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Chapter One 

The Earplug brothers, Miles, Chester, Rudi, Valentine, and Magnuss 

were bored stupid on their summer break… 

 

 …and had decided to visit The Museum of Future Technology… 

 

They were very excited because the museum featured technology 

that had been sent by very thoughtful beings from the future, to be 

stored safely in the past, lest the world should end unexpectedly, 



and the technology become lost for all time. But Rudi was very 

disappointed with Valentine, as they travelled along the municipal 

conveyor belt past the wood yard on the way to the museum. He 

was disgusted by the Cossack hats that Valentine insisted that they 

wear… 

 

“These must be the stupidest hats since the dawn of time.” He 

snarled: “Why do you always insist that we wear them in public?” 

To which Valentine replied: “They look intimidating, man: no one 

would dare mess with the Earplug Brothers while we’re wearing 

these.” 

By chance Rudi and Valentine were the first to arrive at the main 

entrance, where they wisely stowed their hats in their back pockets 

and had novelty photographs taken with the Robot Ticket 

Collector… 



 

The Robot Ticket Collector had been programmed to be ultra-polite: 

so it asked Valentine what he most hoped to find in the museum. 

Valentine had to think for a few moments before he answered: 

"Ideally I'd like to see my favourite three numbers whoosh across 

the sky, whilst being separated by a forward slash. And some stars 

too: that'd be nice." 

 

"Oh, that's lovely." The Robot Ticket Collector responded.  Turning 

to Rudi, he said, “And what about you, sir?" 

Rudi didn't have to think at all: he knew what he wanted most to 

find. "Well you know what I'd like to find is a..." 

Rudi didn't have to finish his sentence because the Robot Ticket 

Collector had also been programmed with psychic ability, and knew 



precisely what Rudi wanted: a weird sort of machine life-form like 

nothing he had ever seen before… 

 

"Well you're in luck then." He said, "Because we have two of them 

here. Not only do we have the one you messaged to me with your 

primitive earplug mind; but we also have a large one too. It looks 

like this..."  

 

"Holy cow, man." Rudi responded enthusiastically, "That's a big one. 

And it's only got one eye too!  Why does has it have a rounded lump 

on the side of its head? Has it been hit around the ear with a house 

brick?" 

But the others had arrived by now, so the Robot Ticket Collector 

ignored the question, and gleefully paid them attention instead. The 

others were very annoyed at this apparent slur, and duly gave the 

Robot Ticket Collector the famous Earplug Brothers’ 'evil eye'.  



 

Well Rudi and Valentine did, anyway. Then they discussed their 

preferences. Magnuss wanted to see a wobbly ellipsoid planet 

named Garth. He didn’t really expect to it to appear; but he’d heard 

that anything was possible in the Museum of Future Technology. 

And what he’d heard was correct…  

 

“Wow, that’s really pretty.” He said with a sigh. 

Miles wanted to see, a whole bunch of ‘squiggly whizzes and fizzles 

going real fast, man’. He described them thus – and that was exactly 

what he got… 



 

But it was left to Chester to think of the most exciting artefact 

imaginable: "Whoo - cool.” He said. “I wanna get shot with a big blue 

proton torpedo. A special winter holiday one, preferably. Blam – 

right in the mug!"  

Naturally his wish was granted… 

 

Everyone within earshot applauded loudly, and as a result of their 

imaginative suggestions, all five brothers were allowed to enter the 

vast edifice at a special discount price. 

Having entered the Museum of Future Technology, Rudi suggested 

to Valentine that, as the eldest brothers, they first try a ride on the 

Tunnel Temporale.  



 

Valentine was all for it, and before you could say, "That costs how 

much?" they'd dived in...  

 

Both earplugs found it quite invigorating. They'd chosen the 1970s 

for their temporal destination, so when they came out at the 

opposite end, they weren't particularly surprised to discover that 

they looked like this...   
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…which pleased them beyond measure, and they decided to keep 

their new look. 

Their waiting siblings, Magnuss, Miles, and Chester were openly 

surprised at their brother's new appearance. So surprised in fact 

that Miles came over all nauseous…  

 

"Wow," Chester exclaimed, once he’d recovered, "this future 

technology sure is impressive. I can't wait to see what other 

surprises await us!"  

And he didn't have long to wait, because, almost on cue, a space rift 

formed in the wall behind him...  



 

And when a figure stepped through it, Rudi thought he recognised 

him...  

 

"Hey, Chester," he whispered, "I'm well into all that Shakespeare 

stuff: I recognise this guy. It's that great actor who appeared in the 

1980 version of Flushed Gordon." 

"You mean...?" Chester began. 

"Yeah," Rudi lived up to his name by rudely interrupting, "that's 

Brian Blasted." 

But of course Rudi couldn't have been more wrong, because Brian 

was actually K’Plank the Space Wanderer, and very soon he’d used 

the advanced technology of the museum to convince a worried 

Chester to sample a mind reading machine…  
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Worse still was the fact that it allowed the mysterious being from 

space to convince Rudi and Valentine to sample the device too, and 

soon he had them both under his complete control...  

 

…and none of them could remember how and when he did it. They 

accompanied him everywhere in their Cossack hats, and made 

threatening grunts at anyone who ‘looked at him funny’. Naturally 

Miles raced to find a Robot Security Guard - or RoboSecGua for 

short - and begged for its assistance. Unfortunately it told him to 

get lost: it was too busy looking intimidating and feeling self-

important…  



 

Having been rebuffed by the RoboSecGua, Miles Earplug took 

umbrage instantaneously. He shouted: "You rotten lousy servo-

mechanism. What a piece of junk you are."  

Unfortunately the RoboSecGua wasn't programmed in ethnic 

pleasantries, and took umbrage of its own. Without hesitation the 

machine attempted a physical assault upon the distraught earplug, 

but wasn't entirely successful because Magnuss bravely threw 

himself into harm’s way…  

 

But, remarkably, this selfless act served to clog the RoboSecGua’s 

air intake valve, which starved its cybernetic brain of precious 

oxygen, which in turn seemed to open new mental vistas inside 

RoboSecGua’s artificial mind. Realising that he was behaving badly, 

it resolved, there and then, to henceforth help the earplugs at every 

opportunity. But rather than race off to save Rudi, Valentine, and 

Chester, the RoboSecGua introduced Magnuss to a futuristic gastric 

band that he thought Magnuss might be able to use when he was 

older and considerably fatter. Magnuss was very pleased, and told 



everyone that he was looking forward to showing it to the girls 

down at the local racing plugmutt track…  

 

Only then did the RoboSecGua set off to deal with the Earplug's 

potential nemesis. 

K’Plank the Space Wanderer, meanwhile, was thoroughly enjoying 

himself by linking his brain to Chester's in a mind-melding device, 

which had been given the childish moniker of Zapper...  

 

Chester wasn't enjoying it quite as much. In fact he was un-enjoying 

it so much that...  



 

...he didn't notice RoboSecGua arrive; chase off K’Plank the Space 

Wanderer; give K’Plank the Space Wanderer's helmet to the still 

dull-brained Valentine; and finally lasso Magnuss in a friendly 

manner using its strange enveloping tongue with which it normally 

arrested miscreants and other social flotsam. 

So all-in-all it had been quite a start to the day. On the way past the 

wood yard - heading for a cup of tea and a slice of lemon drizzle 

cake at their Auntie Doris's house - Rudi said to Valentine...  

 

…"Flip me sideways: that was good. I can't wait to return this 

afternoon. Who knows what'll happen!" 

And all Valentine could reply was “Cool, man.” 

Chapter Two 

After lunch with their Auntie Doris, the Earplugs returned to the 

Museum of Future Technology. Quickly enough they set about 

experiencing the exhibits. Magnuss, in particular, was thrilled to be 

allowed aboard a genuine space buggy.  



He cried out quite unashamedly, "If I could work the controls I'd 

whoosh off to the Moon right now - even without a space suit!"  

 

He was slightly less thrilled when K’Plank the Space Wanderer 

hopped upon the pillion and suggested that they steal the buggy and 

share the proceeds…  

 

Rudi suggested that instead Magnuss try the Hover Mat. His 

reasoning was that it had no pillion, and therefore K’Plank the 

Space Wanderer couldn't make potentially illegal remarks, or try to 

get anyone into trouble…  



 

So Magnuss did; but soon his infamous motion sickness reared its 

ugly head… 

 

Clambering off of the hover mat, Magnuss became aware of a trans-

dimensional wormhole forming in the air before him...  



 

He was so startled that he couldn't cry out to Rudi and Valentine 

who were... 

 

...looking through a pair of eye glasses that were so powerful that if 

you looked through them in Inverness, Scotland, you could see 

Sydney Harbour Bridge in Australia. And if you squinted really hard 

and concentrated, you could see up your next door neighbour’s 

trouser leg.  

But Magnuss didn't know this: An apparition was taking on form...  
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...and because the strange being scared the heck out of Magnuss 

with its huge pointy ears, he naturally fled in search of his new-

found friend, RoboSecGua. Sensing movement, the one-eyed pointy-

eared alien set off in hot pursuit...  

 

Fortunately for Magnuss, RoboSecGua was on duty at the top of an 

'up' ramp. 

"You will desist with this flagrant exhibitionism instantaneously," 

RoboSecGua informed the one-eyed pointy-eared alien, "or face 

severe sanctions upon your freedom and a vicious blow to your 

bulbous nose."  



 

"What?" the one-eyed pointy-eared alien responded in a surprised 

monotone. Then realisation struck like an iceberg. "Oh, I see; you 

think I’m chasing that unfortunate earplug. No, it’s just that I've 

been cooped up in hyper space for so long that I just needed a 

breath of fresh air – and my wife is waiting for me in the cafeteria 

with a special inhaler." Then, after a heart-beat, he added, "My, 

don't you have a big one: shall we indulge in a nose-sucking 

contest? I keep mine where most beings have a chin." 

Well RoboSecGua (since enlightenment) enjoyed nothing more than 

a good nose sucking contest. "Yeah." He bellowed electronically, 

"Right on. Let's get down!" 

Unfortunately RobosSecGua was a bit quick off the mark, and the 

poor one-eyed pointy-eared alien was almost sucked into oblivion…  

 

More fortunately, his wife arrived, and gave RoboSecGua a tongue 

lashing he wouldn't forget… 



 

Even more fortunately, at that precise moment, some whooshes and 

fizzles appeared overhead…  

 

…and distracted RoboSecGua long enough for Mrs One-Eyed Pointy-

Eared Alien to pull her husband free, from whence they escaped into 

the trans-dimensional wormhole - uttering the words: “And we 

thought  that the Museum of Future Technology was a welcoming 

place.  Rest assured we will never darken your doors again!” 

There was one particular exhibit that most intrigued all five of the 

Earplug Brothers. It was called The Giant Ear Plug, and they were 

willing to wait up to half an hour to get in… 



 

Which, due to its popularity, of course they had to... 

 

And when they finally got inside they were stunned by its 

neon fabulousness…  
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But a short while after entering, Chester thought he could smell 

something vile… 

 

Of course Chester couldn't know it, but K’Plank the Space Wanderer 

had hidden himself inside a Cloak of Invincibility, which didn't 

actually make the wearer invincible; but instead made them 

invisible. Unfortunately someone else held the patent on the Cloak 

of Invisibility, so K’Plank the Space Wanderer had been forced to 

change the name of his creation. He wasn’t pleased with the 

situation, but, he had to confess, the device worked wonderfully. 

Although the cloak was quite effective upon Earplugs, RoboSecGuas 

sensitive olfactory array - otherwise known as a ‘nose’ - easily 

discovered the malcontent, K’Plank the Space Wanderer...  

 

...and quickly defrocked him, and attempted an arrest…  



 

But K’Plank the Space Wanderer was as slippery as an eel, and 

made good his escape. 

"You've not seen the last of me!" He boasted. "Even if I can't control 

your minds, I can still post you black and white photographs of my 

backside. I have all your addresses in my little e-book, you know – 

so don’t be surprised by what you receive in the mail during the next 

few days!" 

But no one cared: they all thought that he was a loser, and they 

couldn't really hear what he was saying either, because the 

organisers had utilised some proton torpedoes to simulate neurons 

firing inside the average earplug brain, and they were really loud...  

 

...which, of course, thrilled the brothers immensely. 



Then, after that, they decided to ride a glass-bottomed elevator to 

the top of the Giant Earplug's head…  

 

But only Magnuss was sufficiently brave to travel to the very 

pinnacle. And what he saw there both shocked and awed him…  

 

Chapter Three 

It was for good reason that Magnuss Earplug looked both shocked 

and awed as he stood atop the huge Giant Earplug exhibit, because 

he arrived at the pinnacle just in time to see this... 

 



"Holy cow." Magnuss called out to his brothers on the floor below, 

"You gotta see this." 

Finding a degree of bravery that not one of them imagined they had, 

Rudi, Valentine, Chester, and Miles arrived just in time to watch a 

flying saucer land in the roller skate park below...  

 

"Those rotten swine!" Rudi bellowed when he saw the devastation 

below. "Their down-draught has blown all the parked roller skates 

into the nearby cess pool. How are their owners gonna get home 

now?" 

Of course Rudi had missed the point completely. They were 

watching the arrival of a flying saucer from who-knows-where, 

which could be the prelude to planetary invasion. And whilst they 

complained, this is what was happening at the front door...  

 

The pilot of the saucer was none other than RoboSecGua's distant 

cousin, EvilRoboSecGua.  



"You don't have a ticket." The Robot Ticket Collector informed the 

new arrival. "So either pay me now, or bog off." 

EvilRoboSecGua had a short fuse, and as a consequence of this he 

reacted badly to this poor customer service...  

 

"Argh." The Robot Ticket Collector mumbled from inside 

EvilRoboSecGua's olfactory array. “You knocked my hat off." 

But his attacker wasn't listening: he was already inside the Museum 

of Future Technology - hell-bent on stealing its secrets. 

The first exhibit that caught his visual acuity cells (more popularly 

known as ‘eyes’) was the futuristic urinal…  



 

"I think I might steal this so that any biological slaves that I abduct 

in the future will be able to take a pee without splashing the flying 

saucer's control panel." He ruminated. 

But he reckoned without an Earplug rushing down the glass elevator 

to see what was happening… 

 

"Oi, why aren't you coloured red?" A shocked Chester demanded of 

EvilRoboSecGua.  

Chester anticipated a cultured verbal response. What he hadn't 

expected was that EvilRoboSecGua would extrude his 

interior olfactory array into the open air, and begin making 

threatening ‘sucky’ sounds. Fortunately Miles was close by and 

helped him to run away screaming… 



 

Naturally the alarm was raised, and before EvilRoboSecGua could 

cover much ground, RoboSecGua was on the case. "Why are you 

here, distant cousin?" He asked. "And why are you exposing your 

mechanoid snoz like that? Furthermore, it is expressly forbidden to 

wear stolen Robot Ticket Collector's hats in the public arena. What 

do you have to say in your defence before I arrest you?" 

 

But instead of replying, EvilRoboSecGua remained mute with rage at 

RoboSecGua's impertinence. In response to this effrontery he did 

something most unexpected: he attacked RoboSecGua with his 

huge nose…  



 

But RoboSecGua was trained in the art of nasal judo. He was far too 

strong for the interloper, and quickly turned the tables...  

 

 ...and so began a pursuit that would, in the fullness of time, become 

legend. 

Meanwhile Magnuss had made it down from the Giant Earplug, 

where he also discovered the urinal. He tried to use it to scratch an 

annoying itch in the small of his back…  

 



Unfortunately he wasn't entirely au fait with its use. As he squirmed 

with delight, a passing Police Plug misinterpreted his action:  

 

"What the flip do you think you're doing, you worthless scum?" He 

bellowed. "You're under arrest for flagrant misuse of a public urinal. 

The desk sergeant and me are going to thoroughly enjoy kicking you 

all the way down to the police station and locking you up in a cell 

all by yourself, where we’ll take off your trousers and burn them in 

front of you -  just to show you how nasty we can get!" 

Magnuss may not have been the sharpest knife in the cutlery 

drawer, but he was bright enough to figure that the Police plug was 

a potentially violent psychopath, and did what any sensible Earplug 

would do: he ran like heck…  

 



“Buzz off.” He yelled over his shoulder. Then slightly less eloquently 

he added, “I aint done nothing!” 

But as fast as Magnuss could run, the Police plug could match him 

stride for stride. Linked by an invisible bungie strap they raced up 

the Up ramp and down the Down ramp. 

 

They raced across the aptly-named Bridge of Death...  

 

…and on to the wide, black Obsidian Plain, upon which the Police 

Plug continued to waste his breath by making threatening remarks 

at the top of his lungs...  



 

…which, coincidentally EvilRoboSecGua and RoboSecGua did too… 

 

…though they, of course, had no breath to waste: merely atomic 

energy…  

 

Then things became a little confused, which relieved one pursued 

earplug momentarily, because the noise made by the Police plug’s 

hobnailed boots had been driving him to distraction... 



 

"Heck!" Magnuss yelled, "Talk about ‘out of the frying pan and into 

the fire’!" This was especially true when EvilRoboSecGua’s superior 

speed allowed him to grasp Magnuss with its olfactory array… 

 

But only for a moment. Then realisation struck the cyber-

mechanism; and it was back to the chase.  

Soon the Obsidian Plain gave way to the Blackest Tar Pit, where 

Magnuss had a brain wave. He reasoned that the Police plug’s hat 



was exceedingly heavy. Maybe too heavy for the sticky tar to 

support...  

 

And he was right. Within seconds the nut-job copper had staggered 

to a halt and sunk from sight… 

 

So Magnuss was free to find his less panic-stricken way back to his 

brother’s side.  

Magnuss, like all Earplugs, wasn't the most brilliant of navigators, 

and soon he found himself lost. But just when he was about to fall 

into a pit of despair and self-reproach, he chanced upon the roller 

skate park in which he'd witnessed the arrival of the flying saucer 



earlier in the day. Although the saucer had been dragged into a 

futuristic hangar nearby, a space buggy had fallen out of it when the 

clumsy fork-lift truck driver had accidentally tipped it upside down. 

"Golly-gee," Magnus roared as he threw himself aboard, "I can fly 

my way back to my brother's side now!"  

 

Although unable to read the future-script upon the control pad 

before him, Magnuss managed to figure out the controls by using 

good luck and derring-do. So within seconds the atomic motor 

hummed into life; and ‘whoosh’ - Magnus was airborne… 

 

Meanwhile Rudi and Valentine had stopped off for a tinkle...  



 

Valentine was happy to stand beside a complete stranger whilst he 

tinkled; but Rudi was less impressed when he noticed that the 

person standing beside him was none other than K’Plank the Space 

Wanderer, who had annoyed their younger brother…  

 

"Do you mind?" He bellowed loudly. "Your company is not required!" 

But K’Plank the Space Wanderer didn’t react in quite the manner 

that Rudi had expected. He suggested a deal: Would you like to see 

a black and white photo of my bum?" He inquired unwisely. "I've got 

thousands of them in the bottom of my wardrobe." 

This was a poorly judged reaction to Rudi's demand, and soon he 

found himself fleeing for his life – in the only way his slightly 

corpulent body could: upon a hover mat…  
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Naturally Rudi and Valentine went in hot pursuit; but before long 

they began to doubt their ability to match K’Plank the Space 

Wanderer's talent for hover-matting, especially when he began 

making some casual stunt moves...  

 

But K’Plank the Space Wanderer made one clever move too many, 

and soon he tumbled from his ride. Unfortunately for him this took 

place above an exhibit that recreated the world in an arid future, 

and soon he landed heavily upon a sand dune. Naturally Rudi and 

Valentine (their rage yet to cool) joined him as he picked himself up 

inside none other than the legendary military outpost - Fort 

Balderdash...  



 

...which was manned by two stalwart former legionnaires - Jock and 

Hamish McScooter...  

 

...who, having grown bored beyond endurance from staring out at an 

endless vista of sand, were feeling decidedly sleepy, and so 

dispensed with their Cossack hats; and lay themselves down to 

slumber...  

 



This allowed K’Plank the Space Wanderer, Rudi, and Valentine, to 

emerge from hiding to seek an escape route…  

 

"I don't understand, Rudi." Valentine complained. "Why don't we ask 

the guards to let us out?" 

"Coz we don't wanna get bayoneted as spies." Rudi replied. "In any 

case, I've found a secret door."  

So without further ado they let themselves out of the re-creation of 

the legendary Fort Balderdash…  

 

 

Chapter Four 

Valentine had never bothered to look up the difference between a 

desert and a dessert in his dictionary, but after ten minutes of 

labouring through heavy sand, he began to wish he had; it might 

have made the difference between life and death - especially for 

K’Plank the Space Wanderer, whose hat was making him sweat 

intolerably. 



"I hate this sodding hat." He was heard to say as he collapsed. "But 

if I take it off everyone thinks that I'm that Shakespearean 

loudmouth, from that nineteen-eighty movie, Flushed Gordon - Brian 

Blasted - and that I simply couldn't bear."  

 

Rudi had little sympathy for K’Plank the Space Wanderer, who had, 

after all, made annoying remarks and wouldn’t leave them alone – 

even when asked to politely. But when they stumbled upon a 

crashed hover mat beside its unconscious pilot, they immediately 

recognised it as a golden opportunity; and duly stole it…  

 

Meanwhile Magnuss was suffering even worse discomfort. His 

motion sickness had returned, and he was forced to curtail his flight 

to freedom.  



 

But after rooting through the surprisingly cavernous trunk he 

discovered a jet pack, and was soon upon his way again...  

 

In fact he felt quite exhilarated by the sense of swoopiness that 

he enjoyed whilst swooping all over the place with gay abandon. But 

naturally all this hubris would undoubtedly lead to disaster...  

 



…and he crashed into a very rare form of tree that hadn't yet 

evolved in the world outside of the Museum of Future Technology. It 

was the Tree of Wisdom, and the tree taught him how to fly 

properly. 

"Whee!" Magnuss cried as he swooped like a trained professional 

swooper…  

 

But what the Tree of Wisdom didn't know was that it’s imparting of 

knowledge to a dim-bat Earplug might lead to repercussions. Huge 

repercussions. But that would all come later in the day.  

Rudi and Valentine, meanwhile, had been forced to do a deal with 

K’Plank the Space Wanderer and allow him his freedom in exchange 

for piloting an over-burdened hover mat out of the desert exhibit. So 

it was only the two eldest brothers who discovered the exhibit 

named The Cone of Invisibility…  

 



Both Rudi and Valentine found the idea of a Cone of Invisibility quite 

intriguing. Well Rudi did. Valentine merely agreed with his smarter 

brother by saying, "Yeah, whoo, cool, man."  

So they decided to give it a try. And, lo and behold, they both 

disappeared…  

 

But unbeknownst to either of them, K’Plank the Space Wanderer 

hadn't departed the vicinity at all, and instead he had sheathed his 

body on his Cloak of Invincibility that had made him invisible to the 

Earplugs. He'd seen them disappear, and using sound logic deduced 

that if he was to go inside the Cone of Invisibility whilst wearing his 

Cloak of Invincibility, he should (in theory) be able to see both 

Rudi's and Valentine without either of them knowing that he was 

there. He also reasoned that he could take their wallets and, 

perhaps, twang their underpants elastic too. So, with a silent 

chuckle of anticipation, he too slipped within the cone’s blue effect 

radius...  

 



But his theory was absolute garbage. It smelt. Instead of seeing the 

others, the power of his cloak was negated by the cone’s energy 

field, and so, unbeknownst to him, he became entirely visible. And 

when the Earplug siblings departed they could clearly see him 

hiding. After taking several photographs, Rudi let him know that he 

was visible…  

 

"Hey man - got you, you sneaky blighter!" He roared with joy and 

triumph. “And in colour too – you twonk!" 

Meanwhile EvilRoboSecGua and RoboSecGua passed through the 

Terraformed Mars exhibit at speed... 

 

And by the time they'd reached the carbon dioxide polar region, 

RoboSecGua was getting seriously miffed… 



 

RoboSecGua did a quick calculation. It worked out that if it 

continued to pursue EvilRoboSecGua in the same fashion that it had 

been doing from the outset of the chase, it would finally catch the 

criminal a year or two before the Sun went nova. Ergo: it would need 

a severe change of tactics. So it did what any RoboSecGua would 

do when faced with an inevitable delay of great length: it inhaled 

deeply and blew its SubRoboSecGua-come-hither whistle, and 

prayed that someone heard it… 

 

And it continued to blow as they raced through great dollops 

of dried guano in the Arena of Plop… 



 

Miles and Chester, meanwhile, had discovered an old abandoned 

bridge in one of the less popular areas of The Museum of Future 

Technology. Although terrified, they decided to investigate such a 

vastly ignored phenomena... 

 

As a result they soon found themselves in the Area of Dust, Dung, 

and Spider's Webs - from an era when technology had failed 

completely, and arachnids ruled the Earth. 

"This is utter garbage." Miles said to Chester, who was feeling less 

than well since the bridge had collapsed behind them. "How the 

heck are we supposed to get back now, you dozy twit?"  



 

Fortunately for them both, the purveyor of hover mats from the 

Concessions Area… 

 

 …happened by on one of his adventure trail walks. And Mister 

Stovepipe-Hat was most helpful. He said: "If you promise to buy a 

hover mat for you and each of your brothers, I'll save you from 

certain death by thirst and starvation - by carrying you away upon 

my giant flying pod-thing…  



 

Naturally Miles and Chester agreed - despite the exorbitant price 

quoted for the hover mats, which themselves were of doubtful 

quality. So they leapt aboard… 

 

…and in moments the flying pod thing cheerfully launched skyward -

past a strange sculpture - and they were soon headed back to the 

safety of the inhabited portion of the museum... 

 



...where Mister Stovepipe-Hat used the brothers in a promotional 

photo shoot for his hover mat emporium. And he didn't even buy 

them a drink either!  

 

Chapter Five 

Shortly after that Rudi and Valentine took a wrong turn, and 

discovered a huge futuristic hangar… 

 

"Holy heck." Rudi exploded. “Will ya look at that!” 

Valentine, too, was surprised when he realised the significance 

of his and Rudi's discovery. "Isn't that...?" He stumbled orally. 

"Sho'nuf is." His brother replied. 

"It's that flying saucer what we saw earlier!" Valentine finally 

managed. 



 

"Yeah." Rudi responded with a grin. "Let's make like a pair of total 

twits, and climb inside." 

So they did. Rudi even took a moment to look out of the 

unimaginatively designed window... 

 

Then they went on an exploration spree. But what they found filled 

them with dread...  

 



"Flipping heck." Rudi exclaimed. "These appear to be some sort of 

warrior version of EvilRoboSecGua." 

"Yeah." Valentine agreed. "And there's shed-loads more of 'em in 

the next compartment. Or 'room' as it's known in space ship 

terminology." 

 

But in yet another room they chanced upon a device that neither of 

them had ever seen before - or heard about - or had even imagined – 

not even in their wildest dreams. 

"Hey," Valentine said chirpily, "it's a universal teaching machine 

named Phil. It can teach us how to deal with these war machines!"   

So Rudi - being the brightest Earplug in the vicinity - placed the 

device upon his shapely cranium... 

 

After a few minutes Rudi replaced the helmet with a smaller, more 

portable, version, and approached the flying saucer's control 

panel… 



 

He scrutinized it for perhaps a nanosecond before saying: "I may not 

be the acknowledged world expert on war robots: but I sure know 

how to pilot a UFO. Ah, there's the 'Go' button." 

Seconds later this happened... 

 

"Yee-hah." Valentine cried out with glee as he hung on to his 

trousers, which were threatening to fall down under the force of 

acceleration. "Now we can fly out over the ocean and chuck our 

cargo of killer-robots into its deep foreboding waters - before 

coming back for a nice cup of coffee and some wafer biscuits!" 

So they did. But when they got back they discovered that things had 

moved on in the Museum of Future Technology, and that biscuits 

were definitely off the menu. Sadly, when Rudi had used the 

education device, he'd not bothered to remain in it long enough to 

learn that when one pressed the 'Go' button of a flying saucer, the 

operation automatically opened a trapdoor that emptied the 

contents of the latrine. Although all aboard the saucer had been 



mere machine intelligences, and the latrine had been entirely empty 

of nasty kaka, it had actually contained several warrior robots that 

wouldn't fit inside any of the other 'rooms'. As a result, five of them 

had tumbled out before the saucer launched, and immediately went 

upon a raiding party. Soon they'd rounded up several earplugs, and 

now held them as prisoners of war... 

 

Fortunately Rudi figured this out because his intelligence had been 

temporarily enhanced, and so went in search of the Null-Space 

Vacuum Energy Generator plant that powered the Museum of Future 

Technology… 

 

"Here it is, Valentine, my poor slow-witted sibling." He said 

knowledgeably, "This will solve the problem of the rogue warrior 

robots." 

Valentine didn't understand, so Rudi took him for a closer look. 



"I think it's best we wear our Cossack hats." Rudi told Valentine. 

"They could protect us from stray sparks, tidal waves of unfettered 

energy, and other stuff." 

 

Valentine was worried; but he didn’t care to think about unfettered 

tidal waves and the ilk. "What stray sparks and other stuff?" He 

inquired. 

"The sparks and stuff that will erupt from the machine when we 

short it out." Rudi explained. "The robots require broadcast power 

to operate: we knock out the power; we knock out the robots." 

Valentine didn't feel any better for the explanation. "How do we 

short it out?" He asked. 

"The only reliable way." Rudi answered. "We just add liquid. So 

come on, Val, get your hip flask out."  

Well despite his better judgement Valentine understood that the 

phrase ‘get your hip flask out’ was a euphemism for having a wee. 

But he did as his brother had instructed, and before long this 

happened… 

 



The crowd were ecstatic, despite the power outage. "Hoorah for 

Valentine's copious hip flask, and the metaphorical ginger beer he 

keeps inside it!" They cried. 

And a reporter from the local paper quickly snapped a few pictures 

for posterity. And all would have been well except the Desk 

Sergeant of the local police station had gone in search of his 

missing officer, and when he spotted Magnuss he made a bee-line 

for him - with menace in his heart… 

 

"Blast!" Magnuss screamed, and took off like a startled drake. 

Naturally the Desk Sergeant went in urgent pursuit... 

 

Magnuss chose to lead the Desk Sergeant across the Plain of Light. 

He had good reason for this: it was the shortest route to where the 

brothers had left their very expensive hover mats leaning against a 

bicycle rack. What he hadn't reckoned with, however, was the Desk 



Sergeant's skill aboard a hover mat: and soon the officer of the law 

was closing upon his quarry… 

 

"I'm gonna kick your backside into next week!" He threatened 

loudly. “And then I’m gonna stick it on your head!” 

This utterance was a spur for Magnuss. The high levels of panic-

juice that coursed through his brain gave him inspiration, and he 

delved into his underpants to extract K’Plank the Space Wanderer's 

Cloak of Invincibility, which Valentine had liberated from the villain 

earlier in the day...  

 



Confused and confounded the Desk Sergeant stepped from his hover 

mat and walked disconsolately back to the station - defeat written 

in bold print across his stupid face and crooked helmet.  

So once again everything appeared to be fine. But unfortunately the 

process of law and order broke down within the massive confines of 

the Museum of Future Technology. This was because the 

SubRoboSecGuas who kept such watchful eyes upon visiting 

earplugs and other silicon-based life-forms had heard the Head 

RoboSecGua's plaintive whistling, and had raced from their 

appointed patrol stations to assist their chief... 

 

...even though they had no idea that he was still chasing 

EvilRoboSecGua through some of the darkest recesses of the vast 

edifice... 

 

The Earplug Brothers meanwhile had returned to the Concessions 

Area where the stove pipe hatted hover mat vendor plied his wares. 

There they found several identical 'shop' pods, one of which was 



(what they thought was) a modern take on the classic French 

pissoire. 

Mister Pong stood welcomingly outside his Exotic Food restaurant… 

 

Unfortunately the Earplug Brothers had already misidentified his 

emporium - and desperate for a modern pee, entered without 

checking the address first… 

 

Unfortunately they continued to miss-identify the restaurant, and 

made a rather unpleasant mess of the flooring and flower 

arrangements. 

"These French urinals are very ornate." Miles observed. 

"Too fancy for me." Chester agreed. "That Marigold just dusted me 

with pollen." 



And they continued to remain unaware of their error - even when 

they eventually noticed the distinct lack of plumbing and the 

resulting stench. In fact it was so disgusting that Miles had to 

dash outside in search of fresh air… 

 

"These French guys have sure got a lot to learn about public 

hygiene." He grumbled. 

Only when Mister Pong exploded with rage and indignation did the 

figurative penny finally drop and they fled in fear of their lives… 

 



Of course Mister Pong went from being very smiley faced - to this... 

 

But that wasn't the end of it - oh no; because he put on his hat, and 

became...Pong the Persecutor…  

 

And he wanted recompense! 

Chapter Six 

Once they'd placed some distance between themselves and Mister 

Pong's Exotic Food Restaurant, the brothers gave their earlier 

misbehaviour not one more moment's thought, and duly went their 

separate ways inside the Museum of Future Technology. 

Magnuss discovered an advanced form of anti-motion sickness relief 

from the future, and quickly became airborne once more, where he 



could grin inanely at his brothers (and other visitors) as they milled 

about uncertainly below him…  

 

Then he swooped out through an open fire vent and lit the 

afterburners... 

 

After watching Magnuss disappear from view, Rudi had an idea: 

"Say, Valentine." He began. "Remember that hangar with the flying 

saucer inside?" 

It was a rhetorical question, and Valentine knew it: "Yeah," he 

replied unnecessarily, "what about it?" 

Rudi then told him that he'd spotted another hangar nearby, and 

suggested that they visit it. So they did... 



 

"Hmm," Valentine said, "blue. That's a boy's colour, isn't it, Rudi?" 

Rudi was about to reply, when suddenly the lighting altered subtly... 

 

"Hmm," Valentine said, "pink. That's a girl's colour, isn't it, Rudi?"  

Then, as if to confirm this hypothesis, two girls appeared beside 

them…  

 



They were standing inside hover bowls, and as one they said: 

"Hello, boys; let's adjourn to the outside air." 

So moments later all four earplugs stood outside the hangar…  

 

The boys weren't particularly well-versed in the ways of female-

plugdom - having no sisters, and all being graduates from a boys-

only school. They didn't believe in girlfriends either, especially after 

their mother had become a chimney sweep. Valentine had managed 

to glean some information concerning female earplugs though: "I 

think they've got shrill voices." He whispered discretely to Rudi. 

“And dainty toes too.” But any further discussion was interrupted 

when the prettier female ear plug said, "Hi, I'm Wah-Hey. I expect 

you're wondering why my sister and I are standing in these hover 

bowls." Actually Rudi wasn't: in fact he was wondering if Wah-

Hey's flared hips honked when people squeezed them…  

 



"It's because," the second sister said, "were lazy bleeders who like 

to fill our faces with pork pies and latte coffee all day long: watch 

TV: and do sod-all exercise. If you're wondering - my name is Yu-

Wah, and I'm officially obese."  

 

Both Rudi and Valentine were surprised at this revelation. "But 

you're not fat." Rudi stated bluntly. "In fact you're border-line 

skinny." 

"We have liposuction for breakfast." Wah-Hey explained. "It keeps 

us looking fit and physically charming." 

"Talking of which," Yu-Wah took up the conversation again, "how 

would you two like to come back to our place for an exhausting 

session of waffle nibbling?” 

Both Rudi and Valentine found themselves in a quandary that was 

deep and filled with molasses. "Well I'm not sure..." Valentine 

began. 

“Waffles are awfully fattening.” Rudi added. “I’m watching my figure, 

you know.” 

"Nonsense." Yu-Wah overrode him. "You don’t know what you’re 

talking about. In any case, I've seen CCTV footage of you shorting 

out the power plant. To put it bluntly – you’re cool dudes: we’d like 

to personally thank you!" 



Well with that sort of argument, the boys could do little than to 

agree wholeheartedly, and soon the girls were showing them a 

secret back way to their pad...  

 

It was so secret that not another living soul stirred as they travelled 

along the futuristic perambulatory belt. As they travelled along, 

Rudi and Valentine tried to shift the conversation from waffle 

nibbling to other, more esoteric, subjects: "What do you like to do 

girls - other than 'scoffing and stuff' of course?" Rudi inquired 

nervously…  

 

"Well I like nothing more than whooshing about on a jet bike." Wah-

Hey informed him, as she passed him a photograph that she kept 

hidden inside her hair unit… 



 

"That's sho'nuf one funky vehicle." Rudi bellowed with admiration 

when he saw it.  

"What about you, Yu-Wah?" Valentine asked the more miserable 

sister. 

"Me?" She seemed surprised that anyone gave a rat's ear what she 

did. "I head a local cell of a secret society."  

She also passed a photograph over... 

 

"That's a nice hat you're wearing." Valentine said carefully – lest he 

annoy the clearly deranged female. 

"It's flipping heavy, and I keep snagging it on the chandelier in the 

drawing room." She complained. Then she added, "Would you like 

me to snag your chandelier with it? And I could hoist you up and 

place you daintily upon the top of the wardrobe with it too." 

"Um, I'll have to think about that." Valentine said. "Are there any 

other pleasures in which you indulge?" 



"We like to lounge around in jungle exhibits." Wah-Hey told him…  

 

Wah-Hey giggled. "And Yu Wah likes to laze in a vast hammock 

while I'm doing the washing up." 

 

At this point the conversation was interrupted by their arrival at the 

end of the perambulatory belt. 

"Now you walk." Yu-Wah said with a hint of menace in her voice. 

"Up these stairs - to our pad." 

Not wanting to offend, and with trepidatious slowness, the boys did 

just that - to find themselves unexpectedly inside the recently 

hosed-down Exotic Restaurant…  



 

"Big bum pie!" Rudi said when he saw the girls snuggle up to Pong 

the Persecutor!  

 

"Odd choice for an exclamation of surprise." Pong the Persecutor 

growled. "Because that's exactly what I plan to make out of yours! 

Neither Rudi nor Valentine were keen to be included as contents of 

a pie, and they said as much. 

"You should have thought of that when you piddled in my charming 

trough of miniature hanging fuchsias, shouldn't you!" Pong the 

Persecutor snarled angrily. 

Rudi and Valentine were close brothers, though it wasn't always 

obvious, especially when Rudi deliberately used up all the toilet 

tissue at home - knowing full well that Valentine's often-recalcitrant 

bowel was playing him up again. Not many were aware, but they 

shared a telepathic link. Rudi didn't have to forewarn their captors 

with a precursory "Valentine - run!" They just ran anyway. But they 

hadn't reckoned on Yu-Wah's and Wah-Hey's lightning reactions and 

turbo charged hover bowls. They'd only made it as far as the door -



when they were intercepted by the two girls, who were skilled in 

the martial art of Hu-Flung-Dung. But Yu-Wah and Wah-Hey hadn't 

taken into account Magnuss's level of ineptitude at piloting, and 

were caught completely unawares when he serendipitously crashed 

into them with his jet pack… 

 

…and a greatly relieved Rudi and Valentine made their escape. 

Meanwhile the legendary Robo-chase continued... 

 

RoboSecGua had been reduced to shouting inane remarks and 

empty threats at EvilRoboSecGua: "Stop, you yicky-

bottomed monster!" It yelled through its forward speaker grill. "I'm 

gonna take your nose, and stick it in your ear!" 

Then, as they exited the cess pit, into which all the roller skates 

had been blown by the downdraft of EvilRoboSecGua's flying saucer, 

they entered the roller skate park, where EvilRoboSecGua  



attempted a daring high-speed turn around the abandoned space 

buggy... 

 

"Shove it in your own ear!" EvilRoboSecGua snapped back at 

RoboSecGua bitingly through his rear vent as the pursuer sailed on 

by. "And smell my super-heated gas too." 

Meanwhile... 

 

Rudi and Valentine had tried to hide in plain sight by joining a line of 

earplugs waiting to ride the glass elevator to the highest level in the 

Museum of Future Technology…  



 

But they'd been so traumatized by the thought of Pong the 

Persecutor and his bum pie that they didn't notice Chester and Miles 

ahead of them, so they didn't realise that their brothers had 

forgotten to get out at the correct floor, and had become so lost 

that they would eventually find themselves upon the roof, where the 

oxygen was so depleted by altitude that their brains couldn't think 

straight… 

 

"Where the heck are we?" Chester demanded from Miles. "And who 

are you?"  

"Don't know, and don't know - in that order." Miles answered. "What 

was the question?" 

The sound of the roof door slamming shut in the breeze returned a 

degree of sentience to at least one of the brothers…  



 

"I don't like the sound of that." Chester informed Miles. 

"I don't like sneezing without a handkerchief." Miles informed him 

back. 

Chester was a little confused by this response, so he tried to 

change the subject: "Let's try to see where we are." He suggested, 

as he led Miles to the roof light… 

 

"Ooh, pretty." Miles' addled mind opined. 

But what Miles had seen wasn't 'pretty' at all. 

"That's not pretty at all, you dopy twit." Chester retorted. "Those 

are clouds." 



 

It was Miles' turn to be confused. "Clouds? Are we lying upon our 

backs looking up?" He inquired. 

Chester then informed him that they were so far from the ground 

that the clouds were now below them, and that it explained their 

malfunctioning brains. 

Some of this got through to Miles. "But the door slammed shut." He 

wailed. "We're trapped here!" 

But as fortune favours the bold, it also favours the blistering idiot, 

because at that moment RoboSecGua raced past in his pursuit of 

EvilRoboSecGua.... 

 

Instantly recognising the earplug's overriding problem, RoboSecGua 

broadcast a distress call upon every frequency that he could think 

of, and a few that he made up on the spot. Then he was gone - the 

pursuit continuing unabated. 
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Chapter Seven 

So, while Chester and Miles slowly lost their marbles waiting for 

rescue, a still-dazed Magnuss had been seized by Pong the 

Persecutor. He fairly quaked when Pong the Persecutor told him 

what was going to happen next… 

 

But fortunately the power engineers hadn't yet managed to 

completely free the power plant of Valentine's powerful tiddle - and 

it shorted out again - plunging the Exotic Restaurant into darkness… 

 

"For heaven’s sake," Pong the Persecutor roared incoherently 

through lips clamped shut with rage, "am I to be denied justice once 

again?"  

But for some reason Magnuss chose not to flee. Perhaps it was 

altruism. More likely it was a desire to see an end to the hatred and 

enmity between the two families. But even if it had been nothing 



more than a moment of utter stupidity, Magnuss's action gave Pong 

the Persecutor pause for thought. 

"You brainless twit." He said. "Why are you still here?  

 

"I think I can make it all up to you." Magnuss replied whilst thinking 

quickly. "And I might be able to help your podgy daughters too." 

Pong the Persecutor was fascinated by this turn of events. "I am 

fascinated by this turn of events." He said to Magnuss. "Continue 

speaking." 

So Magnuss told Pong the Persecutor of a long-held theory of his 

concerning the reason why so many female earplugs became 

prematurely obese and consequently rode around upon hover bowls 

until they suffered cardiac arrest or something similarly terminal.  

"It's the hard floors." He explained. "It plays merry hell with their 

feet. What your restaurant needs is carpeting." 

As luck would have it, a stray length of foam-backed floor covering 

blew past on the breeze; and Magnuss hauled it into the Exotic 

Restaurant…  



 

“What do you think, Pong?” Magnuss inquired hopefully. 

Pong didn’t reply until everyone had tried it for size... 

 

"Oh, it's so soft on my tootsies!" Wah-Hey cried out in ecstasy. 

"It will be perfect for all-in wrestling amongst the more muscular 

patrons of the restaurant." Yu-Wah added slightly more 

conservatively. "Although they might have to contend with the 

occasional friction burn on their knees, elbows, and other 

extremities." 

"Yes." Pong the Persecutor agreed of course. “Drunken customers 

can fall from their space buggies without getting hurt too… 



 

 …No more litigation. Magnuss Earplug, you are a genius!” 

So when Magnuss finally made his way free of the Exotic Food 

Restaurant, he left a happy family behind him… 

 

And Pong the Persecutor promised that when all the rooms were 

completely carpeted, he would remove his helmet, and become just 

plain old Mister Pong again. 

Miles and Chester had grown too stupid to feel relief when a hover 

plank finally arrived to save them. And the pretty young female 

earplug pilot went entirely unnoticed by either of them as she 

kicked them into the flight position. 

 



Despite this handicap, they were soon aloft... 

 

...but only the pilot went, “Wheee!", as they streaked across the sky. 

Miles and Chester ‘woz jus too stoopid’ to enjoy the ride. 

When they returned to their brothers... 

 

...Rudi thought it would be a good idea to ditch the SubRoboSecGua 

that was following them, and visit the Tunnel Temporale again. 

Chester tried arguing, but as the eldest boy, Rudi's idea held sway. 

"Ooh, this time travel stuff really makes me sick." Miles said, as he 

and Chester entered the Tunnel Temporale… 

 



But when they came out of the opposite end he was forced to revise 

this statement: "Oh-no." He cried out, "I really have been sick with 

trepidation, and now I've contaminated this primordial ocean with 

modern lunch. Evolution could be turned upon its head!" 

 

So they quickly departed before anyone noticed. 

Their second attempt wasn't much more successful... 

 

"Oh-no." He cried again. But this time he added, "It's an eleventh 

century peat bog. I'm ecologically opposed to the extraction of peat 

from the environment. I deign not to soil this particular clump with 

my presence." 

So they left again. 

Their third attempt was accompanied by strange visual 

phenomena… 



 

"I think that means we're headed into the future." Chester informed 

Miles as they strolled along the Tunnel Temporale. 

And indeed this proved to be so. But unfortunately they arrived at 

the beautiful City of Glass about six months after a meteor strike 

had totally devastated it… 

 

“This is so sad. I'm getting fed up with this lark." Chester informed 

his brother. "I'll give it just one more go." 

But when they arrived at their destination in space/time, it was 

during an era when the oceans had dried up, and all that the sailors 

of that period in history could do was ride around in fake boats upon 

make-believe seas.  

http://hamsterbritain.files.wordpress.com/2014/08/green-special-effect.jpg


 

"That's it; I'm done." Chester snapped. 

"Yeah, and I'm seasick." Miles replied. 

But Rudi and Valentine were having a much more successful trip, 

because they too had travelled into the future… 

 

And interestingly they'd travelled to a time when the Museum of 

Future Technology contained stuff that was basically old hat, and 

not worth a cent. Apart from the dust, all they could find to 

fascinate them was a shiny cylinder that reflected their images with 

such precision that they were appalled at their appearance. 

"We look like a pair of total wallies!" Rudi wailed with despair. "And 

look at your droopy moustache. Oh how I regret our journey to the 

nineteen seventies!" 

But any meaningful response that Valentine might have made was 

cut short when the cylinder began to rise from the floor... 
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"Oh look, Rudi," Valentine cried out in alarm, "There are two myopic 

old fogeys inside!" 

And it was true, there were… 

 

But the true horror of the situation only struck them when one of the 

myopic old fogeys spoke to the other: "The Oracle was right, Rudi: 

our younger selves really have come through the Tunnel Temporale, 

just like we did all those years ago." 

"I'd forgotten just how stupid we looked." The old fogey Rudi replied 

to the old fogey Valentine's observation. "But putting that aside, 

this is the moment we've been waiting and planning for more than 

half a life-time." 

Of course neither of the young earplugs knew what the old fogey 

Rudi meant; but using his telepathic brotherly connection, Valentine 



deduced his intentions, and he fled like the frightened earplug he 

was - almost bumping into a young couple as he did so… 

 

"Gramps?" The bearded male earplug said with a questioning 

intonation. "You look so young, dude." 

Inside Valentine’s head the horror quotient climbed to stratospheric 

levels. "Argh." He shouted incoherently. "You're my unborn 

grandson!" 

Meanwhile Chester and Miles were unable to find their way back to 

their own era. Instead they found a petrified forest... 

 

...where they weren't surprised to see a re-enactment of the 

legendary robo-chase of their era... 



 

...but they were surprised to see the combatants pause to look 

through the super-powerful glasses that allowed people to see right 

up their own trouser legs... 

 

“Modern interpretation of history.” Chester whispered to his twin. 

 Being trapped in a swamp can be a horrible experience. So too can 

being stuck in the bath. But being trapped in a different era to which 

one belongs is apt to make one quite nauseous. But that's exactly 

what happened to Chester and Miles Earplug. Especially when they 

found themselves in an era when all planetary resources had been 

depleted and only wood remained. In order to generate energy to 

operate the Tunnel Temporale they felt obliged to go log-rolling…  

 



But worse was to follow - particularly when they visited a future 

Museum of Future Technology and were bored to the point of 

suicide by an over-enthusiastic RoboSecGua who extolled the 

virtues of a lovely female sentinel robot… 

 

 …and its male counterpart... 

 

Meanwhile, back in his own era, Magnuss had skipped the Tunnel 

Temporale and had stopped by a cylindrical changing room to try on 

the gastric band that RoboSecGua had given him when he'd first 

arrived at the Museum of Future Technology and was subsequently 

sucked into RoboSecGua's great nasal cavity...  

 



He was most impressed - not because of the precise fit, and that he 

could eat his fill and not feel bloated; but because of the many 

angles at which he could admire it without the need to turn his head 

or bend over backwards. Then the clearing of a female throat made 

him jump with embarrassed surprise... 

 

Worse still he realised: "If I can see this mysterious female with a 

huge nose, she can obviously see my over-sized gastric band!" 

He said as much, so the sensitive female with the huge nose led 

Magnuss from the changing room, and turned her back to allow him 

the modesty to remove RoboSecGua’s gift without an audience... 

 

And when she turned back to look at the young male earplug, 

Magnuss realised that the mystery female with a huge nose was, in 

fact, not a regular female at all: but an angel with a huge nose... 



 

And little did he know, at that precise moment, she saw him as the 

epitome of a saint…  

 

And in that moment love seemed to blossom, and they rushed off to 

the cafeteria... 



 

...which was in sharp contrast to fifteen minutes earlier when he'd 

stopped off at the futuristic urinal, and been accosted by a female 

police officer... 

 

...who'd watched the earlier police chases via CCTV. 

"I'm here to arrest you." She'd said cheerfully. 

 



But as she'd attempted to restrain him she discovered his over-sized 

gastric band. 

"Oooh..." She'd swooned so badly that her police helmet fell from 

her head…  

 

"Hey," Magnuss had shouted quick-wittedly, "without your 

regulation police helmet securely fastened to your head you have no 

powers of arrest. I'm a free earplug!" 

"You are indeed." The female police plug had replied. "Now run 

along, and go try that thing on: I have a strange feeling that it might 

lead to something wonderful happening." 

And, as he departed the cafeteria that specialised in really horrible 

coffee, he recalled that moment, and (despite fighting the urge to 

spit out the vile remnants of his beverage) asked the female with 

the big nose to marry him… 

 



Chapter Eight 

So whilst Magnuss stared down the barrel of prospective 

matrimonial bliss, Rudi and Valentine were making a discovery of 

simply massive magnitude. They'd met their elderly selves in the 

future. And what's more their bearded grandson/grand-nephew 

(Jasper) was a brilliant physicist who had invented a machine that 

would give both old fogeys their youth back… 

 

"So let's get this right," Rudi said because he needed a little 

clarification, "your machine takes our youth, and passes it to the 

older versions of us?" 

Jasper nodded. "And in return you get their age and the wisdom that 

comes with it." 

"But that's a rubbish deal." Rudi complained. "What do we need 

their age and wisdom for? We only have to live long enough, and it'll 

come to us naturally." 

"Yeah," Valentine agreed wholeheartedly with his brother. "You can 

stick that idea right up your nose!" 

"But you could fall under a bus." Jasper argued. "Or maybe your 

head could explode. There's just so many ways in which an earplug 

can avoid growing old." 

He then explained that in order to avoid the fate that befell their 

older selves - that being trapped in the future for the rest of their 

lives - they'd have to jolly well do what they were jolly well told, or 

they would be well and truly stuffed, but less politely. Well with 



such a powerful argument, both earplugs agreed in an instant. So a 

couple of minutes later the older Rudi and Valentine clambered 

awkwardly into the age-transference machine. 

 

"Yee-hah!" Old Valentine cried gleefully… 

 

Moments later Old Rudi and Valentine had become Young Rudi and 

Valentine; and vice versa of course… 

 



"I told you it was a rubbish deal." Rudi croaked through freshly 

ancient vocal chords. 

"Hey, fret not, Grand Uncle." Jasper said, with a huge smile upon his 

face. "You aint seen nothing yet." 

And indeed this proved to be so because they watched as the 

old/new Rudi and Valentine hopped into the Tunnel Temporale. 

 

"This machine now thinks we're you. We can go back in time to 

when we first started this, and stop ourselves." They shouted above 

the hum of the machine in unison. "Isn't that great?" Then they were 

gone - racing back through time as they ran up the tunnel towards 

the opposite end. 

Rudi had dabbled in science-fiction since middle school, and he 

thought he'd spotted a hole in their logic so gaping that would take 

the most enormous pair of buttocks in the world to fill it: "But you 

didn't stop us." He shouted at their retreating backs. "We still came 

here." 

But despite his hopeless outcry, Rudi's ageing brain had been 

racing. Moments later this happened... 

 



...as the newly ancient earplugs had staggered into the Tunnel 

Temporale. 

"Hey, dudes, what's happening?" Jasper inquired from outside. 

Rudi had neither the time nor patience to explain the situation: 

"Figure it out for yourself." He said. Then to Valentine he whispered: 

"Come on Val, we have a date with destiny. Then he had to say it 

again much more loudly because Valentine was too deaf to hear his 

whisper. 

Of course Jasper couldn't possibly comprehend what it was that 

Rudi had figured out with the wisdom of his elderly brain. And he 

would never have guessed that this would happen... 

 

"Duh?" A rejuvenated Valentine said as he and the equally youthful 

Rudi disembarked the Tunnel Temporale. 

"We confused the tunnel." Rudi explained. "It couldn't tell the 

difference between the real us, and the fake us, so it brought us all 

back in time." 

Valentine looked about himself. The Museum of Future Technology 

looked exactly as it should. "So where are the old versions of us?" 

Rudi shook his head. "Who knows?" He replied. "Who gives a 

monkeys either?" 

But several hours earlier this was seen happening on CCTV... 



 

"Valentine, where's your moustache gone, man?" A smooth-faced 

young Rudi said with confusion uppermost in his time-addled brain. 

"Hey," a previous version of Valentine cried as realisation struck, 

"we're right back where – or when - we started from!" 

"Sho'nuf are." Rudi replied as his skills at science-fiction-stuff 

asserted themselves. “It looks as though we never visited the 

nineteen seventies at all. Now I happen to like this alternative time-

line: so find me the fuse box: we're putting this thing out of 

commission - permanently!" 

So, with the sudden cessation of the Tunnel Temporale, normal 

space/time reverted to...er...normal again. Miles and Chester 

discovered that they weren't lost in time after all, and gleefully 

reunited with Rudi, Valentine, and Magnuss. 

In celebration the boys of the correct time-line decided to visit the 

Hall of Altered Images... 

 

...which was a place that did very strange things to an earplug... 

http://hamsterbritain.files.wordpress.com/2014/08/hall-of-mirrors-1.jpg


 

"Urg," Valentine groaned, "I feel like hell, man." 

"Yeah." Chester agreed. "These images of us are making me feel 

nauseous too." 

"Ugh," Magnuss grunted, "it's almost as though it wasn't our images 

that were being altered..." 

 

"...but our actual bodies!" Miles finished for him. 

 

"Holy heck!" Rudi exclaimed." I think my head just fell off. Quick, 

everyone: this isn't an image-altering hall; it's a body re-shaping 

facility that's masquerading as a hall of altered images. Run before 

http://hamsterbritain.files.wordpress.com/2014/08/hall-ofmirrors-3.jpg
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we coalesce so badly that poor Mama won't be able to tell us 

apart!" 

So they ran like startled idiots until they felt safe in another part of 

the Museum of Future Technology - where they witnessed the 

continuing robo chase as RoboSecGua pursued EvilRoboSecGua 

through the facsimile of a future world that lived in almost perpetual 

winter. 

 

"Cor!" Magnuss exclaimed. Then he added, "Why don't we take a 

short cut and watch this chase develop!" 

It was an inspired idea, and soon all five Earplug brothers found 

themselves a fabulous vantage point from which to watch the chase 

across the nul-space power generator as multiple SubRoboSecGuas 

closed in upon their quarry... 

 

Inevitably it was soon almost over as the SubRoboSecGuas 

deployed their secret weapon... 



 

"Gotcha, you slippery sod!" RoboSecGua cried in triumph. Then it 

instructed the SubRoboSecGuas to drag EvilRoboSecGua to jail! 

 

Whilst the Earplugs rejoiced as the forces of law and order once 

more held sway, other stuff was happening.  No one was aware of it 

at the time, but the sudden cessation of the Tunnel Temporale 

wasn't quite as sudden as people had assumed. It kind of ran down 

slowly. Slowly enough to allow certain aspects from the future to 

travel back in time to the present. One such group of these 'aspects' 

were the Sentinel Robots from the future Museum of Future 

Technology that was accidentally visited by Miles and Chester. 

Clearly the twins had intrigued someone or something. So while 

everyone's backs were turned to watch the capture of 

EvilRoboSecGua, the futuristic robots slipped discretely into the 

present... 



 

And for a while they went unnoticed because... 

 

...K’Plank the Space Wanderer had nabbed Magnuss when he 

popped out for a leak. Now he stood beside a strange formless 

yellow mass whilst a device lowered itself on to his head. 

"I don't like the look of this." He informed K’Plank. Then he asked: 

"What does it do?" 

"Hah!" K’Plank scoffed as he made for the door... 

 



..."with this device I intend to create a clone of you. Then I will send 

it in your place to destroy your stupid brothers - and you will get the 

blame, you dim-witted twit, you." 

Five minutes of humming and grinding later this happened... 

 

A sentient replica of Magnuss strolled out of K’Plank the Space 

Wanderer's cubby-hole. Unfortunately for him and his less-than 

cunning plan, K’Plank had miscalculated somewhat, and had 

created a female version of Magnuss (whom he regretfully named 

Magginess) who, far from being evil and murderous, was rather 

taken with the passing Shakespearean actor, Brian Blasted, and 

offered to take him on a tour of the lower levels where she stated 

that she hoped to knock his hat off and play his tuba. 

 

Meanwhile the leader of the Sentinel Robots... 



 

...was marshalling its forces... 

 

Not that anyone noticed, of course, because everyone decided to 

follow Brian and Magginess in the hope of witnessing the sight and 

sound of her playing his tuba, which many assumed was really a 

euphonium in disguise. But very quickly they became separated, 

when a maintenance earplug dropped a huge stack of steel sheeting 

in a side corridor, and as a consequence got horribly lost... 

 



Chester was forced to learn the art of abseiling - the hard way. And 

Miles discovered that he suffered from environmental anxiety 

attacks….  

 

He was really a country boy, and all this machinery intimidated him. 

Worse still the boys chanced upon a Pit of Despair, which made 

them very sullen and downcast… 

 

Chapter Nine 

Getting lost in a vast edifice such as the Museum of Future 

Technology can be quite soul-puckering at times. But that 

experience pales into insignificance compared to events occurring 

elsewhere. Sentinel Robots were making the lives of Brian Blasted 

and the clone, Magginess, miserable by picking on them 

mercilessly… 



 

“You couldn’t act your way out of a paper bag.” One of them said 

cruelly, which really riled Brian because, despite all his bluster, he 

was quite a good actor and had collected several awards during his 

long career. 

And upon a walkway Envious Sentinel Robot, and its sidekick Male 

Sentinel Robot, had stopped two old fogeys in their tracks, and 

openly mocked their infirmity – suggesting that they buy themselves 

some walking sticks or mobility scooters…  

 

Meanwhile, in the computer room, the staff were getting the same 

treatment from two more Sentinel Robots whose identities weren't 

readily identifiable…  



 

 But worse was to come, when Hector Bluehat decided to sell some 

very used and muddy motocross hover mats at exorbitant prices… 

 

 Naturally this caught the attention of RoboSecGua, who was back 

on regular duties following the imprisonment of EvilRoboSecGua… 

 



"What the heck do you think you're doing?" He roared at Hector 

Bluehat. "Tatty old rubbish like that should be left outside the front 

gate of the municipal dump. You're under arrest for being a total 

rotter!" 

But when he moved in to lasso Hector with his nose restraint, 

something terrible happened. A Sentinel Robot interceded upon 

Hector's behalf… 

 

"Sod off, squirt." It growled. 

RoboSecGua was up for a fight, but when another Sentinel Robot 

arrived, it did as it was bid, and sodded off as quickly as its servo 

mechanisms could carry it… 

 

But, a short while later, it chanced upon Male Sentinel Robot, which 

had just finished frightening a troop of Girl Guides… 



 

"That was very unpleasant." RoboSecGua said angrily. "I like 

earplugs – even Girl Guides. You will be punished severely for your 

crime against earplugdom!" 

With that it extruded its arresting lasso and made to attack the 

Male Sentinel Robot. But what he couldn't possibly know was that 

during the interval in eternity that stretched from the present era, to 

Male Sentinel Robot's era, technology had improved to the extent 

that officers of the law (Sentinel Robots) came equipped with 

Mesmeric Wave Emitters; and to be fair to the bully, he did warn 

RoboSecGua. 

 "Oh yeah?" RoboSecGua responded doubtfully when he heard the 

news. "What does your much vaunted Mesmeric Wave do then?   

"Pretty much anything we want our opponent to do." Male Sentinel 

Robot replied cryptically. "You'll be mesmerised, so you won't know 

what you've done until you've done it. And when you do you'll be just 

soooo embarrassed." 

And just to prove his point he energised his Mesmeric Wave 

Emitter… 



 

"Oh flip." RoboSecGua said after checking his rear view mirror. "I 

didn't think it possible: I don't even have a fire extinguisher in my 

backside. Or, dare I suggest it: might I have pooped myself? Good 

grief - how is this possible?" 

But Male Sentinel Robot wasn't through: he just had to rub his 

superiority in. He waited just long enough for some passers-by 

to...um...pass by; and then he emitted another Mesmeric Wave… 

 

"Argh," they cried in fear and self-loathing, "that Robotic 

Security Guard has engulfed us with robotic bum-juice. We demand 

our money back - with interest - and a family ticket that we can 

redeem at any time we want for as many times as we want!" 



It was a disaster for RoboSecGua, and he slunk off – clearly a 

beaten Security Guard. Or so the Male Sentinel Robot thought. But it 

would take time for RoboSecGua to formulate a plan of revenge. 

Meanwhile Brian Blasted had grown weary of protecting his tuba 

from the advances of an enthusiastic Magginess, and had dropped a 

waste paper bin over her head and placed her in a huge press… 

 

It occurred to Miles, as he searched high and low for his brothers, 

that the day inside the Museum of Future Technology seemed 

awfully long when compared with a regular sort of day. 

Unfortunately his long drawn out thought processes caused him to 

become even more lost, and soon he stumbled into some strata 

upon which the museum had been built. 

 

Inside he discovered huge, darkened conduits that seemed to 

stretch into infinity... 

http://hamsterbritain.files.wordpress.com/2014/09/into-the-cave.jpg


 

It was hard for his tired brain to make a choice; but eventually he 

selected one because the air inside it felt slightly warmer… 

 

The reason for this warmth soon became apparent as a light 

assailed his tired eyes. It was the warm natural light of fluorescent 

tubes! 

 

And Miles couldn't believe his ears when he heard far away voices. 

http://hamsterbritain.files.wordpress.com/2014/09/finding-a-tunnel.jpg
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"Where's that twit, Miles got to?" One voice asked. 

The second replied. "Couldn't give a monkey’s toenail clipping 

where he is." 

But such was Miles' exhaustion that the words themselves meant 

nothing: it was the owners of these voices that thrilled him to his 

core. "Rudi!" He cried. "Valentine!" And he rushed headlong from his 

cave... 

 

...where he wasn't surprised in the least to discover that he'd been 

utterly wrong about the voices... 

 

...because, far below, Magnuss and Chester stood atop the nul-

space power generator of the Museum of Future Technology. And 

Miles was lost no more! 



Meanwhile Brian Blasted was shouting very loudly in a frustrated 

tone. His waste paper bin of choice had been a poor selection 

because not only was it yellow; but it was armoured too; and poor 

little (and essentially brainless) Magginess remained unharmed 

inside it… 

 

"By the bowels of the Supreme Being.” The renowned thespian 

bellowed in his best Shakespearean voice. “I've had enough of that 

strange girl trying to blow my tuba: I'm out of here!" And he stomped 

off in a prissy fit - leaving the bewildered Magginess behind in the 

press. 

By the time that Miles had finally made his way to the top of the 

generator, Magnuss had disappeared, and had re-joined with his 

beloved Angel with a Huge Nose. 

 

"Oh Darling," he responded to Angel's question - 'Do you love me?’; 

"I'll show you how much I love you." 



With that he wrenched his over-sized gastric band from its 

special thong, and cast it aside. 

Meanwhile Rudi had a great idea... 

 

"Let’s get the heck out of this futuristic, but essentially dull, 

chlorophyll-based exhibit: I've just found a brochure for a great 

entertainment palace. It's right at the centre of the Museum of 

Future Technology, Val. Let's get the guys together and go see it.”  

So, a few minutes after rounding up their siblings... 

 

"It looks fascinating." Magnuss opined. "I wonder what wonderful 

adventures we'll experience in there!" 

If the Earplug Brothers had assumed that the entrance to Eyewash 

Station was at the entrance, they were to be bitterly 

disappointed.  This was because the entrance was only a façade to 

draw people in. The real entrance was here... 



 

...in the shape of an Earplug transfer conduit that took customers, 

one by one, into the real Palace of Fun. 

When each of the brothers arrived at the other end of the conduit 

they were forced to wait outside of the first show until enough of 

them had arrived to make opening the door worthwhile. 

"What do you want?" A big scary eye above the door demanded. 

 

Rudi spoke on behalf of all the brothers when he said: "Ditch the 

attitude, man. Just open the lousy door, you nosey bleeder." 

This was obviously the correct response because... 



 

Only Miles baulked for a moment: he didn't like the huge cracks in 

the thick walls that had developed over time, and feared the place 

might come crashing down upon their heads. But once inside he felt 

better because everything was so futuristic that he felt confident 

that nothing horrible could possibly happen. The corridor was so 

long that all five brothers began to wonder if Eyewash Station was 

actually bigger on the inside than on the outside… 

 

 And Miles felt this more acutely than any of them. He was still 

weary from his earlier excursion into the strata below the Museum 

of Future Technology... 



 

...and he began to lag behind. So he was too late to board the boat 

that sailed upon the Green River of Effervescence which was 

probably just as well because Magnuss's motion sickness was 

making him feel decidedly chucky-uppy… 

 

In fact he arrived just in time to see both Magnuss and Chester give 

up the will to live, and leap overboard.  

So he jumped in to save them, and in doing so discovered that the 

effervescence was very pleasing - particularly around his sensitive 

silicone bottom… 



 

But all good things must come to an end, and soon Rudi had them 

moving on. He and Valentine were quite keen to sample a ride upon 

a real flying saucer… 

 

…but when they discovered that it only went up and down, and was 

held in place by an electro-magnetic tether, they said, "Knickers to 

that plop: we wanna fly." and were duly told to get lost. So they 

decided that a visit to the concessions stand was in order. 

"Wow!" Magnuss bellowed when he saw Hector Bluehat's brother, 

Hector Yellowhat's mag-lift bike shop. "Are those really future 

developments of the Hardly-Worthit XL5?" 



 

"Sure are, Sonny." Hector replied. "You wanna rent one?" 

"No." Rudi said. "We all do. Do you have access to a track that we 

can race on?" 

Well of course Hector did, and he explained that for a few bucks 

more they could race on the almost limitless 'world' track. So a few 

seconds later they were off - though none of them were particularly 

skilled in the art of magnetic-lift motorcycle riding… 

 

Down the straightaway they roared - their magnetic resonance 

motors humming like a bunch of prevaricating professors... 

 



Hector smiled ruefully. Mag-lift motorcycling was notoriously 

dangerous. Anything could happen – especially with the unproven 

atomic motors. He didn't expect to ever see his bikes, or their 

riders, again. That's why he’d taken a hefty deposit from all of them, 

and was insured up to the hilt. 

Chapter Ten 

Like Hector Yellowhat, the boys felt no qualms about thrashing their 

mounts beyond their design parameters - even if they were yet to 

acquire the requisite skills to best utilise the unique form of 

transportation. They all experienced machine control difficulties 

over the wibbly-wobbly section that seriously shook their guts up 

something terrible… 

 

And as regards the whoop-de-doos, Chester, who was leading by a 

nose at the time, called out, "Hey guys, is it just me with my 

breakfast half way up my gullet?" 



 

He received four replies that told him that the whole team needed a 

moment to recover, so he pulled in at a flying saucer factory 

forecourt, where several half-built flying saucers awaited a coat of 

paint… 

 

"Hmm," Rudi mused, "obviously based upon the model Val and I 

stole." 

"I wonder if they do them in vermillion." Magnuss queried. 

But Chester hadn't emptied his wallet so that his brothers could 

discuss potential shades and hues: he'd come hover-biking. 



"My innards are nestling comfortably now." He said loudly. "I 

suggest we continue our race." 

So off they went again - straight past an intense inferno caused by 

earlier customers of Hector Yellowhat who were rioting... 

 

...then across open water that made Chester nervous because he'd 

always believed that magnetism, sharks, and H2O were mutually 

exclusive... 

 



Then along a high ridge above a huge city... 

 

Followed by a ride down the main street of the aforementioned city, 

which closely resembled Zurich during the latter half of the 

nineteen-seventies... 

 

“Hey, Chester, baby.” Rudi called out. “I feel right at home here. 

This whole seventies vibe is what they used to call ‘right on’!” 



Then it was into the mountains, where Rudi considered that he 

might retire one day - when he became old and incredibly stupid... 

 

Then it was into a darkened wood, where naturally they stopped off 

for a quick poop behind some bushes. But sadly the wood was far 

too dark and frightening, and soon they were on their way once 

more... 

 

...down a rutted country track, where they discovered that they 

were quickly mastering their gravity-repelling steeds... 



 

...before entering a quaint village where angry locals, who hated 

bikers, threw both insults and stones at them and told them to go 

poke their heads down the toilet... 

 

Then it was time to enjoy an off-road 'enduro' section where Rudi 

showed his adeptness for stunt riding by sitting on his mag-lift back-

to-front... 



 

...and upside down, whilst balancing upon his shapely cranium… 

 



 But with his new-found over-confidence came hubris. 

"Hey, guys." He shouted at his kindred, as they lagged behind. 

"Watch this!" 

With that he pulled the biggest sodding wheelie in the entire history 

of earplug-kind… 

 

It was so long that even the 'World' track wasn't big enough; and he 

ran clean off of it, into a patch of desert scrubland... 

 



"Bummer," he cried out in despair, "the mag-lift doesn't work in 

desert patches. Everyone keep back!" 

Unfortunately Chester, Miles, Valentine, and Magnuss all misheard 

him. They thought he'd said, "Every thumb - deep tack", which 

confused them so much that they too ran off the track and were all 

thrown over their electro-magnetic handlebars… 

 

The accident put paid to the mag-lift bike racing for the five 

brothers. So instead they decided to lick their metaphorical wounds, 

and do something else. In the case of Rudi and Valentine, they'd 

already arranged to meet the Pong sisters, Yu-Wah and Wah-Hey. By 

chance they found them half way up the Ladies Climbing Wall… 

 



"Hiya, boys." Wah-Hey called down, whilst Yu-Wah hung on for dear 

life and tried to ignore the fact that she suffered from vertigo. "Have 

you decided what you want to do - other than getting hopelessly 

lost, that is?" 

Rudi had, and before long all four young earplugs were astounded by 

the highly futuristic Sound Exaggerator...  

 

It was a fabulous machine that took any type of sound, and 

exaggerated it - almost beyond understanding.  

"Oh, that's so flipping amazing that my knicker elastic almost 

snapped." Yu-Wah confessed. "I thought that it would just make 

sounds louder; but this exaggeration is almost mind-blowing. Every 

sound it exaggerates is just so exciting!" 

The other three felt much the same way, but were unable to speak 

because they were still trying to form coherent thoughts. 

"Yeah." Valentine finally agreed. "What sound do you want 

exaggerated this time?" 

Well naturally, being very young, they all voted for the sound of a 

botty bugle, which Valentine gladly supplied. Also naturally, the 

sound exaggerator tried to comply with the earplugs' demand, and 



as a result it blew its sound reproduction grille clean across the 

room... 

 

...which amused Wah-Hey greatly; but annoyed Yu Wah because the 

result had been very rude indeed, and was accompanied by a fruity 

aroma. So Rudi suggested that they go skating... 

 

Initially the significance of the skating medium eluded the four 

earplugs; but between pirouettes Yu-Wah snatched glances at the 

brochure. 



"Did you know," she shouted as she whooshed around in a wide 

curve, "that pseudo-ice was created after global warming had 

melted all the ice in the world, and refrigeration units had been 

banned because of the climate-changing refrigerant gases they 

used?" 

Rudi hadn't, and quite frankly really couldn't give a damn. He was 

very impressed, however, by its warmth and the fact that it was 

impossible to fall upon it. He was less impressed with it when Yu-

Wah continued: "It has a weakness though. It's very brittle, and 

shatters if subjected to sudden loud noises at a certain resonance 

frequency." 

"What resonance frequency would that be?" Valentine asked as he 

completed a high-speed figure of eight around the delighted Wah-

Hey. But Yu Wah didn't get a chance to respond because Valentine 

broke wind very loudly, and knocked Wah Hey out of her hover bowl. 

Unfortunately his bottom was still connected to the sound 

exaggerator by a futuristic equivalent of Wi-Fi or perhaps Bluetooth. 

As a result the device exaggerated his trouser retort to such a 

degree that the pseudo-ice shattered in a most spectacular 

manner… 

 



But although this event was potentially disastrous, it paled into 

insignificance when compared to what was happening in the strata 

beneath the Museum of Future Technology. It seemed that Miles' 

passage through the caves and conduits hadn't gone unnoticed: so 

now a mysterious being was following his spore. It was as black as 

soot – or perhaps as grey as graphite; and as mysterious as 

mysterious gets. But its shape could only be described as Earplug-

like... 

 

But it's striking yellow eyes and lips strongly suggested that IT was 

a HER… 

 



No sooner had the mysterious sooty female descended the rock 

face to enter the Museum of Future Technology, when a second 

unnamed being appeared... 

 

...but if the first one looked a little 'odd'; this new arrival appeared 

to be a complete crooked-grinned nut job. And as it too descended 

towards the floor, its level of madness seemed to increase... 

 

Meanwhile RoboSecGua was chasing EvilRoboSecGua around the 

jail. Not because he'd been argumentative, obnoxious or because 

he'd exposed the interior of his olfactory array again; but because 

his help was required… 



 

"Whadda ya want, ya lousy coppers?" He yelled as three 

SubRoboSecGuas closed in upon him. "And why have you plonked 

this police-plug helmet upon my upper turret?" 

 

"You've been promoted." RoboSecGua explained. "You're gonna be 

one of my deputies. You can earn your freedom by helping us defeat 

the Sentinel Robots from the future. We need your experience, Evil. 

Be my right-hand servo-mechanism." 

Meanwhile, inside Eyewash Station, Yu-Wah and Valentine were 

checking out the Love Machine… 



 

"I don't like the way this machine grips me in places that should 

remain un-gripped." Yu-Wah stated adamantly. 

"It measures our compatibility, dearest." Valentine replied. "It 

compares our temperament and social positions. It psychologically 

profiles us. And then tells us if we're suited to a long life of wedded 

bliss - or not." 

Yu-Wah thought about this. Eventually she said, "Is that red light 

supposed to flash?" 

"Only if the Love Machine decides that we're incompatible." 

Valentine answered. “Note its dullness, baby.” 

Meanwhile Miles and Chester discovered what they thought was a 

cinema… 

 



“Hey.” Chester yelled with unnecessary loudness. “They might be 

showing a Barney Guttzengarters action movie: let’s call the guys.”  

So using their brotherly talent of telepathy, they called the others to 

join them, and very soon the five boys settled themselves down. But 

all of them were surprised when a huge voice said: "Miles Earplug, 

this is what you most wanted to see, is it not?" 

 

Miles was too dumbstruck to answer, so the picture changed, and 

the voice said: "This is for you, Chester Earplug." 

 

"Thank you very much." Chester replied; but then spoiled it by 

adding: "I've already seen one. Now I want to see an atom bomb 

explode." 

"Ungrateful little sod." The voice grumbled as the picture changed 

again… 



 

"Valentine Earplug." The tone softened once more. "Your favourite 

numbers and a bunch of stars - as requested." 

"Um," Valentine started haltingly, "strictly speaking those are only 

two numbers. Three and twenty-two. Sadly neither of them are my 

absolute favourites." 

"Picky for a puny little earplug, aren't you?" The voice snapped. "I 

take my pants off to you then!" 

With that the picture switched again... 

 

"Magnuss Earplug, is this, by chance, something that you might be 

vaguely interested in?" 



Magnuss was thrilled. "Yes it is." He gushed. "I've always wanted to 

see a strange ellipsoid green planet called Garth!" 

"Well tough luck," the voice cackled, "coz I think they're as boring 

as heck and as dull as ditch water!" 

Then Rudi's preferred choice of a huge machine intelligence 

appeared… 

 

"This is me." The voice boomed so loudly that one of Rudi's wisdom 

teeth fell out. "I have been sending you telepathic messages whilst 

you slept. I have summoned you here to help free me from my 

futuristic prison." 

Rudi didn't like the sound of this. "Guys," he whispered out of the 

side of his mouth. “I don't like the sound of this. Check out the 

nearest exit: when I say 'run' - run like heck!" 

"I need earplugs of imagination and courage..." the Machine 

Intelligence was continuing - unaware that no one was listening. 

"Run!" Rudi yelled. 

And suddenly the Machine Intelligence was aware. 



"What?" It squeaked. "Run? Who is running? Where? You can't leave: 

I need you!" 

And the picture changed one final time... 

 

As he dashed through the exit, Rudi looked back for a second. To 

his horror he recognised the apparition. "Holy heck!" He exclaimed. 

"It's only the Supreme Being! Oh cripes: run!" 

The End 

The saga continues with Museum of Terror 

© Paul Trevor Nolan 2016 


