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It’s time to get serious about aliens.

For years we’ve imagined aliens as little green people 

with enormous heads, big eyes, small bodies and long  

fingers. Perhaps we think this is how humans will evolve as 

we become more intelligent.

The truth is far more frightening than you could imagine.

Bodies, flesh, blood and brains are weak. We take  

years just to learn the basics of how to walk and talk. We 

can’t survive without food, water and oxygen. We get ill,  

we grow old and die. But one day, perhaps sooner than  

you think, we will be able to simulate a human brain. Maybe 

we will be able to upload your brain into an extremely 

powerful computer. And from that moment on, you will  

no longer be weak. You will no longer need food, water  

or oxygen. And you will no longer die.

THEY’RE COMING . . .
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Th e thing is, aliens have already done this. A long, long 

time ago . . .

In 1974 the human race hurled a message into outer space.

It was a signal sent out in radio waves towards a far 

corner of our galaxy. A signal aimed at alien beings, telling 

them that they were not alone in the universe. Telling them 

where the Earth could be found and what creatures ruled it.

Th e message was sent to celebrate human cleverness. 

No one really expected aliens to receive the message. To 

come looking for the Earth. To fi nd us.

When the aliens arrive, they won’t be in spacecraft. 

Th ey’ll travel at the speed of light, a signal in code, a hive 

of intelligence. Th e question is, who will hear them – and 

what do they want?

A swarm is rising.

Soon – very soon – it will be here.



FIVE YEARS  
FROM NOW . . .
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I’m Danny Munday, but my story starts on a Tuesday.

Hilarious, right? You can imagine the crummy jokes 

I’ve had to put up with at school my whole life, like: ‘Oh, 

no, I thought it was Friday but here’s Munday!’ Or,  

‘Who puts the “weak” into weekday – Danny Munday!’ 

Or, ‘You’re gonna marry Freya Knight so you can call 

yourself Danny Munday-Knight’ – which doesn’t even 

make sense because a) I wouldn’t have to take her  

surname if I didn’t want to and b) Freya Knight can break 

your bones just by looking at you so I would not mess.

Anyway. Back to Munday on that Tuesday.

It was just an ordinary night, you know? Mum out  

at work, homework half finished, Jamila round, being  

a pain . . . Nah, that’s harsh. She’s my best mate – I’ve 

known her all my life. We were in my room, playing 

CHAPTER ONE
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Breakout Saturn on PlayStation, stuffi  ng Doritos and 

having a laugh.

Or we were until Jamila totally got me killed by 

giant alien spiders.

‘Th anks a lot, Jam!’ I whacked her on the arm. ‘You’re 

meant to be Captain Maxima Layne, fearless Queen of 

the Spaceways – why did you run? Th e noise brought 

every Spidroid for miles coming!’

‘You were a sacrifi ce I was willing to make, 

Danny-boy!’ Jamila laughed. ‘I don’t have to outrun the 

Spidroids – I only have to run faster than you!’

‘Get a life, Jam.’ I tossed the controller down in mock 

disgust. ‘It’s my turn to play as Maxima next and I’m 

totally gonna get you killed.’

‘We both know that won’t happen.’ She grinned. 

‘Chill! I’ll make it up to you some day, Munday.’

‘Sure you will. Anyway, it’s nearly nine o’clock,’ 

I told her. ‘And you know what that means.’

‘Oh, yeah. Totally.’ Jamila hit pause on the 

game, bug-eyed spider-monsters all around her. ‘Time 

to stop playing so I can go home to bed for a nice early 
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night, ready for school tomorrow . . .’

We both broke out laughing. Th is never happens! 

Jamila only lives next door – it’s a terraced street and our 

bedrooms are actually either side of the same wall. 

Sometimes we send morse code messages to each other by 

knocking on the plaster. Most times there’s no need 

though, cos – a couple of times a week – Jamila goes back 

home like a good girl on the dot of nine, gets ready for bed 

and says goodnight to everyone.

Th en, the minute her mum shuts the door, she slings 

on her jeans, climbs out through her window, uses the 

drainpipe to swing herself on to my windowsill and comes 

in through my window to fi nish the game, along with most 

of the Doritos. Th en she sneaks back home again the 

window-way, nearer to midnight. We call it her SWIMMER 

trick – SWIMMER being short for ‘Secret Window Into 

Mundays’ Mansion, Emergency Route’, obvs.

It’s cool. We’ve gotten away with it for months: 

Jamila’s mum and dad think their daughter’s a perfect 

well-behaved angel so they never bother to check her 

room, and my mum is never around to notice. She 
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works the late shift most nights. She’s a researcher in 

radioastronomy, based at the Lovell Telescope at Jodrell 

Bank. It’s pretty impressive, though it doesn’t look 

much like a telescope to me – more like a giant’s TV 

satellite dish.

Th at’s cos you don’t look through a radio telescope 

with your eyes. It’s used to study energy in the universe 

that we can’t see – radio waves, X-rays, microwaves, 

ultraviolet light and other stuff . When I was little, Mum 

explained her job by saying, ‘It’s a noisy universe out 

there – I work out what’s worth listening to, and why.’

Dad’s a professor in physics and astronomy, so he 

and Mum speak the same language. Unfortunately, they 

also shout the same language when they’re together, 

which led to them splitting up and Dad taking a job at the 

Institute for Astronomy in Honolulu, cos he needed ‘to 

get away’. Which, you know, sucked when it happened, 

but over the last two years we’ve all got used to it. I chat 

to him a lot online, usually when Mum is on the night 

shift; after Dad left, Mum threw herself into her work 

and it’s been holding her pretty tight ever since.
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Which is why I got such a shock when Mum came 

home early that night.

It was ten-past nine when me and Jamila levelled 

up, and I was just walking her downstairs to say ‘Bye 

for now’ when I heard the key turn in the front door. 

I actually jumped in the air, throwing Doritos all over 

the hall just as Mum bustled in. She had her laptop under 

her arm, a key in one hand and coff ee in the other. She 

looked at us with bright, super-caff einated eyes.

‘Hey, Danny. Hi, Jam.’ She scooped up a couple 

of chips from the carpet and munched them down. 

‘Sorry to interrupt. Were you about to snog each 

other goodbye?’

‘What!’ I fl ushed red – Mum is so embarrassing. ‘No!’

‘Gross,’ said Jamila, holding her stomach.

‘Like you’d ever admit it to me anyway.’ Mum 

laughed and swigged the last of her coff ee. ‘Just pretend 

I’m not here.’

I mouthed ‘Sorry!’ to Jamila. Mum was in one of 

her manic moods; that meant she was either super-excited 

or super-exhausted. Probably both.
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‘Why are you here, Mum?’ I asked. ‘Your shift 

shouldn’t fi nish for ages.’

‘Couldn’t get any work done there,’ Mum said, 

barging through to the kitchen and whacking her laptop 

on the counter. ‘Th e computers have been taken offl  ine.’

‘At Jodrell Bank, you mean?’ I shrugged at Jamila, 

and we both followed her through. ‘How come?’

‘Some kind of power surge.’ Mum crossed to the 

fridge and pulled out an open bottle of wine. ‘We were 

picking up some very weird fast radio bursts when, 

BOOM! Something went through the systems. Took 

down the main server.’ She studied the dirty glasses by 

the sink, shrugged, and poured the wine into her coff ee 

cup. ‘It wasn’t just us aff ected. Radio telescopes in South 

Africa, Canada, Western Australia – they’re all offl  ine.’

‘Freaky,’ I said, kind of interested in Mum’s work 

for once. ‘Were the other telescopes listening to these 

fast radio bursts too?’

‘What even is a fast radio burst?’ Jamila said. ‘Like, 

when you switch a radio on and off  really quickly?’

Mum gave her a look, then took a gulp of wine. ‘FRBs 
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are tiny blazes of energy, usually from distant galaxies. 

We’re not sure what causes them, but they hardly ever 

repeat.’ She frowned. ‘But! Th is FRB did. Regular as 

clockwork. Energy waves rat-a-tatting through space at 

the speed of light. And the source was really close – just 

twenty-fi ve light years away.’

Rat-a-tatting. For some reason I thought of me and 

Jamila tapping code to each other on our walls. ‘Maybe 

it’s a kind of message?’

‘Ha – you mean a message to our IT department to 

protect the network with a stronger fi rewall?’ She gave a laugh 

but I could tell it was totally fake. ‘At least I captured part of 

the signal before the power surge. I’m going to analyse the 

pattern on my laptop. I’m sure there’s a normal explanation.’

‘Speaking of normal explanations, I’d better fi nd one 

for my mum.’ Jamila was looking at her phone. ‘She’s 

texting. I’m fi fteen minutes late.’

‘Tell her you were snogging Danny,’ Mum suggested.

‘Mum, shut up!’ I groaned, steering Jamila out of 

the kitchen and back towards the front door. ‘I’m 

sorry about her.’
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‘So cringe,’ said Jamila. Th en she smiled. ‘At least 

your mum is fun.’

‘Weird, you mean,’ I corrected her. ‘D’you still want 

to come round later? We’ve got Titan level to complete.’

‘Better not. If your mum realises I’m here, she really 

will think we’re snogging.’ Jamila shuddered as she opened 

the front door. ‘I’ll see you tomorrow, yeah?’

‘Yeah,’ I said, stood on the doorstep. ‘Prob text 

you later.’

‘Prob read it.’ She gave me a shove backwards and 

swung herself over the little fence dividing our front paths.

I closed the door and walked back to the kitchen. 

Mum had stuck a USB drive into her laptop. It fl ashed as 

if mimicking the fast radio burst as it transferred the data 

across. A progress bar on the screen began to fi ll.

‘Weird how the computers at the other radio 

telescopes were taken down too,’ I remarked. ‘Maybe it 

was some sort of cyberattack?’

‘Maybe.’ Mum drummed her fi ngers on the 

countertop, waiting for the data to load. ‘Th at’s certainly 

more likely than one alternative explanation.’
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‘Which is?’

‘Th at extragalactic energy could hit the Earth with 

enough force to aff ect our systems. A big, hard hello from 

outer space.’

‘You mean it could be a message from aliens?’ 

I breathed.

Mum looked up at me and snorted. ‘Th at would be 

exciting, wouldn’t it? But no, I’m sure there’s a natural 

explanation. You know, back in the 1960s, strong, regular 

signals a bit like this were detected. It was thought that 

they might be messages from extraterrestrials.’

‘And were they?’

‘No, the radio waves were being thrown out by a 

stellar remnant.’

‘Th e last remains of a star, you mean?’ Yeah, you can 

call me a geek, but growing up with two astronomers 

means it’s hard to miss this stuff . ‘Th ere are diff erent 

types, aren’t there?’

‘Th is one was named a pulsar – just tens of miles 

across but still heavier than the Sun.’ She shook her head. 

‘Th ere’s so much we still don’t know about what’s out 
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there in space. Th e team that discovered pulsars got a 

Nobel Prize and all sorts of other goodies . . .’

I bit at her words like a hungry dog. ‘Cash? Fast 

cars? Fame?’

‘Decent grants for further research, at least.’ Th e 

progress bar fi lled up with a soft chime and Mum turned 

back to the laptop screen, opening a fi le. ‘Whatever this 

is . . . it could be very big.’

‘Change-the-world big?’ I asked her.

Mum didn’t answer, lost in her work already. 

Although the data had loaded, the light on the USB 

drive was fl ashing madly, faster than ever, like a tiny 

fl uttering heartbeat.

Th en the little light went out, and I went out too, 

heading upstairs to my room.

Messages from outer space? Yeah, right. About as 

likely as me going out with Freya Knight.

Still, someone was certainly about to come into 

my life.

Or something.


