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Chapter One 

On the third morning of the Earplug Brother's visit to the Museum of 

Future Technology... 

 

...the Artificial Intelligence that controlled the automatic systems of the museum - such 

as sewerage, electrical supply, gob-stoppers, and lavatory tissue dispensers - 

metaphorically looked out of its metaphysical window... 

 

And what it saw... 



 

...disturbed it so much that it was cybernetically horrified.... 

 

So immediately it sent out an avatar to investigate the vast, sprawling edifice. First it 

sent a pink avatar to a particularly pink area of the museum where it was surprised to 

encounter an earplug with vivid pink hair... 



 

"Who the heck are you?" The surprised Avatar demanded. 

"Me?" The equally surprised earplug responded. "I'm Doctor Pox. I thought everyone 

knew that. I'm taking a fifteen minute break from looking at people's diseased bodies." 

Again this surprised the Avatar. "You mean earplugs can catch nasty infections?" It 

queried. 

It was an unexpected – yet excellent – question. So Dr Pox invited the Avatar into his 

pink clinic... 

 



"I get a lot of consults from victims - I mean 'patients' - of Doctor Snippentuck, the 

reassignment practitioner.” Doctor Pox informed the Pink Avatar, despite not having 

been prompted.  

"I had no idea that this place existed." The Avatar informed his host. "Do you have any 

patients currently?" 

Well in reply to that, Dr Pox showed the Avatar a patient with a nasty case of Poor Sore 

Botty... 

 

"Isn't that...?" The Avatar began. 

"Yup," Doctor Pox confirmed the public servant's worst fears, "that's one of the 

Curators. He's been over-indulging in noxious fumes in the control room, and now he's 

come to me for a soothing balm." 

"But isn't that Widderspoon Flange?" the Avatar exclaimed. 

"No." Dr Pox replied. "It's his co-curator..." 

But before Dr Pox could form the syllables necessary to speak the patient's name, the 

Avatar cried out: "No, I don't want to know. I need no confirmation that the Museum 

of Future Technology's leaders have feet of clay. You need not speak the name, Winston 

Gloryhole." It then screamed in mental pain when it realised that it had, itself, spoken 

the words it least wanted to hear. "Bum!" It bellowed. 

This outburst was enough to awaken Winston Gloryhole, who was having a little nap 

whilst waiting for the soothing balm to do its work... 



 

"What the heck?" Winston exclaimed. "Who is this noisy bleeder who's been looking at 

my savaged…um…er…nose?" Then the curator stopped talking because he recognised 

the avatar for what it was. "Oh dear." He said as he clambered from Dr Pox's balm 

infuser... 

 

"I was never here; do you understand?" He said in a tone that would brook no 

argument. He then added; as he headed for the exit: "My poor sore botty will have to 

remain sore. Don't expect to be paid for this, Pox." 



Meanwhile, the Earplug Brothers and Los Tapones had just finished working all night 

on repairs of the fun-factory known as Eyewash Station. They now stood at the freshly-

painted threshold… 

 

"Great." Dexter said, with utmost satisfaction, as they made their way out. "Maybe we 

can open it to the public this afternoon." 

"Breakfast first, methinks." Rudi replied - a suggestion that everyone agreed with 

wholeheartedly. 

So they switched off the lights... 

 



...and set off in the direction of the cafeteria that specialised in truly awful coffee. 

Whilst this was occurring the zombies concluded their meeting... 

 

They had decided that they would invite the former zombies, Vic and Bob, to join their 

crusade to stop this sort of thing – ‘this thing’ being fun and games and pleasure 

seeking because they were sick and tired of being treated as second class citizens… 

 

So when Vic and Bob arrived... 

 

https://hamsterbritain.files.wordpress.com/2015/01/zoms-conclude-meeting.jpg


...they took little convincing, and before long they were leading unsuspecting Museum of 

Future Technology inhabitants into zombie traps. First up were poor Horst and Greta 

Stenchlinger… 

 

The Pink Avatar had been too traumatized by what it had witnessed to report back to 

the Artificial Intelligence; so the worried device that ran all the automatic stuff looked 

out of its non-existent window once more: and what it saw so shocked it that it had to 

remove its metaphysical spectacles... 

 

...because the zombies appeared to be holding secret discussions with Major Flaccid and 

the agents of T.W.I.T… 

 



So it sent out another avatar. This time a silver one that emerged from the shiny 

metallic floor of the Silver Android's garden... 

 

"Is everything okay?" It inquired. 

"Why wouldn't it be?" White-Eye replied. 

"Oh, you know,” The Avatar replied, perhaps slightly evasively, “what with all the stuff 

that's been happening lately: I thought you might have something to tell me." 

Black-Eye did have something to tell the Avatar. It was very rude. Naturally the Silver 

Avatar couldn't possibly bring itself to report this to the A.I, so the Sliver Android's 

opinion went unrecorded as well. Meanwhile Chief Seamus O’Soddit, of the eleventh 

century peat-boggers, was strolling with his wife - the lovely Vulga - through a portion 

of the arboretum that most closely resembled their natural habitat… 

 

"Flip me," said Seamus, "we could almost be home!" 

But when the lovely Vulga replied, it was upon an entirely different subject. She pointed 

and said: "Who are those strange people? They're waving at us." 



 

Moments later... 

 

"Hello." Said the Spindlies. "You two look a little lonely." 

"We are." The lovely Vulga agreed. "And hungry too. Are you edible?" 

The Spindlies thought it best that they lied. "No." They said. "We're dangerously 

poisonous. One bite and you're dead. But that's not why we came for a chat. Did you 

know that there are others of your species in the Museum of Future Technology?" 

As far as Seamus and the lovely Vulga were concerned they, and their hunter/warriors, 

were the only Air Freshener Caps within a million parsecs of where they currently 

stood; so before long  they were surprised to find themselves introduced to... 

 



...Luigi and the contest-losing Hat-Wearing Team of Air Freshener Caps. 

"Hey," Seamus whispered to his wife, "there's as many of them as us: we could have a 

fight. A fair one too." 

The lovely Vulga nodded. "Then we could eat them." She replied. “Assuming that we 

won, of course. 

But any thoughts of a cannibalistic feast were banished when Luigi opened his mouth: 

"Heya," he said in his terrible accent, "you look a hungry: how a you fancy the 

Spaghetti Bolognese? We brought a some on our pic-a-nic." 

And Sofia noted the lovely Vulga's naked head. "You don't a 'ave a 'at." She said to 

her. "How a you like a mine?" 

With that she removed her fabulous pudding hat and rammed it onto the cranium of 

the female newcomer… 

 

"Flip me, Seamus." The lovely Vulga exclaimed with delight. "This makes me look even 

more gorgeous!" 

"Too flipping right." Seamus replied eagerly.  

Luigi was impressed too. He said: "Si, maybe you can a join our troop? You are both a 

good-looking bleeders; and you a look a the great in 'ats. We win a the next contest for a 

sure!" 

While this was occurring - in a swamp just outside the Museum of Future Technology - 

a strange form of earplug was emerging... 

 



No one was aware of its presence yet, and even if they had been they couldn't possibly 

know that they were witnessing the first appearance in civilisation of an artificially 

created creature! 

Chapter Two 

The Spindlies, Hat-Wearers, and Peat-Boggers were too busy discussing headwear to 

notice the being (later to be known as Nature Beast) tip-toe across the bog, quite close 

by to them… 

 

They weren't looking when it accessed an ancient rusty walkway from an earlier era… 

 

But when it attempted to gain the sub-strata of the Museum of Future Technology it 

startled the heck out of the recently renovated Cray-Zee and Gray-Vee… 



 

Naturally, once they’d recovered their composure, they pointed the vile creature in the 

direction of the underground conduits that led to the museum property... 

 

But whilst one scary character searched for answers, so did several more: in the zombie 

meeting room... 

 



"How the heck are slug-like creatures like us gonna catch normal earplugs - especially 

ones who don't wanna be converted to zombieism?" Mary asked angrily. 

"Well," Raj began, "we could always creep up on a group of them unnoticed... 

 

…then single one out..." 

 

"...and bite him." 



"That's rubbish, and you know it." Mary snapped. "Only the zombie-making machine 

can convert earplugs into zombies. And won't our incessant moaning rather give the 

game away? Think of something else." 

Kev had an idea: "We could try Mister Zinc's Earplug Translocation Ring."  

The idea had merit, so they studied the device from the future… 

 

"Does anyone know where the 'on' switch is?" Mary inquired. Of course no one did. 

"Chuck it in the garbage chute." She said with a sigh. "It's no use to us." 

But as the day wore on ideas began to emerge like spring flowers - some of which they 

gladly used. Ideas such as deliberately leaving untended ladders leaning against walls - 

something that the average earplug simply couldn't ignore… 

 



And the other ideas that the zombies conjured out of thin air were the use of bait 

buggies - with which they captured would-be buggy-thieves... 

 

They need only lay in wait until the buggy's immobilizer immobilized the earplug, and 

they could shuffle over and carry the perpetrator away. And of course the classic 

abandoned ice-cream hopper... 

 

…into which they would tip the unsuspecting earplug, when he leaned in for a quick 

slurp. And the inspired idea of labelling a transformer with the nomenclature PO9 2LY, 

which ensnared earplugs of both gender equally by being totally enigmatic and the 

source of much conjecture... 

 



But as successful as these techniques proved, it was clear that the zombies lacked 

numbers, strength, and speed. In short they would need help from another agency. 

Naturally they interviewed Major Flaccid and the forces of T.W.I.T... 

 

At first Major Flaccid was furious. "What?" He boomed. Then he added a few 

colourful expletives. 

"We can furnish you with a new Fort Balderdash." Raj informed him. 

"Yeah." Kevin added. "And you know that's never gonna happen with the tight-fisted 

curators in charge." 

Mary tried a gentle approach: "I don't know how you manage to operate at all, you 

poor, sweet things - what with your purse strings pulled so tight. And look what a state 

the Museum of Future Technology is getting in: how much better it would be with a 

Twit running the show." 

"This idea appeals to me upon at least three different levels." Major Flaccid replied. 

"Tell me more about New Fort Balderdash." 

"Well," Raj began, "it'll have a nice arched entrance with a sign over it... 

 



…and a hardened bunker and a lattice fence panel behind which you can tinkle 

clandestinely to your heart's content.... 

 

…and a lovely PO9 2LY.... 

 

But most importantly it comes with a laser cannon and the McScooter brothers to shoot 

it."... 

 



Well before long the agents of T.W.I.T were ambushing people. People such as Dan 

Down'n'out.... 

 

And hauling away the captives in a big net… 

 

The Zombie leadership were just about to start congratulating themselves on a job well 

done... 

 



...when something unexpected happened… 

 

Red-Eye, the rogue Sentinel robot from the future appeared before them. 

"That was clever." The pale-faced Alfonso said. 

"Shut your face, you brain-dead moron." Red-Eye roared. "Now you lot listen to me. 

I'm taking over now, and as from this moment on, you all answer to only one entity: and 

that huge robotic form you see standing in all its glory before you, is it." 

If Red-Eye had hoped to impress the zombies with this approach it was to be sorely 

disappointed: "Go to hell!" Herman the grouchy zombie to Alfonso's left growled. 

"And nae come back, ya great big hairless sporran!" Haggis the white-eyed 

monstrosity, two along from Herman, spoke loudly in his almost impenetrable accent. 

Naturally Red-Eye grew angry. So angry that it turned red... 

 



"You feeble-minded bunch of twits." It bellowed through its primary communicator 

grille. Why I could swat you all like..." 

But Red-Eye never finished his sentence because... 

 

...a great big Robot De-activator Tube dropped from the ceiling, where it had been 

secreted amongst the shadows, and de-activated Red-Eye in a trice. 

"One down." Alfonso said. "Now all we have to worry about is his lackey - 

Sentinel Two." 

Meanwhile the Artificial Intelligence that thought it ran the museum, noted that people 

had suffered quite a few accidents of late... 

 



...and duly sent out RoboSecGuas with some health and safety placards... 

 

With these he hoped to avoid jams of personnel upon the main thoroughfare. He also 

carried public information placards that gave technical details of the RoboSecGuas 

themselves... 

 



But people continued to do whatever they flipping well wanted to, and generally 

couldn't give a darned sock that RoboSecGuas were bottom hinged. 

Meanwhile in the curator's control suite Montagu, the android curator, was in the final 

throes of recharging, and was feeling just about ready for whatever the day had to toss 

in his direction... 

 

Shortly Cushions Smethwyke, Widderspoon Flange, and Winston Gloryhole arrived… 

 



And shortly after a quick cup of tea and a biscuit they joined Montagu upon the 

Omnipresent Scanner… 

 

"Right." Widderspoon said assertively. "Let's see if we can spot what's causing all these 

mould outbreaks and stuff." 

 

Chapter Three 

Well what the curators soon saw astonished them. It was three complete strangers, who 

appeared to be moving the main fuse box of the Tunnel Temporale… 

 

"Who the heck are they?" Widderspoon Flange's voice exploded, and reverberated off 

the walls like buckshot in a bucket. 



"I'm not desperately technical," Cushions Smethwyke said more calmly, "so could 

someone explain to me what those weird green people are up to?"   

But before anyone could reply the Tunnel became active... 

 

Then the perpetrators evacuated the scene at the double. 

 

"Quick," Montagu said urgently, "scan the nearest corridor!" 

So they did… 



 

"I can't understand it." A perplexed Winston Gloryhole said quietly. "There’s all those 

visitors: but where are those perps?" 

Of course what none of the curators could have known was that the three green mystery 

earplugs had stolen the Museum of Future Technology's Cone of Invisibility, and were 

using it to further their aims... 

 

Meanwhile the Zombie's first victims were being unceremoniously lowered into the 

crypt… 

 



"Help." One of them cried – which was rather lacking in originality, or so thought the 

watching zombies. 

Another said: "I suffer from severe motion sickness: if you don't put me down this 

instant I'll vomit all over you." 

Well as luck would have it, moments later their dangling journey was at an end, and 

soon they found themselves standing upon the zombie-making device… 

 

"Oh bother." One of them said - or something quite similar. 

And indeed they were in bother: the worst kind of bother, because in next to no time 

they'd all been transformed… 

 

"I'm so depressed." The earplug prone to motion sickness said. "But on the up-side, 

unless I eat someone, it's unlikely that I'll ever be sick again." 



And whilst innocent earplugs were being reduced to perfect facsimiles of the shuffling 

dead, Las Chicas De La Playas had discovered Eyewash Station… 

 

"Knickers!" Jorge erupted when he spotted the sign that read 'closed'. 

"I know." The blonde beauty, Lucia replied cheerfully. "Why don't we try the Alpine 

Resort exhibit? It represents the Alps in the year Twenty-Five - Twenty-Five, when all 

the mountains had been ground down to make cement, and only shallow hills 

remained." 

"Sí." Jimena agreed. "Un idea muy bien." 

So before long... 

 



...Jorge was chasing the girls through the snow and threatening to fill their bikini 

bottoms with snow. 

But almost before it had begun, their frivolity was brought to an abrupt end by the 

appearance of the Avatar… 

 

"I'm sorry to spoil your fun, you saucy earplugs" it said, "but I have an important task 

for you." 

It then showed them a photograph of the three green strangers. 

"We believe that they are Eco-Warriors - hell-bent upon destroying the museum. Your 

task is to seek these reprobates out and kill them by any means. Alternatively you can 

call a RoboSecGua, who will arrest them with his big loop-like tongue." 

Naturally Las Chicas agreed; but first they made some snowballs... 

 



Meanwhile the worried A.I... 

 

...decided to double the likelihood of capturing the Eco-Warriors by sending out 

another avatar... 

 

...like this one, who suddenly formed in front of a gang of hard-drinking, loud-farting, 

foul-mouthed weightlifters and was shocked when they ignored its instruction, and 

instead told it to shove it up its nose. 

Whilst avatars were busy being shouted at, Doctor Snippentuck was having a quick 

word with his most recent patients… 



 

"Now are you all happy with your new body bits?" He inquired. 

"Yes we are!" They all replied gratefully. 

"I'm feeling a bit sore." Mandy informed the brilliant surgeon. 

"Well that's perfectly normal when Doctor Snippentuck takes parts from one life-form 

and puts them on another.” Snippentuck's P.A, Thelma, replied on the doctor’s behalf. 

It was Wonky who spoke next: "Well I'm as happy as Larry with your surplus muscles, 

Mandy. I can't wait to use them in an arm-wrestling contest." 

Poppy sniggered as she said: "With me hopefully." 

Naturally they all laughed nervously at this; but Dr Snippentuck did have a word of 

warning: "You all need to convalesce properly. No jumping the gun so-to-speak. Spend 

the rest of the day taking it easy. Order some spaghetti or something equally bland – 

and spend a couple of hours sucking it in. You're now welcome to leave." 

So within just a few minutes the six of them - Mandy, Poppy, Android, Wonky, Princess 

Agatha, and Candy… 

 



…strolled arm in arm down the corridor towards the exit of Doctor Snippentuck's Body 

Parts Reassignment Clinic… 

 

"This is like a dream come true." Princess Agatha said, through her permanently 

pursed lips. "My only concern is how the heck I'm going to open my mouth wide 

enough to eat that spaghetti we’ve ordered." 

Some distance away, in his unusually pink clinic, Doctor Pox was watching via an illicit 

CCTV camera... 

 

"Hah!" He scoffed. "I give it until this evening before things start dropping off and they 

come running to me to put things right for them. Which reminds me: I must get that 

lens cleaned up: I can barely see a sodding thing." 



Meanwhile the Earplug Brothers had decided to visit the cemetery in the hope of 

spotting a rare breed of ground-nesting bird. But before they could start stamping 

around and beating the sparse foliage, the Cemetery Avatar appeared to them... 

 

"Hello, Boys." It said in its usual cheery voice. "You can stop mucking about now: I 

have job for you." 

It then told them what little it knew of the Eco-Warriors. 

"Great." Magnuss cheered. "It's been yonks since we did anything heroic. Let's get it 

on!" 

Chapter Four 

Farther away from the main building, Los Tapones De España were busy staring at 

more mould they had found upon the Wide Blue Yonder... 

 



They weren't especially impressed; but when a blue avatar extruded itself from the very 

fabric of the Wide Blue Yonder they formed a semi-circle to listen to its words of 

wisdom concerning the Eco-Warriors... 

 

"You mean we're allowed to take a mallet to the conniving scum?" Enrique exclaimed 

in horror. 

"An excellent idea." The Blue Avatar replied. "You can poke them in the eye as well - if 

you want to." 

Although the five friends were far from keen to commit such dreadful acts of violence, 

they decided to stay on the ruling body's 'good' side, and agreed to the Avatar's 

suggestions almost instantaneously. 

"We'll team up with the Earplug Brothers." Dexter informed the Avatar. "Between the 

ten of us we should be able to kick their backsides black and blue with no trouble at 

all." But he didn’t really mean it. 

Satisfied that it had succeeded in its task, the Blue Avatar merged once more with the 

ground upon which the Iberian earplugs stood. But as it did so it gave one last 

instruction: "Oh, and if you spot a rogue robot on your travels, beat its stupid brain in 

for me, will you, okay?" 

So before much time had passed the Earplug Brothers and Tapones were racing along 

upon a mixture of mag-lift motorcycles and anti-gravity go-karts... 



 

But no sooner had they begun their unenthusiastic quest, when they encountered the 

former Robot Ticket Collector - or Sentinel Two as it was now known - masquerading 

as its hero - Red-Eye... 

 

Rudi decided to act tough. "You gonna come along with us?" He enquired with a hint of 

menace… 

 



"Ah, that would be a negative." Sentinel Two replied. Then for good measure it hit 

them all with a mesmeric wave. But this violent act did the advanced machine life-form 

no good whatsoever, because the Earplug Brothers were ready for it, and in an instant 

they'd used their telekinetic skills to turn it back upon the perpetrator... 

 

...and not only did the robot unexpectedly discard a large bag of potting compost 

through its hind vent, the colour seemed to drain from its body too, and it ran away 

screaming in shame and mortification... 

 

"Nice trick." Dexter said to Rudi admiringly. "Wish I could do that." 

Meanwhile Dr Pox continued to watch his secret monitors. This time, though, it was the 

view from a private camera outside the curator's elevator… 



 

"Hah!" He snapped excitedly. "I knew it: Widderspoon Flange and Winston Gloryhole 

are having an illicit symphony orchestra conducting contest practice session in the 

elevator. That’s against the rules. Ha-ha: they're as good as mine!" 

With so many teams now searching for the Eco-Warriors, the trio of green weirdoes 

found it necessary to hide themselves from sight. In this case they took to the arboretum 

trees to avoid the scrutiny of the sewage workers... 

 



But some staff had more important matters to attend to. Staff - like Charles and 

Wolfgang - who had found Sentinel Two sobbing in a dark corner - and were now 

tasked with returning it to its former persona - the Robot Ticket Collector… 

 

And yet other people, not necessarily bona fide members or customers of the Museum of 

Future Technology, also had more personal needs. In this case it was the strange 

creature known as Gobby...who, unbeknownst to him, passed the Eco-Warriors in a 

side corridor, and didn't even know it! 

 

Soon, though, he'd reached his destination, and knocked discretely upon a small black 

door... 

 



It took a while, but eventually he heard the sound of dainty feet approaching, and he 

was thrilled to cast his gaze upon the beautiful visage of the Museum's sole washer 

woman - Vanilla Redbush... 

 

"Can I help you?" She asked. 

Gobby had been a long time making up his mind to do what he now intended. With a 

clear, calm voice he replied: "I've never washed my underpants in my life. They are 

now very smelly: I'd like to correct that oversight."  

"Oh," Vanilla said with a welcoming smile, "well step inside: I'll show you around."' 

 

Gobby wasn't surprised to discover that Vanilla's house was considerably larger on the 

inside than on the outside, especially so when she took him to the Pedestal Room... 

 



"This," she informed him, "is the pedestal upon which I will one day place a soap-god." 

"So why are you showing me this?" Gobby asked reasonably enough. 

"Because," Vanilla replied, "you're a weird-looking bleeder, and you might just turn 

out to be that soap-god." 

"No pressure then." Gobby said to himself sotto voce. 

Meanwhile, having been called upon to join the search for the elusive Eco-Warriors, 

Charles and Wolfgang were searching the Nul-Space Power Generator's cooling 

towers... 

 

"Nope." Charles said. "I can't see nobody here." 

And on the filtration tower... 

 



"Ooh," Wolfgang dared a whisper, "this is an awfully long way up.” 

Little did either maintenance earplug know, but they were being watched by a 

miserable zombie called Roger... 

 

Roger had become disillusioned during one of the interminable meetings that the 

zombies had held prior to their offensive against normal living earplugs... 

 

"Gosh, I'm so disillusioned." He'd said, to which the chair-zombie had replied: 

"If you don't like it, well you can go and kill yourself properly. Might I suggest a 

spectacular swallow dive off a cooling tower?" 



So here was Roger - contemplating just that act. But he hadn't reckoned on the 

presence of a silver Avatar... 

 

The Silver Avatar slid silently towards the potentially suicidal zombie… 

"Roger." It spoke quietly. "Can you remember your former life." 

 

Roger turned suddenly. "Flip me sideways." He bellowed as best a breathless zombie 

can. "I thought I was all alone. What do you want?" 



The Silver Avatar explained that, because of his former life, Roger was very important 

to the Museum of Future Technology. 

"But I'm an old school zombie." Roger complained. "I chose to become what I've 

become: I don't want to remember." 

"What if I told you that the future of the museum depends upon you remembering?" 

The Avatar said. 

"I'd suggest that you were talking utter nonsense." Roger replied rudely. 

"But I’m incapable of producing nonsense." The Avatar argued. "Your response is 

illogical. I can help you overcome your mindless stupidity and vile appearance. I can 

make you whole again." 

Roger hadn't expected this: he felt desperately tempted. "Yeah?" He almost breathed. 

So a while later the Silver Avatar left Roger alone with a startled Gravedigger and a 

seldom-used farting stump... 

 

Not totally unexpectedly the Cemetery Avatar made an appearance... 

 



Whilst the Gravedigger attempted to squeeze out an almighty trouser cough at the 

farting stump, the Cemetery Avatar said: "I have a lovely surprise for you, Roger. I 

promise you're gonna flip your lid for this." 

Naturally Roger was less than enthused and had his doubts. "Yeah, 'course you have." 

He said in his best 'disbelieving' tone. 

Then, without warning, the Angel with a Huge Nose appeared. 

"Flip me; it's the Angel with a Huge Nose!" Roger exclaimed. 

He was even more surprised when Magnuss strolled in with a smile upon his handsome 

features… 

 

"You must be Rudi Earplug." Roger offered. 

"Close," Magnuss replied, "but if I had a cigar, I'd shove it up your nose." 

The Gravedigger had gone back to yawning. He just managed: "An Avatar, and Angel, 

and a Saint. What's this: miracle time?" 

Then, as if on cue, something happened to Roger... 

 



"Holy heck!" The Gravedigger exclaimed, as he fell over backwards. "Isn't that...? 

"Big Billy Bromide." The former zombie formerly known as Roger said in disbelief. “I 

haven't been a country and western singer for years and years. I wonder if I can still 

pluck a banjo." 

"Oh I'm sure you can." The Avatar replied. "And if you follow Magnuss, I'm sure he'll 

dig one out for you to practise on." 

"Practise?" Big Billy Bromide said - still unable to fully comprehend his altered 

circumstances. "What do I need to practise for?" 

"Your come-back concert." Magnuss answered him. "Come on: follow me." 

Chapter Five 

In another region of the vast Museum of Future Technology, Gobby was discovering 

that he was really useless at washing underpants. He'd been led into Vanilla 

Redbush's Wash Room... 

 

He'd been shown Vanilla's Big Red Scrubbing Sink... 

 



But when he came to use it, he got soap in Vanilla’s eye - resulting in Vanilla losing her 

temper and hurling him over her shoulder and calling him a ‘total twit’... 

 

As he lay face down upon Vanilla's unyielding metal floor a thought occurred to Gobby: 

"If I can use my special temporal skills to roll back time fifteen minutes," he sub-

vocalised, "I can try this again, and maybe get it right." 

So... 

 

"Hello, Miss Redbush: I've come to have my caks cleaned." 

A short while later... 



 

"Ooh," Vanilla managed as she came up for air, "I can see you've done this before!" 

But unfortunately Gobby got carried away and he momentarily lost control of his 

squeezy bottle - the result of which was... 

 

"This piece of flooring seems awfully familiar." Gobby mumbled to himself. 

But a split second later... 



 

"Hello, Vanilla. How do fancy a set of safety goggles?" 

Fifteen trips through time later... 

 

"What am I doing here?" Gobby inquired slightly nervously. 

"You are what I've spent my entire career as a washer-woman looking for." Vanilla 

replied. "You are a soap-god!" 

"Is that good?" Gobby asked hopefully. 



"Very." Vanilla answered. "You are about to be immortalised." 

Gobby wasn't quite through with the questioning: "Who are these other three 

characters?" 

"My brothers." Vanilla told him. "Captain Verde, Bug-Eyed Bud, and Shiny-Dome 

Dom: otherwise known as The Eco-Warriors." 

"Why are they here?" Gobby asked, though he felt certain that he wasn't going to like 

the answer. 

"You'll see." Vanilla Redbush replied with an enigmatic smile upon her beautiful face. 

If Gobby had been able to foresee what was about to happen to him, it's pretty certain 

that he would have telescoped time backwards one more time and then ran like heck: 

but he didn't, and before long he woke up to find himself being buried alive… 

 

He was still groggy, but something of the danger of his predicament managed to filter 

through to his sentient mind: "Wah - wah - what are you doing?" He asked Vanilla and 

her three wacko brothers. 

"Dis soil - it contain minerals." Captain Verde spoke for the first time. "They preserve 

you and your squeezy bottle for the thousand year." 

Captain Verde's poor Earplug-English confused further the already confused Gobby. 

"You what?" He whispered as he felt the damp earth begin to draw the life-force from 

his body. "You wanna preserve me in the soil?" 

"It's the least you deserve." Vanilla sighed - 'almost lovingly', thought Gobby. "You 

didn't just find disgusting stains: but you eradicated them too. And with minimal use of 

damaging detergents!" 



Gobby was about to argue that if he was so damned red-hot at washing, why didn't she 

keep him around so he could stimulate a few dull, grey tea towels and worn-out 

brassieres back into life; but unfortunately a sod of earth landed in is huge mouth, and 

silence reigned. Within moments Gobby began to have visions of death. He saw himself 

alone on some vast white plain… 

 

'The last of my kind'. He thought. Then he saw a tunnel with a light at the opposite end... 

 

...and he realised that he was beginning his journey into the afterlife. 



"Sod this." He growled inwardly. "I've still got stuff to do with my life!" 

And the vision's similarity to the Tunnel Temporale gave him an idea: "Maybe if I can 

summon up just enough energy to..." 

 

Suddenly Gobby found himself in an earlier time - with the Silver Androids, who had 

just crashed their Flying Disc and rushed to the toilet following a mesmeric wave attack 

upon them. He realised that this was his chance to alter his personal history. 

"Hey," he said as the androids pushed past, "how do you fancy a second chance?" 

So a while later... 

 

...the Flying Disc was leaping skyward - only this time its passenger seat was filled with 

the odd-shaped body of Gobby! But what Gobby should have known, but sub-

consciously rejected, was the fact that although he was well on his way to changing his 

personal history, there were elements over which he had no control - like the Robot 

Ticket Collector / Sentinel Two mesmeric wave. So, just as before, this happened... 



 

"Ooh," Gobby groaned as he writhed beside his silver android chums, "I think I caught 

my elbow on the flight control lever as I was pitched from my seat. I might never get my 

tennis bat out of the cupboard ever again." 

But further thoughts upon the subject of Gobby failing to ever play tennis again were 

replaced with a great desire to visit the toilet. This, he reasoned was because the 

mesmeric wave effect that had caused them to crash still lingered, and all three 

passengers needed to ‘go’, and needed to go quickly. So they sprinted to the nearest 

public loo - only to find a queue waiting at the single cubicle… 

 

"Hey, this isn’t right." Gobby shouted in an aggrieved tone. "This didn't happen last 

time!" 

Then a huge smile spread across his face, and he didn't care if he wet himself: he'd 

changed history: and if he trod carefully, and looked the other way, he need never meet 

the dangerous Vanilla Redbush at all!  



The Silver Androids were less pleased when they learned of their double failure. In fact 

there were thoroughly cheesed off. So cheesed off and mentally enfeebled, in fact, that 

they willingly gave themselves up to the quietly rampaging zombie horde... 

 

And placed themselves upon the zombie-maker... 

 

And didn't bat an eyelid when Francis and Botty, two previously unknown zombies, 

pressed the 'go' button. Then this happened... 

 



...and the dull grey half-dead had their very first example of mechanical zombies. 

Zombie robots if-you-will. Naturally they put them to immediate use in a public 

awareness video, in which they recited a poem entitled... 

 

And so they were finally happy - in a miserable, zombie kind of way. 

Chapter Six 

Whilst all this dreadful zombie stuff was taking place, the creature that would become 

known as Nature Beast had found his way on to the Wide Blue Yonder... 

 

...where he encountered a pair of weightlifters, one of whom appeared to find him 

attractive; but the other who looked as though she was about to throw up. Then, a short 



while later he found his way on to the Woven Expanse where he spotted a really 

gorgeous biological 'female' android… 

 

 Unaware of correct etiquette, he crept up behind her and pinched her bum. The 

surprise that the blue android felt made its eyes cross so badly that they combined, and 

she was transformed into a Cyclops... 

 

"Yikes!" Nature Beast squeaked, and then made a dash for the distant main building. 



Meanwhile the Eco-Warriors had allowed their continued freedom and anarchistic 

activity to inflate their egos - to the extent that they constructed a pedestal of their own. 

 

And yet, elsewhere, despite all the things that were going on, Magnuss Earplug found 

the time to have a Blue Sky moment... 

 

He reasoned that if the Eco-Warriors had been sought everywhere (and not been found) 

they must be somewhere else: and only two locations sprang to mind. Eyewash Station 

was vast and labyrinthine: there were millions of exhibits in which to disappear from 

sight; but the lights had been turned off, so it was unlikely that the three green 

miscreants would have dared to creep into its impenetrable shadows. That left only one 

place: the place where he had caused an officer of the law to drown in a tar pit only two 

days previous: the Obsidian Plain! 
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Meanwhile the Gravedigger had a nasty surprise when Nature Beast stopped off for a 

wee... 

 

“Oi, do you mind?” He roared in disbelief. “This place is sacred you know!” 

As was Mister Stovepipe-Hat, when the green monstrosity interrupted discussions 

concerning the sale of some used hover mats with Dan Down'n'out... 

 

And when Nature Beast made his way across the fake desert to the recently renovated 

Fort Balderdash... 

 



...he sent the only two members of T.W.I.T on duty running away in abject horror like a 

pair of girls… 

 

But whilst all this Nature Beast activity was taking place, Magnuss had collected two of 

his brothers - Miles and Chester - and had embarked upon an Eco-Warrior hunt of his 

own. Magnuss, Chester and Miles had been walking for ages, and as of yet no sign of the 

Eco-Warriors became evident to their searching eyes. Magnuss didn't like to admit 

defeat, but it was beginning to look as though he wasn't just wrong about the Obsidian 

Plain; but hopelessly, pathetically, nose-runningly wrong - despite the twin’s exuberant 

confidence in him... 

 

"Still," he said into his brooding silence, "it's a nice day for a walk; it’s all sunny and 

stuff. And these new trainers are just sooo comfortable." 



Then a crack appeared in the plain’s surface... 

 

"Flipping heck!" Chester roared. 

"The ground is splitting asunder." Miles translated for Magnuss' benefit. "And look..." 

 

The three Earplug brothers were astonished. 



"It's like we're watching a time-lapse film on TV." Magnuss shouted over the noise of 

tearing Obsidian Plain material and the high-pitched squeals of roots and other 

biological things growing at a thousand times their usual rate of speed. 

"Back up." Miles yelled above the din of ever-expanding foliage. "There's something so 

blinking huge coming through, that I fear it might be a whale!" 

But of course it wasn't a whale at all: it was an... 

 

...island - with a whacking great big up tree - up which Chester managed to be carried 

by its thrusting and shooting-uppy-ness. 

"Wow." Miles said as he looked up the apparently ancient tree trunk that seemed to be 

aging before his very eyes. "That's something you don't see every day - not even in the 

Museum of Future Technology!" 



It may have been something in Miles' choice of words, or perhaps a stray neuron firing 

off-target inside Magnuss's cranium, but the young earplug had a second Blue Sky 

thinking moment... 

 

"I know what's causing this." He shouted with the type of joy that only someone 

experiencing perfect clarity for the first time in their lives can feel. "This is a Time 

Storm - happening right before our eyes. That's what Time Storms are: they're pockets 

of accelerated time. In the space of seconds a thousand years have passed by. If we'd 

been just a step or two farther into our journey we would have died of old age in an 

instant; decayed in the blink of an eye; and turned to dust by the time we'd had a 

moment to think about it." 

"And that's good is it?" Chester called from his perch high above. 

"No," Magnuss replied as his smile fell away, "it's very bad. Very bad indeed. If this 

were to happen in a populated area it would result in extinction." 

"Yikes." Miles managed. "We'd better get our sorry selves back to the museum pronto: 

we need to tell the curators about this!" 

So without further ado they pulled Chester down to the safety of the still-trembling 

ground and began the long march home…   

 



And, crikey - wasn't it a long march too… 

 

"Is it very far to go?" Chester inquired. 

 

Magnuss pretended that he hadn't heard. 



"I said is it far to go?" Chester pressed. 

 

"Aah." Miles mumbled. "I guess you could say that." 

Meanwhile, back in the museum building... 

 

...Nature Beast had made his way to a main thoroughfare - and customers and staff 

alike were repulsed by his appearance, his aroma, and the fact that his trousers were 

covered in mud and dangerous red algae. But he wasn't alone in making his first 

appearance in that particular spot, because the recently transfigured Cyclops android 



had followed him in the vain hope of him doing to her again what he did before upon 

the Woven Expanse, and maybe reversing the effect upon her… 

 

Because her depth of field was just a little off she almost bumped into Pilot. 

"Jumping gymslips," Pilot exclaimed when his two eyes met Cyclops' solitary ocular 

orb, "what primordial soup did the android engineers pull you from?" 

It wasn't meant as an insult, but the emotionally challenged Cyclops took it as such. 

"Just get lost, you vile scum-sucking bottom feeder.” She growled. “Before I take that 

foul tongue of yours and wipe the nearest public lavatory bowl with it."  

Naturally pilot beat a hasty retreat, but felt a degree of sorrow for the next group that 

the aberrant android was due to encounter: a troupe of zombies out hunting real live 

earplugs… 

 

Cyclops, now highly strung, decided to strike first: "What are you looking at - you 

bunch of...." 



But she got no further because one of them was a male Cyclops zombie... 

 

"I'm no expert," the one-eyed zombie spoke into Cyclops' sudden bout of silence, "but I 

just gotta say - I think you're absolutely blinking gorgeous!" 

In that moment Cyclops completely forgot about her pursuit of Nature Beast. "You're 

not so bad yourself." She replied. 

Meanwhile, out in the wilderness, known as the Obsidian Plain, time had been racing by 

at a ridiculous pace…  

 

…and entire eco-systems had come into being, which included a river that was difficult 

for the three brothers to negotiate safely… 



 

It included rapids and waterfalls across which Magnuss, Chester, and Miles were forced 

to clamber heroically… 

 

But with such desperately important information, they couldn't ease their impossible 

pace: and when they encountered a lake of vast proportions they had to deploy their 

emergency inflatable wheelbarrow in which they set out for the distant opposite shore... 



 

In time they fetched up against a verdant jungle. Soon after that their hunger and 

exhaustion caused them to see visions... 

 

"This way, Magnuss." The vision of the Angel with a Huge Nose said as it seemed to 

guide the brothers to an area of more open savannah... 



 

...where, once daylight resumed, the going definitely began getting easier, and 

eventually became the arboretum, where they encountered the gardener, who appeared 

to be hiding in the rockery... 

 

"Oi, Beardy,” Miles began, "what's the shortest route to the museum?" 



"Are you guys crazy?" The gardener responded with disbelief uppermost in his tone. 

"Haven't you heard? The zombies are zombifying anyone they can grab. They got 

T.W.I.T and two former zombies, Vic and Bob, helping them." 

But Magnuss cared nothing for such dangers: "Knickers to the zombies." He replied. 

"And knickers to Vic and Bob too: I've got information that might save the museum 

from utter destruction - the like of which has been hitherto unimaginable." 

"Oh well," the gardener said with a shrug of his shoulders, "in that case..." With that 

he stood up and invited the brothers to follow him... 

 

"Come on." He urged. "Half of the rockery has been transformed into a mountain 

range by these poxy Time Storms: If we don't hurry, we might never find our way there 

– not even if we live to be a million years old." 

Chapter Seven 

But whilst Magnuss and his brothers struggled to carry their revelation to the people 

who ran the show, another type of show was about to commence. Word had gone out 

upon the public address system: the leisurely rampaging zombies had been invited to a 

concert by one of their number - namely the earplug formerly known as the zombie, 

Roger, but who was now Big Billy Bromide: Country and Western singer. Surprisingly 

Beeki Spitoon had agreed to appear as a backing singer; and both Trumptations, Ootis 

and Dunnis, came along because, quite frankly, they would attend the opening of an 

envelope if they thought that it might increase sales of their back catalogue across a 

wide range of media formats. Naturally Shat Spittoon would have accompanied his 

sister, but in Country and Western circles falsetto singers were considered as a pitiful 

joke; and Shat was loath to sing in a lower key just in case his voice ‘got stuck’. 



 

Big Billy addressed the growing crowd of shuffling dead: "I expect you're wondering 

why I have the name Big Billy Bromide." He began. “Well I aint gonna tell ya.” He 

finished. “Just listen to the songs.” 

 

"Oh he's so amusing." The Cemetery Avatar said in a quiet aside to a fellow fan as they 

watched from the wings. "If I had any underwear on I'd take it off and throw it at 

him." 

Meanwhile elsewhere Las Chicas De La Playas were watching an art exhibition that 

showed pencil drawings of real people in real time… 



 

Little did they realise, as they squealed with delight at the Earplug Brother's struggle to 

gain the relative sanctuary of the museum, that the subjects of their delight were 

stretching sinews they didn't know they had, just to save everyone from almost 

instantaneous death by old-age. And how they laughed when the gardener accidentally 

dropped a bucket over his head! 

"Oh look," the luscious Lucia called out as Magnuss and Chester were seen struggling 

through a sudden snow storm that appeared to have blown in from nowhere... 

 

..."They might be clever fellas, but I bet they forgot to pack snow shoes when they went 

on their expedition!" 



And in the control suite the curators were watching the same thing in full colour… 

 

 

"Hopping hippos." Cushions wailed. "Why are they so hell-bent on getting here? And 

where the heck did that snow come from? Has the alpine exhibit exploded?" 

Montagu pressed a button upon his personal console. It operated a communication 

device that was connected to wherever he wanted it connected to. Having done so he 

relayed Cushions' questions to Magnuss. Magnuss responded by shouting over the 

sound of the storm, and in doing so related his theory of the Time Storms, and their 

ability to wipe everyone inside the Museum of Future Technology off the face of the 

planet. 

Winston and Widderspoon both said a rude word. "What are we going to do?" They 

added. 

Montagu thought for a nanosecond. In doing so he recalled this... 

 



"I think I have the answer." He said confidently. 

Although Winston, Widderspoon, and Cushions were left floundering in a soup of 

intellectual inadequacy, Montagu had hit the problem of the Time Storms right on the 

proverbial head. 

"It's something to do with a malfunction in the Tunnel Temporale!" He roared 

electronically. "Some wally must have put the fuses back in the wrong way 'round: the 

Eco-Warriors figured this out: and because they want to cause maximum irritation to 

the Museum of Future Technology, they've gone back and done it again!"  

"What a bunch of twits." Widderspoon growled. "I'll have their guts for garters." 

"You don't understand." Montagu wailed in an almost non-android way. "If we don't 

stop them soon, everyone will die!" 

So, within moments the entire maintenance crew was set to work disconnecting the fuses 

from the control panel of the malfunctioning Tunnel Temporale. But it wasn't proving 

an easy task... 

 

Meanwhile Big Billy Bromide had concluded his banjo solo and was now entertaining 

the assembled zombie horde with a display of his vocal virtuosity by performing a 

country and western version of the Trumptations' 'Foxy Mama I Sho'nuf Dig Your 

Superbad Love Thang'... 

 



...and they were loving it. The melodious tunes and twanging steel guitars stripped the 

anger and frustration from all those watching and listening, and they realised how 

horribly wrong they'd all been to react so violently.  

"Heckeroo," Mary almost cried with passion, "it makes me want to get down!" 

"Damn right, babe." Raj agreed. "Let's paaaaarty!" 

So without an invitation from Big Billy, or anyone else for that matter, the zombies 

began to gyrate in a movement that could be roughly described as approximately 

analogous to dancing. But in the security suite things were far from so jolly... 

 

...because the RoboSecGuas had tuned into the communications between the curators 

and the maintenance crew at the entrance of the Tunnel Temporale. 

"It's no good..." They saw Charles report upon their huge screen... 

 

"...the fuses are locked in place with superglue. It'll take a week and a half to get them 

shifted. I can't believe that such woolly-minded liberals like Eco-Warriors had the wit 

to use advanced technology against us!"  



"Think of something else then!" Cushions screamed through her vast rows of shiny 

white teeth. "Before the next Time Storm strikes, preferably." 

 

 

"The Nul-Space Power Generator." Widderspoon gasped. "We have to shut it down." 

"But the disruption it could cause." Winston argued. "People are afraid of the dark." 

Cushions agreed: "The coffee machines would stop working. And the ice cream would 

melt too." 

"Do you want to turn into an instantaneous geriatric, and then die?" Montagu rasped 

at the foolish Earplugs. 

"Do it!" Widderspoon yelled at the image of Charles. 

Meanwhile the concert had drawn to a happy close, and the zombie horde had returned 

to their prayer carousel to praise their new God - Country and Western music - and 

gave thanks to all those who practised the magic art… 

 



But before the service had concluded, the elusive Eco-Warriors really put a spanner in 

the works by dribbling super glue into the control rods of the power generator before 

either Charles, Wolfgang, or Rikki could get there, and in doing so seized them solid... 

 

"Now we watch them maintenance guys really do the freaking out." Captain Verde 

spoke eloquently. 

But his two brothers were beginning to have doubts concerning their private war 

against modernity. "What if it blows up?" They said in unison. 

"We do the running like hell." Captain Verde answered. 

So, as the shadows lengthened and the day came to a close, the Zombie leadership 

wound its merry way to the cemetery, and finally to their favourite haunt - Knob Hill... 

 

"It's been a funny sort of day." Kevin said wistfully. 



"Funny?" Mary queried. 

"Not funny ha-ha." Kevin explained. "Funny peculiar." 

"Yes." Raj agreed. "It's not every day that we go on a rampage of anger, and transform 

living earplugs into zombies against their will." 

"I'm so glad that the Angel, the Avatar, and that charming young Magnuss could 

change them back again." Mary said whilst nodding sagely. "I would have felt like 

really awful if they'd had to stay like us." 

And a few paces distant from the pinnacle of Knob Hill the two Cyclops' had perched 

themselves upon some roughly hewn wooden seats… 

 

 

"I love you." The zombie Cyclops said to the android Cyclops. 

"That's good." The android Cyclops replied. “I rather hoped that someone would 

eventually. Now shut up and enjoy the sunset." 

The End  
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The tale continues in ‘Cometh the Earplug’. 
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