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Chapter One

The sun was sinking into the sea and the light was starting to fade as four sea kayaks paddled into view. The Famous Five followed the tree-lined shore, steering clear of swirling currents that splashed against the rocks. Some were finding this easier than others.

“I’m paddling the SEA in my little KAYAK,” Allie sang lustily. She avoided a nasty bit of reef more by luck than anything. “I’m happy as can BE, and …” She stopped. Her paddle trailed to one side as she frowned, turning her kayak away from the shoreline.

Riding up ahead in Jo’s kayak, Timmy looked round at the silence. He wagged his tail enquiringly.

“Uh,” said Allie, remembering to pull her paddle out before the kayak turned round completely, “nothing rhymes with kayak.”

“Blackjack,” Dylan offered from behind Allie. His glasses were spattered with sea water. “Old shack … haystack …”

Timmy barked sharply.

“Dog snack,” Jo added.

Allie tossed her damp blond hair back over her shoulders and thought about this. She remembered to paddle again just before Dylan bumped into her.

“Strained … back …” Max wheezed.

Max’s kayak was well behind the rest. Veins were popping in his forehead with the effort of pulling on his paddles. The kayak looked dangerously low in the water.

Jo shifted round to look back at her trailing cousin. “You wouldn’t be struggling so hard if you hadn’t tied a tree stump to your kayak,” she said.

An enormous tree stump bobbed and swayed in the water behind Max.

“I also … loaded it … with bricks,” Max panted proudly.

Allie frowned, almost steering into the rocks again. “I guess I’m not an experienced kayaker,” she said. “I filled mine with drinking water and food supplies.”

“I’ve entered … the Falcongate Junior Iron Man competition,” Max panted. Reaching down into the kayak, he picked up a couple of bricks and hefted them into the water. “I’m in constant training,” he said, raising his voice over the splash. “Becoming Super Max!”

For the benefit of his three cousins, he flexed his muscles. He stopped and examined his hand, looking worried. “Ow,” he complained. “I’ve got a hangnail.”

Up ahead, Jo tensed. “Hey,” she said sharply. “What’s that in the woods?”

She pointed towards the shore. The trees were almost in darkness now. But deep in the woods on the rocks above the water level, they all saw a bright orange glow. It pulsed strangely in the evening mist. Timmy growled. The cousins stopped paddling to get a better look. Now they could hear a loud hissing sound as well.

“Ugh – I forget,” Allie said in a high-pitched voice. “Do you still have dragons in England?” Since Allie was from America, it was a fair question.

Dylan swallowed. “Apparently,” he said. “And I left all my dragon-fighting gear at home. What bad luck.”

Jo’s face set into the determined expression that her cousins both feared and admired. “Whatever that is, I want to find out more about it,” she said. “Come on! Paddle!”

She turned her canoe and began paddling towards the shore. There was nothing for it. The others followed.

Well, most of them followed.

“Not …making …progress,” Max groaned, struggling to move.

Sighing, Dylan turned back. Max’s tree stump had got tangled with a buoy.

“Tree stump … caught …on buoy,” Dylan teased as he unhooked his cousin.

Max felt his kayak move again. “That’s better,” he announced. “Stand back for Super Max!” With a burst of energy, he bent low and paddled in a blur after the others. After a couple of minutes, he put his paddle down. “Great,” he said, sounding annoyed as he examined his palms. “Now I’m getting a blister.”


Chapter Two

The Five beached their kayaks and tied them up. Then they made their way up the rocky bluff. It was slow going. The mist was thickening, and it was growing darker. By the time they reached the place where they’d seen the flickering orange light, it was so foggy that no one could see a thing.

“I don’t see the light anymore,” said Dylan, from somewhere in the billowing greyness.

“I see something!” Allie shouted. “I’m walking towards it!”

Twigs crackled underfoot as Allie started blundering through the woods.

Then: “OOF!”

There was the sound of two people crashing into each other.

“Oof,” Jo said, echoing Allie. “You walked towards my forehead.”

Dylan was getting fed up. “Let’s check in this clearing,” he shouted, waving his arms just in case anyone could see him. “It looks empty, but at least there’s less fog.”

The cousins raced out of the foggy woods towards the clearing, narrowly missing several trees. Dylan had been right about the fog. It was lifting. However, day was still marching towards night. Things were certainly clearer – but also a whole lot darker.

The Five moved carefully across the clearing. Jo produced a torch. In the very centre of the clearing, they saw a large, uneven four-sided shape marked out on the ground. The grass around its edges was crushed and burnt.

“What could have made this?” said Allie, looking puzzled.
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Dylan paced the four sides of the shape, studying it from all angles. “Hmm,” he said at last. “It’s trapezium shaped. The grass is singed around the edges. My guess is a very heavy, hot trapezium.”

Max knelt down near the imprint. He studied it carefully. The others watched, wondering if he’d found something.

Max straightened up, looking calm. “It’s pretty obvious what this is,” he said.

The others looked amazed. Max was the kind of guy whose brains were more often in his muscles than his head. And he’d worked it out already?

“Landing gear of an alien spaceship,” Max continued with a shrug. “The engines fried the grass when it took off. Duh.”

Jo felt quite relieved. It was reassuring to know Max was as weird as ever.

“And look at this,” Max added, pouncing on a small chunk of leathery material that lay in the grass beside the imprint. “Tough, leathery alien skin. They shed their skin! They’re like lizards!”

This was going beyond weird. Just as Jo wondered what she could say to Max that wouldn’t hurt his feelings, Timmy trotted up with something in his mouth.

“No, wait,” said Max, seeing what Timmy was carrying. He looked disappointed as he pulled a piece of plastic from Timmy’s jaws. “It’s not skin … it must be a piece of spicy salami. Timmy found the wrapper.”

Jo took the strip of salami gingerly from Max. She tossed it to Timmy. “Good boy, Timmy,” she said, grinning. “Have some alien skin.”

As Timmy settled down to his treat, Jo felt around in her pockets for a camera. Jo was the kind of girl whose pockets never simply contained a ball of string and a box of matches. “We can take photos of this clearing and grab some samples of the grass,” she said, finding her camera and snapping off several shots. “Maybe that will help us work this out.”

“And then let’s get back to the beach and set up camp,” said Allie, rubbing her arms. The evening air was getting cold. “We’ll have dinner, some hot tea, and a lovely, lazy night.”


The night was lazy. The morning was anything but.

PPPPEEEEEEPPPPP!

Jo and Allie jerked awake at the shrill sound of a police whistle blasting down the beach where they had set up camp. Rubbing their bleary eyes, Allie and Jo crawled out of their tent to see Constable Stubblefield, Falcongate’s finest – well, only – police officer pacing the beach, her whistle clamped firmly between her lips.

Timmy stuck his nose out of his small dog tent and sniffed. A little further away, Dylan, who hadn’t got round to putting his glasses on yet, tripped over his tent’s guy ropes.

“Constable Stubblefield, do you know what time it is?” Jo said, as the others muttered and yawned.

Constable Stubblefield blew another sharp blast on her whistle. “It’s six a.m. Greenwich Mean Time. One a.m. Eastern Standard Time. Ten p.m. Pacific Standard Time,” she
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