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Somewhere	out	 there	 in	 the	big	city	a	private	detective	called	Kirby

Sluice	gets	a	tip-off	from	a	mysterious	caller	about	a	bomb	at	the	city

arena.	When	 the	wealthy	 and	 pungent	Lattice	 des	Chambres	walks

into	his	office,	events	take	a	turn	for	the	worse.

But	what	does	the	murky	world	of	Kirby	Sluice	have	to	do	with	Eric

Bins,	a	retired	pensioner	busy	buffing	his	top	hat	for	the	big	parade?

Who	is	Ursula	Curses	and	why	is	she	being	followed	down	a	ski	run

by	a	mysterious	stranger?	What	is	the	evil	international	supervillain

Dr.	 Rombobulous	 Combobulation	 planning?	 Why	 are	 there	 crabs

everywhere?	 And	 what	 does	 any	 of	 this	 have	 to	 do	 with	 the	Magic

Star,	twinkling	in	the	sky	above	the	north	pole?

ere's	only	one	way	to	find	out.	Join	Eric	as	he	makes	his	way	to	the

seaside	and	learn	the	fate	of	those	who	seek...	the	Magic	Star.
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is	is	the	introduction	to	a	very	special	story	–	the	story	of	the	MAGIC	STAR.

e	Magic	Star	was	a	 twinkling,	shining	star	 that	was	 found	on	the	coldest	nights	 in

the	sky	above	the	North	Pole.	It	was	made	of	the	finest	plastic	and	smelled	like	toast.	It

had	the	power	to	grant	two	wishes	and	increase	the	likelihood	of	one	sexual	fantasy	to

everyone	who	would	sing	“I	Wanna	Sex	U	Up”	by	Color	Me	Badd	to	it.	

But	the	evil	King	Arseface	was	desperate	to	destroy	the	Magic	Star,	having	jumbled	his

words	when	he	spoke	to	it	and	ended	up	having	sex	with	a	troupe	of	bodybuilders.

Chris
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It	was	a	cold,	 snowy	night	when	Kirby	Sluice,	 a	private	detective	with	his	 feet	on	 the

desk	and	a	broad	on	 the	go,	 took	 the	call	 that	 changed	his	 life.	e	caller	didn’t	 leave

their	name,	but	they	sounded	somehow	familiar	to	him.

ey	told	him	to	meet	them	at	the	end	of	Pier	15	at	midnight	and	to	tell	nobody.

He	went.
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“Whatcha	callin’	me	for?”	he	said	without	batting	an	eyelid.	Kirby	could	not	see	this	at

the	time	but	imagined	it	caused	quite	a	stir	at	Stitch	is,	Bitch,	Nobody’s	prime	place	of

work	and	chief	soup	emporium	of	the	Mid	West.	ey	would	talk	about	that	eyelid	for

hours	to	come.

e	call	was	 taken	at	 seven	minutes	past	 ten	 in	 the	morning.	Kirby	 realised	 it	would

take	ten	minutes	in	a	taxi	and	didn’t	want	to	seem	desperate	so	chose	to	walk.	

Ian

On	the	way	he	called	Nobody.	Nobody	was	a	small	town	fabric	and	costume	designer	in

the	darkest	part	of	the	city.
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As	he	resumed

his	pace	a	light	rain	started

to	fall	and	rested	gently	on	his	brow.

e	hopscotch	hadn’t	brought	a	sweat	like	it	should

have	done.	What	did	was	when	he	realised	he	had	arrived	at

Pier	15	over	twelve	hours	early.	irteen	and	a	half,	to	be	more	precise.

irteen	and	a	half	and	seven	seconds,	to	be	pedantic. 								

With	a	sense	of	wild	abandonment	he	raced	home	with	his	arms	and	legs	flailing	like	a

truant	child	and	settled	in	the	arms	of	the	chair	in	his	office.	Back	to	the	grind.	Back	to

the	stale	smell	of	bacon	and	cigars.

His	journey	back	to	the	pier	was	much	more	sullen,	more	regimented,	like	his	father	he

supposed.	Along	the	way	he	saw…

He	meandered	at	first,	then	trotted,	then	frolicked	across	a	zebra	crossing.	ere	was	an

uneasiness	about	the	whole	situation	that	didn’t	come	across	as	he	played	hopscotch	on

the	paving	stones	outside	City	Hall.	One	foot,	two	feet,	one	foot,	two	feet.	I	can’t	believe

I	don’t	do	this	more	often,	he	thought,	I	could	shave	sixteen	calories	off	just	by	looking

at	the	floor.	His	dietician	would	love	this.
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He	looked	again	at	the	poster	and	had	an	uncomfortable	realisation.	His	favourite	band

e	Audible	Peas	had	re-formed	for	one	night	only	and	the	gig	was	tonight	in	the	City

Arena.	He	wanted	to	go	so	badly	his	limbs	hurt,	but	the	Arena	was	on	the	other	side	of

town	to	Pier	15.	He’d	never	make	it	to	both!

Kev

…something	that	took	him	right	back	to	when	he	was	just	a	teenager.	It	was	a	poster

for	his	favourite	band	during	his	pubescent	years.	It	brought	back	so	many	memories:

the	long	hair,	the	girls.

He	was	 just	 an	apprentice	detective	 then.	e	 face	of	his	old	mentor	flashed	 into	his

mind,	and	reminded	him	of	the	job	at	hand.	“I	have	to	be	at	the	pier	by	midnight,”	he

said	out	loud.
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He	stood	there	for	a	good	20	minutes	not	knowing	what	to	do.	en	it	hit	him…
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…on	the	forehead.	It	was	a	brick	with	a	note	tied	to	it,	which	had	been	thrown	through

his	window.	Kirby	was	very	unhappy	with	 this	development,	which	was	going	 to	cost

him	a	whole	new	office	window	complete	with	his	name	etched	on	the	glass.	

He	unfolded	the	note	and	began	reading.	It	said:	“Bring	$25,000	in	used	notes	to	the

City	Arena	stage	door	tonight	by	yourself	or	e	Audible	Peas	gig	will	go	up	in	smoke.

Be	there	at	midnight	and	ask	for	Ricky.”

Now	Kirby	was	in	a	pickle	and	no	mistake.	He	cleared	the	broken	glass	from	his	desk

and	made	some	calls.	Nobody	at	the	City	Arena	was	called	Ricky	and	nobody	by	that

name	was	on	the	guest	 list.	He	knew	from	his	years	of	fandom	that	none	of	the	Peas

AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAA

AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAA

Chris
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went	by	that	name.	Kirby	Sluice	folded	his	arms	and	tapped	out	a	rhythm	on	the	desk	as

he	thought.

*	*	*

Ursula	 Curses,	 heir	 to	 the	 spatula	 riches	 of	 her	 uncle	 Viscount	 Curses	 IIIV,	 swept

around	a	corner,	showering	snow	across	the	piste	and	scaring	some	sort	of	bird	that	 is

native	 to	 snowy	places.	 It	went	“caw”.	She	 saw	a	figure	 she	 recognised	 in	 the	distance

and	she	stopped	before	she	got	too	close.	

*	*	*	

Kirby	woke	with	a	jolt	to	the	sound	of	his	office	door	being	flung	open	against	the	wall.

A	slinky	figure	was	silhouetted	in	the	light	from	the	corridor.	She	entered	the	room,	a

dream	of	flowing	hair	and	red	velvet	dress.	Kirby	switched	on	the	light	and	said…

e	Magic	Star
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Lattice	des	Chambres.	e	spoilt	rich	daughter	of	some	phoney	businessman.	Yes,	she

was	rich.	Yes,	she	was	beautiful.	Smart.	Decent.	Farted	like	a	waffle	iron	and	that	was

too	much	for	a	man	such	as	Kirby.	If	only	she	could	cork	the	guffs	they	could	have	a

great	life	together.	

Ian

…“Christ,	Lattice!	You	should	really	lay	off	the	porridge,	that	reeks!”	

He	wafted	away	the	remnants	of	her	foisty	smell	and	checked	the	time;	four	oh	ten,	or

something	like	that.	Just	as	 long	as	 it’s	not	midnight,	or	dinner	time,	or	that	time	the

hookers	do	the	can-can	on	Formaldehyde	Street	up	town,	he	thought.

“Sorry,	 Kirby,”	 remarked	 Lattice.	 She	 waltzed	 over	 to	 the	 desk	 and	 lit	 a	 very	 girly

cigarette.	 It	may	as	well	have	been	wearing	a	dress	and	stroking	a	kitten.	“So	I’ve	got

some	information	for	you.”
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Too	many	moments	passed.	Kirby	really	wanted	two	cups	and	a	harlot	but	what	he	got

was…

“What	you	got?”	he	asked.

“Oh	no,	it’s	not	that	simple.”	ose	eyes.	ose	lips.	at	body…	that	smell.	Never	mind.

“I	think	it’s	only	fair	that	we	trade.	You	are	going	to	love	this.”

“Okay.	e	Audible	Peas	are	playing	tonight.	Do	you	fancy	going?”

“Ah	nuts!”	Lattice	threw	a	packet	of	cashews	on	the	floor.	“at’s	what	I	was	gonna	tell

you!”	She	stood	on	the	bag	and	watched	the	packet	pop	provocatively.	Her	heel	grinding

into	the	salty	snacks	of	the	working	classes.	A	defiant	gesture	from	someone	so	snobbish

and	yet	 it	meant	nothing	to	her	at	all.	e	cigarette	 lingered	 in	her	mouth.	It	was	 the

conversation	for	the	agonising	silence.
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…blown	into	tiny	pieces	by	the	huge	explosion	which	tore	the	building	apart.	is	was

such	 a	 shame	 as	 a	 whole	 new	 wave	 of	 characters	 had	 just	 been	 introduced	 to	 the

increasingly	diluted	storyline.

Now	they	were	dead.	All	of	them,	never	to	be	heard	from	again.

12
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He	 dragged	 himself	 up	 from	 the	 brown	 leather	 wing-back	 chair	 he	 was	 sat	 in	 and

huffed	to	himself	as	he	walked	to	the	kitchen	to	get	a	cloth.	He	huffed	some	more	as	he

had	to	bend	down	to	get	a	clean	one	out	of	the	back	of	the	cupboard	under	the	sink.	He

reached	into	the	back,	but	instead	of	pulling	out	a	cloth	as	he	had	expected,	in	his	hand

was…

Meanwhile	across	town	Eric	Bins	was	polishing	his	 top	hat	 in	preparation	for	 the	big

dinner	that	evening.

“Crivens!”	he	exclaimed	as	the	explosion	shook	his	occasional	table	so	violently	that	his

hat	polish	fell	on	the	floor	and	he	spilt	some	tea	on	the	new	carpet.
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…his	 trusty	 old	 bronze	 scimitar,	 given	 to	 him	by	Edward	 IIIVVXIII	 as	 a	 reward	 for

leading	 a	 thousand	 troops	 to	 glorious	 battle	 in	 the	Wär	 of	 Schlüssthäven.	His	 sister,

Peggy,	 told	 him	 she	 had	 pawned	 it	 all	 those	 years	 ago	 when	 she	 ran	 up	 the	 huge

gambling	debts	and	couldn’t	pay	for	their	father’s	nose	straightening.

Eric	 ran	 the	 intricately	 carved	handle	of	 the	weapon	across	his	 face,	 and	wondered:	 if

she	hadn’t	really	sold	it,	what	did	she	do	to	get	hold	of	half	a	million	smackers	to	pay	off

Loan	Shark	Larry?

He	 didn’t	 have	much	 time	 to	 wonder.	 It	 was	 quarter	 to	 ten,	 and	 nearly	 time	 for	 the

veterans’	parade.	He	put	the	scimitar	in	his	wardrobe,	finished	buffing	his	headgear,	and

made	his	way	to	the	beach.

Lined	up	on	 the	 sand	were	 ten	 thousand	 troops,	 four	hundred	of	 them	survivors	who

had	 fought	 in	Eric’s	own	battalion	back	at	Schlüssthäven.	He	stood,	knee	deep	 in	 the

breakers,	 the	 surf	 rolling	 around	his	 antique,	brass-buckled	parade	boots.	e	 sun	was

shining.	It	was	a	hell	of	a	day.

He	saluted	his	men	and	they	saluted	back,	more	than	one	finding	a	tear	in	his	eye	at	the

thought	of	the	memories	they	shared.	A	wave	crashed	behind	Eric,	and	from	out	of	the

sea	came…
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…a	million	 or	 so	 crabs	 with	 advertisements	 strapped	 to	 their	 backs	 and	 claws.	 Ever

since	the	internet	had	lost	its	touch	people	had	been	screaming	out	for	ways	in	which	to

be	hammered	into	submission	by	acres	of	annoying	pop-ups.

One	woman	had	answered	 that	 call:	Denise	des	Chambres,	 the	wife	of	 some	phoney

businessman.	By	luring	crabs	to	the	shorelines	with	plates	of	toffee	they	would	provide

the	 beautiful	 service	 of	 advertising	 tat,	 that	 is	 once	 the	 signs	 had	 been	 stapled	 onto

them	accordingly.

And	so,	despite	wanting	to	enjoy	this	very	emotional	moment,	Eric	was	forced	to	run

away	with	 the	 rest	 of	 the	 crowd	 as	 reams	 and	 reams	of	 promises	 of	 free	Viagra,	 free

porn	and	free	sexy	girls	in	his	area	descended	on	the	beach.

Soon	it	was	empty	with	only	the	tattered	bodies	of	those	unfortunate	veterans	who	left

the	brakes	on	their	wheelchairs	squashed	into	the	ground	to	provide	any	indication	as

to	what	had	just	happened.

Eric	kicked	a	can	across	the	path	with	his	hands	shoved	firmly	in	his	pockets.	e	day

had	lost	its	tang	completely;	he	felt	as	if	he	was	carrying	a	large	collection	of	coats.	He

needed	to	act	fast!

Without	 further	 thinking	 he	 dashed	 into	 the	 local	 supermarket	 and	fished	 out	 some

cheese	 from	a	barrel	 in	 the	corner.	e	thing	 is	 that	 instead	of	cheese,	Eric,	using	his

best	hand,	pulled	out…
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At	the	till	Eric	was	astonished	to	learn	that	Grandma	Tard’s	Finest	Lard	cost	well	over

£2.40!	 £2.48	 to	 be	 precise.	 Reluctantly	 Eric	 paid	 the	 lady	 using	 the	 pennies	 in	 his

pocket	and	ran	back	to	the	beach.

Once	at	 the	 seafront,	Eric	 swiftly	 stripped	down	 to	his	 army-issue	briefs	 and	 rubbed

the	 lard	all	over	himself.	“at’ll	do	nicely,”	he	 thought	 to	himself.	Eric,	 you	 see,	had

been	part	of	the	Army	Swimming	Corps.	e	lard,	far	from	being	some	perverse	fetish,

was	to	insulate	him	from	the	cold	of	the	sea	he	was	about	to	encounter.	It	would	also

make	him	good	 and	 slippy,	which	would	help	 him	break	 through	 the	 legion	 of	 porn

advertising	crabs	which	covered	the	beach	between	him	and	the	sea.

Kev

…a	block	of	“Grandma	Tard’s	Finest	Lard”.	Eric	looked	at	the	packet	in	his	best	hand,

thought	for	a	moment,	shrugged	his	shoulders	and	ran	off	to	the	till	anyway.	Eric	had	a

plan	and	that	plan	wasn’t	about	to	be	ruined	by	the	lack	of	cheese	in	Tesco.
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Eric	 braced	 himself.	 It	 had	 been	 a	 good	 few	 years	 since	 he’d	 done	 any	 serious	 sea-

swimming.

“Well,	here	goes	nothing,”	he	said	out	loud,	which	confused	several	passers-by.

He	 set	 off	 running.	e	 cold	 wet	 sand	 under	 his	 feet	 brought	 back	many	memories.

Crabs	lunged	for	him	but	the	lard	kept	them	at	bay.	He’d	made	it	to	the	sea.	He	took	a

deep	breath	and…

e	Magic	Star 19
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…fell	 feet-first	 through	 a	 hidden	 trapdoor	 by	 the	 water’s	 edge.	 ose	 marauding

marketing	 crabs	 must	 have	 left	 it	 open.	 Few	 creatures	 are	 so	 careless	 as	 well-paid

advert-bearing	crustaceans.

Stunned	by	the	fall,	and	with	the	strong	smell	of	lard	already	making	him	faint,	Eric	lay

there	 for	a	 short	while,	wondering	why	he	 thought	 swimming	 to	Norway	was	 such	a

good	idea	when	he	first	had	the	impulse.

Suddenly,	a	man	arrived	in	a	small	helicopter	piloted	by	a	marmot.	Such	an	extravagant

mode	 of	 personal	 transport	 in	 an	 under-beach	 secret	 lair	 could	 only	 be	 the	 work	 of

international	supervillain	Dr.	Rombobulous	Combobulation!

“Yes!”	cried	the	doctor,	anticipating	Eric’s	thought,	“it	is	I!”

e	marmot	landed	the	craft	and	a	ground	crew	of	lemurs	arrived	to	refuel	it	and	load

on	new	in-flight	meals.	He	stepped	out	and	surveyed	Eric.

“So	what	have	we	here?	An	old	man,	 smeared	 in	 lard,	 falling	 through	my	ceiling	and

crushing	my	ice	sculpture	of	John	Lennon?”

Eric	sat	up	and	found	himself	at	the	centre	of	a	puddle	of	water	that	contained	a	pair	of

round-rimmed	glasses.	One	lens	was	lodged	in	his	belly	button.

“Did	you	think	you	could	stop	my	crab	army?”	screamed	the	doctor.	“Did	you	think	an

old	codger	who	smells	of	cheap	beef	could	stop	Dr.	Rombobulous	Combobulation?”

Eric	opened	his	mouth	to	answer,	but	before	he	could	say	anything…
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…the	walls	of	the	underground	cavern	were	smashed	as	a	tall,	brooding	man	on	a	horse

catapulted	himself	into	the	scenario.	Eric,	still	soggy	from	John	Lennon’s	face,	couldn’t

move	 from	 fear.	ere	 was	 also	 the	 sneaking	 suspicion	 that	 the	 longer	 he	 waited	 to

move	the	more	comfortable	he	would	be.	at	would	have	to	wait	though.	
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Dr.	 Rombobulous	 Combobulation	 was

quick	 to	 react	 and	 turned	 to	 retreat	 to

his	helicopter.

Unfortunately	 in	 the	 arms	 of	 a	 less

capable	artist	certain	liberties	had	to	be

taken.	

e	marmot	was	too	difficult	to	draw	so

he	 disappeared.	 e	 ground	 crew	 of

lemurs	 too.	 e	 helicopter	 was

attempted	and	ended	up	 looking	 like	 a

tripod	 with	 ears	 so	 that	 was	 scrapped.

Surely	 they	 would	 all	 come	 back	 at	 a

later	 time	when	 less	 kekky	 hands	were

in	charge.

In	 the	 end,	 Rombob	 Combo	 left	 on

skis,	cursing	anyone	who	couldn’t	sketch

a	 convincing	 washing	 machine.	 e

knight,	 who	 wasn’t	 really	 a	 man	 but	 a

large	steak	with	limbs,	gave	chase.

He	 was	 almost	 about	 to	 catch	 the

doctor	when…

e	man	on	 the	horse	had	 to	be	 a	 knight;	 there	were	no	 two	ways	 about	 it.	Actually

there	were	 in	 fact	 four	ways	 about	 it	 but	 nobody	 had	 bothered	 to	 check,	 leaving	 the

remaining	ways	to	go	home	and	take	a	long,	hard	look	at	their	lives.	e	disappointment

sank	in	later.
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…Dr.	Rombobulous	Combobulation	slammed	shut	the	water-tight	door	through	which

he	had	escaped.

e	knight,	made	of	steak,	was	crestfallen.	He’d	chased	Dr.	Rombob	Combo	for	thirteen

years.	He’d	tailed	him	through	sandstorms	in	Syria,	followed	him	across	sweaty	deserts

in	Africa	and	trudged	along	behind	him	through	the	dark	swamps	of	Peru.	Now	it	had

all	been	in	vain.

Eric	 sensed	 that	 the	 Meaty	 Knight™	 wasn’t	 at	 his	 best	 and	 went	 over	 to	 find	 out

something	of	his	back	story.	He	couldn’t	help	but	think	a	knight	made	of	steak,	riding

some	sort	of	newt,	chasing	a	man	who	travels	in	helicopters	piloted	by	a	marmot,	would

have	something	interesting	to	reveal.

Just	as	Eric	was	about	to	open	his	mouth	to	speak,	gallons	of	water	started	rushing	in	to

the	cave,	filling	it	up	at	an	alarming	rate.	e	crabs	still	hadn’t	closed	the	secret	hatch,

and	the	tide	was	coming	in.

As	the	cave	quickly	filled	with	water,	the	lemur	ground	crew	were	killed	in	the	torrents

of	 water.	 Meaty	 Knight™’s	 horse	 soon	 bought	 it	 too.	 Eric	 realised	 the	 steaky	 man

couldn’t	swim	and	his	instincts	were	to	help	him	out.	He	soon	remembered	his	training.

As	the	last	few	inches	of	air	disappeared	to	the	arriving	water	Eric…
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“It’s	not	my	birthday!”	said	Eric.	But	just	then	a	badge	appeared	on	the	lapel	of	his	zoot

suit.	It	said	"30	TODAY".

“It	is	now!”	giggled	the	fairy.	He	waved	his	fairy	wand	and	a	cake	appeared	as	big	as	a

house.	“I	know	you	don’t	 like	 cake	 very	much,”	 said	Mr.	Pinkleywick,	“so	 this	 cake	 is

made	of	beefburgers.”

Chris

…fell	 unconscious.	e	 rushing	water	 faded	 away	 and	Eric	 opened	his	 eyes.	e	 sun

shone	brightly.	Somewhere,	birds	sang.	He	felt	blades	of	grass	pressing	into	his	back.	It

felt	like	a	warm	summer’s	day.

Eric	breathed	in	the	warm,	clean	air	and	looked	around.	Hills,	trees,	wild	flowers	–	an

alpine	paradise.	As	he	placed	one	hand	on	the	ground,	its	appearance	startled	him.	His

hand,	yes,	but	without	 the	wrinkles	or	 the	 liver	 spots.	He	touched	his	 face.	No	doubt

about	it:	this	was	Eric	in	his	youth.	Eric	in	his	prime.

“Hello,	Eric.”

e	voice	startled	him.	He
spun	around	to	look.

“Who	are	you?”	he	asked.	

Standing	 before	 him	 was	 a

fairy.

“I	am	Mr.	Pinkleywick,”	said

the	 fairy,	 “and	 I	 am	 here	 to

help	 you.	 It’s	 your	 birthday

today.	 We	 must	 have	 a

feast.”
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Eric	 realised	he	was	 very	hungry	 and	he	 set	 about	 eating	 the	 giant	 burger	 confection

with	considerable	gusto	and	admirable	vim.	When	he	was	finally	full	he	let	out	a	long,

rattling	belch	that	smelled	strongly	of	beef	fat	and	ketchup,	and	looked	around	him.

He	was	surprised	 to	see	Mr.	Pinkleywick	strapping	on	an	explosive	vest,	and	 let	out	a

shout	of	alarm.

“It’s	 been	 lovely,”	 said	 the	 fairy,	 “but	 you	 have	 to	 go	 now!”	 And	 with	 that,	 he	 blew

himself	up,	shattering	Eric’s	dream.

When	Eric	woke	up	from	his	hallucination	he	was	astounded	to	find	that…
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…in	his	unconscious	state	his	conscious	mind	had	consciously	continued	to	panic	and,

seeing	 how	 the	 hatch	 was	 closed,	 the	 only	 way	 out	 was	 through	 the	 volcanoesque

opening	at	the	very	top	of	the	cavern.	is	was	still	slightly	ajar	and	no	crabs,	not	even

prehistoric	mutated	crabs	with	brains	the	size	of	apples,	could	slam	that.

So	 with	 not	 many	 options	 left	 his	 body	 beat	 the	meat	 knight	 unconscious	 and	 was

using	his	body	as	a	raft.	Further	inspection	of	the	premises	also	revealed	he	had	found

time	 to	 prepare	 a	 small	 spot	 of	 lunch	 including	 tea	 for	 four.	 What	 an	 unexpected

surprise!

Ian
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He	was	almost	to	the	top	but	time	had	run	out.	e	knight	struggled	to	get	up	and	in

desperation	Eric	was	forced	to…

Eric	had	several	minutes	before	the	room	filled	completely	and	he	reached	the	trapdoor

so	why	not	 stuff	his	 face	 like	a	muffin-grabber?	At	first	he	was	polite	and	nibbled	yet

soon	 everything	 was	 in	 his	 hands	 and	 everything	 was	 being	 pushed	 faceward:	 mini

sausages,	 scotch	eggs,	 three	varieties	of	 crisps,	 sandwiches,	mini	 rolls	 and	much,	much

more.

Eric’s	 carelessness,	 though,	was	 his	 downfall.	e	meat	 knight,	 being	 blasted	 by	wave

after	wave	of	 shards	of	 food,	opened	his	 eyes.	e	crumbs	were	 tickling	his	 cheeks.	A

loud	 noise	 filled	 the	 cavern	 and	 Eric	 stopped	 eating	 temporarily	 as	 the	 meat	 knight

shook	with	a	violent	temperament.
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…resort	once	more	to	violence.	He	smashed	the	tea	set	over	the	Meaty	Knight™’s	head

and	rendered	him	unconscious	once	more.

He	took	advantage	of	the	Knight’s	bouncy	frame,	and	began	jumping	up	and	down	on

the	Knight’s	 belly	 as	 a	 rudimentary	 bouncy	 castle.	Eric	 jumped,	 jumped	 and	 jumped

some	more	until	he	 jumped	high	enough	 to	grab	 the	 edge	of	 the	opening	above.	He

used	what	little	strength	he	had	left	to	pull	himself	back	up	on	to	the	beach.

He	 quickly	 looked	 around.	Despite	 the	 fact	 it	 was	 the	middle	 of	 the	 afternoon,	 the

beach	was	totally	deserted.	Eric	decided	to	act.	He	saw	a	large	flat	rock,	and	laying	on

his	back,	he	used	his	feet	to	push	it	over	the	opening	to	the	watery	cave,	sealing	it	off.	

30
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He	lay	there	for	a	long	time,	wracked	with	guilt	at	condemning	the	Meaty	Knight™	to

his	death.	He	lay	there	watching	the	tide	come	in	and	the	seagulls	flying	overhead.	He

thought	of	all	the	trials	he	had	been	through	in	his	time	in	the	army,	and	how	all	he	had

wanted	was	to	go	for	a	lard	covered	swim	in	the	North	Sea.

en	he	suddenly	realised	how	thirsty	he	was.	He	hadn’t	had	a	drink	since	his	morning

tea	and	his	mouth	was	parched	to	 the	point	of	cracking.	Eric	picked	himself	up	 from

the	beach,	brushed	off	the	sand,	and	set	off	in	search	of	a	sausage	sarnie	and	a	cup	of	tea.

He	set	off	towards	the	town	but	found…
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…that	there	was	nobody	there	–	no	people	and	also	none	of

those	irritating	advertising	crabs.

ere	were	plenty	of	crabs	still	to	be	seen,	though.	In	his	absence,	everything	that	had

borne	 writing	 or	 an	 image	 had	 been	 mysteriously	 changed	 to	 show	 a	 picture	 of	 an

orange	crab	and	the	word	CRAB.

Chris
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Eric	strode	purposefully	down	to	the	sea,	wondering	as	he	crossed	the	beach	where	his

clothes	 and	 bronze	 scimitar	 had	 gone	 and,	 for	 that	 matter,	 what	 had	 become	 of	 the

hundreds	of	army	veterans	who	had	last	been	seen	lining	up	here.

ere	 wasn’t	 time	 for	 that	 now.	 e	 waves	 were	 calling	 him	 and	 Scandinavia	 lay

tantalisingly	out	of	view	just	a	few	hundred	miles	over	the	horizon.	Eric	entered	the	icy

waters	and	slipped	easily	into	a	strong	breaststroke.

But	before	he	was	more	than	a	mile	offshore…

Eric’s	day	had	been	 strange	enough	already,	 so	he	 let	himself	 in	 to	 the	Crab	Café,	on

what	 appeared	 to	 be	South	Crab	Street,	 and	made	himself	 a	 refreshing	mug	of	Crab

Tea.

His	 thirst	 slaked,	 Eric’s	 military	 instinct	 prevailed.	 “I	 had	 a	 plan	 to	 carry	 out,”	 he

announced	to	the	empty	street,	“and	I	intend	to	complete	it.”	With	that,	he	returned	to

the	supermarket	and	availed	himself	of	some	more	beef	fat.

is	 time,	 the	 substance	 he	 smeared	 on	 his	 wrinkled	 body	 appeared	 to	 be	 called

“Grandma	Crab’s	 Lardy	 Slab”,	 but	 the	 product	 inside	 seemed	 to	 be	more	 or	 less	 the

same	stuff,	and	replenished	the	protective	layer	of	fat	he	first	applied	some	hours	before.
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…the	world	changed.	Eric	had	no	idea	what	was	happening	other	than	he	couldn’t	feel

the	sea	any	more.	His	arms	and	legs	kicked	through	the	air.	Underneath	was	hard	and

orange.	 Picking	 himself	 up,	 Eric	 could	 see	 he	 was	 floating	 quite	 a	 way	 up	 from	 the

water	 and	 the	vessel	 that	was	preventing	him	 from	tumbling	back	 into	 the	 sea	was	a

massive	crab.

“I	want	to	tell	you	a	story,	Timmy,”	said	the	crab.

“It’s,	erm,	Eric,	actually,	Mr.	Giant	Crab	sir.”
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"Not	 only	 this	 but	 you	 can	 destroy	 Dr.

Rombobulous	 Combobulation,	 his	 evil

schemes,	 and	 turn	 everything	 back	 to

normal.	When	I	say	normal	I	mean	not	have

‘crab’	 in	 the	 title.	 You’re	 not	 going	 to	 solve

the	hunger	crisis.”

“Fair	enough,”	muttered	Eric.

“What	you	need	to	do	in	order	to	achieve	all

of	this	is…

“Oh,	 right,	 sorry!	 Sorry,	 my	 mistake,”

wittered	the	huge	crustacean.	“Do	not	be

afraid	 little	 boy,	 whilst	 my	 body	 is

gigantic	my	voice	is	calm	and	my	mind	is

filled	with	 pure	 thoughts.	ere	 is	 a	way

for	you	to	bring	him	back.”

Eric	 ignored	 the	 little	 boy	 reference.

“Back?	Bring	who	back?”

“e	Meat	Knight;	 I	 can	 sense	 the	 guilt

you	 feel.	 His	 death	 was	 necessary	 to

ensure	 your	 survival,	 and	 he	 can	 be

resurrected.
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…really	quite	 simple.	All	 you	have	 to	do	 is	give	up	on	 this	bizarre	quest	you	have	 to

swim	to	Norway.	If	you	continue,	you’ll	leave	behind	a	gap	that	can	only	be	filled	by	the

legions	of	crabs	which	have	unexpectedly	been	shipped	in	from	China	by	Dr.	Rombob

Combo™.	You,	you	alone	have	the	power	to	halt	the	invasion	and	frankly	ridiculous	re-

branding	exercise.	Also,	 it’s	cold	in	Norway	and	they	eat	raw	herring.	You	won’t	enjoy

it.”

Eric	thought	hard	about	what	this	giant	crustacean	was	suggesting.	It	didn’t	make	any

sense.

Why	would	a	giant	(possibly	existential)	crab	want	to	put	a	halt	to	the	rise	of	his	own

kind?	Even	more	ridiculous	was	the	suggestion	that	he	would	want	to	bring	back	the

Meat	Knight.

Eric	decided	it	was	all	very	silly	and	an	unwelcome	distraction	from	his	swimming.	In

any	case,	he	quite	liked	crabs,	and	they	had	done	a	good	job	of	cleaning	up	the	streets.	



37e	Magic	Star

“To	hell	with	you,”	snapped	Eric,	so	angrily	he	took	himself	by	surprise	in	the	process,	“I

don’t	 have	 time	 for	 any	 more	 of	 this	 nonsense.	e	 Meat	 Knight	 is	 dead	 and	 Dr.

Rombob	 Combo	 never	 did	 me	 any	 harm.	 Besides,	 I	 want	 to	 get	 to	 Norway	 by

Wednesday,	there’s	a	market	on.”	

e	giant	crab	appeared	to	take	this	very	badly	indeed.	He…
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On	arriving	in	Norway,	Eric	spent	a	few	minutes	admiring	a	big	sign	beside	the	ord

that	 made	 it	 very	 clear	 that	 there	 were	 absolutely	 no	 crabs	 in	 Norway	 at	 all.	at

sounded	like	the	sort	of	place	Eric	wanted	to	be.	

He	walked	into	the	nearest	 town,	a	pretty	place	on	the	shores	of	 the	ord	that

reminded	him	of	his	first	wife.	As	he	entered	the	main	square	he	saw	there	was	a

market,	and	felt	pleased	that	he	had	arrived	on	a	Wednesday.

Eric	 approached	 a	 stall	 that	 sold	 snacks	 and	 ordered	 himself	 a	 delicious

Norwegian	sausage.	After	three	or	four	days	of	lard-covered	swimming	in	the	icy

North	Sea,	a	lovely	sausage	with	plenty	of	ketchup	would	be	just	the	thing.

Chris

…uttered	 a	 foul	 curse	 in	 the	 language	 of	 the	 crabs,	 which	 fortunately	 Eric	 didn’t

understand,	and	then	dropped	the	old	man	back	in	the	sea	before	vanishing	completely.

Eric	was	very	glad	to	see	him	go,	and	after	checking	that	the	crab	really	was	nowhere	to

be	seen,	swam	all	the	way	to	Norway,	mindful	of	the	fact	that	so	far	over	half	the	story

had	been	confined	to	the	same	crab-infested	beach	and	it	was	high	time	it	moved	on	a

bit.
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“Tell	me,”	he	asked	the	stall	holder,	“what	town	is	this?”

“Schlüssthäven,”	 replied	 the	 man.	 Schlüssthäven!	 Where	 Eric	 had	 led	 his	 thousand

troops	into	battle!	So	many	memories!	Just	then…	

e	Magic	Star 39
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…Eric	 heard	 a	 tune,	 a	 mellow	 melody	 wafting	 through	 the	 beautiful	 landscapes	 of

Norway.

Ian
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He	was…	he	was…	a	stick	man?	Where	were	his	lustrous	three	dimensions?	At	least	he

still	had	the	remnants	of	his	sausage.

“CRIKEY…	

It	carried	down	from	the	tops	of	the	mountains	and	tickled	Eric	under	the	chin	with	a

cheeky	finger.	He	 almost	 dropped	his	 sausage;	 he	had	heard	 it	 before.	Back,	way	way

back,	before	the	victory	in	the	Wär	of	Schlüssthäven,	to	a	more	innocent	time.	A	time

that	didn’t	involve	crabs	or	lard.

Eric	paid	for	his	tasty	wares	and,	still	very	aware	he	wasn’t	wearing	any	proper	clothes,

edged	towards	the	base	of	the	mountain.	is	was	where	the	music	seemed	to	be	coming

from.	His	salt-encrusted	lips	felt	 the	cool	Norwegian	breeze,	his	hair,	beamed	in	from

the	1970s,	shuddered	at	the	thoughts	of	where	his	legs	were	carrying	him.

Within	the	blink	of	an	eye	he	was	stood	in	front	of	a	blinding	crack	where	white	light

poured	through.	Eric	covered	his	eyes	and	stepped	into	the	illuminations,	following	the

music	 as	 if	his	 life	depended	on	 it.	On	 the	other	 side,	 slowly,	he	opened	his	 eyes	 and

looked	down.	
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“OH,	DO	SHUT	UP!”	came	a	voice	from	somewhere	close	by.

A	 stunned	 Eric	 did	 as	 he	 was	 told	 and	 looked	 around	 for	 the	 source	 of	 the

consternation.	“Who	said	that?”	he	asked	into	the	milky	whiteness.

“I	did.”	Eric	looked	around	but	could	see	nobody.	

“Down	here!”

Eric	 looked	 down	 and	 were	 it	 not	 for	 the	 day	 he	 had	 had	 he	 would	 probably	 have

fainted.	“Oh	good,	it’s	a	talking	pickle!”

Kev

…WHY	DOES	ALL	THIS	WEIRD	STUFF	KEEP	HAPPENING	TO	ME?”

He	checked	himself	 from	head	 to	 toe	and	was	 relieved	 to	find	 that	all	 the	 important

bits	were	still	present	and	correct.	en	he	stopped	and	looked	around	at	the	situation

he	had	found	himself	in.

“I	 used	 to	 have	 a	 nice	 quiet	 life	 in	 Crabbourne,	 I	 mean

Eastbourne,”	 he	 thought	 out	 loud,	 not	 realising	 that	 he

wasn’t	 alone.	 “I	 had	 my	 nice	 routine,”	 he	 continued,

working	 up	 to	 a	 full	 on	 rant.	 “I	 used	 to	 meet	 Roy	 for	 a

coffee	 on	ursday	 afternoons,	 I	 liked	 sitting	 down	 with

my	roast	dinner	for	one	and	watching	Bargain	Hunt,	even

if	 it’s	 no	 longer	 hosted	 by	 that	 orange	 fellow,	 what’s	 his

name,	David	Dick…”
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“Two	talking	pickles	actually,”	said	a	second	pickle.

“Of	course,”	replied	Eric.	“Are	you	two	the	reason	I’ve	lost	a	couple	of	dimensions?”

e	first	pickle	thought	for	a	while	and	said,	“no,	or	at	least	I	don’t	think	we	are.”

e	second	one	continued,	“we	are	your	spirit	guides,	we	are	here	to	help	you	along.	You

must…
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…avenge	 the	 wrongs	 done	 to	 humankind	 by	 the	 evil	 Dr.	 Rombobulous

Combobulation!”

“e	wrongs?”	asked	Eric.	“He	didn’t	seem	all	that	nice	when	I	met	him,	but	what	has

he	done	that’s	so	bad?”

“ink	back,”	said	the	first	pickle.	“Back	before	you	went	swimming.	Do	you	remember

what	happened?	What	terrible	event	took	place?”

Eric	thought	carefully.	Suddenly	a	look	of	horror	crept	over	his	face.	“My	hat	polish!”	he

cried.	“My	blasted	hat	polish	fell	on	the	floor!	Was	Rombobulous	behind	that	jape?”

e	pickles	sighed	wearily.	“Yes,”	said	the	first,	“but—”

“By	Jove	I’ll	run	the	fellow	through!”	cried	Eric,	fire	in	his	eyes.

“No!”	 cried	 the	 second	 pickle,	 “your	 hat	 polish	was	 dislodged	 by	 an	 explosion	 across

town	that	caused	untold	death	and	destruction.	We	think	Rombob	was	behind	 it	but

we	don’t	know	why.	But	we	do	think	you’re	the	man	to	take	him	on.”

Eric	contemplated	his	position.	Since	Edna	had	passed	on	life	had	been	aimless.	Here

was	a	sense	of	purpose.	“I’ll	do	it!”	he	cried.

e	pickles	rejoiced.	ey	conferred	with	each	other	for	a	moment,	then	the	first	said,

“you	must	begin	by	covering	your	tracks.	Rombob	must	not	know	you	spoke	to	us.”

Eric	 considered	 this	 advice,	 and	 then,	picking	up	 the	pickles	 and	 adding	 them	 to	his

sausage,	ate	them	with	every	sign	of	delight.

Suddenly…

Chris
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Eric	 was	 thirsty	 so	 he	 drew	 himself	 a	 drink	 using	 the	 coal.	 He	 closed	 his	 eyes	 and

grabbed	 the	picture;	 like	magic	 it	became	real,	 so	he	placed	 the	bottle	 to	his	 lips	and

took	a	gulp.

“Hmm,”	he	said,	“tastes	like	coal	but	it’s	good	enough	for	me!”

Ian

…Eric	realised	he	was	alone.	With	the	pickles	gone	he	was	left	to	face	the	white,	empty

corridors	of	nothing	by	himself.	He	sat	down	on	the	nothing	floor	to	think	about	his

next	step.	How	does	one	stop	a	mad	murderous	man	with	a	marmot?

Eric	pondered	this	and	looked	to	his	feet	for	inspiration.	ere	betwixt	his	toes	was	a

crude	black	rock.	Sniffing	it,	Eric	immediately	knew	what	it	was.

“Coal!	By	chuff	it’s	coal!”	he	ejaculated	at	the	top	of	his	voice.

What	was	a	piece	of	coal	doing	here?	Perhaps	 the	pickle	had	dropped	 it,	he	 thought.

en	he	had	a	crazy	idea.
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As	he	finished	the	last	of	the	coalade	he	made	a	mental	list	in	his	mind	of	what	he	had

to	do:	one,	draw	some	equipment,	 two,	break	free	back	into	the	real	world,	 three,	find

Dr.	 Rombobulous	 Combobulation,	 four,	 exact	 a	 fitting	 and	 brutal	 revenge	 for	 the

pickles,	 the	 crabs,	 the	 Meat	 Knight	 and	 just	 about	 everyone	 else	 caught	 up	 in	 this

shambles,	and	five…
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…go	home,	pour	himself	a	nice	glass	of	whisky	and	do	what	old	retired	army	sergeants

are	meant	to	do,	and	that’s	be	old	and	retired.	And	complain.	ere	should	be	 lots	of

complaining.

Eric	quickly	set	 to	work	and	having	drawn	himself	some	dynamite,	a	pick	axe,	a	map

back	to	 the	real	world	and	for	 some	reason	a	 tiger	onesie,	he	was	soon	stepping	back

into	three	dimensions.

“Now	 what?”	 he	 thought	 to	 himself.	 “How	 do	 I	 find	 a	 man	 with	 his	 own	 marmot

piloted	helicopter?”

en	it	hit	him.	Not	a	brilliant	and	clever	plan,	but	a	large	rock.	Before	he	passed	out,

AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAA

AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAA

Kev
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Strangely,	the	thing	that	bothered	Eric	the	most	was	that	he	was	what	appeared	to	be

part	man,	part	tiger.

Eric	was	suffering	a	very	bad	case	of	amnesia,	you	see,	and	because	of	this…

Eric	was	sure	he	saw	a	mischievous	marmot	scuttling	off	into	the	undergrowth	on	the

ledge	above	him.

en…	nothing.

en	a	bit	more	nothing.

en,	after	yet	another	short	burst	of	nothing,	Eric	awoke.	It	was	not	 the	fact	 that	he

awoke	 in	a	 strange	metal	 room	strapped	to	a	hospital	bed	that	alarmed	Eric	 the	most

about	waking	up,	nor	was	it	the	fact	that	all	of	the	nurses	around	him	were	marmots.
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…assumed	he	was	in	some	sort	of	fairytale	zoo	hospital.	e	marmot	nurses	kept	him

heavily	 sedated	 for	 the	 first	 couple	 of	 weeks,	 but	 over	 time	 they	 decided	 he	 seemed

quite	docile	and	he	was	woken	up.	When	the	curtain	around	his	bed	was	drawn	back	he

was	surprised	to	see	an	attractive	young	woman	in	the	next	bed.

“Hello,”	 she	 said,	 “I’m	 Ursula	 Curses.”	 Eric	 had	 no	 idea	 who	 she	 was,	 but	 she	 had

already	briefly	appeared	in	the	story	21	pages	ago	and	would	have	to	come	back	if	that

bit	was	ever	to	make	sense.
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e	 mysterious	 figure	 on	 the	 ski	 slope	 had	 been	 Dr.	 Rombobulous	 Combobulation

himself,	 and	he	had	kidnapped	her,	hoping	 to	 secure	 a	 vast	 ransom	 from	her	wealthy

uncle.	She	told	Eric	all	this	and	then	asked,	“who	are	you?”

“I’m	a	tiger,”	said	Eric,	pointing	at	his	stripy	tail.	“Roar!”

Just	 then,	 a	 cheerful	 marmot	 arrived	 pushing	 the	 lunch	 trolley,	 and	 served	 trays	 of

steaming	hot	 food	 to	Eric	 and	Ursula.	Eric	 looked	down	 at	his	 juicy	 rump	 steak	 and

found	 his	 memories	 returning.	 It	 reminded	 him	 of	 someone	 –	 the	Meaty	 Knight™!

en	it	all	came	back	–	the	crabs,	the	pickles,	his	poor	hat	polish.

Waiting	until	the	marmots	had	gone,	Eric	turned	to	Ursula	and	introduced	himself.	“It

sounds	 like	we	both	have	 reason	 to	 stop	 this	Rombob	popinjay	 in	his	 tracks,”	he	 said.

“Together	we	can	break	out	of	here!”

Ursula	and	Eric	waited	until	nightfall.	Once	the	marmots	thought	they	were	asleep,	they

crept	to	the	door,	but	on	the	other	side	there	was…
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“A	woo	woo	woo,”	 said	Eric	 as	 they	 frantically	 dashed	 from	corridor	 to	 corridor.	He

finally	located	what	he	was	looking	for:	the	laundry	chute.

Ursula	 put	 her	 legs	 in	 and	 took	 a	 deep	 breath.	 “And	 you’ll	 be	 right	 behind	me?”	 she

asked.

Ian

…Peggy,	Eric’s	sister!	She	was	discussing	with	the	head	matron	marmot	what	was	to	be

on	the	lunch	menu	for	tomorrow.	Eric	knew	she	was	going	through	a	rough	patch,	but

then	wasn’t	she	always,	and	that	was	no	excuse	for	conspiring	with	the	enemy.

He	grabbed	Ursula’s	dainty	mitt	and	they	shuffled	off	in	the	opposite	direction.	Sparky

Creams,	the	night	janitor,	however,	bumped	into	them	and	sounded	the	alarm.
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“What	are	you	doing,	Eric?”	she	questioned.

“I	 should	be	asking	you	 the	 same	 thing!”	he	 spluttered	 in	disbelief.	“Working	 for	 that

chuntering	mad	man!”

“It’s	not	like	that,”	Peggy	replied,	“I’m	doing	this…

“Absolutely!”	lied	Eric.	He	pushed	her	downwards	to	safety	and	turned	to	face	the	ever-

growing	crowd	of	marmots	behind	him,	and	there,	bringing	up	the	rear,	was	his	sister.
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…to	pay	back	Dr.	Rombob	Combo	after	he	settled	the	bill	for	daddy’s	nose	job!”

Eric	was	shocked.	Peggy	never	told	him	about	all	of	this.

“Why	would	a	crazed	international	criminal	with	a	helicopter	and	an	army	of	marmots

be	interested	in	paying	medical	bills	for	senile	old	men	who	break	their	nose	trying	to

play	polo	at	 the	age	of	83?”	Eric	asked,	“and	why	are	you	helping	him	kidnap	people

and	hold	them	to	ransom?”

Peggy	 looked	 awkwardly	 at	her	 feet,	 then	 around	 the	 room,	hoping	 for	 a	nice	 timely

distraction.	When	none	came,	she	said,	“daddy	wasn’t	a	hat	polisher,	you	know.”

Kev
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Eric	was	crestfallen.	Many	things	had	shocked	him	in	his	long	life,	including,	it	has	to

be	 said,	 being	 kidnapped	 by	 an	 army	 of	marmots	 led	 by	 his	 sister,	 but	 strangely	 this

wasn’t	as	shocking	as	it	should	have	been.

“But	if	he	wasn’t	a	world-renowned	hat	polisher,	what	was	he?”	

is	was	news	to	Eric,	who	had	looked	up	to	his	 father	his	whole	 life	due	to	his	 long

career	in	the	dying	art	of	hat	polishing.

“But	he…”	Eric	spluttered.

“Faked	it	all!”	 interrupted	Peggy.	“All	 those	awards	he	had,	all	 the	 long	conferences	he

‘had’	to	attend	in	Bora	Bora,	it	was	all	lies.”	
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Peggy	sighed.	“He	was	a	Soviet	spy,”	she	said.

Eric	was	increasingly	shocked.	“Our	father?”	he	cried.	“Never!”

“It’s	true,”	said	Peggy.	e	crowd	of	marmots	all	nodded.

“What	 about	 you?”	 said	 Eric.	 “Keeping	 this	 from	me	 all	 these	 years!	 You’re	 in	 with

Rombob,	aren’t	you?	He’s	even	fixed	your	lazy	eye!”	Eric	folded	his	arms	in	disgust.

“My	lazy	eye?”	said	Peggy.

Eric’s	years	of	military	training	left	his	mind	as	sharp	as	a	pin	–	he	had	completed	the

Times	crossword	while	leading	the	charge	at	Schlüssthäven	–	and	now	he	realised	what

was	happening.	He	grabbed	one	of	Ursula’s	ski	poles	from	where	she’d	left	them	beside

the	laundry	chute	and	hurled	it	like	a	javelin	at	Peggy’s	wrinkly	face.

Peggy	 screamed	 as	 it	 smashed	 her	 head	 in	 two	 and	 clouds	 of	 grey	 smoke	 began	 to

escape.	Sparks	flew	from	her	armpits.	She	fell	backwards,	landing	with	a	heavy	metallic

clank	on	Sparky	Creams,	 the	night	 janitor	marmot,	 and	 then	 a	hatch	opened	on	her

side.	A	 ferret	 in	 one	 of	Dr.	 Rombobulous	Combobulation’s	 Robotic	Corps	 uniforms

scrambled	out,	looking	shaken,	as	the	Robopeggy	went	up	in	flames.

e	marmot	 army	 surged	 forward	 on	 the	 attack,	 but	 in	 all	 the	 commotion,	Eric	was

already	gone	–	leaping	down	the	laundry	chute	and	somehow	jamming	it	shut	behind

himself	with	the	remaining	ski	pole.

Eric	had	been	hoping	for	a	soft	landing	on	Ursula	at	the	bottom,	but	instead…
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…he	 collided	 with	 a	 giant	 beanbag	 filled	 with	 crabs	 that	 vaguely	 resembled	 Alfred

Hitchcock,	an	abandoned	project	by	Robo	Corps	because	it	also	looked	very	similar	to

both	Buddha	and	Shaun	Williamson	who	played	Barry	in	EastEnders.

Ursula	was	gone,	hopefully	to	the	outside	world	and	away	from	the	madness.	Eric,	still	a

little	crestfallen	from	the	multitude	of	revelations,	picked	himself	up	and	dusted	off	the

last	five	minutes.

Dr.	 Rombobulous	 couldn’t	 be	 too	 far	 away.	 His	 marmots	 littered	 this	 hospital	 and

villains	were	always	so	desperate	to	be	caught	so	they	can	reveal	their	diabolical	plans.

Even	 though	he	had	come	down,	he	 should	head	back	up	 to	 the	 topmost	part	of	 the

building.	Besides,	very	soon	an	army	would	be	hot	on	his	tiger	heels.

He	 grabbed	 a	 nearby	 mop	 for	 protection	 and	 bolted	 towards	 the	 exit.	 It	 headed	 to

another	darkened	room	but	on	the	wall	to	the	south	was	a	lift	of	sorts.	Eric	stumbled	in,

the	thrashing	of	marmot	teeth	close	by	and	unsettling	in	every	sense	of	the	word.

Inside	was	an	ageing	badger	dressed	in	a	smart	uniform.

“Top	floor,	please!”	he	said.	e	lift	operator	nodded	in	a	cheery	way	and	the	gate	closed,

and	up	the	carriage	moved	towards	the…	
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Was	Rombob	Combo™	really	descended	from	a	line	of	inappropriately	named	kings?

Kev

…seemingly	distant	top	floor.	

After	what	seemed	like	an	eternity,	filled	with	broken	polite	conversations	about	what

apparently	 went	 on	 in	 badger	 retirement	 homes,	 Eric’s	 lift	 pinged	 and	 the	 doors

separated.	It	wasn’t	quite	what	he	had	expected.

Instead	of	the	vast	office	with	an	evil	villain’s	desk	and	high	backed	spinny	office	chair,

Eric	 found	himself	confronted	by	a	 long	corridor.	e	sort	of	corridor	you’d	find	 in	a

creepy	old	house.

Eric	walked	along	it	clutching	his	mop.	He	noticed	all	along	the	walls	were	portraits	of

old	 looking	 blokes	who	 all	 looked	 very	 similar.	He	 reasoned	 it	must	 be	 some	 sort	 of

family	 line.	Going	back	 to	 the	 start,	he	 read	 the	names	on	 the	 small	black	and	white

engraved	plaques	under	each	painting.

“King	Rombobulous	Asshat”	

“King	Rombobulous	Arsehead”	

“King	Rombobulous	Arseface”	

“King	Rombobulous	Bottom	Face”	

“King	Rombobulous	Bumknees”	

“Lord	Rombobulous	Combo-Bumknees”	

“Sir	Rombobulous	Combob-Nation”

And	 then	 he	 stopped.	e	final	 frame	 had	 no	 painting	 in	 it	 yet,	 but	 the	 plaque	 had

already	been	made.	Eric	couldn’t	believe	his	eyes	as	he	read	it:
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Eric	knew	he’d	heard	of	King	Arseface	somewhere	before	but	he	couldn’t	put	his	finger

on	it.	Was	it	at	school?	e	army?

Against	his	better	judgement	he	pressed	on.	At	the	end	of	the	corridor…
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…Eric	 boldly	 pushed	 open	 the	 door	 and	 found	 himself	 in	 a	 vast	 office	 with	 an	 evil

villain’s	desk	and	high	backed	spinny	office	chair.	e	chair	did	some	spinning	and	there

before	him	was	Dr.	Rombobulous	Combobulation	himself.

To	one	side,	a	marmot	in	a	beret	was	painting	his	portrait.	To	the	other,	tied	to	one	of

those	big	spinning	wheels	that	circus	magicians	throw	knives	at,	was	Ursula	Curses.	Eric

was	appalled	–	as	Rombob	stood	he	realised	he	was	wearing	Eric’s	beloved	uniform,	last

seen	on	the	beach,	and	holding	his	bronze	scimitar.

“Yes!”	cried	the	doctor,	too	late	in	the	book	for	this	to	become	a	catchphrase	now,	“it	is	I!

I	have	been	expecting	you,	Eric	Bins.	I	intend	to	kill	you,	but	not	before	I	have	revealed

my	diabolical	plans.”

Eric	 slammed	his	mop	onto	 the	 tiled	floor.	“I’m	not	 afraid	of	 you,”	he	 said.	“I’ve	met

your	sort	before.	You’ve	dislodged	your	last	tin	of	hat	polish,	you	filthy	scoundrel!”	His

eyes	burned	fire	and	his	lumbago	ached.

Combobulation	 threw	his	head	back	 and	 laughed	 the	 laugh	of	 a	madman.	“You	don’t

understand,	Eric!	You’re	 the	key	 to	all	my	 life	 long	plans.	With	 this	bronze	 scimitar	 I

can	 finally	 smash	 the	Magic	 Star	 from	 the	 sky	 above	 the	 north	 pole	 and	 avenge	my

great-great-great-grandfather,	King	Arseface!

“I	bought	it	from	the	pawn	shop	years	ago	–	nobody	else	knew	its	magical	power	–	and

then	your	foolish	sister	 joined	my	staff	as	a	professional	Marmot	Wrangler.	When	she

saw	 it	 she	 knew	 it	 had	 been	 yours	 and	 she	 stole	 it	 and	 smuggled	 it	 back	 under	 your

kitchen	sink.	I	couldn’t	believe	my	luck	when	you	left	 it	right	outside	my	under-beach

crab	training	facility.	So	of	course	I	had	her	replaced	with	a	robot	and	lured	you	here	to

meet	your	fate.”

Eric	frowned.	“But	why?”	he	asked.	“You’ve	got	the	scimitar	now.”
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“Ha!”	cried	the	doctor.	“Because...	of	my	reasons!”

“Yes,”	said	Eric,	“which	are…?”

e	doctor	took	an	unexpected	and	uncharacteristic	pause	to	ponder	this.	“Ah	ha!”	he

remarked.	 “ere	 are	 many	 reasons.	 For	 one,	 you	 mostly	 walk	 around	 in	 a	 pair	 of

swimming	trunks	showing	off	your	manly	physique.	You’re	badly	drawn	from	the

face	upwards.	You	have	eight	letters	in	your	name,	and,	my	god,	I

hate	the	number	eight!	Do	you	want	to	know	the	real	reason,

though?	e	main	point	to	this	whole	torrid	affair?”

Eric	shrugged;	both	he	and	the	readers	were	losing	interest.

“Your	father	was	a	champion	skier,”	said	the	doctor.

“I	thought	he	was	a	Soviet	spy,”	said	Eric.

“I	thought	he	was	a	world-renowned

hat	polisher,”	remarked	the	marmot	in

a	beret,	still	slogging	away	at	the

painting.
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Just	 then,	 his	 customary	 small	 helicopter	 crashed	 through	 the	 wall	 of	 the	 office.	e

doctor	 jumped	 in,	 the	 pilot	 steering	 them	 slowly	 towards	 the	 north	 pole.	Eric	 looked

up…	

“He	was	all	of	these	things,”	

spat	Rombobulous,	“and	so	much

more.	In	1978	he	attempted	the	most

dangerous	downhill	ski	of	his	life	and	succeeded.

He	did	it	like	it	was	nothing.	As	he	piled	his	way

through	the	crowds	of	adoring	fans	I	was	there,	hands

outstretched,	ready	to	high	five	his	beautiful	mitts.	But	did

he	high	five	me?”	e	doctor	shook	his	head.	“Nothing,	and	so	his

punishment	must	now	become	yours.	I	will	smash	the	Magic	Star,

gain	my	two	wishes,	and	exact	my	revenge	upon	the	world!”
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…and	 saw	 a	 rope	 conveniently	 trailing	 from	 the	 bottom	 of	 the	 helicopter,	 and

wondered	if	he	should	grab	it,	shimmy	up	to	the	cockpit,	defeat	Dr.	Rombob	Combo

once	and	for	all	and	be	done	with	it.	With	just	seconds	to	spare	his	pointless	daydream

had	cost	him	his	chance,	his	attention	flicking	back	to	the	room	just	in	time	to	see	the

rope	disappear	through	the	hole	and	off	into	the	night	sky.

“Bugger	it!”	exclaimed	Eric.

He	caught	the	lift	down	to	the	ground	floor	and	had	the	badger	call	him	a	taxi.	As	he

waited,	 something	 Rombobulous	 had	 said	 was	 bugging	 him,	 but	 he	 couldn’t	 put	 his

finger	on	it.

e	taxi	arrived	and	and	took	Eric	to	the	airport	where	he	caught	the	next	flight	home

and	a	taxi	back	to	his	house.	For	the	whole	journey	it	had	been	bugging	him	and	as	he

was	walking	in	the	front	door	it	hit	him.	“e	Magic	Star!	I	wondered	what	he	was	on

about.	King	Arseface!”	
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e	 plane	 touched	 down	 on	 the	 frozen	 airstrip	 and	 Eric	 immediately	 regretted	 his

decision.	To	his	surprise	though,	waiting	for	him	at	the	bottom	of	the	staircase	was…	

Eric	fired	up	his	ageing	laptop	and	searched	for	the	legend	of	the	Magic	Star.	It	was	all

there:	the	wishes,	the	King,	the	bodybuilders.	Rombob	Combo	was	a	direct	descendant

of	King	Arseface.	It	all	made	sense.	Had	his	descendants	been	searching	for	revenge	this

whole	time?	150	years	 is	a	 long	time	to	hold	a	grudge!	Dr.	Combob	must	have	found

the	star.	Perhaps	it	wasn’t	just	a	myth.

Somewhat	 uncharacteristically,	Eric	 decided	 that	 it	was	 up	 to	 him	 to	 save	 the	Magic

Star	 from	 the	 grips	 of	 evil	 hands.	He	 rang	 the	 taxi	 firm,	 explained	 that	 he	 really	 did

want	to	go	back	to	the	airport	they	had	just	fetched	him	from,	and	hastily	packed	a	bag.

e	north	pole	is	no	place	to	be	going	with	just	a	tiger	onesie	and	a	mop.	
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…a	stylishly-dressed	middle	aged	woman.

“Hello	Eric,”	 she	 said,	“I’m	Denise	des	Chambres.”	She	had	been	mentioned	once	 in

passing	before	Eric	entered	the	story	so	he	was	surprised	to	see	her	here.

“Who	are	you?”	he	asked.

“I	work	for	Rombob,”	she	said.	“I	invented	the	Crab	Advertising	Army.”	She	told	him

everything.	e	evil	 schemes	 for	world	domination.	e	marmot	 abuse.	e	extortion

rackets.	How	she	played	along	until	her	own	daughter,	Lattice	des	Chambres,	was	killed

as	she	tried	to	explain	the	evil	genius’s	terrible	plans	for	e	Audible	Peas	to	the	man

she	secretly	loved,	a	private	detective	called	Kirby	Sluice.	e	explosion	shook	the	town.

	

“She	killed	my	daughter,	Mr.	Bins,”	said	Denise,	“and	my	spirit	guide	gherkins	told	me

you	would	avenge	her	death,	make	him	pay	for	planting	a	bomb	in	that	office.”

“He	didn’t	just	kill	your	sister,”	cried	Eric,	“that	explosion	knocked	my	hat	polish	off	the

table!”	Eric	stood,	quivering	with	rage.	“Where	is	he?”

Together	Denise	and	Eric	rode	a	jet	black	skidoo	across	the	frozen	wastes,	the	icy	wind

whipping	at	Eric’s	fluffy	cloud-like	grey	hair.	Eventually	they	arrived	at	a	bleak	snowy

plateau,	in	the	middle	of	which	a	crowd	of	marmots	and	other	animals	were	gathered

among	Rombob	Inc.	branded	aircraft.

In	the	night	sky,	almost	 low	enough	to	touch,	was	a	glittering	star,	the	most	beautiful

Eric	had	ever	seen.	e	smell	of	toast	hung	in	the	air.	It	was	the	Magic	Star.

Suddenly,	the	crowd	parted.

“Yes!”	cried	Dr.	Rombobulous	Combobulation,	for	it	was	he,	“it	is	I!”
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…a	stylishly-dressed	middle	aged	woman.

“Hello	Eric,”	 she	 said,	“I’m	Denise	des	Chambres.”	She	had	been	mentioned	once	 in

passing	before	Eric	entered	the	story	so	he	was	surprised	to	see	her	here.

“Who	are	you?”	he	asked.

“I	work	for	Rombob,”	she	said.	“I	invented	the	Crab	Advertising	Army.”	She	told	him

everything.	e	evil	 schemes	 for	world	domination.	e	marmot	 abuse.	e	extortion

rackets.	How	she	played	along	until	her	own	daughter,	Lattice	des	Chambres,	was	killed

as	she	tried	to	explain	the	evil	genius’s	terrible	plans	for	e	Audible	Peas	to	the	man

she	secretly	loved,	a	private	detective	called	Kirby	Sluice.	e	explosion	shook	the	town.

	

“She	killed	my	daughter,	Mr.	Bins,”	said	Denise,	“and	my	spirit	guide	gherkins	told	me

you	would	avenge	her	death,	make	him	pay	for	planting	a	bomb	in	that	office.”

“He	didn’t	just	kill	your	sister,”	cried	Eric,	“that	explosion	knocked	my	hat	polish	off	the

table!”	Eric	stood,	quivering	with	rage.	“Where	is	he?”

Together	Denise	and	Eric	rode	a	jet	black	skidoo	across	the	frozen	wastes,	the	icy	wind

whipping	at	Eric’s	fluffy	cloud-like	grey	hair.	Eventually	they	arrived	at	a	bleak	snowy

plateau,	in	the	middle	of	which	a	crowd	of	marmots	and	other	animals	were	gathered

among	Rombob	Inc.	branded	aircraft.

In	the	night	sky,	almost	 low	enough	to	touch,	was	a	glittering	star,	the	most	beautiful

Eric	had	ever	seen.	e	smell	of	toast	hung	in	the	air.	It	was	the	Magic	Star.

Suddenly,	the	crowd	parted.

“Yes!”	cried	Dr.	Rombobulous	Combobulation,	for	it	was	he,	“it	is	I!”
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Rombob™	strode	over	to	Eric,	bronze	scimitar	in	hand.

“And	I	 see	 this	 time	you	brought	 this	 treacherous	 advertising	executive	with	you!	No
matter.	In	just	a	few	moments’	time,	I	will	strike	the	Magic	Star	from	the	sky	with	this
bronze	 scimitar,	 avenging	my	ancestor,	 and	 then	 the	wrath	of	my	worldwide	criminal
empire	will	be	turned	on	you,	the	son	of	the	skier	who	spurned	me!

“Oh	yes.	I	will	set	out	for	you	the	ways	in	which	you	will	be	ridiculed,	humiliated	and

tortured.”	Dr.	Rombo	began	pacing	as	he	described	in	long,	tedious	detail	all	his	plans.

“Bugger	that,”	said	Eric,	and	pulling	his	bronze	service	revolver	from	his	jacket,	shot	Dr.

Rombobulous	Combobulation	dead.

A	silence	descended	on	the	north	pole.	After	a	few	stunned	moments,	marmots	began

piling	into	the	helicopters	and	fled.	Eric	and	Denise	were	all	alone.

“ank	you,”	said	Denise.

“at’s	OK,”	replied	Eric,	“he’s	been	annoying	me	for	ages.”

Meanwhile…	
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…somewhere	 in	Norway,	 in	a	vast	office	with	an	evil	 villain’s	desk	and	a	high-backed

spinny	office	chair,	tied	to	one	of	those	big	spinning	wheels	that	circus	magicians	throw

knives	 at,	 Ursula	 Curses	 sighed	 and	 wondered	 if	 anybody	 remembered	 she	 was	 still

there.

And	up	in	the	sky	above	the	north	pole,	the	Magic	Star	twinkled.	







P
o
u
rin
g
	B
ean
s	P
u
b
lish
in
g


e	M
ag
ic	S
tar

Somewhere	out	 there	 in	 the	big	city	a	private	detective	called	Kirby

Sluice	gets	a	tip-off	from	a	mysterious	caller	about	a	bomb	at	the	city

arena.	When	 the	wealthy	 and	 pungent	Lattice	 des	Chambres	walks

into	his	office,	events	take	a	turn	for	the	worse.

But	what	does	the	murky	world	of	Kirby	Sluice	have	to	do	with	Eric

Bins,	a	retired	pensioner	busy	buffing	his	top	hat	for	the	big	parade?

Who	is	Ursula	Curses	and	why	is	she	being	followed	down	a	ski	run

by	a	mysterious	stranger?	What	is	the	evil	international	supervillain

Dr.	 Rombobulous	 Combobulation	 planning?	 Why	 are	 there	 crabs

everywhere?	 And	 what	 does	 any	 of	 this	 have	 to	 do	 with	 the	Magic

Star,	twinkling	in	the	sky	above	the	north	pole?

ere's	only	one	way	to	find	out.	Join	Eric	as	he	makes	his	way	to	the

seaside	and	learn	the	fate	of	those	who	seek...	the	Magic	Star.


