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Prologue. 

Thirty-six hours had elapsed since Mister Zinc and his henchmen first appeared upon 

the Museum of Future Technology's television service - to announce that he had taken 

control of the museum's Engineering Robots - better known as G'neerbots - which, in 

turn, had electronically sabotaged the Artificial Intelligence that ran every aspect of the 

huge facility... 

 

"I'm in charge now." He'd growled menacingly. "So you'd better get used to the idea - 

and quick!"  

Meanwhile, aboard the K T Woo (which remained parked upon the museum's space 

ship landing pad following its timely arrival at a crucial juncture in the Battle of the 

Museum of Future Technology, which had taken place against invading robots from the 

future) Captain Sinclair Brooch remained blissfully unaware of the altered 

circumstances inside the building next door. Instead of quaking in his space boots or 

railing against the injustice of it all, Sinclair was busy recruiting new crew members - to 

replace those who had deserted and joined the United Stoats Seventh Cavalry instead... 

 



"I like the decor." A vaguely orange-haired earplug, who went by the name of Hamish 

McHaggis, stated boldly. "I think it’s great!" 

The other two would-be recruits concurred. "Blue is our favourite colour." They stated 

as one. 

This pleased Sinclair, because his wife, Nancy, had championed the use of an 

experimental blue dye that was infused into the wall material by a special process called 

Brian.  

"No kidding?" He said whilst smiling broadly. "It’s mine too!" 

But getting down to business - that is giving his guests a quick tour of the mighty space 

vessel - Sinclair showed Hamish and the others the deuterium tanks, which were in the 

process of being filled by End Cap engineers... 

 

"Deuterium." Hamish gasped. "What a wonderful liquid. You do stuff to it; squirt it 

out the back of a space ship; and go really fast!" 

"Yes," Sinclair agreed, "its fab. We use it to launch into space!" 

"Gosh," Hamish replied. "I think I'd like to do that!" 

At this point of the tour, Sinclair felt fairly confident that he had at least one of the 

visiting earplugs snared. "Come with me." He said. 

Moments later... 

 



...the group had stepped through the door that led directly to the bridge. Initially the 

visitors felt slightly awed; but when Hamish realised that the night scene upon the main 

view screen was happening in real-time he was absolutely thrilled. 

 

"It's true." He gushed. "I'm really standing on the bridge of a star ship. If my old mum 

was still alive and kicking, she'd jump up and down with joy - even with her support 

hose, walking stick, and nob-nailed boots." 

At this point the night crew cheered. Even Nancy, the stand-in captain, joined in. 

"Come, young earplug," she said by way of invitation, "Meet your crew mates." 

 

So Hamish did... 



 

...and no one really minded when, in his excitement, he leapt atop the central console 

and accidentally broke wind very loudly indeed. 

Chapter 1 

Jollity was less evident in the Museum of Future Technology. The biological android 

named Princess Agatha was out walking with her biological android boyfriend, Pilot. 

They had been a couple ever since Doctor Snippentuck had given them the ability to 

lead proper earplug lives. But at that precise moment love and happiness was the last 

thing on their minds... 

 

"I don't think it's that bad." Pilot said as Princess Agatha poured scorn upon the 

metallic paint scheme of the area through which they strolled. "In limited amounts it’s 

quite easy on the eye." 

"Cobblers." The self-named princess replied in her cut-glass, upper-class, aristocratic 

accent. "It's flipping ghastly. That horrible Mister Zinc is slowly transforming the 



entire museum into a copy of himself. If the situation continues, soon even lavatory 

paper will be metal-coloured." 

 

"Look," she added, "it stretches as far as the eye can see." 

And later... 

 

"And regardez vouz this." Agatha continued in the same vein. "This used to be the 

arboretum - all lovely and full of plants. Now look at it: its complete arse!" 

The fake princess wasn't the only sentient being to heap condemnation upon the 

changes occurring within the much-loved edifice. Auntie Doris went so far as to 

personally visit the curators as they watched with impotence the refurbishment of the 

museum upon the Omnipresent Scanner... 



 

"Oi, you lot." She yelled as she pushed her hover-barrow up the long flight of stairs that 

led to the scanner. "Have you located Zinc's secret lair yet?" 

"No we bloody aint!" Cushions Smethwyke shot back at her verbal assailant. "The 

scanner can see everywhere - even the surface of Mars and the interior of Ship Number 

Fifteen whilst it is travelling through deep space; but it can't sniff out Mister Zinc's base 

of operations for love nor money. What do you want, you nosey old bag? And why have 

you brought your hover-barrow with you?" 

"Thought you could use these." Doris replied as she whipped off a large lace doily - to 

reveal the contents of her barrow... 

 

"They're amber shards." Doris continued. "I planned to give them to my boyfriend, 

K'plank the Space Wanderer, to power his flying saucer: but I figured you could use 

them to fuel up a squadron of defence fighters, and blow Zinc to Hell and back." 

It was a generous offer, but Doris hadn't thought it through properly. 



"Look, Stupid," Cushions ground out between huge gnashers, "if we can't find Zinc, 

how the heck are we gonna bomb him? Answer me that, you generous, but essentially 

flawed, female." 

A while later, after Auntie Doris had departed with her metaphorical tail between her 

legs, Cushions left the other curators to work on, whilst she took a 'breath of air'... 

 

"Shit!" She screamed angrily in one of the few places yet to be converted into Zincsville. 

"What am I gonna do? We're losing the museum to a delusional idiot-genius who thinks 

he's an android. How do I persuade him to give up his ridiculous quest to turn 

everything and everyone into his facsimile?    

Sighing deeply she turned around in preparation for re-joining the others... 

 

For the first time in her professional life, Cushions Smethwyke was stumped for a 

solution to her problem. Normally she would have called upon the assistance of Rudi, 

Valentine, Magnuss, Chester, or Miles - collectively known as the heroic Earplug 

Brothers: but today this avenue was denied her. Magnuss had visited a fortune teller, 

who told him to 'keep his nose out of it if he knew what was good for him', which he 

heeded: Miles and Chester had simply disappeared whilst exploring a recently re-

constructed region of the museum: And Rudi and Valentine had taken their respective 



girlfriends, Yu-Wah and Wah-Hey, off to a desert island, where they planned to indulge 

in a vast number of Pina Coladas. The situation caused Cushions to come to a difficult 

and regretful decision.  

"I have to stop Zinc from gaining control of our sole space ship." She said to herself. 

With that she set off for the landing pad and the K T Woo - expecting to find the 

captain scrubbing out one of the attitude thrusters... 

 

But instead she found himself grazing his knuckles whilst replacing a washer on the 

ship's primary wim-wom valve... 

 

"Captain," she said to his pleasant smile, "walk with me please." 

For a while Cushions said no more, and Sinclair grew slightly concerned as they 

traversed a secret subterranean tunnel that carried them into the museum proper... 



 

"Ooh-er," he said sotto voce, "I don't like the look of this." 

But Captain Sinclair Brooch felt absolutely wretched when Cushions opened the door of 

her sound-proof quarters and invited him to enter... 

 

But thankfully she didn’t fancy him desperately: instead she gave the huge alien earplug 

a direct order: "Sinclair," she said as she laid a hand upon his arm, "I can't allow 

Mister Zinc to take control of the K T Woo. I'm sorry that you're short-staffed, but you 

must launch into space as soon as earpluggly possible." 



 

Initially Sinclair was astonished by Cushions' words. But when he learned of Zinc's 

intentions, he departed immediately... 

 

...and feeling more than a little fearful. Not so much at the thought of fleeing in the face 

of the enemy, but at the thought of his half-trained crew encountering some space 

anomaly that they couldn’t handle. Returning to his ship, Sinclair quickly assembled 

the crew... 

 



They smiled with anticipation. 

"Good news." He announced. "We're going into space again." 

 

The smiles broadened. Then Sinclair dropped his verbal bombshell: "We're running 

away. I'm sorry, but we've got to be cowardy-custards and leave the Museum of Future 

Technology to its unknown fate." 

This didn't go down well with such a brave and loyal crew... 

 

In fact the news almost made Ada Muffin throw up... 

 



"Tell me it isn't true, Captain." Ada wailed. Then, after Lusti Bellow had calmed her 

with a vicious blow to her knee cap, she added: "When do we leave?" 

"Just as soon as our End Cap engineers can untangle the deuterium pipes and fold them 

away in the deuterium pipe cupboard." Sinclair replied. "And I have that wim-wom 

valve to torque up of course." 

So before very long... 

 

...the End Cap engineers confirmed a state of readiness; and moments later... 

 

...the K T Woo had blasted into orbit. 

"Thank heck for that." Curator, Widderspoon Flange, said with a sigh... 



 

..."That's one less thing to worry about. Now we can concentrate on slowing down the 

inexorable advance of that mad earplug - Mister Zinc!" 

Chapter 2 

Meanwhile the United Stoats Seventh Cavalry contingent in the Museum of Future 

Technology was having problems of their own. They had recruits aplenty; but since the 

discovery that their plugmutts... 

 

...were out-of-date, and therefore couldn't be ridden legally, Staff Sergeants Wetpatch 

Wilton and Joe Frayzer had been looking for alternative modes of transportation for 

their troopers... 

 



They tried some hover pads that they'd bought cheaply from the hover pad emporium 

of Mister Stovepipe-Hat... 

 

But sadly the hover pads ran on broadcast power that Mister Zinc now controlled 

through his mastery of the museum's A.I. So they checked out the current state of 

repair of the sole Punting-Modesty Nosepuncher XL5, which had been shot down 

during The Battle of the Museum of Future Technology...  

 

"Sorry," the End Cap engineers said when asked for an up-date, "the air-frame is 

twisted to heck, and the warbler flange has pitted beyond endurance. She'll never fly 

again." 

Standing at the back, new recruit, Fanny Skidmarx (late of the K T Woo) watched as 

her superiors fretted... 

 



But she remained silent. She was certain that something fortuitous would happen soon. 

Also she was desperate for a tinkle, and she feared that if she broke her intense 

concentration she would moisten her regulation cavalry knickers in a most spectacular 

fashion. 

Meanwhile, in another part of the museum that was yet to be consumed by the terrible 

Zinc Machine... 

 

...the four former monks of the Order of the Holey Vest from Lemon Stone, Pedro 

Agonista, Flaccidus Aroma, Augustus Belch, and Rodney Bunting, had rented a 

workshop. Now they set to work inside it... 

 

For hour upon hour they toiled - fabricating, checking stolen blueprints, hammering, 

welding, occasionally going to the toilet. That sort of thing. But when they reached the 

end of their labours, the four exhausted former monks wheeled out... 



 

...a 'pirate copy' of a genuine Punting-Modesty Sputum GT250A-Attack Cycle. 

"This'll knock 'em dead down at the cavalry stockade." Pedro said confidently. 

But he wasn't entirely correct... 

 

"It's a bit big and heavy." One of the troopers dared utter. 

"Yeah, and it can't carry passengers." Another observed. 

"Just give it a try." Rodney pleaded. "You never know - you might find it most 

satisfactory. And the saddle is really easy on your bum - especially if you suffer from 

piles - a particular problem with cavalryplugs, or so I've been told. " 

Joe Frayzer, who didn't like to confess to having problems with his butt, replied gruffly: 

"Yeah, alright; we'll give it a run 'round the block. It couldn't hurt none." 

So he leapt aboard; made himself comfortable; and twisted the throttle as far back as 

the cable would allow... 



 

Initially the Staff Sergeant was highly impressed with the GT250A. "Cor," he yelled 

above the whine of the lifting motor and the roar of the propulsion engine, "it goes like 

stink!" 

But when he rode it over uneven ground... 

 

...his smile quickly transformed into a grimace. 

 



"Sorry," he said upon his return to the stockade, "but the machine gave my false teeth 

a really hard time. They were shaken so thoroughly that they've swapped sides inside 

my gob. And contrary to your verbal sales brochure, the seat gave my arse the worst 

pummelling since my troop was chased down the side of rocky gorge on Worstworld by 

a whirlwind that had sucked up a whole bunch of scorpions and tarantulas, and thrown 

them at us. You'll have to build something that's much more comfortable with better 

protection against wind, rain, ice storms, and high-velocity rifle bullets." 

An hour later the four former monks returned with a replica Punting-Modesty RD400F 

Command Buggy... 

 

"Hmmm," Joe hummed after giving the machine a thorough examination, "but it isn't 

very offensive is it? And it comes up short on good looks, speed, and endurance. Close, 

but no banana." 

So ten minutes later... 

 

"The XS360 has a ram-scoop engine." Pedro explained. "It collects dust from the air, 

and burns it for fuel. Primarily it's a long-range patrol vehicle." 



"Great," Joe replied, "but the driver is a sitting duck in a roll-over situation." 

So a half-hour later... 

 

"Fabulous – a TX500." Joe said, after casting an engineer's eye over the latest version 

of the war buggy. You've chucked out that poxy, gutless eco engine. That's good: I 

always vote for a balanced combination of BHP and torque. But, ah, where's the 

offensive capability?" 

"Holy heck." Augustus exploded in response. "All you had before were a few flea-

ridden plugmutts and some dried-out saddles that were years old and as hard as rock. 

You should be grateful for anything!" 

Despite this atypical outburst, the hermaphrodite chums went away again - to return a 

short while later with... 

 

"There you go, you pedantic  arse hole." Flaccidus growled. "The cannon's off the 

Nosepuncher XL5 by the way." 

This time the Staff Sergeant was more impressed. Turning to a surprised Fanny 

Skidmarx... 



 

...he said, "Right, Private; you may have the honour of flight-testing the machine I 

hereby designate P1-5S Assault Buggy. Carry on." 

Fanny gulped nervously; removed her regulation cavalry hat; and slipped into the 

driver's seat... 

 

Augustus passed on a few tips to the nervous test driver. Tips such as: "Don't soil your 

pants; that upholstery didn't come cheap," and "Watch the gun; it's very heavy. The 

buggy will want to turn to port at every opportunity. So be careful on the tiller." 

Fanny nodded. Then after familiarizing herself with the controls, she edged the P1-5S 

out of the stockade via the underground access tunnel... 



 

Then she let loose with the throttle and kicked up some dust along a deserted back 

alley... 

 

Then she eased it on to a boulevard that had recently been zincified... 

 



...where she was momentarily caught in the glare of a searchlight... 

 

But such was the speed of the assault buggy, and so stealthy was its radar signature, 

that no one noticed its passage, and soon Fanny was out among the dunes that 

surrounded Fort Balderdash... 

 

"Not too shabby." Fanny reported into her radio. "It does lean to the left a bit. Suggest 

we add ballast to the starboard side." 

Then she had a wonderful idea. She would thoroughly annoy the pompous Major 

Flaccid - the commanding officer of T.W.I.T. So she drove right by the front door of his 

H Q, Swottan Hetty, whilst sounding her horn and yelling verbal abuse... 



 

After a moment's fun at someone else's expense, Fanny took the buggy off-road. 

Specifically she drove it across the peat bog in which Nature Beast had been created a 

couple of years earlier... 

 

Then she stopped off for a quick pee in a small pocket of woodland that was yet to be 

eradicated by Mister Zinc's efforts... 

 

Then, having successfully reunited her backside with the inside of her regulation 

Seventh Cavalry knickers, she chose to test the gun... 



 

This was quickly followed by a recoil test whilst holding the throttle wide open... 

 

"Flip me over and take me down to Droxford!" She exclaimed as the propulsion plant 

bellowed and the atomic cannon roared. "This is fab!" 

Naturally (once she'd calmed herself down with a vicious tweak of nose) Fanny paused 

the vehicle at the plugmutt training ground, where she showed it to some cavalryplugs 

stationed there... 

 

...who stated (in a forthright manner) that they 'really liked it' and asked her if she'd 

care to accompany them 'round the back of the bike shed where they had a buyer for it.   

Equally naturally she politely declined this fabulous offer: she had to return the assault 

buggy to the stockade - which she duly did... 



 

The hopeful builders were unable to read Fanny's expression as she drove the P1-5s into 

the stockade. But when she leapt from the driver's seat; replaced her cavalry hat with a 

daring flourish; and whooped loudly... 

 

...there was no mistaking her feelings regarding the test vehicle. 

"I want one." She yelled in a shrill voice. “In two-tone burgundy and cream - with an 

electric soft-top option!" 

Well after that it was easy-peasy for the four former monks. They set to work upon an 

upgrade, and by morning had created a heavy assault buggy, with the moniker 

'Brutus'... 

 



And when they fired its main armament, it seemed that the brightness of the rising sun 

was diminished by it... 

 

It was clear that the four monk’s future was assured. Lemon Stone was now firmly 

rooted in their past. 

Chapter 3 

When Fanny Skidmarx had driven the P1-5S by Swottan Hetty, she was unaware that 

the target for her hostility was absent. Instead only the End Cap contingent (with their 

platoon commander, Ponce Drongo) had been present in the T.W.I.T headquarters. 

Now Ponce had the troopers lined up in the corridor as they awaited the commanding 

officer's return from a meeting with the panic-stricken curators... 

 

Sergeant Blob had watched with growing interest as the situation in the Museum of 

Future Technology developed. When Major Flaccid had been summoned to the 



curator's office, Blob had guessed what would follow. As  a result of his foresight he'd 

raided the safe and emptied the headquarters' coffers. 

"No fidgeting in the ranks." Ponce snapped as the sergeant shifted awkwardly in his 

attempts to shift the wad of currency that he'd hidden in his underpants so that he 

could stand upright without wincing in pain too much. He then added: "The major's on 

his way with some ultra-important information. I can hear his marching jackboots 

outside as we speak!" 

 

Moments later Flaccid entered, and Ponce joined his troopers against the wall... 

 

"I'm a busy earplug." Flaccid spoke without preamble. "I'll get straight to the point." 

The End Caps held their collective breath. 



Major Flaccid took a moment to clear his huge throat before continuing: "At some 

point in the near future the curators are going to call upon a bunch of complete idiots to 

conduct a hopeless, but morale-boosting, attack against the forces of Mister Zinc that 

will surely lead to the aforementioned idiot’s demise. Obviously I've volunteered you 

lot. It's not going to happen in the next five minutes, but I think you should prepare 

yourselves; and those who have to fill out a will should do so now. The sign for action is 

when this facility goes to Magenta Alert. Okay, fall out." 

With that Flaccid disappeared into his office. No sooner had the officers departed when 

Sergeant Blob called the troopers together... 

 

"Right," he hissed in a conspiratorial whisper, "hands up anyone who wants to die 

needlessly for a lost cause." 

He had no takers. 

"That's what I thought." He said at the end of a deafening silence. "You'll be pleased to 

learn that your sergeant has planned for a contingency such as this. I've secreted a huge 

wad of cash inside my underpants."  

"Wow." One of the others said with a sigh of relief. "I was afraid you'd undergone 

some form of self-punishment. I'm so relieved: I thought you'd come over all vain or full 

of self-loathing." 

Blob ignored him. 

"With all this money we can run away and start new lives. What do you say?" 

Well when the predicted magenta alert sounded... 



 

...the End Cap troopers were already leaving via the back door. From there they quickly 

made their way to the outer wall of the Museum of Future Technology... 

 

Climbing down thick lianas, they melted away into the surrounding jungle... 

 



An hour into their trek, Sergeant Blob began to have doubts about the wisdom of his 

plan... 

 

"Oh, Sergeant," One of his troopers said as he came alongside, "I couldn't help but 

notice how badly awkwardly you’re walking – alternating between bandy and knock-

kneed. I wonder if you'd care to share your burden with the rest of us." 

It was an excellent suggestion, and Blob grasped it like an enraged lawns man grasps a 

wayward dandelion. 

"Yeah, alright." Blob replied. "Here you are. Excuse the pong, but I didn't have time to 

shower this morning." 

After that everyone's mood improved... 

 

In fact the situation improved so much that they found an abandoned hot air balloon in 

which they quickly flew aloft... 



 

"Whee, this is fun." One of them yelled above the roar of the burner. Then he thought 

better of it, and added, "I don't like the way the balloon bobs up and down. I think I'm 

going to be sick." 

And when the wind caught the balloon, this happened... 

 

...and everyone screamed like girls. But fortunately the wind calmed as the balloon 

climbed higher into the sky and flew farther and farther away from the jungle - into a 

region of grey skies and drab weather... 



 

And it kept right on drifting until the day's end... 

 

Blob would have liked to have landed the balloon, but he couldn't see the ground. It was 

too dark! 



 

Sadly the balloon's former owner had neglected to install a toilet, and when at last 

daylight returned, it became necessary for the former T.W.I.T operatives to do their 

thing in the only way possible: straight out of the window... 

 

Some of them were too embarrassed to look... 



 

And it was whilst in the middle of a high-altitude evacuation that one of them spotted 

something wonderful... 

 

"Hey." He yelled from the porthole sill... 

 



"I've spotted something wonderful. It looks like a mountain top monastery - complete 

with an artisan quarter!" 

Well Sergeant Blob didn't hesitate in his next duty. "Open the vent flaps." He barked. 

"Spill the hot air. We're going down!" 

 

Of course Blob knew sod-all about landing hot air balloons, and the huge pink ball 

subsequently crashed miles from Lemon Stone. So it was night-time before the End Cap 

troopers dragged their weary bodies into a late-night artisan's workshop in search of a 

retail outlet or a similar edifice... 

 

But when the new day dawned it's light shone warmly upon the newest bar in town... 



 

And everyone was happy. Even Sergeant Blob. 

Chapter 4 

By coincidence that very morning a young monk named Brother Bolah Googlie awoke 

and peered out of apartment window that he shared with another monk who was 

known to all as Brother Zak Bravado... 

 

"Oh, Zak, honey." He said. "There's a new bar opened across the street." 

"Is it a biker bar?" Zak inquired from where he was busy folding the bed sheets. 

"I wouldn't like to say." Bolah replied. "The proprietor appears to be a military type." 

"Oh, you can never tell with military types." Zak opined. "All that testosterone and 

canvas webbing: it's apt to turn the hunkiest male earplug on to two wheels." 

"These aren't earplugs." Bolah corrected Zak's assumption. "They're End Caps." 



"Well there you go." Zak spoke as he completed his task. "We'll check the place out 

tonight - after mass." Then he grew suddenly grim. "Assuming that the Father Superior 

actually gives us any time to ourselves, that is." He added. "It seems that these days 

we're at his beck and call twenty-four seven." 

"The monster." Bolah snarled. 

The apartment tidied, it was time for Bolah and Zak to visit their workplace... 

 

...which was the religious icon known as The Squatting Frog of Lemon Stone, where 

believers would gather together before the Father Superior, and ask for guidance in 

their everyday, hum-drum, tedious little lives... 

 



But unlike the other monastery in Lemon Stone - that being The Order of the Holey 

Vest - it was not the high priest who dispensed the words of wisdom and profound 

advice: instead it was the Squatting Frog's anus. Or at least supposedly. Of course it 

was all a scam to fleece the believers - for it was the junior monk's bottoms that really 

made all the noise... 

 

...as they broke wind through a huge Fart Intensifier, which the high priest would 

pretend to 'interpret' or 'translate'... 

 

...and tell the avid listeners what he wanted them to hear - for a small fee of course. 

Often, for those supplying the rasping symphony, pain and piles were their only 

reward... 



 

Living on a diet of lentils, baked haricot beans, and sherbet dips could often result in a 

miserable experience. And they could never go out to a nice restaurant or enjoy a tin of 

rice pudding because of the fear of 'drying up' in the bowel department. They were also 

expected to stay behind after hours to polish the glowing icon so that it attracted more 

fee-paying 'customers'... 

 

This particular evening - at the end of the day of The Blob's Bar opening - Bolah and 

Zak decided that enough was enough, and duly set off for an audience with the Father 

Superior - who heard them coming... 



 

...and (just in the nick of time) quickly adopted an imposing position... 

 

"Bolah. Zak. I can't say that I'm surprised  to see you here in my inner sanctum." The 

Father Superior said unexpectedly as he toyed with a shoulder-launched missile 

system... 



 

"You've been looking a little cheesed-off of late. And your farts have fallen below 

acceptable  levels of volume and intensity. There must be something amiss." 

"We've come for advice, Father." Bolah said with a deep reverence. "We - that's Zak 

and I -  feel that our lives are at a crossroads." 

The Father Superior replied in an oblique manner: "Look over your left shoulder."  

As the young monks complied with this command, a light illuminated a rarely seen 

religious artefact... 

 

"That is the Holy Sniper Rifle." The Father Superior informed them. "Bring it to me." 

It took the nervous monks several minutes to disable the security system surrounding 

the Holy Sniper Rifle, then carry it to the Father Superior's side... 



 

"You're wondering when the time is right to give up the Brotherhood and depart 

Lemon Stone." The wise earplug said gently. 

Bolah and Zak were amazed. "Are we really that transparent?" They said as one. 

"Yes." The Father Superior answered. "But I feel that it's no coincidence that your 

wind-breaking is faltering. It could be sign of knackered butt muscles. Or perhaps your 

beliefs are coming into question?" 

Bolah was stunned by the Father Superior's intuitiveness; but not stunned enough to 

forget to ask the obvious question: "What has our question to do with the Holy Sniper 

Rifle?" 

"Everything." The Father Superior replied as he patted the weapon lovingly. "You see, 

this little beauty’s sighting system is of the Angelic Laser kind. When its red bead of 

light falls upon you, you will know that it is the time to either leave, or give up your 

right to corporeal existence. Now be on your way. Pray to the Mystical Orb of Lemon 

Stone." 

Well the youngsters couldn't get out of the sanctum quickly enough... 

 



Staring straight ahead in near panic they failed to notice the Father Superior dash off 

himself... 

 

Five minutes later they'd climbed upon the Mystical Orb... 

 

...and its inner light began to glow. 

"Yeah?" The Mystical Orb of Lemon Stone inquired as its mental tendrils insinuated 

themselves into the earplug's minds, "Whadda ya want?" 

Well obviously Bolah and Zak went into an immediate praying frenzy. But thirty 

incoherent seconds later this happened... 



 

Zak stopped praying, and screamed. "Bolah," he managed after gulping air for several 

seconds, "the Angelic Laser Sight shineth its gracious light upon you!" 

"Slap me round the chops with a kipper!" Bolah exclaimed with a mixture of horror 

and delight. Then he added: "Hey, look out - it's got you too!" 

 

The monks didn't waste another second or a single breath: their prayers, such as they 

were, had been answered. So they rushed from the scene in tight-lipped silence... 

 



Quickly returning to their apartment by the shortest route possible, Bolah looked out of 

the window whilst Zak 'Threw some things together'... 

 

"If we leave now, we'll never know what it's like inside Blob's Bar." Bolah said 

regretfully as he stared across the darkened street. 

"If we stay, we die. It's as simple as that." Zak replied from inside the closet. "Now how 

many pairs of underpants did you want to take? And what about your motocross body 

armour and badminton crotch guard" 

But Bolah wasn't listening: instead his mind had carried him back to the time when 

Pedro, Flaccidus, Augustus, and Rodney had abandoned the Order of the Holey Vest... 

 

It gave him an idea. So shortly after having stuffed his pockets full of necessities... 



 

...he and Zak visited the artisan whose life had been so famously saved by the departing 

monks when they cured his coma-inducing hyperventilation by sitting upon his face. 

"Come in, boys." He said cheerfully as they told him of their self-doubts regarding their 

vacating the only place they had ever known as home... 

 

Once inside the surprisingly capacious building, the Artisan showed them his new 

amber goo mixing machine... 

 



"You won’t catch me hyperventilating again." He said proudly. "I intend to never take 

up the stirring ladle again. The fumes are extracted directly into the main sewer, by the 

way, so it's perfectly safe for everyone." 

Bolah didn't give a damn about amber goo: he just wanted to learn anything he could 

about the four monks who had escaped previously. 

"Oh, them." The Artisan said almost indifferently. "I get post cards from them every 

week. Look - here's a really big one they had made for me. It's taken from CCTV 

footage from Transfer Conduit Station Seven." 

 

"Yes," The Artisan continued as he showed Bolah and Zak around his workshop, 

"they're great lads. I'm a big fan. Look, I have a framed photo of them on my favourite 

wall..." 

 

"And I bought this poster off the Internet!" 



 

"It was postage-paid, and the vendor threw in four coloured drawing pins too! Anyway, 

they tell me that leaving Lemon Stone was the best thing they ever did. Apparently 

they've started up a small-scale, bespoke munitions factory in the Museum of Future 

Technology. I just wish that I was a younger earplug: I'd follow their lead, and tell my 

amber goo customers to go jump in the lake." 

With their minds almost made up for them, Bolah and Zak bade the Artisan 

farewell  and thanked him for his undoubted help. Then they stood upon the precipitous 

edge of the village and regarded the surrounding mountain sides... 

 

Then they took a contemplative stroll beside the foundry... 



 

...where heavily polluted cooling waters gushed down the hillside and mixed with the 

mountain stream.  It was there that Bolah had the distinct feeling... 

 

...that they were being followed. But he could see no one, and so shrugged it off. 

Then they paused to watch as quarryplugs unearthed iron ore from the mountainside 

using nothing more than picks, shovels, and huge midnight demolition charges... 



 

Looking back at the monastery both earplugs felt some qualms... 

 

Then they turned towards the lure of the outside world... 

 



...before deciding to wait until morning until departing. 

"After all," Zak explained his personal reasoning, "we wouldn't like to lose our footing 

in the dark, and fall down the mountain - would we? We might snag our patella on a 

protruding rock!" 

Unfortunately for Bolah Googlie and Zak Bravado, winter arrived during their last 

night in Lemon Stone. When, at last, daylight returned the mountain retreat was coated 

with a liberal sprinkling of snow - with the promise of more to come... 

 

"Weather: it makes me sick!" Bolah roared with heartfelt indignation at the vagaries of 

nature. "Look at the monastery: doesn't it suddenly look very inviting?" 

Zak looked... 

 

It did indeed, but it reminded him that only the evening previous the Angelic Laser 

Light had fallen upon them both. So very soon... 



 

...they were struggling through drifts so deep that their low slung buttocks dragged, like 

biological anchors, through the ice-cold snow. 

"I think my bottom has turned inside out." Zak wailed as he forced his feet to carry 

him forward. "It’s the only explanation for the numbness I feel in my nether regions." 

But they carried on with their descent... 

 

Eventually  the snow storm slackened, and they could discern landmark boulders... 

 



…though sometimes they looked so alike that the former monks feared that they might 

be walking in circles.  

"You know what they say about walking in circles, don't you, Zak?" Bolah called above 

the mountain winds. "Eventually we'll disappear up our own…" 

It was then that again Bolah felt a prickling sensation - that they were not alone... 

 

But as before he put the thought aside. And then a pallid sun chose that moment to 

shine through the murk... 

 

...and they realised that they were still far above the dusty plain upon which their 

destination - Transfer Conduit Station Seven - stood like a wizened crone. 

"Nats!" Bolah bellowed into the face of the gale. "What we need is a short cut." 

It was at that precise moment that Zak's keen eyes caught sight of a spherical capsule 

that, he believed, normally hung beneath a hot air balloon... 



 

"How the flipping heck did that get here?" He asked rhetorically. 

Bolah was almost overcome with joy. "It must be Sergeant Blob's balloon. I overheard 

his gravelly voice tell a patron that he'd crashed several miles short of Lemon Stone. If 

we can just find the canopy, we could be out of here within the hour!" 

Well as luck would have it the deflated canopy was hidden behind a big rock, from 

which the two desperate former monks dragged it. Then, using the experience of many 

years of professional wind-breaking, they struck flints together to create powerful 

sparks with which they would ignite their out-gassings, and thereby inflate the canopy 

in a series of super-heated farts. And they did it in double-quick time too... 

 

Then, under the cover of darkness, the vast globe ascended into the sky... 



 

...and Zak watched Bolah as he stood in the window to give thanks to the Saint of All 

Earplugs for the bowl of boiled cabbage that they had shared for breakfast... 

 

As their second morning as free earplugs dawned... 

 



...it became clear that the balloon had left the mountains behind, and now drifted upon 

the wind above the Dusty Plain... 

 

Inside the capsule the duo of excited passengers enjoyed the vague monotony with the 

enthusiasm of first-time fliers... 

 

Soon the plain gave way to arable pea-growing land... 

 

Both former monks wondered why the pea farms below appeared to have been 

decimated... 



 

"Beats the heck outta me." Bolah said as he looked down upon the devastation levelled 

upon the principal crop of that region. 

Zak's fertile ears then caught an unusual sound emanating from an area of the capsule 

that they were yet to explore. The subsequent investigation led the youngsters to an 

unusually vast broom cupboard... 

 

...in which someone had attempted to recreate their home... 

 



"Father Superior," Bolah gasped as they dragged the stowaway from the sanctuary of 

broom cupboard... 

 

..."what the flip are you doing here?" 

With the sky as his backdrop, the Father Superior explained... 

 

"I'm sorry," he began, "I set you up. There is no Angelic Laser Light. It was I who 

pointed the Holy Sniper Rifle at you. You see, I needed to escape Lemon Stone before I 

went completely bonkers. Imagine, every day, having to 'interpret' farts. It's soul-

destroying. But I couldn't just resign: the church would have sent agents after me, who 

would have had me gutted and impaled upon a sharp stake. I had to make it look as 

though I'd been abducted. Kidnapped, if-you-will." 

"And held to ransom?" Bolah suggested - perhaps a little avariciously. 

"Oh-no." The Father Superior replied with a shake of his head. "Abducted I'm 

worthless to them. I shall merely be replaced. But if I had fled, they would have made 

an example of me. They're a right bunch of religious loonies, you know. They've always 

scared the plop out of me - pardon my French." 

Bolah was incredulous. "But you had it all." He said. "Wealth, respect, a comfortable 

sanctum, concubines, columbines, porcupines, a shoulder-mounted missile system..." 



"Rodney Bunting is my son." The Father Superior cut through the noise. "He doesn't 

know of course. I have to tell him before one of us dies." 

Both youngsters nodded sagely. "So what do we call you now?" Zak asked. 

"My birth name." The reply came. "Frank Corset. Now hand me a map: we need to set 

course for the Museum of Future Technology!" 

Chapter 5 

Despite all the activity in the Museum of the Future Technology, many of its inhabitants 

felt that life should try to continue as normal as possible. Livings still had to be earned. 

Food still had to be placed upon the dining table. To this end, the recently arrived nun - 

Buttox Barkingwell - had taken a job for which she seemed ideally suited - a masseuse 

in a massage parlour... 

 

With dexterous, but firm, fingers Buttox quickly became the 'go-to-girl' for many of the 

regular customers. But on the day that Frank Corset set course for the museum, Clive - 

Bert (Aquaplug) Frogget's dresser - rolled over on to his back and presented Buttox 

with the sight of an earplug undergoing a myocardial infarction.... 

 

This in itself didn't particularly concern her. She’d had a tiny one of her own whilst 

descaling an atomic furnace several years previous. It was his choice of agonised 

gurgling noises that offended her, and which forced Carmen - late of Las Chicas De La 

Playas - to come to her aid: 



"What's wrong with you, girl? Never seen an earplug croak before? Get a grip for 

heaven's sake - both figuratively and physically. Pummel away merrily upon his chest." 

Deeply embarrassed at her inability to lend aid to a failing earplug, Buttox turned 

away, and tried to hide her shame beneath the cover of the hat that the Cork Gods of 

the Mountains had given her... 

 

But then indignation grew into anger, and as Carmen committed her desperate 

ministrations, that anger got the better of Buttox. 

"How dare he die on me without warning?" 

Then realising that she wore the special hat with which she could influence minds, she 

went straight into a state of deep concentration... 

 

Her frail pink body began to shake, and her hat glowed white. Seconds later Clive 

released a cry of anguish. He leapt to his feet and dashed for the exit, crying... 



 

"By the Saint of All Earplugs - my strength of will is all withered and ashen. From this 

moment on I swear that I will never gratuitously give up the will to live again. I will be 

strong. I will survive!"   

"Oh, Buttox." Carmen yelled above the din. "What a power for good you have there. 

Use it wisely." 

Meanwhile, far away upon the dusty plain that stood at the foot of the mountain range 

upon which Lemon Stone stood proudly... 

 

...hard-working pea farmer, Bucksome Whelk, was greeting the new day even before 

the sun had risen... 

 



He was a hyperactive workaholic, and there was nothing he enjoyed more than getting 

out of bed really early to do a long day's hard labour in the pea fields. He kept a sign in 

his bedroom to remind him that he should never grow lax and become like his idle idols, 

Las Chicas De La Playas, a picture of whom he had pinned to his wall as a constant 

reminder. So no one else was around to see his porch light illuminate... 

 

Neither was there anyone present to see him step out into the pre-dawn... 

 

...in the full expectation of finding his beautiful crop of young pea plants... 

 



But what Bucksome Whelk actually saw, in that dim light, made him stare 

disbelievingly like a startled gazelle caught in the headlight of an approaching trans-

continental locomotive... 

 

...because, laid out in front of him like some terrible manifestation of a tortured mind, 

sat the largest, most humongous, pile of steaming manure that he had ever seen - or ever 

wanted to see... 

 

But if this wasn't enough for the simple-minded pea farmer, the situation grew rapidly 

worse. As he finally circumnavigated the immense turd, Bucksome discovered... 

 

...that his pea seedlings had been swept away by some unimaginable force. 

His work gang rushed from their quarters when they heard his scream of horror... 



 

They watched in disbelief as their employer stood so still among the ruination that he 

appeared to have been petrified... 

 

For Bucksome it became horror heaped upon horror as the lightening sky revealed 

that... 

 



...the entire crop had simply ceased to exist. Or, to be more precise, it had been 

transformed into excrement and deposited on the lawn of his farm-house. 

"Right, that's it." He said as a grim determination swelled within his chest... 

 

..."I'm gonna talk to the guys about this." 

So, after Bucksome had returned to the farm buildings... 

 

...his staff were expecting to hear that their services were no longer required, and that 

they could return to the bosom of their families in the former communist states from 

whence they had come to the dusty plain. They even conjectured upon the size of the 

severance cheque. But they were to be disappointed... 

 



"Right then." Bucksome said. "I want you to re-plant with seeds from the store. I 

intend to learn the identity of the miscreant who had attempted to destroy my life's 

work. I'll be back when I'm back. Now get to work." 

With that he strode off across the newly barren landscape... 

 

...and straight to the local jail... 

 

...where he discovered the recently seconded Police Constable Salisbury Wilts standing 

inside his armoured station desk... 

 



After telling Salisbury about his problem with ultra-vandals and agricultural terrorists, 

Bucksome found himself being taken to visit one of the cells... 

 

"These little bleeders look familiar?" The Police Constable inquired. 

Bucksome shook his head: he'd never seen the plugmutts before in his life. He said as 

much. So Salisbury opened the cell door... 

 

"I'm surprised." He said. "Because when my deputies apprehended these two they were 

found to be bloated, semi-conscious, their molars were filled with crushed pea stems, 

and their rear ends were red-raw from excessive plop-making." 

Bucksome nodded his understanding. "What are your names?" He asked the 

plugmutts. Neither could remember. 

"They've both been microchipped." Salisbury informed him. "They are both registered 

to a certain Don Quibonki. Do you recognise the name?" 



"Never heard of him." Bucksome snarled. "But he's gonna hear about me. I'm gonna 

take something and shove it up his right nostril. And then I’m gonna shove something 

else up his left nostril. I wonder where he lives." 

"Gone." The large white plugmutt known as Gargantua said. 

"To Museum of Future Techno-something." Tepid added. 

"Yeah." Gargantua spoke again. "After he tell us to crush and eat all peas 

everywhere." 

"He no like peas." The small red plugmutt explained. "Keep him awake at night. Oh - 

maybe we should not mention psychological condition. Oh well - too late to worry about 

that. We go now?" 

Approximately two seconds later... 

 

Upon leaving the police station, Bucksome went straight to Transfer Conduit Station 

Seven... 

 

...where he checked upon the destination of one certain Don Quibonki, and then bought 

a ticket to the same place for himself... 



 

Although he had to use the Automatic Vendor because the ticket dispenser, Frenchie 

Corhampton, had (only two days earlier) put on her outdoors hat and abandoned the 

ticket office to begin her quest to stalk the same Don Quibonki that Bucksome now 

sought. 

The journey along the transfer conduit was uneventful, but when Bucksome arrived at 

the Museum of Future Technology he discovered that a strange form of force field had 

been erected across the entrance... 

 

Naturally he hammered upon it ineffectively for several minutes - calling out angrily in 

his local dialect. Eventually a light flicked on above the entrance... 



 

A voice emanated from it: "Are you stupid or something?" It said. 

Bucksome was about to answer in the negative - stating in his defence that he was a pea 

farmer who didn't know that force fields were impenetrable, when the voice added: 

"Sod off, and don't come back." 

Defeated at the first challenge, Bucksome Whelk wandered along the outer wall of the 

museum, a look of blank dejection upon his long face... 

 

It was there that his sensitive pea farmer's nose detected the passage of earlier earplugs 

who had been shunned by the museum's cybernetic security system. So, more in 

desperation than hope, he followed the aromatic trail. Soon he stumbled upon an open 

service access panel. With light provided by the moon shining over his shoulder, he 

entered... 

 



Once inside he found a service access hatch. It contained a ladder that led in only one 

direction... 

 

Clambering down the rusty rungs, Bucksome found himself at a sewage outlet... 

 

But an adjoining side tunnel... 

 



...took him to a frighteningly precipitous walkway, which required all his strength of 

will and intense desire for revenge to cross... 

 

That, in turn, led him to a plate-glass window that looked over an abandoned 

subterranean hover pad park... 

 

Entering via a small pedestrian door, Bucksome was accosted by none other than 

former Running Back - Dan Down'n'out - and the Stenchlinger siblings, Horst and 

Greta... 



 

"For a way into the museum, you must be looking." Horst both stated and inquired at 

the same time in his strange back-to-front way of talking. 

"Ja, to be sure." Greta added with a smile. "Give me a kiss, and the way I shall be 

showing you." 

Greta may have been an ugly old bag lady, but Bucksome was a lonely old pea farmer. 

He would have acquiesced happily to far greater demands from the ageing female 

earplug. 

"Yeah, okay." He said, and did the job there and then. He then prepared himself for the 

information. 

"The service elevator." Dan said - respect for Bucksome evident in every syllable. He 

indicated an open deck elevator that was attached to a lifting system hidden inside the 

wall. "There it is." He said. "But hold on to your breakfast: this thing accelerates like 

the wind." 

Seconds later... 

 



...Bucksome also noted that the elevator decelerated like the wind too. Or more 

accurately it decelerated like an anchor... 

 

His sinuous pea farmer's body recovering quickly, Bucksome moved on to an 'Up' 

ramp. 

 

At the head of the ramp he peered through an interior window... 

 



And what he saw appalled him. Much of the interior had been transformed into a 

metallic travesty. One particular area that had, so far, avoided transformation, 

contained three zombies who were looking into a hole that had obviously been formed 

by a meteor crashing to earth. With no other recourse open to him, Bucksome went to 

speak with them... 

 

But as he approached, Mary spotted him... 

 

"Argh!" She would have yelled - had she any air in her partially-decomposed lungs. 

"Stay back." Raj croaked his warning. "This place is lethal!" 

Bucksome paused mid-stride. "Hang on," he said suspiciously, "if it's lethal, how come 

you're not dead?" 

"We are." Kevin replied upon Raj's behalf after his co-zombie's throat imploded. 

"We're zombies: we've been dead for years." 

Bucksome had never encountered zombies before. He'd always thought that they were 

the figments of twisted writer's imaginations. And he'd sat alone in the dark watching 



late night horror films so many times that he knew, for certain, that zombies were really 

scary. 

Mary must have noticed Bucksome's transparent thoughts as they marched across his 

face, producing a wide array of expressions. She knew that she must act quickly, or the 

country-bumpkin newcomer was doomed to die horribly - and permanently. 

"Yeah," she lied with a sneering whisper, "we'll bite you, and turn you into a zombie 

too!" 

This was all the impetus Bucksome required to turn and flee... 

 

As he ran from the scene he called over his shoulder: "I don't suppose any of you know 

where I can find a total arse named Don Quibonki, do you?" 

All three zombies knew exactly where Don Quibonki was staying: unfortunately none of 

them had sufficient breath to call back to the rapidly retreating earplug. 

"Never mind." Kevin said as he turned back to examining the meteor strike, "I'm sure 

he'll come across him eventually." 

Chapter 6 

Unbeknownst to anyone but themselves, Rudi, Valentine, Yu-Wah, and Wah-Hey 

had quickly become bored and disillusioned upon the desert island, and had returned to 

the museum only thirty seconds before the shutters went up. They had gone 

immediately to their shared quarters, where they binged on countless National Sodball 

Games on Rudi's Personal Video Recorder, and devoured an entire larder of custard 



tarts. As a consequence of the latter, it was an entire day before they emerged into the 

open air.  There they were met by Angel with a Huge Nose... 

 

...who told them the sad tale of the museum's current situation... 

 

"No problem, Angel," Valentine replied confidently, "two of the Earplug Brothers are 

on the case." 

So it was with a glad heart that Angel watched them depart... 



 

"Val," Rudi said once they were out of sight, "Me and Yu-Wah will go find 

Magnuss. You and Wah-Hey can think of something wonderful we can do meantime." 

Well what Val and Wah-Hey dreamed up was utterly logical and inspired in every 

possible way. They reasoned that if Mister Zinc utilised the power of technology to 

achieve his aims, they would use anti-technology against him. 

"What's the most non-technological thing in the museum?" Val asked Wah-Hey 

rhetorically.  

"The toilets?" She replied unnecessarily. 

"Nature Beast." Val answered his own question. "Do you remember how his non-

technological belligerence allowed him to push his way through the force field that 

barred our way in the Future Museum of Mars?" 

Wah-Hey understood in a nanosecond. Two minutes later they met with the artificially-

created life-form outside his meagre quarters... 

 



Without a thought, the ghastly being responded: "What you want Nature Beast to do?"  

"Alone I doubt that there's much you can do." Val replied. 

"But," Wah-Hey broke in, "we believe that when the museum’s Avatar created you to 

protect it, she also created several duplicates that weren't quite so...er...excellent." 

"Nature Beast have brothers?" The pug-ugly monstrosity cried out in surprise. 

"Yes," Valentine replied as they stepped into Nature Beast's front room... 

 

..."And I think that with some telepathic training from me, you'll soon be capable of 

calling them to you." 

Twenty minutes later, with his training complete, Nature Beast ventured back on to the 

pavement... 

 

"Nature Beast send message now." Nature Beast said. 



Valentine agreed, and before long, deep in a subterranean cave far beneath the lowest 

level of the museum, an ugly earplug-being thought that it heard a summons... 

 

"Ugh?" It grunted. Then, without a moment's hesitation, it rushed to tell other rejected 

genetically-engineered cast-offs from a scientific project that had culminated with the 

creation of Nature Beast, of its moment of revelation and enlightenment... 

 

"Cor blimey!" One of them exclaimed.  

Another shouted: "What we do now?" 

"Find Nature Beast." Another suggested. 

They took this up as a mantra. "Find Nature Beast. Find Nature Beast." 



The swamp monsters continued in this manner as the trundled through tunnels and 

scampered along dried up water ways... 

 

In fact they got themselves so worked up into an emotional lather that they decided to 

chew their way to the surface... 

 

Soon all seven magnificent abominations stood in the good clean air of the Museum of 

Future Technology... 

 

 



Their arrival entertained some refugees fleeing Zincification. 

 

The recently arrived black end cap and his plugmutt considered writing a curt letter of 

complaint to the curators. 

 

And a patrolling RoboSecGua attempted to intercept the rudimentary earplugs... 

 

...but being one of the more liberal-minded 'poufy pink' variety, all it could realistically 

do was blow raspberries at them with its vast olfactory array - or 'nose' as it was more 

commonly known. 

As Nature Beast's compatriots made their clumsy way along the main thoroughfare, 

Vanilla Redbush thought that she might have some potential new customers on her 

hands... 



 

…but being simple-minded creatures that had lived brief, and very sheltered, lives 

below ground that had no idea that underpants occasionally required cleaning, and so 

passed on an offer that they didn't recognise - very impolitely. Offended beyond 

professional endurance, Vanilla called (what survived of) the security forces to 'sort 

them out', and very quickly a pair of butch RoboSecGuas arrived to escort them to 

their destination... 

 

Arriving at Nature Beast's apartment, the strange being quickly bundled them into his 

sitting room... 

 

...inside which he explained the situation to them in as many monosyllables as he could 

think of... 



 

And he ended it with a heartfelt plea... 

 

"You vile genetic foul-ups help Nature Beast save museum. Please!" 

The End 
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