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Prologue 

Throughout recent years, the Museum of Future Technology... 

 

...had suffered numerous attempts upon its physical and organisational integrity. Time 

and again its brave and forthright occupants... 

 

...had beaten off attacks and subdued coups by whichever means came to hand... 



 

But the result had been insolvency. Following repeated conflicts and unable to obtain 

insurance, the curators... 

 

 ...had been forced to dip into the museum's coffers in order to make the necessary 

repairs. And now the great edifice was destitute. Broke. Cue the famous and heroic 

Earplug Brothers - Rudi, Valentine, Magnuss, Chester, and Miles... 

 

...who didn't hesitate to board a star ship - the Chi-Z-Sox... 



 

...and volunteer to embark upon a Grand Tour of the galaxy. Their quest: to raise the 

funds required to keep the Museum of Future Technology open for the 

foreseeable...ah...future. So, with its captain, Professor Hideous Gout, commanding an 

all-star crew... 

 

...the Chi-Z-Sox began its (hopefully) epic and historic voyage... 

 

The Grand Tour had begun. 



Chapter 1 

Aboard the Chi-Z-Sox, its captain, seated in the Captain's Chair, with his wife beside 

him... 

 

...stared, straight ahead at the myriad wonders of the universe… 

 

"I know." Putridity said suddenly. "Let's make our first stop that ghastly ice planet." 

Always keen to keep his wife ecstatically happy, Hydious agreed wholeheartedly and 

duly brought up an image of the very world to which his wife referred... 

 



But then he recalled how the planet's crust has succumbed to tectonic stress and the 

over-use of its natural resources - namely ice - as its inhabitants exported more ice to 

other worlds than could be practically replaced quickly enough. It resulted in... 

 

...the surface breaking up - releasing surface water for the first time in countless 

centuries. 

"Helmsplug." Hydious boomed. "Set course for that ice planet. You know the one. The 

one we visited yonks ago. The one that was embroiled in a cold war. The one that very 

nearly fell apart. The one ruled by Marnus Pongfinger." 

"Aye, captain: I know the one." The Helmsplug replied. "It’s over there, in that 

direction." 

Moments later... 

 

...the crew of the Chi-Z-Sox piled on the metaphorical coals. And quite a lot of moments 

later... 



 

...that same Helmsplug had the ship's forward sensors display the Ice Planet as it existed 

in real-time... 

 

"Oh, Hydious." Doctor Putridity Gout exclaimed. "Look at that polar ice cap: it’s 

growing like heck. Soon the planet will be entirely icebound again. They'll be able to 

export ice cubes once more. Think of it, darling: cool gin and tonics again. And ice 

packs for earplugs with arthritic or wonky knees!" 

Far away, upon the surface of the same ice planet, eternal winter was quickly re-

establishing its meteorological pre-eminence. Snow was rapidly building up around 

multifarious buildings and places of worship... 

 



It was also beginning to annoy the older brother of planetary leader, Marnus 

Pongfinger... 

 

His name was Marnus Stenchnee, and he hated his job. This was because his job was 

redundant. It harked back to the ghastly days of the cold war, when artillery crews 

would creep out of their barracks during the hours of darkness...  

 

...and keep the 'enemy' awake by shooting atomic cannons... 



 

...over their heads until dawn. Marnus' task was to count the energy bolts that travelled 

overhead and assign them marks out of ten for brilliance. But now peace was deeply 

entrenched in Ice World society, he was feeling like the fourth wheel on a trike. So, as 

boredom threatened to overwhelm him, he decided to 'stretch his legs' for a minute or 

two... 

 

And it was about three minutes into his two-minute walk, when the disgruntled royal 

sibling experienced a revelation... 



 

And having done so he tossed aside his Observer's Seat and went straight home for a 

poop and a warm bath... 

 

Freshly cleaned and spruced-up, Marnus Stenchnee then set out into the snow, upon a 

quest... 



 

A quest that would finally give his life some purpose. 

Chapter 2 

Meanwhile, far away, upon the planet Earth. Or, to be slightly more precise, upon 

Henhouse Island... 

 

...former would-be God and Dictator, Ballington Cork, remained inside the stasis field... 



 

...in which he had voluntarily imprisoned himself since his thwarted attempt to take 

control of the Museum of Future Technology... 

 

...and embarrassing defeat at the hands of the famous Earplug Brothers... 

 

During his time inside the stasis field, he'd endured many dreams and nightmares. 

Sometimes he couldn't tell which was which... 



 

And he might well have continued his unbearable existence, but for a fleeting moment 

of mental contact via the undiagnosed psychic talent of former disco-king, Hambledon 

Bohannon... 

 

...whose mind often wandered into esoteric realms whenever circumstances had forced 

him to forgo his daily intake of driving disco rhythms and seeded carrot cake. This 

telepathic touch immediately inspired the slumbering Ballington Cork to initiate an exit 

protocol... 



 

Or, to put it another way, using telekinesis he switched the stasis field off. Moments 

later, after having stretched his legs and emptied his bulging bladder, he let himself out 

of the Stasis facility... 

 

...and made off across the adjacent concrete apron... 

 

He had only one destination in mind: his RD125 Landing Craft... 



 

...aboard which he intended to visit the distant mainland. 

 Climbing from his landing craft, Ballington set off immediately along the chill quay... 

 

Of course he'd meant to make shore in warmer climes, but the momentary telepathic 

connection with another cork had led the delusional wally to the coast that bordered the 

pea farming area, which lay at the foot of the mountains, upon which Buttox 

Barkingwell's Time Shard Museum of Future Technology lay, partially buried, in the 

ice... 

 

Making best speed through appalling weather, Ballington quickly espied the Wandering 

Metal Worker's encampment... 



 

Stopping by an unlocked domicile, he helped himself to the lavatory... 

 

...before continuing his journey - finally arriving at the semi-abandoned museum 

several hours later... 

 

Upon the roof, Hambledon Bohannon was searching for his recently acquired 

plugmutts, Blarg and Rooster... 



 

"Blarg." He called. "Rooster. Let's get down. Huh!" 

He'd already decided to visit his Aunt Mildred, who had, surprisingly, married a pea 

farmer several days earlier, and so took Blarg and Rooster straight to the recently 

renovated Earplug Transfer Conduit Station... 

 

...where he was confronted by Ballington. 

"You called to me with your mind." Ballington informed the surprised former king of 

disco. "We are one. Together we will rule this edifice. Then we will move to the proper 

Museum of Future Technology. It is our destiny. Together we will act like a force of 

nature. All earplugdom will quake at the mention of our names." 

Naturally Hambledon reacted in the manner he thought most appropriate... 



 

He blew a huge raspberry. 

 Not desperately distant from either the mountain monastery of Lemon Stone... 

 

...or the Time Shard Museum, the mountain penitentiary of Sloshed Antlers... 



 

...had released a bunch of petty thieves, who, in desperation, had used their ill-gotten 

skills to break into the museum and who now lurked in the shadows... 

 

Their self-elected leader - one Yelli Smellow - quickly grew tired of their self-imposed 

exile from the light: "I'm right fed up with being an exile from the light." He 



announced. He then added, rather wisely, he thought: "Someone locate the light switch. 

Then, having done so, flick it on." 

Moments later... 

 

...relief coursed through their strained, nervous muscles like a powerful laxative; and 

they smiled for the first time since the Governor of Sloshed Antlers had told them that 

they were free to leave. "Just sod off, will ya!" He'd growled at the time. "Our budget's 

been cut again. We can't afford to feed you. So you're done: I don't care where you go; 

just get lost."  

It was at that moment - as the bright museum light seared Yelli's retinas - that fate dealt 

a blow to Ballington Cork's tenuous plan. Yelli saw and heard Ballington use his mind-

altering talent upon Hambledon. He watched from a maintenance access tunnel... 

 

...as Ballington led the equally huge cork away. Yelli was further surprised to discover 

that during the period of his incarceration, he had developed a social conscience. 

"Guys," he whispered... 



 

...this don't look good. Let's go tell the authorities." 

With that they set out in search of Buttox Barkingwell... 

 

 Meanwhile, light-years distant, upon the Ice World, Marnus Stenchnee was busy acting 

upon his impetuosity... 

 



...and he wasn't entirely certain that his plan was as fool proof as his earlier optimism 

had suggested... 

 

Especially when he discovered just how far away his destination lay. But then, as the 

snowfall lessened, he found himself entering the subterranean tunnel that he 

remembered from his childhood... 

 

"Wow," he said to himself, "I can almost taste those breakfast corn flakes of my royal 

youth." 



But as he advanced deeper and deeper into the tunnel... 

 

...his happy recollections of childhood in the royal chambers were replaced with sorrow 

and resentment... 

 

...that is was his younger brother, Marnus Pongfinger, who ruled the planet. 



"And just because he has blue blood flowing through his veins." He whimpered in self-

pity. "And mine is mere commoner red!" 

It was at that moment (when he was feeling the most sorry for himself) that Marnus 

experienced a second revelation... 

 

"Blood." He shouted - his voice echoing into infinity along the tunnel. "The life blood of 

the sub-ice city. That's the answer: the earplug that controls the power supply controls 

the city!" 

So, after looking around furtively to check if anyone was within ear-shot, Marnus set 

out for a very specific location. One that previously had interested him about as much 

as government-controlled custard manufacturing processes. 

 



"Yuk." He spat. "I really hate custard." 

No one who lived within the city that lay beneath the ice would ever have expected that 

an inhabitant could commit an act of sabotage; consequently all doors to public facilities 

remained unlocked throughout both the day and the night: and it was during the hours 

of the latter that Marnus Stenchnee allowed himself to enter the power generation 

control room... 

 

Naturally he found it all fine and dandy. Read-outs gave the best-possible news. 

Automatic controls systems were all working perfectly. Everything was as it should be, 

which suited Marnus just fine. So, without further ado, he made his way to the null-

space generator (which had been built using blueprints supplied by the Museum of 

Future Technology on Earth)... 

 

From there he dropped to a lower level - where he conducted an experiment... 

 



...using the contents of his bladder. He smirked inwardly as the corrosive fluid crept 

across the floor - its acrid fumes causing the generator to cough menacingly. Then he 

was away... 

 

...into the deepest bowels of the generator, where he searched out the perfect place... 

 

...to hide a small device that he'd quickly constructed en route, out of a cell phone, a 

fizzy cola bottle, and some bits and pieces that he'd picked up in various locations. 

Then, having successfully stashed the aforementioned in a barely detectable cubby hole, 

Stenchnee returned to the control room... 



 

...where he was delighted to discover the read-outs in utter turmoil. 

"Yes!" He bellowed in triumph - before dashing back along the subterranean tunnel... 

 

"Gosh." He added. "I hope I get there before things get critical." 

Then, as he burst into the open air once more, he paused for a moment - to look across 

the plaza - towards his ultimate destination... 



 

The snow-covered Royal Palace: home of Marnus Pongfinger... 

 

...the ruler of the Ice Planet. 

 Well it didn't take long for Stenchnee to traverse the open plain to the vestibule that led 

into the palace proper... 

 



And it took somewhat less than an eon to arrive at the front door... 

 

...where he encountered a solitary guard. 

"Don't I know you?" Stenchnee inquired of the guard, who seemed vaguely familiar to 

him. 

"I used to be a relatively famous scientist." The Guard responded. "I helped discover 

the impending thaw that ultimately destroyed the surface of this planet - before it re-

froze of course. I flew around on a sky scooter with Uda Spritzer." 

 

"Tudor Porks!" Stenchnee yelled - as though he'd just realised that he knew the answer 

to the Million Pluggento question on the TV show of the same name. "You're Tudor 

Porks. What the heck are you doing here - pretending to be the palace guard?" 

"I made a terrible error." Tudor replied unhappily. "A miscalculation. I tried it on with 

Uda behind the sky scooter shed. I thought she fancied me. But I was wrong: it was my 

pocket calculator she coveted. She had the ear of Marnus Pongfinger. Result, I got 

busted to Palace Guard." 



"Tough luck." Stenchnee commiserated genuinely. But he couldn't waste any more time 

speaking of such sad events. "I'm our glorious leader's brother - Marnus Stenchnee: 

take me to someone really important: I have something to tell them. Something of great 

import."   

"Sure." Tudor replied - grateful to have something significant to do. "Follow me." 

 

In her laboratory, chief scientist, Uda Spritzer, sat at her personal computer interface... 

 

"Oh, that's good." She said as the latest surface-freezing figures appeared. "The planet 

is almost entirely frozen again. Goodie." 

But her good mood darkened as she received a call from Marnus Pongfinger's right-

hand earplug, Cruton Miasma. 

"What?" She snarled. "That useless red-blooded brother of Marnus Pongfinger has 

something to tell me that is so scary that it will make me wet my knickers in fear? I 

don't believe it. Bring him to me."  

Five minutes later... 



 

"Hello, Uda." Marnus Stenchnee said by way of introduction. "I hear you've been 

rather nasty to my friend, Tudor Porks." He then said some more stuff. 

 

"Cruton." Uda said, after hearing Marnus Stenchnee's awful news. "When you report 

these facts to our great leader, could you pop into my quarters for me? You'll find a 

small pile of freshly laundered caks on the sideboard beside a bowl of Satsumas; bring 

me couple of pairs, would you?" 

Five more minutes later... 

 



"Oh, Stenchnee." Marnus Pongfinger wailed. "How could you? A remotely detonated 

urine bomb! And in the Nul-Space power generator too! If it explodes, the generator 

will fail and we'll all freeze to death in just two or three days. You now that will be too 

short a time to call for help from our allies in the Museum of Future Technology. It will 

mean the end of our civilisation. You really are a sod, you know. But I have to face the 

facts: what are your terms of surrender?" 

 Well, Marnus Stenchnee's terms were unequivocal. He wanted nothing less than the 

keys to the kingdom. Or, to put it another way; he wanted to be the 'big cheese'; the 

'head honcho'; the earplug who made all the big decisions. He wanted to be the sole 

ruler of the Ice Planet. So, in a solemn ceremony, Marnus Pongfinger handed over the 

metaphorical crown to his older brother... 

 

Naturally, in the time-honoured way of earplugs, it was necessary to call in two 

independent witnesses, to...er...witness...the shift in power from one brother to the other. 

In this case it was a pair of radio technicians, who just happened to be passing en route 

to a cathode ray memorial convention, who were hauled in to oversee the affair. Their 

names were Trubbol Attmil and Trubbil Dounpitt, and they were cousins. Although 

disinterested in politics, both Trubbol and Trubbil were disgusted by Marnus 

Stenchnee's ascension to the crown... 

 



...and felt that they must do something to counteract it. So, after the royal party had 

departed - to do 'who-knows-what' elsewhere - the extended family members quickly 

came to a decision... 

 

"We're radio technicians." Trubbol whispered, lest someone hear her words and have 

her arrested in an instant. "We must use our great talent with dials and gauges and 

aerials, to call for extra-terrestrial help." 

"You what?" Trubbil responded intelligently. "You mean we gotta miss the cathode ray 

memorial convention? I was really looking forward to that too!" 

But Trubbol wasn't really listening. "I'll go looking for some seriously huge radio 

equipment up this steep ramp." She said. "You look somewhere else." 

So, moments later, the cousins parted... 

 



As Trubbol clambered up the aforementioned ramp, Trubbil took a very 

claustrophobic elevator... 

 

...and began a descent to the lower levels of the palace - pausing upon every floor to peer 

out through roughly hewn windows... 

 

...before continuing his journey... 



 

...to the very bottom... 

 

...where he exited the elevator, and made straight for the only subterranean door in 

sight... 



 

...at which he knocked politely, before allowing himself to enter, despite the lack of 

reply... 

 

And what he saw astonished him. 

But astonishment quickly faded to banal acceptance when he realised that he had totally 

misidentified the earplug that stood on the opposite side of the subterranean door. It 

wasn't the missing popular TV presenter, Frida Doonage, after all. There was no chance 

of getting the reward that had been so generously offered by Frida's production 

company for her safe return. No, it was just a flat-headed technician, by the name of 

Wilf Nobblington. 

"I know exactly what you're looking for, young Dounpitt." Wilf said, as... 



 

...he pointed out another solitary door in another icy wall... 

 

"I am?" Trubbil enquired. 

"You don't remember me, do you?" Wilf enquired in turn. He then explained: "At 

Radio Communication School." He hinted with a smile of reminiscence. "I was your 

form teacher in Class 2b." 

"Mister Nobblington?" Trubbil cried out as he decided that he was astonished after all, 

but for a completely different reason. "I heard you'd drowned when the planetary ice 

crust thawed. It's great to see you alive and kicking. But enough of that: why do I want 

me to use that door over there?" 

"Because you're a radio plug." Wilf replied knowingly. "And radio plugs want only one 

thing: they want to call people up. People who are far, far away. Am I right? And I 

didn't fail to die in vain, young Dounpitt. I saved the Ice Planet's only working 

Interplanetary Com-Unit!" 

Five seconds later... 



 

"A star ship, Wilf." Trubbil said as the two radio plugs burst in through the door. "I 

have to contact an alien race. And I need to do it now!" 

If nothing else, Wilf Nobblington knew his radio equipment. He quickly scanned the 

ether. Moments later his Visi-Screen detected this... 

 

And following some judicious knob-fiddling and dial-twirling... 



 

"Hello?" A surprised radio-tech said as he turned to face his own com-unit. "This is the 

Chi-Z-Sox: Radio plug Vincent Van Belch speaking. How can I help you?" 

Chapter 3 

 At, more or less, the same time that Trubbil Dounpitt had begun his search for an 

interplanetary communication system, aboard the distant Chi-Z-Sox TV reporter and 

camera operator, Rupert Piles, was busying himself shooting pictures for live relaying 

back to the Museum of Future Technology via hyperspace... 

 

He'd traversed the huge space vessel several times, snapping snippets of life aboard. 

One of these included some of the museum curators who had made the journey as top-

ranking representatives of that great organisation... 



 

...among them Bubbly Salterton; the recently promoted Nature Beast, and popular 

Aquaplug actor - Bert Frogget. Of course Rupert realised that any footage that he 

delivered (from deepest space, remember) to the TV broadcaster was potential digital 

gold dust; but his tour de force would surely be an exclusive with the museum's best-

loved inhabitants - the Earplug Brothers. To this end he set up his camera in the one 

place that the quintet would undoubtedly appear: the toilet beside the bridge... 

 

Equally of course, the five heroes were more than pleased to oblige Rupert's request... 



 

...especially when Rupert had gone to the trouble of having some nice words painted 

upon the wall... 

 

But this was nothing compared with what came next. Suddenly a light in the adjoining 

room blazed into incandescence and a familiar voice called to them. Following its lead, 

Rudi, Valentine, Chester, Miles, and Magnuss found themselves upon the star ship's 

bridge... 



 

...where they were thrilled to a point that approached delirium...  

 

...when the captain - Professor Hydious Gout... 

 

...personally welcomed them aboard. 



"Hi, young guys." He said, as he tried desperately to sound modern and groovy. "I'd 

high-five each and every one of you; but I have to stay here - in the captain's chair - 

because of ship's regulations and general earplug bridge etiquette. Now, if you'd care to 

stand in front of me, facing forward, with your backs turned... 

 

...yes, like that... I can give you a nice surprise. Are you ready?" 

As the eldest brother, Rudi spoke on behalf of his siblings: "You're not going to pull 

down our trousers and take a photo of our bare bottoms, are you?" He said with a voice 

so tremulous that it belied his famous and naturally-occurring (and incredibly intense) 

braveness. 

"No." The captain's wife, Doctor Putridity Gout replied. "Though I'd love to, 

personally." She then gave a nod to Magnuss's old Martian co-adventurer Yabu Suchs.  

A split second later... 

 

...interstellar space blazed on to the bridge via the main view screen. And whilst a 

couple of hardened bridge crew blanched at the scene, the five brothers were delighted. 

They knew this region of the cosmos. They'd been here before! 

 And it was also approximately chronologically adjacent to that moment when the ship's 

radio plug, Vincent Van Belch, concluded his interplanetary conversation... 



 

...with Trubbil Dounpitt and Wilf Nobblington... 

 

"I'll inform the captain immediately." He assured the two Ice Worlders. "This ship is 

really fast: we can be there in two shakes of a plugmutt's...er...thingy." 

With that he made his farewells and quickly contacted the bridge... 

 



...where Professor Gout listened with growing alarm. "What?" He shrieked. "But that's 

our first destination. We can't have some half-blood prince taking control. Not yet 

anyhow." Then, addressing the helmsplug, he roared, "Make us go faster. Top speed. 

Thrash our space drive to within microns of disintegration!" 

Moments later... 

 

And quite a lot of moments after that... 

 

...the Chi-Z-Sox began a controlled descent through the Ice World's fridged 

atmosphere. 

Down below, upon the rapidly solidifying surface, two local inhabitants watched as the 

alien vessel lowered its bulk in their general direction... 



 

One of them was so shocked that he simply couldn't watch; whilst the other stood there 

open-mouthed and prayed that someone was capturing the scene on their cell phone 

camera, whom he could later mug and sell the resulting stolen footage to one of the 

many TV stations that relied upon the public for its news 'scoops'.   

As the Chi-Z-Sox's tongues of fire singed the icy surface... 

 

...more locals raced towards the scene - desperate to be the first to greet the 

'ambassadors of a superior race' and thereby become instantly famous... 

 

And as the mighty ship of space settled into the deepening snow... 



 

...one watching couple... 

 

...spoke conspiratorially: "It's really cold out here." One said to the other. "Tell you 

what: when the air-lock opens, you keep the guy on the door talking, whilst I slip past 

him and use their toilet." 

Naturally, those first to venture forth from the Chi-Z-Sox were none other than the 

Museum of Future Technology's most celebrated heroes, the Earplug Brothers. Equally 

naturally, eldest brother, Rudi, led the way... 

 

"I like snow." Chester said from his position of fifth in line. "But I wouldn't want it 

compacted inside my underpants." 



"We'll try to avoid any avalanches then." Rudi said in response. Then thinking, with 

concern, about hidden crevasses he added; "Hey, Magnuss: how about you take point, 

man?" 

Ever eager to please his brother and to enjoy the thrill of knowing that at any moment 

he could risk plunging to his doom, Magnuss took the lead... 

 

But, after a while, his nerves began to fray, and he prayed that soon they would reach 

their destination... 

 

It must have been a really good prayer, because moments later they discovered an 

exterior door... 

 

They spent the next few minutes congratulating each other. 



"This must be the tradesman entrance." Miles surmised. 

"Indeed it is." A stentorian voice spoke. 

Like the highly trained operatives they were, all five earplugs spun about to face... 

 

"Miasma Cruton!" Magnuss cried when he recognised the earplug that owned the 

imposing voice. "Long time no see. It's us: the Earplug Brothers. We were here before; 

during your planetary cataclysm. It’s a bit parky out here: can we come inside? 

It was also a bit 'parky' on the mountainside on Earth, where the Time Shard Museum 

of Future Technology lay partially buried in the ice... 

 

And it was inside this vast edifice that former prison inmate, Yelli Smellow, chose to 

approach the museum's owner, Buttox Barkingwell... 



 

"Excuse me." He said. "You don't know me; but I've got something really important to 

tell you. Can we go somewhere slightly more private?" 

For a brief moment Buttox felt true horror: she thought that the stranger before here 

was going to ask if he could use her toilet. The thought appalled her upon at least 

seventeen levels of appallingness. "Um." She began. 

"It's just that I don't want to share this information with anyone else." Yelli explained. 

"And you know what they say, don't you?" 

Buttox repeated her solitary syllable. "Walls have ears." Yelli explained further. 

Finally Buttox's concerns were put aside for another day; and soon Yelli found himself 

upon a high ledge that overlooked the sewage farm... 

 

...where he was able to tell Buttox everything he knew about the abduction of 

Hambledon Bohannon, by Ballington Cork. 

Of course Buttox was only too aware of Ballington's mental powers. "Oh," she said, "I 

guess I'd better be getting some help in." 

"What's your plan?" Yelli inquired, as they made their way back to a location at 

ground level... 



 

"It's a bold plan." The little pink female replied. "It’s going to take a lot of courage to 

see it through." 

"I'm with you all the way." Yelli assured Buttox - hoping that it might earn him a job 

with the non-existent security team. 

"No, thank you very much." Buttox replied. "I think all that I'll need is a plugmutt and 

a couple of oxygen cylinders." 

 Yelli had made his farewells by the time that Buttox had rounded up a plugmutt and 

ridden it into the mountains to a secret, sunny valley... 

 

Stopping only long enough to give the kindly creature the opportunity to piddle up a 

tree trunk... 



 

...before climbing higher to rediscover... 

 

...the cork gods of the mountains. 

"Well if isn't Buttox Barkingwell!" They exclaimed, as one. They then reminded Buttox 

of their previous meeting, during which they had given her the magic hat that allowed 

her to control minds weaker than her own... 

 



Rather needlessly, or so thought Buttox. "Enough of the old times." She interrupted 

rudely. "I have something to tell you. It's about some corks." 

"We know." They said in unison. "We have read your mind. Now come with us." 

With that the cork gods led Buttox to a patch of instantly forgettable and apparently 

random mountainside... 

 

...where a couple more corks joined them.  

"Fret not, young Barkingwell." Three of them spoke in perfect harmony. "The matter 

is in hand. We thank you. Now sod off back to your poxy museum and leave cork 

problems to corks." 

A moment later the fourth cork escorted the earplug away. Apparently the audience 

was over... 

 



Buttox took exception to this. In her opinion she was more than capable of departing 

the secret valley 'under her own steam'. The cork's behaviour was quite unnecessary. 

She felt insulted. So she decided to produce some steam of her own - and blow it out of 

her bottom... 

 

...which momentarily overwhelmed her escort's olfactory senses - rendering him inert. 

This could not have been better timed, because... 

 

"Did you see that?" The largest cork god exclaimed. "Vile and indignant farts 

incapacitate corks. Inform our field agent immediately!" 

 Meanwhile, back on the Ice Planet... 



 

...Cruton Miasma had finally made up his mind concerning the entry of the Earplug 

Brothers into the city. 

"Yeah," he said, "I remember you earplugs. Get yourselves inside: I'll see you later: 

I've got some charcoal burning to conclude." 

So, a few seconds later... 

 

...Rudi led his brothers inside.  

"Guys, this place has been rebuilt extensively since this planet's icy surface fell apart, 

and then reformed: I don't have a flipping clue where the heck we are; so let's all take 

look-see around, okay?" 

Naturally the 'boys' did exactly what their eldest brother instructed... 



 

...which included tossing Valentine up into the air so that he could... 

 

...lodge his body into an architecturally interesting architrave where he could get a 

better view of the surrounding area. 

"Oh, dudes," he cried out with glee, "I can see the exit. Now get me back down." 

Forming an earplug pyramid, the brothers grappled Valentine back to terra firma and 

soon they were on their way... 

 



...up a series of interminable ramps...   

 

...that made their feet sore and allowed their sciatic nerves to extrude from their spinal 

columns sufficiently to give them sharp and insistent pains that stretched from their 

meaty buttocks to their bitterly complaining knee joints... 

 

But eventually they gained the relative comfort of the highest level... 

 

...which, they decided, was very attractive. And it was upon the highest level that 

Trubbol Attmil greeted them... 



 

"Hi, guys." She said, in her most professional manner. "Would you care to follow me?" 

This was an invitation that not one brother could resist... 

 

"Hey, Chester," Miles whispered to his twin, "don't her hips wiggle most appealingly?" 

It wasn't a question; more an observation: but Chester answered it anyway: 

"Sure do." He replied. "And she's got a nice bum too!" 



Chapter 4 

Meanwhile, far, far away, upon Henhouse Island - the home and place of imprisonment 

for Ballington Cork - the Cork God's field agent, who was known by very few as Scroat 

Titan, had arrived by means unknown... 

 

He then proceeded to conduct a fact-finding search, which included Ballington's 

necessarily low-maintenance cactus garden... 

 

He was seeking out the spore of his quarry. He even looked down a long, dark sewer... 

 



...but the light at the opposite end told Scroat everything he needed to know. Clearly 

Ballington hadn't produced a huge turd in many months, which meant that either he 

remained in suspended animation (which he didn't), or he wasn't on the island. 

 

"Bum!" He bellowed, as only a Cork God field agent can. "Now I'll have to go search 

somewhere else for him. What a huge pain in the posterior!" 

But before he set off towards his next destination, he thought he'd take a moment to 

enjoy the cliff top view... 

 

Then he was on his way... 



 

...to none other than... 

 

...the mountain citadel of Lemon Stone, where he arrived at the observation post that 

was usually manned by Mr Zinc, but which was now empty because the aforementioned 

megalomaniac had taken up ski biathlon and was away competing in the world 

championships... 

 



From there he wandered into the monastery where he took in a couple of religious icons, 

which made him see red, because he knew, for certain, that there were only a few true 

gods, because they financed his mortgage and broadband payments... 

 

Thereafter he checked out the monk's anachronistic toadstool-like dormitory... 

 

...where he finally realised that he was on the wrong track entirely and transitioned, by 

apparently magical means, to another location... 



 

And this time, he swore on his Great Uncle Gut Titan's grave, that he would find 

Ballington Cork's useless carcass, and lug it back to Henhouse Island - dead or alive. 

 So, whilst Scroat Titan emerged from the cave into which he had teleported; and duly 

spotted the nearby Metalworker's encampment... 

 

...and even more duly entered it, where he was spotted by a clandestine local... 

  

 

...his nose led him to a vast pile of excrement... 



 

...which steamed alarmingly. ''Jeepers,'' he'd yelped in surprise at the discovery, ''that 

sure looks fresh to me. It can't be more than a few hours old. And it definitely belongs 

to a cork!'' 

 

 Then realising that he must be getting close to finding Ballington, he'd made straight 

for his next destination - the Time Shard Museum of Future Technology... 

 



...where fate cast him into a situation whereby he encountered Yelli Smellow and the 

other former inmates of the Sloshed Antlers penitentiary. But, naturally, the Earplug 

Brothers knew nothing of this. And even if they had, they wouldn't have cared less. 

They had a quest of their own; and it involved the ice planet's capital city... 

 

...in which Chester continued to admire Trubbol Attmil's rear end - as she led him upon 

a pleasant tour... 

 

Trying to break through Chester's fixation upon her devilishly curvaceous buttocks, 

Trubbol told him all about her enjoyment of precipitous ledge walking; and how, 

during the Great Thaw, she had been left stranded when a ledge gave way before her... 

 



''Gosh.'' Chester exclaimed. ''I bet that was really annoying. Were you late for tea?'' 

''I was late for tea; the following day's breakfast; and every meal for a month.'' Trubbol 

replied. ''The surface of the planet had broken up. But I was one of the lucky ones: I 

had a flask of soup and a packet of doilies in my knapsack.'' 

Moments later she opened a door to the outside world, where... 

 

...quite unexpectedly, a vicious fog had descended. 

''Ooh-er.'' They said as one. 

 But time is a great healer, and before too many seconds had passed, the two new-found 

chums discovered that they quite liked the unexpected anonymity created by the fog... 

 

...and considered doing things that they wouldn't have done normally, in the open air. 

But good sense grabbed them by the throat and they duly went a wandering - to a place 

where the fog was joined by a fresh fall of snow... 



 

...which pleased them no end. And when it turned into a full scale snow storm, Chester 

couldn't have been happier... 

 

Though Trubbol did begin to wonder if she was dealing with an idiot earplug... 

 

...and so led him, once more, into the palace... 



 

...where she discovered that she too could smile at the thought of doing something really 

stupid and enjoy the sensation whilst doing so. But soon duty called and Chester rushed 

to re-join with his brothers in time for a meeting with Marnus Pongfinger... 

 

It seemed, to Rudi at least, that the planetary leader looked ill-at-ease. 

''Hey, Marny, baby.'' He said with concern evident in his every syllable, ''What's eating 

you, man?'' 

Rudi was to find out... 

 



''Um,'' Marnus replied hesitantly, ''Boys, I'd like you to meet my brother. 

 

He has supplanted me as Head of State. Now I suggest you all bow down to him and 

grovel pleasantly. Quickly, please; years of pointless servitude means that he has a 

terrible anger within him. He might even have you eaten.'' 

 With the confidence of a tyrant, Marnus Stenchnee stepped forward... 

 

"Yeah." He growled. "And if you don't like it, you can shove it in your ear." 

To both Chester's and Miles' dismay, Magnuss equalled Stenchnee in both physical act 

and style of verbal attack... 

 

"If anyone is going to get something shoved in their ear," he snarled his reply, "it'll be 

you, you big red dope." 



Stenchnee didn't hesitate for a nanosecond: his response came quickly and was 

delivered with the assurance of an earplug who believed himself to be in complete 

control of the situation: 

"I wouldn't test me, Pinko." The words slipped from between his lips like a string of 

mercury-coated sausages. "The power generator has a urine bomb strapped to it; and I 

have the trigger in the palm of my hand. Any silly buggers from anyone and the 

generator gets flooded with my personal piddle." 

Under normal circumstances, this information would have been enough to quell any 

thoughts of insurrection: but the Earplug Brothers didn't believe in normal 

circumstances. A split second later... 

 

...Magnuss delivered a karate chop to the side of Stenchnee's head. The world-leader 

went down like a sack of month-old cabbages, which pleased Marnus Pongfinger 

immensely. Then realisation struck the ancient, white-haired earplug: "By the Soiled 

Cacks of the Supreme Being," he wailed, "we are undone. My evil brother's puny grip 

upon the trigger has loosened. Within seconds the power supply will fail. We're as good 

as dead!" 

"Calm yourself, President Pongfinger." Magnuss said with a smile. "No such calamity 

shall assail your fair city. The bomb has been neutralised. Shall I explain?" 

 

"I wish you would." Uda Spritzer replied as everyone crowded around to kick the inert 

Stenchnee. "The expectation of a freezing death is...er...killing me." 



"Well," Magnuss began, "it all started with one of your loyal subjects. His name is 

Trubbil Dounpitt; and he made a galactic emergency call. One of our ship's crew heard 

it and duly took the information to the captain. He, in turn, informed us. As a result we 

discovered Stenchnee's despicable plan. But let's have someone else continue this tale. 

Let's hear it from the metaphorical plugmutts' mouth. Let me introduce my brother, 

Valentine." 

 

Valentine didn't bother with small talk: "Right on." He said into the resulting, 

expectant silence. "Rudi and me left Magnuss and Miles holding the fort whilst Chester 

kept your guide busy... 

 

We thought she looked kinda cute; but we couldn't take any chances: she could'a been a 

spy. Know what I mean? Anyway, we went straight to the Nul-Space power generator... 



 

Of course we couldn't access the urine bomb from up there, so we put on our Cossack 

hats... 

 

...and took the back way inside. Then I emptied the ginger beer from inside my hip flask 

- all over the bomb. The fizzy goo sealed the bomb in five seconds flat. Then it burned 

its way through the protective sheath. And that was that: no matter how many times 

that joker bro of yours pressed his dumb trigger, that bomb wasn't gonna go splat - no 

way." 

With that Valentine turned away; happy in the knowledge that he had left his audience 

in a better frame of mind than they had felt five minutes earlier. 



 

"Gosh, that was good news." Pongfinger opined quietly to Cruton. "I can't wipe the 

smile from my face."  

"Indeed, Sir." His manservant replied. "But I wonder if Valentine's reference to his 

ginger beer-filled hip flask was, in actuality, a euphemism." 

"I was thinking the same thing." Uda Spritzer added. "I'm a scientist. As a result of 

which I know a heck of a lot about a heck of a lot of things; and I'm far from certain 

that ginger beer can burn through protective sheaths - even the alcoholic kind. It's a 

metaphor. You mark my words. A metaphor for his bladder. It's my scientific opinion 

that Valentine is no ginger beer drinker: instead he simply possesses the ability to 

deliver a vast quantity of corrosive wee-wee, on command, with precise accuracy. I just 

wish I had half his talent." 

"If so," Pongfinger concluded - if a tad illogically, "I'd hate to be in a cupboard with 

him when he breaks wind; there's no knowing what damage he could do to my nasal 

passages. Have him knighted immediately." 

 Later that day, all five Earplug Brothers received their knighthoods. In addition 

Marnus Pongfinger contacted the Ice World's sole robot space freighter... 

 



...which had recently been loaded with the first cargo of ice and had been despatched 

towards the Water World, where the primary commodity was to be used in gin and 

tonics, rum and colas, vodka and limes, and other variations of alcoholic beverages. 

Naturally the robotic captain was cybernetically thrilled to receive a call from his 

ruler... 

 

And when it passed on the news to the lower ranked robots aboard... 

 

...they responded by saying, gleefully: "Goodie; we're off to the Museum of Future 

Technology. Our cargo is going to be used in the hospitality suite there. Alone it won't 

solve the museum's insolvency; but it will cut down, dramatically, on bar costs."  

So, with their task complete, the five heroes prepared to depart the city. But Chester 

had a farewell to make... 



 

He found Trubbol Attmil enjoying the huge communal bubble bath. 

"Chester." She squealed. "Why don't you join me? The bubbles get everywhere: its 

such fun; and it makes you clean too." 

So, as Chester leapt into the foaming embrace... 

 

...he said: "Great - just as long as they don't get up my nose. My nasal cavities are 

fragile and easily irritated. Otherwise I could be sneezing for a week and a half."  

Fortunately they didn't; and Chester's nose was just fine. But time was of the essence; 

space tides demanded that the Chi-Z-Sox depart the Ice World's region of the galaxy; 

and Chester had to make the farewell to which he had alluded earlier... 



 

"Oh, Trubbol, there goes the ship's claxon." He said. "My brothers and I have to go. 

But I promise to return one day soon - when our quest is complete; and we'll bathe 

together again." 

"I look forward to it." Trubbol replied, as she gazed lovingly at the young pink earplug 

of Terrestrial origin. Then he was gone; re-joined with his siblings... 

 

...and feeling really down in the dumps. 

"Hey, Chester." Rudi spoke from directly behind him. "Get those feet moving, man; we 

gotta ship to catch." 

 



So, as the quintet passed into the snow field beyond the city walls... 

 

...natives would question each other concerning them. 

"Aren't they handsome?" Some would say. 

"Is that a question, or a statement?" Others would reply. 

Then, with Rudi taking the lead, it was time to march swiftly across the ice... 

 

Back to the vast vessel of space that awaited their arrival... 

 



...where other natives spoke enviously... 

 

"Big show-offs." One of them said, as he looked around to make sure that no security 

forces could hear him. "If I had a ship like that, I'm sure I could fly all over the place - 

asking for help or money too." 

But no one bothered listening: they thought he was a mealy-mouthed git; and were in 

too much awe of the Earplug Brothers. 

Chapter 5 

Before anyone knew it, the Chi-Z-Sox was once again blasting across the cosmos... 

 

And it wasn't long after it entered a new planetary system that the scanners were 

looking down upon a world that comprised mostly desert and ocean... 

 



The thought of visiting a planet that comprised mostly desert and ocean appealed to the 

twins upon, at least, seventeen levels of excited anticipation. So, shortly, Chester and 

Miles found themselves standing upon a sea-shore... 

 

They didn't know it, but night was about to end abruptly... 

 

It was only as the morning light illuminated the shoreline that both young earplugs 

began shouting, in the hope of drawing their presence to the attention of the local 

inhabitants. Initially neither brother became aware that they were being watched... 

 



But when Miles finally spotted the marine earplug partially submerged in the beautiful 

blue ocean swell, he was reminded of their family trait; that being terrible susceptibility 

to motion sickness... 

 

Conversely the presence of an ocean-living earplug reminded Chester of the swimming 

pool party that the boys had attended with Yu-Wah and Wah-Hey Pong, who had 

invited along their kid sister, Sweet Wah-Wah, who enjoyed floating just below the 

surface in much the same way as the wet alien... 

 

Of course the mysterious desert-ocean dwelling earplug knew nothing of swimming pool 

parties: she was just merely aware that her sensitive submarine ears had been assaulted 

by the boy's accidental verbal atrocities... 

 



In fact she got so mad that she... 

 

...blew off beneath the waves, which made Miles feel even more nauseous... 

 

...and didn't do much for Chester's nasal cavities either. 

Obviously, following such an unfortunate first contact situation, Captain Gout decided 

to try another planet, which went very well... 

 



Following some pleasant negotiations with Rudi and Valentine, the king of the Big Red 

Knobs agreed to sponsor a half-marathon - the proceeds from which would be 

forwarded to the Museum of Future Technology. 

"Guess you'll have to grow some legs first." Rudi quipped to the creature that usually 

locomoted via an anti-gravity gland. "You do know what a half-marathon is, don't ya?" 

 Naturally the Chi-Z-Sox was soon under way once more... 

 

...because the crew had a Herculean task to perform, after all. To this end, Captain 

Gout invited the Earplug Brothers to descend to the main hold, where, he hinted, 

something exciting awaited their attention... 

 

To say that they were pleased was an understatement. 

"Flipping heck," Rudi exclaimed... 



 

...it's an exact replica of an End Cap attack craft. With one of these little guys we can 

survey planets, study fauna and flora kinda stuff, and bomb them from orbit if 

necessary!" 

For a moment the other four siblings stood mute... 

 

But when the vessel began to power-up, Magnuss blurted: "Last one inside is a rotten 

avocado!" 

A moment later they were fighting each other be first inside the craft... 

 



And when they finally forced their way through the air-lock... 

 

...they weren't the least surprised to find that its interior dimensions exceeded those of 

the exterior. "Jeepers," Rudi yelped uncharacteristically, "look at the captain's console: 

it lights up!" 

The others were equally pleased with other facets of the tiny vehicle. Especially 

Valentine... 

 

...who couldn't wait to use the futuristic lavatory. In fact, so pleased was he that... 

 



...he described his every bowel movement to Chester, who busied himself with the 

communications console and didn't really want to know. 

Miles, who didn't really understand the principle of the console at which he sat, noticed 

a poster that hung upon the wall of one of the cabins. 

 

"It's Luis Cosmos." He yelled above the thunderous noise that emitted from the 

lavatory. "He's my favourite Mexican trumpeter - or trumpeteer, as I prefer to call 

trumpeters. How wonderfully personalised this ship is. Three cheers for Captain 

Hydious Gout and his charming wife, whose name eludes me!" 

"I've got the ship's sensor array here." Magnuss announced... 

 

"I'm scanning the inside of the Chi-Z-Sox as we speak." 

"Well," Chester responded from his console... 



 

...make sure you don't scan the ladies netball team's changing room; they'll be very 

angry with you. They might shove you, head-first, into one of their baskets." 

"Hey, Rudi spoke in perfect synchronicity with the sound of the ship's engines, as they 

purred with latent power... 

 

..."let's give this baby a shakedown blast." 

Moments later the flying saucer slipped from the Chi-Z-Sox' launch bay... 

 

...and Rudi lit the metaphorical blue touch paper... 



 

"Arrgh." Valentine yelled in dismay and horror. "The acceleration is too intense, man; 

I can't reach the toilet roll holder!" 

 Rudi felt that the strange alien vehicle's speed and agility were second to none; and 

since there was nothing more to prove, the vessel returned to the mother ship, where it’s 

happy crew disembarked... 

 

"How charming." Magnuss opined. "Such exquisite touches everywhere. Art Ducko, I 

do believe." 

"Sho' nuf, bro." Valentine agreed... 

 



..."And that toilet flush sucks real hard: no smears or nothing!"   

Then, as they made their way towards the bridge, Captain Hydious Gout said... 

 

..."Right, I've had enough of this view for now: on to the next planet." 

With lightning reactions the helmsplug punched in the co-ordinates upon his list, and a 

split second later the Chi-Z-Sox was headed into the depths of interstellar space... 

 



But soon a hyper-radio call arrived from the Museum of Future Technology. From her 

seat upon the Omnipresent Scanner, Chief Curator, Cushions Smethwyke, had been 

watching as events unfolded... 

 

"Flipping heck." She bellowed across the light years, parsecs, and astronomical units. 

"The Museum is about to be declared bankrupt; get a bloody move on!" 

So Hydious told the helmsplug to hit the afterburners... 

 

...and before his wife, Putridity, could properly fasten her gravity suit's underpants, a 

planet swam into view... 

 



Unable to resist such a beautiful globe, Gout had the ship enter a high orbit above it... 

 

"Sensors have detected evidence of an advanced industrial civilisation." former 

Martian adventurer, Yabu Suchs, informed everyone who was on the bridge at that 

particular moment... 

 

"The air is full of disgusting crap, but, I feel confident in saying, there is probably a 

great deal of wealth down there. After all, you know how the North Country saying 

goes: 'Where there's muck there's brass'."  

Hydious concurred and duly launched the flying saucer... 

 



Aboard it, the Earplug Brothers took hold of their respective controls... 

 

...and guided the alien craft into the planet's atmosphere... 

 

Quite who they expected to meet on the surface below, not one of them knew. They just 

hoped that he/she/it spoke Earplug, possessed a pleasant demeanour, and carried a 

bulging wallet. Well, once they had landed and were unable to detect any obviously 

governmental buildings, the five boys chose a door at random... 

 



Rudi knocked politely. Inside, the building's occupant, one Rufus Inkwell... 

 

...heard it, but couldn't believe that anyone would come calling in the heat of the 

midday. So he didn't answer it, lest a bunch of marauding bandits come barging in, 

intent on mischief.  

Outside Magnuss, who had eaten three bowls of porridge and a huge banana for 

breakfast, felt a tad windy inside. "Hey," he said cheerfully, "whomever the butt wipe 

inside is, he isn't keen on opening the door to us, that's obvious. I think I can persuade 

him otherwise." 

With that he... 

 

...released several cubic centimetres of noxious gas, through a crack in the door frame, 

from his normally charming bottom. 

Inside the building... 



 

...Rufus Inkwell was surprised. He also felt intimidated. So he pretended to be out. In 

fact he was very good at it; and it wasn't very long before Magnuss and the others gave 

up... 

 

Although Chester did hang on a short while - to peer through a peep-hole in the door 

itself. And when Rufus went to make sure that his unwelcome visitors had moved on, he 

was startled by the sight of an alien being standing on his threshold... 

 



Rufus reeled backwards in bemusement... 

 

From there he rushed to the main Planetary Riches vault... 

 

Professional to the end, Rufus checked the contents of the vault... 

 



He sighed. "Still full up. Totally full - right to the brim." He said to himself. "And still 

the money rolls in. If I don't find some meaningful cause to which I can donate a 

considerable sum of it soon, I'll have to have a larger vault built, which will impinge 

upon my kitchen space greatly; and that would be intolerable. I'll have to ditch my 

granite counter and favourite chopping board!"  

He then sighed again. He so hated being the Chief of Charities; it was such a boring job; 

everyone on the planet was so rich that no one ever needed to ask for money. 

Chapter 6 

So, for the crew and passengers of the Chi-Z-Sox, the grand tour continued... 

 

As they traversed the immensity of the galaxy, the Earplug Brothers stared in wonder 

at the main screen... 

 

They also discussed their next port of call. Many suggestions were made, but Hydious 

Gout... 



 

...favoured only one. "They owe us." He said, by way of explanation. "In any case, that 

civilisation is so young and idealistic, they're bound to hand over great wads of 

unspeakable riches without qualm or question; all we need to do is ask." 

Magnuss wasn't so sure; he'd enjoyed a genuine relationship with the leader of the 

proposed planet... 

 

"I'm not keen to impose upon Nigel the Golden One." He said. "I'd feel like a cheap 

skate." 

But, as the cable end planet hove into view... 

 



...he thought of the place he most loved: the Museum of Future Technology... 

 

"Oh, I dunno." He said. "Maybe you're right: we are kinda desperate." 

Meanwhile, in the snow-swept Time Shard duplicate of the Museum... 

 

...Ballington Cork was making suggestions to the impressionable former disco star, 

Hambledon Bohannon... 

 

"Obviously," he was saying, "once I'm ensconced as the director of this chilly, 

temporally dislocated, version of the Museum of Future Technology I can learn all 



about its secret inner workings; then I can apply them to the proper M.O.F.T and take 

that one over too. With your help, of course. I need your driving disco beat with which 

to mesmerize the inhabitants. We can't use your golden oldies; they're too well-known. 

You need to write some new potential disco hits." 

As they strolled, Hambledon turned to Ballington. "Haven't you heard?" He replied. 

"Disco is dead. And I haven't written an original piece since South African Badger." 

Little did either cork know, but they were being watched... 

 

Field Agent Scroat Titan had tracked Ballington to this place; and he intended to 

thwart the huge cork's plan, whatever it was, before it could reach fruition.  

Ballington hadn't expected resistance from Hambledon: he thought he'd brought him 

under his control entirely. He halted their joint perambulation so that he could look 

directly into the musical giant's eyes... 

 

...which glowed red beneath his mental onslaught. 

"You WILL write a hit record for me. It will have a driving, mesmerizing rhythm. It 

will go a bit like; 'bum-de-bum-de-bum-bum-bum'. Do you understand?" 



"Bum-de-bum-de-bum-bum-bum." Hambledon replied in a dull monotone. "Got it. Far 

out, man; what a groove!" 

The watching Scroat realised that if he didn't act now, it would be too late. He also 

recognised Ballington's great talent for controlling other corks. "I'm another cork" He 

sub-vocalised to himself. "If I don't handle this right, he could take control of me. Hey, 

and if he took control of me, he could use me against the Mountain Cork Gods, who aren't 

really gods at all, but corks from an extremely technically advanced society with all the 

appearances of gods. But, I digress. Now - to action." 

With those three words of wisdom ringing in his metaphorical ears, Scroat made his 

move... 

 

Leaping from the roughly hewn window frame, he roared: "Ballington Cork; get your 

chunky ass away from that disco king. Prepare yourself for the fight of your life!" 

Then, as the two corks squared up for a fight, Scroat felt Ballington's mental tendrils 

infiltrate his mind. But before his sentience vacated him, he used his only weapon that 

would work against a powerful psychic. He recalled Buttox Barkingwell's effect upon 

the mountain corks. Or more precisely the effect of her gaseous emissions. So he farted - 

massively...   

 



Holding his breath, he pushed against a suddenly unresisting Ballington... 

 

...forcing him backwards - where he stumbled and teetered on the edge of a mechanic's 

inspection pit. 

"Argh." Ballington cried out in horror. "If I fall on my back, my stiff spine won't allow 

me to roll over and regain my feet. I'll be horribly stuck in this nasty mechanic's pit!" 

"Yeah." Scroat bellowed his triumphant reply. "I know." 

A split second later, a quick kick in the shin and... 

 

"Bum-de-bum-de-bum-bum-bum; that's a really rubbish idea." He said to both 

Ballington and Hambledon. "That'll never be a hit." 

Whilst Ballington was in the act of being arrested, far, far away, the flying saucer had 

departed the Chi-Z-Sox... 



 

Naturally the Earplug Brothers were at the controls... 

 

But, for this mission, they had a sixth crew member aboard - who appeared in the 

control room via a small mid-floor elevator...  

 

"Howdy, partners." She said by way of introduction... 



 

"I'm Cilica Gelpac. I'm your resident anthropologist." 

Although Magnuss thought that Cilica was exceedingly pretty and possessed a pleasant 

turn of phrase, he, nevertheless, sent her straight to her work station... 

 

...where she grumbled menacingly before bending to the task of quickly assimilating as 

much information concerning their target society as was earpluggly possible... 

 

And what she learnt stunned her into anthropological catatonia. The history text 

informed her that the cable ends had once been a primitive bunch of mindless wallies... 



 

But following an alien experiment that resulted in them gaining sentience, the brightest 

Cable End - Nigel the Golden One... 

 

...led them from the desert to found a civilisation and a mud village... 

 

And by the time that Magnuss (in Golden form) introduced himself to Nigel, and 

formed a friendship... 



 

...twenty-three years had passed; and (under secret alien tutelage) the mud village had 

transformed into a highly technological city... 

 

And the Cable Ends had also changed: they were now multi-coloured and were vaguely 

embarrassed to be found loitering around outside public toilets... 

 



So, as Cilica worked studiously... 

 

...Rudi (having discovered strange anomalous readings from the ship's sensors) realised 

that his decision-making processes needed a helping hand. He looked across the control 

room towards a small anteroom, where a pair of eyes peered back... 

 

So, without further ado, Magnuss joined Rudi as he consulted with their personal 

version of the Cyber Oracle... 

 



"I am the Cyber Oracle." The Cyber Oracle stated the obvious. "Tell me what you 

want to know." 

Rudi didn't waste a moment: "Ship's sensors can't find any cable ends on the planet 

below, which is wierdsville, man, coz it's the cable end home world. I don't have the first 

clue what to do. Suggestions, please." 

The Cyber Oracle ruminated for a second or two, before responding with: "Was it like 

this when you found it?" 

"Of course." Magnuss replied on his brother's behalf. 

"Well go to hyper speed now." The Cyber Oracle suggested. "No one will ever know 

you were here. Alternatively, if you insist upon investigating the disappearance of an 

entire civilisation, might I suggest a cautious approach. No need to draw attention to 

yourself.  Use the cover of darkness in the terminator zone. Maybe a team of two, on a 

stealth mission. But whatever you do, don't let Valentine flush the toilet whilst the ship 

is on the surface: it could set alarm bells ringing half way 'round the planet." 

As usual with Cyber Oracles, It was wise advice; and before long the flying saucer 

burned retro rockets as it slowed its approach to the planet... 

 

Then the landing jets lit up the darkened countryside as the six crew members lowered 

the saucer to surface... 



 

It was Chester and Miles who volunteered to make the first sortie... 

 

...into the paddy fields of the rice-growing region. 

"Ooh-er, Miles; look at that." Chester gasped as his eyes took in the view of the 

mountains that marked the terminator between the planet's light and dark sides... 

 

"We don't have time for sight-seeing, Chester." Miles replied. "We have a job to do." 



 

Checking their compasses, the twins set out towards, what they hoped, was the main 

city - Scroton Prime... 

 

But it didn't matter which direction they took, they always seemed to be surrounded by 

water. 

"I don't know much about rice-growing." Chester complained, "But shouldn't these 

paddy fields have plants growing in them? Let's check out the store in that rice-growers 

shed over there." 

So, taking a nerve-wracking pedestrian bridge across the water... 

 



...the two brothers slipped silently into the village... 

 

...where they approached the only obvious storage building. 

As Miles cracked the aging door open, Chester almost retched with fearful 

anticipation... 

 

But once inside, the sense of relief he felt when he discovered that the interior was nice 

and modernistic and didn't smell of rotting vegetable matter, brought forth a hesitant 

smile... 

 

"Oh look, Miles." He said, as his eyes adjusted to the brighter light inside the building. 

"No food stocks; some ghastly, slightly hypnotic, wallpaper; and a huge interplanetary 

communicator." 



Miles had also noted the incongruous device. "Yeah." He replied. "Odd, isn't it?"  

Chester had a thought: “I wonder if it works. If so, we could call up Rudi to come fetch 

us.” 

“But we’ve only been here five minutes.” Miles complained. “We’ve found nothing and 

no one.” 

“My point exactly, dear twin.” Chester replied – rather smugly, or so thought Miles. 

“And we will find nothing more than nothing by remaining here. Ergo, we depart – with 

alacrity.” 

 

"But it's not working." Miles replied. "Your whole argument is a moot point." 

Although true - if only apparently, Chester wasn't giving up: "Maybe it's in energy-

saving mode." He suggested hopefully - and ingeniously, or so he thought. "Maybe it 

has a motion sensor fitted." 

 

Chester may have been many things and described in many way, but 'genius' probably 

wasn't one of them. But sometimes even a youngest brother can, on occasion, make 

searingly brilliant suggestions; because a moment later... 



 

...the communication device switched itself on. And a nanosecond after that... 

 

...Magnuss received a call: "Oh Magnuss." Chester's voice echoed around the control 

room. "It's horrid down here. There's no one to welcome us; no one to fawn over us 

obsequiously and hail us as their saviours. Any chance you can come back and fetch 

us?" 

Farther out - in the depths of space... 

 

...Captain (formally Professor) Hydious Gout and the bridge crew were listening in... 



 

"Oh, Hydious." Doctor Putridity Gout whispered, "I do so love those orangey-pink 

twins: it must be awful for them both - all alone on an empty world. Tell Rudi to rescue 

them instantaneously." 

Hydious, ever eager to keep his wife happy, put through a call to the flying saucer... 

 

"Rudi," he said, "Putridity wants them rescued straight away. So take care of that, 

would you. But I don't want the investigation to stall. Replace them with a more suitable 

team." 

Rudi didn’t like being told what to do in his own space ship, but he could see the sense 

in his captain's suggestion. So, without further discussion... 

 



...the saucer raced back to collect Miles and Chester. It then moved to another location 

to deposit... 

 

...the replacement team that comprised Magnuss Earplug and Cilica Gelpac. 

"Cilica." Magnuss said, as they took in the view. "I think you're gonna enjoy this." 

Chapter 7 

Back aboard the flying saucer, in the matter transmission room, Chester and Miles 

were grateful that their appearance had returned to normal... 

 

"Was that weird, or what!" Miles exclaimed. "Not only did our body shapes alter, down 

there on Scroton; but our eye colour changed too!" 

Chester was surprised that Miles had been surprised by their physiological changes 

once they'd transported to the planet's surface. He was further surprised that his twin 

hadn't bothered to check the effects of matter transmission within the terminator zone 

of a planet that spent its whole time being permanently light on one side and perpetually 



dark on the other. Unwilling to be surprised anymore, he said: "Yeah; let's get a coffee. 

Then we can go watch what happens to Magnuss and Cilica." 

"I like Cilica." Miles confessed - his train of thought interrupted. "She has such lovely 

globular...er...eyes." 

"Indeed she does, Miles." Chester agreed, as they made for the door. "She's got a nice 

bum too. But I think that's what you meant all along." 

Meanwhile, upon the surface of Scroton... 

 

...Cilica remarked upon the extreme similarity of their current appearance with how 

they looked aboard the flying saucer. 

Magnuss, who, throughout all his many adventures, had amassed several volumes of 

esoteric knowledge, pondered this... 

 



"The Sun's come up." He replied. "And we're moving further and further from the 

terminator with each and every step." 

Cilica wasn't sure she believed her famous co-adventurer; but in the absence of any 

empirical data or knowledge of her own, she decided to accept his explanation. She also 

allowed him to take the lead as they trudged, endlessly, away from the dark zone... 

 

As for Magnuss, he simply marvelled at the wonders of Scroton's atmosphere. 

"Cor." He said intelligently. "Look at that. Aint that something!" 

Cilica had to agree; she'd never been off-world before. As far as she was concerned 

everything was 'something'... 

 

Even big black clouds that looked like the smoke of a distant conflagration. 



Soon, though, they discovered a cutting and a road that led to a dark and forbidding 

tunnel, set into a high striated cliff... 

 

They stood at the threshold of civilisation. But when they emerged from the tunnel into 

Scroton Prime... 

 

...they found it desolate and empty of living beings. 

"You certainly know how to show a girl a good time." Cilica complained. "What now?" 

 



Magnuss looked around (what should have been) a thriving thoroughfare, full of 

stunningly average passers-by, merchants, security personnel, trick cyclists, garbage 

collectors, and a cheerful golden cable end, named Nigel, walking a green plugmutt 

called Fang. 

"We search for clues." He answered. "And perhaps a modernistic urinal: that was one 

heck of a long walk and I'm full to bursting point." 

With that thought uppermost, the two colleagues set forth along the main 

thoroughfare... 

 

  

...looking this way and that in desperate hope... 

 

...which really cheesed Cilica off. 

"I'm an anthropologist." She grumbled. "Not a lavatory attendant. Look, go behind 

that huge round thing, over there." 



Well, as luck would have it, 'that huge round thing' was none other than a recently 

installed, commemorative pissoire, erected in honour of Magnuss' last visit to Scroton. 

So, having quickly put it to use in its primary - indeed sole - role, Magnuss felt more 

inclined to resume their investigation... 

 

"Wow," he breathed as he exited the mighty street lavatory, "what a modern facility. 

Lots of shiny tiles and stuff. Right then: let's go look at the old city. It's through that 

roughly hewn portal over there"... 

 

"But, but," Cilica tried to argue as she held back in trepidation, "that's a conveyor belt. 

That's for goods and insensitive items without elbows that don’t bruise when they fall 

off the thing." 

"It's a great way to travel." Magnuss said dismissively as he pushed past… 

 



…and climbed aboard the conveyor... 

 

..."And it'll save so much time and shoe leather." 

Well, needless to say, the inexperienced Cilica Gelpac joined her more illustrious 

partner, and soon they found themselves looking down upon the cable end's original 

mud village...  

 

"This is more like it." Cilica said appreciatively... 

 

...as she poked her head through a random opening. "Now I can get on with my 

anthropologizing." 



 

She then added - Magnuss thought, rather needlessly: "If anyone can solve the mystery 

of an empty world; it'll be me!" 

 Unfortunately Cilica was forced to delay her anthropological investigation by a series 

of locked doors... 

 

  

"But I don't understand." She said in a slightly annoying and very 'whiney' voice. 

They're all locked...from inside. Including the bathroom doors!" 

This was, indeed, a strange mystery. One that, so far at least, Magnuss could not 

conjure up an answer to... 



 

"I'm sorry." Magnuss replied. "So far, at least, I'm unable to conjure up an answer to 

this strange mystery. Here, let me try the door." 

"Sure, why not?" A slightly tetchy Cilica responded. "Beat yourself up."  

With the door beyond the porch unwilling to yield to Magnuss' shoulder barges, they 

decided to try some 'flimsier looking' entry points... 

 

"This uncharacteristically vast window is singularly devoid of glass." Cilica observed. 

"It may open on to some anteroom with a lightweight raffia of cane door." 

But she was wrong. Fortunately a strong wind several nights previous had blown in a 

seldom used portal... 



 

"It looks like a coal hole." Cilica observed further. "They are very popular with 

primitive societies. There's probably a hatch in the back that will allow us ingress to the 

building proper. Primitive people never like going outside, after dark, when it’s 

raining." 

Of course, being an anthropologist, Cilica was entirely correct: and soon the dashing 

duo were exploring home after home in the simple mud village... 

 

"It was the same with outside toilets." Cilica continued to both educate and entertain 

Magnuss, as he peered into a foul smelling 'privy'. "Except, unlike coal holes, these 

tended to smell awful, so they seldom opened the access hatches." 

But Magnuss could only be educated and entertained for a limited period, and soon he 

began to have fun hiding from his colleague... 



 

This didn't meet with Cilica's approval, and very quickly her patience snapped and she 

called out Magnuss' name repeatedly, inserting several colourful expletives whilst doing 

so. Little did either young earplug know it, but they were not entirely alone. Cilica's 

foul-mouthed misuse of the earplug language caught the attention of the mud village's 

sole occupant. A blue polystyrene blob of unknown origin... 

 

And it didn't look best pleased. 

Unaware that they were being observed, Magnuss and Cilica continued, but they 

weren't really enjoying it... 



 

As they passed through uncountable homes, all they discovered was a total lack of 

habitation. Even the furniture was gone... 

 

"Perhaps of we went up on to the roof and yelled." Cilica suggested scientifically. 

"There's a roof light; you can push me up through it. I've got a really screechy voice 

when I put my mind to it: if there's anyone around they're bound to hear it." 

It was, in essence, their only really good course of action; but Magnuss was reticent to 

act... 

 



"Yeah, but what about if someone we don't want to meet hears you?" He argued 

logically. "We could disappear too!" 

Cilica hadn't considered that possibility; but now she did. "Right then." She said. 

"Forget that: let's take five to think of something else completely." 

It was about the same time, but separated from the two explorers by unimaginable 

distance, that something happened in the Time Shard facsimile of the Museum of 

Future Technology... 

 

Yelli Smellow, Scroat Titan, and Hambledon Bohannon had received permission from 

the museum owner, Buttox Barkingwell... 

 

...to eject Ballington Cork from the premises... 



 

"But I don't want to go." Ballington complained. "We're on a mountain side and it's 

really chilly." 

"Should have thought to pack your woolly knickers then, shouldn't ya!" Yelli snapped 

back at him. 

Unusually for Hambledon, who normally tried to avoid confrontation, the big cork felt 

compelled to speak... 

 

"You're so darned horrible," he said, "You’ve actually inspired me to write a song 

about ya. It's gonna be a huge hit." 

"Yeah." Yelli growled in support of the king of disco. "It's called 'Ballington Cork 

Smells', and it's got a real driving rhythm that's bound to send it to the top of the 

charts." 

"And I'm on backing vocals." Scroat added. "Just thought you'd like to know." 



This news almost broke Ballington's heart. "I so wanted a hit record." He said, whilst 

turning away... 

 

But all he received in response was a huge raspberry blown by Yelli Smellow. He didn't 

notice, of course: he was too downcast. But, by chance, when, in a fit of despair, he took 

off his hat and cast it aside, it clobbered Yelli... 

 

...right in the face, which amused both Scroat and Hambledon. 

"Oi." Yelli bellowed from beneath the vast head gear. "That hurt!" 

Then, as the three self-appointed miscreant-despatchers returned into the building, 

Ballington continued on his way - all alone... 



 

His misery had never been more utter. "Defeated yet again." He whispered to himself. 

But then, as the distance between himself and the fake museum broadened... 

 

...he heard a sound behind him. "Ugh?" He questioned intelligently. 

Then, from beneath the snow, Blarg and Rooster appeared... 

 

Ballington repeated himself. Using their rudimentary verbal skills, Blarg and Rooster 

managed to convey a desire to return to Henhouse Island with Ballington. 



"Bloody cold here." Blarg managed. 

"Henhouse Island nice and warm." Rooster added. 

This gave Ballington reason to pause and consider his situation. "You're right." He 

said, though without a smile, of which he was incapable. "It's very nice - with high cliffs, 

a patch of jungle, some pleasant veld, and a small beach. And it has the remnants of a 

reasonable fishing fleet in the abandoned harbour too. I could give up my megalomania 

and become a fisher cork. And you two could be my First Mate and Boatswain!" 

"Yeah!" The plugmutts yelled in unison... 

 

...and licked him stupid. 

Also meanwhile, and equally distant from Scroton, the real Museum of Future 

Technology... 

 

...still harboured the four professional wind breakers - former female weightlifters, 

Mandy and Candy, and their boyfriends, the former zombies, Vic and Bob. Together 

they strolled across the Woven Expanse... 



 

"Boys." Mandy announced suddenly and unexpectedly. "Candy and I have grown 

bored with producing three-dimensional farts, so realistic that... 

 

...they appear to be real and have actual substance. Now we want to do really loud 

ones." 

"One's so loud that they create shock waves." Mandy added. "Real earth-movers." 

"That's a great idea." Vic responded. "A new direction could really re-ignite our 

careers. Let's get to the arboretum immediately." 

So, a while later, after crossing the Wide Blue Yonder... 



 

...the happy foursome entered the arboretum's Trouser Cough Zone, (which had been 

constructed in their names by a grateful management following an attempted invasion 

from hyperspace that had been thwarted by the quartet's famous gaseous emissions) 

and broke wind in the most violent manner possible... 

 

Below them, in the maintenance tunnels, two maintenance workers looked up... 

 

"Uh-oh." One of them said. "I think it's time we bought some shares in Vic, Bob, 

Mandy, and Candy Limited. It sounds like they're back in business." 

The End (for now: Vol 2 follows) 
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