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Sarah had always wanted to go into the Flying Saucer CafŽ; it was on
the way to the seaside town where her parents went every year on
holiday. Her father and mother would pack up the car and set off,
anxious to reach the seaside before teatime. They always passed the
Flying Saucer CafŽ as Sarah called it and they always said that they
would like to go in, "But there isn't enough time today," her father
would say. So they would decide to call in on the way back but every
time they were anxious to get home and didn't have time then where
either.

The Flying Saucer CafŽ wasn't really called that at all. It was really a
motorway service area and the restaurant part of it looked just like a
flying saucer; it was raised up on thick silver legs and was big, round
and had coloured lights all along its smooth, gleaming metallic sides,
with little porthole windows below them. Sarah longed to go in it, just
to see if  it looked as exciting inside as it did outside.

Sarah
had
an
aunt
who
lived
in a
big
city,



but
the
aunt's
house
was

actually on the outskirts, not far from the countryside. Sometimes she
would suggest that Sarah come and stay with her for a few days in the
summer holidays and Sarah always looked forward to this. She would
be taken to her aunt's house by her father with her bicycle in the back
seat of the car. From the house Sarah could pedal all over the place in
the countryside and have a lovely time. She made several friends in the
area and they would all go out cycling together.

One summer her aunt, who was called Becky, suggested Sarah come
and see her and her father took her to the house. She arrived in the
afternoon and straight away asked if  she could go out for a ride. Aunt
Becky agreed and while her father had a cup of tea and a chat with her
aunt, Sarah set off. She called on a few friends but none of them were
home. When she got back she asked why.

"I  think they are all still at school," said Aunt Becky. "The schools
round here have decided to break up a few days later than usual. I'm
afraid you'll not have any friends to play with until next Monday."

This was on Tuesday so Sarah felt rather disappointed. Still she decided
to make the best of it and her aunt suggested that she have some longer
rides to some of the villages. Aunt Becky said she would make up
sandwiches for her lunch and give her a bottle of orange squash and she
bought Sarah a large map to help her find her way.



The next day Sarah decided on a visit to a nearby village, marked the
route on her map, avoiding the busy roads and sticking to quiet country
lanes, and set off about ten o'clock. It was a warm day and she stopped
for a rest quite often - she wasn't used to cycling quite so far in the sun.
On one of these stops she climbed a little bank by the side of a road and
looked over towards a main road some way off. By the side of the big
main road was a flying saucer cafŽ! It wasn't the one she had seen so
often - that was miles away, but it looked very similar. She decided that
she would go in and see what it was like inside; she didn't want to cycle
down such a busy main road so she walked across the fields towards
the cafŽ instead.

Once she got near it she found that there were no cars in the car park -
in fact there wasn't much of a car park at all, just a bit of tarmac off the
road. Still, the cafŽ was there right enough, the metal steps up to the
door were shining silver in the sun and the door was wide open, so she
walked up and inside.

To her surprise, the inside was every bit as exciting as the outside, all
gleaming metal and banks of twinkling lights, with strange tubes that
glowed all the colours of the rainbow and twisted and writhed all over
the place. There were big screens like large televisions here and there
but they didn't seem to be showing any programmes, just swirling
shapes and colours and sometimes lots and lots of numbers.



What really surprised her was that there didn't seem to be a counter to
serve tea and coffee and packets of biscuits like there usually was in
these places, and no hot food counter either. Most motorway

service areas had a shop too but there wasn't one here - not even a sign
for toilets. Sarah wondered around and found some steps inside that
lead up to a dome in the ceiling. The dome was made of clear plastic or
glass and was surrounded by a balcony. Sarah walked around the
balcony and saw even more banks of lights, coloured tubes and
television screens; there was a low hum everywhere and a tinkling like
wind chimes. Through the glass of the dome Sarah could see the road
and the cars flashing past - but none of them stopped and there were
still  no cars in the car park.

Then she heard a voice behind her saying, "Who are you and how did
you get in here?"

She turned and saw a man of about her size all dressed in a metallic



green suit. He had bright blue hair and green eyes. Sarah was a bit
startled but he seemed quite friendly.

"I  came up the steps," she said, "I  wanted a drink and a packet of
biscuits because I thought you were a cafŽ. You're not, though, are
you?"

The man smiled and shook his head. "No," he said, "this isn't a cafŽ. It's
a flying saucer and you shouldn't have seen it. I must have the
invisibility  device out of focus."

Sarah said she didn't understand. Invisibility  device? Flying saucer?
Things like that didn't exist, surely.

"Oh,
they
do,"
said
the
man,
"but

you're not supposed to know about them. We have been observing you
for years using our saucers and to hide ourselves we use an invisibility
device"

He showed her a little console full  of buttons and twinkling lights.

"This is the control for the invisibility  device and you can see where
I've gone wrong. All  these lights should be blue and some have gone



pink. It's my fault. I didn't check for the amount of sun."

"So why aren't all the cars coming off the road to have a look at you?"
asked Sarah.

"Because the device is focused correctly on that side. It's the side you
were looking at me from - over there in the fields - that's the
unfocussed side. I'll  adjust everything now." He pressed some buttons,
turned a small knob and all the lights became blue.

"Now," he said, turning to Sarah, "you said you wanted a drink and
some biscuits. That's a problem, I'm afraid. All  we get to eat in these
ships are these," and he showed Sarah a handful of small brown tablets.
"Breakfast, dinner and tea," he said. "That's all there is. Plus water,
plain water. I've been here for four years on the Earth and that's all I've
had."

"That's terrible," said Sarah. "Why don't you try some of our Earth
food? After all, you have been sent here to observe us. You could come
to a cafŽ with me."



The man thought for a while. "That's true," he said, "but I do look a bit
different to you. People might notice me."

"Try disguising yourself," suggested Sarah. "You could dye your hair
black and put some other clothes on. I'm sure no one would notice you
then. You just look a bit smaller than the grown-ups here - but then I
could say that you were my brother."

"I  think I can do better than that," said the man, who told Sarah his
name was Nacnic. "We have a machine that can duplicate things and
alter our looks too."

He went into a small cubicle and returned after a minute or two looking
a foot taller, with black hair and wearing a dress like Sarah's. "Will  this
do?" he asked.

Sarah burst out laughing. "I though you had been observing us," she
said. "Men don't wear dresses. Only girls do that here!"

Nacnic was crestfallen. "Oh dear," he said, "I've got a to to learn. You
see, we don't have dresses on my planet. Girls and boys dress exactly
the same."

Sarah asked how the machine in the cubicle worked and Nacnic
showed her. On a little screen you drew what sort of clothes you
wanted and chose the colours, then you stood in the middle of a circle
on the floor, pressed a button and the next minute you were wearing
your new clothes - and it could also change

your hair colour and
height. Sarah had some
fun! She tried purple hair
and a bright orange trouser
suit and decided to see
what it was like being six
feet tall. She looked in the
mirror in the cubicle and
thought that she liked



herself better the way she
was to start with and
Nacnic showed her how to
get back to normal. Then
Sarah drew a pair of jeans,
a sweat shirt and some
trainers on the screen - she
was good at drawing - and
Nacnic stepped in and came out looking like a normal Earth man.

"Now we have to find a cafŽ," said Sarah. "Suppose we fly
somewhere?"

"That sounds like a good idea," said Nacnic, and he showed Sarah
where the controls were. They were arranged on one side of the
balcony and all they consisted of was three small black buttons, a little
lever like a small joystick and a red knob.

"All  you do is press this for up, move the lever for forward and reverse
and press this to land," said Nacnic. "The knob adjusts the speed. The
lights here tell you how fast you are going and this screen shows you
your direction. Quite simple. Of course, space travel is a bit more
complicated. There are at least two more buttons and another knob."

Sarah was flabbergasted. She had once looked into the cockpit of a jet
plane and had been amazed by all the dials and switches, buttons and
other controls. This looked about as complicated as a washing machine.



"Even our video recorder has more controls than that," she said.

"Why bother?" asked Nacnic. "Keep it simple and you can't go wrong -
except with the invisibility  focusing," and he winked at her and
laughed.

He let Sarah pilot the saucer for a bit. She swooped around, going up
and down and then she tried going very fast and then slow. Then they
set off, looking all the while down below for a cafŽ. With Nacnic back
in control they went very fast indeed - and soon Sarah saw a familiar
sight beneath them - the Flying Saucer CafŽ! The very same one that
she and her parents had passed so often on the way to the seaside. She
pointed down excitedly and the man landed the saucer beside the car
park, well out of the way so no one would bump into the invisible
saucer and wonder what it was.

"How do we find our way back?" asked Sarah. "If  the ship is invisible,
I mean."

"I've got a homing device," said Nacnic, showing her a little dial on his
wrist rather like a wristwatch. "It  beeps as it gets closer and closer and
tells me where the ladder is."

They left the saucer and walked across the car park to the cafŽ. It was
very big, bigger than the real flying saucer and looked very like it on
the outside, but it was a bit of a disappointment to Sarah on the inside.
It looked just like a big restaurant, with a long counter, a place to buy
coffee and a place to pay and lots of tables. There was also a shop and
everything looked very modern and all gleaming chrome and plastic,
but it



was certainly nothing like a flying saucer inside. However Nacnic was
very interested because he had never been inside a cafŽ before and he
explored everywhere and really enjoyed himself. Sarah had to stop him
going into the kitchens!

He had duplicated all Sarah's money many times over ("I  wish I had a
machine to do that," thought Sarah,) and they bought lots of things in
the shop that he could take back to his planet - and they bought
biscuits, had a drink (Nacnic tried several which made the lady at the
counter raise her eyebrows) and tried out several of the playthings in a
special children's area. There were some games machines too that
Nacnic tried out - one was called 'warlord of the planets' and made you
think you were a pilot of a space ship shooting down enemy ships.
Nacnic thought it was very funny and he was very good at the game; he
got the highest score possible! Sarah was very impressed.

Then it was time to go and they left the cafŽ. Nacnic used his little
wrist device to find the ladder into the saucer again. Sarah wondered
what anyone would think if  they saw two people suddenly disappear as



they were walking across a field. Back in the saucer Nacnic went into
the cubicle and changed back into his old suit and his old height and
they set off back to the place Sarah had first found the saucer.

"Will  you tell anyone about the saucer ?" asked Nacnic.

"I  don't think anyone will  believe me if  I did" said Sarah. "Will  I see
you again?"

"Possibly," said Nacnic, "I  have to fly off somewhere different every
day, but I will  look out for you."

Sarah said goodbye and left to find her bicycle and pedal home. She
arrived back for tea and sat there wondering if  it had all been real or if
she had fallen asleep on the grassy bank by the side of the road. But her
aunt looked at her and said, "I'm sure you've grown

at least another couple of inches today!" and Sarah wondered if  the
machine in the cubicle had somehow not returned her to her original
height. She is sure she will see the flying saucer man again one day and



she is always looking out for him, so if  you see a cafŽ that looks like a
flying saucer, do go in; you never know what you may find.


