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Chapter 1

Sand Crabs and Sea Glass
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Sofia swam through the surf, keeping her snorkel above the shallow waves. Reaching down to the seabed, she scooped up stones and shells with her bucket. Then she popped her head out of the water, searching for Max. Her sandy-haired friend was already on the beach, his snorkeling gear resting beside him.

“Come see what I found!” Max called to her.

Sofia raced out of the waves so fast, she nearly tripped over her flippers.

Max held two clear, sparkling stones in front of his eyes. “One blue eye, one green,” he said. “Aren’t they beautiful?” He batted his eyelashes.
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Sofia swatted his shoulder playfully. “That’s sea glass! Hey, I wonder if I found any.” She dumped out her bucket, searching for colorful bits of glass worn smooth by the churning sea.

“A sand dollar,” said Max, pointing. “You’re rich!”

Sofia held up the round white object with the star etched across its top. “I’d take this over a real dollar any day,” she said, imagining the tiny sea animal it had once been. She reached for a gray shell in the pile, then froze. The gray shell was moving.

Max scooped it up. “A sand crab! Hey, little guy.” The crab’s legs tickled his palm. When he set it down, it wiggled its V-shaped antennae and burrowed into the sand.

“Cute!” said Sofia, pushing her hair out of her eyes. “I’ve read about sand crabs.”

“Me too— Well, Grandpa taught me about them.” Max lived in Starry Bay with Grandpa, a retired fisherman. He shaded his eyes and searched the marina for their fishing boat, which bobbed gently on the sparkling waves. He had spent almost as much time on that boat as on dry land, and Grandpa had taught him everything he knew about sea creatures.

Sofia knew tons about all kinds of animals, though. Her mom was a vet, and she was visiting Starry Bay for the summer with her parents.

Just then Max spotted a bit of orange plastic sticking out of Sofia’s shell pile. He reached for the scrap of plastic and groaned. A blue cartoon fish grinned at him from the Bay Fish Grill logo.
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“Trash,” said Sofia, wrinkling her forehead.

Max nodded. “Plastic from a fast-food restaurant. There’s way too much of it in the ocean.”

Sofia jumped to her feet. “Let’s recycle it!” She grabbed the plastic and waddled toward the nearest recycling bin, not even pausing to take off her flippers.

When she got back, Max pointed out a frosted white triangle in her shell pile. “You did find some sea glass.”

“It looks like ice!” said Sofia. But as she held up the glass, a seagull swooped down and snatched it from her fingertips. “Hey!” she cried.

Instead of flying away with its prize, the gull landed nearby and dropped the sea glass in the sand. Then it swiveled its white head, staring at them with dark, mysterious eyes.

“It’s our seagull,” Max whispered, excitement tingling down his spine. The gull showed up when it was time for another adventure on Wind Rider, a magical sailboat that they had found hidden in the mangrove forest beside the beach.
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Sofia leaped up. “Let’s get to the boat!” she cried.

“Wait,” said Max, laughing. “Don’t you want to take off your duck feet?”

Sofia glanced down. “Oh. Ha!” She kicked off her flippers and quickly got dressed. Then she sprinted after the gull, along the beach toward the boardwalk that led to the mangrove forest.

As she stepped into the cool, damp forest, shadows crisscrossed her path. She pushed through tangled leaves and branches until she reached the clearing where she knew Wind Rider lay waiting.

The old sailboat rested like a beached whale, half in the water and half out. Its weathered boards had faded to gray, and its tattered sail waved gently, as if greeting Sofia.

When Max caught up to her, he sighed happily. Wind Rider looked like a wrecked old boat, but Max knew better. He and Sofia had sailed to faraway places on this magical boat. Wind Rider always returned them right here to the mangrove forest, with no time having passed—as if they’d never been gone at all. But, oh, the adventures they’d had!

“Caw!” the seagull cried from the broken deck rail.

Max laughed. “All right already,” he said. “We’re coming!”

Sofia scampered up the ladder and onto the deck ahead of him. She followed the gull until it landed on the helm—an old wooden steering wheel.

The moment Max joined Sofia and placed his hand on the helm, the wind picked up. Leaves swirled and branches creaked. Overhead, the tattered sails of Wind Rider began to unfurl. “I wonder where we’re going,” said Max.
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“Do you think there’ll be animals that need our help?” asked Sofia, her stomach fluttering. Wind Rider always brought them just where they were needed most.

“Caw!” The seagull hopped off the helm as it began to move, and both kids let go. As the wooden wheel creaked in a slow circle, Max grinned. “You won’t have to wait long to find out. Hold on!”




Chapter 2

The Whistling Whale
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As the helm whirled around, Wind Rider began to rock. Max covered his eyes against the raging wind with one hand. Through his fingers, he saw green leaves swirl past. Then blue sky. Then charcoal-colored rocks—no, mountains. The wind was much colder than it had been a moment ago.

Beside him, Sofia laughed out loud. It’s like a ride at the fair! she thought, squatting to keep her balance. But when the wind slowed, she popped up like a jack-in-the-box.

She admired the sailboat’s polished deck and crisp white sails. Wind Rider looked brand-new! The wooden helm gleamed, and the seagull that had perched there was gone. He’ll be back, Sofia knew.

As the wheel spun to the left, her eyes flitted toward the coast. Cliffs rose through the mist toward the gray sky above. “Look at those rocks!” she cried.
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Max followed her gaze. The charcoal rocks looked like tall, skinny blocks perched on a dark sea. “Is that black water?” he asked.

Sofia pushed her bangs aside. “Black sand, I think,” she said. “I saw some when my family went to Saint Lucia in the Caribbean. The sand was made of the lava from volcanoes.” She shivered. “But this place is too cold to be a Caribbean island! Where are we?”

Max pointed toward the trapdoor that led belowdecks. “I know how to find out,” he said with a grin.

“The atlas!” said Sofia. “Of course!” In their past adventures, the magical atlas in Wind Rider’s cabin had always shown them exactly where they were.

Together, they raced belowdecks. Sofia slid down the metal ladder and darted past the tidy galley kitchen. Past the polished dining table and chairs and the round portholes above. She skidded to a stop in front of a thick atlas resting on a table.

As the pages of the book fluttered, Sofia held her breath. The book fell open to the map of a large island. “Iceland!” she shouted—so loud that Max jumped.

“I’m right behind you!” he said, laughing. But his own heart raced as he peered at the page. “Wow, maybe we’ll see the northern lights. Grandpa’s brother went fishing in Iceland once, and he said he saw the whole sky light up!”
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“Or maybe we’ll swim in a hot spring,” said Sofia. “The water comes out of the ground hot. I read that people in Iceland sometimes use it to heat their houses!”

“Wait,” said Max. “We could see if Wind Rider has given us any clues about what we’re doing here.” He pointed at the elegantly carved sea chest in the corner.

“Right,” said Sofia. “Let’s take a look!” The magical old chest always held the gear they would need for their adventure.

The lid creaked as Max peered inside. “Brrr. Looks like we’re heading into the cold,” he said, pulling out a couple of parkas. “And into the water!” He reached for two sets of waders—long rubber pants with attached boots and shoulder straps. Max had worn them before when Grandpa had taken him river fishing.

“What’s in these?” asked Sofia, lifting two blue backpacks out of the chest. She unzipped one and pulled out several rolled-up towels. “Uh-oh. We really are going to get wet!”
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Max dug past the towels in the second backpack and found a shovel and gloves. “Looks like we’ll be doing some digging, too. But this is an awfully short shovel.” He bent low over the shovel, which was only about a foot long. “Wait, I think it’s growing!” He slid the handle slowly upward, wobbling his arms as if the shovel had come to life.

Sofia laughed out loud. “Extendable shovels—cool! What else is in here?” She dug in the pockets of her backpack. “Green recycling bags and”—she dug deeper—“beaded necklaces. Wait, we’ve seen these before. They help us communicate in other languages, remember?”

“Mm-hmm.” Max was already tugging on his waders and parka. He stuck his shoes into his backpack and slung it over his shoulder. “All right, I’m ready.”

“Ready for what?” asked Sofia.

“I don’t know. Hiking? Fishing?” He clomped back to the ladder in his waders. “C’mon, let’s go!”

Sofia pulled on her gear and followed him up. When they reached the deck, they saw that they were getting closer to the black sand beach.

As Sofia studied the coast, a flash of white streaked through the waves below. Then another. She raced along the deck to take a closer look. “It’s a pod of whales,” she called. “White whales!”

Max saw them, too. When one swiveled its head toward him, he gasped. “It looks like a dolphin, but bigger!” As if in response, the whales chirped and squealed. One whistled before slapping its tail against the water.

Sofia laughed out loud, barely believing what she was seeing. “They’re so chatty!”
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Max grinned. “They sure are. I’ve never seen—or heard—whales like that back home.”

As Wind Rider drifted closer to shore, the whales began to round the rocky coast. Sofia gazed longingly after them until the last whale disappeared. “What do you think they were saying to us?” she asked—just as Wind Rider dropped its anchor and slowed to a stop.

Max glanced at the shoreline, which was still a short distance away. He smiled. “I think they were saying it’s time to make like a whale and get wet.”
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