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PROLOGUE
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Manitowoc County, Wisconsin, 1962

The moon was full; a beam of light streamed over the pond across the field. The elderly, small-town farmer had just finished his work for the day. Earl paused, rubbing his chin with his calloused hand. The light shone particularly bright, it seemed to him. In fact, now that he gave it careful consideration, the light wasn’t actually coming from the moon. He looked up then, nearly startled out of his suspenders.

Hovering overhead was a luminous, silver cloud. A soft halo glowed around it, emitting a faint, buzzing sound. Suddenly, the cloud shot up into space, leaving a hole in the sky where a smattering of stars had been. Earl froze in his work boots. Martha would never believe it. Not in a million years.
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CHAPTER 1
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“Earth to Dominic. Hello?” Grandpa Bob swatted me with his Green Bay Packer cap before turning his attention back to the road.

“Sorry, GB. It’s just that I’m trying to get through as many of these Star Trek comic books as I can. Maybe it will help solve the mystery of the strange lights and UFOs in the sky at Point Beach.”

The whole spaceship thing seemed to go right over GB’s head. He continued down the road at a snail’s pace with his relic camper, “Nimrod,” following faithfully behind.

“If you ask me, it’s kooky that Mrs. Buckley thinks you’re going to solve some big sci-fi scare. What does a twelve-year-old boy know about aliens and what-not?”

I waved my comic book in his face. “Why do you think I’m studying these outer space books?” Ughhh ...

Sadie Buckley and her husband, Bert, are the camp hosts at Point Beach State Forest in Two Rivers, Wisconsin, where we vacation every summer. She called me last week to ask if my friends, Forest, Sailor, and I could investigate some mysterious phenomena over Lake Michigan. We consider ourselves a team of teenage detectives, having previously solved two mysteries at Point Beach, but I like to think of myself as the head of the operation.

“So, tell me again, what exactly is going on at the campground?” GB asked.

“Apparently, a meteorite crashed into the lake last week. Since then, green glowing lights keep showing up at the park, scaring away most of the campers.”

“I still can’t believe your mother is allowing you to miss school over this. And what about Forest and Sailor?” he said, stroking the stubble on his chin. 

I suspected he was growing a beard to impress their free-spirited grandma, Windsong. 

“They’re homeschooled, so it doesn’t really matter for them, and I can make up the work when I get back.” Besides, spending time with Windsong was like having a lesson on the hippie movement and nature all rolled into one. 

“Can’t Ranger Rick handle the UFO crisis?” GB made a slow left into the park entrance. 

I laughed. “He is out of this world, but the campground will become a ghost town before he figures anything out.” So far, Ranger Rick did not have a good track record of being helpful—if anything, he’d slow down our progress. 

Even though we only had three days to solve the mystery, I was confident it would be a snap. Granted, it was now autumn, creating a little different atmosphere from our usual summer trips, but I still felt I knew the park like the back of my hand. If anything seemed out of the ordinary, I would know. 

After checking in at the park office, we started to drive off, when GB made an unexpected turn.

“Stop, Grandpa Bob. You’re going the wrong way. Site #127 is straight ahead near the beach.” 

“Sorry, Dominic. I know nothing compares to our preferred site, but it’s already taken. When you show up last-minute like this, it’s first come, first serve.”

I slouched in my seat. Without being positioned close to all the action on the beach, it would be a little less than ideal, but I would have to put up with it. 

We meandered down the road, making our way to our site. Upon approach, it didn’t look too shabby. Site #101 was secluded, surrounded by towering evergreens.

I jumped out of the truck before it came to a stop, excited to see the huge yard. “Look, GB. The fire pit is way back in the woods!”

GB shifted into park and joined me. “See, Dominic? When life throws you a lemon ...”

“I know. You make lemonade. You need to come up with some new material.”

“Will do. Now help me get things situated before you go running off.” 

“I’ll be right there.” I walked into the woods to survey the fire pit situation. It was really private ... and dark. The trees were so dense, sunlight couldn’t even filter through. Out of the corner of my eye I thought I saw a bush moving from one tree to another. When I turned to get a better look, it stopped. The hairs on the back of my neck stood up.

“GB!” 

“What’s wrong?” He came running into the woods. 

“I ... I thought I saw something.” 

“Well? What was it?” GB wheezed, pulling out his handkerchief to mop his forehead.

“It was ... it was ... a spider.” I decided to keep quiet about the traveling bush. Knowing GB, he’d call Mom and worry her. Maybe insist she take me to a psychiatrist.

“Land sakes, Dominic! You gave me a near-heart attack over a spider?” GB shook his head as he walked back to the truck.

Whew, that was a close one. Good thing I know when to keep my mouth shut.

We went about setting up Nimrod, which included unloading Tupperware containers full of Mom’s chocolate chip cookies, fresh fruit, marshmallows, and cheese curds, along with our pillows. For being in a big hurry to leave, I was glad GB packed all the essentials.

“Here, let me help you with that.” I reached for the cooler he was lifting from the cab and opened the lid, taking out an Orange Crush.

“You call that helping?” GB frowned.

“Well, yeah. I got this one for you. Plus, I’m making it lighter, see?” I opened the lid again, grabbing another Crush for myself. 

“How would I ever manage without you?” GB asked, placing the cooler by the picnic table.

I was beginning to wonder that myself.

“I really need to look for the rest of the gang. Can you catch up with me later?” When GB nodded his approval, I took off on my lime-green Trek. 

Turns out we were just around the corner from the camp hosts. I used my hand brakes, swerving into the Buckley’s site, gravel flying beneath my wheels. I noticed they had added a few more plastic flamingos to their over-the-top yard décor. 

Sadie Buckley had just walked out of her camper, clad in a gaudy jungle dress of brown and emerald green; her blue hair stacked in rollers. Bert followed, wearing a faded, red-checked flannel shirt, nearly getting his nose smacked by the swinging screen door behind her. Their white miniature poodle, Sprinkles, dashed toward me, barking her head off.

“Hello, Martin.” Sadie steadied her eyes on me from behind thick glasses. “Albert and I were just talking, wondering what was taking you so long.” 

I came to the conclusion a long time ago that she would never remember my name. 

“Hi, Mrs. Buckley. Hi, Mr. Buckley.” I got off my bike, putting down the kickstand. “Thanks for calling us, and sorry about the delay—GB had to get Nimrod out of storage. I’m ready to take the case now.” 

“Good!” Sadie clapped her hands. “I knew you’d help.”

“Okay, now start from the beginning.” I prepared to take some mental notes. “Tell me everything that happened. Don’t leave anything out.”

Sadie’s tone was troubled. “Well, as I was telling you over the phone, a few days ago Bert and I noticed that Sprinkles was not her usual self. She was very  agitated; howling and waking us up.”

“She wouldn’t let us sleep,” Bert reiterated.

“Suddenly, a loud ‘boom’ crashed through the woods, shaking the walls of our camper.” Sadie’s hands darted about like small birds. “Everyone at the park heard it.”

“I heard it, too!” Bert’s eyes grew big as saucers.

Even with his hearing aids he can’t hear anything, so this was monumental.

“We were told that a meteorite landed right in Lake Michigan from outer space, but that’s not all.” She pointed toward the beach. “We saw a spooky, green glowing light over by the lake the last few days.” 

“Did you tell Ranger Rick?” 

“The ranger won’t listen. He said it’s probably just swamp gas.” Bert removed his hat from his bald head, swatting a fly with it. 

I crinkled my nose. “What’s swamp gas?”

“It’s common at Point Beach because we’re surrounded by swamp. Sometimes the vapor catches fire and glows.”  

“So, there could be a logical explanation, then?” I was afraid of even the slightest possibility that this whole mystery was a false alarm. Especially considering the Buckleys were not always the most reliable witnesses. 

“If you ask me, this is something supernatural—extraterrestrials, no doubt.” Bert folded his arms. “They’ve been here before, you know. Some people just want to keep it top secret.”

“Maybe they’re attracted to your campsite decorations.” I nodded in the direction of the flamingos. “What’s with the blue ones? I thought flamingos were supposed to be pink.”

Sadie smiled, smoothing her dress over her hips. “Actually, their feathers
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