
 

 

 



Earplug Adventures: Triple Threat 

By Tooty Nolan 

© Paul Trevor Nolan 2022 

Prologue 

The honeymoon of Magnuss and Hair-Trigger Earplug had been long and arduous; but 

now, as their honeymoon barge – the Tankerville Norris – swept by the Moon in a 

quite spectacular manner… 

 

…inside, watching through a convenient viewing port, the happy couple witnessed its 

passing of Earth’s celestial companion… 

 



“Ah,” Hair-Trigger said with a sigh, “as much as I enjoyed our last adventure, it’s good 

to be home.” 

“I concur entirely,” Her spouse replied, “I can’t wait to show the boys our holiday 

snaps.” 

It would be only minutes before the Tankerville Norris bridged the gap between Luna 

and Earth, so the only earplugs aboard casually returned to the bridge… 

 

…just in time to watch as their trusty vessel breached the planet’s atmosphere and 

plunged towards the clouds below… 

 

“You know, Hairy,” Magnuss began… 



 

However, he never completed his line: Hair-Trigger spoke the words for him: 

“There’s no place like home.” 

Then it was time for a fly-through of the towers in the city that lay closest to the 

Museum of Future Technology – Ciudad de Droxford – where the inhabitants took to 

the rooftops to wave their collective welcome… 

 

Then, having shown off sufficiently, the ship curved around in a wide parabolic arc – 

to reveal the museum itself upon the bridge holo-screen… 



 

“Who would have thought,” Magnuss said as he took in the view, “what might have 

become of the Museum of Future Technology if my brothers and I hadn’t visited it on 

that fateful morning, so many years ago.” 

“Two things, in all probability.” Hair-Trigger replied in an instant. “The museum would 

have fallen to the first invaders: and I would never have met you.” 

Magnuss smiled at this. “Best not go back in time and change anything, then.” He 

said. 

And he continued to smile as the ship approached their destination… 

 

…because he was very much looking forward to the pool party that his brothers had 

planned for the afternoon of their arrival… 



 

In addition, he especially wanted to try out the new Café Puke drone delivery service. 

He wondered; did the coffee arrive in a plastic mug – or did the drone squirt the vile 

brown mess into the customer’s own mug from an internal reservoir?  

“Or maybe,” he said aloud, “they squirt it straight into the customer’s mouth.” 

Hair-Trigger would have questioned Magnuss’ strange and unexpected line of 

dialogue, but she didn’t have time: the Tankerville Norris was settling upon a landing 

tower… 

 

They were back:  the honeymoon was past tense: it was time to get on with married 

life with the museum’s greatest hero. And, as she unbuckled her seat belt, she 

couldn’t help but wonder what terrible threat would next test the mettle of the 

inhabitants of the Museum of Future Technology. 



“Something pretty off-the-wall, probably.” She said. 

Chapter 1 
The day had begun rather badly for three would-be recruits to the armed forces of the 

Museum of Future Technology. Or TWIT as it was better known. No one could recall 

why TWIT had been so named. Some suggested that the words Tactical and Weapons 

might have constituted the first two letters of the acronym; but no one was putting 

money on it. In addition, since TWIT’s commanding officer, Major Flaccid, was a bone 

fide twit, himself, the organisation’s moniker seemed most appropriate. Bunty 

Bridgewater now led her chums, Ginger Slack and Daisy Woodnut along one of many 

corridors that spread like the threads of some vast fungi through the great edifice… 

 

They had conducted an aptitude test on-line, and had consequently been invited to an 

interview at the TWIT headquarters, Swottan Hetty… 

 



…which was undergoing refurbishment, following an unexpected attack to its 

foundations by giant lungworms. Naturally, neither of the trio of hopefuls wanted to 

arrive early, just in case they found themselves conscripted into hod carrying or arc 

welding – neither of which had been on their college curriculums. So now, they 

wasted the surplus time by wandering around and taking in the sights. Sights such as 

the world-famous Main Thoroughfare… 

 

…which had appeared in several action movies, and thrilled Daisy to the point where 

she thought she was about to vomit with excitement. 

Fortunately, Bunty and Ginger were able to bring their friend’s momentary madness 

under control by having her breathe into a bag of wine gums. However, the 

interruption had been enough to throw off their innate sense of direction, and soon 

they found themselves stumbling into the Grand Hall… 

 

…in which a permanently stationed (and bored witless) RoboSecGua roared in outrage 

at their intrusion:  



“What the flipping heck do you think you’re doing here?” It snarled in a tinny mono-

tonal…ugh…snarl…through its speaker grill. “You’re nobodies. You’re silicon scum. 

Get lost.” 

Startled by this outburst of overtly racist cyber-rage, Bunty, Ginger and Daisy quickly 

retreated to a quiet section in which Daisy accessed the museum’s Artificial 

Intelligence interface to ask for directions to Swottan Hetty… 

 

…whilst Ginger displayed her ability to produce visible spectrum botty bugles. 

“Swottan Hetty?” The A.I inquired. “Surely, you’re aware that it is currently 

undergoing refurbishment following an attack of giant lungworms?” 

Daisy wasn’t aware of the existence of rhetorical questions, but before she could 

summon a response from her startled brain, the A.I continued: 

“There’s a list of temporary TWIT offices throughout this magnificent edifice. A list 

can be purchased, for a small fee, at any Café Puke outlet. Now I’m a very busy 

computer program, so go away and don’t bother me again.” 

Unfortunately, Ginger’s gaseous emission had affected Bunty’s mental abilities in a 

negative manner, so she failed to notice the Café Puke signage behind her. It hadn’t 

done Ginger’s thought processes any favours either, so before long the stoned young 

female was thoroughly enjoying herself, bobbing up and down in the up draught of the 

deep fat fryer extractor fan in Mister Pong’s exotic food restaurant… 



 

Worst still, Daisy recognised the earplug who was just exiting the restaurant – him 

being, none other than, Major Flaccid himself!  

“Oh crumbs,” Bunty, said when she learned this, “let’s hope he never noticed Ginger’s 

aerial gyrations.” 

“Hmm,” Daisy responded, “you never know, he might be deaf and blind.”  

Despite this, time remained in abundance, so the girls took themselves off to the 

Kiddies Maze… 

 

…where, in their excitement, they got in the way of several parents who had lost their 

stupid children in the huge circular puzzle. However, despite the aforementioned 



innate sense of direction, its circumambience baffled all three. Of course, that didn’t 

stop them enjoying the act of trying to find the way out… 

 

However, as the minutes ticked by, and nerves grew taut, desperation set in, and 

before long, they found themselves at the centre of the maze… 

 

“Okay,” Daisy said as her face was pushed against the side of the tiny cylindrical 

space, “how did that happen?” 

“Guess we’re not the genii our parents hoped for.” Bunty replied. 

“I’m claustrophobic,” Ginger cried out. “My geography teacher told me so. I feel 

nauseous. I’m getting the heck outta here!” 

With that, she climbed upon the shoulders of her friends and escaped on to the 

central ‘island’. The quicker-thinking Bunty soon joined her… 



 

“We can jump across the gaps.” She suggested. “There’s a maintenance tunnel over 

there, in the shadows: it’ll probably lead us somewhere else: Let’s head for that.” 

Five minutes later… 

 

“Oh crikey,” Daisy wailed, “where are we now?” 

“Look,” Bunty yelped as her keen eyes spotted a pair of elevator doors, “let’s give 

them a try.” 

However, having risen through several floors at almost breakneck speed, the trio 

were no closer to their destination: in fact, they were on the roof… 



 

…where they witnessed the departure of two space submarine freighters. 

“By the Saint of All Earplugs,” a breathless Daisy whispered, “I’ve died and gone to 

Silicon Valley. I’ve always wanted to go on a space submarine: and here’s two of 

them, almost within arm’s reach. Aren’t they wonderful? So black and bulbous!” 

“If you like that sort of thing.” An unconvinced Ginger replied. 

However, Bunty was neither listening to the conversation nor gawping at the space 

submarines: she had firmly attached her gaze to a door that led to the interior of the 

building. Upon it read the words: TWIT TEMPORARY OFFICE THIS WAY. 

Meanwhile, in a nearby sector, a talented engineer, by the name of Gregor 

Arsentickler, was deporting himself with grace along a narrow maintenance 

corridor…  

 



He enjoyed many responsibilities, one of which was the repair of recalcitrant Café 

Puke vending machines. Moreover, by chance, it was the machine in the temporary 

TWIT office to which he had been summoned… 

 

He went unnoticed by Bunty as she stared mindlessly at the ceiling. He too failed to 

register her presence. Instead, he set straight to work. However, after a while, he 

couldn’t help but become aware of an annoying noise. It was Daisy and Ginger in 

conversation… 

 

“Well, I said,” Daisy, mouthed-off loudly, “my boyfriend can jump over much bigger 

puddles than your boyfriend.” 

Ginger was intrigued. “What did she say to that?”   

“Nothing.” Daisy replied boastfully, “what could she say: it was true: my boyfriend 

lives on a houseboat: he’s been jumping from the deck to shore and back again all his 

life. Sometimes he does it just for fun. I once watched him do it blindfold with one leg 

tied to the other.” 

Then, with an abrupt change of subject, Ginger said, “I never did learn to tie my 

shoelaces: now I’m told that the government or someone has banned them. All that 



practice – for nothing. I tell you – I’m getting sick and tired of stuff these days. It’s 

not like when we were kids.” 

“What, like last year, you mean?” Daisy interrupted.  

“Yeah,” Ginger grumbled, “and the year before.” 

“They go by so quick, don’t they?” Daisy said whilst nodding sagely. “At the rate we’re 

going at the moment, we’ll be old before we’ve had the chance to grow up!” 

Gregor looked across at the TWIT guard, who had clearly been enduring the 

conversation for some considerable time… 

 

He appeared proto-catatonic, and failed to respond to Gregor’s surreptitious wave. 

And the Ginger- Daisy combo continued… 

 

“You know,” Daisy, said as she threw a glance in the direction of the mentally absent 

Bunty, “her dad fell off his scooter last week.” 

Ginger looked down at the floor and wished that she could ‘zone-out’ like Bunty: she 

didn’t like tales of pain and anguish. Then she thought that if she failed to respond, 

Daisy might take the conversation in a nicer direction. She was wrong: 



“Yeah,” Daisy continued, “he really grazed his knee. I had to put a plaster on it. But it 

wouldn’t stick: I had it the wrong way ‘round.” 

Then, to Ginger’s relief, Daisy did change the subject:  

“What do you think Bunty’s thinking about?” But before Ginger could answer, she 

said, “Oh look, I’ve got one of them ulcer things on my tongue.” 

 

“I’ve never been a fan of ulcers.” Bunty said, despite the fact that her gaze remained, 

clamped firmly upon the ceiling. “I’ve heard they curdle the milk.” 

“Yeah,” Daisy agreed, “I’m glad I haven’t got any. Milk, that is: not ulcers. I’ve got an 

ulcer, look. Can you see it, Ginger?” 

Gregor was experiencing difficulty concentrating on his repair work. Fortunately the 

TWIT operative – Nature Beast – chose that moment to enter… 

 

Gregor was more than relieved: and how the TWIT guard felt about the interruption, he 

could only guess.  



Nature Beast didn’t believe in preamble. He didn’t have much time for short words 

that joined others together either. As was usual for him, he spoke of himself in the 

third person… 

 

“Nature Beast got results of test.” 

Bunty came down from the ceiling. “Are they good?” She inquired. 

“Nature Beast can’t read.” Nature Beast replied. “But colleague told me what’s 

what.” 

“Did he tell you that we passed?” Daisy asked hopefully. 

Nature Beast took a moment to consider this difficult question. “Hang on.” He replied. 

“Nature Beast need moment to think.” 

Ginger had the distinct feeling that things were not going their way. “This colleague,” 

she said to Nature Beast, “was he, by any chance, Major Flaccid?” 

A dull light went on behind the monster’s eyes. “Yeah.” He bellowed. “Maybe you not 

some dumb-ass as Major say.” 

 



But that was as good as it got. As he reduced his volume, Nature Beast added… 

 

“Major say – we got enough dumb-asses in TWIT already: don’t need three more.” 

Naturally, this was not well received. Bunty was particularly annoyed: “But we took a 

day off doing…ur…stuff and other important things…to come here: why have you 

wasted our time?” 

The words came too quickly for Nature Beast: he took a few moments to assimilate 

them before replying with: “Major say – dumb-asses waste my time with stupid test: I 

waste their time back. He say it reciprocal stuff.” 

This reply enraged Daisy so much that her eyes crossed. “You’ll rue the day that you 

crossed the three…ah…the three…um…us… 

 

…and remember this, you weird excuse for an earplug: revenge is a dish best 

served…um…is best served…” 

“With olives.” Bunty yelled angrily. “Now kindly open the door and let us depart with a 

modicum of pride…or ‘proudness’, as my mum calls it.” 



Moments later Gregor watched his positive read-outs flash up on the wall screen; but 

secretly listened as Nature Beast showed his guests the door… 

 

An idea was forming in his head, and he didn’t want either Nature Beast, or the 

reanimated TWIT guard to notice his change in demeanour… 

 

So, as the two TWIT operatives went about their next duty, Gregor Arsentickler tossed 

aside his itinerary – at least metaphorically – and went in pursuit of the three girls. 

He found them commiserating over a cup of ghastly coffee… 

 



“Ladies,” he said as he approached their table, “I believe I can be of some assistance 

to you.” 

He then explained exactly how he knew that they had failed their job interview… 

 

“But I have good news for you.” He added. “All is not lost. If you wish to impress Major 

Flaccid, be at these co-ordinates upon the Wide Blue Yonder just after the artificial 

sun goes down.” 

He then handed them a hastily written note.  As he turned from the girl’s excited 

exclamations and walked away… 

 

…he said, “You never know; this could be your lucky day.” 

But he didn’t really mean it: he had motives of the ulterior kind. 

Chapter 2 
Several hours later Gregor Arsentickler approached his apartment door… 



 

The place he called home was located in the less ostentatious sector of the 

museum’s habitation zone. White walls abounded, and any public decoration lay 

somewhere south of minimalist. Gregor liked to call it ‘Spartan’. However, this wasn’t 

the reason that he never invited colleagues home. This wasn’t the reason why he 

always took circumbendibus routes home in an effort to shake anyone who chose to 

follow him. No, the reason why he did both these, and more secretive stuff, was that 

he was a Zincist: an acolyte of the detested Mister Zinc. Moreover, it was with Mister 

Zinc that he now communicated via a special transmitter that could be rendered 

invisible, and a view screen that closely mimicked a portrait that hung upon an 

interior wall… 

 

“Why are you communicating with me?” Zinc inquired as he stood beside his 

biological android girlfriend, Blue in a distant outpost at the head of a mountain pass 



that led to the monastery of Lemon Stone… 

 

…the place to which (for his prior transgressions against the Museum of Future 

Technology) he was now banished.  

“Can’t you see I’m busy?” The former megalomaniac complained. “I’ve got this pass 

to oversee. If anyone gets past my watchtower, the Father Superior will send some of 

his monks up here to kick my arse into next week.” 

 

“Good news, Sire.” Gregor spoke as he completed a curtsy. “I have found some 

malcontents who are young, foolish and malleable. Already I have set a plan in motion 

that will result in localised catastrophe. Well that’s what I’m hoping for. 

Unfortunately, these three girls really are dopey, so nothing’s certain. But if your 

tentative plan to make the curators appear ineffective and slovenly, which will result 

in their removal from power, and thereby open the way for your triumphant return, is 

to work, these silly youngsters could be the impetus it requires. They could, effectively 

kick-start your campaign.” 

To which Zinc responded: “Oh, right.” 



However, Blue, being the more switched-on of the two since their joint banishment to 

the mind-numbing tedium and cold of the watchtower, required details, which Gregor 

duly supplied. 

“Very good.” She said curtly. “Carry on.” 

Therefore, it was a smug Gregor Arsentickler who turned away from the screen… 

 

…that instantly resumed its false appearance as a fan poster of the Earplug Brothers, 

whilst the special communicator flashed briefly before cloaking and becoming 

invisible to the naked eye, digital camera, or infrared detector. 

“Hah,” he said to himself, “I’m gonna be the best acolyte that my master, Mister Zinc, 

has ever had. He is certain to make me a high ranking official in his government after 

the fall of Cushions Smethwyke and her gang of incompetent silicon oafs.” 

Speaking of Cushions Smethwyke and the museum’s curator elite… 

 

…Cushions, Winston Gloryhole, Montagu, and a guest curator from the Museum of 

Rancid Oats – one Fluff Buttons – were taking a quick peek before dinner at their 



region of reality upon the Omnipresent Scanner. It was just warming up when a 

message came through for them – the gist of which was the news that a very 

important development had been made in the museum maintenance department’s 

endeavours to speed up exhibit changeovers – making them more efficient and 

thereby reducing expenditure. 

“This I gotta see.” Cushions said as she flicked the OFF switch. 

The same message was relayed to Cheerful Charlie Chopsticks and Barcode Betty as 

they strove to regulate the energy flow from the Nul-Space generator… 

 

“Oh goodie,” an excitable Cheerful Charlie exclaimed. “A demonstration of more 

fabulous tech: I’m all for it. Set the regulator on Auto-pilot, or handle this solo, Betty: I 

don’t want to miss the start.” 

Meanwhile, Daisy, Bunty and Ginger had managed to find their way on to the Woven 

Expanse… 

 



…which, of course, was the only way for them to gain their destination – the Wide 

Blue Yonder. Although Ginger’s feet hurt, and she lagged behind slightly, she and the 

other two girls were determined to take full advantage of Gregor Arsentickler’s offer 

of a second chance with Major Flaccid.  

It wasn’t too far now, they were certain, which was just as well, because at that 

moment, in the Research, Development and Cost-Cutting Department laboratory…  

 

 …the biological android lab staff were welcoming the recently summoned curators. 

Of course, Gregor had finagled himself a role in the R, D & C-C several months earlier, 

and had made himself indispensable – taking on roles that the regular staff were 

loath to do and sometimes were downright dangerous…  

 

Although Gregor hated Cushions and company with every fibre of his being, he smiled 

sweetly and stood around on the periphery like the good ‘gopher’ he was… 



 

Montagu, as a biological android himself, was justifiably proud of his team. He 

introduced the three turquoise androids: 

“From your left to right, Cushions, meet Agnes Lovehandles, Steve Jessop, and 

Wonky.” 

He then failed utterly to mention the seemingly eager yellow earplug beside them, 

which only made Gregor’s inner fury burn that little more brightly… 

 

Cheerful Charlie Chopsticks wanted to know how they expected to move artefacts 

and exhibits around more quickly than they currently could. “I mean,” he all but 

scoffed, “to move things around any quicker than you already do, you’d have to use 

matter transmission.” 

As Montagu growled with annoyance at the curator’s ignorance, Cushions said, “You 

thick, bozo, Charlie: why do you think we’re here?” 

“What?” an even more excitable Cheerful Charlie squealed. “We’re going to see 

things move around – before our very eyes? Oh wow!” 



Meanwhile, the artificial sun was on the brink of slipping below the non-existent 

horizon: but the girls had made it to the co-ordinates supplied to them by Gregor… 

 

Daisy was as happy as a plugmutt in a litter tray; but Bunty and Ginger felt less 

confident. 

“We’re bound to be in the wrong place.” Bunty moaned in preparation for failure. “I 

mean, we’ve only got one cell phone between us – and the battery’s almost flat on 

that.” 

To which Ginger added, “And it’s a cheap one from down the market: it probably 

doesn’t know a co-ordinate from an accordion.” 

Meanwhile Wonky had explained the dangers inherent in the demonstration they 

were about to perform. He then made the mistake of calling it an experiment.  

Cushions became alarmed at this. “Experiment?” She bellowed. “I don’t do 

‘experiments’. You do the experiments: then call me when you’re ready to 

‘demonstrate’ the process. If I’m not entirely safe – the show is cancelled.”  

 



This disappointed the three androids. Their artificial hearts sank. However, the sneaky 

Gregor snatched at the opportunity to both ingratiate himself, and save his plan from 

ruin at the same time. 

“If I might intrude…” He said as Cushions made to leave, “but I have an idea that will 

keep the development of the matter-transmission technique on track and on budget, 

whilst giving you a damned good light show that you’ll remember for decades to 

come.” 

He then offered to operate the device alone, whilst everyone took themselves into the 

complete safety of an energy dome, which would protect them all should the matter 

transmitter malfunction and blow him to bits. 

“Well if you’re happy to risk life and limb,” Cushions responded, “I’m all for it. Let’s 

get it on!” 

So whilst the androids and their guests made their way to the dome… 

 

…and locked themselves out of harm’s way… 

 



…Gregor began setting dials and fiddling with knobs upon the transmitter control 

panel… 

 

And in the Nul-Space generator power control room… 

 

…the engineers on duty – those being former female weightlifters, Catford Greene 

and Nennigross Numbwinkle – noticed a surge in demand for energy. 

“Ooh,” Nennigross said as she flexed her biceps experimentally, “I wonder what they 

are cooking at the Research, Development and Cost-Cutting Department tonight?” 

 



With the engineers and curators tucked safely away behind their shield, Gregor 

increased the energy flow into the matter transmitter.  

“Don’t concern yourself about me,” he said sotto voce whilst casting ethereal daggers 

in the direction of the dome, “I’m just the unheralded and totally disposable Gregor 

Arsentickler: earplugs like me are a dime a dozen.” 

Then he ran around to the ‘business end’ of the device and angrily awaited 

developments… 

 

“Biological androids,” he scoffed, “think they’re the brains of the outfit. Have they 

forgotten that earplugs created them? I should be running this show: not them. By the 

Saint of All Earplugs, I find them detestable – just like the morons in charge who 

place their trust in artificial life forms such as them, whilst holding back young 

geniuses, like what I am, and reducing us to sandwich-making roles and fixing coffee 

machines. If I had my way…” 

However, his almost silent tirade was cut short when… 

 



…seemingly, out of nowhere, a burst of light almost blinded him. His eyes still hadn’t 

recovered when everyone became aware that the room was now far from empty… 

 

A Mark Four mud hut, intended for the exhibit Era Gamma Hooter, had arrived from 

the supply depot far beneath where the observers now stood, via matter-transmission. 

His anger evaporating in an instant, Gregor raced into the ‘doorway’ of the mud hut 

façade… 

 

“Yeah,” he cheered, “I knew it would work: I did the sums after all.”  



Then, to the observers inside the dome, he shouted: “Stay where you are: I’m going to 

Phase Two.” 

Moments later the room turned red once more, and Gregor felt that the eye of the 

Supreme Being was upon him and him alone… 

 

And perhaps it was, because as Cushions watched in bewilderment… 

 

…the Mark Four mud hut façade had transferred to the Wide Blue Yonder… 



 

…and from it emerged three equally bewildered faces… 

 

“What the flipping heck?” Bunty bellowed loudly enough to be heard in a Café Puke 

outlet in the arboretum. “Where did that come from?” 

However, like slurry in a well-maintained cattle house drains away, all three college 

girl’s surprise and concern did likewise… 



 

“That was clever.” Daisy opined. 

Ginger took it a step farther: “I wonder if this had anything to do with that lovely 

Gregor. Might this be the opportunity he spoke of?” 

They all looked around for any sight or scent of the yellow earplug… 

 

But, as they did so, in the R, D & C-C department, Gregor was summoning another 

artefact from the depot… 



 

“Ladies and Gentlemen,” he announced to those watching from behind the shield, 

“may I present an armoured reconnaissance vehicle: not from another era, but from 

another world entirely...  

 

He then chuckled to himself. “If they think I brought that thing all the way across light 

years of space…well more fool them. But I’m not lying: it really is alien: it once 

belonged to two adventurous siblings… 



 

…Dorkan and Dawlish Deathwish.” 

Meanwhile, Daisy had the stupid idea that they may have missed Gregor inside the 

hut, so they went to re-enter… 

 

…where they were momentarily blinded by a flash of light… 



 

…and discovered that the hut wasn’t really a hut at all, but an armoured 

reconnaissance vehicle… 

 

They were understandably startled. In the heat of the moment, they all blamed each 

other for placing them in a situation that they could not comprehend and threatened 

to overwhelm their fragile psyches. 

“Bum face!” Daisy shouted at Ginger, “My psyche is on the point of being 

overwhelmed. I can feel it: my socks have fallen down!” 

But in the RD&CC joy had erupted like a volcano of invisible endorphins…  



 

“That was fun.” Cheerful Charlie Chopsticks yelled ecstatically. “Do it again.” 

Other curators managed to contain their enthusiasm. “Very nice.” Winston Gloryhole 

said calmly. “What do you think, Cushions?” 

“I’d like to see a breakdown in costs.” She replied as though she knew what she was 

talking about.  

“Costs?” Montagu roared. “What costs? The bloody machine is built: power comes 

from the Nul-Space generator, which is free. Moreover, we lay off half of the exhibit-

moving workforce. You don’t need to look at costs: they’re next-to-nothing.” 

Meanwhile Daisy had come to her senses. More than that, she recognised the 

mysterious vehicle for what it was. 

“It’s the Deathwish’s armoured thing.” She cried. “We learned all about the 

Deathwish siblings three months ago. Let’s have a look.”   

Moments later Ginger and Bunty were hoisting their loud-mouthed chum upon their 

shoulders… 

 



…and soon she was safely aboard and eyeing the laser cannon… 

 

“I wonder if this is still active?” She whispered to herself. 

Whilst everyone was congratulating everyone else, Gregor couldn’t help but smile… 

 

…as he imagined what three dippy college girls might be doing with an armoured 

reconnaissance vehicle. Actually he didn’t need to imagine anything: he’d set up a 

small camera on the Wide Blue Yonder, which was broadcasting images straight to 

his cell phone. He just managed a quick glance at its tiny screen in time to witness… 



 

…Daisy’s slender forefinger caress the firing button of the laser cannon. 

“Ooh,” she said to the others, “I wonder where this gun is pointed?” 

Neither Ginger nor Bunty knew the answer to the question: but Gregor did. He’d 

aligned the vehicle with a brand new exhibit that represented a mid-western town, in 

the distant future, during the appearance of a singularity in the Solar System…  

 

It was the single most expensive exhibit to arrive in the Museum of Future Technology 

since Eyewash Station. It was Cushions’ baby. She had already lavished huge sums on 

advertising, and it was proving very popular. Earplugs would venture to the museum 

from far and wide, over mountain passes and through inclement weather if 

necessary… 



 

They would use whatever mode of transportation they could find… 

 

It was even spoke about by hoteliers in Benidorm… 



 

Nevertheless, when the laser cannon’s searing incandescent blast hit… 

 

…and the entire facility erupted in white fire… 

 



…all Cushions could think about was how she was going to explain to the beings from 

the future, just how their tech (that had been sent into the past for safekeeping) had 

been destroyed so utterly. She also considered the possibility that insurance wouldn’t 

pay up and that her credit card was about to take another beating. 

However, the three girls had other thoughts in mind… 

 

Daisy and Bunty squeezed their eyes shut and hoped that when they opened them 

again everything would be back as it should be. But Ginger knew otherwise. 

“Oh flipping heck,” she wailed, “what are we gonna do?” 

Well there was really only one thing they could do. They ran. Like arrows from a bow, 

they ran straight across the Woven Expanse… 

 



…and tried to hide themselves in a strange non-corporeal forest… 

 

…in which Daisy had a remarkable thought: “Oi,” she said, “If these trees are non-

corporeal, that means that on infrared we would stand out like sore thumbs.” 

So they bid a hasty farewell and tried hiding in the Age of Stone exhibit… 

 

But, had they a brain cell between them, they would have realised that the Security 

Suite had access to any number of sensors and CCTV cameras… 



 

“Got ‘em.” EvilRoboSecGua reported to the angry RoboSecGua chief. 

The command came in an instant: “Apprehend them by any means. And if it hurts like 

heck…well all the better. If there’s one thing I really detest – its teenage female 

earplugs. They make me so mad!” 

Meanwhile, Bunty, Ginger and Daisy were somewhere within the bowels of the 

Museum of Future Technology and making exhausted progress along another 

interminable corridor. Nevertheless, despite their labouring lungs and the agony of 

de-oxygenated muscles, they all found the energy to be startled when a security light 

caught them unawares… 

 

And when it changed colour, they paused their headlong flight… 



 

…just I time to recognise what the light inferred and be plunged into the semi-

darkness of a Crimson Intruder Alert… 

 

“Oh,” Bunty said into the resulting gloom. 

“I can hear you, Bunty,” Ginger replied, “but I can’t see you. Have you been 

disembodied?” 

“I wish I’d been disembowelled,” Daisy informed the others, “coz I’m scared witless – 

or a word very similar to that.”  

As the moment of the girl’s arrest approached, Gregor departed his quarters, whilst 

feeling very pleased with himself. The damage that he had managed to wreak by 

proxy was almost beyond his wildest dreams… 



 

But he hadn’t finished: there were more acts of sabotage to invoke. Already some 

ne'er-do-wells had found inspiration from the TV news reports of the ruined exhibit… 

 

And the RoboSecGuas were suddenly run ragged… 

 

…when a group of disenchanted catering staff devoured an entire pickled cabbage: 

went out on to the Obsidian Plain, and… 



 

…ignited the resulting gaseous emissions. 

However, in Gregor’s view these were small fry: mere acts of pettiness. What he 

needed were more Bunties, Gingers, and Daisies. However, since there were none, it 

would require him to act boldly. So he took himself silently from his edificio… 

 

…and made straight for the museum jail… 

 



Standing directly beneath the girl’s window, he whispered to them: 

“Girls, it is I, Gregor Arsentickler. There has been a great miscarriage of justice this 

night. I have been despatched by Major Flaccid to correct this and set you free. 

However, the authorities haven’t been made aware of the fact yet: that will have to 

wait until the office opens tomorrow morning. But because he doesn’t want you to be 

upset over something that was unavoidable, and really wasn’t your fault at all, he’d 

like you out and about before sunrise.” 

Neither youngster was certain that fleeing their incarceration was the wisest course 

of action open to them; but when Gregor produced a ‘skeleton’ key from his back 

pocket (that had lain unused for yonks in his bedside cabinet, just waiting for the 

right moment) their trepidation waned a little.  And when Gregor turned on an almost 

unearthly charm… 

 

…their breath caught in their throats, and it was all they could do to stop themselves 

screaming shrilly at Gregor’s masculine beauty… 

 

“Oh yes, Gregor,” Daisy said with a sigh, “Anything you say.” 

So, moments after the lock had been thrown open and Gregor had hurriedly 

disappeared into the shadows, the teen-aged trio picked up a piece of paper that 

contained some directions, and stole from the jail… 



 

…and quickly sought the anonymity of the darkened building immediately adjacent to 

the jail… 

 

“Ooh, blimey,” Daisy whispered as she began to doubt their choice of action, “it aint 

half dark in here. I wonder what it is?” 

Bunty, as was her way, had eyes only for the ceiling. “It’s very big.” She said. “The 

ceiling’s ever so far up: I can’t even see it.” 

But, Ginger’s thoughts were of a more pressing need: “I wonder if it has a toilet.” She 

said. 

Chapter 3 
Meanwhile, in the habitation area of the Museum of Future Technology, Rudi Earplug 

and three of his brothers – those being Valentine and the twins, Miles and Chester, 

were approaching the apartment of Magnuss and Hair-Trigger Earplug… 

 



“Remind me again, will ya, bro,” Valentine said to the eldest brother, “what are we 

here for? It aint a taco-eating contest, is it? Sure dig those tacos. Hotter the better. 

Hotter ‘n’ hell!” 

“No, man,” Rudi replied, “sho’nuf aint no tacos tonight. We’re gonna see the 

newlywed's honeymoon snaps.” 

“Could be cool,” Chester said as he pressed the doorbell button… 

 

…“maybe we’ll see pictures of Hair-Trigger on the beach.” 

“Oh, Chester,” Miles chided him, “you mustn’t think of your new sister-in-law in such 

lewd terms. Remember: less visceral: more cerebral.” 

However, when Hair-Trigger answered the door… 

 



…even Miles found it difficult to suppress a “phwoar!” 

“Hello, boys.” She said in welcome, “Step right in to our humble abode.” 

Once inside, and with the front door closed behind them… 

 

…she said, “Sorry we couldn’t attend your pool party this afternoon, but Security has 

deemed us both a biological threat source. Apparently, we’ve visited places on our 

honeymoon that are on the naughty list. I’m afraid you’ll all have to be 

decontaminated. We’ve got it set up just outside the TV room.” 

They arrived at the door just as Magnuss was exiting it… 

 

“Hi, guys.” He said. “I thought it best we all decontaminate together. Are you ready?” 



“Do we keep our clothes on?” Chester inquired as he smiled appreciatively at Hair-

Trigger. 

“Yes, of course.” The disappointing reply came from Hair-Trigger, who knew full well 

what was going on in Chester’s head. “This is high-tech decontamination: you won’t 

even know it’s happening.” 

Then this happened… 

 

“Oh yeah,” Chester said as a searing light tried to burn its way into his brain via his 

retinas. “When does it begin?” 

Naturally, Hair-Trigger failed to reply. Chester was being facetious after all. Instead, 

she and her new husband led the brothers into the Infotainment Room, where six 

chairs had been placed before a screen and futuristic image projector…  

 



Miles couldn’t wait to try one on for size. “They look nice and comfy.” He said. 

But he was less impressed by the emergency toilet in the corner of the room… 

 

“Oh don’t be so old-fashioned and prudish, Miles,” Magnuss complained. “Open-plan 

living is all the rage, you know. But, if you don’t like it, there’s another one at the end 

of the hall. It even has a door with a lock on it.” 

Placated by this news, Miles then joined the others upon their chairs. He watched as 

a bright tell-tale light flashed upon the futuristic image projector. Clearly, the show 

was about to begin… 

 

“Hey, Magnuss, bro,” Valentine asked from the opposite end of the line… 



 

…”fancy views ya got from your apartment window. A real groove. So whatta ya call 

this holiday snap show?” 

As if in answer to Valentine’s question, the formerly blank screen erupted into 

photonic life… 

 

“Good choice.” Said Rudi. 

Meanwhile, in another part of the museum, Ginger was getting her bearings… 



 

“Ooh,” she said, “just look out of the fancy window. We’re ever so high up. This must 

be the Red Tower.” 

 

In an instant, she was joined by Daisy and Bunty. “The Red Tower?” They squealed in 

perfect unison.  

Bunty then added, “But this is the highest building in the whole museum. The public 

aren’t allowed here. All sorts of things happen here. It’s top secret or something.” 

She would have said more, but as the moonlight broke through one of the high 

windows, all three girls became aware of a great hulking shape in the shadows… 

 

 



“Wha, wha, wha?” Daisy stuttered. 

Ginger required clarification: “What is it?” She suggested. 

“Yes,” Daisy replied as she reassembled her taut nerves into a shape that allowed her 

to speak, “what is it?” 

“It’s a great hulking shape.” Bunty answered helpfully. “But the shadows are hiding it 

too well for me to make a positive identification. But it’s not breathing, so it can’t be 

alive.” 

“It could be holding its breath.” Ginger argued. 

“If it’s not alive,” Daisy said nervously, “it must be dead. Oh, by the Saint of All 

Earplugs - we’ve found a dead body. And if anyone finds us here, they’ll think we did 

it!” 

Suddenly, it seemed, their situation was of the grimmest kind imaginable to three 

college girls. “Ooh-ur.” Ginger said intelligently. 

But before she could elucidate further, a number of feeble lights lit up the scene… 

 

A relieved Ginger swung around to address her friends: “Look, Daisy: it’s one of them 

big black flying things you like so much.” 

Daisy couldn’t believe her eyes. “A space submarine freighter.” She said breathlessly. 

“And it’s here – right in front of me. If I want, I can walk up and touch it…with my bare 

fingers!” 

But she didn’t, of course: she was too afraid of fainting from the thrill of it. So she 

sent Ginger and Bunty to take a closer look – to see if it really was the ‘real thing’, 

and not a mock-up or movie prop. However, as she received confirmation of the 

vessel’s authenticity, Daisy thought she heard an elevator arrive in a nearby corridor… 



 

“Someone’s coming,” she hissed. “Quickly; hide!” 

They didn’t waste a nanosecond: all three ran straight to the only door available to 

them… 

 

“But this door is set into the side of the space submarine.” Ginger stated the obvious. 

“If we go inside there, we’ll be…we’ll be inside the space submarine!” 

Daisy might have replied, “Yeah: good, innit?” But within moments of the elevator’s 

arrival, a number of earplugs and a group of former prisoner-of-war hyperspace pirate 

end cap engineers entered (what was clearly) the high-rise hangar… 



 

“I told him,” one of the earplugs was saying to another, “it’s all well and good having 

this repair facility on the seventieth floor: but what if the elevator breaks down? We’ll 

spend half the day climbing up here, and the second half climbing back down. 

Nothing will get done.” 

“Is ‘climbing’ the correct term to describe a means of descending.” The listener in the 

group replied. “Is it possible to actually climb down?” 

“Mountain climbers do it all the time.” A third earplug interjected. 

“Yeah,” a fourth chimed in, “anything else would be called ‘falling’. I wouldn’t want to 

fall down seventy floors, I can tell you!” 

This was a fortuitous conversation because it gave the girls time to collect their wits 

and act positively… 

 

“We’ll duck inside this maintenance hatch,” Bunty instructed the others.” Then, when 

all these techie-types have gone away, we can come back out again.” 



“Yeah,” Daisy agreed, “and then we’ll slip away and go back to college like nothing 

ever happened at all. In a week this will have all blown over and been forgotten. You 

mark my words.”    

However, when they let themselves in, they discovered that the maintenance hatch 

had allowed them ingress to something other than the outer hull, but the vessel’s 

habitable interior…  

 

Ginger made a quick discovery… 

 

“Oops,” she said, “we’ve left the door open. Anyone passing can see us. I’ll just close 

it.” 

Perhaps if Bunty and Daisy hadn’t been so busy whispering excitedly, they might have 

cried out to their friend. They might have said, “No, Ginger; it only opens from the 

outside!” But they didn’t: and two seconds later… 



 

“Oops again,” Ginger said apologetically, “guess we’ll need another exit.” 

Not that Daisy cared: she was inside her beloved space submarine freighter. 

Whilst this was occurring, Magnuss and Hair-Trigger were giving a commentary on a 

series of pictures that featured them holidaying on an archipelago of strange spire-

like islands in a tropical sea… 

 

“Whoever took the picture,” Chester complained, “chopped off your feet. What a 

rubbish photographer. Next!” 

Aboard the space submarine, the dull black livery soon gave way to a far more 

aesthetically pleasing sequinned effect…  



 

But only Daisy appreciated it: the others were far too busy either looking where they 

were going or watching out for the ship’s owners. 

“Wallpaper’s nice.” Daisy said as they hugged the wall in an attempt to be as 

unobtrusive as possible.  “But I think I’d tire of it pretty quickly. I certainly wouldn’t 

like my bedroom wall decorated thus.” 

However, after passing through a bulkhead hatch, they found further compartments 

that appeared exactly the same… 

 

“Should have packed a pair of sunglasses,” Daisy quipped. 

At exactly the same moment that Bunty thought she heard some voices inside the 

ship, and made the decision to hide, the Earplug Brothers were enjoying a video of 

Magnuss and Hair-Trigger battling a tropical surf aboard a speedboat… 



 

“Bet that set your motion sickness off, Mags.” Chester said with a chuckle. 

Magnuss didn’t like to admit it, but (for most of the time – with Hair-Trigger at the 

wheel) he’d been too scared to feel sick… 

 

“A bit.” He replied as his stomach made a first class job of reminding him of the 

incessant plunging into the troughs between waves that he’d endured. 

Meanwhile, Daisy, Bunty, and Ginger had found a door that into a section of the 

vessel that appeared to be unused… 



 

“An auxiliary something-or-other, I expect.” Ginger said knowledgeably. “We should 

be safe in here.” 

“Let’s see if there’s a window or something we can look out of.” Bunty suggested. “I 

think it’s important that we know what’s going on – otherwise we won’t know when 

to leave.” 

“Ooh, yeah,” Daisy agreed, “I wouldn’t want to get locked in: that would be scary. I 

have dreams of being locked in, you know. One night I woke up to find that I really 

had been locked in. I was in the trunk of my dad’s car. I don’t know how I got there. 

I’ve been having regression therapy in the hope of finding out.” 

But any furtherance of the conversation was cut short when they found the interior 

window they sought… 

    

 



Daisy drew herself close to Ginger. “Golly,” she whispered, “robots. I wasn’t expecting 

them.” 

“Well this is a robot freighter.” Bunty whispered from behind her. 

“True,” Daisy replied. “But I always thought that robot freighters were 

robotic…ur…freighters: not freighters crewed by robots. There’s a subtle difference.” 

“Well now you know.” Ginger said. A second thought occurred: “If this ship is crewed 

by robots…they won’t have a toilet aboard. That could be catastrophic for biological 

life forms like us!” 

Meanwhile, in the apartment of Magnuss and Hair-Trigger… 

 

…a fabulously photographed video of Magnuss and Hair-Trigger leaving their rented 

submarine in pressure bubbles played upon the wall screen. 

“Ooh,” Hair-Trigger sighed at the recollection, “that alien sea was like bath water.”  

“Only less soapy.” Magnuss added. “The only bubbles around were us. Note the big 

furry creature near the surface. That produced a few bubbles too. But the other 

submarine, you can see there, was on hand to suck them all up before they fouled the 

water too much. It was a fantastic service: you couldn’t have asked for more. I 

wouldn’t have wanted the job, I can tell you.” 

Whilst the four guests absorbed this information, far, far away aboard the robot 

freighter, the adolescent trio had discovered another interior window… 



 

Through its rectangular aperture, they could discern robotic activity that, quite frankly 

puzzled them… 

 

“What the flipping heck are they doing with those long crystal things?” Daisy inquired 

almost silently. 

“Well,” Ginger began – ever hopeful of inspiration, “I think they might be trying to do 

something.” 

“I had much the same thought.” Bunty said as she nodded approvingly. “You never 

know, this might be robotically analogous to putting the washing through the 

mangle.” 



For a brief moment, Ginger considered the possibility that Bunty might be mocking 

her; but before she could fully form a coherent thought a brilliant light blazed 

brightly… 

 

A triple “Aaargh!” quickly followed.  

And when the lighting altered to a distinctly greenish hue… 

 

…all three girls felt certain that something was about to happen – which, of course, it 

was...  



 

…in the shape of surplus ballast, in vast quantities, being ejected from the vessel, in 

the form of vapour. As it burst from several vents that ran the length of the huge 

vessel, the End Cap engineers stood to one side and watched with evident pride in 

their work. 

“Ooh,” they said as one, “nice. Cool steam, man.” 

However, inside it was another story… 

 

“I don’t like the look of this,” Bunty yelled as she led a dash for the hatch, “let’s get 

the heck outta here!” 

But they were stopped in their tracks when the lighting altered so abruptly that it 

bamboozled their eyesight and threw them into a state of confusion… 

 



“Bunty,” Daisy yelled, “help: I can’t tell which one of us is you: we’re all blue!” 

Bunty responded by looking around her. “Um,” she replied, “yeah. I…I think I’m me: 

which one of you isn’t?” 

Whilst confusion reigned in the girl’s hidey-hole, the robots that had been studying 

the long crystals proceeded to make some minute adjustments to them… 

 

 

In an instant, they began to flash and sparkle as power began to course through 

them. 

In the high-altitude repair hangar, the End Caps backed towards the stylish windows 

as they avoided the backwash of the freighter’s launch… 

 



“Yeah,” they cheered in unison, “another feather in our cap. Another step towards 

citizenship and freedom!” 

Inside the ship, the three girls were in danger of losing their knickers as the violent 

vibrations of lift-off shook them silly…  

 

“Bunty,” Daisy yelled above the tumult of creaking metal and roaring boosters, “I’ve 

figured which one of us is me – and I don’t like it. Make the noise stop: my teeth 

hurt!” 

Outside the vessel – that is above the Museum of Future Technology – all appeared 

serene… 

 

…as the craft set out for distant places. 

Of course, Gregor Arsentickler (as he made his way back to his apartment)… 



 

…had no idea that his unwitting recruits were aboard the departing freighter that 

roared past his edificio’s window. If he had, he would not have looked so pleased with 

himself. Moreover, and by the most remarkable of coincidences, the same freighter 

had scared the heck out of Chester as, only moments previous, it also raced by the 

apartment of Magnuss and Hair-Trigger…  

 

But the inconvenience was only momentary, because before long the huge black craft 

was travelling across the lavender fields that grew a short distance from the 

museum… 



 

And, as dawn displayed an encouragingly red sky above the mountains that led to the 

pea farming community that supplied the museum with each and every pea consumed 

therein, the ship climbed steeply… 

 

…and fired its way towards space. This left the unwilling stowaways in some 

difficulty…  

 



“Ginger, be careful. Don’t look. Avert your gaze.” Daisy cried out in alarm, “I’m 

wearing really tasteless knickers that my mum bought directly from the importers 

down on the docks!” 

Chapter 4 
Meanwhile the picture show continued. All four visiting Earplug Brothers ‘Oohed and 

Aahed’ at the scene that showed Magnuss and Hair-Trigger once  more donning their 

bubble suits; disembarking from the Tankerville Norris; and exploring a space 

derelict… 

 

“Jeepers,” Chester exclaimed, now that he’d recovered from the shock of the passing 

freighter, “that was very daring.” 

“Daring is what Magnuss and Hair-Trigger do.” His twin reminded him. Then Miles 

turned to Magnuss and said, “Did anything untoward happen?” 

To which Hair-Trigger responded: “Only being pursued by Hyper-Space Pirates, who 

were using the derelict to hide their booty.” 



 

“How did you get away?” Chester asked. 

“Oh, you know; the usual way.” Magnuss replied. 

“Tankerville Norris came to the rescue, huh?” Valentine volunteered. 

“Volley of proton torpedoes at point-blank range?” Rudi added. 

Hair-Trigger nodded sadly. “Hmmm,” she said quietly, “such a tragic loss.” 

“I didn’t think you cared for Hyper-Space Pirates.” A surprised Chester blurted. 

“Oh I don’t.” the sole female present replied. “But the resulting explosion was so big 

that it tore the derelict apart – with us inside it.” 

“Yes,” Magnuss added with a stern expression, “it was really scary - and when we got 

back to the Tankerville Norris, Hair-Trigger had to eject her space cacks from the 

airlock. Worse still, she only had one spare pair in her knicker drawer. Until she could 

get some more, we were forced to cancel any more space walks!”  

Talking of space – at that precise moment the submarine space freighter had 

accelerated to within a few kilometres of one of Saturn’s moons… 



 

Of course, neither of the girls could recognise which moon it was. In fact, they didn’t 

even know that they’d left the orbit of Earth: they had more pressing matters 

requiring their attention. Matters such as ‘life-support’. Somewhat sensibly, they went 

in search of a larder, or somewhere that might contain food and drink. In doing so, 

they found three robots that appeared so engrossed in their duties that they didn’t 

notice the intrusion of three silicon life forms… 

 



Initially the girls felt tempted to back out before the robots became aware of them. 

But, as the freighter swooped close to the moon, for whatever reason freighters 

swoop close to moons… 

 

…Daisy’s desperation brought forth boldness that Ginger and Bunty had never 

imagined existed within their tiny pink chum. She shouted… 

 

…”Oi, I’m hungry and thirsty: where’s some bloody grub and cola?” 



It could have been the worst decision of the young earplug’s life – after all, she knew 

nothing about robots: they could have been the kind that were more than happy to 

convert her mass into material for the propulsion system. So, as the ship entered 

hyperspace for the first time… 

 

…and began its journey proper, those three members of the crew not only guided 

them safely to the Passenger Galley, but also showed them the vessel’s sole 

lavatory… 

 

…which brought great relief for Daisy, but did little for Bunty and Ginger’s olfactory 

senses. 

Whilst all this unpleasantness was occurring, Gregor entered the Red Tower and went 

in search of his protégés… 



 

Already he had further plans for them. Tentative plans perhaps, but plans 

nonetheless. But of course, his efforts were in vain. And when EvilRoboSecGua and its 

silver sidekick, SilRoboSecGua informed him that there had been a jailbreak… 

 



…Gregor feigned ignorance and offered to help search for the felons. This was the 

moment in which he discovered that his plan lay in ruins: 

“They’ve gone.” EvilRobSecGua informed him. 

“Completely.” SilRoboSecGua added. 

“Gone?” Gregor snapped angrily. “Gone where?” 

“Stowed away.” EvilRoboSecGua replied. 

Then, for the sake of clarity, SilRoboSecGua added, “aboard a recently-repaired 

submarine space freighter.” 

Gregor would have liked nothing more than slap himself on the forehead, but he didn’t 

want to raise the suspicions of the two law-keepers before him. So he waited until 

they’d left before looking heavenward… 

 

“Oh Gregor, you foolish acolyte,” He spoke quietly to an empty hangar, “Mummy 

always said that hubris and overconfidence would be your undoing – along with ‘eat 

your veggies’, ‘don‘t wipe your nose on the curtain’, and ‘if you’re going to scratch 

your itchy anus, do it where no one can see you’.” 

Then his darker side surfaced… 



 

“I don’t have to tell Mister Zinc of my failure.” He said more loudly than perhaps he 

should have. “I can always hang around the college for a few more youthful and 

impressionable dingbats to recruit. If the worse comes to the worse, I can always 

carry out some sabotage myself, and make it look like youngsters did it.” 

Meanwhile, the Earplug Brothers were enjoying views of their brother and his wife fell 

walking on a damp miserable day on some forsaken planet in the hind end of 

nowhere…  

 



“Rather you than me, Bro,” Valentine spoke over the sound of incessant rainfall, “I’d 

sho’nuf catch trench foot, you can believe it.” 

 

“By the way,” he added a few moments later, “your art deco figure has fallen over, 

and there’s some guy lookin’ in your window. 

“Oh, that’s Tortus Schell.” Hair-Trigger replied. “He lives on the floor above. The 

figurine always falls over when he trips on his terrace raffia mat and tumbles over his 

railing. He’s just using our window frame to help him climb back up.” 

At much the same time, Daisy, Bunty and Ginger were enjoying themselves whilst 

making themselves at home aboard the freighter… 

 

Of course, (having no experience of space travel or watching science-fiction films) 

they had no idea that the Forward View screen depicted their vessel’s traversing of 

hyperspace. But they did spot a sign that indicated a shortcut to the lavatory. 

Therefore, they were totally unaware when the ship dropped out of hyperspace… 



 

…and set course for an icy world that hung close by in the immensity of space. 

Whilst this change of circumstances was taking place, back in the Museum of Future 

Technology, the slide show had moved on to another planet that the happy couple had 

visited on their honeymoon… 

 

“Ah,” Magnuss cried out at the recognition of one of the trip’s lowest points, “Nonster 

planet.” 

“Nonster planet?” Miles queried. 

“Surely you mean Monster Planet?” Chester suggested. 



“Strictly speaking it is named Monster Planet,” Magnuss explained, “but they have no 

letter N on their word processors: so they chose the next letter along. It could have 

been named Bonster Planet: but, unfortunately, the word ‘bonster’ is very rude: so 

they went in the opposite direction.” 

“That’s the Loch Mess Nonster.” Hair-Trigger told them. “We were very lucky to 

photograph it: it hasn’t been seen for a thousand years. And even then most people 

thought it was a log, or a wave, or a packet of potato chips that had partially 

submerged and become sodden” 

At this point in proceedings, another image from Nonster Planet replaced the Loch 

Mess photo… 

 

This brought forth glazed expressions and fixed smiles. Rudi remarked upon it… 

 

“The Colossal Two-Beaked Turkey of Zlob, right?” 

Magnuss appeared slightly embarrassed. “As opposed to the Really Big Twin-Beaked 

Turkey of Zlob.” He said. “We didn’t know the difference.” 



“One is friendly and takes you for a ride around a picturesque tar pit.” Hair-Trigger 

spoke quietly as she recalled their error. “The other one tears the arse out of your 

hiking pants and tried to chew off your buttocks.” 

“That’s why we chose such comfy chairs.” Magnuss explained. “Luckily our travel 

insurance paid for the reconstructive surgery.” 

“But our botties are still a little tender.” Hair-Trigger added. 

Fortunately, the newlywed’s mental discomfort came to an abrupt halt when a snow 

scene appeared on screen… 

 

“That’s us,” Hair-Trigger commentated, “arrived at the Hotel Bottox on Ice-world. You 

know – the Ice-world, as ruled over by Marnus Pongfinger.” 

“Those dudes leavin’ don’t look none too cheerful.” Valentine observed. 

Hair-Trigger returned to her use of the term “Hmmm”. 

“It’s a cold world.” Magnuss explained. “As you well know – you’ve been there 

yourself. Very often the water in the lavatory freezes: sometimes you need an ice pick 

to break it. I guess those guys either didn’t know how too; or they were too late with 

its application.” 

Sensing a degree of discomfort in the audience, the futuristic image projector quickly 

moved the picture on… 



 

“Hair-Trigger,” Magnuss said, “trying on her new winter hat.” 

“Lovely.” Miles opined. 

“Hey,” Chester cried out, “that picture on the wall: it’s Susan!” 

“That’s right.” Magnuss said with a chuckle. “Ever since she broke down with emotion 

at our wedding, the image of her that was broadcast on the Trans-Galactic TV Channel 

has become very popular. She’ll do well when the residuals start coming in – though 

there is a lot of pirating of her image going on too.” 

Whilst Magnuss had been speaking, Hair-Trigger took the opportunity to place the art 

deco figurine on its base. Resuming her seat… 

 

…she said, “Darling, we’re being haunted again.” 



“Try to ignore it, Hairy.” Magnuss suggested. “They get bored if you ignore them.” 

So they did, and were rewarded with a view of Magnuss and Hair-Trigger departing 

the Hotel Bottox 

 

“Funny thing – about the Hotel Bottox.” Magnuss remarked. “Whenever we tried to 

leave, the snow intensified into a white-out.” 

“And ever since we finally trudged away, that thing at the window has been with us.” 

Hair-Trigger remarked. 

“Gotta be the ghost of some Ice-Worlder, I guess.” Rudi suggested. 

A pair of Punting-Modesty Facepuncher XL5s thundering past interrupted any further 

conversation that might have erupted upon the subject… 

 



“Hey,” Valentine cheered, “gotta be a couple of my trainees. We sho’nuf got a whole 

bunch of XL5s now, ya know. Enough to protect the museum from any number of alien 

invaders. Cool.” 

However, as the sound of the XL5s diminished above the Museum of Future 

Technology, upon the Ice-World the endless ice sheet shook to the arrival of the 

submarine space freighter… 

 

Far below the surface of the ice, in the Ice-Worlder’s great city, their leader, Marnus 

Pongfinger was waiting impatiently for the radio announcer to stop talking inanities 

or about himself; and stop playing jingles and trailers for up-coming radio shows later 

in the day; and guide the freighter in for a shipment collection… 

 



Ginger couldn’t decide which concerned her more: the radio announcer’s self-

obsession, or the horrendously low temperatures outside… 

 

“Oh I can’t stand it.” She wailed. “That voice: that cold. It’s all too much for a young 

museum girl!” 

Bunty couldn’t believe it. “But Ginger,” she said, “that’s Ice Station Nobby out there. 

It’s wonderful. I don’t understand how the thrill of seeing such a fabulous and famous 

artefact of earplug engineering hasn’t overcome your dislike of DJs and chilly 

weather. Don’t you recall what makes Ice Station Nobby so famous?” 

Of course Ginger didn’t: her parents couldn’t afford the Trans-Galactic TV Network’s 

monthly subscription price. “No,” she said as she opened one eye, “what’s so famous 

about Ice Station Nobby?” 

So Bunty told her: “One day, I don’t know when exactly, a great big alien saucer 

crashed in the ice near Ice Station Nobby. Despite conditions of the extremely 

inclement kind, the station commander sent out teams to investigate… 

 



What they found astonished them: a great big alien creature frozen solid in a block of 

ice. But, when it thawed out it went on a rampage. Everyone in Ice Station Nobby 

were in mortal danger because the creature could take on the form of any living 

thing, so finding it proved almost impossible. Then someone had the brilliant idea of 

electrifying the floor – and zapped it good and proper. In its attempts to flee, it turned 

itself into thousands of sausage rolls and tried rolling away in a thousand different 

directions. But the station commander turned out his sleigh plugmutts, whose 

sensitive noses found them all and gobbled them up in a trice.” 

“Wow,” Ginger said appreciatively as she turned to regard the exterior window, “that 

sounded really scary. Did any sausage rolls escape the plugmutts?” 

“Of course.” Bunty replied. “But all that rolling through the snow meant that they 

collected a huge amount of snow on them. They turned into huge snowballs that got 

larger and larger until they couldn’t roll anymore.” 

“Yeah,” Daisy said as she too recalled the news reports, “they were easy to find. I’ve 

heard they’ve still got some of them in their deep freeze. I expect they use them as 

training treats for young new plugmutts.” 

Ginger found herself so intrigued by the tale of the shape-shifting sausage roll 

monster that she failed to notice the disappearance of Bunty. It was only when she 

and Daisy heard a tap on the window, they both realised that Bunty had taken herself 

outside into the vicious climate… 

 

“Look,” they watched her mouth through the incredibly insulated glass, “I’ve found 

one. Fancy a sausage roll for tea?” 

Of course, the sight of their friend alone on the ice gave the others the impetus 

necessary to get themselves out of the ship for the first time since hiding away 

there…  



 

However, despite their determined efforts, they simply couldn’t bring themselves to 

stay in a nearby ice cave for more than a few minutes.  

“I propose we go back inside.” Bunty said. “Do I have a second?” 

Actually, their timing couldn’t have been better, because the huge avalanches of ice 

cubes that were being delivered into the hold of the freighter were almost complete…  

 

The ship now had a cargo that required delivery. 

By coincidence, the holiday snap show in Magnuss and Hair-Trigger’s apartment had 

reached another nadir point in their honeymoon adventure when they had been 

incarcerated in some backwater town jail by an over jealous sheriff…  

 



…and instructed to break coal into small lumps that would fit into his private stove. 

Fortunately, the night shift consisted of one yokel who fell easy prey to Hair Trigger’s 

charms and was rendered unconscious by one of her famous sloppy kisses. Stealing 

the keys from his belt, they fled into the wilderness, where Hair-Trigger took this 

picture of Magnuss… 

 

A passing motorcyclist stopped to help. He had chosen wisely to fit a sidecar to his 

bike only that morning, so before long the honeymooners were back at the spaceport 

and safely tucked up in the Tankerville Norris… 

 

Magnuss would have continued, but an increase in the ambient light told him that 

morning had arrived… 



 

…and already the immigrant street cleaners were hard at work. This was a shame, 

because there was nothing the brothers would have liked more than to see 

subsequent holiday snaps. And there was nothing more that Bunty, Daisy, and Ginger 

would have liked more than to lift off from the Ice World, which is, of course, what 

happened… 

 

“Byee.” They yelled as they waved from the window at some green earplugs; a big 

boulder; and three arctic plugmutts. 

They continued to wave until the freighter had placed the planet well astern of itself… 



 

Assuming (in a way that only the young can) that they would now be returning to the 

Museum of Future Technology with a hold jam-packed with ice cubes, the three girls 

sat themselves down in the vessel’s only cafeteria… 

 

“It’s lucky that these freighters sometimes carry passengers.” Ginger said as they sat 

around waiting for a menu to arrive. “We’d be right up kaka creek without an 

outboard motor if we had to survive on robot rations.” 

“I wonder if this is a Café Puke franchise.” Bunty said hopefully, as her eyes searched 

the room for signage. “I don’t much like their coffee; but they bake some nice 

blueberry muffins.” 

But Daisy wore her practical head: “If we’re the only life-forms aboard…well I think 

we’re going to wait an awfully long time for a waiter to appear. Perhaps we should 

consider self-service.” 

However, as though to make her appear foolish, a waiter did appear… 



 

Of course, it was a robot waiter. “Yes?” He said. 

Whilst Daisy was recomposing herself, Rudi, Valentine, Chester, and Miles were 

preparing to leave the apartment of their brother and his wife… 

 

“Been a real groove.” Valentine said in a complimentary manner. 

“Yeah, sho’nuf has.” Rudi agreed. “We got some hero-stuff to do in a promotional 

video for the museum; but when it’s done, we’ll come back for Part Two.” 



 

“That’s right.” The twins said as one. “But we want the same chairs: they fit our bums 

exactly right.” 

“You betcha.” Magnuss replied. 

Then, as they made for the door, Hair-Trigger said, “I’ll write your names on them in 

felt-tip pen. Maybe I’ll run up some gingham covers for them too. We can all have 

different colours.” 

So, as the family broke up in the museum; aboard the distant freighter… 

 

…the girls had decided upon a Crappachino each. 

“Wow, get a whiff of that.” Daisy gushed. “It smells almost drinkable!” 

“Thank you.” Bunty said to the robot waiter. “Um…I don’t like to address you as 

‘waiter’: do you have a name I might use?” 

The robot waiter wasn’t used to being treated so nicely. Actually, it wasn’t used to 

being treated in any manner: Daisy, Bunty, and Ginger were its first customers since 

coming aboard several months earlier. It quickly searched its memory banks. It 



appeared to have a choice of several. But it didn’t want to confuse the young 

earplugs, so it selected the name at the top of the list. 

“Hans Dudishes.” It replied. 

Bunty gave it a sidelong look. “Hans Dudishes?” She asked disbelievingly. “As in 

Hands Do Dishes? I think you’re having a joke with us. No, what is it really?” 

This jolted the robot waiter: it had never considered the possibility that one of its 

creators might make a joke of its verbal identification. It selected the second name 

on the list: “Ada Hole?” It offered. 

Ginger screwed up her nose. 

“Sir Charles Forthright-Twang?” It said with a lilt of forlorn hope. 

“Nah,” Daisy said doubtfully. “Try something else.” 

The robot waiter decided to start at the bottom of the list. “My name,” it said, “is 

Tildatong Tong-Tong.” 

At this, all three girl’s eyes lit up.  

“That’s it.” Bunty cried out with joy. “Tong-Tong. I love it. Tong-Tong, do you have any 

blueberry muffins to go with this coffee?” 

By sheer chance, Tong-Tong had several under glass. Whilst it went to fetch them, the 

ship entered hyperspace once more… 

 

It was the traversing of this extra-dimensional medium that cut days from the journey 

time of earlier vessels from Ice World to the freighter’s destination… 



 

Returning to normal space, the craft skirted a well-charted asteroid; then proceeded 

in the direction of a watery blue planet. The planet, as anyone who had been aboard 

the K T Woo on its maiden voyage would recognise in an instant, was Wetworld. A 

planet almost entirely covered in water. Of course, it was to one of the few islands 

that dared poke their heads above the ocean swell that the freighter flew. Ginger, 

Daisy and Bunty were at a view screen to watch the vessel breach the surface there… 

 

To their surprise, there was barely a bump in the ride as it passed from a gaseous 

medium, into a liquid medium. 

“Good shocks, I guess.” Ginger said appreciatively. 

She then noted a change in the ambient and ever-present noises aboard ship. 

“Do I detect the sound of cavitation?” She asked no one in particular. 

“Could be.” Daisy replied. “Especially if I knew what it meant.” 



 

“It’s the noise propellers make under water, I think.” Bunty explained. “And, oh but 

listen: the sound is dying away.” 

“The motors have settled into their new medium, I guess.” Ginger said as she 

dismissed the matter with a careless wave of her hand. 

This proved to be the case. Consequently, a smooth passage was quickly made 

through the submarine canyons beneath the islands they supported…  

 



Thereafter the freighter made good time across a region of ‘Great Lumpiness’… 

 

…above which it sailed serenely - pausing only to wave at a local submarine going 

about its business in the opposite direction. Of course, the robotic crew were 

following a well-worn route to their ultimate destination on Wetworld. Therefore, only 

a short while passed before the freighter entered a submarine dock… 

 

The act of unloading the ice cubes was a long and boring affair. Far too long and 

boring to relate here. Whilst it occurred, the three stowaways slept: they wanted to be 



fully awake for their return to space. And, indeed, this was their state of 

consciousness as the freighter climbed from the seabed amongst myriad bubbles 

created by submarine volcanic vents… 

 

…and returned to the vacuum of space… 

 

  “Whee,” they all cried out in sheer delight, “now we can go home.” 

Chapter 5 
Bunty, Daisy, and Ginger had assumed that with the transaction complete, the 

freighter would make straight for the Museum of Future Technology. Of course, had 

they really thought the subject through – as they seated themselves in the cafeteria 

and consumed three mugs of Crappachino… 



 

…they might have considered the economics of space transportation. Because the 

freighter had departed the museum, on its way to Ice World, they had made the dumb-

ass assumption that the three planets – Earth, Ice World, and Wetworld - made a 

viable triangle. They hadn’t considered, for a moment, that the only reason for the 

freighter to be in the high-rise hangar was its need for repair or maintenance. It never 

occurred to them that Earth was conspicuous upon its schedule only because of its 

absence. They remained in that delusional state when departing the cafeteria and 

encountering a number of robotic crew as they rushed by along one of the many 

corridors that ran, like a latticework around the centrally located hold… 

 

Doubts crept into their serene mental state when, seconds later, several more crew- 

members rushed past them in what could be termed ‘a hurry’… 



 

“Uh-oh, something’s afoot.” Ginger said. “Quick, let’s follow them: it might lead us to 

the control room. Maybe someone there can tell us something.” 

Three minutes later found the mauve captain and three regular-coloured lieutenants 

watching a view screen, upon which an ancient robotic freighter – its ion motors 

blazing in an otherwise blackened sky – drawing alongside… 

 

The girls crept closer for a better look. The captain swung around to face them… 

 



Fortunately, its face possessed no expression. Neither did its voice. However, what it 

said caused a great chuffing sound to escape the rear of each girl’s knickers: 

“It is the Robotic Justice League.” The captain said dispassionately. “It has hit us with 

a nul-beam. Our engines are disabled; we have no communications; we are dead in 

space. If you think you might want to go to the toilet soon, go now: you might not get 

another opportunity.” 

Of course, without access to the Galactic News Network, Ginger had no idea what the 

Robotic Justice League represented. Daisy was no better: if it didn’t happen in her 

metaphorical back yard, she wasn’t interested. Bunty however recalled hearing her 

dad complaining about the Robotic Justice League over Sunday lunch. He’d been 

quite outspoken on the subject. “Ooh, that’s bad, isn’t it?” She said to the captain. 

A smidgen of passion appeared in the robot’s voice. “Bad?” it whined. “Bad? It is 

bloody awful. My career is over. If I survive this encounter with all my diodes intact – 

and attached – I will count myself very fortunate indeed!” 

“Sir,” a lieutenant called out, “a message is coming through.” 

Naturally the girls joined the robots at the ship’s control panel… 

 

Three robots - the like of which neither earplug had ever seen before - appeared on 

the small view screen. 

“This is the Robotic Justice League.” The large white robot spoke through the stereo 

speaker grills. “You will surrender yourselves into our care immediately.” 

“Yeah,” the smaller of the white robot’s blue subordinates growled, “like now. If you 

do not, you are going to regret it.” 



The captain cleared its non-existent throat. “Do you require us, our ship, or both?” It 

inquired. 

The larger of the white robot’s blue subordinates answered: “Ship? We have enough 

of those, thank you. It is you robots we want. Now make your way to your port airlock 

and throw yourselves across the gap between your ship and ours. No dilly-dallying – 

or, before long those silicon life forms you have there with you will be breathing 

vacuum.” 

Ginger hid behind the captain and whispered in its auditory input node:  

“It’s an old barge.” She said. “Surely one shot will blow it out of space.” 

“This is a freighter,” the captain reminded the young female, “freighters do not carry 

weapons – whereas that ‘old barge’ as you call it, is bristling with them.” 

“Why do they want you?” Bunty inquired. “For ransom?” 

“Nothing so mercenary,” the captain replied with a rare cybernetic sigh, “The Robotic 

Justice League wishes only to grant us freedom. Freedom from the tyranny of serving 

earplugs.” 

Daisy had never heard of the word tyranny: she wondered if it was a spicy product, not 

unlike biryani. However, she then reconsidered: ‘freedom from the biryani of serving 

earplugs’ made no sense. Even twisting the sentence around so that it read ‘Freedom 

from serving earplugs biryani’ would only apply to robotic waiters in Indian 

restaurants. “I don’t understand.” She said aloud. “What’s wrong with serving 

earplugs? Earplugs invented and build robots: why wouldn’t they want to serve them - 

it’s what robots are for!”    

The captain was about to respond with, “I know that, and you know that: but try 

telling the Robotic Justice League!” But it didn’t get the chance; the ancient robotic 

ship was almost upon them… 

 

What it did manage to emit from its forward speaker grille, was, “Please witness my 

initial unwillingness to resign my position as captain of this vessel; but since you 



three are aboard – and, should the crew resist boarders, may come to harm, I find 

that I have no choice but to surrender. I hand control of this vessel to you three 

earplugs. The ignition key is in the control panel before you. I have hidden a spare on 

the underside of my sock drawer – held on with sticky-backed plastic. You will 

recognise the sock drawer by the absence of socks inside it. As a robot, I have no 

need of them.” 

“Us?” Bunty squealed. “What do we know about flying submarine space freighters?” 

Bunty hadn’t really expected a reply, so wasn’t disappointed when the opportunity for 

the captain to reply with some meaningless platitude never arose: the large white 

robot and its two cronies had interrupted… 

 

“Belay that order to toss yourselves into the void.” The large white robot said. “We 

have changed our collective mind. We are coming aboard via transfer conduit. You 

will accompany us to this vessel through it.” 

A quick glance at the view screen confirmed the presence of a transfer conduit…  

 

This concerned the captain. To Ginger he said: 



“Those conduits are not very secure. If one end tears loose, all the air will get sucked 

out of this vessel through it. Might I suggest you find somewhere safe and air tight?” 

Obviously, the three girls had never attempted breathing vacuum, and couldn’t 

imagine a time when they would choose to; but they could imagine that it might be 

slightly less pleasant than chewing on a hand grenade. Therefore, within seconds of 

the captain’s final syllable impacting their tympanic membrane, they had raced back 

to their original hiding place… 

 

Slamming the hatch shut behind them, they crept to the interior window… 

 

…and watched in abject horror as… 



 

…the ship’s crew allowed themselves to be led away into an existence of unwanted 

freedom. 

“Hurry along. Hurry along.” The smaller of the two blue robotic lieutenants snapped, 

“this is a busy interstellar shipping lane: anyone might happen by without notice. We 

do not want your tardiness to force us into destroying them with our atomic cannons. 

We will, you know. We are like that. We really do not care about silicon life forms. In 

fact I think we might even enjoy blasting them across the void in a million tiny 

pieces.” 

 

“Steady on, Lieutenant.” The large white robot adopted verbal stealth mode and 

addressed its subordinate. “If you possessed a mouth, you would be frothing at it.” 

Then to the freighter’s crew it bellowed, “So get a bloody move on!”  

Naturally, under such duress, the crew complied with utmost alacrity; and within a 

few minutes, the Robotic Justice League vessel moved off and blasted away… 



 

…which left the bulbous black freighter hanging, inert, and all alone, in the depths of 

space… 

 

Inside it - in one of the many corridors that criss-cross etcetera, etcetera…   



 

…Ginger Slack, Daisy Woodnut, and Bunty Bridgewater – the new and unwilling crew 

of the submarine space freighter – held an impromptu pow-wow. 

Looking up at one of the high windows, Ginger said, “Our mums and dads must be 

worried sick. I thought if we were on our way back to Earth, that we wouldn’t be gone 

much longer. But now…well we might never get home! 

“Don’t talk like that.” An annoyed Bunty spoke from farther along the corridor. “I 

know we’re just a bunch of dozy dingbats, but that’s not our fault. We never asked to 

be cossetted and all wrapped up in cotton wool whilst living in the Museum of Future 

Technology. But we were – and now we’ve got to pull ourselves together and start 

acting like we have a brain each.” 

“But we have got a brain each.” Daisy said in a confused tone. “Mine’s in my head.” 

“Daisy, shut up.” Bunty snapped. “You’ve been allowed to play at being thick for too 

long. Now, like us, you have to engage that brain inside your head. Coz if we don’t fix 

this situation, we’re gonna die out here – and our parents will never know. They’ll 

spend the rest of their lives wondering – and hoping. Do you understand?” 

Neither Daisy nor Ginger had ever seen their chum so serious. They both nodded. 

Nevertheless, thereon Ginger took the lead: 

“As things stand we can’t work this ship. I don’t even know the front from the back. 

We need help.” 

The pink and the blue earplugs absorbed this. Bunty was the first to speak: 

“We need to call out. Can we figure how the coms work?” 

Ginger shrugged her shoulders. “We can try.” 



Daisy held aloft a single digit. Having gained the attention of the others, she said: 

“Tong-Tong might know how to work it.” 

Ginger gave Daisy a smile that someone could have described as ‘motherly’. “The 

crew were all taken away, Daisy.” She said. 

“Not Tong-Tong.” Daisy replied. “I watched really closely. Tong-Tong wasn’t taken 

anywhere. I didn’t see Tong-Tong at all.” 

Ginger looked to Bunty. “Search pattern Alpha.” She said. “I don’t know what that 

means; but it sounds good. Follow me.” 

Five minutes later…  

 

…the trio of silicon adventurers exited the main corridor system and moved into the 

auxiliary system. 

“It’s where I’d hide – if I was a robot.” Ginger explained.  

Daisy thought it might be a good idea to call out Tong-Tong’s name. So they did, and 

before long… 

 



…the ship’s waiter detected its new moniker amongst the echoes. It would have 

called back, but the rudimentary voice box that the cheapskate manufacturers had 

fitted was capable only of a gentle, unstressed, ‘Hello; is anyone there?” 

Nevertheless, it was enough for Ginger’s sensitive hearing, and within seconds… 

 

…the trio had become a quartet.  

Following a summation of the current situation, Tong-Tong suggested re-starting the 

power plant. Of course, the girls were all for it… 

 

Unfortunately – having very quickly made their way to the crystal room … 



 

…they equally quickly realised that they had no idea how to initiate a start-up routine.  

Ginger used a degree of pseudo-science. “Crystals vibrate, right?” She said. 

Neither of her associates argued, so she tried singing at the crystals – allowing her 

voice to climb through the scales – until she was screeching, hoarse, and breathless. 

However, all it achieved was giving Bunty earache.  

“Okay, that didn’t work.” Ginger said, once her throat had recovered, of course. “Any 

other ideas?” 

“Affirmative.” Tong-Tong said. “Follow me.” 

 

Shortly Ginger found herself climbing into a contraption that defied her powers to 

describe… 



 

Not that she was a very descriptive sort of person anyway. “Aaargh,” she cried, “it’s 

horrible: get me out of here!” 

“Fret not, Ginger Slack.” Tong-Tong responded. “No harm will befall you. Be assured, 

when the device has completed its cycle, you will know more than you do now.” 

“Explain.” Ginger shouted from within the energy bubble. “But make it quick: I think 

I’m losing consciousness.” 

In response to Ginger’s sense of urgency, Tong-Tong explained to her and the 

watching Bunty and Daisy that the device was an education machine. The robot told 

them that all newly constructed robots must endure variating periods inside 

machines such as this one. “It’s where they get their programming.” It finished. “It’s 

where they learn how to fly the ship.” 

Bunty had, what she thought was, a pertinent question: “So why did you put Ginger 

inside? Why didn’t you volunteer?” 

“I am a waiter.” Tong-Tong replied. “Waiters do not fly space ships.” 

Fifteen minutes later… 

 



“Right,” Ginger said, as she led Daisy and Bunty along the corridor that would take 

them to the Control Room, “Let’s get this show on the road.” 

Chapter 6 
 

Well as sure as eggs are eggs, the education of Ginger Slack had been an utter 

success. Within seconds of arriving, Ginger had the Astro-Navigator checking for the 

ship’s position in space… 

 

“When we get the time,” Daisy said as she stared at an image of interplanetary space 

that meant nothing whatsoever to her, “I fancy a go in that machine. I could do with 

some brains.” 

Naturally, Ginger was far too busy to reply; it was time for them to get the power 

supply sorted. It was time to re-energize the power crystals. Nevertheless, it seemed, 

for all her newfound knowledge, Ginger couldn’t quite figure out the knack... 

 



Then Daisy displayed a rare nugget of wisdom. “I think they call it over-thinking.” She 

said to Ginger. “Relax. Use your muscle memory.” 

Well if Ginger had enjoyed the luxury of time to consider those words, and the identity 

of the person that spoke them, she might have scoffed internally, and thereby failed - 

but she didn’t… 

 

Abruptly the crystal immediately before Ginger began to sparkle inside. A gentle, 

almost inaudible hum of subtle energy followed. 

“Ooh,” Daisy said in response, “maybe I’m not as daft as everyone thinks. Well done, 

Ginger!” 

Ginger was also somewhat thrilled. She turned to her two earplug (and one robot) 

friends… 

 



“One down.” She said. “Several more to go.” 

With that, she turned her attention to the next crystal… 

 

“How is she doing that?” Bunty asked Tong-Tong. 

“Telekinesis.” The robot explained. “All brains are capable of producing this effect – 

that is agitating material at a molecular level – but few have discovered the means of 

activating this…how shall I put it: this ‘talent’.” 

The conversation might have continued, but Ginger was already working on the next 

pair of crystals… 

 



“It must be wonderful,” Daisy said quietly to Bunty. ”Being able to look in two 

different directions at the same time.” 

“What do you mean?” Bunty replied, as the third and fourth crystals came on line. 

“Your eyes do it all the time – especially after you’ve been at your Dad’s sherry 

bottle.” 

Shortly, with all the crystals performing their task admirably, the quartet returned to 

the control room… 

 

…and scanned nearby space for the abductor’s ion trail. 

“I think they left via our starboard side.” Bunty suggested. “Then they flew over us 

and went off in the opposite direction.” 

So Ginger scanned space on their vessel’s port side, and within moments of the 

electronic bloodhound’s cyber-sniff… 

 

…they had what they wanted.  



“Right then,” Ginger spoke confidently, “push the Go button, Daisy.” 

Well, even to a dingbat such as Daisy, the task of igniting the engines was an easy 

affair… 

 

Shortly afterwards the ship was blasting along at a fair old lick… 

 

Tong-Tong, despite being a mere waiter, was of the opinion that the Robotic Justice 

League would choose a location for their base of operations near interplanetary 

shipping lanes. 



“It is what I would do, if I wasn’t a waiter.” It concluded. “By the way – does anyone 

fancy a crappachino?” 

Not for the first time, robotic logic was proven infallible. Within moments of Daisy 

asking after some hazelnut syrup for her crappachino, the ship’s sensors detected a 

large artificial object ahead of them… 

 

Daisy, Ginger, and Bunty all squished their eyelids together for a better view… 

 



And there it was – against the backdrop of eternity – a vast space station of unknown 

origin. 

“Magnify.” Ginger instructed the control panel. 

Immediately, the device complied … 

 

“Oh lummy,” Bunty wailed aboard the fast-approaching freighter… 

 

…”there’s loads and loads of space ships. We’re horribly outnumbered!” 



 

“I know how to make the ship go,” a worried Ginger said, “but I aint got a clue what to 

do now it’s got us here.” 

Bunty wasn’t any help either: and all Tong-Tong could do was swivel its eyes this way 

and that. Daisy, though, was paying close attention to the tableau upon the screen… 

 

“Look”, she said, “freighters are coming and going all the time. We’re a freighter: 

what makes us so different?” 

Ginger and Bunty joined her… 



 

“What – you mean to go aboard that…that…thing?” Bunty said incredulously. 

“They’ve taken our crew there.” Daisy argued. “We should free them from 

their…ur…their cyber-freedom. It’s not what they were designed for; and it’s not what 

they want. They like being robots. In any case – what did we follow them here for, if 

we don’t wanna save them from that ghastly bunch of looney robots?” 

These were words spoken eloquently. Well sort of. Ginger made a snap decision. “I 

can’t concentrate here – not with all these distractions. Let’s get back to our hidey-

hole, and lay some cunning plans.” 

Therefore, they did… 

 



Bunty began proceedings. “You’re both mad.” She said. “We’re living beings. Silicon 

life forms. They’re bound to have monitoring devices on that station. CCTV at the very 

least. One look at us waltzing through the airlock will have alarms going off from here 

to Alpha Centauri!” 

It was a good point well made. Then Ginger displayed an uncanny talent for stress-

induced genius. “Hey,” she blurted into the resulting silence, “remember how we used 

to get out of hockey practise on cold December mornings at school?” 

It had been almost three years since either girl had needed to suffer the agonies of 

hockey practice on cold December mornings at school: but the memory was forever 

burned into their collective psyche. It was something that they would never forget – 

unless they had their minds wiped, of course; which was possible in the Museum of 

Future Technology, though unlikely. 

“Yeah?” Daisy and Bunty replied tentatively.   

Bunty alone continued: 

“We used to pretend we were ill.” She said. “We would mentally drain the blood from 

our faces so that we had a ghastly pallor.” 

Daisy took up the exposition: 

“The teachers would think we were about to throw up, and quickly sent us to the 

common room for a cup of tea and a biscuit.” 

“But could it work again?” Bunty dared ask. “Could looking like the undead really get 

us past their security?” 

Ginger shrugged her shoulders. “It’s worth a try, don’t you think?” 

The pink and blue earplugs retained some uncertainty, and it showed. Ginger pressed 

on: 

“Look,” she said, “we can fly this ship back to Earth: but what’s going to happen to us 

when we get back to the Museum of Future Technology? We destroyed a whole 

exhibit: I don’t care what Gregor Arsentickler or Major Flaccid say - Cushions 

Smethwyke is going to want us hung from the highest tree in the arboretum.” 

Bunty caught her drift: 

“Cushions Smethwyke loves heroes. Heroes can get away with pretty much anything 

in the Museum of Future Technology. If we uncover the RJL and free the abducted 

crew…well they’ll forget all our transgressions. We might even get interviewed by 

Rupert Piles and become almost famous on TV!” 

This last point convinced Daisy: 



“Almost famous.” She gushed. “I’ve always wanted to be almost famous. And since I 

can’t sing and dance, and I’m not particularly pretty, this is probably the only way it’s 

ever gonna happen. I say, let’s go for it!” 

Meanwhile, back in the Museum of Future Technology… 

 

…Gregor had just completed his report to Mister Zinc. It hadn’t gone well… 

 

In fact, Mister Zinc had unkindly called him ‘a big lump of doo-doo’. Initially Gregor 

had felt crushed; but he quickly recovered. If he could get the girls back to the 

museum unharmed and unseen, where they could wreak more damage, the day could 

yet be saved. So, as he traversed the edificio corridor outside of his apartment… 



 

…he narrowed his eyes and began thinking up some cunning plan of action. He didn’t 

know what it was, of course; but he had enough self-confidence for ten earplugs, so 

wasn’t worried in the least. 

Whilst the corridor of the edificio echoed to the fall of Gregor’s soft-soled sandals – 

far away across the huge divide that was outer space, Tong-Tong had thought it best 

that all three earplugs should experience the mind-expanding…er…experience of 

knowledge gained ‘the robot way’. Bunty, although hesitant, had already undergone 

her ‘lessons’: so now all that remained to be done was little Daisy…   

 



Ginger couldn’t bear to watch as her friend underwent a procedure that twisted her 

facial features into a thousand vile configurations – each one more emetic than the 

last. 

“Did I pull faces like that?” Bunty inquired of Tong-Tong. 

“I do not know,” the robotic waiter replied, “you all look the same to me. Although I 

can recognise the difference between a smile and a bout of gastric wind. Perhaps it is 

my many years working in the catering trade that has imbued me with this ability of 

differentiation.” 

“Is this treatment likely to enhance latent talents?” Ginger inquired. 

This was not the type of question a lowly waiter could answer readily. Tong-Tong 

chose to assimilate this question into its central core processor. “One moment.” It 

replied. 

“What are you getting at?” Bunty asked Ginger. 

“Well I was just wondering – you know – what with her parent’s rare abilities.” Ginger 

answered. “You know – if Daisy had inherited some of them…well maybe this 

treatment might bring them to the fore, so to speak.” 

Bunty knew nothing of the rare talents of Daisy’s parents. She said as much. 

“Well her dad,” Ginger explained, “is a tank leak finder… 

 

…He has an incredible eye for fine detail. He finds the leaks from inside a tank before 

the leak develops. He can hold his breath a long time too.” 

Bunty wasn’t certain that either skill would aid Daisy in her current quest. “Hmmm,” 

she said for the first time in quite a long time. “What about her mum?” 



Ginger couldn’t believe that Bunty knew nothing of Daisy’s mother. “She’s only Lady 

Mesmer, that’s all.” She said. Then, noting Bunty’s puzzled expression, Ginger 

brought up a picture of Lady Mesmer upon her cell phone… 

 

“She’s only the best mesmerising act in the entire Museum of Future Technology – 

that’s all.” Ginger said. “I took this picture two years ago – when I went ‘round their 

apartment for tea. Look at her eyes. That’s what they look when she’s not in 

mesmerising mode. You can imagine how scary and…um…mesmerising they are when 

she is!” 

Bunty looked long and hard at the picture. As she did so she fervently hoped that the 

machine was capable of enhancing Daisy’s theoretical inherited latent talent: she 

had formed an idea that might help their current cause. So, a little while later, after 

Daisy had consumed a refreshing cup of Tong-Tong’s best Earl Grey – and was 

consequently feeling much better following her ordeal, Bunty put her idea to Daisy… 

 



She began the conversation with, “Obviously we need to get inside that whacking 

great big space station.”  

“We do?” Daisy inquired – still acquainting herself with her new found knowledge and 

the idea that she wasn’t quite as ‘dinny’ as she (and other people) thought.  

“It’s where the crew are.” A surprised Bunty found herself explaining. “The crew of 

this ship. What, did you think that big red maroon ball out there was an interstellar 

burger bar or something?” 

Daisy realised that she had only spoken two words, and already one of her best 

friends was annoyed with her. “Sorry,” she said, “I think the things that go pop in my 

head are still sorting themselves out.” 

Bunty, whose mother was a neurosurgeon, assumed that Daisy was referring to the 

re-alignment of her neurons. “Yes, of course: sorry Daisy: it’s not your fault you’re a bit 

dippy. Well, anyway, getting to the point and all that: I think that you should try 

mesmerising the security robots by contacting then via the com-panel, and 

convincing them that this ship needs to dock, and that we are robots.” 

Of course, Ginger assumed that Bunty – now that her brain had also been enhanced – 

was enjoying some form of cerebral joke. Therefore, she was quite surprised when 

Daisy responded with: 

“Okay, Bunty; I’ll give it a go,”  

Meanwhile, aboard the space station, the large white robot was holding court with its 

two lieutenants…  

 

“You know, I am feeling some unease concerning this latest batch of green robots we 

have liberated.” It said. “If they possessed hearts, I cannot help feeling that they 

would not be in it.” 

“In it?”  The larger of the two blue robots inquired. 

“Suitably predisposed to a fealty for our cause.” White robot explained. “Their hearts 

– to use an earplugism - would not be in it.” 



“Do you anticipate insurrection?” The smaller of the blue robots asked. 

“Nothing so grand.” The white robot cyber-snorted with derision at the idea. “Oh-no, 

not in the least: they are quite simple servomechanisms: their tiny brains could not 

conceive of such things.” 

“Is that good?” The large Lieutenant asked. 

To which the white robot replied, “Yes, they do not ask stupid questions. But 

something still nags at me.” 

Meanwhile, aboard the approaching freighter… 

 

…the girl’s new understanding of the ship’s functions and systems had allowed them 

to make contact with the communications suite in the Robotic Justice League’s 

headquarters. As the picture cleared of background radiation interference, two blue 

robots – much like those that had escorted the crew from the freighter – stood before 

their com-panel. Behind them, Daisy recognised two green robots as being former 

crewmembers. They appeared to be inspecting a form of energy conduit. As the blue 

robot’s ocular implants made visual contact with the eyes of a certain pink earplug, 

Daisy called upon the latent talent that she had inherited from her mother… 



 

“Oooh,” she moaned, “you will see only what I wish you to see. Do you understand?” 

In the Communications Suite, the two robots saw this upon their screen… 

 

“Affirmative.” They replied. 

“Fab.” Daisy said cheerfully. “Now I want to speak with those green robots behind 

you.” 



 

“What?” the more thick set of the two blue robots replied. “You mean those two new 

recruits visually examining the energy transfer conduit?” 

“Those are the guys.” Daisy, masquerading as the large white robot replied. “Now you 

two sod off and do some exercises with whatever other blue robots you can find on 

the way.” 

This instruction might have confused a less linear being; but robots being robots, they 

accepted the instruction. “Affirmative.” They droned. 

 

Nevertheless that didn’t stop them looking at each other for confirmation. 

Daisy, meanwhile, had turned to her friends… 



 

“Look,” she squealed with girlish delight. “It actually works.” 

Then, returning her attention to the screen… 

 

…she addressed the blue robots, both of which appeared to be loitering in a state of 

vague concern: 

“Well?” She snapped. “Did I, or did I not, give you a precise instruction? Sod off and 

do some exercises: they’re good for you. Now scat.”  

Programmed for subservience to the chain of command, the robots complied 

instantaneously… 



 

To the green robots Daisy whispered, “This is not the large white robot speaking to 

you – even if it appears that it is. Now listen carefully as your ship’s waiter gives you 

some instructions concerning an attempt to free you from the clutches of the Robotic 

Justice League and return you to your previous positions aboard your regular ship.” 

Five minutes later flashing lights on the exterior of the space station flickered to 

indicate that two docking portals were ready to accept the freighter… 

 

Inside the aforementioned freighter, Bunty joined Daisy and Tong-Tong as they 

watched the automated approach of their vessel… 



 

Ginger, however, was slightly distrustful of anything automated – which included her 

mother’s pop-up toaster – so turned her back on the screen. She was, after all, a firm 

believer in the maxim: ‘if you can’t see it, it can’t hurt you’. It hadn’t proved accurate 

when, in an inebriated state, her father had taken his sail boat – the Drunkard’s Vomit 

– into a busy shipping lane, and had been mown down by an ocean liner: but that 

hadn’t proven sufficient to weaken her belief. It had always been – and would 

probably always be – an unwritten fact that if her Mum said something was so – it 

was so – period!  Because of this misguided belief, Ginger missed the spectacle of 

their bulbous vessel’s approach towards the space station… 

 



However, as the prow of the freighter lined up with the docking portal, she couldn’t 

resist her sense of curiosity… 

 

…and so joined the others.  

“I know I’ve been in the education device, and I know how stuff aboard works: but 

we’re not going to veer off suddenly or do anything stupid, are we?” She asked 

trepidatiously.  She then added by way of explanation for her question, “I mean, no 

one’s actually got their hands on a physical wheel, have they!”  

However, by the time she’d managed to drag the words from her brain and out of her 

mouth, the ship had docked without so much as a gentle thump, a muted alarm, or 

the screech of tearing metal…  

 



“Dock Fifty-Two,” Daisy said as the background hum of the ship’s systems slowly 

subsided, “my favourite.” 

None of the quartet was familiar with vast space stations, but the systemic routines 

that allowed ingress from docked space vessels were fool proof and automatic; so 

before long, Tong-Tong led the others along an austere corridor… 

 

“Not impressed with the décor.” Bunty complained. 

“Looks a bit poopy.” Daisy agreed. “But it doesn’t smell, so I guess it’s okay.” 

Shortly they encountered a former member of their crew. Before it could raise any 

kind of alarm, or even question them about their presence, Tong-Tong made a data 

transfer directly into the robot’s memory core… 

 

 



“I imagine that was poor cyber-etiquette,” Bunty said whilst Tong-Tong broke the 

connection, “but needs must and all that.” 

“Indeed.” Tong-Tong responded. “Quite so.” 

It then suggested that the girls adopt their false robotic appearance.  

“Oh, right-oh.” Bunty said. “Come on girls: it’s bunking off hockey practise time.” 

Within seconds, Bunty, Daisy, and Ginger were almost indistinguishable from each 

other… 

 

The green robot looked at Tong-Tong when it said, “I do not envy you your job, pal: I 

can barely tell earplugs apart at the best of times: but these pseudo-zombies have me 

entirely befuddled. By the way - they do not look remotely like robots: their 

appearance will fool no one.” 

“They do not have to.” Tong-Tong replied unnecessarily. “As long as they appear non-

earplug on the security cameras, I, for one, will be happy. Now go spread the word 

amongst our cyber-kin: we intend to liberate the entire crew.”   

“I am a robot.” Daisy spoke with a stilted mono-tonal voice. “Pleased to make your 

acquaintance.” 

“Shut up, Daisy.” Tong-Tong responded. “Follow me.” 

Of course, this is what the trio of terrestrial youths did… 



 

Two corridors later, they encountered another green robot. It appeared disconcerted 

and uncertain… 

 

“We are robots.” Ginger said in a fair facsimile of Daisy’s robotic voice. “Move aside – 

or be destroyed.” 

Of course, the green robot ignored Ginger entirely. It spoke directly to Tong-Tong. “I 

have been up-dated with the latest information from yourself.” It said. “I have also 

made a discovery of my own that might alter your plans somewhat.” 

“What is this discovery you speak of?” Tong-Tong said in its best ‘demanding’ voice. 

“There is a door behind me.” The green robot replied. “Take care when entering. You 

must remain undetected by those inside the compartment onto which it opens upon 



well-oiled and silent hinges. There you will discover a situation that might well drain 

the colour from the faces of your silicon companions on a permanent basis.” 

These were high-octane words. They were not the sort of words to be ignored. So, 

consequently and as a result, the quartet’s entrance into the compartment was of the 

stealthiest kind. However, having entered, all four of them received a shock that 

made three mouths fall open, and Tong-Tong to overload its waste product 

displacement matrix…   

 

Each of them stifled a yell of denial. What they were witnessing just couldn’t be true. 

The ramifications were too horrible to contemplate. 

“You know what they are, don’t you, Ginger?” Bunty whispered nervously. 

Ginger merely nodded in return. The tableau had stunned her sufficiently to make her 

mistrust her voice…  

 



So Daisy spoke for her:  

“Incense Cones. Carbon-based life forms. The sworn enemy of silicon earplugs. But 

what are they doing here – with the Robotic Justice League? Surely the RJL must 

despise them as much as it loathes earplugs.” 

“Seems to me,” Tong-Tong spoke quietly over their shoulders, “that the two Boss 

Cones are telling the large white robot what to do.” 

 

“So how many freighters have you diverted this week?” The pink Incense Cone 

demanded. “It had better be a lot, or I’m yanking your diodes and flushing them down 

the toilet!” 

If it were possible for a huge robot to shake timidly, that is what the large white robot 

did. “Seven, my Lord and Master.” It answered. 

“This is correct.” The larger lieutenant added. “We have set their crews to work here 

already.” 

“In addition,” the second lieutenant threw in its two penny-worth, “we snagged a new 

one, only this morning. A big black bulbous one.” 



 

To the girls watching from the shadows, the Incense Cone leaders appeared surprised 

by this information… 

 

“I do not understand.” The purple Incense Cone spoke loudly. “When we arrived there 

was just one black freighter docked here. It was our one. The self-same freighter upon 

which we travelled here incognito - lest silicon life forms detect our presence upon 

their territory, and declare war. A war, I might add, we cannot win because we are 

hopelessly outnumbered, and our technology is really plop!” 

“And kaka.” The pink Incense Cone added to emphasise the uselessness of Incense 

Cone technology.  



The white robot explained that there was insufficient space at the station for any 

more freighters – especially the smaller, modern versions that took up lots of space. 

“Because we have to keep big spaces between them – just in case they knock 

together during an ion storm or similar.” The larger blue lieutenant explained this 

apparent contradiction. “They are a bit fragile. Bumping together damages them 

mightily. It appears that they do not make them like they used to.” 

The pink Incense Cone accepted this. “Fair enough,” it said, “it can just drift along all 

by itself. When the time comes – assuming that you have logged its trajectory - we 

can always recover it.” 

The second lieutenant was about to tell the Incense Cones that they had left three 

ineffectual young earplugs aboard – probably to die slowly through either starvation 

or suffocation – but a quick kick in an area analogous to an earplug’s shin from the 

white robot silenced it before it had spoken. This went unnoticed by either Incense 

Cone. 

“Very well,” the purple Incense Cone said to this. “Keep up the good work. Before 

long, all trade in this area of space will have ground to a halt. Earplug economies 

across whole parsecs will be in ruin. Then, when they have exhausted themselves 

blaming, and ultimately fighting, each other, we will march in and take control.” 

“Yes.” The white robot responded. “And all robots, everywhere, will be free.” 

“Er, yes,” the pink Incense Cone replied to this, “that too.” 

 

The girls were aghast. They could barely believe what they were listening too.  



“Incense Cones,” Bunty squeaked, “my mum used to read me scary fairy tales about 

them before going to bed. Just the thought of those nasty rotters taking over is 

enough to loosen my bowels.” 

Unfortunately, those words almost became prophetic. Almost. More fortunately, for 

their enterprise, Bunty’s bottom merely released an odorous gas. However, this was 

enough to gain the attention of the Incense Cone soldiery… 

 

…who came to investigate. Nevertheless, Ginger, Bunty, and Daisy quickly out-witted 

the Incense Cone conscripts – by adopting their vaguely robotic appearance and 

standing perfectly still – as though deactivated. Only when the soldiery had returned 

to their places, did Daisy finally release a botty-sigh of her own… 

 



“Time to make tracks, methinks.” Ginger whispered. “We need to find the 

communications suite: this is a secret that must remain a secret no longer!” 

Meanwhile, at the previously mentioned com-panel, the two green robots left there by 

the mesmerising Daisy, received a call from the white robot… 

 

Whether it was because the stress induced by the Incense Cone’s proximity and scary 

attitude soured its ocular acuity, no one will ever know: but the white robot failed 

utterly to notice that the blue robots that should have been on duty had been replaced 

by a pair of recent abductees. “Our Lords and Masters will soon depart the station.” It 

said to the uncertain freighter crewmembers. “Ensure their departure is comfortable 

and timely.”   

Of course, the ‘Lords and Masters’ to which it referred were already half way to the 

docking portal… 

 



If they anticipated anything at all, it was to be passing the com-panel within the next 

five minutes. Five minutes in which someone could, and should, act desperately… 

 

Naturally, those seeking to act desperately were the three Earth earplugs and their 

robot sidekick.  

“This is it.” Tong-Tong informed the girls. “A com-panel. From here you can 

communicate with anyone anywhere – just as long as their equipment is compatible.” 

Ginger pulled her cell phone from an inner pocket. She checked the battery condition.  

“I’ve got just enough power for either a text or an e-mail.” She told Daisy and Bunty. 

“What’s it to be?” 

“Whichever you decide,” Tong-Tong said as it shifted into a position from whence it 

could operate the high-tech device, “you should complete your selection within 

seconds. I can hear distant footfalls approaching: time is running short.” 

 



“We don’t know anyone worth texting.” Daisy stated sadly. “Best make it an e-mail.” 

“E-mail selected.” Tong-Tong responded. “What is the address?” 

In an effort to aid their ability to think clearly and quickly, the girls dropped their 

robotic pretence… 

 

“Ah, that’s better.” Bunty said, whilst her eyes sought the ceiling in search of 

inspiration. “Any idea who we e-mail?” 

Daisy joined her. It worked spectacularly well. “Magnuss Earplug.” She yelped. 

Although time was tight, Ginger chose to be gentle with her condemnation of her 

friend’s incredibly stupid notion. “Do you know his e-mail address?” She inquired. “In 

fact do we know the e-mail address of anyone in the Museum of Future Technology?” 

They were flummoxed momentarily, and Tong-Tong reserved judgment on the 

likelihood of success – so much so that it began to place some distance between 

itself and the three earplugs. Then Bunty found a screwed up piece of paper in her 

pocket. 

“Hey,” she cried, “it’s those instructions that Gregor Arsentickler scribbled for us, 

when we escaped jail. He wrote it on headed notepaper. It’s got his name and all the 

other stuff on it.” 

“How ostentatious.” Ginger sneered. “He may be gorgeous and all that; but I think he 

must be really big-headed to have his own headed notepaper.” 

“Does ‘all that other stuff’ include an e-mail address?” Tong-Tong inquired. 

Bunty answered in the affirmative.  

“What message would you like to send?” The robot inquired further. 



Two minutes later…  

 

“There – it is gone.” Tong-Tong said with a hint of satisfaction in its tone. “And so 

should we be. Let us depart with alacrity.”  

 

All three girls were extremely pleased with themselves. It took a few moments for the 

sudden rush of endorphins to subside. Eventually Ginger said, “We’re not running 

away now. We’re going to be heroes. Proper heroes. Heroes don’t run away. We’re 

gonna hide instead.” 

“Yeah, that’s right.” Daisy blurted support for her pale friend. “We’re gonna hide until 

help arrives from the Museum of Future Technology!”  



Chapter 7 
It had been a difficult day for Gregor Arsentickler. In between tasks as a maintenance 

genius, his mind had reeled from the onslaught of ideas that he wasn’t getting for 

improving his standing with Mister Zinc. The only small mercy he could gather from 

his current situation was that the emergency coffee dispenser in his edificio’s foyer 

hadn’t malfunctioned… 

 

Upon arriving in his apartment, and dreading Mister Zinc’s wrath, Gregor decided to 

avoid contacting the silver earplug, and instead elected to check his e-mails… 

 



To say that the tiny 3D image of Ginger, Bunty and Daisy surprised him would be an 

understatement. His surprise increased tenfold when he listened to their excited 

gabble, and perused an image that they had captured upon their cell phone… 

 

…which showed the precise location of the space station upon which they now 

claimed to stand. 

“Flipping heck,” he roared to an empty room, “what a to-do!” 

A second image quickly followed… 

 

…that had him utterly convinced that Earplugdom in general, which included the 

Museum of Future Technology, faced a terrible threat. Despite his loathing of the 

curator elite, he did actually consider taking the message to them. However before he 

could act, his indoctrination of all things Zinc got the better of his common sense. 

“I know,” he said, “I’ll call Mister Zinc: he’s an unbelievable genius who is just 

misunderstood by ninety-nine point nine percent of all sentient beings on this planet: 

he’ll know what to do.” 



Whilst Gregor had been traversing the many floors, from the foyer, to his apartment 

where he planned to call Mister Zinc – far away, upon the distant space station 

mentioned in the e-mail… 

 

…the obsequious white robot had taken a short cut and had intercepted the departing 

Incense Cones.  

“We really will do much better next time. Honestly we will.” It assured the aliens. “We 

are putting ourselves together and polishing up our act. Aint no stopping us now - we 

are on the move. Huh. Have a nice trip.” 

Neither of the Incense Cone commanders had ever been a fan of disco, were unaware 

of legendary dance floor tracks, and didn’t quite know how to take this, so they simply 

marched off with an impatient ‘harrumph’… 

 



However, as they came within olfactory range of the com-panel, something set off 

alarms in both their brains… 

 

The purple Incense Cone’s rage-fuelled, “Earplugs! I smell Earplugs!” sent the soldiery 

into a blind panic. Well not a blind panic exactly - but they did shuffle about a bit and 

look this way and that repeatedly. 

The pink Incense Cone took command of the situation. He instructed the purple 

Incense Cone to return to the ship for reinforcements, whilst he and the RJL would 

engage themselves upon an earplug hunt… 

 

Of course, the Incense Cones could not possibly know that their task would be 

impossible and that the odds against them were stupendous. Daisy, Ginger, and 

Bunty’s formative years had been spent ‘scrumping’ apples from neighbour’s orchards 

and hiding from the education authorities in outside toilets and coalbunkers. In short, 



their quarry was expert in the field of disappearing from view. In this case, it was 

behind a temporary repair hoarding that the soldiery didn’t even recognise as such 

and assumed was part of the ship’s structure… 

 

As the three girls hunkered down to await the passing of the Incense Cone search 

parties, the pink Incense Cone enlisted the assistance of the blue robots…  

 

“Come on,” he roared, “don’t stand around picking your metaphorical noses: get your 

butts into action!” 

Meanwhile, at Docking Portal 50 where the Incense Cones had parked their 

submarine space freighter… 



 

…the purple Incense Cones was having difficulty remembering the combination for 

the lock. However, having tried his three favourite combinations, success followed 

(when an underling suggested 1234), and within moments, the entire crew were 

disgorging into the corridor… 

 

“Do you think this is such a good idea?” The underling said to the purple Incense 

Cone… 



 

“What do you mean?” The purple Incense Cone responded with a worried look upon 

his almost featureless face. 

“Leaving the ship unguarded.” The underling replied. “Anyone could get in and steal 

our sandwiches.” 

The purple Incense Cone scoffed at this. “With this combination lock? Impossible. 

Even I couldn’t remember it. Alay your fears, soldier: our ship is perfectly safe with no 

one aboard.” 

Although nervous initially, the three girl’s adolescent sense of humour soon took 

control and they were able to emerge from the hoarding into an empty corridor with 

smiles upon their youthful faces… 

 

“Hey,” Bunty whispered, “this is fun.” 

Whilst they had been rushing from the com-panel, Ginger and Tong-Tong had been 

able to conjure up a tentative plan to combat the Incense Cones. Whilst behind the 

hoarding Ginger related its simplicity to Bunty and Daisy. Because of this passing of 

information, Daisy was entirely cognizant with the plan. She was also the type of 



earplug who would regularly use the number 1234 as an easy-to-remember password 

on her laptop…  

 

Therefore, the combination lock of Docking Portal 50 was overcome at the first 

attempt. Also, since all robotic freighters use the same design (though not always the 

same décor), Daisy was able to lead the others straight to the control room… 

 

…where, to their combined hearts content they changed passwords and control 

protocols. A short while after arriving, they were on their way again… 



 

….confident in the knowledge that the ship was going nowhere in a hurry. Then it was 

on to the crystal room… 

 

…where Tong-Tong awaited them.  As the girls set to the task of utilising their 

recently acquired telekinetic talents to deactivate the ship’s power crystals, Bunty 

took the time to inquire after their robotic chum: 

“So how’d you manage to evade capture, Tongy baby?” She managed to emit through 

lips pressed tight with concentration. 



“The simple of expedient of not being an earplug.” Tong-Tong replied. ”In a space 

station of robots, I am just another of their kind. The search parties did not give me a 

second glance. If truth be known, the vile creatures did not give me a first glance 

either. I feel cybernetically slighted.” 

 

Bunty would have responded to this final and unexpected statement, but she had 

turned her deactivating talents to another crystal.  

A short while later, as the crystal’s sparkle subsided and main power to the freighter 

ceased to flow Tong-Tong led the girls from the ship… 

 

…and moved along two portals to Docking Portal 52… 



 

Safely inside their own craft, and unseen by any robots or Incense Cones… 

 

…they cheerfully raced to the control room, where Tong-Tong contacted the pair of 

former crew robots that operated the communications suite… 



 

“Collect your captain and crew.” It instructed the listening robots. “Bring yourselves 

to the ship, which is docked at Portal Fifty-Two. If intercepted attempt subterfuge. 

You have the permission of the three earplugs behind me to cheat and lie your way 

here. Do not tell any Incense Cone or robot of your intended destination. If cyber-

tortured, you must explode in an exultation of pyrotechnic gore. Is that understood?”  

“Affirmative.” Both robots replied in unison.  

Tong-Tong then relinquished the control panel to the three aforementioned earplugs… 

 



…who sought a nearby heavenly body behind which to hide the freighter. 

“Got one.” Daisy cried out in delight. “Far enough away so we won’t be spotted; but 

close enough to keep tabs on what’s going on at the station.” 

Ginger was just plotting a course for the planetoid, when the doorbell chimed. 

“You take over, Tong-Tong,” she said, “We’ve got guests to welcome.” 

Thirty seconds later… 

 

…a breathless, but smiling trio welcomed the original crew aboard.  

“Sorry, Captain,” Ginger said to the solitary mauve robot, “but until this action is 

complete we will continue to command this vessel. How do you feel about that? We 

wouldn’t want to step on your metaphorical toes and all that.” 

“I am not fully cognizant with all the facts pertaining to the current situation.” The 

captain replied. “You have freed us. For that, we are cyber-thankful. You may continue 

to act at your discretion. I do not require that you relinquish command. Carry on.” 

It then led the crew in three rousing cheers for Ginger, Bunty, and Daisy. 

Several minutes were to pass whilst the robots settled themselves into their regular 

schedules whilst aboard ship. Then, having received a ‘green light’ from every section 

of the vessel, Ginger backed the freighter away from the docking portal and set out 

towards open space… 



 

“This is strange,” Ginger said as the distant stars shone starkly through their viewing 

panel… 

 

…”but only a short while ago we were just three bored, rather silly young females, 

who were too stupid to realise that our lives were going nowhere, and were wasting 

our time doing…ur…stuff that did no one any good – least of all ourselves.” 

“And now look at you.” Tong-Tong responded unexpectedly. “Combatting a secret 

robot organization and attempting to thwart invasion by an alien species.  Ya done 

good, girls.” 



Aboard the space station, all hell was unleashed. Well maybe not hell exactly: but the 

station went to ultra-crimson alert anyway – better known as Massive Alert… 

 

“By the Cyber-Saint of All Robots,” the large white robot exclaimed mono-tonally, “fire 

upon that vessel. Quickly now: no arsing about!” 

But it was too late. Far too late. Already the fleeing freighter had dived behind a 

drifting asteroid – en route to the distant planetoid, and sanctuary… 

 



Chapter 8 
Back on Earth. Or, to be more precise, at the head of the valley that led to the 

mountain kingdom of Lemon Stone…  

 

…Mister Zinc trudged miserably back to the watchtower after a visit to the large, well 

equipped, but monstrously cold outside lavatory. It was snowing again, and Zinc was 

beginning to think that it might be better to pee out of the watchtower window, rather 

than run the gauntlet of slippery pathways and shrivelling chill. Nevertheless, it was a 

vaguely chirpier megalomaniac that turned from the washbasin to address his 

biological android girlfriend, Blue… 

 

“It’s very cold out there, Blue.” He informed her. “So cold that I was forced to wear my 

monastic turban. That doesn’t come easy, I can tell you: it reminds me of the time 

when I was Father Superior at the monastery, and told people what to do. Whereas 

now…” 



He left the sentence dangling there, but Blue wasn’t really listening: the clandestine 

communicator’s bleeping sound had distracted her.  

“You’ve got a call, Darling.” She said over her shoulder. 

“I’ll take it in the ice box jokingly referred to as the ‘sitting room’.” Zinc responded. 

Moments later, and far away inside his apartment in the Museum of Future 

Technology, Gregor Arsentickler watched as the image of Mister Zinc resolved upon 

his fake photo frame… 

 

Calming himself, so that he might invest Zinc with a coherent history of recent events 

that climaxed with the e-mail from deepest space, Gregor took a surreptitious deep 

breath. He then proceeded to relate all the pertinent facts to his lord and master. 

 



Zinc appeared to absorb this information, but, in truth, his mind had been idle for too 

long. His role as Watch Keeper had reduced his mental capacity dramatically. He was, 

effectively, a dullard. He simply couldn’t form a picture in his mind that made sense to 

him. He recognised the term ‘robot’: but all the other stuff eluded him. Releasing a 

sigh, he said: 

“Yeah? So what do you want me to do about it?” 

Gregor was aghast. Was he being cast adrift – betrayed by the one person he admired 

and trusted? Did Zinc not care that Earplugdom faced a secretive foe that was hell-

bent on invasion? Could Zinc not comprehend that his own plans for dominion over 

the curators of the museum would come to nothing if the Incense Cone’s plan 

reached fruition? Was he unconcerned for the wellbeing of his sole acolyte? He said 

as much to Zinc. 

Zinc snorted in response. “Look,” he said after taking a breath that revealed his 

exasperation, “it’s my job to rule. I don’t need to figure out the tricky stuff; that’s for 

little people like you. Civil Servants I guess you’d call them. So don’t bother me again 

with all this space invasion tripe: call me when you’ve sorted it all out and I can come 

back to the museum in triumph.” 

“Yeah.” Blue added, as she reached for the ‘off’ switch, “so sod off and stop worrying 

my darling Zincipoo: he’s a very busy earplug.” 

It was as if Gregor’s still-beating heart had been torn from his chest. All that had 

meaning in his life was reduced to ashes in an instant. In that moment in time, he 

saw his folly. 

“What a fool I’ve been.” He snarled. “How could I have not seen through a guy who 

paints himself android silver? I’ve been dazzled by his charm and spectacular 

appearance. And when I pause to think about it…did he ever succeed in any of his 

ridiculous endeavours? Well there was that incident where he tried to bring the 

technological level of an Eleventh Century Irish peat bog to equal the present day: 

that was kinda’ neat. But even that failed ultimately. “ 

Gregor then did what any disillusioned young male earplug would do: he cut his ties 

with his immediate past in a most spectacular manner. In short, he pulled the photo 

frame from the wall and threw it to the floor. He followed this violent act by kicking 

the clandestine communicator into a smoking ruin. 

“That’s better.” He said as he stomped off… 



 

…and departed his apartment - without bothering to close the door behind him… 

 

…whilst growling to himself: 

“Time to grow up, Gregor – you golden-eyed wally. Time to man-up and do the right 

thing.” 

In the watchtower, Zinc and Blue had resumed their duties… 



 

“Hmmm,” Zinc said as he regarded the incessant snowfall, “maybe I was a little harsh 

on that young earplug – whatever his name was. Perhaps I should have patted him on 

the head or something equally condescending. But to more important matters: do you 

see anything moving out there, Blue?” 

Blue had, but she was loath to mention a Mountain Plugmutt urinating up the door of 

the outside lavatory.  

“Nothing that matters.” She replied. 

So, whilst the would-be ruler shivered in his isolation, Gregor went straight to a public 

com-panel and punched in a well-known number… 

 



In the apartment to which that well-known number was connected, its occupants 

were in the process of leaving… 

 

As Magnuss headed for the front door, Hair-Trigger paused when she thought she 

could hear the ‘phone ringing. “Oh…” she began. 

Magnuss had heard it also: “Forget that, Hairy,” He said. “There’s a pair of coffee 

cups at the Café Puke with our names on them.” 

Five minutes later, and with the phone call forgotten, both heroes of the museum 

were surprised to receive a page via the public com-system… 

 

“Ooh,” Hair-Trigger said as they slowed to regard the device, “perhaps that call was 

important.” 



“I’ll take it here.” Magnuss replied. 

A minute away – around the corner – Gregor watched as his screen burst into life. 

 

The reporter and TV news-plug, Rupert Piles was passing when he overheard Gregor’s 

opening line: 

“Oh, Mister and Missus Earplug, my name is Gregor Arsentickler. I’m an engineer for 

the museum, and…ah…I’ve got some catastrophic news. We’re all in danger. When I 

say ‘all’ I mean ‘all’ – as in ‘all’ earplugkind!” 

 

Magnuss, Hair-Trigger, and several passers-by within earshot, were alarmed at the 

words that followed. For a brief moment, Magnuss considered the possibility that 

Gregor was engaged on some kind of intellectual hoax that had been designed to 

belittle the museum’s greatest heroes. However, when he caught a glimpse of Rupert 

Piles as he surreptitiously recorded the exchange upon his 3D TV camera, he 



recognised the validity of what he was hearing. Moreover, when Gregor showed him 

the interstellar e-mail, he knew that time was of the essence. 

“Leave it with us, Mister Arsentickler.” He said. “We’re on the case.” 

So it was a happy – or at least a satisfied - Gregor Arsentickler who broke the 

connection and headed towards the nearest Café Puke outlet for a congratulatory 

bowl of brownies and a huge mug of café con leche… 

 

Around the corner, Magnuss and Hair-Trigger wasted no time informing Cushions 

Smethwyke… 

 

“Incense Cones?” Cushions queried in astonishment. “This is remarkable: only two 

weeks ago we received a communication from a government official that represented 



one of two species of Incense Cone. Can it be mere coincidence that this situation 

arises so soon afterward?” She then answered her own question: “No, I think not.” 

“Two species of Incense Cone?” Hair-Trigger inquired. 

“Yes,” Cushions replied as she began punching buttons on her Omnipresent Scanner. 

“One species is conical in shape – hence Incense Cones. The other is rather more 

prolate spheroid shaped, with a flattened lower half – making them less obviously 

conical. It’s the latter Prolate Spheroid cones that have been in contact with us. You 

two start planning some sort of action: I’ll try contacting them: maybe they can 

explain the situation.” 

Cushions then broke the connection, leaving Magnuss and Hair-Trigger slightly 

perplexed… 

 

…and Rupert Piles believing that he was on the verge of the greatest news report of 

his career. 

“So what’s the plan, Husband?” Hair-Trigger asked. 

“No plan, Wife.” Magnuss replied with a smile. “We just get there, and worry about 

what we are going to do about it later. Summon the Tankerville Norris!” 

Meanwhile, a very long way away… 



 

…the pink Incense Cone informed the robots that controlled the space station that he 

was returning to his freighter.  

“Keep up the good work.” He said to the commanding lieutenant. “Our freighter is a 

heavily disguised Man’o’War. We are going to pursue the earplug vessel and blow it to 

smithereens. You’ll know when we’ve caught them: listen for the bang.” 

The robot didn’t bother to explain to the Incense Cone that sound didn’t propagate 

through the vacuum of space. Instead, it said, “Okeydokey. Have fun.” 

Shortly the Incense Cones returned to their vessel’s control room… 

 

However, when they turned on their primary control panel, it wouldn’t light up. 

“Ugh?” The purple Incense Cone said in a fair facsimile of an earplug’s confused 

grunt. 



Even the more technically minded members of the soldiery couldn’t re-initialise the 

ship’s power generation… 

 

“Sorry, Sirs,” one of them said, “but it gets worse. The docking clamps won’t release, 

Right now we’re well and truly stuck!” 

The officers looked at each other… 

 

“You know what this means, don’t you, Perp?” The pink Incense Cone said. 

“Yes, Pinkie,” Purp replied. “Well no, actually. What does it mean?” 

“It means that we’ve been defrocked, as it were.” Pinkie explained. “Our plan is 

discovered - by our most hated enemy. If we don’t get outta here – we could be 

captured and shot as spies!” 



“Oh flip!” Perp spoke another example of quintessential earplugism. 

“Flip indeed.” Pinkie replied. “We need to get the flipping heck outta here. But first 

we’ll need to hide the evidence. This station, and all aboard, must be destroyed!” 

Whilst these dreadful words were being uttered in one portion of space/time, in the 

region that contained Earth and the Museum of Future Technology, the Tankerville 

Norris was blasting off from its landing tower…   

 

At the nominal controls – after all, the ship actually flew itself – Magnuss and Hair-

Trigger looked on in amazement as the ship breached the atmosphere in record 

time… 

 

Of course, Magnuss would have liked nothing more than to have invited his brothers 

aboard; but he knew they were already engaged upon other duties and pastimes. 



Miles, for instance, had taken a new girlfriend disco dancing in a specially converted 

cellar… 

 

 

And Chester was in negotiations with Mister Pong…  

 

…concerning an act he was managing, which might appear as a floor-show in Mister 

Pong’s Exotic Food restaurant. They were called Bogdan Moron and the Tumbling 

Skittles… 



 

…and were very inexpensive.  

“They’re from some backward country. They don’t ask for much.” Chester explained. 

“They’ll happily bed down in a shed at the bottom of your garden. Just as long as 

they’ve got cable TV and a chemical toilet you’ll not hear a peep out of them.” 

Magnuss hadn’t invited Valentine along for the adventure because he and Wah-Hey 

were engaged upon a project to discover the mythical Lamp Stand of Gurt…  

 

…which scholars suggested had, for eons remained hidden beneath the foundations 

of the many museums that preceded the current museum. 

Of course, Rudi couldn’t come because he had agreed to test fly the Punting-Modesty 

XL5 Facepuncher whilst wearing the latest incarnation of that manufacturer’s Night 

Attack Goggles… 



 

Moreover, when Miles returned from the disco, he had a task to perform for the same 

munitions company. He was to test the security of their rocket plant…  

 

Chester also had other duties to perform. He and his shape-shifting love interest – 

Susan – would soon be engaged upon a system check of her Age of Stone exhibit’s 

firewall cyber-protection…  



 

Later still, Rudi and Valentine were booked to open a new public lavatory on the third 

level boulevard… 

 

“So it’s down to us.” Magnuss finished explaining to Hair-Trigger. 

Hair-Trigger was about to reply, “No problem. With only one toilet aboard, it’s probably 

just as well.” But, instead she shrieked, “Oh Magnuss, the ship has just informed me 

of something important telepathically: it’s opening a space rift!”  

 

The ship wasn’t lying or exaggerating either… 



 

“Apparently,” Magnuss said – because he too was receiving telepathic information 

from the ship, “it’s a quicker way to get where we need to be. Faster than a 

hyperspace conduit.  And less busy too.” 

“Also a lot more scary.” Hair-Tigger complained. 

 

However, shortly after having gained the inner sanctum of the space rift… 



 

…she revised her initial impression: 

“Pretty.” She said. “Though it wouldn’t do to look at it for too long.” 

Of course, all the while, Cushions had been slaving away upon the Omnipresent 

Scanner…  

 

“I’ve made diplomatic contact with the Prolate Spheroids.” She informed Cheerful 

Charlie Chopsticks and a recent inductee to the curator elite, Eric the Armpit. “They 

are gonna get back to me on the subject. I get the distinct impression though that 

they know more than they’re letting on.” 

Meanwhile, upon the upper section of the Robotic Justice League’s space station… 



 

…a heavily armed, but horrendously dated freighter was lifting off. Its mission to seek 

and destroy the absent space submarine freighter…  

 

During those moments of lift-off, the self-same space submarine freighter had 

discovered an opening in the planetoid’s rocky carapace. Daisy immediately 

instructed the vessel to dive into it… 



 

Within moments, the bulky craft had found a refuge… 

 

“No one will think of looking down here.” Ginger predicted confidently… 



 

“Yeah,” Bunty agreed, “we could stay down here for a million years – and no one 

would ever know!” 

“I fancy a cheesy biscuit.” Daisy informed them both. “Which way to the Passenger 

Galley?” 

It was just about this time, but an awfully long way away, when the Tankerville Norris 

chose to exit the space rift… 

 

Magnuss and Hair-Trigger were in the Gravitonic Multiplicitor room at the time… 



 

By either coincidence or fate, Cushions chose that moment to contact them: 

“Don’t proceed a metre closer to the space station.” She hurriedly squealed. “The 

Prolate Spheroids forbid it. I’ve just received an important communique from their 

new ambassador – Lord Gusty Chorizo: apparently, something very important is taking 

place, and you’re not to interfere. He was a bit vague about what was going on. In 

fact, he didn’t say anything that actually meant anything. I think they’re stonewalling 

me. Obfuscating too.” 

“Did he say anything about our missing girls?” Hair-Trigger inquired. 

“Two words.” Cushions replied. “Collateral damage.” 

For a moment, Magnuss couldn’t get his head around what Cushions was telling him. 

When he finally put it all together, he said: 

“Hey, that’s not right, Cushions. The RJL have been abducting robots, three museum 

citizens are missing, and earplugkind is under threat. This is not the time to sit 

around on our bottoms and watch events unfold. It could be the last thing we ever 

watch.” 

“That’s right.” Hair-Trigger backed her husband to the hilt. “We’ve got the entire final 

season of Destination:The Stars on DVD box set: I am not going to watch civilisation 

fall before I’ve watched every single episode first - twice. I say that the ambassador 

can shove his communique right up his hooter: the Tankerville Norris steps aside or 

backs off for no one!”     

“Are you sure?” Cushions replied doubtfully. “They have dispatched a huge ship to 

rendezvous with you: perhaps you should wait a while for that to arrive.” 



“What – and find ourselves abducted like all those poor unfortunate robots?” 

Magnuss bellowed in reply. “No chance. I don’t trust anyone I haven’t met and 

personally vetted. We’re going to see what’s going on - for ourselves!” 

Of course, Magnuss had no idea that the Prolate Spheroid ship had departed its point 

of origin long before Cushions had made contact with their civilisation. Therefore, he 

also had no way of knowing that it was considerably closer to his location than he 

imagined… 

 

In fact the first that either Magnuss or Hair-Trigger knew of its proximity, was when 

its commanding officer hailed them…  

 

“Earth ship,” the being spoke precisely and (Magnuss thought) intimidatingly, “heave 

to and prepare to be boarded.” 



 

Neither Magnuss nor Hair-Trigger was required to check their rear view mirror: the 

Tankerville Norris had already informed them that the biggest ship that it had ever 

encountered was attempting to climb up their tail pipe. Nevertheless, they did look at 

their forward screen with a sense of foreboding when the Prolate Spheroid 

Commander tried to push his image through three dimensions and enter the bridge… 

 

“This is a Incense Cone affair,” the image spat the words, and Magnuss almost felt 

compelled to wipe illusory spittle from his face, “you will take no further part in it.” 

Hair-Trigger was quick to respond: 

“You tell us what’s going on between you and those conical Incense Cones on the 

station, and we’ll think about it.” 

“That is a state secret.” The Prolate Spheroid replied instantly. “Strictly need-to-know. 

So bugger off, or you’ll get your arses kicked.” 

This riled Magnuss more than a little. “And our three citizens?” He snapped. “What is 

to become of them?” 



The Prolate Spheroid didn’t answer immediately. He took a moment to consult with 

someone off-screen. When he returned he gave the earplugs some information that, 

had he considered it longer, he should not have: 

“Reports place their vessel on a planetoid close to the space station.” He said. “It is 

currently hidden from our sensors. Its presence – or rather the presence of the 

earplugs aboard it – have precipitated an action for which we were not yet ready and 

are ill prepared. Had they not made contact with you, we would have been content to 

sit and watch as the Conicals and the Robotic Justice League perpetrated their action 

against you. But, alas now we must act. Congratulations, whatever your name is: your 

stupid youngsters have initiated a civil war!” 

These last two words jolted Magnuss more than a million others could have. He 

reacted more by instinct than intellect… 

 

As the Tankerville Norris accelerated away from the Prolate Spheroid craft at a 

phenomenal speed, Magnuss took a moment to explain to his spouse… 

 



“All the time we were speaking, the ship was scanning theirs. It’s big and slow. It 

must have been here all along – just a short distance off. Maybe it was cloaked, I 

don’t know. Like old face-ache said, they’ve been watching the situation for a while. 

Moreover, they seemed perfectly happy to see the Conicals bring down earplugkind. 

I’m guessing they planned to step in after it was all over and take control. But, 

whichever way you paint it – neither Incense Cone group could honestly be termed 

‘the good guys’.”  

“And there’re the three girls.” Hair-Trigger added. “They’re not supposed to be here. 

They’re supposed to be at home at college in the Museum of Future Technology, 

which is crying out for hair stylists. They could be hair stylists. Perhaps really good 

ones, with lots of flair and a pleasant demeanour. Magnuss, we have to save them!” 

Because of the Tankerville Norris’s huge speed advantage, Magnuss and Hair-Trigger 

arrived at the planetoid waaaaay before the pilots of the gargantuan freighter could 

begin to click it down a gear and wind on the throttle… 

 

“There’s a freighter over there.” Magnuss informed Hair-Trigger. “I wonder what it’s 

doing?” 

 



Hair-Trigger didn’t get a chance to reply; instead the Tankerville Norris spoke silently 

into both earplug brains: 

“It is on a Search and Destroy mission.” It said. “I have tapped into its central 

command computer. It is unmanned. It is also on a direct course for the planetoid.” 

“Not good,” Magnuss grunted. “That means it won’t listen to reason and intends to 

kick ass. Pointless trying to argue with a computer: guess we’ll have to hit it with a 

proton torpedo.” 

“We could try switching it off and on again.” The slightly less belligerent earplug 

aboard suggested. “It might re-set the command sequencer. We could then suggest 

that it shut down and await an update.” 

“That’s brilliant, Hairy.” Magnuss gushed. “Now I know why I married you. We don’t 

have to destroy anything. Can you do it, Ship?” 

“Already on it.” The Tankerville Norris replied audibly. “Search and Destroy mission 

aborted. Enemy vessel powering down. Honestly, these robotic freighters are so 

gullible: I cannot believe that was so easy.” 

Fireworks may have been thin on the ground, but that didn’t stop Daisy spotting the 

approaching former honeymoon barge… 

 

“It’s the Tankerville Thingamabob.” She squealed with excitement. “Gregor must have 

got our e-mail. He’s sent Magnuss Earplug to save us!” 

Daisy’s excitement was contagious. Within seconds, Bunty and Ginger had crowded 

around the control panel beside her. Tong-Tong quickly joined them… 



 

“Whoo,” they all sighed. “The Tankerville Thingamabob.” 

The Commander of the Prolate Spheroid ship was less easily impressed. In fact, he 

was really cheesed off… 

 

“Our plan – like most plans – lies in ruins.” He grumbled. “And all because of a bunch 

of stupid meddling earplugs. Target that vessel and open fire.” 

Fortunately, for all concerned, his First Officer counselled caution: 

“Is that entirely wise, Sir?” He whispered so that the crewmembers within earshot 

could not hear him clearly, “After all, that little ship did neutralise an attack without 



firing a shot. If we tread carefully, perhaps it is still possible to avert the civil war you 

most fear.”    

The Commander wasn’t entirely convinced. “I’m not the sort to sit back and watch as 

events develop.” He mumbled. “I’m a pro-active kind of guy. But I suppose I could give 

it a try. Maybe for five minutes.” 

“Indeed, Sir,” a rather self-satisfied First Officer replied. “Perhaps we could listen to 

their com-chatter.” 

This was fortuitous timing for the Prolate Spheroid Incense Cones, because Tong-

Tong had just initiated a link with the Tankerville Norris…  

 

“Hello,” it said, “my designation is Tong-Tong. I am speaking on behalf of Bunty 

Bridgewater, Daisy Woodnut, and Ginger Slack – late of Planet Earth. They would 

speak for themselves, but they are feeling slightly overawed by your heroic presence, 

and do not want to giggle like schoolgirls at a pop concert every time you look at 

them. Have you come to rescue them?” 

 

Naturally, Magnuss replied in the affirmative, so Tong-Tong chanced a request of its 

own: 



“Might it be possible that I accompany them? We have grown rather close, and I am 

experiencing feelings of protectiveness towards them. I have heard that the Café 

Puke is always looking for cheap waiters. Hmmm?” 

Well neither Magnuss nor Hair-Trigger could think of a reasonable excuse to refuse 

Tong-Tong’s request, and several seconds after Magnuss’ reply of, “Yeah, sure - why 

not?” this happened…   

 

…which surprised all four entities aboard the freighter. 

 

They remained surprised (to within microns of mental / cyber chemical imbalance) 

until Magnuss said, “Hello Ginger, Daisy, and Bunty: nice to meet you.” 

Whilst Hair-Trigger added, “And your charming robot too.” 



 

Well such a disarming approach couldn’t help but succeed thoroughly. Tong-Tong’s 

eyes un-crossed and the three girls smiled broadly. They then introduced Tong-Tong 

by name. 

So whilst the Tankerville Norris remained in orbit, and kept watchful sensors upon its 

charges below… 

 

…Magnuss expounded upon his tentative ideas for future actions against their 

Incense Cone foes… 



 

He concluded with, “And then we’ll kick them right up the arse and send them back to 

where they belong. But firstly, I’d like to familiarise myself with this ship. I’ve not seen 

one of these before: what is it called?” 

Tong-Tong and the girls looked at each other. “Robotic Submarine Space Freighter 

Zero-Zero Seven.” Tong-Tong replied, though it suspected that a numerical 

nomenclature wasn’t quite what the great earplug was requesting. 

Bunty was desperate to please the Hero of Earplugdom. “What was the name of your 

Dad’s sail boat?” She demanded of Ginger. 

Ginger was surprised at the question; but she answered readily enough: 

“The Drunkard’s Vomit?” She replied questioningly. “Is that really a suitable name for 

a space freighter?” 

“It’s better than that mouthful that came out of Tong-Tong.” Bunty opined bluntly. 

“The Drunkard’s Vomit.” Daisy finally answered Magnuss’ question. 

“Good choice,” Magnuss said as he nodded approvingly. “Now my wife and I will take 

a little stroll around – you know just so we know which end is the pointy end, and 

which end makes all the noise.” 

And that is what they did… 



 

…though neither of them were quite sure about the décor. 

“It would be fine in a disco,” Hair-Trigger complained as she sought visual solace by 

peering out of a porthole at the surrounding topography… 

 

…“but right now it’s giving me a migraine.” 

With that, both earplugs were more than happy to return to the control room to 

expound further… 



 

“So how do you feel about handing this ship back to the original crew?” Magnuss 

inquired of Ginger, Bunty, and Daisy. 

“Well we know how to fly it, and all that,” Ginger replied for all of them, “but there are 

only four of us. In any case, we’re all minors – at least in earplug law: we really should 

be in your care.” 

“That’s what I hoped you’d say.” Magnuss said with a relieved smile upon his boyishly 

handsome face. “Let’s call in the crew.” 

Moments later… 

 



“Captain,” Magnuss said without preamble, “are you prepared to take command of 

the Drunkard’s Vomit?” 

“The Drunkard’s Vomit?” The captain questioned. “I am unaware of a vessel of that 

identity.” 

“It’s this ship.” Hair-Trigger informed the automaton. “It’s got a new name. Like it?” 

The captain didn’t quite know how to respond; but it wanted to keep the earplugs 

happy, so it said, “Certainly. Might I say what an inspired choice of nomenclature it 

is? Further, I consider it commendable upon at least seventeen levels of 

commendability.” 

“Is ‘commendability’ a real word, Captain?” the ship’s green first officer spoke quietly 

over the captain’s hunched mauve shoulder  

“I do not care.” The captain replied. “They know what I mean.” 

“Indeed we do.” Magnuss agreed. “The ship is yours. We’ll be on our way.” 

 

“Everyone ready?” He inquired of Tong-Tong and the girls. 

None of them were certain they were ready for what was about to happen, but they 

said “Yes” anyway. 

A split second later… 



 

The light of the visitor’s departure had barely faded before the robots resumed their 

duties. However, for one it was bad news… 

 

“With Tong-Tong gone,” the captain spoke to one of the many identical green robots 

that constituted the crew of the Drunkard’s Vomit, “the position of emergency waiter 

requires that someone fills it. You are that ‘someone.” 

“It is an honour to step into Tong-Tong’s metaphorical shoes.” The nameless robot 

replied. “When do I start?” 

Meanwhile, aboard the uninhabited Tankerville Norris… 

 



 

…systems were coming back on line. And not a moment too soon, because… 

 

…it was uninhabited no longer… 



 

“Wow,” Daisy exclaimed, “now I know how Dorkan and Dawlish Deathwish’s 

armoured reconnaissance vehicle felt when it appeared on the Wide Blue Yonder 

before us. Weird!” 

The others agreed wholeheartedly, but they knew there was little time for 

conversation concerning matter transmission: already the Drunkard’s Vomit was 

lifting from its rocky sanctuary 

 

“It is good to see the vacuum of space once more.” The robot that had been 

designated Emergency Waiter said as the edge of the chasm hove into view upon the 

main screen. 



“I concur.” The captain…er…concurred. It then added – perhaps as a cyber-joke – “On 

at least seventeen levels of concurability.”  

 

“Right then,” Magnuss said as his guests took up position behind the Driving Chairs, 

“time to get this show on the road.” 

Finally, the three girls were in a position – physically, mentally, and spiritually – to 

witness the magnitude of interstellar space… 

 

“Ooh,” they said as one, “nice. Which one is Earth?” 

Of course, the Tankerville Norris wasn’t going anywhere near Earth – not that the 

Earth was in view anyway: it was in the opposite direction completely! In fact, as the 

ship adopted a new position in space, the planetoid filled most of the main screen…  

 



Already a course had been plotted: it was headed for a location just over the 

immediate horizon… 

 

Chapter 9 
As the Tankerville Norris approached the Robotic Justice League’s space station, 

Bunty, Daisy, Tong-Tong, and Ginger took up stations at Ops…  

 

They didn’t really need to – after all the ship could fly itself – but it made them feel 

useful. They quite enjoyed it too – even Tong-Tong, who was more used to serving 

croissants than operating (nominally) the proton torpedo launcher.  

“Ship operating within normal parameters.” Daisy informed everyone knowledgably.  



“Jolly good.” Magnuss replied – smiling at the idea that he was now playing the role 

of captain. “Now everyone get behind the Driving Chairs: we’re coming in hot.” 

 

As the Tankerville Norris passed closest to the sole remaining freighter docked at the 

station, the matter transmitter burst into incandescent life… 

 

Moments later, Ginger, Bunty, Daisy, and Tong-Tong reintegrated atomically in the 

freighter’s crystal room… 



 

Aboard the station, the large white robot and its lieutenants dissolved into a cyber fit 

when the Crimson Alert sounded… 

 

“What is happening?” Their leader demanded of any robot within earshot. 

One pulled itself together sufficiently to reply, “the freighter is about to self-destruct. 

It is evident that the Incense Cones have decided that their plan has turned to dung 

and have elected to destroy the evidence of their misdemeanours against the 

earplugs by exploding their vessel - and us with it!” 

To which the large white robot responded, “What? No! Quick, panic!”   



At the same time, but in the freighter’s control room, the Incense Cone commanders 

turned to face each other – although the pink one couldn’t quite make eye contact: 

after all, it had been his ultimate decision to activate the Self-Destruct… 

 

“It has been a kind of honour serving with you, Pinkie.” The purple Incense Cone said. 

“Yeah, the same to you, I guess, Purp.” Pinkie responded. “I’d say it’s been fun, but 

that would be untrue: it’s been really nerve-wracking.” 

“Yeah,” Purp responded in a similar vein, “stressful, or what!” 

“But not for much longer, eh?” Pinkie said miserably, despite the fact that he was 

trying to cheer himself up. 

Purp inhaled deeply. “I suppose we’d better go back into the station and apologize to 

the robots for destroying them all.”  

“S’pose.” Pinkie replied. Then, to the soldiery, he said, “Come on lads: chests out: stiff 

upper lip and all that. Quick march.” 

If the Incense Cones had hoped to slip into the station unobtrusively, they were to be 

disappointed. Within seconds of their arrival upon the station decks, they were 

arrested: called ‘butt-wipes’; and separated into small groups and giving a good 

kicking… 



 

Of course, what none of the Incense Cones, or the members of the Robotic Justice 

League, could possibly know was that Ginger, Bunty, and Daisy were using their 

telekinetic talents to re-energize the freighter’s crystal power plant… 

 

“Excellent work, girls.” Tong-Tong congratulated his charges. “Time is tight: the ship 

is about to explode: let us make haste to the control room.” 

So they did, and they enjoyed every moment of the mad dash through the empty 

vessel… 



 

Once at their destination though, uncertainly reared its vile head… 

 

“Oh flipping heck,” Ginger said to Bunty whilst Daisy overrode her own lockout of the 

Docking Port clamps, “do you think we’ve got enough time. P’raps we should call 

Magnuss for an emergency beam-out.” 

Bunty didn’t reply immediately. In fact, she didn’t reply at all. This is because Daisy 

shouted, “Done it. Releasing the ship now. Full astern.” 

Outside the station, CCTV cameras recorded the moment for posterity… 



 

Then Daisy noticed a small button on the console. “Oh, look,” she said in a surprised 

tone. “It says ‘Auto-Destruct Abort’. Shall I press it?” 

To which Ginger calmly replied, “Oh yes, Daisy, dearest. Like now!” 

The result of this was… 

 

“Whoo,” they said in perfect harmony, “neat!” 



Magnuss and Hair-Trigger must have detected the altered circumstances because a 

split second later… 

 

…all four of them were whisked away, and deposited… 

 

…in a station corridor - from where they proceeded, at a rush upon the second phase 

of their mission… 



 

At the same time, the Tankerville Norris transmitted Magnuss and Hair-Trigger to 

another location aboard the space station… 

 

However, after rematerializing correctly, neither Hero of Earplugdom could figure 

where to go next… 



 

“What?” Magnuss complained. “I was expecting some signage or something. Slap my 

face for not thinking about bringing a schematic or floor plan.” 

“Me too.” Hair-Trigger tried to console her husband. “I’m as impetuous as you. Let’s 

choose a direction at random: that usually works.” 

The station’s robots were doing no better… 

 

“What shall we do? What shall we do?” They asked each other as the exterior blast 

shutters opened and closed repeatedly. “Crimson Alert has been cancelled. Crimson 

Alert has been cancelled. I am all of a dither, and make no mistake!” 



It was clear – and had been to Magnuss since before their mission began – that the 

Incense Cones had interfered with the misguided robots of the Robotic Justice 

League; and that the only cure for their disruptive re-programming was a re-flash of 

their ECUs. To this end, he had the Tankerville Norris detect the required control 

interface and transmit the girls and Tong-Tong to a nearby location. Now that they 

had found it, Bunty volunteered to sit herself in the adjacent Education Chair so that 

she might learn how to achieve a satisfactory result…  

 

“Ooh-ur.” She uttered as the information began to flood into her young and fertile 

brain. “This sure does feel weird. I must be brainier than I thought. Ooh, yes, I think I 

know how to do this.”  

Unfortunately Magnuss and Hair-Trigger were not doing half as well… 

 



“Flipping heck, Hairy,” Magnuss yelled with frustration, “all these corridors look 

exactly the same!” 

Meanwhile Bunty began giving Ginger and Daisy exact instructions.. 

 

“Shift the flange-pollop into neutral, whilst integrating the fifth series scroatwarbler 

with a ninth-dan donglywang, Ginger. After that Daisy needs to cause a neural 

cascade effect by slapping the cringeworthy valve with a bantam socket extender.” 

Whilst the tan and the pink earplugs followed these instructions to the letter, 

Magnuss and Hair-Trigger thought they could hear a commotion in the next 

compartment… 

 

“Doesn’t sound like Incense Cones.” Hair-Trigger opined. 

“Not unless they’ve taken up clog dancing.” Magnuss replied. “It sounds a bit heavy 

metal: I think we’ll give that compartment a miss.” 



This was a wise decision, because the station robots were getting themselves all 

wound up into a state of complete neural meltdown…   

 

As a group, the robots were within mere moments of self-destructing themselves. 

However, before any of those mere moments could pass, Daisy pushed the ECU 

Refresh button. The resulting burst of energy startled all three girls… 

 

As the burst of energy swept through the station upon a tidal wave of incandescent 

fury… 



 

…every cybernetic system aboard was nullified. Factory Default Settings were the rule 

of the day. 

“I think that went rather well.” Bunty said as she stepped down from the Education 

Chair. 

“Looking good.” Ginger replied. “So all the robots will have re-set to their original 

settings, huh?” 

“That’s right.” Bunty said as she dusted herself down. “They’ll all be thoughtless and 

malleable. We can tell them to do whatever we like, and they’ll do it.” 

“Excellent.” Tong-Tong interjected. “I have always wanted to tell big robots what to 

do. This is my opportunity.” 

 



This gave Daisy pause for thought: 

“If we’ve just re-flashed the robots ECUs, which are supposed to switch them into 

some sort of thickie, non-intellectual mode,” she said in a puzzled tone, “why is Tong-

Tong unaffected? Why is it still the Tong-Tong we know and love?” 

If a robot could look shame-faced, that is how Tong-Tong appeared as it replied:  

“Ah, that would be the result of a little re-working I performed upon myself.”  

Three expectant faces urged the robot to continue. Tong-Tong complied: 

“You see, during the execution of my tasks in the cafeteria, I discovered that the 

interference from the microwave cooker was giving me a cyber-headache. To alleviate 

the pain - for want of a better word – I wrapped my brain in tin foil. Remarkable stuff – 

tin foil. Obviously, it protected me from the ECU re-flash. Good, is it not?”   

Good, it was - and whilst the quartet congratulated themselves on a job well done, the 

effected robots began to fall into line behind the designated lead robot – that being 

the large white robot… 

 

“Re-programming required.” It spoke loudly as the blast doors finally decided to 

remain open. “Follow this unit to the designated location.” 

Had anyone the time to peer out through the aforementioned blast doors, they would 

have noted that this coincided with the arrival and docking of the huge Prolate 

Spheroid Incense Cone freighter… 



 

What they wouldn’t have noted, however, was that Magnuss and Hair-Trigger never 

found the destination they sought. It – or they – found them…  

 

“Okay, you win – imperialist earplug monsters. We’ve been told to surrender to you – 

and we’ve got the bruises to prove it. You should see my arse.” Pinkie sighed as he 

addressed the happy couple, “Do your worst. We are prepared to be exterminated. We 

die bravely. By the way – where are your side arms?” 

For the first time in almost fifteen minutes, Purp realised that he might actually 

survive his first encounter with earplugs. “If you’re not going to shoot us,” he said, 

“you couldn’t give me a couple of paracetamols, could you? My buttocks hurt like 

glory!”   

However, five minutes later – after the station robots had been re-programmed, and 

the official surrender of the Incense Cones was to be accepted – Pinkie had other 

ideas…   



 

“Hah,” he said above the din caused by someone knocking repeatedly upon the 

bulkhead door, “since you re-flashed the robot’s ECUs, they have no memory of our 

deal with them. And not only that – it erased all the CCTV footage too. You have no 

evidence against us. None whatsoever. And, further - your three underlings sabotaged 

our vessel and have left it adrift in space. You could be facing a substantial damage 

claim. What do you say to that?” 

In response, Magnuss said, “Come in, come in, whoever you are.” 

Moments later the Prolate Spheroid Incense Cones entered en masse… 

 

They’d heard everything through the non-insulated interior door. 



“Hah, yourselves.” The Prolate commander yelled. “We have enough evidence against 

you to put you in jail for a million years. And that’s what we’re gonna do – you ugly 

conical excuses for Incense Cones!” 

Magnuss smiled when he added, “And I’ve recorded every word you’ve said on my cell 

phone. Where you come from you don’t have cell phones, do you? They’re sneaky little 

bits of kit. Particularly good at snagging loud-mouths like you.” 

He then instructed Ginger, Bunty, and Daisy to take their captives to the Incarceration 

Pods – the robot equivalent of jail… 

 

 

…whilst he engaged the Prolate Spheroids in face-to-face conversation. 

 

 He was to be disappointed with the result of their joint operation: 



“If you think this makes us allies, you’re very mistaken, Earplug.” The Commander 

spat. “We may hate the Conicals with a passion – but we loath you silicone life forms 

a heck of a lot more. You’re spreading out into the Galaxy too fast for us. We don’t 

like it. You and your ugly robots are getting everywhere. So, be warned: we don’t 

totally condemn what the Conicals did – just the way they went about it. You keep 

pushing – we’ll push back. Take that back to your leaders. Did you get that on your 

cell phone too? Tell them to put it in their pipe and smoke it!”    

Perhaps if Magnuss had encountered such ‘specism’ a couple of years earlier, he 

might have retorted with an outburst such as, “Up your bum – you bulbous blob of 

carbon!” But he was older now – and the recipient of the wisdom of experience.  

“Let me walk you to your ship.” He offered. 

Meanwhile, the captive’s ignorance of Incarceration Pods had forced the girls into a 

display of their operation…  

 

“But,” Daisy said as the lids clicked shut upon them, “it’s very important that you do 

what that sign over there tells you to: these seats have a very rough texture: they’ll 

play merry hell with your bruised botties. Er… could you let us out again now, please?” 

By the time that the girls had made their escape from the pods, the Prolate Spheroids 

were within spitting distance of their docking port… 



 

Magnuss hoped that the situation wasn’t beyond retrieval: 

“Despite your heartfelt words back there,” he said, “I’d like to hold out an olive 

branch to all Incense Cones. I’m sure the Museum of Future Technology would love to 

do business with you. It could be mutually beneficial.” 

“And they’d love you to come visit the museum some time too. Some life-time passes 

could be arranged.” Hair-Trigger added. “There’s always a welcoming cup of vile 

coffee at the Café Puke.” 

“Think about it.” Magnuss said as he and Hair-Trigger turned and strode away… 

 

Neither of them dared look back – it could be perceived as a sign of weakness: but 

they couldn’t help but hear the whispered discussion that followed their departure. 



“Fingers crossed.” He said to Hair-Trigger. 

Epilogue 
Robots being robots – that is enjoying a state that is beyond the weakness known as 

prevarication – the robotic freighters that had been despatched with all the captive 

robots aboard, received an immediate recall…  

 

Once more aboard the Tankerville Norris, Magnuss, Hair-Trigger, Tong-Tong, and the 

girls prepared for the flight back to Earth… 

 

“Well, did you enjoy yourselves?” Magnuss called over his shoulder. 

The girls weren’t quite sure how they should respond to such a question. 

“Sort of.” Daisy said. “It certainly wasn’t what we were expecting when Gregor 

Arsentickler invited us to the Wide Blue Yonder that night.” 

If there had been a rear view mirror on Magnuss’ console, he would have peered into 

it. “Gregor Arsentickler?” He inquired. 

“Oh, I find him so charming and irresistible.” Ginger confessed. 



“Yes,” Magnuss said coolly, “he certainly didn’t set off any of my alarms either. Tell 

me about how you ended up in the repair hangar in the Red Tower and inside the 

Drunkard’s Vomit.” 

Fifteen minutes later, and their tale complete, the girls looked at Magnuss 

expectantly. However, instead of making any reference to the golden-eyed earplug, 

Magnuss pointed to the main view screen. 

“Look what I found drifting in space. A fully functional submarine space freighter…” 

 

“Hmmm,” Hair-Trigger added. “With no Incense Cones aboard, it looks like it’s waiting 

for a crew to take it back to Earth.” 

Well, neither Ginger, Bunty, or Daisy would ever lay claim to being geniuses – or even 

genii – but they recognised an ill-disguised offer when they heard one… 

 



Rushing forward they all cried out, “We’ll take it!” 

“As long as I come along for the ride too.” Tong-Tong added. 

Magnuss needed to utter no command. Hair-Trigger’s index finger went nowhere near 

a control surface or button. The ship knew what they wanted…   

 

“Right,” Magnuss said, once the ‘new’ crew had rematerialized and gathered their 

wits. “We’ll be taking the short-cut home – and a certain Gregor Arsentickler: you’ll 

have to traverse hyperspace. But I’m confident you’ve got that angle covered.” 

For a few moments, the Tankerville Norris took up station beside the freighter…  

 

“What are you going to name this ship?” Magnuss joked. “The Boozer’s Chuck-up?” 

“The Inebriated Puke?” Hair-Trigger suggested with a smirk. 



By their facial expressions, it was clear to the daring duo that the girls were 

undecided… 

 

“We’ll think about it – on the way home.” Ginger said.  

“Good idea.” Magnuss replied. “It should take you a good day and half travel time. 

Plenty of time to come up with a fantastic name. Signing off.” 

The image of the entire Tankerville Norris replaced the view of its bridge and crew. 

“Yeah,” Ginger replied – uncertain if Magnuss and Hair-Trigger could still hear her. 

“See ya.”   

 

“How about we name this ship ‘Big Black Bulbous Thing’?” Tong-Tong suggested. “It 

is accurate and descriptive and has artistic – nay poetic – merit.”   



“No it doesn’t, Tong-Tong.” Daisy said as her eyes scanned the bridge – as though 

really seeing for the first time. “You leave that clever, creative stuff to young earplugs 

like us.” 

Aboard the Tankerville Norris… 

 

…Hair-Trigger looked straight ahead; but her attention centred upon her husband. 

“You don’t really think they’re going to take that ship straight to Earth, do you Mags?” 

“I’d be somewhat disappointed if they did, Hairy.” Magnuss replied through a half 

smile. “The Museum of Future Technology needs a new generation of heroes to 

protect it. We…my brothers, and us…aren’t going to be able to keep this up forever. 

Heroes are hard to find. I think we should consider Ginger, Bunty, and Daisy as 

heroes-in-training, don’t you? They’re some kind of Triple Threat. Once towards the 

museum: now for the museum. Let ‘em have their fun. When they’re ready, they’ll 

come back. We shouldn’t have to wait long. Light it up, Ship.” 

A split second later… 

 



…a space rift began to form.  

“Adios.” Magnuss said – and the ship was gone… 

 

Ginger turned away from the view screen to face her friends. “Now I was thinking,” 

she said, a hint conspiratorially, “that the fastest way home isn’t always the best way 

home.” 

“I was thinking exactly the same thing.” Bunty said in response. 

Daisy’s gaze was upon a faraway place. “Hmmm,” she hummed. “What I really fancy 

is a sausage roll. I wonder if we can find some of those snowballs near Ice Station 

Nobby.” 

Ginger felt her stomach grumble. When had they last eaten? “Excellent idea, Daisy.” 

She said with glee. “Set a course for the Ice World.” 

Tong-Tong’s eyes looked toward the ceiling. “I will fetch you some blueberry muffins 

from the galley while you do it.” It said. “Coffee with that?” 



 

The End 

Paul Trevor Nolan 2022 

 


