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Chapter One 
So the saga moves on from Museum of Terror, and once more we visit the hallowed halls of The 

Museum of Future Technology… 

 

The Earplug Brother’s Auntie Doris had no idea that she was being followed, as her 

punishment continued and she was compelled to push her wheel-less wheelbarrow 

through the Museum of Future Technology. She was also unaware that K’Plank the 

Space Wanderer had noted her passing by. She finally became aware of the latter when 

he stepped in front of her wheel-less wheelbarrow - forcing her to do an emergency 

stop… 

 

"Hello, handsome; that's a nice space helmet you have there." She said with a smile. 

"Thank you." The surprised K’Plank replied. "Actually I was wondering what your 

intentions were for those android droppings hiding in your punishment wheelbarrow." 



"These?" Doris feigned ignorance of the amber shard's value. "Oh, I just thought 

they'd look nice on my mantelpiece. Why do you ask?" 

It was K’Plank's turn to be evasive: "Well it's not like they have the ability to power 

advanced technology, or anything like that. And it's not like they're worth a fortune 

either. It's just that I know a person who could put those to good use, and in doing so 

grant me my greatest wish." 

Doris was intrigued: "And what might that be?" She inquired. 

"I'd rather not say." K’Plank replied. "But if you'd care to join me in my over-night 

room that I've rented here, I could show you." 

Always game for a laugh, Doris said: "Okay." 

Meanwhile Vic, Bob, Mandy, and Candy were busy practicing for their visible spectrum 

three-dimensional farting exhibition... 

 

...and Vic produced a gaseous anomaly that wasn't just visible with height, breadth, and 

length; but it possessed the ability to remain intact for several seconds before 

evaporating into the atmosphere.  

Naturally Thelma and Doctor Snippentuck were struck speechless, especially when it 

took Thelma's heavy-handed touch and ferocious bellow to make it dissipate… 



 

And elsewhere, Los Tapones De España had discovered the inert remains of a sentinel 

robot… 

 

Tito thought he had a great idea: "Hey, why don't we tear off its head?" He suggested 



The others agreed, despite the fact that they were entirely wrong. So they did exactly 

what Tito had suggested, and Tito placed himself atop the robot’s body... 

 

But when they began perambulating along the Main Thoroughfare... 

 

...they caught the attention of the Security Suite, and a SubRoboSecGua was despatched 

to intercept them… 

 



"You lot again?" The SubRoboSecGua roared with pseudo-rage. "You're rubbish 

guests, you are - mucking about with future technology that you don't understand. Sod 

off and do something safe, sensible, and worthwhile - before I arrest you and have you 

charged with being dumb-ass ding-bats." 

Chagrined, the five young earplugs decided to play it safe by running away quickly, 

only pausing to pose for a photograph wearing some rather stylish headwear... 

 

Then they decided to behave a little cerebrally and chose to examine the nul-space 

power generator of the Museum of Future Technology… 

 

"Nice," Dani said, "but it would be much more interesting if we viewed it from the very 

place that Valentine Earplug spilt his ginger beer all over it."  

So they did that too. But as they did so, they were captured in the glare of a powerful 

searchlight… 



 

"Oh-no!" Enrique cried out in fear. “Who the flipping heck is responsible for that? 

Then, following a second or two searching for the light source, he added: "It's Colonel 

Molina of the Guardia Civil - and he's brought his rotten Munch-Munch machine with 

him!"… 

 

"Los Tapones De España," Colonel Molina of the Guardia Civil boomed, "you are 

under arrest for avoidance of fare paying - namely the transfer conduit from the sunny 

Costas to the Museum of Future Technology, which is not only illegal, but also an 

abomination in the sight of The Supreme Being!" 

He was about to add: "What do you have to say for yourselves?" - when the Munch-

Munch machine cleared its cyber-throat, and then said: "Sir - they appear to have 

gone." 



 

"Blast." Colonel Molina replied. "So what do I do now?" 

"The nul-space power generator is a very dangerous place, sir." The Munch-Munch 

machine answered its superior officer. "In all probability they will die in there. Might I 

suggest you enter that in your report, as a fact, and not as conjecture?" 

"Wonderful idea." Colonel Molina beamed. "Only instead I'll say that I was forced to 

shoot them all, and they fell into the machinery, where their bodies were atomized by 

the incalculable energies that reside within the dangerous device." 

"Fabulous." The Munch-Munch machine responded. "Now could we be on our way 

back to the Costas, sir: I feel several gear wheels beginning to rust up in this more 

northerly clime already." 

But, despite the Munch-Munch machine’s devilish plan, inside the power generator... 

 



"I can't help thinking that this is less than a great idea." Dani said to Enrique as they 

followed the others deep into the bowels of the machine. 

"Yes," Enrique replied, "this spinning drive shaft is making me feel quite nauseous. I'm 

just so glad that we're championship-level log-rollers: otherwise we'd be at the bottom 

of this deep chasm by now." 

But their misery was short-lived, and soon they found themselves upon firmer ground... 

 

"Oh look." Dexter said in a cheery smile. "We only have to negotiate a... 

 

...precipitous ledge. What fun…not!" 

But even when they reached the opposite side of the aforementioned precipitous ledge... 



 

...their troubles weren't over. No: this was because they... 

 

...were captured by the generator's security forces, and interrogated. In fact security 

probed their minds and sought out memories. In Tito it found that his memories were 

very recent... 

 



"Flipping heck," they said, "you have the memory of a goldfish." 

Then they tried Carlos... 

 

"That's not a memory." They snarled. "You made that up!" 

So Dexter was given a once-over... 

 

...who was missing home so, so very terribly. 

"Oh your poor earplugs." Security’s mysterious interrogator said in a quieter tone. 

"What a lousy existence you had. All that lying about on the beach whilst sunning 

yourselves: no wonder you're a bunch of dull-brained morons. Be on your way. Find 

succour in your inevitable escapades that are bound to follow." 

So, much to their surprise, Los Tapones De España found themselves ejected from the 

dangerous environment with not a scratch upon their delightfully tanned bodies. 



 

"If I wasn't a guy who likes girls," Enrique said out of the side of his mouth to Dani, 

"I'd give that mysterious interrogator a big kiss. He probably saved our lives." 

So without further ado they clambered upon two conveniently abandoned boats... 

 

...and floated across the coolant tank to freedom. 

Meanwhile Bob and Mandy were relieving the stress of constant farting practise by 

taking part in a mag-lift bike enduro race... 

 



...where Bob came to grief upon a difficult downhill section. Fortunately he fell straight 

upon his face, and in doing so preserved his precious bottom for the evening's work. 

Elsewhere K’Plank the Space Wanderer was using some of his mind-altering equipment 

on Doris. His potentially evil brain-reading hat was hard at work upon Auntie Doris's 

addled mind… 

 

"Oh, K’Plank." Auntie Doris cried out gleefully. "This is wonderful. Surprisingly your 

hat contains a temporal anomaly circuit. I can send images of myself into the past. And 

most of them aren’t in black and white either. Here’s one of my favourites…" 

 

She then added: "I wonder if anyone saw them in the past." 

K’Plank had elected to use his equipment in a public place. He didn't really know why 

he'd chosen to do so: his private quarters would have been much safer. "Oh, I don't 

know," he thought to himself, "perhaps it’s the inherent danger of it all - rather like 

having an illicit tinkle in the woods. There’s always the chance that someone might see; 

take a photograph; and post it on the Internet." 



Unfortunately for K’Plank, someone had seen him. It was RoboSecGua... 

 

"Oi, you bearded twit." It roared through its speaker grille. "What are you doing with 

that lovely old female earplug?" 

"Nothing." K’Plank replied defensively. 

"Oh yeah?" RoboSecGua said disbelievingly. "In that case you won't mind swapping 

hats." 

With no other recourse, and with a lump in his throat, K’Plank complied with 

RoboSecGua's almost unspoken demand... 

 

...and, much to his surprise, he found it rather pleasant. "I say," he said with a smile, "I 

think I look rather fetching in this. I wonder if they make them in teal and indigo." 



"Come," Doris interrupted him, "let's retire to your apartment: all this helmet wearing 

is making me hungry." 

Meanwhile, in a different and distant part of the Museum of Future Technology... 

 

Red-eye - the vengeful sentinel robot - approached the unsuspecting trio of miserable 

zombies, who had just finished a ghastly mug of coffee. Of course it was wearing its 

cone of invisibility, so they didn't see the vast mechanism coming until... 

 

...it deactivated it. Mary would have screamed, but (because she didn't breathe) her 

lungs were completely empty. So she huddled together with Raj and Kevin. 

"What are you?" Raj managed. 

Red-Eye looked down at the squirming zombies. It knew it should have felt pity for 

them; but instead it felt only disgust and contempt. It managed to moderate its tone so 

that they didn't explode in fear. "I am here to help you." It said. "You are three lost 

souls without a friend in the world. I can ease your suffering." 



"You can get us back inside the cemetery?" Kevin asked hopefully. 

"Ah -no." Red-Eye replied slowly and truthfully. "But I can do the next best thing." 

So before long... 

 

"Been there." Mary said. 

"Done that." Raj added. 

"Didn't bother buying the T-shirt." Kevin snorted dismissively. "Too boring." 

Red-Eye was flabbergasted. "But you can go anywhere. The cosmos is your oyster. It's 

the Ring of Destiny. What's wrong with you idiots?” 

"We're zombies." Mary explained. "Mutant bacteria keep us animated and reasonably 

sentient. Being sensible just isn't our forte." 

The device chose that moment to begin warming up... 

 



"Just think of somewhere you like, and then jump through the poxy ring!" Red-Eye 

snarled. 

"Can't jump." Mary snapped. Even to herself, her excuse sounded feeble. 

"In any case," Raj began, as he stood at his tallest to address the robot, "you may have 

pre-programmed this device. If we jump through it - we could end up at a destination of 

your choice." 

Red-Eye primed his auditory communications device in preparation for a verbal 

onslaught against the zombies, but quickly thought better of it. "Alright then." It said. 

"You can sod off: I’ve lost interest." 

This was an offer that none of the three zombies could refuse, and within moments they 

had put a huge distance between themselves and the Sentinel Robot. By now the Ring of 

Destiny was operating at one hundred percent efficiency... 

 

And as Red-Eye peered into it… 

 

…the robot said: "You have seen what you're up against. Pathetic, aren’t they? How 

long before you attack?" 



Chapter Two 

Although the Museum of Future Technology was in potential peril, life carried on in 

blissful ignorance for almost everyone. Though, for some members of the security 

forces, that was about to change. Three watchful SubRoboSecGuas were surprised 

when the 4DR began indicating a Lemon alert… 

 

Few customers of the museum realised that the Security Suite possessed 4th 

Dimension Radar - a means for scanning forward in time in search of future trouble. 

And if they had known it, they probably wouldn't have given a toss about it: they were 

there to enjoy themselves after all. But they might have revised their opinion (or lack 

thereof) had they witnessed the change to Cyan Alert... 

 



And it’s pretty much certain that a number of nervous 'phutt-phutt' sounds would have 

escaped their bottoms had they known that, before long, Cyan Alert had been replaced 

by Magenta Alert… 

 

Instantly the Security Suite activated a full and inclusive Future Scan... 

 

"On screen." RoboSecGua ordered loudly. 

And so it and its favourite two SubRoboSecGuas saw...something… 



 

"What the heck's that?" RoboSecGua exclaimed in a questioning tone. 

"Could be a vast cloud of temporal pong particles." Its lieutenant suggested. "I've 

heard that heat from the sun can make them visible." 

The second lieutenant didn't like this idea: "Only weightlifter pong particles can be 

rendered visible." It said. "There aren't that many weightlifters in the galaxy!" 

"Then what is it?" The first lieutenant snapped back. 

The scene that followed gave them some clues... 

 

"It's EvilRoboSecGua's flying saucer. Thank flip for that." The first lieutenant cried 

out with glee. "It’s okay: we can stand down from Magenta Alert." 

"If you had an exhaust pipe," RoboSecGua grumbled, "I'd shove your olfactory array 

up it. Of course that's not EvilRoboSecGua's flying saucer: that particular piece of 



advanced kit is down in the secret hangar - with its power supply removed for safe 

keeping." 

"No mi gusta!" The second lieutenant yelped. "Look! 

And what it had seen made shivers run down RoboSecGua's neural net extension 

nodes... 

 

"It's us!" RoboSecGua cried out needlessly. "And... 

 

...now the place is a wreck - and we're gone!" 

Meanwhile the start time for the Visible Spectrum Three-Dimensional Wind-Breaking 

Exhibition came upon Vic, Bob, Candy, and Mandy at a rush. Their opportunity for 

ascendency into superstardom was within their grasp. A small knot of early arrivals 

had...er...arrived… 



 

Amongst their number stood Wonky, Yu-Wah, Rudi, a cloaked Gobby, and Android - 

who was particularly looking forward to the show because he'd never farted in all his 

existence, and couldn't imagine how much fun it might be. Also there were... 

 

...Raj, Mary, and Kevin. Naturally they stood slightly apart from the crowd, and had 

doused themselves liberally with an anti-stench aerosol. 

Doctor Snippentuck addressed the disappointingly small audience... 



 

"Good evening, everyone." He said. 

"Good evening, Doctor Snippentuck." The crowd replied both politely and with a 

degree, or two, of reverence… 

 

"Are ya ready for some real dandy chuffing?" He yelled. 

"You can bet your last Plugento we are!" The crowd yelled back enthusiastically. 

"Okay then." He said with a smile. "Let's get it on!" 

The crowd cheered in anticipation as Doctor Snippentuck introduced his four 'stars'. 

 



And without further ado, Vic, Bob, Mandy, and Candy thrilled the small number of 

Museum of Future Technology's customers. They began with a simple synchronised 

sycamore seed display… 

 

Then they progressed to... 

 

...matched pairs. And individual pairs… 

 



The crowd particularly enjoyed the 'Robot Parts' display. And of course they were 

thrilled to screaming point when Vic produced an intricate fishing net… 

 

And Candy managed a sign with a rude word printed on it… 

 

But Snippentuck knew that what they badly needed was a grand finale, and right now, 

at this point in their career, they simply hadn't developed one. Fortunately for 

Snippentuck, his bacon was saved when a loud noise erupted from the entrance, and... 



 

...an angry mob poured into the Grand Hall - apparently demanding entry. Of course, 

had the Security Suite not been concerned with more important matters, they might 

have spotted something significant about the crowd upon their CCTV monitors… 

 

…Namely that the crowd was being manipulated. Orchestrated, if-you-will. Rent-a-Mob 

by another name, which proved, pretty convincingly to everyone (who bothered to think 

about it), that Doctor Snippentuck wasn't above a little show-earplugship, and was 

capable of talking total tonge. So the excellent show ended with apparent mayhem; and 

news stations lapped it up and broadcast it everywhere. So, grabbing the opportunity to 

cement themselves in the general public’s awareness, Vic and Bob excelled themselves 

by producing a shrubbery… 



 

Meanwhile Los Tapones De España had decided to avoid further trouble by splitting 

up. Tito visited Mister Stovepipe-Hat's Hover Mat Emporium, where he tried one on 

for size. It took an enormous amount of concentration in order to levitate… 

 

But before long... 

 



...he'd managed to master the basics. Soon, though, he'd progressed to whooshing all 

over the place – including outlying regions, where he found the abandoned space 

buggy… 

 

"Cripes, that looks like fun." He said to himself. "I wonder if the basic control 

mechanism matches the one on this hover mat." 

Fortunately it did, and soon... 

 

...Tito was launching into a leaden sky. But what he hadn't considered, for a moment, 

was the reason for the space buggy's abandonment. Before long he began to feel queasy, 

and he had to put down on some ice in the Frozen Earth exhibit – from a future era 

when the planet was…er…frozen... 



 

There he met one of the Spindly Earplugs that had accompanied the Air Freshener 

Caps to the Hat Wearing Contest earlier in the day.  

"My hover bowl doesn't work in these freezing conditions." Spindly Earplug said. "Any 

chance of a ride on your pillion?" 

Tito wasn't keen to fly again; but he was even less keen to freeze to death on the ice, so 

he granted the Spindly Earplug his wish. Unfortunately Tito's queasiness didn't abate, 

and soon he crashed the buggy in the Wide Blue Yonder... 

 



With a sigh the Spindly Earplug suggested that they walk together across the Wide Blue 

Yonder; then across the Woven Expanse; and finally back to the main arena of the 

Museum of Future Technology… 

 

"And who knows," he added, "we might even learn something from each other. I can 

teach you learning and intelligence: and you can show me how to be such a complete 

moron!" 

So whilst one Mister Stovepipe-Hat customer was getting acquainted with the notion of 

self-perambulation, two others had walked in through the door. Without his brother 

Rudi, to buddy-up with, Valentine had found the Shakespearean actor, Brian Blasted 

instead, with whom he wanted to try hover-plating… 

 



"Ye gods," Brian bellowed as he settled himself into a hover plate, "these hover plates 

are a snug fit!" 

And moments later he was glad that they were because both plates shot heavenward far 

more vigorously than either of them had expected. 

 

"Hey, Valentine," Brian called above the whine of the anti-gravity field, "this is more 

fun than the flying scenes from the nineteen-eighty movie that I was in, entitled 'Flushed 

Gordon'. 

"Yeah?" Valentine said slightly morosely, because he wasn't entirely certain that he 

enjoyed flying. "I prefer the earlier aquatic version from the seventies - Fish Gordon." 

"I wasn't in that one." Brian replied. "No one could pay me enough money to dress like 

a mermaid." 

Neither earplug had noticed, but as they'd been talking, they'd also been drifting - right 

out of the window, and over the coach park outside of the Museum of Future 

Technology, where customers were arriving in glass-roofed coaches… 

 



"Hello." Brian called out to the occupants as one particular coach entered the 

underground embarkation point. "Come on in; it’s fun!" 

Then built-in homing devices carried the hover plates back through the window, and 

dropped them slowly to the perfectly smooth surface of Glazed Park… 

 

"Isn't this..." Valentine began. 

"Yes." Brian interrupted him. "It's the very spot where Vic and Bob first met their 

weightlifting chums, Mandy and Candy. But what the heck is that?" He added, as his 

eyes boggled at a new view… 

 



"It looks like a simple two-earplug flying saucer." Valentine replied. "It’s probably the 

result of the reverse-engineering of EvilRoboSecGua's model. No doubt there’s some 

basic tin-bending done; and a whole bunch of polystyrene packing to save weight." 

"Well slap my thighs." Brian yelled cheerily. "That looks like even more fun. Mind if I 

have a go?" 

Valentine didn't care one way or the other - just as long as he wasn't expected to fly 

with his new friend. "I think I'll stay on the ground, man." He said. "It's so much safer 

down here." 

So very shortly after members of Los Tapones arrived... 

 

...Brian lifted off. Of course, from his vantage point, he couldn't see Carlos, Enrique, 

and Dani. As far as he was concerned - if he couldn’t see something – he couldn’t hurt 

it. Perhaps it was this thought that led to a tragic miscalculation in the manipulation of 

his 'throttle' foot. Simply put he didn't get on the gas quickly enough, and... 

 



...the machine stalled. A split second later Brian began a steep descent back to Glazed 

Park, where the saucer... 

 

...tilted over at an alarming angle, before... 

 

...rolling over Valentine and the three Tapones like a giant clothes mangle. 

Chapter Three 

Fortunately for Valentine, Carlos, Enrique, and Dani, Valentine's assertion that the 

flying saucer was made predominantly of light-weight polystyrene proved accurate; and 



soon they were able to help each other free from beneath the machine that had landed 

upon them… 

 

As Brian Blasted assessed the damage, the others conversed: "Hey," Valentine said to 

Los Tapones, "I aint seen you guys around. You new here?" 

Dani told Valentine all about Los Tapones De España, and Valentine did likewise 

concerning the Earplug Brothers. 

Dani was in awe of Valentine. "Oh, wow." He said as Valentine finished. "We watched 

the video footage of you knocking out the power plant." 

"You sure have a huge hip flask." Enrique stated baldly. 

"And you can shoot real straight with it too." Carlos added. 

"We visited the very spot earlier." Dani informed him. "But we got chased off by 

Colonel Molina of the Guardia Civil." 

Valentine enjoyed a bit of hero-worship. "Hey, maybe you guys can hang out with us 

guys." He suggested. 

Then he sent a telepathic message to all his brothers - informing them, and in doing so 

broke Rudi's concentration - so much so that he forgot completely to track his Auntie 

Doris and the amber shards. 

Meanwhile, in the Security Suite, things were hotting up. Even EvilRoboSecGua had 

joined them. This is what it did... 



 

...when it was informed about the imminent attack. And when it saw this on the 

monitor... 

 

...it rolled from the room screaming. 

Meanwhile the Earplug Brothers had teamed up with Los Tapones. They were in the 

middle of a conversation about how the pink boys could keep the tanned boys out of 

trouble, when Dexter noticed a strange bulge in the pristine white floor… 



 

"It's moving." Dani said as he snatched a peek around the wide form of Valentine. 

The bulge quickly grew until it became uncannily earplug-shaped… 

 

"Whoo," Magnuss said from the rear, "that's uncannily earplug-shaped." 

"I think some serious stuff is happening, man." Rudi opined. 

Then to both their consternation and delight a face began to form upon the uncannily 

earplug-shaped thing. 



 

And what a face it was too! For all ten boys it was undoubtedly the most beautiful face 

they'd ever seen. 

"Cor!" Miles exclaimed. 

"Phwoar!" Chester added. 

"She's a pretty girl, aint she!" Carlos noticed. 

"She's pretty." Valentine seemed to agree. "But is she a girl? I mean - she's made of 

floor material after all!" 

"Very good, Valentine." The apparition spoke gently in a delightful contralto. "It is 

good that you keep your wits about you. You are going to need them in the hours 

ahead." 

When the boys had recovered from the surprise, and had picked themselves up from the 

floor, 'She' then explained that ‘she’ was the Avatar of the museum's self-defence 

system. She was tasked with recruiting talented earplugs for the defence of the facility. 

She also told them that they weren't the only earplugs visited that day, and that they 

wouldn't be the last. She gave an example... 

 



"Grave-digger, I bring you a warning." 

The Grave-digger had just awoken from a paid nap, and perhaps wasn't at his best 

when he yawned mightily at the Avatar. 

"This place will be destroyed very soon." She warned the miserable cur. "If you remain 

here you will find yourself in need of a grave of your own." 

This brought the Grave-digger to full awareness... 

 

"Knickers." He replied. Then he added for good measure: "You're not fooling me, you 

pale weirdo. You just want me outta here so's those zombies can sneak back in. Well 

you tell 'em I aint moving. You tell 'em - if they want to get back in here, they gotta 

blow themselves up with an atom bomb first!" 

 

He then chased the Avatar clean out of the cemetery with his spade. 



 

"So what do want from us?" Dexter inquired. 

"Sadly you cannot flee." The Avatar replied. "You are some of the chosen ones. For you 

I have..." 

Abruptly this happened... 

 

"...these." The Avatar continued. "Two-earplug fighter saucers. Enough for all ten of 

you."  

Flowing serenely aboard the small flying machine, she added: "But this is a mere 

facsimile. When the time comes for you to board your craft, the Tree of Knowledge will 

call to you, and you will be taught the skills required to fly these machines - and their 

secret location of course." 



 

Then, without warning, or seeming effort, she was gone - disappearing into the floor 

once more. 

As the Museum of Future Technology's defence system Avatar had stated to the 

Earplugs and Los Tapones, she did make her presence known to others inside the vast 

edifice. But before she got the chance, a fan was hit by something unpleasant. A 

Hyperspace window opened… 

 

...and the first wave of alien saucers came bursting out of a space/time rift, and swooped 

down upon the museum… 

 



No one who witnessed their opening salvo admitted to changing their underwear 

afterwards… 

 

…but it was an absolute certainty that they did. The Arboretum's much-vaunted air 

defence system that so worried T.W.I.T was hit first. Then the cemetery... 

 

"Knickers again." The Grave-digger complained, as he sank to the bottom of his most 

recently dug grave. "The pale, zombie-loving thing was right after all!" 

Then Fort Balderdash took a direct hit. Fortunately Major Flaccid and his team were 

out enjoying some evening tapas after watching the farting exhibition, and only 

discovered that they'd been attacked when they got home later… 



 

"Ooh," Sergeant Blob whispered, "that's gonna take some papering over." 

And as for poor Mister Stovepipe-Hat: his second disaster in a very long day had 

befallen his hover mat emporium... 

 

Mister Pong was no better off... 



 

He was so angry that he would have gone back into his restaurant to fetch his evil 

helmet, but it had been melted by alien disruptor fire, so he had to make do with 

looking really cross. 

In the Security Suite RoboSecGua was watching the future arrival of a mother ship 

upon 4DR… 

 

"They're hitting all the most strategic targets, Sir." A subordinate informed him. "The 

hover mat emporium is toast: Mister Pong's restaurant is just a ruin: the cemetery is 



full of holes; and Fort Balderdash is surrounded by a sheet of glass. Yes, Sir - they 

melted the desert: we can't get any more sand for sand bags!" 

Many frightened earplugs had assembled in the Great Hall. It was here that the Avatar 

chose to address them. She emerged from the pure white floor in front of the futuristic 

jukebox machine… 

 

Turning to the assembled masses, she said: "Fear not, brave Museum of Future 

Technology staff and customers: all is not lost. At least the lavatories still flush.” 

 



She then reminded them that there was a huge escape pod into which they could scurry 

- if they really wanted to. Many really wanted to, and didn't care if there was ‘sprawling 

and brawling room only’ inside. Though they did blank their expressions so that no one 

would recognise them… 

 

"Wait!" The Avatar cried... 

 

…"I wanted to talk to you about fighting for what you believe in. For your unique 

earplugness. Look at this wonderful earplug art, for example: I think it's supposed to be 

a frosty tree. Isn't that worth fighting for?" 

But then she realised that it was too late to convince the majority because someone had 

ejected the escape pod, and now only a small number of earplugs remained. 



"What a bunch of cruds." She said, as she watched the departing escape pod achieve 

escape velocity. But she cheered up when she realised that she wasn't entire alone. And 

she cheered up even more when she realised that one of them had been mortally 

wounded in the rush for the escape pod. Now she could persuade the remaining 

earplugs with a good old-fashioned miracle. 

"Bring the broken Angel with a Huge Nose to me." She instructed… 

 

"Look." She called out. "See what the Museum of Future Technology can do for you." 

With that the Avatar’s glow shifted from the Avatar to Angel… 

 

Seconds later... 



 

"Yikes!" The small crowd cried out in unison. "Look, she's turned Angel with a Huge 

Nose into an Avatar with a Massive Hooter!" 

This was exactly what the Avatar wanted. Now she had a work force. Now she had an 

army. 

In another part of the massive structure, Raj, Mary, and Kevin had a chance encounter 

with Vic and Bob... 

 

Raj, Mary, and Kevin were as pleased as it’s possible for a zombie to be, to see Vic and 

Bob again after so long. And despite the horrendous noise caused by the alien 



bombardment against the Museum of Future Technology's defensive force fields, they 

had a pleasant chat about stuff in general, and their personal experiences within the 

museum in particular. But they were horrified to learn that the cemetery had been hit, 

and vowed to take the fastest route there so that they might affect some repairs. 

"Take the direct route." Candy advised them over Bob's shoulder. "It's called the 

Purple Path. It’s how the dead are transported to the crypt." 

The three zombies didn't waste a second with farewells and thanks: they merely ran as 

quickly as their bacteria would allow. A while later they'd thrown themselves upon the 

Purple Path… 

 

"Next stop; the crypt." Raj said. "Then it’s on to the cemetery, and ultimately Knob 

Hill." 

In another part of the museum, the Earplug Brothers were accosted by the Avatar… 

 



"It can be no coincidence that you are here at this precise time." She said without 

preamble. 

"Yeah?" A surprised Rudi responded. "How so?" 

"Because I was here not more than five minutes ago… 

 

…speaking with your Auntie Doris." The Avatar explained. "You must go to her: she 

has what you most need: a power source for your coming struggle with the alien 

invaders." 

So whilst the Earplug Brothers absorbed the fact that without a power source their 

fighter-saucers were dead in the water, the Avatar explained further: "She has a room 

with K’Plank the Space Wanderer. K’Plank has designs upon Doris. To be more precise 

he has designs upon her amber shards; and he will do anything to gain access to them." 

"You mean..?" Rudi began in horror. 

"That he will do away with her?" The Avatar all but scoffed. "No, nothing so 

permanent. No - but he's more than willing to do whatever he thinks it will take to get 

her to give up her amber shards." 

"Quick." Magnuss yelled. "Let's go save our auntie's honour!" 

Thirty seconds later... 

 



"Hello, boys." Auntie Doris said through a smile that seemed even broader than usual. 

"What brings you here?" 

"We're here to save you, Auntie." Chester said. 

"Save me?" Auntie Doris seemed quite amused. "Save me from what?" 

"Save you from whatever that helmeted alien is doing to you." Miles answered upon 

Chester's behalf. "What is he doing, by the way?" 

K’Plank also proved that he too could speak upon another person's behalf: "If you 

must know," he snapped testily, "I'm twanging your aunt’s knicker elastic. Somewhat 

surprisingly I was quite enjoying it, and we were having a good laugh – until you lot 

burst in." 

"That’s right." Auntie Doris piped up before the boys could vent their fury. “It makes 

me giggle like a schoolgirl.” 

Valentine was confused: "But you're a Space Wanderer. You can go anywhere and do 

pretty much anything. Why would you want to twang our Auntie’s knicker elastic?” 

K’Plank found himself in a quandary that was deep and filled with metaphorical 

molasses. Should he maintain the pretence, or should he finally admit the truth? He 

concluded that only the truth would now gain him the amber shards. "I want her amber 

shards. I have an appointment on the planet Deneb Four in the year Ten Sixty-six, but 

without power, my space/time machine is helpless.” 

"Sorry, pal,” Rudi responded, “but our need is greater than yours - and there are five 

of us." With that the Earplug Brothers stole the amber shards from the bowl in which 

they resided, and hurriedly departed. 

"Carry on, K’Plank," Auntie Doris said after the door clicked shut, "I don't care why 

you’re doing this: I’m just glad that you are." 

But as a rather relieved K’Plank bent to the task once more, elsewhere the anticipated 

mother ship landing was now occurring... 

 



...which meant that soon, alien ground forces would begin battering their way into the 

museum. 

Chapter Four 

With the invading mother ship upon a downward trajectory, it was time for the Earplug 

Brothers to get their collective act together. 

 

For those who had either decided to remain, or who had been too stupid to comprehend 

the seriousness of their situation, panic set in, and the Avatar felt constrained to comfort 

them... 

 

"Listen, you bunch of silly sods." She spoke gently. "Just pull yourselves together: it’s 

not the end of the world you know. It's just a load of aliens invading!" 

She then referred them to the Angel with a Huge Nose, who had some good news for the 

assembled crowd. 



"Hello." Angel said sweetly. Then she brought their attention to The Portal of 

Everywhere… 

 

"It's a doorway to various places that are scattered across the galaxy." She told them. 

"To escape the Museum of Future Technology, you need only step through this portal, 

and you will find yourself in the place that is currently being displayed." 

"Lovely," the crowd responded, "but that looks like a tatty old barn. Who wants to live 

in a tatty old barn?" 

The Angel couldn't really argue with that: she, herself, had been raised in a tatty old 

barn, and she had to confess that her childhood had been quite ghastly. "Okay," she 

said, "what about this?" 

 



"Looks like a tatty old house."  Someone piped up from the back. "I wouldn't be 

surprised to find it has no running water, and you have to wee in a bucket!" 

"But it has a lovely little balcony." Angel urged. 

"Okay," the mystery earplug responded, "we can dispense with the bucket, and wee 

straight over the balcony instead. I tell you: I wouldn’t want to be their neighbour!" 

Angel realised that she was fighting for a lost cause, so she waited for the next viewing. 

Only moments later... 

 

"Ah, that's much better." She said with a sigh. "Look - a lovely city by the sea." 

The crowd 'ummed' and 'aahed'. 

"Do I sense ambivalence - or prevarication?" She asked. 

"Quite possibly both." An earplug replied. "If we knew what either meant." 

Angel didn't want to argue; and she was a good soul: so taking a deep breath she 

stepped through the portal, where she discovered herself in a cave overlooking a 

delightful bay. 

 



"Oh it’s lovely here." She called back to the visitors in the Museum of Future 

Technology. "It’s warm, and the smell of ozone is quite exhilarating!" 

But despite this, she could get no takers: for simple earplugs, instantaneous interstellar 

travel was a step too far. 

"Oh, well, suit your sodding selves." She said as she returned to the Great Hall… 

 

So the Avatar suggested that instead of standing around like a bunch of wallies, the 

crowd should volunteer their services to the war effort. "If you think you might have a 

talent, or you've got a really fabulous idea, take it the security suite, and tell 

RoboSecGua." She suggested. 

Meanwhile Avatars were forming in various locations… 

 



…each one conforming to the colour if its surroundings… 

 

...and growing ever more concerned as the museum's defences began to fail. 

Then the very thing that they most feared actually occurred. Assault saucers began 

landing. One even had a complete twit for a pilot, and ditched in the cooling tank.... 

 

Others, though, were more successful, and they began discharging storm troopers.... 

 

Via CCTV they were immediately recognised as Unthreaded End Caps: by anyone's 

standards a real bunch of rabble-like scum… 



 

Meanwhile the Earplug Brothers and Los Tapones De España were being given a 

guided tour of the weapons that would soon be ranged against the attackers... 

 

"Hey, Valentine," Chester yelled over the hissing sound of a rocket being fuelled up by 

a mixture of androids and T.W.I.T personnel, "look at that rocket; it’s vast!” 



"And pointy too!" Miles observed. “Perfect. I like pointy things.” 

Then it was on to the Defence Saucer-fettling bay... 

 

...where an avatar explained that experimental plasma cannons were being fitted to 

their saucers. 

"You know," Dexter said quietly to his partner, Rudi, "I think I'm almost looking 

forward to this heroic action: I always thought we were better than the beach bums my 

chums and I appeared. I want action: not ice cream!” 

Rudi nodded. "Well it’s certainly not what I had in mind when I stepped off the 

travellator this morning.” He replied. “If I knew then what I know now...well, man, I 

think I'd have stayed at home. But I suppose you can't buck destiny." 

Following their rapid tour of the offensive capability of the Museum of Future 

Technology, the Earplug Brothers and Los Tapones De España were undecided 

whether to visit the cafeteria that specialised in really awful coffee; go to the toilet; or 

race off to the Tree of Knowledge from which they would learn the skills required to do 

battle with the enemy in their fighter saucers… 

 



Surprisingly they chose the latter, and before long the tree was imparting its 

knowledge… 

 

…which was difficult – especially for Tito, who was scared of heights and always 

squeezed both his eyes shut in such situations. But eventually the task was done, and 

they returned to the museum... 

 



...only to discover that several enemy strikes had severed the transport conduit. 

"Arm pits and knee joints!" Rudi bellowed. "We'll have to go up a level or two." 

It was the correct course of action, but who dared go first? "I've still got those strange 

sticky foot pads for climbing up buildings." Enrique informed the others. "But I'm too 

scared to try them first." 

So Magnuss was volunteered by his brothers… 

 

"It looks an awfully long way down." His voice quavered. "I hope I don't wet myself, 

and thereby loosen the grip of these sticky pad shoes!" 

And while all this was happening, the staff manning the Security Suite found themselves 

inundated with visitors... 

 



"I believe that my android friends and myself, have the necessary skills to help you." 

Gobby said to RoboSecGua. 

RoboSecGua was openly sceptical: “Is that right, you freaky-looking odd-bod?" 

"Yes it is, you big-nosed twit." Gobby replied angrily. "I can telescope time, and the 

androids can roll it back. All in all, we can confuse the hell out of the aliens for at least 

fifteen minutes." 

RoboSecGua was used to making snap decisions: "Go for it." He said. "But only when I 

give you the sign." 

Gobby was pleased to be able to contribute to the fight. "What will the sign be?" He 

asked. 

"I'll blow my big nose really loudly." RoboSecGua answered. 

Meanwhile the 'boys' climbed ever higher – Magnuss once again taking the lead... 

 

And time was running out! So, as the 'boys' continued with their struggle, another 

volunteer was introducing himself to RoboSecGua... 

 



"Ah, Major Flaccid," RoboSecGua said in a decidedly obsequious voice, "your name is 

legend. What can we do for you?" 

Flaccid then explained that he wanted to go 'under cover' in the alien ship when it 

landed. 

"I don't understand." RoboSecGua's voice altered from obsequious to confused. "You 

are a T.W.I.T operative: what you're suggesting signifies that you really are a twit. How 

do hope to achieve this ridiculous goal?" 

"With my cunning disguise." Flaccid replied. With that he placed it over his head... 

 

"That's brilliant." RoboSecGua exploded with cybernetic glee. "If the aliens land we'll 

give you an atom bomb that you can smuggle aboard their ship and blow them all to 

hell!" 

Having struggled up yet another level of the Museum of Future Technology, the 

Earplugs and Tapones were grateful to catch an exterior-mounted mag-lift shuttle bus, 

which whooshed them towards their destination at super-fast speed... 

 



And while they enjoyed the ride, RoboSecGua had yet another visitor... 

 

"My name is Doctor Snippentuck." Doctor Snippentuck informed the staff of the 

Security Suite. "My personal assistant is an End Cap. She would also like to put the 

physical similarity of herself and the enemy to good use by stealing aboard the enemy 

craft and engage the enemy at close quarters." 

RoboSecGua was concerned for Thelma's safety: "But there is only one of her." He said 

incredulously. "How can she fight thousands of them, and hope to survive?" 

"I don't intend to fight them, you cybernetic dope." Thelma replied. "I intend to give 

them all a very nasty disease. I have a really snotty cold. Hopefully they’ll have no 

defence against the common cold virus, and die in their droves!" 

It was a plan of genius - if perhaps a little long-term in its effectiveness: RoboSecGua 

hired her on the spot. Shortly after that Luigi offered Sophia's talent to the battle... 

 

"Holy heck!" RoboSecGua roared when he witnessed Sophia's beauty. "She's gorgeous. 

I don't care what her talent is: I just want her around so I can ogle her at every 

opportunity!" 

Then Vic, Bob, Mandy, and Candy joined in... 



 

"We firmly believe that our farting can confuse and confound our enemy at close 

range." Snippentuck said upon his client’s behalf. 

"Do they smell really horrible?" EvilRoboSecGua inquired. 

"If that's what you want." Snippentuck replied. 

"I do." EvilRoboSecGua told them. "You're hired." 

After that K’Plank the Space Wanderer told them that he could open a space/time rift 

that would scare the heck out of the attackers…   

 

And... 

 



...even the Angel with a Huge Nose said that since she'd been converted into an avatar, 

she'd gained a talent that could turn the tide of battle - under the right conditions of 

course. But even as these offers were being made, more aliens were landing... 

 

In fact they seemed to be landing just about everywhere. And they seemed very pleased 

with themselves too. 

Chapter Five 

Saucers were landing everywhere - particularly in dark corners where no one noticed 

them... 

 



Had there been many members of the public still at large, it’s certain that they would 

have panicked. But there wasn't, so there was no one around to see Gobby, Android, 

and Wonky strut their funky stuff... 

 

...by telescoping time backwards - causing almost infinite confusion among the attackers 

- and making them question their sanity. 

As a reward to creating this brief respite, the Museum of Future Technology's 

authorities presented Android and Wonky with their own Turquoise Sky Surfer - 

complete with pilot… 

 



"Like totally marvellous." Android said. "I think I've probably always wanted one of 

these." 

Meanwhile Avatar was introducing The Earplug Brothers and Los Tapones De España 

to their craft... 

 

"You're probably unaware of the fact," she said in a most educational tone of voice, 

"but the amber shards that you stole from Auntie Doris allow these machines to develop 

extra power from their cross-flow gangleflarb ignitors." 

"Can we climb all over them?" Tito asked nervously. “The saucers, I mean.” 

"In a minute." the Avatar replied through that gentle smile of hers. "But first Rudi, 

Valentine, and Magnus need a quiet moment with their loved ones." 

 

"Oh, Valentine," Wah-Hey gushed, "you're so heroic. When you return I'm going to 

ask Mister Pong for his permission to marry you!" 

 



Valentine was almost lost for words. "Thanks very much." He managed. 

"Go kick some alien butt, big boy." Yu-Wah instructed Rudi. 

 

"Sho'nuf intend to, foxy lady." He replied – rather stupidly. 

 

"Since I'm about to do something really heroic," Magnuss said to the Angel with a 

Huge Nose, "is there any chance that you and I will…er…hook up together like Wah-

Hey and Valentine and Rudi and the other Pong Sister?" 



"I'm sorry, Magnuss." Angel replied, "But ever since I was brought back from the dead 

I'm not really into that sort of stuff. I'm a bit above that now. I’ve evolved." 

Magnuss accepted the bad news very well: He merely swore like a trooper and stamped 

his feet, before ending with, "I knew you'd say that. I'm really fed up now!" 

Then it was time for him to cast aside his despondency, and for the boys to become 

better acquainted with their weapons of choice. 

"All aboard who's going aboard." Avatar called… 

 

With the main invasion fleet thrown thirty minutes into the past, those aliens that had 

entered the Museum of Future Technology no longer enjoyed the luxury of 

reinforcements, and began to doubt the wisdom of leaving their armoured battle-

sporrans behind upon their home world. This latter decision would come back to haunt 

them: but right now some of them had other problems to contend with. Like the ones 

who had invaded Knob Hill... 

 



"Yah!" Raj, Mary, and Kevin - the three living dead - yelled as best they could at the 

advancing End Caps. Then they noticed the lack of battle-sporrans, and duly added: 

"its hob-nail boots time!" 

And the End Caps were fleeing like the frightened, gutless bullies they were. 

"Chase them right back into their assault saucer!" Mary sang the lyrics of the zombie 

battle anthem. 

"Yes." Raj agreed very loudly, and added the second line, "Crush their faces against 

the ship's bulkheads, and scatter their entrails across the dashboard and steering 

wheel!" 

Even the Museum’s TV reporter, Rupert Piles… 

 

…Managed to slow down the ground troops by taking their photos… 

 



 …and interviewing them “For the record”. 

Meanwhile K’Plank the Space Wanderer had opened another space/time rift... 

 

But his was much bigger and more spectacular than the invading End Cap's miserable 

excuse for a space/time rift. As a consequence the enemy panicked, and telescoped 

themselves back a further thirty minutes in time… 

 

Which really impressed two members of the museum’s maintenance department… 

 



 

It was also fortuitously timed because the 'boys' were having difficulty squeezing into 

the tiny saucer's cupolas... 

 

Not that Tito minded: he enjoyed time spent pressed up against a Perspex canopy. But 

Miles wasn't quite so keen, and ejected himself out of the saucer - leaving Tito alone 

with only a flashing blue console to enjoy the cramped conditions... 



 

Meanwhile EvilRoboSecGua had decided to shuck what remained of his reputation for 

being an evil swine, by volunteering to join the fight in his own saucer... 

 

But any thoughts of robotic heroics were ruined when he discovered that his power 

plant had been removed for the purposes of reverse engineering. He said a very rude 

word indeed. 

Riled by the attack upon Knob Hill, the museum’s Zombie population were winding 

themselves up into a fury… 

 



They were ready for a fight to the death. Or half-death, in their case. 

Elsewhere in the Museum of Future Technology the 'boys' were finally overcoming 

their discomfort and sense of claustrophobia. They'd managed to lift the saucers off 

their launch pads, and were now hiding in a barn - waiting for the right moment to 

strike... 

 

As they did so, the attacking End Cap horde entered the Great Hall. Awaiting them was 

Snippentuck and his great wind-breaking stars... 

 

"Vic, would you please be paying some attention!" Doctor Snippentuck scolded the 

former zombie. He then went to give Vic and Bob and their weightlifting girlfriends a 

pep talk like no other pep talk in all Earplug history: "Your rear ends are all that 

stands between civilisation and anarchy." He said. "They are lethal weapons with a 

hair-trigger. Control them well. But break wind like you have never broken wind 

before." 

It was a big ask, but all four earplugs felt ready for the moment, which was almost upon 

them. Vic, Bob, Mandy, and Candy were primed to repulse the attacking End Caps, and 

hopefully send them reeling from the Museum of Future Technology in utter defeat. 

Then the first End Caps entered the Great Hall: Doctor Snippentuck shouted: "Three, 

two, one, now fart like glory!" 



And the foursome did... 

 

...by creating visible spectrum farts in three dimensions that accurately mimicked 

EvilRoboSecGua's War Robots. 

"Holy heck!" They heard the End Cap leader scream. "They've got War Robots. That 

dull-brained Sentinel Robot showed us a bunch of shallow-breathing zombies. No one 

told us about War Robots! Run! Run for your lives! In the opposite direction 

naturally!" 

But even now it could all have gone horribly wrong, because the End Caps had sent a 

party of their own battle robots in a flanking manoeuvre... 

 

Fortunately for Snippentuck & Co, Angel was there to greet them. She used her powers 

of the Avatar, and called upon the almost limitless power of the main generator to aid 

her. In doing so she produced this... 



 

A really spooky blue light that lit up her nose that made it look even bigger than it 

really was. The attacking robots had never been programmed to accept such an 

apparition of doom. Their memory banks burst with the effort to comprehend… 

 

They paused to consult each other, but in doing so created a cerebral logic-loop that 

sent their thought processes around and around in a circle ad infinitum. Angel then 

simply pulled out their fuses, and suddenly they were no longer effective combatants. 

Meanwhile, upon the main thoroughfare... 



 

...more End Caps were racing into combat upon their Attack Sleds. But at the side of 

the road stood a certain Air Freshener Cap named Sophia... 

 

...who emphasised her beauty by placing her delightful pudding hat upon her lovely 

head. That act alone would have been enough to slow the End Cap's irresistible charge; 

but when she stepped forward and gave them a toothy smile all reason fled the 

attacker's minds, and they crashed and burned like the idiots they were… 



 

Meanwhile an unexploded Dough Bomb was discovered close to the ruins of Mister 

Pong's Exotic Food Restaurant... 

 

Naturally it drew a crowd. 

"That's a nice bun." Mrs Pong observed. "I wish mine were as firm." 

"Do yours tick like this one does?" A member of the small audience inquired. 

Mister Pong, who had once been a member of the military, recognised the device for 

what it was. "Nobody move." He said loudly. "It's a dough bomb. It doesn't explode on 



contact: it waits until a large crowd has...er...crowded around to look at its 

voluptuousness; then blam! Fortunately for us there aren't many people around. But it 

has limited patience." He then did something so calculatingly heroic that Mrs Pong 

almost swooned... 

 

He bit into the enormous false bun, and chewed the detonator into oblivion. 

"Flipping heck, that was ghastly," he said through copious tears and a steely grimace, 

"but at least it won’t explode now." 

"Unlike your bowels later tonight, dear." Mrs Pong said adoringly. 

Another heroic act was about to begin elsewhere in the museum. The Earplug Brothers 

and Los Tapones De España had launched their saucers. Taking up formation... 

 

...they approached the alien mother ship... 



 

...and prayed that the androids of T.W.I.T would soon be ready with their only... 

 

...rocket. 



Chapter Six 

But whilst the five members of Los Tapones de España struggled with the controls of 

their saucers - as they held a low-altitude attack formation - the Earplug Brothers 

synchronised their minds in the same manner as their defence against the Sentinel 

Robot's Mesmeric Wave… 

 

Only this time their psychic shield was to defend them against incoming disruptor fire. 

"Okay, boys," Rudi radioed his brothers from the lead saucer that he shared with 

Dexter, "let's do it!" 

And then it happened: a visual manifestation of the psychic shield emanated from each 

saucer cupola... 

 



...and enveloped the tiny squadron with its sparkliness... 

 

And as it repelled incoming fire... 

 

...Dexter dared use the experimental plasma cannon... 

 



Enrique quickly followed suit... 

 

But as the squadron began to pour energy against the huge mother craft, they, 

themselves began taking more insistent fire… 

 

…which really excited Tito. This was just the sort of thing he’d always dreamed about 

whilst snoozing on the beach. But what pleased him most of all was the news that the 

rocket was launching… 

 



Despite this, the museum continued to receive incoming fire… 

 

But not as much as much as it was dealing out, which resulted in… 

 

 

...the mother ship being knocked off-kilter and flames to begin licking at its 

superstructure. This gave impetus for the Defence Saucers to close and fire at point-

blank range… 

 



Which worried some earplugs on the ground, who witnessed the act… 

 

But worse was to come for the bully-boy aliens. Soon the Avatar's rocket streaked 

across the sky in a blaze of sparks and fiery what-sits... 

 

And when it hit... 

 



…museum staff had to rush to the toilet… 

 

...and the mother ship went down upon the Woven Expanse like a super-heated sack of 

spuds…  

 

…spilling crew and soldiery as it did so. 

Meanwhile, inside the Museum of Future Technology - with the mother ship taken out 

of the assault, the End Caps suddenly found themselves on the back foot. Now they were 

facing attack - by earplugs! The first to flee were those who had landed their assault 

saucer in support of beleaguered ground Caps upon Knob Hill - much to the annoyance 

of the zombies... 



 

"Good grief," Raj complained, "we finally chase the little bleeders away, and some dozy 

sod dumps a lousy old flying saucer on our favourite picnic site!" 

And deep inside the abandoned hover mat park, where lots of poop lay around... 

 

...Dan Down'n'out found himself forced into fisticuffs with End Caps who thought he 

and his two idle wives would be a push-over. Little did they know that Dan was a 

former Running Back with a foul temper, and that his slovenly wives could bite most 

rabidly from a prone position. 



Elsewhere Cray-Zee and his sister Gray-Vee… 

 

 …had been involved with an interior design task inside a public lavatory. When a 

bunch of End Caps mistook it for a strategically important position, they were 

determined that the freshly painted walls would get a chance to dry before someone 

went messing them up... 

 



Gray-Vee even went to the trouble of putting her super-hero goggles on, and Cray-Zee 

perched a huge beret upon the top of his head. 

And Android, Wonky, and Pilot put the Turquoise Sky Surfer to good use, and attacked 

from the rear... 

 

Meanwhile... 

 

…Mister Pong (who had found his second-best helmet in an old trunk), Yu-Wah, and 

Wah-Hey, took the opportunity of confusion amongst the enemy to take their revenge 

for the destruction of their Exotic Food Restaurant. Their Kung-Pu and Hoo-Flung-

Dung martial arts techniques brought forth consternation from the End Caps. Not to 

mention pain and anguish too. 



The Stenchlingers, too, had their fair share of physical combat, when panicking End 

Caps congregated en mass in the lower levels... 

 

...because they would do anything to protect the embryonic slime monster that they 

were creating inside an incubator... 

 

But still many more End Caps were scouring the Museum of Future Technology for an 

escape route. Many found their way to the great hall - where Vic, Bob, Mandy, and 



Candy were putting the finishing touches to the Mark Two versions of their War Robot-

like three-dimensional visible farts... 

 

Startled by the sudden appearance of so many aliens, the foursome ran. But the 

collective 3D fart created by the two former zombies and their weightlifting girlfriends 

lingered most convincingly... 

 

...and the encroaching End Caps turned through one hundred and eighty degrees, and... 

 



...ran like heck. 

Even Brian and Magginess were putting the boot in... 

 

Well Magginess was. Brian was arguably a tad elderly for a punch-up, but he was 

willing to put his great weight to good use by jumping up and down upon a battle robot. 

And woe betide any stragglers, as a visiting group from the Obese Grandmother's 

Brigade in their hover bowls, leapt at the chance of slapping a few faces, and kicking the 

odd shin or two... 

 



In fact End Caps were on the receiving end of a damned good thrashing everywhere. 

Those who could, retreated to the safety of their assault barges, and locked the door 

behind them... 

 

So, with all the invading aliens removed from the fight, Los Tapones de España chose to 

bring their defence saucers back to the Museum of Future Technology - landing them in 

the great hall... 

 

Initially Rudi was a little concerned that the saucer he shared with Dexter had left 

several blobs of unsightly oil on the floor; but he quickly discarded the thought when... 



 

...the Avatar strolled in nonchalantly and welcomed them back. "Wasn't that fun!" She 

said. "We really must do this again one day." 

The Earplugs weren't quite so enthusiastic at the thought of a Round Two; but they 

were happy to take the resulting plaudits when... 

 

...a small group of survivors came in and pushed their saucers aside. And they were 

happier still as that small group swelled... 



 

...into... 

 

...a crowd of 'immense massivity', as Miles put it. 

"Ladies and Gentlemen," The Avatar called out in a surprisingly stentorian voice, "I 

give you our saviours: the Earplug Brothers and Los Tapones de España!" 

But as cheers erupted and shook both the rafters and the spiders that lived among 

them, no one noticed this... 



 

"Saviours, huh!" Red-Eye growled to himself. "They just got lucky. If I hadn't messed 

up by showing the Ring of Destiny a bunch of mouldy zombies instead of some vibrant 

youngsters, it would have been a very different story. I won't make the same mistake 

again." 

Celebrations continued through to dusk, but eventually it was time for earplugs to make 

their separate ways - some for the comfort of sleep, and some to discuss the events of the 

day on a purely personal level. Earplugs like the former zombies and their weightlifting 

girlfriends... 

 

...took off to the arboretum for a stroll through the decimated forest. 

"It’s still quite nice here." Vic opined. “Despite the utter destruction.” 

"Though not quite so many plants now." Bob observed. “In fact only ninety per cent.” 

"There's still enough foliage to allow us to have a quick wee without anyone seeing us 

though." Mandy said eagerly. 



"Ah, no thanks very much, and all that," Vic responded as gently as he could to the 

unspoken invite. "Not at the moment anyway.” 

By coincidence, the shuffling dead had also arrived in the arboretum. They'd been 

joined by the androids. But what neither group knew was that agents of T.W.I.T were 

hiding amongst the foliage… 

 

"It's not much fun - being an outcast, I mean." Raj said to Android as they strolled past 

several unexploded alien bombs. "Even in a nice place like a decimated arboretum." 

"I know exactly what you mean." Android replied. "But at least you're not being 

hunted like defenceless prey, like what I am." 

It was at this point that Major Flaccid cleared his throat rather loudly amongst the 

foliage, and said: "About that. Um, what with all your help fighting off the aliens and 

stuff, it's been decided that from henceforth all androids are granted citizenship of the 

Museum of Future Technology. So you don't need to feel like hunted prey anymore." 

Android was too excited to speak; so Wonky did it for him: "Major Flaccid," he 

announced, "if I had soft lips I would kiss you - probably on the bottom." 

Major Flaccid coloured beneath his facial camouflage. "Well that's very kind of you." 

He replied. “No one has ever considered kissing my bottom before." 

Meanwhile... 



 

...the Avatar was making its farewell to The Earplug Brothers and Los Tapones de 

España. 

"I'll be keeping an eye open upon the Museum of Future Technology." She told them. 

"But for now I feel secure leaving the place in your hands." 

She followed this with several banal platitudes, before... 

 

...being reabsorbed by the museum floor. 

Well, after that there wasn't a whole lot to say; so the Earplugs and Tapones chirpily 

went their separate ways, safe in the knowledge that they were all bona fide heroes. As 

they passed the wood yard on the travellator home, Rudi was reminded of their arrival 

at the Museum… 



 

"Well that was a lot more fun than I expected it to be." He said. 

"I can't wait to see what happens tomorrow." Valentine replied. 

But if either Earplug had been aware... 

 

...that whilst they returned home for their dinner, in one of the darker recesses of the 

Museum, a vengeful Sentinel Robot lurked (and planned evil stuff), they might have 

felt a little trepidatitious. In fact they might well have pooped in their pants! 

The End  
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