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Chapter One 

It was a dark night outside of the Museum of Future Technology... 

 

But in the space ship landing area - where the entire compliment of Space Ship 
Number Fifteen had been forced to bivouac following the take-over of the 
museum by huge red robots from the future - flood lights made it seem like 
day... 

 



...and young male earplugs would try to 'chat up' young females, and hopefully 
receive a huge sloppy kiss for their efforts. And the resident washer-woman, 
Vanilla Redbush, would tout unashamedly for business... 

 

“Excuse me,” she would say, “but I detect a nasty pong: perchance your 
underpants might be in need of cleaning?” 

And Mister Pong would bemoan his situation - that being locked out of his 
exotic food restaurant - to anyone who would listen... 

 

But most would look up longingly at the wondrous edifice... 



 

...and wonder if they would ever see its fabulous interior again… 

 

Then, one morning, like any of the fifteen mornings that had preceded it, some 
loud noises gained the attention of the earplugs who found it necessary to 
make Ship Number Fifteen their home. Rushing to the artistically designed 
windows... 



 

...they discerned and angry mob of middle-aged male earplugs that had 
embarked upon a protest march... 

 

This had occurred every day since the lock-out had begun. As usual the red 
robots reacted by displaying the museum's Artificial Intelligence - masquerading 
as the Great Creator (or Supreme Being, as it was better known) - appearing to 
be very angry with them... 



 

And, as usual, it had no effect whatsoever. So, also as usual, a squad of shock 
troops were despatched... 

 

Captain Horatio Noseblower's reaction followed a well-worn path. He sent in 
the plasma gun-equipped RoboSecGuas... 

 



Well as sure as a staggering gait follows the consumption of vast quantities of 
cider, the shock troops opened fire with their familiar disintegrator weapons... 

 

Under normal circumstances the RoboSecGuas would retreat with alacrity, and 
the robots would return to the Museum of Future Technology with a sense of 
deep satisfaction that would affect their cybernetic brain like a hit of mint jelly 
on a shoulder of lamb. But on this particular day chief curator, Cushions 
Smethwyke, was suffering from over-indulgence in rum and colas, and with 
indiscriminate vehemence she rode a portable, cross-country plasma gun 
hover-wagon into action... 

 

…which stimulated the RoboSecGuas into an unprecedented action. Fortunately 
for all concerned, everyone wore Personal Defence Shields. And they were 
really putrid shots as well. So the ensuing battle... 



 

...failed to produce a single casualty - except the unprotected museum outer 
walls that had been torn asunder by the ravaging power of the directed-energy 
weapons... 

 

But when some quick-witted earplugs spotted the opportunity to get inside the 
vast edifice and open the main door, they were stunned to discover that the 
future technology was more futuristic than they'd believed possible, and that 
the ruined fabric of the walls... 

 

...could repair itself instantaneously, and thwart their plans in a trice. So 
everyone lost interest, and went for their breakfast... 



 

Meanwhile, in the fathomless depths of interstellar space... 

 

...Captain of the K T Woo - Sinclair Brooch - watched the main screen upon the 
bridge as his vessel streaked across a small portion of the galaxy... 

 



He was still staring myopically, when one of the bridge crew said something 
that disturbed him... 

 

"We're being hailed, Sir."  

"Hailed?" Sinclair said nervously. "Out here in the middle of nowhere? What 
could do that?" 

 

"Another space ship?" His wife, Nancy suggested. 

But before Sinclair could respond with, "Can you begin to estimate the 
mathematical chances of two tiny specs meeting in the unimaginable vastness 
of space, female?" the view ahead was replaced with a demonic visage... 



 

"Puny earplugs," a voice boomed from the stereo speakers that hung from the 
central roof support beam on lengths of temporary baling wire, "you will 
surrender yourselves and your worthless vessel - or face eternity in hell!" 

The gunnery crew reacted swiftly to the suddenly altered circumstances. They 
were locked and loaded in the time it took for their commanding officer to 
wipe his bum, pull up his trousers, and race from the nearby lavatory. But 
when he shouted, "Shoot!"... 

 



...nothing happened. All power to the energy weapons had been leached away 
by some unknown, unseen, and undetectable force. 

"Ooh - er." Sinclair whimpered when he received the news. "What are we 
supposed to do now?" 

 

The Helms-plug - Pattie Grumble - thought quickly. In a second her youthful 
brain had decided to use a technique that she'd used many times before in her 
short life when faced with insurmountable odds and mean swine: she became 
all doe-eyed and innocent... 

 



This caught the demonic alien's attention: "Wow!" It boomed. "Look at those big 
eyes. Excuse me while I catch my breath. Groovy, or what!" 

But what it didn't notice was Pattie's delicate forefinger easing a very 
important lever into position. And as the unknown threat-merchant drew in 
breath to make it's next utterance, Pattie depressed a recessed button, and 
simple, low-tech chemical powered rockets, armed with primitive explosive 
warheads, leapt across the distance that separated the K T Woo and the 
Demonic spacecraft... 

 

Flicking back into professional mode, Pattie grasped the helm control and 
hauled the K T Woo hard over to port... 

 



The manoeuvre caught everyone by surprise - including the captain, who sat 
open-mouthed... 

 

...as explosions erupted inside the demonic and deadly enemy ship... 

 

...then tore it apart in a vast flash of light and energy that lit up space for 
parsecs around... 

 



"Well done, Grumble." Sinclair said... 

 

But surprises were yet to cease. Poxy Pilkington on Coms reported that her 
equipment had detected a faint signal... 

 

"Amplify it." Sinclair demanded. "Make it big." 

In a nanosecond Poxy's deft fingers flew across her 'board'. Moments later: 
"Putting it on-screen now." She said confidently. 

 



"It's Ship Number Fifteen!" First Officer and absent curator of the Museum of 
Future Technology, Hakking Chestikov exclaimed needlessly but with 
enthusiasm. "If we can track it, it'll lead us to Earth - home of the Museum of 
Future Technology. I can get my wonderful job back!" 

"Whatever the location of that signal is," Sinclair said to Pattie, "take us there. 
Make us go." 

Seconds later: whoosh – the K T Woo entered hyper-speed… 

 

Meanwhile, upon the last world visited by the aforementioned K T Woo - its 
military leader - Brigadier-General Sir Flummox Lunchbox-Trollop - was 
addressing the governing leadership... 

 

"Despite our assumed military might," he said, as a picture of a coastal gun 
emplacement appeared upon a cheap monochromatic TV screen behind him, 
which was then replaced by a scene of pounding oceanic surf... 



 

...and our vast, inhospitable seas, we have recently lost an entire island. And a 
local militia troop has been abducted from beneath our collective noses too. As 
a result of these terrible losses I am ordering the entire infrastructure of our 
military resources disassembled." 

This remarkable statement was met with a roar of indignation. 

"Why?" One of the government leaders yelled above the resulting tumult. 

"Well," Lunchbox-Trollop replied as his troops were already abandoning their 
fall-out shelters... 

 

...and going home to their families, “after being nuked from orbit, I thought it 
best that we put ourselves in a position where it would be impossible for some 
trigger-happy gunner to annoy any more alien space ships. In fact," he said, as 
the Chief Plugmutt Keeper released all of the Army Hunting Plugmutts... 



 

...into an underground car park, where it was well known that Plugmutts loved 
to forage, "I'm all for constructing a space ship of our own;  then following the 
trail of the aggressors; and saying sorry for provoking their fury." 

It was a fabulous idea, and no one in the room could think of a counter 
argument. So, before long, a brilliant scientist by the name of Professor 
Hydious Gout... 

 

...who had spent a life time developing a wonder computer, was contacted and 
given the job of fashioning an interplanetary craft capable of taking passengers 
in complete comfort and safety to other worlds. Naturally Professor Gout was 
thrilled with the situation. So was his wife - Doctor Putridity Gout - whom he 
took along as his chief assistant. Both were further thrilled by an unexpected 
scientific bonus... 



 

"We found this thing during night patrol." Militia Patrol-plug, Sergeant Skank 
informed the two scientists.    

"It's an alien device." Two superfluous government officials added 
unnecessarily. 

"Does it speak our language?" Putridity inquired. 

"It does now." Sergeant Skank replied. "I taught it everything I know during a 
tea-break in the guard-room." 

This was good news; and very soon the Gouts interviewed the little lost 
G'neerbot from the K T Woo... 

 

They wanted to know how the G'neerbot came to be on the watery world. 



"I was repairing our mini-sub." The automaton told them. "Your useless military 
morons were depth charging us like the wallies they are. The repeated 
concussion waves made me get all confused, and I wandered off across the sea 
bed in a bit of a daze. When I found my way back, the mini-sub was gone... 

 

...So I decided to find my way back to the K T Woo, which was submerged on 
the opposite side of an underwater city... 

 

...But I couldn't find it; so I came ashore on a pebbly beach to recharge my 
batteries in the moonlight... 



 

It was tipping down with rain, and little did I suspect that a militia patrol was 
passing by at that very moment... 

 

Naturally, being a fine upstanding patrol-plug, Sergeant Skank overcame his 
instinctive xenophobia, managed not to gag too badly, and apprehended me... 

 



He and his troop then assisted me in the direction of the Defence Force 
Laboratory... 

 

...where some nosey scientists discovered the service manual for the mini-sub, 
and downloaded it from my quantum memory bank. A week later they had built 
a prototype mini-sub..." 

 

 "Yeah." Sergeant Skank said during the stunned silence that followed the 
G'neerbot's statement. "And we found a great design for some new atomic-
proof helmets in its memory bank too... 

 



...We all think it's really fab!" 

Well naturally the Gouts took the G'neerbot, whom Putridity named Gerald, and 
studied it... 

 

Then they asked it for its considered advice on many subjects pertaining to 
space travel... 

 



"I like this red rocket exhaust." Gerald said to Putridity. "It's lovely and it 
should perform more than adequately." 

Then it suggested that they should all take a stroll to the abandoned space tug 
park nearby... 

 

"I'm not entirely certain that these old tubs are space-worthy, young fella 
m'lad." Professor Hydious Gout remarked when he saw the rotting vessels up 
close... 

 

"We might salvage some valuable parts." Gerald suggested. "Let's take a dekko 
inside." 

So, five minutes later... 



 

The interior of the space tug had survived years of neglect and disuse well. But 
it was clear that there was much work to be done. Too much for two aging 
earplugs and an alien G'neerbot. But, as luck would have it, nearby some young 
scientists were using a laboratory that specialised in anti-gravity... 

 

It was a fabulous lab, equipped with all the modern stuff that any young 
scientist could hope to find inside it. They particularly liked the retro-red 
melamine floor… 



 

They were a truly international bunch of brain-boxes. Their names were Pelvac 
Throost, Clasp Gytnor, Rextum Hangdang, Battard Scootum, and Gangies 
Phalangees, and each was talented in many ways. Pelvac was just coming out of 
the toilet when Battard received a mysterious call instructing them all to go 
directly to the basement, where they should await the arrival of a great 
fortune in silver, rubies, and high-end white goods. All being in possession of 
brains with a high intelligence quotient, this left the group susceptible to 
pranks and scams. This resulted in them attending a non-event, which no one 
else attended; and instead of silver they discovered saliva: and in place of 
rubies they found only rhubarb. And as regards the white goods: well all they 
discovered was an old chipped china bowl. So, feeling very disappointed, they 
departed. But when they returned to their lab they found it stripped out and 
ruined.... 

 



Even the groovy floor covering had been ripped up and thrown into a skip that 
had been left ‘round the corner. Baffled beyond endurance, the five young 
scientists had no other recourse but to visit the university dean... 

 

...who was about to give a video lecture on common nosepieces - and who 
knew all about the break in, but wasn't letting on to the young scientists. 

"Oh dear; what a surprising and totally horrible situation you find yourselves 
in." He lied whilst trying to hide a smirk. "All that anti-gravity just upped and 
gone. I guess you'll need another research job now? Well today is your lucky 
day." 

Five minutes later the desperate young scientists were introduced to the 
Gouts… 

 



Then they received the shock of their professional lives... 

 

"Oh my flipping heck." Pelvac Throost exclaimed. "I aint never seen nothing like 
one of them before!" 

"Oh it's so sweet." Clasp Gytnor gushed - his former woes forgotten. "Can I pick 
it up?" 

But when Gerald retold its tale, all thoughts of a cuddle were cast aside: it was 
simply too valuable! Then any concerns for their future employment were 
banished when they were introduced to their new workplace: a state-of-the-art 
transparent laboratory... 

 

Settling down to work came quickly... 

 



...and within a day of inspired working around a toxic smoke vent... 

 

...they had an anti-gravity flying disc ready for its test flight. 

Chapter Two 

 

Neither Pelvac Throost nor Battard Scootum wanted to be the test pilot; but 
since only Battard had a helmet upon his head, it was he who lost the group 
vote... 



 

Having been one of the five earplugs responsible for developing the flying disc, 
Battard knew the simple control interface like the back of his hand. So, having 
plucked up the courage to twist the throttle, the machine and its pilot soared 
upward... 

 

Levelling off at roof height... 



 

...Battard urged the vehicle forwards... 

 

Fifteen minutes later, the cheerful earplug scientist stood high upon Old 
Scroters Ridge... 

 



...the highest point upon all of Wetworld. He felt certain that anti-gravity was a 
complete success. Landing, once more, upon the test area... 

 

...he made his report: "Oh Pelvac," he squealed, "it’s hugely wonderful. It 
makes me want to fly and fly and fly - until I'm sick!" 

So five minutes later it was presented to Gerald and the Gouts... 

 

"Lovely shade of blue." Putridity noted. "May I have a go?" 

Thirty seconds later... 



 

...Doctor Gout launched into an azure sky, where she announced that the 
design was not only 'cute' and 'imaginative', but also fool-proof. 

"Now," she yelled down at Hydious and Gerald from an altitude of five hundred 
feet, "the ship building can begin." 

Like the Gouts before them, the five young scientists had their doubts about 
the ancient space tug hulks... 

 

...especially the external lifting gear... 



 

...which creaked, groaned, and gave Rextum Hangdang the collywobbles. But 
when they climbed upon the outer hull... 

 

...ideas for a fresh design began to form in their collective consciousness... 



 

"This would make an excellent observation dome." Ganges Phalangies 
suggested. "Or,” she later added after further thought, “perhaps an outside 
lavatory."  

And inside the vessel they all found themselves further inspired... 

 

"People could run around these seemingly endless corridors for hours." Rextum 
observed. "It would keep them ever so fit, and give them huge powerful thighs 
that would enable them to ride strange bicycles at high speed around an alien  
velodrome." 

Other areas intrigued them too... 



 

"No short skirts or polka dot underwear allowed here." Clasp stated adamantly. 
He then explained:  "With all these shiny reflective surfaces, people could see 
straight up 'em!" 

This observation brought up a theological question. Should they be doing this at 
all? Was it wise to tamper with the cosmos and all the creatures that might 
inhabit it? Was it right to demand that the females aboard ship wear trousers or 
huge woollen knickers? Should they ban Scottish male earplugs, who insisted 
upon wearing their traditional kilts? These were difficult questions: so they 
sought advice. 

Soon the five young scientists found themselves marching in line astern past an 
avenue of habitation modules... 

 

...en route to a meeting with their deity - the enigmatic Plum-Shaped Oracle -
to whom they put the question: "Is it right for us to use our considerable 
intellect to dicker with the universe?" 



Unsurprisingly the consistently enigmatic Plum-Shaped Oracle did not reply. 
Instead it simply rolled backwards upon its seat - to expose its huge belly 
button to them... 

 

"Yuk!" Clasp Gytnor spat. "How disgusting!" 

But, as annoyed as they were, they recovered from the shock; took stock of the 
situation; and realised that the Plum-Shaped Oracle had answered their 
question. Obviously a big navel pointing in their direction could mean only one 
thing: and that was "Go." So it was a happy band of scientists who made their 
way back to the laboratory... 

 

...and who immediately began initial design work on an anti-gravity engine 
room... 



 

A week or two later the engine room was fully illuminated, with several 
switches that turned things on and off, and lights that winked invitingly... 

 

And the motor itself was coaxed into life for the first time... 

 



In the meantime, Gerald the G'neerbot had been replicating himself - to form a 
workforce that would build a huge vessel to house the motor... 

 

All too soon - or so it seemed to those working on the thoroughly enjoyable 
project - the ship was complete and undergoing hover trials... 

 

For a moment, Pelvac Throost (at the controls) dared give the throttle valve a 
quick tweak - and the vessel soared upwards upon a column of invisible 
power... 



 

"Bloody marvellous." Everyone agreed. "Now all we need is a crew and some 
passengers." 

Chapter Three 

Meanwhile, back on Earth - or to be more specific - on the landing pad area 
outside the Museum of Future Technology... 

 

...the crew and passengers of Ship Number Fifteen had been summoned to a 
special meeting… 



 

Some were hopeful... 

 

Others were dismissive, and called it a complete waste of their precious time. 
But, having nothing else to do, they attended anyway. The first to speak was 
the museum avatar who was so beautiful that everyone gazed in wonderment, 
and almost missed her first words... 

 



"Hello, everyone." She said in her equally beautiful voice. 

"Hello, Avatar." Everyone replied with a sigh. 

"I expect you're all wondering what this special meeting is all about." She 
continued. 

"It cross our minds." Mister Pong responded in monosyllables. "Get on with it." 

"Well," the Avatar continued as though Mister Pong had kept his big mouth shut, 
"we thought it best that everyone got together and hammered out a plan to re-
take the Museum of Future Technology from those ghastly robots from the 
future. Naturally the first to speak will be Cushions Smethwyke. Let's hear it 
for the huge-gnashered lady with the inflatable ego." 

Moments later Cushions replaced the Avatar... 

 

"Right then." She began powerfully - her fellow curators standing behind her 
supportively, "does anyone have any ideas? If so - get up here and elucidate." 

Surprisingly it was the chief RoboSecGua that first mounted the daïs... 



 

It proposed introducing a computer virus to the museum system; infecting the 
red robots; and blowing them all to hell and back by over-loading the Nul-Space 
Generator that powered the entire facility. Apparently it had seen it done in an 
alien invasion movie; and it had worked very well. But nobody knew how to 
write a computer virus, or think of a way to introduce it into the sealed 
museum: so the crowd told it to sod off. 

 



A member of the maintenance crew suggested blocking up the sewage system. 
But the sewage workers wouldn't hear of it. Marty Filledpants, spokesperson for 
the Sewage Workers Union, pointed out that the robots didn’t need toilets, so 
blocking the sewage system would be a waste of time. So someone else 
suggested that Gobby use his remarkable skills with the manipulation of time, 
and take them all back to a time before the robots took control of the museum. 
But Gobby explained... 

 

...that he could only manipulate the passage of time in fifteen minute 
intervals; so the idea was rejected and metaphorically tossed into an illusory 
file marked 'poop'. But then Benjamin Booger - the museum's visitor from an 
alternate reality... 

 

...introduced the idea that they might somehow open a portal into another 
dimension: step through it: then return to their original dimension - only after 



having traversed the necessary distance to have taken them to a point inside 
the museum - before returning. Initially this idea was met with either 
consternation or bafflement. But to Magnuss Earplug this was intellectual bread 
and water. He comprehended fully - as did his brothers. Moments later they 
had leapt upon the daïs... 

 

"Mister Booger," Magnuss yelled above the cheers from the crowd, "you are a 
genius. My brothers and I will act upon your fabulous idea. And just to make 
sure that success is a mere formality, I intend to take... 

 

...the lovely former bounty hunter, Hair-Trigger Provost, along for the ride!" 



At this sensational news the cheers redoubled. 

Shortly after agreeing that the Earplug Brothers should be let loose on the 
problem, the museum curators allowed a very expensive call to be put through 
to Frisby Mumph… 

 

…in the Future Museum of Mars... 

 



"It’s Earth." The solitary curator cried out with joy to his robotic assistant, 
Tangerine. "They need our help." 

He then rushed off to tell his end cap assistant, Badgerlilly, the news... 

 

"No kidding?" Badgerlilly responded. "Guess we'd better tell the Martians." 

Frisby Mumph wasn't overly keen on sharing the chore of finding an inter-
dimensional means of circumventing the defences of the Museum of Future 
Technology. But no matter how hard he thought and wracked his brains... 

 

...he came up empty. So realising that he would need to bite the proverbial 
bullet and ask for help, his inner eye visualised the only other sentient beings 
on Mars capable of imaginative and technological thought... 



 

When the call came through, The Muffins - as they chose to name themselves - 
were out in the wilderness, spreading dung. Like Frisby before them, they 
were very excited at the prospect of assisting the almost-legendary Museum of 
Future Technology. So they raced off towards the ancient citadel that had 
recently been unearthed by Frisby's terraforming machine, which bore an 
uncanny resemblance to one of the Museum of Future Technology’s towers – 
only much smaller and constructed from Martian rock... 

 



But as they descended the age-worn steps, they remembered that (despite all 
Frisby's attempts to bring Mars back to life) the Martian air was still as thin as 
heck, and that if the planet was ever to support a civilisation again, much 
terraforming was yet to be done... 

 

But when they entered their laboratory... 

 

...it was all hands to the metaphorical wheel. Ideas came thick and fast... 



 

Gargling Vastium checked his Potential Reality Scanner... 

 

"Wow, that's cool." He said as he peered into his fabulously ancient device, 
with its equally ancient graffiti. "I think our wonderful idea will work!" 

Two days later Frisby Mumph was invited to attend a special event at the 
Martian lab... 



 

"I'm very optimistic." He said when he saw the Muffin's faces. "I know you won't 
let me down." 

Then they showed him a device that they had cobbled together out of bits and 
pieces they'd found lying around in the lab; behind the bike shed; and leaning 
against the back wall in the outside lavatory... 

 

...and Frisby's confidence ebbed slightly. But then it was time to test it out on 
the Martian surface... 



 

...where Gargling used a remote control to activate the device. Moments 
later... 

 

"Ugh? What the heck?" A stunned Frisby reacted. 

Then the desert-like environment altered once again... 



 

"We're in some sort of delightful hollow!" He exclaimed. "How can this be so?" 

"It's an alternative reality." Gargling explained. "The machine shifts through 
potential realities - carrying us with it - until it finds one with breathable air, 
reasonable temperature gradients, and no nasty bacteria that will consume our 
flesh, solidify our bodily fluids, or otherwise render us inert. Then we 
materialise here." 

"What about slathering monsters with row upon row of revolving, saw-like, 
teeth?" Frisby asked nervously as his gaze darted this way and that. 

"Sorry." Gargling replied. "This machine does have its limitations. Monsters, we 
have to keep an eye out for all by ourselves. There's no better device made for 
detecting monsters than the earplug eye. It's very possible that we could be 
eaten alive without a second's prior warning. Shall we move on?" 

Frisby was all for it; so a moment later... 

 



The mossy plain upon which the two Martian, and one Terrestrial, earplug 
found themselves stretched to the horizon in every direction, except behind 
them, which was a tall cliff that stretched upwards to apparent infinity. Not a 
monster was to be seen anywhere. 

 

"Oh, what a lovely spot." The Muffins said as one. "It reminds us so much of how 
Mars used to be before that calamitous farting contest that tore away the 
atmosphere. We suppose that - should your terraforming campaign fail 
miserably - we could always transfer the remains of our civilisation here. It 
looks uninhabited." 

They then checked several more realities before returning to the lab... 

 



"That's great." Frisby said as he made for the door. "I'll tell Earth all about it. I 
imagine they'll fall over themselves to come have a look at it in action. See ya." 

Chapter Four 

Meanwhile, far away from Mars... 

 

...the K T Woo was forging its way through the vacuum of space... 

 

Inside the vast wandering vessel, life continued as normally as possible. This 
meant spectacular jumps in technological developments. The end cap 



engineers developed a hover chariot that could levitate at three times the 
altitude of previous, commercially available, models... 

 

Also Lilac Earthdamsel (nee Binsmell) moved into a co-habitation module with 
Byron Whipsnaid... 

 

…where they hoped to indulge their passion for constructing plastic model 
armadillos. 

Eventually, though, the ice planet hove into view... 



 

Naturally - having learned his lesson on Wetworld - Captain Sinclair Brooch 
launched a probe to investigate the planet before he attempted to enter the 
atmosphere. The images it returned disturbed him... 

 

"It appears that great swathes of the icy surface are breaking up." Hakking 
Chestikov opined as they watched events unfold upon the main bridge scanner. 

"Flip." Sinclair snapped. "I think you're right. This looks a bit dodgy to me." 



"I concur." Hakking replied. "If you don't mind, I think I'll take myself off to the 
toilet to recover from the shock." 

This left his seat open for Sinclair's wife, Nancy, to take over as the captain's 
sounding board. 

"Ooh-er." She said. "Decisions. Decisions." 

 

But Sinclair - being the former sheriff of Busted Gut - gave his next command in 
a firm, stentorian tone: "Helms-plug." He said to Patti Grumble. "Take us down. 
But try to make it smooth: you know how sensitive Nancy's balance mechanism 
is. With her labyrinthitis she's liable to throw up all over the place. And it's 
quite unbecoming." 

Using her unparalleled skills with the steering stick, Patti took the mighty craft 
of space to within a few metres of the planet's mountainous ice cover... 

 

...where she balanced its great bulk upon the landing blasters - before settling 
it down like a feather upon the thick, compressed snow... 



 

Looking out at the new world everyone thought that the vista was beautiful - if 
a little repetitive - tending towards prosaic, or the incredibly dull... 

 

But when Sinclair led a landing party out of the K T Woo on to the icy surface... 

 



...they were deeply troubled by their skimpy bridge uniforms as the wind blew 
around their nether regions with a vengeance. But Patti Grumble had no such 
troubles... 

 

...because she'd been left in control of the bridge - the youngest stand-in 
captain in all of Worstworld's history! 

Meanwhile the deeply uncomfortable landing party went in search of 
civilisation and, hopefully, news of Ship Number Fifteen... 

 

And after many sub-zero minutes of trudging through the snow, they spotted an 
entrance to the subterranean city; and all thoughts of frost-bitten body parts 
were forgotten... 



 

Sinclair couldn't wait to be the first Worstworld representative to meet an alien 
earplug species... 

 

Eventually a spiral staircase carried the landing party to a cavern, where a 
delegation awaited them. Naturally the aforementioned delegation included 
the Prime Minister, Marnus Pongfinger... 

 



Also present were the pale earplug ambassador - Tony Wilkins; Pongfinger's 
daughter - Ludmilla; the Prime Minister's bodyguard - Cruton Miasma; and a few 
others that Pongfinger couldn't be bothered to introduce. Whilst the more 
experienced Hakking Chestikov played it cool... 

 

...the rest of the landing party grinned like idiots at their hosts. But when 
Hakking finally brought the subject of Ship Number Fifteen into the subsequent 
conversation, the landing party learned that it was long-departed, and that it 
had taken many ice-worlders with it which didn't go too well with them… 

 

To be precise they were thoroughly cheesed off. So cheesed off, in fact, that 
they didn't stay for the feast that Pongfinger had laid on for them. So, with 
some gruff farewells, and without so much as a backward glance, they went out 
into the blizzard once more... 

 



Fortunately Patti saw them stumbling about in the snow like a bunch of 
drunken grapes, and, in the hope of guiding them to safety, duly opened the 
main airlock; set off some brilliant flares; and sounded the fog horn… 

 

But when the party entered the ship - instead of being greeted by warm air - 
they discovered that the lower levels of the vessel were in the process of 
freezing solid... 

 

"Ooh, nasty." Busti Misanthrope said as she peered past Sinclair's shoulder at 
the ice-coated surface of the ship's interior. "Let's hope, when you turn the 
ignition key, the engines fire up." 

Despite thoroughly enjoying their time running the ship in the absence of the 
senior staff, Patti and the rest of the bridge crew were delighted to have their 
captain back... 



 

None more so than Daisy Pong, who was delivering some tubs of chop suey to 
Patti and the others - especially when she learned that their stay on the ice 
planet was going to be restricted to the small number of seconds it took for 
everyone to strap themselves in, and for Patti  to thumb the 'launch' button. So 
before very much time had elapsed the K T Woo was once again traversing 
interstellar space at hyper-speed… 

 

Their pursuit of Ship Number Fifteen continued. 

Chapter Five 

Meanwhile, in the infinitely moist atmosphere of Wetworld - that planet's first 
manned interplanetary craft climbed heavenwards upon its unique anti-gravity 
drive... 



 

But because the anti-gravity drive used the planet's gravity to push against 
itself, it meant that the ship could only climb as fast as it could fall - that being 
One Hundred and Twenty Miles per Hour – or, if you prefer, One Hundred and 
Ninety-Three Kilometres per Hour. Naturally the ship's crew found this lack of 
speed to be quite tiresome - making their first trip to the stars tedious and as 
boring as cricket. They wanted 'real' space travel. They wanted to feel the 
thrust of powerful rockets. They wanted the sensation of having their guts 
gradually wrenched out of their torsos and stuffed under the chest of drawers 
by intense acceleration. So the ship's computer decided to keep them happy, 
and fired up the main booster... 

 

And it continued to consume vast quantities of precious fuel until the ship had 
built up a good head of metaphorical steam… 



 

Then, because the ship knew where its first destination lay within the vastness 
of the galaxy; and its wonderful anti-gravity drive (which could now be used to 
push against the larger and more massive sun) could go faster than the old 
robot ice-cube freighter; it took a short cut, and the computer could shut down 
the drive to allow the ship to coast through the frictionless medium of space - 
confident that it would arrive at the intended destination well before breakfast 
time the following day... 

 

Indeed this proved to be the case. Less than seventeen hours after the K T Woo 
had departed Wetworld space, the new ship - named after the planet's most 
popular rap artist - the late, lamented Chi-Z-Sox - sighted the ice planet... 

 



But when the ship entered the dry fridged atmosphere, great tears and hollows 
in the surface were easily spotted by anyone who might have casually thrown a 
glance out of a porthole... 

 

And as they descended, those same passengers couldn't help but notice 
enormous fissures forming in the miles-thick ice... 

 

Then it was anti-grav drive time again - quickly followed by a bit of spectacular 
(but utterly superfluous) retro-rocket play... 

 



...and the Chi-Z-Sox settled upon the worryingly creaky surface... 

 

Whilst most of those inside the Chi-Z-Sox were content to stare out at the same 
vistas so recently viewed by the crew and passengers of the K T Woo... 

 

...a few former military earplugs decided to see what frozen water looked like 
when it lay all around - rather than in a glass of vodka and orange... 

 



...but they quickly concluded that it felt much better as the solid, transparent 
version thawed with a slice of lemon attached; instead of white flaky type 
wedged into someone's, boots, socks, or even worse - their underpants. 

 

Sensibly they returned to the ship for a hot shower... 

 

Naturally the more scientifically minded of the ship's compliment went out to 
see if they could find any signs of the civilisation that had been supplying them 
with ice cubes since the destruction of the ice-packing facility when it was 
nuked by Ship Number Fifteen... 



 

But experience living upon a temperate world had left them ill-prepared (and 
without the skills required) to survive arctic conditions. Their light-weight rain-
resistant Personal Defence Force fields were no match for the vicious wind... 

 

And the bright white snow stung their light-sensitive eyes so badly that they 
were forced to retreat to the Chi-Z-Sox... 

 



It was quickly decided to move the ship to a more likely location... 

 

No sooner had the ship settled into a more stable ice covering, when Gerald the 
G'neerbot and its two professorial owners ventured out from it... 

 

As they travelled across the frozen surface they were thankful for the many 
layers of underwear that they wore inside their Personal Defence Force fields 
that they'd constructed using blueprints found in a small compartment in 
Gerald's rear end. Although designed originally to keep warring earplugs 



reasonably safe from ballistic and directed energy weapons, the Personal 
Defence Force Fields also kept the worst of the weather at bay. In short, 
Hydious and Putridity were kept reasonably warm inside their energy shells... 

 

Although engaged upon a mission to find the local earplug population, both 
professors were keen to investigate anything they considered anomalous. This 
included the cracking ice beneath their feet... 

 

And Putridity was thrilled when, suddenly the huge slab, upon which they 
stood, broke off... 



 

Professor Hydious Gout consulted an aerial map of the area that had been made 
by the robot freighter when it made its first collection of ice cubes. But now, 
months later, the information bore no resemblance to the icy plain that he, his 
wife, and Gerald the G'neerbot, now found themselves standing upon... 

 



Even the weather seemed at odds with normality: although brief squalls were 
common and frequent, the incessant wind had blown all the ground snow 
away... 

 

Later still the recent ice had given up its tenacious hold upon the planet, and 
the Gouts now found themselves walking upon thinner ancient ice... 

 



"Oh blast!" Hydious said as the threesome encountered a fissure that was far 
too wide to jump across... 

 

"What are we gonna do?" Putridity screamed shrilly. "We can't go back: it's too 
far!" 

But Gerald had the answer to their problem... 

 

"I hope you don't mind," he said, "but I brought this along in my buttock 
compartment. One of us can fly across the void; then toss the hover disc back - 
rather like a sporting discus or frisby." 



It was a fabulous idea, but Hydious - being a genius - had an even better one. 
Gathering material from wherever they could find it in the barren landscape, 
the Gouts - with Gerald's guidance - used the hover disc as a template to 
fabricate two more. 

"This is fantastic, Hydious." Putridity called out above the rush of the wind, as 
they soared above the chasm… 

 

Gerald thought so too. "Let's stay aloft." He suggested. "It will save all that shoe 
leather." 

So they did. But before long another snow squall blew in from the pole... 

 



...and weighed down the discs too much for them to continue flying. So a while 
later the party was trudging across country once more… 

 

 

As they crossed the cracked surface, Hydious Gout thought that he detected a 
definite dribbling from his nose. He mentioned the observation to his wife... 

 

"Flipping heck." Putridity yelped. "My cacks are frozen to my meaty buttocks. It 
can mean only one thing: we're horribly - horribly - cold. The batteries in our 
Personal Defence Force Fields are failing. We're going to die!" 



The situation looked grim, but Hydious Gout wasn't about to give up on 
continued existence just yet... 

 

"Look, there's a building up ahead." He yelled above a rising wind. "Quick, run 
for it - before we freeze solid!" 

 



Just in the nick of time they reached the only exterior door. There they were 
met by a big ugly bleeder with huge teeth... 

 

"I am Cruton Miasma - bodyguard to our leader, Marnus Pongfinger." He said in a 
deep stentorian tone. "I espied you from afar. Follow me - before you succumb 
to these vicious climatic conditions." 

Well neither professor needed a second bidding. In a split second they joined 
Cruton Miasma inside the foyer. And as they followed the imposing blue 
earplug... 

 



...Hydious wondered if his nose would ever stop running: whilst Putridity was 
thoroughly enjoying the sensation of her knickers thawing in the warm air. 

Chapter Six 

Using remote sensors already deployed in orbit, the ship's passengers could 
look directly down upon a huge surface feature of the subterranean ice-world 
city... 

 

Although they were unaware of the fact, inside the Gouts were meeting with 
government officials... 

 

As was Gerald... 

 



Soon Hydious, Gerald, and Putridity were taken into the presence of the Prime 
Minister, the pale earplug ambassador - Tony Wilkins, and a few other 
dignitaries... 

 

Soon everyone was so busy greeting each other professionally that they failed 
entirely to notice the Prime Minister's daughter - Ludmilla Pongfinger - in a 
clinch with the pale earplug ambassador's son  - Kim Phat Lipp... 

 

And when the conversation veered on to the subject of planetary ice break-up, 
everyone was oblivious to Kim giving Ludmilla secret instructions... 



 

Well naturally Marnus was horrified to learn that the Gout's findings confirmed 
the beliefs of several of his own ecologists, and that disaster was imminent. 
Equally naturally he appointed Hydious and Putridity to important positions 
within the scientific community. They, in turn, began an in-depth study of the 
ice... 

 

"It's bloody cold out here." Putridity observed. "So obviously it can't be global 
warming or climate change, which I imagine will really annoy all those do-
gooder eco-bleeding hearts in the scientific community." 

"Yes." Hydious agreed. "My remarkably moist lips have dried up instantaneously 
and are cracking painfully - so it must be something else. Let's investigate." 

Further across the plain, a blizzard that comprised snow and recently released 
sub-surface dust and sand swarmed about the Chi-Z-Sox and all but obscured it 
from view... 



 

Meanwhile, earplugs of both races were spending some free time looking out of 
a surface observation window. And they didn't much like what they saw... 

 



But as the snow and ice battered the glass-like material of the viewing panel... 

 

...the slightly bored, and very chilly, earplugs began to chat each other up... 

 

Perpetual winter, they considered, did have its compensations - notably warm, 
cosy settees, and a near-by hot chocolate machine. 

As these thoughts grew into a sense of determination, the incessant winds 
managed to uncover the Chi-Z-Sox and expose it, once more, to the light... 

 



And a fresh snow squall cleaned up the space ship's appearance somewhat. 
Then the first of many inexplicable lightning strikes rent the air asunder... 

 

"Cripes!" Marnus Pongfinger exploded. "We don't get weather on Iceworld!" 

 

"Yeah." Ambassador Tony Wilkins agreed. "Cripes indeed. This is stuff we don't 
need on a world of ice and snow." 

Hydious, too, was appalled at the power of the electrical storm. It suggested 
seismic activity of the tectonic kind. So he called in two assistants, who were 
named Uda Spritzer and Tudor Porks. He showed them a sky scooter that his 
team had recently developed during their lunch break. Tudor volunteered to 
try it first... 



 

First he tried a simple hover manoeuvre. Then he began to float around the 
room... 

 

...gaining confidence with every twist of a knob or tug on a lever. 

Meanwhile, upon the freed Chi-Z-Sox... 



 

...worried passengers peered out at the storm... 

 

Then the sky roared... 

 



...and everything was bathed in a weird electrical light... 

 

...and the ice beneath the ship creaked and became illuminated dully by the 
red suffuse glow of magma bubbling up from far below... 

 

Chapter Seven 

Fifteen minutes later Tudor Porks felt confident enough at the controls of the 
sky scooter to invite Uda Spritzer aboard... 



 

She wasn’t keen; but her professionalism overcame her natural reticence to 
putting herself in harm’s way, and she dutifully parked her rear end upon the 
passenger seat. Allowing for Uda's extra weight, Tudor selected maximum 
vertical thrust... 

 

He was still climbing, and his eyeballs had begun screaming out in submission - 
when the sky scooter burst through the hanger’s exit hatch... 



 

Then, as the pain in his head subsided, it was full blast to their first appointed 
destination... 

 

...which was the area through which the Gouts had recently passed... 

 



But when they stepped on to the surface they felt really scared by the 
shuddering ice, and (rather ashamedly) duly buggered off at maximum 
velocity... 

 

Upon reaching their second destination, both Uda's and Tudor's professionalism 
kicked in once more, and they began a proper investigation. What most 
concerned them was the acute delineation between ice slabs... 

 

“Acute delineation. I have a nasty feeling in my bowels about this." Uda told 
Tudor. 

"Is that your expert summation?" Tudor asked. 



"Well we don't need measuring equipment to see that this whole ice sheet is 
breaking off." Uda replied. 

"True." Tudor said as the ice creaked and groaned all about them. "This place 
gives me the ooblidooblies: let's move on to location three." 

So seconds later they were aloft once more; and they weren't overly keen on 
landing again… 

 

The delineation in the ice at the third location had increased dramatically... 

 



"Holy Heck!" Tudor exclaimed in a voice grown shrill from witnessing a series of 
physical phenomena that threatened to change forever the world in which he'd 
been raised.... 

 

"This looks like my Dad’s crazy paving on his barbeque patio!"  Uda screamed 
quietly lest she disturb the ice and bring about a tectonic event. "Let's check 
out location number four." 

As their pilot, Tudor was happy to oblige.... 

 

But when they paused at the aforementioned location, it was only for a 
moment... 



 

"We'll have to look farther afield." Tudor said, as they soared heavenward... 

 

…"That sensation that you felt in your bowels earlier, has reached mine. I could 
play a conga on my colon. I'm really scared, Uda." 

But such was the young earplug pilot's bravery that Tudor put the sky scooter 
down for a fifth time... 



 

But clearly the situation was worsening with every passing minute. 

"Right, that it." Uda snapped verbally (before she snapped psychologically) as 
the ice broke up into a thousand pieces. "Let's get back to the Gouts with the 
bad news." 

So, for the last time, the sky scooter climbed into a snow-filled sky; and Tudor 
Porks hit the 'Max Speed' button... 

 

Well Tudor and Uda made their report; and Hydious, Putridity, Marnus, and 
Tony Wilkins went quickly into conference... 



 

"It's just as we thought." Hydious concluded after the youngsters had departed. 
"The entire planetary ice sheet is breaking up." 

"Yes, that's right." Putridity supported her husband admirably. "For the people 
of this Ice planet, it's the beginning of the end of the world! Which way to the 
nearest toilet?" 

The End (for now) 
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