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Craig & Ooola – Time
By Martin S. Beckley

Hello, my name is Craig, I am five and my best
friend is an alien banana.

Friday night, nearly bedtime: Dad,
Ooola and I are watching the news.
‘Archaeologists are baffled by the discovery of
what appears to be a milk bottle top found
amongst dinosaur bones,’ the newsreader said.
‘Tests show it dates back to the Jurassic
period.’ A picture of the milk bottle top came
on the television. ‘On one side there appears
to be a picture of a banana, and on the other
the strange writing reads, Ooola mooble dis.’
Ooola jumped up, ‘We find bottle top now.’
‘Why, what is it?’ I asked. ‘It time button. We
need our help. Find it now.’ ‘I’ll take you to the
museum tomorrow.’ Dad said. 

Saturday, after breakfast: we put
Ooola’s spaceship in Dad’s car and drove to the
museum. Ooola asked Dad to carry the
spaceship around so we could escape quickly.
‘There it is,’ I said pointing to a dinosaur
display. Dad put the spaceship down and
Ooola grabbed the bottle top. The museum
alarms screamed into life and guards ran in
from every door. Ooola stuck the bottle top
next to the other buttons in her spaceship and
we all squashed in. The guards surrounded us,
‘There’s no escape,’ said a guard. Ooola hit the
button and we
escaped into the
past.

Jurassic
period,
around
lunchtime:
we were
in a
large

field; a massive dinosaur munched leaves off a
tree in the distance. We climbed out of the
spaceship and looked around. ‘Now what do
we do?’ asked Dad. The bush behind us parted
and a tall man in red superhero clothes dashed
past us. ‘RUN!’ he yelled. Next out of the bush
raced a banana person, ‘RUN, AND BRING THE
SPACESHIP,’ she yelled. Dad snatched up the
ship and we ran after them. A snarling dinosaur
ripped through the bush and stomped after us.
‘Quick, in here,’ called the red-suit man holding
back a door made from sticks and leaves. We
squeezed into the hollow tree just in time. The
dinosaur was too big to follow us and its short
arms could not reach us. ‘Thanks for coming,’
the red-suit man said. ‘Who are you?’ I asked.
‘I am Craig of Earth – space hero. I am you in
thirty years time,’ he said. ‘Cool,’ I said. Dad
looked worried, ‘How do we get home?’ he
asked. ‘Good question Dad,’ said Craig of
Earth, ‘Turn the bottle top back-to-front and
press it.’ ‘Ok, but how are all five of us going to
fit in the spaceship?’ Dad asked. The dinosaur
rammed the tree knocking it over. Dad fell into
the spaceship; Craig of Earth and the other
Ooola landed on top of him knocking the
button. They disappeared. The dinosaur roared.
‘GULP!’ Ooola and I said together. The
dinosaur lowered its head to eat us. Craig of
Earth reappeared in the spaceship. He grabbed

us and the dinosaur cried, as his
lunch disappeared into the

future.


