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Chapter One 

Every day the Museum of Future Technology's two most popular maintenance crew 

members would walk across the drawbridge... 

 

...into the museum's little known and barely acknowledged maintenance department... 

 

...where they would receive their instructions for the day, courtesy of the museum's 

Artificial Intelligence... 



 

... and then ride the service elevator down into the bowels of the vast edifice... 

 

Then, when they reached the first location on their extensive list of problem places... 

 

...they would less-than-joyfully go about their (sometimes dangerous) duties... 



 

...usually without complaint. Their names were Charles and Wolfgang; and despite 

having the occasional moment of fun in the swarf pit...  

 

...most of their time was taken with cleaning up stuff... 

 

...and fixing collapsed floors and cave-ins...  



 

So when they heard that TV reporter, Rupert Piles was prepping a very important 

newsflash on the museum's television station... 

 

...they paid close attention. This might signify a possible end to their intolerable 

existence. 

Had Rupert Piles not transmitted the abrupt appearance of Cushions Smethwyke... 

 



...and her accompanying RoboSecGua goon squad, upon the museum's array of huge 

TV monitors, it's unlikely that many people would have heard her first words: 

"Hello every...er...body. I have a big announcement to...um...announce - just like it says 

on the wall behind me. As you probably know, over recent years this wondrous 

depository of artefacts, from across recorded future times, has come under repeated 

threat and, sometimes actual physical attack. Well, getting straight to the point, fixing 

the old place up isn't cheap. Or, to put it another way; the Museum of Future 

Technology is kind of broke. Cuts will have to be made. Huge cuts. Bloody great cuts, so 

deep that I fear the museum will bleed to death." 

At this, the Chief RoboSecGua turned to regard the curator... 

 

"I hope you're not planning on cutting back on security, Cushions." It said with its 

tinny metallic voice. "Because that would, most certainly, be a false economy. It could 

result in you and Bubbly Salterton getting a punch in the nose." 

"Shut your face." Cushions replied. "Idle threats do not become you. And don't spoil 

my big moment either." She then continued her address: "So, in an effort to swell the 

museum's coffers, we - the curator elite - have decided to run a lottery. All monies will 

go to the upkeep and restoration of the museum. The winning numbers will earn their 

owners a trip into space aboard the mighty K T Woo... 

 

...courtesy of the former Sheriff of Busted Gut - Captain Sinclair Brooch... 



 

...who has promised you a real roller-coaster ride across the cosmos. This is probably 

the most exciting prize ever offered to anybody in the entire history of earplugdom; so I 

hope you'll all delve deep inside your pockets to help us along. The ticket office behind 

me is now open; so I invite anyone and everyone to make your way there. It will remain 

open during the hours of..." 

But she got no further with her announcement because... 

 

...rank after rank of earplug inhabitants raced through the streets; and before Cushions 

could react, many of them arrived like a tidal wave of silicon... 

 

"Argh." She bellowed. And... 



 

..."Oof!" as they pushed by. 

"Flipping heck." The Chief RoboSecGua yelled at its subordinates. "Let's get outta 

here - before we get trampled into cybernetic oblivion!" 

Naturally those few still watching on TV were treated to Rupert Piles' probing 

questions of excited lottery ticket buyers... 

 

"What ya gonna do, if you've bought a winning number, that is?" 

"Wet my pants with excitement, probably." The first interviewee replied. "I've always 

wanted to be an astronaut; but my dad said my knees were too knobbly for outer 

space!" 

Meanwhile, upon a distant world, a blue earplug, whose name was Onlie Polony, 

thought she heard voices... 



 

 This was an odd sensation for Onlie, mostly because she was entirely alone upon a vast 

ice sheet beneath the surface of a frozen world - all by herself, with no one else at all. 

"Duh?" She said into the surrounding silence. "Am I losing my mind; or am I receiving 

the thoughts from some distant mind of a person I have never met and whose name is a 

mystery to me?" 

At that precise moment, half-way across the galaxy and in an alternative quantum 

reality... 

 

...a dancing girl had got up from bed during the night for a quick nocturnal piddle - 

only to notice a gentle fall of snow outside the dormitory window. Naturally she had 

flown into a panic, and her screams had duly roused her five dancing partners. 

"Everybody outside." Poki Kitchener yelled above the hub-bub of puzzled 

consternation. "Woolly knickers and thick-soled snuggy boots on. It doesn't snow inside 

the Museum of Future Technology: ergo, something strange is afoot." 

Naturally, having experienced an earlier adventure when Magnuss Earplug had used a 

time ship... 



 

...to return Benjamin Booger to his natural quantum reality, the girls knew that the best 

way to cover ground in an exploratory manner was to break up into pairs. So, before 

long... 

 

Delia Stodge and Poki Kitchener found themselves creeping across the darkened veld 

outside the edificio where they lived... 

"At least it’s not snowing." Poki observed. 

"True." Delia agreed. "But don't you find this frosty surface somewhat anomalous?" 

Poki felt certain that she would have done just that: unfortunately she didn't know what 

anomalous meant. So she decided to play it safe: "It's cold alright." She replied.  

Once again, Delia was in full agreement. "Sure is, Poki: let's go find the others and 

compare notes." 



So, without further ado, the two dancing-girls used their powerful high kicking legs to 

traverse the veld with the greatest of alacrity... 

 

Shortly afterwards, as daybreak...er...broke... 

 

...Belle Ching and Ragi Half-Nelson stumbled upon the boating lake, which was frozen 

over entirely. In fact it was so frozen over entirely that they could both walk across it... 



 

Ragi, in particular, was disturbed by this. "You know I've always hated ice." She said 

through a sickly grimace. "Even in my rum and cola. Let's get outta here."  

 

In fact she insisted they leave - hopefully before the ice began to thaw beneath their feet, 

under the inevitable glare of a blazing morning sun. 

"Like now!" She screamed. 

But Ragi, Delia, Poki, and Belle weren't alone in their concerns. In another part of their 

hastily agreed search grid pattern, Nokaks Newbold and Wendy Rucksack had grown 

hesitant to proceed further. But Nokaks did anyway... 

 



"But where did it come from?" She called to Wendy, as she stood upon a crisp, 

hardened snow cover. 

"Don't know: don't care." The distant Wendy called back. "I couldn't find my woolly 

kickers in the bottom of my drawer: now my chilblained buttocks are about to fall off. 

Let's go home, so I can sit awhile upon the radiator." 

At that precise moment, standing upon an ice sheet that lay beneath the surface of a 

frozen world, Onlie Polony... 

 

...experienced a vision of the impossible: snow. And she continued to stare as the falling 

snow seemingly began to thicken... 

 

Whilst Onlie stood transfixed, back in the alternative Museum of Future Technology... 



 

...the worsening conditions had caused Delia and Poki to become lost.  

"Do you think that we might be walking in ever decreasing circles, Poki?" Delia asked 

nervously. 

"I hope not." Poki replied. "Coz if we are, eventually we're bound to disappear up our 

bottoms." 

It was a fearsome thought; but Delia had one that was even scarier: "Or worse still we 

could disappear up each other's bottom!" 

Across the way, where the snow fell considerably less intensely... 

 

...Belle discovered that the aqueduct that ran through the park had also frozen. So she 

called out to the others: "Follow my voice." She bellowed. "It will bring you to the 

artificial river. Once we're all together we can follow the river bank back to the 

edificio." 



 

It was a stroke of genius; and soon... 

 

...the others began arriving. And they all had the same thought... 

 

They wanted out of their contract with the Museum of Future Technology! 

 Naturally, with such determined thoughts, the six girls made straight for the chalet of 

their ballet owner - Margret Greenhorn. Shouting loudly and hammering upon the 

front door soon had Miss Greenhorn's sleep-starved face peering from between the door 

jambs... 



 

"Girls. Darlings." She grumbled on virtual auto-pilot. "What the flip are you doing - 

making all that flipping noise on my flipping door? Can't you see I need my flipping 

beauty sleep?" 

"It's all this snow." Poki squealed in response. "It's horrid. Clearly something has gone 

desperately wrong with the museum's weather control. We want to take our show to 

warmer climes. Somewhere with beaches and open-air cafes. We want to get out of our 

contract with the Museum of Future Technology." 

Miss Greenhorn sighed before she replied... 

 

"You silly girls." She replied. "Haven't you been watching the twenty-four hour news? 

There's nothing wrong with the weather control: it's much worse than that. We've 

entered a new ice age. Civilisation is doomed. Soon there won't be any warm beaches 

and open-air cafes. Soon we'll all be living a kilometre beneath the ice. By the way, 

perhaps you should step inside: the elastic in your bra straps is turning solid." 



Once inside Margret's heated chalet... 

 

...the discussion turned to survival. It was Delia who served up the tasty treat of a 

potential plan: "Does anyone remember Benjamin Booger?" She began. Receiving six 

nods of affirmation she continued. "That delightful Magnuss Earplug brought him here 

in a time ship. Now I don't advocate the hurried assembly of a replica: but I am 

thinking that maybe Mister Booger - who lived in an alternate museum for  a couple of 

years, I remind you all - might have an idea or two on the subject of time travel and 

inter-dimensional shifting." 

Margret was nothing short of astonished that one of her girls could string together so 

many words, in the right order, and make sense whilst doing so. "Flipping heck, Delia." 

She exploded. "I know where he lives: let's go!" 

Five minutes later - in a residential area reserved for famous personalities - Margret 

knocked politely upon the door of Benjamin Booger's lock-up garage... 

 

"I used to know him when he was a third-rate TV personality." Margret explained. 

"Now he's famous for returning from the dead he can afford a swanky garage to live 

in." 

Moments later the up-and-over door opened - to reveal the green-faced former TV 

personality... 



 

"By the Saint of All Earplugs!" Benjamin exclaimed. "Pretty girls. And a plethora of 

them too. Have I died and gone to Silicon Valley?" 

"Benny." Margret snapped. "Pull yourself together. It's me - Margret Greenhorn. 

These are my dancing-girls. It's not snowing right now, but its sodding cold out here: we 

have much to discuss: any chance of coming inside?" 

"Well...." Benjamin seemed to prevaricate as he backed away... 

 

...we are a little cramped in here at the moment. What did you want to discuss?" 

One of Benjamin's strange green friends spoke up: "Make it quick, will you: we're 

trying to fight off the depression of impending doom by holding an arse-kicking contest 

in here!" 

Benjamin confirmed this fact... 



 

...with a sickly smile. "What do you want to discuss?" He inquired. 

When Margret explained Delia's idea, Benjamin shuddered and his smile fell away... 

 

"A former TV personality can only face what I experienced once in a life-time. I really 

can't help you. My journey here was the result of the magnificent Magnuss. All I can 

offer you is this tiny portion of advice...." 

A couple of minutes later, the girls were making their farewells... 



 

"Well thank you very much, Mister Booger." Margret said - her heart swelling with 

hope. "We'll do exactly as you suggest: We'll call upon the talents of The Masters of 

Chronos!" 

"And," Poki added... 

 

..."if that doesn't work, we'll come back and give you a high-kicking routine that will 

shake out the cobwebs from your rafters." 



Chapter Two 

 Because of the descending mercury, discussing their situation on street corners was out 

of the question; so the magnificent seven yellow earplugs made their way back to the 

home of Margret Greenhorn, where they quickly unfurled an old map, of the 

underground passageways beneath the museum that Margret normally used as a lining 

for her undies drawer... 

 

"Oh heck." Margret wailed. "It's so complicated." 

"It sure is." Wendy Rucksack agreed. "Blueprints this complicated are normally far 

beyond the boundaries of young female understanding. Especially dancing-girls" 

"What?" Belle exclaimed... 

 

..."Do you really think that our girly feminine minds are incapable of reading a map?" 

"Well look at it." Wendy retorted. "Can you recognise a single feature there? I 

certainly can't - even though I'm an expert on stiletto heels." 



 

"Well there is that funny little cross in the lighter patch that looks like a bleach stain." 

Ragi observed. "It appears to be in the middle of a rather large room. It would be an 

excellent hiding place for a secret society, such as the Masters of Chronos." 

"Flipping heck." Margret roared. "That's it. But look how many levels down it is. It'll 

take us hours to get there!" 

"We don't appear to have anything else to do." Delia reminded her. "Except freeze to 

death perhaps." 

Margret came to a quick decision... 

 

"Look at that snow falling outside." She said with dread in her tone. "I never did 

bother getting double glazing installed: if we don't go now, we might never get away." 

Five minutes later they'd hopped on to one of the last mag-lift trams running, which 

took them to the Wide Blue Yonder... 



 

Wendy paused to look back at the place she'd called home for the last two years. 

"Bloody typical." She moaned as she made sure she'd tucked her thermal vest into the 

top of her fur-lined knickers. "The Masters of Chronos have to hide themselves right in 

the centre of the museum. The rotten, lousy arboretum. It'll take us forever to walk 

across the Wide Blue Yonder and the Woven Expanse. Oh my aching feet." 

As they journeyed across the inhospitably cold Wide Blue Yonder, Poki and Delia 

ranged ahead - seeking out dangers and stuff. What they discovered was a raging 

torrent of super-cooled water... 

 

"Oh dear." Poki lamented. "That looks like the Nul-Space Generator coolant. It looks 

like the end of the museum has come quicker than we expected." 

So, as they turned away... 



 

...they concluded that they would have to take a more circumbendibus route to the 

arboretum. This particularly troubled Delia, because she didn't know what 

'circumbendibus' meant. 

A while later the Wide Blue Yonder gave way to the Woven Expanse. But this was not 

the Woven Expanse that any earplug was familiar with... 

 

"It's frozen solid." Wendy complained. "And all the fabric has shrivelled up and blown 

away." 



So, to take their minds off the subject of their current misery, Margret decided to tell 

the tale of her teen-aged love affair with a junior member of the Masters of Chronos. 

"His name was Nobby." She said... 

 

..."And he had a wonderful moustache. It was shaped like a pair of handlebars. He said 

that I could hang on to it whilst we surfed eternity together." 

"He sounds lovely." Belle said dutifully. 

"He was." Margret replied with a sigh. "He took me on a grand tour of the world’s 

deepest glaciers. And he...  

 



...taught me how to hold my breath and free-dive to the bottom of the local creek beside 

the sewage reclamation plant - which explained why the water was so green. And he 

would often take me boating... 

 

...in a tandem pedal boat. We would cruise all over... 

 

...the pond at the end of the creek, where he would make suggestive remarks about my 

bottom. But it was wonderful. I would lay back in the warm sunshine..." 



 

...and Nobby would do all the peddling. I remember on one occasion he even took me to 

a slate mine..." 

 

"Whatever happened to him?" Wendy inquired. 

"He shaved his moustache off." Margret replied regretfully. 



 Meanwhile, below the ice on that distant planet in another space/time dimension... 

 

...Onlie Polony activated the Comprehension Lens that she kept for emergencies in her 

novelty arctic sporran. With it she studied minutely the world around her. Having done 

so she drew several conclusions, all of which she kept to herself. 

Back on the ice-age ruined Woven Expanse... 

 

...the girls continued to make headway against a bitter north-westerly. 

"There," Margret Greenhorn said above the incessant breeze, "aren't you glad I 

insisted upon triple gussets with fleece inners? I may not have foretold this day exactly, 

but I always knew that any dancing girl is likely to find herself in a deeply chilly 

situation at least once in her depressingly short career." 

Meanwhile, professional hiker, Jed Perkins was conducting a feasibility study on a new 

route for the museum's hiking fraternity...  



 

...when he felt a strange buzzing sensation in his sturdy hiking trouser pocket. He was 

surprised: it was not the sort of buzzing sensation that he had ever truly believed he 

would feel. It meant that the museum's lottery organisation was trying to contact him. It 

probably meant news of a win. So he made best speed for the museum main building, by 

the most direct route, or, as he liked to say to his pupils, 'the directest route'. But after 

wading through a lake of indeterminate liquid, he came over all weird and wonky... 

 

But once he'd recovered he duly vowed to spend his winnings upon a court case that 

would result in the financial ruination of the person responsible for creating the 

aforementioned lake and the annexation of his homeland... 

 

Then he continued into the building... 



 

... where he accidentally (and completely) missed a TV monitor that displayed the 

museum's Artificial Intelligence as it read out the names of all the lottery winners... 

 

But other inhabitants of the museum were paying closer attention. Vera Glovebox 

didn't normally buy lottery tickets, but the thought of taking a trip across interstellar 

space had tempted her to dip into her hermetically sealed purse. But she wasn't 

expecting good news when the artificially smiling and patently false bonhomie of the A.I 

appeared... 

 

Vera wasn't alone in her distrust of good fortune's promise. Jed Perkins felt much the 

same way... 



 

"Ah, shut ya stupid gob," He snarled at the television as the A.I appeared. 

Meanwhile, in the Maintenance Suite, Charles and Wolfgang, despite buying several 

tickets via a direct debit system, were yet to become aware of the lottery draw... 

 

"Flipping heck, Wolfgang," Charles said grumpily, "even the maintenance system is 

letting us down: its working fine. We are surplus to requirements - you know that? We 

could be at home, enjoying a cup of cocoa and some chocolate chip cookies or chilli con 

carne; but no; museum rules demand that some poor unfortunate earplug and his pal 

keep a watchful eye over this totally automated system whilst it checks out the 

museum's doo-dads and gizmos to the twelfth decimal point." 

"Out of the way, Charles." Wolfgang growled bad-naturedly. "Let me give it a kick. 

That should alter the dynamics of the system check. You never know, it might find a 

fault, which will give us something to do." 



 

But even a well-swung steel toe-capped boot couldn't tip the balance in the maintenance 

crew's favour. The program checked out as A-OK. But the resulting stunned silence 

allowed both earplugs to become aware of an audible imminent transmission warning. 

 

"Hello, Charles and Wolfgang." A cheerful A.I cried...er...cheerfully, as the familiar 

(and sometimes terrifying) face of the Museum of Future Technology appeared on the 

maintenance suite monitor. "Better buy yourselves some space sickness pills, boys: 

you're going places!" 

It was much the same story for Vera Glovebox. "Vera." The A.I said smugly. "Dig out 

your anti-vacuum caks - just in case you snag your space suit on a stray nail."  

 



Naturally Vera looked both ways as she exited the video booth: despite her happy smile, 

she was in no mood to explain to a passer-by why she kept a sealed pack of space 

panties in her knicker drawer.  

And for Jed the news came as a complete surprise. He ran around his sitting room in a 

state of utter excitement, the like of which he'd never known - in all his years of hiking 

all over the place... 

 

As he leapt aboard his dining table... 

 

...he thought of all the money he might make - taking earplugs on hiking holidays upon 

strange alien worlds and in distant nebulae.  

Charles' and Wolfgang's thoughts weren't that dissimilar... 



 

...except for the hiking and strange alien worlds thing, of course: they'd already turned 

away - the pre-written resignation letters in their trouser pockets screaming to be 

presented to their supervisor. 

Of course, not everyone in the museum received good news... 

 

"And where do you think you're going?" The A.I snarled at one unfortunate couple, 

who just happened to comprise former prospector, Byron Whipsnaid and the female 

with whom he fell in love - high in the mystical mountain kingdom of Kah-Ki-Pu, upon 

the doomed Worstworld - former bar-owner, Lilac Earthdamsel . "You're not winners. 

Get back inside your hovel and feel miserable for the rest of the day." 

"Up yours." Byron snapped back. "We're off down the pub." 

Others did no better... 

 



"Hey, Stupid and Stupider." The A.I jested. "Guess you're gonna have to sell your 

stupid hats now. That's if you wanna eat tonight." 

The A.I was into its stride now. It even picked on crowds... 

 

"Bunch of wallies." It sneered, as its victims scurried away. "Go and boil your heads." 

And heaven forbid that it detected anyone who didn't conform to its strict dress code... 

 

"That is a loser's hat." It said to a rubber bung in traditional garb. "I blow my comedy 

nose at you. Loser!" 

In the apartment that he shared with Hair-Trigger Provost, Magnuss Earplug was 

watching on TV... 



 

"This guy's funny." Hair-Trigger opined. 

"I agree." Magnuss replied. "But it's got to stop." 

 

"A.I!" He roared from his seat.  

The Artificial Intelligence paused mid-tirade. "Ugh?" It grunted. 

"Do you know who I am?" Magnuss demanded. 

In a much less confrontational - almost school boyish - tone, the A.I replied: 

"Um...Magnuss Earplug?" 

"Correct. Now do you know what I can have Cushions Smethwyke do with you?" 

The A.I was loath to reply, but it did anyway: "Um, does it have anything to do with 

shoving something metaphysical up my cyber-bottom?" It inquired. 

"It does." Hair-Trigger replied upon Magnuss' behalf. "So stop being so snotty. You're 

just a public servant, you know!" 



Moments later... 

 

"Didn't we do well?” Magnuss said with a smile. "He's switched himself off." 

"We certainly did." Hair-Trigger replied. "I think we deserve a nice cup of tea and a 

slab of malt loaf." 

 Worse still, for the A.I at least, an angry crowd arrived at Lottery Central and shouted 

rude words through the keyhole. This forced an embarrassed A.I to re-activate long 

enough to say: "No, don't run off in a huff: I'm really, really sorry." 

 

And all the angry shouts of the departing crowd so upset the K T Woo's First Officer's 

girlfriend, Busty Misanthrope, that she (with Hakking and an unnamed turquoise-eyed 

female) clambered on to the top of a high wall and almost gagged in civic shame... 



 

Meanwhile, whilst unrest rumbled throughout the museum... 

 

...elsewhere in the space/time continuum, Onlie Polony... 

 

...try to dispel the visions that plagued her by breaking wind forthrightly. Unfortunately 

the planet's electro-magnetic field interacted with the resulting gaseous emission 

spontaneously... 



 

The result was a brief, but spectacular retort that could be heard upon the surface of 

the world - probably. Although surprised by the reaction, Onlie still disbelieved her own 

senses. But when the ice beneath her began to crack... 

 

...she felt it necessary to review and revise this opinion. 

On the subject of opinions... 



 

...Margret Greenhorn and her Greenhorn Girls were convinced that unless they found 

the arboretum soon, they would give up the will to live. Delia and Poki were particularly 

cheesed-off... 

 

...and feeling vulnerable. 

"Oh, Poki," Delia sobbed, "I wish you were a boy: I really need a masculine hug right 

now."  

 Fortunately, for Poki at least, the arboretum chose that moment to appear. But what a 

travesty of an arboretum it was... 



 

It lay in absolute ruin. Every single plant had died and blown away. 

"Do you know what this arboretum is?" Margret asked rhetorically... 

 

Wendy didn't know the meaning of the word 'rhetorical'. "A travesty?" She suggested. 

"Indeed." Margret confirmed her employee's hypothesis. "I confirm your hypothesis. 

And look at all this crazy paving: it's..." She was lost for a descriptive word. 

Belle, who wondered if hypothesis meant something triangular, made a suggestion of 

her own: "Crazy?" She said. 

Margret didn't reply to this: instead she cried: "There's nothing here for a bunch of 

gorgeous dancing girls: let's push on... 



 

And it was just as well she did, because just around the corner they discovered a wall - 

with a strange-shaped door in it... 

 

"Open, sez me!" Ragi joked. 

As if on cue, or because it had a motion sensor or voice activated control, the door 

swung open upon well-oiled hinges... 

 

And everyone was extremely pleased, because on the other side of the door... 



 

...it wasn't snowing! 

 From there it was all downhill - literally - via elevator - to a place that none of them had 

ever suspected existed, until the moment that Ragi had spotted the X highlighted upon 

the museum blueprint in Margret's chalet... 

 

And as they arrived in (what appeared to them to be) a high vaulted foyer, they noticed 

that a public address wall screen was active and about to display a transmission. So they 

weren't surprised when the museum's Artificial Intelligence appeared... 

 

"I am the museum's spokes-thing." It announced in a loud, stentorian voice. "I have an 

important announcement that concerns every living thing in this facility - including flies 



and other creepy-crawlies. An ice-age has begun. Meteorologists are unable to 

determine how long it will last, but it could be ten thousand years. So, all the curators 

are able to suggest is that you catch the fastest vehicle available to you and get as close 

to the equator as possible. Straddling it would be preferable - with at least one hot water 

bottle and a big puffer jacket or something similar. But whatever mode of 

transportation you chose, or whichever location...     

 

...do it now - before you all die of frostbite and other sub-zero ailments!"  

The A.I then added a personal note. It went like this... 

 

..."Aargh: no - it's the end of the world!"  

This worried Ragi, and she duly ran away screaming. But not before the transmission 

was suddenly terminated... 



 

...and Ragi stopped running and screaming when she heard her friend's startled gasps 

of astonishment. 

Chapter Three 

Meanwhile Onlie Polony was having another of her visions... 

 

"Ooh." She said as her mental stability took another side swipe from the juggernaut of 

fate. "A dark star. What do I know about them? Super intense gravity. Aah, potential 

to carry an object or energy from one part of the universe to another via hyperspace 

wormhole. Other than that I've got nothing. I wonder what its significance to my 

current plight is. I wish I'd stayed in my igloo this morning: I'm not enjoying this one 

little bit."  



 Whilst Onlie struggled with her seemingly recalcitrant mind, Margret had pulled 

herself together and led the girls to a place where she thought she could hear 

shuffling feet and the huffing and puffing of someone who was insanely bored. This 

resulted in them arriving at the inner sanctum of... 

 

...the Masters of Chronos. 

"Halt." a helmeted individual, who might have been a guardian, bellowed. "Who goes 

there?" Then, before anyone could reply, he added: "And why?" Then, as an 

afterthought, he said in a mellower tone: "And how the flipping heck did you find your 

way here? This place is supposed to be secret." 

Margret replied: "It was marked with an X on my personal museum blueprint. The one 

I keep beneath my bed, next to my potty and a few porcelain nik-naks that I don't like 

on display in the sitting room because they're rude." 

"An X, you say?" The surprised Guardian said ruminatively. "I once gave a lovely girl 

a copy of the museum blueprints. It was yonks ago, when I was young. I placed the X 

there - in the hope that one day she would find her way to me. How did it come into 

your possession?" 

Margret couldn't speak for several seconds: she was still in shock. Eventually she 

managed: "Would you kindly remove your helmet, sir?" 

At first the Guardian was surprised. He looked more closely at Margret. Then the look 

of surprise was replaced with one of wonderment and he cast aside his helmet... 



 

"Margret!" He roared. 

"Nobby! Margret responded. 

They would have thrown themselves at each other, but decorum maintained a steady 

hand on their behavioural tiller. 

"How nice to see you." Nobby said with a smile. 

Margret took an unsteady step towards Nobby... 

 

"Ditto." He replied. "I see you've grown your moustache back." 

Nobby gulped: he recalled the time, when both earplugs were so young, how he used to 

tickle Margret with his moustache. He also recalled the day when his uncle, Arch Duke 

Ferdinand had instructed him to shave it off. "Yes." He said. "I suppose you've come to 

escape the ice-age. Well you're just in time - no pun intended: we were about to leave 

ourselves. Come see the High Priest: he'll be thrilled to help you out." 

So, without further ado... 



 

...Nobby led the girls to the elevator tube that would carry them up to the Masters of 

Chronos - Arch Duke Ferdinand and his brother... 

 

...Butch. 

 As she ascended the elevator tube, Margret thought back to her youth: to the time 

when she and Nobby had been close... 

 



She was the youngest in an exotic dancing troupe, and he was a trainee Master of 

Chronos. She recalled relaxing in their pedal-boat... 

 

...and dreaming of becoming a world-famous choreographer. She had also imagined 

that one day Nobby might attain the position of High Priest. In the dreams versus 

reality scenario, she felt that she hadn't done too badly. Her dancing career had been 

reasonably long; and if it hadn't been for a wasp getting caught in her sequined dancing 

knickers, and the subsequent fall from the stage, into the orchestra pit, it might have 

lasted a few months longer. But she did become a choreographer: and she did have her 

own troupe - the Greenhorn Girls. Nobby, she felt, hadn't done quite so well. True he 

was a Guardian for the secret society; but he wasn't a very good one. In fact being a 

Guardian was only one step up from the position of Custard-Stirrer in Chief, and only 

thrice removed from Auxiliary Bottom-Wiper. On the plus side, he had grown his 

moustache back; and he did remember her - apparently with a degree of affection too. 

She also wondered, as the elevator gained the upper floor of the vast brass icon, if she 

and the girls would be allowed to go to wherever the Masters of Chronos planned to go. 

Then it was all smiles as the tube ejected her into the company of Arch Duke Ferdinand 

and Butch... 

 

"Hi, handsome." She said as she stepped out on to the narrow ledge. "Wanna watch me 

wiggle my hips?" 



Chapter Four 

Meanwhile, in the 'proper' Museum of Future Technology... 

 

...Charles and Wolfgang had met up with Vera Glovebox. As a trio, 

the...um...trio...made their way towards Lottery Central to collect their prizes. 

Others too were on the move. Others like Jed Perkins... 

 

And it wasn't long before they arrived... 



 

...where the A.I greeted them in a most conservative manner; and where Rupert Piles 

took their photograph. Unfortunately Rupert wanted to be in the picture, so he 

persuaded a passing Police plug to take a snap... 

 

...who was further persuaded to appear too... 



 

...and wondered what all the fuss was about: anyone, in his opinion, who wanted to go 

into space, must be mad and therefore should be locked up. His problem was that he 

only had one set of handcuffs. 

Shortly the lottery winners were invited into a waiting room... 

 

...where they chatted animatedly until interruption by the arrival of two more winners... 



 

...who were, quite frankly, rather overwhelmed by their presence there. 

"Ooh," the former fantasist and would-be conquistador, Don Quibonki, said 

admiringly, "nice decor. It's almost as impressive as my home tower, on the dusty 

plain... 

 

...Don't you think so, Panta?" 

Panta Lonez was Don's faithful family retainer. He went everywhere that Don went - 

catering to his needs and playing the role of friend and confidant. 

"Si." He replied. "Just a lot newer." 



They then introduced themselves to the others - just in time to avoid being interrupted 

by the arrival of two more earplugs... 

 

"Hello." A cheerful Hellfire McWilliams said. "I'm Hellfire. This is my partner in crime 

- Erroneous Bosche. We're probably best known for being burglars: but we've gone 

straight, ever since we helped Magnuss Earplug return safely from the planet Scroton 

and were subsequently deemed to be Magnificent Earplugs and awarded medals that 

stated that we are, officially, Heroes of the Museum of Future Technology." 

"Great." Wolfgang responded. "We were just discussing the lottery outlets where each 

of us purchased our winning tickets. We were seeking a correlation. For example, 

Charles and I bought them from the Robot Ticket Collector... 

 

...at the Western Entrance. And Vera bought hers at Cafe Puke. Jed bought his..." 

"We stole them." Erroneous interrupted Wolfgang - rather rudely, or so thought the 

gentlemanly Don Quibonki. "From some guy's apartment in tower Fifty-Seven. What 

Hellfire said about us going straight: it's true, but every so often we need to keep our 

hand in, so-to-speak. We wouldn't like to lose our touch. Practise makes perfect, or so 

they say. Know what I mean? Anyway, the rules don't say that the person who holds the 

ticket needs to be the person who bought it; so, hey presto, here we are." 

None of the winners felt entirely comfortable with the direction that Erroneous's moral 

compass had (and continued to) lead him. 



"Sir," Don spoke forthrightly, "you are an arse. I should administer a boot up the 

nether regions and report you to the relevant authorities immediately." 

But he got no further, because at that moment the door opened and... 

 

...a lottery official said: "They're ready to transport you all to the K T Woo, which is in 

geosynchronous orbit as we speak. Anyone who thinks they might need to visit the toilet 

should go now." 

Naturally the Lottery Official made a right song and dance of the supposed means of 

transportation to the K T Woo. She had them all cram into a device like a bunch of 

sardines... 

 

"Um," Panta Lonez whispered to Vera Glovebox, "I've never actually been this close to 

a female before. I hope you don't mind me mentioning it, but you smell divine." 

Outside, in the corridor, the museum's A.I - which was essentially honest (if 

occasionally rude) - wasn't in on the joke, and tried to call out a warning. But the 

Lottery Official had foreseen this, and had the A.I cybernetically gagged... 



 

The reason for this was because she didn't want the winners to know that the K T Woo 

has actually parked on the museum roof beside Tower 46... 

 

And the reason that she felt it necessary to fool the winners into thinking that the ship 

was in orbit was because she'd looked at the small print on the lottery tickets, which 

promised a 'wang-dang ride into orbit'. Well, being the ignoramus that she was, she 

didn't realise that any launch into space was always going to be a 'wang-dang ride'; so 

she decided, at virtually the last-minute, to pretend to send them to the star ship via 

matter transmission. To this end she hit them all with... 



 

...a stun grenade. Then, a split second later, the Helmsplug asked for... 

 

...which the museum's structural engineers quickly gave, because the K T Woo's vast 

weight was severely straining the museum's futuristic roof joists. And a further split 

second later the ship's Engineering crew of End Caps... 

 



...started the launch motors. The result of this action was... 

 

...the immediate launch of the mighty K T Woo. Next stop: outer space! 

Inside the engine room, the Engineers poured on more power... 

 

Although they didn't much like to, because it usually made the ship... 

 



...accelerate briskly - and that made their brains try to vacate their bodies via their 

backsides, which wasn't much fun at all. But such was the monumental speed of the 

brain-vacating acceleration that the K T Woo quickly attained orbit... 

 

Naturally, having recovered from the stun grenade (and still believing that they had 

experienced matter transmission) the lottery winners decided that they weren't 

particularly interested in looking at the lovely planet they called home, but instead 

rushed to the opposite side of the ship... 

 

...where they could gaze out at the infinite universe... 

 

"This is nice." Charles said to no one in particular...  



 

..."I wonder when the captain is going to start whooshing about the cosmos - like it said 

on the lottery ticket." 

He wasn't the only earplug enjoying a wonder or two. Arch Duke Ferdinand had a bit 

of wondering running around inside his head as well... 

 

He was wondering who the heck all these pretty girls were and what the flip he was 

going to do with them. The Time Machine was the obvious answer to the latter case of 

wondering. The answer to the former, his brother, Butch, was discovering whilst giving 

a couple of the yellow females a guided tour of the machine's interior. 

"We're the Masters of Chronos. I love the name Belle, by the way: and Wendy isn't bad 

either." He heard his brother's voice echo through the corridors within the Time 

Machine. "We know all that there is to know about time, time travel, and everything 

connected with time you know; but we've never needed to make a Time Machine before. 

Unfortunately the Tunnel Temporale was switched off some...er...time ago, so we 

couldn't figure how they made it...up there...you know...in the future. So we had to 

reinvent it ourselves. We're not great engineers, but we think this thing will take us 

back to a time before the event that caused the sudden ice age happened."   

"Ooh, fancy that." He heard Belle Ching reply. "Do you think we could come along for 

the ride?" 

To Ferdinand, Butch's response sounded uncertain: "Well I'm not sure: we've never 

actually tested it. In fact temporal mechanics tells us that time travel is impossible. But, 



heck, the Tunnel Temporale seemed to work well enough - before it went doo-lally and 

created all those terrible time storms: so I guess it should work okay." 

"Vote me in then." Wendy said. "I can't wait. Already I can feel the cold of the new ice-

age creeping into this place." 

Arch Duke Ferdinand was ruminative for a moment. Butch, he realised begrudgingly, 

was right; the time machine was untested, in an utter kind of way: surely it couldn't 

hurt to try it first - on the damned dancing-girls and their provocative swivel-hipped 

troupe-leader, perhaps? 

"Ladies," he said expansively, "allow me to save your lives. Were you hoping for a 

particular era into which you might escape - or would any-when do?" 

A minute later he, Butch, and Nobby stood aside as the last girl disappeared into the 

machine's brass maw and a red light began to glow... 

 

They stepped away smartly when strange sounds began emanating from the same brass 

maw... 

 

...and a violent spinning sequence activated. 

"Oh, Ferdinand," Nobby shouted above the din, "did you mention to Margret that the 

energy field from a PO9 2NT device would likely throw the machine out of kilter and 

possibly cast them millions of miles - or possibly an eternity - from their intended 

destination?" 



Ferdinand looked at Nobby. "Now where, in all creation, are they likely to make close 

contact with a PO9 2NT device? The only place they are used is aboard star ships. 

You're an idiot, Nobby; It aint gonna happen." 

Remarkably, at the precise moment that Margret and the Greenhorn Girls began their 

momentous journey, Onlie Polony was experiencing strange...er...stuff... 

 

"Ooh, cripes; now what?" She complained. 

A long way off, upon the same ice sheet, four scientific chums were conducting a study 

of subsurface ice, when they heard a strange sound, which made them look up from the 

unchanging (and quite frankly rather boring) ice surface... 

 

And they weren't alone. High above, upon the planet's proper (and equally frozen) 

surface, some religious nuts were looking for someone to convert... 



 

Fortunately for the guy in the hat, the same sound that caught the scientists by surprise 

also drew the attention of the nut-jobs. It was a strange sound. It was the sort of sound 

that filled an earplug with a primal fear. It made his knees go all wobbly and his bottom 

to produce chuffing noises that enjoyed an accompanying odour that wasn't entirely 

pleasant. But for Onlie the sound was a mere by-product of whatever it was that was 

happening to her... 

 

It seemed, to Onlie at least, that either she existed in three different (but close by) 

locations at the same moment; or in the same location, but milliseconds apart. But 

whichever it was, the subject became a moot point when this happened... 

 

...as she broke through the gossamer-thin space-time fabric that separated everything 

that she was familiar with from everything else. 



Whilst Onlie Polony was torn, against her will, from the world she was born into, 

Margret and the girls were experiencing a degree of weirdness too... 

 

...as they found themselves being catapulted through...what? They had no idea. The 

environment, about which they appeared to whoosh along at impossible speeds, was 

totally alien to them.  They'd never seen the like. 

"Ooh-er!" A couple of them were heard to shriek in the complete absence of other 

sounds. 

"This is really scary." Another girl, who might have been Belle, yelled. 

"Where's the toilet?" Wendy bellowed her best. "I really need to go!" 

But Margret found herself enjoying the experience... 

 

She liked the idea of no up or down. No side to side. No here or over there. And 

everything was extremely pretty too - which seemed strange to her - especially since her 

favourite colour was usually red. Then they all received a surprise that not one of 

them would have expected in a million years... 



 

"Yaaaah!" Onlie wailed as she shot by in the opposite direction. 

"Hello," Poki called across the non-existent space between herself and the speeding blue 

earplug, "my name is Poki Kitchener: who are you?" 

Thankful for the sound of a sentient being's voice, Onlie... 

 

...called back. "None of your bloody business. Now sod off: can't you see that I'm having 

a psychotic episode?" 

Then some unimaginable force seemed to drag her in a definite direction... 

 



..and another form of unimaginable force drew Poki in another... 

 

"Last one there is a rotten egg." She cried to the others. "I think this must be our 

destination." 

 A moment of consciousness later the girls arrived, even though they had no idea of 

either where or when they were... 

 

But wherever and whenever it was, they were glad to be there. Ragi Half-Nelson was the 

first to actually speak: "Oh, look." She said into the hushed silence that followed their 

abrupt arrival. "Pee Oh Nine Two En Tee. Those must be our winning numbers." 

At the same time (sort of) Onlie’s arrival at her destination was far less pleasant. In fact 

she didn't know what the heck was happening. Or, to use a more technical term; she 

didn't know her arse from her elbow... 

 



But, as she fell through a place of terrifying unreality, she felt a terrible cold. A cold, the 

equal of the world from which she had just been abducted. And when she finally 

arrived and realised that she was, once more, standing upon her own two feet... 

 

...she actually thought that she'd gone quite, quite mad. So she broke into a panic-

stricken run along an icy corridor... 

 

Also meanwhile (sort of) the lottery winners had been invited to visit the bridge of the K 

T Woo... 

 



Poor Hamish McHaggis had the unfortunate duty of showing them around. He also had 

to watch out for pilfering, particularly with the presence of a pair of recidivist burglars 

aboard. Naturally Erroneous and Hellfire leapt to the unmanned duty stations. Other 

than burglary, they had always wanted to be astronauts. At last that dream had come 

true - if only temporarily. 

"It's lovely." Vera Glovebox observed. "All blue and everything." 

"Any chance of going to crimson alert?" Jed Perkins asked Hamish. "I've heard that 

it's very exciting." 

The bridge was currently unmanned, so Hamish considered the request reasonable. A 

moment later he issued the command... 

 

...and in an instant the bridge was bathed in a crimson light and a claxon blared loudly, 

which pleased Erroneous and Hellfire so much that they danced a little jig in time with 

the alarm. 

"I haven't had this much fun since I finally managed to shift that nasty case of 

constipation late last year." Erroneous informed Hamish. 

"Is that right?" Hamish replied. "Let's hope this doesn't have the same effect." 

 



As the following conversation about constipation, and its cures, ebbed and flowed no 

one noticed the entrance of... 

 

...Captain Sinclair Brooch and his wife Nancy. 

"Cancel crimson alert." Sinclair said. He then added: "Howdy, everybody: welcome 

aboard the K T Woo. Ya all wanna go somewhere really far away, really fast?" 

 For Onlie Polony the nightmare journey continued... 

 

She was just about reaching the end of her mental tether when... 



 

...the general ambiance improved enough for her to gather her wits. Having done so she 

quickly ascertained that she was walking through an artificial environment. Could 

earplugs possibly have constructed this? The answer didn't come at the next 

intersection between corridors... 

 

...but the continuance of the artificial environment strongly suggested that her 

hypothesis was viable. 

"Hmmm," she said to herself, "the scientist in you triumphs over all adversity. Good 

girl." 

But doubts began to creep in when... 



 

...she reached the end of the corridor - only to find a shallow cave; quickly followed 

by the outside world. 

 

"Oh." She said. "Bugger." 

But, as the falling snow began to thicken... 



 

...she discovered that there had been a cave-in. The way back inside was blocked. So she 

said some other words, none of which were repeatable in a public place. Then she 

gathered up all of her resolve and tenacity: her boldness and firmness of upper lip; and 

proceeded out into the storm. 

 

"I never did like the bloody surface." She grumbled.  



 

But she stopped grumbling in a nanosecond when she discovered exactly where she 

wasn't anymore... 

 

To her horror, her eyes beheld a sight that she would never have thought possible... 

 



"It’s, it's, it's." She stammered. "It's a shallow valley. But that's impossible: there are 

no shallow valleys where I live: or any sort of valley for that matter - even steep sided 

ones and box canyons:  just a wide open ice sheet. Flipping heck - I'm gobsmacked: I'm 

on a different world! And it's a world without lavatories!" 

Chapter Five 

Far away, up in space to be slightly precise, the K T Woo was ambling along at a speed 

that by galactic measurements was glacial... 

 

Captain Sinclair Brooch wanted the time to properly meet the lottery ticket winners. He 

also wanted the bridge crew to greet them in the sort of way that lottery winners 

deserve... 

 



"Hello Lottery Winners." They said in perfect unison, with a piercing descant from 

Busti Misanthrope. "Would any of you like to try the duty station seats on for size? 

They are very comfortable, with lots of buttons to push." 

This was an offer that neither Vera nor Jed could resist... 

 

"That's real swell." Sinclair said with a guffaw... 

 

..."But I guess you'd better get yourselves to an observation port right now: we're about 

to light the blue touch-paper on the main drive." 

Naturally they all dashed from the bridge, where everyone knew there were no 

windows... 



 

...in the direction of the corridor on Deck 3. It was just as they arrived that the ship 

went to Condition Alerta Verde. 

"By the Saint of All Earplugs." Hellfire yelled above the thrum of the Main Drive 

actuator motors engaging. "We're under attack." 

"Oh shut it..." 

 

...Erroneous snapped. "We're merely getting underway. Now let's watch as the stars go 

all oobly-doobly and wibbally wobbally woo." 

Upon the bridge Sinclair watched the main viewer as a trans-galactic wormhole formed 

ahead of the ship... 



 

At that moment, but very elsewhere, a trans-galactic wormhole would have been the 

perfect present for Onlie Polony, as she staggered on through the relentless snow 

storm... 

 

She wasn't sure, but she suspected that her brain was freezing. It was the only 

explanation for her hallucinations... 

 



Then it stopped working entirely. She said "Urk!" And then she fell over and lay still... 

 

A year or two earlier, a disillusioned nun, named Buttox Barkingwell, had quit her job 

at the munitions plant...  

 

...and departed the monastery above Lemon Stone... 

 



What she discovered on her journey down the mountain astonished the world... 

 

It was a duplicate Museum of Future Technology that had been torn from space/time by 

a time storm and deposited beneath the mountain's snowy mantle. Together with a pair 

of escaped monks and some impressionable youngsters from the proper museum, 

Buttox resurrected the empty edifice. Now, whilst researching for an autobiography, she 

was revisiting the place that had brought her fame... 

 

Naturally she entered via the same underground access tunnel that she had fallen into 

originally. 

 

 From there she proceeded into the outer buildings... 



 

As she returned to the vast facility, so did her memories. 

 

Comparing the condition of the current building with the one she had entered all those 

yonks ago, she felt that time hadn't been kind to the orphaned museum that had existed 

outside of the time stream until fetching up against the side of the mountain. But when 

she discovered a breach in the building's flanks... 

 



...it wasn't the gaping wound that shocked her: it was the sight of Onlie Polony lying in 

the snow. So, without further ado, she raced like a loony to the hover wheelbarrow 

shed; grabbed one of the tools parked there; dashed out into the snow: heaved Onlie's 

inert body into the wheelbarrow; and pushed them both back inside the museum... 

 

Alone, as she was, Buttox had no one to call upon for help. Her only hope was the shard 

of artificial intelligence that had accompanied the fraction of mainframe computer that 

had also fallen victim to the time storm and which too was held prisoner in this tiny 

portion of space/time cut off from the rest of the Museum of Future Technology. 

"Oh bother." She complained. Or at least something very similar to that utterance. 

"Where is a RoboSecGua when you most need one to guide you to the infirmary?" 

Well, as luck would have it, that aforementioned shard of A.I just happened to be 

trapped in that particular region of the building... 

 

"Oh, hello Buttox." The A.I said. "I've been keeping a very limited eye on you. It's the 

infirmary you're wanting, is it? That was a rhetorical question by the way: don't answer 

it. Just follow the signs, and you'll find the shortest route there. Byee." 

Moments later Buttox was on her way... 



 

It was an arduous task that Buttox had undertaken... 

 

Despite the wheelbarrow being one of the wheel-less hover variety, she still had to battle 

gravity and the countless twists and turns... 

 

...that anyone is likely to find in such a large earplug-built construction. But eventually 

she found herself pushing the wheelbarrow into the futuristic infirmary. 



 

Naturally it was unmanned, so she had only her own nunnish strength of mind and 

body to heave Onlie out of the wheelbarrow and stand her between the terminals of the 

silicone life-form regenerator... 

 

Then it was a quick scan through the user's manual, before flicking the proper switches 

and standing back to see what happened next. Of course this resulted in... 

 

...a very nasty, but completely necessary electric shock, through the temples, for Onlie 

Polony. But it seemed to work, at least judging by the stream of expletives that issued 

forth from between the scientist's tender lips. 



Meanwhile, Captain Sinclair Brooch had been taking the lottery winners on a 

rollercoaster ride across the firmament... 

 

They had used the main viewer on the bridge to watch entropy at work within dying 

stars... 

 

They had seen, first hand, out of the window, great nebulae in which young stars 

formed... 

 



They had even felt the recoil of the ship's forward armament... 

 

The helmsplug had also guided the ship to a strange world that was flat and disc-like... 

 

...upon which Don Quibonki; his aide, Panta Lonez, Jed Perkins, and Vera Glovebox 

enjoyed a spot of low gravity cliff-climbing above a turbulent ocean... 

 



...which amused the Captain and the First Officer, Hakking Chestikov... 

 

...because both suffered from vertigo and couldn't climb to the top of the stairs without 

throwing up or rushing to the toilet. 

But that wasn't all. Utilising the space-bending energies of the recently fitted 

Hyperactive Drive, the K T Woo could be coaxed into whooshing about like a loony. 

Places that before might have taken months to visit, became relatively local in 

comparison. This allowed the lottery winners to witness sights such as multi-textured 

worlds with landscapes that looked like 3D pop-up books... 

 

"Cripes." Jed Perkins was heard to say as he looked more closely and duly noted that 

the locals also had pop-up cities... 



 

..."So what's in between the pop-up bits?" 

"Nothing." Their guide, Hamish explained. "Just voids that go right through the planet 

to the other side. The planet is actually a series of vast plates held together by gravity, 

but kept apart by mutual rejection. It's quite unique." 

"Fascinating." Vera said, a little testily, everybody thought. "Next." 

Quickly moving on the K T Woo carried its temporary guests to... 

 

...a previously unexplored region of space. 

"Hey," a bridge crew member by the name of Serendipity Mollusc called out... 



 

..."you're real pioneers now: you should be getting danger money for this." 

She felt like eating her words when, a few moments later, the forward motion sensors... 

 

...detected something moving among the proto-stars and space stuff in the region of 

unexplored galaxy. Immediately Captain Brooch reacted... 

 



"Hey, Hakking," he whispered to his First Officer - the former Museum of Future 

Technology curator, Hakking Chestikov, "what in tarnation do ya think that is?" 

Hakking didn't like to think about it. He didn't care to hazard a guess either. But he did 

warn Sinclair about his impetuosity. "You got this ship blown into a million pieces once 

- remember? So don't do anything rash." 

Sinclair remembered the event all too well. Or rather he didn't. He'd heard all about it 

though. Only Magnuss Earplug's journey into the past, to stop him making a fatal 

mistake that led to the complete destruction of the K T Woo by a more technically 

advanced race, had saved them all. "I'll be careful." He said. "Okay, magnify that 

image in the top right hand corner." 

Moments later a chilling image swam into view... 

 

Clearly the K T Woo was not alone. Sinclair blanched and Hakking looked away to hide 

the signs of bile rising in his gut... 

 

...He wasn't overly enamoured by encounters with the unknown. 



"Um." Sinclair said concisely. "Nobody panic. But, er, perhaps we ought to load the 

atomic cannon - just to be on the safe side." 

Whilst Sinclair fretted in the captain's chair, several decks below and an hour or two 

earlier... 

 

...Margret and the Greenhorn Girls had discovered that they had somehow landed 

aboard a star ship. And they were ever so slightly horrified. 

"Well looking on the bright side, "Ragi said, as she continued to stare out of the window 

at one of the many celestial marvels that the K T Woo had visited recently, "it's 

certainly a lot warmer here than it was in the Museum of Future Technology." 

But Wendy saw greater significance in their current situation. "Don't you see?" She 

yelled - heedless of any potential danger of discovery. "Look at the decor." 

"Unimaginative?" Margret suggested. 

"Blue?" Belle added. 

"That's right." Wendy all but screamed as they all bundled into an elevator and pressed 

the 'up' button. "And there is only one star ship in space with a charmless blue 

interior." 

Ragi understood in a second, as they shuffled into the anteroom that led to Deck 

Three...  

 

Or at least she thought she did: "The K T Woo. The time machine has transported us to 

the K T Woo, which means that we've travelled through time. So what? We always 



knew that there was a real possibility that we would go back to a time before the ice-age 

began." 

"But this isn't the K T Woo!" Wendy screamed this time. 

"Actually I think you'll find it is." A male voice spoke unexpectedly... 

 

It was Hamish McHaggis, who was just returning to the bridge following a quick coffee 

break and a visit to the toilet. "I should know:" He added, as he suddenly realised that 

he'd just discovered seven stowaways. "I'm a crew member. By the way; you're all 

under arrest." 

"No." Wendy bellowed... 

 



..."You're wrong. This might be your K T Woo; but if we seven leggy beauties travelled 

in time, it can't be ours." 

"Explain, Wendy." Belle demanded. 

"I've been watching a documentary series about the K T Woo between rehearsals. I 

learned that it was only in the last few weeks that the Woo was repainted blue. Since the 

day she launched from Worstworld, the K T Woo's interior had been a pleasant pastel 

duck egg green." 

Margret understood. Properly understood. In fact she understood so properly that her 

eyes began to cross. "Oh, by the Saint of All Earplugs." She moaned. "This isn't our K 

T Woo: we've crossed into an alternative reality!" 

"Oh, that'll be the effect of the ship's PO9 2NT that will. It really is a sod, isn't it?" 

Hamish informed the shocked dance troupe. "And you're still under arrest." 

 Whilst time passed upon the lower decks; and the girls wound up in the brig; above 

them - upon the bridge... 

 

...consternation grew as the mystery vessel made a clearly determined approach... 

 

A nervous Sinclair Brooch squeaked: "Yikes - where's my atomic cannon?" 

Even as the captain embarrassed himself, the gunnery crew were hard at work... 



 

Gunnery Officer Houndstooth Dribblesock had them carefully ram the powerful 

tertiary armament into the firing aperture. 

"Careful." He whispered. "This thing might only be our third-string shooter, but if it 

goes off accidentally it could make a nasty hole in something." 

But the gunnery crew were well rehearsed and very quickly... 

 

...the atomic cannon poked its ugly snout into the vacuum of space. Then the Aimer 

began searching for a target... 

 

"Golly." He said. "I'm sick to death of practise drills: I do hope I get to zap something 

this time. If I don't, I think I'll throw up." 



Whilst the Aimer scanned the heavens, the K T Woo hung motionless in space... 

 

Inside crew members rushed to their duty stations... 

 

...and the Communications Officer, Bryony Lampshade, tried to contact the mystery 

craft. But she grew quickly worried when her inter-ship hail was cut off at the receiving 

end... 

 



And the Sensors Operative, Grotty Benson, thought she detected something very 

significant happening aboard the approaching vessel.... 

 

"Oh flipping carp." She screamed. "There's an energy build-up in their forward 

defensive screens and they've dumped the contents of their septic tank. I think they're 

gonna attack. Crimson Alert! Crimson Alert!" 

Chapter Six  

Whilst pandemonium ensued aboard the star ship; elsewhere... 

 

...Buttox Barkingwell was showing the slowly recovering Onlie Polony how fungus was 

beginning to populate the warmer sections of her dislocated-from-time Museum of 

Future Technology. 

"My, how exciting." Was Onlie's response to the news. "Compared to my world, this 

region is like a tropical haven. I think that if I were made of fungus, I'd grow well here 

too." 

Then, as Buttox tried to find some errant spores to show Onlie... 



 

...her guest added: "How I would adore the chance to remain in this wonderful place 

with you, Buttox; but I must report my disappearance to the authorities. You see, I was 

abducted against my will by unseen forces. More importantly so were others. As I 

traversed the unknown realm between where I was, to where I am now, I saw seven 

dancing-girls going in the opposite direction. They might be in great danger. Some one 

important should know." 

Buttox had grown lonely upon her many sojourns to her place of tranquillity and had 

enjoyed Onlie's company. "Sod it." She snapped. "I suppose I'm going to have to take 

you there. Right then: let's retire to my private shed; eat the half-packet of bourbon 

creams I have stashed there; and plan the route." 

Well obviously Onlie was all for it: there was nothing she liked more than bourbon 

creams. So together they made for the breach in the museum's wall... 

 

...and within a few minutes they were inside Buttox's quarters... 



 

"There is only one place where you will find the sort of people who will listen to you; 

understand what you're saying; and be in a position to react in a positive manner." 

Buttox said. "Now look outside." 

Naturally Onlie complied... 

 

"It's my personal buggy." Buttox explained. "It's a race-ready version. It used to 

belong to Magnuss Earplug. He even won a race in it... 



 

It's going to carry you to where you need to go. And I'm going to drive." 

Minutes later Buttox and Onlie were racing along the icy subterranean access tunnel... 

 

And, as they raced along, Onlie practised what she would say to the earplugs in 

authority... 

 

But she quickly realised that they made little or no sense. 



"Oh Buttox, will you help me explain?" She wailed from the passenger seat. "I'm still a 

little concussed. I'm not sure that I'll convey my message in any meaningful way." 

 

And Buttox replied: "No: I'm busy and I don't like crowds." 

 Meanwhile, far away, aboard the K T Woo, deep in unexplored space, Grotty Benson... 

 

...winced as the crimson alert claxon blared deafeningly. Opposite her Kirsten 

Spondooli suffered as fear turned her eyes black with fear... 



 

...and an unfortunate gaseous emission displeased the crewmate nearest her. But more 

unfortunately the sudden and unexpected crimson alert startled the atomic cannon's 

Trigger Puller so badly that he physically jerked violently and his trigger finger yanked 

upon the trigger. The result was... 

 

...a burst of irresistible power erupting from the weapon's unerringly well aimed barrel. 

But even more unfortunately - at least for those aboard the K T Woo - that same 

irresistible power wasn't as irresistible as everyone thought. But it was powerful enough 

to really cheese someone off. Only moments after Sinclair cancelled the crimson alert 

and hoped that the mystery object wouldn't notice that it had been shot at... 

 

...a huge glowing craft of unknown design hove into view. And just as everyone on the 

bridge swallowed nervously, a flash appeared upon the huge glowing craft's hull... 



 

"Maybe we did more damage than we thought." Kirsten squeaked hopefully. "Look, 

it's blowing up." 

But she shut her gob immediately when the flash of light moved away from the hull... 

 

And when it became clear that the flash of light was aimed, fairly and squarely, at the K 

T Woo, Sinclair did what any star ship captain would do... 

 



He gulped even more loudly; ordered a resumption of crimson alert; told Hakking to hit 

the throttle; and demanded that the cannon fire again... 

 

But the second salvo was no more effective than the first. And it didn't slow down the 

approaching energy bolt either... 

 

Crewplug, Grimace Blewden behaved in the correct and proper manner expected of 

any self-respecting Security Chief: he yelled... 

 



"Flipping heck: in-coming. Hold on to your hats and dive for cover!" 

 Whilst a great fear and trepidation gripped the crew and passengers of the K T Woo, 

back on Earth, Buttox neared the terminus of the access tunnel... 

 

Naturally her passenger had no idea that the access tunnel took them both to within a 

kilometre of their destination, which was... 

 

...Transfer Conduit Station Seven, where several passengers were arriving back from 

the Museum of Future Technology.  One, Buttox recognised, as being one member of 

the brother/sister singing duo, Shat and Beeki Spitoon. 

"Hi, Shat." She said as the buggy slithered to a halt in the deep snow, "I've got all your 

albums." 



She would have asked Shat to autograph her knickers, but Onlie had developed cramp 

in the tiny passenger seat, so both were forced to leap from the vehicle... 

 

"Well thanks for all your help." Onlie said as more conduit transfer passengers 

streamed from the station. "I wonder if I could borrow some local currency though. I 

come from another dimension: I don't have any of my own." 

Being a rather pleasant ex-nun, Buttox didn't hesitate to hand over the cash required to 

purchase a ticket to the Museum of Future Technology. 

It was a difficult moment for the girls. Neither was entirely sure whether they should 

shake hands or share a hug. So they compromised with a hearty whack on each other's 

shoulder and the promise that they would meet again one day and not enjoy a coffee at 

Cafe Puke. Then Onlie was on her way... 

 

With only the merest hint of hesitation, she entered the main entrance. Buttox sighed: 

she'd enjoyed their brief time together... 



 

...and she wondered if she would ever see the tall blue alien earplug again. She hoped so: 

"Those were my last Plugentos." She grumbled to herself. "Now I'm totally broke." 

She then leapt aboard her buggy once more and accelerated away - scattering recent 

arrivals... 

 

"Sorry, Shat." She called out as she swept by. "No time to autograph my underwear 

now: I'm going home." 

With that she raced away - en route to her own personal Museum of Future 

Technology... 

 



Buttox Barkingwell may have been feeling quite pleased with herself; but Captain 

Sinclair Brooch certainly wasn't. Instead he was staring at the K T Woo's main screen 

and he was not enjoying the view... 

 

For a moment the former sheriff of Busted Gut was caught in indecision... 

 

Looking out of the window didn't help... 

 



Well actually it did. It allowed him to justifiably hit the Panic Button... 

 

...which accurately relayed the situation to everyone aboard and sent out a distress call 

in every language with every dialectal nuance imaginable. Those aboard without access 

to the communication system did exactly what their captain had done only seconds 

earlier. They looked out of the window - and saw... 

 

...catastrophe approaching. 

"Get us out of here." Sinclair yelled into his speaking tube... 

 



..."Like really fast." 

Inside the engine room... 

 

...disgruntled End Cap engineers pushed the drive motors to their limit with a sudden 

burst of speed... 

 

But, despite the captain's ill-advised cancelling of the crimson alert... 

 



...nothing could dissuade the energy bolt from making contact with the K T Woo's 

hull... 

 

Ka-bloody-boom, it went. And the ship was shaken so badly... 

 

...that everybody inside it threw up. 

Chapter Seven 

Two decks below, in the Deck Three brig, Margret and her Greenhorn Girls had 

been watching events upon their prison monitor... 

 



Well four of them had. Delia, Wendy and Poki couldn't bear to watch. But it was clear 

to the observant quartet that events were spiralling out of control. Although they were 

incarcerated, they didn't allow the situation to affect their thought processes. 

"Come on, girls." Margret urged. "Let's put our heads together and conjure up a 

plan." 

 

Delia and Poki heard this and both looked up in time to see the approaching energy 

bolt. Minds became instantly fleet. But not fleet enough to affect the impact against the 

ship's hull. After recovering, they quickly formed a circle... 

 

"Well obviously we can't expect the crew to save the day." Margret said, after spitting 

the last of her breakfast across the room. "It's clearly time for show business to show its 

mettle. Girls, I have an idea: and it's a humdinger." 

Moments later all seven girls stood at the door and screamed for help... 



 

Their jailer, Hamish McHaggis, immediately stopped mopping up sick and ran to their 

aid... 

 

"What in heavens are ya wanting, sweet lovelies?" He inquired - having grown quite 

fond of his captives in the short while they had been under his care. 

"Hamish, you wonderful sporran-wearer." Margret replied urgently. "The ship is 

under attack. We think we have an answer to the problem." 



Margret relayed her idea to Hamish. Hamish thought that he was dreaming. In fact he 

backed into the cell so that Margret could pinch his bum really hard, just to prove that 

he wasn't in the land of nod... 

 

Hamish wasn't sure which of the two - himself or Poki - was more surprised by the 

severity of Margret's pinch. But whichever it was, he was left in no doubt that he wasn't 

dreaming and that Margret meant every word she had uttered. 

"I'll take you to the captain." He said as he rubbed his sore buttock. 

Whilst Margret and Company hoped to race to the rescue of the K T Woo; back on 

Earth, Cushions Smethwyke, Cheerful Charlie Chopsticks, Bubbly Salterton, and 

Montagu sat upon the Museum of Future Technology's Omnipresent Scanner... 

 

And because the Omnipresent Scanner could see anywhere and everywhere that its 

users cared to look, they weren't surprised when Onlie Polony carried herself with 

dignity into their chambers to speak with them... 



 

They were, however, extremely surprised when she told them of her unsolicited journey 

from her icy world, to where she now stood - a lost and lonely earplug: a stranger in a 

strange land. 

"What?" Montagu boomed, as only a biological android can. "You travelled here, from 

the pea farming region, on the Transfer Conduit? But I thought the workers were on 

strike!" 

Of course, not being a real earplug, Montagu had missed the point. 

"Flip me over and slap my bum." Cushions exploded so loudly that her vast array of 

white gnashers fairly shook in her mouth. "This situation must be intolerable!" 

"Shall I send for the Earplug Brothers?" Bubbly's question came as a clear suggestion. 

"I'm afraid you can't." Cheerful Charlie Chopsticks said before anyone could respond. 

"They're vacationing on Mars. But Chester remained behind to look after his Auntie 

Doris's plugmutt. Shall I put out an All-Points Bulletin for him?" 

Once again the question came out as more of a suggestion. It was a suggestion that 

Cushions couldn't resist. As a result of her impetuosity, five minutes later... 

 



...one of Magnuss Earplug's younger twins - that being Chester, naturally - greeted 

Onlie with a huge smile. 

"Hi, Onlie." He said cheerfully. "Gosh, aren't you tall? What can I do to help you?" 

Onlie was a scientist, but on this occasion she allowed her heart to rule her head: 

"Golly, and aren't you sort of pinky orange? And such a lovely smile too. Let me tell 

you all about my journey here; and perhaps, together, we might solve the mystery and 

put things right." 

"Sounds good to me." Chester replied. "My older brother, Magnuss, usually gets to 

save all the pretty girls: today it's my turn. Let's go for a terrible coffee and a stale bun 

in Café Puke." 

"Yeah." Cheerful Charlie Chopsticks cried out with glee. "Go for it!" 

 

So, without further ado, the two new friends departed the curator's chamber. 

Meanwhile Hamish was leading Margret and the girls on a route march through the K 

T Woo... 

 



...towards the bridge. He just prayed that he was doing the right thing. 

 The K T Woo had been designed big, which explained why it took so long to get 

anywhere inside it... 

 

...and why the girls never encountered Don Quibonki and his aide, Panta Lonez, as they 

strolled behind a pair of female crew members... 

 

...whom Don described as 'Delightfully flare-hipped', whilst enjoying the view.  

Naturally the female crew members were enjoying it a whole lost less: "Turn left at the 

next intersection." The crimson female said to the other. "There's a large length of two-

by-four timber leaning against the water cooler. I'll kick them in the shins: as they 

cringe in shock and pain, you hit them over the head with it." 

The Greenhorn Girls also managed to avoid meeting Erroneous Bosche and Hellfire 

McWilliams... 



 

...as they tried diligently to discover something worth stealing. And also poking their 

noses into... 

 

...things that didn't concern them. 

In addition the girls failed miserably to bump into Charles and Wolfgang as they 

discovered a malfunctioning Chariot exploration vehicle... 

 



...that was smoking out the garage compartment, which meant that they also missed the 

spectacle of the two maintenance earplugs turning their incredible wrench-wielding 

skills to fix it... 

 

"Flipping heck, this engine is so fabulously smooth now!" The Chariot driver 

exclaimed. "So smooth and quiet, in fact, that I could go cruising 'round the ship and 

chatting up girls; and the captain would be none the wiser!" 

They would probably have missed Vera Glovebox and Jed Perkins too... 

 

...but they never got the chance, because they'd arrived at the bridge... 

 

Ignoring the fact that a crimson alert was in progress and that the ship appeared to be 

deaf and blind to events beyond the hull, Margret and the Greenhorn girls put on their 

best stage smiles and entered with a flurry of false eyelashes and fish net stockings. 



"Um, Captain," Hamish began his introduction awkwardly, "I'd like you to meet some 

trans-dimensional stowaways. They claim to have a plan to save the ship." 

He might have said more, but Margret shoved him aside and leapt upon the central 

console... 

 

"Captain Sinclair Brooch." She addressed the former lawplug loudly and firmly. "It's 

time to prove that we aren't the trigger-happy savages that those guys on that alien ship 

think we are. We need to show them just how incredibly civilised we are. It's time to put 

on a variety show. One that'll blow their extra-terrestrial socks off!" 

Meanwhile, far, far away... 

 

...Chester and Onlie had finished a perfectly ghastly cup of coffee and had returned to 

the Omnipresent Scanner. Onlie had never seen anything like the wondrous machine, 

which amused Chester. But as the alien guest continued to witter on about the magical 

properties of the device from the future, he began to get a bit fed up... 



 

"For flip's sake." He hissed through the side of his mouth. "Shut your gob and start 

imagining where you want the scanner to look. Start with your stupid planet." 

Quickly realising that she was being unprofessional, Onlie brought her emotions under 

control. "Is that all I have to do? Imagine where I want to look, and this...this marvel of 

earplug design will find it for me?" 

"Pretty much." A relieved Chester replied. "So let's get this show on the road." 

Moments later... 

 

...the grinning face of the Supreme Being appeared. 

"Oi." The Supreme Being hissed through gnashing teeth. "Sod off, you nosey gits." 

"Oops, sorry." Chester whispered to Onlie. "My mind was wandering. I'll try to 

concentrate henceforth. Carry on, Onlie." 

Seconds later... 



 

...a region of space that was utterly foreign to Chester appeared on-screen.  

"Ooh, this looks hopeful." Chester said...er...hopefully. "Next." 

Next brought up... 

 

"A space ship." Onlie observed. 

Chester smiled. "Not just a space ship." He replied. "But a star ship - capable of trans-

galactic travel. And if I've got my star ship identification right - that is none other than 

the K T Woo. I wonder why it's just sitting there in space - with the lights switched off." 

"Let's look inside." Onlie suggested. "That might answer your question. Take over, 

Chester." 

Well it didn't take long for Chester to get his metaphorical arse into gear... 



 

"Girls." He cried out. "Pretty ones too. Dancing girls, I'd wager. And if Magnuss's 

photos from his last trip into the alternative reality Museum of Future Technology are 

accurate, I think those must be members of the dance troupe that helped him solve a big 

mystery there." 

 

"Ragi; Nokaks: Delia; Poki," He continued. "Two, I can't remember the names of; and 

an older one who, I assume, must be their choreographer."  He then added 

excitedly:  "Onlie - I think we've found your region of space at the first attempt. Now all 

we need to find our way there. And I think I know a means of doing just that!"   

So, without wasting another second... 



 

...they hopped from the scanner and gleefully departed the curator's chamber. 

Chapter Eight 

The next stop for the heroic young earplug and his extra-terrestrial chum was the 

Tunnel Temporal and its keepers, the Time Techs from the future... 

 

"Hello, Time Techs." Chester said in his cheerful way. "Please excuse my use of the 

group moniker, but as individuals you simply blur in my mind and I can't tell one from 

the other. But that's by-the-by: I have a huge problem: would you like to hear about 

it?" 

Well naturally, being from the future and existing in a highly evolved state, the Time 

Techs couldn't resist a cerebral challenge. "Yo, go for it, Chester!" They said as one. 

So Chester explained that he and Onlie needed to cross interstellar space, to an 

unexplored region of space, to join the disabled K T Woo, and - hopefully - return Onlie 



to her rightful place in the cosmos. "Unfortunately we don't have access to a star ship." 

Chester concluded. "Do you three whizz-bangs have any ideas?" 

Without a word or a second thought, the three Time Techs disappeared into an ante-

room and put their heads together... 

 

The task was evidentially Herculean because - in Chester's mental time-frame at least - 

it seemed to take an eternity to complete. He began to wonder if it would take all of 

space and time to grind to a halt before the trio delivered an answer... 

 

But after five or six minutes they returned with a plan... 

"Your brother, Magnuss, traversed inter-dimensional space by going really fast 

through the Tunnel Temporal." The Chief Time Tech spoke after reacquainting 

Chester with the here and now by giving him a good prod in the shoulder with his laser 

pointer. "But you don't wanna do that. We've also been considering what Onlie saw 

during her transit of the trans-dimensional space region - that being the dancing girls 

from an alternate Museum of Future Technology. Well we've been merging our 

futuristic brains together and we figured that the only combination of devices capable of 

diverting someone through that particular medium are a time machine and PO9 2NT - 

which, as anyone knows, is a very important part aboard star ships. So we propose that 

you walk very slowly through the Tunnel and let the K T Woo's PO9 2NT draw you to 

it. Of course the plan is riddled with complex issues that can't be ironed out in the next 

five minutes; but, fundamentally, it should work. Are you game?" 

"Hah!" Chester responded eloquently. "I'm game for anything. My middle name is 

'Risk' after all." 

"Is it?" A surprised Onlie enquired. "You never mentioned that. I think I'd mention 

that to a complete stranger, if I had a name like that." 



"No, actually it isn't." Chester was forced to confess, as they strolled towards the gaping 

maw of the Tunnel Temporal... 

 

..."It's 'Wrist'. But that's a stupid name - if slightly similar phonetically. I prefer 'Risk': 

it suggests daring and careless abandonment of one's personal safety, so prevalent in 

our risk-averse society." 

Then as they came closer and closer to the remarkable (and extremely temperamental) 

time machine from the distant future... 

 

...the Time Techs distanced themselves from the intrepid duo. And when a loud 'thrum' 

filled the air and the lighting became disturbingly reddish in hue... 

 



...Chester and Onlie knew that there was no turning back. The journey had begun. 

 Upon the bridge of the K T Woo, Captain Sinclair Brooch was far from confident that 

Margret's idea to stage a show would work... 

 

"Oh dear, Nancy." He said as he turned to his wife for advice. "What do you think?" 

Nancy opened her mouth to the fullest: she didn't want anyone to miss her next words: 

"Sinclair," she roared through a set of teeth so incredible that they must have been off-

the-shelf dentures, "you don't have another option. The K T Woo cannot defend itself 

against such a terrible adversary. In any case, you haven't taken me out to a show since 

our home world's star went supernova." 

"Oh, that's alright then." Sinclair said with a relieved smile... 

 

..."Cancel crimson alert: let's party!" 



This response was well-met by crew and passengers alike. Even Hakking Chestikov, 

who had needed to run to the bridge toilet at that moment, smiled, despite the foul 

stench he was creating... 

 

At about the same time, but somewhere slightly adrift of reality, Chester and Onlie were 

whooshing along... 

 

Onlie - with gay abandon, because she was now an experienced trans-dimensional 

traveller: Chester - less so, because he shared his older brother's tendency to motion 

sickness. But he eventually took control of his balance mechanism - that is by squeezing 

his nose and blowing really hard - and soon he became able to turn his attention to his 

surroundings... 



 

And he didn't much like the sight of it. Especially when it went all wonky... 

 

...which resulted in both of them leaving an involuntary vapour trail in their wake. 

But all good things must pass; and in the twinkling of an eye, they arrived at their 

destination... 

 



"Oh," Onlie said, "that's what a PO9 2NT looks like. I thought it would be massive, 

with an array of flashing lights and an armed guard or two." 

"Ah, the PO9 2NT." Chester said, as he regarded the mysterious device that had 

allowed them passage across the galaxy. "It's always been one of the most unheralded 

devices known to earplugdom. When we get back, I'm going to make sure that this one 

gets its rightful place in the history files." 

He would have spoken a load more rubbish, but he was interrupted by a frightened 

plugmutt... 

 

"Hello, little guy." Chester said in his best talking-to-other-people's-plugmutt voice. 

"Where's your Mummy and Daddy?" 

Like all plugmutts, this particular individual had a limited vocabulary: "Dunno." It 

replied. "Go to litter tray; no litter; bark at door; no one answer. Boppy lost." 

"Well, Boppy," Chester replied, "we're lost too. Would you like to be lost with us? 

Maybe together we can find someone." 

Clearly this was a good idea, because Boppy didn't waste a second responding. Instead 

it led them through the bowels of the K T Woo... 

 

Unfortunately, because it never did find that litter tray, Boppy managed to produce 

some vile gaseous outbursts that had Chester squeezing his eyes shut and wishing for a 

merciful death. But, of course, he had no time for such luxuries, so he continued to 

follow the pet plugmutt... 



 

Both he and Onlie felt a little intimidated when they discovered a sign beneath a 

window that read: Vacuum Beyond: Do Not Open. Then the sudden illumination 

thrown by a light ahead of them... 

 

...quenched their fears: it looked like an elevator to the next deck; and neither of them 

knew what they might find there: Boppy's bowels suggested the pong of death. 

 The entertainment centre of the K T Woo had seldom been used. When Sinclair and 

Nancy visited it, they found the backdrop in disarray and several electrical fittings in 

need of repair. But that didn't douse their passion or dampen their enthusiasm... 

 



"Oh, Sinclair," Nancy gushed, "it's going to be wonderful. And to think; we have all the 

musical backing tracks in our library that Margret Greenhorn has asked for. With a 

professional dance act on board we can't fail." 

It was just at that moment that it was fortunate that the entire crew had volunteered to 

prepare the show and that no one had remained behind on the bridge, because the 

inhabitants of the alien ship decided to take a closer look at the inert K T Woo... 

 

But even without the problem of an enemy closing upon them, the earplugs aboard the 

ship managed to create enough for themselves to worry about... 

 

Margret rushed up to the captain, his wife, and the First Officer. 

"Captain Brooch." She said in a most reproachful voice. "I've just been taking a look at 

the talent aboard your ship. Sadly I have to report there is none. There's no one left to 

take auditions. My girls can dance and have some real winning numbers in their 

repertoire; but they can't sing. If we don't find some more acts in the next five minutes, 

we won't have a show." 



"Oh, Sinclair," Nancy stammered, "If we don't have a show, we won't have a ship left 

to carry us home. Be a captain: do something!" 

For once Sinclair Brooch was ahead of the game. "I've been spying on the locker rooms 

and shower units." He confided. "For several months actually. And I've drawn the 

conclusion that my crew are tone-deaf; useless jugglers; and wouldn't know a joke if it 

kicked them up the arse. But worry not; the crew are not the only people aboard the K 

T Woo." 

He then snapped his fingers. A moment later a door opened and in walked... 

 

...the lottery winners. Hamish was their spokesperson: 

"Captain," he said, "I've done as you said. I've auditioned the lottery winners; and I 

can tell you this: Vera Glovebox has a lovely contralto and can bellow her way through 

an aria or two with the best of 'em. Jed Perkins is natural comedian: he'd have to be - 

walking about in the wilds, like he does, all by himself, with nothing but the grass and 

sky to entertain him. Don Quibonki is a fantasist and a teller of tall tales - some of which 

might actually be true. His sidekick, Panta Lonez, has a charming smile. Charles and 

Wolfgang are magicians at fixing machinery: I'm sure they can put on a show of 

manual dexterity. And talking of manual dexterity: Erroneous Bosche and Hellfire 

McWilliams have agreed to show us all how to be great pick-pockets. Whadda ya 

think?" 

"I think," Margret said, as she cast an appraising eye over the performers, "that I wish 

we had some rehearsal time. But we don't. Okay, everyone down to costumes and make-

up." 

At that time no one within the vast ship of space had realised that they had been 

boarded... 



 

So no one witnessed the passing of two interlopers and a pet plugmutt. They certainly 

weren't aware that those same two interlopers had entered the bridge... 

 

"Crikey." Chester exclaimed. "Look at the dust in here. This bridge appears to have 

been abandoned." Then he noticed the bridge toilet. "It's been a long time since 

breakfast." He said. "And I haven't 'been' yet today. Would you mind awfully looking 

the other way?" 

Naturally Onlie didn't mind one bit. In fact she insisted... 

 

Then she had an idea. "Hey," she cried as she fought the impulse to turn around, "let's 

see if we can access the captain's log." 

"Yeah, good idea." Chester grunted. "Just as soon as I've accessed mine." 



 Neither Chester nor Onlie had any experience with star ship control panels... 

 

But some judicious clambering soon had the correct button accidentally pushed. 

"Thrudsday, the forty-too'eth of Plinth." They heard Sinclair Brooch's voice issue forth 

from the tinny speakers in the back of the captain's chair. "The ship has encountered 

an alien vessel capable of withstanding our weaponry. But worse, the 'enemy' craft has 

disabled the K T Woo, which lies dead in space and at their mercy. To avoid provoking 

them further I have abandoned the bridge and plan to prove our worthiness to remain 

alive and well by staging a variety show, in the hope of that it will display the better 

attributes of our earplug civilisation. It's a long-shot, but what the flip: no one has a 

better idea." 

As the recording ended, Chester spotted that the cassette rack was empty. "Flipping 

heck." He exploded. "They're planning to use taped music. Please tell me it isn't so and 

that I'm having a terrible nightmare. What if the tape jams, or the voltage drops? The 

music might go all wibbally wobbally woo. It could end in disaster!" 

But Onlie was not so concerned: "This is a modern ship." She replied calmly. "I'm sure 

the cassette player is almost brand new. So stop worrying. Let's go see if we can find the 

auditorium." 

Chester was grateful for Onlie's soothing words. He felt slightly embarrassed by his 

sudden bout of panic. He also felt sure that his elder brother, Magnuss, wouldn't have 

behaved so badly. So he smiled, and in the process finally noticed how lovely Onlie's 

eyelashes were. 

"Phwoar." He said under his breath. 



 

So, moments later, having re-joined the patiently waiting Boppy, they set out in search 

of a show... 

 

...which, they felt reasonably certain, lay somewhere deep inside the vast vessel... 

 

...along a plethora of labyrinthine corridors and dead ends. 

Meanwhile, outside in the darkness of space, the powerful assailant moved closer still - 

its sensors probing every nook and cranny of the K T Woo... 



 

Also meanwhile, Hamish was in the act of showing the Greenhorn Girls the shortest 

route from their dressing room to the auditorium stage... 

 

...which was a bloody long way. 

"What gibbering moron designed this ship?" Delia complained, as they passed an 

exterior view port. "Did he draw the blueprints with his nose? Any intelligent being 

who was even vaguely interested in the business we call 'show', knows that the dressing 

room should always be ensconced deep beneath the stage - usually in a basement with 

no windows or access to a fire escape." 

And even more 'meanwhile', far away upon the ultra-distant alternative Earth, the 

Masters of Chronos were preparing to leave their native era behind them... 



 

"I've packed your suitcase, Uncle Arch Duke Ferdinand." Nobby informed his 

superior. "And the chronological co-ordinates have been punched into the Time 

Machine's master control. It's time to get the heck out of here, before the ice-age 

reaches down to take us into its deadly embrace. 

 Then it was to the Time Machine for the three members of the most secret of secret 

societies... 

 

"You're not really going to wear that stupid Guardian hat into the past, are you?" Arch 

Duke Ferdinand spoke sternly. "You look like a twonk. People will think you've escaped 

from the loony bin." 

"I'm very proud of my Guardian helmet." Nobby retorted. "I wear it with...um...pride. 

You bestowed it upon me when I was knee-high to a plugmutt's bottom; and I've never 

forgotten the solemnity of the occasion. I couldn't wait to grow tall enough to wear it 

without getting my toenails torn off by the sharp metallic hem that, even today, still 

chafes. It means a lot to me. Nothing would ever make me discard it. It is who I am. 

Now it's getting cold in here: I suggest we make tracks. Let's go." 



Arch Duke Ferdinand had never heard his nephew so adamant about anything - and 

that included mint flavoured chocolate; lawn mowing; coarse, fibrous underpants; and 

Butch's halitosis - about which Nobby had been commendably silent for his entire life. 

"Right then." He said as he moved into position... 

 

..."The motor's running. Let’s - as you say - go." 

He then stepped aside to allow his nephew and brother to enter the machine. His final 

act was to poke out his tongue... 

 

...at the first few flakes of snow as they began falling through the ever-widening cracks 

in the ceiling. 

"Huh." He grunted in the penetrating chill. "Where I'm going there's no place for the 

likes of you - you frozen freaks of nature. Its sub-tropical beaches, grass skirts, and 

stunted palm trees for me from now on." 



Chapter Nine 

Whilst Arch Duke Ferdinand was making his farewells to the present, in the most 

distant of all possible places... 

 

...the audio tapes were slotted into the tape player, and the 'Go' button was pushed. As 

music blared from the overhead speakers, Margret Greenhorn strode on to the stage. 

"Ladies, gentlemen, and - most importantly - any advanced alien beings watching this 

on their sensors: welcome to the Save the K T Woo Show." 

As Margret slipped surreptitiously from the stage, she was replaced by her dancing 

girls... 

 

...who immediately broke into one of their winningest numbers: some Irish dancing that 

comprised the best bits from the classic Irish dance shows, Puddledance and Dunce of 



the Dance. Naturally it went down a storm. There was nothing an earplug enjoyed more 

than repetitive fiddle music and people jumping up and down whilst holding their arms 

tightly to their sides. Though Corn Flakes came a close second, of course.  

The musical thread remained when the girls were replaced by Vera Glovebox... 

 

Vera had a lovely contralto voice that she wasn't afraid to use in anger whilst taking a 

shower: but now that she stood in front of a real audience, her confidence deserted her. 

"Urgh." She squeaked out of time to the rhythm. 

Captain Brooch may not have been the sharpest captain in a fleet containing only one 

ship; but he knew when someone was dying on stage. Vera needed a diversion; and she 

needed it quickly: "Drop your knickers." He shouted as the music tape was rewound 

and started again. "And show us your bum!" 

This was all the confidence-building that Vera required. Recognising the silliness of her 

nervousness, she began again... 

 



And, by God, couldn't she belt it out! She sang song after song - from classical arias to 

swing standards - to very rude sea shanties that included songs about naughty bits. 

When, finally, her voice gave out, she received demands for an encore... 

 

But the crowd had to be content with her coming forward and blowing them kisses... 

 

And, despite the captain's suggestion, she refrained from showing them her bum. 

Having arrived in the wings via elevator, Chester and Onlie applauded quietly... 

 



"Say, Onlie." Chester whispered. "If this show is a success, that girl could have quite a 

career ahead of her. She could be the first-ever interstellar superstar." 

"I concur." Onlie replied. "It would have been nice if she'd shown us her bum though, 

don't you think?" 

Although Chester agreed entirely, he didn't get a chance to express his opinion. That is 

because Jed Perkins marched on to the stage in a most resolute manner. But when he 

took up his position, his confidence also evaporated... 

 

...and panic very nearly set in. All his jokes just seemed to have dissipated into the air 

around him. For a moment an ugly silence filled the auditorium. Even Sinclair couldn't 

help him this time: after all he could hardly suggest that Jed pull down his hiking shorts 

and show everyone his bum: it was so unoriginal. Fortunately Jed was able to fall back 

on the oldest and best joke in the whole world. It was a joke that would allow the 

captain to assist him too. 

 

"I say, I say, I say." He blurted. "My plugmutt has no nose." 

To which Sinclair responded with: "Your plugmutt has no nose? How does it smell?" 

Jed then delivered the punchline that was guaranteed to win his audience over: 

"Terrible!" He bellowed. 



From then on he had the audience metaphorically eating out of his hands. He told rude 

jokes about pitons, crampons, and other lesser-known climbing equipment. He made 

lewd remarks about water-proofing aerosols and bungie straps. He even added a few 

caustic jibes at cross-country runners; hot-air balloonists; glucose; and heather. But 

eventually he responded to the stage manager's urgent hand waving and took his 

applause... 

 

Then Wendy and Ragi entertained with a sparkly dress routine... 

 

...whilst the next act plucked up enough courage to enter the fray. The dance did over-

run slightly, but eventually Charles and Wolfgang were persuaded to come on to 

display their prowess with the screwdriver and torque wrench... 



 

Unfortunately the buggy that they were supposedly fixing was actually brand new and 

pristine. Charles took this as an affront to his professionalism and Wolfgang duly 

kicked the machine on to its side... 

 

...and, together, they stormed off. 

Assuming that the multifarious expletives cast across the auditorium were part of the 

act, the crowd went wild. They always loved people getting angry and swearing a lot. 

But Captain Sinclair Brooch was paying more attention to his wrist communicator, 

which displayed the ship's main viewer on a small LED screen. He was more concerned 

with the fact that the alien ship now hung motionless above his own vessel, whilst 

looking as menacing as ever... 



 

But for everyone else the show continued uninterrupted. Margret kicked off the next 

portion of the show with a spectacular dance that featured unlikely headgear... 

 

Margret was a little long in the tooth for prancing about in a heavy golden hat and face 

guard, but her knees only buckled a couple of times; and, in any case, nobody seemed to 

notice, so it didn't matter. Then Erroneous and Hellfire entered in an overly furtive 

manner, which set the crowd tittering with expectation. Labelling themselves as The 

Recidivist Burglars, they told a few tales from their felonious past; their period of 

incarceration in the Sloshed Antlers Penitentiary; and their ascension to hero-dom in 

the Museum of Future Technology. They then invited the captain to join them on stage, 

where they made him look like a right plonker by repeatedly picking his 

pockets;  stealing the braces that held up his trousers; and sticking a label on his back 

that read 'My farts smell bad'...  



 

Then it was back to the Greenhorn Girls... 

 

...who lip-synched to a banal (but timely) disco number about galactic love and inter-

species understanding. 

Of course Don Quibonki couldn't wait to get on stage; and no sooner had Poki led the 

girls into the wings, when he dragged his aide, Panta Lonez, into view... 

 



But it didn't take long for his outlandish tales to fall upon increasingly deaf ears. He was 

a fantasist and, quite frankly, no one believed them. Then Panta had an inspired idea: 

"Señor," he said, "why don't you tell them about our great journey to the Museum of 

Future Technology and your stupid dream of becoming a conquistador?" 

To emphasise the excellence of his idea, he seconded Boppy into the act, in the role of 

Don's original mount, whose name neither of them could remember, but might have 

been Gargantua... 

 

Suddenly Don was in his element. The facts came easily to his lips. He felt invigorated 

by the sense of freedom that telling the truth brought with it. And the story was 

genuinely entertaining too. So, in gratitude, and following the dénouement, he pulled his 

aide and confidant to him; gave him a continental kiss; and hugged him until he 

squeaked.... 

 

...which made the entire audience weep with joy into their handkerchiefs. 

Well, after such a powerful tug upon their heartstrings, the audience felt ready for a 

quick prance around the stage by the Greenhorn Girls; quickly followed by the show's 

finale, in which all the performers returned for the last time... 



 

Even Charles and Wolfgang came back; smiled; and joined in with the last song, which 

was entitled 'We're Really Nice Guys; Don't Blast us into Space'. 

Then, as the music died away, everyone stood stock-still and waited... 

 

...their smiles fixed in desperate hope. Well except Hellfire, who sadly broke the silence 

with a loud and unexpected burp. 

Then, upon the bridge main screen, something stirred... 

 



The alien vessel made a slow roll to starboard, exposing its glowing drive unit. 

Of course Sinclair was made fully aware of this by his wrist communicator. "Hey, 

everybody." He boomed. "Look out of the window." 

Without hesitation the entire crew raced to comply with their commanding officer's 

instruction... 

 

And what they saw astonished them... 

 

The alien ship was moving away from the K T Woo. It was a slow process - as though, 

thought Chester, to give itself some manoeuvring room. Then a glowing object burst 

from the ship and closed upon the K T Woo... 



 

"Ooh-er." Everyone said nervously.  "That's kind of pretty." 

But then their cognitive abilities were almost torn from them by sheer astonishment, as 

each and everyone, irrespective of their location within the K T Woo, saw an alien 

visitation appear right in front of them... 

 

Six impossibly blue gaseous beings, the like of which none of them could ever have 

imagined, glowed coolly in the air before them. 

"Well what do we think of that?" One of them asked the others. 

"I liked those jokers with the torque wrench." One of the gaseous beings replied. "All 

that cursing: very civilised. I fully approve." 

"Uh-huh." The first speaker continued. "What about you other four?" 

"That wannabe conquistador act was very touching." The first response came quickly. 

"Liked it. Liked Boppy too." 

"That hiker was a hoot." Another added. 

"I thought the dancing girls moved very well." The third said. 



The fourth gaseous being took a few moments to choose its words carefully. Eventually 

it spoke: "Vera Glovebox should have shown them all her bum." 

A shudder ran through the watching crew and passengers of the K T Woo like a 

Central American mudslide. But as their nervous bottoms began to make unintended 

chuffing sounds, their fears were abruptly cast aside when the speaker continued with: 

"But the songs were clearly the product of an advanced species. If I had any toes, I 

know I'd be tapping them along to that classic swing music rhythm. And if there is any 

chance that she'll record those sea shanties...well I'll be first in line to buy the resulting 

compact disc. They get my vote." 

A split second the beings were gone; as was the nearby object. Then the vast craft... 

 

...accelerated away - leaving the K T Woo... 

 

...hanging alone in interstellar space. 



"Have they gone?" Sinclair inquired. 

Chapter Ten 

A great joy swept through the multitude of earplugs that lived and breathed within the 

crippled K T Woo. But soon enough it was back to the day job; and to the difficult 

repairs that the ship required - that is if they wanted it to ever traverse the sea of space 

again. Then things got more difficult for the good captain, when Chester presented 

himself and Onlie Polony to the bridge crew...   

 

Naturally the bridge crew assumed that they were sharing a vivid hallucination and 

were loath to respond. But Nancy Brooch was a very level-headed female thimble: she 

trusted her senses to the nth degree. She quickly used her wits to think of a way to 

convince everyone else of the validity of Chester's claim: "Oh, Sinclair," She yelled in 

her husband's ear, "If he's the real Chester Earplug, he'll have his emergency Cossack 

hat in his back pocket." 

It was a brilliant idea and Chester grabbed the opportunity like a stranded whelk... 

 

...and whipped out his Cossack hat like a very average stage magician whips out a 

bunch of fake flowers, a length of bunting, some lead pipe, or a startled pigeon, from his 

breast pocket, and explained his situation. 

Naturally Onlie was surprised; but the bridge crew... 



 

...were pleased as punch. As far as they were concerned, having an Earplug Brother on 

board had increased their chances of surviving and returning to Earth by one thousand 

per cent. But that didn't stop Sinclair from saying: "Chester, young fella, we'll be lucky 

to limp back to the Museum of Future Technology: we can't go chasing 'round the 

backwoods of the hind end of the galaxy, looking for an ice world: we could maroon 

ourselves in space until Hell freezes over!" 

This disappointed Chester. For a moment he was lost for words. He hadn't expected to 

be turned down... 

 

But then Hakking Chestikov, who was back on the toilet, spoke up: "But, Captain," he 

said as he smiled at Onlie, "isn't part of our remit to save beautiful damsels in distress? 

Onlie, here certainly looks distressed to me."  



 

Other bridge crew agreed... 

 

"Oh yes, Captain." Lillie Whitewater bellowed. "And Chester is a Hero of the Museum 

of Future Technology - who happens to be our benefactors." 

"Yeah," Huge Johnson roared, "what would they think if we arrived back, all safe and 

sound, knowing that we hadn't even tried?" 

 

"Oh, for flips’ sake." Sinclair groaned. "This isn't a democracy, ya know. But if you're 

all so fired up about it...ah, heck, go on: get the sensors searching for an ice world. See 

what you can find." 

So it was a mightily relieved Chester that exited the bridge with his blue chum... 



 

"Fame has its advantages." He whispered to Onlie. 

But she wasn't really listening. "The First Officer." She said quietly. "Did I really 

witness that? Was he really on the toilet when he made a veiled pass at me?" 

Onlie continued to feel shocked and appalled for several more minutes, before, suddenly 

overcome by a desire to vomit, she rushed to the ladies’ loo. This left Chester alone for 

twenty minutes, which was easily enough time for the Greenhorn Girls to approach and 

engage him in conversation... 

 

"Gosh," Margret opened, "aren't you like your brother, Magnuss!" 

Chester had to agree. Why wouldn't he? The presence of seven attractive females could 

make him say or do anything. "Yes." He answered. "And so is my twin, Miles. Of 

course you know Magnuss from his adventure in your alternate reality." 

This was just the opening that Margret was looking for... 



 

"Thank you, Chester." She said warmly. "That is just the opening I'm looking for. Let 

me confess something to you." She continued. "Our reality is ensnared by the grip of a 

terrible ice-age..." 

Margret stopped when she noticed a knowing smile spread across Chester's boyish face. 

"I thought that might be the case." Chester said. "By sheer luck, our museum doesn't 

have a resident dance act: a serious omission, I think you'll agree. I wonder if you might 

deign to grace us with your company there. The Café Puke is looking to branch out into 

entertainment: your troupe would be the logical first step." 

Well Chester couldn't possibly have produced a more beautiful form of music to the 

dancing girl's ears - even if he'd twanged his nasal hair like harp strings, or taken a 

piccolo; introduced it to his bum; and blown off through it." 

"We'll take the gig!" They screamed as one. "Chester, we love you!" 

It was later that day, when an icy planet hove into view upon the K T Woo's scanners... 

 

"Looks chilly, Sinclair, dearest." Nancy Brooch ruminated. 

Naturally Sinclair ordered the ship straight into the mystery planet's atmosphere... 



 

Below, upon an ice-floe, familiar-looking inhabitants looked up... 

 

Well one of them did: the others were too worried sick by the sound of the K T Woo's 

passage to look, and so kept their gaze averted. As the ship whooshed across the sky, it 

caught the attention of others... 

 

One of whom watched as it landed upon the frozen surface... 



 

By now Onlie had fully recovered from her sense of disgust. As Chester waited for Don 

Quibonki and Panta Lonez to finish at the Deck Three pissoire, she could barely contain 

her excitement...   

 

And Chester was relieved that he'd taken the time for a quick wee, because when he 

opened a passenger airlock... 

 

...a viciously cold blast greeted him. But Onlie didn't notice.  

"Home." She said quietly. 



But Chester cheered up when they stepped outside. He loved the crunching sound that 

the snow made beneath his flip-flops 

 

"You take care out there." Hamish called from the airlock. "Alien planets can be really 

dangerous places, ya know." 

"Alien planet?" Onlie queried. "The only alien here is you." 

With that the two young earplugs set off...  

 

...in search of... 



 

...an elevator that would carry Onlie and Chester down to... 

 

...Onlie's favourite place upon her home world; the subterranean ice sheet. 

"Hmmm." Onlie ruminated for a moment as she peered out of the elevator. "It 

feels...oh I don't know...different. Warmer than I remember, perhaps." 

"Well it certainly doesn't feel warm to me." Chester complained. "So, if it's alright with 

you, I'll be getting back to the K T Woo." 

"Yeah, sure." Onlie replied. "Thanks for bringing me back and everything. If you don't 

mind I'd like to go study the ice sheet again. Something happened down here. 

Something that pulled me through hyperspace to another world: I'd like to see if it 

made any other changes too. Bye." 



Chester took this as a farewell and quickly returned to the surface; whilst Onlie 

continued upon her way... 

 

...discovering, as she did so, that surface water flowed, where before it was locked up in 

the form of solid ice. 

"Ooh-er." She said in an intelligent, scientific manner, "That's really weird. What 

could possibly warm up a frozen world - from the inside out?"  

But, as she continued to wander, the changes came thick and fast... 

 

Like really thick and really fast. Soon the surface ice simply melted away, exposing a 

blue sky for the first time in eons... 



 

"It's a bloody miracle." Onlie bellowed at the newly formed clouds above. "All the cold 

is being replaced by the heat of a temperate zone." 

 

"I know all about stuff like that because I'm a scientist." She explained to no one at all, 

as she strolled across a freshly sprouting lawn. "I just wonder where all the heat is 

coming from."  

Onlie wasn't alone in her puzzlement. Aboard the K T Woo... 

 

...the bridge crew exclaimed their surprise... 



 

...as they watched the icy planet beneath them... 

 

...change from a celestial ball of snow, into... 

 



...a vaguely habitable world. Chester had seen it too, upon a remote monitor on Deck 

Seven. He now rushed towards a communication panel... 

 

But by the time he'd figured how to operate it, the planet had developed further still... 

 

And by the time he saw the lush green planet swimming serenely in the darkness of 

space, he'd already figured out an explanation. Well a partial explanation anyway... 

 

"Oi, Sheriff." He shouted, in an attempt the captain's attention. "I think I know what's 

happening. Clearly someone in the alternate Museum of Future Technology has been 



fiddling about with forces they don't fully understand. Probably a time machine or 

something similar. They're very fickle things, you know. Anyway, I figure that it 

somehow linked the alternate Earth with the planet below; probably via a trans-

dimensional wormhole. Then a slow process began. The climatic conditions of each 

world impinged upon the other. Or, to put it more plainly, the cold of this world 

swapped places with the heat of the other. The result: a frozen Earth; and a warm ice 

world." 

"Is there anything we can do about it?" Sinclair asked - not exactly enthusiastically: he 

really didn't want to rush around saving entire planets in a space ship that could barely 

fly. 

"I don't think so." Chester replied uncertainly. "I guess the only people who can fix this 

are the people who caused it - the useless gits." 

This was good news for Captain Sinclair Brooch. Now he could issue the order to break 

orbit and not feel really lousy with misplaced guilt. So he did... 

 

Epilogue 

Whilst the damaged star ship made best speed for home space; inside its sturdy hull, 

Margret and the Greenhorn Girls chatted with Chester as he went in search of a spare 

cabin... 

 



"Oh, Chester." Margret said as she came alongside. "The girls and I were discussing 

something. We all agreed that - what with you being an Earplug Brother - you would 

most likely have an answer to our question" 

Chester was intrigued. He also enjoyed being 'buttered-up' by pretty females. "Well I'll 

do my best." He said, rather self-importantly - or so thought Delia, as she tried to ignore 

the acidic aroma that emanated from the futuristic pissoire they'd just passed. "What is 

your question?" 

Margret then told him the tale of the Masters of Chronos. Of course Chester was no 

expert in temporal mechanics; but he had travelled through the museum's Tunnel 

Temporal on several occasions - before it went doo-lally and created a whole bunch of 

time storms. 

"Hmmm," he hummed as he plundered his memory banks, "I don't suppose you 

noticed any calculations that the Masters of Chronos had happened to have made, 

hmm?" 

Naturally Margret had not; but Poki quickly spoke up: "In the ante-room to the big 

brass Time Machine." She said. "I noticed some jottings on a sheet of papyrus. It was a 

long number. It looked like co-ordinates. Temporal ones, I imagine - it was written in 

red ink after all. The last series of digits read: Forty-Four Point Three Recurring." 

Chester nodded sagely at this information. "Oh, Forty-Four Point Three Recurring, 

was it? I don't think we'll be seeing anything of them again." 

Margret knew nothing of temporal co-ordinates: she was more into feather boas and 

illegal and potentially dangerous diet tablets. "Chester." She said with trepidation in 

her voice. "Where have they gone?" 

By chance - or cosmic design - at that very moment, but elsewhere and else when... 

 



...the Masters of Chronos found themselves shivering in the freezing blast of an arctic 

blizzard. 

"What the bloody hell is this?" Arch Duke Ferdinand bellowed above the keening wind. 

"It's supposed to be a sub-tropical paradise - not unlike certain areas of New Zealand!" 

Naturally his brother remained mute - knowing nothing and suffering from lips that 

had been frozen solid. So the Arch Duke turned his attention upon Nobby... 

 

"Nobby." He roared so loudly that the most junior member of the Masters of Chronos 

felt compelled to avert his gaze. "Would you care to repeat back to me the temporal co-

ordinates I gave you? The ones that you punched into the Time Machine's control 

panel?" 

Nobby found it hard to respond: already snow was compacting itself nicely inside his 

Guardian's helmet. But he did as he was bid. 

"What?" Arch Duke Ferdinand responded with a veritable scream of horror. "Forty-

Four Point Three Recurring? No, tell me it isn't true. Point Three Recurring is an 

incomplete fraction. Oh my god, don't you see what you've done? You've given the 

computer a task that it cannot complete. You've randomized the temporal targeting. We 

haven't gone into the past, where it's nice and warm: instead you've sent us into a 

random future. This looks like our ice-age plus three or four months of deepest winter. 

I'm telling you now, if we can't find our way to the Time Machine in this era, we're as 

good as dead." He then added: "Nobby, due to your incompetence, you are herewith 

cast out of the secret society. Go and never darken my door again. Or my igloo." 



Destroyed by the punishment dealt out to him by his uncle, Nobby cast aside his 

Guardian's helmet... 

 

...and walked away - into the storm... 

 

...never to be seen again. Or so his uncle hoped anyway. 

The End (until Time Shard Museum) 
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