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By Martin S. Beckley

Hello, my name is Craig and | am five. The
story so far... My best friend is an alien and
her spaceship is zooming around space with
my Dad. Ooola made a space-phone from a TV
remote control and a walkie-talkie so she could
phone for help. Intergalactic Rescue answered
her call, ‘Intergalactic Rescue, me help you?"
‘Emergency. Dad’s in space, | said.

Intergalactic Rescue continued talking, ‘VWe all
out rescuing peoples in trouble. Please leave
message and number after
beep...BEEEEEEEEEP Before we could leave a
message the light on the walkie-talkie went
out. ‘New batteries we need, Ooola said. ‘We
haven't got any, | told her. "We needing
batteries to get Dad back, she said. As |
peddled my bike across the sky we drifted over
the town. ‘Look, there's a market down there.
We can get batteries from one of the stalls’ |
said. "We stuck up here until sticky goo gets
tiered of making us float, Ooola said. ‘Can you
climb down the dressing gown belt and reach
the market?’ | asked. ‘No, we too high but me
got idea. She reached down and took the

tire off the front wheel. Then she

removed the inner tube

and cut it to make a

rubber rope. She tied one

end to the handlebars and

the other end around my

ankles. '‘BUNGEE!" yelled

Ooola as she pushed me

off the bike. | fell down

and down toward the

market. "HEEEEEELLLLLLLP!" |

screamed as | sped toward the ground. Just
before | crashed into the path the inner tube
stopped stretching and bounced me up again. |
grabbed the side of the market stall to stop
myself zooming up. No batteries, just fruit and
vegetables. Then | remembered some cool
science you could do with lemons. ‘Can | have
a big lemon please, my Mum wiill pay you
tomorrow, | said as | hung upside-down. The
man gave me a lemon; | let go of the stall and
shot up to the bike, 'TWANG!" | climbed back

on the saddle and gave the lemon to Ooola.
"You can make a battery with this and some
wire, | told her. Ooola used the wire from the
brakes on my bike and connected the lemon to
the walkie-talkie. The red light came back on.
Ooola pressed some numbers on the TV
remote control and said, ‘Hello Dad. Dad'’s
voice crackled back, ‘Ooola — help me! 'Press
these buttons: 3, 18, 1, 9, 7. 19, 8, 15, 13 and
5, then green for go. Dad pressed the buttons
and Qoola’s spaceship changed direction and
sped back to my home. It was getting late and
as | peddled toward my house | saw Mum
waving in the garden. ‘Come on you two, tea's
been ready for ages. Where's your father?’ Just
then Dad zoomed past us and crashed into the
garden. He fell out of Ooola’s spaceship and
rolled onto his vegetable patch. Are you alright
dear?” Mum asked him. ‘No, I've squashed my
tomatoes!’



