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Prologue 

Eighteen months had passed since Buttox Barkingwell had quit her job at the Punting-

Modesty munitions facility... 

 

...in the mountain top kingdom of Lemon Stone... 

 

  



...before getting lost on the mountainside... 

 

...and stumbling into a subterranean tunnel... 

 

...which led her into the bowels of a version of the Museum of Future Technology... 

 

...that had been torn from the normal flow of space/time by a time storm caused by a 

fault in the Tunnel Temporal... 



 

...and deposited, at random, beneath the mountain's perma-ice. Buttox had 

subsequently summoned young, impressionable, earplugs to assist her as she tried to 

bring the frozen facility back to life... 

 

But now Buttox wanted to take her task one step further: she wanted to re-instate 'her' 

museum to full capability. She wanted to bring it to complete functionality: to open it to 

the public: to rival the 'proper' Museum of Future Technology'. And for that she needed 

help! 

Chapter One 

As she stood before a viewing window in the chronologically maladjusted Museum of 

Future Technology... 

 



...its accidental discoverer (and therefore sole curator) Buttox Barkingwell, came to a 

difficult decision. Although, during the eighteen months that she had been living in the 

vast edifice, she had visited almost every region and facet of the remarkable facility, 

which (had it been the chronologically correctly adjusted - and therefore the real - 

Museum of Future Technology) housed various artefacts from eras throughout future 

history; there were, she recognised, several areas that required extensive work carried 

out upon them, particularly if she wanted to open her 'home' to the public. In short, she 

realised, she would have to conduct an inspection of the structure and its contents and 

then plan a regime of repair works and reformation. To this end she went in search of 

her two co-habitants - the former Lemon Stone monastery monks, Zak Bravado and 

Bolah Googly... 

 

After blowing her Compadres Come Hither whistle several times she was thrilled to 

meet Zak and Bolah again after three weeks apart, following an explosive argument 

about the merits of soggy corn flakes and their place in an advanced and civilised 

society... 

 



As they hugged, old enmity evaporated. "What do you need, Buttox?" Zak offered. 

"You just have to speak - and your word is our command." Bolah added. 

Buttox told them of her plans. 

"Great." Zak exclaimed. "Something worthwhile to do. I must admit that I was 

growing increasingly bored here." 

"That's right." Bolah supported his co-ex-monk admirably. "We almost considered 

going back to the monastery and taking up our old jobs again." 

For a moment Buttox stood speechless. Instead of talking, she cast her mind back to the 

time when her two chums were professional wind-breakers... 

 

...for the Father Superior - Frank Corset... 

 

But she quickly got over her surprise. "Oh goodie." She said. "Follow me: we're gonna 

go inspect the building." 



 

Naturally Zak and Bolah were only too pleased to assist and duly slipped into line 

behind her as she traversed the high-gravity exhibit. 

 The first part of the structural examination was, obviously, the snowy exterior... 

 

"Oh flipping heck." Buttox moaned as they tramped through yet another fall of snow. 

"The place is in a right state. Golly, what a lot of work is required. Look at it: it’s 

ghastly - and so disheartening!" 

 

Feeling pig-sick, the trio of pink former ecclesiastical earplugs re-entered the museum... 



 

But when they checked out the unexplored seventh level, they were in for a nasty 

surprise... 

 

"We could lay some planks across the divide." Zak suggested. "And some rope to hang 

on to, of course." 

But, unlike Bolah, he hadn't noticed that several floors had also collapsed... 



 

"No." Bolah replied. "I don't think so. This is going to take some serious repair work. 

We're going to need skilled workers for this." 

Once back on reasonably safe ground, Buttox put on the magic hat that she had been 

gifted by some cork gods in the mountains, eighteen months earlier. She then made a 

decision... 

 

"It's the dead of winter." She reminded her shivering friends. "Down below us, in the 

pea-growing region, the soil is frozen solid. The pea farmers have nothing to do. They 

spend their days sitting around, morosely supping on vodka and oranges and crème de 

menthe. I intend to give them something to think about." 

With that she concentrated her mind upon a single thought. The magic hat then 

amplified that thought and broadcast it in the direction of the flatlands beneath the 

mountain range upon which Lemon Stone and the semi-buried museum stood... 



 

Zak and Bolah were astonished. "She's using her god given talent of hypnosis." Zak 

yelled into the silence. 

"Cripes." Bolah replied loudly. "She's taking control of people's minds. Lots of people: 

and at a distance too!" 

"Do you think it'll work?" Zak inquired. 

"Look at how much the magic hat is glowing." Bolah answered. "If that's an accurate 

representation of its power, I'd have to say 'yes'!" 

Of course Bolah couldn't have imagined just how powerful Buttox's mental summons 

was. Far away - much farther away than the pea-growing region at the foot of the 

mountain - its effect was being felt... 

 

"Argh." Earplugs would cry. "I sense my individuality being compromised. Something 

is making me want to do something vague and uncertain: and I'm unable to resist!" 

Far beyond the frozen pea-growing country below the mountain range, winter held a 

small industrialised encampment of metal-working wanderers in its icy grasp... 



 

Doing the washing up, in the upper floor 'washing up' room of his temporary mud 

home, Phelonious Parp wondered where he was going to place so much clean crockery... 

 

"I dunno." He mumbled to himself. "I wish I'd never invited the guys over for a wild 

plugmutt feast last night: not one of the idle bleeders bothered to take their dirty plates 

home with them afterwards. And as regards the cutlery...well!" 

But then he said no more, because at that moment a sensation passed through him that 

left him feeling decidedly discombobulated. A very similar sensation had struck his 

closest neighbour, Abuja Wuja, who quickly raced from his equally temporary mud 

home... 

 



In the washing up room, Phelonious heard the doorbell chime insistently... 

 

"Ooh," he said, "I wonder who that could be, this time of year? The post isn't due until 

the spring thaw." Calling out, he...er...called: "Coming." 

Moments later he was answering the door... 

 

"Phelonious." Abuja blurted, by way of welcome. "Please tell me that you felt a 

sensation that left you discombobulated." 

Meanwhile, ever farther away, upon a dusty plain beside a briny lake... 



 

...dawn was yet to break upon the strange conical home of former teenaged heart-throb 

and disco drumming sensation, Hambledon Bohannon. But that didn't stop Hambledon 

from rising before the sun and 'getting down' to some classic disco grooves... 

 

...such as 'What Becomes of the Broken Winded' and "Everybody Slap Their Disco 

Thighs'. But even great rhythm makers are not immune to discombobulating 

sensations; and moments later the stylus had been ripped from the vinyl and 

Hambledon had rushed onto the dusty plain... 



 

"Er." He said into the silence of early dawn. "What am I doing out here?" 

Whilst Hambledon struggled to gather his wits, high in the mountains, not far from 

Lemon Stone, the Abyssal Hotel hung on the edge of a snowy...um... abyss... 

 

Being a very scary place, few earplugs dared take a room there. But there were just 

enough daring clientele to keep the business solvent. Two such brave souls were 

Celestine Kakawhetties and her husband, Sinbad. At that moment they were enjoying a 

conversation about an art work by the Museum of Future Technology's most reviled 

artist, Anton Twerp... 



 

"It's a mountain, stupid." Celestine snarled at Sinbad. 

Sinbad could see where his wife was coming from, but he had other ideas. "I can see 

where you're coming from, you dozy moron." He growled menacingly. "But I've got 

other ideas. It's a speeding locomotive coming almost straight at the viewer." 

Celestine was about to deliver a verbal riposte of devastating complexity, when 

suddenly the ceiling seemed to glow blue and dip alarmingly... 

 

But of course it didn't really: it was merely the visual representation of Buttox's 

mesmeric wave. 

It would seem reasonable enough to expect such a powerful force to exhaust itself with 

distance; and this is what Buttox's mental power did indeed do; but not before its 

ethereal outer edges brushed faintly against the mighty flanks of the original Museum 

of Future Technology... 



 

...where, today, the Robot Ticket Collector was waiting for the arrival of the first visitor. 

But the first visitor was the Buttox Thought; and it struck the one person inside the 

museum that was sensitive to the ebb and flow of time's river: the time-manipulating 

oddity named Gobby. And it struck whilst he was in conversation with his next door 

neighbour, Vincent Van Plop... 

 

"Yeech, Vincent." He squealed. "Something is happening. I'm in contact with a Time 

Shard. Excuse me whilst I make off to tell someone all about it." 

Meanwhile Zak and Bolah were having problems with the over-worked emergency 

diesel generator... 

 



"I think it's on its last legs." Bolah said as he tinkered bravely. 

Zak had just screwed the fuel tank cap back on. He delivered the bad news: "And we're 

nearly out of fuel too." 

So, with nothing more that could be done in the generator shed, the two engineers 

retired to the maintenance suite... 

 

...where the read-outs told a miserable tale.  

"Do you think this story will have a happy ending, Bolah?" Zak inquired. 

As if in reply, the main panel turned the metaphorical page to the next metaphysical 

chapter... 

 

"Oh bum." Bolah yelled. "The generator has failed: we're on Desperate Situation 

battery power!" 

Zak fought down the urge to gag. "When that fails we'll be down to igniting our own 

farts for heat. Unless we think of something really quickly, Buttox Barkingwell's dream 

of opening this Time Shard Museum of Future Technology will die with the dimming of 

the lights!"  



Chapter Two 

 It was in a fit of near despair that Zak and Bolah departed the maintenance suite... 

 

Especially when they realised that the roof above the generator shed and adjacent 

buildings was already icing over... 

 

But, as they made their way down rapidly cooling corridors... 

 



...they began discussing a piece of equipment that they had found early on in their life in 

the long-lost facility. And the more they spoke of it, the more it seemed to make sense. 

So, a short while later, Buttox received a call from them... 

 

"Hello?" She replied to the Communi-shout XL5's urgent jangling. "Can you make it 

quick: it's getting terribly cold in here; and I'm afraid I accidentally left my furry 

knickers hanging on the back of my wardrobe door." 

"Buttox." Zak's voice crackled from the speaker. "Get yourself down to Level Six; Area 

Fifty-One: Bolah and I think we might have found the answer to our prayers." 

Well Buttox didn't waste a second asking questions; she merely hoisted her imaginary 

skirts and high-tailed it out of there. 

Five minutes later Zak and Bolah were demonstrating their find to Buttox... 

 

"All we need," Zak wheezed, as he lay upon his back with his bottom half inside the 

strange brass machine of unknown origin, "are earplugs who are happy to lay about all 

day, whilst eating food that is both delicious and extremely efficient at creating 

intestinal gas." 

"You mean..." Buttox began hesitantly, "...that this might possibly be the legendary 

Farting Machine of the Fifty-fifth century - a time when all energy sources on Earth will 

have been exhausted and all that there will be left are a few cabbages and some pickled 

gherkins, which, in turn, will facilitate Earplugdom's survival, by the simple expediency 



of harnessing the power of silicon lifeforms' gaseous emissions and converting them into 

usable energy?" 

"Reckon so." Bolah answered. "And in doing so will resurrect our great civilisation." 

"Cor!" Buttox replied. Then she added: "Lummy, that's great. Do you think it'll 

work?" 

"All the plumbing's in place." Zak answered. "All we need is a bunch of curry-eating 

couch potatoes, who spend their days watching daytime TV, such as the Germy Vile 

Show - and we're home and dry." 

Buttox didn't reply. She fell into a dark, brooding silence... 

 

Eventually she placed the magic hat upon her dainty green head and said: "Right: I'll 

put out a call." 

At exactly the same time, inside their room within the Abyssal Hotel... 

 



...Celestine and Sinbad Kakawhetties were putting aside their differences and were 

trying to make sense of the mental summons that was drawing them away from their 

comfortable (and expensive) suite. They were doing so by means of denial. By ignoring 

the call and speaking instead of inconsequential stuff, such as the gardeners outside, 

who were arguing over the location of some carrots they'd seen growing during the 

autumn, but which had since disappeared beneath the winter snows... 

 

"What a bunch of wallies." Celestine quipped. 

"Perhaps we should give them a helping hand." Sinbad suggested. 

Celestine thought it a great idea: it would take their minds off the mental gnawing 

inside their brains. 

"Excellent plan, Sinbad." She said pleasantly - possibly for the first time in years. 

"Let's go." 

 

But as they headed for the door they both knew, with an utter certainty, that they would 

never find those missing carrots: instead they would march to some distant place that 

neither of them had ever heard of. 

And earlier in the day, a certain cork, by the name of Hambledon Bohannon, fought to 

remain in his beloved dusty scrubland that bordered the briny lake and a bit of desert... 



 

He looked at the misty waters in which he swam, washed, and sometimes had a wee... 

 

...and tried to hang on to his sanity. But eventually his weakening will succumbed and 

he cried out... 

 

..."Oh bum: it's gonna be soooo cold in the snow. And I never did get around to darning 

that hole in my sock!" 

 Meanwhile, in the wandering metal workers encampment... 



 

...the breakfast fires were burning in earnest. But for some - those being the silicon life 

forms that had been touched by the Buttox Thought - breakfast was a forgotten 

irrelevance... 

 

"Look, I'm not going to debate the point anymore." Abuja Wuja snapped. "It's bloody 

cold, standing here on your non-existent doorstep. Can I come in?" 

"Oh, I'm sorry." Phelonious Parp apologised. "I wasn't thinking. My only excuse is that 

I've been completely discombobulated; whereas you only seem to have been mildly 

affected. Of course, come in, by all means." 

A nanosecond later... 

 



"We're going to have to go, you know." Abuja stated bluntly. "It’s not like we have any 

choice in the matter." 

"If we don't," Phelonious dared speak the words he most feared, "do you think it likely 

that we'll go mad? Quite mad, do you hear me? As mad as a mad plugmutt in the 

rutting season?" 

But before Abuja could respond with: "Absolutely: stark staring bonkers. We'll 

probably be carried off with our underpants on our heads or something equally 

ghastly." the doorbell chimed unexpectedly... 

 

"Ooh, who do you think that is?" Phelonious inquired. 

"Earplugs in white coats, I don't doubt." Abuja replied. "Open the door and find out." 

Moments later... 

 

"Sorry to barge in on you folks." The dusty plain cork said by way of introduction. 

"But I'm Hambledon Bohannon. You might remember me from the Hit Parade charts 

of a few years ago. I had a smash hit with the hard driving disco stompers, Nose 

Punching Music and Everybody Dodge the Squashed Pork Pie." 

"Sorry, never heard of you." A slightly aggrieved Phelonious replied. "And I don't like 

disco music: it gives me piles." 



"Oh, I'm sorry to hear that." A disappointed Hambledon responded. "Fortunately I 

didn't bring my boom box with me, so I can't subject you to the horrors of my insistent 

groove and irresistible rhythms. But that's not why I'm here." 

 

Hambledon then continued: "You must have felt that pulse of unreasoning desire 

recently." 

"Might have done." Abuja responded in a sort of non-committed manner. "What about 

it?" 

"Well aren’t you going to succumb to your urges?" A surprised Hambledon replied. 

"And, more importantly, aren't you going to do it whilst wearing snow shoes - which, I 

might add, I don't have any of?" 

Of course, in the chronologically broken off version of the Museum of Future 

Technology, Buttox was unaware of the angst wrought by her blanket psychic summons 

of earlier in the morning. She was too engrossed in searching the 'mentalsphere' for 

some weak-willed souls with the tiny brains of a single-celled proto-creature and the 

digestive system of a deep-sea leviathan.  And it was proving hard work... 

 

 In fact it was so difficult for Buttox that her hat began to slip off the back of her head. 

But this proved serendipitous because it unlocked hitherto unsuspected areas within her 

brain. And in a split second... 



 

...the hat glowed with an incandescent inner light; and Buttox's eyes matched it photon 

for photon! 

Far, far away, in a stupid country (with a welfare system that was so generous that 

several generations of its more moronic inhabitants discovered that they were better off 

out of work, rather than in employment) four slobs slouched on a pair of sofas whilst 

watching an old black and white movie entitled 'The Trees Have Eyes'... 

 

It was a very old film, full of long 'talky' bits and endless verbal exposition... 

 

But right in the middle of a long piece of dramatic dialogue, delivered by one of the 

titular trees, most of which those watching couldn't follow, something unexpected 

happened... 



 

"Flipping heck." The bespectacled and undoubtedly sharpest-witted individual of the 

watching foursome yelled, as he spat out a finger-sized, ketchup-coated French fry. 

"What's that?" 

But, of course, he received no reply: his chums were already mesmerised. And moments 

later D'Nefarious Berk went the same way. And when they'd pushed aside all the 

cardboard packaging of the fast-food meal they'd just rammed down their foul gullets, 

D'Nefarious; his girlfriend - Freda Conk; and her two half-brothers - Clem Borstal and 

Numpty Dingbat, had dragged themselves off the sofas and had turned away... 

 

...which was a shame, because one of them accidentally trod upon the TV remote 

control; and The Trees Have Eyes was replaced with an exciting episode of 'Next Stop: 

The Stars!’ starring Chuck Winker... 

. 



So, as the foursome tried to figure out which way to turn the door handle, before they 

actually reached the door, and thus save themselves precious potential eating time... 

 

...a deadly missile had been launched against the heroes of the show... 

 

Fortunately the TV had a self-timer that no one possessed the intellect to disable. So 

instead of bursting into flames several hours after its owner's departure, it would 

quietly switch itself off.  

 Farther away, in the proper Museum of Future Technology, Gobby felt compelled to 

share his knowledge with the one group of earplugs who might know what to do with it: 

the Earplug Brothers. But when he told them the news, they were shocked... 

 



"That's not good, Gobby, man." Eldest brother, Rudi, replied. 

"Right on, bro." Second eldest, Valentine added. "This museum had to hold a lottery, 

just to stay solvent. Money's too tight to have a rival sucking away our potential 

customers. Know what I mean?" 

"Especially a time shard version of this place." Miles complained.  

"It’s almost like cannibalism." Magnuss observed wryly. 

"Yeah," Chester, the slightly younger twin to Miles, yelled. "You have to do something 

about it!" 

"What?" An astonished Gobby retorted. "But you're the Earplug Brothers: it's 

your...your job...to save the Museum of Future Technology - over and over again if 

necessary. I thought that if I took you to where this psychic wave originated - you could 

fix the situation." 

"Sorry, Gobby, man." Rudi smiled wanly. "But we're off on a fund raising trip across 

the galaxy aboard the Chi-Z-Sox. This one's down to you. Good luck." 

Meanwhile, back in the wandering metal workers encampment, Hambledon, 

Phelonious, and Abuja had taken their conversation outside... 

 

"Look," Hambledon said urgently, "I might be the out-of-towner here, but I can see the 

situation from another perspective. Whatever task we've been called upon to perform, 

we can only accomplish it in huge numbers. In short, we need help. Surely someone else 

got the message? I'm gonna knock on this guy's flimsy door." 



 

So he did; and it was as if the occupants of the mud hut had been waiting for their cue. 

No sooner had Hambledon removed his huge fist from the door frame, when Gladstone 

Pickett and his End Cap apprentice, Reggie Snowblind, appeared... 

 

"Oh, you felt it too, huh?" Reggie said. 

"Reggie." Gladstone snapped. "I told you to admit nothing." 

Hambledon wasn't in the mood for discussion: "Are you in...or not? But before you 

answer that, don't forget that the nagging to leave this place is unlikely to lessen with 

time. It's a siren song: you can't ignore it. I know about this sort of thing: I was a disco 

music producer." 

"Yeah, yeah, alright." Gladstone replied begrudgingly. "Give us five minutes to sort out 

our thermal underwear and we'll be with you." 

Hambledon and the others realised that they too would require winter equipment; and 

as they disappeared inside Phelonious's hovel to 'kit-up', Gladstone and Reggie spotted 

a passing polystyrene blob... 



 

"It's Culvert Runniegger." Gladstone whispered. "Say nothing." 

"Hi, guys." The miserable-looking polystyrene blob grumbled. "My house just fell into 

a sink hole: can I come live with you?" 

The response was an unequivocal, "No: sod off, you ugly git!" But since he had no home 

of his own anymore, Culvert chose to accompany the others as they set out upon their 

trek to find the Time Shard Museum of Future Technology... 

 

"Hey." He called from the back. "This could be fun." 

 Elsewhere, on the vast pea-farming plain, earplugs, drawn by the Buttox Thought, 

trudged onwards bravely and resolutely... 



 

Though some tended to fall out with each other and bicker occasionally... 

 

But the Kakawhetties, Celestine and Sinbad, found a means to circumvent the need to 

wear out their shoe leather. Yes; they had found a sledge; and so sledged down the 

mountain towards their destination... 

 

Although Sinbad was unused to sledge steering, Celestine had full confidence in her 

husband's ability to control the bucking device... 



 

"You're very good at this, Sinbad." She shouted above the rush of the wind. "Is your 

apparent ability innate or learned?" 

"Who cares?" Sinbad bellowed his reply... 

 

..."Just keep those map co-ordinates coming!" 

And so it continued until they found level ground and a street of Living Pods... 

 



But despite some increasingly desperate knocking on a Living Pod door or two... 

 

...Celestine and Sinbad had no choice but to accept the fact that the entire street had 

been deserted. And when they reached the mud huts of the wandering metal workers... 

 

...with their doors wide open to the winter weather... 

 

...and despite an extensive search that included the roof terraces and washing-up 

rooms... 



 

...all that Celestine could think of to say was: "Where the heck is everyone?" 

"Well," Sinbad replied, as he stared out upon a snowy vista, "I suppose they might be 

going the same way as us." 

"That's a thought." Celestine said...er...thoughtfully. "Perhaps we can follow their 

tracks. It would certainly solve my dreadful map reading problems. Come on, Sinbad... 

 

...let's go!"  

Farther away, Hambledon and his new-found friends trudged on like a bunch of 

brainless automatons... 

 



And even more distant, the equally brainless (but for different reasons) Germy Vile 

Show fans encountered a river... 

 

"Uur, I aint never seen one of them before, Babes." Freda Conk whined in a really 

annoying voice. "What is it?" 

Her slightly more intelligent boyfriend, D’Nefarious Berk, looked at the slowly flowing 

waters. "It's wet." He answered. "A bit like a bath, but colder, with no taps or a plug 

hole; but with fish and weeds in it." 

Freda had to think about that. After a few minutes the dawn light had improved enough 

for her to take out her Far-See Monocle and put it to her good eye... 

 

After looking around a bit, she said: "I don't like baths: can we get 'round it? There's 

some of them tree things over the way. And some white stuff falling on it. It looks 

pretty: I wanna see it up close." 



So, after discovering a small stone bridge, the four idiots found themselves encountering 

something that they'd only ever seen on TV... 

 

Clem Borstal took point and quickly led the others from the line of trees that Freda had 

spotted... 

 

...which didn't please D’Nefarious one bit because he'd noticed that the snow lay slightly 

less deep beneath the tree's outstretched branches. But Numpty Dingbat didn't mind 

where Clem led them, just as long as he could follow Freda and watch her huge bottom 

wiggle from side to side as she tramped through the snow. Only moments later, though, 

D’Nefarious cheered up... 

 

...when he spotted a track-side rocket sled sales outlet. So, using the last of his state 

benefits payment, he purchased the lowest specification model available; and before 

long... 



 

...the four of them were crossing country in style. And they continued to... 

 

...when they encountered ascents that would have foiled a normal gravity-driven sled. 

But it was when the downhills came along that the sled really shone... 

 

"Whee!" They all cried, like the witless morons they were; except Clem, who said: 

"Ugh, has this thing got a toilet or something? I wanna have a wee." 

 As the Family Slob disappeared into the distance, the Rocket Sled Sales plug sighed... 



 

...and wondered what could be so important that it had yanked four couch potatoes 

from their couch and thrust them onto the winter-swept pea-farming plain. Not that he 

cared, of course: their money was as good as anyone's - even if it had come from 

government coffers. 

Chapter Three 

Meanwhile, Zak Bravado and Bolah Googlie had realised that without copious amounts 

of curry and chips, any slobbish arrivals would quickly grow hungry and might turn 

violent. So, without further ado, they dashed from the Time Shard Museum... 

 

...into a recently renovated tunnel... 

 



...that would carry them to the artisan's region of the mountain-top citadel of Lemon 

Stone... 

 

And if they knew just how many earplugs were currently en route to their mountain-

side home... 

 

...they would have redoubled their efforts. Even a bunch of conjoined twins had 

attempted the journey... 

 

Meanwhile Celestine and Sinbad had made good progress... 



 

In fact they had made excellent progress. Celestine's map-reading had come along in 

leaps and bounds, which, indeed so had Celestine and Sinbad. In fact, so leapy and 

boundy had they been that they had overtaken those they were supposedly following... 

 

Abuja Wuja was the first to spot them... 

 

"Who the heck are you - blocking our way to our ultimate destination, you evil scum?" 

"Would your destination happen to be some mysterious place that has no name?" 

Sinbad inquired. 



Abuja hadn't really given their destination much thought. "Yeah, I suppose so." He 

answered after a few seconds' thought. "Do you fancy joining us? They say there's 

safety in numbers, you know." 

This was just the invitation that Celestine had hoped for; and seconds later, two parties 

became one... 

 

All the while, Gobby had finally made it on to the wide open plain... 

 

...where he was stunned to see an exodus of earplugs - all heading in the same 

direction... 

 

...that being away from him. 



"Do I smell, or something?" He asked himself. Then reason took over: "I think I might 

follow them." He mumbled. "It could be educational." 

Meanwhile Zak and Bolah were coming ever closer to their particular destination... 

 

Quickly they moved through the Artisan's Area of Lemon Stone... 

 

And in moments stood before the titular owner of the only curry house in town - Phatti 

Muk. 

 



"Hi, Mister Muk." Zak said cheerily. "We have a proposition for you." 

Naturally Phatti thought they were demanding protection money. "Sod off." He 

snarled. "You'll not get a Plugento out of me, you parasites." 

But he cheered up when... 

 

...Bolah explained that Buttox wanted every bowl of curry he could produce; and was 

willing to pay the best price for it - as long as it contained ingredients that increased 

intestinal gas to plague proportions. 

And as the deal was struck, the four couch potatoes continued to rocket along...  

 

...up and down dale and across vast plateaus... 



 

But when, at last, the fuel ran out; and the idle slobs were forced to use their feet again, 

Freda took out her monocle... 

 

...and spotted an ancient building, to which someone had attached an informative sign... 

 

"Arse." She bellowed. "We could'a caught the transfer conduit here. We didn't need to 

blow our welfare cheque on that rocket sled. D'Nefarious Berk: you're a berk!" 

 The really good aspect of Gobby's limited control of time was his ability to jump 

forward through the monotonously dull moments of his journey to find the source of the 

Buttox Thought. So when he arrived, it was almost instantaneously. Well actually it was 

absolutely instantaneously... 



 

And he recognised his surroundings almost as instantaneously... 

 

"Ah," he said, "the northern edge out-buildings of the Museum of Future Technology. 

Now that strange temporal sensation makes perfect sense to me: clearly this is the result 

of a time storm. This is a moment of the museum's existence incarnate. Also clear is the 

threat that this alternate museum poses to my home. The Earplug Brothers were right: 

this must be stopped. And it’s my job to do it." 

Had Gobby looked around at that moment, he would have seen the arrival of more 

earplugs... 

 



"Come on, you lot." Some would call to others. "No stragglers. We're almost there. 

Hopefully they'll have a lavatory or two. Ones with toilet bowls that have been thawed 

out!" 

He would also have witnessed other earplugs on the edge of exhaustion or as drunk as 

Lords... 

 

...who would regularly fall upon their faces and mumble, incoherently, into the snow. 

By coincidence, a short distance away, Reggie Snowblind proved the inaccuracy of his 

family name... 

 

...by spotting something rather large, looming out of the swirling snow. 

"Hey, guys." He shouted. "There's something rather large, looming out of the swirling 

snow." 

Moments later he was joined by the others... 



 

"By the Saint of All Earplugs." Hambledon bellowed. "That looks like the Museum of 

Future Technology!" 

"Don't be stupid." Culvert Runniegger snapped. "Let's head for that warm, inviting, 

trades entrance... 

 

...and I'll prove just how ridiculous your statement is. You can kick me up the arse if 

I'm wrong." 

Five minutes later... 

 



"Okay, Hambledon." Culvert whispered as Buttox Barkingwell welcomed them into the 

building. "You win: when and where would you want me to bend over?" 

But Hambledon wasn't listening: he was hanging on Buttox's every word... 

 

"Welcome to the Time Shard Museum of Future Technology." She said. "I have 

summoned you here to help me rebuild this great edifice... 

 

...so that, one day, it might rival the original museum. It will take hard work and 

dedication. If any of you have doubts, you may leave now - where you can die in the 

freezing conditions outside. Any questions?" 

"Sinbad." Celestine whispered to her husband. "Ask her about the toilets: I'm 

busting." 

Buttox's keen ears caught Celestine's desperate demand. "Follow me." She instructed 

them all... 

 



..."Our lavatories are of the futuristic kind. The water is warmed by microwaves 

beneath the rim; and the toilet tissue is out of this world!" 

 A short while later the welfare cheats...er...dependants...arrived at the trade entrance... 

 

"Ugh, I guess we're here." Numpty Dingbat stated the obvious. Then he stretched his 

moribund mind beyond its normal tolerances by adding: "How we gonna get inside? 

"We could kick the door in." Clem Borstal suggested. 

"Mightn't that hurt?" Freda asked/suggested. 

"I know." D'Nefarious yelled triumphantly. "Let's shout - and keep shouting - until 

someone comes to see what all the noise is about." 

So they did; and before long Buttox made her presence known... 

 

"Hello." She said through a warm, inviting smile. "Do you happen to like curry and 

kebabs?" 

Naturally the answer came in the affirmative; and a few minutes later the new arrivals 

were enjoying a ride on a very fast and incredibly futuristic airport-style travellator... 



 

...which carried them to the recently installed Farting Machine... 

 

"Wow." Freda exclaimed, as her eyes alighted upon the huge, shiny, brass-coloured 

device. "That looks...uh...kinda...wow!"  

"That is your new abode." Buttox informed them. Then she had to tell them what 

'abode' meant. She was about to add: "It is also your place of work." But before the 

words could form upon her lips, she realised that if she used the dirtiest word in the 

world, they might run, screaming in horror, for the hills. So, instead, she said: "There's 

nice couch; a TV; microwave oven; Wi-Fi; and a family bathroom." Then, as an 

afterthought, she mentioned the word 'fart'. "You do produce botty-bugles, I suppose?" 

She finished. 

In answer, Freda proved her worth... 



 

"Yeah: guess so." She said. "Wow, aint that something, boys? I'm good at something. I 

aint a complete burden to everyone what knows me. I can guff on command!" 

Freda was even more joyous when Buttox showed the machine to her... 

 

And Numpty couldn't wait to climb inside it. So whilst the delighted Freda and the 

bemused D'Nefarious looked on, he joined Clem... 

 

"Hey," he cried out, "this is great. And it's real comfy too." 



So it was a self-satisfied Buttox who slipped away to attend other matters... 

 

Buttox wasn't the only earplug in the museum who was happy at that particular 

moment. Zak and Bolah were pretty pleased too - as they watched the slobbish wind-

breakers cause the museum's energy levels to rise... 

 

"Look at those energy levels rise." Bolah urged Zak. "If I wasn't a former monk, I 

think I might think about getting excited." 

But when they checked the external monitor, which showed the recently formed ice 

cover above them, weaken... 



 

...both of them grew positively gleeful... 

 

But, of course, their joy couldn't last. More and more earplugs were finding their way to 

the Time Shard Museum... 

 

...which meant that, once again, they had to make the long trip to Phatti Muk's 

restaurant... 



 

"You want more?" The cheerful restaurant owner exclaimed. "That's wonderful. But it 

does mean that I'll have to take on a couple more chefs, which, in turn will require a 

renegotiation of the price." 

"It's not our money." Zak smiled at a problem that he didn't believe existed. 

"It's Buttox's." Bolah exclaimed. "She received a healthy pay out from the Punting-

Modesty Munitions Company when she blackmailed them about some patent 

infractions they made when designing an armoured attack scooter." 

Phatti didn't know what to say. So he fell back on his innate professionalism. "Flipping 

heck." He yelled. "The price just doubled!" 

A half-hour later Zak and Bolah were back in the museum. Or, to be more precise, they 

were in the Grand Hall, with Buttox, as a wave of new-arrivals...ah...arrived... 

 

Buttox immediately visualised the photograph that might appear on the cover of the 

Lemon Stone Evening News... 



 

This, in turn, inspired her to invite Phatti to speak with her... 

 

"Phatti," she said, "you're profiteering. That is illegal. If you don't drop your 

exorbitant price by ninety-five per cent, I'll go to the papers. It'll mean that your 

restaurant will be investigated. Of course they'll discover that you've been using illegal 

immigrants to wash your dishes; pick your mushrooms; and carry out the garbage cans 

at night. So...do we have a deal?"  

Whilst Phatti mulled over Buttox's kind offer, Zak and Bolah were showing the over-

spill of arrivals to temporary quarters in the old Fort Balderdash exhibit... 



 

...which didn't exactly thrill them - or the arrivals either... 

 

...who considered the run-down facility to be a right dump - especially when it was 

discovered that the rusty key didn't fit the lock to the Officer's Quarters. But little did 

they know - they were the lucky ones. And the reason for that was because all the other 

accommodation was located upon Levels Eight and below, which was either badly 

damaged when the Time Shard Museum was cast out of its proper place in space/time 

and into the side of the mountain; or had ceased to exist. The result of this omission 

meant that the only other location in which earplugs could reasonably be expected to 

reside for any length of time was the exhibit from the future era in which religious 

fundamentalism demanded that everyone give up their fabulous technology and go live 

in a house made of dung. Amongst the crowd Buttox recognised two retired pea farmers 

- George and Edie Greenshuck... 



 

...whom she knew to be upstanding citizens, from their visits to the monastery with gifts 

of used pea shucks, which the nuns fermented and turned into powerful alcoholic 

beverages for the Father Superior. 

"Hey, George; Edie; it's me: Buttox Barkingwell." She said above the hub-bub. "How'd 

you like to work for me?" 

"Sure, you green-haired beauty." George replied. "What were you thinking of offering 

us?" 

Well the immediate task Buttox gave them was one of marshalling - earplugs into the 

communal dung house that is... 

 

"Come along, males and females." Edie called out. "Walk this way. Nose bungs will be 

provided at the door." 

And George... 



 

...offered them counselling: "Dung never did no one no harm." He would say sagely. "I 

grew many a happy pea bush in the stuff." 

Edie... 

 

...discovered that if she sang opera, earplugs were far more likely to dive inside the 

dung-dome - just to escape the noise. Sadly, in their roles as ushers, Zak and Bolah 

didn't have that luxury. But, within a short while almost everyone were safely 

ensconced... 

 



...where Phatti was asked if he could actually put some curry paste in his curries... 

 

But still more earplugs came pouring in from the plain. With the Dung House full, the 

new arrivals could only be housed in... 

 

...the Defence Fighter Hangar... 

 

Chapter Four 

Increasing numbers had Zak and Bolah hurrying back to the Phatti Muk restaurant for 

anything edible... 



 

"This damned food is so heavy." Bolah complained. "The self-heating containers weigh 

a ton too. And the family sized plates are just so cumbersome. Do you have something in 

which we can wheel them back to the museum?" 

"Not 'wheel' exactly." Phatti replied. "But, for a reasonable sum, I think I can lend you 

something to get it all back home in one journey." 

"We'll take it." Zak replied. 

So, a few minutes after departing the restaurant with the latest load... 

 

"A boat." Bolah complained bitterly. "We rented a boat - in the mountains - during 

winter. Zak - our lives are out of control: I'm considering going back to the monastery." 

But Zak refused to become despondent. "Bolah, you silly monk." He said good-

naturedly. "It's a boat: we'll float it down the mountain stream. We can pull over to the 

bank when we spot the museum." 

It was a brilliant idea. Genius, even. But Zak had forgotten one important fact... 



 

"Who's a silly monk then?" Bolah said through a smile; his woes forgotten in the 

moment of his friend's foolishness. "You've been indoors too long, Zak: it's winter; the 

stream is frozen." 

But Zak wouldn't countenance defeat. "Come on, Bolah: Let's push." 

 

Initially their monkish sandals could gain no purchase... 

 



But working in unison - swaying their hips in perfect rhythm - they were rewarded with 

forward motion... 

 

"Next stop," Zak called out triumphantly, "the false Museum of Future Technology!" 

Further down, on the colder, Northern, side of the mountain, George and Edie 

Greenshuck had taken the job of doorkeeper... 

 

"Oh, George." Edie said as the snow built up around her nether regions, "I'm afraid 

that my ageing backside has turned to stone. Can we go inside to warm up with a nice 

cup of green tea and a couple of cheesy biscuits?" 

George's bum wasn't any warmer, despite wearing three layers of long johns and a hot 

water bottle down his trousers. "Yeah, good idea." He grunted. 

So, moments later... 



 

...they took one last look around, before disappearing inside. Of course their aged eyes 

had missed, completely, the sight of Gobby hiding behind a snowdrift. And as the door 

swung shut behind them, Gobby was there... 

 

...with a Tuti Stop in his hand, which he pushed on to the door frame to stop the door 

from closing. From there it was simplicity itself for the time traveller to slip inside, 

where he spotted new arrivals being shown their quarters in the Defence Fighter 

hangar... 

 



After only a few moments study, Gobby felt sure that he'd seen enough. "Time to go, 

methinks." He whispered to himself. "Action is what's required now. Explosive action." 

So, without a moment's hesitation, Gobby raced back to the 'proper' Museum of Future 

Technology. After a quick visit to the toilet he hurried to an old hanger, in which the 

scavenged parts of the late and lamented Spaceship Number Fifteen had been 

mothballed, hopefully for future use. Amongst those parts that had survived the 

Sentinel Robot attacks during the second Battle for the Museum of Future Technology, 

was the experimental Scout Craft. It's pilots, Atcherly Speekin and Quentin Hearthrob, 

had been busy reconstructing their vessel for the past few months, and now decreed that 

it was 'almost ready to fly again'... 

 

"Hello." He called out above the noise of advanced angle grinders and futuristic orbital 

sanders. "Can you stop for a moment: I want to make you an offer?" 

 

Naturally Atcherly and Quentin associated the word 'offer' with the concept of financial 

gain. 

"Is that right?" Atcherly said from his elevated position upon the almost-complete 

scout craft. 



"Tell us more." Quentin urged, as he dropped to the floor beside Gobby. 

"I want to offer you significant munitions and an opportunity at immortalism." Gobby 

replied - though he wasn't entirely certain that the word 'immortalism' actually existed. 

"Do you mean immortality?" Atcherly inadvertently corrected him. 

Gobby considered going back fifteen seconds in time and trying his opening gambit 

again. But he was tired and couldn't be bothered. "Yes." He replied. "The three of you -

 those being you two and your fabulous flying machine - are in a unique position. 

Fiscally speaking, you can save the place you currently call home." 

"Is that so?" Atcherly inquired as he flipped the canopy open... 

 

"You want to fly this thing again, don't you?" Gobby argued, despite the fact that no 

one was arguing back. "Park your arses in the cockpit." He instructed as he hopped 

aboard... 

 

"Now imagine yourselves whooshing between white-capped mountains and unleashing 

the latest high-tech, high explosive, smart energy bolts. Sound like fun?" 



"You can do that?" Quentin asked - his tone rather doubtful. "You can get us weapons 

of mass destruction?" 

To which Gobby replied: "I'm Gobby: I've been tasked to save the museum by none 

other than the Earplug Brothers. I can do pretty much anything. Now put on your 

helmets and get the motors started: time is of the essence." 

Unfortunately both Atcherly and Quentin had been to the Cafe Puke just prior to 

starting work on their scout craft. They had both endured a café cortado, which had 

been laced with white spirit or some other cheap alcohol based additive. The result was 

an inability to tell the difference between the flying helmet and... 

 

...the novelty sombrero. 

Gobby recognised the signs. He sighed. "No, you sodding morons. Flying helmets: 

helmets for flying in!" 

 Sadly the effects of the cheap alcohol continued as the pilot-pair ditched their 

sombreros and replaced them with... 

 

"What the heck are those?" Gobby exclaimed. 

"Crooners hats, I guess." Atcherly answered. "From the swing era." 



With that he and Quentin broke into a vaguely nauseating version of the swing era 

classic, 'Stranglers in the Night'. But they quickly stopped when they saw how annoyed 

Gobby was becoming. Then a quick swap of hats... 

 

...had Gobby saying: "Close - but no banana." 

And another lightning exchange of headwear... 

 

...made Gobby spin upon his heel and walk away. 

"If you're not going to take this mission seriously," he grumbled, "I'll go hire someone 

else. The Punting-Modesty XL5 Face-Puncher is almost air-worthy, or so I've heard." 

Unaware that the XL5's pilot, Valentine Earplug, was on a fund-raising tour of the 

galaxy, both Atcherly and Quentin feared that they were about to lose a wonderful 

opportunity to return to the air for the first time since their aerial polar exploration of 

Worstworld and a triumphant dogfight with a Space Pirate Attack Craft, so long ago. 

In a split second both pilots had dashed to intercept the departing Gobby. But more 

importantly, they were wearing their proper flying helmets... 



 

"Gentleplugs," Gobby said quietly, "you may begin your pre-flight checks: I'll have the 

Seventh Cavalry deliver the munitions." 

So, a few minutes later... 

 

...Atcherly began pressurizing the cabin, in the hope that the nasty dent in the dome 

might pop out. And a quarter of an hour after that... 

 

...the scout craft slid into the launch bay. Then, with a deafening hollering noise from 

its excited pilots, the tiny interceptor took, once more, to the air... 



 

Down below, Gobby couldn't help himself. "Yee-hah!" He cried. 

Chapter Five 

Gobby had spent the fifteen minutes (taken by the Seventh Cavalry's arming of the 

scout craft) to instruct Atcherly and Quentin on their forthcoming mission. So, as soon 

as the scout craft arrived in the mountain range above the pea-farming region, Quentin 

conducted a weapons test... 

 

By sheer chance the Time Shard Museum lay directly in the energy bolt's path... 

 



And even more remarkably, the area of the museum that received a thunderous 'hit' 

was the very area that Gobby had specified: the unused, yet-to-be-repaired, totally 

uninhabitable bit. But when Atcherly took a second look, he couldn't believe his eyes: 

the museum appeared untouched by their irresistible fire. So he had Quentin let loose 

another volley... 

 

...with the exact same result... 

 

"Right, that's it." Atcherly snapped... 

 



...as he banked sharply to avoid any possible return fire. "We're out of here. That 

place obviously exists in a temporal limbo. Our energy weapons can't penetrate the 

dimensional shift. That place is invulnerable." 

"Wow." Quentin replied. "What a remarkable summation of the situation, Atcherly. 

When the flying bug finally dies within you, you should consider becoming a science-

fiction writer. Now set course for home: Gobby needs to know about this." 

A short while later Atcherly and Quentin made their report... 

 

Naturally Gobby was not best pleased. "Blast!" He roared... 

 

..."That means I have to cross that damned frozen plain all over again!" 

Before Gobby returned to the Time Shard Museum, he dropped by Phatti Muk's... 



 

"Mister Muk." He said. "Whatever Buttox Barkingwell is paying you to make your 

curry really wind-inducing; I'll pay you double to add powdered No-Fart and some 

Senna-based Whoopsie-Poopsie anti-constipation tablets. And if you successfully 

thwart those Germy Vile Show fans from producing such powerful bum-blasts, I'll 

reserve you a penthouse suite in the real Museum of Future Technology. How about 

that then?" 

Then it was straight to one of the many unguarded back doors of the museum... 

 

From there Gobby slunk stealthily to the internal TV transmitter compartment... 

 



...where he used his time manipulating talent to put the transmitter out of whack with 

any TV capable of receiving its signal... 

 

But as he slipped unobtrusively away, he was caught in the glare of an automatic 

security light... 

 

Although the security suite wasn't manned, Gobby was unaware of this fact and so 

chose an alternate route to his next destination. Making a quick decision, he opted to 

take the long way round, via the Wide Blue Yonder. But unfortunately George and Edie 

Greenshuck chose that moment to help themselves to a canister of hot curry and seat 

themselves at a table in Security Suite Three... 

 



...where they spotted him openly creeping across the flat, featureless, totally artificial 

and extremely blue plain. 

"Cripes, Edie." George yelped. "It’s an interloper. Get on the horn to Buttox right 

away!" 

So Gobby was somewhat surprised by the sudden arrival of Buttox, Zak, and Bolah... 

 

But he wasn't overly concerned: he could always turn time backwards fifteen minutes 

and try a different route. So he was perfectly happy to answer Zak's question: "What 

the flipping heck are you doing here?" 

"Putting a stop to your plans to rival the real Museum of Future Technology, that's 

what." He snarled. "And, guess what - there's nothing you can do to stop me!" 

 But sadly, for Gobby at least, he'd not reckoned on the amount of temporal energy he'd 

expended in taking fifteen minute short cuts through time on his return to the Time 

Shard Museum. And clearly the task of silencing the TV transmitter had stripped the 

last of his powers from his oddly shaped body... 

 

"Ah." He said as he recognised his error. 



Then Buttox used the mind-altering powers of her magic hat upon him; and the next 

that Gobby knew, it was some time in the future and he was... 

 

...being spoken to sharply by a crowd that included a huge cork, an end cap, and a 

polystyrene blob. 

"We're sick and tired of working like a bunch of loonies." He heard Hambledon 

Bohannon complain. "I'm a briny lake kinda guy, who's into disco music. Resurrecting 

ruined buildings just aint my bag. Know what I mean? I don't dig metallurgy and pre-

stressed concrete." 

Gobby wondered why the cork was addressing him so. And his bewilderment increased 

when:  

"Yes." The Kakawhetties spoke as one. "And we have to eat the same muck as those 

ghastly wind-breakers too." 

"It's so unbecoming." Celestine said alone. "I've never smelt so bad in all my life!" 

"None of us have." George Greenshuck called from farther back. "But I've visited the 

proper Museum of Future Technology. When I was there, I read all about some of its 

heroes - on a hoarding in the foyer. You can do something to help us. You have a special 

talent." 

"That's right." Phelonious Perp spoke up. "And you gotta use it. Be our hero: save us 

from this terrible slavery." 

"And these vile kebabs." Abuja Wuja added. 

Now Gobby understood: he hadn't so much travelled in time: more he'd been rendered 

unconscious - or, to be more exact - had his wits stripped from him. Now he was awake. 

Now he was Gobby again. And he should have been happy about that; but he couldn't 

help wondering what he'd done in the interim... 



 

"Okay." He replied (a little uncertainly, he felt). "You've convinced me: I'll see what I 

can do. But first I need a toilet: I think I must have eaten the same kebabs as you lot." 

But, even more sadly for Gobby, Buttox caught him just as he was sitting down on the 

futuristic lavatory... 

 

...and clearly her anger with him hadn't diminished one jot since she'd caught him in 

the wilful act of attempted sabotage: 

"And what do you think you're doing?" She screamed like a school head mistress who 

had sat on a tin tack. 

Gobby gulped. Then he tried going forward in time. Only the former was half-way 

successful. "Um." He began, "I was hoping to...ah...you know...it's a little 

embarrassing..." 

To anyone witnessing this encounter, it would have been quite obvious to them that 

Buttox was having psychological problems that were almost certainly caused by the 

stress and mental strain of trying to make her dream come to life. "Oh no you don't!" 

She bellowed. "You must suffer for your futile indiscretions. So it's no pooping for you 

today, chum." 



With that she used the power of her magic hat... 

 

...to pull Gobby from the toilet. Then, in an act of supreme vengeance, she... 

 

...threw him back inside it - head first. 

Chapter Six 

Soon Buttox had Gobby carrying spoil from the reconstruction work site to the spoil tip. 

But just to make his life more unbearable she made him use Zak and Bolah's boat... 

 



Not only was this strenuous and exhausting; but Gobby still needed that visit to the loo. 

"Oh," he groaned to himself, "never have I been this miserable. And my internal 

organs are all being squashed up against each other. Surely something has to give!" 

These were prophetic words, because, right then, 'give' something did... 

 

"By the Saint of All Earplugs." He exclaimed. "This is appalling!" 

And appalling it was... 

 

It was appallingly smelly. Gobby felt shamed by his recalcitrant bowel - despite it being 

Buttox's fault entirely. In fact his shame was so intense... 

 



...that it overcame his hypnotic conditioning and he shifted... 

 

...into another time frame entirely - inadvertently taking his bowel movements with him.  

Once he'd gathered his wits, Gobby rushed to re-visit Phatti Muk... 

 

"I did tell you about doubling Buttox Barkingwell's price, didn't I?" 

"Yes." Phatti answered. "I wrote it in my personal organiser. Would you like to see it?" 

Then it was off to bugger up the TV reception; and then (rather carelessly) on to the 

Wide Blue Yonder, where, once again... 

 



...he was captured. But he didn't mind: he knew how to escape again - though he would 

have liked to have stolen the magic hat first and make life a lot easier for himself the 

next time around. But most importantly he knew that his plan had been set into 

motion.  

"It's fair cop." He said before Zak could ask the inevitable question. "I surrender." 

As if to prove Gobby's hypothesis correct, at that precise moment, in the emergency 

power generation section... 

 

D'Nefarious and Freda were watching an overly dramatic daytime soap opera, whilst 

Clem and Numpty produced the energy. But when Freda did a change over with Clem, 

she noticed that something was wrong... 

 

"My tummy aint all bloaty." She exclaimed. "I think I'm empty." 

"Yeah." Numpty concurred - sort of. "I'm running in fumes too. I don't weigh nothing 

right now!" 



D'Nefarious was only half-listening; but something in his girlfriend's shrill voice caught 

his attention... 

 

"Ugh?" He grunted. "What's that? You can't fart no more?" 

But that wasn't all. "Oi, D'Nefarious." Clem said in his best complaining tone. "The 

TV's gone all wonky. There aint no picture: just them poxy words what say stuff I can't 

read." 

This was a double-blow for D'Nefarious. Unable to process too much information, he 

quickly called out for help... 

 

"I aint got no gas." Freda explained to Buttox. "None of us has." 

"Worse still." D'Nefarious added, "We can't get the Germy Vile Show on TV." 

Buttox was a razor-sharp former-nun: she comprehended in a second: "It's the work of 

that interloper." She said - more for her benefit than the stupid slobs who stood before 

her. "He's messed with the TV antenna and the food supply. I should interrogate him. 

But first I'd better do something about these doubts I've been getting - about my 



changing and erratic behaviour. I swear I'm coming over all paranoid. I think I need 

advice from a higher plane." 

To this end she had Zak and Bolah accompany her to the monastery of Lemon Stone... 

 

...where she went straight to... 

 

...the Father Superior's wise and wonderful Oracle. 

"Greetings, young Barkingwell." It boomed. "I thought you quit ages ago: what the flip 

are you doing here?" 



 Without hesitation Buttox responded to the oracle's enquiry with a full confession 

about her recent horridness... 

 

"I'm a complete rat-bag - driven, as I am, to create some wondrous edifice from these 

remnants of an uncontrollable time storm from the past." She continued, before 

adding: "I'm so loathsome that I can barely look at my face in the mirror for want of 

gagging. I love this place that I've discovered; but I can't carry on playing the lousy role 

of martinet. I don't like being nasty. Father Superior's Oracle: what am I to do?"    

"Little ex-nun," The Oracle replied cheerfully, "you're not cut out to go 'round pushing 

people about; bending them to your will. You're a girl with a great big dream, which is 

rapidly turning into a huge nightmare - not only for you, but for all of your...er...well 

let's call them 'victims'. So, using my intense wise-ness, all that I call suggest is that you 

divest yourself of your omnipotence. Ditch the magic hat that the Cork Gods gave you. 

Just be that nice young Buttox Barkingwell again. If anyone wants to help you with 

your dream, well that's great: but if they don't...well you can always get a job at the real 

Museum of Future Technology." 

Well if there was one lesson that Buttox had learned during her years in the monastery, 

it was to listen to the words of the Father Superior's Oracle and act upon them. "Got 

it." She said. "The hat's toast."     



So, a short while later... 

 

...Gobby, who had escaped through time again and who was, once more, attempting to 

enter the ruined museum, watched as Buttox pitched her magic hat out into the snow. 

And when she disappeared back inside, he rushed forward to retrieve it... 

 

Quickly donning the hat - before Buttox could change her mind... 

 

...Gobby used it to influence anyone he met - to successfully re-enter the building... 



 

...and meet again with the dissatisfied work force... 

 

...where he said: "You're just gonna have to face up to her. Without her hat there isn't a 

thing she can do to make you do what she wants. She's just a nun - with no special 

powers at all." 

"What?" Gladstone Pickett exclaimed. "You mean we can walk right out of here?" 

"No one can stop us?" Reggie Snowblind added hopefully. 

 



"Ah...I guess so." Gobby replied. "But if it's alright with you, I rather hoped you'd stay 

a little while. You know...maybe see how things pan out. In any case, where are you 

gonna go? It's deepest winter outside!" 

"But the power." Hambledon argued. "We're running on emergency batteries as we 

speak. Not all of us have multiple woolly undies." 

"This place will be sub-zero in hours." Culvert Runniegger complained. "We might as 

well return to our ghastly hovels in the metalworker’s encampment." 

"No problem." Gobby explained. "I'll get Phatti to reinstate the windy stuff in his 

curries. But I think you should all agree on this. Then, when you're ready, you should 

tell Buttox where she stands. That she's not the boss anymore." 

"Well I think it's a wonderful idea." Celestine Kakawhetties exclaimed excitedly. "My 

husband and I were abducted from the Abyssal Hotel. A lot of people like to holiday in 

the mountains, but they don't particularly enjoy staying in rooms that hang off the edge 

of one." 

"Of course." Sinbad Kakawhetties bellowed, as he suddenly understood where his wife 

was going with her line of reasoning. "There are no public lavatories in the mountains: 

we could open one here!" 

"No, you dozy lame brain." Celestine reacted angrily. "We open this place as a hotel." 

"With a toilet though." Sinbad argued. "You can't have a hotel without a toilet or two." 

Well after that the conversation bounced all over the place and finally a decision was 

made. So, a while later... 

 

...Buttox, deep in thought, wandered the many corridors of her would-be museum in a 

day dream. So, initially at least, she didn't spot the reception committee that awaited 

her... 



 

 As Buttox approached, she finally became aware of her audience. As former Lemon 

Stoners, George, Edie, Zak, and Bolah rushed forward to greet the little pink earplug... 

 

It was George who summoned up the courage to bring her the bad news: 

"Buttox, love," he said gently, "you're history. The curators of the proper Museum of 

Future History think you're a pain in the ass. So we've decided to turn this place into a 

winter hotel. Hope you don't mind and all that. If you want to stay on, I'm sure Phatti 

Muk will find you a job in the kitchen: there're always plates to wash, after all." 

Buttox wasn't particularly surprised. She took it well... 

 



"Don't give a toss." She said, as she pushed past them. "You can stick it in your ear for 

all I care." 

"Don't be like that, Buttox." Celestine called out to her as she made off. "Er, perhaps I 

could make you my secretary or something." 

"You could always wax my moustache." Gladstone Pickett offered, even though he 

didn't really mean it because he felt awkward when females twiddled with his facial 

hair. 

 

"No, Miss Barkingwell." Gobby said as he barred her way. "As the victor in our battle 

for supremacy of this building, I forbid you to just give up and die like a miserable cur. 

You have made this whole enterprise possible. I'm sure you have a role here that 

doesn't involve washing dishes, twirling moustaches, typing up memos, or even clipping 

evil rich swine's toe nails. You might have treated us all appallingly badly, Buttox - and 

thereby earned the moniker 'Butt-Face': but you did it with the best of intentions. Zak 

and Bolah told us about your visit to the Oracle: you'll always be welcome here: you 

just won't be in charge anymore." 

Buttox responded forthrightly and with fervour: "Out of my way, Big Nose; before I 

kick you up the arse." 

 

The vehemence in her tone shocked the listeners. Gobby didn't have the luxury of time 

to recover: an intense sense of self-preservation made him flip the magic hat out of his 

utility belt and on to his head. "I forbid you to kick anyone up the arse." He boomed. 

"Now be sensible." 



But then he discovered that the hat didn't work on Buttox. She was immune - probably 

from over-using it. So he watched as she passed on by... 

 

Zak and Bolah - feeling desperately treasonous and guilty - pursued her. 

"Buttox." Zak called out. "Where are you going? That's the way to the back door." 

"I'm going to get married." She replied without turning around. "To a person who is as 

useless at me at being something other than a nun or a monk. I'm going to become a 

mountain pea-farmers wife. I've already corresponded with him via the Internet. He's 

perfectly happy to marry me, just as long as I don't watch daytime TV soaps, reality 

programs featuring cops with cameras up their noses, or the Germy Vile Show."   

"Wait for us, Buttox." Bolah called. "If you're going to get married, you'll need 

witnesses. And we don't like Germy Vile either." 

With that the three of them disappeared out of the door. 

 

And when they arrived at the hillside home of former Father Superior, Frank Corset... 



 

...Zak and Bolah thought they might rent a room on the third floor of his huge 

farmhouse, which didn't please Frank one little bit. 

"I leave the monastery." He grumbled. "Then the rest of the bloody monastery follows 

me here. Bugger!" 

Epilogue 

It took a few hours for the Family Slob to digest Phatti Muk's reinvigorated curries and 

kebabs; but as soon as the first gastronomic gales began sweeping through their 

collective gut like aromatic desert mistrals, surplus power finally became available for 

non-essential purposes. Hambledon Bohannon had already rummaged through some of 

the surviving future artefacts and discovered that during an era (many generations 

ahead of the one in which he lived) vinyl records had made a huge comeback - as had 

twin-deck turntables. Naturally Hambledon was delighted - especially when he 

discovered that the accompanying record collection contained some digitally remixed 

versions of his own hit records. So he set himself up in a small ante-room to the Grand 

Hall, and began belting out some hi-tech disco music... 

 



And in the Grand Hall itself... 

 

...people got down to the funky beat. 

Some of them chatted animatedly - and loudly... 

 

Others tried futuristic line dancing... 

 

Gobby took a particular like to a couple of Hambledon's choices - namely Heaven Must 

be Missing an Angler and the classic med-school favourite, Disco Infarction - and 

relocated in time several times so that he could hear them over and over again... 



 

...until Culvert got well and truly cheesed off with the high-pitched guitar solo towards 

the end of Disco Infarction and threatened to shove something down Gobby's throat. 

Naturally guys got chatting with girls... 

 

And others went to the toilet... 

 

"Ah, that feels better." Abuja Wuja said as he returned with a satisfied sigh. 



And Celestine said to Sinbad: "What - you actually enjoy this noise? It's awful. It's so 

retro. And the lyrics...'Burp, baby, burp, disco infarction'...I mean, it's so banal!" 

But mostly earplugs just had a good time... 

 

Then, as the evening wound down, Hambledon dipped the lights and put on some slow 

grooves. This gave him the opportunity to join the party... 

 

...where people witnessed Culvert offer to slow-dance with Gobby... 

 



...and everything was sweetness and light inside the Time Shard Museum of Future 

Technology - and soon-to-be mountain hotel... 

 

...because, come the morning, the real work awaited for them all. 

The End (until The Grand Tour) 
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