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Chapter 1 
 

Due to the terrible dangers posed by uncontrollable time storms, the entire staff and 

customers of The Museum of Future Technology… 

 

…have been evacuated to the Future Museum of Mars… 

 

Now their great off-world adventure continues… 

Once introductions were completed, Future Museum of Mars curator, Frisby Mumph 

and his female end cap assistant, Badgerlilly showed the wealthier passengers of Ship 

Number Fifteen to their very expensive quarters... 



 

"It looks like the foyer." One of them complained. 

Frisby's isolation had left him ill-equipped for social niceties, and the gift of well-chosen 

words eluded him: "Well it aint." He snapped, and just managed to stop himself from 

adding 'stupid' or 'blind bleeder'. "It's four times the size, and it has hot running water 

and under floor heating. So it’s either this, or the shed at the end of the garden. Like it 

or flipping lump it, you fussy git!" 

He was slightly less abrupt with his silver android guests... 

 

In fact he was bemused by their cyber-enthusiasm - until he realised that what pleased 

them most was the uniformity of colour in the museum - or rather the lack of hues that 

stretched to anywhere beyond silvery-grey. 

"Racists!" He snarled as he left them to their personal space. And when Tall Tina 

complained about the low ceiling…  



 

…he told her to toss herself down a deep well. But his ego was severely massaged when 

he was confronted by two life-long fans, who insisted upon wearing old, out-dated, and 

tatty skin tight pressure suits, very similar to his own... 

 

Clive, the famous TV character Aquaplug's dresser... 

 



...was disappointed that he couldn't share a room with his best friend, but Frisby had 

never approved of bunk beds because of their extreme elevation - and duly told him so. 

Big Billy Bromide, Colin the android, Widderspoon Flange, and Fancy Flanagan were 

all fortunate enough to have their own front doors... 

 

...but when the entered their respective apartments they discovered that they were 

actually sharing… 

 

Big Billy Bromide was of the opinion that it was the perfect location for a game of 

‘Rounders’, which shocked Widderspoon Flange - after he paused to consider Big 

Billy's words.... 

 



But instead of indulging in field sports, they all decided it best to ogle the futuristic 

furnishings... 

 

"Jeepers," Fancy squealed with delight. "I don't know what half this stuff does, but flip 

me sideways, it's great to look at!" 

Widderspoon was particularly taken with his personal barometric chamber, and duly 

tried it on for size... 

 

“I need never get the bends again.” He stated gleefully. 



Others were less fortunate though. Rudi and Valentine were told to bunk down in an 

empty hangar... 

 

And life-long chums, Poncho Warmonger and Bruno Hugenobular, were forced to 

wander aimlessly... 

 

...until, eventually, they were allotted a subterranean support column that they must 

call 'home', until their respective cabins had been built...   



 

Whilst aboard Ship Number Fifteen, the Plugmutts had been given free rein to scamper 

about the enormous space vessel to their heart's content... 

 

But once inside the Future Museum of Mars, responsibility for their behaviour and 

well-keeping fell to a former end cap prisoner, who went by the name of Lemon 

Seagrass. This was not her real name, but one she'd adopted after spotting it in a list of 

exotically coloured handbags. 

 



She enjoyed her job, primarily because Plugmutts didn't talk down to her or treat her 

like a second class citizen - even if she was one. All they ever said was: "Wanna 

cuddle!" And, "Yum-yum it's din-dins time!" And, "Wanna go pee-pee!" When, upon 

the third or fourth time that they wanted to 'go pee-pee', Lemon unwisely let them 

outside the metallic shell of the building... 

 

Unfortunately their acute sense of smell overcame their acquired training, and despite 

Lemon's protestations, they all ignored her commands to return, and dashed off along a 

trail that only their noses could detect... 

 



Unable to follow them because she had no oxy-suppository inserted, all Lemon could do 

was cry feebly and watch the Plugmutts disappear amongst a huge rock formation... 

 

This was to have far-reaching consequences. Naturally (being an end cap) Lemon raced 

straight to the T.W.I.T quarters for help. Once there she begged her end cap chums - 

who were junior agents for that particular organisation - to go find them. Needless to 

say their boredom aboard ship had badly affected their judgment, and before Lemon 

could fully regain her breath, they had made a hurried departure... 

 

...and quickly gained the rocky outcrop where Lemon had last seen the Plugmutts... 

 



In time the rocky outcrop gained in both depth and breadth, and began to take on the 

appearance of a small mountain range, which included any number of crevasses and 

caves. It was into one of these caves that the T.W.I.T RoboSecGua's olfactory array led 

the rescue team... 

. 

They all thought that it resembled a honeycomb, and before long a primitive fear of 

giant bees made their collective bottoms erupt with staccato barks and nervous chuffing 

sounds. But eventually they found a back way out - just in time to encounter a huge 

sand storm sweeping across the plain towards them… 

 

Hesitant to re-enter the stench-filled cave, they decided to bivouac and ride out the 

storm under canvas... 

 



At more or less the same time, Montagu was overseeing the first use of the biological 

android regeneration unit. To perform this task with a degree of sartorial elegance he 

chose to wear his favourite novelty sombrero... 

 

He was somewhat surprised – and not a tad aggrieved - to be accosted by the T.W.I.T 

commanding officer - Major Flaccid... 

 

"My entire end cap corps has disappeared without trace." The military earplug opened 

without preamble. "Do you know what's happened to them?" 

In truth Montagu would have liked to have denied all knowledge of the stubby little 

fellow's foray into the Martian landscape; but he was well aware that not only were he 

and his fellow androids now far beyond the perimeter of the Museum of Future 

Technology, but also (by the letter of the law anyway) they were no longer free citizens, 

and (technically) were once again the property of T.W.I.T. So, removing his stupid hat... 



 

...he said, "Yes." 

As a result, ten minutes later he found himself part of an android relief column in 

search of the missing T.W.I.T operatives... 

 

Like those they sought, the androids took along their own RoboSecGua. And it was the 

servo-mechanism's olfactory array - or nose - that led them to the mountainous region... 



 

...followed by the honeycomb-like cave... 

 

Sadly the earlier sandstorm had erased all trace of the Twit's passing - so they 

accidentally took another route... 



 

But, as luck would have it, a stray molecule of end cap fart lodged inside the 

BiAnRoboSecGua's enormous mechanical hooter, and it recognised their navigational 

error. So it led them in another direction, where they made a terrible discovery... 

 

It was the deactivated form of TwaRoboSecGua. Shortly after that, they found the 

bivouac.... 

 

And it had been abandoned! But little did they suspect, as they stood there shaking with 

trepidation and puzzlement, that they were being watched by an unknown technology!   



 

Initially the androids were thrilled when it was discovered that BiAnRoboSecGua was 

able to download the last moments of TwitRoboSecGua: but that thrill turned to 

disappointment when all it found was a single frame of video... 

 

...which told them sod all - and left them none the wiser about the mysterious 

disappearance of the end cap troop. But at least they now had a direction in which to 

search further; and before long - in a hidden gorge - they found an ancient ruin... 

 

Instantaneously a brave android went to take a closer look... 



 

High upon the ridge, the others looked on. 

"How old do you think it is?" Wonky asked Montagu. 

"How the flip do you expect me to know the answer to that incredibly stupid question?" 

Montagu replied. "I'm not the fountain of all knowledge, you know. Now shut up: let's 

see if they can find a way in." 

Well as luck would have it, there was a small doorway through which the former super-

soldiers forced their way into the ancient structure. Unbelievably it was illuminated too! 

 

"Amazing." Pilot gushed. "I wonder where the power source is kept." 



Then the light went out... 

 

"Oh dear." Montagu said, as he sighed in a resigned manner. "And bum too. I have a 

really bad feeling about this. I don’t suppose somebody might hold my hand? It’s a bit 

scary in here." 

Chapter 2 
 

Meanwhile, back in the Museum of Future Technology, the zombie population weren't 

the only inhabitants who chose to stay behind when most sailed the solar sea to Mars... 

 

Strange siblings, Horst and Greta Stenchlinger were as happy as Larry as they ran the 

gauntlet of time-storm induced destruction. With so few people out and about it meant 

that they could spend more time closer to the surface... 



 

But it wasn't only the zombies that they shared the museum with: no, they had other 

company – mostly in the shape of former Running Back, Dan Down'n'out.... 

 

He was enjoying bachelorhood since his two slovenly and idle-as-hell wives had been 

swept away by a well-placed time storm the day earlier. Now he found that he had time 

for himself, and duly invited Horst and Greta to shoot the breeze with him over a couple 

of beers, some Bakewell tarts, and a disco compilation compact disc… 

 



Then, after he'd done the washing up, he decided to join the brother-sister combo as 

they enjoyed... 

 

...easing their frail bodies along precipitous ledges, and indulging in their favourite 

hobby of Precipitous Ledge Walking… 

 

"Ah, this is the life."  He said as he inflated his lungs to their maximum capacity. "I 

could never have done this with that pair of lazy, good-for-nothing wives in tow." 

"Ja," Greta agreed, "Out of their hover bowls they would have been falling." 

"To their deaths, I would be wishing." Horst added. 

But whilst all these relaxing pastimes were being experienced in the Museum of Future 

Technology; up on Mars, Major Flaccid had brought the subject of the personnel 

disappearances to the attention of the Earplug Brothers. With a sigh of inevitability, 

Rudi had led Magnuss, Chester, Miles, and Valentine to the outside world…. 



 

"Right, bros," he began his brief checklist before commencing their rescue mission, 

"has everyone inserted an oxy-suppository up their bottoms?" He received four 

confirmations. "Okay," he said after taking a huge lungful of partially breathable 

Martian air. "Let's go!" 

 

As they set off, Miles looked around himself. He quickly decided that he didn't like the 

omnipresent 'redness' of Mars, but he was wise enough to realise that he would have to 

get used to it. Initially the five boys stuck so close together that they could have 

been mistaken for conjoined quintuplets... 



 

But before long they had adopted their familiar in-line-astern mode of locomotion... 

 

...even if they didn't really like it - because it seriously restricted each family member’s 

field of vision. Soon they found themselves among the rocks and crevices of the 

mountainous region... 



 

"Blast." Rudi said. "We have no means of tracking anyone on this hard, unyielding, 

and intemperate surface!" 

"Yeah, right on." Valentine agreed.  "Let's split up, and see what we can find." 

It was a good idea, so they did. For Magnuss this was a most unpleasant experience… 

 

He was used to having adventures with either one of his brothers; a buddy; or a pretty 

female for a partner. The others must have felt the same way because before very long 

they'd gravitated back towards each other... 



 

As they continued their search, Valentine recalled how once Major Flaccid had been 

forced to seek out the Earplug Brothers for help.... 

 

Firstly the T.W.I.T commanding officer had approached Dexter; but the young Iberian 

had been too busy chatting up a pretty female in the hope of getting her into the back 

seat of his experimental Mars buggy. Also, he added: "The other members of Los 

Tapones de España have returned to the sunny costa." He told the disappointed officer. 

"Alone I am merely a shadow of my former heroic self." 

So Flaccid had tried Las Chicas De La Playas.... 

 



Lucia was amused. And Carmen said: "We are beautiful, and very good at wearing 

earrings and swim suits; but searching the surface of Mars is a little beyond our field of 

expertise.” 

"Si." Alba agreed. "We would fall from our high heels and hurt our knees, and possibly 

land upon our pert botties – bruising them horribly."  

 

Wolfgang, of Maintenance smiled when he heard Flaccid's request. "I fix things." He 

told him. "What you need are bona fide heroes. Heroic types with courage coursing 

through their veins like normal people have blood. Might I suggest the Earplug 

Brothers?"   

A short while later - when Flaccid had first caught sight of him, Valentine had been 

busying himself by stacking surplus 'A' Bombs... 

 

It was a task that had fundamental risks attached, but which was repetitive and rather 

boring. Naturally, when taking down-time from adventuring, Valentine felt more than 

comfortable with the task. So when Flaccid shouted: "Hey, you!" Valentine had been in 

a pliable mood and duly removed his atom-proof helmet in order to facilitate a quick 

chat… 



 

Flaccid continued: "Oi, do you want a job that's fulfilling and pays well? Well I have 

one for you. And for your brothers too. The same one, actually." 

As he and his brothers passed through the honeycomb cave, Valentine was shaken out 

of his reverie when Rudi said: “Yo, man: it’s the way out.”  Of course Miles and 

Chester were the last to exit through the hole in the back wall… 

 

Here the ground was softer, and they could follow the tracks left by the android search 

team. But as they followed them, Magnuss couldn't shake off a premonition of 

approaching trouble. He looked around himself nervously… 



 

And when the tracks led to a big dark cave the feeling grew stronger, until it threatened 

to overwhelm his intellect and send him, running and screaming, into the desert... 

 

"Argh!" Miles bellowed when he too felt the threat with his innate sixth sense.... 

 



Then, as if on cue, sweeping across the Martian plain like some galloping Mongol horde, 

the leading edge of a full-blown sandstorm arrived! 

 

"Run!" Rudi yelled above the increasing din of the atmospheric disturbance. "Run all 

the way back to the Future Museum of Mars!" 

Caves being an anathema to silicon life forms, this is exactly what they did... 

 

And as they came close to their destination, so too did the sandstorm. Soon stones and 

pebbles that lay all around were cast into the air. Then the ground shook, and the 

Earplug Brother’s collective vision blurred... 

 



Elsewhere the storm had built itself into a horizon-to-horizon spanning fury... 

 

But then the airlock opened, and, just in the nick of time, all five earplugs scrambled to 

safety. 

Chapter 3 
 

Meanwhile, back on Earth - in the Museum of Future Technology to be exact, the time 

storms were taking their psychological toll upon those who had remained behind... 

 

The museum's Avatar, the Angel with a Huge Nose, the Cemetery Avatar, and the four 

zombies - Mary, Raj, Cyclops, and Kevin, had simultaneously recognised that the 

incidence of time storm strikes were fewer if they could see them coming. Consequently 

their massive intellects had led them all to the open vistas of the Woven Expanse... 



 

...which was boring as hell and as tedious as a bass solo, but (they firmly believed) by far 

the safest place to be during the current period of 'trouble'. They were right in the 

middle of a relatively interesting conversation about corn flakes when a temporal sink 

hole opened in the fabric of space/time nearby... 

 

"Holy heck!" Mary erupted uncharacteristically. "Is there no escape from danger 

anywhere?"                 

"We could always try the Wide Blue Yonder." Raj suggested. "It's even bigger than the 

Woven Expanse!" 

Normally the Wide Blue Yonder was an artificially sunny spot, which was warm and 

comforting - if it little dry and stamina-sapping when traversed at speed. But on this 

particular day the weather control had gone all to hell, and it was overcast and windy… 



 

"I blame the time storms." Angel complained. "It's the only thing that explains this 

Scottish weather." 

But even on the Wide Blue Yonder they weren't safe, because a gigantic blackberry 

(that could only have originated in prehistoric times) suddenly appeared among them... 

 

"Yikes." The ever-smiling Cemetery Avatar exclaimed. "Is there nowhere even 

remotely safe? Are we to be whisked away to some ancient era, and eaten by 

dinosaurs?" 

It was a good question. One that the Pink Avatar would have responded to with a 

quiver of timid fear, and a high-pitched squeak from his botty… 



 

And a question that the Blue Avatar would have treated with the contempt it 

deserved… 

 

But whilst the museum's inhabitants suffered horribly, those who had gambled on the 

journey to Mars went exploring with enthusiasm. None more so than Rupert Piles... 

 



...who hoped to record a 'scoop' by capturing First Contact with native fauna upon his 

3D TV camera... 

 

Like those gallant explorers before him he made his tentative way to the foothills of the 

nearby mountains... 

 

But as he was setting up an establishing shot, his natural reporter's eye caught this... 

 



"Nuts!" He bellowed in his best reporter-speak. "Not another flipping sandstorm? This 

is doing my flipping head in!" 

Whilst a moderately well-known TV reporter in one portion of space/time decided to 

settle down upon his haunches and cover his head with a canvas bag to wait out the 

approaching sandstorm - in an entirely different version of the universe - a TV reality 

show was being recorded in an alternative version of the Museum of Future 

Technology… 

 

It involved very stupid earplugs performing dare-devil stunts in submarine machines 

that they had cobbled together from a spare parts bin during the commercial break.  

Benjamin Booger was one of the show's hosts, and it was his task to interview the 

surviving 'contestants' after they had completed their display... 

 



On this occasion he found himself heaping false platitudes upon a pair of complete 

wallies who had named themselves the Turdfish Twins. The 'twins' had created a 

plasma-powered submarine rocket sled from baked bean cans and some assorted 

welding equipment. But so excited were they, following their display that they lost the 

ability to speak coherently. So all Benjamin Booger could do was look lost and 

thoroughly pissed-off... 

 

So he did what any Z-rated TV host would do, under difficult circumstances: he took 

off his hat, and went for a long walk to consider his career in television... 

 

In fact he was mightily tempted to throw himself in an ornamental pond.  But he didn't, 

and by chance he passed by the alternative universe's Mister Stovepipe-Hat's hover pad 

emporium. So, following a moment of inspiration he'd leapt aboard one of the latest 

models, and began gaining altitude… 



 

Shortly after that he gave his life temporary meaning by performing stunts - many of 

which aped those performed earlier by the show's more intellectual contestants, which 

included flying inverted.... 

 

But then something very strange happened. Benjamin wondered if flying upside down 

had drained all the blood from his feet, and was now causing hallucinations. So he 

righted himself... 

 



...but it made no difference. It was almost as if the very air through which he flew was 

thickening and slowing his progress... 

 

Concerned for both his safety and his sanity, he paused to take a look around atop a tall 

monolith…  

 

Suddenly something that could only be described as a skin seemed to form. It separated 

him from the floor of the museum far below. More annoyed than frightened, he realised 

that he'd been a fool to walk away from such a lucrative wage, and decided to adopt a 

determined smile and break through the transparent barrier that separated him from 

the studio in which he could make an extremely decent living by asking stupid questions 

of total morons. But when he tried his hover pad became ensnared in the amorphous 

material - if material was what it really was - because Benjamin was beginning to 

suspect that it might be proto-plasmic in nature, and therefore supernatural in origin… 



 

So he climbed from the hover pad, and dropped, dexterously, to the floor. At least he 

thought he had…  

 

By chance, at exactly the same moment, but inside the 'regular' Museum of Future 

Technology, Plopper O'Hooligan was beginning to feel that he might have made a 

terrible mistake by turning down a seat aboard Ship Number Fifteen. He now felt 

desperately lonely - not only for Fancy Flanagan; but earplugs in general... 

 

So he left the confines of his tiny rented room - and began a search for a soulmate… 



 

In doing so he chanced upon an inexplicable aerial phenomenon - with a tear in it... 

 

"What the heck is that?" He asked no one at all. 

Unsurprisingly he received no answer. But what he did receive was a nasty jolt when 

the tear abruptly expanded.... 

 



And then expanded again. At that precise moment he realised that the membrane that 

separates the many dimensions of the multiverse was rupturing… 

 

"Sodding time storms!" He yelled, as he raced away in a random direction, which 

happened to take him to an area of the museum that had recently had the detritus of 

eternity dumped upon it... 

 

By a fluke of destiny, Benjamin Booger - still ignorant to the fact that he'd stepped from 

his hover pad - into an alternate continuum - was making his way through the very 

same area... 

 



In fact they very nearly met as Plopper sidled along one side of a pedestrian partition... 

 

…whilst Benjamin wandered along on the opposite side... 

 

But, as is the way with fate, they finally arrived at the same place at the same time... 

 

"Hello." Plopper said as he closed the door behind him politely. 



He smiled for the first time in yonks as he introduced himself to someone that he was 

certain he'd never met before in his life. 

"You're very green." He observed after Benjamin Booger introduced himself in turn. 

"You might have seen me on TV." Benjamin said hopefully. 

Plopper shook his head. "No." He said. "I'd remember someone who reminded me of 

snot." 

 

Plopper and Benjamin then discussed the means by which they had arrived in the 

bright blue room with a snazzy triangular door. In doing so they concluded that 

space/time was all to hell and that Benjamin had travelled there from a different 

dimension entirely. Once the green earplug had assimilated this information; had 

screamed incoherently; then recovered his decorum; their next move was obvious... 

 

They couldn't remain where they were; so rather than sit around and fret about their 

situation, both earplugs decided to throw caution to the wind, and enjoy themselves. 

First stop was Mister Stovepipe-Hat's place of work... 



 

His 'pre-loved' hover pads (although inexpensive) were a horrible shade of red and 

thoroughly out of date. So the earplugs went inside his retail outlet building... 

 

...only to find some putrid blue examples. Fortunately for the new-found buddies, 

Mister Stovepipe-Hat's assistant was unpacking some new arrivals with go-faster 

stripes. They were clearly high-end and very expensive... 

 



But Plopper didn't care: wealth, or lack of it, meant nothing in a universe gone crazy. 

"Do you take credit cards?" He inquired. 

Three minutes later Benjamin had linked his hover pad to the hover pad of his novice 

chum with a training rod... 

 

But after a few minutes tip-toeing around the sky in a precisely circular route, Plopper 

felt ready to go solo... 

 

...and he decided to lead Benjamin to somewhere that he really liked, and hadn't been 

obliterated by the time storms - yet... 



 

And that place was none other than Jobugnor Regis - an apparently rocky shore, 

battered by fake incessant waves and higher than average tides.... 

 

It had gained its fame, many decades earlier, when the visiting Prince Jobugnor of 

Bandigal - heir to the Earplug British throne - had enjoyed its bracing breeze and 

ankle-slashing beach grains, and had proclaimed it to be the best exhibit in the Museum 

of Future Technology by far, and gave it his royal blessing… 

 



"What a fabulous location, Plopper." Benjamin said. "The false sea spray is so 

invigorating. I just wish that it was just a little sunnier and a tad warmer: my nose is 

running horrendously" 

But as much as the earplugs enjoyed the pounding surf - even if it was artificially 

induced by vast pumps and hydraulic rams that remained hidden from view and out of 

earshot - they knew that their time was limited: they must move on. So they did. 

Meanwhile Hermi Frodite was another of those earplugs who chose not to flee to 

another planet when things got tough… 

 

Not because she was afraid of space travel or she couldn't be bothered to pack; but 

because she’d forgotten to wash her collection of frilly knickers and had nothing to 

wear. So when most people were experiencing an interplanetary adventure that not one 

of them could ever have imagined, the small pink earplug was at home, watching a 

video about modern architecture in Paris... 

 



So she was pleasantly surprised to hear a knock on her front door. Naturally she chose 

to pause the playback, and answered it immediately... 

 

 She was evenly more pleasantly surprised when she opened it to Benjamin and 

Plopper.... 

 

"Hello. Can I help you?" She inquired. Then, in that moment between her completing 

her sentence, and her visitors opening their mouths to reply, she had a sudden thought: 

might these people be representatives of a hospital that might possibly be offering a special 

deal on disposable underwear? "You're not here to look in my knicker drawer, are 

you?" She snapped. 

Both Plopper and Benjamin were shaken by this unexpected addendum to her greeting. 

They thought seriously about moving on to another apartment in the hope of finding it 

inhabited. "No." Plopper replied after a moment's thought. "We've just come back 

from Jobugnor Regis where the salty sea spray has made us very thirsty. We were 

rather hoping that you might have a nice cup of tea close to hand, so-to-speak." 

"Or some orange squash." Benjamin added. 

At this Hermi relaxed, and rewarded the male earplugs with a charming smile. "Of 

course." She said. "I've probably got a packet of crumpets in the larder somewhere 

too." 



With that she invited them into her modernistic hallway... 

 

From there she led them... 

 

...into her sitting room... 

 



"Is it me?" Benjamin said, as his eyes took in the vast room, "but is this place larger on 

the inside than on the outside?" 

Plopper gave his friend a look that could only be described as 'old fashioned'. "Of 

course it is." He said. "This is the Museum of Future Technology after all!" 

Well after an enjoyable snack, Plopper and Benjamin chatted amiably with Hermi 

Frodite. They spoke of spinach, Parisian architecture (naturally), persistent warts, the 

colour-perception difference between male and female earplugs, atmospheric anomalies, 

grease nipples, inverted determinism, and Beatnik guitar solos of the Nineteen Sixties. 

Eventually their oral muscles weakened and they sought a moment's silence; but not 

before Hermi confessed that she enjoyed her guests company more than she would ever 

have imagined. After a short break Benjamin decided to tell the others a tale from his 

continuum... 

"We have a wonderfully talented graffiti artist known as Lapwing Larry." He told 

them... 

 

"He specialises in extremely witting statements that are designed to make people think - 

using shock tactics and disruptive conceptualisations. He also tries to teach them 

spelling and grammar too. He particularly likes to leave his messages in popular public 

places - such as mag-lift train stations." 

 



"Well one day," he quickly continued before the others dozed off, "I grew exhausted by 

his intellectual smut. I thought he was perverting miners." 

"Miners?" Plopper interrupted. "Surely you mean minors?" 

Benjamin was surprised by this. "No," he said, "Miners are born, and live out most of 

their lives, down in the pit. They lead a very sheltered life - only coming to the surface to 

catch up on vitamin D. Well I thought that if one of them was to catch sight of Lapwing 

Larry's latest creation, they might be offended. So I took myself off to the local Vice 

Squad office." 

 

"I was a bit nervous, but I went up to the desk sergeant." 

 

"I reported the 'I Suck Noses' graffiti too him. He seemed surprised by the act. Do you 

know what he then did?" 



Plopper and Hermi shook their heads.  

"He laughed at me." Benjamin continued. “Then one of his lackeys poked out his 

tongue and slapped me for my own good.... 

 

Worse still, him and his croney, ran me out of the station, and threatened that if I ever 

darkened their door again, they'd arrest me for being a prude!" 

 

"Oh that's terrible." Hermi said with a gasp. "Life in your continuum must be absolute 

hell!" 



"Yes." Benjamin agreed. "Luckily I work on TV, so I'm slightly immune to most social 

injustices." 

"Still," Plopper spoke up, "I expect you'd like to find your way home before too long." 

"I most certainly do." Benjamin said adamantly. "I may have the most god-awful co-

host role imaginable; but at least the pay's good. Here I'm a semi-talented nobody!" 

"Well," Hermi said whilst indicating that the others should follow her. "Let’s see if we 

can't rectify the situation."  

 

Then she led them back into her hallway... 

 

...and out through the front door... 



 

"Now I have a purpose in life." Hermi said resolutely. "One that doesn't require me to 

exhibit my filthy caks. Let's go!" 

Chapter 4 
 

Magnuss Earplug and Hair-Trigger Provost continued to explore the cavernous edifice 

known to all and sundry as the Future Museum of Mars... 

 

By now they would have liked nothing more than to have explored the outside world 

too, and perhaps run through the fabled canyons of Mars in their plimsolls; but yet 

another sandstorm had been detected... 



 

...so they decided to have a chat with the student, Yabu Suchs, as he stood staring out 

through a panoramic window... 

 

As he watched the storm rage beyond the impenetrable transparency, his young face 

was illuminated by the red light of Mars.  

Hair-Trigger said: "Magnuss - here is the perfect opportunity to begin your 

mentorship." 



Since arriving upon Mars, Magnuss had almost forgotten his promise to Yabu. Hair-

Trigger was correct, of course, and so he approached the youngster. Seconds later they 

strolled off together. Hair-Trigger wisely withdrawing... 

 

"I'll see you 'round my cabin later, I hope?" Was her parting shot to Magnuss. "I'll 

have my coffee machine at the ready." 

But either Magnuss hadn't heard, or he'd come over all buddy-buddy; because he had 

already decided to get to know Yabu whilst doing something really interesting. First of 

all he decided to visit the museum's rather limited choice of exhibits... 

 

...but because Frisby Mumph had been so busy preparing the accommodation, he 

hadn't had time to make the museum fully functional as a proper museum. So Yabu 

used his computer skills to get them past the front door. 



"Why are you wearing a mag-lift motorcycle helmet, Magnuss?" Yabu asked. 

"Well," Magnuss replied wisely... 

 

..."you never know what you might find in a museum of stuff from the future." 

And, of course, he was right... 

 

"What fun!" Yabu shrieked with glee as they rode a pair of |Renta-Mag-Bike around 

an exhibit that extolled the virtues of the legendary air-cooled two-stroke engine. 

After that sudden bout of over-exuberance they decided to calm down with a visit to the 

arty-farty Department of Future Art. 

 



Initially Magnuss and Yabu were disappointed by the art gallery... 

 

"That's a reproduction!" Magnuss roared with indignant rage. "I've seen the original 

at that twit Anton Twerp's gallery!” 

"Yes, but it's very good, isn't it!" Yabu replied. "You could almost believe that the 

creature came from this planet." 

Then they moved on to some sculptures... 

 

...and they were most impressed. 

"Look at those sinuous lines." Yabu said adoringly. 

"And the hole in the middle." Magnuss observed. "It's so big!" 

The motif was repeated in the next work of art... 



 

As was the next... 

 

Both Magnuss and Yabu enjoyed the dynamic rocking action when they stepped 

aboard. "This piece is called Rock'n'Roll."  Yabu informed Magnuss. 

"How apt." Magnuss replied. 

But when the next item followed much the same theme interest rapidly waned… 

 



And when it happened again... 

 

...they stomped off with the intention of finding the sculptor and giving him a damned 

good kick up the bum. But instead of finding a terrified artist, they discovered two 

RoboSecGuas admiring a painting of a big red robot eating a chocolate chip cookie... 

 

"Ooh, can't you just feel the angst?" One RoboSecGua exclaimed. 

"It's so sad: all that yumminess - and no taste buds.” The other replied. “It's like a laser 

knife in my cybernetic guts!"  

Magnuss and Yabu both wondered what sort of servo-mechanisms the robot factories 

were making these days… 



 

"Nancy boys." Yabu opined. 

Magnuss couldn't argue with his friend's summation. So they decided to sod off 

somewhere else... 

 

Eventually Magnuss and Yabu found themselves with others at an observation 

window... 



 

"If I am to be your apprentice," Yabu said firmly, "it is of the utmost importance that I 

experience a Magnuss Earplug kind of adventure." 

Magnuss nodded agreement. It was the least that Yabu deserved. So after they'd visited 

the toilet and a medical orderly for their oxy-suppository, they stepped on to the 

Martian surface for the first time. Yabu wasn't entirely certain that he liked it…  

 

"I thought it was rather dull too - when I first stood out here." Magnuss confessed. "I 

just pray that something comes along to liven it up." 

 



But as they covered an ever-increasing distance from the museum, and the surface 

beneath their feet barely changed, the monotonous topography became as boring as 

heck. In fact the only aspect of the place that they vaguely appreciated was its 

vastness.... 

 

But eventually they came upon a honeycomb-like cave... 

 

By the most remarkable of coincidences, the Plugmutts were bumbling about in another 

honeycomb-like cave that was not a million kilometres distant from where the two 

young earplugs now stood... 



 

In fact it was probably a relative block or two around the corner. Although the 

aforementioned Plugmutts were too stupid to be frightened of anything remotely 

threatening, they were slightly surprised when they encountered an alien creature that 

had three eyes and a carapace of vicious spikes… 

 

The Plugmutts were very young, and hoped that perhaps this strange creature was their 

mother: so, sniffing intently, they duly went in pursuit... 



 

But when the triple-eyed alien slowed as 'she' squeezed through a narrow opening in the 

rear of the cave, Oswald, the youngest of the Plugmutts, couldn’t stop in time, and 

accidentally climbed aboard the strange creature… 

 

Meanwhile, in the other cave, Magnuss and Yabu were beginning to wonder if their 

cave stretched into infinity… 

 



"I grow weary of this amber-lit tedium." Yabu informed his mentor. 

"Yes," Magnuss agreed, "it's as boring as flip.” 

So they were both mightily relieved when an exit finally revealed itself. 

"I know this place!" Magnuss exclaimed joyfully... 

 

"This is the cave that my brothers and I found when we were searching for the lost 

agents of Twit and the android relief column. We didn't get the chance to see inside: a 

storm sent us scurrying back to the dome." 

This was just the sort of adventure that Yabu sought. "Well let's rectify that oversight 

right this minute." He said. 

But when they ventured inside they met with an incredible sight... 

 

"Heavy machinery!" Yabu screamed with a mixture of amazement and joy. "It must be 

thousands of years old! Possibly tens of thousands." 



Magnuss quickly overcame his own natural enthusiasm, so that he might hiss a 

warning... 

 

"Keep your voice down," he whispered out the side of his mouth, "if this place is as old 

as you suggest, it could come tumbling down around our heads." 

Then they discovered a transparent walkway, which positively identified its builders as 

being technically advanced and aesthetically distinguishing... 

 

"Wow," Magnuss said as he allowed a degree of wonderment to enter his voice, "I 

question the disappearance of the creators of this stuff.” He then added an 

unanswerable question: “Where did they go?" 

The walkway terminated in a steep-sided canyon... 



 

"Whoo!" They said to each other. 

"Shall we investigate that cave-like opening at the other end?" Yabu asked… 

 

It was a silly question: he was in the company of the recently legendary Magnuss 

Earplug after all... 

 



So before long they were within spitting-distance of the opening… 

 

But as they came closer they discovered that the opening was actually (what appeared to 

be) a solid wall... 

 

"Bog roll!" Yabu said in a dejected tone. “Game over.” 

Magnuss could think of nothing that might assuage his apprentice's disappointment. 

But then he didn't have to, because Yabu had an inspired idea. He walked straight at 

the wall… 

 



And before Magnuss could call out a startled warning... 

 

...the material from which the wall was made seemed to dissolve where Yabu's youthful 

body made contact – until he'd completely disappeared through it… 

 

"Well take me down to Clanfield!" Magnuss exclaimed to himself. 

Then - concerned that he might return to the Future Museum of Mars without his 

prodigy at his side - he decided to try the trick for himself... 



 

A moment later Magnuss was somewhere else entirely. Somewhere that seemed to shake 

at his arrival… 

 

"Oh there you are." Yabu said without looking at his mentor through crossed eyes. 

“The shaking should stop after a second or two.” 

 



"It's an air lock." Magnuss whispered to Yabu as recognition of the phenomenon 

struck. “But its way more advanced than anything we've got. I'm not sure, but perhaps 

we should be pooping in our pants right now: this makes our technology look like the 

works of children." 

Then, as they advanced into this new realm, they discovered vast unfathomable 

machines that stretched upwards towards a high vaulted ceiling and strange things that 

reminded them of dormant eggs from a really scary science-fiction movie... 

 

In fact it was so scary that Magnuss's helmet fell off... 

 

But soon the apparent modernity of the facility gave way to ancient breaches in the 

mighty structure, which allowed the baleful light of Mars to shine dully upon them once 

more. It also shone…er…balefully and dully upon a building that might have once been 

a place of habitation...   

 



So they took a closer look... 

 

But it was nothing more than a facade - an opening into another cavern, where they 

were thrilled to discover a plethora of fresh multi-coloured Plugmutt droppings 

scattered upon a naturally occurring staircase... 

 

They knew, in that moment, that an adventure for them was a sure thing. An 

inevitability, if you will. If nothing else they would return to the museum - hailed as 

heroes for finding the missing pets, whose owners might possibly reward them with 

gifts, promises, and clandestine lemon meringues. So it was a cheerful duo that 

clambered down the natural staircase inside the crumbling cavern upon distant Mars… 



 

Until... 

 

...something stopped them in their tracks… 

 



"Buildings!" Yabu hissed, as he allowed pent-up breath to escape his lungs via his 

larynx. "Condominiums, by the look of them. Multiple habitation modules, I guess 

you’d call them." 

Chapter 5 

Dexter (of Los Tapones De España), meanwhile, had 'buddied-up' with fellow Iberian - 

the nurse, Consuela. Together they decided to study Frisby Mumph's terraforming 

techniques... 

 

It was fascinating to note how the land altered with distance... 

 

A very long distance indeed... 

 



They were also witnesses to one of Mumph's early failures... 

 

A ruined land made sterile by over-enthusiastic use of the terraforming machine. But 

also his successes…  

 

And they were excited to discover an arboretum in a sheltered valley, where they were 

sorely tempted to cast aside their inhibitions, and grin like a pair of idiots.... 



 

But all good things must pass, and soon... 

 

...they found themselves in a barren landscape. But what was far, far worse... 

 



...was the moment of sickening realisation that they'd lost their oxy-suppositories. 

"They must have fallen out of our bottoms when we weren’t looking." Consuela said. 

Then, more pro-actively, she added: "Down. We must go down beneath the surface - 

where the feeble air is thicker, and where Frisby Mumph's freed oxygen might have 

collected." 

Understanding came to the former beach bum, and not one moment was wasted upon 

the high surface. Descending quickly into a deep hollow... 

 

...they were astonished to encounter creatures that closely resembled Plugmutts, but 

which were larger and sturdier than the missing pets they sought. For a few seconds the 

two earplugs feared that in escaping one ghastly death, they would fall victim to another 

- by having their flesh torn from their bones and devoured in a trice...  

 



But, to their eternal relief, it turned out that the creatures merely sought a gentle pat on 

the head; some soothing words; an emergency biscuit; and their dew claws trimmed for 

them as painlessly as possible… 

 

As they followed the strange Plugmutts into an underground labyrinth, Consuela said: 

"Do you know what I think they are?"  

 

It was a rhetorical question, and Dexter recognised it as such. Consuela continued as 

though Dexter hadn't spoken, which of course he hadn't: "They look incredibly like 

Staffordshire Bull Plugmutts. Frisby Mumph must have brought them here for 

company for himself and Badgerlilly; but somehow they escaped and managed to adapt 

to the lower-than-normal oxygen content in the air. I suspect that they live down here, 

and only came close to the surface when their sensitive noses detected our naturally 

strident aroma." 



It was a heck of a good theory, and Dexter wasn't about to posit a counter argument - 

not because he agreed whole-heartedly with it, but because he was finding his breath 

ever harder to control. He was grateful that he didn't have to reply. And he was almost 

at the point of collapse as he followed the Plugmutts to their den in a deep, dark, cave... 

 

"I think we're right up Kaka Creek without an outboard motor." He said after several 

minutes of recovery. 

"Normally I would agree," the slightly breathless Consuela replied, "but by good 

fortune I bought myself an expensive present the day before lift-off. It's a Temporal 

Telephone!" 

 

Dexter stared at the device that Consuela had whipped out of her back pocket and 

quickly erected. He'd never seen it's like before. In fact he'd always believed that 

Temporal Telephones were either legend, apocryphal, or the product of a deranged 

mind. Now he was looking at one that not only worked in theory, but in practise too. He 

also reasoned that it must be true because Consuela was dialling a number - and it was 

her own! 



"Hello Consuela." Consuela said as she heard the phone at the other end pick up. "This 

is you calling from a few days in your future. No, Consuela - don't scream with delight: 

this is important. I...you...are in a bit of jam. I need you to make a call for me..." 

By chance Cushions Smethwyke was out walking with Hunting Provost… 

 

…when the call from the past came through on the curator's Temporal Telephone... 

 

Rupert Piles was conducting a television interview with the curators at the time. "Aren't 

you going to pick that up?" He inquired of them. "It looks very important. You're 



gonna look like a right bunch of prats if you miss it and something monumental 

happens." 

Well with prompting like that Winston Gloryhole could do little else than pick it up. 

And the call’s timing couldn't have been better, because Rupert was present to record 

the resulting first real-world operating of the Omnipresent Scanner outside of the 

Museum of Future Technology. Once Winston had passed the unexpected message from 

the past to the others, a team of curators leapt aboard the scanner, and turned the 

ignition switch. Whilst others readied themselves to takeover when exhaustion and 

mental fatigue set in... 

 

Whilst the earlier Consuela was making the call to the later curators, the later Consuela 

had recovered somewhat and had grown bored, cooped up inside the Plugmutts den like 

she was. "Let's go exploring." She suggested to Dexter. "We'll walk slowly, and try not 

to get excited. There’s quite a bit of oxygen down here – so everything should be fine." 

Dexter, too, was feeling much better after a rest. So they ventured forth... 

 



Very soon they found the remains of a civic park... 

 

"Whoever built this grand structure certainly liked high walls and precipitous 

walkways." Dexter observed. 

Consuela felt much the same way. So they were both glad to drop to the lower level once 

more... 

 

It was at that precise moment that the distant Omnipresent Scanner locked on to them... 

 



By the Saint of All Earplugs," Barcode Betty screamed. "What are those devilish 

brutes?" 

 

"Ah…one of them is the Spanish guy." Winston answered. "The other one is the 

museum's nurse." 

"No-no, you big pink poof." Barcode bellowed. "I mean those ghastly yellow things!" 

"Ah, Staffordshire Bull Plugmutts, I think." Winston answered. “I had one once – when 

I was troubled teen-ager.” 

Below the Marian surface, the park-like open area soon gave way to (what Dexter 

believed was) an arena... 

 

"Sports, do you think?" Dexter asked his chum. 

"There doesn't appear to be any changing rooms or showers.” Consuela observed. “Do 

you think they might have competed in the nude? Or did they merely go home smelling 

ghastly? 



But Consuela had jumped to the wrong conclusion... 

 

"Wait a second, Consuela." Dexter said as he discovered a solitary door. "Maybe they 

did get changed out of their soiled sportswear after all." 

"But it might not be a changing room door at all." The strange-looking blue Hakking 

Chestikoff reminded the other curators as they stood upon the Omnipresent Scanner 

and visually delved beneath the hidden Martian conurbation. Then, to explain his 

outburst, he added: "It could lead to anywhere." 

This time – and possibly for the first time since becoming a curator - Hakking might not 

have been talking utter cobblers because when Dexter saw what lay beyond the door, he 

felt physically sick... 

 



Every horrible nightmare that he'd ever experienced paled into insignificance when 

compared with what he and Consuela had found which were the entire T.W.I.T team, 

and their would-be rescuers, in some form of stasis captivity… 

 

"By the Saint of All Earplugs," Consuela screamed imaginatively. “they’re just waiting 

to be eaten!” 

"Quick," Winston yelled from his perch upon the Omnipresent Scanner, "despatch 

another rescue team to rescue the rescue team, and those they sought to rescue!" 

Meanwhile Magnuss Earplug and Yabu Suchs were racing to get a closer look at the 

ancient Martian habitations... 

 

"Hey," Yabu gasped as he struggled to keep up, "maybe they'll still be habitable. If so, 

we could have the pick of the litter." 



 

"Just as long as no one is living there already." Magnuss replied as they reached level 

ground, and paused to stare in wonderment at the elegant structures... 

 

"But why build beneath the surface?" Yabu wondered aloud. 

"Some cataclysmic event must have driven them down here." Magnuss conjectured. 

"Perhaps their atmosphere became depleted, the sun got bigger, or the sewage works 

blew up." 

"What would make that happen?" Yabu asked. 

Magnuss didn't answer: he'd seen something that demanded his full attention... 

 



"Would you look at that!" He said in a stunned tone. "It looks almost primitive when 

compared with the condos. A simple farming village perhaps? But, I wonder, does it 

pre-date the condos? Or is it a sign of a civilisation in terminal decline?" 

Yabu didn't give a monkey's one way or the other: "It just looks like a village." He 

replied. “I lived in something quite similar when I was growing up in a pea-farming 

community.” 

The design and construction of the 'village' was indeed simplistic and showed no sign of 

that an advanced technological civilisation had built it. 

 

"Their last stand?" Magnuss queried sadly. “Before extinction, I mean.” 

"Let's take a look." Yabu urged. 

Naturally that was exactly what they did... 

 



Despite its great antiquity, the door slid open at their touch. Inside they found a room 

that was roughly analogous to an average earplug's hallway... 

 

"Very nice." Magnuss said, "If you're into minimalism." 

Little did either earplug suspect that at that very moment their every move was being 

watched by the curators... 

 

But what they, nor the curators, suspected was that another form of high-tech 

observation was taking place at the same time... 



 

"Look at the glyphs, Magnuss." Yabu instructed his mentor. 

Magnuss threw a glance in the direction of the only decoration thereabouts... 

 

"Is it a 'welcome' plaque?" He inquired. "Or a warning?" 

"I took a degree in extra-terrestrial languages." Yabu informed Magnuss. "Many of 

them have a common root form. If this one follows a similar pattern, I should be able to 

decipher a portion of it at least." 

"Take as long as you need." Magnuss replied cheerfully. "I'm in no hurry: our oxy-

suppositories are still three-quarters full." 

Remarkably, after only fifty-five minutes of study, Yabu announced that he was ready 

to read the message to Magnuss. He also told him that the news it bore was so 



momentous that Magnuss should listen intently, take notes, and record it with his cell 

'phone. 

Naturally the watching curators hit their own personal 'record' buttons too... 

 

...and Rupert Piles redirected his camera accordingly. 

"Once upon a time," Yabu began, "Mars possessed a thick protective atmosphere; a 

half-way decent electro-magnetic field; and some shallow oceans - albeit tide less ones. 

In short it was perfectly habitable - and was inhabited by several million Martians - 

though they didn't call themselves Martians, of course: they called themselves 'Muffins'. 

Also the name 'Mars' would have meant nothing to them, because they called their 

world 'Huge Tumplings'." 

Whilst he'd been talking. Yabu had also been walking down a sub-surface corridor that 

linked the houses of the 'village'... 

 



Whilst he walked beside his student, Magnuss prayed that the preamble would soon 

end, and that Yabu would get to the interesting bit in which he would relate the tale of 

how the Muffins engaged with each other in global nuclear war. Just as before, neither 

of them suspected that unknown eyes were watching their every move... 

 

"Well anyway," Yabu continued, "The Martian's principal religion centred upon a 

belief that their bowels were holy. As a result of this they held their farts in high esteem. 

Every year - around the time of the autumn equinox - the entire population would 

indulge themselves in a vast synchronised blowing-off session. They knew that it was 

potentially dangerous, of course: allowing that much methane to enter the atmosphere 

in such a brief period of time was foolhardy at best. A serious gaseous imbalance could 

result, and things could get really nasty." 

Magnuss was now intrigued: he, himself, regarded the act of passing wind with an 

almost absurd degree of reverence. In truth he never wasted or disregarded a botty 

bugle - whether it was silent, loud, or gurgling. In that moment he allowed his 

imagination to roam. In fact Magnuss was so wrapped up in his imagery of a global 

trouser cough that he failed, entirely to notice the sitting room into which Yabu had led 

him... 

 



But those unimaginable eyes that observed the two young terrestrials did... 

 

"Anyway," Yabu continued with the tale that he'd translated from the wall hieroglyphs, 

"on this particular seasonal wind-break, a female, by the name of S'finkta Puckering, 

forgot to set her alarm clock. As a result of this oversight, she was late rising. So she was 

behind schedule getting her two slices of bread in the toaster and her egg boiling on the 

stove. Needless to say, when the time came for the global passing of intestinal gas, the 

toast suddenly popped up. This startled S’finkta so badly that she whipped around 

suddenly. Naturally her stream of natural gas couldn't be halted or redirected, and it 

spewed across the room in an invisible torrent, and was ignited by the naked flame that 

was cooking her poached egg." 

"Oh, that's terrible." Magnuss said sadly as he looked around the room in which the 

dust of ages had settled - blurring details of the everyday items of Martian life. 

 



"Don't interrupt." Yabu snapped. "I'm getting to the interesting bit. That minor 

accident, in itself, wasn't particularly dangerous - apart from singeing S'finka's 

curtains. But unfortunately, before she'd begun cooking breakfast, she'd switched on 

her extractor fan. This smoothly efficient device sucked the scalding flame from the 

kitchen - and dumped it into the open air." 

"By the Saint of All...er...Martians!" Magnuss exploded. "But surely the air was full of 

methane!" 

"Exactly." Yabu said in a quiet voice. "The atmosphere practically blew itself into non-

existence. The global catastrophe depleted the oxygen in the air by ninety percent - in 

the first hour alone. The oceans boiled away; and everyone had to hide in their cellars. 

During the next few years the population eked out an existence below ground; then, 

when things became really desperate, they placed everyone in suspended animation - to 

wait until the planet finally healed itself." 

"Which it didn't." Magnuss stated needlessly. 

"No." Yabu confirmed his tutor's hypothesis, "It didn’t. But fate didn't take into 

consideration one certain Frisby Mumph.” 

"The saviour of Mars!"  Magnuss  bellowed. 

Then, before either of them could continue their line of reasoning, a pair of eyes was 

spotted peering at them from the shadows... 

 

"Flipping heck," Magnuss exclaimed in surprise, "an unusually shiny purple 

Plugmutt!" 

Without hesitation both earplugs went in pursuit as the Plugmutt skittered away. And 

what they found around the next corner astonished them… 



 

"I recognise that one." Magnuss bellowed. "Its name is Marlon, and it belongs to Mrs 

Spindley. Or is it Rex? Whatever: what the heck is he doing here? How can there be our 

Plugmutts here - and ones from somewhere else completely too – simultaneously and all 

at the same time?" 

"Dunno." Yabu replied. "Maybe Frisby Mumph really liked Plugmutts; but Plugmutts 

hate him to hell and back, and so ran away. Other than that - you're the great 

adventurer: you figure it out." 

Magnuss needed time and space in which to think. The confines of the pokey Martian 

homes clouded his thoughts; so they retired to the open air. Naturally, since he and 

Yabu smelt quite nice, the Plugmutts followed... 

 



But no sooner had Magnuss's brow furrowed with intense concentration, when a 

fearsome-looking creature approached them.... 

 

Yabu was all for running away screaming; but Magnuss noticed recognition of the spiky 

monster in the Plugmutt’s physical demeanour. So he stood his ground, and prayed that 

he wouldn't get his legs bitten off. But he needn't have worried, and before long 

Magnuss would have liked to have patted the creature, but its spikes were a little off-

putting. He hadn't endured reconstructive surgery before, and he didn't feel inclined to 

start now… 

 



"I think I'll call you Spiky." He told the creature. 

The creature's response suggested that it had learned a few words of the Plugmutts 

limited vocabulary. "Spiky." It said. "Nice." 

Meanwhile, the forces of T.W.I.T had been hurled into an effort to rescue Dexter and 

Consuela... 

 

"Come on, chaps." Major Flaccid shouted above the crunching sound of boots upon 

gravel. "Our lovely nurse should be expiring soon. Which one of you handsome fellows 

wants to get there first to administer respiratory aid - in the form of the kiss of life?" 

His question had the desired effect and soon Flaccid had his work cut out to stay in the 

lead position… 

 



Meanwhile Magnuss and Yabu had left the Plugmutts with Spiky, and now explored 

further into the ancient ruin... 

 

It was there that they encountered something that might have resembled a Martian… 

 

It said something unintelligible to Magnuss, but Yabu's degree in extra-terrestrial 

languages came to his rescue: "It's telling us to leave." He told Magnuss. 

"But it spoke only two monosyllables." Magnuss complained. 

"It was brief and succinct." Yabu replied. "And impolite." 



"No." Magnuss said to the assumed Martian. "You can (Martian words) yourself!" 

In response to this verbal outburst, this happened... 

 

Magnuss was both surprised and relieved: normally he would have expected a non-

threatening apparition to be replaced with a more intimidating apparition.  

"Maybe Martians think in reverse." Yabu offered. Then Yabu noticed something 

really...er...noticeable: "Magnuss," he hissed, "it has two eyes - like us!" 

Two eyes, the apparition might have had; but Magnuss refused to be impressed by 

something so small and puny: "You can (Martian words) too!" He roared. 

The Martian responded thus... 

 

"And you as well!" Magnuss snapped at the slightly more intimidating figure that, in 

the blink of an eye, had replaced the smaller version. But he was slightly less sure of 

himself when this happened... 



 

"Blinking heck, he's a big beggar, aint he!" Magnuss exclaimed. 

The apparition, which Magnuss now surmised was robotic in nature, ground its teeth 

together menacingly. 

"I don't know what to do at this point." Yabu confessed. "What do you suggest?" 

Magnuss spent perhaps a split second in thought. "You placate it with kind words and a 

charming smile." He said. "I'll dash off for help." 

With that Magnuss did exactly what he said he'd do... 

 

It was a while later, when Major Flaccid led his agents of T.W.I.T to the scene of the 

Martian encounter... 



 

It would have been immediately obvious to anyone who cared to study events that those 

who controlled the robotic apparitions had learned from their encounter with Magnuss. 

Instead of speaking, the robots merely stood and barred Flaccid's way.  

Flaccid's response was immediate and inflammatory. He brought up a twin-barrelled 

two millimetre cannon... 

 

But still the Martian machines blocked his forward progress. 

"Obviously they don't comprehend the sophisticated nature of my threat." Flaccid 

grumbled. "The implication of my power to destroy eludes them." 

Then he ordered that a portable version of the Ship Fifteen's atomic cannon be brought 

forward... 

 



But Flaccid had underestimated the Martian’s understanding of earplug threat 

protocol. He recognised his error when the Martians did this... 

 

"Then again, maybe they do." He said with a squeak. He then asked under what terms 

they would accept his surrender... 

 

 

Chapter 6 

Perhaps if Major Flaccid had known that Rupert Piles had transmitted everything back 

to the Future Museum of Mars via his 3D camera's in-built television transmitter, he 

might have offered a little more resistance, and not caved in at the first setback… 



 

Magnuss, meanwhile, had sought and found a means of rapid escape... 

 

His experience with futuristic technology told him that he was looking at a solar wind 

surfer. So he leapt aboard and felt the solar wind inflate the solar sail - turning it black 

as the power built within its hi-tech folds... 

 



His inexperience meant that he was unsteady and slow initially, but soon his natural 

aptitude with all things fast and exciting meant that... 

 

...his confidence grew, his balance improved, and his speed increased, to the point that 

he dared to switch sides, and watched, with glee, as the sail turned yellow... 

 

He then decided to take the shortest route possible.... 



 

...back to the Future Museum of Mars... 

 

...and whooshed straight up the terraforming machine’s access tunnel - where he scared 

the heck out of a malingering purple engineer... 

 



But no matter how shocking the curators found Flaccid's capitulation to the Martians... 

 

...his heinous act paled into insignificance compared to what they witnesses next as they 

sat atop the Omnipresent Scanner... 

 

Some of them couldn't bear to watch Yabu Suchs' flight from the terrifying Martian 

machine life-form. But when they all peered through their fingers further, fear turned 

to mirth as Yabu outwitted the alien by diving into the sanctuary of a handy tank trap... 



 

"That poxy Martian aint gonna get our boy in there." Pretty-Boy Plankton opined in an 

untypically positive manner. 

But then Yabu, Pretty-Boy Plankton, and all the others watching, discovered that Yabu 

and Magnuss hadn't been confronted by three - or four - types of alien robot at all. 

They were, in fact, all the same. They were shape-shifters - and could take on any shape, 

or adjust to any size, at will... 

 

"Bum." Pretty-Boy snarled. "That aint fair!" 



Yabu didn't think it was very fair either: he had nowhere else to run. Now all he could 

do was place all his faith in his mentor - Magnuss Earplug! 

 

With the loss of Flaccid's team, and Yabu's capture, the curators were at a loss to find 

an answer to their problem of rescuing Dexter and Consuela. So they brought in more 

heads to help think... 

 

"Um..." Went some. "Er..." Said others. Then several members of the Museum of 

Future Technology's sewage workers union marched in... 



 

"Whadda ya want?" Cushions Smethwyke snapped at the interruption. 

The union's spokesperson, Marty Filledpants, stepped forward and cleared his throat... 

 

"Well," he began loudly, "you lot - and by extension we lot - appear to be in heap big 

trouble. The locals appear to be walking all over our guys - so-to-speak: well we're well-

versed in nasty stuff - so we're volunteering to go clean up the situation good and 

proper." 

"That's very commendable of you." Cushions said, as she softened her tone. 

"Admirable even. But, honestly, a bunch of dung workers really can't be expected to 

confront ancient alien technology and expect to prevail. Thank you for your very brave 

offer, but I must refuse it. Now sod off." 



No sooner had the sewage workers trudged out grumbling to themselves, when they 

were replaced by a group of purple engineers... 

 

"Blinking heck, now what?" Cheerful Charlie Chopsticks said in a very un-Cheerful 

Charlie Chopsticks sort of way. 

Sullen, the most miserable of the purps, was about to speak... 

"Next!" Cushions shouted into the brief silence. 

There followed Police Constable Salisbury Wilts, who wanted to make a daring one-

earplug raid in the dead of night. Unfortunately the curators thought that his idea was 

stupid on at least seventeen levels of stupidity, so they told him where he could shove his 

idea - and his police helmet too… 

 

Then, to everyone's surprise, Frisby Mumph appeared... 



 

"No, Mister Mumph." Winston Gloryhole said adamantly. "You are far too precious to 

the Mars mission. We can't have you risking life, limb, and mental health: we need you 

here." 

But Frisby wasn't volunteering; well not himself anyway: "Ladies and gentlemen," 

Frisby said, "may I introduce you all to Rudi, Valentine, Chester, Miles, and Magnuss. 

Collectively known as The Earplug Brothers!" 

 



"My dear Mister Mumph," Barcode Betty said in her most cultured accent, "we are all 

well aware of the Earplug Brothers’ exploits and bravery: but, really, I think this 

problem is beyond even their ability to correct." 

But Mumph continued as though Betty had remained mute: "Magnuss has returned 

with some startling information concerning my work here - that is bringing Mars back 

to life. And the Martian technological capability too. It is of the utmost importance that 

they - they being the five fine earplugs behind me - and they alone - face the Martians. 

Only they have the talent to succeed. The rest of us are just rubbish – and deserve to 

have our backsides kicked into next week." 

Well put like that, the curators had no choice but to say: "Yo! Right on! Go for it!" 

So shortly afterwards the boys were clambering aboard the terraforming machine... 

 

Then Magnuss remembered something... 

 



"I'll be right back." He said. "I almost forgot our secret weapons." 

So, a minute or so later they were on their way - with Frisby Mumph at the controls... 

 

Whilst all this was occurring, Dexter and Consuela had gone deeper in their search for 

oxygen. They both knew that it was an absolute necessity because they were beginning 

to hallucinate - in a mutual kind of way. For a moment or two they imagined that they 

were back on Earth... 

 

They also believed that they were looking at an imaginary jungle that existed far 

beneath the surface. But when both of them were bitten on the bum by insects, they 

realised that it was real after all… 



 

"Flipping heck." Dexter cried out. "It's a bleedin' miracle! I can understand 

bioluminescent light produced by thousands of Martian 'fireflies' hanging from the 

cavern roof: but where the heck did the water come from?" 

Then... 

 

"Oh yeah." He continued. "A vast cistern that's been collecting water for millennia. I 

wonder how it actually gets here." 

"Well..." Consuela answered, "It could have something to do with this algae-filled 

trickle... 



 

And the tumbling brook that feeds it." 

 

"Oh look, Consuela." Dexter gushed almost as much as the water. "It's so redolent of 

the northern region of our beautiful country. If I wasn't a beach bum from the sunny 

costa, I'd feel almost homesick!" 



 

Unbeknownst to the youthful Iberians, a Plugmutt watched as the two youngsters 

continued exploring... 

 

He was happy where he was. He had water to drink; stuff to eat; and his effluent made 

an excellent fertiliser. So he remained behind as Dexter and Consuela followed the 

brook that became a stream that eventually became a raging torrent in the dark 

recesses of inner Mars... 

 



“Wow!” Dexter exclaimed. 

“Neat!” Added Consuela… 

 

And because the Omnipresent Scanner could follow the sun-loving earplugs, the 

curators could too!" 

 

"I'd love to plunge into those invitingly cool waters." Pinky Stinkerton confessed. 



But no one replied: they thought he was too much of a wally to bother with.  

The path from the Future Museum of Mars to the hidden Martian settlement was 

almost well-worn by now. It took but a short while for the terraformer to traverse the 

landscape between the two conurbations. When the Earplug Brothers dismounted they 

were confronted by four types of robotic shape-shifter... 

 

In a pre-programmed response to the intrusion, the robots instructed the earplugs to 

depart - in the most blunt and offensive manner possible. Magnuss spoke very little 

Martian. In fact he spoke only two words. Now he recognised both off them. He smiled 

as he withdrew the first of his 'secret weapons' that he'd had the wit and wisdom to 

bring along for the ride. Rudi, Valentine, Chester, and Miles all recognised the artefact 

in an instant. It was a Mesmeric Wave generator from an evil Future Sentinel Robot. It 

had been removed from the body of one of those that the boys had defeated in one of 

their earliest adventures in the Museum of Future Technology. 

"Good move, Mags." Rudi whispered appreciatively. 

"Wish I'd thought of that." Chester said with a grin. 

Whilst they'd been talking, Magnuss had been sending a telepathic message to all four 

of his brothers. Their brotherly mental link had never let them down before, and it 

wasn't going to this time either. Nevertheless Magnuss couldn't help himself from 

uttering a verbal countdown. "Okay, bros: three, two, one!" 

A split second later... 



 

Acute embarrassment tore at the psyches of the defending robots. 

"Oh my," the tall thin robot said with a sigh, "I didn't know that was possible. I have 

no bottom, yet I have pooped mightily. This does no compute." 

The shorter tubbier one added: "What manner of being are these strange earplugs with 

annoyingly domed heads?" 

Like many a robot before them, the unsuspecting Martian shape-shifters fell easy prey 

to the futuristic Mesmeric Wave - a form of energy that made someone do exactly what 

the user of the device wanted. In this case they'd been overwhelmed by a Mesmeric 

Wave that had been delivered with such horrifying intensity by the combined mental 

output of all five Earplug Brothers. They were, effectively, defenceless. But despite this 

early success, Rudi was certain that the robot's defeat would elicit a response from those 

who controlled them that would prove far more difficult to overcome. He wasn't 

wrong... 

 

"Earplugs – at last!" Chester exclaimed - once he'd recaptured his breath. "Like us, 

but...but…different!" 

"That's right." Valentine said. "They're wearing silly hats." 



Chester continued: "Do you think that we might share a common ancestry with them?"  

"Could be." Miles answered. "They have three eyes, whereas we have two: but other 

than that we look almost exactly the same." 

 

"They've got lousy taste in hats." Valentine observed. "They don't come close to our red 

Cossack hats." 

"I wish we'd brought them with us." Chester said. "We'd have made those guys turn 

green with envy." 

All five brothers giggled at the thought. Then the Martians did something that shook 

them to the core of their collective being. They took their hats off… 

 

For a moment all five brothers were stunned into immobility - both physical and 

mental. Eventually though they recovered. 

 



"Where do they keep their brains?" Chester asked with incredulity evident in his every 

syllable. 

Rudi had to think quickly. Surely there could be only one place. "They must keep them 

in their buttocks!" He blurted. "Subcutaneous cerebellum. It's the only logical 

deduction." 

"What about their armpits?" Magnuss said. He then explained that Yabu Suchs was 

well into extra-terrestrial stuff, and had mentioned to him, in passing, that aliens could 

hide their brains in all sorts of strange, out-of-the-way, places."  

"Ooh, they really are alien, aren't they!" Chester said with new-found respect for their 

opponents. "But at least they all have legs like us." He was pleased to add. But a second 

later that supposition was shot down in flames as the tallest Martian hopped to the 

front... 

 

The surprises were coming too thick and incredibly fast for Magnuss: he wasn’t sure he 

could keep up. So he decided to utilise his remaining secret weapons - Vanilla and 

Cinnamon Redbush: the two best washer women on Mars at that particular moment… 

 

But, he was horrified to discover, his was an act of folly; because rather that 

degenerating into tongue-lolling rabble at the sight of the female’s powerful forearms 

and soap-crinkled hands, the apparently disinterested Martians didn't give a damn 

what the two Earth females flaunted… 



 

"Ah, that didn't go particularly well." Rudi said to Magnuss. "You didn't happen to 

bring a fourth secret weapon with you, did you, bro?" 

Magnuss hadn't; but Frisby Mumph had... 

 

...and he drove it right over the Martians - scattering those fortunate enough to have 

avoided being sucked into the machine, like a horde of gibbering idiots... 

 



This action obviously didn't sit well with someone in power, because, only moments 

after cheering Mumph’s great victory, the curators received a message directly to their 

Omnipresent Scanner. A message that couldn't be deactivated or ignored; and for a 

terrifying moment they actually thought that they were being scanned themselves.... 

 

Suddenly they felt very vulnerable and no longer masters of their own destiny. This fear 

turned to terror when they discovered that their worst-case scenario had come true and 

they were being addressed by an image that was guaranteed to strike fear into the heart 

of any earplug: a crystalline life form that said: "The chances of anything coming to 

Mars are a million to one they said, but still you came. Well you're not welcome. So sod 

off back to where you came from...or die! 

 



Naturally Cushions was the first to recover her wits. She retaliated instantaneously 

with: "Up yours, pal: our home museum’s been overrun by time storms. We’ve come 

here to escape certain destruction. So we're going nowhere - fast!" 

Meanwhile Dexter and Consuela had decided that any further exploration was a waste 

of time unless it delivered important information that could be taken back to the 

museum and put to good use. So - and despite the thin air - they girded their loins and 

began an ascent from the planet's bowels. In doing so they chanced upon (what they 

thought was) a cave... 

 

But when they passed through its ragged portal they found themselves at the bottom of 

a vast cylindrical pit... 

 

Then they heard something happening below them - deep beneath the floor upon which 

they stood nervously. Consuela thought that it sounded like... 



 

...the ignition sequence of a massive furnace. 

"Dexter - run!" She screamed. “Run like the wind. Run like a champion beach 

volleyball player!” 

Within a heartbeat the youngsters were running for their lives - with flames licking the 

sides of the blast channel behind them… 

 

“Aargh!” They screamed, as they thundered along the scorched tube. 



Then the largest furnace anywhere upon Mars - or possibly anywhere else too - burst 

into life with a degree of ferocity that was unequalled since the coalescing of the Sun 

during the original formation of the Solar System... 

 

With a massive shock wave preceding it...the resulting energy wave erupted from the 

pit; rushed across the Martian surface, and…  

 

…knocked Ship Number Fifteen clean off its docking point... 

 



Inside the Future Museum of Mars, people looked up from what they were doing, and 

wondered what the heck was going on outside... 

 

"Is there no peace for the wicked?" The tall, silver, and not particularly handsome, 

Barry Dirtbox grumbled. 

 

"What the flip was that?" Cushions demanded as she dragged herself back aboard the 

Omnipresent Scanner after taking a nasty tumble. "I could have done my gnashers no 

end of harm - falling from that height!"  



No one replied or sympathised, because then this appeared... 

 

"That was just a hint of the power available to me." The Martian apparition seemed to 

answer Cushion's question. "And unless you sod off right now - that was just a 

precursor to your utter destruction!" 

"Do you think that perhaps we might leave, Cushions? We could try Saturn or 

something." Winston Gloryhole suggested nervously. "It does seem awfully mad at us." 

Much closer to ground zero, Dexter (who considered himself a bit of a sci-fi buff) 

confirmed Consuela's estimate of the situation as the massive fire pit seemed to enter a 

recharge cycle...  

 



"I imagine that this time it is going to power a vast energy weapon of unimaginable 

fury.” He said as calmly as he could, which was very calm under the circumstances - 

having just escaped a massive blow back of flame and heat and sooty residue following 

the first attack upon the Future Museum of Mars. “Presumably with a shock wave that 

could tear an average earplug apart so minutely that not a trace of DNA would 

remain."  

"On a scale of one to ten of badness, that would rate at...oh...about three - three and a 

half, would you say?" Consuela asked hopefully. 

Dexter's resultant gulp almost drowned out a sudden detonation inside the fire pit. 

"That would be nice." He said as a nervous fart escaped the inner folds of his 

pantaloons. “But I think eleven is nearer the truth.” 

But whether the shock wave rated a three-out-of-ten or seven kazillion, it mattered not 

because it was already en route to the museum - and the watching curators... 

 

Cushions was about to say something brief, wholesome, and supportive of her co-

curators - when the scanner switched to another view... 

 



"But, but," Cushions managed, "surely we decide what the scanner sees, don't we?" 

"Not anymore." The crystalline Martian said with a grimness that seemed to express 

the long centuries of despair that it had endured since the destruction of its civilisation." 

For instance," it said, "I could make you see this..." 

 

Naturally everyone who witnessed the abomination screamed. Some of those watching 

in the wings continued to scream whilst they ran away... 

 

But Cushions wasn't convinced that the Martian wasn't bluffing - even after the second 

shock wave lifted her cardigan and deposited it upon her head with a loud and painful 

'thwack'. "Right," she roared, "it's time to show the big bully what he's up against!" 



This was the cue for Cheerful Charlie Chopsticks to leap into action - or, to put it more 

precisely - to strike a pose... 

 

The pose that he chose best emphasized the sheer beauty and elegance of the seven 

millimetre mortar that stood beside the curator upon a raised daïs. Unfortunately 

Cheerful knew nothing of mortars, and had it pointing down instead of up. But no one 

really cared, because it was Winston's turn... 

 

He stood upon tip-toes beside an interceptor missile - just to show how long it was.  



And finally Cushions, herself, played a role aboard a hover sled upon which the ship's 

engineers had mounted a double-barrelled plasma cannon… 

 

"You really wanna fight?" She snarled. 

The Martian reaction to the Terrestrial show of might was not quite what Cushions had 

been hoping for. It snorted its derision, and unleashed a nasty blue directed energy 

weapon... 

 

Whilst most were hiding beneath the bed or in the wardrobe (as per instructions from 

the War Cabinet) some of those in the museum heard it coming... 



 

"Wait for it..." Barry Dirtbox advised his end cap chum. 

And when it hit...  

 

...everyone knew that it was worth the wait… 

 



Blam - and those same 'everyones' were all knocked off their feet and scattered like 

earplug-shaped skittles! 

 

With the fire on the outer skin reacting well to the museum’s fire suppression system, 

people could take a moment's breath. But it was clear that the structure of the building 

was sorely damaged... 

 

"We're taking a metaphorical stroll across Poo-poo Plaza - without a fire extinguisher!" 

Cheerful Charlie Chopsticks yelled above the tumult of terrified earplug cries and fire 

alarms. Then he added: "Someone call the Earplug Brothers: tell them to do something. 

Tell them to do anything!" 



By chance, the subjects of Cheerful's plea were busy searching for the lost museum 

personnel. They were just passing a doorway that opened on to a darkened room, when 

Miles spotted Dexter and Consuela hiding... 

 

"Guys." He said, as he drew his brother's attention to the gasping duo. "Here," He said 

as he passed the young couple two oxy-suppositories, "Insert where necessary." 

The timing of this meeting was fortuitous in the extreme - not only for Dexter and 

Consuela - but also for Valentine, who had found a device that meant nothing to him 

initially; but when he paused to think about it - it made a certain sense. He recognised 

the device's similarity to the 'Love Machine' in the Museum of Future Technology's 

Eyewash Station exhibit... 

 

...that he and the younger, more obese, Wah-Hey had used long ago. But this Martian 

device seemed to be far more than a means of measuring personality: it appeared to be 

a communicator too. 

"Wow, we lucked-out there." Chester said cheerfully. 

And so a rare Valentine brain wave was born... 



 

"Dexter," he said, "we're not bad guys – not by any means of reasonable measurement; 

but we aint saints either - not even Magnuss, who actually is a saint, but who does un-

saintly things. What I'm trying to say is...you're a just a happy-go-lucky beach bum 

kinda guy who doesn't have a mean bone in his body. You have to prove to the Martians 

that we aint evil invaders. You have to convince them that we're here to make Mars - or 

The Huge Tumplings - if they insist upon using that dumb name - live again. I'd ask 

Consuela, but she's having difficulty with her oxy-suppository. We only brought two 

sizes with us – and neither of them are quite right." 

Dexter shook gently. "What do you want me to do?" He asked quietly. 

"Step into the machine, dude." Valentine replied. "And be yourself." 

Dexter wasn't keen, but he was made of heroic silicon. So he stepped into the machine 

and prayed that it wouldn't strip away his aura of carefreeness and dampen his 

ebullient personality... 

 



Chapter 7 

Meanwhile, back on Earth - inside the troubled Museum of Future Technology... 

 

...Hermi, Plopper, and Benjamin had gone to the stasis jail to release the Time Tech 

leader - Gregor… 

 

"Can he see or hear us in that condition?" Hermi asked the others. 

"No." Plopper replied. "He's in stasis. He's slightly out of kilter with normal 

space/time." 

"Good." Hermi said through a sly smile. "Does either of you carry a camera of some 

kind about your person, by chance?" 



Five minutes later... 

 

"Thank you very much." Gregor said as he stepped into freedom. "Where are we 

going?" 

They told him. This was the result... 

 

Hermi was somewhat surprised - and highly impressed. "Wow," she said, "you look 

exactly like your former underling, Runt. How did you do that?" 

"Holograms." Gregor explained. "Advanced tech - from the future. I keep it hidden in 

my novelty sporran. But enough: ask no more about it." 



Benjamin ignored Gregor’s instruction. He asked the technician from the future: "Why 

do you want to look like the most junior member of your team?"  

"Insurance." Gregor boasted - despite what he’d said moments earlier. "If anything 

goes wrong, that traitorous little sod gets all the blame." 

A while later the four earplugs arrived at the Tunnel Temporale... 

 

It had been explained to Gregor, en route, that he would shut down the Tunnel 

Temporale permanently. Naturally Gregor had refused adamantly. 

"We've taken photos of your backside - while you were in stasis." Hermi had 

threatened. “Do you catch my drift?” 

"It looks really scary." Benjamin informed him. 

Plopper played his trump card – at least metaphorically: “If you don't do what we ask,” 

He whispered, “we'll post them on the Internet."  

"Don't care." Gregor retorted in a heartbeat. "Getting back to my era is far more 

important than avoiding acute embarrassment. In an any case - the Internet isn't 

working. Random time storms - remember?" 

Hermi had anticipated this level of resistance. It was time to go for broke. "There’s a 

picture of me kissing it." She said. 

Gregor blinked several times before replying: "If we want the Tunnel Temporale closed 

down for good, first we'll have to pass by the Thimbles’ apartment to pick up some 

equipment."  

So five minutes later... 



 

"Luckily Mr and Mrs Neutron left a few low-yield land mines behind in the cupboard 

beneath the stairs, when they flew to Mars." Gregor said as he dropped the last of five 

explosive devices upon the floor.  

Moments later, it was upon legs filled with trepidation that Gregor staggered into the 

Tunnel Temporale with his load of mines... 

 

Having deposited the explosives, he was just in the process of backing out again - under 

the watchful gaze of Hermi Frodite - when a time storm tore through a nearby part of 

the museum and gave Gregor a really good temporal shaking... 



 

But having survived the near miss, he and the others, retreated to a respectful distance 

and waited.... 

 

"Oh, by the Saint of All Earplugs," Plopper roared with impatience inside their hiding 

place, "Blow up, you idle sodding blowy-uppy things!" 

A split second later - as though at Plopper's command - a gout of orange flame and 

roiling smoke emerged from the tunnel... 



 

"Is that it?" Hermi moaned with disappointment. “I was expecting a big bang.”  

But the pink earplug had no idea what was coming next. This was because the interior 

of the Tunnel Temporal was suddenly torn apart by a massive explosion so vast that it 

shook the fabric of eternity and made some Very Important Persons in the future topple 

sideways off of their futuristic toilets... 

 

And when the smoke cleared, it was found that the portal had been vaporised… 



 

And only the tiniest, faltering spark of chronological energy remained in the current 

era... 

 

"Well I think you can safely give me those photos of my scary backside now, thank you: 

I did as you asked. I think I did it well too." Gregor said with a sense of professional 

satisfaction that almost surprised him. Then, more soberly he added: "I guess I'm out of 

a job now. So a handful of current-era cash wouldn’t go amiss.” 

“Certainly." Hermi said. "You can have the contents of my parking-money purse. It’s 

quite heavy. Well done, Gregor!"  

Pooper O'Hooligan was pleased too; but Benjamin Booger didn't feel quite the same 

level of relief... 



 

Doubt gnawed at his soul. Uncertainty made wretched his stomach lining. Fear plucked 

at his nasal hairs. How was he ever going to get back to his continuum now? But even the 

unfortunate green former TV host found reason to smile when the four of them walked 

to the Communication Suite to make contact with the Future Museum of Mars... 

 

"Yes, that's right," Hermi was saying into the microphone, when Benjamin finally 

ceased his introspection, and began listening to those around him again. "You can all 

come back: the time storms are over. Done. Toast. History. No pun intended..." 

With that she made her farewells to those listening to this during their interlude upon 

Mars, and went in search of a cafe that the owners had forgotten to lock up before going 

off-planet… 



 

"I think I'll have caramel syrup in my coffee." Plopper said. 

"Heck!" Gregor exploded with surprise. "They still have caramel syrup in this era?" 

"Of course." A surprised Hermi replied. "And gingerbread too." 

Gregor screamed in delight. "Oh heck and humdingery: I couldn't have been marooned 

in a better time period: gingerbread is my absolute favourite!" 

Things weren't going too badly on Mars either. Ship Number Fifteen had managed to 

extend its electronic defensive screens around the Future Museum of Mars, and 

everyone inside both structures felt reasonably safe against alien attack. And it seemed 

that Dexter had successfully contacted the entity that was assaulting the visitors from 

Earth, because all incoming fire appeared to have ceased. And the Earplug Brothers 

helped Dexter's cause by tending to the superficial wounds of the Martians that Frisby 

Mumph had run down with his terraformer... 

 

The good news from Earth arrived via Mumph's radio. 



"Great." Magnuss said gleefully. "I can't wait to see the old place again. I wonder if it 

has changed much." 

A satisfactory ending of hostilities gave Frisby Mumph the opportunity to drop his 

personal bombshell: "I have something to tell you, boys." He said by way or preparing 

his co-earplugs. 

"You've not pee’d in your pants, have you?" Rudi asked nervously. 

"What? No!" Frisby boomed. Then calming, he added: "I've decided to stay here with 

the Martians and help them rebuild their world. I think my terraformer and I can be of 

real benefit to them." 

With that news, the injured Martians 'magically' revived... 

 

"Really?" The Martian with the huge bottom (whom Frisby would later learn was 

named Girtz) said in perfect Earplug English. "You'd do that. You'd listen to what we 

had to say, and possibly act upon it, and not dismiss us with a sidelong glance, and call 

us total twonks?" 

"Of course." A surprised Frisby replied. "And Badgerlilly can show you how enormous 

dollops of used teabags can be used to introduce important micro-organisms to the 

soil!" 

"Hoorah." The Martians yelled in unison. "Together we'll make this world a wonderful 

place to live!  Well, bearable anyway." 

"Yeah." Magnuss threw in his two pennyworth. "And for tourists from Earth to come 

on vacation. That’d give your economy a great kick-start!" 

Well this must have been exactly what the crystalline Martian most wanted to hear, 

because moments later Yabu Suchs, Major Flaccid, Montagu, Wonky, Sergeant Blob, 

and all the other terrestrial captives were released from stasis... 



 

…and were allowed to flee across the plain like a swarm of demented flightless locusts… 

 

"By the Saint of All Earplugs..." Major Flaccid thought to himself as he ran: "I'm not 

going to come out of this looking very good at all. I'll be lucky to get a job shovelling 

sewerage!" 

 



And his soldiery weren't much happier... 

 

"Oh crikey," a T.W.I.T agent of low rank mumbled, as he followed his commanding 

officer at a respectful distance. "They stripped us of our uniforms - and the Major still 

hasn't noticed. I hope there's no barbed wire lying around on this plain: he could snag 

something really badly!" 

Even Sergeant Blob had concerns - and a sense of self-recrimination... 

 

"I just know I forgot to turn off the gas before we left. Please tell me it isn’t true. I’m 

such a forgetful moron: if I could, I'd punch myself in the face!" 



With the captives freed, the Earplug Brothers went in search of the Crystalline 

Martian... 

 

They looked in interesting places; and they looked into really boring places... 

 

But eventually they found it glowing coolly in a regular-looking broom cupboard... 



 

"Hello." It said. "You must be the Earplug Brothers. Sorry about all that wanton 

destruction and terrible violence. It's just that I thought you were another bunch of 

pirates from hyperspace – come to strip our ruined planet bare. Fortunately that dinky 

little beach bum, Dexter put me right." 

Then it glowed a smidgeon brighter... 

 

"Welcome to the Huge Tumplings." It said with a smile in its voice. 



So soon it was time for the brothers to say goodbye to the 'Muffins' and Frisby 

Mumph... 

 

"With the Martians to aid me," Mumph said to the Earplug Brothers, "I should get the 

task of bringing Mars back to life done in half the time that computer modelling has 

suggested." 

"What about Badgerlilly?" Chester inquired. 

"Oh," Mumph replied with a smile, "with all the Martian beverages in stasis available 

to experiment with, she'll be in her element." 

So it was good news all-round. As a parting gift to the Muffin robots, and as an apology 

for making them mess themselves, Valentine decided to give them a gift that they could 

all enjoy - if not necessarily all at the same time... 

 



"It might make you look like an enormous toadstool in a fish net stocking." He said as 

he helped one of them slip into Ballington Cork's abandoned body stocking... 

 

..."But you'll be wearing the height of Earplug fashion. You’ll be so trendy that it’ll 

make you want to scream!" 

"Thank you." The robot replied. "I think." 

And all this was transmitted live to a rapturous audience by Rupert Piles, who had lost 

his 3D camera in all the excitement, but instead utilised the pink RoboSecGua that 

possessed a built-in zoom lens up its nose... 

 

So then it was a return trip to Ship Number Fifteen, where everyone climbed aboard, 

and strapped themselves into their acceleration seats - just in time for... 



 

...blast off - towards their next adventure! 

The End. 
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This tale continues in ‘Worstworld’. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


