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Prologue 
Yet another fine day swam into view at the Museum of Future Technology… 

 

…and Cushions Smethwyke was already performing her duties atop the 

Omnipresent Scanner beside her boyfriend and museum co-curator - former 

bounty hunter Hunting Provost… 

 

As they scanned all of reality for anything that might threaten the museum in 

any way, Hunting decided to make light conversation. 



“That Descartes fellow certainly talked a load of twaddle.” He said. “Yesterday 

evening, just before the sun set, I was on the garden lounger with one of his 

books: couldn’t understand a word of it.” 

Cushions wasn’t really listening: she had something to tell Hunting, and she 

didn’t really know how to approach the subject. “Hmmm,” she responded, 

“nice.” 

This caught the stripy earplug’s attention. “Nice?” he queried. “What’s nice 

about my inability to comprehend some French guy’s philosophical ramblings? 

If anything, I’d say that the word ‘nasty’ was more appropriate.” 

Cushions nerve snapped. “Oh, Hunting,” she wailed, “I have something of vast 

import to tell you: and I know that, in your heart, you are going to be 

devastated by it.” 

“I doubt it.” Hunting sniffed disdainfully. “Shoot.” 

Cushions decided to plunge ahead. “When you were on your sun lounger, 

Magnuss Earplug and Hair-Trigger Provost stopped by the office.”  

 

Despite his best efforts Hunting failed miserably to hide his emotions. “That 

little fart?” He responded with a tremulous voice. “What did he want?” 

“They’ve set the date for their wedding.” Cushions answered. “They’d come to 

check if you would be away on museum business as usual the day after 

tomorrow. They were hoping for a fait accompli: but I told them you’d decided 

to go next week instead. They were a tad displeased.” 



 

“I hope you told them to go jump in the lake.” Hunting growled. “I know that 

Hair-Trigger and I divorced long ago, and that I should never have insisted that 

she become a bounty hunter, and that I’m famous for my female earplug-

chasing, and that she grew bored of falling from the back of my mag-lift 

motorcycle when I pulled massive wheelies along busy roads whilst showing 

off to all and sundry: but, darn it, she was my wife: I see no reason why she 

would fall in love with that daft little orangey-pink oik, and then have the 

temerity to marry him. I mean, it’s not natural is it!” 

Cushions sighed. “Actually it is natural.” She said quietly – her task forgotten for 

the moment. “Entirely natural. In fact it was so natural that I called Rupert Piles 

and his huge 3D TV camera. The four of us visited the lake, and I shot a short 

video in which I informed everyone in the museum of the impending nuptials.” 

 



Hunting groaned, before adding: “They weren’t wearing their stupid 

sombreros, were they? I don’t think I could stand that.” 

Cushions failed to answer his question – if it was really a question at all: of 

course they had worn their sombreros: what else would they wear? Instead she 

said: “They asked me to recommend a honeymoon location. I suggested the 

new Age of Stone exhibit: they have a lovely hotel there: it’s called the Castle of 

Smiles… 

 

Unfortunately, when they visited it there had a been a terrible deluge. 

Apparently the climate control is acting up, and no one from this era knows 

how to fix it… 

 



The central courtyard of the castle is entirely flooded. Worse still, when they 

tried the accommodation area, winter had set in with a vengeance…” 

 

“Good,” Hunting snapped, “serves ‘em right. They deserve it. Well he does 

anyway. Hope he froze his butt off.” 

Cushions decided to ignore Hunting’s venomous outburst. “I was in the 

arboretum when they came complaining… 

 

…so I suggested they could go to Spain and use their Auntie Doris’s swimming 

pool – like they did the summer before last, when things went very badly for 

the museum, and the Earplug Brothers weren’t here to save us… 



 

I think they considered it for a nanosecond. They recalled being quite 

impressed with the Jacuzzi… 

 

But then they remembered Magnuss’ motion sickness problem… 

 

…and told me to stick the idea in my ear and think of something else. I said I’d 

get back to them. So, in search of inspiration, I went to the Grand Hall, which 

was empty and silent… 



 

…where I had a great idea. A truly wondrous idea. A Galaxy-spanning idea. An 

idea so fabulous that I still can’t believe that it was me who thought of it. So I’ve 

laid my plans and contacted everyone who needs to be contacted. So, like it or 

not - Hunting Provost - the show goes on at ten minutes after thirteen o’clock 

the day after tomorrow.”  

Chapter 1 
At exactly thirteen o’clock, the doors of the Museum of Future Technology’s 

Grand Hall opened for those fortunate earplugs who, the evening previous, 

had won tickets to attend the wedding of Magnuss Earplug and Hair-Trigger 

Provost… 

 

It was an excited assemblage that took their positions and jabbered quietly 

amongst themselves as they waited for the moment of truth that so many had 

been expecting for months, if not years… 



 

       

 

 

 

 

 

 

Of course many more could not be allowed inside… 

 

Health and Safety rules forbade the possibility of unruly crowds. Cushions had 

foreseen this and so the museum’s entire contingent of RoboSecGuas were 

deployed to control the frustrated masses who wanted nothing more than to 

gaze upon the marriage of two of the museum’s greatest heroes. But it wasn’t 

all bad for those inconvenienced by exclusion: Rupert Piles was there with his 

huge 3D TV camera… 

 



…with which he would broadcast the images and sounds of proceedings upon 

huge screens across the entire vast edifice… 

 
 

Even Café Puke outlets were tuned into the correct frequency… 

 

So its patrons were the first to see the museum’s beautiful Avatar as she/it 

prepared to assist The Angel with a Huge Nose, who would conduct the 

marriage ceremony… 



 

And everyone cheered when they realised that the post-ceremony 
entertainment would include the mariachi band, Las Bragas de Alegría… 
 

 
 
Naturally luminaries from many of the museum’s sections had been invited…  
 

 
 
These included the Time Techs and members of T.W.I.T…. 
 



 
 
…who stood beside Magnuss’ Auntie Doris and her beau, K’Plank the Space 
Wanderer, who had dispensed with his familiar space helmet and had dyed his 
beard a deeper black than was usual for him. Of course curators were notable 
by their sheer numbers… 
 

 
 
…behind whom Police Constable Salisbury Wilts attempted to go incognito 
beneath the shadow of Sir Dodger Muir. Only his police helmet gave away his 
secret location. To one side stood a contingent of the United Stoats 7th 
Cavalry… 
 

 
 
…some of which were to be the happy couple’s guard of honour. Even a 
number of mutants that Magnuss and Hair-Trigger had rescued from Mutant 



Island attended, and stood beside the disco king, Hambledon Bohannon, whilst 
enjoying a cup of Café Puke’s caramel latte… 
 

 
 
Far away, aboard the Chi-Z-Sox, husband and wife geniuses (or genii, as they 
preferred to be known) Professor Hydious and Doctor Putridity Gout watched 
on the main viewer… 
 

 
 
“Oh, look, Hydious,” Putridity yelped in delight, “it’s some of those ghastly 
beings we liberated from the doomed island of Doctor Adolf Weil-Barrau!” 
 



“Yes, dearest,” Hydious replied, “the one we blew up with an atom bomb: I 
remember. But I’m paying more attention to those lovely, leggy dancing girls in 
front of Hambledon Bohannon.” 
 
Of course, the lovely leggy dancing girls to whom the captain of the Chi-Z-Sox 
referred were none less that Margret Greenhorn and her Greenhorn Girls… 
 

 
 
…who had arrived in the Museum of Future Technology, a couple of years 
earlier, following their escape from an alternative reality in which their museum 
had been overcome by an ice-age. 
 
And there were other famous faces there too. Really famous faces. Really 
important famous faces. World leaders in fact. Nigel – the Golden One of the 
planet Scroton to be exact… 
 

 
 
…whose bright blue plume came to the attention of Hambledon Bohannon. 
 
“Gotta get that plume, man.” He said to himself. “It’s a real groove, baby. Maybe 
I’ll ask for it after the show – assuming these other Ethernet Cable End guys let 
me anywhere near the golden dude.” 



 
Little did Hambledon suspect it, but proceedings were being monitored by the 
secret controllers of Scroton in their subterranean base of operations… 
 

 
 
Nigel had arrived on Earth via a space ship; but the workers for the creators of 
the Ethernet Cable End civilisation could call upon the super-advanced 
technology of their masters and, in the blink of an eye, whisk their leader away 
to the safety of Scroton.  
 
Frisby Mumph had arrived from Mars via the early morning Mars shuttle… 
 

 
 
He’d brought a representative of the Martian people – or Muffins as they 
preferred to be known – with him. And his robotic assistant, Tangerine, was 
enjoying its first trip to Earth since it had been built there long ago. They stood 
beside two members of the museum’s robotic staff; a random RoboSecGua and 
an even more random Robot Guide. 



 
Of course no event would be complete without the museum’s resident ‘soul’ 
group – The Trumptations… 
 

 
 
And Chester’s girlfriend, the huge amorphous green blob from the Age of 
Stone stood in her six-part earplug configuration beside the Trumptations’ 
falsetto lead, Cory Turpentine… 

 
 
…where she smiled pleasantly at everyone and everything, irrespective of their 
location. She continued to smile as the lights dimmed and Las Bragas de Alegría 
stepped forward to deliver a mariachi version of the Wedding March… 
 



 
 
Then, as the lights assumed their brightest illumination, the Earplug Brothers 
marched into the Grand Hall… 

 
 
Of course all five wore their famous, if slightly battered, Cossack hats. As Rupert 
Piles rushed in for a close-up, they were welcomed by the Angel with a Huge 
Nose. 
 
As Rudi, Valentine, Chester, and Miles took up their pre-determined positions…  
 

 



 
…Magnuss did likewise with his. Then, to a fanfare from Las Bragas, Hair-
Trigger took centre stage… 
 

 
This moment, so charged with emotion, proved too much for Susan. Losing 
control of her constituent parts, she took on her regular amorphous shape and 
wailed with tears of joy… 
 

 
 
…which amused everyone – even those watching far away. Those like... 
 

 



 
…Placebo Bison and Folie Krimp aboard the Gravity Whelk… 
 

 
 
But although her outburst was short-lived, Magnuss and Hair-Trigger couldn’t 
quite wipe the smiles from their faces as the ceremony proper began… 
 

 
 
The Angel with a Huge Nose went through the necessary procedures. All that 
“We gather here today to,” stuff. And, “It is in the sight of the Supreme Being 
himself” sort of thing. And when Hunting Provost failed to step up and yell his 
complaint when the Angel said: “Does anyone here have anything negative to 
say about this union?” they got on with the vows, which didn’t go quite to plan 
because Hair-Trigger got her tongue twisted around Magnuss’ middle name, 
and called him Magnuss Finklestink Earplug… 



 

 
 
“That’s ‘Finklestein’, dear.” The kindly Avatar corrected the nervous multi-
coloured earplug. 
 
“That’s the guy.” Hair-Trigger responded cheerfully. “He’s great – isn’t he? I love 
him so much. I’m really glad it’s me he’s marrying.” 
 
When it came to Magnuss making his vows, he had no such problem… 
 

 
 
But he did make an addendum: “By the way, I feel the same way about her 
too.” 
 



It was whilst the audience tittered at this quiet outburst of earplugness that 
Cushions Smethwyke turned to the other curators… 
 

 
 
“Right, I’ve got something I have to do. Cheerful Charlie, you record what 
happens next on your mobile phone.” Then she was gone, out through a side 
door that very few people knew about. 
 
As the door clicked shut behind Cushions, the lights in the Grand Hall dimmed 
once more. A blue light, created by the Angel with a Huge Nose’s holy 
bioluminescence, shone upon Magnuss and Hair-Trigger… 
 

 
 
“Magnuss and Hair-Trigger Earplug,” she said loudly, so that all – even the deaf 
sods at the back – could hear, “I now pronounce you earplug and wife.” 
 
The Avatar then added: “Magnuss, you may now kiss the bride.” 
 
Rupert Piles didn’t waste a second: he was in like rabid lottery ticket winner for 
a close-up… 
 



 
 
“Hello, Missus Earplug.” Magnuss said following their very public embrace. 
 
Like the crowd in the Grand Hall, and the masses watching throughout the 
Museum of Future Technology, far away, upon a deep space mission, the 
watching bridge crew of the K T Woo all cheered themselves hoarse… 
 

 
 
…until a number of them broke down in a coughing fit.  
 
And Yu-Wah and Way-Hey Pong couldn’t stop themselves from stepping 
forward for a better view of their dear friend’s union… 
 



 
 
It was at this point in proceedings that Nigel took the opportunity to also step 
forward… 
 

 
 
“Magnuss“, he said in an ultra-masculine and stentorian tone that had the 
weaker-willed females present fainting where they stood, “you have been a 
great ally to my world. When Cushions called me with a problem, and 
mentioned that it concerned you, I put my metaphorical thinking cap on. You 
still haven’t decided upon a honeymoon location, I believe?” 
 
Both Magnuss and Hair-Trigger were too overcome to reply: they merely 
grinned and shook their heads in negation. 
 
“Well I have the answer to your problem.” Nigel continued. “I brought it with 
me, from Scroton. When proceedings are complete, I ask you to join me.”  
 
Naturally the two earplugs accepted. How could they not? Not that they 
wanted to, of course.  
 
“Sho’nuf, Nige.” Magnuss managed – then felt vaguely embarrassed because it 
was something that his brother, Valentine might have said. 
 



He was saved by Hair-Trigger’s, “Thank you, Golden One: we shall.” 
 
Then it was time for their grand exit… 
 

 
  
The Earplug Brothers made up one half of the Guard of Honour. The non-
commissioned officers of the Seventh Cavalry constituted the other half. And 
the couple departed the Grand Hall to the combined horns of Las Bragas de 
Alegría and three rousing cheers. 
 
Moments later the lights dimmed; a stage was rolled in; and the Trumptations 
broke into a special wedding version of their hit, Beauty is Only Skin Bleach… 
 

 
 
This was followed by the booming bass-driven sounds of a Hambledon 
Bohannon track, which was expertly danced to by the Greenhorn Girls… 



 

 
 
Then, to ice the metaphysical cake, Las Bragas returned… 
 

 
 
…and everyone ‘got down’ to the Latin beat… 
 

 
 



…though Nigel had to make a quick exit. He was needed elsewhere. Elsewhere 
like the museum’s Red Tower… 

 
 
Shortly he joined Cushions and the slightly bemused newlyweds… 
 

 
 
“I’ve never been here before.” Magnuss confessed. “Where are we going?” 
 
“That would be telling.” Cushions replied. 
 
“It’s a mystery location.” Nigel added. “Very few people know where it is – 
including me.” 
 

 
 



But when the signage petered out, it transpired that Cushions didn’t have 
much clue either… 

 
 
“Oh dear,” she explained, “I’ve only been here once – and that was with your 
former husband, Hair-Trigger: I’m afraid I wasn’t paying enough attention: 
Hunting was trying to tickle my bum with a feather boa that he keeps in his 
utility belt.” 
 
Hair-Trigger nodded sagely in response: she well-remembered Hunting’s 
feather boa. Fortunately a scientist in Lab 17 was able to shout directions 
through the bullet-proof glass window. But less fortunately the glass was also 
sound-proof, and none of them were particularly adept at lip reading: so before 
long they were hopelessly lost. But Cushions put a call through to the Security 
Suite, and a holographic image of one of the on-duty RoboSecGuas appeared in 
half-size form and showed them the way… 
 

 
 
Nigel was impressed. “Nice technology.” He said. “From the future?” 
 



“Isn’t everything in the museum?” Cushions replied as they followed the 
hologram’s directions. 
 
Soon Cushions found herself on more familiar ground… 
 

 
 
“Ah, yes, I remember this bit.” She said confidently. “But it’s a bit dark: I wonder 
where they keep the dimmer switch?” 
 
But she didn’t need to worry. Nigel lived up to his name and emitted a golden 
glow… 
 

 
 
…that allowed them to see their way to a large observation window, beyond 
which something resided in a most interesting manner… 
 

 
 



“I’m getting a good feeling from this.” Magnuss said as he peered down from 
his high vantage point. 
 
“It’s a bit like that trip you took to the Martian ship building facility.” Hair-
Trigger reminded him. 
 
Magnuss had to agree. But then he thought on: “But there is no ship building in 
the Red Tower.” He replied. 
 
But he said no more: the lights had come up and a small space ship had 
trundled into view upon an advanced and futuristic conveyor belt… 
 

 
 
“The Scroterton Pancake.” Cushions announced. “Brought here in flat-pack 
form aboard Nigel’s star ship. If you like it, it is your honeymoon barge – to take 
you wherever you want to go.” 
 
“Designed and built in our second great city, Scroterton.” Nigel informed them. 
“Of course if red doesn’t float your boat, how about a more subtle shade of 
grey?” 
 

 
 
Following a deep intake of breath by both Magnuss and Hair-Trigger, Nigel 
added: “It’s called the Sir Goosewing Grey. It’s named after a great captain of 
industry on Scroton – Goosewing Grey, whom I knighted for his creation of the 



Snotty-Nosed Sharon children’s toy. It revolutionised the way Scrotonic children 
play. Previously they’d always spent their formative years picking their noses: 
now they had a doll that could do it for them. I.Qs leapt overnight.” 
 
“I’d like to meet him.” Magnuss replied. “He’s not dead, is he?” 
 
But before Nigel could answer his inquiry, Hair-Trigger spoke. “The Scroterton 
Pancake looks a bit threatening. I wouldn’t want to go scaring alien species 
with its evil red colouration. And the grey one…well it’s so dark, we could lose it 
in a fog.” 
 
Cushions was about to say something that might have gone: “Ungrateful git; 
you should be thankful for whatever’s on offer.” But she didn’t get the 
opportunity, because a third vessel – cloaked in shadows – appeared in the 
window… 
 

 
 
“Lights!” Magnuss shouted. 
 
Instantly the new arrival became bathed in a suffuse light that did it all sorts of 
aesthetic favours… 
 

 
 
“Oooh,” Hair-Trigger sighed appreciatively, “nice. A rich blue upper fuselage; 
and a stealthy black underside. I’ll take it.” 
 



Magnuss didn’t argue – not that he would have, even if the colour scheme had 
made him retch. “Tankerville Norris.” He added. “What does that mean?” 
 
“Well,” Nigel replied as he settled himself down to tell a tale, “It wasn’t 
supposed to be called the Tankerville Norris. Not originally. Originally it bore 
the moniker, The Love Hutch. But one of our engineers thought it sounded a 
little risqué, so he suggested the Bunk-Bunk Bunson – named after the factory 
in which the prototype was developed.” 
 
Magnuss held up a hand to stem the flow of words. “I know I’m going to regret 
this; but why was the factory called Bunk-Bunk Bunson?” 
 
To his surprise it was Cushions who answered this inquiry… 
 

 
 
“Honestly, Magnuss,” she scolded, “haven’t you been keeping up with the trans-
Galactic news network? Bunk-Bunk Bunson was an earplug who travelled to 
Scroton from the future. Actually his name wasn’t Bunk-Bunk Bunson: it was 
merely Bunson. But he was so nervous - when he was arrested by the Scrotonic 
security forces – that he stammered when asked for his identity. From then on 
he became known as Bunk-Bunk Bunson.” 
 
“Oh,” Magnuss responded, “I’d like to meet him too.” He then turned to Nigel: “I 
suppose he had the designs of the new ship in his back pocket, and you took 
them off him?” 
 
“Quite so.” Nigel smiled proudly. “Then we sent him on his way – back to the 
future - where the Time Police most probably arrested him for disturbing the 
time-line or some such. In recognition of his great sacrifice, we named the 
factory after him. It was the least we could do.” 
 
It was Magnuss’ turn to nod sagely. “Yes, I understand completely. So the 
original design was labelled Tankerville Norris. Yes, it all makes sense.” 
 
Then the light that shone upon the Tankerville Norris shifted subtly… 
 



 
 
…and revealed Susan, in her amorphous blob mode, as she searched for Chester 
whilst they played Hide and Seek. 
 
“That’s handy.” Hair-Trigger said as she turned to watch, “that gives us 
something to compare the ship with. Until I saw Susan, I couldn’t gauge its size 
or scale.” 
 
“Hey, that must be Chester in that forward observation window.” Magnuss 
cried out with glee. “Good place to hide, bro: Susan is too big to get through 
the airlock.”  
 
“Ah,” Nigel said with an air of knowledgeability, “the forward observation 
window. Great care must be taken with that. It is made from patrisha nancitate, 
and has a magnifying effect – to better see distant planets of course. But it also 
works both ways. People outside can see you inside – magnified hugely. It can 
scare the hell out of primitive alien life-forms: they think everyone inside is a 
vast giant – and take to their heels without hesitation. It’s also best to keep 
your trousers on when using it. It’s a modesty thing. I think you’ll understand.” 
 
This concerned Hair-Trigger. She didn’t want to go scaring primitive alien life-
forms: and she sometimes liked to use observation windows whilst in her night 
gown. “So why isn’t Chester huge and scary?” She inquired. 
 
“It only works in space.” Nigel replied. He then pressed a button on the window 
frame. The view of the Tankerville Norris was instantly replaced by an image of 
the ship in flight… 
  

 



 
…and it was Game Over. 
 
“Give me the keys,” an eager Magnuss pleaded, “give me the keys: I gotta check 
this baby out!” 
 
Moments later, having been shown the stairs that led down to the conveyor 
belt bay, and whilst their wedding guests line-danced to the music of Las 
Bragas… 
 

 
 
 …Magnuss and Hair-Trigger began searching for a way into the vessel… 
 

 
 
And it didn’t take long either. But once inside… 
 

 
 



…confusion reigned.  
 
“Oh, this is all so alien.” Hair-Trigger observed. “They did say that Bunk-Bunk 
Bunson was an earplug, didn’t they? This doesn’t look like earplug technology 
to me: not even from the future.” 
 
But they needn’t have worried unduly: it was just a weird type of air-lock that 
they were unfamiliar with. Further into the interior of the ship, normality 
resumed… 
 

 
  
“Look,” a relieved Hair-Trigger said as they passed a portal that displayed an 
image of  what space would look like, once the ship had taken off of course,  “a 
fancy interface panel and an arrow – pointing towards the bridge.” 
 
“Oh well,” Magnuss replied cheerfully, “in that case I think it’s best we follow it.” 
 
Although, by space ship standards, the Tankerville Norris was no behemoth; it 
was kinda large for two earplugs. It took them almost five minutes to find their 
way to the bridge. But when they did, they were mightily impressed… 
 

 



 
The lighting was clearly in hibernation mode, but even by its feeble 
illumination, it was clear to the newlyweds that the ship was advanced beyond 
their comprehension - though they did notice that one of the chairs, which they 
assumed were pilot positions, sat slightly askew. Then a pair of mauve lights 
chose that moment to burst into gentle incandescent life… 
 

 
 
Hair-Trigger was on the point of squealing with delight, when suddenly the 
main lights came on, and the askew pilot’s chair straightened itself 
automatically… 
 

 
 
“Wow,” Magnuss uttered breathlessly, “and I didn’t even have to clap my hands 
or anything!” 
 
Then, ignoring the fact that there was no obvious view screen in front of the 
pilot’s position, they rushed forward for a reverse view of the self-straightening 
chair… 
 

 



 
“I’d like one of these in our rented apartment.” Hair-Trigger stated her 
appreciation of the technology that now confronted her. “Every time I clip it 
with the vacuum cleaner or fall over it in a drunken stupor - and send it into a 
dizzying spin - I won’t need to put it straight again!” 
 
Magnuss was amused by this; but he was also concerned that the chairs looked 
very heavy and uncomfortable. “They’ve got lots of technological lumps on the 
back of them.” He said. “I wonder if we can feel them through the futuristic 
padding?” 
 
Well the only answer to that question was to test them… 
 

 
 
“You first, Missus Earplug.” Magnuss said. 
 
“No-no, no one should go first.” Hair-Trigger replied. “We are a team. We’re one 
– you and I: we’ll sit down at the same time – together.” 
 
So they did… 
 

 
 
But as they settled themselves into the chair’s luxurious embrace, they became 
aware of an X, with little lights at every point, as it appeared in the air before 



them. Of course they had no idea what it meant. And it was at that juncture 
that they noticed the absence of a main view screen. 
 
“I wish we had a user’s manual.” Hair-Trigger said. Then she had a sudden 
thought: “Belay that,” she added, “I think I know what that is. In fact I get the 
distinct feeling that I know a lot more about this ship’s workings than I should.” 
 
Realisation struck Magnuss like a football boot up the rear end. “Of course,” he 
roared in understanding and comprehension, “when we couldn’t see the 
bridge properly, the lights came on. When you spotted the off-set chair, it 
righted itself. And now that the ship knows that we want a main view screen…” 
 
But he got no further, because… 
 

 
 
…the X was replaced by a holographic view of what lay outside the Tankerville 
Norris. 
 
“Flipping heck,” Magnuss exploded, “we’re no longer inside the museum: we’re 
floating outside!” 
 
And they were too… 
 

 



 
This time Hair-Trigger did squeal with delight. “Whatever we think – 
consciously or sub-consciously – the ship responds. Oh Magnuss: we don’t need 
to learn how to fly this ship. We don’t even need an auto-pilot: it just reads our 
minds!” 
 
People in the museum had become aware that the Tankerville Norris had 
become airborne. Wherever they were, and whatever they were supposed to 
be doing, they all stopped to watch events unfold on the museum’s giant public 
screens…  
 

 
 
They watched – some of them in stunned silence; others with very squeaky 
bottoms – as the beautiful blue vessel eased away and levitated above the 
nearby estuary… 
 

 
 
…where a pair of tourists – Clive and Indigo Firebush – were engaged upon a 
kayaking holiday… 
 



 
 
…and who wondered what had caused a momentary shadow to cross their 
path and frighten them witless – especially after having looked upwards where 
they could see nothing but open sky. Of course the reason why they could 
detect no sign of the Tankerville Norris was because it had already breached 
the Earth’s atmosphere and was in space… 
 

 
 
“Whoo,” Magnuss said as he and his wife peered out through the huge 
magnifying observation window, “that was smooth.” 
 
“And quick too.” Hair-Trigger added. “So what do we do now?” 
 



But, having received no reply from her new husband, she suddenly recognised 
the look upon his boyishly handsome face. He was in telepathic communication 
with his brothers… 
 

 
 
“Yo, Bro,” Rudi yelled, both mentally and verbally, “your ship is fully stocked: 
you’ve got a full complement of proton torpedoes: go have yourselves some 
fun.” 
 
“Yeah,” Chester added, “we can look after the museum in your absence. We’re 
not entirely useless!” 
 
High above the remaining four Earplug Brothers, systems aboard the 
Tankerville Norris activated in a pre-determined sequence… 
 

 
 
…and the tail lights came on. 
 
Having returned to the bridge… 



 

 
 
…the sole occupants shared a glance; then stared straight ahead. 
 
“Ready?” Magnuss inquired. 
 
“Ready.” Hair-Trigger replied. 
 
Upon her Omnipresent Scanner, Cushions Smethwyke watched in open-
mouthed (and very toothy) fascination… 
 

 
 
A split second later the Tankerville Norris began its maiden voyage… 
 

 



Chapter 2 
 

Neither occupant of the gloriously blue vessel knew exactly how much time 

had passed whilst they traversed hyperspace… 

 

They were far too busy being newlyweds. But, eventually they departed the 

galley, where they had been munching ravenously on chocolate chip cookies, 

and entered the bridge… 

 

The holographic view screen informed them that they were still racing across 

the Galaxy at a good pace and that all was tickety boo with the ship’s systems. 

As biscuit crumbs tumbled to the deck from Magnuss’ chin, he said: “I know:  

let’s stop and take in the view.” 

“Yeah,” Hair-Trigger replied enthusiastically, “Let’s be random: let’s just hit the 

brakes and see what happens.” 

So they did… 



 

But when they raced to the observation window they discovered a flaw in 

Bunk-Bunk Bunson’s ship design… 

 

The view of a nearby asteroid was clouded by graining on the exterior of the 

window. 

“Guess Bunk-Bunk must have specified the wrong type of material.” Hair-

Trigger wagered. “Cosmic dust has eroded the outer surface of the window.” 



“Or maybe he forgot to include a deflector shield.” Magnuss suggested. 

Hair-Trigger had another explanation. “Perhaps the Scrotonites had to cut 

corners somewhere and chose a cheaper, less resilient glass.”  

Magnuss doubted the idea’s veracity. “No, Scrotonites would never do that. 

Earplugs might: but not Scrotonites. Well it’s certainly spoiled the view. If I ever 

meet Bunk-Bunk Bunson, I’m gonna kick him right up the arse.” 

But their spirits lifted somewhat when they discovered a secondary window… 

 

“Oh, I can’t look,” Hair-Trigger squealed as she averted her gaze. “It’s like there’s 

nothing to separate us from the whole of space, time, and infinity - except 

those bars, of course. But we could easily slip between them and be lost in the 

gravity-free vacuum of interstellar space for eternity.” 

Magnuss thought that his wife was becoming slightly fanciful, but he said 

nothing: Hair-Trigger had the key to the biscuit barrel down the back of her 

knickers, and he didn’t want to annoy her. 

Two minutes later they had dropped a level – to the bridge… 



 

A planet loomed large upon the view screen. 

“That looks…ur…very turquois,” Magnuss observed. 

“Do you think the ship is trying to show us something interesting?” Hair-Trigger 

both inquired and suggested in one sentence. 

Magnuss was certain of it, and moments later the Tankerville Norris assumed a 

course towards the planet… 

 

…which took it alarmingly close to the local sun… 



 

Had they not discovered the damaged observation window, neither Magnuss 

nor Hair-Trigger could have cared less about the proximity of a vast stellar 

furnace on their port bow; but they had, and they grew a little nervous. What 

else could fail on a ship so new, and that had been assembled from a very large 

flat-pack in the Museum of Future Technology? 

Talking of which… 

 

…Cushions was on her way back to the Curator’s Suite from the executive toilet, 

when she met with her principal love-interest (if that’s what you could call it) 

Hunting Provost… 



 

“Oh, Hunting,” she whispered conspiratorially, “I have a confession to make.” 

“Do I look like a priest?” He snapped in response. 

This surprised Cushions: it was not like Hunting to be waspish. “Oh,” she said, 

“so you’re worried about them too.” 

“Just because I was a lousy husband and allowed Hair-Trigger to divorce me 

without argument, doesn’t mean that I don’t care for her. Yes, I’m worried that 

she has gone gallivanting across the galaxy in an untested space ship that was 

thrown together by a bunch of the museum’s technical staff. What of it?” 

Cushions nodded. “Yes, well it’s got me in a bit of a dither too. This morning I 

completely forgot to reconfigure the security protocols of the Omnipresent 

Scanner to allow Cheeky McMartin access to it.  I’m ashamed to say, three of the 

anti-burglar lasers zapped him good and proper…” 

 



“In which case,” Hunting replied sharply, “perhaps you’d better hand the tiller 

to Winston Gloryhole or Cheerful Charlie Chopsticks: clearly, whilst Magnuss 

and Hair-Trigger are away, neither of us is fit for command.”  

Meanwhile, far, far away – across the void of interstellar space, Magnuss and 

Hair-Trigger had instructed the Tankerville Norris to take them to the turquoise 

planet. But, as Magnuss took it upon himself to make a sensor study of the 

unknown world, Hair-Trigger couldn’t help but notice that it looked somewhat 

less turquoise than it had previously, and decidedly different to the original 

image that Magnuss now displayed on his work station… 

 

“Magnuss,” she called above the beeping sounds of the ship’s sensors at work, 

“come over here and tell me what you think of this strange manifestation.” 

Naturally, being a dutiful husband of several hours, Magnuss sat his arse down 

in his seat. It was from this position that he did several double-takes between 

the two, contradictory, images… 

 



He was still in the act of being dumbfounded, when Hair-Trigger cried out: 

“Magnuss, it’s changing again!” 

And it was. In fact, as the ship plunged toward its atmosphere, it was now only 

vaguely turquoise… 

 

Closer to the surface of the formerly turquoise world, the occupants of the 

Tankerville Norris grew more and more perplexed… 

 

Whole regions – perhaps the entire planet - appeared to be quickly freezing 

over… 



 

“I guess this must be winter.” Magnuss said as he shrugged his shoulders. “It 

sure comes on quickly around here.” 

Shortly the ship flew over a once verdant forest that was now snowbound…   

 

Magnuss was used to flying in ships that required him to ask questions of it; its 

A.I; autopilot; or its Oracle. He still felt uncomfortable simply ‘knowing’ the 

answer to every question that he asked himself. But he felt a lot less 

comfortable when he didn’t ‘know’ the answer: it meant the question was 

outside the ship’s sphere of knowledge. All he knew was that the ship had 

found the planet ‘interesting’, and that he (Magnuss) was ill-equipped 

(technically) to properly understand what was interesting about it. The terms 

Gravity Shift and Temporal Anomaly sprung to mind; but they didn’t really 

help.  



“When we get back,” he said, “I’m gonna suggest that they fit a ship’s oracle: I 

like to ask questions – even if I don’t get a good answer. Chewing the 

metaphorical cud with an oracle can sometimes produce results.”   

In the time that it took for Magnuss to say the words, the ship had left the 

forest far behind, and now flew low across a snow-scape, which Hair-Trigger 

suspected had earlier been something akin to a prairie – only turquoise instead 

of prairie-coloured… 

 

Unwilling to search the ship for deep-freezer wear and snow shoes, Magnuss 

and Hair-Trigger investigated the all-terrain vehicle bay…  

 

…where they found two mag-lift buggies. One was an open-topped ‘scout’ 

buggy: the other appeared to be a close-support enemy fire suppression attack 

vehicle – with a bloody great cannon on the front. Naturally they were thrilled. 

And by the time that the Tankerville Norris had selected a location for a soft 

landing…  



 

…Hair-Trigger had made her selection… 

 

“That’s a big cannon.” She said. “I’ve always admired big cannons. I bags this 

one.” 

Magnuss had a soft spot for soft tops: he was more than happy to choose the 

scout buggy. 

The ship then juddered as it slowed and descended upon a column of 

energized downdraft… 



 

…and settled upon a frozen rock, from which the newly-fallen snow had been 

blasted… 

 

Naturally, in an instant, it disgorged its happy travellers… 



 

“Flipping heck, Hairy,” Magnuss all but whispered in the silence of the wintery 

scene, “I think we’ll give those mountains a miss: no sentient species would 

choose to live in such an inhospitable place. We’ll take the buggies in the 

opposite direction: it’s much flatter. We might find a fabulous city or 

something!” 

Two minutes later they were driving the buggies from their bay… 

 

…and straight on to the snow… 



 

“Ooh,” Hair-Trigger sighed appreciatively, “I think I’ve just figured the sighting 

mechanism on this atomic cannon. It’s really simple: I can’t miss. I wonder if I’ll 

get a chance to fire it.” 

But as they drove away from the Tankerville Norris, Magnuss made a discovery 

of his own. Two in fact… 

 



“Hairy,” he called above the whine of his vehicle’s magnetic lifting motor, 

“there’s nowhere in this cockpit for me to have a wee. And it’s started to snow!” 

Hair-Trigger pulled alongside… 

 

“Mine too.” Hair-Trigger commiserated, “We’d better get going: maybe the 
mysterious city – if there is one – will have a public toilet we can use.” 
Fortunately for them both, the buggies included anti-weather force-fields… 

 

So, as the snowfall thickened and the temperature dived towards the lower end 

of the scale, the earplugs remained warm and dry. 



 

“I can barely see where I’m going.” Magnuss complained via the buggy’s com-

link. “Stay close: I don’t want to lose you in a white-out.” 

Hair-Trigger felt much the same way, so she stuck the nose of her vehicle as 

close as possible to the rear of Magnuss’… 

 

But the further they drove from the landing site… 



 

 …so the conditions worsened dramatically. They climbed from their buggies to 

sample it first-hand. 

“Yuk,” Hair-Trigger spat. “Not only is this snow blinding; but it tastes nasty too!” 

 Magnuss had greater concerns. “If we don’t set out now, we might never get 

back.” 

Seconds later, and in ever-worsening snowfall… 

 

…the buggies raced at breakneck speed along a homing beam.  

And, following fifteen minutes of high-speed panic… 



 

…the Tankerville Norris and its passengers were whipping away as quickly as 

the ship could fly. 

Whilst the earplugs had been exploring, the ship had been studying the 

enigma that was the turquoise planet. It had made some disturbing 

conclusions… 

 

“Time.” Magnuss said as the ship imparted the information to him. 

“Yes.” Hair-Trigger replied. “It passes much quicker here than elsewhere.” 

Magnuss added: “We are witnessing the final throws of this planet’s evolution.” 

“The end truly is nigh.” Hair-Trigger said with gravity utmost. 



“Time to scoot, methinks.” Magnuss spoke grimly. 

 

“Oh, Magnuss look at the planet’s surface.” Hair-Trigger wailed… 

 

“Yikes!” Magnuss responded. “Let’s hope we can achieve escape velocity before 
it all goes bang.” 

 



For several heart-stopping moments it appeared that the opposite was true… 

 

But as the planet began to crack open in its death throws… 

 

…the ship pitched upwards and accelerated away… 

 



…and fled the conflagration. 

Still seated in his pilot’s chair, Magnuss felt disconnected from events… 

 

It was almost as if he was in a pastel garden and seated upon Susan’s huge 
green head. 
 

Hair-Trigger too was suffering a hallucination… 

 



But for her it was the image of endless corridors in mauve! 

Then, mercifully, they were back in the room… 

 

…and the Tankerville Norris was back in open space. 

“Too close for comfort.” Hair-Trigger said in a small voice. 

Magnuss agreed wholeheartedly. “We’re on honeymoon.” He said. 

“We should do honey-moony types of things.” Hair-Trigger added. 

“Do we know anywhere honey-moony?” Magnuss inquired. 

Of course, merely asking the question meant that he knew the answer. 

“Tah-Di-Tah.” Hair-Trigger replied. “I hear it’s a paradise planet.” 

“Oh yes.” Magnuss said. “It’s over in that direction.” 

 



So the ship made a slight alteration in its flight path… 

 

…and set forth upon a voyage at a more sedate pace. 

Chapter 3 
With time to kill, Hair-Trigger and Magnuss departed the bridge to begin an 

exploration of their ship… 

 

They had been pleased to discover that (although the ship would automatically 

up-date them on all concerns beyond the hull) the telepathic link with the 

vessel remained silent about its interior. It seemed, to Magnuss at least, that the 

ship understood that they enjoyed discovering new ‘things’ about their 

honeymoon barge. But shortly they grew concerned… 



 

“What we really need is a toilet.” Magnuss said to Hair-Trigger as they traversed 

a long, winding corridor. 

“Yes,” a slightly ashamed Hair-Trigger replied, “we can’t keep using that bucket 

that we found beneath the sink in the galley.” 

But their need was not desperate or immediate, so they were able to enjoy 

discovering… 

 

…a large compartment that might have been analogous with the Gravity 

Whelk’s, or the Chi-Z-Sox’ ‘Engineering’….  



 

What struck them both most was its sheer spaciousness. It was so indulgent in 

a small vessel like the Tankerville Norris where usable space would normally be 

at a premium. They didn’t recognise any of the equipment either. Of course 

they hadn’t expected to, so they weren’t disappointed. But when a hitherto 

unnoticed curtain moved aside and disappeared into the seamless wall, 

Magnuss couldn’t believe his eyes. He was so amazed that Hair-Trigger couldn’t 

stop her own mouth falling open too… 

 

“By the Saint of All Earplugs!” He exploded. “You realise what this is?” 

“Of course,” Hair-Trigger – caught up in the moment, replied, “it’s a…it’s a…a…I 

don’t know what it is; but it must be terrific if you like it so much. You do like it, 

don’t you, Magnuss?” 



 

“Like it?” Between breaths Magnuss’ pitch had risen several octaves. “I love it. 

It’s a Gravitonic Multiplicitor. The Scrotonites much have added this to the 

specifications. They don’t build ships without them. It’s a must-have piece of 

equipment.” 

Hair-Trigger’s brow furrowed as she tried to recall where she had heard the 

name Gravitonic Multiplicitor before. Then it came to her… 

 

She recalled that Folie Krimp and Placebo Bison had used one to move Mars 

into a new orbit around the Sun.  “Whoo,” she said, “with great power comes 

great responsibility. I hope we never need to activate it.” 

This had a sobering effect on her new husband. “Yeah, you’re right. But it’s nice 

to know we have one – just in case we need one – which I know is unlikely: 

we’re on honeymoon after all.” 



So, putting aside all thoughts of the wondrous machine that sat quiescent in 

the corner of Engineering, they set out once more upon their quest for a toilet… 

 

“Some signage would be useful.” Hair-Trigger complained as they approached 

another unmarked door. “I’d like a few clues to show me that I’m going in the 

right direction.” 

“Keep your nose tuned in for the smell of bleach.” Magnuss suggested helpfully, 

“Auntie Doris’s bathroom in her Spanish house always smells of bleach.” 

But the aroma of ammonia was entirely absent as the couple passed into a long 

ill-lit corridor… 

 

“More wasted space.” Magnuss grumbled. 



But Hair-Trigger thought that she might have an explanation: “To work a 

Gravitonic Multiplicitor, isn’t it necessary to move it outside the ship?” 

Magnuss slapped his forehead. “Of course.” He chuckled. “How could I have 

doubted the builders on Scroton?”  

“Or Bunk-Bunk Bunson.” Hair-Trigger added. “Other than the grainy 

windshield, the ship has behaved impeccably.” But she did wonder why he had 

placed Engineering so far from the ship’s hull. 

Then their keen hearing caught something in the air-conditioning’s breeze… 

 

“Do you hear that?” Magnuss said as they both slowed to a halt. 

“It sounds….” Hair-Trigger began hesitantly, “it sounds like a dripping urinal.” 

Magnuss wondered how his wife could recognise a dripping urinal, but he put 

the thought aside. Who knows what she had to do whilst married to a bounty 

hunter? “Look,” He cried. “Through here.” 

 



Moments later the couple went their separate ways, and Magnuss found 

himself in the most futuristic male lavatory that he’d ever seen… 

 

“Oh,” he sighed with relief, “I’ll never want to use a regular loo again. So why 

did they put it so far away from the bridge? I wonder what the girl’s toilet is 

like?” 

But when they re-entered Engineering, Hair-Trigger appeared a whole lot less 

impressed than Magnuss… 

 



And to Magnuss’ probing question she replied: “Bunk-Bunk Bunson was a male 

– right? Obviously he had little idea of female anatomy. He really should have 

asked for advice first. If we ever meet him, I’m going to get the boot in first, 

okay?” 

Magnuss smirked at this. “I can always empty the bucket for you.” He offered. 

But Hair-Trigger wouldn’t rise to the bait. Instead she decided to find out what 

the central ‘table’ in Engineering actually did…  

 

“Information and schematics,” Magnuss said as he nodded appreciatively. “And 

all displayed in the air before us. Very nice.” 

Neither of them was particularly interested in schematics, and numbers just 

confused the heck out of them. So they decided to head back in the direction of 

the bridge… 

 



But before long the conversation drifted to the subject of Tah-Di-Tah. Both 

were aware that it was a paradise world upon which many citizens of advanced 

worlds vacationed: but little else. 

“How do we pay?” Magnuss asked. 

“Where do we park our ship?” Hair-Trigger countered. 

It seemed that, between them, they had a thousand and one questions – none 

of which they could answer. But, as they entered the bridge… 

 

…they realised that the Tankerville Norris would have all the information they 

required. All they needed to do was ask. So they sat themselves down and did 

just that… 

 



For the first time since coming aboard, the ship chose not to communicate 

telepathically. Instead it spoke its answers: “Nigel – the Golden One – has a line 

of credit on Tah-Di-Tah.” It said. “You are his guests: you need not concern 

yourselves with such trivia. Just enjoy yourselves. By the way - we’ll be arriving 

in less than an hour, so keep yourselves entertained until then.” 

So, as the Tankerville Norris advanced towards its destination… 

 

…the occupants did as they were bid. First of all Hair-Trigger checked out the 

multi-media library… 

 

Then they chased each other around the bridge… 



 

Then returned for a second visit to the lavatory… 

 

…before settling themselves in the bridge… 

 

…to watch their approach to Tah-Di-Tah… 



 

And what a beautiful world it was too… 

 

Soon the ship followed a guide beam down through the atmosphere, where 

Magnuss and Hair-Trigger watched a solitary road and open veldt pass by 

below them… 

 



“I suppose that is a road.” Magnuss said. “I can’t quite get a grip on scale. It 

could be a garden path. 

“No,” Hair-Trigger replied, “it’s definitely a road: look, there’s a river too.” 

The river that Hair-Trigger had noticed emptied into a fabulous lake, which, by 

chance, the Tankerville Norris passed over at low altitude… 

 

…before banking sharply in an azure sky… 

 

…and heading towards the night side of the planet. 

Chapter 4 
The world of Tah-Di-Tah was settling into dusk as the Tankerville Norris raced 

towards its destination… 



 

The ship had informed Magnuss and Hair-Trigger of the many differing facets 

of the planet’s vacation centre. The first that hove into view was the much-

anticipated Castle Snid, which, due to poor light, was quite hard to see on their 

view screen… 

 

But, had they been standing on a rocky knoll nearby, would have appeared 

almost majestic in the misty moonlight… 



 

The aforementioned mist was just thinning when they arrived at the space ship 

landing area… 

 

Hair-Trigger was surprised to note the paucity of ships parked there… 



 

“Must be the off-season.” Magnuss conjectured. 

“Do paradise planets have off-seasons?” A doubtful Hair-Trigger responded. 

Magnuss thought about it for a few moments, before concluding: “They must 

have hiked their prices to unreasonable levels; so everyone is staying away 

until they come back down again.” 

This sounded far more logical to Hair-Trigger, and she blessed the Saint of All 

Earplugs for bringing Magnuss and her together. 

 

“Oh look,” she said, “it’s the SS Glob.” 

This surprised her husband. “Are you familiar with the SS Glob?” He inquired. 



Hair-Trigger shook her head. “No-no, it’s just that it’s got its name emblazoned 

on the hull in huge letters: I figured it must be famous or something.” 

“I hope they’re friendly.” Magnuss said as the Tankerville Norris manoeuvred 

into a landing posture, “That ship is a heck of a lot bigger than this one.” 

For a moment it seemed that Magnuss had tempted fate once too often: 

suddenly the bridge was illuminated by a blazing light that almost blinded its 

occupants… 

 

Magnuss reacted with pure survival instinct: “What the flipping heck is this?” 

He yelled. “Arm the proton torpedoes!” 

But the ship ignored his outburst, and landed safely beside the SS Glob… 

 

“Oh,” a relieved Magnuss chuckled at his foolishness, “it’s just a sensor beam.”  



“A very bright one,” Hair-Trigger grumbled. “I’ve still got retinal after-images.” 

Magnuss had exactly the same problem. “Yeah,” he mumbled. “They must be a 

nosey bunch of sods aboard the SS Glob: we didn’t sensor-beam them: why did 

they sensor-beam us? I think it’s really rude. If I knew their com-frequency, I’d 

give them a mouthful of verbal abuse.” 

But time is a great healer, and five minutes later the happy couple were on 

their way for a pre-disembarkation tinkle… 

 

Then it was just a matter of catching the courtesy shuttle bus to the space 

port’s largest hotel – Hotel Gilb… 

 



As a blue earplug guided them to their room… 

 

…Magnuss noted that the authorities on Tah-Di-Tah seemed very keen on 

giving their noteworthy structures four-letter monosyllabic names. He recited 

the three with which he was familiar: “Snid, Glob, and Gilb.” He said. 

To which the blue earplug responded: “Yeah, guess so. Got a tip?” 

Once inside their room, Magnuss and Hair-Trigger elected to wash away the 

sweat of fear that had accumulated upon their silicon skin since encountering 

the doomed turquoise planet… 

 



But were really cheesed off when they discovered that the bubble bath had a 

built-in timer. They had just enough time to rinse off before all the water 

drained away. Then, following a quick peek out of their high-level window at 

the bright lights of the City…  

 

…it was time to hit the streets… 

 

Initially those streets seemed almost empty. But, as they followed the signs that 

would take them to the bazaar, the crowds began to build… 



 

In fact the central thoroughfare became almost crowded… 

 

…with more and more thrill-seeking visitors arriving with every passing second. 

Magnuss and Hair-Trigger slipped in unobtrusively behind a pair of Ethernet 

Cable Ends who could only have come from Scroton… 

 



Magnuss was tempted to engage them in conversation, and perhaps boast of 

his friendship with their leader. But a dig in the ribs from Hair-Trigger put paid 

to that idea. So instead he decided to savour the atmosphere, and try to 

identify as many different species as he could… 

 

And there were a lot of them – including a happy pair of enormous Polystyrene 

Blobs… 

 

…one of whom (and much to the distress of her partner, wanted to whip off her 

knickers and jump in the canal… 

 



Cripes, Hairy,” Magnuss whispered, “this is all so cosmopolitan. I’m feeling 

decidedly parochial here. Look at those unusual long-snouted earplugs: I’ve 

never seen that species before. I wonder where they originate?” 

 

Of course, during her bounty-hunting career, Hair-Trigger had visited many 

worlds with their fair share of strange beings. She was less impressed than her 

husband. But she was mildly shaken when one of the Cable Ends fell head first, 

down an open drain and, as a direct result, broke wind both violently and 

pyrotechnically…  

 

This incident was the turning point for Magnuss… 

 

“I think we need to find somewhere quieter. Follow me.” 

Meanwhile, back at the Museum of Future Technology, the situation was 

anything but quiet… 



 

There had been a double reactor breach, and the tops of two towers had been 

blown off. But, for the museum’s Avatar, this was not the main subject of 

conversation. Whilst Valentine and Wah-Hey were taking the post-supper air, 

the Avatar accosted them on the up-ramp that led to the Café Puke… 

 

“Hello, Valentine. Greetings Wah-Hey.” she said as she walked backwards 

before them, “any news from Magnuss?” 

“Ah, that’d be a negative, Avatar.” Valentine replied. “We aint heard a squeak 

outta the little guy. Guess he’s having a good time and don’t wanna share it 

with his bros – know what I mean?” 



Although, as an automaton, the Avatar didn’t require oxygen, she nevertheless 

took a deep breath before saying: “Well it’s like this, Valentine: Cushions is 

getting very worried. She even got her best Omnipresent Scanner operatives 

out of bed to help her locate the Tankerville Norris… 

 

Even the museum’s A.I’s cheerful suggestions didn’t help. They simply couldn’t 

find it. In the end they took themselves off to the Café Puke… 

 

…for a stiff double Café Cortado and a bag of Churros.    

Their evening stroll forgotten, Valentine grabbed Rudi, Chester, and Miles. 

They found Cushions remembering happy recent events in the Grand Hall… 

 



“Hey, Cushions,” Rudi opened without preamble, “what gives with the 

Omnipresent Scanner? It can’t find Magnuss? That can’t be right: it can see 

everywhere!” 

Cushions confirmed this commonly held believe. She also confirmed its utter 

failure to detect their middle brother. “Officially we’re posting him as ‘Missing in 

Action’. Of course we’ll try again in the morning.” 

It was a disconsolate bunch of earplugs who wandered back to their quarters… 

 

They had attempted a telepathic link with him. But even returning to the place 

of their last triumph – the Age of Stone exhibit – could not succeed in making 

contact. And Chester, bless him, couldn’t help but conjure up terrible images of 

monsters that might have consumed the newlyweds… 

 



And if they’d known what was really happening to Magnuss, they would have 

realised why they couldn’t contact him… 

 

He and Hair-Trigger had visited a fairground, where he tried on a helmet 

named The Excruciator. It was supposed to be excruciating; and it was! So 

much so that he simply couldn’t think straight. So Hair-Trigger took it off him 

and suggested he try the Wobbly Buggy Ride. It was not her best idea… 

 

…because his motion sickness kicked in almost instantly; and he was sick all 

over the dashboard. So she took him to the canal walkway to recover… 



 

“This is better.” He said as his bile receded… 

 

…”and that canal is so effervescent. I wonder if anyone would complain if we 

partook of a dip in it.” 

 



But, even if that were so, the proximity of a trio of young females (who would 

never approve of the sight of soggy underpants) was the deciding factor 

against the idea. So they revisited the bazaar area… 

 

…where they encountered a pair of local earplugs… 

 

At first the newlyweds were suspicious of the strangers; but when the pale 

earplug said: “You look like a pair of impressionable youngsters.” and the 

darker individual added, “You should visit Madame Nellie: she’s a fortune 

teller.” They knew all was well. 

“Thank you, kind sirs.” Hair-Trigger replied. “Could you point us in her 

direction?”  



So, a few minutes later, they found themselves outside the tent of Madame 

Nellie – Fortune Teller to the Rich and Famous… 

 

“Are you feeling up for it?” Hair-Trigger asked a reluctant Magnuss. 

“I’m not sure,” the hesitant hero replied. “What if she’s the real deal? What if 

she really can see my future?” 

“What’re the chances of that?” Hair-Trigger scoffed. “If she was any good, she 

wouldn’t have a tent in a bazaar in the arse-end of nowhere.” 

But neither could say more because Madame Nellie was about to invite them 

inside… 

 

“Welcome, my darlings.” She said expansively. “Welcome to my humble abode. 

I’ve actually got a nice place ‘round the corner; but it’s a bit off the beaten track 

and nobody can find it without satellite navigation. So it’s the handsome young 

husband who wants his fortune told, is it?” 

Magnuss hadn’t realised that Nellie was perfectly capable of hearing them 

through the thin fabric of her tent, so was duly impressed. “Yes please.” He said. 

“Where do I sign? How much does it cost? Will you need to touch me 

anywhere?” 



Nellie smiled at this. “Only the once.” She answered. “Just a momentary caress 

of your temple.” 

 

But when she performed the simple act, something seemed to change in her. 

Her gentle bonhomie evaporated… 

 

“This is no good.” She snapped. “We must leave this tent immediately. Follow 

me. Hurry now: don’t dawdle.” 

Both Earthling earplugs were taken aback, but that didn’t stop them from 

acquiescing to the fortune teller’s demand. They quickly found themselves 

hurrying along a narrow corridor between the town’s quarters… 

 

Earplugs passed them in the opposite direction - none of which made eye 

contact… 



 

Then, unexpectedly, they exited a building – into the Old Quarter… 

 

Magnuss – now genuinely concerned for their safety – noted the name of the 

street. Then it was along to another ancient abode… 

 

But once inside the tiny one-up/one-down house, his fears receded. They were 

alone with the solitary unarmed female… 



 

Both earplugs tried smiling; but it didn’t do any good: Nellie was as serious as 

ever… 

 

“You are Magnuss Finklestein Earplug.” She stated matter-of-factly. “Don’t ask 

me how I know that. Suffice to say that I am ‘the real deal’. I am clairvoyant: I 

can see your future. I can also see your past.” 

This last line had Magnuss feeling nervous and vulnerable. “Can you see the 

time when I was walking home from school and I had a surreptitious tinkle in 

Missus Snook’s old air raid shelter?” 

For a moment Nellie paused. “Aah, no.” She replied. “Thankfully not. But don’t 

prevaricate: this is absolutely important. I now know that your wife is also cut 

from heroic material. This is good. You will need her help.” 

“He’s got it.” Hair-Trigger interrupted. “Always – no matter what. Even if he did 

urinate in Missus Snook’s old air raid shelter. By the way, I hope the smell didn’t 

linger, Magnuss. “ 

“I had a can of air freshener in my school satchel.” Magnuss replied. “It was like 

a security blanket for me. I eventually grew out of it.” 



“Will you two shut up, for flip’s sake!” Nellie bellowed: “I’ve got something 

really important to tell you. But first a question: do you believe in pre-

destination?” 

Magnuss felt uncomfortable with the subject. If he said ‘yes’ it meant that he 

didn’t accept free will. If he said ‘no’ it suggested that he had a closed mind. 

“I’m not sure.” He said. 

“Good.” Nellie responded unexpectedly. “Keep a firm grip upon your 

agnosticism: you’re going to need it. Here’s another question: have you ever 

heard of the Lines of Tah-Di-Tah?” 

Both young earplugs pulled puzzled faces and shook their heads.  

“Good.” Nellie surprised them again. “Because you, Magnuss, are going to 

discover them.” 

 

“Ugh?” Magnuss and Hair-Trigger said in unison. Magnuss then added: “But 

what are the Lines of Tah-Di-Tah?” 

At this Nellie merely shrugged her shoulders. “I’m a fortune teller.” She replied. 

”Not the Fountain of Knowledge. I don’t know what they are; but you are 

going to find them. And – apparently – the continued existence of Tah-Di-Tah 

depends upon it. That’s it – on your way: now it’s all down to you.” 

So it was a somewhat shell-shocked couple who exited the hovel through the 

back door… 

 



“What are we gonna do?” They cried as one. Then Hair-Trigger added: “A 

whole world depends on what we do next.” 

“I know.” Magnuss wailed. “Right now I wish we’d taken our honeymoon on 

Worstworld – just as its star goes nova. That wouldn’t have been half as bad as 

this. I don’t know what to do – and I don’t like not knowing what to do. It’s not 

in my DNA!” 

So wrapped up in their worries were Magnuss and Hair-Trigger that they didn’t 

even notice the group of lost tourists walk by in the opposite direction… 

 

So they wandered back in the direction of the Hotel Gilb… 

 

…down some alleyways that were very dark indeed. And all Magnuss could 

think about was the joy he’d experienced when he discovered the Tankerville 

Norris’ futuristic urinal… 



 

 

…which led to another thought. 

“Hairy,” he said, “I think I’m getting an inkling of an idea. It has something to do 

with Bunk-Bunk Bunson and his space ship plans. I don’t think it was an 

accident that the Scrotonites got their hands on them. I think they were 

supposed to!” 

Chapter 5 
Neither Magnuss nor Hair-Trigger slept well that night. Their minds were in 

turmoil. So they were still tired when the alarm clock woke them to a day full of 

grey skies and rain… 

 



But one thing was certain to both of them, as they stared out at the rain-soaked 

city that only hours earlier had appeared so bright and full of promise… 

 

“We’ll learn nothing here.” Magnuss said. Then, to add clarity he added: “In the 

city I mean. No one knows anything about the Lines of Tah-Di-Tah.” 

“How can you be so sure?” Hair-Trigger inquired reasonably. “I know we asked 

at Reception, but we haven’t asked everyone.” 

“I went on-line while you were making toast.” Magnuss explained. “There’s not 

a single mention of it.” 

To her credit, Hair-Trigger tried to be subjective and helpful. “Have you 

considered that Madame Nellie might be a bona fide fruit-cake? That perhaps 

there is no such thing as the Lines of Tah-Di-Tah?” 

Magnuss’ expression, reflected in the window, told Hair-Trigger that playing 

Devil’s Advocate wasn’t her most remarkable talent. “You’re right, of course.” 

She said. “Clearly the female is no nut-job. If she’d been mad, she wouldn’t have 

caressed your temple: she would have squeezed your buttocks. So where do we 

go from here?” 

“The Tankerville Norris.” Magnuss replied. “If we are to find anything pertinent 

concerning the Lines of Tah-Di-Tah, it’ll be in the ship’s memory banks.”  

So, a half-hour later, and having checked out, the husband and wife team of 

daring-doers made for the exit of the Hotel Gilb… 



 

From there the courtesy shuttle bus returned them to the parking lot, and 

thence to their ship – through which (because the weather outside had been 

chilly and wet) they rushed to the (recently sign-posted) lavatory… 

 

…before settling down to study the immense Library of Galactic Information – 

jokingly referred to as The Encyclopaedia Galactica – in the ship’s central 

computer… 

 



But just to be certain that they would not be interrupted – or scanned 

intrusively by the SS Glob – Magnuss had the Tankerville Norris lift off… 

 

…then whoosh across the high-rise section of the rain-swept city… 

 

This coincided with many of the Hotel Gilb’s hospitality staff taking their early 

morning coffee break by the window in the dining room… 

 



“Oh-no, not another one leaving.” The purple individual with pink hair 

complained. “The place is already nearly empty. If this keeps on, I can see our 

whole industry falling down around our ears.” 

But a green earplug was secretly pleased at the departure of a space ship, 

because he was a Catering Anarchist! 

Aboard the departing space ship… 

 

…Magnuss and Hair-Trigger watched as rainwater slewed off the ship’s forward 

camera cupola. 

“Right sod of a day.” Magnuss observed. “We’ll be able to think more clearly 

when we’re above the atmosphere: there won’t be this incessant tippy-tappy 

noise on the hull.” 

But a half-hour later, and having spent the entire time trying to find 

information that might be vaguely linked with the Lines of Tah-Di-Tah (but 

without success) Magnuss was getting a headache… 

 



So he sat down for five minutes, which released Hair-Trigger to try a few entries 

of her own. 

“Hey,” she yelled almost immediately, “I’ve tried a wider, more expansive 

request input. I’ve left out the Tah-Di-Tah bit. I punched in a request for any 

historical or mythical usage of the word ‘lines’. Guess what – I found an entry. 

We need to access it on the table in Engineering… 

 

Engineering, being relatively close to the bridge, it took only moments for the 

excited couple to get there… 

 

“How do we turn it on?” Hair-Trigger asked Magnuss. 



On cue both knew in an instant. Moments later an image to accompany the 

information that was being directly fed into their brains appeared on the 

holographic viewer… 

 

“A strange village at the very end of a long fiord.” Magnuss said in wonder. 

“Small domed houses that hang on, or cling to the cliff face.” Hair-Trigger 

added. “Some go down to the water’s edge.” 

“Not a lot of flat land.” Magnuss noted. “I wouldn’t want to be on their soccer 

team: you’d be playing one half of the game up hill; and the other half chasing 

the ball downhill.” 

“P’raps they’ve got their pitch the other way ‘round.” Hair-Trigger suggested. 

“Longitudinally I mean. Canted over at whatever the angle of the cliff is, with 

the goals at either end also canted over of course.” 

Magnuss was about to reply, when suddenly he realised that they had gone off-

subject. So he said: “Who cares? Huh, maybe they don’t even play soccer.” 

“Didn’t.” Hair-Trigger corrected him. “Maybe they didn’t play soccer. This is a 

historical picture. Past tense, that is. Maybe they never played soccer because it 

hadn’t been invented yet.” 

Magnuss quickly changed the subject. “This is a winter shot: can we see a 

summer version?” 

 



“Look, Magnuss,” Hair-Trigger gasped after scrutinizing the replacement picture 

for a nanosecond, “they did have an area suitable for a soccer pitch. Down by 

the water on the north shore. It appears to have three buildings on it. But they 

could be mere tents or artisan’s fabric retail outlets.” 

Magnuss took a quick peek to confirm his wife’s observation; then returned the 

conversation to its original course. “Let’s collate the info we have on The Lines 

of Tah-Di-Tah, and see where this new stuff takes us.” 

Naturally the ship complied… 

 

Magnuss wasn’t impressed, so Hair-Trigger put on a brave face and smiled 

sweetly. “Yes,” she said positively, “although we have no idea what these ‘lines’ 

are, we know they have something to do with the planet, Tah-Di-Tah.” 

Magnuss pulled himself together. “Confirmed.” He agreed. “I also notice that 

clairvoyance is highlighted: that must be important too. Madame Nellie, I 

presume – yet she claimed to know nothing of The Lines.” 

“Predestination.” Hair-Trigger yelped when she saw the word. “That suggests 

that someone – possibly you and I – were always intended to be here to find 

The Lines. But Time Travel?” 

“Bunk-Bunk Bunson.” Magnuss blurted. “He who brought the plans of this very 

ship with him from the future. I alluded to it, earlier in the city. Now it’s 

beginning to make more and more sense. But I can’t figure the History entry.” 

“The village at the end of the fiord.” Hair-Trigger suggested. When I entered 

the word ’lines’, the computer gave me the village.” 



“Accepted.” Magnuss said as he studied the hologram. “But what the heck is an 

Infinite Reality Drive?” 

In an instant the telepathic link with the Tankerville Norris gave him the 

answer. Hair-Trigger too. 

“It’s what powers the ship along.” She yelled joyfully. “I wondered why it didn’t 

whoosh along with a tail of fire like other ship’s we’ve been on. Using a system - 

not unlike that one which destroyed the civilisation that Folie Krimp and 

Placebo Bison discovered – the creators of the I.R.D accessed alternative 

quantum realities and syphoned off the raw power of that reality’s creative ‘Big 

Bang’, and converted it into smooth linear thrust.” 

Magnuss was impressed. “Very good, Hairy.” He said. “I couldn’t have put it 

better myself. In fact I would have spoken a bunch of cobblers. But how is it 

pertinent to the mystery? What does Infinite Reality Drive have to do with 

clairvoyance, time-travel, predestination, and the planet below?” 

“The starting point came when we visited Madame Nellie.” Hair-Trigger replied. 

“It’s only a hunch, but I think she knows more than she’s telling. Shame on her: 

and you being a Saint as well!” 

By the time the Tankerville Norris had returned to the city, the rain had blown 

away. It was late, but the sun still shone from a beautiful blue sky… 

 



But when the intrepid earplugs visited Madame Nellie’s tent… 

 

…they found it empty – with the exception of a sign that had been left by its 

former occupant… 

 

“That’s very convenient.” Hair-Trigger hissed angrily. “Too much of a 

coincidence, if you ask me.” 



This gave Magnuss an idea. After checking that Madame Nellie hadn’t changed 

her name to Madame Flub to avoid taxes, they revisited the Bazaar, where they 

sought out the two earplugs that had sent them to Madame Nellie’s tent the 

night previous… 

 

“Nah,” the darker of the two reprobates replied to their questioning, “we don’t 

have the first idea where she is.” 

“She just paid us to send potential customers to her.” The pale earplug added. 

“How many other customers did you send her?” Magnuss inquired. 

They looked at each other. The dark earplug then said: “Actually only two. You 

two. After you’d gone, she gave us each a hundred Smackeroos and told us 

that our services were no longer required.” 

“Easiest hundred Smackeroos I ever made.” The pale earplug said as he 

fingered his hidden wallet appreciatively. 

At first Magnuss and Hair-Trigger felt helpless. They simply didn’t know what to 

do next. So they wandered to the Old Quarter, where they hoped to spot Nellie 

amongst the inhabitants… 



 

It was a long-shot, and failed miserably. Then Magnuss remembered the spy 

camera that he habitually wore in his breast pocket. It looked like a normal pen, 

but it recorded movies with monaural sound. 

“I was wearing it in her house.” He said whilst grasping at metaphysical straws. 

“Maybe if we show it to people, they might recognise either her face or her 

house.” 

So they did… 

 

But no one had even heard of Madame Nellie. “Maybe you both dreamed it.” A 

blue End Cap suggested. “Is it possible to share a dream?” 

Soon failure piled upon failure… 



 

…and as dusk approached and the shadows fell long between buildings, all 

four of their combined feet hurt like heck. 

“Let’s get back to the ship.” Hair-Trigger said as they wandered down yet 

another Tah-Di-Tah back street. “We’ll go and look at that ancient village we 

found in the history banks.” 

Shortly the Tankerville Norris was approaching a beautifully sun-lit hill… 

 



Magnuss and Hair-Trigger were becoming excited because just beyond it 

should lay the ancient village. But when the ship swooped into (what should 

have been) the fiord, the deflated earplugs aboard discovered that… 

 

…it was completely silted up, and that a very nice road bridge now crossed 

almost a hundred metres above where the village had once stood. 

“Curses.” They yelled as one. “Thwarted again!” 

So it was with a feeling of despair that they had the Tankerville Norris return to 

its natural environment… 

 

If vacuum could conduct vibrations, anyone outside the ship would have heard 

Magnuss’ angry bellowing – along with the tinkling sound of a teaspoon as it 

whirred around and around, with a degree of violence only matched by a 

category five tornado, inside a mug of coffee.  

“I don’t want any coffee, Hairy.” His voice would have been heard to roar. “It 

keeps me up.” 



Hair-Trigger’s voice was considerably quieter, and might not have been 

detectable by the imaginary person with his or her (or it’s) ear pressed to the 

hull: “It’s decaffeinated.” She said. 

This seemed to calm Magnuss. Making a cup of coffee and handing it to your 

angry husband was such an ordinary, day-to-day thing to do. It released his 

stress. “Oh, thank you. How many lumps of sugar did you put in it?” 

“None.” Hair-Trigger replied. “We’ve only got sweeteners on board.” 

 

Magnuss, unlike many earplugs of his generation, was perfectly happy with 

fake sugar, so he gladly accepted the coffee. Whilst Hair-Trigger finished up at 

the coffee work station, he returned to his library interface.  And it was as he 

stared at the confusing, often seemingly contradictory information before him 

that he began to see a correlation. Turning to Hair-Trigger… 

 

…he said: “Hairy; we need to get down to Engineering pronto.” 

By now they had grown familiar with the route; so it only took half the usual 

time to reach the bowels of the ship… 



 

“I’m not very good with tech stuff.” He said as Hair-Trigger followed him into 

the compartment. “Turn it on, will you?” 

Moments later Hair-Trigger’s dainty fingers danced across the controls, and the 

hologram generator burst into life… 

 

“It’s all about time.” Magnuss explained - which pleased Hair-Trigger because, 

of all her favourite science-fiction movies, she liked those that featured time-

travel the most. “We’ve been looking at this the wrong way ‘round.” 

This also pleased Hair-Trigger because she thought they’d been looking at the 

problem from the right angle: to find that her famous husband now turned the 

situation on its head meant that she need not fret anymore. “Good.” She said. 

“Whatta ya mean?” 

“Nigel – the Golden One – told us that Bunk- Bunk Bunson had travelled back 

through time. That the design of the Tankerville Norris, Scroterton Pancake, 



and the Sir Goosewing Grey were more advanced than anything we have 

today because it came from the future. What if he only assumed that they came 

from the future? Or that Bunk-Bunk Bunson told him that because it was easier 

for him to accept?” 

Not for the first time during their many convoluted conversations did Hair-

Trigger make the mental leap expected of her by Magnuss. “What did you find 

in the library computer?” She demanded. 

“The village in the fiord.” Magnuss replied with building excitement. “We 

assumed that it was a primitive fishing village, which might or might not have 

had a football team. It wasn’t. It was a technocrat’s enclave. All the brainiest 

earplugs of the planet went there to study and to experiment with futuristic 

ideas and technology that they developed there. That was a thousand years 

ago. It was destroyed in a cataclysm of unknown origin. Then a tsunami swept 

in and covered the ruins in sea bottom and silt.” 

By now Hair-Trigger was shaking with anticipation. “I know what you’re going 

to say.” She squealed. “The reason that the computer can’t correlate the Lines 

of Tah-Di-Tah with anything today is because this world wasn’t called Tah-Di-

Tah a thousand years ago.”   

“On the nose, my super-intelligent, sweet wife.” Magnuss bellowed. “It was 

called something else completely – which I don’t know and don’t care. The 

secret of the Lines of Tah-Di-Tah lay a hundred metres below that road bridge.” 

“And we have to dig it up!” Hair-Trigger yelled shrilly. “But how?” 

At that point the ship passed on some silent information to the couple. They 

turned to regard the Gravitonic Multiplicitor… 

 



“If it can move worlds,” Magnuss said whilst the machine hummed in near 

silence, “a nice road bridge and a few hundred thousand tons of sea floor 

should be no problem at all.” 

But just as they set about figuring how to utilise the Gravitonic Multiplicitor, 

the ship went to Crimson Alert… 

 

Because adrenalin can make a person do things with ease that would often be 

impossible under normal circumstances, it seemed that no time passed 

between Magnuss and Hair-Trigger receiving a summons to the bridge, and 

them actually being there… 

 

Because of the telepathic link they didn’t need to be told that they were 

looking at a fleet of spacecraft that lay so distant in space that the vague image 

was the result of it being at the extreme range of the sensors. They also 

understood that, at its current speed and trajectory, the fleet would arrive off 

Tah-Di-Tah in less than a single planetary revolution. 



“Bum.” Magnuss cursed like a dock-worker on steroids. “Knickers too. What an 

inconvenient time to turn up. Obviously they’re not on their way here for a 

huge joint vacation or to party-party-party until dawn: that looks distinctly like 

an invasion fleet.” 

“The Lines of Tah-Di-Tah.” Hair-Trigger said breathlessly. “What was it that 

Madame Nellie said about them?” 

Magnuss quickly retrieved the spy pen from his breast pocket. Selecting the 

correct time index he soon had the devilishly clever device repeating the 

clairvoyant’s words: “I’m a fortune teller: not the Fountain of Knowledge. I 

don’t know what they are; but you are going to find them. And – apparently – 

the continued existence of Tah-Di-Tah depends upon it. That’s it – on your way: 

now it’s all down to you.”  

Magnuss turned his gaze to the holo-screen again, and said: “Bit of a 

coincidence, don’t you think?” 

“We’ve got twenty-two hours – give-or-take,” Hair-Trigger said sternly. “We 

don’t have time to explain all this to the authorities: we need to act: and we 

need to act now. Let’s go dig up that techno-village!” 

But Magnuss held aloft a hand. “Wait.” He said. “We must do all we can to slow 

that fleet down. Rudi told us that we had a full complement of proton 

Torpedoes.” 

“Just a turn of phrase, I’m sure.” Hair-Trigger snapped in her urgency to be 

about their task. “Just his way of saying we were ready to launch. Like saying 

the larder is stocked, or the toilet roll holders are full.” 

Magnuss shook his head. “I don’t think so. My oldest brother wouldn’t tell me 

something that wasn’t true.” 

Then, with only his mind, he instructed the quiescent ship… 

 



…to target the distant fleet and fire a volley of torpedoes. Much to Hair-

Trigger’s surprise, this was the result… 

 

“Well you could knock me down with a lupher, I had no idea. But, Magnuss, 

those torpedoes have a limited range: the fleet is far too distant: they’ll never 

get there.” 

“They don’t have to.” Magnuss replied as he fired the second, and final, volley… 

 

…”They’ll run out of fuel, and drift onwards under their own momentum. The 

fleet will sail straight into them. Effectively they’re a moving mine field between 

Tah-Di-Tah and those ships. But, at best, it will only slow them down.”  

Hair-Trigger watched as the balls of incandescent light disappeared against the 

vast backdrop of outer space. “What we need is reinforcements.” She said 

grimly and without hope. “Someone to come to the rescue. Oh, if only the 

cavalry could come charging over the hill right now: I’d give them all a big 

sloppy kiss!” 



Chapter 6 
Ironically, or coincidentally, whichever takes your fancy – back on Earth (a 

mere twenty-four hours earlier)– or, to be slightly more precise – back in the 

Museum of Future Technology (twenty-four hours earlier)… 

 

…the troopers of the United Stoats Seventh Cavalry had been parading about in 

their stockade… 

 

At exactly the same time that Staff Sergeant Jo Frayzer shouted: “Slope arms – 

huh!”, Cushions Smethwyke had just turned away from the video-com panel 

upon which she had recently communicated with the commanding officer of 

the Seventh Cavalry – Major Leftfoot Badger… 



 

As a result of this communication, Jo Frayzer and fellow staff sergeant –

Wetpatch Wilton – had been summoned… 

 

This was unusual for the time of day, and Jo was slightly fearful. 

“The troopers have been using rather a lot of toilet tissue lately.” He said to his 

colleague. “You don’t suppose it has come to the attention of the clerical staff - 

do you?” 

Wetpatch wasn’t a soldier who enjoyed conjecture. “I’m sure we’ll find out soon 

enough. Now dig your regulation headgear out of your back pocket and plonk 

it on your head.” 



This was timely advice, because just around the corner stood the 

Officer’s…ah…office… 

 

…which belonged to the former exhibit – but which was now home of the 

Seventh Cavalry. Without too much hesitation the staff sergeants approached 

the door… 

 

They would have knocked politely, but the Major’s adjutant – Klisters Barnacle-

Balls – was peering through the letter box, and saw them coming. So, with one 



deft flick of his wrist, Klisters had whipped the up-and-over door open in a most 

exaggerated and spectacular manner… 

 

“You’re late.” He growled. “The Major is waiting for his afternoon tea – and he 

can’t have it until he’s dealt with you two. So get in there now!” 

This did little to settle Jo’s nerves. So it was with a modicum of knee-knocking 

that the staff sergeants entered their commanding officer’s presence… 

 

Major Leftfoot Badger was out of his chair like a limpet with an overactive 

adrenal gland. Tossing his hat upon his head with practiced ease… 



 

…he said: “Gentlemen: regard the com-panel screen. It is about to replay a 

message that I have recently received from our superiors – the museum’s 

Curator Corp.” 

 

“It came as a nasty surprise, I don’t mind telling you. Something of a jolt, 

actually. When you’ve seen it, I think you’ll know what I require from you.” 

He said no more because moments later the screen began to glow. Then the 

curators appeared – all pushed up together so that they could appear on-

screen. Cushions Smethwyke and Hunting Provost stood foremost… 



 

“Okay, Badger.” Cushions growled without preamble. “We all know that the 

Seventh Cavalry really belong on Worstworld and are only here under 

sufferance from us. You don’t have a real task in the museum. Okay, you fought 

one engagement against those red robot invaders from the future: but other 

than that you’ve been a constant strain on our meagre coffers. So it’s about 

time you earned your keep. We’re pooping our pants in fear of what might 

have happened to those lovely couple – Magnuss and Hair-Trigger – and we’re 

not enjoying it. Our Omnipresent Scanner can’t find them anywhere – not even 

their dismembered bones and connective tissues. We want….no…we demand 

that you find out where they are and what they’re doing. If you don’t, I’m 

gonna recall the Chi-Z-Sox and have you all back in the irradiated desert of that 

doomed planet before the week is up. I don’t care how you do it – but get it 

done.” 

This was enough to have both staff sergeants quaking in their marching boots; 

but when Hunting Provost stopped looking sad, and stared straight into the 

camera…  

 



…they knew real fear. 

“If you fail,” he ground out between gnashing incisors, “I will hunt you down 

and feed your remains to the plankton. That’s cold water plankton, by the way. 

Somewhere off the coast of Antarctica.”  

The Major didn’t need to say anything: Jo and Wetpatch spoke in unison when 

they said (with a sigh of resignation): “We’re on it, Sir. You can count on us.” 

Shortly, having crossed Fort Balderdash to the Non-Commissioned Officer’s 

mess…  

 

…Jo and Wetpatch let themselves in, where they had to first push aside an 

unserviceable all-terrain attack vehicle so that they could access the sole com-

panel allowed by the cavalry’s restricted budget… 

 



“There is only one guy in the universe that can get us out of this kaka.” 

Wetpatch had said as they departed Major Leftfoot Badger’s office. “So we’d 

better pray that he’s still in the museum.” 

A minute later the panel lit up to reveal Nigel – the Golden One; his unnamed 

personal assistant; and Walker Crabtrouser – Chief of the Scrotonic Armed 

Forces, about to board their spaceship home... 

 

“Wait!” Wetpatch yelled in near-panic. “Golden One, we have great need of 

your help!” 

Naturally, being a reasonable guy and all-round good egg, Nigel paused his 

entry into the ship’s airlock. “Cavalryplugs.” He said as he recognised the staff 

sergeant’s uniforms. “I will always make time for the military. How can I help 

you?” 

Quickly Wetpatch explained the situation – to which Nigel held up a hand in 

an attempt to stay the sergeant’s tongue further. “The Omnipresent Scanner 

problem can be explained thus.” He said. “The Tankerville Norris is equipped 

with a latest-generation Gravitic Multi-Thingamy-Whatsit, which makes it 

impervious to multi-phasic scans over vast distances. But as regards to actually 

finding them…well I’m not sure how I can offer assistance.” 

“We wondered if you might lend us a ship.” Jo blurted. “We could go look for 

them. Space is big – but not so big that a concerted effort wouldn’t be 

completely unsuccessful – probably – maybe – if we looked really hard.” 



 

“Oh dear.” Nigel said as he turned to Walker Crabtrouser for help. “I do believe 

we disassembled the ships that Magnuss rejected. And, unfortunately, the 

assembly instructions were used by a junior rating who couldn’t find the 

lavatory paper cupboard, and used them to…ah…well I leave it to your 

imagination.” 

Wetpatch and Jo were crestfallen. Now all they could do was hope that the 

information about the Gravitonic Multiplicitor’s effect on the Omnipresent 

Scanner would be enough to placate Cushions and Hunting. But Walker 

Crabtrouser had an idea… 

 



“Golden One,” He said slowly – as his thoughts coalesced and allowed him to 

speak, “I think I might have a partial answer to their prayers.” 

Then, in Scrotonic, he explained. He finished with: “Well – Whatta ya think?” 

“Inform the Captain that there will be a delay in our departure.” Nigel said to 

his Personal Assistant. Then, to Wetpatch and Jo… 

 

…he said: “Gentlemen, it appears that I was a tad premature. There was a fourth 

vessel assembled from flat-pack; but no one thought that Magnuss would be 

attracted by a stripped-down, black-ops, stealth ship. It’s in our hold, with just a 

few bungee cords holding it down. I’ve got some scissors to snip them – if 

you’re interested of course.” 

Two hours later an almost-invisible craft climbed silently into the night sky… 

 



It scented the vacuum of space for the spore of its sister-ship – the Tankerville 

Norris. And having detected its ion trail, set out in pursuit… 

 

And (nominally) at the controls… 

 

…sat Wetpatch Wilton and Jo Frayzer. 

“Ooh-er,” Jo said appreciatively, “this ship sure can motor, can’t it, Wetpatch?” 

To which Wetpatch replied… 

 



…”Flipping heck, yeah.” 

Then, to the other four cavalry-plugs who had volunteered to act as crew, he 

added: “Any ideas what we call this baby?” 

Naturally, being of long-standing in the military of Worstworld, they weren’t 

used to giving their imaginations free reign. They all came up empty. So it was 

left to Jo to make a suggestion… 

 

“Um,” he began, “how about we let the ship choose its name? It’s probably got 

a better idea than any of us. What about it, Ship?” 

And, like the other ships that had been created from the designs taken from 

Bunk-Bunk Benson, the ship spoke its name in utter silence. But the crew now 

knew that they were aboard the Chuck Winker, which surprised them because 

Chuck Winker was a terrestrial actor who starred in Magnuss Earplug’s 

favourite science-fiction show, Destination: The Stars.  

 



“Whilst I’ve been here on Earth”, the ship then explained, “I’ve been watching 

re-runs on cable TV. They’re really very good. I like Chuck Winker: I think he has 

real on-screen presence. I’ve downloaded all the episodes. When I get back to 

Scroton, I intend to re--transmit them world-wide. I know what you’re thinking 

– but we have no copyright laws on Scroton, so it’ll be fine.” 

Chapter 7 
Meanwhile, just above the atmosphere of Tah-Di-Tah… 

 

…the Tankerville Norris was positioning itself above the site of the former fiord. 

Inside Magnuss and Hair-Trigger watched as the beautiful planet revolved 

beneath them… 

 

“Oh, it’s so lovely.” Hair-Trigger warbled in open admiration. “Look at it, 

Maggie: isn’t that worth saving?” 



“Indeed it is.” Magnuss agreed. “So let’s get down to Engineering and try to 

figure out how we’re going to use the Gravitonic Multiplicitor.” 

A short while later… 

 

“I don’t understand.” Magnuss said in puzzlement at the lack of bolts holding 

the device to the deck. “How are we supposed to un-do bolts that aren’t there?” 

In response, the ship spoke directly through Hair-Trigger… 

 

“This isn’t the Gravity Whelk, you know. This is an up-dated version of the 

Gravitonic Multiplicitor. It stays in situ. So you just select your co-ordinates, and 

get the heck out of here until the job is done.” 



So it was a very relieved married couple that set about the task of choosing 

exactly where to point the miraculous device. But when Hair-Trigger returned 

from visiting the toilet, she was less than impressed with Magnuss when she 

found him watching an episode of Destination: The Stars… 

 

“Don’t fret, darling.” Magnuss said nonchalantly, “it’s all done. Let’s retire to the 

bridge.” 

So, as the ship adopted a stare-down position… 

 

…they did just that… 



 

…whilst the ship targeted a location that lay between the land and the sea. 

Then, without any further communication the Gravitonic Multiplicitor fired its 

ravaging energies through the main deflector dish… 

 

Quickly the adjacent atmosphere erupted with light and energised dust 

particles… 



 

…and the beam of energy tore into the centuries of silt, crud, and other soil-like 

stuff that defied description… 

 

…where it blew it high into the air, which caused all sorts of weather-related 

anomalies that created (amongst other phenomena) vast electrical storms. And 

it was into one of these that the Tankerville Norris plunged as it raced to see 

the results of the Gravitonic Multiplicitor’s labours… 



 

And, just as Magnuss was beginning to feel the early on-set of motion sickness, 

something wonderful appeared on the main holo-viewer… 

 

The village was revealed in all of its strange violet glory… 

 

“Fantastic.” Magnuss cried out with glee. But then thought he saw an 

insurmountable problem: “Well there it is: but what are we supposed to do 

with it? How do we get down there?” 



The ship responded in the only way it knew… 

 

“Urk!” Magnuss managed before atomic dissolution. And he repeated himself 

when… 

 

…he and Hair-Trigger re-assembled elsewhere. 

The ship then operated entirely autonomously, and lifted skyward once more. 

From there it raced to the city, where it transmitted everything it knew of the 

situation and requested any available military help with fending off the 

approaching alien invasion fleet… 

 



As the Tankerville Norris gained the upper atmosphere… 

 

…the captain of the SS Glob contacted it. 

“I’m no armed merchantman,” He said, “But I keep a few demolition charges 

aboard – just in case I need to blow up docking clamps on backward planets 

that think they can hold the Glob to ransom. I’ll fire those: maybe they can 

plough you a metaphorical furrow through space.” 

Of course the Tankerville Norris was only too pleased to accept any help. “Yeah, 

go for it.” It responded in a fair facsimile of Magnuss’ voice. 

A split second later… 

 



…the improvised missiles were on their way. And aboard the empty Tankerville 

Norris, the main screen displayed a direct hit upon an approaching scout 

vessel… 

 

Unfortunately no one was there to see it, so no one cheered hysterically. 

“Never mind,” the ship said to that same no one at all, “I’ve recorded it: I can 

play it back to Magnuss and Hair-Trigger later. That’s assuming that I’m not 

reduced to cosmic detritus first, of course.” 

It then shifted into gear… 

 

…and took off like a kitten with a laundry peg on its tail. 

Meanwhile, in the recently uncovered village of ancient scientific genii… 



 

…Magnuss and Hair-Trigger peered from the entrance of a cave, which might 

have been an interior corridor in a previous era, and tried to make sense of 

what they were looking at. Sadly they couldn’t, so they turned inward once 

more… 

 

And that was a bit puzzling too. But further into the cave/corridor, artificial 

construction techniques became apparent. As did huge, scary cobwebs… 



 

The appearance of obvious technology should have filled both young earplugs 

with intellectual joy: but they couldn’t help wondering after the size of the 

spider that made those webs!  

With no other course, but forward, open to them, they moved on – which must 

have triggered a sensor or some such, because a light briefly flickered upon a 

wall panel… 

 

Both earplugs reached the same conclusion simultaneously. As one they said: 

“Motion detector. We’ve been spotted. The place is coming to life!” 

And indeed it was. Lights were coming on everywhere… 



 

This left them both filled with wonder. But they felt slightly less ‘wonder-full’ 

when the lighting altered and took on an increasingly crimson hue… 

 

“Intruder Alert, do you think, Hairy?”  Magnuss conjectured. 

Hair-Trigger might have concurred… 



 

…but a worsening in the level of illumination made her squeak with 

nervousness instead. And if she had known what was to follow, she might have 

broken wind with anticipation of being scared silly… 

 

“Help me,” an ethereal voice accompanied the apparition, “I’m all alone. I don’t 

know where I am. I seem to be disembodied. I also think I might be going 

potty!” 

How Magnuss and Hair-Trigger responded to this sudden and unexpected 

stimulus must always be their secret; because, at that very moment - up in 

space… 



 

…the Tankerville Norris was preparing itself for a strafing run on the alien fleet. 

With no proton torpedoes aboard, the only offensive armament that the ship 

possessed was the Gravitonic Multiplicitor. But, perhaps this was all the royal 

blue craft required. If the device could uncover a sunken village in two seconds 

flat, and move an entire planet from its orbit (the ship ruminated very quickly) 

what could it do to an unsuspecting alien space ship? Of course, there was only 

one way to answer that question… 

 

Blast, whoosh, fizz, brruuum, or whatever noise Gravitonic Multiplicitors make 

in the silence of outer space. Unfortunately for the attacking fleet’s outriders, 

they quickly discovered that the powerful gravitonic waves tore their ship apart 

and exposed their atomic motors. So this particular ship did what any decent 

atomic-powered vessel that has been rent asunder would do… 



 

It exploded in fine fashion. But others on the leading edge of the armada were 

quick to react. Within seconds the Tankerville Norris came under attack… 

 

When the engineers of Scroton had built the Tankerville Norris, it had not been 

intended as a ship-of-war: it was a honeymoon barge for heaven sake! 

Consequently any defensive screening was of the Meteorite-Deflecting kind. 

Directed energy beams were a tad beyond its design parameters. But the 

Scrotonites – being typical Scrotonites – had over-engineered just about 

everything aboard (with the exception of the forward viewing window), so the 

ship took the first blow really quite well. Well it didn’t blow up or anything 

extravagant. In fact it turned on a veritable dime and let rip with the Gravitonic 

Multiplicitor in the direction of its assailant… 



 

The result wasn’t unexpected. With gravity waves so intense and powerful, 

even a near miss was good enough… 

 

But the Tankerville Norris was only one ship against a horde. Long before the 

emitter could re-charge, the aliens had targeted the dangerous vessel… 



 

Ordinarily a glancing blow could have been shrugged off, and tiny repair 

robots despatched to plug the myriad holes with their inflating buttocks: but a 

sustained barrage… 

 

…was another thing entirely. There simply were not enough robots with big 

enough buttocks to do the job. If the Tankerville Norris had been the kind of 

ship that talks to itself during periods of high stress, it might have said: “Ooh-er, 

I must agree with what Hair-Trigger said about the cavalry: I do so hope they 

come charging over the hill – soon - like now. Help!” 



Well, it seemed that reality wasn’t quite as different to the Tankerville Norris’ 

fantasy as one might imagine. Not far away – on a Galactic scale, that is – the 

Chuck Winker was making very good time indeed…  

 

Progress was of the rapid kind. Sitting in the co-pilot’s seat beside Staff 

Sergeant Wetpatch Wilton, Staff Sergeant Jo Frayzer… 

 

…said: “Remind me again: how is it that we know we’re on the right course?” 

To which Wetpatch looked across to cavalry-plug Jollie Huggup at the round 

black device that no one had bothered naming, and said: “Well, Jollie?” 

Jollie was too busy studying his readouts to turn around to face his superiors; 

so he shouted instead: “We followed the Tankerville Norris’ ion trail until it 

stopped at a recently disintegrated planet: then we extrapolated a likely course 

for a pair of newlyweds. Tah-Di-Tah seemed most likely – especially since Nigel 

has an account with the tallest hotel there. Then, more recently, the telepathic 

talents of the Chuck Winker detected Scroton-derived anxiety waves from 

somewhere between our intended destination and…ah…us…here…now.” 



“Yeah,” Cavalry-plug, Miguel Angel-Grinder, on the opposite piece of futuristic 

equipment, concurred. “We’re nearly on top of it. We should be there 

momentarily. Preparing to exit hyperspace – at your command, Wetpatch.”  

Naturally Wetpatch, being a well-trained cavalry-plug, responded 

professionally. “Saddle up,” he bellowed, “and let’s head out!”  

A split second later the Chuck Winker re-entered regular space/time. Its speed 

was such that it all but tore surrounding space into overstressed fragments. The 

Galaxy itself seemed to convulse…    

 

“Flipping heck,” Miguel Angel-Grinder erupted as he hid behind the pilot’s 

chairs, “will ya look at that!” 

 

“I am.” Wetpatch replied. “But what am I looking at?” 



Fortunately for everyone, Miguel had been replaced at the rectangular screen 

thing by Cavalry-plug Scroda Hootner. She said: “Whacking great big explosion, 

Sir. Looks like a ship exploded. Very likely the result of a stupid accident or a 

space battle.” 

“I’d prefer the former.” Jo responded. 

“More likely the latter.” Jollie Huggup replied. “The Chuck Winker continues to 

receive Scroton-derived anxiety waves; it’s not the Tankerville Norris in a million 

pieces out there. But it is in deep kaka. We must assume that it is under attack 

and is defending itself - spectacularly – as any Scrotonite ship would.”  

Wetpatch ruminated for a nanosecond. “If we’re not going too fast and are 

likely to over-shoot, I think we should join this battle.” 

Fortunately for the Staff Sergeant’s plan, the Chuck Winker – although still 

producing a relativistic-bow wave… 

 

…was in a position to assist the Tankerville Norris. 

 



“Right then,” Wetpatch said as he cleared his throat and another alien vessel 

exploded in the distance, “I suppose we’d better go to Red Alert.” 

Cavalry-plug, Eustace Lipps, looked up from where he was fiddling with the 

massive air-con unit, and said: “I think they call it Crimson Alert aboard ship. Or 

am I being overly pedantic?” 

“Crimson Alert it is then.” Wetpatch yelled…  

 

…”and if anyone can find something that resembles a powerful weapon – fire 

it!” 

Jo spotted a small, insignificant button on his pilot’s desk. He pushed it 

experimentally…  

 



“Well done, Jo.” Wetpatch cheered as the closest alien ship ceased to exist. 

“Can anyone better that?” 

Inspired by Jo’s lead, Eustace slammed the ball of his hand against a similarly 

minute toggle on the air-con control… 

 

The cavalry had indeed come charging over the hill.  

Meanwhile, in the remnants of the buried village, Magnuss and Hair-Trigger 

had discovered a strange room that seemed to defy the laws of physics… 

 

“Not only the laws of physics,” Hair-Trigger grumbled, “but the laws of 

aesthetics too.” 

“It could be the result of a radiation leak.” Magnuss suggested nervously. Then, 

to cheer himself up, he added: “Alternatively it could be a piece of equipment 

that has turned on automatically when it detected our presence, but because it 

has been sitting idle for centuries, needs re-calibrating.” 



 

This was a much more palatable idea, but Hair-Trigger didn’t really care one 

way or the other: the sight of it just made her nauseous. So it was with great 

relief that they crossed it in good order and quick time, and exited through a 

handy doorway… 

 

“Ah, this is more like it.” Magnuss said as Hair-Trigger gave the previous room a 

quick backward glance of contempt. “This looks more earpluggish.” 

But, as the blue corridor opened on to (what Magnuss presumed was) a large 

thoroughfare… 



 

…he felt a little less certain of his last statement. And Hair-Trigger absolutely 

hated it. But as they found themselves falling into a strolling motion, the 

similarity to a busy city street occurred to them… 

 



“This is kind’a nice.” Magnuss said as he smiled for the first time in yonks. “In its 

hey-day, this must have been a very popular place. You can imagine all the 

crowds at night – out on the town and going to shows and restaurants and 

things like that.” 

Hair-Trigger wasn’t convinced. “This was a scientific community – full of egg-

heads and people with larger-than-average brains - thinking up really advanced 

stuff and then making it work.” 

Magnuss wasn’t going to argue: maybe they were both right. But then he 

thought that they both might be wrong too, because… 

 

…they found themselves standing in front of a huge video wall that featured 

them – as seen in Madame Nellie’s tent. There was no audio, but both earplugs 

could recall their earlier words. 

“Magnuss,” Hair-Trigger said with a voice that sounded uncharacteristically 

small and uncertain, “how is this possible?” 

Magnuss had to think about that. To think most efficiently he imagined himself 

standing in the bright glow of a spotlight…. 

 



But as he allowed his mind to wander into realms of fantasy he ‘felt’ the touch 

of a mind. It was suffuse and indistinct – but, he was certain, very real. He also 

knew that this mind linked the present Tah-Di-Tah with the world it was pre-

Tah-Di-Tah. That the mind existed in both eras – or, he corrected himself, had 

existed in both eras. It was a bit confusing, and when he returned to the 

moment, he couldn’t put his thoughts into words. So he decided to ‘follow his 

nose’. And his ‘nose’ led him into a dark red corridor…  

 

…which Hair-Trigger found infinitely more pleasing aesthetically; but had 

Magnuss feeling pangs of trepidation. Where was he leading them? What was 

he leading them into? But whatever it was, he felt certain that this was the 

correct route. And when they turned the corner into another corridor… 

 



…he couldn’t help but notice that the redness had lessened. Could it be that 

they were approaching the end of their search?  And when they reached the 

end of that corridor they came to a brief ante-room… 

 

“Are you sure you want to do this?” Magnuss asked his new wife. 

This was not the sort of question that Magnuss would have asked Hair-Trigger 

previously. Perhaps it was the fact that she was now his spouse that made him 

feel the need to be more protective. Hair-Trigger, in her wisdom, recognised 

this:  

“Oh you silly husband,” she said pleasantly, “of course I do. It’s what I do – 

remember?” 

So, without further ado, they entered a room that, at first, they thought was a 

laboratory. But when they looked more closely… 

 

“Oh-no,” Hair-Trigger wailed in horror and defeat, “it’s a mausoleum. We’re too 

late. A thousand years too late!” 



But Magnuss thought not… 

 

“Hang on, Hairy.” He said. “This isn’t a place of the dead: it’s a hibernation 

centre. When they realised that the village was going to be submerged, 

everyone chose to go into suspended animation – hopeful that they would be 

retrieved before too long.” 

Hair-Trigger was relieved by this: she hated decay in every form – especially 

earplug form. But as Magnuss went to investigate a panel that he thought 

looked promising, Hair-Trigger thought that the hibernation pod beside which 

she stood smelt ‘funny’… 

 

“I think this one’s dead,” she said carelessly. ”It honks something terrible!” 

But whilst Magnuss failed to reply, Hair-Trigger was shocked when a face 

appeared upon the pod’s occupant… 



 

“Magnuss,” she yelled shrilly, “strike what I just said: we’ve got a breather.” 

Magnuss was doubly shocked by this. Not only had he failed to anticipate that 

one of the pods might be faulty and allow it’s occupant to rouse from 

permanent slumber: but, within his mind he could also feel the tendrils of the 

ethereal intelligence strengthen…  

 



Putting two and two together he surmised that the rousing earplug and the 

mental awareness were one and the same. So he reinvigorated his attempts to 

understand the control panel that he believed operated the hibernation pods. 

“We’ve got to get that earplug out of there before he or she dies.” He cried.  

 

He then added: “Stupid machine – work!” 

When that didn’t work he tried kicking the device with his space-sandal-shod 

feet. Moments later the pod popped open, which allowed the only animated 

earplugs in the room to drag the body from it… 

 



“She doesn’t look very well.” Hair-Trigger opined. 

Magnuss had to agree – especially when the female earplug’s tongue lolled… 

 

“Oh, I was right the first time.” Hair-Trigger said matter-of-factly. “We are too 

late; but only just.” 

But then, to confound her and make her appear a liar, the earplug rolled into 

an upright position and coughed several times… 

 



“Jeepers,” she croaked, “What am I doing here? Where am I? Is there a lavatory 

nearby?” 

Then, as her senses returned and memories flooded back into her 

consciousness, she dashed to the control panel and began operating it 

feverishly… 

 

“You’re the rescue team,” she said over her shoulder, “I must awaken everyone 

else. We’ll need to build another facility in another fiord. Somewhere to the 

North perhaps. I like fiords. Some prefer deserts – but the air is just too dry for 

me: I can’t spit.” 

Neither newlywed wanted to interrupt the earplug from another era: clearly 

she wasn’t totally compos mentis quite yet. It would take time for her to 

discover mental equilibrium, especially if it was really her detached 

consciousness that Magnuss had sensed earlier. He was about to say something 

like; “Poor female, she must be so confused: she probably doesn’t know her arse 

from her elbow”, when he noticed something unusual about her. 

“Hairy,” he whispered, “doesn’t she look like Madame Nellie!” 

Hair-Trigger shifted mental gears. “Yes.” She said. “But it makes no sense: she 

can’t be Madame Nellie. And even if they have some kind of vision projector 

that might have placed her image inside her tent and hovel, it doesn’t explain 

how the image could have given those two local earplugs one hundred 

Smackeroos. In any case – she was in suspended animation.” 

“But her consciousness recognised us when we automatically activated the 

advanced tech when we entered the village.” Magnuss argued. “How else could 

our images have been transmitted on that huge wall screen?” 



Whilst this perplexing conversation was taking place, the scientist from the 

past had successfully reanimated every occupant of the room’s hibernation 

pods. They now stood, looking slightly dazed, awaiting an instruction… 

  

 

“Right then, team.” The pale green earplug bellowed, “I know you’re all feeling 

a bit worse for wear, but fear not; our rescuers have arrived. Look here they 

are.” 

She then turned to Magnuss and Hair-Trigger. She said: “Perhaps you’d like to 

instruct them where to go? Oh, and maybe you could introduce yourselves to 

them. That would be a nice way to break the ice, so-to-speak. Excuse the pun – 

what with this being a suspended animation centre and everything.” 

This was the opportunity Magnuss had been waiting for since he’d had a 

sudden and inspired idea. Or about fifteen seconds, give or take a second. 

“Surely you should introduce us to your team.” He said. “Protocol and 

everything.” 

Without questioning his ridiculous suggestion, the pale green earplug said: 

“Sure: Team – this is Magnuss and Hair-Trigger Earplug: they…” She stopped 

abruptly. “How did I know that? How could I possibly have known that?” 

”You are the village psychic.” A yellow individual with bulging white eyes spoke 

from the opposite end of the room. “When we go into suspended animation, 

our brains don’t cease to function entirely. Some of us dream and live lives that 

are unreal but seem real – to us. It’s only a theory that I’ve just thought up, but 

it might be possible that instead of dreaming, you could have been leading a 



vicarious life. That is, you may have used the mind and body of someone else to 

experience a true reality. If anyone could, it would be you. It would explain the 

seemingly inexplicable situation you now find yourself in.” 

“That’s what I was thinking too.” Magnuss spoke before anyone else did and 

thereby confuse him. “By the way, may I call you Nellie? That’s the name you’ve 

been going by during your vicarious life as a fortune teller in the local bazaar.” 

A dumbfounded ‘Nellie’ nodded her permission. She then watched and listened 

as Magnuss and Hair-Trigger told them everything that they knew, which 

included the fact that centuries had passed; the planet was now named Tah-Di-

Tah; and that an alien invasion fleet was mere hours away… 

 

“So,” Hair-Trigger said in conclusion, “if you can get your ‘Lines’ kick-started, 

and make them do whatever it is they do to rid us of the threat of subjugation 

or extermination, we – and everyone on Tah-Di-Tah – would be very grateful.” 

“You got it.” They replied in unison, and raced from the room. 

Chapter 8 
Whilst revelation piled upon revelation inside the excavated fiord, far away 

from Tah-Di-Tah, the crew of the Chuck Winker had quickly recognised the fact 

that they had bitten off way more than they could chew. Every weapon they 

had was being brought to bear upon a foe so numerous that they were beyond 

counting… 



 

And the Tankerville Norris had sustained so much damage that it was forced to 

flee back to Tah-Di-Tah. It fairly fell through the atmosphere – spilling drive 

plasma as it did so… 

 

Further, although the cavalry were accounting for many of the shots aimed at 

them… 



 

…some missed completely, and now rained deadly fire down upon the surface 

of Tah-Di-Tah… 

 

One stray shot, in particular, almost caught the Tankerville Norris a potentially 

crushing blow as it raced across the surface at almost zero altitude…  



 

To their credit, some of the local population responded well to the Tankerville 

Norris’ original request for military assistance. A farmer’s co-operative had 

banded together to pack as much phosphate-based fertilizer as they could into 

an old, dilapidated space-tug. When it was full, they lit a fuse and launched it at 

the incoming space fleet… 

 

It was a bold initiative by a bunch of tractor-drivers; but ultimately it was 

doomed to failure. No sooner had it passed through the clouds, when a stray 

shot caught it amidships… 



 

“Bugger,” one of the members of the farmer’s co-operative was heard to utter, 

“If I want my fields to deliver a decent crop, come harvest time, I’m gonna have 

to use excrement on ‘em. And there’s only me and the wife!” 

The situation in space was little better. In fact it was awful. An alien energy 

beam knocked out the Chuck Winker’s main armament… 

 

For those on the bridge, this was nothing less than calamitous. Wetpatch 

looked to Jo. “It has been an honour serving with you, Jo.” He said gravely. 

A terrified Jo looked back. “What you mean, during our time in the cavalry in 

general; or this little escapade?” 



“Both,” Wetpatch answered. “And now we’re sitting ducks – just waiting for 

the coup de grace.” 

 

 

“We could always turn off the lights and adopt stealth mode and creep away 

unnoticed.” Scroda Hootner suggested. 

It was an excellent suggestion: so they did… 

 

…and the aliens were left shooting at shadows. 



 

“Fine cavalry-plugs we are,” Wetpatch grumbled in the subdued lighting, 

“sitting around in the dark. And I never even got to shout ‘Charge!’” 

“And I forgot to pack my bugle.” Miguel admitted, somewhat shamefaced. 

“What, so now we just hang around and hope all the bad guys go away?” Jo 

complained. “There must be some way to get to the planet. Can we hoist a solar 

sail or something?” 

“Well we could try something called The Dark Energy Drive.” Jollie Huggup said 

as he peered at his darkened read-outs. “I’ve got the start button here – I think.” 

Moments later…   

 

…the Dark Energy Drive kicked in, and they departed the region of space 

behind a ‘smoke’ screen of exotic particles. 



An hour later… 

 

“Tah-Di-Tah coming up, Wetpatch.” Miguel Angel-Grinder announced. “No 

obvious planetary defences. Want us to go in on the night side?” 

With the alien fleet just an hour behind them, Wetpatch considered this 

suggestion the wisest course of action… 

 

“Sure,” he said, “but we’ll have to turn the lights up a bit: I don’t wanna press 

the wrong buttons and do something really stupid like disconnect the Infinite 

Reality Drive or eject the lavatory.” 



 

But, having done so, they became aware of an important fact… 

 

“It’s the sodding fleet!” Jo yelled with despair. “They must have given up 

shooting at nothing and followed us here!” 

“Get us out of here.” Wetpatch instructed his fellow Staff Sergeant. 

“There’s some nasty weather down there.” Eustace Lipps noted. “With the ship 

all shot up and stuff, water might get in and short out some important circuits.” 

“Don’t care.” Wetpatch retorted. “Just get us somewhere we might be able to 

hide in a cave or something. Descend immediately, forthwith, and straight 

away.” 



So, before long… 

 

…the beaten and battered Chuck Winter descended into a miserable rain storm. 

Naturally they reduced the illumination again… 

 

…after all they didn’t want anyone spotting an unshielded light source. But as 

the ship touched down, and the gentle whine of the drive motors subsided, the 

room brightened into incandescent brilliance… 



 

Jo jumped in his seat and turned to Wetpatch for an explanation. But it was 

Jollie who supplied it: “We’re being sensor-scanned.” He announced… 

 

…”by a very inquisitive streetlight.” 

Little did the crew of the Chuck Winker suspect, but the scientific personnel of 

the formerly buried village had been waiting for their ship to land so that they 

could commence hostilities with the enemy in the only way they knew: the 

defensive system now known, and referred to, as The Lines of Tah-Di-Tah. Over 

the hill, just north of the silted fiord, the ground cracked open and fire and 

brimstone burst skyward… 



 

Inside the scientific village main facility, which, during the delay, had been 

returned to full functionality by its woken staff members… 

 

…Hair-Trigger and Magnuss watched, whilst their guide (and Madame Nellie 

look-alike) explained that they were watching the emergence of the power 

receivers for the main device that created The Lines. Well Hair-Trigger was: 

Magnuss couldn’t quite bring himself to. But as the receivers speared the 

darkened sky… 



 

…he thought he might take a quick peek. But when he saw them - in all their 

glory… 

 

…he actually cheered. They were magnificent. Despite all that he had seen in 

his short, but adventurous life, he was awed by them. Then, as he paused for 

breath, something else emerged into the air that it had not tasted for a 

thousand years… 



 

“Er, what’s that?” He inquired as his fearful bottom released a visible cloud of 

obnoxious gas. 

 



“The Horns of Guff.” The pseudo-Nellie replied. “Designed by our fabulous 

founder, Frank Guff.” 

“What do the Horns of Guff actually do?” Hair-Trigger asked, “Besides looking 

really intimidating and incredibly arty, of course.”  

“It’s one of the lines.” The explanation came quickly. “This is The Guide Line.” 

This wasn’t quite the explanation Hair-Trigger sought. It was too vague. But 

she figured all would reveal itself in time. And she was momentarily distracted 

when the vanguard of the invasion fleet opened fire from orbit. She was also 

intrigued by the alien targeting system. She had heard of Point and Shoot; but 

she’d never seen it practiced on such a grand scale. It was simple – but 

effective.  

 

But then her attention was drawn back to the Horns of Guff. Or rather what 

the Horns of Guff were causing to happen in the sky above them… 

 

Was that the image of the alien fleet she could see – framed by (what could 

only be) a far more complex targeting system than the one now being 

perpetrated against Tah-Di-Tah? 



Of course she had no idea that hundreds of light years distant, a Singularity (or 

Black Hole as it was more commonly known) was busy doing its best to disrupt 

space/time for billions of kilometres around it… 

 

But her ignorance lasted only a few seconds longer, because the Pseudo-Nellie 

cried out: “There it is. A thousand years have passed since we last gazed upon 

its might. A singular singularity – and it’s ours to control…” 

 



Magnuss didn’t like the sound of that. In fact he didn’t like it so much that he 

stopped farting entirely. “Control?” He queried. “Control a black hole? Methinks 

you’ve lost your marbles, you mad green earplug.” 

“I’m unfamiliar with the term.” His host replied. “But regard our would-be 

nemesis. They are targeted. The Guide Line points the way.” 

 

Magnuss thought it best to reserve judgement on what he was seeing. As much 

as he didn’t like the idea of mere earplugs trying to control the most powerful 

force in the Galaxy, he liked the idea of merciless rampaging aliens even less. 

“Oh, excellent.” He said. But he didn’t really mean it.  

Then he quickly reversed his opinion. Something was happening to the leading 

ship of the alien fleet. It was looking decidedly bloated. And the formation of 

ships behind it appeared to be twisting out of shape… 

 

“The Second Line.” Fake Nellie whispered reverentially. “The Line of Force.” 

Even Hair-Trigger’s nerve broke when the singularity seemed to fill their view… 

 



 

“Please tell me you’ve done this before.” Magnuss pleaded. 

“We completed three thousand simulations before the catastrophe when the 

resulting tsunami overwhelmed us.” Their host replied. 

“Oh good.” He said with a tremulous voice. “I’m so relieved.” And he didn’t 

really mean that either. Especially when the black hole began rotating… 

 



Both he and Hair-Trigger had just enough time to yell, “What the flip?” when, 

in a blink of an eye, the alien horde were sucked away at an impossible 

velocity… 

 

…and all that remained was good, honest, regular outer space… 

 

“Nature may abhor a vacuum,” Hair-Trigger said into the resulting silence - 

before cheering could be heard from along the corridor somewhere… 



 

…”But I love it – especially when it’s not full of antagonistic space ships.” 

Of course, the vast area immediately around the site of the Horns of Guff and 

its power receivers was now a wasteland… 

 

…but the camera chose to ignore that: and, instead displayed the nearby city, in 

which the lights were coming back on… 



 

“That was quite a show.” A relieved Magnuss said. “I hope you’ve put that 

singularity back to bed. By the way, you’ve never mentioned it; but what’s your 

name?” 

“Haven’t I?” The pale green earplug responded. “How remiss of me.” 

“Well?” Hair-Trigger snapped in her best demanding tone. “What is it?” 

“I can’t remember.” The nameless one replied. “I dreamed so much in 

hibernation that I’ve become utterly confused. I feel that I am so many people. 

Reality and fantasy have fused. I know what I am, but I don’t know who I am. 

But, changing the subject to something that doesn’t trouble me in the least: I 

noticed that your space ship managed to land safely before the onslaught. I’m 

quite familiar with its configuration. In fact we have a very nice scale model of it 

in one of our workshops: would you like to see it?” 

Some of Magnuss’ thoughts of earlier in the day returned. He too was a little 

confused; but he recalled thinking about time and space and all those other 

things that Madame Nellie had said, and the words displayed in Engineering. 

There might be an explanation for it all in the offing. “Yes.” He said. “We would 

– very much.”   

Two minutes later, having traversed almost uncountable corridors, several of 

which had breached and were open to the air, they entered the required 

workshop… 



 

“But…but it’s the Tankerville Norris!” Hair-Trigger blurted. “How?” 

To his host, Magnuss said: “Who designed this ship?” 

The reply was instantaneous and filled with wonder and delight: “Why…why… 

it was me. I designed this ship. And…and…if I can just spot the identification 

plaque, I should be able to find my name on it.” 

“No need.” Magnuss said as he reached out with a restraining hand. “I know 

who you are. Your name is Bunson.” 

Bunson’s face lit up. But as they turned away from the scale model… 

 



 …she became more serious, and said: “I am Bunson. How can you possibly 

know that?”  

“Because,” Magnuss explained, “your disembodied sub-consciousness has been 

travelling around far beyond your buried village. You’ve insinuated your mind 

into the bodies of people – not only on this world, but others too. You have 

inhabited an earplug upon the planet Scroton – a world that didn’t even exist 

when you went into hibernation. You gifted the design of that ship to the 

Scrotonites, who in turn gave the finished article to my wife and I, and which 

led us to Tah-Di-Tah, where we encountered a clairvoyant by the name of 

Madame Nellie. Somehow your knowledge was transferred to these people – 

your likeness too. Presumably this was done by facial contortion exercises in 

front of the bathroom mirror. But, whatever, you led us to this place in its time 

of greatest need. I don’t know what talent allowed you to these things, but I’m 

glad you have it.” 

 

“Yeah.” Hair-Trigger concurred. “And there’s something else too. You’re not 

called Bunson anymore – at least on Scroton. You’re Bunk-Bunk Bunson: and, 

like it or not, you’re a hero.” 

“Welcome to the club.” Magnuss added. “Unfortunately there is a penalty for 

being Bunk-Bunk Bunson. Not everything about the Tankerville Norris is as 

perfect as you would have us believe. For instance, we can’t see out the front 

window.” 

“Yeah.” Hair-Trigger growled. “And I can’t believe that you – as a female – 

designed the ladies toilet. It’s unspeakably bad.” 

Bunson wasn’t prepared for condemnation. “Ooh,” she managed… 



 

But worse news was to follow. 

“We both promised ourselves that if we ever met Bunk-Bunk Bunson we would 

kick ‘him’ right up the arse.” Magnuss informed her. “And, sorry, but we’re both 

earplugs of our word. Despite the fact that you are a ‘her’, not a ‘him’, you are 

still going to be punished. Hairy – you go first.” 

Hair-Trigger had never kicked a female up the arse before – especially a 

clairvoyant heroine. So as Bunson grimaced and awaited the agony of well-

aimed space sandals, all Hair-Trigger could bring herself to muster was a quick 

jab with the knee to a single buttock…   

 

But Magnuss, who had grown up in a large family that had enjoyed a history of 

arse-kicking contests, made a far better attempt… 



 

…and booted her along the corridor. 

“Oh sorry,” he said as he went to Bunson’s aid… 

 

…”the gravity of Tah-Di-Tah is only nine-tenths Earth normal. I just don’t know 

my own strength here.” 

Bunson assumed that she would have a large black bruise in the morning; but 

she didn’t mind at all. She’d been kicked up the arse by earplugs who had 

risked everything to save Tah-Di-Tah. And she was a hero herself. Heroes 

should have bruises: they were a badge of honour. So it was a cheerful trio who 

walked together along the myriad corridors of the lost village… 



 

As time passed they spoke of a million and one things. They were on the brink 

of suggesting their next course of action, which might have been a visit to the 

Tah-Di-Tah branch of Café Puke, when – for Magnuss and Hair-Trigger – the 

decision was taken out of their hands… 

 

…and they found themselves back aboard the Tankerville Norris… 



 

Hair-Trigger, in particular, was very annoyed… 

 

“Thank you very much indeed, Ship.” She bellowed. “We didn’t even get a 

chance to say goodbye to Bunk-Bunk.” 

“True,” the ship spoke for only the second time since they embarked upon their 

honeymoon, “but she is a clairvoyant: she knows what you wanted to say. And 

in doing so, it is done. Now fasten your safety belts… 

 



…we, and the Chuck Winker, are about to launch. Nothing genteel, you 

understand: we’d like to impress the locals before we leave.” 

Moments later… 

 

…the two Scroton/Tah-Di-Tah hybrids blasted vertically into the sky. Not that 

Magnuss and Hair-Trigger noticed: it had been hours since their last visit to the 

toilet, and they were too busy running to the one behind Engineering… 

 

“That’s another thing,” Hair-Trigger grumbled as she noticed the absence of the 

‘new’ signage, “why did Bunk-Bunk have to put the toilet so far from the 

bridge? For a psychic genius, she sure was one dumb female.” 

Epilogue 
But Hair-Trigger’s mood couldn’t remain dark. She was smiling when they 

returned to the bridge… 



 

“You know,” she said, “this is beginning to feel like home. We’ll have to bring 

your brothers along next time.” 

They had just enough time to sit themselves down before the ships made a 

spectacular fly-past… 

 

…before hurtling up into space. Of course the stripped-down Chuck Winker 

took the lead as they battled the planet’s gravity well… 



 

During their long conversation, Bunk-Bunk had brought Magnuss and Hair-

Trigger up to date concerning the Seventh Cavalry’s role in the battle, so they 

put in a ship-to-ship call… 

 

“Gentlemen…and lady.” Magnuss said as his image appeared upon the Chuck 

Winker’s bridge holo-screen, “you have my eternal gratitude. If you hadn’t 

slowed down that fleet, we would never have found the lost village – and Tah-

Di-Tah would have been obliterated. When we get back to the museum, I’m 



going to have words with Major Leftfoot Badger. I’m going to suggest he make 

you all officers. He should be proud of you.” 

The cavalry-plugs were a little lost for words.  

Wetpatch found one or two: “Well thank you kindly, young fella. I guess, before 

you mosey on back to the museum, you’ll be taking that honeymoon of yours?”    

“We certainly shall.” Hair-Trigger replied… 

 

…”Now you get yourselves safely back to Fort Balderdash: There’ll always be a 

place in the Museum of Future Technology for people like you. You tell 

Cushions Smethwyke I said that.” 

With that they made their farewells; and, as instructed, the Chuck Winker 

blasted for Earth… 

 

Suddenly the newlyweds felt rather alone… 



 

“Well?” Hair-Trigger asked as she leaned towards Magnuss. ”Where to, 

Captain?” 

“Pick a direction.” He replied. “Any direction – just as long as it’s not Earth. 

“We’re on our honeymoon: we’re going to do honey moony things!” 

With that the Tankerville Norris rotated upon its axis to a random position… 

 

…and Magnuss hit the ‘Go’ button… 



 

The End 

© Paul Trevor Nolan 2021 

Don’t forget to return for the next thrilling Earplug Adventure! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


