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Prologue 

When Mister Zinc's third (and final) attempt to take control of the Museum of Future 

Technology was thwarted by the unified resistance of the aforementioned museum's 

workforce and visitors... 

 

...the would-be despot allowed himself to be taken into the care of former Father 

Superior of the Order of the Holey Vest, Frank Corset... 

 

...who made the suggestion that Zinc replace him at the order's monastery in the 

mountain village of Lemon Stone... 



 

Naturally Zinc jumped at the chance; and before long Zinc, Corset - along with two 

monks, Bolah Googly and Zak Bravado, and the arms-dealing nun, Buttox Barkingwell 

in tow - found themselves en route to that distant place. Unfortunately it had begun 

snowing... 

 

Worse still, night had fallen before their destination came into sight... 



 

"Is it alright if I change my mind?" Zinc inquired of the former leader of monks. "It's 

just that I forgot to put on my thermal underpants." 

But Frank didn't hear him above the crunching sound of feet in deepening snow. In any 

case, all his attention was centred upon the dangerous route ahead. 

"Nearly there." He said - not for the first time - as he forged ahead into a storm that 

was almost certainly about to claim them as its first victims of winter... 

 

But this time Frank was right: for only moments later the snow cleared sufficiently for 

them all to spot the monastery ahead of them... 



 

"Excellent." Zinc said with satisfaction. "A most impressive edifice. I can't wait to 

assume control, and bend everyone within its hallowed walls to my will. 

Chapter One 

Neither Frank, Zak, Bolah nor Buttox really wanted to be back in Lemon Stone, 

particularly because all of them had fled the establishment for a variety of reasons. So it 

was under the cover of darkness that Frank led Mister Zinc to the Farting Frog 

religious icon... 

 

Whilst he explained Zinc's new duties as the Father Superior, whereby he must first 

kiss the frog's foot, Zak and Bolah stood by and shuddered at the recollection of their 

task in the Order... 



 

And it was a dreadful task... 

 

...breaking wind into a vast sound amplifier that simulated the spoken word of the huge 

icon, with which the Father Superior would influence his followers. 

"Great." Zinc grunted in the growing light of dawn... 

 

..."That little act means that I'm the boss, does it? Do I get a scroll, sceptre, diploma, or 

something to prove that I'm fit for office?" 



"No." Frank replied. "I rubber stamp your backside. If anyone questions your right to 

rule, just drop your trousers and show them your bum." 

He then handed Zinc the keys to his apartments, his wardrobe of regal finery, and the 

holy Biscuit Barrel. He then departed promptly - with Zak, Bolah, and Buttox in close 

attendance... 

 

"Hey, Frank," Zak cried out as they crossed a frosty field that had recently been 

ploughed, "why have you brought us to the agricultural region of Lemon Stone?" 

"I contacted the Land Registry Office whilst we were in the Museum of Future 

Technology." The former monk-boss explained. "I've bought this place. It comes with a 

farm-house and seventeen hectares of mountainside terracing. I'm gonna become a pea 

farmer! Mountain peas, that is. And the great thing is, transporting them to the 

distribution centre on the plain below it gonna be so cheap and easy: I'll just roll my 

wheelbarrow down the mountain, then pull it back up with a rope." 

 

It was a fool-proof plan, and whilst Frank dreamed of how green and lush his land 

might look in the springtime, Bolah suggested that they leave before their former leader 



conscripted them into his employment again. But as they slipped away, a vicious squall 

blew in... 

 

Within seconds the temperature dropped, and the ground beneath the pink earplug's 

feet became slippery and hazardous. 

 

"Ooh-er." Buttox complained. "Mister Zinc wasn't the only traveller to omit packing 

his woolly underwear." 



 

"Me too." Bolah squeaked as the snow thickened. "But we can't go back: we'll be 

arrested. We have to find cover further down the mountain. Who knows, maybe we'll 

find an abandoned shack or something quite similar." 

But despite Bolah's best intentions they didn't... 

 

Being male, both Zak and Bolah were naturally more hairy than poor little Buttox, and 

were therefore slightly more resistant to the cold. Whilst they were able to press ahead, 

she began to fall behind... 



 

In fact she fell so far behind... 

 

...that she lost sight of her colleagues. 

"Oh bum." She said through chattering teeth. "I'm done for now." 



Fortunately Buttox didn't have to suffer long before succumbing to the cold, and dying 

on her feet. Instead she stumbled upon an unexpected hatchway in the mountainside... 

 

"What an unexpected hatchway." She said in surprise. "And in the mountainside too!" 

Stepping forward for a closer view, Buttox was accidentally snagged on the thigh by an 

ice-cold suspender belt hook that she'd forgotten to attach to her winter stockings. 

Startled, she tumbled forward into the open hatch...   

 

"Oh flip." She cried as she fell from view. "I hope the landing is soft." 

As chance would have it, the landing was far from soft. In fact she found herself in a 

tunnel of ice... 



 

"Hmmm," Buttox said as she rubbed her knees and looked both ways along the tunnel. 

"Spectacular. Now, in which direction should I proceed?" 

Naturally, being an intelligent female who had worked for the Punting-Modesty 

Munitions and War Machine Company, she chose to march straight ahead. 

Meanwhile the two ex-monks had back-tracked... 

 

"Look," Zak urged Bolah to look down into the open hatch, "it's an ice tunnel. And 

Buttox's footprints lead right to it. Also regard the knee prints in the ice below." 



The natural reaction of any malcontent monk would have been to kneel and pray for 

guidance from whichever deity said malcontent monk had believed in. But Bolah and 

Zak had visited the Museum of Future Technology... 

 

They'd seen life outside the stupid monastery.  "After you." Bolah said politely. 

A split second later... 

 

"Ah, shucks." Bolah complained. "We've no idea which direction Buttox took." 

"We could split up." Zak suggested. 

The diminutive former monk was aghast. "Split up?" He roared his indignation. 

"Never! We're a team, we are. We fled the Order as one: we remain as one. Think of 

something else." 

"Well," Zak began after several nanosecond's thought, "we could put our old skills to 

good use one more time." 

Bolah understood instantaneously. "Of course." He yelled his delight. "We produce an 

enormous gaseous cloud, and then follow in whichever direction the breeze carries it." 



"Almost right." Zak replied. "Only the bit about following the cloud is wrong. 

Unfortunately I'm feeling chock full of pong particles right now: I really don't think we 

should remain in their vicinity any longer than absolutely necessary." 

Bolah saw the logic in Zak's words, and moments later... 

 

...a double-barrelled geyser of stench escaped from deep within their trousers. 

"Hmm" Bolah said with satisfaction, "that should warm the air up a bit too. Watch out 

for sudden condensation. Now let's walk in the opposite direction." 

Further along the tunnel... 

 

...Buttox was too engrossed in the beauty of some ice crystals to notice the eruption 

behind her. And as she carried on her way in ignorance, her two would-be saviours 

were... 



 

...running the other way. But as they did so, Buttox... 

 

...thought she'd spotted an exit. And she wasn't wrong... 

 



But it was so bitterly cold out in the wind that she gladly lowered herself back into the 

tunnel... 

 

"Actually it's almost cosy down here." She said to cheer herself up. "You never know, 

Buttox - you might discover something wonderful." 

Further along the tunnel, in the opposite direction, Zak and Bolah discovered an 

abandoned Maintenance Vehicle... 

 

"If only it still worked." Bolah said with a sigh. "It could save hours of endless 

wandering." 

"I remember reading a spec sheet for this particular machine." Zak replied in an up-

beat manner. "It isn't battery powered: it has its own mini Nul-Space Power generator. 

It's called the Punting-Modesty RS200 Maintenance Sled. As long as it isn't actually 

broken or frozen solid, it should operate normally." 

"Golly." Bolah gushed with a smile in his voice. "My feet are killing me; let's give it a 

try." 



Meanwhile Buttox was beginning to think that she may have made a bad mistake. The 

tunnel appeared to stretch into infinity, and she wondered if she would survive the 

journey to the end of it. 

 

Also meanwhile, Zak and Bolah had eased themselves into the RS200... 

 

"Drop the hood and press the 'Go' button." Zak instructed his monkish chum. 

Trusting in the build quality of the Punting-Modesty machine, Bolah did as he was bid. 

Unfortunately the throttle had been frozen in the open position... 



 

...and the vehicle slewed wildly under acceleration. Fighting the steering stick, both 

former monks managed to wrestle the machine into a reasonably straight line... 

 

At the same time, Buttox had spotted something that eased her concerns by at least 

eighty-five per cent... 

 

She might survive after all. 



 

Whilst Buttox's heart soared with hope, Zak and Bolah were more concerned with their 

potential demise... 

 

Screaming incoherently in fear, the earplug duo fought desperately to keep the RS200 

bottom side down. Fortunately Zak had an idea, and soon his excited babbling managed 

to filter through Bolah's own panic. 

"It might be a dodgy cruise control causing the problem: try flooring the throttle." 

Unable to author a counter-argument, or think of a better idea, Bolah did just that. A 

split second later... 

 

...power coursed through the advanced maintenance sled. As the speed increased 

abruptly, so the steering straightened itself out. 

"Zak," Bolah yelled above the roar of the thrusters, "that was a brilliant idea. If we 

weren't both male earplugs, I'd kiss you." 

"Where?" Zak inquired as he felt himself pressed into the co-pilot’s seat by the G-

forces of extreme acceleration. 



"What do you mean?" Bolah asked in turn as he dragged his eyes from the tunnel 

ahead and threw a quick glance at Zak. 

"Where would you kiss me?" The reply came. 

Bolah had to think about that. Eventually he replied: 

"Behind a convenient bicycle shed, I suppose."   

"No: on my body, Stupid." Zak replied gruffly. 

"Oh, that's easy." Bolah replied with a relieved sigh. "It would have to be on your 

bottom." 

Zak nodded. "What about if I was a girl?" 

Bolah was surprised at the question. "Well, the same, obviously." 

Zak continued to nod. "When, eventually, we go looking for girlfriends - is it alright if 

we do it separately: I think you've been reading the wrong manuals." 

Increasingly farther away with every passing second, Buttox was delighted to discover 

'her' end of the ice tunnel... 

 

The air remained freezing cold, and the floor, roof, and walls were still coated in a thick 

coating of frost; but Buttox felt certain that the worst was now behind her. 

Not so Zak and Bolah... 



 

...whose purloined transport continued to blast at full throttle. 

"I don't understand." A mystified Bolah said to his friend. "What's wrong with kissing 

people on the botty? Didn't our Father Superior often say, 'Boys, you can kiss my ass' 

when we asked him for things to make our lives more bearable." 

"True, he did." Zak seemed to agree. "But he never actually dropped his trousers, did 

he?" 

Bolah shook his head sadly. "No." He replied. "And he didn't give us anything to make 

our lives more bearable either." 

"Didn't he?" Zak asked metaphorically, and not a little philosophically. "Didn't he give 

us our freedom?" 

Bolah would have replied; but he was too busy trying to find the Engine Shut-Down 

Sequence on the futuristic dashboard... 

 



…because he had the distinct feeling that they were approaching the tunnel terminus, 

and the motor continued to run at one hundred per cent efficiency. 

As Buttox proceeded further into the edifice that she'd found at the end of the ice 

tunnel... 

 

...it occurred to her that whatever the building was used for, it retained a modicum of 

energy within its circuitry - at least enough to run emergency lighting. And it was this 

same minimal energy that saved Zak and Bolah. As the maintenance sled approached 

the opposite end of the tunnel, sensors in the tunnel wall detected the vehicle's speed, 

and automatically sent a message to the on-board engine management system, 

instructing it to shut down. So they slid nonchalantly into the terminus... 

 

High above the mysterious, and hitherto unsuspected, facility beneath the mountain ice, 

midday had arrived at the monastery. Unfortunately so had a plague of locusts... 



 

Fortunately their visit was fleeting. So five minutes later... 

 

...two gardening monks invited themselves into the private quadrangle of their new 

Father Superior. 

"You're rubbish, you are." One of them said to Mister Zinc as he and his android 

girlfriend, Blue, stepped into the winter sunshine. "Our old Father Superior would 

never have allowed a plague of locusts to decimate Lemon Stone's botanical gardens." 

"Yeah, bum face." The second gardener added. "Have you considered writing a letter 

of resignation, or maybe letting us kick you right up your rear end?" 

Blue was cybernetically shocked. She stepped forward to explain to the disgruntled 

monks that no Father Superior could hope to turn aside a swarm of locusts, and that the 

event was one of those once-in-a-lifetime sort of things. But before she could engage her 

oral capacity, Zinc spoke: 



"Sod off, you little pink gits. If you don't apologize this second I'll have you both trussed 

up like bags of porridge oats, and thrown in the river. Get the picture?" 

Meanwhile Zak and Bolah had staggered from the maintenance sled... 

 

...and slipped and slithered across the slick icy floor. From there they slipped unseen 

into an apparently deserted facility... 

 

"I dunno," Zak said as his eyes adjusted to the cool blue lighting and took in the 

features about them, "but this place seems vaguely familiar." 

"I know what you mean." Bolah replied. "It's like we've been here before." 

Buttox had much the same sensation at the opposite end of the tunnel... 



 

"How peculiar." Her voice echoed down deserted corridors. "It's almost as though I 

know my way around. Why, I do believe that just around this corner..." 

 

But Buttox didn't complete her line. She was struck dumb by shock. She'd known, for 

certain that the next corridor would be mirrored. She remembered how she'd once 

looked at her twisted reflection in it, and had been surprised by the size of her nose. 

Bolah and Zak were slightly less successful... 



 

"Zak," Bolah squealed. "This cold is having a detrimental effect upon my bulging 

bladder. Quickly, locate a lavatory: I wanna have a wee!"   

At the head of a gorge that led from a distant valley to the mountain top village of 

Lemon Stone a cold and lonely sentinel post stood... 

 

Built from poorly poured concrete and natural stone, the building was a miserable place 

for a monk to be sequestered. At any given time it was manned by four monks - each 

with the duty of spotting travellers and, either chasing them off with cudgels and pikes, 

or welcoming them to Lemon Stone and issuing them an expensive temporary 

passport... 



 

Often their task was made more difficult by low cloud or obscuring mist... 

 

Because their pay and working conditions were so atrocious, they were forced to take in 

washing... 

 



...where the hot water would warm their chilly outpost... 

 

and the soapy bubbles would entertain the monks - slightly. If ever there were 

disgruntled monks in the Order of the Holey Vest, the occupants of the sentinel post 

were the most disgruntled. And when the washing work ran out, or the water pipes 

froze... 

 

...their destitution and desolation was such that even the morning sunlight couldn't 

cheer them up. Their names were Brother Dilbert Chunder, Brother Gilman Imp, 

Brother Hugo Bernstoast, and Brother Austin Quango. Brother Dilbert and Brother 

Gilman were particularly cheesed-off because it was their task to fetch the groceries 

from the distant village every day... 



 

"I don't think I can take much more of this." Dilbert complained that particular 

morning. "And how I'd love to have a proper toilet too, instead of that hole in the floor 

that leads to the gorge wall, where our effluent cascades down to the valley floor in an 

exaltation of filth." 

"And soft tissue paper." Gilman added as he followed Dilbert from the building. 

They said nothing more until they'd reached a high point on the mountain trail... 

 

...where Dilbert said: "I don't like heights either: they make my eyes boggle." 

But despite their displeasure, Dilbert and Gilman continued along the trail... 



 

...because it took them to the mushroom-shaped shopping mall in Lemon Stone... 

 



From there they visited their most precious religious icon - the Farting Frog... 

 

...where they did a bit of kneeling, grovelling, and praying. Later they visited their cave 

for a wash and brush up in their own bathroom... 

 

...and a change of underwear. 

Whilst Dilbert and Gilman were luxuriating in hot water and freshly pressed caks, 

Hugo and Austin faced another snow squall... 



 

Hugo grew angry. "Why is it that Dilbert and Gilman always get to visit the shopping 

mall and the cave dwelling? Why can't we get the groceries sometimes?" 

"Because," Austin replied, "you're a lazy bleeder who gets out of breath at the mere 

thought of physical labour. If Dilbert and Gilman didn't go, we'd starve to death by 

mid-afternoon. Anyway, you know they’ll bring you a change of underpants: I don’t 

know why you complain so much" 

Hugo 'harrumphed' at this. "Yeah, well," he grumbled, "at least they'll get caught in 

the snow storm on the way back, so there is some justice." 

And he wasn't wrong... 

 



Worse still, the storm cooled the air so much that ice formed on the sentinel post's outer 

surface... 

 

...and snow partially blocked the only door. So Austin turned on the searchlight to help 

his fellow monks retrace their steps, which was just as well because Dilbert and Gilman 

were becoming disoriented by the changing climatic conditions... 

 

But eventually the two missing monks made it back, and as the four monks huddled 

together to watch the worsening storm... 

 



...they wondered if it were possible for earplugs to be any colder than they were at that 

precise moment - and still draw breath. Well, little did they know, but there was... 

 

The emergency lighting may well have worked perfectly inside the mysterious edifice 

beneath the ice, but of any heating elements there was no sign whatsoever. Zak and 

Bolah's teeth chattered: their knees knocked: and their buttocks froze together so 

firmly that they couldn't even release some warming gas into the air, into which they 

might thrust their fridged bodies. 

Buttox wasn't doing any better, as she began to wander aimlessly along mirrored 

corridors that confused and befuddled her... 

 

But just as Zak and Bolah began to think that the corridors in their particular portion 

of the vast emporium actually stretched into infinity... 

 



...they stepped through an opening - and discovered... 

 

...a vast open plain. 

"More ice." Zak complained. "Just what we need." 

But Bolah was considerably less pessimistic. "I don't know so much." He said. "This 

could be a good sign." 

And Bolah wasn't entirely wrong. Before long they discovered a walkway that was 

remarkably free of ice... 

 

Although both earplugs were initially pleased to be walking on (what was obviously) a 

very futuristic material that defied description and was beyond their simple 

understanding; very quickly they became bored with the monotonous view. 



"Flipping heck," Zak complained, "this feels like a bloody treadmill. It's like we're 

walking, but getting nowhere." 

By remarkable coincidence, Buttox found herself in exactly the same situation... 

 

But being fundamentally optimistic, the sheer distance involved with walking upon the 

luxurious material worried her not one jot. 

"Yippie," she said through cracked lips, "no nasty frostbite on my tootsies." 

Naturally the pathway wasn't endless, and after a while the two former monks slipped 

into another region of the vast, mysterious edifice... 

 

"You know, Zak," Bolah said as they entered, "If I didn't know better, I'd say that vast 

expanse of ice we just covered could almost be..." 



But he said no more, because just around an intersection they discovered... 

 

"A futuristic urinal?" Zak squeaked in a high voice. "How can that be?" 

It took a few moments for Bolah to find his voice. "There are only two places in which 

we would discover a futuristic urinal such as this. One of them is the future: the other 

is..." 

"The Museum of Future Technology!" Zak blurted rudely. "But...but..." 

"But how can this be the Museum of Future Technology?" Bolah asked Zak's question 

for him. "When it's alive and well in Britain? This can't be the museum: it must be a 

replica. The only question is - why would anyone recreate such a huge building on the 

side of a nondescript mountain in the middle of pea-farming country?" 

"The cost would be astronomical." Zak managed. "Do you think that urinal works? It 

looks awfully inviting." 

Buttox, meanwhile, had found the end of her section of pathway. Now she stood at a 

panoramic window and watched the moon illuminate the settled snow outside... 

 



Having relieved themselves, Zak and Bolah moved on. They weren't amazed to discover 

other pieces of equipment that belonged in the Museum of Future Technology... 

 

"If only we had a dead android." Bolah said. "We could see if this is the real thing or 

not." 

But Buttox was less questioning. She knew exactly where she was - even if it made no 

sense at all. Numbed both physically and mentally, the young former nun awaited the 

coming dawn... 

 

"I'm so alone." She whimpered. "I wish I had somebody who could explain this 

conundrum to me - and perhaps offer me the use of their warm, cosy coat, and maybe a 

hot water bottle. Oh, and some pop-socks. Pea soup would be nice too. And, of course, a 

microwave oven to warm it up." 

Chapter Two 

Higher up the mountain, perched at the entrance of the gorge that led to Lemon Stone, 

Hugo Bernstoast and Austin Quango stood at the window of the sentinel post... 



 

The snow of earlier had thawed, and the temperature had risen to something 

approaching double figures. But Hugo was smarting... 

 

"The old Father Superior landed us with this lousy stinking job," He said to Austin, 

who was staring off into the distance, with his brain disengaged. "How say you that we 

go talk to the new Father Superior, and demand a new position in the monastery?" 

Naturally he had to ask the question three times more before Austin dragged himself 

back into the moment with great reluctance. 

"It's a long walk." Austin replied. "Are you sure you're up for an extended act of 

physical activity?" 

Surprisingly - at least for Austin - Hugo was only too keen to make the journey from the 

sentinel post to the monastery. So, a while later, Hugo and Austin found themselves 

ushered into Mister Zinc's personal quadrangle, where he stood reading dirty books 

and taking the air with Blue... 



 

Hugo could have been diplomatic. He could have scraped and pleaded. He could have 

been polite. Unfortunately his feet hurt like hell; he was exhausted; and he badly needed 

to visit the loo. So instead he said: Look, Father Whatever-Your-Name-Is, we've had 

enough poncing around looking for travellers and fleecing them. We want a decent job 

working indoors in relative warmth and comfort. And if we don't get it, Austin here is 

gonna knock that stupid hat right off your ugly head, and stick it in your girlfriend's 

ear!"     

Meanwhile, lonely little Buttox had grown desperate; and this desperation brought 

forth a brilliant idea:  

"I know that the museum's existence here defies logic on at least seventeen different 

levels of common sense; but I know, for absolute certain, that this is the real Museum of 

Future Technology. I also know that there's only one group of people who could begin 

to make sense of this unbelievable situation - and perhaps rectify it; and those people 

are the Earplug Brothers." 

So without further ado she placed the magic telepathic hat (that the cork gods had given 

her) upon her dainty head... 

 



...and concentrated her mind upon the distant male earplugs... 

 

Also meanwhile, Dilbert and Gilman had returned to the sentinel post - to find the 

washing tub empty, and the floor still wet... 

 

"Where could Hugo and Austin be?" Dilbert asked. 

 

Looking out through the window - more in desperation than hope - they called their 

fellow monk's names, and heard their echoes mock them. 

If they had known the truth, they probably wouldn't have bothered... 



 

"Come away from the door, Hugo." Austin spoke from the darkness of their dungeon 

cell. "Dinner will arrive when dinner arrives; there’s no point in fretting" 

Whilst Brother Hugo and Brother Austin took the time to reflect upon their 

impetuosity, far away in the Museum of Future Technology, the four young out-of-

towners - Crudlove Twang, Fulham Peach, Fledgling McCormack, and Spodney 

Gridlock, had become friends, and now played on-line games together in Bazookas - one 

of the futuristic entertainment rooms... 

 

And it was probably because their juvenile minds were engaged in what was basically a 

mindless activity that they received the telepathic summons from the far away Buttox. 

A half-hour later, with their wallets lightened considerably by the exorbitant price of a 

Transfer Conduit ticket, the foursome arrived in pea-farming country... 



 

"Ooh," Spodney said nervously, "I aint never been farther from home than the next 

town. Have we travelled a really long way?" 

"It's hard to tell with Transfer Conduits." Fulham replied. "There's no sense of 

distance or passage of time." 

"Where do we go now?" Fledgling asked Crudlove. 

Crudlove looked around for inspiration... 

 

"Well," she answered, "I suppose we'd better follow the instinct that brought us here. I 

feel an increase in altitude is required." 

Five minutes later... 



 

...they'd hired a hot air balloon, and now trusted their luck to the prevailing wind. 

Once airborne, Fledgling's regretted Crudlove's requirement for greater altitude, and 

he refused to look out of the window... 

 

So he never witnessed the sight of endless pea-farming country spread out beneath 

him... 



 

And he continued in this manner whilst feeling decidedly air-sick... 

 

...until the balloon ditched in the snow-covered mountains... 

 



Once they'd recovered their wits, rubbed their bruised knees, and slipped on some fur-

lined underpants, Crudlove, Fledgling, Fulham, and Spodney stepped out into the 

storm... 

 

Sadly they weren't overly pleased with anything they found there. And when darkness 

fell... 

 

...they began to wonder why they'd followed their youthful impulses. But when morning 

arrived, they were greeted with a sight... 

 



...that gave them hope. The incessant winds had blown away much of the drifting snow - 

to reveal... 

 

...the surface features of the vast edifice that Buttox had found hidden beneath the ice. 

"Ugh?" Said Spodney, as the four young earplugs stumbled forward. "That looks 

like..." 

 

"The Museum of Future Technology!" Crudlove shrieked so loudly that it drowned out 

the keening wind." 

"But that's impossible." Fledgling stammered through chattering teeth. "We just left it 

an hour or so ago." 

"We have to go there." Fulham squealed. "Before we freeze our butts off!" 

But as they approached an inviting annex that stood relatively nearby... 



 

...the younger couple's resilience gave out, and the cold shut their brains down so 

quickly that they both lay down to sleep.  

The situation was grim. It was clear to Spodney and Fledgling that if Crudlove and 

Fulham didn't revive quickly, it was likely that they never would. So they did something 

that neither of them would have thought themselves capable of only five minutes earlier. 

They kicked the youngsters right up the bum with their heavy hiking boots. So, only a 

handful of minutes later... 

 



...the startled young earplugs staggered behind Spodney and Fledgling to the outer wall 

of the annex. Feeling their way along through the dense snow, they discovered a service 

door... 

 

Having pressed the brightly painted door bell, they were surprised to find that the door 

opened for them. Stepping inside... 

 

...they were glad to be out of the wind, but slightly disturbed by the cool blue lighting. 

"Creepy." Crudlove opined. 

"Could have been worse." Fledgling responded. "It could have been purple." 

"Or black." Crudlove observed. "This place has some power - albeit feeble and 

pathetic. How weird is that?" 

But no one had the opportunity to respond because, echoing down a corridor, came: 

"Cooie, is that the wonderful Earplug Brothers come to save me?" 



Moments later Buttox breezed into the foyer... 

 

Initially surprised by the sight of the four young out-of-towners, Buttox quickly rallied 

and made best of an unexpected turn of events. 

"Open minds." She said, once they'd introduced themselves. "That could be exactly 

what we need. I don't know this place at all well: how do you fancy exploring a bit?" 

"Why not?" Crudlove replied. "You never know, we might find a halogen heater or 

something equally invigorating." 

So, whilst the snow storm raged outside... 

 

...and the museum's structure was buffeted by icy winds for which it had never been 

designed...  



 

...Fledgling, Spodney, Fulham, and Crudlove began poking their collective nose into 

their new home... 

 

The boys chose to peer into the higher reaches of the mysterious museum.  They were 

surprised to find cobwebs among the badly rusted steel rafters... 

 



And the girls chose the lower levels, where they too found evidence of decay and 

arachnid life... 

 

But when the boys discovered the inert Nul-Space generator, the colour of the situation 

changed entirely... 

 

"It's dead." Crudlove said miserably. 

But Fledgling wasn't as pessimistic. "No," he replied knowledgeably, "all the time that 

the generator is linked to nul-space, it's never dead: it's just dormant. We have to re-

activate it." 

When Buttox heard this, she gave them the go-ahead to attempt a re-start. So the boys 

went straight to the main switch room... 



 

...whilst the girls proceeded to the Nul-Space Interface facility to see if it still worked... 

 

Neither Fledgling nor Crudlove wanted to be the first earplug to enter the fearsome 

switch room. Both were so nervous that they wished they'd found a lavatory en route... 



 

So, holding hands, they entered together... 

 

Almost as though in anticipation, the Nul-Space Interface began to glow invitingly... 

 



"Coo, do you think it’s safe - standing down here directly beneath it? It might explode 

or something." Spodney asked her new chum. 

But Fulham was too frightened to look, so had no opinion, which Spodney thought was 

fine because she didn't really care what Fulham thought anyway. 

Meanwhile, Bolah Googly and Zak Bravado were making their way across the museum 

by accessing maintenance tunnels... 

 

Having seen much of the vast facility, Bolah felt ready to posit a theory. 

"Think about it, Zak," He said as they squeezed through a section that Zak thought he 

recognised as a power transfer conduit, "this must be the real Museum of Future 

Technology; and I have a theory as to how it can exist in two places at the same time." 

Zak wasn't really listening; he was more concerned with getting through the section 

quickly: he could imagine what would happen to them if power returned to the transfer 

conduit. 

"Well," Bolah continued - perhaps more for his benefit than Zak's, "I think that we are 

experiencing the result of a time-shard. That is a moment in time that was torn out of 

the normal passage of space/time, which resulted in an instant of the museum's 

existence being taken with it, then returning it to a different point upon the river of 

space/time, which would displace it in both time and...er...well, obviously space too." 

"That would explain its current location." Zak replied after he'd managed to control 

his fears long enough to listen, hear, and understand his co-former monk friend. "But 

why isn't it populated? Where are all the earplugs?" 

"Whatever did this must have happened whilst everybody was outside."  Bolah 

answered. "Probably when the Future Robots locked everybody outside before the 

Battle for the Museum of Future Technology erupted." 

"So why aren't the robots here?" Zak argued sensibly. 



"Obviously they were tied to their own time period by their connection to the Tunnel 

Temporale." Bolah reasoned. "By the way - have you seen the Tunnel on our journey?" 

Zak thought about it for a while. "No." He said. "I think you're right: it must have 

remained with the proper museum. Now we’ve got that sorted, can we get the hell out of 

here, please? I have a strange feeling about this place." 

And Zak was right to, because not far away Fledgling and Crudlove had found the 

power breaker... 

 

And, without hesitation, they threw it. Perhaps they might have paused for a moment - 

had they been aware of Bolah and Zak's presence... 

 

"Holy carp!" Bolah yelled in horror as heat began to build up with frightening rapidity. 

"Some silly sod has switched on the Nul-Space generator. Run like heck, Zak: your life 

depends upon it!"   

Meanwhile the two young blue earplugs were very pleased with themselves... 



 

"Didn't we do well, Crudlove?" Fledgling managed to make his question sound like a 

statement with which no one could argue. 

"Bloody excellent, I'd say." Crudlove replied. "I wonder how efficiently the power is 

flowing." 

 

The answer to Crudlove's question was, "Jolly well." 

"Cor, look at that go!"  Spodney yelled above the deafening buzz of inter-dimensional 

energy. 

Elsewhere, in the Museum of Future Technology that remained in its original location, 

the Maintenance Crew became aware of an alteration in the facility's power supply... 



 

"Oops." Wolfgang said when a red light began flashing on the control panel. "Trouble's 

afoot." 

And on an identical control panel in the displaced museum... 

 

...everything appeared to be tickettyboo. But of course it wasn't. 

In fact, as far as Crudlove was concerned, all the read-outs gave a clear indication that 

the situation was optimal... 

 



And the measurable thawing of the museum's exterior... 

 

...pretty much confirmed the young blue earplug's assessment of the situation. 

But in the proper version of the museum, Ricky the maintenance engineer grew 

concerned... 

 

"Argh," he bellowed as he drew his co-worker's attention to the main display screen, 

"we're in Ackipoo Street - without a shovel. The Nul-Space generator is working at one 

hundred percent, but we're only receiving fifty per cent of it. It's as though something is 

draining the power before it reaches its ultimate destination." 

"Yikes." Wolfgang responded. "The ice-cream machines will go ape. It'll emerge from 

the nozzles all gooey and wet - and drip down the front of earplug's shirts. People will 

be furious!" 

But whilst the maintenance crew fretted themselves towards a nervous breakdown, 

Fledgling and Crudlove had re-joined the others, and now strolled along an already 

warming corridor... 



 

Buttox was in the middle of a comment about how it wasn't as warm as she'd expected, 

and that she wished that she could find a scarf or something similar to wrap around her 

delicate neck, when she spotted Bolah and Zak coming in the opposite direction. 

"Oh, Bolah, Zak: I'm so thrilled that we've all survived this nightmare." She squealed 

cheerfully as they embraced... 

 

She also gave them both a big sloppy kiss - and secretly hoped that at least one of them 

would want to 'go out with her' when their adventure ended.  

So it was a happy magnificent seven who strode away with such confidence and surety 

of their sustained future... 



 

But when Zak and Bolah decided to stop off and cast a slightly more professional eye 

over the generator read-outs... 

 

...red-lights began to spell DANGER. And when smoke started infiltrating from some 

far-off place, they ignored... 

 

...the sign of flatulence prohibition stencilled upon the wall, and began breaking wind 

uncontrollably in horror and with a sense of imminent doom. 



Chapter Three 

Clearly things were turning sour for the adventurous youngsters; but not half as sour as 

it was for some other earplugs aboard the two star ships, K T Woo and Chi-Z-Sox, far 

out in the depths of space.  

As the K T Woo raced along at unimaginable speeds... 

 

...the Chi-Z-Sox matched it stride for stride, as the two captains - Sheriff Sinclair 

Brooch and Professor Hydious Gout - explored the galaxy together... 

 



Upon the bridge of the latter craft, Hydious Gout sat proudly in the captain's chair... 

 

He looked straight ahead at the main view screen, from which he watched the 

immensity of space rush towards, and pass, his vessel... 

 

He and his crew had witnessed several wonderful sights upon the main view screen... 

 



They had almost grown used to seeing phenomenon that sparkled... 

 

...and generally fell into the 'weird stuff' category. But on this occasion none of them 

were ready for an unexpected ion storm... 

 

Those below decks knew nothing of the storm until the Red Alert was sounded... 

 

"Yikes!" Most of them yelled when the lighting turned vivid crimson.  



The G'neerbots in Engineering did much the same as the drive unit spun out of 

control... 

 

Unable to slow the recalcitrant engines, an imbalance in the drive resulted in... 

 

...the Chi-Z-Sox forming an unstable wormhole - into which it plunged, like a rabid 

badger! 

Things were not improved aboard the K T Woo as it too was drawn into the deadly 

whirlpool of super-attenuated neutrons, or whatever unstable wormholes are made of... 



 

In fact its entire bridge crew were feeling decidedly 'ikky'... 

 

Aboard the Chi-Z-Sox, Professor Hydious Gout managed to retain his breakfast long 

enough to issue a single command... 

 

"Hard to port." He said. Then helpfully added: "Full left rudder." 



Two of the ship’s co-creators - the brilliant young scientists, Clasp Gytnor and Gangies 

Phalangies... 

 

...said: "Is that wise, Sir? That command makes no sense whatsoever." 

Gout couldn't explain his logic: he just knew that a sharp turn to port would free his 

fragile craft from the sub-atomic grip of the wormhole. 

"Yes it is." He replied. He then added: "Question my ability to command again, and I 

stick my steel-capped space boots right up your rear end." 

Whilst this exchange of views was taking place, the Helmsplug had responded to the 

captain's order. Amazingly this happened... 

 

The Chi-Z-Sox was ejected from the wormhole. Unfortunately the violence incurred by 

the manoeuvre stalled the main drive... 



 

...and the ship of space became interplanetary flotsam... 

 

...as it drifted inert and helpless. 

Doctor Putridity Gout rushed to her husband's side... 



 

"Oh, Hydious, dearest." She inquired fearfully. "Where the heck are we?" 

To allay his wife's fears, Captain Gout consulted with the Astrogation Department... 

 

...who responded with: "Aint got a flipping clue, Captain." 

Then Clasp Gytnor gasped... 

 

"Prof," he said breathlessly, "check out the main viewer." 



 

This time Astrogation were more helpful... 

 

"It's a sun, Sir." An engineer reported cheerfully. But he was a little less cheerful when 

he made this addendum: "And we're falling into it." 

And the Chi-Z-Sox was falling quickly. In no time at all the alien sun had all but filled 

the view screen... 

 



...and the forward hull began to glow ruby-red... 

 

Professor Hydious Gout squirmed in his favourite chair. 

"Memo to the ship's tailor," he whispered, "in future would he kindly make the lining 

of bridge crew space underpants super-absorbent." 

 

Out loud he yelled: "You can stuff Cold Start Protocols up your nose: fire up the ion 

launch drive - now!" 

It was a procedure that was risky at best, but even the automaton G'neerbots that ran 

the Engineering department understood that time was of the essence. Moments later the 

ion drive coughed and spluttered into life... 



 

The ship then accelerated like a demented loony on speed... 

 

...until the fuel ran out, and a planet was visible - reflected in its forward hull... 

 

On the main viewer, all the bridge crew stared in wonderment at... 



 

...a planet that appeared to have an icy crust. 

The lanky First Officer, Mister Splat spoke up: 

 

"I've calculated our trajectory, Captain. We're going to crash into a frozen sea." 

 

Most crew continued with their duties calmly; but naturally Putridity rushed to the 

Ladies toilets; and Gangies Phalangies wished he had too. 

"We're going too fast." Gout croaked. "We have to slow down." 



Fortunately the silver-bodied, Funk Bauble, came to the rescue. He hit the retro-rockets 

button... 

 

For the first time in almost twenty seconds, Captain Hydious Gout thought that they 

might just survive... 

 

"Brace! Brace!" He bellowed above the roar of the rockets and the strange noises that 

echoed through the ship's metallic structure and other, quieter sounds that escaped 

through small tears in the fabric of the crew's space trousers.  

Then the Chi-Z-Sox was almost upon the planet's icy veneer... 



 

And beneath the retro rocket's powerful blast, the ice was breaking up! 

The crew of any regular star ship would have been writing out their last will and 

testament; but the Chi-Z-Sox hailed from a watery world. It was designed to be water-

proof. So as the ice gave way... 

 

...and the ship plunged into the depths below... 



 

...it bobbed about like an inebriated jelly fish. But Professor Hydious Gout knew his 

vessel well... 

 

He didn't give a monkey's toss about sea water.  

"Lights." He shouted. 

 



Abruptly the undersea world was illuminated by powerful electric lights. Upon the main 

viewer a mysterious submerged city hove into view... 

 

"Okay," Gout said as he leaned forward myopically, "I wasn't expecting that." 

"Captain," Mister Splat spoke over his shoulder, "I believe that our presence may have 

been detected." 

 

To support this hypothesis, the inhabitants of the underwater city swung a searchlight 

in the Chi-Z-Sox's direction. Soon after that balls of light approached... 

 

"I don't like the look of that." Gout murmured as he sat in the dark blue illumination... 



 

"Evasive." He yelled. "Hard to port - again - it's my favourite!" 

A split second later... 

 

...nearby explosions rocked the ship. 

Because its designers were all native to a watery world, the Chi-Z-Sox had been fitted 

with emergency propellers. At the time of the vessel's construction some space ship 

designers had thought them redundant and openly mocked the Gouts. In fact they said 

that they 'looked arse'. It seemed, initially at least, that those mocking butt-wipes had 

been right all along - as those same propellers churned the sea water with apparent 

gross inefficiency, with an inability to move the ship more than a few microns... 



 

But when, after several seconds, the ship began to make slight forward progress 

through an unusually dense form of sea water, the props latched hold and it was 

suddenly most rapid... 

 

"Yee-hah" Mister Splat yelled in an incredibly uncharacteristic manner. "That'll show 

them - the scum-sucking svine-hunds - both those who mocked this wondrous vessel at 

its inception, and those who are shooting submarine energy weapons at it now!" 

But he quickly shut his loose gob when a huge eye appeared on the main viewer... 



 

"Stand down and prepare to surrender." A huge voice boomed from the over-head 

speaker. 

"Ignore it." Gout instructed the bridge crew. "It'll probably go away. Blow ballast and 

sink to the murky bottom." 

Moments later... 

 

...the Chi-Z-Sox began a slow descent. 

 



"Excuse me." The huge voice boomed again. "Did you hear what I said?" 

But no one took any notice. Then the owner of the eye peered straight into the ship 

through a side window... 

 

"Little buggers, aint ya?" It observed. It then made an unexpected inquiry: "What do 

you want with my deuterium?" 

Gout was confused... 

 

"Deuterium? What deuterium?" He inquired in turn. 

"This planet's ocean is full of the poxy stuff. It makes it extra thick and slightly gooey." 

The huge voice boomed testily. "But it's all ours. We need it to power our advanced 

civilisation. So you're not having a single drop of it, you thieving gits. Now surrender 

your stupid tin can to us, and your bodies into servitude - or face destruction!" 

Gout spoke out of the side of his mouth: "Is that thing as big as it appears?" 



Mister Splat adjusted the magnification of the view screen... 

 

"Yes, Captain." He answered. "It's bloody huge!" 

Gout tried to stay calm... 

 

"Time to flee, methinks." He whispered to the Throttleplug. "When I say 'now', you hit 

the turbo-jets button - okay? Now!" 

A split second later... 

 



"Whoo...." Several crew members yelled as they were pushed against their work 

stations by the sudden acceleration. "My guts hurt..." 

 

And they were pushed even harder as speed increased with every passing second... 

 

"Flipping heck," Clasp Gytnor wailed, "they're shooting at us again!" 

Meanwhile, in Astrogation, it was necessary for those manning that particular 

department to travel by Pedestrian Elevator to the deck immediately above when 

requiring the services of a toilet. On this occasion two of the brilliant young scientists 

who built the ship - those being Pelvac Throost and Battard Scootum - were returning 

to their usual deck when a thought occurred to Battard... 



 

"You know, Pelvac, I think the Prof has metaphorically bitten off more than he can 

chew." 

Pelvac couldn't disagree; he was having difficulty keeping his balance as the ship veered 

in its attempts to avoid enemy fire. "Do you think we should offer him some advice?" 

He half-asked / half-stated. 

But Gout was already helping himself. He'd ordered that the snout of the atomic cannon 

be pushed out into the slipstream... 

 

"Yes." Battard answered... 



 

"I think you should leap aboard the Pedestrian Elevator; dash into Astrogation; and 

give the Captain a call." 

As these words passed Battard's lips, the atomic cannon... 

 

...let loose with its vengeful energies. 

 



"Good idea." Pelvac agreed. "I'll get right on it." 

So, only moments after it was discovered that atomic cannons don't work in deuterium-

rich sea water, Pelvac Throost arrived in Astrogation. He placed an immediate call to 

the bridge... 

 

"Captain, since we've arrived here, the Buzzard Collectors have been automatically 

extracting hydrogen from the surrounding water. We're all fuelled-up. The tanks are 

full. We can go up again, Sir." 

Gout felt uncertain about how to respond to this apparently good news. 

"Sounds do-able." Gangies Phalangies said from his position directly behind the 

Captain's Chair. 

"I concur." Mister Splat agreed as he entered the bridge from the adjacent lavatory. 

So, quickly making a decision, Gout had the Helmsplug alter course... 

 



Soaring upon a combination of turbo-jets and good old-fashioned propellers, the Chi-Z-

Sox headed upwards towards the ice that separated the ocean from the atmosphere 

above... 

 

The ice was no barrier to such power... 

 

...and soon the launch motors were carrying the vast vessel skyward... 

 

Only seconds later the water world's sole star ship returned to the medium for which it 

had been designed... 



 

"Ah, that's better." Hydious Gout said with a sigh... 

 

"Now I wonder where we are." 

In Astrogation, Pelvac Throost was able to tell him exactly where they were... 

 

"We're in outer space, Sir. Hoorah!" 

"Right, then." Gout then said to those who worked around him... 



 

..."I think it's time we went looking for the K T Woo." 

"I concur, Sir." Mister Splat said with a smile. "Space isn't entirely infinite: it must be 

around here somewhere." 

 

Chapter Four 

As the Chi-Z-Sox began its search for the K T Woo, its crew had no idea that their sister 

vessel had fallen into the grip of the same artificial wormhole... 

 



Sadly the K T Woo's crew were ill-prepared for their change in circumstances... 

 

They shouted, yelled, and screamed with the best of 'em; but any constructive reaction 

was conspicuous by its absence. Worse still was the fact that Captain Sinclair Brooch 

had to wait in line for the toilet... 

 

And worst of all Hamish McHaggis felt compelled to admit that he had single-handedly 

blocked the sole toilet with his nervous droppings. 

So instead of having a poop, Sinclair and his green-hued wife, Nancy, decided to get 

some sensor readings on the wormhole... 

 



"Very impressive it is too, Sir." Blasten Buggret informed his superior. "Look at all 

these readings: they're all over the place!" 

Unable to understand any of Buggret’s technobabble, Sinclair visited the Position 

Locator Device... 

 

"Well where do you think we are?" He asked Ada Muffin and Grotty Benson. 

Neither Ada nor Grotty felt confidant of their answer, so they smiled enthusiastically 

and prayed for guidance from the Supreme Being... 

 

...who, by chance, had also been drawn into the wormhole by his close proximity to the 

Chi-Z-Sox when the accident happened. 

"Well the blue dot shows where we should be." Said Ada. 

"And the red dot is where we think we are." Said Grotty. 



Sinclair ruminated upon this for approximately three seconds before Nancy said: "Ah, 

so a sharp turn to port, and a quick blast of main drive, should put us back on course." 

"Good idea." Ada agreed. "Shall I leap into the Helmsplug chair and make the course 

correction, Captain." 

Sinclair had no idea how to respond correctly, so he fell back on his old wild 

Worstworld ways: "Hell, yeah, little lady. You do whatever your pretty little head 

thinks is fine and dandy." 

In the time it takes to cry "Havoc", Ada had made the required manoeuvre, and almost 

instantaneously the ship was hurled from the un-real realm... 

 

...which, unfortunately, was in the middle of vast nebula... 

 

When, eventually, the K T Woo made its way to the edge of the nebula, and re-entered 

normal interstellar space... 



 

...those aboard had not a solitary clue that a Hyper-Space Pirate vessel was  cruising 

between worlds - looking for easy pickings on the inter-planetary trade route there... 

 

Both crews spotted the other ship simultaneously. Unfortunately the journey across the 

nebula was exhausting, and the K T Woo was cruising in Maintenance Mode whilst the 

engineers cleaned out the hoo-flung-dung combustion chambers... 

 

In the engine room, the young End Cap engineers rushed to complete their repairs.  The 

captain went so far as to send Lusti Bellow, John-Douglas Plectrum, and Hakking 

Chestikov to assist... 



 

The report informing Sinclair that he could re-start the motors came through just in 

time, because... 

 

...a pirate mother ship chose that moment to sweep in from hyper-space. In an instant 

two attack craft launched from it... 

 



...and began firing upon the K T Woo... 

 

But the Worstworld vessel was no poorly defended merchantman. It had teeth... 

 

First to fall beneath the K T Woo's atomic onslaught was the mothership... 

 

Naturally this cheered everyone aboard the K T Woo enormously as the explosion lit up 

the bridge... 



 

"My goodness, Sinclair," Nancy was heard to shout above the din of cheering bridge 

crew, "aren't our gunners getting rather good at this!" 

Unfortunately Nancy was about to find just how good the gunnery crew needed to be, 

because just before the pirate mother ship blew to smithereens, it launched a flotilla of 

attack craft, which even as Sinclair smiled broadly at his wife's statement of the 

obvious, were swooping into a mass attack formation... 

 

But no sooner did they form up upon each other, when the K T Woo's cannon broke it 

up again, and as the attack faltered, the cannon began picking off individuals... 

 

Soon only two attack craft remained, and they'd never really been up for a fight 

anyway: they were crewed by the galley staff and were only in the attack to bolster the 

nerve of the proper pirates, who hadn't met a capable opponent in all their law-

breaking lives, and desperately needed their nerve bolstered. They quickly peeled away 

and broke for a distant, uncharted planet... 



 

...where they landed in darkness, and hoped the sensors of the mighty Worstworld ship 

couldn't detect them amongst rocky outcrops with a high mineral content... 

 

"Crikey." They said as they emerged into the dark, moist air. "What a miserable 

bleeding place this is. I think it might have been better if we'd all been blown to 

atomised dust. I don't know about you, but I think it's time that someone bolstered our 

nerves!" 

And when daybreak came, the situation didn't improve... 

 

"Sod it." They groaned. "Trust us to set down on a planet where one hemisphere is in 

perpetual daylight; and on the other side it's constant night. What a bunch of wallies we 

are!"  



But it wasn't all good news aboard the K T Woo either... 

 

"Sorry, Sir." Lillie Whitewater said with a tremor in her tiny voice. "But all that 

whooshing about in space has seriously depleted our fuel supply. Look at the gauges: 

they're terrible. If we don't find fuel soon, we'll all die in space - of old age!" 

But it wasn't all doom and gloom. Huget Johnson had a more up-beat report for his 

captain... 

 

"There you go, Sir." He said. "A lovely Worstworld-type planet, but without the deadly 

radiation of a star about to go nova. I suggest we check it out with the ship's long-range 

probe." 



A short while later a probe was ejected from the probe ejection tube... 

 

Moments later it on-board planet detection sensor locked on to (what Huget named) 

Johnson's Planet, and lit the afterburners... 

 

Those aboard watched its departure from a series of ornate windows... 

 

"Oh, Byron," Lilac Earthdamsel (nee Binsmell) whispered to her boyfriend - the former 

prospector (and now hover chariot driver) Byron Whipsnaid, "I don't want to grow old 

in space. I want to raise children beneath an open sky. I want to throw off all my clothes 

and feel the warmth of the sun upon my skin. I want to tinkle in rivers - just as nature 

had intended" 



Byron gulped before answering with: "Yeah - me too. Bugger all this space ship 

malarkey." 

Plankton Greene felt much the same way as he spoke with Hamish McHaggis... 

 

"Food grown in our own excrement isn't real food at all. I want to eat tubers that have 

been yanked from God's own good earth. I want to nibble delicately upon tomatoes 

grown in proper compost bags." 

"And I wish I'd never volunteered for duty aboard this ship." Hamish confessed - 

though not too loudly lest an officer overhear his words. "Where are all the brave new 

worlds and fascinating civilisations?  That's what I want to know. Sure, all this shooting 

pirates is great fun; but where's the joy in running out of fuel? Honestly!" 

Even Sinclair Brooch was having second thoughts... 

 

"No, darling," Nancy responded to her husband's doubts. "If we'd stayed on 

Worstworld we would all have died of radiation poisoning by now. You did the right 

thing: we all did. Doing the right thing is what you do. Of all the people that I know who 

do the right thing, you do the rightest of things. You're the rightest thing-doer that I 

know. Possibly in the whole galaxy - and that includes Magnuss Earplug, who's known 

for doing incredibly right things!" 



Sinclair suddenly felt much better about himself and his ability to make snap decisions. 

He made one now. "Let's go see the sensor reports." He said. 

So... 

 

"What's the word, Blasten?" He inquired 

"Looking good." The strange end cap replied. "Looking very good indeed." 

Shortly after that the K T Woo got under way... 

 

Chapter Five 

Although the Long Range Probe discovered nothing overtly alarming along its course 

towards Johnson's World - so named after it's discoverer,  Huget Johnson - Captain 

Sinclair Brooch thought it expedient to place the ship at red alert when they 

encountered a pocket of (what Pigpen and Sikbag Shamir termed) Weird Space... 



 

Sinclair had encountered Weird Space before; and although nothing or any worth had 

happened before, the very thought of something so different made him vaguely 

nauseous... 

 

But a short while later the Captain recovered enough for normal illumination to resume 

upon the bridge. It was then that the ship encountered some space-borne life forms... 

 



Hakking Chestikov recognised them in an instant. "Space Blobs." He announced. "You 

only ever find them in Weird Space. They can't live in normal space: It's too boring.” 

 

Lillie Whitewater, who had moved over to Coms, then yelled... 

 

"I'm receiving a hail from them, Sir." 

"Put them on the main speaker, girl." Sinclair yelled back. "But in a language that I 

can understand, naturally." 

"You must stay away from the planets in this system, and make no contact with any 

intelligent life, except us - that being the creatures you refer to as Space Blobs." A 

stentorian voice issued from every speaker aboard ship. "Very flattering, by the way. 

We like that; Space Blobs. Very descriptive. Failure to adhere to this simple rule will be 

your undoing. If you ignore this warning don't come crying to us if you find your 

corpuscles scattered across the firmament. Message ends. Now bugger off." 

At first Sinclair felt constrained by the warning. Certainly when the ship encountered 

its first planet in the system... 



 

...he felt no inclination to send a landing party to the surface. But when Hamish 

reported that the next world appeared to be habitable... 

 

...Sinclair changed his mind. In fact he sent Byron Whipsnaid and Huget Johnson to 

investigate the possibility of mining fuel there. Because Adam Binsmell was in the toilet, 

they chose Gusi Ghandar to drive the hover chariot... 

 



But it was hideously blue. Everything was blue - except the things that were black. 

"Yuk!" Byron reported. "Nasty." 

So they drove back to the pick-up point... 

 

...where they collected the landing party back-up team... 

 

...that comprised Blasten Buggret, Plankton Greene, and Sikbag Shamir, who also 

detested the planetary decor - before being whisked away by the low-flying K T Woo... 



 

As they regained altitude... 

 

...a message from the Engine Core startled everyone upon the bridge... 

 

"It's getting awfully hot down here." The Chief G'neerbot complained. "We're having 

to run a very weak mixture on the fuel injectors, and the engines don't like it. We need 

to cool 'em down with a nice dash of sea water." 



Hamish had already mentioned that he'd found an advanced civilisation on a huge 

island that was only slightly blue, and the Captain was loathe to alert the inhabitants of 

it. He said as much. 

 

"But we must have water." Nancy reminded him. "And it is dark outside. I'm sure 

nobody will notice - except perhaps some night fisher-folk: and no one ever believes a 

word they say: they're always drunk." 

Sinclair decided to take the risk. "Take us in low." He instructed Betty Grumble. 

"We'll suck the water up using nothing more than sheer speed and derring-do." 

Moments later... 

 

And another moment later... 



 

"Yeech, Captain," a startled Bryony Lampshade yelled. "There's an incoming flying 

machine on a direct intercept course. Sensors detect volatile armaments aboard!" 

 

"Oh hell," Hakking Chestikov bellowed from his seat beside the captain, "what a to-do. 

That thing looks mean, moody, and ready to kick ass. And it's getting closer with every 

syllable that I utter!" 



 

"Shoot it down, Sinclair." Nancy squealed upon the other side of the captain's chair. 

"It's clearly a flying bomb." 

The gunners didn't need a second bidding: whether it was the Captain giving the order, 

or a suggestion from his wife, it was all the same to them... 

 

Unfortunately the craft was able to avoid the worst of the impacts, and although aflame 

it continued upon its suicidal course. 

"Sod this." Sinclair roared. "I don't care how low the fuel is: get us the heck outta 

here!" 

Betty Grumble reacted like a mental athlete... 



 

...and the ship leapt upwards just a half-second from calamity. 

Two chums were strolling in the hills far below. They watched as the flying bomb 

detonated... 

 

"I wonder who those butt-heads were." One said. 

"Don't know. Don't care. They're toast now." The other replied. 

But, of course, they weren't. Now the K T Woo was busy describing an arc across the 

sky - en route to the safety of outer space... 

 



Chapter Six 

A short while earlier, far away across the gulfs of space, two inhabitants of the Museum 

of Future Technology stepped out of their apartment on to the adjacent patio - to find... 

 

"Well would you look at that." The red earplug said. 

It was a surprise arrival; so they took a closer look... 

 

"It's a giant melon that grew overnight. And the lights have dimmed unexpectedly too." 

The purple earplug replied. 

"That's the good old Museum of Future Technology." The red earplug said with a sigh. 

"Every day starts weird; then gets weirder. I wonder how weird it'll get today." 

At the edge of the museum, some new arrivals were...er...arriving at the Transfer 

Conduit Station... 



 

They looked around themselves in wonderment... 

 

"Wow." One of them said. "I bet they have great TV 'round here." 

And he wasn't wrong. Magnuss Earplug, and his beloved former bounty hunter, Hair-

Trigger Provost, were, at that precise moment, settling themselves down in Hair-

Trigger's apartment... 

 



...to watch an episode of their favourite television show, entitled... 

 

They squirmed with delight as the titles rolled... 

 

"Oh I do so adore the lead actor." Hair-Trigger said as the aforementioned appeared 

on-screen... 

 



"Yes, he's my favourite too." Magnuss replied. He then added: "This episode is 

supposed to be very scary: let's push our chairs together so we can hold hands." 

So they did... 

 

"That's better." He said as the super-advanced projector (that looked like a portrait of 

the Supreme Being) projected an image of an alien craft upon the screen... 

 

"Who'd want to watch the real thing," he continued, "when you can watch great fiction 

like this instead!" 

But, of course, there were those whose duty it was to watch 'the real thing'. And those 

people were the curators of the museum, who would spend hour after hour seated upon 

the Omnipresent Scanner with which they watched over their charges -  wherever they 

might be... 



 

And at that particular moment they were watching the K T Woo's approach to another 

planet. 

 

"Ooh-er," The large-toothed Cushions Smethwyke cried out." They're so low on fuel; I 

can barely bring myself to spectate without fearing the worst and screaming like a 

demented child." 

"I'm optimistic." Cheerful Charlie Chopsticks said from his pedestal beside Cushions. 

"The good guys always win through in the end. I wonder what type of life-forms live on 

this particular planet. Anyone care to take a bet they're reptilian?" 

Aboard the K T Woo, Pigpen Shamir looked up from his console... 

 



"You'll never guess what form of life inhabits that planet, Sir." He called above the 

building hub-bub. "Polymer life forms. Imagine that: polymer life-forms. Who has ever 

heard of something so outlandish?" 

Of course someone had... 

 

"Well there was that early episode of 'Next Stop the Stars'." Former museum curator, 

Hakking Chestikov, recalled. "Chuck Winker's character was forced to heat up the 

atmosphere so much that all the polymer beings melted into one amorphous blob, which 

he then led into an abandoned mine that his Helmsplug had filled with kerosene from a 

nearby camping site." 

"How did they destroy the amorphous blob?" A vaguely interested Sinclair Brooch 

inquired. 

"His first officer dropped a stick of dynamite down a well, and blew it up." Hakking 

replied wistfully. 

Sinclair laughed awkwardly at this revelation. "Ha-ha, well let's hope I don't have to 

lead this lot down an abandoned mine." He said with patently false humour. "With my 

girth I might not squeeze through the entrance." 

"Indeed." Hakking returned to the moment. "Let's hope they let us take what we need 

and leave in peace - preferably without paying." 

"As far as I can see," Sinclair said as he eyed the main viewer, "our major stumbling 

block is how do we introduce ourselves - without looking like invaders from outer 

space?" 

"Yes, it's a bummer, isn't it?" Hakking replied whilst nodding sagely. "If only we had 

Magnuss Earplug along for the ride. He's a saint you know. He'd sort this problem out 

in three seconds flat." 

Hakking was interrupted by a communication from the Engine Core... 



 

"Hey, guys." One of the more familiar G'neerbots called. "It's getting critical down 

here. We really need to dip the ship in the ocean." 

With no other option available to him, the former Sheriff of Busted Gut told Betty 

Grumble to take the ship down. So a few minutes later... 

 

...the K T Woo plummeted downwards towards the invitingly cool ocean. And before 

long sat quiescent on the bottom, where the engine core cooled, and hydrogen extraction 

from the sea water could begin... 



 

It was approximately fifteen minutes into the process, when Bryony Lampshade 

reported that her antenna was picking up a local TV station... 

 

"Captain," she screamed, "you really need to see this. It's an historical piece about the 

species we're about to make first contact with. It could give us critical information 

about how they think; their civilisation; and their offensive capability!" 

This was an opportunity too good to miss. In fact it was an opportunity that Sinclair 

believed he couldn't afford to miss. 

"Put it on the main screen, Bryony." He bellowed above the cacophony of exclamations. 

"And someone get me a family-sized bag of peanuts: I always have a nibble when I 

watch telly." 



Sinclair then had Bryony put the soundtrack through the language translator. The 

result was a comprehensible narrative... 

 

"Long ago," the voice began, "Our cable end ancestors were thick, moronic barbarians 

who lived on an open plain. They ate berries and grass and the occasional multi-legged 

critter, for which they had no name. In fact they didn't have names for themselves 

either because they had no language. They really were dumb asses. One day, 

approximately twenty-three years ago, a strange triangular artefact appeared before a 

group of them. Some were drawn to it by its strangeness; whilst others... 

 

...were nauseated by it. One un-named cable end, who wasn't quite as dull-witted as his 

peers, stepped closer - the better to examine the strange artefact... 



 

Incapable of surprise he reacted to the appearance of an opening in its flanks... 

 

...by stepping into it, and finding himself bathed in a warm light. The others who stood 

there quiescent continued to do so, even when the opening closed, with the braver cable 

end still inside the artefact... 

 

Neither did they react when the opening reappeared, and the former captive cable end 

faced them - complete in a golden body of unequalled beauty... 



 

As he stepped into the daylight once again, the artefact emitted a burst of radiation... 

 

...that enveloped everyone present and made everything look wonky. It then rendered 

them inert... 

 

...except the golden cable end - who was clearly 'The Chosen One'. It also imbued them 

with sentience and inquiring minds. When they'd recovered their feet they discovered 

that they were capable of rational thought. So rational, in fact, that when the golden 

cable end beckoned them discretely, they all decided to follow him from the plain... 



 

...even though they didn't have a clue where he was going, or even if there was 

anywhere else to go at all! They continued to follow him into the hours of darkness... 

 

  ...when cable ends usually stopped moving around, and often fell prey to large 

carnivores such as the Angling Land Lobster Squid... 

 

They continued to follow him when he led them across the desert... 



 

...and across polar regions... 

 

...where all they could find to eat was snow, their own bogeys, and some frozen fish that 

had been sucked up from the ocean by a water spout and deposited upon the ice. They 

also continued to follow him through the medium of wet foggy mist for the first time... 



 

...and even wetter downpours of rain... 

 

But they began to lose interest when the golden earplug's first attempt to create fire fell 

a little short of expectations... 



 

And they felt decidedly embarrassed when he invented the spoken word - because most 

of the ones he used whilst trying to get the camp fire lit were very rude indeed, and 

included damn, blast, and bum wipe - even though toilet paper was yet to be invented, 

and wouldn't be for a long time yet. 

But when The Chosen One warmed them with his wondrous chemical reactions that 

used a combination of wood, oxygen, and a powerful heat source called friction... 

 

...they became the world's first fan club. Though they did feel a tad cheated when it was 

discovered that the reaction could be halted by the addition of rain water... 



 

But, as the journey continued, the golden cable end would spend his time around the 

camp fire extolling the virtues of language, logic, and personal hygiene... 

 

..all to a rhythmic stamping of feet and clapping of hands. And when he broke wind 

loudly in an ascending scale he invented the concept of wind instruments, and therefore 

music. 



Soon the party of enlightened cable ends encountered a grassy veldt... 

 

...where one of the younger cable ends hurried to catch up with his leader, and practise 

his new-found language. 

"Where we go, Face Ache?" He asked. 

The Golden Cable End responded by using our world's first lingual contraction. He 

said: "You'll see - Arse Features." 

A short while afterwards the group came across its first artificial structure... 

 

...though they had no idea what a structure was, or that the word ‘artificial’ referred to 

something that wasn't created by Mother Nature. The golden cable end then had them 

enter it... 



 

...whereupon they were all encased inside an energy field... 

 

...that when it had finished doing its pre-programmed work... 

 

...it had brought them the concept of civilisation, an aversion to nudity, and toilets. In 

fact the latter was so successful that none of them wanted to be watched when... 



 

...they went for a pee. And others stood around feeling slightly embarrassed... 

 

...as someone farted accidentally when they sneezed. 

But more was to follow. Much, much more. 

And that 'much, much more' began with the invention of basic agriculture, which meant 

that they didn't need to rely on nature to provide all of their requirements, and gave 

them the peace of mind of knowing that they would continue to eat through the winter 

months... 



 

...And gaining a roof over their collective head - in the shape of cave-dwellings - would 

protect them from the weather and predators... 

 

Although pleased as punch - at least initially - shortly their newly acquired intellect and 

creativity made them seek to improve their life style by building simple mud huts... 



 

But before the year was out, they'd developed two-storey wattle and daub 

constructions... 

 

...which, when built en masse, quickly grew into a village... 

 

...where cable ends could converse with each other in communal quadrangles. And 

could enjoy... 



 

...nice roof terraces with views of the distant hills. And... 

 

...rowdy neighbours with whom they could remonstrate and get into fist fights. And an 

inefficient sewage system that often overflowed and brought the risk of disease, damp 

carpets, and nasty pongs. But worse was to come when the village elders decided that 

the air was far too clean and rather 'nippy' in the temperature gradient department... 

 



...and introduced the rudimentary log-burning stove with which the villagers could heat 

their homes and cook their meals... 

 

The resultant pollution forced the smarter inhabitants to create a suburban region on 

the outskirts of the only village upon the planet. They began with simple, single storey, 

stone-built edifices... 

 

But quickly added extensions to allow greater freedom, more bedrooms, and add value 

to the property... 



 

Eventually adding follies and luxurious towers from which they could look down upon 

the stupid villagers who stayed behind in their wattle and daub hovels... 

 

Sadly, despite the gift of intellect and reason, the newly intelligent cable ends found it 

necessary to pray to the 'gods' and give thanks and to ask for more... 

 



And their prayers appeared to be answered, because soon their basic agriculture... 

 

...quickly expanded into a vast monoculture that stretched to the (very limited) 

horizon... 

 

...with linking tracks for easy access to the resultant crop. Then the golden cable end 

introduced the idea of cottage industry... 

 



...which quickly escalated to the construction of a protective wall around the village... 

 

...to keep out any wandering Angling Land Lobster Squids... 

 

...which, once winter finally arrived... 

 

...meant that they beat their stupid heads... 



 

...against it in utter futility... 

 

They also took the opportunity to invest time and energy in the development of the stair 

case and informative signage... 

 

And when, in the following spring, the cottage industry grew into a much larger affair... 



 

...it meant that some cable ends could work the Night Shift... 

 

...which gave them the necessary personal wealth to move into newly built concrete 

condominiums... 

 

...and to buy enough exterior emulsion to paint them a pleasant shade of yellow... 



 

But still they prayed to their 'gods'... 

 

...because they couldn't quite believe that (without the gods help) they were really smart 

enough to invent flush toilets, elasticated underpants, and construct a Nul-Space 

generator... 

 



...with which to power their growing civilisation. 

Of course there were developmental 'hiccups'. Sometimes the generator would race out 

of control and go critical... 

 

...and sometimes the elastic in their underpants would snap without warning, which 

often resulted in extreme embarrassment, and sometimes arrest. But generally the 

inhabitants of the town, which was in danger of becoming a city, liked their modern 

home, and its ornamental pond and gently sloping roofs that reached down to ground 

level... 

 

Although many preferred the architecture and 'period' features of the old town, and 

remained there instead... 



 

One subject, upon which everyone agreed though, was their great love of the cable end 

known as The Chosen One, to whom they dedicated a modern concrete cathedral... 

 

...and who often held 'mass' there... 

 

...when he would teach them about the mysterious beings from beyond the stars that 

had freed them from the bondage of ignorance, brutal instincts, and stupidity... 



 

"So," the voice emanated from the K T Woo's speakers for the last time, "let us pray 

that one day our gods may visit us once again and bless our achievements, which, of 

course, are their achievements - and hope to heck that they come back before we get 

invaded by aliens from outer space!" 

Bryony Lampshade looked up from her knitting... 

 

"Oops. Sorry, Sir: that's your lot." She said. "The show's over. Did that help any? Are 

we still going to make first contact? Might our arrival not be confused with either their 

gods - or worse - invading aliens from outer space?" 

"No." Sinclair replied confidently. "I'm sure everything will be fine. We'll just tread 

carefully and be desperately discrete. If we do this carefully everything will run like 

clockwork. You mark my words!" 

Naturally Captain Sinclair Brooch didn't just point his ship upwards from the sea bed 

and fly straight to the nearest cable end city. Instead he quietly launched the K T Woo 

into orbit before making any significant decisions... 



 

In fact he checked once more with Huget Johnson... 

 

Huget tried not to chuckle as he answered a particularly stupid question from his 

captain: 

"No, Sir, there is absolutely no chance that our drive units will split the planet in two. 

It's really big and solid - with a rotating iron core; a hot bit around it; and a thick 

crust." 



Grotty Benson was in a similar position... 

 

"No, Captain, it would be impossible for the K T Woo to accidentally push the planet 

out of its orbit and send in crashing into the sun. It's in the wrong place for starters. 

You over-rate our engine capacity too."  

This was the news that Sinclair needed, but still he prevaricated. He spent many hours 

cogitating at his favourite gothic window. Trying desperately to form an opinion... 

 

His crew quickly grew fitful and restless... 

 



They moved from compartment to compartment, with nothing to do, and adding a 

year's worth of wear and tear on the internal airlocks.  

They also used the coffee machines rather a lot... 

 

...and almost filled the effluent tank in lavatory Number Eight. 

Eventually, though, Sinclair came to a decision, and instructed Hamish McHaggis to 

prepare the defensive screens for action... 

 

Then it was full speed ahead for the cable end's world - where the long-range scanner 

discovered a deep gorge that passed through an area of the mysterious monoculture 

crop... 



 

Sinclair couldn't believe the read-outs: "There are motor vehicles inside that gorge?" 

He cried out in dismay. "Fossil-fuel burners by any chance?" 

To answer her captain's question, Ada Muffin took the ship closer, where garish multi-

coloured motor vehicles could be clearly seen driving along narrow highways... 

 

Sinclair Brooch hailed from a doomed world; but would argue that at least it hadn't 

been its inhabitant's fault that soon all life would be eradicated there: unlike the cable 

end's planet. 

"Would you look at that!" He roared with rage when the main viewer presented an 

industrial zone that belched unfiltered smoke into the atmosphere... 



 

But when the main viewer revealed the Old Quarter of the cable end city... 

 

...and the ship's computer informed him that the buildings were constructed of wattle 

and daub, and concluded that the inhabitants were 'Thick, moronic, primitives'.... 

 



...whilst wealthier individuals lived in fabulous penthouses... 

 

...the apparent inequality in the cable end society drove him to curse and swear... 

 

...which embarrassed Hakking so much that he had to look away. 

"I'm gonna see the doggone Cyber Oracle about this." Sinclair boomed resolutely, and 

duly departed his seat. 

Chapter Seven 

As the Museum of Future Technology's representative (and de facto First Officer) 

aboard the K T Woo, Hakking Chestikov felt that it was his duty to accompany Captain 

Brooch upon his audience with Worstworld's fountain of computerised knowledge - The 

Cyber Oracle... 



 

The services of the Cyber Oracle hadn't been required since the K T Woo first lifted off 

from its home world a long, long, time ago. As a consequence of this, the Cyber Oracle 

had grown bored stupid, and had decided to avoid the monotony of existence by going 

into hibernation. 

But as the visitors entered its refuge, it became aware of their presence... 

 

...and did something with its rusty cyber backside that didn't amuse either of them... 

 



But when Sinclair recovered and managed to explain his quandary to it, it found itself 

unable to give a definitive reply... 

 

"Ooh-er, I can't say that I'm sure what you should do. This really is beyond my 

experience." It said hesitantly. "If I think too long upon the subject, my circuitry might 

explode - and then where would we be? Oh lummy, I'm sorry for being such a useless 

whelk. You won't decommission me, will you? I'd hate that. Ask me another question 

instead. I'm sure I'll do splendidly." 

So Sinclair and Hakking tried to do the Cyber Oracle's job for it... 

 

"I think it's a case of damned if we do, and damned if we don't." Sinclair spoke in a 

whisper. 

Hakking wasn't much help: "Is there a precedent for this type of situation, Sinclair?" 

All the while the Cyber Oracle remained hopeful that the two disparate earplugs would 

make a good and wise decision... 



 

But as their tone grew ever shriller with desperation, followed by the sound of them 

making snide remarks to each other, it began to have doubts... 

 

And as they continued to squabble on the way towards the exit... 



 

...the Cyber Oracle sent up a cyber prayer for guidance from the mythological Supreme 

Being... 

 

...who, it felt certain, would undoubtedly have said... 

 

..."Yeah, go for it!" 



Soon, as the crew awaited their captain's return... 

 

...Hakking was worried that Sinclair might lie to them. And he had good reason to... 

 

"Ladies and gentlemen." Sinclair spoke through a broad smile. "The Cyber Oracle has 

given us its blessing. It's full speed ahead, and damn the torpedoes!" 

So, as the old town inhabitants went about their untroubled lives... 

 



...Sinclair called for volunteers. 

The following day Sinclair invited several hover pad teams to enter a written contest to 

decide which two teams would execute Sinclair's plan to bring equality to the cable end 

society. The teams with the best handwriting were... 

 

..Blue Squadron and Red Squadron. The Blue Squadron was led by Huget Johnson: 

and the Red by Byron Whipsnaid. 

"Right then," Sinclair began as a scene of the Old Quarter appeared on the main 

viewer... 

 

..."this is your target area." 

Then, as the scene shifted to a closer shot... 



 

..."And these are your target personnel. Cable Ends. Poor, down-trodden, lower class 

cable ends, who are obviously forced to live in squalor and abject misery - even if they, 

themselves, are unaware of the fact." 

He would have elucidated further, but the ship went to red alert, and he was informed 

that the scanners had detected a flying machine that was identical to the machine that 

had attacked the K T Woo on their previous planetary encounter... 

 

"Obviously a case of Parallel Technological Development." Sinclair snarled in a most 

uncharacteristic manner. "It's sheer coincidence that the two flying machines are 

virtually indistinguishable." He added, illogically. He then continued with: "I'm certain 

that, in the unlikely event that it detects us, it will bear us no ill-will and is entirely 

peaceful in its intentions. So sod it: carry on with your mission." 

So before long... 



 

...the two squadrons were making a reconnoitre run over the Old Quarter. 

It appeared that they had arrived too early in the morning. No one was up and about, 

and the town was quiescent... 

 

Despite several fly pasts, Blue Squadron could raise no interest from the inhabitants. 

And neither could Red Squadron... 



 

"Where the bloody hell are they?" John-Douglas Plectrum yelled above the rush of the 

cool morning breeze. 

"Still in bed, I expect." Byron Whipsnaid replied. "The lazy bleeders!" 

So, with their mission thwarted by those they hoped to save from a life of misery, both 

squadrons returned to the K T Woo. They all felt a degree of professional frustration; 

but if they had been aware that, far away, a strange artefact had been roused by their 

presence... 

 

...and was now speeding across the gulfs of space at unimaginable velocity, their bowels 

might have loosened dramatically. 

Chapter Eight 

Sinclair thought long and hard through the hours that led towards noon. 

"We'll try again after evening tea time." He said finally. "Someone's bound to be home 

around then." 

So shortly after the sun had dipped behind the distant hills... 



 

...a flare lit up the town. Moments later the hover pad squadrons buzzed in from the 

surrounding darkness... 

 

...casting dark pools of shadow upon the homes below as they did so... 

 

Then, taking up formation, Blue Squadron began dropping leaflets that 

explained, using simplistic drawings, the social situation in which the cable ends now 

lived... 



 

...whilst Red Squadron... 

 

...dropped instructions for creating a democracy, basic health care, constructing flush 

toilets, and a rudimentary sewerage system. 

But little did either team suspect that no one was listening. They were all long gone - far 

away to the sanctuary of the industrial area... 



 

"Ooh," one of them said to his chum, "I'm not sure I really like all this modernity." 

 

"Me too." The other replied. "Wattle and daub really does it for me. I really like the 

smell of straw and dung and roughly-hewn timbers." 

Meanwhile, in the Old Quarter, something was going very wrong in the air above it... 



 

"Argh," Huget Johnson bellowed." I've lost control of my hover pad!" 

"Likewise." His wife, Betty, screamed. "My levers are jammed solidly." 

"And I feel sick." John-Douglas Plectrum informed everyone as they battled with their 

recalcitrant vehicles. "Motion sick, that is. Not sick with fear. I'd hate for you to think I 

was cowardly or lacking in moral fibre." 

Then things got really nasty for the hover pad teams... 

 

...as they were flung about the sky. But that wasn't the end of it. Oh no. Because then 

the force that had taken control of the hover pads inverted the machines... 



 

...and sent the blood in their pilot's feet rushing down into their brains - making them 

all woozy and incredibly stupid.  

Fortunately the K T Woo possessed a powerful magnet in the back of the football boot 

locker, and the crew used it to pull... 

 

...the hover pads back to safety. 

But by the time they staggered back aboard the star ship, dawn had arrived in the Old 

Quarter... 



 

...where, in the sky above it, something huge and spherical appeared menacingly... 

 

Sinclair Brooch wasted no time in conference with his leading officers. Instead he had 

the ship slip quietly back into orbit. But even there he found that the K T Woo was not 

alone... 

 



The vast spherical object had followed close behind. Then, as the ship went to Amarillo 

Alert... 

 

...two vast areas upon the even vaster spherical object's side became bright and 

intensely frightening, like a pair of hideous eyes. And awe-struck bridge crew stared in 

horror... 

 

Then Ada Muffin came to her senses long enough to note... 

 

...an incoming missile. 



"Captain." She yelled over the rumbling of gas-filled internal organs, "Screens up. 

Magenta Alert!" 

 

At this point professional decorum collapsed, and everyone huddled together for mutual 

support... 

 

...except Hakking Chestikov, who found it expedient to race to the sole bridge lavatory... 

 



"Evasive." Sinclair bellowed. "Get us out of here." 

Ada Muffin tried to comply, but then stared in horror as, upon the main viewer, 

another missile glowed brightly... 

 

"Somebody intercept those missiles - please." Sinclair yelled. 

But no one had expected to go into battle: the main atomic cannon was safely stowed 

away in the Atomic Cannon Cupboard. All that could be brought to bear was the 

secondary armament. So that had to do... 

 

And for a moment it seemed that it was enough. Both missiles were destroyed. But then, 

as more crew spilled on to the bridge: 



"Oh bum." Nancy Brooch said quietly when she spotted a warning from the ship's 

computer... 

 

..."I think we're done for." 

If nothing else, Captain Sinclair Brooch's wife was utterly realistic. When a vast alien 

sphere of unimaginable power locks its primary armament upon your worthless turd of 

a ship, destruction is absolutely assured. It cannot be avoided. And when this 

happened... 

 



...she usurped her husband's chain of command, and (rather belatedly) gave the order 

to... 

 

...abandon ship. But it was too late. Far too late. Way too late. Because even as the crew 

stood around in a mental fog, the ship's screens were trying to absorb the fantastic 

energies that assailed them... 

 

But as excellent as they were, the screens were no match for the power that was poured 

upon them by an unknown alien technology. A split second after Hakking Chestikov 

pulled up his trousers and hit the 'flush' lever on the bridge toilet, this happened... 

 



...as the K T Woo's fuel tanks ruptured and the vessel was torn into several million 

component parts by the resulting explosion. And had the watching Curators, back on 

Earth, in the Museum of Future Technology... 

 

...not been stunned into imbecility, they would have seen a strange triangular vessel 

barrel-roll away in a celebration of victory... 

 

The ageing thespian, Sir Dodger Muir, who had been watching from the wings, was the 

first to react... 

 



His eyes turned bloodshot as rage tried to consume him. "Vengeance!" He roared. "We 

must have vengeance!" 

Cushions Smethwyke reacted in a slightly more responsible manner... 

 

"This may appear catastrophic," she said as curators crowded around to listen to her 

calming words, "but this is the Museum of Future Technology. We have stuff in this 

place that comes from all over space and time. There must be some way we can un-do 

what we've just witnessed. Well I'm telling you, we have. And I know exactly who we 

need to use that futuristic stuff. Someone put a call out for Magnuss Earplug!" 

The End (for now) 
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Return for the next thrilling episode, Those Magnificent Earplugs 

 

 


