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"Reminiscent of John Wyndham.""Well written sci-fi for all ages.""A captivating story.""Couldn't
put it down.""Beautifully crafted.""If you enjoyed Super 8, Stranger Things, ET, and Starman, you
will love this."During the blackout of 1944, in the small English town of Hurstwick, something
mysterious obliterates the church spire and slices through the nearby woods. Despite a
government coverup, evacuee George Moss discovers the cause of the destruction, becoming
the first of a select few who, over the next seventy years, are entrusted with keeping the truth
hidden.Years later, Max Cannon moves to town and stumbles across the secret, triggering a
chain of events, putting himself and his new friends in the middle of a deadly conflict…His Name
was Wren is a first-contact science fiction adventure. A story of friendship, family, and struggle
spanning seven decades and a thousand light-years.This story can be read as a standalone or
as book one of The Wren Trilogy.

"I don't know why I picked this up, but I'm so pleased I did. It's labelled as YA, but I think it stands
anywhere you want to put it, despite the MCs being children. It's got a perfect balance of history
and sff that landed in my sweet spot with a big thump.The characters are very well drawn and
the flip between 1944 and the present was done beautifully. I loved the visiting aliens, their
personalities and their tech, but it's the children who really make the story beautiful. It's a story
about humanity and I really think you should read it! Also, there's a dog!" - Goodreads
Reviewer"This book had me gripped from the first page. The characters are engaging, the
narrative well crafted and exciting, and the tantalising hints at more to come have you wishing for
more. This is a wonderful story of friendship, belonging, and aliens." - Ebook Library Reviewer  
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HIS NAME WAS WRENBOOK ONE IN THE WREN TRILOGYROB WINTERSFor Sarah,
Thomas, and Harrison.CONTENTS1. The Hurstwick Incident2. George Investigates3. Wren4.
New Town5. The Library6. The Diary7. A Pocket Full of Meat8. A Pocket Full of Sprouts9. Party
Time10. The Key to Kelha11. The Beast12. Show and Tell13. Visions14. The Night Shift15. Fake
News16. Eye Spy DragonFly17. Return to Patrick’s Corner18. Him Upstairs19. Convoy to
Oban20. Kelha Rising21. The Clearing22. The New GuardThe bit where I beg for a reviewReady
for book two?Acknowledgments1THE HURSTWICK INCIDENTSeptember 1944A loud thudding
on the door broke Henry Crinklaw’s concentration. He slammed down his pencil and left his
small dimly lit room in a huff, his gangly legs carrying him down the narrow wooden stairs to the
front door. “I made it clear I’m not to be disturbed,” he said, wrenching it open and spilling light
onto the dark street.“Henry!” roared a rotund man standing on the pavement. Behind him sat an
elegant black car, its headlights dimmed, its driver leaning against the long bonnet rolling a
cigarette. A woman in the back seat, her face caught in the glow from the hallway, glanced at
Henry then turned away.“Mr Haywood?” Henry said, recognising his superior. “What are you
doing here? I mean…sorry, sir. This is an unexpected surprise.”“Surprises generally are
unexpected, Henry. Are you going to invite me in?” The man’s jolly demeanour was evaporating
as he waited for his invite.“Yes…of course. Come in, sir.” Henry Crinklaw stood aside, and
Malcolm Haywood entered, bringing with him a strong odour of cigar smoke.“And you
should really turn that light out,” he complained as he climbed the stairs.Henry followed.“Well,
this is cosy,” Malcolm said, stepping into the modest accommodation. He walked over to the fire,
which threw a jittery glow around the room. The only other source of light came from a lamp
angled down upon a messy desk.“Drink, sir?” asked Henry, opening a small cabinet.“This isn’t a
social visit, old boy,” he said, “but you go ahead. If I were stuck in this little town, I’d be drinking
non-stop.”Henry poured himself a drink and watched as Malcolm Haywood studied the wall. It
displayed everything they knew of the crash. Every inch was covered. Mostly photos: upturned
trees, rocks split in two, the decapitated church, and the half-destroyed stone shack, with the
church bell protruding from its side. There were several images of footprints, wooden rulers next
to them for scale. Most appeared to be the boot prints of a child accompanied by a small dog;
other prints were larger, sleeker and possibly barefoot. Lines of string linked each image to a pin
in a large aerial photo, which showed the town and the long black scar in the woods to the
north.To the side of the aerial shot was a map of Europe. It was criss-crossed with lines
representing flight paths of known German and Allied planes from the night of the incident. None
came close to the lonely red pin marking the small market town of Hurstwick.The wall was
impressive, but even with the vast amount of data collected, they had no idea what had come
down in the woods that night. Henry suspected he was about to get a dressing down for the lack
of progress. Malcolm would no doubt want to hear about all the breakthroughs he hadn’t made,
all the leads he hadn’t followed up (because there were none), and all the clues he had yet to



uncover. They’d given him an impossible task.Henry took a deep breath, turned his drink into a
double, then joined Malcolm at the wall. “Over two months, Henry,” said Malcolm, removing his
gloves and hat and dropping them on Henry’s desk along with a brown file retrieved from inside
his coat. He angled the lamp to throw more light to the wall. “And what have you to show for it?” It
was a question that didn’t need an answer, but Henry answered anyway. “Nothing new, I’m
afraid, sir.” He took another deep breath, disguising it well, he thought, with a simultaneous swig
from his glass. His eyes flicked to the brown folder, then back to the face of his superior. He took
another large gulp of his quickly disappearing drink.“So it’s a mystery?” Malcolm said after a
pause, rolling on the balls of his feet.“Well, sir, I suppose it—”“I don’t like mysteries, Henry. I get
concerned. Mysteries cause confusion, and I don’t like confusion either. I like things neatly
labelled and filed away. Dealt with. Done. We are trying to win a war, Henry, and right now, things
are looking good. Brookie thinks so, anyway. But he’s not thinking about this, is he?” He gestured
to the wall. “Whereas I am thinking about this. I think about this a lot. And I’ll say it again — I’m
concerned.”“Sir, I must—”Mr Haywood cut him off with a wave of his chubby hand. “However, we
are where we are, and we seem to have found ourselves a little mystery that refuses to be dealt
with, haven’t we?”“Yes, sir. I suppose—”“So,” he said, cutting him off again, “I brought something
for your little wall of irregularity.” He nodded to the folder on the desk.Henry put down his now
almost empty glass, picked up the folder and opened it. Inside was a grainy photo of a rocket,
mid-launch. Henry shot Malcolm a confused look. Why was he showing him a picture of a
rocket? Malcolm Haywood nodded. It was a nod that said carry on, there’s more.Further photos
showed pieces of wreckage lying in fields. People bent over damaged fragments of pumps,
valves, tubes and motors. Finally, he came to a short transcript describing a test launch of a
rocket.Henry looked up, still confused. “Sir, is this relevant? We ruled out rockets and flying
bombs on day one. We would have found the wreckage; there would have been a crater.”“That,
Henry, is a V-2 rocket, as I’m sure you are aware. On its own, not very interesting with regard to
your investigation. But if you look at the transcript, it’s frightfully interesting. It comes from one of
ours on the other side. She took the photo; according to her, it was a test launch — not meant for
us. They shot it straight up just to see how high it would go.”Henry scratched his head. “With all
due respect, sir,” he swallowed, “I don’t see a connection here.”“It was a historic moment,”
continued Malcolm, as if Henry hadn’t spoken. “At any other time, we would have celebrated this
event. Because, that thing,” — he jabbed his finger at the photo — “that marvellous and terrible
thing, became the first object to leave the Earth’s atmosphere. That thing, Henry, went into
space.”Henry looked down at the photo again. It was indeed an impressive achievement, he
thought. Then his look of confusion returned.“Look at the date, man,” said Malcolm, impatiently.
“It’s from the night in question.”“But surely a coincidence, sir. Like I said, rockets leave wreckage
and craters; they explode. None of those things happened. It can’t have been this rocket that
landed in those woods.”“Of course it wasn’t, you fool.”“Then, sir, I just don’t understand...” Henry
Crinklaw was now desperate.Malcolm smiled. He was clearly enjoying being a step ahead. “That
rocket,” he said, “had a trajectory that would have seen it land in the Baltic Sea. Not in the woods



outside Hurstwick—”Henry’s face had given up looking confused. He stared blankly as Malcolm
Haywood continued to talk.“—But we know it didn’t land in the Baltic Sea.” He took the folder
from Henry’s hand and placed it on the desk, spreading out the photos of the wreckage. He
stabbed a stumpy finger at each image. “That was found in Kent. That, just south of Paris. And
that was recovered from Blizna in Poland, as part of Operation Wildhorn. All are believed to be
pieces of that same rocket.” Malcolm’s smile was widening as he realised Henry was starting to
get it.Henry grabbed a pencil and rushed to the map. He drew a small cross next to Kent,
another south of Paris, and a third next to Blizna in Poland. He then stepped back and placed his
hands on his hips. “Well. I’ll be…. That is some spread.”“Indeed,” replied Malcolm, retrieving his
gloves and hat from the desk. “The boffins estimate the rocket came apart violently at an altitude
of sixty miles. As it wasn’t carrying explosives, we can only assume that it—”“Hit something,”
Henry interrupted.“Bingo.”“But what? What is there to hit sixty miles up? Nothing is sixty miles
up.”“Looks like you’ll be staying here a little longer, Henry.”Henry didn’t reply; he just stared at the
map. Malcolm scanned the wall, putting on his gloves. His eyes moved from item to item. “I don’t
see the drawing,” he said.Henry frowned, trying to remember where he’d put it, then hurried to
the desk and rifled through a box of files. Eventually, he removed a piece of paper and pinned it
to the wall. It was a child’s drawing of a man in black with very long black hair.“Did you find the
boy?”Henry Crinklaw shook his head, not taking his eyes from the drawing. “The officer doesn’t
remember much about him. Just a small boy with messy hair. It’s all I have to go on.”“Well. You
better get to it, don’t you think?”“Yes, sir. I suppose I should.”THREE MONTHS EARLIERGeorge
Moss was under his bed. Just moments before, he’d been sound asleep on top of it. Now he was
under it, hands clapped over his ears, waiting for the house to collapse. But it didn’t. Instead, bits
of plaster and dust settled on the wooden floorboards and the threadbare soft toy that had fallen
off his bed during his escape from it. George was expecting more — more sounds, more
shaking, and maybe some rubble. But all that followed was silence. Why had nobody come to
wake him? He hadn’t heard the siren. Had it even gone off? He removed his hands from his ears
to make sure. No, nothing.Voices came from outside. He couldn’t make out the words, but some
were panicked while others tried to calm. George scrambled from under the bed and rushed to
the window. He drew back the blackout curtain and peered out into the darkness. From the
churchyard, directly beyond the wall of his back garden, a huge cloud of dust, illuminated by the
moon, billowed into the air. He watched it slowly grow, until it consumed his garden, and he
could see no more.Then came closer voices. These were from his hosts’ bedroom across the
hall. Mr Furlong was telling Mrs Furlong to stay put.“Should we get to shelter?” she called after
him.“Don’t think it’s a raid, my love,” he called back. “It’s as quiet as anything out there. But if you
hear that siren, you get down there with George, OK?”George’s bedroom door opened, and Mr
Furlong poked his head in. “You OK, lad?”“Yes, sir. What was—”“Nothing to worry about. You
stay in here.” He hurriedly closed the door and was gone. George pulled on his dressing gown
and ran to the top of the stairs in time to see Mr Furlong limp out the front door. Quickly, George
returned to his room, grabbed his lamp and the box containing his gas mask, then crept down



the stairs.Chip, the Furlongs’ small scruffy dog, joined him by the front door and followed him
outside. They were greeted by a world of dust that caught George at the back of his throat.
Undeterred, he continued down the short garden path and onto the lane. He should have been
fearful, but wasn’t; the stillness and dust-filled air amplified his curiosity. It felt dreamlike,
magical. Church Lane was narrow and cobbled and lined with cottages on both sides. The thick
dust hid those cottages from George. All he could see was the soft glow of Mr Furlong’s lamp
ahead. He followed at a distance, keeping his lamp switched off while Chip walked beside
him.As he neared the end of the lane, the dust grew thicker and poured over the stone wall of
the churchyard.There was a small gathering of people by the wall, huddled around a man sitting
on the floor. As George neared, he recognised the sitting man as Patrick, the groundskeeper. He
lived in a small shack in the far corner of the churchyard. The poor man was covered, head to
toe, in white dust. Contrasting the white was a single dark streak of blood that ran from his
temple to his neck. Father Elliot, the parish priest, dressed in a long nightgown, examined the
wound. He didn’t look worried by it, and Patrick seemed more bothered by the attention he was
getting.Mr Furlong reached the wall. He stood peering over it into the impenetrable cloud of dust,
his weak blackout lamp only able to illuminate a few feet ahead.As more people arrived, George
realised he was the only child present. Not wanting to be seen and told to go home, he moved
into the shadows. “You OK, Patrick?” said an unfamiliar voice from the growing crowd. “Little bit
shaken, but I’ll live,” he answered, his voice croaky and dry.“He’s just fine,” added Father Elliot,
who stood aside as the town doctor arrived with his medical kit.“What was it?” said
another.“Damned if I know,” said Patrick.“Nazis dumping their bombs before heading back, I
s’pect,” said another voice in the dark.“Here, take this,” said the doctor, handing Patrick a lit
cigarette. “That’ll sort you out.”“Good heavens!” a woman shrieked. She stood at the edge of the
group in her dressing gown, her hands to her mouth, her head darting, searching the sky. More
desperate cries erupted from the crowd as they followed her gaze. George looked too but was
confused by what he saw. The dust, still thick at ground level, had started to clear higher up. He
saw nothing to cause distress: just the moon and a clear sky. Then he understood.The church
spire, the pride of the town and one of the tallest in England, was gone.Father Elliot swayed on
his feet. Before he could fall, he was caught by the doctor, who sat him down next to Patrick and
lit another cigarette.The cries died down. Eventually there was silence, interrupted only by the
occasional sound of masonry falling unseen in the darkness beyond the wall.A murmur of
excitement then grew as three ghostly figures, caked in dust, emerged from the churchyard and
joined the group. George overheard as they talked of large boulders littering the place, breaking
many of the graves. Patrick’s shack had been partly crushed by a bell from the tower. They said
he was lucky to be alive.Mr Furlong approached Patrick and crouched beside him. “What did
this?” he asked.“A bomb, obviously,” boomed the voice of a large man standing behind them.
George recognised him as Mr Fuller, the butcher and head of the Hurstwick Home Guard.“No,”
Patrick replied. “Not a bomb. I was awake at the time, and I didn’t hear no plane. No explosion
either. I don’t know what it was, Don. But whatever it was, it came down in the fields, maybe even



the woods,” he gestured north past the church. “I ’eard it. Never ’eard anything like it before in my
life, like the earth being torn apart. It was deep. I felt it through me feet.” “Right then,” said Mr
Fuller, addressing the crowd, “arm yourselves with whatever you can get your hands on and
meet by the bridge at the top of Church Lane. Bring your medical kit, doc. Just in case it’s one of
ours.” George thought the man seemed to be enjoying the situation as he herded people back to
their homes. “Bring dogs!” he shouted as an afterthought. He marched off with self-importance,
swallowed by the dust.As the crowd dispersed, Mr Furlong spotted George and limped towards
him, a worried expression across his brow. “Back to the house, lad.”“What’s happening, sir?” he
said, running to meet him with Chip.“They’ve hit the church,” he said, placing a hand on George’s
shoulder, steering him back the way he’d come, “but it’s nothing for you to worry about. No one’s
hurt; just a few scrapes is all. Let’s get you back inside, and please stay inside this time.”“Was it a
bomb?” “Don’t know what it was,” he said, looking up to the clear expanse of sky once occupied
by the spire. “Probably a plane. Might even be one of ours. We’re gonna take a look.” He quickly
added: “But not you, George. I need you to look after Mrs Furlong, OK?”George didn’t answer.
He was looking up too.“Are you hearing me, George?”“Erm, yes, sir. I won’t go with you.
Promise.”The moon, ignoring the nationwide blackout, shone down upon the men marching
along Church Lane with their dogs and lamps. The younger men of the town were overseas
fighting, but these men, some very old, walked with a haste and boyish enthusiasm that belied
their age.At the end of Church Lane, they took the narrow dirt track through a dense thicket of
trees. They stopped before the small wooden bridge spanning the river Den, which formed a
natural border between town and countryside. While their owners waited for reinforcements, the
dogs, feeling sociable and excited to be out at such an hour, went down to the dark murmuring
water for a drink and a sniff. When the search party had grown to a capable size, the men took
their dogs and lights across to the fields, leaving the bridge, and the stream flowing under it, in
complete darkness.Then in the dark, after a moment of stillness, another light appeared as
George emerged from the bushes. Chip was by his side. Annoyed to have missed the largest
canine social event of recent times, the little dog sniffed around for any messages left behind,
while George waited for the gap between them and the search party to widen. Once satisfied,
they set off over the creaky bridge and onto the moonlit fields. Chip led the way.Nothing seemed
out of place on the fields, so the party ahead advanced towards Oban Wood, a dark silhouette
against the night sky. As George neared, he saw a dent in the tree line. The men had seen it too.
They changed course and moved towards it with urgency. George, feeling a rush of excitement,
quickened his pace as he followed.When the party reached the edge of the wood, the dogs’
behaviour turned erratic. Some ran in circles, barking, while others cowered behind their
masters. A lurcher darted back towards the bridge, bolting past George and Chip with its lead
flapping wildly behind it. George quickly grabbed Chip by the collar as he made a move to follow.
Unable to give chase, he sat, tilting his head, looking to the dark wood. Could he hear something
George could not?After a moment of madness, the dogs settled. And with slightly less haste
than before, the party entered the woods, the yellow glow of their lamps lighting the trees as they



went. “We’ll wait,” said George, “then follow in a bit, aye, boy?” He patted Chip for comfort; his
own comfort. “Or,” he added, glancing back to the bridge, “we could just, maybe, go home?”Chip
didn’t answer. Instead, he found an interesting spot on the ground and had a sniff. At the same
time, the last of the lamps disappeared into the wood, leaving George vulnerable and alone on
the field. When a cloud then crossed the moon, dropping a blanket of blackness around them,
he felt his determination begin to unravel. Chip whined, then growled.“Ok, Chip. I agree, we
should go home. Mrs Furlong might need us.”On the way back to the bridge, the moon
reappeared from behind its cloud. Chip stopped and looked behind them. George was about to
hurry him along when movement caught his eye. In the distance, a single shadowy figure was
drifting slowly across the field towards them.“They’re coming back,” he said, turning off his lamp.
“We need to go now.”George stepped up his pace. As the bridge came into view, he glanced
back to see if the gap between the figure and himself had widened. But there was no one there.
Something wasn’t right. He sprinted to the bridge, and on the other side, he left the dirt track
immediately and hid in the nearby undergrowth. He held Chip close, staring at the path while
trying to steady his breathing.He waited.Several minutes passed, and George was getting
uncomfortable. Branches were digging into his back, and the trickling stream was talking to his
bladder. “OK, Chip,” he whispered. “Whoever it was must have gone back or taken another way.
Let’s go.”But Chip didn’t move.“Come on, boy.” George pulled his collar, but still the little dog
refused to budge.Just then, there was a creak from the bridge. Then another. Someone was
crossing.George sat back down and peered through the gaps in the undergrowth at the moonlit
path. A shadow grew along it, followed seconds later by a dark figure, darker than the
surrounding darkness; a shadow within a shadow. He was dressed entirely in black. Long, black,
damp hair obscured his face. He carried something over his back — a pack of some kind. He
was tall, thin, and bent, walking slowly with sharp movements, as if every step was painful. He
was injured, but George had no desire to help him.The figure crouched suddenly as if sensing
he was being watched. His head spun back to the bridge, and the field beyond. After a pause, he
slowly turned away from the bridge to look straight towards George.George tried to sink further
into the bushes, but they were too dense. He thought about running but found he could no longer
move. Chip was shaking next to him. George pulled him closer.The man couldn’t possibly see
him; it was too dark, and he held no lamp. But that belief faded as the man, slowly and with
purpose, moved closer to the bushes, to where George and Chip sat trembling. At this distance
he could now see a hint of the man’s face. His dark eyes were set against the palest of skin. The
rest of his features seemed missing — a blur of a face. George blinked hard to clear his vision,
trying to bring the rest of him into focus.The figure stretched out a pale hand, reaching into their
hiding place. George recoiled as the hand, with long, pale fingers, drew nearer to his face. He
tried to scream, but couldn’t. There was nothing he could do; nowhere he could go. He closed
his eyes and waited for the hand to clasp him.There was a sharp rustle of bush as the hand
quickly withdrew. He opened his eyes. The man was now back on the path, looking towards the
bridge. And George heard the crunch of footsteps and voices as men from the search party



returned.Quick. Quick. Be here quick, prayed George. He tried to spot them, but his view was
blocked. When he looked back to the dark figure — he was gone.Not realising he’d been holding
it, George let out a huge breath as he exploded onto the path. With his lamp back on, its beam
darting in all directions, he looked for the stranger. Impossible, he thought; how could he
disappear so quickly? He was injured. Where could he have gone?“George? Is that you?” Mr
Furlong, supported by another man, was crossing the bridge, his limp worse than ever. “What in
god’s name are you doing out here?”“Where did he go?” George said, ignoring the question and
shielding his eyes from the lights now dazzling him. “He was here. Did you see him?”“What are
you talking about? I told you to stay—” “He disappeared! He was here. I think he was hurt. And
then he wasn’t here. He couldn’t have gone far.” George was struggling for breath.Donald
Furlong let go of the man at his side and hobbled over to George. “Calm down, lad,” he said
softly, grasping his shoulders “I’ll take you home. You shouldn’t be out here, not tonight.”“But sir,”
he said, still far from calm. “I saw him. He must be from the crash. Did you find the plane?”Mr
Furlong frowned and looked to his companion, who shifted uncomfortably and gazed back
towards the woods.“No plane, son,” said Mr Furlong.“But the church? The crash? The—”“No
plane, George,” he said, more firmly this time. Mr Furlong turned George around, and together
they walked back to Church Lane where the dust had now mostly settled.Several women were
still out, talking over the low walls that separated the small front gardens of the lane. They were
wearing their nightclothes. Some looked worried as they waited for their husbands.When the
men returned, they would talk of a giant scar in the woods and damage of unimaginable scale.
But they wouldn’t come back for many hours yet; the sound of excited dogs and puzzled men
filled Oban Wood for the entire night. Then the mists of dawn would come and cover the dark
earthy scar like a cool, soothing bandage.That night in his room, by the dim light of his lamp,
George drew a picture of the stranger while the image was still fresh in his mind. After, he
cleared his bed covers of the dust and bits of plaster then climbed into bed and kissed the photo
of his mum and dad he kept on the bedside table. He drifted off to sleep, thinking about the
stranger, wondering who he was, where he was from, and where he was now.2GEORGE
INVESTIGATES“Morning, sir,” said George as he sat down at the kitchen table for breakfast.Mr
Furlong had been drying a plate at the sink while gazing out the window. He flicked the tea towel
over his shoulder and smiled at George. “Morning, lad. Just heard school’s closed today.
Everyone’s helping with the clean-up at St Mary’s, including your teachers.”“Oh,” said George,
happy that school was closed, sad for the reason.Donald Furlong was a short, friendly-looking
man in his late forties. George had liked him the moment he’d met him. His face was full of
kindness and had immediately put George at ease after his nervous journey from London.
Donald’s wife, Jenny, was just as nice. She was kind, funny, and had made him feel at home from
the very first day.Mary, the Furlong’s only child, had lived there too, before leaving for her new job
in London. They’d seen her off from the station only three months before.On the platform,
George asked her what she’d be doing in her new job. She covertly tapped her nose, and said:
“If I told you, I’d have to kill you.” She had then laughed and swept him up in a squeezing hug. He



loved Mary like an older sister, and he missed her like one. It would be Christmas when she
would see them again. He couldn’t wait.George was an evacuee. Evacuated just after the war
started, he’d been living with the Furlongs for almost four years. His mother was a nurse at the
Royal London Hospital, while his father was overseas fighting the Nazis.His mother wrote to him
regularly, but he’d heard less from his father as the war dragged on. He was proud of his parents
and what they were doing for the war effort. In comparison, George often felt useless; just a child
to be protected and cared for. He wished he could do more.“You sleep alright, boy?” asked Mr
Furlong, placing a plate into a cupboard, then removing another from the draining rack.“Yes, I
think.”“Good.” He smiled. “Late night last night; thought you’d sleep till the afternoon. Eggs for
breakfast?”“I did see someone last night, sir,” George blurted out. “He crossed the bridge, just
before you came back. I wasn’t making it up.” Mr Furlong didn’t respond straight away. Instead,
he looked out the window briefly, then down to the plate he was drying. He put it away, then
walked to the table and lowered himself into the chair opposite George. “I believe you saw
someone, I do,” he said. “It’s just...I suspect you saw someone from the search party, that’s all. I
came back because my leg was playing up. Maybe someone came back before me.”“No, sir. He
looked different. Very different.” George removed the drawing from his pocket, then slid it across
the table. Mr Furlong looked down at the picture, raised an eyebrow, then made a huh
sound.“Look,” he said with a sigh, “the damage was bad, and we don’t know what caused it, but I
don’t think there was anyone involved—”“What do you mean, sir?” said George, confused.“Well,”
he paused, then let out another sigh. “There was no wreckage. No parachute. No fire damage,
nothing. Just a load of upturned trees, a trench as long as the high street, and the half-destroyed
church.”“But something did it,” insisted George.“That’s for sure. Something did. But as for what?
Well, that’s for sharper minds than mine.” He pushed himself up and walked to the cooker. “Nice
drawing. Looks a bit like a woman though, with all that hair.”After breakfast, Mr Furlong left to
help with the clean-up at the church, while George and Mrs Furlong cleaned the dust from the
chicken run and allotment, where the cabbages now looked like giant snowballs.When his work
was done, George returned to his room. He retrieved a notebook from the drawer of his desk,
one his mother had given him for Christmas — she sent one every year. The book from the
previous year still had plenty of untouched pages left, and paper and notebooks were in short
supply because of the war, but he thought this deserved a fresh book. On the front, in his neatest
handwriting, he wrote: The Hurstwick Incident. An investigation by George Moss. Age 12. He
folded his drawing of the stranger and placed it inside.George decided to take his drawing to the
police station. If Mr Furlong wasn’t interested in odd-looking mysterious strangers, maybe the
police would be.The station was a large redbrick building halfway down High Street. It was a hive
of activity. As he entered through its wide front doors, George was buffeted by people coming
and going. Being small, even for his age, he was easy to overlook. The crowd seemed to swallow
him up and sweep him along, until eventually, he got washed up against the tall wood-panelled
front desk, where everyone around him seemed to be talking at the same time.Next to him stood
an old lady in a woollen hat. She was telling a young, disinterested, desk sergeant about her



cats, and how they’d abandoned her in the middle of the night and failed to return—all seven of
them.“So sorry to hear that, Mrs Taylor. But—”“—Baker, and it’s Miss,” she replied.“Apologies,
Miss Baker,” he continued. “But as you can see,” he waved a hand loosely at the chaos behind
her, “we are very busy right now. So, if you could be a dear and write down a full description of
your lovely dogs—”“—Cats!”“Sorry, cats. Write a description, and I’ll pin it on the board outside,
how’s that sound?”Just then, George was shoved aside by an officer in uniform, who lifted a
hinged portion of the front desk and entered the office beyond. The old lady was now fighting her
way back through the crowd with a clipboard and pen in hand.George, who had somehow found
himself next in the queue, stood on tiptoes and peered over the desk. “Excuse me, sir?” he said
to the desk sergeant.The man looked down and raised an eyebrow. “All ages today,” he muttered
to himself. Then to George: “Lost a dog, have we?”“Erm…no.”“Cat, then? Hamster? No, don’t tell
me…chimpanzee?” “No, sir. I—”“Well, what animal have you lost, young man?”“I haven’t lost an
animal, sir,” George answered, confused.“Well, you’re the first today. How can I help?”He was
about to answer when a tall, thin man in a grey pinstripe suit approached the desk. He turned,
then cleared his throat to address the crowd. “If you are not here to report a missing animal, then
please remain and form an orderly queue. If however, you do have a missing animal, we are very
sorry to hear about it, but I’m sure you can all understand, after the events of last night we are far
busier than usual. So please, if you will, return home and come back on a quieter day. I’m sure
Patch, Fluffy, Buster, or Mr Tiddles will return to you in time.”A disappointed groan rolled around
the room. Unhappy to have their missing furry companions treated in such an offhand manner,
they departed, discussing how odd it was that so many pets had fled on the same night. George
didn’t think it was odd. He remembered the behaviour of the dogs on the field.The crowd
thinned, leaving only a few, but George had lost his spot at the front to Mrs Moore from Moore’s
Farm. A powerful-looking lady, she wore dungarees and a headscarf. She thumped the desk
with her fist as she spoke, describing her husband’s clothes that had been stolen from her
washing line. When she was done, she was asked, very politely, to fill out a form and take a
seat.The thin man who had addressed the crowd returned, cutting in before George to speak to
the desk sergeant. “Nigel, we have a few gentlemen from the War Office arriving on the ten thirty-
two,” he said. “I’d like you to meet them and take them straight to Oban. They’ll want to see the
site as soon as they get here.”“Yes, sir.”“And if they intend to stay, which I’m sure they will, I’d like
you to be their chaperone, OK?”“Yes, sir,” the sergeant replied again, without enthusiasm. “Good
man.” The thin man reached behind the desk to collect his coat and hat from the hooks on the
wall, then briskly left by the main entrance.“Baby-sitting duties,” the officer grumbled under his
breath, before turning his attention to George. “You again. So if it’s not a missing animal, what is
it?”“I saw a man—”“Amazing,” he replied, in a dry tone that George tried to ignore.“I saw him
leave the woods last night after the crash that destroyed the church.” George produced his
sketch and placed it in front of the now slightly more interested-looking sergeant. “You sure this
is a man?” he questioned, peering over his thick-rimmed spectacles. “Looks like a woman to
me.”“Definitely a man.”“Very long hair for a man.”“It’s a man with very long hair.”“If you say so,” he



said, placing it down and waiting for George to continue. “He came out of the woods after the
search party went in. I saw him crossing the field, and again down by the bridge at the end of
Church Lane.”“Then what?”“Well,” George hesitated. “He disappeared.”The sergeant sighed and
dragged his hand down his face, dislodging his glasses. “It’s gonna be a long day,” he
said. George felt like he was losing him again. “He’s definitely from…whatever crashed in the
woods. I know it.” He tried to remain calm, but his cheeks were getting hotter. It was clear this
policeman, like Mr Furlong, was not taking him seriously.“Look, young man,” said the officer,
leaning forward and lowering his voice. “I was up there this morning. I saw the...” he struggled to
find the right words and settled on “crash site, and I can tell you one thing: no one could have
walked away from that. No one.” He sighed again, then looked at the lengthening queue behind
George. “You run along now, OK? People are stacking up behind you again, desperate to bother
me, and I’d really like a cup of tea at some point today. So off you pop.” He waved George away.
The next person, a short man with curly grey hair, approached the desk, nudging George
aside. “I’d like to report a family member gone missing,” said the man.“Oh,” said the sergeant,
straightening up. “What’s this family member’s name?”“Shep,” said the man.George slid his
drawing across the desk, closer to the sergeant. He had now removed his glasses and was
pinching the bridge of his nose, looking very much like a man in need of a cup of tea.It was a
cold morning despite the bright June sunshine, but George didn’t notice as he left the police
station and powered back up High Street, determination denting his brow. Neither Mr Furlong
nor Nigel, the desk sergeant, had taken him seriously, but he knew the man on the bridge was
important, and he was going to prove it.At the end of the street, he turned right, into Church
Lane, where normally he would have been greeted by the imposing spire of St Mary’s. Instead,
George gazed up, squinting at an empty expanse of blue, birds circling, searching in vain for
their recently obliterated perching spot. He wondered if it would ever be rebuilt.The lane was
busy. Men with wheelbarrows passed each other at the churchyard gate. Empty going in, full of
rubble coming out. They skilfully pushed the heavy barrows up the narrow wooden ramps of
awaiting coal lorries and horse-drawn carts. By the wall next to the weeping willow, a long table
had been set up. It was covered in Union Jack flags and laden with tea urns and plates of
biscuits. Spirits were high, considering the circumstances, and nobody seemed to mind George
grabbing a cheeky biscuit as he passed.The usually colourful cottages and gardens were
covered in a layer of white dust; if not for the blue sky, the scene would have looked like a black-
and-white photo. As George turned into the short garden path of the Furlongs’ cottage, he
playfully slapped a white rose. It exploded in a cloud of dust, revealing a brilliant yellow
underneath. He coughed and waved the dust away, pushed open the front door, and called to
Chip. Seconds later, there were scratches of paws on wood, and the small obedient dog skidded
into view. George reached for the lead hanging by the door. “Come on, boy. I need that nose of
yours.”They took the same route as the night before, over the bridge and across the field. Chip
ran ahead, chasing off a pair of woodpigeons taking a stroll in the sugar beet.Soon they were at
the edge of Oban, where they entered just below the dent in the tree line.Broken branches



littered the ground, still covered in their bright green leaves. These amputated branches became
larger the further in they went, allowing more light to enter the diminished canopy. Eventually,
they found trees that seemed to have exploded entirely, sending yellow and white shards of
wood far and wide, filling the air with the smell of damp sawdust. Trees became trunks, and
trunks became splintered stumps. Until even those ceased to be.George stopped and his mouth
fell open. He stared in amazement at what lay before him. Stretching into the distance was a
deep trench lined by hundreds of uprooted trees. It was as if a giant axe had swung from the
heavens and cut Oban Wood in two.Mr Furlong was right. Nobody could have survived this. But
someone had. And George had seen him.Far off in the distance, marking where the trench
ended abruptly, George saw people gathered around a large mound of earth. Determined to get
a closer look, he clipped the lead onto Chip’s collar and travelled north, alongside the scar.As he
came to the end of the destruction, George heard voices and climbed the bank of soft earth to
peer into the trench.Two men were sat on a fallen tree with their backs to him. They surveyed the
damage while drinking tea from flasks. Other men busily searched the area, picking up objects,
studying objects, throwing said objects back to the ground, before removing caps to scratch
befuddled heads.George had lived in Hurstwick long enough to recognise some of the men. The
two who sat before him were Clive Myatt, the town crier, and Mr Hatton from the bank.Mr Hatton
said something to Clive in a hushed tone, but George didn’t catch it.“Secret weapon?” boomed
Clive, who didn’t do hushed tones.“Must be,” said Mr Hatton, giving up being discreet. “What
else could cause this much damage, and not leave a trace of wreckage?”Clive looked around,
picking crumbs from his beard as he thought. “Could be...a space rock?” he suggested, looking
back at the banker.“A meteorite?”“Is that a space rock?”“Yes. But no. This,” the banker gestured
to the surrounding destruction, “has to be a secret weapon, no doubt about it. Some kind of ray
or something. This place will be crawling with army and government types by the end of the day,
mark my words.” Clive continued to suggest alternative theories, including flying bombs,
bouncing bombs, earthquakes, and even Martians.George hoped the men would give up and
leave, allowing him to have a nose around. Instead, more arrived. Finally, when it looked as
though the whole town might turn up, George decided to move on.“Let’s go, Chip” he whispered.
“Not much we can do here.” He pulled on Chip’s lead, but Chip wasn’t ready to go. He was
sniffing the ground. “What is it, boy?” Chip had found a footprint. A long, thin footprint. Not a boot
print like the kind left by the men in the trench, but a footprint. He could see the ball of a foot and
a heel — no toes, though.Suddenly Chip pulled away, then stopped again. George followed the
little dog’s nose and found another print. Chip pulled George again with surprising force, and he
tripped and fell, letting go of the lead. Chip was off.Unrestrained, Chip moved faster through the
woods, with George scrambling behind, pleading with him to stay.But wait, shouldn’t he call the
men and tell them about the footprints? They would help, wouldn’t they? He decided against it.
So far, grown-ups had refused to take him seriously. Anyway, he couldn’t lose sight of Chip.After
several attempts, he caught up with Chip and successfully grabbed his lead. The little dog was
still on the scent. He would sometimes lose it, but then double-back to find it again before



heading in a new direction. He wagged his tail as he snaked his way through the woods, moving
further from the trench until they emerged back onto the field just east of the spot they had
entered.Across the field, George could still see the small clump of trees and the wooden bridge.
The de-spired church and the town were behind it. To the south-east he saw Windmill Hill topped
with trees. Nestled among the smaller nameless hills around it was Moore’s Farm.Chip was no
longer pulling at the lead. He was still sniffing the ground, but in a more general just having a bit
of sniff around kind of way.“Come on, boy. Where next?”Chip just looked up at him, tail still
wagging. The ground out on the field was dry and cracked with no footprints to follow. And,
according to Chip, no scent. “Oh, Chip!” cried George, stamping with frustration. Chip whined in
response, and his tail dropped. George sighed, then scratched Chip behind the ear — his
favourite place to be scratched. “Sorry, boy. You tried your best, didn’t you?”With no plan of what
to do next, George trudged across the field, back towards town, throwing a stick for Chip as he
went. When they reached the bridge, Chip ran across and down the bank to drink the cold, clear
water, while George sat on the bridge, dangling his legs over the side.From his jacket pocket, he
removed the notebook and pencil. He left the first few pages blank, saving them for a recap of
last night. On the following pages drew a picture of the vast trench from the woods. Then he
sketched a footprint next to it and wrote a description of the scene. When he finished, he placed
the book and pencil away again, and thought about what to do next. He noticed Chip patiently
sitting below him on the bank, looking up. Next to his paws, in the mud, was a single narrow
footprint.They were back in the game.Chip was on the scent once more. It took them east,
following the stream. On a few occasions, nettles blocked their progress and George had to
remove his shoes and wade into the water to avoid them. After about half an hour, Chip left the
stream to follow the scent up a steep dry bank, which took them to a footpath running alongside
a wooden fence. On the other side was a cluster of buildings: Moore’s Farm.Chip ran up and
down the path, nose to the ground, tail in the air, in search of the scent. But he stopped and
looked at George apologetically, he’d lost it.George sighed and approached the fence, looking
beyond it for another footprint, but the ground there was dry and revealed nothing. He gazed at
the buildings in the distance.Farmer Moore had a reputation for being a fearsome fellow who
was tough on trespassers. The local children saw it as a challenge to make it across his land
unseen, but those who got caught never tried again. George had never fancied it himself. The
idea filled him with dread.It was probably for the best that the hunt was over, he thought. He
should have told the men in the woods about the footprints. What did he hope to achieve by
tracking this person down alone? Was he going to capture him, take him to the police single-
handed? He’d been foolish—Before George could complete his sensible train of thought, Chip
had squeezed under the fence and cantered off toward the farm buildings. The little dog had
evidently rediscovered the scent and was almost out of sight.George cursed as he scrambled
over the fence to follow.When he reached a gap in the old stone wall surrounding the deserted
yard, his legs were shaking. He wasn’t sure who he feared the most — the stranger from last
night or Farmer Moore.Contained within the old stone wall were buildings of red brick and black



wood. He could hear pigs, and smell them, but couldn’t see them. There were sounds of
chickens and horses, also unseen. But the loudest noise was the constant buzz of flies.On the
far side of the yard was an open gate, with a wide track leading to the farmhouse on the hill,
where clothes hung outside, gently swaying in the breeze.One building dominated the yard: a
black wooden barn. Under the deep eaves of its roof were two openings into its loft. They felt like
eyes bearing down on George and sat over the mouth of a large, slightly open, double door. Next
to the barn was a yellow van that was either being rebuilt or dismantled; George couldn’t decide.
Next to this, he found Chip. He was panting, his head low and his tail motionless, staring at the
barn with nervous eyes. The little dog dared go no further.3WRENRahiir opened his eyes.But it
was bright, so he closed them again. Instead, he listened to the sounds around him.Animals
were nearby, in another building. He heard their snorts and squeals and escaping gases from
across the yard. He listened to the birdsong outside and the buzzing of insects. At the edge of
hearing he heard wheat sway lazily in the breeze.He began to breathe deeply. With each
deliberate, and painful, breath he increased his area of awareness, expanding beyond the barn
and the yard to the house on the hill. He heard the clank of dishes and soft music over a dusty
crackle. He went further, and heard the squeaking of a bicycle wheel. Further still brought
sounds of laughter and voices and metal cutting into dry earth; in another direction came the
trickle of a stream and the splash of a fish turning sharply to avoid a small excited animal running
through the shallows.He opened his eyes. These sounds were far away. He was alone — for
now.It had been dark when he entered the barn. Now, sunlight shone through the open door and
the ill-fitting boards of the walls. A million particles of dust churned and swirled in the shards of
light above him. He thought of stars.As he lay in shadow against sacks of grain, he looked upon
a tractor that sat before him. It brightened. It wasn’t glowing. Light was passing through it from
the other side until soon the tractor appeared glass-like, revealing the partly open door beyond,
where flying insects buzzed in tight circles over a small muddy puddle. The puddle was a
footprint — his footprint. He had been careless.He tried to recall how he got there. He
remembered the crash, the bridge, the stream, and the young boy hiding in the bush. He
remembered the sleeping house with the clothes hanging outside. The same clothes now lay
next to him, pegs still attached.A sharp pain shot from his shin to his hip as he attempted to
move. He screamed silently through gritted teeth and pulled his bag closer. From inside he
retrieved a small white disc. Holding it between thumb and forefinger, he placed it on his leg and
moved it slowly over the hidden injury. The disc glowed bright as it passed over damaged bone
and tissue. As the pain eased, tiredness quickly replaced it, and he sunk back against the sacks
of grain.Sleep was about to take over, but was delayed by a light flutter of wings. A tiny, fragile-
looking bird was hopping along the workbench by the open door. It jumped onto a rusty toolbox,
then flew into the rafters high above. Perched on a beam, it looked down to him. Then, wanting a
closer look, it descended to settle on the wheel arch of the tractor. It was almost close enough to
touch.The small bird considered him. Its tiny head made darting movements as it took in the
peculiarities of this new type of creature. Rahiir closed his eyes, but he was not resting or



sleeping — he was searching. When he found what he was looking for, a smile played at the
edge of his mouth. “Wren,” he said, in a deep soft tone, his eyes still closed. “Wren,” he repeated,
even softer. Then his head rolled back, and he fell into a deep sleep. The bird moved on to see if
it could find anything else as interesting as the stranger in the barn.It probably wouldn’t.“What is
it, boy?” asked George, crouching next to Chip.Chip ignored him and continued to stare
ahead.The yard had recently been washed down. And in a patch of mud, in the shade of the
barn, was a single footprint next to the open door.“He’s in there,” George whispered, as he stood
and crept forwards. “You stay here.” Chip didn’t need to be told; he wasn’t going anywhere.As
George approached, the thought of someone inside, lying in wait, caused him to stop and
rethink his plan. Then he remembered he didn’t have a plan; he was just doing one thoughtless
thing after another. He glanced over to the farmhouse in the distance. He should run there now
and tell them someone was in their barn. But if he was wrong, and there was nobody in there,
he’d look foolish and would probably get in to trouble. Farmer Moore wouldn’t go easy on
him.No. First he would have to be sure that the stranger was in there, before running for
help.George looked around the back for another way in. He didn’t find one, but he did find a long
wooden ladder, which he carried around to the front and placed under one of the loft openings.
He glanced again over to the farmhouse, hoping that nobody was looking from the windows,
then began to climb.When he reached the top, he found himself short of the hatch by a few feet,
so he placed one foot on the top rung and stretched up with his hand. Once he had a firm grip on
the edge of the hatch, he reached with his other hand, then pulled himself up and into the
opening, while pushing off from the ladder.It didn’t go well.He got in, but the ladder fell back to
the ground, sending a loud crack echoing around the yard.George shot a look towards the
house while listening for movement below, but the only sound, over the flies, was his heart
thumping in his ears.Chip walked to the fallen ladder, his tail between his legs. He sniffed it, then
looked up to George and whined. It was a you’re on your own now, kid kind of whine.No going
back now, thought George, as he turned to face the gloom of the hayloft.He crept between bales
of hay stacked three high and three deep, then came to a narrow gantry. It spanned the open
space below, passing through a network of rafters to join an identical loft on the far side. It looked
too exposed to cross, so George crawled to the edge of the loft and peered down into the barn.
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Ace, “Engaging, well written — can’t wait for more from this author. This was an engaging, well
written YA or adult sci-fi tale. I stumbled on this in the “customers also read” section of a different
book. I read a lot of sci-fi, YA and adult, and am often disappointed in either the writing, plot, or
both. This book is written with flow, good dialogue, a few surprises I didn’t see coming, and
likable characters. The plot is complex enough to keep one’s interest without being hard to
follow. While completely different than Andy Weir’s recent Hail Mary, it has the same positive
vibe that isn’t as prevalent in sci-fi these days as a bleak, dystopian vibe. I would not have
guessed this was a first novel. Publishers should consider the author a good catch if his next
stories are as well done as this one. I’m really hoping there is a sequel soon, or something new
and equally as good from this author.”

SueAllen, “Need a historical sci fi book that good for kids and adults? This is it.. Rob Winter's His
Name Was Wren is a charming book that was one of the nicest reads I have had in a long while.
Beginning in 1944, the book jumps to 2018 and the consequences of events that happened the
last summer of World War II for England. The story focuses on children of both time periods
faced with challenges that test their inner and physical strengths, as well as their willingness to
be a friend in all circumstances. Mr. Winters is an engaging writer, and I look forward to reading
his next book.”

Headly, “A good old fashioned sci-fi experience. The story is reminiscent of some classic sci-fi
movies I've seen while here on this planet. It takes a few liberties with the older stories about an
alien trying not to be seen and yet needing help from the local population. It also has kids as the
main subjects with their child like questions and absurd acts of kindness to a complete stranger.
But the book itself is an outstanding and very clever tale of good and evil played out in a rural
community of peace and harmony much like what Mayberry ( sans Gomer and Barney) might be
like, if it actually existed. Like many others who have left their insight I see where this could be
considered YA material but to be fair and honest this might be one of the best written books of
this style. Its a story that lasts in your mind and gives a cozy feeling of what a good story should
include.Good vs bad ( actually evil) and friends willing to to help. If this should ever become a
movie it would only need a few special effects , anymore and it would take away from the basic
core of the story.I read a LOT...classics, westerns, mystery, judicial procedure, humor and sci-
fi.......and this book is GOOD sci-fi!  Enjoy”

Sandy, “Wonderful story. I wasn't quite sure what to expect and it seemed to start out a bit slow
for me but was well worth continuing. I realize it is probably meant more for young adults but this
old gal (72) loved it. It had that bit of science fiction without being 'the world is bleak, woe is me,
the end is near' fatalistic attitude. It made me remember the difficulties in making friends, in
trusting others and I admired the characters in the story. Also, the bits of history made it even



more interesting to me.”

JOHN D., “Great Science Fiction by Rob Winters IGNORE the "Young Adult" Label! It's for
everyone. The author takes you to an English farming village where something fell from the sky
after being hit by a missile and the adventure begins in sequence with a World War, London kids
have been sent to the country to keep from being bombed, and then strange things
happen...Kind of a British version of The Day the Earth Stood Still, but without Gort and those
words ..."Klaatu barada nikto" ... Winters weaves a fun tale. Kids become friends. Kids find the
key to a spacecraft, and just like "Mother" in the first Aliens movie, we have those who have
come to watch, and those who have come to hunt. And somewhere there is a Healer on
Earth.This book will keep your interest. It doesn't have a lot of death and dystopian emplacement
but it will still keep you reading and the characters are well written.I will buy the sequel. And I
hope it is as good as His Name was Wren.”

Sharon A. Theriault, “Well done!!. A different kind of SciFi read. It says for 12 and up, well, I'm 76
and really enjoyed reading it. Will be looking for more from Mr. Winters.”

Gregory M. Acland, “An enjoyable read. I am very much beyond the YA demographic, but I love
science fiction/fantasy. This was definitely a pleasure to read, and to reread as I needed to
check up on some things that escaped me on the first read. Recommend to anyone that enjoyed
X-files (when they were new and fresh) and/or Stranger Things. There were a couple of hokey
things that stopped me giving 5 stars: the leap from the first act to the second was awkward, and
never resolved smoothly, the weird semi-anagram involving the author's name was inept, and
the genealogy issue was just annoying and not thought thru or explained satisfactorily. The
intriguing hints for a follow up novel make me look forward eagerly to the next one, I hope he
doesn't fall into the slough that so many sequels do.”

teachergrammy, “Well written and interesting. This is a fun adventure with history and science
fiction, two of my favorite genres. The characters are well drawn and likable, the plot is not too
predictable. I often choose YA to avoid the violence, sex, and politics of adult lit which get
remarkably tedious. Those are all missing from this book, thank goodness! It's written in an
interesting voice, the plot moves along well, the characters are well developed, and it was
entertaining. I look forward to book 2, although this was a very satisfying stand alone novel. I
have not heard the audio version.”

Mr. I. Saxton, “An enjoyable read. I read mostly science fiction and mystery novels. Within the
mystery genre, there’s a sub-category known as ‘cosy musteries’. I think this book would fall into
a ‘cosy science fiction’ category if such a thing existed.It’s not hard science, it’s not dystopian
and there’s no elaborate explanation of alien cultures. It is, however, a good story of first contact
and the ongoing consequences. Perhaps more importantly, it’s a novel with enjoyable, believable



characters and an interesting plot to keep you going through the book (with a hint of a possible
sequel at the end).It’s billed as a book for teenagers and young adults. As a pensioner, I’m well
outside that category, but it was as enjoyable a ‘children’s’ book to me as an adult, as is the
Harry Potter canon. Don’t let the age recommendation put you off.I started and finished it within
a day and consider it a few hours well spent. I shall look out for future novels from this author.”

Ebook Library Reader, “ANy book that keeps me up to 3am is worth a good review.. Possibly not
written for 50-year-olds, but I really enjoyed this book. Good engaging characters, interesting
plot that moved quickly enough to maintain your interest.I like how the book is self-contained -
very refreshing these days, although there is room for a sequel (which I'd definitely buy)I've been
giving up on a few self-published books recently as they couldn't hold my interest, thankfully not
the case with this book. Any book that keeps me up to 3am is worth a good review.Glad I've
found another author to follow and would recommend.”

Susan Yea, “An adult story with young adult characters. This was an excellent story, so well
written. Despite having children as the main characters, it didn't read as a child's story. It sets off
by grabbing the reader fully with a great scene. But the opening of the second part is why I
haven't provided five stars. I might not have continued reading had I not read other reviews
which recommended I should persevere. I shouldn't need to be told that. But I'm pleased I did.
What great characters. I do think the author should take note of the various comments on the
opening of the second chapter. Much detail about the move could be dispensed with, and the
story could pick up the pace again a little more quickly.”

JJ, “An engrossing read suitable for tweens to adults. I didn't read the reviews or much of the
book's spiel before borrowing via Kindle Unlimited, as it sounded interesting. If it wasn't for KU
though, I probably wouldn't have taken a chance on it but that would have been my loss and I
can say it is worth buying if you don't have KU especially as it's only 99p at the time of my review
(27/06/21).I hadn't realised the story had two distinct time periods. First we have George a
young evacuee in 1944 who meets a stranger after the local church's spire is demolished and
then we have Max, a teen, in 2018 who moves to the same village George was staying. This time
split works well and it gives us some strong characters, as well as providing links between the
years to intrigue us.I really don't want to give too much away in this review, as how the story
develops is part of its charm. I'm a grandmother reading this but I think youngsters would enjoy
this too especially if they love sci-fi. I think this book would make a good film too as long as they
were true to the story. The characters worked well, though a bit more depth in places would be
better, and the pace was good. There were plenty of moments of tension and I found I wanted to
keep reading to its conclusion but was a bit sad when it was all over. Usually the way if I've really
enjoyed a book.I read the line 'Famous Five crossed with X Files' or something similar, just
before I wrote this review and I think that is a good description. The strange interwoven into rural



Britain. I thought initially this was a stand alone book but I'm hoping it isn’t.Well done Rob
Winters, an entertaining book that is suitable for a large readership.4.5 ”

dave, “A teen adventure adults will devour. A mystery, an ode to country village life, a heart
pumping adventure. Im a middle aged Dad and i loved it, in the way Harry Potter takes you to a
time and place both familiar and mythical. Perfect for 8-16 year olds or reading to young
explorers and also just a great escapism for the big kids in us all.The prose is engaging and
gripping without ever becoming heavy and slow, great pace that will have you flying past the last
page before you know it.”

The book by Rob Winters has a rating of  5 out of 4.6. 667 people have provided feedback.
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