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Praise for the Crooked Oak series ...
“I've loved this whole series” JENNIFER KILLICK

“A tremendously fun, weird and pacy read ... feels like a
magnificent episode of The Twilight Zone or Doctor Who — one
that stays with you for being so eerily strange it gives you
goosebumps” CHRIS SOUL

“Genuinely scary ... A monstrous 5 out of 5 stars”
JACQUI SYDNEY, WORLD’S SMALLEST LIBRARY

“This edge-of-seat mystery is instantly engaging ... Not
suitable for those of a delicate disposition, this nightmarish
thriller will make your skin craw!” BOOKTRUST

“A fast-paced sci-fi adventure ... This was a definite hit!”
BOOKS FOR TOPICS

“I absolutely loved this book ... full of mystery, adventure,
war history and includes some spooky stories ... perfect for
all middle-grade readers” EMMA SUFFIELD, LITTLE BLOG OF
LIBRARY TREASURES

“Always great edge-of-the-seat tension and fantastic
characters ... excellent writing!” FIONA SHARP, INDEPENDENT
BOOK REVIEWS

“Another belter of a book! An eerie mystery thriller that sucks
you in, creeps you out and leaves you flinching at any movement
in the shadows for days afterwards!” JAMES HADDELL

“A gripping, high-octane story that had me turning page after
page until I'd finished it” THE LETTERPRESS PROJECT
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CHAPTER 1
UFO

Pete Brundle was one of the few people in
Crooked Oak to see the strange light in the
sky. He had woken from a bad dream about
his mum and checked his phone for the time.

It was five o’clock in the morning.

He turned over and closed his eyes, but he
couldn’t get back to sleep, so he climbed out of
bed and wrapped his duvet around him like a
cocoon. It was so cold in his bedroom that he
could see his own breath as he crept over to

the window and opened the curtains.



Outside, a layer of frost covered the cars
parked on Campbell Street. It glimmered in

the glow of the street lamps.

It was exactly nine minutes past five when
a bright light shone in the sky, as if a star had
suddenly appeared from nowhere. But Pete

knew it wasn't a star.

It was something far more exciting.

“It was a UFO,” Pete told his best friends later

that morning. “Aliens.”

He was standing by the bike racks at
Crooked Oak Academy, wearing his thick
coat. His best friends, Nancy and Krish, were
wrapped up too. Temperatures had been

below zero all week.

“It came across the sky like this,” Pete said.

He raised a gloved hand and made an arc above



his head. “It got brighter as it came down, and
it had this glow behind it, like a tail.”

“Then what?” Nancy asked. The tip of her

nose had turned red from the cold.

“Then it went behind the houses and
disappeared,” Pete said, dropping his hand.
“It was a UFO. An Unidentified Flying Object.”

“We know what UFO stands for,” Krish said.
He was struggling to padlock his bike to the
rack. His thick gloves made it difficult.

“Aliens,” Pete insisted. “They’ve come to

suck out our brains.”

“There’s no such thing as aliens,” Krish told
him, finally clicking the padlock shut. “And
they wouldn’t want to suck out your brains
anyway - it wouldn’t be worth it. No, you saw

a shooting star. I see them all the time.”



“But this was different,” Pete arqued. “It
was so bright. And it was big.”

Krish adjusted his glasses and gave Pete his

“I know better” look.

“You saw a shooting star,” Krish repeated.

“A tiny speck of space dust. Nothing more.”

Krish was the second smartest kid in Year
Eight, and there was no point in arguing with
him. The only person who could do that was

Nancy, the actual smartest kid in Year Eight.

“Did I just hear you say you saw a shooting
star last night?” said a voice, taking them by

surprise.

They turned and saw their Physics teacher,

Mr Bennings, standing behind them.

“Did it look anything like this?” Mr
Bennings asked. He took his phone from his

pocket and tapped the screen, showing them a



black-and-white video of a small front garden.
At the top of the screen the sky was dark, so
it was clearly taken at night. Then a light
appeared in the sky. It flared like a firework

and drifted in an arc towards the ground.

“Yeah, that looks like it,” Pete said. “But
the one I saw was in colour, with a blue streak
behind it and a bright red outline.”

“A meteorite,” Mr Bennings told Pete,
putting his phone away. “A rock from space
coming down to Earth. Did you know that
scientists think meteorites could unlock the
secrets of the universe? They believe they
might have even been the start of life on
Earth.” Mr Bennings whispered the last few
words as if they were the most important

secret in the world.

“Aliens,” Pete said, narrowing his eyes at
Krish. “I told you.”



“You never know,” Mr Bennings replied.
“That’s why we need to find meteorites as fast
as possible and keep them safe by wrapping
them in foil or plastic. Otherwise, they become
contaminated and the information we get from

studying them is useless.”
“Amazing,” Krish said.

“There’s something even more amazing,”
said Mr Bennings. “By my calculations, this
meteorite might have landed somewhere near

Potter’s Moor.”

“Potter’s Moor?” Nancy said. “That’s just
outside Crooked Oak.”

“Exactly,” Mr Bennings replied. He couldn’t
hide his excitement. “The head teacher has
given me special permission to leave school
and go up there this afternoon to search for it.
If Ido find it, I'll wrap it up and contact the UK

Fireball Alliance, who will come to pick it up.



Just imagine! Maybe they’ll even name it after

me: ‘The Bennings Meteorite’.”

“That would be so cool,” Krish said. “Finding

an actual meteorite.”

“Indeed!” Mr Bennings said. “Even better

than seeing it fall from the sky!”



