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Chapter One 
So the saga flows smoothly on from ‘The Invasion from Hyperspace’, and life continues as 

normally as possibly in the Museum of Future Technology. Or does it? 

 

It was the morning after the night before, and two members of the new maintenance 

crew were on their way to work at the Museum of Future Technology. Their names 

were Charles and Rikki; and all they knew of the alien attack was what they'd seen or 

heard on the TV news… 

 

"I'm really looking forward to getting down and dirty today." Rikki informed Charles, 

as they rolled along the travellator past the wood yard. "I know the museum is fully 



automated and can usually repair itself, but it was never designed to self-repair 

following an attack from hyperspace." 

Charles was in full agreement - except about the bit that concerned getting dirty and the 

possibility of physical labour. "Wow, yeah!" He replied; but he didn't really mean it. 

Soon they'd met up with the third member of their crew, Wolfgang; and now proceeded 

across the moat... 

 

... and settled themselves down at the read-out panel... 

 



...where they proceeded to check the correct functioning of the museum's systems. It 

was quickly proved that Rikki's theory had been correct, and before long... 

 

...they were required to unblock a very important hole. Also... 

 

...they discovered that Horst and Greta Stenchlinger's incubator had been wrecked, 

and... 



 

...the cadaver of the would-be slime monster was found lying amongst the detritus of the 

old museum's remains. 

Meanwhile at the recently rebuilt entrance... 

 

…the passage of time was moving apace, and soon the hour arrived when the 

huge green doors of the Museum of Future Technology would be thrown open to a 



paying public. But the first arrivals would require neither money nor a debit card, 

because they were the saviours of the museum - Rudi, Miles, Chester, Valentine, and 

Magnuss, a.k.a The Earplug Brothers... 

 

They were surprised to be confronted by (what appeared to be) two construction 

workers and a very jealous-looking Sentinel robot. 

"Whadda ya think of the new entrance?" One of the construction workers inquired. 

Rudi spoke his mind: "Lovely." He said. "But where's the Robot Ticket Collector?" 

"This is the Robot Ticket Collector." The second construction worker explained. "The 

original had its hat knocked off and his memory chip scrambled. So we extracted its 

cybernetic brain and shoved it inside a dead Sentinel robot. It's great - isn't it?" 

"So it's still the same Robot Ticket Collector inside?" Magnuss asked nervously. 

The answer came from the Robot Ticket Collector itself: "If you haven't got a ticket, or 

the money to buy one, you can sod off." It said. 

"We don't need either." Valentine announced. "We have life-time passes." 

"Yeah?" Said a dubious Robot Ticket Collector. "Prove it." 

Naturally the boys didn’t waste a second…. 



 

...the Earplug Brothers whipped out their Cossack hats; slapped them upon their heads; 

and in an instant their identity was acknowledged. 

"Darlings," the Robot Ticket Collector squealed, "come inside, before the chill air 

shrivels your delicate mucus membranes!" 

So without further ado... 

 

...the brothers proceeded into the museum. 

Meanwhile the maintenance crew... 



 

...were surveying the museum for damage, when a nasty red light began winking. So, a 

minute or two later... 

 

...Rikki and Charles were checking a hesitant nul-space power generator. "We can't see 

a darned thing up here." Rikki told Charles. "We’ll have to get up close and personal." 

So, after much descending of stairs… 



 

"I don't like it here." Charles informed his work-mate. "This is where Valentine got out 

his metaphorical hip flask and shorted out the power supply with his metaphysical 

ginger beer." 

"Are you sure?" Queried Rikki. 

The answer came from the mouth of their colleague, Wolfgang... 

 

"He's right". Wolfgang called. "The heat exchanger is still ankle-deep in his pungent 

pop. Wow, what a guy: his hip flask must be the biggest one in the world!” 

Whilst all this sensationalism was occurring, Wonky the android had stopped off for a 

quick battery re-charge... 



 

But before the cycle could complete he was woken by a lot of noise next door.  Upon 

investigation he discovered the Turquoise Sky Surfer Pilot and Android, watching the 

operation of the almost legendary Android Regeneration Booth… 

 

"Only superior androids of mechanical construction use regeneration booths." Pilot 

informed Android. 

"What would happen if one of us biological androids used one?" Android inquired. 

 



"I'd hate to imagine." Pilot replied, as the cover of the futuristic device dissipated into 

thin air. Then the superior mechanical androids animated… 

 

"Yuk," one said to the other, "turquoise: what a foul, disgusting colour for a super-

soldier." 

"Yes, dear," the other replied, "Silver examples, like what we is, are so much more 

aesthetically pleasing." 

 

And as they lowered themselves to the floor, Android decided to leave the superior 

androids to themselves. But Wonky rushed forward in the hope that he could be made 

more presentable by their advanced machinery. He implored the ever-so-superior silver 

androids to allow him use of their wondrous machine. But they told him to sod off. 

Instead they invited him to join their Cubists Society… 



 

…which, Wonky quickly learned, was a religious sect that sang the praises of six-sided 

objects to anyone who would listen. Well naturally Wonky was fascinated. He requested 

greater information. The Silver Androids replied in unison: "The society's aim is to 

further the intellectual examination of the Cubist Universal Theory of Everything. 

Wonky nodded sagely. "Cubist Universal Theory of Everything: that's quite a 

mouthful." He said. "Do you ever use the acronym?" 

"Er...no." They replied together. “It’s to…ah…cute.” 

Wonky couldn't think of a reason to join such a dim-witted society with a potentially 

catastrophic title; but instead of saying so, he countered their argument with a 3-D 

shape of his own...  

 



"What the heck do you call that shape?" The white-eyed automaton asked. 

"Half-baked gable end." Wonky told him. "With rounded-off corners so you don't get 

poked in the eye or nobbled in the groin." 

"That's rubbish, that is." The black-eyed android spoke sternly. "It's utterly 

imperfect." 

"Oh!" Wonky responded as he raced off around the corner. "So it’s perfection you're 

after, is it? Well I’ll show you!"  

He quickly returned with a huge medicine ball... 

 

Well naturally the silver androids were bowled over when they saw Wonky's perfect 

sphere. "Wonderful." They cried with glee. "Knickers to rubbish cubes: now we can 

call ourselves S.U.T.E - and not risk persecution and ridicule!" 

Then, with utmost gratitude, they offered Wonky a go in their machine. But he politely 

declined: he wanted nothing to do with such a bunch of lame-brains… 

 



Elsewhere five heroes had awoken following their night's sleep as guests of the Museum 

of Future Technology - where their first task was to catch up on news from their 

homeland via a much-abused wall TV in the Staff Room… 

 

Then they decided to check out the damage caused by the End Caps’ attack of the 

previous day. First of all Los Tapones De España visited Dan Down 'n' Out's home in 

the abandoned hover mat park… 

 

Unfortunately Dan was out; but his slovenly, ill-tempered wives were hanging around, 

doing nothing but burping loudly and cackling like a pair of witches… 



 

But their language shocked the Tapones so badly that they decided to go elsewhere and 

offer their help to more needy, less foul, survivors. Survivors like people who might 

possibly live in... 

 

…the pristine, futuristic, sewage system, which... 

 



...worried Carlos - especially when he accidentally lagged behind and found himself all 

alone. 

Chapter Two 

Of course Carlos wasn't exactly lost in the pristine sewer: he just didn't know where 

everyone else was; or the location of the way out. As a result of this the rear of his 

trousers began making surreptitious 'chuffing' noises that possessed an aromatic 

element… 

 

It was this dreadful pong that was to save him from further turmoil and fear... 

 

"I thought I detected the vile stench of green olives and chorizo." Mister Spindly said as 

he greeted Carlos. "Are you lost perchance?" 

When Carlos confessed that he was indeed lost, Mister and Missus Spindly explained 

that they'd come down into the sewers to escape the aerial bombardment of the previous 

evening. 



"Was that a good idea?" Carlos inquired. He then added: "I imagine a lot of people 

began using the toilets when the disruptor blasts started hitting the building." 

The Spindlies looked at each other. "Yes." They said slowly. "But fortunately this super 

advanced sewer is self-cleaning, and the servos cleaned us too - in places we didn't know 

we had!" 

"You don't happen to know where my friends have gone do you?" Carlos asked 

hopefully. 

"Of course," the Spindlies replied, "and the good thing is - the sewers go everywhere in 

the Museum of Future Technology. We can have you at your destination in two shakes 

of a Tapones earlobe, so-to-speak." 

And they did too! 

 

Once Carlos had re-joined them, Los Tapones De España immediately set about shifting 

the crashed saucer from the picnic area of Knob Hill. Then, in a fit of utter altruism, 

they went to check if the cemetery was still intact where something extremely scary 

began moving amongst the head stones… 

 



"Flipping heck!" Dexter cried in alarm. But then the shape took on recognisable form. 

A warm, gentle smile appeared upon it... 

 

"Well bite my bum." Enrique gushed with relief. "It's a cemetery avatar. Hello Avatar; 

are you keeping the cemetery all nice and tidy?" 

"I am indeed.” The Avatar said with a peasant genderless voice. “Since the attack from 

somewhere else in space/time, the museum has fitted avatars to every section of the vast 

building. I don’t mean to be…er…mean: but get lost and leave me alone please, you 

bunch of annoying meddlers." 

So twice in one morning the tanned, former beach bums had been almost mortally 

insulted. "Let's go have a coffee." Dexter suggested. 

So whilst the Tapones went their less than merry way, large pencil drawings of 

significant characters from the previous day's battle began appearing upon view screens 

everywhere... 
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K’plank the Space Wanderer wasn't present to witness his image; but Cray-zee and his 

sister, Gray-Vee most certainly were: and they were appalled. They immediately sought 

out Doctor Snippentuck… 

 

"You," Gray-Vee (who still wore her super-hero goggles) snapped at Snippentuck, "are 

a world-famous plastic surgeon. If you're half as good as you think you are you can fix 

my brother and I." 

Snippentuck was at a loss. He simply couldn't understand what Gray-Vee meant. "I'm 

at a loss." He responded. "I simply can't understand what you mean." Then, in an 

effort to bring clarification, he added: "Your brother likes being an ugly brute, and 

you've been made beautiful by the museum's advanced technology." 

"That's the point." Gray-Vee wailed. "We saw our images upon a huge screen, and we 

realised that I'd abandoned my ethnicity, and that Cray-zee is aesthetically displeasing 

upon at least seventeen levels of unacceptability." 

"Yeah," Crazy-zee added, "we're sub-strata dwellers. I want my sister to look like a 

sub-strata dweller, but I want her good-looking and physically capable of looking after 

herself in a fight." 

Snippentuck nodded his comprehension. "And you don't want to scare the pants off 

people with your ghastly visage. I understand. Well as long as you have a current credit 

card that isn’t maxed out, you've come to the right place" 

So a short while later... 

 



...the two sub-strata dwellers stepped upon Snippentuck's special operating table that 

Thelma had quickly liberated from their surgery in the ruined Arboretum. 

Well the physical transformation operation upon Cray-Zee and Gray-Vee performed by 

Doctor Snippentuck and his assistant, Thelma (despite futuristic equipment), took a 

vast amount of time… 

 

And it consumed copious amounts of power as well – going so far as to dim the lights… 

 

 But when, eventually, the exhausted physician stepped back to admire his work, he was 

more than impressed... 



 

"Am I good, or am I GOOD?" He asked emphatically. 

Thelma was impressed too: "Outstandingly good." She hissed. 

Doctor Snippentuck was surprised at this response. His hopes ascended. "Good enough 

to allow me behind the bike shed with you for a kiss and a cuddle and a quarter pound 

bag of Strawberry Doo-Dads?" He inquired hopefully. 

Thelma's look told him all he needed to know. "Oh well..." He said in a dejected tone. 

So Doctor Snippentuck revived his patients... 

 

"Well what are you thinking of my work?" He asked them. 

"Don't know." Gray-Vee replied. 

"Can't see a darned thing." Cray-Zee added. 



"Silly me." An embarrassed Doctor Snippentuck said. "I forgot to finish your eyes. 

Wait a moment, and..." 

 

"There: is that better?" He finished. 

Gray-Vee was thrilled. She felt larger and stronger. She also felt more feminine than at 

any time in her miserable life. She went to kiss Snippentuck. 

"No kissing!" Thelma yelled loudly. Worse still she added: "He's rubbish at it." 

So the sub-strata dwellers took their signed copies of the medical waiver, and went out 

into the Museum of Future Technology, looking and feeling like new beings. 

Meanwhile the maintenance team had discovered evidence of several disruptor strikes 

upon the exterior of the vast building… 

 



"This is gonna take a lot of money to fix." Rikki said to Wolfgang. “And look at this 

opportunistic graffiti!” 

 

"Yeah. Guess we’re gonna be holding a fund-raiser, huh?" His buddy replied. "Any 

ideas?" 

At that moment Rikki was lost for ideas; but he knew one would come: It had to: his job 

depended upon it. 

Meanwhile museum curators, Winston Gloryhole and Widderspoon Flange, were en 

route in a high-speed shuttle… 

 

Before long they were emerging from the elevator... 



 

...into the Overseer's Control Room, where they were tasked with keeping an eye on 

every part of the museum, and making sure that it continued to run smoothly. They 

were greeted by the most important biological android in the facility, and fellow 

curator, Montagu... 

 

"Where have you been?" He bellowed angrily. "Didn't you see the reports of an alien 

attack on TV?" 

Neither Widderspoon nor Winston was aware of the action that had taken place only 

hours previous. 



"Sorry, Montagu," Winston replied, "but we've been conducting a rather inept 

symphony orchestra in a seedy motel foyer on the far side of town." 

"The TV didn't work." Widderspoon explained. "I guess we'd better mount the 

Omnipresent Scanner, and check the old dump out." 

So they did... 

 

“I always like this bit." Widderspoon said as the three earplugs mounted the all-seeing 

device. "It almost makes me feel God-like." 

Then, as an image resolved, they spotted a disconsolate Wonky - who appeared to be 

leaking important fluids… 

 



As the Omnipresent Scanner's all-seeing eye continued to follow Wonky, it became 

increasingly evident to the watching Montagu that Wonky wasn't far from becoming a 

complete systems failure... 

 

It also became clear to the overseer android that he would need to send a three-

dimensional image of himself to Wonky, so that he could be offered guidance to an 

android hospital. So he did so... 

 



"Wonky," he said, after apparently materializing out of thin air, "your wim-wom valve 

control gizmo has failed, and your life-juice is running dangerously low. Turn around 

now." 

Wonky was feeling decidedly 'wonky', and in his addled mind he believed that Montagu 

was real. "Why are you eating that block of fallen masonry?" He inquired. 

Of all the questions in the Museum of Future Technology Montagu had expected 

Wonky to ask, this was the last one on the list.  In fact it wasn't even on the list at all - 

and it was a very long list. As a consequence of this he didn't have a ready reply, and 

Widderspoon Flange had to step in for him: "Because it's tasty?" The earplug's voice 

seemed to emanate from the insubstantial form of Montagu inquiringly. 

This merely confirmed in Wonky's mind that a form of android madness had overcome 

him. "Get lost, you figment of my imagination." He slurred. Then he made best speed 

for the Purple Pathway, which (he hoped) would take him to the cemetery where he 

might find a bomb crater into which he could hurl his miserable, failing, body. But he 

was pulled up short by an apparition of Gobby… 

 

"Ugh?" He managed, when he saw his former slave-owner. 

"I've telescoped time backwards fifteen minutes." Gobby explained. "Fifteen minutes 

into your future the Curators will summon me, and I will send this message back in 

time to you." 



Wonky wasn't entirely sure that he believed what his ocular implants were telling him. 

He said as much. In fact he said a great deal more, most of which consisted of the terms, 

'K’planker', 'cod-sucker', and 'hose-fondler'. Naturally, seated upon the Omnipresent 

Scanner, fifteen minutes in the future, Gobby was appalled, and jumped free of the 

machine. This allowed Wonky to continue upon his way to the cemetery, where he was 

confronted by the images of a (now) recovered Gobby, a slightly less annoyed Montagu, 

and the real, substantial, physical form of the Angel with as Huge Nose... 

 

"Gobby and Montagu are apparitions," she told Wonky, "but I am real." She then 

added: "Do you believe me, or do I have to breathe noxious avatar fumes in your face to 

prove it?" 

This question shocked some sentience back into Wonky's oxygen-deprived brain. To 

him the Angel with a Huge Nose admitting to having bad breath was like having your 

maiden aunt tripping over her broken knicker elastic and falling down the stairs whilst 

everyone else had gone to church. It was unthinkable. It was also exactly what the Angel 

with a Huge Nose had intended: Wonky simply keeled over in a dead faint. 

"There," she said to the non-existent Gobby and Montagu, "you can have your cleaning 

robots come pick him up now. But when he's been fixed, please erase this incident from 

his mind: the thought of my foetid breath could damage him for life." 

And whilst this was happening... 

 



...Charles and Wolfgang had discovered an area in which several floors had collapsed 

upon each other like a deck of cards. Worse still was an area into which the sub-strata 

had impinged into the earplug-built lower foundations... 

 

"I think that if we were to follow this downward strata until we reached the bottom, we 

would either end up at the centre of the planet, or somewhere completely different." 

Charles said nervously. 

"Let's not do that then." Wolfgang suggested even more nervously. "It must be almost 

coffee time by now." 

And elsewhere in the museum... 

 

...the vengeful red-eyed Sentinel Robot from the future stole along deserted boulevards 

in search of allies to complete his plan of revenge upon the Earplug Brothers. 



Chapter Three 

The red-eyed Sentinel robot didn't know it, at the time, but the ally it sought was just 

arriving home in his penthouse suite via private elevator after making some very 

important decisions... 

 

His name was Mister Zinc, and he'd amassed a fortune after founding a cult that 

worshipped servo-mechanisms. In fact he'd convinced himself that he was an android. 

So strong was this belief that he'd actually dipped everything he owned - including his 

body - in zinc. His girlfriend wasn't actually a girl at all; but a rare female-type 

android; and his two henchmen had tattooed themselves vaguely zinc coloured, and 

sported goatee beards that matched their owner's. As a foursome they proceeded into 

his zinc house to use the lavatory and... 

 



...to fetch Mr Zinc's zinc coloured hover plank… 

 

Where they proceeded to launch into a sky… 

 

…made sullen by the fire and ash that was the result of the recent alien attack. This 

was a mistake, because the red-eyed Sentinel Robot... 

 



...detected their presence, and sent a gentle mesmeric wave in their direction. 

"I've changed my mind." Mr Zinc said suddenly and unexpectedly, as they flew over 

the fabled Sea of Lights, which originated in a future era when everyone liked to look 

down on things: especially lights... 

 

…"I feel the need of an unbidden poop: let's head for the Woven Expanse instead." 

Bemused, but ever helpful, Mr Zinc's henchmen tilted the craft to a new angle, and soon 

they were on their way... 

 



Meanwhile the female weightlifters, Mandy and Candy, were crossing the Woven 

Expanse on their way to a meeting with Doctor Snippentuck in the Arboretum… 

 

But chance had decreed that they would meet in the open. "Mandy! Candy!" 

Snippentuck said in faux joy. "I got your message. It sounded important." 

Mandy and Candy then ruined his day by informing him that they'd decided to go 

ahead with their plan to become professional disco dancers. 

Thelma whispered to Snippentuck out of the side of her mouth... 

 

"Without their muscles intact and flexing, they'll never create another bank account-

bulging three-dimensional fart - not even if they live to be a million years old." 



Snippentuck maintained his fixed smile, as he prepared his reply to the sturdy girls: 

"it’s okay. It's okay." He whispered back. "I'll think of something." 

"Wonderful." He said loudly to Candy and Mandy. "When were you planning on 

having the op?" 

And in another region of the vast Woven Expanse... 

 

...Mister Zinc, his female android girlfriend, whom he'd named Blue, and two 

henchmen, stood looking at each other. 

"This area is unsuitable for the disposal of effluent." Blue informed Mr Zinc. "There is 

a by-law forbidding it. There is no drainage or toilet tissue either." 

"Yeah, Bawss." One of the henchmen added. "And everyone can see ya doing it too." 

Mister Zinc was in the middle of a half-formed thought when something that was even 

odder than landing in the middle of the Woven Expanse for a poop happened...  

 



…Red-Eye dropped from a hover plank of its own. And before anyone could say, 

"What the heck?" this happened... 

 

Mister Zinc's curiosity was only partially assuaged when Red-Eye explained that he'd 

trapped them all in an encapsulation field that had been - or would be - developed in the 

future. He also explained that it comprised electromagnetic force-fields and chalk dust. 

The force-fields were for imprisoning things; and the chalk was there to make it visible. 

"This chalk dust." Blue spoke up. "Is it natural chalk dust - or merely powdered plaster 

of Paris?" 

"How the heck would I know?" Red-Eye complained. Then he did this... 

 



...which was a powerful mesmeric wave that had absolutely nothing to do with anything 

much, except... 

 

...to instil in Mister Zinc's brain a plan of complete evil and sneakiness. In short Mister 

Zinc had become a tool. A veritable pawn in the hands of a master chess player. 

"I've got this great idea, guys." Zinc said, as he led Blue and his henchmen back 

towards the hover plank. "I think you're gonna like it." 

Elsewhere in the Museum of Future Technology... 

 



...the maintenance team found a few more anomalous readings on the control panel, and 

before long Charles was climbing to giddy heights… 

 

…and scrutinising holes blasted in the side of things... 

 

And Los Tapones were making investigations of their own... 



 

Enrique and Dani had discovered the inert Tunnel Temporale. Unfortunately this 

coincided with Wolfgang discovering the fuses that had been stuffed down the back of a 

cistern in one of the Gents toilets near the roller skate park. Naturally, being a good 

maintenance operative, Wolfgang re-inserted them into their correct aperture. 

Moments later a gentle hum began...er...humming, gently. 

"Um..." Dani said uncertainly. 

"No," Enrique thought he was correcting his bronzed chum, "I think it's more of a hum 

- that's an 'um' but with an aitch at the beginning." 

Then this happened... 

 



"Oh-no!" They cried in unison as they raced for the exit - only to discover themselves 

in... 

 

"Yuk," Enrique spat, "this smells like an eleventh century Irish peat bog!" 

Worse was to happen to Enrique and Dani, because not only did the Tunnel Temporale 

disappear behind them, but also they discovered that they'd been surrounded by peat-

bogger warriors - and they looked really annoyed... 

 



"What are you flappers doing in our peat bog?" One of them snarled. 

"Um..." Dani tried unsuccessfully. 

"Didn't you see the flapping signs?" The warrior bellowed in surprise. 

Enrique did little better: "Not as such." He replied. 

"You didn't see the skeletons of our enemies hanging up in the stiff, but moist, morning 

breeze?" The warrior roared with incredulity uppermost in his tone. "Are you as blind 

as you are stupid?" 

Both tapones figured that the guy was being rhetorical, so they remained mute, which 

was probably just as well because a few minutes later they found themselves dragged off 

to an audience with the tribal chief, Seamus O’Soddit and his wife, the beautiful 

Vulga… 

 

Surprisingly, they were invited to enter O'Soddit’s hut… 

 



"You're not flapping Air Freshener Caps." O’Soddit growled. "What are you?" 

Dani found the wit to respond: "We are Earplugs." 

"Are you edible?" The lovely Vulga inquired cheerfully. 

Dani and Enrique looked at each other. "We're not sure." Dani stammered. 

"We'll find out later." O’Soddit said as he dismissed the subject. "I've got to go oversee 

a local muck-hurdling contest. You two can spend the night in the Cave of Abject Woe: 

we'll eat you for breakfast tomorrow." 

Both Tapones thought that the tribal elder was joking – until they were led away… 

 

…and imprisoned in a horrible cave… 

 



Dani was full of recriminations: "We should have fought when we had the chance." His 

voice echoed off the impermeable walls. “It’s be worth grazing my knuckles, punching 

one of those knuckle-heads 

"The thought of being eaten by peat-boggers makes me really angry." Enrique almost 

agreed. Then a thought struck: "Sod it." He said. "We've nothing to lose: let's go kick 

some butt." 

But when they strode purposefully out into the murky eleventh century Irish peat bog 

day, they found their guards slain… 

 

Dani thought it too horrible to see, and Enrique was shocked into silence. That silence 

was broken by a welcoming, "Cooie!" And when they looked up they saw Mr and Mrs 

Spindly Earplug smiling in their direction... 

 

Only one word passed Enrique's lips: "How?" 

"Sniper rifle." Mrs Spindly replied. “Top of the range model too.” 



Mr Spindly explained: "We followed you into the Tunnel Temporale. When it 

deactivated, and you weren't there we realised that you were probably taking a stroll 

down Kaka Street, so-to-speak. So we came looking for you." 

Well after that the two tapones were only too pleased to follow the Spindlies back to the 

Museum of Future Technology. Unfortunately the moss has been long and dense, and 

upon their return... 

 

...they discovered that their boots and underpants had collected vast sums of the 

indigenous vegetation, which didn't endear them to their sun'n'sand-

worshipping compatriots, who were all either shocked or horrified at their 

exhibitionism. 

 Meanwhile, far, far away other sun 'n' sand worshippers were soaking up the rays… 

 

They comprised four beautiful girls and a boy who could easily pass himself off as one. 

They called themselves Las Chicas De La Playas; and one of them wanted a wee. 

Chapter Four 

The most obvious place for any chica to tinkle was the sea, but this one didn't want to 

get her costume wet; so as a group they retired to a beachfront cafe where they sat 

themselves at the bar. The blonde, Lucia, brought the other's attention to the cafe's TV 

set... 



 

"Ooh," she said, "get a load of them."  

As the broadcast continued, the five 'girls' learned of Los Tapones De España's work in 

the salvation of The Museum of Future Technology. The piece ended with a close up of 

Los Tapones... 

 

"Oh they're so cute!" Carmen, the brunette, squealed.  

"And almost as tanned as us! Jorge, the fake girl, added.  

The raven-haired Alba was struck with a sudden idea: "Would anyone agree when I say 

that we, as a group, are fundamentally bored witless with our current life-style?  



Jimena, the only girl who could be bothered to colour her hair with a weird turquoise 

hue replied with: "Sí."  

"Oh darling," Jorge said, as he twisted upon his stool, "what are you suggesting?"  

"I think she's suggesting that we get our cute butts over to the Museum of Future 

Technology muy rápido." Lucia said in a whisper.  

"When do we leave?" Carmen asked enthusiastically.  

"Just as soon as we find our spare bikinis." Alba replied. "I've read that the dress code 

there forbids grubby swim suits."  

Meanwhile Charles had been spending his time fixing the disco floor, and now he and 

his co-workers were testing it... 

 

...by getting down to a particularly funky track by the Trumptations entitled Belch Like 

a Lady. And it was mid-way through the third chorus, when... 

 



...he had an idea for a fund-raiser to help repair of the Museum's exterior. "Hey, guys," 

he shouted over the percussive bass-line, "have either of you ever heard of Shat and 

Beeki Spittoon?"  

Whilst Rikki and Wolfgang took the time to consider the question, K’plank the Space 

Wanderer and Auntie Doris were arriving at the main entrance.... 

 

"Got a ticket?" The Robot Ticket Collector inquired rudely.  

"Bog off." K’plank replied. "Auntie Doris and I supplied the amber shards that 

powered the defence fighters during the alien attack. We don't need tickets."  

The derisive snort that emanated from his speaker grill strongly suggested to Doris that 

the Robot Ticket Collector was unimpressed. If she wanted to avoid a nasty scene she 

had to think quickly: "I still have one in my purse." She spoke through a fixed smile. 

"If you don't let us in I will shove it right up your cyber nose."   

Naturally the Robot Ticket Collector knew everything there was to know about amber 

shard/robot nasal cavity interaction, and duly stepped aside.   

So, whilst Auntie Doris and K’plank the Space Wanderer passed through the mighty 

portals of the museum - upon the Plankton Squares pitch... 

 



…Mandy, Candy, Vic, and Bob were in sombre mood, as they played the game of 

strategy. Little did the former zombies know it, but the weightlifters had some startling 

news for them. The game of Plankton Squares hadn't been going well. For Vic and Bob 

any pleasure that might have been derived from the contest was spoiled by the thought 

that they would never have the talent for disco dancing; and for the Mandy and Candy 

the situation would remain fraught until they had finally plucked up the courage to tell 

Vic and Bob their 'huge secret'. It was whilst in the middle of completing a Yeager 

manoeuvre that Mandy tripped slightly and consequently made a misstep that (because 

of their despondency) neither Vic nor Bob seemed to notice. Her reaction to their lack of 

reaction brought forth light to the scene... 

 

"What did you say?" Vic inquired with disbelief to her subsequent words.  

Candy smiled. "I said that Mandy and I are having plastic surgery."  

"Yes," now that the verbal dam had been breached, the words escaped 

Mandy's pleasant maw like a flood "our sturdy shoulders are soon going to be history; 

and Doctor Snippentuck has promised to create the most sveltest torsos he's ever 

fabricated from earplug flesh."  

"And we've decided to forego professional disco dancing in favour of being the wives of 

the two most famous wind-breakers in the Museum of Future Technology." Candy 

added.  

"Oh that's wonderful." Vic said as they abandoned the game for a group hug… 

 



Meanwhile, elsewhere in the museum... 

 

...the fourth Curator was arriving for work aboard the high speed shuttle with her pet 

cheese rind, Rover. Her name was Cushions Smethwyke, and she was late because of 

her popularity with television reporters, who all wanted to interview her about the 

events of the previous night - not because she was particularly attractive or 

forthcoming; but because she had bloody great enormous teeth that fascinated both 

reporters and viewers alike. With no time for pleasantries she threw herself aboard the 

Omnipresent Scanner… 

 

"Rover," she instructed her pet, "if you need a tinkle, do it over the balcony." Then she 

went to work beside her fellow curators, where almost immediately a new scene swam 

into view... 



 

It was the image of Dexter stumbling upon the ruins of Eyewash Station.  

"Eyewash Station!" Dexter boomed into the gloom. "What has become of you?" He 

then vowed that whatever it took, he and his friends would return the amusement 

arcade to its former glory. "Let history record my words." He roared in the face of an 

uncaring cosmos. “This is my quest!”  

Dexter didn't know it, but he received an impromptu round of applause for his verbal 

efforts, and a heart-felt out-pouring of love from the curators - even Montagu. Even 

Rover caught the emotional bug and wagged his back-end in pleasure. It was in 

this moment, when the Curators were distracted by their tear ducts that two familiar 

faces turned up at the entrance... 

 

Naturally the Robot Ticket Collector asked its usual question.  



"I'm Brian Blasted." The reply came, with characteristic volume. "I'm here to recite 

the works of William Shakespeare to anyone who'll listen."  

To which the Robot Ticket Collector repeated its question, but added the words 'you' 

and 'twit' to it. Neither Brian nor Magginess were keen to pay for entry, which they 

both firmly believed was theirs by right. Magginess informed the Robot Ticket 

Collector of her identity and told how she came into being only the day previous, and 

that she was the clone of Magnuss Earplug, and a former zombie, who had been 

returned to life by the Angel with a Huge Nose.  

"Am I supposed to be impressed with that?" The Robot Ticket Collector all but 

sneered.  

“Ye Gods, you mean you're not?" Brian bellowed his best. "I certainly am!"  

"You should be aware," the Robot Ticket Collector responded, "that since the alien 

attack, I've been converted, and now I include advanced Sentinel Robot technology. 

Stuff like what you just said doesn't impress me one little bit."  

Brian decided to try another tack. He told the Robot Ticket Collector this: "After the 

alien attack was thwarted, Magginess accompanied me back to my hotel room, where, 

dressed in my  bath robe, I slipped upon a wet patch on the lavatory floor, and fell 

head-first into the toilet bowl. If you don't let us in she will show you the resultant photo 

that she took with her cell ‘phone. It is not a pretty sight, I assure you."  

The Robot Ticket Collector didn't respond verbally: it merely shuddered and 

stepped aside.  

Whilst Brian and Magginess were getting their way, deeper inside the museum, the 

maintenance crew were discovering some unexpected anomalies... 

 

"I don't understand." A puzzled Charles said to Rikki. "How can this area be so old 

and tatty? It’s still quite new. And where did the fungi come from?"  

"Must'a been the alien attack." Rikki replied. But he felt he was clutching at straws. 

And in the very next arena they discovered... 



 

"The latrines must have burst." Wolfgang opined hesitantly. "Yeah, that’s it: months 

or even years ago - obviously!"  

Charles scoffed. "But this isn't even vaguely recent; this is ancient muck. It has the 

stench of ages about it."  

"But this place was pristine two days ago.” Wolfgang whined. “This whole situation is 

completely wacko. Charles, hold me: I'm frightened."  

But whilst Charles' nose curled back upon itself in a feeble attempt to thwart the evil 

stench from contaminating his olfactory senses, another couple had appeared at the 

main entrance... 

 

"I suppose you're great heroes too?" The Robot Ticket Collector said sarcastically. 

Neither of the two newcomers knew quite how to react to this; so they adopted their 



professional modus operandi: "We're Shat and Beeki Spittoon." They said together. 

"We're a brother and sister R&B duo."  

"I'm Shat." The sturdy male ear plug said. "This tall slender beauty is my sister, 

Beeki."  

The Robot Ticket Collector sniffed disdainfully. "I'm sorry, but you're going to have to 

sod off somewhere else: Rhythm and Blues is just so old-hat: we’ll have nothing to do 

with it in the Museum of Future Technology"   

Beeki burst into sudden tears, the authenticity of which the Robot Ticket Collector 

doubted.  Shat was outraged. "I've never been so insulted." He snapped. "We're here to 

appear in a fund-raising concert in aid of the museum's outer skin. Who knows, if you 

don't let us in, the authorities might tear you to pieces and use your body parts to repair 

the building!"  

Unsurprisingly, Shat's tirade worked wonders because it attracted the attention 

of RoboSecGua… 

 

"Open the stupid door, you brainless git." It instructed the Robot Ticket Collector. "Of 

course they're not a talentless retro-act: they’re fab. I've got both of their albums!"   

But whilst RoboSecGua was lambasting the doorman, elsewhere in the museum... 

 



...Mister Zinc's henchmen and hired thugs watched attentively as innocent museum 

visitors and workers began being abducted. 

Chapter Five 

At first no one seemed aware that people were disappearing. Mr Zinc, his henchmen, 

and their hired thugs chose their victims well... 

 

They chose singletons, or earplugs that other people didn't like very much and wouldn't 

care if they lived or died. They chose the introverted and unwary, and snatched them 

from public places using a variety of techniques. But the Museum of Future Technology 

was so vast it would be possible to lose an army inside it. The odd one or two 

disappearing went totally unnoticed. So life, for most, continued as before. For example, 

Mister Pong's Exotic Food restaurant, which had been destroyed when Fort 

Balderdash had been attacked, was replaced by the most efficient insurance company in 

the whole wide world... 

 



He, Yu-Wah, and Wah-Hey were all smiles. Soon the T.W.I.T operatives that had been 

absent when Fort Balderdash had been attacked soon tucked into the first meal served 

there... 

 

So whilst a great scoffing was occurring, at the main entrance... 

 

...Luigi and some of his hat-wearing troupe were having problems with the Robot 

Ticket Collector. Suddenly the lighting went oddly purple and the place shook so 

violently that everyone went out of focus. Whilst the Robot Ticket Collector was 

distracted, Luigi didn't waste a nanosecond, and shoved everyone inside. 

"I no give a damn whatta that a was," he said to Valentino's questioning look, "I just a 

wanna get a inside the building." 

Meanwhile Rudi and Valentine had teamed up again... 



 

...and were exploring the Woven Expanse for the first time. But it wasn't the sheer size 

of the region that surprised them: instead it was... 

 

...the great swathes of nasty, horrible mould everywhere. But worse was to follow, when 

they discovered... 

 

"I don't like the look of that." Valentine opined. 



Rudi liked it even less. "It’s weird, man, but I feel like I'm being pulled out of shape by 

unseen forces." He said. 

Valentine grew concerned. "Take care not to get your nostrils separated, bro." He 

warned his brother. Then he asked: "What do think it is?" 

"At a guess," Rudi replied with difficulty, because of the unseen forces acting upon his 

little pink body, "that it’s a tear in the fabric of space/time." 

"Heck!" Valentine exclaimed. "We'd better let the authorities know!" 

By coincidence, at that very moment... 

 

...a pair of local sewerage workers had arrived at the entrance. 

"We're here to check out your effluent." The first informed the Robot Ticket Collector. 

"Yeah?" It replied. "Got a ticket?" 

The sewerage workers were slightly nonplussed by this response. "Of course not, you 

buffoon." The second sewerage worker answered. "We're here at the behest of your 

curators." 

"You look brown and horrid." The Robot Ticket Collector observed. "I'm not sure I 

should let you in. Where's your union card?" 

Meanwhile Shat and Beeki decided to test their show upon an unwilling audience - that 

being Los Tapones De España and the Earplug Brothers... 



 

But it didn't go well. "Get off!" Chester called. 

"You harmonies are vile!" His twin, Miles added. 

"Your dance routines might be described as elephantine at best." Dexter informed the 

attractive, but essentially talentless, siblings. 

"Excremento!" Enrique and Carlos bellowed together. 

"I think it might have been Beeki's frenetic screeching that caused that rip in 

space/time." Valentine joked with Rudi. 

The outspoken rejection of their performance forced both Shat and Beeki to beat a 

hasty retreat - to the upper levels, where they contemplated suicide… 

 



It seemed an awfully long way down to Glazed Park, which lay below them. Fortunately 

this gave them time to stop and think about the crowd’s reactions, when they heard the 

clearing of a gravelly throat. And when they turned around, they were astonished to 

discover that they were in the presence of a legendary blind soul singer - known 

throughout the Rhythm and Blues world as... 

.  

"Cory Turpentine!" The words exploded from the lips of Shat and Beeki like a twenty-

one gun salute. Shat then added: "What the heck are you doing here?" And Beeki said: 

"Should you be so close to the edge? You are still blind, I take it?" 

"Yes and no." Cory answered Beeki first. "My eyes don't work, but thanks to the 

advanced medical techniques employed at the Accident and Emergency tent, I can now 

use the sense of smell to see with. Yes, I can smell what things look like. I can also hear 

things with the sense of touch." 

"That's wonderful." Beeki gushed. "So how do you feel things?" 

"With the end of my nose." Cory answered. "Right then: about this vile act you have..." 

Shat didn’t respond straight away. This was because he couldn't help but notice that 

Cory had been followed by two silver androids. Concerned for Cory's safety they 

approached them... 

 



"Whadda ya want?" Shat demanded in, what he hoped was a deep, resonant, and 

essentially masculine voice. 

The Androids looked at each other before replying in unison: "Forgive us for the delay 

in our response," they said, "but your deep, resonant, and essentially masculine voice 

confused us. We believed that you were Shat and Beeki Spittoon: the most popular soul 

act in all androidism." 

"We are! We are!" Beeki screeched - fearful that two potential fans might walk away 

without requesting an autograph or, better still - a ‘selfie’. "What's this stuff about 

'most popular act'?"  

The two androids explained that due to the singing duo's disharmonies, squeaky voices, 

and general on-stage clumsiness, they were seen as icons in the android world, where 

such weaknesses were viewed as attributes. 

"So androids really dig us, huh?" Shat concluded hopefully. 

"And robots too." The androids replied. 

Beeki made a conclusion of her own: "I guess that's where our records sales are coming 

from, and why we get booed off stage by earplugs." 

It was comforting for the brother/sister combo to know that they had an appreciative 

audience; but what they really needed to fill their souls was the acceptance of their own 

kind. They said as much. 

"Then go with Cory Turpentine." The androids spoke wisely. "There is much he can 

teach you: like singing, dancing, and developing a frisson with your audience." 

So, with the artificial sun shining at their backs, they did just that... 

 



Subsequently they marched right across the Bridge of Death with Cory; and on to the 

Woven Expanse… 

 

And they didn't mind that their two greatest fans trailed along behind. 

"How do you get that wonderful gravelly soulful voice, Cory?" Shat inquired as they 

perambulated towards apparent infinity. 

"I gargle with dry cornflakes." Cory replied. "Sometimes wheaty cereal biscuits. Then, 

when they've gone all soggy, I swallow them. It takes care of my singing voice and 

breakfast in one fell swoop." 

"Fantastic. What a great technique" Beeki said. "I'd never have thought of that in a 

million years." 

"A million years is a long time." Cory replied. "I doubt you'll still be able to buy them 

then: I imagine that corn and wheat would have been banned by our socialist 

government's Health and Safety Executive as unfit for earplug consumption, and the 

principal cause of obesity in the young and old alike."  

As they walked Cory had Shat and Beeki run up and down the vocal scales. "Hmm," he 

mumbled, "you really are rubbish: I can see that I've got my work cut out with you two. 

Cripes, man." 

Eventually they arrived at the Arboretum, where Cory kept a garden shed with a nice 

veranda... 



 

And for the next few hours the experienced soul legend taught the young pretenders 

everything he knew. The noise drew the attention of the gardeners, and soon they were 

peering through the foliage at the tableau... 

 

The lessons seemed to go on for an eternity. In fact Shat began to hallucinate. He 

thought that summer had given way to autumn... 

 



And it was only when the gardeners broke out in spontaneous applause at a virtuoso 

vocal crescendo that Cory felt ready to release his students back into the real world. 

"Off you go then." He said as he urged them towards the exit. "I'll expect five per cent 

from all sales to proper living entities, alright?" 

Meanwhile two more soul legends were arriving at the entrance... 

 

"You two look a bit old and haggard." The Robot Ticket Collector opined rudely. 

"We've just retired from touring, and we thought a day at the Museum of Future 

Technology might be a nice way to wind down from the stresses of constant travel and 

the demands of our fans." The bearded individual said. 

The Robot Ticket Collector's response to this was: "Got the money to buy a ticket?" 

The bearded individual was half way to delving into his back pocket for a wallet, when 

two female construction worker Air Freshener Caps happened by... 

 



"Oh my God!" One of them squealed with delight.  

"It's Ootis Wolliums and Dunnis Idwards!" The other cried joyfully.  

The Robot Ticket Collector was surprised by this information. "Is that so?" It said. 

"Are you really the two surviving members of the Trumptations?" 

Ootis and Dunnis could do no more than nod nervously. 

"My designer once saw you in concert." The Robot Ticket Collector explained. "It was 

when Eddie Cockups was still with you, and Dunnis used to swap lead vocals with Cory 

Turpentine - before he went solo of course." 

Now the last thing that either Ootis or Dunnis wanted to do was discuss the merits of 

The Trumptations with either female construction workers or a Robot Ticket Collector 

that had been programmed by a fan. "Is it okay if we just go in?" Dunnis asked as they 

backed towards the door. 

 

"Yeah, yeah." The Robot Ticket Collector replied as he settled down for a chat with the 

females about The Trumptations greatest hits. "Didn't you just dig that muted horn on 

the intro to Papa was a Blistering Idiot?" He asked the girls. 

Chapter Six 

Ootis Wolliums and Dunnis Idwards had already planned to visit their old band-mate, 

Cory Valentine. So a short while later they quickly tracked him down to his garden 

shed in the Arboretum... 



 

After going over old times interminably, Cory mentioned his recent tuition of Shat and 

Beeki Spittoon. "Their sound needs filling out a smidgen." He told Ootis and Dunnis. 

"The trouble is that Shat is a natural falsetto. What they need is a more tenor sound." 

Ootis nodded sagely at this. "Yeah, maybe we could give these cats a look-see." He said. 

"Where's they at?" 

Meanwhile the International Transfer Conduit had delivered a cargo of pretty things 

from the sunny costa... 

 

"Hola." Said Jorge. "We booked ahead on-line. We're Las Chicas De La Playas." 

It was a bold statement. Naturally the Robot Ticket Collector ran a security scan over 

the new arrivals. "Las Chicas, you say?" It said with a slightly concerning tone to its 

voice. 

"Sí." The turquoise-haired Jimena replied. 

"Yet one of you is named Jorge." The Robot Ticket Collector observed. "Not a very 

feminine name is it!" 



"We didn't choose our names." The lovely blonde, Lucia replied indignantly. "You can 

blame our parents for any incongruities." 

"I believe you're trying to obfuscate the subject." The Robot Ticket Collector growled 

through its forward speaking grille. 

Obfuscate was quite a long word, and none of Los Chicas had ever used it in normal, 

every-day language. They preferred "urr", "yeah", "whoo", and "more please - with a 

cherry on top". 

"You what?" Alba said ignorantly. 

"You're hiding the fact that Jorge here is not actually a girl at all." The Robot Ticket 

Collector explained. 

Alba repeated herself. 

"You don’t know the difference?" The Robot Ticket Collector said impatiently. "Jorge 

is not a chica at all, but a chico. You are clearly not whom you claim to be. As such I 

cannot allow you inside the Museum of Future Technology. Not now, nor ever. So bog 

off! 

Las Chicas De La Playas were appalled… 

 

"Oh no." The brunette, Carmen wailed. “We’ll have to go back to showing off our 

bronzed limbs on the beach again. How boring. I think I’ll die!" 

“Sí.” Jimena agreed - though with a little more attitude than was normal for her. 

"You're wrong, Mister Ticket Collector." Lucia said as she presented a photograph to 

its ocular array. "We had this taken just before we departed the sunny costa." 

 



"Hmmm," the Robot Ticket Collector said as it cogitated, "not bad; but not good 

enough either. I'm going to need better evidence that this." 

Las Chicas spent a moment going through their 'things'. They quickly realised that 

Jorge's lipstick would only worsen the situation. Then Jorge himself enjoyed a moment 

of inspiration. "What about this?" He said… 

 

"A sombrero!" The Robot Ticket Collector roared. "Perfect. Get your lovely selves 

inside my museum: clearly you are the real deal." 

Las Chicas didn't waste a second... 

 

Meanwhile K’plank and Doris were beginning to think that they should have stayed at 

the motel, because not only had K’plank been dispossessed of his hat, but... 



 

...they'd both been abducted by Mister Zinc, and were now undergoing some form of 

processing that appeared to be far from enjoyable. 

But in another part of the vast edifice, Wonky experienced release from the Android 

Hospital... 

 

"There," his nurse, Consuela, said to him in the corridor, "you're all fixed up." 

"No I'm not." Wonky replied miserably. "Look at my face: I'm still...well…I'm still 

wonky!" 

"I'm ever so sorry," the delightful Consuela replied, "but the curators stated that they 

wanted you back to your normal self. This is your normal self." 

Disconsolately Wonky allowed himself to be escorted to the front door of the Android 

Hospital, which, he noted, was extremely similar to the new main entrance to the 

Museum of Future Technology, and wondered if one had been modelled upon the other; 

and if so, he asked himself; “In which order?” 



 

"I suppose it's the eternal question of which came first: the chicken or the egg?" He 

mused to himself. 

"Take care of yourself." Consuela called to Wonky's departing back. "Please don't do 

anything irresponsible." 

"I won't." He called back. But he didn't really mean it. 

It was whilst Wonky made his way from the Android Hospital that the Museum of 

Future Technology received some unexpected guests. When the Spindlies had returned 

the two Los Tapones (that had become lost in an Eleventh century Irish peat bog) to the 

safety of their own era, they had inadvertently left the Tunnel Temporale active. Well 

Seamus O’Soddit was a brave Air Freshener Cap, and his wife - the beautiful Vulga - 

had always been keen on exploration; so they followed their former captives into the 

infinitely long tube - only to appear a while later at the opposite end… 

 



None of them knew what to expect in such an alien environment, so, for a while at least, 

they decided to lay low. 

Meanwhile the two surviving Trumptations had found Shat and Beeki, and were now 

subjecting Los Tapones and the Earplug Brothers to another impromptu concert... 

 

This time their rich tenors filled the aural gaps in a much improved performance by the 

unexceptional youngsters. 

"Hey maybe that rip in space/time's been fixed." Rudi whispered to Valentine, whilst 

Shat and Beeki performed the third track from their first album, Only You Bring Out 

The Worms In Me. 

Dexter, meanwhile, was gifted an idea. But for the moment he kept his own counsel, and 

remained mute about it. And Magnuss slipped away for a rendezvous with his old 

flame, the Angel with a Huge Nose. But what neither Magnuss nor Angel could have 

foreseen when they'd chosen the Android Regeneration Booth for their meeting place, 

was the discovery of Wonky looking at it meaningfully… 

 



"Look at me." He said miserably, when they asked after him. "I'm just a wonky old 

android who nobody wants any more. I just wish that I could do something really 

ghastly so that I could get arrested and sentenced to death. But I’m not programmed 

that way." 

Magnuss was much saddened by this emotional outburst, and he looked to the Angel for 

guidance. "You're an Angel." He said to her. "You also have the powers of the Avatar, 

which is, of course, the reason that you and I can no longer enjoy a meaningful 

relationship. Surely there's something you can do?" 

Angel returned his gaze. "And might I remind you," she replied, "that you are a saint." 

 

Magnuss wasn't entirely certain that he'd actually attained sainthood; but, he quickly 

concluded, Angel was an angel, and if she said that he was a saint - well then, darn it,  

he was a saint! "Okay." He said back. "What are we gonna do?" 

Three seconds later Magnuss couldn't bear to watch as Angel assured him that (with 

their remarkable powers for making things nice, and the almost magical way that the 

Regeneration Booth regenerated the mechanical form of android) everything would 

turn out lovely for the biological android named Wonky. 

"No prevarication, waffle, and stuff." Wonky bellowed from inside the machine. "Just 

get on with it!" 

Unable to deny such a polite request, Angel heaved upon the starting handle, and the 

machine began to do its half of the job.... 



 

Time passed quickly, and with his mental energy reduced by the mental effort Magnuss 

was greatly relieved when the timer bell went 'ding.' And even more so when they 

pulled back the cover to reveal... 

 

"Oh, by the Saint of All Earplugs." Wonky screamed loudly. "I'm totally gorgeous!" 

Magnuss and Angel were so pleased with the result of their labours that they posed for 

celebratory photographs. 

Meanwhile, several levels down, Dan Down'n'out, his slovenly wives, and a number of 

the subterraneans who lived there, also received a gift... 



 

...when (thanks to Dexter's brilliant idea) Shat and Beeki presented a brief concert in 

the disused underground hover mat park. They even brought along Ootis and Dunnis 

on backing vocals. Suddenly the day just seemed to be getting better for everyone. 

Now that he was no longer a wonky android, Wonky had a real spring in his step as he 

went in search of his android buddy - the unimaginatively named Android. He found 

him with Pilot as they fettled the Turquoise Sky Surfer... 

 

"Holy heck." Pilot said from the upper surface of the Turquoise Sky Surfer, "Look 

what happened to you!" 

"Thank you." Wonky replied politely. "I do look rather nice, don't I!" 

 Had Android been anything other than an android he would probably gasped his last. 

He was just so shocked. "You know what this means, don't you?" He said to Wonky. 

Wonky had no idea to what his chum referred. "I'm sorry, chum." He replied. "I have 

no idea to what you refer." 



 

Android almost smiled when he said: "We can go down to Glazed Park. It's where all 

the guys and gals meet up. We can pull the birds, chat-up the chicks; invite some female 

androids for a cup of coffee. That sort of thing." 

It was a stupendous idea. So before long... 

 

...Wonky and Android found themselves in Glazed Park’s tiny central garden, where by 

chance they encountered Poppy and Princess Agatha. 

"Which one of you is Poppy?" Wonky inquired as they strolled upon a charming 

cobbled section of walkway… 



 

"Me." An android with a huge pale blue mouth said. "The one who looks like she's 

sucking a wasp is Princess Agatha." 

"Are you a real princess? Android asked her. 

"Oh-no." Princess Agatha replied in a frightfully cultured voice. "I'm entirely 

artificial." 

Meanwhile the Robot Ticket Collector had been informed that the Museum of Future 

Technology was at patron capacity. Or ‘full’, as it was better known. It was also 

informed that the doors must be locked to any newcomers… 

 



The timing of the instruction couldn't have been miss-timed better, because two new 

arrivals had...er...arrived…at the main entrance… 

 

"We're shut." It said loudly. "Go away." 

"But we've come such a long way." The small brown being complained. "We're 

exhausted." 

"Our feet hurt like hell." The taller white creature added. "We're Rubber Bungs. We 

need a drink to lubricate our body parts. I also have the mighty desire to visit the 

toilet." 

The Robot Ticket Collector looked down at its 'victims' with a metallic sneer, “All I can 

say to that is ‘tough luck’." 

Far away, in a place right across the museum, Wonky, Android, Princess Agatha, and 

Poppy were 'getting on like a veritable house on fire'… 

 



"I wish we were real boys and girls." Princess Agatha said, during a lull in their 

ceaseless act of mass communication. "Then we could do boy and girl sorts of things." 

Wonky nodded agreement. "What - like hop-scotch and listening to records?" He 

inquired. 

Poppy nodded. “And other stuff. But sadly it will never be. We’re androids, after all." 

"Tish and tosh." Android dismissed Poppy's plaintive whine with two meaningless 

words. He then added, "Have you never heard of Doctor Snippentuck?" 

Chapter Seven 

Of course Wonky had heard of Doctor Snippentuck: who hadn't? He was famous 

throughout the entire Museum of Future Technology for his fabulous skills with the 

scalpel and the inner workings of the earplug mind. But... 

"What the heck can Snippy do for me?" Wonky complained.  

“We’ll never know if we don’t ask.” Princess Agatha stated the obvious.  

Suddenly Wonky found himself caught up in the excited spirit of the moment, and 

soon... 

 

...he, Android, Poppy, and Princess Agatha were racing along like a bunch of loonies in 

pursuit of an ice cream van. 

Upon arrival at their destination they discovered Doctor Snippentuck most 

accommodating, particularly since he already had two patients prepped for their 

operations… 

 



"Come in. Come in." Doctor Snippentuck said, as he invited them into the operating 

theatre. 

Android felt uncomfortable; and Doctor Snippentuck's assistant, Thelma, appeared 

shocked by her employer’s behaviour. "What are you doing, you money-grabbing 

monster?" She bellowed. "Mandy and Candy can't wait too long: the anaesthetic will 

wear off." 

"I'll just need five minutes and a credit card reader." Doctor Snippentuck replied. "If 

anyone wakes up, offer them a cup of tea and a biscuit. Not a chocolate one though: 

they're mine." 

So thirty seconds later Doctor Snippentuck began his usual tests. He stepped behind the 

controls of the Magnetic Field Imagizor… 

 

Reluctantly Thelma joined him. Only then could the tests commence. They soon 

discovered that Poppy had a weak Personality Quotient, which Snippentuck assured 

them, was a good thing… 

 



Then he tried the Innards Volume test... 

 

...which proved, perfectly that both Poppy and Princess Agatha were more than capable 

of being converted into proper earplugs. 

"Great," Wonky said as the tests concluded, "but what about me and Android?" 

 

"No problem at all." The reply came from Thelma. "As biological androids you have no 

natural immune system. Your immune system was designed by intelligent Earplugs, and 

as such it is vastly superior and infinitely variable. In short, you two are perfect for 

organ transplants." 

"You mean...?" Wonky stumbled verbally. 

"Yes," Candy called from inside the operating pod, "you're going to get our cast-off 

bits. The good doctor can then grow new parts in cultures, growth mediums, and 

nutrient baths. And it'll save so much time – and you’ll end up big and tough like us. 



You’ll be able to lift all sorts of really heavy things and scare weaklings down at the 

gym!" 

"Well I suppose it isn't such a terrible idea." Wonky said as he thought about it. “I do 

have that rather large chest of drawers that needs shifting into the back room.  

Meanwhile Charles and Rikki had taken Shat and Beeki Spittoon to the concert hall. It 

was there that they were to perform their fund-raising concert. Before long the 

combination of a powerful wine and an insistent groove had everyone 'getting down'. 

 

Even the press arrived and began snapping photographs with their bright flash lights... 

 

But as the show concluded, something startling occurred... 

 



The whole place shook itself stupid, and no one could see properly. Even the Rubber 

Bungs who were using the back door to gain entry felt it… 

 

"Oh, Roger," the brown female squealed, "that very nearly made me lose my pants. 

What do you think it was?" 

Roger shrugged his shoulders as they pushed inside the tiny arched door. "How would I 

know, Leslie?" He replied. "Am I an aficionado of the science-fiction genre?"  

"You know all about ray guns and hyper-drives." Leslie spoke haughtily. "I thought a 

huge, eye-boggling rumble would have been bread and cheese to you." 

Roger was excellent at seeing his wife's point of view. "Of course; yes; silly me." He 

said. "I expect it was a time storm." 

Whether Roger the Rubber Bung was correct or not, one absolute fact continued to 

remain unknown to anyone -  with the exception of Mister Zinc, his girlfriend and 

cronies, and of course his puppet master - the Red-Eyed Sentinel robot, of course. And 

Mr Zinc was busy at work continuing his task of random abductions. For example he'd 

just abducted a very confused pair of Trumptations… 



 

And he spent an inordinate amount of his time looking at CCTV footage so that he 

could grab his next victim without anyone noticing… 

 

He was also on the look-out for new technology to help his cause... 



 

"What's this piece of garbage supposed to be?" His grouchy henchman grumbled when 

he saw the faintly glowing golden ring. 

"According to the mysterious note that came with it in the Museum of Future 

Technology's internal mail, it's an 'Earplug Trans-locating Ring'." Mr Zinc 

replied. "Gustav will operate the controls now." 

As Gustav flicked the power control Grouchy grew even more convinced that the device 

was a hoax... 

 

"Like I said: garbage." He announced. "What was wrong with the good old Head-

Sucker? It worked just fine." 

Then something surprising happened... 



 

In a split second one of the alcoves that were set into the adjacent wall activated… 

 

And as the bright light dimmed, Grouchy took on solid form…  



 

"Slap my thighs." Grouchy exclaimed. "How'd I get up here in this hitherto unused 

Suspended Animation Bank?" 

Whilst an enthusiastic Mister Zinc continued his experimentation, Los Tapones De 

España were also hard at work - repairing Eyewash Station... 

 

They fixed the Ladies Climbing Wall. And a rusty old machine of ancient torture.... 

 



And the Pathfinder, which pleased a passing SubRoboSecGua inordinately… 

 

And they were all thrilled when The Oracle came back to life... 

 

"What is your name?" Dexter asked it experimentally. 

The Oracle had to think about that. "Are oracles the fountain of all knowledge?" It 

asked. 

"Si." Enrique answered 

“In that case I am The Oracle." The Oracle replied. And everybody cheered 

uproariously. 



 But later, whilst in the course of their self-imposed duties, Dani and Carlos discovered 

two long grey things. Unfortunately they were earplug traps, and almost immediately 

they had become the prisoners of a Zinc henchman and a hired thug… 

 

In the Security Suite RoboSecGua had become aware that customer numbers were 

dropping, and that several staff had been reported absent their work stations… 

 

After discussing the subject at lightning speed with its subordinates, it decided to visit 

the Curator's control room… 



 

…which it found to be entirely deserted... 

 

So it did what any Chief of Security would do: it hopped aboard the Omnipresent 

Scanner… 

 



And was horrified when it saw...first Mister Zinc giving instructions to his underlings… 

 

Then an Earplug being delivered to a Suspended Animation Bank by a huge Head-

Sucker... 

 

Whilst RoboSecGua was resetting his Central Comprehension Protocol, following 

the surprise he'd received courtesy of the Omnipresent Scanner, the three remaining 

Tapones were continuing their good work, and two of them were surprised to find... 



 

..loads of manky mould on both the Woven Expanse and the Wide Blue Yonder… 

 

"I have a bad feeling about this. It doesn't look natural.” Enrique said to Dexter. “I may 

be just a beach bum with experience of sand, sea, sun, and bronzed young bodies; but 

even I know that mould can't grow that fast in a dry environment. Something isn't 

right." 

Meanwhile RoboSecGua was discovering that something definitely wasn't right. It had 

seen all it needed to see. Now it must act! But when it hopped from the Omnipresent 

Scanner it came nose-to-face with Red-Eye… 



 

 

"Nuts; that's not good." RoboSecGua squeaked as it realised that the huge apparition 

must be the Sentinel Robot from the future who was the power behind Mr Zinc's 

throne. Plucking up reserves of courage, it spoke forthrightly: "I'm gonna kick your 

butt right back to the future, you evil contraption."  

"Interesting." Red-Eye murmured threateningly.  

Previous experience had taught RoboSecGua well. It could guess what was coming next: 

the Mesmeric Wave. It wasn't wrong. As it attempted to make good on its threat, 

something extremely cyber-embarrassing happened... 

 

"Oh blast, I knew I should have dumped all those used tea leaves that I’ve been 

carrying in my trunk." The miserable RoboSecGua sighed. Once again it'd been 

defeated by superior technology. Now all it could do was pray to the Robot God and ask 
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that The Earplug Brothers should learn the truth, and in their peculiar way thwart the 

evil that was, once again, in danger of taking control of The Museum of Future 

Technology. Its last thought, a split second before Red-Eye de-activated it remotely, was 

the vision of Mr Zinc and his wall of frozen earplugs... 

 

But whilst RoboSecGua was in the process of being taken over, one of its underlings was 

answering a query from Las Chicas De La Playas… 

 

"You want to know where Los Tapones are?" The SubRoboSecGua said loudly. "Are 

you all groupies or something similar?" 

"Er, no." Carmen answered the security operative. "But we are fans." 

"Do you wish to anoint them with fragrant oils" The automaton inquired further. 

"No, you twit." Lucia snapped. "We just want to meet them and maybe get an 

autograph or a 'selfie' with them." 

"Or a snog." Alba added. “If we’re lucky.” 



"Try the Earplug Anatomy Exhibit." He suggested. 

Without hesitation Jorge and the girls joined the line… 

 

Once inside they were momentarily overwhelmed by the spectacular light show... 

 

And the super-powerful spectacles that allowed their user to see right around the world 

and finally up their neighbour’s trouser legs left them vaguely nauseous... 

 



Jorge even tried a space buggy - with his boina perched upon his head... 

 

But just the swaying motion of the anti-grav motor made him feel sick. Whereas Lucia 

took to it like a duck to water… 

 



Chapter Eight 

But whilst Las Chicas De La Playas were having fun searching or Los Tapones De 

España, others were having a really awful time. People like...the Peat-Boggers, who felt 

disoriented by a landscape that was alien to them… 

. 

 

"Oh Seamus," the lovely Vulga exclaimed, "This place is just so nasty. I hate it here. I 

miss my wooden utensils and rudimentary lavatory seat. Take me home immediately." 

"I would if I could," her husband replied, "but this turquoise flooring has me so 

confused that I don't know the way back to that fearsome tube." 

And elsewhere EvilRoboSecGua discussed RoboSecGua's disappearance. "I think I'll 

go look for myself." It said…. 

 



By coincidence the Peat-Boggers had wandered into the secret hangar where 

EvilRoboSecGua kept his flying saucer... 

 

"Oh look, Seamus," the beautiful Vulga called to Chief Seamus O’Soddit, "this thing 

has a dinky little door in its side." 

This observation couldn't have come at a better time, because seconds later their keen 

hunting-ears detected the approach of a mechanical being. 

"Flip me sideways." Seamus cried. "Everyone hide!” 

 

Moments later EvilRoboSecGua found the hangar apparently deserted. "Hmmm, 

strange," it said to itself, "I could have sworn I heard someone shout 'Flip' in an 

unusual dialect. I don't know: maybe I'm going cyber-mad. Anyway, now's the right 

time to split. I've had enough of this 'good guy' rubbish: now it's time to look after 

number one. I'm outta here." But then he discovered that the door to the flying saucer 

was locked from within. And he said 'Flip' himself - except he pronounced it differently. 

 



RoboSecGua hadn't been alone in noticing that patron numbers had been falling of late. 

With the ability to connect wirelessly to the CCTV security system, the oh-so-superior 

silver androids quickly became aware of the abductor’s modus operandi, and the 

identity of the perpetrators. So the roof opening in their underground bunker began 

to...um...open… 

 

And before long the silver androids appeared in all their silvery glory - emerging into 

the light like... 

 

...like...well… like silver androids on a mission… 

 



“If the Security Forces aren’t up to the task,” White Eye said to Black Eye, with a 

robotic growl, “I guess we’ll have to take on the task ourselves.” 

 

“Damn right.” The reply came. “Follow me.” 

And before long they were... 

 

...riding an exterior elevator. Their destination – the Flying Disc launch platform... 



 

Within a few minutes the Silver Androids had clambered aboard their Flying Disc. And 

as they began their mission to save the Museum of Future Technology... 

 



...something was happening at the museum entrance... 

 

Red-Eye had slipped out of the museum through a fire exit, and now pretended to 

approach the Robot Ticket Collector, with the apparent intention of entering the 

museum for the first time. 

"The place is full up. We're closed." The Robot Ticket Collector informed the advanced 

Sentinel Robot from the future. 

"I am aware of the fact." Red-Eye replied as it extended its head to best illustrate its 

superiority. 

This act rankled the Robot Ticket Collector. "Well if you're so darned clever, you'll 

know what I'm gonna say next, won't ya!" It said. 

Indeed Red-Eye was very aware, and he became so angry that... 

 

...it turned red with rage. "You are about to tell me to go suck my nose." It growled. 



"And you didn't even need three guesses." Robot Ticket Collector sneered. 

Then it attempted a Mesmeric Wave upon Red-Eye. Of course it was totally ineffectual; 

but it told Red-Eye what it wanted to know. "Ah, I see that some of the original Sentinel 

Robot's capabilities still reside inside that wondrous body. Stupid primitive electronic 

brain, you are supplanted." 

With that it hit the Robot Ticket Collector with a Mesmeric Wave so powerful that it 

erased the Robot Ticket Collector's memory, and installed the backed-up version of the 

original owner's memory. 

"You are designated Sentinel Two." Red-Eye informed the new inhabitant. "You will 

now take a bath to clean away all the crud and vileness of this century from your 

futuristic body." 

So a few minutes later - just as the silver androids were streaking across the sky - hell 

bent upon their mission Sentinel Two was taking a lovely bubble bath.... 

 

It was while luxuriating in its soapy embrace that it detected the silver android's 

passage overhead, and duly despatched a Mesmeric Wave. 

With a Mesmeric Wave catching them without warning, the Silver Androids slammed 

their craft against the ground and dashed into the nearest public lavatory... 

 



Meanwhile Auntie Doris - fearful that the inhabitants and visitors to the Museum of 

Future Technology might forget her nephew's heroics… 

 

…and perhaps fawn over lesser celebrities such as... 

 

...the three-dimensional fart-producing weightlifters - decided to put on a show that 

wasn't just more spectacular; but infinitely more dangerous. Standing ready at the 

controls of a huge mobile Atomic Cannon... 



 

...Wolfgang and Android looked most uncomfortable. 

"Heck, Wolfie," Android said with trepidation in his voice, "I don't like this one bit: is 

there any way that we can turn down the power on this thing?" 

Wolfgang shook his head. Doris then nodded hers. Moments later - inside the Atomic 

Cannon - the pre-ignition sequence began... 

 

...and within a split second the powerful weapon fired... 

 



...straight at the Earplug Brothers, their girlfriends - Yu-Wah and Wah-Hey - and 

Auntie Doris. The resultant explosion was most spectacular… 

 

Everyone agreed that it was much more spectacular than a pair of former weight-lifters 

blowing off. But not as spectacular as the Earplug Brother’s psychic shield… 

 

Such was the strength of the aforementioned psychic shield - that the boys were able to 

easily deflect its impossible atomic fury and leave all eight earplugs standing upright 

and unharmed… 

 



Naturally those who witnessed this event thought that the boys were the ‘bee's knees’, 

and wonderfully fabulous upon at least seventeen levels of wondrousness. Equally 

naturally they flocked to them like flies to a week-old cadaver... 

 

...where they expected autographs, selfies, and, of course, hugs and kisses. They 

included Jorge and Lucia… 

 

They particularly wanted to meet Rudi and Valentine. But before they had the chance 

to rush forward and throw themselves at their heroes.... 

 



...members of the Obese Grandmother’s Brigade got in the way, and Rudi and 

Valentine - fearful of females whose instincts they didn’t understand - decided to leave. 

Chapter Nine 

Rudi and Valentine had no exact plans: they just wanted to place some distance 

between themselves and the members of the Obese Grandmother’s Brigade. So without 

really knowing why they were going in the direction that they now found themselves 

traveling, the two Earplugs lost concentration and quickly fell victim to Mr Zinc... 

 

And Las Chicas wandered aimlessly...only to discover that the Woven Expanse had 

contracted like puckered lips, and now folded back upon itself. Furthermore it was 

manky and wet, and a strange device had fallen through a hole in time and now 

partially blocked their way... 

 

"That's kinda cute." Carmen observed. "It looks like a cowboy hat with a threaded 

cylindrical body, instead of a face." 

"We should have left her on the beach." Jorge whispered to Lucia. "She uses her brain 

too much." 



"How do we get back now?" Alba inquired. "I'm desperate for a tinkle. And I could kill 

for a sausage roll!" 

"Sí." Jimena agreed. “Tasty.” 

"We'll have to go via a different route." Jorge suggested. 

"Do you know another route – different or otherwise?" Lucia inquired rather sensibly. 

"My family were once herders. Jorge informed her. “I still carry the gene for uncanny 

navigation." He then added: "Follow me: I have the nose for this sort of thing." 

So, a short while later and after some gratuitous perambulating...the result of a 

combination of Jorge's nose and the persistent twisting of reality's fabric, Las Chicas 

recognised their surroundings to be that of the cemetery… 

 

Lucia was far from happy: "I hope we don't find a grave digger here." She said in a 

whisper. "I've heard that they’re vile creatures. Bad tempered as an ice cream seller; 

and with even worse teeth." 

"Sí." Jimena agreed sternly. “Aromatic.” 

But she said no more because suddenly there were no longer five inhabitants of the 

cemetery: now there were six... 

 



At first everyone screamed, as the Cemetery Avatar seemed to extrude itself from the 

very soil in which dead people rotted. But they quickly recovered when she said: "You 

look lost." 

Jorge was momentarily lost for words. The sight of the avatar's huge yellow lips seemed 

to strip his sentience from him. "Cripes," he said to Carmen out of the side of his 

mouth, "is this a chica or a chico?" 

Fortunately the Cemetery Avatar had a good sense of humour and duly smiled at 

Jorge's stupidity. Then she gently guided Las Chicas De La Playas through the potential 

minefield of graves that had been weakened by the alien aerial assault upon the 

Museum of Future Technology the day previous… 

 

Soon the Cemetery Avatar left them and they joined the… 

 



...Purple Path - normally used to deliver the dead to the cemetery. They could breathe 

easily again: they had found their way back to the main area of the museum. Their 

pathetic and basically uneventful adventure had reached its end. But they might have 

choked upon their own breath if they'd known that the museum was going quietly to a 

level of alert that caused avatars to appear at strategic points throughout the vast 

building... 

 

Even half-completed areas that awaited exhibits from farther along the river of time 

were included... 

 

And the avatars were appearing because the Central Intelligence – that being the 

museum’s Artificial Intelligence, which ran all of the automated systems… 

 



… had become aware that the museum was at least half way up Kaka Creek! Its 

evidence was…er…evident everywhere: more cracks were appearing in space/time... 

 

And some people were beginning to panic... 

 

Some weren’t, of course. Mister Zinc was so pleased with himself that he took Blue for a 

celebratory disco dance session… 

 



But it was far more than a celebratory disco dance: it was also a trap for unwary ear 

plugs - like Magnuss, who really enjoyed the driving beat of good disco music and who 

was guaranteed to dance the night away like someone's dad... 

 

The trap was, of course, the Earplug Trans-location Ring, which masqueraded as a 

disco floor light. But when it was switched on... 

 

...everyone inside it – including Magnuss, Chester, and Miles, stopped dancing and 

started quaking with fear of the unknown. 

Soon the quaking transformed itself into voluminous and insistent wind-breaking, as 

the transport sequence activated... 



 

 ...and within a split second they were prisoners of the suspended animation wall… 

 

"Hi, Magnuss." Valentine said to his brother. "You too, twins. Keep a clear head, bros: 

we can still win this. Remember the atomic cannon? We just got to fight it as one. Know 

what I mean?" 

"Sho'nuf do, bro." Magnuss replied in his elder brother’s vernacular. "What's the plan 

of attack, man?" 

"Rudi's formulating it right now, my man." Valentine informed the enthusiastic young 

earplug. "I'll keep you posted." 

Meanwhile the oh-so-superior silver androids had come to their senses and immediately 

departed the public lavatory when they realised that they possessed no bowels to 

evacuate, and that the Mesmeric Wave that had sent them there was bogus to the Nth 

degree… 



 

As they left they were accosted by the strange time-altering being named Gobby… 

 

"Where do you think you two are going?” He said sternly. 

The silver androids were surprised at the question for two reasons. One: no one would 

normally have the audacity to speak so sternly to them. Two: They wondered how 

Gobby was aware that they were going anywhere at all: usually silver androids stood 

around doing nothing more than looking fabulous and being enigmatic. 

"We are on an important mission." They spoke together. "The Museum of Future 

Technology is under threat once again." 

"Yeah, I figured that out when all the clients of my new dating agency suddenly stopped 

communicating. Using some dodgy software, I peered down their web-cams at them - 

only to find their bedrooms empty. They'd all disappeared!" 



"Do you have a plan of action?" The white-eyed android inquired. 

"No." Gobby replied. "I have a plan of inaction." He then added with a wry grin: "See, 

I can appear enigmatic too!" 

So whilst Gobby explained his plan of inaction to the silver androids, other stuff was 

happening... 

 

A thwarted EvilRoboSecGua had returned to the Security Suite - only to find it empty. 

It drew the only possible conclusion, and was soon upon its way... 

 

It took only a few minutes for it to discover the whereabouts of the SubRoboSecGuas. 

But by then it was far too late: Red-Eye had made them all evacuate their tea-caddy 

trunks… 



 

 …and as the Security Guard attempted to intercede upon his colleague’s behalf, 

EvilRoboSecGua found himself producing some particularly lumpy porridge-like 

robotic glop. Then he too was under the Sentinel robot's control. 

And elsewhere inside the enormous edifice...the Peat-Boggers were making their 

nervous way along a normally heaving thoroughfare, now bereft of earplugs, or any 

other kind of sentient life-form… 

 

"I'm hungry." The lovely Vulga informed Seamus O’Soddit. "Find me someone to eat." 

Then, without preamble or warning... 

 



...the main power went out, and they were all caught in the miserable glare of the 

emergency lighting. 

Chapter Ten 

Whilst the startled Peat-Boggers came close to soiling their hunting sporrans, Las 

Chicas De La Playas were doing much the same in their swimwear. No matter where 

they ventured within the Museum of Future Technology, they found only shadows and 

the total absence of even one living thing. Worse still were the rampant tears in the 

fabric of space/time… 

 

"We're just beach-birds." Alba wailed. "Good for catching the sun; exposing our 

golden skin to ogling males; sipping on Pina Coladas; and little else: all this weirdness is 

confusing the hell out of us all!" 

"Sí." Jimena cried vehemently. “Muy confuso!”  

Alba looked up as another tear appeared in the solid steel wall above her... 

 



"Let's try to escape back to La Costa." She suggested. "We can try the subterranean 

route!" 

The plan was sound, if sketchy, and before long they'd stumbled through the semi-

darkness… 

 

…in which Lucia had endured a nasty moment by falling down a disused mine shaft, 

and being snagged in the web of a deadly spider of the deep... 

 

...and now, thankfully, found themselves approaching daylight… 



 

Meanwhile the Peat-Boggers had found a possible meal for the lovely Vulga… 

 

But it transpired that the Rubber Bungs were not only inedible, but were also hiding 

from the sentinel robots who roamed the place with impunity... 

 



Within a millisecond the lovely Vulga's appetite evaporated like the morning mist 

beneath the savage glare of a nearby supernova. And it remained evaporated, when 

they were forced to hide behind a carelessly abandoned trellis upon the main 

thoroughfare… 

 

But Las Chicas, the Peat-Boggers, and the Rubber Bungs weren't the only animated life 

still free and active within the vast structure. Oh no... by sheer luck and their great 

mobility, the maintenance crew had so far eluded capture. Trying to find answers to the 

mystery of the missing customers they made for the security suite… 

 

For a moment Rikki could allow himself a small smile: with the door secured they were 

safe from abduction. But it couldn't last because Charles deduced the truth from the 

sensor logs. 

"We have to alert the authorities." He cried out. "Not the one’s inside the museum; but 

them bunch of wallies who live outside!" 

Which meant that they would have to vacate their sanctuary. 



"Knickers to that." Rikki exploded. "I'm no hero-type: I just press buttons, twist 

knobs, and clean up after everybody!" 

So whilst the maintenance crew strode forth bravely, and the Peat-Boggers 

cowered snivelingly, Las Chicas De La Playas had struggled into the arboretum... 

 

"Do you think that we might be safe here? “Carmen half-inquired / half suggested. "We 

could sit our shapely botties down in the sunshine, and wait until either the Earplug 

Brothers, or Los Tapones De España, save the day - like they did yesterday." 

It was a brilliant idea, except a gardener said otherwise... 

 

"I'm the only gardener left. All the other silly-sods have been nabbed. It's only my 

opinion, but I think we should have a game of cricket before it's too late. I'm really keen 

on cricket, and I'm reasonably certain that I could give you all an excellent lesson on 

spin bowling, wicket-keeping, and batting before the head-suckers catch us. You can 

bowl me a googly if you want to. How say you?" 



Alba was all for it; and Lucia didn't entirely discount the idea: but Jimena and Carmen 

were less than enthusiastic about spending their last minutes of freedom hanging on to a 

bat; avoiding being hit by a very hard ball; and running back and forth between the 

wickets for all they were worth. And Jorge was offended beyond endurance when the 

gardener suggested that he'd ‘throw like a girl’. So they decided to pass on the kind 

offer. And not a moment too soon, because when the gardener tried to tempt them 

further by showing them the interior of his stumps, cricket box, and padding shed, this 

happened... 

 

But sadly fate stepped in, and ultimately Las Chicas fared no better. And before long... 

 

…Alba discovered that she was really fed up. She tried to comfort herself with the 

thought that one day everyone would be free, and that Major Flaccid of T.W.I.T would 

chat freely with sewage workers,.. 



 

And K’plank the Space Wanderer would crack a joke so funny that a zombie would 

smile; and Yu-Wah and Wah-Hey Pong would pinch Wolfgang's bum… 

 

Then she simply blanked her expression, and turned off all her emotions… 



 

So whilst Las Chicas De La Playas were now ex-customers, the Peat-Boggers remained 

free to navigate the Museum of Future Technology: but only just... 

' 

They watched in trepidation as a head-sucker swung by, en route to a rendezvous with 

Major Flaccid who had cunningly disguised himself as an End Cap... 

 



And if they'd hung around long enough they would have witnessed the eventual 

abduction of Charles, Rikki and Wolfgang too… 

 

Meanwhile the time-altering Gobby had suggested that the silver androids shift 

backwards through time and circumvent the mass abductions at the very beginning. 

The silver androids were thrilled by this idea, but unfortunately Gobby could only cast 

them back thirty minutes, which meant that they only had time to launch their flying 

disc... 

 

…before crash-landing it, and rushing to the toilet all over again… 



 

But it was only when they departed the loo and met Gobby again... 

 

...that they realised that they were in danger of being trapped in a causality loop for 

eternity, and duly told Gobby to keep his big mouth shut from now on. 

Meanwhile Alba continued to dream of a happier time when Air Freshener Caps could 

wear silly hats without fear of ridicule, and SubRoboSecGuas could contemplate 

throwing themselves from the high walls of (the yet-to-be-built, and pristine in white) 

Fort Balderdash Mark Two... 

 



Meanwhile the Peat-Boggers had to improvise quickly when hiding from a gang of 

servile SubRoboSecGuas. 

"Flipping flip," Seamus whispered when the red automatons rolled into view, "make 

like a totem pole."... 

 

But as these events were unrolling across the tapestry of museum history - high upon 

the Suspended Animation wall, the Earplug Brothers - though frozen and inanimate - 

were busy linking their minds… 

 

In doing so Rudi could sketch out his plan with utter accuracy; and by increasing their 

brain capacity by five hundred per cent they were able to reach out with mental tendrils 

- through the walls, the floor, and the ceiling of their jail - to minds that were supple, 

pliant, and controllable. In short they took partial control of... 



 

...the curator's pet cheese rind, Rover - who was passing the day by urinating all over 

Mr Stovepipe-Hat's stovepipe hat. And it was this filthy act of wanton vandalism that 

inspired the Earplugs further still. Soon Rover was making his way through the vast 

building - passing the uncaring and disinterested Red-Eye as he did so... 

 

And worrying the frightened Peat-Boggers... 

 



...who had never before seen such an animal. But because Seamus became instantly 

fascinated by the unusual cheese rind, and felt the urge to own one for himself, the Peat-

Boggers began following him. They noted how much he enjoyed tiddling all over Mr 

Stovepipe-Hat's spare hat… 

 

And they were close by when the Earplug Brother's guidance led Rover to the 

Suspended Animation Wall number Twenty - where he emptied the remaining caustic 

fluid in his bladder all over the Elevation control panel... 

 

Chapter Eleven 

Well cheese rind urine and advanced cryogenic equipment, are (most certainly) not a 

match made in heaven. Although no sparks flew, the effect upon the Suspended 



Animation wall was immediate. With a sad croak it stopped working. Of course the 

Earplug Brothers were fully aware of recent events - they'd been responsible for them 

after all; but what they didn’t know was that the Peat-Boggers had followed Rover all 

the way to his final destination… 

 

And when the citizens of the eleventh-century saw Rover summon up a majestic final 

effort in Mr Zinc's direction, they tittered quietly in their hiding place at Zinc’s 

indignation. But when they witnessed Zinc's passionless anger… 

 

…and saw his henchmen gang up on the innocent cheese rind, they grew concerned. 



 

They grew even more concerned when the henchmen began kicking Rover… 

 

They might have been comparative savages, when compared to Mister Zinc: but their 

primitive sense of justice against animal cruelty meant that their peat-bogging fury 

suddenly knew no bounds, and Seamus had them leap from hiding and push over the 

huge blue thing that placed victims upon the wall, so that it fell upon the evil gang of 

cheese rind-kicking abductors with a mighty ‘crash’… 

 



Naturally everyone upon the wall began singing the Peat-Bogger's praises - none less so 

than the two Trumptations, Ootis Wolliums and Dunnis Idwards, who performed so 

soulfully, and in perfect harmony that it brought a tear to everyone's eye… 

 

This was unfortunate because whilst everyone was wiping their eyes, Mr Zinc, Blue, 

their henchmen, and hired thugs, wriggled free and immediately made a dash for 

freedom.... 

 

Of course an angry mob of abductees roared with rage as they freed themselves and 

went in belated pursuit... 

 



But the perpetrators of evil-by-proxy had a head start, and soon approached the 

Transfer Station that led to Las Costas... 

 

"Oh, Zinky," Blue cried out in shame, "what a complete fiasco. Sand and salt water 

play merry havoc with my aluminium parts, you know. We can’t go there!" 

"Right now I couldn't give a darn." Mr Zinc shouted back. "I just wanna get the hell 

outta here. If Las Costas are the only way out of here – well Las Costas here we come!” 

But when they arrived at the terminus they found it closed… 

 



"Blast," Mr Zinc's henchmen bellowed in unison, "how the heck did that happen? We 

thought this place was automated!" 

It must have come as a great surprise to Mister Zinc when he discovered that his escape 

route was no longer functioning. His skewed logic and sense of self-importance dictated 

that it must have been something that he'd done to have caused it, and as a consequence 

of this he spent several minutes punching himself in the face before he and his group 

departed at maximum speed. But his self-loathing had wasted precious time… 

 

Moments later the real cause of Mister Zinc's undoing stepped into view... 

 

It had been Nurse Consuela and Las Chicas De La Playas who had guessed Mister 

Zinc's intention, and had switched off the Automated Earplug Transfer System – 

known as EATS (which confused the hell out of hungry patrons) by the simple 

expedient of copying the hero of the previous day - Valentine - and pouring their own 



type of metaphorical ginger beer into the moisture-sensitive control panel. Of course 

they'd lacked that particular earplug's elephantine hip flask, but between the six of 

them they'd got the job done. 

"Muy bien." Consuela congratulated her compatriots. "Now aren't you glad you didn’t 

buy those cartons of cafe con leches and sangria instead?" 

Moments later they were forced to leap aside acrobatically as the angry mob surged 

past... 

 

Mister Zinc was only too aware of the approaching mob because he could hear their 

general mumble of discontent and the occasional swear word that sounded suspiciously 

like 'brick’, 'norse hole', and 'bobbend', echoing off the metallic canyon walls of the 

Museum of Future Technology. So he threw in a severe tack to starboard, and dived 

down into the abandoned lower levels, where, after being confronted by a stack of 

mouldy old hover mats, and having trod in several piles of non-specific yukky plop, his 

hired thugs cut their losses and abandoned him... 

 

"Alas," he cried out in anguish as his feet slipped and slid upon the vile glop, "left to 

fend for myself with only an android girlfriend and my henchmen for company. It's 

true - there's nothing quite like kicking a guy when he's down. And now it’s my turn to 

get kicked!" 



Then, unsurprisingly, his henchmen also slipped away into the shadows while he 

wasn't looking. But it didn't matter because Mister Zinc stumbled upon an alternative 

escape route… 

 

At first Blue wasn't sure that she wanted to follow him into the Tunnel Temporale; but 

when Mr Zinc threatened to shove a cucumber into her re-charge jack she acquiesced to 

his demand, and duly joined her 'boyfriend' in the tube that could carry them to any 

destination throughout all of time - but sadly not in space... 

 

"Ooh-er." Blue whimpered, most un-androidly, as they advanced along the tunnel.  

Mister Zinc had to agree with Blue's summation of their situation. He then added: "Oh, 

Blue, what have I done? You know I get the distinct feeling that this wasn't even my 

idea. It’s just not my style. But I'm the bleeder who gets all the blame!" 

Then his sombre mood lifted as they gained daylight once more... 



 

"This is quite nice." He said as he breathed in the cool pungent air. "I wonder where we 

are." 

Blue also tested the air; but she used a device that was more technological than Mister 

Zinc's simplistic earplug nose: "Judging by the lack of hydrocarbons in the 

atmosphere: the climate: and the immediate environment," she announced, "I would 

confidently suggest that we are in an eleventh century Irish peat bog. Further, after 

noting the rotting remains of several locals who appear to have been shot by high-

velocity sniper rounds, I would wager that we aren't the first futurian visitors to this 

milieu." 

"Bum," Mister Zinc exploded verbally, "I don't like the sound of that. Let's..." 

But he never completed his sentence because the tunnel disappeared before their very 

eyes... 

 



Meanwhile, a long, long time into Mister Zinc's future, Charles, Wolfgang, and a hat-

less Mister Stovepipe-Hat were congratulating themselves for having pulled the recently 

reinstated fuses back out of the Tunnel Temporale's power supply… 

 

But the angry mob still ran hither and thither in pursuit of a quarry that was now lost 

to them in the depths of history… 

 



But as they entered the concert hall another great shake reminded them that Mister 

Zinc was actually the least of their problems… 

 

Another time storm had struck. Of course, there was still the problem of a certain 

vengeful Sentinel robot on the loose as well... 

 

And as the day wound down and night fell over the Museum of Future Technology… 

 



…there was (perhaps) a greater threat still, because - far from being harmonious…  

 

…and glad to wait in line at the municipal bath, a certain sub group of citizens... 

 

...now sat in secret session, and plotted the Zombie Armageddon! 

The End  
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This tale continues with ‘Third Day of the Earplug’. 

  


