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Crash!


Ker-poom!


That was the main thing in Tom Campbell’s head that afternoon as he zoomed along the narrow lane to Hopley’s Green and approached the blind corner … Ker-poom! Ker-poom!


He was standing on the pedals of his beaten-up BMX, late for a kick-about with some mates on Spearmarsh Common. Last time he’d played, he’d been rubbish and Peter had said so. He hadn’t put a single shot past Logie in goal.
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“This time it’s going to be different – Ker-poom!” he said through gritted teeth.


That morning his mum had told him off for wasting his time playing with rowdies like Ned and Kyle and Peter. Why couldn’t he make friends with nice quiet boys? And when he’d answered back, she’d sent him down the orchard to pick more plums for jam.


He’d been there a good while before he started nailing together long bits of wood to complete his latest invention: a plum-run, a cross between a gutter and a helter-skelter with sharp angles at the elbows. The plums wobbled comically down, jerkily but gently, and they settled un-bruised into handy heaps.


Now he was late for the game. His mates would think he’d chickened out – which was why he was pedalling along as fast as he could.


Hedges grew tall on each side of the lane. The idea of the hedges was to keep sheep in the fields and off the road. But the thing about sheep is, they spend a lot of time looking for gaps underneath hedges that are big enough to squeeze through. Tom knew this, being a country lad, but he bombed onwards anyway. Ker-poom! Ker-poom!


His whole body was shaking with the effort of holding on to his handlebars while gripping the football under one arm. Suddenly, a sheep shot out of the hedge like a huge lump of soap from a wet fist and tried to barge Tom into a muddy ditch.


Tom was startled but his reflexes were excellent. He shifted his weight, left the road, and skimmed up along the grassy bank under the hedgerow like a stunt-rider on the Wall of Death.


“Baaa … aa … aa,” muttered the sheep.


Ah, if only. If only Tom hadn’t turned to shout, “Ha ha! You missed me, mutton-brain!” But he did. And just for a second he took his eye off what was in front of him.
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Perhaps these things are written in the stars. Anyway, he saw too late that he was speeding straight towards the sturdy trunk of an ash tree. The only way to miss it was to crash into a silver spacecraft that lay still and stranded right beside it on the very edge of Hopley’s Green.


KER-POOM!
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The Visitor


As it turned out, it was the bike and the football that hit the tree-trunk and Tom who crashed into the spacecraft.


Not that Tom realised it was a spacecraft. As a matter of fact, he thought it was some sort of shiny aluminium motor-home. Still, it was a good thing that it was a spacecraft, because otherwise he might have broken his neck.


Luckily the spacecraft was made of a friction-reducing material, so it was just as if Tom had dived into a caravan-sized marshmallow. He was entirely unhurt but that didn’t stop him making rather a fuss – hopping about, feeling himself for dents and lumps, and going, “OOOCH! YOWCH! OOOCH!”
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