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THERE'S
A UFO

AT THE
BOTTOM

OF MY
GARDEN

By PAULA GOLDSMITH
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I
SAIDtomy

neighbor,"There's

a
thing

like a plastic bubblein our
right-of-way

at the back.It wandersto and fro
betweenyourplaceand mine.It looks
as if it'slostand wantingto rejoinits
flyingsaucer.Is it yours?"

"No."

"I thinkour cats move it arounda

bit whentheyvisiteachother- but
theydon'tplaywithit, whichis odd.
If it werereallyonlya plasticbubble,
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the youngerones wouldn'tbe able to
resist

it,butI don'tthinkit is . . .
it's more like something from outer
space.

"It leadsa lonelylifeout thereamong

the dustbinsand ladders and looks at

me sort of
reproachfully

everytime I
go to sticksomerubbishin the bin.
What shouldwe do with it?"

"We couldask aroundthe neighbors,

I suppose," she said,
doubtfully,

not
wantingany morethanI did to pickup
the Creatureand tote it from door to

door."Or we couldput it out of its
miseryand thendumpit in the

dustbin."

"Yes,"I said,"that'swhat I'll do.
I'lljustpokeit witha knifeand flatten

it, and throwit away."

Evenas I saidit,I knewI
couldn'tkill

the bubble.It wouldsighas it expired

and I wouldn'tbe ableto bearthe sound.

Also,what if the saucerwere circling

invisiblyup there,tryingto reachthe
poorthing,and not beingableto lower

itself into our narrow three-foot lane?

If the otherplasticbubblessaw me
advanceon it, plungethe kitchenknife
intoit, squashit flat,and stuffit into

the garbagebin, what dreadful radio-
activerevengewouldthey inflicton me
or my catsor my

potplants?

I pictured

us alllaidoutsideby side,crisped
up

like french-friedpotatoes.
Sometimes

in the deadof night,I would

wakeup and thinkof the Creatureout-
side,slowly,slowlyrollingitselfto and
fro,gazingplastically

up intothe night,
searching vainlyfor its UFO,

agonisingly
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lonelyin an alienlane,and probably

starvingto deathbecausethere'snothing
therea

creaturecouldget its gumsinto,
unlessit caresfor

flowerpots

or old rusty
galvanised

iron ... or snails!I didn't

like that thought.

The snailsare nice,quietlittle things,

chewingaway on my waxplantsand
mindingtheirown business.Why should
they have to sustaina Creaturewhich

had
absolutely

no business there,anyway?
Somehow,

I didn'twantto pat the
Creature,whichagainis odd, because

I am a
compulsive patter,unableto pass

a dogor catthewaysomepeoplecan't
passa pub or

ice-creamshop,and yet
I feltI

shouldmakea
friendlygesture

to
it,justin caseTheywereup there. . .
watching.

One day,whenI rushedout to the
binwitha parcelof

peelings,thereit was
as usual,lookinglike a small colorless

cushion, custom-built

for a leprechaun.

It leaned,glumand
listless,againstthe

bin and watchedme moodilyas I lifted

the lid and did my customarybattle

with the rubbish,tryingto squeezein
justone moreparcel.

The desolateaura of the Creature

movedme to pat it at last,and very
slowlyand

tentatively
I loweredmy

handtowardit, as one mightto a shy
puppy.Equallyslowly,it rolledaway
and coweredagainsta half-buriedlamp-
shade frame.
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Well,that'sit, I
thought.

I'vetriedto
be

friendly
and it won'twork.I'm just

nevergoingto get
through

to it. So it's

got to go. Thislanejustisn'tbig enough

for bothof us.

I tookmy
problem

to the onlyperson

in the wholewideworldwho couldhelp
me get a

plasticCreature
out of the back

lane without lookingat me sidewaysand
saying something like,"You'relookinga
little tired lately,love. . . Don'tyou
thinkyou need a holiday?"

"Fred,"I said,when he answered the
phone. "There'sthis littleplastic globein
the backlane.I thinkit'sdroppedout
of a UFO and theycan'tget it back
because the lane'stoo narrowfor them

to land.It looksso lonely,but it rolls

awayfromme everytimeI go nearit -
althoughI feelpositiveit wouldliketo
tell me

something.

"I thinkit mightbe
starving

to death

and I wake up everynight,wondering

whatitsdoingoutthere,allby itself. . .
Fred,honey. . .

help!"

So lastweekhe droveup fromthe
coastand came with me to the lane.It

was thereglintingin the
moonlight

and
rockingfromsideto side.DearFredwas
all sympathyand braveas a lion.Even
when the Creaturebackedaway,Fred
wasn't afraid.

He pickedit up and carried it care-

fullyout to his car. The Creature

settled itselfmoroselyon the back seat
and we droveup to the park.The hard

partwas takingit out and walkingacross

the streetwithit.
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I kepton lookingfurtively overmy
shoulderin case a policemanshouldsee
us

entering

the park.I was all readywith

my speech:"It'snothing, really,Officer

. . . justa tinylittle
Creature

fromouter

spacewe weretakingto rejoinits saucer

We leftit there,rightin the middleof
a clearingwhichwe judgedquitebig
enoughfor any saucerto landon and
pickup its

Creature.
I lookedbackas

we walkedaway,and swearI saw it go
intoa joyfulspin.

I'm not goingbackto see if the saucer

landed.There'senoughto worryabout
in the worldwithouttakingon outer
space, too. I've done what I couldfor

theThinganditsup to Themnowto
look afterTheirown.

All I ask is thatnexttimeThey're

circlingaround,if They're carelessI
enoughto drop anotherCreature, it
landsin someoneelse'sback lane.
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