someone who doesn't get his knickers in a twist if he accidentally walks into their 

dressing room when they're...well you know..." 

And indeed Bubbly did. These past three months working hard on the pea farm had 

taught him many things: not least that he was no longer a young male earplug and that 

his girl-chasing days were well and truly over, and had been for several years. 

"So who needs a husband?" He asked - rather stupidly, or so thought Swetti. 

"Well obviously I do." She stated bluntly. "A bag of potatoes like me can't play the field 

for ever without success you know." 

Bubbly was astonished by this. "Bag of potatoes?" He said. "But surely you can't 

believe that you're unattractive. You have the most fabulous eyes. So large and 

expressive. And when you blow hard - like following a long dance session or, in today's 

case, climbing up a mountain - your lips form the most perfect pout. Swetti, you are no 

bag of potatoes: you are, at worst, a gold-lined purse of peaches. If it is a husband you 

seek, you've come to the right place: I would be honoured." 

"Yeah?" Swetti said in a delighted tone. 

"Yeah." Bubbly responded. 



And so, Swetti and Bubbly returned down the mountain... 

 

...en route to the Museum of Future Technology... 

 

...and looked forward to whatever the future might hold for them. 

The End (for now) 

Prepare for The Missing. 

© Paul Trevor Nolan 2017  

 


