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Chapter 1 

Night had long since fallen at the Museum of Future Technology... 

 

But far, far away, in the mountains behind the pea-farming region, where the mountain 

citadel of Lemon Stone perched resplendent in its pointiness, dawn was fast 

approaching... 

 

And not too far away, upon a neighbouring mountain, a pale-yellow house caught the 

first light of a new day... 



 

Inside, its occupants were watching early morning TV... 

 

Their names were Colin Ventana and Plankton Regis, and they were paying close 

attention to a much-shown documentary that told the tale of how the Museum's staff 

had interceded in a cold war between two nations on a distant ice planet. But just as it 

reached the point where the famous Earplug Brothers were seen to make first contact 

with the natives upon an ice floe, something strange happened... 

 

They switched off their futuristic television set and, like automatons, walked from the 

room - leaving only the sight of falling snow through their circular window to entertain 

any flies that might have been sitting upon the wall. From there they proceeded to... 



 

...look out of the huge magnifying attic window. Though the snow fell thickly they could 

still manage to see the monastery in the nearby Lemon Stone. Yet still they didn't speak. 

Not one word was shared between them. In utter silence they... 

 

...opened the emergency escape roof hatches and checked out the weather. As Plankton 

poked his head into the snowy dawn light, Colin finally spoke: "Well?" He said. "Will 

we need our hats, or not?" 

Meanwhile, in an apartment in the village of Lemon Stone, the lovely Gwen Sickie was 

taking a steamy shower... 

 

Whilst her husband, Cuthbert, stood in his studio and admired his latest work of art... 



 

Gwen and Cuthbert hadn't long been residents of Lemon Stone, and had only moved to 

the mountain village because her sister, Neezup, lived there with Cuthbert's brother, 

Bob. 

Meanwhile the aforementioned Neezup and Bob were watching the same documentary 

that the occupants of the nearby pale yellow house had been watching when they were 

seemingly overcome with a desire to do something else completely... 

 

So it wasn't a total surprise when the same thing happened to them... 

 

"Argh." Neezup managed before her individuality deserted her. "I've come over all..." 

But she didn't complete the sentence. Like Colin Ventana and Plankton Regis before 

them, Gwen and Bob had been taken over by unseen forces. 



At that precise moment, Colin and Plankton were embroiled in a battle with 

recalcitrant mountain weather as they followed the silent siren song... 

 

Despite not being compos mentis, they were glad they'd decided to wear their cosy hats. 

Never more so than when... 

 

...their course led them along a precipitous ledge, and drew them across a frozen 

plateau... 

 

But all the while they were slowly descending... 



 

...to warmer climes... 

 

...where their noses stopped running and they didn't feel so desperate for a pee. And it 

was whilst they were in this euphoric state that they discovered a passage through the 

rock face... 

 

"Crumbs." Colin exclaimed. "There's something down there. And it looks really 

exciting!" 

Meanwhile, far away, in the Museum of Future Technology, the previously absent 

Magnuss Earplug had found his way back from an alternate reality and had tried to 

pick up his life where he'd left off before returning Benjamin Booger to his 'home' 



quantum universe. But he wasn't doing particularly well. It seemed that his experiences 

had made him a little risk-averse. Instead of pulling on his metaphysical adventure 

boots, he'd slipped into a pair of metaphorical comfy slippers. He wasn't sleeping well 

either - suffering as he was from horrifying nightmares... 

 

...and other lucid dreams. He'd been particularly disturbed by the dream in which he 

raced himself at jet-packing on the Moon - without a space helmet... 

 

His waking hours comprised doing 'safe' things like visiting coffee houses and avoiding 

farting contests. Worst still he... 



 

...didn't agree with anything that his beloved Hair-Trigger Provost had to say, which led 

to him constantly apologizing for telling her to "Keep your big gob shut, for flip's 

sake!" 

 

He did agree though to try some gentle pot-holing... 

 



But the vast quantities of cinnamon lattes consumed in the coffee shops had a corpulent 

effect upon his girth. Unfortunately it also had other effects... 

 

...which didn't go down well with Hair-Trigger; and so, once again, Magnuss found 

himself apologizing profusely... 

 

But then he had a great idea: he would visit his old Zombie chums in the graveyard, 

where they lived/un-lived... 

 

So he and Hair-Trigger leapt upon the Purple Way - the travellator that carried the 

dead to the cemetery... 



 

But when they arrived, not only did they find it uninhabited: but it also contained a 

robotic guide... 

 

...that informed them that the cemetery was now under martial law and that they must 

depart immediately or be arrested. This really cheesed them both off... 

 

...and they vowed to admonish Cushions Smethwyke with very stern words indeed. 



Meanwhile, in a mysterious place at the foot of Lemon Stone Mountain, Colin and 

Plankton couldn't resist the pull of the siren song that had stripped them of their free 

will and drawn them down the mountain. In short, they entered the opening in the rock 

face... 

 

And after descending a flight of hard, rocky steps, they discovered... 

 

...a roughly hewn ocean-going raft - complete with bright red Bum Points. Naturally 

Colin was thrilled - even if he didn't know he was. But the Bum Points confused him: 

he'd never heard of such things. He said as much to Plankton. 

"You sit on them." Plankton, who was well-versed in ocean-going rafts, informed him. 

"Let's put it in the water and leap aboard." 

Moments later... 

 



...having seated themselves upon the Bum Points, the raft got underway. 

"How?" Colin cried out in a thin nasally voice. 

"Intestinal gas." Plankton answered him calmly. "The Bum Points draw it from our 

bodies and convert it into propulsive energy. In short, our potential farts make the raft 

go." 

"Ingenious." Colin said as he stared dead ahead along the unknown waterway. "If I 

wasn't under the control of some mysterious mental force, I'd be really impressed." 

Then the raft picked up speed... 

 

...and set course for the open sea. 

A little earlier in the day, Gwen Sickie had thought she'd heard something as she took 

her delightful shower. She wasn't sure quite what it was, but she thought it might have 

originated with the television set that she'd left playing to an empty kitchen... 

 

And her husband, Cuthbert, had much the same feeling as, in a robotic fashion; he 

made his way from his studio to the house he shared with Gwen, via a pedestrian 

conduit... 



 

But before he completed the journey, the same force that had abducted Colin and 

Plankton, turned him into a side conduit, which was very long indeed... 

 

...and only when he reached the extreme limit of the conduit, did he finally emerge into 

daylight...only to discover Gwen, Neezup, and Bob waiting for him in an area of 

mountainous wasteland... 

 



"Hi, darling." Gwen said. "What a relief: you've been possessed too!" 

 At first the foursome were happy to wade through the peat and lichens of the 

wasteland... 

 

...even if the squeeze, through the long conduit, did cause Cuthbert to become a little 

windy. But before long tiredness and boredom set in... 

 

...and despite being under some form of mental control, they began to get a bit fed up. 

In fact Cuthbert and Neezup became so bored that they began singing extracts from an 

operetta, which didn't please Gwen too much because she was more into classic 

soul/funk fusion. But Bob didn't care: in his haste to comply with the demands put upon 

him by the unseen power that pulled him along, he'd forgotten to replace the batteries 

in his hearing aids, and so couldn't hear a bloody thing. But he was almost thrilled 

when, eventually, they too discovered the secret wharf... 

 



...and a nice sailing raft. 

"Everybody blow really hard." Neezup instructed the others. "We have to fill the sail 

with air." 

So they did, but by the time they had gained the open sea, night had fallen, and a squall 

had blown in from the north... 

 

For Colin and Plankton ahead of them, the squall was quickly escalating into a storm... 

 

"Flipping heck." Plankton yelled above the roar of turbulent waters and lashing rain. 

"My underpants are soaked!" 

"That's nothing." Colin replied. "My farts have dried up: we're dead in the water!" 

And it was in this moribund condition that the others caught up with the two friends... 

 



"Isn't it horrible!" Gwen shouted across the gap between the two vessels. 

"It certainly is, Madam." Colin replied hoarsely. "More horrible than you can imagine. 

My friend Plankton and I have been vomiting hugely for the past three hours. We have 

nothing left inside us, yet still we feel absolutely ghastly." 

"You think that's bad."  Neezup retorted. "This heavy swell forced my darling Bob to 

stumble and catch his knee against the mast. It's all swollen up now." 

"Yes." Cuthbert perked up from feeling rather unwell himself. "And the lovely Gwen 

slipped upon a length of storm-tossed seaweed and fell upon her arse. She'll be pulling 

splinters from her shapely buttocks for hours to come!" 

And so the conversation continued... 

 

...whilst the rafts were buffeted hither and thither - their destination lost in the whorl of 

dark skies and unquenchable seas. 

Chapter 2 

Whilst the two happily married couples and their new friends endured an experience 

that would remain with them until the day they died, back in the Museum of Future 

Technology, Magnuss wasn't having much of a time either. He'd decided to take Hair-

Trigger to the boating lake... 

 



But when they tried out one of the futuristic coracles there... 

 

...both suffered from motion sickness. Worse still, the artificial sunlight... 

 

...nearly blinded them. But it gave Magnuss an idea. If the surface of the water made 

him sick, then surely logic would dictate that beneath it he would feel decidedly un-sick. 

It was worth a try, so he quickly rented a submersible... 

 

But sadly his logic was almost fatally flawed, and he felt even more chucky-uppy... 



 

So he took a ride on a hover pad... 

 

Sadly the sky grew grey and threatening. So he returned to the ground and... 

 

...hiked into the mountains. But although Hair-Trigger enjoyed it enormously, Magnuss 

had forgotten to pack his fur-lined underpants, and was feeling the nip in the air - to the 

nth degree. So, with reticence, Hair-Trigger agreed to head for home... 



 

But that didn't stop her bleating on the way. And as conditions worsened and the 

daylight slipped away... 

 

...she finally realised that the wonderful Magnuss had been right all along and felt inner 

mortification. Not that Magnuss cared any longer: his buttocks had frozen solid. 

Of course, an earplug of Magnuss' calibre wasn't about to allow a numb bum to 

dampen his ardour for life. So before long he was visiting the latest work of the 

museum's most reviled artist... 



 

...Anton Twerp. But sadly both youngsters felt that Twerp had managed to instil into 

his work some of his natural creepiness. So they decided to leave... 

 

"Vile." Hair-Trigger opined. "Almost as vile as the artist himself." 

Magnuss couldn't have agreed more: especially when the character's eyes seemed to 

watch them depart, and it grumbled to itself sotto voce. 

But the exhibition gave Magnuss an idea. And that idea was to tell anyone who was 

interested about his last adventure, in an alternate reality, all about it - in public - to 

paying customers... 



 

Although former Trumptation, Cory Turpentine, did warn him that he might appear 

'full of his own carp' - or words very similar to that... 

 

...and that if the story wasn't absolutely riveting, he might lose a proportion of his loyal 

fan base, Magnuss was only slightly concerned about this. But, he reasoned, it was too 

late to cancel: Hair-Trigger had already pocketed the ticket sales revenue. So, with a 

ready smile, he began his recital... 

 

And as the crowd warmed to his tale of derring-do, his smile widened and widened - to 

the point where he was afraid that his teeth would fall out... 



 

...and an ever-growing crowd threw a huge shadow over the scene. 

Naturally, as the show came to its conclusion, Magnuss mingled with the audience - 

signing autographs, kissing cheeks, surreptitiously breaking wind, and all that sort of 

stuff... 

 

Then, as the last happy customer departed, he and his beloved raced off to purchase a 

new set of matching jet packs - before clambering up to the museum helipad... 

 



...where they prepared themselves... 

 

...and launched skyward... 

 

...upon twin columns of futuristic power - destination unknown. 

Meanwhile, far away, upon the mysterious island, Colin Ventana, Plankton Regis, and 

the Sickies - Gwen, Neezup, Cuthbert and Bob, had fallen foul of the confluence betwixt 

an underground river and the incoming tide. Or, to put it another way, their rafts had 

turned turtle and cast them into the raging waters... 

 



"Argh, blub, blub, blub." They gurgled. "Thank the Saint of All Earplugs for 

mandatory swimming lessons at senior school and college level."   

Gwen, in particular, was not enjoying the dunking one little bit... 

 

"Not nice." She said between bouts of spitting brackish water from her submerged 

mouth. "Worse still, I chose to wear my towelling knickers this morning, and now they 

are all sodden and attempting to drag me to a watery grave." 

This was bad news for her husband, Cuthbert, who was doing all he could to maintain a 

feeble backstroke towards his foundering wife. "The shore." He gasped. "We must 

strike out for the shore. Can anyone see it in the darkness of this submarine passage?" 

Naturally everyone cast their gaze hither and thither... 

 

But it was Bob who finally spotted a cliff through the pounding surf. 

"Look." He bellowed... 



 

..."It's over there. Let's go!" 

Moments later the frightened earplugs had gained the breaking waves... 

 

And those same waves that had wrecked their craft carried them towards the sanctuary 

of land... 

 

It was Cuthbert and Plankton that were first to wade ashore. And before long... 



 

...only Colin remained up to his neck in H2o. 

"Oi." He shouted. "I have a sedentary job: I haven't built up the powerful thigh 

muscles required to allow me egress from these turbulent waters. Would one or more of 

you lend me a hand?" 

They had started the journey together: they would end it together. So, several 

heartbeats later... 

 

...he joined the others on a thin strip of sand between the water and an almost sheer 

cliff. 

"Where to now?" He inquired. "I have a nasty feeling that the tide is still coming in." 

Meanwhile, not a million miles distant, the owner of the mysterious island, Doctor Adolf 

Wiel-Barrau, was boasting to three of his acolytes, Darcy Birstead, Norma Conquest, 

and Daffney De Mauritania... 

 



"Note," he said, "how my wondrous techniques in genetic manipulation are creating 

end caps that are seventy-five percent taller than average." 

"Truly remarkable." The green-faced Darcy Birstead replied. "All three of us are 

thankful that such a fabulous genetic genius as you has allowed us to assist him in his 

conquest of...er...the manipulation of genes and stuff."  

"Thanking you, I am, for those kind, but essentially accurate words." Adolf said 

egotistically. "But soon you will be uttering words in a much more expressive manner. 

For, it is certain; soon you will be discovering just how brilliant I really am. To be using 

a hackneyed term: you aint seen nothing yet." 

Of course the three females wanted to learn more of Adolf's plans; but as the doctor 

returned his attention to the viewing screen, which displayed inhabitants of the End 

Cap habitat pod, they realised that he would say no more - at least until he was ready to 

share his latest (and probably greatest) plan... 

 

So Daffney De Mauritania sighed; turned away; and set course for the lavatory. But, 

she guessed, it was just a matter of time before they received new guests. Unwilling ones 

probably. 

Little did Daffney suspect, but, at that moment, six of those 'guests' were tip-toeing 

along the seashore... 

 



"You'd expect someone would have spotted us by now." Gwen complained. "Where are 

all the rescue ladders, tossed from the high cliff above us? And has no one 'round here 

heard of rescue boats? Rotten swines." 

By coincidence Adolf Wiel-Barrau had his security CCTV office located upon that same 

clifftop. At that precise moment, the operator, Slomo Chewings, was perusing the views 

presented by secret cameras positioned throughout the island... 

 

She was in the act of spying upon two of Adolf's more attractive male experiments, 

when an alarm alerted her to intruders... 

 

...who, when they noticed the spy camera, cheered up instantaneously.  

Naturally the news was taken straight to Doctor Wiel-Barrau... 



 

"Herr Doctor." Norma Conquest yelled at her boss. "Six young earplugs have been 

detected creeping along the bottom of the cliff. Four of them are wearing wedding rings: 

the other two seem to be nice boys." 

Adolf was surprised: he'd expected the young earplugs to have arrived aboard sea-

going rafts. Rafts that he had secreted away upon the mainland coast several months 

earlier. 

"Flipping heck." He blurted uncharacteristically. "Sinking their rafts must have been. 

Be sending Darcy Birstead to save them immediately." 

If nothing else, Doctor Wiel-Barrau's acolytes were most efficient. Five minutes after 

receiving the command, Darcy stood upon the narrow beach and beckoned to Colin, 

Plankton, and the Sickies... 

 

"If you value your lives," she said, "follow me." 

Meanwhile, high above the Museum of Future Technology, Magnuss and Hair-Trigger 

were thoroughly enjoying themselves... 



 

"Wheee." They yelled with glee as... 

 

...they blasted upwards until they were higher than the clouds, where they whooshed 

about like a... 

 

...pair of oxygen-deprived idiots. 

"Oh Magnuss," Hair-Trigger squealed with delight, "I haven't had this much fun since 

I single-handedly took out a platoon of Sentinel Robots with my trusty Seventh Cavalry 

Chichester Seventy-Three Blast  Rifle!" 

Magnuss agreed. In fact he agreed so much that he felt compelled to turn the speed dial 

up another notch... 



 

...which made his lips curl back and expose his incisors. This upset the delicate 

equilibrium in his nasal passages and also made his teeth hurt, and he was further 

compelled to act rashly - that being the undertaking of a power dive into thicker air... 

 

...where he found Hair-Trigger having fun by cutting the power and gliding... 

 



"Magnuss." She called between bursts of thrust. "What makes these jet packs go? I 

mean, we didn't put fuel in them: what makes their engines work." 

"Broadcast power." Magnuss answered as he gasped in the feeble air. "The museum 

broadcasts the power to receivers in our jet packs, which, in turn, convert it into thrust. 

That's why there are no flames or heat. That's why our socks and underpants haven't 

caught fire." 

"Golly." Hair-Trigger exclaimed. "Does it have much range? How far can we fly before 

we run out of power?"  

"Theoretically it should be unlimited." Magnuss replied. "If we could carry enough 

food and water, and maybe put on several vests and pairs of pants to keep us warm, we 

could fly right around world. It's still half an hour until tea time: let's see how far we 

can get in fifteen minutes." 

It was a stupendous idea, and only moments later both young earplugs were wanging 

along like an ace jet pack racing tag team... 

 

It was difficult for either of them to speak as such a high speed, but using sign language, 

Magnuss managed to convey his next suggestion. A split second later Magnuss and 

Hair-Trigger were travelling at the earplug equivalent of... 

 



...warp speed. But if they had known what was to come, they wouldn't have bothered. 

Chapter 3 

Whilst Magnuss and Hair-Trigger continued to race across the sky at a ridiculous 

speed, Daffney De Mauritania brought Adolf the news that Darcy and the visitors were 

approaching his secret facility... 

 

"Excellent." He replied. "Just as it should be. Have them brought to me immediately. 

Well not immediately exactly: I need to visit the toilet first." 

Outside Adolf's secret facility, Darcy led the six survivors of the sunken rafts across a 

ramp above a moat, towards the front door... 

 

But, despite putting on her best 'suggesting' voice, they hesitated. They simply didn't 

believe her when she said: "Oh look, it must be safe inside; there's Rudi and Valentine 

Earplug escorting K'Plank the Space Wanderer to the ice cream parlour." 

And they were even more unconvinced when the supposed door suddenly showed... 



 

...K'Plank and Chester Earplug exchanging brain cells. 

"I don't know." Gwen said. "My pants might be sodden and my stomach growls like an 

angry monitor lizard: but these illusions are making me very reluctant to enter this 

previously unknown island facility. I think my husband, my sister and her husband, and 

these two fine fellows behind us agree wholeheartedly." 

Inside the real (non-camouflaged) door, Adolf waited impatiently. He'd been to the loo: 

now all he wanted was to meet and greet those he had summoned from a distant land... 

 

So he shouted: "Stop arseing about on that ramp like a flock of lame-brained peewits; 

get your lazy asses inside right now!" 

Well this was all the impetus Cuthbert required to push past his wife and stumble 

through the disappointingly circular door... 



 

And it was only a moment later that everyone else followed... 

 

"Follow me." Adolf instructed the new arrivals as he looked back over his shoulder to 

see if they were complying with his instruction. 

He wasn't surprised when Gwen spoke up: "How did you summon us here?" She 

inquired. "No one phoned: the Internet only works spasmodically in Lemon Stone: and 

our fax machine has been broken for three years." 

"Ah." Adolf said as he smiled to himself. "I was rather hoping someone would ask that 

question.... 

 



...It gives me the opportunity to tell you a little story about preparation for a wonderful 

future." 

Five minutes later, after a circumbendibus route through a labyrinth of walkways, 

corridors and futuristic urinals, Adolf finally led his visitors to an elevator that carried 

them all to...  

 

 "Be welcome to my command centre." He said as they emerged from the elevator pod. 

"It's where I am controlling every aspect of my island - except the sewerage, of course: 

that is taking care of itself - being entirely natural, using sphagnum moss and biological 

composting to break down all the kaka and sploshy stuff. Oh, look, here is coming my 

assistants to work all this techno-stuff, whilst I am doing all the clever bio-engineering 

and DNA re-sequencing." 

 

As good acolytes, Darcy, Norma, and Daffney proceeded straight to their work 

stations... 



 

...and ignored all of Adolf's boasting and back-to-front sentences and confused tense-

usage as he showed his 'guests' around... 

 

"So," Adolf said as he concluded the brief tour, "now I am coming to your question of 

earlier. How was I summoning you here? Well the answer to that is taking us back a 

few months. Are any of you recalling the Trumptations' concert of two years ago?" 

 

"You know - the one where they were coming down from the stage and singing directly 

to their fans? It was great. Everyone was really enjoying it... 



 

Well you guys were waiting outside... 

 

You weren't knowing each other back then, of course. You were too shy. You were 

wanting to say 'hello' but you all feared rejection. You were needing a boost of 

confidence. Entering from stage left is Doctor Wiel-Barrau." 

 

"Well," Adolf continued as Gwen and Neezup recalled the occasion, "little were you 

knowing it, but I was also visiting your future husbands too." 



 

"They were telling me that they thought you two were being gorgeous and scrumptious 

and desirable on at least seventeen levels of lusciousness. So I was doing to them what I 

did to you... 

 

I was using my massive mental capacity to influence you through the medium of 

telepathic mesmerism. A sort of hypnotism that would give you the confidence to chat 

the boys up. I was doing the same for Cuthbert and Bob also. 

 



Even if it did look like I was experiencing the most terrible constipation imaginable. But 

it was working really good. Soon you were doing the talky-talky stuff. 

 

And before long... 

 

...the four of you were seeing the concert from inside the hall. Good this is being, ja? 

Play that funky music, Earplug!" 

"But what about us?" Colin demanded. "Did you visit us too? I don't recall seeing the 

Trumptations. I don't even like soul music: it makes me feel nauseous." 

"Ach, boys." Adolf replied. "For you I was requiring a different desire. Let me be 

telling you about it." 

 Adolf then explained he'd found the two of them hanging around outside the concert 

hall. They were both obviously experiencing some inner crisis. It seemed to him that 

they so wanted to be big tough-guys, but didn't really possess either the attitude or 

temperament to make passers-by nervous or cause police-plugs to quake in their police 



regulation footwear. Then he noticed a pair of carelessly parked hover cycles at the 

kerb; and the answer to the conundrum had presented itself... 

 

So, just in time for the departing concert-goers to witness their outrageous behaviour, 

Adolf hypnotized Colin and Plankton into believing that they were Hells Anglers biker 

gang members... 

 

...and smiled hugely... 

 



...as his cunning plan for the future came together. Because only he knew that in the act 

of mesmerizing the six young earplugs, he had implanted a command in their 

unconscious minds. One day, when the time was right, the mental message would assert 

itself and overrule their conscious brains. In short they would become his pawns and 

follow him like incredibly stupid sheep. 

"I don't feel particularly stupid." Plankton said, once he realised that Adolf had 

concluded his explanation. "Yet here I am - inside your secret island. So why am I 

here?" 

At that moment, just as Adolf opened his mouth to reply, Magnuss Earplug had a high 

altitude thought... 

 

'Ooh-er,' he thought, 'this broadcast power is all well and good; and I know this jet pack 

has an energy buffer that stores sufficient energy to allow a safe, soft landing in the event 

of an interruption to the power supply: but what happens if there is no land to land upon?' 

Out loud he said: "Hair-Trigger, we've been over water for too long. It has been yonks 

since I last spotted a mountain peak poking through the clouds... 

 

We need to lose altitude and find some land." 



"Good idea, Magnuss." Hair-Trigger yelled back. "I'm ready for a wee anyway. And 

possibly a sausage roll too - assuming we can find a sausage roll van or kiosk. So if we 

can locate somewhere with either a thick wall; dense bushes; or an outside lean-to 

lavatory, that would be wonderful. Let's descend!"  

It took just a few seconds to drop through the cloud cover. To their horror, Magnuss 

and Hair-Trigger found themselves above a chain of oceanic islets... 

 

"Oh, Magnuss." Hair-Trigger squealed above the noise created by their powerful jet 

pack motors, "a chain of tiny oceanic islets. I'm horrified: not only will there be no 

lavatories or meaty pastries down there; but it's doubtful they'll have sufficient water to 

keep us alive for more than five minutes!" 

Magnuss concurred. "Yeah." He said. "Let's see if we can find a proper island." 

So, without further ado, they swooped to a lower level and scanned the sea beneath 

them... 

 

...and came up trumps. 

"It's vast." Hair-Trigger cried out in surprise.... 



 

..."With such a varied topography too. Let's go look." 

Needless to say Magnuss wasted not one solitary second... 

 

...as he raced across the surface of the island at ever diminishing height. And equally 

needless to say, Hair-Trigger flew right beside him, like the really good girlfriend she 

was... 

 

But then the very thing that Magnuss had most feared happened... 



 

The power transmission from the Museum of Future Technology was interrupted, and 

it seemed to Hair-Trigger that her jet pack's energy buffer was leaking the very energy 

it was designed to store for just such an occasion. 

"Help." She gasped as the motor stuttered and coughed like an aging plugmutt with 

emphysema and a wonky leg. 

It took a few heartbeats before her call registered with Magnuss, who was deep in 

concentration... 

 

But when he recognized the severity of the danger, he swung about in the crystal sky, 

and plunged earthward towards his beloved Hair-Trigger... 

 



"I'm coming, Hairy." His shout preceded him. "Reduce power and switch on the Auto-

Lander." 

Hair-Trigger was nothing if not quick on the up-take. Just in the nick of time her 

emergency retros kicked in - within virtual touching distance of the jungle canopy... 

 

Now all that the former bounty hunter and her pinky-orange boyfriend had to worry 

about was the monstrous creatures that, they felt sure, inhabited the jungle into which 

they now descended. 

 The landing had been surprisingly pain-free, and now Magnuss and Hair-Trigger 

regarded the jungle into which they had fallen... 

 

"It's a bit...you know...jungley, isn't it?" Hair-Trigger complained. "I'm just waiting to 

be speared by some blood-sucking insect." 

Magnuss felt much the same way; but as they began an impromptu exploration... 



 

...his concerns began to fade, and... 

 

...he thought that it was 'kind of pretty'. Even Hair-Trigger couldn't help but notice 

that, for a jungle, it was remarkably well cultivated: "There is lots of bare soil." She 

observed. "And is that insecticide I detect with my sensitive olfactory organ - or 'nose' 

as it is more commonly known? 

"I don't understand it." Magnuss exclaimed. "It's almost as if this island jungle is just 

one huge garden! But who would bother? And where are they?" 

"I suggest," Hair-Trigger said, as she noticed a thinning of the jungle undergrowth, 

"that we go find out." 

Moments later... 

 



...they emerged on to manicured lawns. 

"A golf course - of course." Magnuss yelled in delight. "Artificial too. We're saved!" 

But after calling out for five minutes... 

 

...they began to have their doubts: perhaps there were monsters abroad after all: 

monsters who appreciated equally monstrous gardens. Certainly the silvery trees that 

lined the golf course were monstrous - in their silvery way. And even Hair-Trigger's 

attempts to cheer Magnuss with levity by pinching his bum... 

 

...couldn't ward off the feeling of dread. 

The situation worsened when... 

 



...the golf course gave way to desert - which made Hair-Trigger shudder: she and sand 

had never really gotten on; it seemed to infiltrate everywhere - especially nylon 

knickers. And when night fell suddenly... 

 

...they very nearly pooped in their pants. 

 And when they spotted the Black Tower through the murk... 

 

...they actually did! Fortunately the young earplugs quickly regained both their wits and 

their decorum. They realised that any approach to the mysterious building was best 

done in daylight. So they washed their pants in a stream and hollowed out a giant 

pumpkin, to use for shelter. Come the morning they clambered from their temporary 

abode, smelling strongly of pumpkin and discovering several large pips inside their 

freshly laundered underwear... 



 

But, following a breakfast of pumpkin flesh, they were soon upon their way... 

 

Although the going was hard, it didn't take overly long for their experienced 

adventuring legs to carry them all the way to the front door... 

 

With no doorbell obvious, they decided to let themselves in... 



 

"Wow!" Magnuss exclaimed. "It's not really scary at all! And look how spacious it 

looks." 

But, as they ventured farther into the vast emporium corridors narrowed; and they 

found themselves embroiled in a battle with claustrophobia and the collywobbles... 

 

In a pathetic attempt to bolster her adventurous spirit, Hair-Trigger chose to perform a 

popular aria in a high soprano. Unfortunately Magnuss said... 

 



"Flipping heck, Hairy: put a sock in it. Whoever told you that you could sing was a 

bloody liar!" 

This outburst surprised Hair-Trigger: she had no idea that Magnuss loathed poorly 

sung classical music. It gave her pause for thought; so they continued onwards in 

silence... 

 

...despite the fact that their current environment made her feel nauseous... 

 

But all good things must end; and soon the way opened into a vast chamber... 

 



"I think I know what this is." Magnuss whispered. "And it isn't a washing machine." 

Hair-Trigger understood in an instant... 

 

"Of course." She said with a delighted squeal. "It's one of those machines that give 

answers to questions. They seem to pop up all over the place. It's almost as though we're 

fated to find one - usually when we most need one. I think it's called a diabolical or 

something like that." 

"Oracle." Magnuss corrected her. "The Fountain of Knowledge, so-to-speak. It will 

offer to answer any question we care to ask." 

Hair-Trigger didn't bother responding: instead she spoke directly the electro-

mechanical apparition: "Where are we and how do we find somebody?" 

"Excuse me?" A huge voice echoed around the cavernous room. "That was a surprise. 

It's just that I haven't heard a question in so long that you caught me in hibernation 

mode. I don't get to answer a single question in years, then, kerpow, two turn up at the 

same time." 

"Here's a third one." Magnuss snapped. "Why hasn't anyone asked you a question any 

time recently?" 

"Because," the Oracle sobbed, "no one needs me anymore. That big-headed know-it-all, 

Doctor Adolf Wiel-Barrau, took them all away to his new super-duper facility beneath 

the lovely Black Tower. And don't ask me what he did with them: I don't know. No one 

has ever come back to tell me. Wait - where are you going?" 



But, of course, the Oracle received no answer to its question: his two questioners had 

departed... 

 

They now stood before a pair of identical doors that probably led to different places. 

Well so thought the intrepid duo. 

"We'll split up." Magnuss suggested. "That way we'll cover more ground. You take the 

right door: I'll take the left. Shout if you find something interesting. And if you're 

captured, bound, and gagged - break wind really loudly; it'll echo down these corridors 

like a fog horn - and I'll come running to rescue you." 

As they stepped through the doors together, Magnuss wasn't surprised (and was a tad 

disappointed) to find himself in a shadowy place... 

 

But, conversely, Hair-Trigger was delighted to discover an ancient stone edifice, 

complete with huge, uneven, steps that led downwards... 



 

"How lovely." She said appreciatively. "It reminds me of my first home with that 

heroically boastful ex-husband of mine - Hunting Provost..." 

 

And if Magnuss had known that he was being watched... 

 

...he would have been less than impressed. But he wasn't alone in that situation... 



 

Security CCTV Monitoring Technician, Slomo Chewings, had spotted the intruders; 

and she was already reaching for the alarm button. 

 The result of the pushed button was an automatic defence reaction. A blast of energy... 

 

...stunned Hair-Trigger and made her go all goo-goo. Crying out was an impossibility; 

but fortunately her pumpkin breakfast came to her rescue. It supplied all the vegetable 

matter required to produce a rip-roaring botty bugle, which Magnuss heard and to 

which he reacted by breaking into a rescue sprint. Less fortunately, the same energy 

blast that had immobilized Hair-Trigger also immobilized him... 

 



"Argh." He managed, before all voluntary muscles were overpowered. But, like Hair-

Trigger previously, his subsequent fart measured Category Twelve on the Earplug 

Scale of Windiness. This impressed Slomo Chewings so much that she peered into her 

screen and smiled for the first time in years... 

 

Although it was a little lopsided. "Gosh." She said. "What a guy! And what a talented 

large intestine too!" 

Shortly after that, Darcy, Norma, and Daffney arrived to take the stunned couple... 

 

...to a holding cell. After that they departed - very pleased with both the security system 

and themselves... 

 

"Didn't we do well!" They would exclaim. 



And: "What a charming couple: but no match for our cunning." 

And: "I'm feeling very self-important: does anyone have the key to the executive toilet? 

I'm feeling ready for an executive poop." 

But Magnuss and Hair-Trigger were feeling far less self-congratulatory... 

 

They didn't have access to any toilet at all: and that pumpkin breakfast was threatening 

to make a break for freedom.  

Chapter 4 

Following a period of desperate yelling, Magnuss and Hair-Trigger were invited to leave 

their place of incarceration, and join the acolytes in a pleasant river-side garden, where 

Doctor Wiel-Barrau busied himself as he studied the effects of manure on his olfactory 

senses... 

 

"Bad news, Hairy." Magnuss said out of the side of his mouth, as he and Hair-Trigger 

approached the geneticist. "Nut job dead ahead." 



Even Daffney felt it necessary to look away as Adolf yelled: "Disgusting. Disgusting. 

Disgusting. I hate manure. Someone take it away. Go spread it on the cabbage patch or 

something."  

Then Magnuss and Hair-Trigger were upon their captor in chief... 

 

"Why hello." Adolf said, as he turned to greet his 'guests'. "Please be excusing the 

disgusting aroma: be blocking your nostrils with the cotton wool or your socks. My 

name is being Doctor Adolf Wiel-Barrau. My friends are calling me Rusty." 

"Do you actually have any friends, Rusty?" Magnuss inquired in a tone that Hair-

Trigger had never heard her beloved use before. 

"Er, no; I am guessing not." Adolf replied. 

"Then your name isn't really Rusty Wiel-Barrau, is it?" Magnuss concluded. 

"Er, no; I am guessing not." Adolf agreed reluctantly. Then his demeanour brightened. 

"Hey," he cried, "getting guests often I am not: how much would you be enjoying a tour 

of my fabulous facility?" 

It was an offer that both young earplugs were well aware that they couldn't refuse. 

"Sure." They said in unison. 

Five minutes later... 

 



...they were led into Adolf's laboratory, where Hair-Trigger was amazed at its 

immensity. And as she 'Oohed' and 'Aahed' in wonderment, Daffney thought: 'what a 

sweet couple: I do hope that the good doctor doesn't turn them into monstrosities.'  

Then Hair-Trigger was moved on... 

 

...towards... 

 

...the door to Doctor Wiel-Barrau's exhibition room... 

 



The Sterile Area! 

 Upon entering the locked door to the Sterile Area, the two visitors felt astonishment 

wash over them when they were greeted by Baron Frankincense's monsters... 

 

"I don't believe it." Magnuss bellowed. "You four disappeared from the Museum of 

Future Technology yonks and yonks ago!" 

Hair-Trigger illuminated his statement of surprise with some pertinent speculation: 

"Yeah." She said, only slightly less excitedly, "Everyone thought you'd accidentally 

fallen into the futuristic sewage reclamation system and been mulched for the botanical 

garden!" 

"Not us." The four former end-cap warriors (who had been reanimated, by Baron 

Frankincense, following their defeat and demise during the first Battle of the Museum 

of Future Technology) said in a tuneless discord that was redolent of a platoon of poorly 

tuned harmoniums played by drunkards in a coal shed. "Nah - Doctor Wiel-Barrau 

abducted us on an outing to the Zombie homeland of Knob Hill. The picnic was nice - 

especially the cakes - but, as far as we're concerned, our abduction was the cherry on 

the top." 

"Ja." Adolf confirmed this statement. "I was using them in my early experiments. I was 

not caring if I killed them, because they were already being dead. Well sort of. Now 

enough of the Baron's work: Be looking at this." 

Surprise was disappointingly muted when a quintet of minute dwarf rubber bungs 

stepped forward... 

 

"Very nice." Magnuss said, in a tone calculated to annoy his captor. "Rubber bungs: 

big deal. Now show me something our local General Practitioner couldn't do, with his 

eyes shut, on his afternoon tea-break." 



Naturally Adolf took this as a challenge: "Come." He said effusively, whilst leading 

them into a second room. "Be meeting my menagerie." 

 

And what a 'menagerie' it was. There were sentient beings of all imaginable species in 

that strange, pure white, room - all of which had been genetically altered by the skilful 

hands, eyes, and brain of Doctor Adolf (Rusty) Wiel-Barrau... 

 

Some were giants. Some were dwarves. Some had turret eyes that could look in any 

direction. Some had magnificent antennae that could interact with hyperspace. Some 

were hybrids that combined two completely dissimilar species. And one had a whacking 

great big nose. The acolytes had them line up to greet Magnuss and Hair-Trigger... 

 

Magnuss tried heroically not to be impressed... 



 

But, he had to confess, the Doctor's work was nothing short of astounding... 

 

...even if it was clear that some of them shifted position so that there appeared to be 

more of them than there really was. But the situation quickly deteriorated when the 

Doctor asked them which one of his genetically altered specimens they would most like 

to resemble... 

 

"I knew it." Magnuss growled through a grimace. "We're in the grasp of a mad-plug!" 

And when Adolf suggested that Hair-Trigger would look lovely with a huge 'snooter', 

she was shocked into silence. The situation was rapidly becoming untenable, and she 

could see no way out of it. 



It was at that moment that Adolf's laboratory assistant, Sandy Wetwipe stepped 

forward. Her loyal volunteer end cap helper, Sebden Barflinger, joined her... 

 

"No, Herr Doktor." Sandy yelped. "We cannot 'do' any more earplugs. The six we have 

in captivity are sufficient to test us to the limits of our endurance." 

"Yeah." Sebden added. "Right on!" 

"Others?" Magnuss and Hair-Trigger said as one. 

"It is nothing being." Adolf tried to brush aside their inquiry. "Merely three young 

couples that I was once hypnotizing and who have responded to a mental command to 

be bringing themselves here, to the island of Doctor Wiel-Barrau." 

"Why would you hypnotize somebody to come all the way here - at their own expense 

and possibly risk to life and limb?" Magnuss demanded. 

Daffney chose speak on behalf of her boss: "We weren't ready before. Only when we 

were ready could we accept them here." 

"Ready for what?" Hair-Trigger asked, reasonably enough. 

"To create the next step in the evolution of the earplug, of course." Daffney replied. 

"Ja." Adolf spoke again. "I am calling them Earplug Superior! But that is not being 

important right now: for you life, as you were knowing it, is over. Henceforth you will 

be servicing me." Then, to his acolytes, he added: "Be taking them away and locking 

them up." 

So... 



 

...Magnuss and Hair-Trigger were led away to a place of imprisonment. But Daffney did 

not assist her colleagues: instead she turned away - her face flushed with a form of inner 

embarrassment. She simply couldn't believe that she had devoted her life to such a 

terrible tyrant. Her embarrassment came from the fact that she had no idea how to deal 

with the discovery. 

"Arse." She said quietly to herself. Or so she thought. But the keen-eared Magnuss had 

heard her and duly noted it for future reference. 

 Daffney continued to fret long after the two captives had been locked away once more... 

 

She wandered the endless corridors of Doctor Wiel-Barrau's secret facility for hours, 

ruminating over her life there. Questioning her behaviour and priorities... 



 

As she did so, Magnuss and Hair-Trigger waited for developments in their holding cell... 

 

Naturally they spoke of escape: "I wish we could escape." Hair-Trigger informed her 

boyfriend. "It's really boring in here." 

"Me too." Magnuss agreed. "But this cell has been brilliantly designed and superbly 

constructed. There simply is no chink in its metaphorical armour. Like it or not, we're 

stuck in here until someone decides to let us out." 

As the words petered out, a loud throat-clearing sound interrupted their torpid thought 

processes... 

 



"What the flipping heck was that?" A surprised Hair-Trigger erupted. "Was that your 

bum?" 

Then something large and mysterious moved behind the rear wall of their cell. Startled, 

both earplugs spun upon their heels to look... 

 

"Welcome." A huge, vaguely familiar voice boomed, which made the latticework of 

their cell vibrate painfully. "I am the Oracle." It added, in a downwardly moderated 

volume, once Magnuss and Hair-Trigger had recovered their sanity, "This turquoise 

device is my avatar inside that dirty rotter, Adolf's, lair. It can appear anywhere, taking 

form from molecules extracted from the surrounding structure of the facility. It can 

form just about anywhere. Like this..." 

 

"Pretty good, huh?" It added. 

The two young earplugs were duly impressed and didn't waste any time saying so. Then 

Magnuss got directly to the point: "What are you doing here? What do you want?" 



The Oracle's avatar was in raptures: "Two questions. Two questions without batting an 

eyelid. Wonderful. And the answer to both is...I'm here to answer your questions: it's 

what oracles do, you know. Do you have any that are a little more demanding?"  

Hair-Trigger had one: "How do we get out of here?" She asked. 

The Oracle spent several seconds clicking and whirring as it cogitated. Then, in a 

whisper reminiscent of a secretive conspirator of old, it spoke: "You must get someone 

in this organisation on your side. Without a member, or members, of Adolf's gang to 

help, you two are powerless. Preferably you should 'turn' one of his acolytes. Bend them 

to your will. Mould them into a weapon against that scum-bag bum-wipe - Wiel-

Barrau." 

Hair-Trigger opened her mouth to respond; but Magnuss beat her to it: "Thank you, 

Oracle: you may go now." 

A split second later... 

 

"I have it." Magnuss yelled, as he heard the sound of approaching feet. "I know who I 

must convince to help us. Hairy, we're practically out of here!" 

This made Hair-Trigger smile broadly. "Oh goodie. When do we leave?" 

Those aforementioned footfalls emanated from the soles of sturdy shoes worn by none 

other than the troubled Daffney De Mauritania... 

 



...who had visited the uppermost level in an attempt to 'clear her mind' in the natural 

sunlight. But now, uncertain once again, she returned to the lower levels... 

 

...where she heard a voice calling her name. Puzzled she raced to the closest area of 

habitation: the holding cell... 

 

"Excuse me." She said through the security lattice. "Why did you call my name?" 

"Because," Magnuss replied, "I have searched your heart and peered into your soul; 

and I know, for a fact, that you are far from happy here. You have been questioning 

your role here; and for good reason. Your talents are being squandered on the nasty 

task of torturing poor unfortunate earplugs and suchlike and turning them into freaks 

and weirdos with big noses and stuff. You have watched as the spirits of previously 

happy couples from Lemon Stone - not to mention the two nice boys from across the 

valley - have been crushed by the mental deprivation wrought upon them by the cruel 

ministrations of the vile Doctor Wiel-Barrau. Tell me I'm wrong." 

Daffney's mouth worked ineffectually for several seconds before she stammered: "Bu, 

bu, but how did you know?" 

"Hah." Hair-Trigger scoffed. "Don't you know who you have here?" 



Daffney shook her head. 

"Magnuss Earplug!" Hair-Trigger roared triumphantly. 

Daffney re-shook her head, which surprised Hair-Trigger, and quite annoyed her too: 

she liked being famous by association. "Of the Earplug Brothers, stupid." She snapped. 

"The only bona fide saint living today. The most famous hero the Museum of Future 

Technology has ever - or will ever - know." 

The mention of the museum broke through Daffney's mantle of ignorance: "The 

Museum of Future Technology?" She shrieked. "I studied for, and received, my 

Batchelor of Science in a little café that specialised in really terrible coffee there. It was 

a fabulous place. I had a wonderful time. But jobs were short on the ground in those 

days: I went where the work took me - which was this place. And I've been here ever 

since." 

"It's still wonderful there." Magnuss said huskily. "How would you like to try again? 

How would a job in the museum's Space Science Department appeal?" 

Daffney didn't reply immediately: instead she hit a stud that made the latticework 

separate - creating a portal... 

 

"Tell me more." She said, as her face flushed with excitement. "But not right now: 

Security will have detected my action." 

Daffney was quite correct: Security had detected her action. Or, to be more precise, 

Slomo Chewings had detected Daffney's action... 



 

But it wasn't what Daffney had done that had caught Slomo's attention; it was her face. 

She didn't know it, but Slomo had adored the blue and yellow employee of Doctor Wiel-

Barrau from afar for as long as she could remember. But being a lowly CCTV 

operative, she considered her 'out of his league', and so only dreamed of holding her in 

her arms, walking with her in the gentle Spring rain, choosing some thigh length high-

heeled hiking boots in a fancy boutique, downloading  tickets for a Trumptations 

concert, and buying scented monogrammed lavatory paper for her on her birthday... 

 

So she wasn't really aware of the full significance of what followed... 

 



"I'll take you straight to the others." Daffney gasped as she tried to ignore the enormity 

of what she was doing. "They'll need persuading too - that's if we want to get out of here 

with our bodies and brains intact." 

"That's great." Hair-Trigger replied as she hurried from the holding cell. "But if you 

take in a route that includes a lady's toilet, I'd be most grateful." 

In the security suite Slomo finally realised that Daffney was up to no good and duly 

made a joyous decision... 

 

She switched off the island's alarm system and, with an embryonic plan to quit her job 

and do something more worthwhile, she eyed the exit door. 

Meanwhile Daffney was racing towards the elevator pod that would take her and the 

escapees to the Sterile Area. But her forward progress halted when Slomo stepped from 

the pod... 

 



 Daffney opened her mouth to scream... 

 

...but Hair-Trigger's gagging noises made her recover her wits quickly. "Go away, you 

ghastly creature." She yelled. "Go back to watching your endless array of TV monitors 

and suchlike and spying on everyone. I bet you even have a camera inside the girl's 

changing room!" 

Slomo should have been hurt by Daffney's vicious usage of the earplug language. 

Mortified even. But, because of her nervousness at meeting the unrequited love of her 

life, she didn't hear her cruel words... 

 

"Daffney De Mauritania, it's me; your biggest fan: Slomo Chewings." She said through 

her idiosyncratic lopsided smile. "I've disconnected the alarm system, so you can take 

your friends wherever you want." 



"Why would you do that?" Magnuss inquired. 

 

"Because..." Slomo answered hesitantly. "Because, during my time here I feel I've come 

to know Daffney - if only from a distance. And, I'm not sorry to say, I've fallen 

hopelessly in love with her." 

Daffney coloured instantly... 

 

"You're in there, Daffney." Magnuss joked. 

"All I ask," Slomo continued, whilst looking directly at the flushing Daffney, "is that 

when - whatever this is - is over, you allow me to buy you a coffee from the machine in 

the canteen and maybe chat awhile. Any subject: motorcycles, turnips, bras. Anything." 



"You're on." Hair-Trigger replied upon Daffney's behalf. "Now keep an eye out for us 

whilst we visit the Sterile Area mutants. You're now officially our look-out." 

From that moment on Daffney had been practically useless. So taken with her adoring 

admirer was she that she simply couldn't think coherently. 'She's so cute.' She would 

muse to herself. "And that lopsided smile is so endearing. And to think; she thinks I'm 

wonderful. Pretty, even. Oh, I'm all of a dither; I don't know what to do!' She didn't 

either. It was pure instinct, muscle memory, and a few kicks up the arse that allowed 

her to lead Magnuss and Hair-Trigger back to the Sterile Area... 

 

Naturally the two heroes left her at the door and proceeded to the habitat area alone... 

 

It became quickly apparent that they had arrived during a sleep sequence. Speed was of 

the essence, so Hair-Trigger didn't waste a moment. She... 

 

...began singing her favourite extract from an opera by Anton Twerp, very loudly 

indeed. The effect of this was... 



 

...a mob of mutated beings came barrelling out of their slumber pods - wondering what 

all the bloody racket was about. 

"Line up." Magnuss commanded them. "Come along, hurry, hurry. Line up. Line up. 

That's a good band of...er... mutated anomalies. We have something very important to 

tell you. So perhaps we should consider telling each other our names. That's always 

been a relatively good ice-breaker. I'm Magnuss Earplug. My beautiful partner, here, is 

Hair-Trigger Provost. She's a bounty hunter, you know. Have you ever heard of a 

bounty hunter? They're very good you know." 

 

Magnuss realised pretty quickly that he was running off at the mouth. So he slowed 

both his thought processes and his oral muscles. "Hello." He said to a red-faced female 

with strange yellow eyes. "What's your name?" 

"Starry Knight." The reply came in a pleasant contralto that reminded Magnuss of his 

grandmother - Granny Windbag. 

"Most apt." Magnuss said, almost condescendingly. 'Cripes, at this rate,' he thought, 

'this is going to take hours.' "What about everybody else?" He asked no one in 

particular. 

 



And so began an exchange of names. 

Chapter 5 

The first to speak was a severely undersized rubber bung, who introduced himself as... 

 

...Cowpat Carlson. "Yeah," he next said, "I used to be big and strong, but incredibly 

thick in the head. Now I'm tiny, but an intellectual giant. Ask me anything: I'll give you 

an honest and immediate answer." 

"Can you tie your shoe laces?" Hair-Trigger inquired. 

"Sorry." Cowpat replied with a sigh. "We haven't reached that level of development 

yet. But when I do...wow, my fingers will become a blur." 

Magnuss couldn't help noticing that two earplugs appeared to have antennae 

protruding from their heads. "Gosh," he said, "that looks painful. Are those purely 

decorative, or do they have a function?" 

The red earplug, whose aerials formed a pleasant V shape, replied: "My name is 

Jeremy Farton. I was once a communication engineer. Then I was given a new reason to 

live by Herr Doktor. I can now commune with hyperspace." 

"Me too." A yellow earplug with convoluted antennae stepped forward. "I'm Glumb 

Kimball: I scour hyperspace all the time. Even in my sleep. I'm permanently switched 

on." 

"Lovely." Magnuss replied awkwardly. "Um, have you picked up anything yet? Is there 

anything to commune with?" 

"Of course there is." Glumb retorted. "There's stuff all over the place." 

Magnuss noticed Jeremy shift awkwardly. "You want to say something?" He invited 

the gruesome red entity. 



"Actually Glumb isn't being entirely truthful." The reply came hesitantly. "Our job 

here is to contact intelligent life in hyperspace, and then to steal their technology. So far 

neither of us has found squat: but we daren't tell Herr Doktor; he'd have us fed to the 

island's piranha." 

"So we pretend." Glumb added with the sense of freedom brought on by confession. 

"It's not much fun." 

"Not for me either."  

 

...a pink haired apparition, sporting a large set of protruding mandibles said. "I'm Jack 

Toe. I have to dream up all the imaginary alien hi-tech. It's exhausting, I can tell you." 

"Not half as exhausting as turning his ideas into blueprints." A yellow-faced earplug 

with a bulbous green nose exclaimed from behind Jack. "My name is Beverly Bigg-

Jobbs. I'm his wife. Or at least I used to be - before the charming Doctor Wheelbarrow 

turned us into what you see before you. I wear my fingers to the bone, I do. And all that 

blue ink: yuk!" 

"You think that sounds tough." A red earplug with a nose so vast that it could almost 

eclipse the Sun, snorted.  "My task here is to sniff out any intruders that slip past the 

advanced security measures. My name's Nibbli Bulwark, and so far I've caught three 

mosquitos, a comatose Plugmutt, an empty packet of potato chips blown in on the 

incessant ocean breeze, and a legion of army ants. I could smell you whilst you were in 

the air above the island: I just chose not to report the fact." 

Mutants were stepping forward with ever greater enthusiasm and urgency: "Me, me, 

me." An earplug with huge green eyes and a half face of yellow shouted... 

 



"I have no discernible talent, but I was Adolf's first abductee, and he thinks that I look 

rather pretty, so he keeps me here - just to ogle." 

"Do you have an equally lovely name?" Hair-Trigger asked - rather intuitively, or so 

thought Magnuss. 

"Yes. Ginger Bozwell." 

"No wonder he keeps you around." Magnuss said appreciatively. "Who could ever 

dispose of someone called Ginger Bozwell?" 

Then he noticed the odd-eyed black earplug standing beside Ginger. At first he was 

repulsed. The person's lips were so thin that the mouth was all but invisible. In fact it 

was completely invisible. "How do you speak?" He asked, rather rudely. 

"Through my ears." The earplug, whom Magnuss couldn't decide whether it was a 

male or a female, replied. And because it spoke through its ears and therefore had a 

genderless voice, Magnuss was none the wiser. Fortunately it continued: "My name is 

Noodie Bumsho. I was once the lead soprano in the church choir. When I lost my voice, 

due in no small part to the over-consumption of marzipan and other almond-based 

pastry products, Doctor Wiel-Barrau took me under his wing and surgical knife, to 

create an earplug capable of mesmerizing people by opening and shutting my eyes in an 

alternating pattern - very quickly indeed." 

Magnuss was impressed. "Well don't go trying it out on me." He half-jested. "You 

might make me pull my trousers down, or something equally embarrassing." - though 

he couldn't actually think of anything that could possibly equal pulling down his 

trousers in public. So, moving on, he said... 

 

"Hello, who are you two?" 

As one the two earplugs to whom Magnuss referred stood and saluted. 

"Hassocks Gor-Blimey." The tall earplug with eyes that protruded from the side of its 

head and, Magnuss assumed, could see in multiple directions - probably at the same 

time, introduced himself. "I was designed to be a look-out - ostensibly to spot incoming 

bombers, but also for bank heists, air-sea rescue, and peering down several burrows, 

planetary crust fissures, or manholes, simultaneously." 



"You already met me once. Starry Knight." The shorter, squatter earplug said when it 

was her turn to speak. "I have amazing eyes. I can see, using only the feeble 

illumination given off by starlight. I'm really useful for finding things during a power 

outage." 

Magnuss didn't know what to say, so he let Hair-Trigger carry on... 

 

"Oh, I say." She blurted. "Two gargantuan green end caps and a...um...an end 

cap/earplug hybrid. Golly!" 

"Yes." the mascara-wearing female end cap responded. "Impressive, aren't we? Like 

Frankincense’s four little monsters, we're also the not-quite-surviving victims of the 

first Battle for the Museum of Future Technology. I'm Dorkan Deathwish - former 

gunner with the invading mothership: opposite you can see my brother, Dawson 

Deathwish - former lavatory attendant and part-time Officer's Bottom Wiper aboard 

the same doomed vessel. Between us is my best friend - Goliath Bloenoffalot. He/she is 

probably Doctor Wiel-Barrau's most adventurous experiment. In him/her the doctor 

attempted to combine the best features of both species in one creature. By and large I 

think he succeeded." 

"Really?" Hair-Trigger replied in a voice at least one octave higher than was normal. 

"What gave you that flipping dozy idea?" 

"He/she is a wonderful conversationalist." Dorkan replied, without batting an enlarged 

eyelash. "His/her cooking is beyond compare; He/she can shoot a fly out of the sky from 

a thousand metres below - using nothing more complicated or advanced than an ancient 

bazooka anti-tank weapon; and her farts are redolent of Lilly of the Valley." 

Hair-Trigger didn't know how to respond to this, but fortunately Magnuss was on hand 

to fill an awkward silence: "Well I expect you'd all like to use your talents to better 

yourselves. I imagine you'd all like to become rich and famous. Yes? Well, if that's the 

case, I'm your earplug. I'm Magnuss Earplug. I live in the Museum of Future 

Technology. It's a wonderful place - just screaming out for people like you to come live 

there. A freak show would go down a storm there - and since you're all freaks, I know, 

for certain, that Cushions Smethwyke - the Chief Curator - would pay top Plugento to 

get you on the cabaret bill alongside the Trumptations. What do you say to that?" 

The mutants didn't respond verbally: instead they voted with their feet... 



 

"Hairy," Magnuss said, as they led their 'army' towards the exit from the Sterile Area, 

"I think we're almost home and dry. We'll send most of this lot along with Daffney, 

whilst you and I and a couple of volunteers try to free the recent abductees from Lemon 

Stone." 

A short while later, as the group approached the secret front door to Adolf's lair, 

Daffney called them to a halt... 

 

"That paranoid devil." She screamed. "He's mined the entrance. If we continue, we'll 

all be blown to smithereens. We'll have to find a much more difficult route out of here!" 

Meanwhile Magnuss and Hair-Trigger had successfully discovered the whereabouts of 

the six abductees... 



 

Unfortunately, when they rushed up the bars of the Lemon Stoner's Incarceration 

Booth, they were met by... 

 

...blank, sightless, stares. Worse still, the occupants couldn't hear anything either. And 

even worser still - they didn't care! 

"Oh, Maggy." Hair-Trigger wailed. "They've had their brains removed!" 

But Magnuss knew better. "No," he said in an outwardly calm voice, "I think they've 

been messed about with. They're not their old selves. But I'm sure they can still be 

saved. We have to shock them out of their catatonia. Quick, fetch Jeremy Farton." 



Fortunately three mutants had accompanied the terrific twosome. One of them was 

Jeremy, who quickly brought his hyperspace antennae to the party. He zapped the cage 

with hyper-energy... 

 

But the occupants continued to stare like automatons that had been switched off for a 

fortnight. So Noodie Bumsho tried mesmerizing them... 

 

But, in order for his eyes to work, first his subjects needed to look at him. Instead they 

stared into space. So it didn't work. Then Nibbli Bulwark had an idea... 



 

She tried to sniff out any signs of intelligence. And she thought she might have found 

some too - especially when a stray dust particle wandered up her vast snout and made 

her sneeze. Was that the tremble amongst Neezup's eyelashes? Might Cuthbert have 

flinched slightly? There was only one way to find out. Moments later... 

 

...Magnuss let rip with a slow-burning fart of monstrous proportions. As the acidic 

aroma filtered through the bars of the cage, its occupant's nostrils were assaulted by a 

stench of unimaginable quality and pungency. Though totally hypnotised and with their 

blood streams awash with some of Adolf's most powerful concoctions, Magnuss's 

vicious pong broke through them all.  

"Help!" Gwen screamed. "Something has singed my nostril hairs and is going to work 

on my nasal cavities with a jackhammer. Get me out of here!" 

Naturally, now that all the Lemon Stoner's had recovered, it was easy for them to pick 

the lock from the inside, and soon Gwen, Cuthbert, Neezup, Bob, Colin, and Plankton 

were following their rescuers... 

 



...and, as they did so, they talked animatedly about what they were going to do to Adolf 

when they found him... 

 

And it wasn't nice. 

Meanwhile Daffney had made the decision to shut down all of the island's defences - by 

disabling the Nul-Space Generator.  

 

Naturally she'd sent the two mutants best able to complete the task... 

 

Starry Knight as saboteur, with Hassocks Gor-Blimey as look-out. Starry quickly let 

herself into the inner workings via an access panel. Then she set about adjusting the 

port side control nodes... 



 

"By the Saint of All Earplugs." She wailed in the pleasant contralto that Magnuss had 

noticed earlier. "The controls have been welded in place. I can't bugger it up!" 

So, without hesitation, Starry moved to the starboard side control node, where a weak 

and horribly infected bladder inadvertently saved the day - although she wasn't aware 

of it at the moment of her accident... 

 

It was only when the acidic fumes permeated both the air and the sensitive circuitry in 

the control nodes... 

 



...and caused a pleasant malfunction, which knocked out the power to (among others) 

the communication system, that Starry recognised a case of serendipity. "What a 

fortunate accident." She cried out. "I'm so happy!" 

Naturally Adolf, who was busy admiring the mine field by the secret front door, heard 

almost immediately... 

 

"Mien Gott." He roared. "My wunderbar Nul-Space generator being dysfunctional it 

is? How can this be?" Then he had a sudden thought: "The prisoners." He roared even 

louder than before. "The locks are being electronic. Escape is very possible being. We 

must be investigating instantaneously." 

So, a split second later... 

 

...he led Darcy and Norma in a determined march across the foyer. So determined were 

they to reach the Sterile Area and Holding Cell as quickly as possible, not one of them 

noticed the Oracle's avatar materialise in the corridor... 



 

But it noticed them. A quick elevator ride into the bowels of the secret facility saw the 

threesome enter the Sterile Area... 

 

Poor Norma felt shattered: she'd had to use the emergency auxiliary pedal-power device 

to make the elevator work. And Adolf wasn't happy because the effort involved in 

pedalling down several floors had made Norma sweat profusely, and now she smelt 

horribly. 

'Like a Plugmutt's bum." Darcy thought. 

Discovering that all the inmates were absent, Adolf tried using the Sterile Area's spy 

equipment... 

 



But, of course, Slomo Chewings had disabled it when he switched off the security 

system. 

"Out of order?" Adolf bellowed. "Unacceptable this is being!" 

So, in a fury that only super-intelligent doctors can muster, he turned to the two staff 

responsible for caring for the subjects of his experiments, Sandy Wetwipe and Sebden 

Barflinger ... 

 

"You, you bright red abomination." He yelled. "Take that ugly little blue fart beside 

you and be finding my patients for me. Failure is being unacceptable. Now, be going!" 

Sandy and Sebden didn't waste a second arguing their innocence - even though they'd 

been on coffee break when the break-out occurred; so rightly felt that it wasn't their 

fault and they didn't deserve being called names. Instead they scarpered as fast as their 

legs could carry them... 

 

Meanwhile Daffney was leading the escapees to another exit, when she failed to notice 

the presence of the Oracle's avatar. So the avatar caught her attention by trapping 

Nibbli Bulwark and her big nose in an Encapsulation Beam... 



 

"Ask me a question, and I'll let her go." It said. 

"What the flipping heck do you think you're doing?" Daffney tried on for size. 

"Saving your lives." The Oracle replied. "Now I can't offer you information, but I can 

answer pertinent questions. Ask another question that will save your lives." 

Daffney had to think about that for a moment or two... 

 

"I'll have to think about that." She replied. "Probably for a moment or two." 

But Nibbli's experience inside the Encapsulation Beam had inspired her to great clarity 

of thought: "What's wrong with the exit that we're heading for?" 

"It's mined." The Oracle replied succinctly, if briefly. 

Gwen Sickie stepped forward. "Are all the exits mined?" She inquired. 



"No." The Oracle answered - even more briefly. 

By now Daffney had managed to think of a question: "Where is an exit that isn't 

mined?" 

"The disused subterranean one that leads to the old docks that supplied the Black 

Tower in the olden days." The Oracle answered much less briefly and very 

informatively. Then it added: "If I was capable of making suggestions, I'd head there 

right now, pronto, muy rápido, and quick." 

Needless to say, the frightened group of escaping earplugs did exactly as the Oracle had 

recommended. Soon they were squeezing up through an inspection hatch beneath the 

Black Tower... 

 

...and then running like the Hounds of Droxford were snapping at their heels: Adolf 

Wiel-Barrau had called a Crimson Alert. 

Some were more adept at panic-stricken flight than others. Hair-Trigger took it upon 

herself to urge them on. She grew particularly vociferous in her attempts to jolly along 

the hybrid, Goliath Bloenoffalot... 

 



...who complained that his End Cap half had become stuck in the hatch... 

 

This cut no ice with the former bounty hunter. "Grrr." She growled as she bared her 

terrifying set of pearly white gnashers. "We leave no one behind. Push yourself free, 

you lazy, podgy-muscled couch potato; or I'll bite your top half off and drag you along 

by your intestine!" 

This was just the impetus Goliath’s seldom-used cardiovascular system required to 

activate his biological turbocharger and give him the strength to free himself. He sprang 

out of the hole like an Olympic lava-hopper - just in time to see... 

 

...the party's forward motion halted by Sandy and Sebden, as they appeared from the 

shadows. 

"Funny thing." Sandy said. "We encountered the Oracle's avatar. And you know what? 

We asked it a question." 

"Yeah." Sebden sneered. "We asked where we could find a bunch of escaped mutants." 



"It didn't seem overly keen to answer our question." Sandy continued. "But we 

threatened it with an electric riot stick." 

"And so here we are." Sebden concluded. 

Naturally Magnuss took umbrage, but before he could respond with a withering 

fusillade of verbal buckshot, Jeremy Farton zapped them with energy drawn directly 

from hyperspace... 

 

...which redirected their moral compasses. As a consequence of the subsequent navel 

gazing by the two scientists, both decided that they'd been rotten lousy gits all of their 

lives, and so stepped aside. 

"Is it alright if we throw our lot in with you?" Sebden asked hopefully. "I think we'd 

both benefit from a period of introspective contemplation at the monastery at Lemon 

Stone." 

Naturally Magnuss was magnanimous in victory, but didn't dwell on the subject. 

"Jeremy. Glumb." He yelled the names of the two aerial-wearing earplug mutants. 

"You two can access hyperspace, right? Can you scan it too?" 

 



Glumb felt the thrill of answering in the affirmative. "Yeah." He said. "Of course. 

What do you want us to scan for?" 

So Magnuss told him, and seconds later this happened... 

 

It took a while. Longer than any of them standing there felt they could really afford. 

They all knew that Adolf would be expending vast quantities of his intellect in his 

pursuit of them. But eventually... 

 

"Done it." Jeremy said through a small smile. 

Magnuss turned to address his troupe of followers. "Ladies, gentlemen, and things." He 

announced loudly. "I think I've found a quick way out of here. If I'm right, soon the 

island of Doctor Wiel-Barrau will be nothing more than a nasty smear on your memory 

banks." 



Chapter 6 

Whooshing between two star systems, Wetworld's sole interplanetary vessel, the Chi-Z-

Sox, made way on its supplementary fusion drive... 

 

In his captain's chair Professor Hydious Gout stared at the main viewer... 

 

With his newly formed crew on their shake-down trial following a re-fit, and his wife, 

Doctor Putridity Gout, at his side, he was... 

 



...enjoying the ride. Prince Bucky, who had signed on to the crew manifest at the last-

minute when the ship launched from the Museum of Future Technology, turned away 

from his communication panel. "We're being hailed, Hydious." He said loudly above 

the sounds of meaningless beeps and indistinct inter-ship com chatter.  

Hydious didn't like being called by his personal name - at least not when he was seated 

upon the bridge of a star ship that he had designed and now commanded. But Bucky 

was a prince; and that trumped a star ship captain every time. "Yeah?" He said in his 

most disinterested voice; then waited for Bucky to continue. 

Naturally Prince Bucky had no idea that he had offended the captain; so he continued; 

"Um, it looks like the signal originated on Earth, Hydious. But it's not a normal signal. 

This appears to be biological in nature and has travelled to us via hyperspace." 

This news troubled Putridity. "Amber alert." She yelled... 

 

"And you, your majesty," she spoke directly to Bucky, "try to get us a picture." 

Hydious felt his control of the situation slipping away. So he decided to assert his 

authority. "Helm." He bellowed. "Set course for Earth. And make it quick: I don't like 

arsing about in space when there's a mystery that requires solving."  

Fortunately for everyone concerned, the two star systems that the Chi-Z-Sox had been 

whooshing about between had been Sol and Alpha Proxima - the closest star (other than 

the sun) to Earth. So, before long, the huge craft slipped into a silent orbit... 

 



And, what's more, Bucky managed to find the picture that Putridity had demanded... 

 

"Good grief." Hydious exclaimed in a moment of weakness. "It's Magnuss Earplug!" 

Down upon the old dock beneath the Black Tower, no one heard the captain's voice. So 

they duly failed to cheer...  

 

And, if they'd known what Doctor Wiel-Barrau was about to do, they would have un-

cheered even more! 

 The reason for their potential concern - had they been aware of it (which they weren't 

of course) - was the fact that Adolf - having given up on conventional means of 

recapturing his inmates - was in the act of taking extreme measures... 



 

Neither Darcy nor Norma felt comfortable with his plan. "Herr Doktor." Darcy 

whispered to Adolf as they entered his most secret laboratory, "This is madness. It is 

merely a matter of time before we recapture them: there is no way off this island and no 

way to call out. An island, I remind you, that is unknown and completely mysterious." 

"I am not caring." Adolf replied as he eyed a strange transparent dome that stood at 

the room's centre - looking modern and terribly sophisticated... 

 

"And I am not so sure that my island is being so damned secret after all." He continued, 

as he began hitting buttons and pulling small, precisely engineered levers. "That 

Magnuss Earplug swine and his stripy female were finding it easily enough. No, I am 

going to be releasing the ultimate deterrent to anyone who is travelling to this sanctuary 

of mine. And nobody is talking me out of it. Not even if Norma threatens to be showing 

me her bottom!" 

Meanwhile, not far away, upon the old dock, the waiting crowd were contacted by 

Professor Hydious Gout... 



 

Of course he couldn't speak to them directly; but the aerial-wearing earplugs - Glumb 

and Jeremy - could translate his messages and thereby enable a conversation to 

commence... 

"What's your plan, young Magnuss?" He inquired. 

Magnuss responded by telling the brilliant professor of their plight and of the 

experimental work carried out on the island by Doctor Wiel-Barrau. 

"Never heard of him." Hydious replied. "But, judging by those fine fellows standing 

beside you, I'd say the good doctor is a...er...really good doctor - technically speaking of 

course. In every other way the earplug is an absolute bounder and a confounded bore. 

What would you have me do?" 

 

Magnuss looked at the position he imagined the Chi-Z-Sox's sensors were viewing him. 

"Well," he answered, "ideally we'd like a shuttle come down here, really quickly, to 

pick us up before Adolf does." 



Putridity smiled at this. "I think," she said with a knowing chuckle, "that for a hero of 

the Museum of Future Technology, Wetworld's best star ship can go one better than 

that. Stand by - and don't try to look surprised." 

But before Magnuss could attempt to look unsurprised, Doctor Adolf Wiel-Barrau 

completed his act of madness... 

 

He completed the first batch of an army of clones, with which he would scour the island. 

"Hi, Adolf." One of the clones said when he spotted Adolf peering at him through the 

transparent dome. "My name is being Adolf also. Is that not something being? We are 

all being named Adolf." 

"And they all look exactly like you." Norma said with a shudder. "Yuk - to the power of 

infinity!" 

Whilst the mutants and the Lemon Stoners openly questioned Putridity's cryptic 

remark, Magnuss and Hair-Trigger persisted with their fixed smiles. They knew 

nothing for certain; but they could offer a guess that probably wouldn't be a million 

miles wide of the mark. If the Chi-Z-Sox wasn't sending a shuttle to rescue them - and 

the ship itself was simply too big to settle on a small island; what other means was there 

of transporting the escapees to the safety of space? Their fixed smiles morphed into 

knowing grins... 

 

So everyone else decided that they would smile too, which was just as well, because 

moments later this happened... 



 

And much to their surprise and delight... 

 

...the first five earplugs arrived, as if by magic, upon the bridge of their saviour's star 

ship. 

"Please exit via the door to the left, behind me, please." Prince Bucky instructed them. 

"Quickly now: we don't have all day, you know." 

Seconds later... 



 

...something very similar happened. Something very similar indeed... 

 

"Please tell me you have this on CCTV." Slomo Chewings cried out with glee. "I want 

to play this back to my (as yet unborn) grandchildren over and over again - until 

they're sick and tired of it!" 

"Please be quiet." Prince Bucky replied. "And get out of the bloody way: the next group 

will be arriving soon." 

Not a second too soon did the quintet vacate their position in front of the main viewer, 

when... 



 

...another five silicon life-forms arrived via matter-transmission beam... 

 

Gwen and Cuthbert Sickie were particularly impressed: they'd been working on just 

such a technology, on their week-ends off, for the past two years, and had got exactly 

nowhere. 

"Now I understand where we were going wrong." Cuthbert said through a wry smile. 

"Yes." Gwen gushed as realisation struck. "It doesn't involve the consumption of vast 

quantities of haricot beans after all!" 

They continued in this vein as they were escorted into the captain's ready room 

immediately adjacent to the bridge. And the process continued until... 



 

But neither young earplug was compelled to wait long before their turn came... 

 

"Did we get everyone?" Hydious called to them on a radio that he'd transmitted to 

them between phases of earplug extraction. 

"Just we two left." Magnuss confirmed. "Can we have a go now? Hair-Trigger is kind 

of desperate." 

So, a heartbeat later... 

 

...the terrific two arrived in a flash of brilliant light that, somehow, befitted them... 



 

And, as the main view screen reverted to a scene of outer space... 

 

...Magnuss said: "My thanks, Professor Gout: now might one of your officers kindly 

show us to the toilet? Hairy would hate to soil your fine white bridge carpet." 

Ten minutes later, having relieved themselves and partaken of boiled egg sandwiches 

and a paper cup half filled with bubbly sugar-free burdock and dandelion, Magnuss 

and Hair-Trigger returned - to find the Gouts looking back at the planet Earth.. 

 

"Why so far out?" Hair-Trigger inquired. 



"Not sure I trust that Adolf fellow." Hydious replied. 

"Indeed." Putridity added. "Whilst you were absent we interviewed the mutants. They 

seem to be under the impression that the good doctor has some form of doomsday 

machine down there." 

"That's right." Hydious took up the explanation. "His Chief of Security - one Slomo 

Chewings - and one of Adolf's acolytes - a lovely girl by the name of Daffney - reliably 

informs us that he has the capability to produce an army of clones, with which, if the 

fancy took him, he could enslave the world. Our liberation of his mutants and the young 

earplugs that he intended to turn into the next generation of earplug - Earplug Superior 

- might just tip him over the edge, into insanity and a thirst for the most terrible form of 

revenge." 

"He is a nut-job after all." Prince Bucky called across from his duty station. 

"Nasty." Magnuss said in response to this... 

 

..."I think we might have to do something about that. Something rather spectacular 

would do nicely, methinks." 

As the captain of the Chi-Z-Sox, it fell to Professor Hydious Gout to make the decision. 

He whispered his intention to Magnuss, which made the young terrestrial earplug grin 

with anticipation... 

 

Doctor Putridity and Hair-Trigger were equally pleased with the choice. "May I give 

the command, dearest?" Putridity asked hopefully. 



"Of course, my sweet." Hydious replied. "But let's go for a small one, eh? We don't 

want to set seismologists around the planet off on a wild goose chase." 

"Weapons." Putridy spoke sharply to the pinky-orange recent recruit that manned the 

Defensive Stuff and Shooting console. "Target the Island of Doctor Wiel-Barrau: low 

yield: non-contact detonation. Fire when ready." 

This was just the sort of command that any self-respecting recent recruit yearns for. His 

fingers flew across his console like those of a seasoned pro. "Crimson Alert." He 

shouted - rather louder than he had intended. "Stand by for recoil. Everyone brace 

yourselves." Seconds later... 

 

"Wowie." Magnuss yelled... 

 

..."Look at that bugger go!" 

"Track it." Hydious roared. He'd never fired a planetary assault weapon before; and he 

wasn't sure he liked the sensation. "Track it. If it goes off course, destroy it 

instantaneously." 



But he needn't have worried... 

 

...because the missile performed a perfect right-turn; and then set off along an invisible 

flightpath towards Earth... 

 

Chapter 7 

Meanwhile, down upon the island, a proximity alarm had Adolf, Darcy, and Norma 

racing from the secret cloning lab, where they discovered that the facility had been 

targeted by a space-born weapons system... 

 

"Mien Gott." Adolf cried. "All my fabulous work - reduced to slime and rubble!" 



"Slime?" Darcy inquired. 

Adolf took a moment to explain: "All of the biological stuff I am keeping in the 

subterranean storage tanks. A huge amount there is being inside them. A vast ball of 

slime, most glutinous, will be resulting, I am being sure."  

Then they awaited the inevitable impact... 

 

And they continued to await obliteration for almost three minutes before they realised 

that they had miscalculated the speed of the approaching missile and that they still had 

several minutes within which to react rationally and with a calm intelligence. So, whilst 

Adolf gagged with revulsion at his acolyte’s devotion to their self-preservation, Darcy 

and Norma legged it... 

 

"Quick, Norma." Darcy gasped as they ran. "There's an emergency escape pod three 

doors down. I had it installed during my sophomore year here. Just in case." 



Three doors down, the two females clambered into the escape pod... 

 

Unaware of Darcy's secret, Adolf chose to delve into the lower levels of his facility... 

 

For a moment he almost felt secure. But then he looked at the workmanship of the 

poured concrete walls... 

 



...and he realised that his choice of contractor shouldn't have been based upon the price. 

After only a few years, fissures and cracks were already showing through. 

"This is being no bloody good at all." He growled. "Somewhere else I must be hiding." 

So he ran as quickly as he could in the direction of the outside world... 

 

But as he burst into the foyer he saw something that pulled him up short... 

 

It was three members of his clone army that, he had assumed, were scouring the island 

for the missing captives... 



 

"What are you doing here? "Adolf inquired. "Searching for my absent Earplug 

Superiors you should be doing. And those hats are not regulation being." 

"Sho'nuf they aint regulation, baby." One of the clones replied in a tone that was 

utterly alien to Adolf. "But they sure are groovy. Know what I mean, man?" 

"Absolutely. “Another said, as his gaze slid upwards to the winking red light mounted 

upon the front of his hat. "We found them in the R and D department. They are simply 

divine. I intend to wear mine in every conceivable situation, and several situations that 

are currently inconceivable - like going to the toilet for the first time." 

But it was the moment when one of them belched horribly... 

 

...that Adolf realised that something was seriously wrong. All three clones were exact 

duplicates of him; but he had never belched - not even in his sleep. Then, as his clones 

dashed off to find a bottle of tomato sauce, a sense of despair swept over him... 

 



"What a load of poo I am being." He whispered sotto voce. "I, Adolf Wiel-Barrau - or 

'rusty' to his friends - am a useless scientist being. I am deserving to die in a fireball of 

nuclear conflagration. Now earplugdom must be waiting another generation or ten 

before somebody is creating the Earplug Superior. And no one will be remembering 

Adolf and his seriously flawed workings." 

He would have said more, but he was interrupted by a loud clearing of a cybernetic 

throat... 

 

"Adolf, you are a turd." The Oracle announced. "Now ask me if there is a way out of 

this mess." 

Adolf quickly recovered his sudden loss of composure. "Flipping heck." He blurted. 

Naturally the Oracle recognised this as an exclamation of surprise and would have 

remained mute, had time not been an issue. But on this occasion: "Well?" It snapped 

testily. 

Adolf immediately understood that the Oracle was snapping testily and so decided to 

indulge in some testing snappily. 

"Very well," he said as he looked down his metaphorical nose at the device before him, 

"be telling the best way for Adolf to be avoiding the state of extinction." 

"The Black Tower, stupid." The Oracle replied. "It's a Grade Two listed piece of 

architecture: no sane earplug would launch a weapon with a blast radius that would 

include such a superb example of architectural elegance. If you can get there before the 

bomb explodes, you will almost certainly survive." 

It would have said more, but Adolf was already en route... 

 



But as he raced along - leaving a speed-blur behind him, he was suddenly overcome 

with indigestion... 

 

"Cursing that cinnamon oatmeal I am doing." He cried out in pain as he couldn't help 

but slow to a halt. 

Then he discovered that it wasn't indigestion that ailed him; but a sudden desire to 

evacuate his bowels... 

 

"Argh," he winced. "If only I was doing what my dear mother was always insisting. Be 

eating more roughage, Adolf: your death your guts will be the making of." 

But as he stepped down from the gargantuan plop, he heard a sound that was quite new 

to him... 

 



It was the sort of sound that seemed redolent of imminent doom. He considered 

activating the rocket booster that he kept secreted inside his bottom; but, he realised, 

that it was far too late for that. In any case, the Black Tower's front door had been 

locked and barred for years: his puny body would crash against it at immense speed, 

which, he was certain, would hurt tremendously. So instead of continuing his 

embarrassing flight, he decided to face his end with dignity. This was just as well, 

because a nanosecond later... 

 

...it didn't matter anymore. 

 The nuclear missile had been tracked along its entire flight path from orbit... 

 

"Cor," Magnuss had gushed, "look at that. On target and everything!" 

And as it plunged towards its ultimate destination... 



 

...even Putridity began to get excited. "Golly." She yelled above the hub-bub aboard 

ship. "I really need to visit the toilet; but I don't want to miss a thing." 

But when the moment came, when Adolf's secret facility ceased to exist... 

 

...her smile - like those of everyone else who witnessed the destructive culmination of 

Hydious' missile launch... 

 

...was one of relief. "No more Doctor Adolf Wiel-Barrau." She said. "The ugly git." 

"No more clone army." Hydious added. "The world can sleep soundly tonight. Gone is 

the fear of global domination by a nutcase scientist. Gone are endless garbled sentences 



that threatened to plunge us into madness. I think we should all give ourselves a pat on 

the back - for a job well done. How say you, Magnuss?" 

But Magnuss made no reply. This was because he and Hair-Trigger had raced off...  

 

...to visit the matter transmission facility... 

 

But they arrived there just a fraction of a second too late. All those earplugs and other 

sentient beings, who had been rescued from the island, had already been transmitted 

back to Earth. 

"Oh well." Hair-Trigger said with a sigh. "At least we get a nice porthole to look out of. 

And the stars are looking very beautiful tonight. " 

"Yes." Magnuss agreed. "Just think, in a matter of seconds, everyone will be home 

again." 



Epilogue 

As usual Magnuss' summation of the situation was entirely correct. Far below, in the 

mountain top village of Lemon Stone, Gwen and Cuthbert's home sat dark and 

quiescent... 

 

But, moments later, a brilliant light illuminated its interior... 

 

And, as it faded away, the Sickies were revealed in their everyday, ordinary, average 

splendour... 

 

"Excellent." Gwen said as she regarded her much-loved domicile. "There's no place like 

home - especially after being hypnotised and abducted to a strange tropical island, upon 

which strange experiments have been perpetrated upon one's person." 



"I'll put the kettle on." Cuthbert said. "I think there might be a hunk of lemon drizzle 

cake in the bread bin too. It's late: do we want tea, coffee, or cocoa with it?"   

 At much the same time, Adolf's mutants had been dropped off at the Museum of 

Future Technology... 

 

...where they were given a very pleasant hut that was originally used in a rather boring 

exhibit from a future era in which electricity stopped working and was replaced by 

mud... 

 

Although none of them were familiar with the future (and didn't much like mud), they 

were all extraordinarily pleased with a place they could call their own... 

 



"No more silver sleeping pods for us." They would say. And: "Oh, look... 

 

...flushing toilets!" 

Meanwhile Neezup and Bob Sickie had polished off Gwen's cake; crossed the road; and 

returned to their own house. Once there, they stood in their doorway and looked across 

the valley to the mountain top where Colin Ventana and Plankton Regis lived... 

 

Little did they know, but Colin and Plankton were doing much the same thing. Though 

they did pause to wonder who had taken the time, during their absence, to tear out their 

entire window frame... 

 



And even Gwen and Cuthbert had adopted a reflective mood... 

 

"Cuthbert." Gwen spoke into the silence. "Something happened to us on that island." 

"Yes." A rather surprised Cuthbert replied. "We were hypnotised; we sailed rafts 

across the ocean; and we were turned into mindless automatons. Those are three 

'somethings' - any one of which could be reasonably expected to cause mental trauma." 

"No, you don't understand." Gwen complained as she sought the right words to explain 

something that she couldn't really explain to herself. "Something fundamental 

happened to us. Something altered us." 

"If you say so, dear." Cuthbert replied as he stared out of the window. "The stars are 

very bright tonight. There's a distinct clarity in air." 

Much the same conversation was taking place in Neezup and Bob's house... 

 



"I don't think that living on a mountain top really satisfies me anymore." Bob said 

through the open door into the night air. 

"I know what you mean, Bobby-baby." Neezup replied. "After all that prodding and 

probing we went through on Doctor Wiel-Barrau's island - going to work, window 

shopping, free-climb mountaineering, world championship motocross, and doing the 

washing up just don't cut the mustard anymore. We've changed. We crave more. And 

there's something else too. But I just can't put my metaphorical finger upon it."   

Colin came closest to placing his metaphorical finger upon it... 

 

"I'm thinking about visiting the monastery tomorrow, Plankton." He said. "They have 

a very good DNA testing clinic there. It's very quick and incredibly cheap." 

"I concur, Colin dearest." Plankton replied. "I appear to think in multi-syllables. I'm 

utterly certain that previously I refrained from such nonsense. Changing the subject 

slightly: I wonder where that clandestine escape pod carried Darcy and Norma." 

As if in response to Plankton's words, an image flew into Colin's mind... 

 



"The South Pole." I think." He answered his best chum. "Or at least somewhere very 

similar to it." 

Although neither Colin nor Plankton knew, without doubt at least, that what Colin had 

visualised was real, Darcy and Norma certainly did... 

 

"When they sold you that escape pod," Norma said through chattering teeth, "did they 

include an instruction manual?" 

"Sorry." The equally chill Darcy slipped out between lips frozen together. "I never got 

around to downloading it from their website. I naturally assumed that it would 

automatically take us to a place with a temperate climate. I mean - who wouldn't?"  

"Well thank goodness it comes with an emergency can of de-icer, self-heating sausage 

rolls, and a jumbo packet of woolly winter knickers!" Norma exclaimed. 

Far away, and much to Gwen's surprise... 

 

...she too experienced the audio-visual phenomenon. 



"Oh Cuthbert." She said breathlessly. "I think I have some sort of super power. I can 

see things that aren't there. Hold me: I'm frightened." 

By sheerest coincidence - or perhaps not - Plankton said something very similar when 

Colin inquired after Slomo and Daffney.... 

 

...who, in reality, had secreted themselves far from the madding crowd in the Museum 

of Future Technology's most vile cafe, where they shared some truly awful coffee. 

"Hmmm," Plankton said as the two of them turned away from the window... 

 

..."I have the strangest feeling that the dear Herr Doktor was more successful than we 

thought. I'm feeling ever so slightly cleverer than the average earplug. I think that 

maybe we might have evolved a little during our stay on the island of Doctor Wiel-

Barrau. Tomorrow we'll visit that clinic. The day after we'll discuss the possibility of 

buying a sports buggy race team, turning the desert into an oasis of green, and world 

domination." 

The End (until Winning Numbers) 
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