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Prologue 

Three years prior to Magnuss and Nigel the Golden Cable End's arrival in the Museum 

of Future Technology... 

 

...from the newly discovered planet Scroton, a green earplug, by the name of Benjamin 

Booger, had lived in an alternative reality in which he had been a relatively well known 

TV personality whose most recent role had him interviewing idiot contestants in a 

stupendously ill-considered game show that featured teams creating submarine vessels 

out of breaker's yard junk... 

 

Worse still, he had to wear a huge yellow hat whilst doing so. During a break in filming, 

Benjamin had taken himself off to consider his future in the show. To expedite this he 

chose to take a ride on a hover pad. But this had coincided with time storms occurring 

inside the museum, and the fabric of space/time had ruptured, snaring Benjamin mid-

flight... 



 

...and dropping him into a reality that was not his own... 

 

He'd said: "Oh Bum, what has become of me?" Or words to that effect. 

Fortunately he encountered one of the few inhabitants of the museum who hadn't been 

evacuated to Mars aboard Ship Number Fifteen... 

 

His name was Plopper O'Hooligan... 



 

...and together with a team of Time Techs from the future and a small pink earplug 

named Hermi Frodite... 

 

...they had heroically calmed the time storms sufficiently to allow the population to 

return. Since that time the stranger from a strange land had been a relatively happy 

captive in a reality that wasn't too dissimilar to his own. But three years is a long time to 

be a lone alien, and three years to the day his friend Plopper had received a plaintive 

call from him. 

"Plopper." He'd said through a veil of drunken sobs. "Find someone to take me home." 

And now Plopper was setting out to find that 'someone'... 



 

And he knew exactly where to go and who to see... 

 

Magnuss Earplug: Saint; and the greatest hero the museum had ever seen!   

Chapter 1 

Magnuss was surprised when Plopper related Benjamin's request to him. Shocked even. 

And, unusual as it was for Magnuss, he held inner doubts and so sought the wisdom of 

his girlfriend, Hair-Trigger Provost... 

 



"Oh I don't know, Maggy." She responded in an uncharacteristically hesitant manner. 

"It sounds fraught with unknown dangers. It's all well and good saying that you'll find 

a way to take Benjamin back to his own quantum reality; but do you know how to? And 

what about coming back again?" 

Magnuss recognised a rhetorical question when he heard one and duly remained silent, 

which was just as well because Hair-Trigger continued: "We need greater experience 

and expertise than either of us possess. Let's go talk to the boss." 

Well, as luck would have it, the curator known to all and sundry as Cushions 

Smethwyke was having a bit of a practise on her personal Omnipresent Scanner - a 

device from the future that could see everywhere that its user could think of looking - no 

matter how distant from the Museum of Future Technology... 

 

"Cripes, Magnuss." She squealed with disbelief. "How can you ask my advice on 

something so difficult? I'm the Curator-in-Chief of a museum: not the Fountain of All 

Knowledge!" 

"Yeah, I know that." Magnuss replied. "But as a national treasure, so-to-speak, I'm not 

sure that I should take any unnecessary risks: I might be needed for something bigger 

and more important - like an invasion of giant zombie ants or rapidly multiplying rabid 

plugmutts or something equally esoteric. Hair-Trigger can't help me decide: she loves 

me too much. But you merely like me slightly: you can say yea or nay and maybe make 

some suggestions on how I accomplish this seemingly impossible task." 

"Oh well," Cushions snapped back in an instant, "in that case I suggest you contact 

those brilliant scientists from Wetworld, Professor Hydious Gout, and his charming 

wife, Putridity. He's currently captaining their sole star ship, the Chi-Z-Sox, somewhere 

far away: She's his First Officer. I'm sure we can detect them for you with the main 

Omnipresent Scanner." 

Magnuss wasn't particularly adept at showing gratitude, but he managed to spend a 

nanosecond kissing Cushions' feet, before running all the way to the Main Omnipresent 

Scanner, which was located in the Curator's Suite... 



 

Cushions must have called ahead of Magnuss, because three curators - Montagu the 

biological android; Widderspoon Flange; and Winston Gloryhole - were already at 

work locating the Chi-Z-Sox as it ranged across the galaxy. Naturally it didn't take the 

wondrous device long before it was able to produce an image of the Wetworld star 

ship... 

 

Magnuss then learned that the scanner could also communicate with the impossibly 

distant craft. So, stepping forward so that the scanner could transmit his image and 

words... 

 



...Magnuss said: "Er, hello, Chi-Z-Sox: this is Magnuss Earplug, calling from the 

Museum of Future Technology." 

Battard Scootum sat in the Captain's chair when the call came through... 

 

"Hi, Magnuss." He replied. "Your fame precedes you. What can we do for you?" 

"I don't suppose I could speak with the professors?" Magnuss answered. "I need their 

advice. It's very important." 

For a moment Battard wavered. "Ooh, I'm not sure that I should bother them right 

now. The Chi-Z-Sox is busy cataloguing gaseous anomalies in the Beta quadrant. The 

captain is producing some gaseous anomalies of his own right now - on the futuristic 

toilet in his private quarters. Putridity is operating the extractor fan." 

And there Magnuss' plan might have stalled. But when he shouted really loudly, 

Battard had second thoughts, and duly patched Magnuss through to the Captain's 

toilet... 

 

"Do you mind!" Professor Hydious Gout bellowed. "Kindly return to the bridge and 

await my arrival there!"  



If the Professor was genuinely angered, he showed not a trace of it when he and 

Putridity returned to the captain's chair... 

 

And when Magnuss related his needs to them, they were only too pleased to assist. 

"We've spent many a happy hour considering just such a problem." Putridity informed 

the earplug hero. "We're scientists you know: it's what we do." 

"When we're not cataloguing gaseous anomalies of course." Hydious interjected. 

"Quite." Putridity continued. "And we think we have a theory that will hit the 

metaphorical nail on the metaphysical head. But, unfortunately, you'll have to use the 

Tunnel Temporal." 

This information hit Magnuss like a punch to the kidneys... 

 

"But we can't use the Tunnel Temporal." He roared across interstellar space. "We had 

to shut it down: it was causing time storms that tore the museum apart. I thought you 

knew that!" 

The Gouts failed to respond initially: the Chi-Z-Sox was too busy avoiding a cosmic 

hurricane... 



 

But as it regained an even keel, Hydious assured Magnuss that he and his wife had 

already vectored that argument into their calculations. 

"It won't be a problem if you keep the power to absolute minimum." He said in a 

confident tone. "Just enough to light it up a bit. I tell you what." He added as 

inspiration struck. "I can transmit our calculations to the three Time Techs who are 

trapped in your era by the inactive tunnel. Let's see what they think." 

Well Magnuss didn't have a better idea, so soon... 

 

...the three Time Techs were all nodding like idiots. "Yes, yes, they said. "That's 

fantastic. You might have discovered a means to return us to our era too - with a bit of 

tweaking of course. But there is the problem of forward motion. In order for the tunnel 

to work, the occupant must move forward physically towards their temporal 

destination. With minimal power the tunnel simply can't work - not unless the occupant 

can rush forward at immense speed. We mean really immense speed. Faster than a 

speeding mag-lift motocross bike... 



 

Faster, even, than a Punting-Modesty Face Puncher XL5 Attack Craft... 

 

...with Valentine Earplug at the steering wheel." 

Magnuss struggled to think of anything small enough to fit inside the Tunnel Temporal 

that would go fast enough to allow its passengers to travel chronologically... 

 



In fact he came up empty. But moments after he stopped thinking really hard, he 

realised that the Gouts had transmitted the blueprints for a machine that they had 

designed, specifically, to fit inside the tunnel.  

"We suggest," Putridity finished, "that you take this design to the biological android 

engineers who built the pink rocket... 

 

...that shot down the invading End Cap mother ship a few years ago, and ask them to 

build it. They're very good at it you know." 

And in that instant, Magnuss grew certain that Benjamin Booger would soon be 

uttering a fusillade of meaningless utterances in a reality TV show once again. 

"Hoorah!" He shouted across the cosmos. "Thanks, guys." 

Plopper O'Hooligan spent the next three days pacing about the wasteland that 

separated his house from an ancient stone tower that he kept at the bottom of his 

garden on the off chance that one day he might feel inclined to throw himself from the 

top of it. He was stressed to the limits of his personal endurance... 

 



"How bloody long does it take for a team of engineers to build a prototype time ship?" 

He said with a sad lament in his tone. "If I'd remembered to include a door in my 

tower, I'd climb to the top, right now, and chuck myself into the bosom of oblivion." 

But that evening Magnuss and Benjamin called 'round to his house and invited him to 

the grand opening of the time ship hangar... 

 

"Wonky," Magnuss said by way of greeting to the pale, smiling blue android earplug, as 

the engineers welcomed the threesome into their technological abode, "you're looking 

great. Just as I remember you after you were regenerated." 

He also smiled at Agnes Lovehandles, whom Chester and Miles had found, disguised as 

Cyrus Buttcleft, in one of Anton Twerp's false realities a couple of years previous. "Nice 

to see you too, Agnes." He said lasciviously. 

"Would you care to see our handiwork?" Wonky inquired. "If so, just step inside." 

Well this was an invitation that Magnuss couldn't have ignored, even if someone had 

erected an impenetrable force field across the portal and left a pile of plugmutt 'doos' in 

front of it. So, moments later... 

 

Only Plopper remained outside: he was allergic to scientists. 

Strolling casually into the hangar... 



 

...Magnuss was cerebrally pleased to note that the android curator, Montagu had 

attended. He felt much the same way about Cushions Smethwyke and Nigel the Golden 

Cable End too. He was more pleased in a personal way by the attendance of his old 

Martian Interlude partner Yaboo Suchs. But his pleasure index climbed distinctly when 

he realized that his brothers, Rudi, Valentine, Chester, and Miles were there to cheer 

him on. And it positively spiked at the sight of his beloved Hair-Trigger. 

"The omens are good." He whispered to Benjamin. 

Then it was on with the formalities with the curators... 

 

...and a big hug from Hair-Trigger, who demanded that he return as quickly as possible, 

and in one piece. Naturally Yaboo offered to accompany Magnuss, and as usual 

Magnuss refused. Then Rupert Piles had them don their helmets for the publicity 

shots... 



 

...and then it was time to clamber inside the darkened cockpit - or steering cupboard as 

it was known in android terminology... 

 

Magnuss took a deep breath. "Ready?" He asked Benjamin. 

Benjamin's reply came out as a croak: "Ready." 

"Very good." Magnuss said formally. "You may press the 'Go' button at your 

convenience." 

Benjamin was hesitant to comply. He so desperately wanted to return to his reality, but 

his sense of survival overruled his brain. He simply couldn't hit the button that 

Magnuss indicated. So Magnuss did it for him... 



 

In an instant winky lights began...um...winking. 

"Mission Control." Magnuss said into his helmet mouthpiece. "Do we have a go?" 

In response a bright green light lit up the steering cupboard... 

 

...and even Benjamin had to smile. Their journey was about to begin. Moments later 

both earplugs could feel the time ship shake as it trundled forward towards the Tunnel 

Temporal upon a trolley... 



 

"Having fun, Mister Booger?" A cheerful Magnuss inquired. 

Benjamin could see that Magnuss truly enjoyed leaps into the unknown. It buoyed up 

his own confidence. "Yes, Magnuss, thank you very much, I think I am." He replied. "I 

just wish the engineers had fitted seats - complete with safety harnesses." 

Had Magnuss been a lesser earplug he would have merely scoffed. But, Magnuss being 

Magnuss, instead he replied: "Don't worry, Benjamin, there's no buffeting in the 

Tunnel Temporal: this trip will be as smooth as silk." But as he said the words, he 

couldn't help but wonder if they were portentous: or perhaps the harbingers of doom. 

Or, at least, the tempting of fate. "Probably." He added as a proviso. 

Then, as the Tunnel's power was reduced below nominal levels so that the time ship 

could be wheeled inside with complete safety, Magnuss had an idea that might ease his 

new chum's fears further.  

"I know." He said chirpily. "Let's take off our helmets. After all we don't need them."   

So they did... 

 



Then it was time for entry into the tunnel proper... 

 

...and the moment of truth. 

"Okay, Benji baby." Magnuss said quietly. "How'd you like to press the button this 

time?" 

And this time Benjamin found the confidence to act bravely. He hit the button with all 

his might. A split second later... 

 

"Wheee." He yelled as the vessel accelerated forwards. "Next stop - home - and urinals 

that are pro-active, and actually suck!" 



Chapter 2 

Meanwhile Plopper paced back and forth across his wasteland back garden... 

 

Something deep within him told him that something was about to go disastrously wrong 

for his green friend.  

Perhaps, if Magnuss had shared this 'feeling', he might have applied the time ship's 

brakes. But he didn't - even when... 

 

...the vessel lurched to port. 



Benjamin screamed: "Magnuss, you said this trip would be - and I  quote - 'as smooth 

as silk'. Well, what do you call this? And if we turn any farther to port, won't we come 

into contact with the tunnel wall?" 

Magnuss found himself unable to answer either question. "Duh...Ugh." He replied 

eloquently. The latter question was taking up so much of Magnuss' brain power that his 

vocal chords slipped farther and farther from his control. "Hooters!" He yelled. But his 

calculating mind continued to beaver away at the problem. "We can't be inside the 

tunnel anymore." He spoke inwardly. "We must be in free-fall temporal flight. Maybe 

that's how it works. The tunnel must act like a gun. It fires us towards our destination. 

That must be how it crosses the divide between time travel and trans-dimensional 

travel. But have we calculated our parabolic curve accurately enough? Do normal 

ballistics work between quantum realities? Did Professor and Doctor Gout run any 

tests? Did they experiment in deep space? If so, have they calculated the effects of the 

planet's gravity on the time ship? No, I bet they didn't - those useless, dim witted alien 

oafs. And what about the toilets: what's to stop them blocking up and flooding the 

steering room with vile effluent?" 

"Argh!" He said outwardly, which surprised Benjamin. Then the power failed... 

 

...and Magnuss' "Argh!" dried up and transformed into a dry gurgle. And, as the ship 

plunged downward through the barrel of space/time, a scene appeared upon the control 

console's tiny screen... 

 



...which told Magnuss what he didn't want to know: the time and place of their eventual 

crash site. As a result of this a sense of inevitability calmed Magnuss... 

 

"Magnuss?" Benjamin managed. A split second later... 

 

... they made sudden and explosive contact with Benjamin Booger's quantum reality. 

Dawn was in the act of breaking over the Museum of Future Technology, when in the 

showgirl's dormitory... 

 



...a brief night's sleep was rudely interrupted by the unexpected rousing of one of the 

showgirls... 

 

Her name was Belle Ching, and she had the distinct feeling that she was alone. Yawning 

widely, she looked around at the other five members of the dancing troupe to which she 

belonged. Checking the time, she was appalled at the earliness of the hour. As showgirls 

all six young females were used to going to bed in the early hours; rising late; spending 

some time making themselves happy; then returning to the theatre, where they 

worked, to perform a matinée and a late show. So dawn was a really bad time indeed, to 

be awake. But, she considered, since she was up, she might as well go for a pee. And it 

was in the act of clambering from her bed that the strange feeling reasserted itself. 

"Ugh?" She said in a sweet soprano. 

This gained the attention of the others, who always slept lightly, despite the fact that 

they consumed vast quantities of alcoholic beverages throughout their waking hours... 

 

"Time to rise and shine." Squealed the delightfully green-eyed Delia Stodge as she 

rolled from her bed and straight to her feet. The others - Ragi Half-Nelson, Poki 

Kitchener, Nokaks Newbold, and Wendy Rucksack - were only a half-beat behind her. 



 

Enthusiasm waned slightly when Belle drew their attention to the darkness beyond the 

dormitory's sole window. 

"What can we do?" The dark-eyed Wendy screamed. "Once I've woken up, I can't get 

back to sleep - even if someone hits me with a house brick!" 

"Me too." Purple iris-owning Ragi added. "Ah, this is too bad. Even the TV is rubbish 

at this time of day." 

"Who woke us up?" The crimson-eyed Poki demanded. "I'll twang their bra strap for 

them, I will - the rotten swine." 

But deep-blue-eyed Nokaks was less confrontational. "I've never seen a sunrise. This is 

my chance to. Shall we rush outside to look?" 

Considering the situation, it seemed like a reasonable course of action. So... 

 

...they raced to see who could escape the dormitory first. Moments after that they burst 

from the edificio's foyer... 



 

"I know," Belle shouted as she gazed along the Calle Del Tortoise, "let's go see if 

anyone is in Glazed Park. We can practise our new routine there." 

 

It was an excellent idea, but when, following a brief trot, they arrived... 

 

...they found the place deserted. 

"Okay." Ragi said uncertainly. "This doesn't look right. Let's try somewhere else." 

 With the perpetually-busy Glazed Park empty of earplugs, one thing was clear to the 

girls: something had occurred during their half-drunken slumbers that had removed 

the inhabitants of the museum from one of its most popular meeting places. An 



emergency perhaps? A toxic waste release maybe? Or, possibly worst of all, a burst 

sewer main? So it was with their olfactory organs fully-engaged that the dance troupe 

began their investigation... 

 

With no response to their 'cooees' and 'hellos', Ragi had the idea of jumping into the air 

and screaming. The others thought that it was a fabulous plan to gain someone's 

attention. So, after a count of three... 

 

...they used their powerful dancer's leg muscles to spring vertically. Then a 

banshee screech echoed along the corridor, followed by a loud thump.  

Magnuss and Benjamin, meanwhile, had (not only survived the crash, but also) 

clambered from the wreckage of the time ship that had buried itself in the side of an 

edificio wall... 

 



Benjamin stood there feeling sick, whilst Magnuss surveyed the steaming wreckage of 

the ship's booster section. 

"Well the rear end's survived." He said - if only to cheer himself up. He'd already 

realised that unless he could repair the craft, he was marooned in a distant reality for 

the rest of his life.  

Benjamin didn't react straight away... 

 

..apart from giving Magnuss a funny look. But he'd recovered his decorum by the time 

that Magnuss had led him to Glazed Park. 

 

"How very strange." Magnuss said into the silent stillness of the empty public 

thoroughfare. "You'd think someone would come running to the site of a crashed time 

ship. Are the people of your dimension disinterested oiks and extreme dullards, 

Benjamin?" 

"It's been a while." Benjamin replied. "But when I was here before, reality television 

was 'all the rage'. It was turning me into a mental cabbage - and I was one of the hosts! 

So, in answer to your very incisive question, Magnuss - yes, I think they are; but not 

enough to ignore a spectacular crash. They'd be out in their droves, cameras in hand 

and snapping like a plague of lobsters." 



Magnuss was impressed with Benjamin's imagery. But not impressed enough to 

congratulate him on his choice of words. Instead he said: "Let's go look somewhere else. 

Somewhere far from here. Somewhere where a frightened, but essentially stupid 

populace, would flee." 

So, like the girls before them, Magnuss and Benjamin set off through the previously 

busy area... 

 

But unlike the inexperienced mystery-solving dancers, they made no attempt to gain 

anyone's attention. They felt certain that there was no one to hear their calls. So they 

kept their stupid gobs firmly shut. Except, of course, when Benjamin asked: So where 

are we going, Magnuss?" And Magnuss replied: "The one place that anyone - even with 

only half a working brain - would go in times of crisis: the heart of the museum: The 

arboretum." 

So, whilst Magnuss and Benjamin began their sojourn in search of the museum's 

inhabitants, the showgirls stumbled across the crashed time ship... 

 

Of course, being entertainers, they didn't recognize it for what it was, and instead 

thought that it might possibly be either a crashed aircraft or an invasion from outer 

space. They preferred the former explanation, and duly set out to find the absent 

occupants. Naturally, to cover more ground quickly they elected to break up into three 



groups, each comprising two showgirls. Delia Stodge and Poki Kitchener set off in an 

easterly direction... 

 

Belle Ching and Wendy Rucksack headed north by northwest... 

 

And Ragi Half-Nelson and Nokaks Newbold dropped several floors to the basement and 

thence to the sub-strata upon which the original museum had been built... 

 

Upon reaching the rock bottom - literally - they were bemused when they discovered it 

utterly devoid of life... 



 

"I'm bemused on at least seventeen levels of bemusability." Nokaks informed her 

dancing co-worker. "I may only be an attractive young female who can step in time and 

kick her feet high above her head; but I really expected to find signs of a frightened 

populace cowering in the shadows from whatever it was that happened whilst we were 

in a drunken stupor. How about you, Ragi?"  

Ragi didn't reply immediately: she was too busy fretting about something that she'd just 

realised. Eventually she said: "Nokaks, you're not going to believe this; but I got so 

drunk last night that I forgot to remove my sequined dancing knickers. Now they're 

chafing the heck out of my thighs - and I'm not enjoying it!" 

Meanwhile, out and about on their own earplug hunt, Belle and Wendy stumbled upon 

the Nul-Space Power Generator, which, they noted, whirred quietly in hibernation 

mode... 

 

Naturally they turned the dial up a few notches; then waited to see what would 

happen... 

 



The effect of Belle and Wendy's action wasn't immediately obvious as Ragi and Nokaks 

quickly made their way back into the more modern regions of the museum... 

 

But the dancing duo nearly wet themselves when they were caught in the blinding glare 

of a security light... 

 

"Oh Nokaks," Ragi yelled only semi-coherently, "I really wish that dingbat Belle hadn't 

woken us up so darned early this morning: we could be all tucked up nice and warm in 

our beds right now. When this terrible adventure concludes - hopefully with a happy 

ending - I'm going to join another ballet!" 

But, in order to accomplish her 'happy ending' Ragi knew that standing around whilst 

wailing like an air raid siren would get her nowhere; so the two girls pressed on with 

their search. With no clear plan to follow, they soon found themselves upon a wide 

plain, where a small sign informed them it was intended that more exhibits from future 

eras would appear sometime in the...er...future... 

 



It was very wide and very flat, and both girls felt intimidated by its vastness... 

 

But although they hated the place with a vengeance, their feelings of loathing were put 

aside, and their quest for the truth continued - eventually leading them to... 

 

...a green impact splodge.  

"Ugh?" Ragi said intelligently. "It looks as though something fell from the sky and went 

splat. What do you think it might be, Nokaks?" 

Nokaks might have been an expert at wearing spectacular headdresses and performing 

the opening act and exciting finales in variety shows; but something falling from the sky 

and going splat existed in a mental environment to which she was an alien visitor. 

"Um," she replied, "I'm not sure, but it looks to me like it might be evidence of some 

form of chemical attack. Something was dropped here, and it spread to other 



places...through the ventilation system, maybe? The result of which is what you see on 

the other levels." 

Ragi wasn't sure what impressed her more: Nokak's remarkable improvised theory, or 

the effect that sudden dread can have on a female earplugs' ability to retain intestinal 

wind. "Gosh." She said. "I wonder if the chemicals smelt as rotten as my gas." 

Meanwhile, many levels above, Delia and Poki had discovered absolutely nothing... 

 

But if their eyes failed to find anything of interest, someone else's certainly appeared to 

have... 

 

Ragi and Nokaks, meanwhile, had discovered a water course, which (they suspected) 

might have carried the theoretical chemicals to other parts of the museum... 

 



...and decided to follow it. But this was nothing when compared to what Belle and 

Wendy discovered on the Wide Blue Yonder... 

 

"Oh, Wendy." Belle screamed as a strange sensation travelled up from her toes, 

through her digestive system, and finally to her ears. "Something is making me feel all 

light and weird. It's like..." 

But she never completed her explanation because... 

 

...she disappeared. And before Wendy's nervous grin could fully develop... 

 

...she disappeared too! 

Chapter 3 

Of course no one knew, or could even guess, that two showgirls had apparently 'winked' 

out of existence. Least of all Magnuss, who, with Benjamin Booger beside him, 

continued to explore this strange, empty, alternate reality en route to the arboretum... 



 

Of course, if he'd been looking in the right direction (and had the volume been turned 

up) he might have seen a distraught-looking museum A.I (Artificial Intelligence) on the 

public screen and discovered the answer to the mystery from the semi-sentient 

computer interface. But he didn't, and duly continued in ignorance. Together they tried 

the main thoroughfare... 

 

...but departed disappointed. Next stop saw them standing on the edge of the Woven 

Expanse... 

 

But Magnuss quickly realized that it was probably the stupidest place in all creation to 

look for an earplug, because almost no one went there, and it was an awfully long walk 

across it to the Wide Blue Yonder, and finally his destination - the arboretum. So they 

thought of a possible shortcut and moved on to... 



 

...the deserted hover-pad park, which pleased Benjamin because it reminded him of the 

time that he and his friend, Plopper, had visited the equivalent in Magnuss's quantum 

reality... 

 

Not that it helped any. So it was on to a public lavatory, which Magnuss was horrified to 

discover lay dormant and unusable, with its door locked.. 

 

...and where Magnuss thought he caught a whiff of perfume and went in pursuit of it... 



 

"Show-biz." He said to Benjamin. "Someone from the entertainment industry has 

passed this way relatively recently. If we can just follow the expensive pong, we might 

find the owner." 

But Magnuss wasn't the only earplug in town with sensitive sensory organs. Deep within 

the hover-pad park, behind a concrete-like upright... 

 

...the museum drunk, Cabbaggio Di Bikini was roused from his inebriated slumbers by 

the footfalls of the passing earplugs. Beside him lay his equally stoned wife, Vortexia. 

"Vortexia," he said in a slow slurring mangling of the spoken language, "I heard 

footsteps. We aint alone after all." 

Well if there was one thing that Vortexia disliked more than being sober, it was being 

all alone in a vast museum from the future. Like the gold medal-winning pole-vaulter 

she had once been in her youth, she leapt to her wobbly feet... 

 



...and urged her pie-eyed, former decathlete, one-time starting quarterback for the 

Droxford Demons, previous Southern Centre Motocross Champion, and occasional 

glider pilot husband, to track the source of the sound. So without further ado, the 

formerly torpid duo staggered off in pursuit of the sound of pattering feet... 

 

...despite the fact that Cabbaggio could no longer hear them. This was probably because 

Magnuss and Benjamin had paused to look with envy at the warm, inviting, waters of 

the indoor beach... 

 

"Golly." Benjamin said. "How I'd like to hurl my fevered body into that soft embrace." 

"Me too." Magnuss agreed. "But we don't have time for such luxuries." 

By chance, in an alternate realm, Magnuss' brother, Chester, was sharing a public bath 

with Plopper O'Hooligan... 



 

Unfortunately Plopper broke wind in a less than discreet manner, which was 

unfortunate because he was about to suggest that Chester and his brothers try to 

contact Magnuss using telepathy. Now, it seemed, the moment had passed and the 

opportunity to speak was lost. 

But things could have been worse, because back in Benjamin's reality... 

 

...Cabbaggio and Vortexia had discovered the crashed time ship. 

"Ooh," Vortexia managed, "the thought of flying in that thing makes me feel all oogli-

woogli. Do you think you could fly one of those, Cabbaggio?" 

Cabbaggio didn't reply: he was deep in thought. Well as deep in thought as a drunken 

earplug can get. As a result of this he experienced a smidgen of clarity: 

"Vortexia." He said as he tried to control his oral muscles. "I think we might have been 

invaded!" 

Vortexia absorbed this. Five minutes later she replied: "What, by parasites, you 

mean?" 



"No." Cabbaggio responded with lightning speed two minutes later. "I mean the 

Museum of Future Technobabble. I think it might have been invaded 

by...ah...invaders." 

Thirty seconds later this news came as a shock to Vortexia: and so, in response 

(and dragging her husband along with her) she fled... 

 

"We have to warn the authorities." She screamed from the side of her mouth. 

"Otherwise the invading invaders will drink our entire stock of organically-brewed 

Offal-Stench beer. And that situation I simply couldn't abide!" 

 It was just about the same time, but in a different quantum reality, that Chester and 

Plopper decided to take a look at the latest work of the museum's most reviled artist - 

Anton Twerp... 

 

And they were not impressed. They were even less impressed when this happened - as 

though by magic... 



 

In fact they were so less than impressed that they walked away without a word of either 

praise or condemnation. Unfortunately for the heavily disguised Twerp, his 'magic' 

machinery malfunctioned and left him in artistic limbo... 

 

"Help!" He cried. But no one was listening: they thought he was a butt wipe. 

Meanwhile, in the virtually uninhabited alternate museum, Magnuss' super-nose had 

led him to a pair of dancing-girls, who appeared to be experiencing difficulty operating 

a public communication panel... 



 

"Oh, by the left buttock of the Saint of All Earplugs," Benjamin cried out, "my home 

world isn't empty after all. Those are real, living, breathing, slightly frustrated 

earplugs!" 

 

Delia and Poki were quite pleased too. "Oh this is wonderful." They squealed in perfect 

unison. "Guys. Big, hunky guys who can make this gizmo work. Hi guys; we're trying to 

call for help, but no one seems to be listening."  

Being a regular kind of male earplug, Benjamin was rather taken with Delia and Poki. 

"Well if I'm going to be marooned in an uninhabited museum, I can't think of a prettier 

pair of girls to be marooned with." He said - which made him look kind of dumb. He 

exacerbated this with a loud; "Yee-hah!" 

After learning about the showgirl's predicament, Magnuss was still feeling vaguely 

embarrassed at his friend's antics, as he began trying to call out... 



 

"Hmm." He hummed. Then he added: "I gnash my teeth with rage: something, or 

someone, appears to be blocking our signal. I have the distinct feeling that everything 

we've discovered is part of some megalomaniacal plan." 

"How so?" Poki asked as she looked over his shoulder. 

"Where I come from," Magnuss explained, "people are always trying to take control of 

the Museum of Future Technology. I figure something much the same is happening 

here. Okay, we're wasting our time here: let's try some other place." 

As the girls moved off Magnuss looked towards the ceiling. He prayed that the Supreme 

Being was watching right now and might pass on some clue to him... 

 

But of course he wasn't, or if he was, he kept schtum. 

"Big-nosed git." Magnuss snarled at the hidden cosmos. "Self-important wally." 

He was still thinking negative thoughts about the absent (or disinterested) Supreme 

Being, when... 



 

...he released a huge yawn. By complete coincidence, this cracked a big bogey inside his 

nose and allowed him to breathe more easily. It also made him smell stuff better too. 

And it was in this heightened state of 'smellingness' that he detected a pong that no one 

else had... 

 

It was a smell that seemed both familiar and unfamiliar. It was a smell that took him 

back to his earliest days in the museum... 

 



...when the (evil-at-the-time) K'Plank the Space Wanderer was smelt hiding inside his 

invisible and inaccurately moniker’d Cloak of Invincibility. Without a second thought 

Magnuss bellowed with false rage... 

 

...startling everyone and bumping into something that was both solid and invisible. 

But bumping into aromatic invisible things came as second nature to an adventurer like 

Magnuss. He didn't hesitate to grapple his unseen opponent to the ground - casting off 

the cloak in the process... 

 

"I surrender." The fallen earplug said into the hard, unyielding floor surface. "Get off, 

you big terrestrial oaf!" 

Magnuss was taken aback at this. The blue fellow had said something that no one 

throughout the galaxy had ever said before. And Magnuss wasn't sure he liked be called 

a big terrestrial oaf. Then the true significance of those words struck him - like a cricket 

ball between the eyes. The previously invisible earplug had referred to him as 

terrestrial: ergo, that same earplug must (if logic could be trusted in an alternate realm) 

originate in a non-terrestrial environment. So, as the two of them regained their feet, 

Magnuss said... 



 

"You're an alien? Are you responsible for the rapidly diminishing population of the 

Museum of Future Technology?" 

To which the unspeakably blue earplug replied: "What? Don't you recognise me? I'm 

K'Plank the Space Wanderer. I'm engaged to your Auntie Doris!" 

For a moment Magnuss swayed upon unsteady legs. He searched his memory banks for 

an image of his Aunt and her beau. He came up with one that was a little fuzzy... 

 

"But you're tall and blue." He said in an outraged tone of voice. "You don't have a 

beard and a space helmet too. You can't be K'Plank." 

At this K'Plank mustered up some outrage of his own. "How dare you! I'm K'Plank, 

and I always have been. Everyone across known space recognises K'Plank the Space 

Wanderer. Why, I don't even own a passport: I don't need one!" 

"But..." Magnuss began feebly. 

"You're a stranger in town." Benjamin said gently to Magnuss. "It's not your fault that 

our K'Plank looks completely different to your K'Plank." Then, turning to K'Plank, he 

asked: "So why were you creeping around the place inside your Sheath of 

Unseeableness?" 

To which K'Plank quite reasonably replied: "Coz I didn't wanna disappear in a puff of 

smoke. Ye gods, you don't know what it's been like - watching as everyone you know 

ceases to exist. It's been..."  He searched for a word. 



"Horrible?" Delia suggested. 

"Terrifying?" Poki added. 

"Ghastly!" K'Plank roared. "Absolutely ghastly. And now you've defrocked me, I'll 

probably disappear too!" 

But elsewhere in the museum, Cabbaggio and Vortexia Di Bikini had sought, and 

found, an Emergency Communication Booth... 

 

"I might be a useless drunken bum." Cabbaggio said to his wife. "But it wasn't always 

so. Once upon a time I was a security guard." 

"Yes, I know that." Vortexia snapped at him. "We were married just before the 

curators commissioned those rotten lousy RoboSecGuas... 

 

...and put you out of a job." 

"Robot Security Guards." Cabbaggio spat the words of pure venom across the tiny 

room as he punched some keys and twiddled some important-looking knobs. "If I had 

my way, I'd melt them down to make toilet paper." 

He would have said more, but fate chose that moment to activate the communication 

panel... 



 

...and to their drunken surprise a terrifying face appeared upon the tiny video screen... 

 

"Am I on?" It said to some unseen aide. 

 Before setting off upon their trek to the arboretum, where Magnuss' logic dictated that 

they would more likely discover survivors of The Rout of Earplugdom, Benjamin 

demanded that Magnuss visit his 'neck of the woods', otherwise known as the street 

upon which he lived earlier to his involuntary trip to the 'real' Museum of Future 

Technology... 

 



"You know," Benjamin said as he began reminiscing, "I used to run up and down these 

steps like a total idiot - for hours at a time. Ah, happy days." 

Magnuss wasn't particularly interested, but he responded anyway. "Did you like 

running up and down? Did you get an endorphin rush that satisfied an unidentified and 

unsuspected craving?" 

"No, not really." Benjamin replied. "But I was a fat kid, and my parents thought that if 

I exercised my body to the point of exhaustion, I wouldn't have the time to stuff my face 

with goodies. What spurred me on was the thought of my night-time flagon of cocoa and 

the huge chocolate spread and peanut butter sandwich they gave me for supper. It was 

always the perfect end to an imperfect day." 

"Hmm." Magnuss hummed in response. "Happy days indeed. Shall we be on our way 

now?" 

Meanwhile the vision of fearsomeness upon the communication panel screen had turned 

its attention upon Cabbaggio and Vortexia... 

 

"I am Colonel Zlarg Flutter - Commander of the Blue End Cap Space Fleet. Who are 

you and what do you want?" 

"Well," Vortexia replied, "ideally we'd like to know what's happened to everybody. 

You couldn't shine a light, I suppose?" 

Colonel Zlarg Flutter had to think about that... 

 



"Whatta ya think?" He appeared to enquire of someone off-screen. "It's just a couple of 

drunken bums that we missed. It couldn't hurt to boast a little." 

Flutter must have received the end cap equivalent of a thumbs ups because his grimace 

returned abruptly... 

 

...which surprised the twin inebriates so much that they took a backward step or two... 

 

But eager to hear the end cap's words they overcame their fear and retook their 

positions almost bravely... 

 

But little did they know that their fears were about to multiple a thousandfold. 

Chapter 4 

Magnuss had been grateful for Benjamin Booger's local knowledge. It was the green 

earplug who informed him that if they really needed to access the Wide Blue Yonder, 

they didn't have to cross the Woven Expanse to get there. In the alternative universe the 

faux desert extended much farther, and with the use of a desert sled, which was 

powered by a mighty three cylinder air-cooled two-stroke motor, they could cross it in 

short order. Unfortunately mighty three cylinder air-cooled two-stroke motors consume 



fuel at a prodigious rate, and its tank showed empty just as the party arrived at the 

Wide Blue Yonder's outer edge... 

 

...which really cheesed-off Magnuss because he really liked two-strokes and was hoping 

to ride it all the way to the arboretum. So, stumbling through the last of the desert's 

fake sand, Magnuss led the others to a vantage point that overlooked their next task... 

 

To say that the Wide Blue Yonder looked daunting was an understatement of seismic 

proportions. 

"We're doomed if we try to cross that." K'Plank opined loudly. "We'll stand out like a 

vicious sore on an otherwise pristine porcelain buttock. We're sure to disappear without 

warning or trace. Give me back my Sheath of Unseeableness, you rotten swine!" 

But then Poki had an idea... 

 



"Delia and I work in the theatre." She said. "We know how all the wonders of show-biz 

work. It's all the workings beneath the stage. That's where the magic is made." 

"Of course." Magnuss bellowed as hope surged within his silicon chest. "Maintenance 

access tunnels. They must criss-cross the Wide Blue Yonder at a thousand points. Poki, 

if I didn't love Hair-Trigger Provost with every fibre of my being, I'd take you 'round 

the back of the nearest bike shed and give you a great big kiss. Well done: I think you've 

supplied the answer to our problem. Let's go find an access hatch or something 

similar." 

Meanwhile Cabbaggio and Vortexia Di Bikini were receiving a lesson in Blue End Cap 

technical superiority... 

 

"Yeah," Flutter sneered... 

 

...."when we decided that we wanted to control the Museum of Future Technology, we 

didn't come in with all disruptor weapons firing. No; we were much too smart for that. 

We infiltrated a small combat party - complete with our patented Matter Transporter - 

and began our work from a hidden sanctuary. We've been slowly removing the 

population of the museum - and no one can do anything about it. First we took out the 

big guys: the curators, the agents of TWIT, and those pinky-orange bums - the Earplug 

Brothers: then we took out everyone else - except you two of course. But you don't 

matter: you're nobodies. Then, tomorrow afternoon, at about three-thirty, the invasion 

ships arrive. Then I will lower the defensive screens and the museum will be ours!" 

"Gee-whizz." Vortexia said as she apparently swooned. "That must be one heck of a 

hidden sanctuary. Where did you say it's located?" 

"In the arboretum, of course." Flutter replied without thinking. "No one would think of 

looking for us there." 



"I guess you're right." Cabbaggio said with an admiring lilt to his slurred voice. "Now 

if you'll excuse us, we need a drink." 

Moments later... 

 

...the two quickly sobering earplugs departed. And the booth switched itself off... 

 

"Cabbaggio." Vortexia said in a whisper. "We need to get our wits back about us and 

do something. Otherwise its curtains for the Museum of Future Technology!" 

 Although his grim visage hadn't telegraphed the fact, Colonel Flutter had been 

disturbed deeply by the drunkard's call. He roared at his aides to join him in the Matter 

Transfer Room... 

 



"If we missed those two worthless scum," he growled, "who else have we overlooked? 

Begin scanning for any more loose stragglers." 

So, after a quick fiddle with the controls, the scanner began...um...scanning... 

 

Not surprisingly it quickly discovered a pair of wayward earplugs... 

 

...who just happened to be showgirls. Or Ragi Half-Nelson and Nokaks Newbold to be 

exact. They had only just discovered the entry point for the object that had seemingly 

left a huge green splodge several levels below... 

 



...and which still smouldered threateningly. 

"Hmm." Ragi began as they stood together at the rim of the huge bore hole. "I'm 

thinking that maybe my theory about the green splodge is not only wrong; but totally 

gold-plated garbage. In my opinion, this is not the result of a gas or biological attack: 

it's an attempt to get something as far inside the museum as it can go, as quickly as 

possible, and with very little chance of being discovered. Hence it's all the way out here 

in the unused zone." 

"Yeah?" Nokaks responded. 

"Yeah." Ragi replied with total confidence. "I might be just a girl who can shimmy 

across the stage in a skimpy outfit and get paid very generously for it; but I think the 

green splodge was probably just something that broke off in the impact. A manoeuvring 

thruster perhaps. Or maybe the tertiary effluent tank." 

Once again Nokaks felt mightily impressed with her colleague; but she felt somewhat 

different about everything as she disappeared from sight...  

 

Initially Ragi merely stood stock still in shock. Then the fight or flight instinct took over 

and she turned to run. But even if she'd been a champion sprinter or an experienced 

galvanised wheelbarrow race ace, she could never have moved quickly enough to avoid 

the End Cap matter transmitter  

 



...and before she had taken a single step, she too winked out of existence... 

 

Her last word was a slightly disappointed, "Urk!" 

Whilst Ragi and Nokaks were doing their disappearing act, Magnuss had discovered an 

access hatch... 

 

"Yup, this is the right place." He called back to the others. "I can see the access tunnel, 

just the other side of the emergency lavatory." 

The mention of the word 'lavatory' had Benjamin quickly pushing his friend into the 

hatch and clambering in himself... 



 

The tunnel itself was circumbendibus, but was textured pleasantly, with convenient 

ribbing to ease ascents and descents... 

 

So they were all able to run without fear of slipping and falling. 

"What fun." K'Plank cried. "I haven't had so much fun since out-running a squadron 

of space pirates off the Jovian moon, Ganymede. Or that time I accidentally threw my 

underpants out of a train window." 

And in other sections, although hideously long, their lighting gave off a heart-warming 

suffuse silver glow... 



 

...that somehow managed to make an ordinary conduit appear spectacular. 

"Wow, look at that pipe." Booger exclaimed. "Isn't it shiny!" 

In fact the group of mystery-solving earplugs enjoyed themselves so much that they 

almost regretted arriving at the end of the tunnel... 

 

But, if nothing else, they were not remiss in their duties. A sign indicating the nearby 

location of the arboretum soon had them scurrying away... 

 



Meanwhile Colonel Flutter was practicing his fearsome look... 

 

"Oh, I don't know." He said... 

 

"Now that we've abducted those two dancing girls, there's not much point in this 

subterfuge. Cut the back projector." 

A few seconds later... 

 

"It's getting on for two-thirty, sir." An aide informed the Colonel. "Nearly time to 

transmit the summons." 



Of course the summons to which the aide referred was to an End Cap mother ship, as it 

rushed across solar space... 

 

It's destination - Earth - and the Museum of Future Technology! 

Chapter 5 

Of course, Colonel Flutter could never have imagined that his eventual nemesis was on 

the premises. If he had he would have locked... 

 

...the arboretum door. But he didn't, so more than likely his inaction sealed his fate. But 

fate can be a fickle sod, and Magnuss Earplug and his chums could not rely upon it, 

especially as they separated into three search parties, and each sought the missing 

earplugs in different areas of the museum's central garden. Naturally Benjamin 

partnered Magnuss... 



 

But he failed to notice the wise young pink earplug's discomfort. 

"Oh, Benny-baby." Magnuss finally spoke up. "There are a couple of things here that 

leave much to be desired. One of them is the fact that my underpants have slipped into 

the crack of my arse and are giving me a 'wedgie': the other is an observation. These 

glassy spheroids that lay nonchalantly amongst the undergrowth are unexploded End 

Cap bombs. Do you have a history of alien invasions in your quantum reality?" 

Benjamin didn't want to answer... 

 

He didn't really want to turn around to look either.  

"A couple of years ago." He stammered fearfully. "My reality's Earplug Brothers 

managed to beat them off with a few pointy sticks and a large broom handle. I had no 

idea that any of their ordnance remained. Quick, let's get inside that conveniently close-

by bomb shelter." 

Tip-toeing as quickly and as quietly as they could, Benjamin and Magnuss bundled into 

the aforementioned bomb shelter... 



 

"It's cracked." Magnuss observed - in a tone that was decidedly not calm. 

"Yes." Benjamin agreed. "It must have taken a few near-misses to do this sort of 

damage. It's from the future, you know. Guaranteed not to collapse - unless seriously 

provoked. So perhaps we should remain here a while." 

 

It was a good idea, even though the shelter was quite cramped and a little wanting in 

the personal space department. Magnuss tried to change the subject: 

"What do you think of the showgirls?" He asked. 

This cheered Benjamin immeasurably. "Lovely." He replied. "Both of them. So smart. 

So pretty." 

Magnuss then brought up a subject that had been preying on his mind: "Benjamin." He 

said - rather forebodingly, or so Benjamin thought. "As things stand right now, I'm 

trapped in your alternate universe. If I can't find a way home, do you think Delia would 

fancy me?" 

This was a difficult subject for Benjamin because he, himself, had been marooned in a 

world to which he was not native. "I should think so." He answered. "But you might 

have to find one of those pointy sticks in order to beat off the attentions of Poki." 



Meanwhile the subjects of the 'boys' conversation had found the arboretum's bathing 

pond... 

 

Such had been their haste that morning, neither of them had showered - and after a 

night's high-kicking and stage-shimmying, they thought that it might be a good idea to 

get their kit off and take a bath. So they did... 

 

And they thought it was bloody wonderful. So wonderful, in fact, that they remained 

there... 

 



...bobbing up and down in the gentle Brownian motion of the, otherwise still, waters for 

half an hour or until their skin wrinkled rather unattractively -  depending upon 

whichever came first. 

Meanwhile Cabbaggio and Vortexia had decided to do something positive about their 

inebriated condition. They sensibly selected the futuristic Sobriety Machine, which 

hailed from a distant, later, era... 

 

Once inside the twin domes, Vortexia instructed the device to start. Almost instantly... 

 

...their blood alcohol reduced dramatically as every corpuscle of booze juice was sucked 

from their bodies. 

"Argh!" Cabbaggio yelled above the banshee screams of his wife, who hadn't gone 

without a drink for more than two hours at a time since she'd given up mud wrestling in 

her early middle age. "I'm dry. By the Saint of All Earplugs, I'm dry, for flip's sake. 

Turn it off! Turn it off!"  

The super-intelligent machine recognised the meaning in the former-drunkard's words 

and duly shut down... 



 

"Hey." Cabbaggio said as he and Vortexia staggered from beneath the domes. "I feel...I 

feel intelligent. My thoughts are coherent and orderly. It's like growing a second set of 

legs and running the marathon in a record time." 

But a moment later... 

 

...realisation struck. "Flipping heck." He yelled. "The End Caps. They're going to 

invade. We must warn someone!" 

"Failing that." A concise and articulate Vortexia added. "We must do our utmost to 

stop them ourselves. Cabbaggio, we must act. And we must act with alacrity." 

Meanwhile... 

 



...Nokaks and Ragi awoke to discover that they had been imprisoned in a tiny cell. But 

worse was to follow: 

"Nokaks." Ragi screamed into the face of her dancing chum. "We're imprisoned in a 

tiny cell - and look, it's floating in outer space!" 

Nokaks concurred, and so, together, they... 

 

...screamed themselves hoarse. 

By chance, in an adjacent 'cell', their colleagues, Belle Ching and Wendy Rucksack, 

who had been abducted from the museum earlier in the day, pricked up their ears... 

 

"Ugh?" They said, as one. "That sounds like..." But before either of them could 

complete their line of identical dialogue... 



 

...they changed their collective mind and shouted: "Ragi: Nokaks: don't believe your 

eyes: that isn't space outside: it's just a backdrop. Trust your bowels: if you were in 

space you would feel decidedly ikky and yukky and throwy-uppy. We're imprisoned 

inside adjacent cells somewhere on Earth. Probably in the museum, we would wager. So 

stop panicking and calm down. We have to think clearly. Only then can we hope to 

formulate a plan of escape!" 

By chance, at that precise moment, the girl's captors were passing by, en route to the 

communications suite inside their secret hideaway beneath the arboretum... 

 

"Colonel," one of the aides whispered, "I hear voices. Some of our captives must have 

woken up." 

"Then check the cells, you dunderhead." Flutter whispered back. "Find out which idiot 

earplugs have awoken." 

Unbeknownst to the dancing girls, their shouted conversation led the investigating End 

Caps directly to their cells... 



 

"Cell number two-two-forty-five, Sir." An aide informed the Colonel quietly. "It 

contains two leggy dancing girls." 

"And cell number two-seven-ninety." He added a few seconds later. "Believed to 

contain two more leggy dancing girls." 

 

Colonel Flutter's grim expression softened as his thoughts ran rampant about leggy 

dancing girls. Then his professionalism reasserted itself: "They should remain 

unconscious - like everyone else from the museum.” He snapped. “Why have these four 

leggy dancing girls woken from their induced comas?" 

 



"Probably physical fitness, sir." Flutter's other aide suggested. "I noted a degree of 

hesitancy from our matter transmitter when we abducted them. That could be a 

technical oversight from our...er...technicians. I'll note it down for future reference." 

"Can they escape?" Flutter demanded. 

"Not a chance." The first aide answered him. "The cells have no doors. The only way an 

earplug can get out of one of these babies is by matter transmission. And we don't want 

to let any of them out until we've established our kingdom here, and require a slave 

work force to keep it running." 

"Oh, that's alright then." Flutter said to this good news... 

 

"Well I guess we'd better be on our way now: it's getting late." 

So, without further ado... 

 

...the three End Cap invaders strolled away through a vast artificial cavern, filled with 

'cells'... 



 

...on their way to the communications suite, from where Flutter intended to call in his 

troops to take possession of the entire (and undefended) museum. 

Meanwhile the girls continued shouting at each other through the poorly insulated cell 

walls... 

 

"Belle, Wendy." Nokaks and Ragi called. "We can't find a door lock to pick with our 

hair grips. Explain." 

Obviously Belle and Wendy had enjoyed more time awake in which to explore their 

cell... 

 



"Ah, there isn't one." Belle answered. "We couldn't even find evidence of a door having 

been welded shut. It seems that our jail walls are solid. Obviously someone used magic 

to place us inside them." 

Nokaks wasn't sure that she agreed entirely with the girls, with whom she often shared 

a changing room, small kitchenette, and occasionally underwear... 

 

"What a load of rubbish." She whispered to Ragi. "Of course no one used magic to put 

us inside here. The only logical explanation is matter transmission." 

Unfortunately Ragi relayed this information to Belle and Wendy... 

 

"That's it then." A fatalistic Belle responded. "We're stuck in here until whoever put us 

here gets us out again. Or until we die!" 

The news made Wendy gag. "Don't they know that showgirls are, by nature, 

claustrophobic? I think I'm going to be sick." 

The thought of being surrounded by copious alcoholic vomit stimulated Belle's thought 

processes. 



"Oh, by the Saint of All Earplugs." She screamed. "No!" Then she dragged Wendy into 

a small anteroom that doubled as a lavatory and electrical fuse box. 

 

It was inside the anteroom that inspiration struck Wendy: "These cables." She said. 

"They appear to pass through the cell wall. They're very thick. If we disconnected them 

from the fuse box, and then pulled them out, we could squeeze through the resulting 

hole." 

It was a plan of genius; and so two minutes later... 

 

...they'd escaped and freed Ragi and Nokaks too. Then they stood around a while, trying 

to think of their next course of action... 



 

"The door's locked." Wendy observed. "What are we gonna do now?" 

"I know." Nokaks said eventually. "Let's see if we can contact someone on the video 

comm booth." 

By chance there was just such a device on their floor... 

 

And even more by chance, Magnuss and the others were passing an identical booth at 

the very moment that Belle pressed the call button... 

 



Of course the first sign of life within the museum grabbed his attention like an angry 

and aggrieved crab grabs a fisherman's bum with its claws... 

 

"It's a phone: what shall we do?" He asked no one in particular. 

But the unspoken answer was obvious... 

 

So he answered the call; and the course of possible history was about to be changed. 

One of the advantages of both museums - both being Magnuss' 'home' museum and the 

one in which he now stood - being almost identical, meant that Magnuss wasn't 

surprised to see the image of the caller appearing on a generously sized screen above 

him... 



 

And once Delia and Poki recovered from the surprise of seeing their dancing colleagues 

incarcerated in the End Cap's secret lair, the four captives were able to pass on the 

important news that they couldn't get out. 

"We'll come and get you." Magnuss said authoritatively. "Just as soon as we work out 

where you are." 

 

The girls were as pleased as punch at this response, and tried very hard to give as many 

clues as possible to guide Magnuss and the others. 

"It's blue on this level." Nokaks informed them. 

"Yes," Wendy added, "and it's quite warm too - so we must be closer to the Earth's 

core than you." 

This was all the information that Magnuss needed. "Come on." He said. "Let's drop a 

few levels." 

Whilst Magnuss and Co were doing their thing, Cabbaggio and Vortexia Di Bikini were 

getting used to their sobriety... 



 

"I can remember things that I thought I'd quite forgotten." Vortexia said as they 

hurried along a low-level corridor. 

"Yes," Cabbaggio finally replied after negotiating a tight left turn into a poorly-lit 

corridor... 

 

..."Like how you used to break wind in busy shopping malls - and blamed it on your 

non-existent pregnancy." 

Vortexia didn't like to be reminded of her younger, carefree, self. Instead she wanted to 

visit the toilet, but was somewhat annoyed when... 

 



...Cabbaggio hurried by without trying the door. 

"No time." He explained. "What we do next could decide the fate of the museum." 

"What are we doing next?" A disgruntled Vortexia inquired. 

"Don't know." Cabbaggio replied. "I think we'll know it when we see it." 

Meanwhile, back in Magnuss' natural environment... 

 

...a troubled Plopper O'Hooligan had waited around the museum's corridors in the 

hope that he might speak with the four remaining Earplug Brothers. 

"Well, hi man." Valentine said as Plopper stepped from the shadows. "Hey, you're sure 

looking troubled. How can the Earplug Brothers put things right? It's what we do, you 

know." 

"Oh, Valentine, you don't know how troubled I am." Plopper said with urgency so 

extreme that Rudi, Chester, and Miles crowded around to hear his next words... 

 



"It's my friend, Benjamin Booger, and your brother. I don't know how I know it, but 

I'm certain that something has gone terribly wrong over there - in the alternate 

universe." 

Rudi wasn't the sort to scoff, but he very nearly managed to. He replied: "Hey, Plopper, 

we're talking Magnuss here: the greatest earplug the museum has ever known. There is 

nothing that he couldn't handle." 

But the twins were less sure. "He's called on us before." Chester reminded the eldest 

brother. "And what if they've run out of toilet tissue? Or worse still, what if they've 

never invented it? Magnuss will be in agony." 

Rudi reacted in a nanosecond: "What do you want us to do, Plopper?" 

"Contact him." Plopper replied. "Using your famous brotherly telepathic bond, of 

course. He needs your help: I'm certain of it!" 

The subjects of Plopper's concern were, at that moment, struggling... 

 

In this case it was through a small manhole in the floor. 

"If we can't get to the blue level directly." Magnuss grunted as he squeezed through it, 

"we'll have to take a less direct route." 

Below him the others waited in line to join him... 

 



One by one they gained the sanctuary of the upper floor... 

 

...although Delia's powerful dancer's thighs did hold her back a moment or two. 

Fortunately Benjamin was there to drag her through, and within moments... 

 

...all five of them were headed for a circuitous course that would end with their arrival 

on Level Indigo. But as they scurried from one floor to another, Cabbaggio and 

Vortexia... 

 



...had grown desperate to share their knowledge with someone else.  

"Hey, a phone booth." Cabbaggio cried half-precisely. 

"A video phone booth to be precise." Vortexia yelled gleefully. But then they both noted 

the signage. "Darned cheapskates." She added. "We can only call local. Still, you never 

know, we might get someone on the other end. Go on, Cabbaggio, punch a few keys." 

Well, as luck would have it, Magnuss and his band of unhappy earplugs... 

 

...chose that moment to wander by. It was Poki who heard the 'call' bleep. 

"Magnuss. Magnuss." She squealed. "It could be the girls with an up-date." 

Magnuss didn't waste a moment cogitating. He swung into the booth and hit the 

'Answer' button; then stepped back for a better view... 

 



...and was surprised to see the two former boozers... 

 

"Can I help you?" He inquired politely - though he had no idea how he was going to be 

of any assistance to the two strangers who peered back at him... 

 

So whilst Delia and Poki kept watch, Magnuss, Benjamin, and K-Plank listened to 

Cabbaggio and Vortexia as they told the tale of the boastful Colonel Flutter and his 

plans for domination. They continued to keep watch as Magnuss reacted... 



 

"I think our little problem with incarcerated showgirls just got downgraded." He said 

to a worried Benjamin. "We're looking at alien invasion here. And if I know anything 

about alien invasions, it's this: they never bring enough invaders, and then they demand 

everyone who survives the invasion to do lots of physical labour for them." 

"What, like slavery?" K'Plank inquired fearfully. "I was a slave once - on Deneb Forty-

Two A. Luckily I was young then. And when the starvation made me lose what little 

weight I had, I slipped out of the compound by squeezing through the lavatory bowl U-

bend, and disappearing down the poop-pipe. Not that it helps us any now, of course." 

Indeed it didn't help. It especially didn't help Vortexia... 

 

...who still wanted to visit the toilet. 

"Cabbaggio," she mumbled out of the side of her delicate mouth, "would you feel 

awfully insulted if I had a little accident?" 

 Whilst Cabbaggio considered his wife's question, Magnuss thought quickly: 

"Cabbaggio." He bellowed. "Does the museum have access to any star ships?" 



It was probably the last question in the world that the former drunkard had expected. 

It even deflected Vortexia's mind from her immediate concerns... 

 

"Well, we have been kinda out of the social loop." Cabbaggio replied. "But the last time 

we watched the news on TV, the museum had a big ugly ship. Ship Number Fifteen, I 

think it was called." 

"And those other two." Vortexia added. "From some faraway planets. The Katy 

Someone-or-other and the Smelly Socks or something like that." 

Magnuss was thrilled... 

 

...though he managed to maintain his decorum superbly. 

"Yee-hah." He shouted. "The K T Woo and the Chi-Z-Sox. The day may yet be saved. 

All we have to do is contact them. They can intercept the End Cap invasion force and 

stop 'em in their tracks." 

Moments later Magnuss led the others in a mad dash to find an external communication 

panel... 



 

And just three minutes after commencing the aforementioned mad dash, Magnuss 

entered the very booth he required... 

 

Frantically he punched in as many frequencies as he could think of. But... 

 

...all of them were dead. 

A rather sickly looking Benjamin said: "I guess they must be blocking our signal. What 

we need is something that uses a completely different system of communication. 

Something that can't be blocked." 

"Right." Magnuss said as his mind raced. He then came to a decision... 



 

"Girls." He said. "Contact your friends: tell them to free the museum staff. Lots of 

heads are better than five. Tell them that we're on our way there." 

Chapter 6 

Time was of the essence for Magnuss because at that very moment, far away aboard the 

rapidly approaching End Cap mother ship, its commander was addressing the crews of 

the attack craft... 

 

"You won't need to prep your weapons." He assured them. "This is merely a 

propaganda move. This is for public consumption for the folks back home. There's 

nothing they like more than the sight of huge space fleets invading someone else's 

planet. So enjoy yourselves. Good flight everyone. By-ee." 

Aboard the squadron leader's ship, the bridge crew... 

 



...informed their commanding officer that the ship was ready for flight. 

"Messages coming in from the fleet, Sir." The communication officer announced. "All 

ships tied in. We can launch now." 

Two seconds later the fleet launched from the mother ship's hold... 

 

"Whee!" Their crews yelled in joyful unison. "Last one there is a rotten egg." 

By the time that the last attack craft departed the mother ship, Magnuss and the others 

had reached the door to Level Indigo... 

 

But, when they tried to get in, they discovered that... 

 



...it had been locked by one of Colonel Flutter's aides. 

"Blast." Magnuss roared with impotent rage. "And bum-wipe too!" 

But K'Plank had an idea. "Shout." He said. "Someone inside must be able to hear you." 

It was a terrific idea, particularly since Belle and the other showgirls had freed almost 

all of the captives... 

 

...and many of them were fearful of being crushed against the only exit... 

 

...and one of those was the alternative Plopper O'Hooligan. 

"The Omnipresent Scanner." He shouted through the thick, but ever so futuristic door. 

"It's the only device that can't be electronically blocked. Use it like a video phone. I did 

once: it was wonderful." 

"Benjamin." Magnuss said as he turned to his snot-coloured chum. "Is the 

Omnipresent Scanner kept in the same place as my world's scanner." 



"The Curator's Suite." Benjamin answered - desperation clear in his every syllable. 

"Let's go!" 

Back in Magnuss' reality, the vaguely famous psychic, Bronson Cacks, offered his 

services to the Earplug Brothers...   

 

"Hey, you monkey-faced bunch of butt-smelling gits." He opened. "My name is 

Bronson Cacks. I'm here to help you load of useless filth contact your deadbeat scum of 

a brother. I got some psychic enhancement equipment that was made for talentless oiks 

like you tribe of ignorant savages."   

Although Bronson had a distinctive way with words, his kind offer was gladly accepted; 

and before long Rudi, Valentine, Chester, and Miles had seated themselves around his 

much-lauded psychic enhancer, and began visualising their absent sibling... 

 

"It will take time." Bronson snarled. "That's because, as psychics you're totally duh. 

But keep at it. But if anyone needs to take a damned good tinkle, do it now: later there 

won't be time." 

Meanwhile the object of their trans-dimensional mental search was racing towards the 

Curator's Suite, which meant that Magnuss and his friends were forced to rush up 

Down ramps... 



 

...and occasionally thunder down Up ramps... 

 

But eventually they stormed into the vacated suite, where the inactive Omnipresent 

Scanner lay waiting... 

 

"Does anyone know how to work one of these things?" K'Plank asked as they crowded 

around the machine from the distant future... 



 

"You press all these buttons." Poki replied to K'Plank. "We'll all clamber aboard and 

see what happens." 

As a plan of action, Poki's was close to perfect. So, as a group, they decided to run with 

it... 

 

But as the device rumbled into life and Magnuss gulped in copious gallons of air 

following their manic run, Benjamin grew nervous. 

"Um, Magnuss." He began. But he said no more because... 

 



...his worst possible horror-scenario occurred.  

"Oh, by the Saint of All Earplugs." Poki screamed. "This is the worst possible horror-

scenario imaginable. It's okay for you, Delia; you're not sitting behind him!" 

"I'm sorry, Magnuss." A chagrined Benjamin said. "I should have warned you about 

my problem with excessive exercise. And I had no idea that it would make the 

Omnipresent Scanner stall. I can't promise that it won't happen again. Can you forgive 

me? Can I still stay and help you save the museum?" 

Magnuss was about to author a swingeing riposte, when suddenly... 

 

...he was overcome with a feeling that he didn't recognise. "Yealch." He yelled. 

"Something is happening to me. I...I..." But he said no more because he had the distinct 

feeling that he was utterly alone... 

 

Yet, conversely, he felt that he was also the centre of attention. Like he was under a 

microscope or being peered at through a magnifying glass... 



 

And he didn't like it one little bit! 

It felt as though Magnuss was experiencing an out of body...er...experience. That he was 

looking down at himself from an entirely different perspective...  

 

As he tried to make sense of the vision he became aware of psychic tendrils infiltrating 

his consciousness. Then clarity struck and he was able to place faces upon all four of 

them... 

 

Then, as their thoughts combined, Rudi, Valentine, Chester, and Miles came to 

understand Magnuss' situation and of his immediate needs. So, with their minds 

travelling at the speed of...well...thought, they passed on to their sibling everything that 



they thought he needed to know. The most immediate need being an answer to how he 

might work the Omnipresent Scanner. Then Magnuss was back in the room...  

 

"Garlg!" He yelled incoherently as his wits slowly returned to him. He then added: 

"K'Plank; press the big green button whilst pulling the yellow lever towards you." 

Magnuss' 'Garlg' had caught the tall blue-black earplug's attention and duly 

concentrated his mind. "Right on." He bellowed as he complied with Magnuss' 

instruction... 

 

Immediately Magnuss began searching the cosmos for any museum-related star ships in 

orbit. He found none. Fighting down the sort of disappointment that would have had a 

lesser earplug running to the local tobacconist for a pack of cigarettes and a sherbet dip 

and then chain-smoking them into oblivion, Magnuss extended his search outward 

across the Solar System. Lady Luck then hugged the orangey-pink earplug to her 

metaphorical bosom. As a result of this all four earplugs aboard the scanner were filled 

with joy as the K T Woo - racing towards the planet Neptune from interstellar space - 

swam into view upon their monitor... 



 

Now all they had to do was to figure out how the flipping heck they were going to enter 

the ship and speak with her captain.  

Well, such was the wonder of that futuristic marvel it meant that their immediate 

concerns were invalidated by the merest whim of its principal user - Magnuss Earplug - 

who, quite inadvertently, had adopted Cushions Smethwyke's seat. The scanner knew, 

as though by cybernetic instinct, or a bloody lucky guess, that Magnuss wished to scan 

the inner workings of the average-to-reasonably mighty vessel of space. A split second 

later... 

 

...Captain Sinclair Brooch - former Sheriff of Busted Gut - appeared in the captain's 

chair. Magnuss wasn't surprised to see Sinclair's wife, Nancy, sitting beside him: but he 

was surprised at the eclectic bridge crew that served him. Was that a Wetworld 

G'neerbot at the helm? And what was a Martian doing aboard? A RoboSecGua on 

Comms seemed somewhat inappropriate too: their monotonal phrasing was quite 

possibly the most boring form of communication ever devised. Relief flowed through 

Magnuss' silicon body as Sinclair looked up from contemplating his navel and smiled. 

"Why howdy, Magnuss." He said by way of welcome. "Got some ants in your britches? 

You don't normally call us on the way home from another pesky interplanetary 

mission." 



Magnuss assumed that he had appeared upon the main screen. And he wasn't wrong... 

 

"Oh Captain." He began. "The museum's in heap big doo-doos." He then explained his 

predicament. 

Sinclair's smile refused to fade, despite the fact that several small, invisible, but utterly 

vile, stench clouds managed to escape through the poorly stitched seams of his uniform 

trousers... 

 

...whilst the bridge crew turned away and pretended not to be there. 

"Well, little buddy." The huge Worstworlder replied. "The K T Woo is making best 

speed for...ah..." He checked the main screen read-outs... 

 



..."Neptune right now. But I'll have my helmsman plot a course for Earth immediately. 

Better still he can do it straight away. We'll be there in two shakes of a plugmutt's ass. 

K T Woo out." 

Magnuss was polite enough to thank Sinclair for his alacrity, but didn't waste a second 

more and went straight to searching out reinforcements... 

 

"Got one." He shouted with glee. "Look!" 

 

"Isn't that the Wetworld ship, the Chi-Z-Sox?" Benjamin asked, despite knowing full 

well that it was. "I do like a spot of exposition." He explained to the puzzled showgirls 

behind him. 

Naturally Magnuss didn't bother replying: he was too busy delving into the interior of 

the ship... 



 

Having located the bridge, he had the scanner turn through approximately one hundred 

eighty degrees... 

 

...and was pleased beyond measure that the bridge appeared to be crewed by Frisby 

Mumph clones and a silver android. 

"Oh, such professionalism." He said admiringly. 

Then he had the scanner drop behind the captain - Professor Hydious Gout, who was 

ably supported by his wife, Doctor Putridity Gout - only to be disappointed to discover 

that the Chi-Z-Sox was mired deep in interstellar space... 

 



"Oh bugger!" He shouted. 

It was this simple expletive that had the professor turn his attention to the 

communication system... 

 

"What the heck was that?" He inquired of his Executive Officer, the silver android. 

"I have something coming through, Professor." He answered. "On screen now." 

Both Gouts looked up in surprise to see... 

 

...Magnuss appear on screen. Of course they both assumed that they were seeing the 

Magnuss of their reality; but when the heroic earplug explained who he was and how he 

came to be there and, more importantly, why he was contacting the Chi-Z-Sox, even the 

Frisby Mumph clones paid attention... 

 



"Holy carp." One of them said to the other. "The museum is in Plop Street." Or words 

to that effect. 

"Don't worry, Magnuss." Hydious said as he and his wife began to tremble with 

nervous anticipation of what he was about to do next. "We'll be there. Putridity and I 

will just have to visit the lavatory first. “Then he... 

 

...issued a command. It was a command that none of the crew expected to ever hear in 

their professional lives. It was a command that made one of them smile disbelievingly. It 

was a command to make the knees of the bravest space earplug knock together like 

disharmonious musical blocks on a broken xylophone. 

"We need to get to Earth in quadruple-quick time." He said as he plotted the fastest 

route to the toilet in his ready room. "Initiate the Anti-Neutrino Drive." 

For a moment the crew stood stock-still in disbelief. It was well-known that the least 

reliable star drive in the universe was the anti-neutrino drive. It was almost guaranteed 

to let its user down. It was bound to fail - usually when it was most needed. "Did I hear 

you right?" The Exec said quietly and calmly. "You know, for a second there I thought 

you said 'Initiate the Anti-Neutrino Drive'. With your permission I'll just go and wash 

out my auditory sensors with a few drops of a synthetic oil-based ear cleaner." 

But before Hydious could reply, or Putridity could beat her husband to the toilet door, 

one of the more extremely professional Frisby Mumph clones did exactly what he'd 

been instructed. He initiated the Anti-Neutrino Drive. In a fraction of second a space 

warp had formed in front of the ship... 

 



And in the other fraction of the same second, the Chi-Z-Sox was barrelling towards it... 

 

Meanwhile, far away in another sector of the galaxy... 

 

...the Museum of Future Technology's sole star ship - the imaginatively-named 

Spaceship Number Fifteen - was studying some strange shiny mauve space critters. In 

the Command Room the crew were going about their duties, studying and stuff... 

 



...when the Communication Officer made a report: 

"I'm picking up some garbled com-chatter." He announced. "I could be wrong, but it 

seems to originate on Earth." 

 Inside the museum Cabbaggio and Vortexia had managed to patch their Com panel to 

the frequency used by the Omnipresent Scanner. They could see what Magnuss and the 

other temporary curators could... 

 

"Oh Cabbaggio." Vortexia wailed. "It makes you feel proud to be an earplug, doesn't 

it!" 

"Absolutely, Vortexia." Cabbaggio replied with equal vigour. "And there was me 

thinking that the Anti-Neutrino Drive was a piece of space junk. Let's go for a 

celebratory drink." 

Everyone aboard the K T Woo were similarly impressed as they watched the Chi-Z-Sox 

hurtle across the galaxy at an indecent rate of knots... 

 



"Cor, look at that baby go." Magnuss yelled like the enthusiastic young earplug he 

was... 

 

But as fast as the Wetworld ship zoomed across the cosmos, it could not possibly hope to 

arrive before the K T Woo engaged the End Cap fleet. In fact the opening skirmish had 

already begun when the K T Woo opened fire with its main armament. Patched through 

with their Comm panel, Belle, Wendy, Nokaks, and Ragi watched the first fusillade... 

 

Aboard the K T Woo, which had gone to full Crimson Alert, Sinclair Brooch wasn't 

overly impressed with the power of his weaponry... 

 



In fact he'd gone from feeling like a big space-bully, to feeling very small indeed... 

 

"Again." He yelled, hoping that his false confidence would inspire his crew. "These End 

Cap fellas are tough little critters. Double the yield: That should hurt 'em something 

fearsome." 

But his bravado looked somewhat pallid when the End Caps finally recovered from the 

shock of having to fight for their conquest of the Museum of Future Technology, and 

returned fire... 

 

And Hakking Chestikov, who happened to be manning the bridge toilet at the time... 



 

...complained that one of the enemy proton torpedoes had caused a nasty back-flow in 

the waste pipe and had almost... 

 

...broken the windshield as it smashed through their defensive screens. 

Aboard the fast-approaching Chi-Z-Sox, Professor Hydious Gout did something that he 

had never done before. He called for a long-range picture of the K T Woo... 

 



"They're taking heavy damage to their forward screens." A Frisby Mumph clone 

informed him. 

Gout then did something else he'd never done before. He ordered the ship to Crimson 

Alert... 

 

"Oh Hydious," his highly supportive wife, Putridity, whispered, "I never thought you 

had it in you. I thought you were just a brain-box: now I discover you've come over all 

hunky. I like it. When this is over, shall we go get some tattoos?" 

"This is a ship of peace." Hydious announced to the crew upon a loudspeaker that could 

be heard throughout the science vessel - even in the junior rank's latrine. "This is a ship 

of science and learning. But if we must fight, we will fight damned well. By the Saint of 

All Earplugs, we will save the Museum of Future Technology - or perish trying!" 

 

"Now show me the enemy." 

The Exec obliged... 



 

"Is that all?" One Frisby Mumph clone said to another. "We can take care of one: the 

Woo can have the other." 

Then the Exec showed them some more... 

 

"On the other hand..." He muttered.  

Meanwhile the K T Woo continued to battle the space fleet all alone, by itself, on its tod, 

solo, with no one else to help it... 

 



And although their marksmanship had improved, there was still room for 

improvement... 

 

"Flipping heck!" Sinclair exploded... 

 

..."That's the mother ship. If you can't hit a bloody great big thing like that, we're 

surely done for!" 

"I'll take us in close." The G'neerbot helmsman suggested. "We can try shooting them 

at point-blank range." 

It wasn't the best idea Sinclair Brooch had ever heard, but in the absence of one from 

his own imagination he elected to go with it. So the robotic life form performed all the 

necessary twists and turns, and before long the K T Woo and the End Cap mother ship 

were on a collision course... 

 



"Oh flip!" The watching Professor Gout cried out aboard the Chi-Z-Sox... 

 

..."Look, they're shooting at the K T Woo too. Someone tell me that we're in weapons 

range." 

"We're in weapons range." A Frisby Mumph clone informed him. 

"About sodding time." Hydious snapped. "Our gunnery is untested; but what the heck: 

open fire!" 

Needless to say this is what happened next... 

 

But some stupid End Cap pilot put himself between the incoming energy bolts and their 

intended target... 



 

This didn't go unnoticed by the bridge crew of the K T Woo as the G'neerbot wrestled 

the ship away from the mothership fire. 

"Argh!" They yelled as one. "What a lousy git!" 

In fact things were beginning to look bleak as two saucers turned their attention upon 

the Chi-Z-Sox... 

 

...and attacked from out of the sun. 

"Oh cripes." Putridity wailed. "We're really rubbish at this fighting stuff. It's curtains 

for us, and make no mistake about it!" 

It was at this point, when it appeared that all was lost and destruction was assured, that 

salvation raised its handsome head above the parapet. Sinclair Brooch looked up from 

hiding his face in his hands in time to see... 



 

...the gigantic Spaceship Number Fifteen sweep in from hyperspace. The image of the 

Museum of Future Technology's only star ship then disappeared, to be replaced by... 

 

"This is Captain Horatio Noseblower of the Museum of Future Technology star ship 

Spaceship Number Fifteen. We are at cyan alert and stand ready to assist." 

Sinclair smiled broadly... 

 



"Captain." He replied. "Would I be correct in assuming that your vessel is armed with 

atomic cannons?" 

"You would, Sir." Noseblower's voice sounded confident as it crackled over the sub-

standard bridge sound system. 

"Then kindly open fire." Sinclair instructed his opposite number. 

He then watched as an atomic cannon poked its threatening muzzle through a gunnery 

aperture... 

 

He then cheered like a complete wally when... 

 

...it let rip with its irresistible power - the result of which was... 



 

And the result of the mother ship's destruction was... 

 

...a desperate hail from the End Cap squadron leader: "We surrender." He yelled only 

semi-coherently. "We surrender, for flip's sake. Stop shooting!" 

A split second later the victorious Space Ship Number Fifteen swept by the K T Woo's 

back window... 

 



"Secure from crimson alert." Sinclair said as he... 

 

...joined Hakking Chestikov and the rest of the crew in broad, relieved smiles. "End 

Cap Commander," He said with a vocal smirk, "your surrender is accepted." 

Epilogue 

 It took a while for the curators to readjust to their new-found freedom; but by three-

thirty that afternoon Cushions and Co had organised a celebration in the Great Hall... 

 

Not everyone could attend, obviously. Many of them still felt the disgust of being 

crammed into Level Indigo together like oily canned mackerel, with only one small 

shared toilet for all of them, and so decided to shower repeatedly until they felt clean 

again. Others just couldn't be bothered. Some wanted their mid-afternoon lemon 

drizzle cake fix. And two of them had openly welcomed an End Cap invasion, if only to 

break the monotony of living in a museum that featured exciting and potentially 

dangerous artefacts from across all of time - well the future anyway. But still a heck of a 

lot of them turned up. These included a bunch of nobodies, some curators, the museum 

Avatar, Auntie Doris, and the Angel with a Huge Nose... 



 

Even Benjamin's reality version of the Earplug Brothers arrived... 

 

...complete with their Sunday Best Cossack hats. Naturally they felt obliged to stand in 

an area especially reserved for them... 

 

Then the showgirls were introduced... 



 

Naturally they were expected to form a kicking line, and duly obliged... 

 

..though many were disappointed that they'd been forced to leave their sparkly 

sequined knickers on a radiator to dry after some wag had dropped them all into a 

lavatory bowl - 'for laugh', as he'd confessed when apprehended by Police Constable 

Salisbury Wilts... 

 

...shortly after committing the crime. Still, being treated to a flash of the girl’s 

emergency big baggy bloomers was almost as much fun. Then the Avatar called upon 

Magnuss himself... 



 

"Magnuss," she said, "ya done good boy." This surprised Magnuss because the Avatar 

in his reality spoke so much more eloquently: but he smiled anyway. "We been done got 

ya somethin' real special." The Avatar continued. "We only give it to real good guys - 

know what I mean?" 

Naturally Magnuss understood, despite the Avatar's terrible diction. "That's nice." He 

said. "What is it?" 

 Even as he said the words, Magnuss regretted them. After such a wondrous success, 

anything that the Avatar could offer him would be an anti-climax that bordered upon 

an insult. Unless, of course, it was a way home: but he knew that particular party trick 

was far beyond the Avatar's abilities - even with the resources of the museum at her 

disposal. But when the presentation actually occurred, it was worse than Magnuss could 

have imagined. Far worse... 

 

"We call the darned thing The Stupid Hat of Eternal Gratitude." The Avatar explained 

as Magnuss closed his eyes with disbelief that he had allowed himself to be seen in 

public wearing, what was probably, the stupidest hat in all of space and time. 

"I can't say that I'm really feeling the gratitude." He whispered as a spotlight snared 

him... 



 

Of course the Avatar tried to laugh it off; but even her stunningly beautiful face 

couldn't mask entirely the falseness of it. "Ah's sorry boy, but we mean well." She said. 

"In this pesky reality a thin line separates y'all being honoured deeply - and a guy 

looking like a total dork. Would ya care to turn around and accept ya plaudits?" 

"Do I have to?" A hesitant Magnuss replied. "Couldn't I just give them a cheery wave 

and make a panic-stricken dash for the exit?" 

This time the Avatar laughed for real. "Magnuss, ya gotta know there sure is more to 

being a hero than doing brave stuff and savin' civilisation over 'n' over again - know 

what ah's tryin to say? Sometimes ya gotta be real strong an' have ya picture took with 

a real dumb-ass hat sittin' on ya head."  

Of course, since he truly was a hero, Magnuss understood implicitly. So without further 

prompting from the Avatar, Magnuss turned to face the crowd... 

 

...and received a standing ovation. 

Others, though, were less fortunate. In an attempt to elude capture, Colonel Flutter and 

his aides had fled to the nearby mountains... 

 



"How long must we hide here?" The blue-eyed aide inquired. 

Flutter didn't want to answer: but he did anyway: "Don't know. For as long as it takes 

for those stupid earplugs to forget us, I suppose." 

An hour later the red-eyed aide made the same inquiry... 

 

But he asked it with a much muffled voice. 

This time Flutter's reticence ruled... 

 

But even if he'd wanted to, he couldn't: his teeth had frozen together. Shortly after 

that... 

 



...the aides stopped asking. Though one of them did manage to mumble: "I wish I was a 

prisoner of war. Prisoners of war get a roof over their head and an uncomfortable bed 

to lie on. Flutter, you're a twonk. I hate you." 

The days that followed immediately after the celebration... 

 

...were lonely and forlorn for Magnuss. Never again would he hold, in his arms, his 

beloved Hair-Trigger Provost... 

 

Never again would he go supercross riding over relentless whoop-de-doos with his 

brothers... 

 



Never again would he discover strange anomalies such as tears in the fabric of 

space/time... 

 

...and mysterious effluent lying about the museum... 

 

But Magnuss cast aside these thoughts. Instead he looked deep within his mind. 

Somewhere inside his subconscious, he was certain, lay the secret of the way back to his 

home reality. He thought back to the telepathic message from his distant brothers... 

 

There had been so little time available. They had been forced to cram his head with all 

the information they thought he would need. Surely the way home would have been 



included. It was like an itch that he couldn't scratch. Like a word upon the tip of his 

tongue. If only he could access it! And it would remain that way for another twenty 

minutes, when, quite by chance, he discovered his duplicate standing beside the Tunnel 

Temporal... 

 

"We can't have this, Magnuss." The native Magnuss said. "Two Magnusses in the same 

universe just doesn't add up. We can't both be the greatest hero in the museum. And 

what about your museum: they'll be missing you terribly. Who knows what disasters 

have befallen it since you've been moping about here, feeling sorry for yourself. But 

most importantly, I was reading an article in the Silicon Lifeform Times about mutual 

exclusivity..." 

Magnuss pricked up his ears at this. "Mutual exclusivity." He heard himself say in a 

hopeful inquiring tone. "What - like matter / anti-matter reactions, you mean?" Then, 

as he spoke the words, the information passed to him by Rudi and his other brothers, 

surfaced. "Magnuss." He yelled before his facsimile could respond. "You and I are 

mutually exclusive. Whatever you do, don't touch me: something violent could 

happen!" 

In a heartbeat, the other Magnuss comprehended the meaning of Magnuss' words. His 

eyes turned towards the Tunnel Temporal. "Acceleration." He said. "All we need to 

do is to accelerate you fast enough along the tunnel and the laws of thingamy whatsit 

will take over. Result; you make it home." 

"Exactly what I was thinking, Magnuss." Magnuss replied... 

 



..."But I have to tell you; I'm feeling a tad trepidatious." 

"Well," the other Magnuss responded, "while you feel trepidatious, I'll switch the 

tunnel on." 

As the tunnel began to glow, Magnuss summoned up the courage to cast aside his fears 

of the recalcitrant device from the distant future and clambered into its maw. 

 

"Is it alright if I don't look?" Magnuss asked his opposite number. "This is something a 

male earplug can't prepare himself for, no matter how experienced he is with weird 

stuff. So, if it’s alright with you, I think it would be better for my psyche if I didn't see it 

coming." 

The other Magnuss understood fully. "Me too. I've set up a pile of mattresses to catch 

me when the reaction occurs: but I can only pray that I won't seriously bruise my meaty 

buttocks when I crash into them. So, if it’s alright with you, I think I'll close my eyes 

too." 

So, with all four eyes clamped shut so tight that it hurt, both Magnuss' waved their 

hands about in a flurry of nervous limbs - until stray finger tips touched. The result of 

the momentary caress was a violent reaction... 

 



...that flung the local Magnuss into the waiting pile of mattresses; and the interloper 

Magnuss along the Tunnel Temporal at an unbelievable velocity... 

 

...upon a journey into the unknown. And as he hurtled across the void of space/time 

Magnuss asked himself several questions: Would he be returned to his home reality? 

Would he once more speak with his friends and family? Would he, ever again, eat his 

beans on toast in his own apartment, which came complete with a occasionally used rice 

cooker, a packet of stale doughnuts, and his favourite brand of moist lavatory tissue? 

Or would he arrive somewhere (and some when) else entirely? Only time would tell. 

The End 

Next up: Mutant Island. 
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