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Peter Pattison is a very ordinary boy…


…or so he thinks until he makes contact with the people of Perulius, a distant planet almost identical to Earth.


Why are they here?


What do they want?


Join Peter and his friends, Hatty and Candice, as they begin an incredible adventure that is quite literally…


OUT OF THIS WORLD!
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Chapter One

Peter Pattison was an ordinary boy. An ordinary boy who wished he could play football well and spell words with all the letters in the correct order and the right way around. He wanted to write like the other kids in class and come first or even tenth in the relay race on school sports day. It wasn’t much to ask, was it?

Everything about Peter’s life was pretty ordinary. He lived in an ordinary house on an ordinary street and ate ordinary food like fish fingers and pizza and chips—made from potatoes. He’d noticed the shops had started selling all kinds of vegetables cut into chip shape, hoping to trick kids into eating them, but he wasn’t falling for that one.

He also liked chocolate, but his mum said too many sweets would rot his teeth and by the time he was twenty-one they’d have all fallen out. She was probably telling porkies—most parents did—but some things weren’t worth risking, so Peter made do with a couple of chocolate bars a week, unlike Hatty, his best friend, who seemed to live on sugar.

Hatty wasn’t his real name. No, his real name was Bartholomew Wiggins, but he got his nickname because—you’ll never guess—he collected top hats! Yes, he really, really did. Of course, he’d have preferred to keep his rather unusual hobby a secret, but his little sister thought it was funny to tell everyone she met. “Guess what! My brother collects top hats! He even has one with flowers all over it!”

Hatty was used to his classmates laughing at him, and he didn’t really mind them giving him that nickname. After all, he’d said, it was a whole lot better than Bartholomew or Barty—just one of the many reasons Peter had liked Hatty from the very beginning.

Hatty was much more interesting than the other kids in class—more interesting even than Harry Collins, who lived two doors away and had his own go-kart with a real engine.

So Peter and Hatty became friends—best friends—and the most excellent thing about having a best friend was this:

It meant

he could share

his secrets.

Things he didn’t want

anyone else to know.

Like the time

he saw

a spaceship

hovering

over the sea

in South Wales.

shhhh…

That was two years ago, and Hatty was the only person Peter had ever told.

His friend looked slightly bewildered at first. “Are you sure it was a spaceship?”

“I know it sounds weird,” Peter said, “but it was spinning so fast, it couldn’t have been anything else—unless the Americans have invented a secret weapon no one knows about.”

“You mean like in Star Wars?” Hatty gasped.

“Yeah! What if the government knows all about the aliens and is building spaceships in case there’s a war?”

Hatty’s mouth dropped open. He’d clearly never given the possibility a moment’s thought. “Wow! I’d love to fly a spaceship. It would be so cool! I’d be Han Solo…or someone like that. Who would you be?”

Peter laughed. “I’d be myself. Peter Pattison, the superhero.”

“So awesome! We would take on the aliens together—you and me against the forces of darkness!”

“I’d love that,” Peter said. “Now, I’ve told you my biggest secret, so before we go to fight the aliens, can I see your hats?”


Chapter Two

Hatty Wiggins had a special cupboard. It was about half as high as a normal wardrobe and made from polished pine wood. Peter had always thought it would make a brilliant den if Hatty hadn’t kept his hats in it. There were silver ones, gold ones, pink ones and blue ones. Some were tiny while others had been made for people with very large heads indeed!

Peter stood and stared. Hatty laughed. “They’re boss, aren’t they?” he whispered, as if the hats had ears and were listening to every word.

“Erm…yes, but…”

Peter wanted to know why. Of all the possible hats in the world, why did Hatty collect top hats?

Hatty must have guessed what Peter was thinking, as he pointed to a large, grey hat with a black silk band above the rim. “That one belonged to my granddad. He used to put it on every time he read Alice in Wonderland to me. I loved that story.” Hatty had a faraway look in his eyes. “When he died, he left me the hat so I’d remember him every time I looked at it.”

Peter wasn’t sure what he’d do if his friend started blubbing and was relieved when Hatty closed the cupboard doors, turned on the TV and asked, “Wanna play a game?”

“Sure!” Peter agreed, even though Hatty had won every game they’d played so far. “Let’s play the football one.”

Hatty threw him a controller. “Yeah, I’m gonna really whoop you this time!”

Peter laughed. “Dream on, hat boy! No one beats me at this.”
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Wiggins 5, Pattison 0

A disappointing result.

Peter thought about suggesting a return leg at his house sometime, but he had the feeling Hatty would always win at computer games, no matter which one they played or where.

Still, he wanted to get his own back.

And he knew Hatty didn’t like the dark, so…

He dared him.

Yes, okay, maybe it was a bit mean, and if they were caught, Peter would never be allowed to sleep over at Hatty’s ever again.

You see, Hatty’s mum relaxed the rules on Saturdays. The boys could watch TV until their eyes popped, eat whatever they liked and go to bed whenever they chose—do pretty much anything they wanted—as long as neither of them ventured over the doorstep after dark.

But Hatty had a key. Providing his parents didn’t check up on them, they wouldn’t be missed.

So, that evening, after sunset, while Mr. and Mrs. Wiggins were watching Eastenders on catch-up, the two boys sneaked out of the house.

[And now the adventure begins…]

Yes, Hatty did have a key, and everything would’ve been fine if he’d picked up the right one. They’d have been back in the bedroom watching TV by ten, and that would’ve been the end of the story. But he didn’t pick up the right one.

Even Peter, who considered himself to be pretty brave, was nervous. “What are we going to do?”

“How should I know?” For the second time that day, Hatty looked like he might start blubbing. “I can’t knock. Mum and Dad will go crazy, and you—”

“Yeah, I know. I’ll be banned from your house for the rest of my life.”

Hatty bent down and peered through the letterbox.

“You think you can squeeze through that?” Peter hissed angrily.

“I don’t know!” Hatty stood up straight again and shrugged helplessly. “I don’t know what we’re going to do.”

So that was it. They were locked out, and the night really wasn’t as warm as they’d first thought. Not only were they cold, they were hungry too.

Peter fished in his pocket and pulled out a five-pound note and three pound coins. “How about we go and get a burger?”

Hatty nodded. It wasn’t going to get them a bed for the night, but at least they’d have full stomachs.
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The fast-food place was less than a mile down the road, and Peter and Hatty ran most of the way, scared it might have closed early. It hadn’t, and they tumbled through the door, breathless and relieved and very glad to be somewhere warm.

An older girl—almost a grown-up—behind the counter took their order, all the while peering at them through narrowed green eyes. “You kids okay?” she asked in an American accent.

They both nodded in unison.

“Isn’t there anyone with you?”

“Like who?” Peter blustered, his heart beating faster.

“Like your parents?”

“They’re in the car,” Hatty lied.

“So you want takeout, right?”

Peter sagged. He’d really hoped they could sit inside, stay out of the cold a bit longer, but in no time at all, their two boxed meals appeared on the counter.

“Tell your parents they’d be better using the drive-through next time,” the girl said, shaking her head in that way grown-ups do when they’re not happy about something.

“Okay, we will.” Hatty snatched up the boxes as the girl turned to face the rather tall, angry-looking man who had appeared behind her. Peter grabbed Hatty’s wrist and bolted for the door.

“Excuse me!” the man shouted.

They stopped dead and stared at each other in horror. Slowly, they turned back.

“You left this.” The man had something in his hand, but they were too far away to see what it was. Peter was sure he’d left nothing behind, but he was curious enough to go back for a closer look.

The tall man placed a pen on the counter in front of him. “I believe this is yours.”

Peter stared at it. He’d never owned a posh pen in his life. He’d only ever used cheap plastic ones, whereas this one was a strange shade of green with one of those old-fashioned nibs like the pens his grandfather had stashed away in a drawer full of old medals and coins. “It’s not mine. I’ve never seen it before.”

The man grunted and pushed it across the counter. “Well, it’s yours now, so take it.”

Peter wasn’t going to argue, not with someone that tall. Shoving the pen in his pocket, he scurried back to Hatty, and they got out of the place as fast as they could.
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Peter and Hatty munched hungrily on their burgers and fries as they walked, neither of them speaking until the boxes were empty and every last crumb had gone.

“We might be able to get over the wall and sleep in the garden,” Hatty suggested.

Peter groaned. He didn’t much fancy spending the night with all kinds of bugs in his underpants. Hatty looked pretty miserable at the prospect too.

“We’ve got to hide somewhere, Peter. What if a policeman sees us? They’ll take us straight home and…”

But Peter wasn’t listening, or not to Hatty. He could hear a faint whirring sound, like a remote-controlled drone. He looked up…and nearly fell flat on his backside in shock.

“Hatty! Look!”

“We need to…oh!” Hatty stopped walking and talking and joined Peter in staring up in amazement, neither boy able to believe what they were seeing.

It was a red-and-yellow bus, but not the kind you see on the roads. This was more like the ones Peter had seen in his dad’s magazines about vintage cars. Yes, he thought, that’s exactly what this is. A vintage bus.

A flying vintage bus, no less.

In silence, they watched it circle and loop far above their heads. Even though the lights were on, Peter couldn’t see any passengers. He couldn’t see a driver either—or should that be pilot?

If Hatty hadn’t been at his side, seeing exactly what Peter was seeing, he’d have decided it was all in his imagination. The bus had no wings or propellers. It shouldn’t be up there at all, looping the loop and zooming around like a jet-propelled swallow.
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All of a sudden, it halted in mid-air, hovered for a few seconds and then, ever so slowly—and with both boys holding their breath—descended and disappeared behind a line of trees.

At the same time, something else happened. Something equally weird. The pen, which Peter had shoved in his pocket and completely forgotten about, what with flying buses and everything, started to get quite hot. Gingerly, he pulled it out and held it up in the cool night air.

The green shaft glowed in the moonlight and light glinted off the nib, almost like he was holding a sparkler. In fact, the pen felt so comfortable in his hand, Peter wanted to write something, which was really rather odd. He hated writing.

“Roll up your sleeve,” he instructed Hatty, “and hold out your arm.”

Hatty frowned but did as Peter asked.

“I’m going to write your name,” Peter said. “I want to see if this thing works.”

He began to write, but the pen seemed to have a mind of its own.

Hatty stared down at his arm. “That’s not my name! Why have you written that?”

Peter didn’t know. It was so weird. Hatty was right. It wasn’t a name, but a whole sentence. It read:

There is a spare key under the plant pot by the front door.

Peter gasped and dropped the pen. “I didn’t write that! I could never write that neatly.”

“I believe you. Your writing is terrible.”

“Yes, okay. Don’t rub it in!”

Hatty checked his arm again. “What if there really is a key under the plant pot?”

Peter was still bamboozled by what he’d written—or what the pen had written at any rate—and a bit freaked out too. “We’re not gonna find out standing here. Let’s go and check.”

He picked up the pen and shoved it back in his pocket. “If this isn’t a dream…” he began.

“I saw it too,” Hatty pointed out.

“Then, my hat-loving friend, I think this pen is going to come in very useful.”


Chapter Three
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Peter tipped the large plastic plant pot to one side. “Is it there?” he whispered.

Hatty was on all fours, peering underneath. “Ewwww, it’s gross! There’s loads of bugs and things.”

“Feel around with your hand,” Peter told him impatiently. The pot was heavy, and any moment now, he was going to drop it.

“Got it!” Hatty clambered back to his feet and stood, triumphant, holding up a silver key like a footballer whose team had won the FA Cup.

“You know what this means, don’t you?” Peter said.

Hatty nodded. “Yeah, it means that pen is really creepy.”

“No, Hatty. It’s magic!”
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Mr. and Mrs. Wiggins were still watching TV as the two boys crept back up the stairs. Hatty went to the bathroom to wash the mud from his hands and returned looking rather dazed. Peter had pinched himself hard several times, convinced this had to be a dream. They kept using words like creepy, weird and strange.

[Things were about to get a whole lot stranger.]

“Have you still got the pen?” Hatty asked.

Peter went to fish the pen out of his pocket but stopped when someone knocked on the bedroom door.

“Hey, you boys want some supper?” Hatty’s mum asked.

Peter knew Hatty had to be about as hungry as he was, which was not hungry at all, but that would take some explaining because Hatty was always hungry.

“Erm…yes, please. Can we have some cheese on toast?” Hatty said with a grimace. Peter groaned.

“Sorry,” Hatty mumbled once his mum was out of earshot. “I couldn’t exactly tell her we’ve had a burger!”

“It’s all right,” Peter said, more interested in taking a proper look at the pen than figuring out how he was going to eat cheese on toast without throwing up all over Hatty’s bedroom carpet.

The pen was wedged deep in the side pocket of Peter’s adventure trousers. That was what he called his combats—the ones his mum had bought him from the army stores.

“It’s still here,” he said with a sigh of relief.

“Why don’t you try writing with it again?” Hatty suggested. He rooted through his bedside cabinet for paper, eventually pulling out a Star Wars notepad, which he threw down on the bed. “Let’s see if it tells us anything else.”

The pen was still warm, and…well, perhaps it was just his own pulse, but Peter was sure he felt a heartbeat.

As soon as the nib touched the page, it burst into life.

Starworld’s amazing fun fair is only a mile away!

They both gazed, astounded, at the words. They’d seen the posters for Starworld in the shop by their school, but they weren’t interested in travelling fairs. The ones that came to their town were usually for kids half their age anyway.

“I think the pen wants us to go,” Peter said.

Hatty nodded. “But we can’t go on our own. I could ask my mum and dad to take us.”

The door opened, and Hatty’s mum appeared with a plate full of toast smothered in melted cheese. “Take you where?” she asked.

“The Starworld fair,” Hatty said. “We thought it might be fun.”

His mum smiled. “Well, I don’t see why not. How about we go after lunch tomorrow?”

Peter was more than happy with that. Staying for lunch meant he’d get to try out Hatty’s dad’s famous roast potatoes.

As soon as his mum left, Hatty picked up the pen. “I wonder if it will work for me?” He opened the pad to a clean page and placed the pen’s nib against the paper.

Hatty Wiggins

“That’s just your writing,” Peter said. “Try something else.”

Hatty did try.

I’m not very hungry.

“Did you mean to write that?” Peter asked.

Hatty nodded glumly. “It doesn’t work for me.”

“Maybe it doesn’t work all the time,” Peter reasoned. “Maybe it goes back to being a normal pen.”

In a way, he was glad the pen had written normal stuff. He was a bit scared of what it might write next, and he was tired. It had been a strange night, and they couldn’t even tell anyone. Who would ever believe they’d seen a flying vintage bus and found a pen with a brain?

Hatty must’ve been thinking the same thing, as he said, “I don’t think we should tell our parents about this.”

“I agree.” Peter slid the pen back into his pocket. “In fact, I don’t think we should tell anyone at all.”


Chapter Four
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Mr. and Mrs. Pattison never doubted that their only son was clever. “He’s got a brilliant imagination,” the teachers told them. However, the problem was his spelling and his writing. Miss Appleton had spent more time with Peter than any of the others in his class and said, “He can tell a good story, but he can’t seem to put it down on paper, or on a computer for that matter.”
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