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Chapter One

A seven-metre sailboat sat on wooden supports outside the shed. Wearing grungy clothes, a toolbelt and a cap, Jo was in a suspended bosun’s chair halfway up the boat’s mast, polishing it with a cloth. Her elbow was starting to hurt.

“You’ve started, so you’ve got to finish,” Jo told herself firmly, pushing her brown hair behind her ears.

She glanced down to where a large and very hairy dog was snoozing in the shade cast by the boat’s hull. “You’ve got it right, Timmy,” she sighed, wiping her forehead.

Timmy woofed gently and rolled on to his back.

“Be careful up there, Jo,” warned Jo’s mum George, who was potting something bushy in a terracotta tub down in the yard below. “If you fall, you’ll crush my Devil’s Moustache.”

“Thanks for the concern, Mum,” Jo said sarcastically. She turned back to the mast and rubbed it hard. “Shine!” she growled. “Shine more!”

She slapped the mast with her cloth in frustration.

“Whoa!”

Jo’s sudden movement made her chair wobble. She dropped her polishing cloth and flailed her arms as she and the chair went spinning head over heels, getting tangled in the boat’s ropes.

Timmy leaped to his feet and started barking fiercely. Jo grabbed the mast and used it to spin herself back in the other direction. She did a neat backflip out of her bonds and landed on the ground like a gymnast, missing the Devil’s Moustache by a whisker.

“I’ll get this shipshape before Max and Allie and Dylan get here if it kills me,” Jo said. She slapped the boat, which promptly toppled over on top of her. “Which it just might do,” she added in a muffled voice.

The honk of a taxi horn floated down from a nearby hilltop.

“Oh!” said Jo in excitement. “They’re coming!”

She struggled to push the boat off her as the taxi trundled into view, pursued by a tall blond boy on a mountain bike pedalling for all he was worth.

“Attaboy, Timmy,” Jo said, scrambling free as Timmy tugged her arm. “Oh, I hope everyone’s ready to have some cool adventures! I’ve got a lot of things planned.”

Her jumper caught on the boat and unravelled. George raised her eyebrows.

“What?” said Jo. “I can have adventures with half a jumper.”



“Whoo!” shouted Max, pedalling like fury behind the taxi. There was no way he was going to let Allie and Dylan get to Jo’s house first.

Swerving off the road, Max plunged down the side of a hill, jumped a fence and started slaloming through some startled cows. “ ’Scuse me!” he shouted. “Pardon me, ladies! Short cut!”

The hill suddenly got steeper. Max twisted his wheels and took off, straight through the middle of a hay cart. Coughing and trailing haystalks, he landed on the other side and continued on his downward plunge.

The taxi containing his cousins was almost at Jo’s gate. Putting on a fresh burst of speed, Max twisted his handlebars one more time and leaped over another fence, landing in Jo’s yard just as the taxi pulled up.

“Hey, Jo!” Max called, squealing his bike to a halt. “It’s so great to be here!”
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His front tyre hit an upturned rake lying in the middle of the yard. The tyre exploded and the bike stopped abruptly, causing Max to fly over the handlebars towards the boat and hit his head on the ship’s bell.

Dong!!

“That’s going to sting a while,” said Max, rubbing his head woozily. “Hey, great boat, though! Really brilliant!”

Dylan kicked open the taxi door. He was holding a DVD camera in one hand, his dark hair flopping to one side.

“Max, bash into that boat again,” he said. “I can sell the footage to ‘World’s Wackiest Wipe-Outs’. Do you think you could bleed a bit?” he added seriously. “That’d really help me out.”

Allie scrambled out of the taxi. “Hey Jo!” she said happily, her blond hair bouncing on her shoulders and her pretty skirt somehow totally uncreased. “Love your half-a-sweater! What a neat style! Hi, Aunt George!”

“Lovely to see you, dears!” George smiled, waving her potted plant. “I’ll go and get lunch ready.”

Allie eyed the plant. “Is that some kind of … salad, Aunt George?”

“I won’t be feeding you my Devil’s Moustache,” George laughed. “It’s toxic – it would make your hair fall out and your teeth turn black. Of course,” she added vaguely as she breezed into the house, “my pork pies aren’t much better.”

“I didn’t think you’d ever get here!” Jo said breathlessly to her cousins. “How was your trip?”

“Fun!” Allie laughed. “I think Dylan taped the whole train ride, if you actually want to see it.”

Dylan lowered his camera. “I’m looking for reality show ideas,” he said, adjusting his glasses. “ ‘Americans on British Trains’ didn’t work out, but reality’s all around. Let’s see …”

He panned around the yard. Timmy was leaping about, trying to catch a butterfly with his mouth.

“I’ve got it!” said Dylan in triumph, zooming in. “ ‘World’s Most Dangerous Dogs’!”

Timmy looked embarrassed and pretended he had been yawning.

“Or …” said Dylan, swinging around a little further as a frail, middle-aged postman puffed towards them on his bike, a package in the handlebar basket. “ ‘Exhausted Delivery Men and Their Secrets’?”

“Aaah,” panted the postman, wheezing as he leaned his bike against the gate. “Allie Campbell? I’ve been trying to flag you down since you left the train station – I waved and waved and …”

“I thought you were being friendly,” Allie said. “That’s why I waved back.”

“Indeed,” sniffed the postman. “Sign here, please.”

Allie scribbled her name and took her package. “It’s from my friend Courtney, back home!” she told the others. “We always send each other presents.” She opened the box and stared at the brown contents. “No way!” she gasped. “It’s from our favourite candy store!” She frowned and peered closer. “Fudgie Fries?” she said. “Nobody likes Fudgie Fries.”

“That’s because they taste like brown ear-wax fried in pig slobber,” said Jo.

BOOM!

Everyone jumped.

“What was that?” said Dylan in excitement, grabbing his camera again. “Did a meteorite slam into the earth? That’d be cool footage!”

Jo shimmied up a ladder to the shed roof. Now she could see over the tree line, down towards the beach and beyond, to a mysterious green island hunkered offshore.

“Whoa!” Jo gasped. “That came from Shelter Island. But it’s supposed to be deserted!”

The others scrambled up the ladder to join her. Panting slightly, Timmy followed.

“Brilliant!” Max said enthusiastically. “Let’s go there tomorrow!”

“And I’ll bring dessert,” Allie offered, waving the box of Fudgie Fries.

“Why wait till tomorrow?” Jo said eagerly. “Why not go right now?”

CRUNNNCCHH! The roof caved in beneath them.

“Whoah!” shouted the cousins, falling straight through and landing on a pile of straw below.

“ ’Cos I think we need to fix the roof first,” Dylan coughed.


Chapter Two

Jo and her cousins hurried down to the shore as soon as they’d finished breakfast the next day. Stretching out into the water was a wooden dock, where several fishing smacks and little dinghies were moored. Jo’s boat was among them.

Jo stroked her boat’s gleaming wooden hull. She felt proud that she had polished it from top to toe.

“Ready?” she asked the others.

Everyone nodded. Dylan lifted his camera as Jo handed Allie a bottle of ginger beer.

Allie cleared her throat. “I hereby christen thee …” she began, lifting the bottle and preparing to smash it against the side of the boat. She stopped. “Oh,” she said. “We need a name for the boat, don’t we?”

“How about ‘Weird Exploding Mystery Island Boat’?” said Max eagerly. “Or ‘WEMIB’ for short!”

Timmy whined and tucked his nose under his paws.

“Hmm,” said Jo, folding her arms and looking unimpressed. “How about, ‘no’?”

“Got it!” Allie exclaimed. “I hereby christen thee, ‘Jo’s Boat’!”

She started to swing the bottle at the prow.

“Stop!” said Dylan suddenly. “Don’t do that!”

“Why not?” said Max in surprise.

“That’s ginger beer,” said Dylan, snatching the bottle. “And I’m thirsty. Anybody have a bottle opener?”

“Ye can use me hook!” boomed a gruff voice behind them.

Jo and the others whirled round to see a wild-eyed man with long black hair and a beard standing on the dockside. His head was covered with a bandana, his
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