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Prologue
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The old sailor sat alone by the fire, the flickering flames casting shadows across his weathered face. Outside, the wind howled over the cliffs, rattling the wooden shutters of the small cottage. The sea was restless tonight, waves crashing against the jagged rocks below, as if whispering secrets only he could hear.

He pulled his coat tighter around him and reached for the battered leather journal on the table. The pages were yellowed, the ink faded in places where salt and time had worn them down. He had written every word himself, long ago, before he had learned the truth.

Before he had been trapped.

He turned to a familiar passage, one he had read over and over again:

“The island wasn’t lost. It was hidden.”

His fingers brushed the rough edges of the page. He had spent years trying to understand why, trying to uncover the truth buried beneath the waves and stone. But the island was not meant to be found, not by ordinary sailors, not by those who stumbled upon it by accident.

It chose who could see it. When it would reveal itself.

And now, as he stared into the fire, he felt it again, that pull, that undeniable feeling deep in his bones. The island wasn’t done. Someone else would come.

Someone had to.

With a sigh, he picked up his pen, dipped it into the inkwell, and began to write once more.

“If you find this, know that I tried to warn them. Know that some secrets are buried for a reason.”

Outside, the wind howled louder, carrying the scent of salt and rain.

And far beyond the horizon, hidden in the shifting mist, the island waited.

When siblings Jack (11) and Rosie (9) visit their adventurous cousin Finn (10) for the summer in a remote coastal town, they expect lazy days by the sea. Instead, they stumble upon a mystery, a lost map hinting at a hidden island that doesn’t appear on any modern charts. With their new friend Ava (10), a local girl with a talent for sailing, they set out on an adventure that tests their courage, resourcefulness, and friendship.

But the island holds secrets beyond their wildest imagination. Strange markings, abandoned structures, and a hidden danger lurking beneath the surface turn their summer into the adventure of a lifetime.
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A Summer by the Sea

Jack pressed his forehead against the car window, watching as the narrow coastal road wound between cliffs and sparkling blue water. The sea stretched out endlessly, the sunlight dancing on its surface. It was nothing like the city back home. The air smelled of salt and wildflowers, and he could already hear the distant cries of gulls.

Beside him, Rosie fidgeted in her seat, twisting a strand of her curly red hair. “How much longer?” she asked for the tenth time.

“Not long,” their dad replied from the driver’s seat. “Just past the next bend.”

Jack sighed. He wasn’t sure how he felt about spending six weeks in the middle of nowhere. He liked adventure books, sure, but real-life adventure? That was Finn’s thing. Their cousin was always climbing trees, building rafts, and getting into trouble. Jack preferred maps and puzzles, things that made sense.

As the car rounded the bend, Uncle Nate’s house came into view. It was perched on the edge of a hill, overlooking the bay. The house was old and weathered, with wide windows and a porch that wrapped around the front. Below, the harbour was dotted with boats, their masts swaying gently. Beyond that, open water stretched to the horizon.

The moment the car stopped, the front door banged open, and Finn came sprinting down the steps. He was barefoot, tanned, and already grinning like he had a secret. “Took you long enough!” he called, skidding to a stop beside the car. “Come on, you have to see something!”

“Finn, let them get inside first,” Uncle Nate said from the porch, arms crossed. He was tall and broad shouldered, with the same wild energy as Finn, though streaks of grey ran through his hair.

Finn ignored him, yanking open the car door. “Jack, Rosie, seriously, hurry!”

Jack barely had time to grab his backpack before Finn was dragging him toward the back of the house. Rosie, never one to be left out, was right on their heels.

“What is it?” she demanded.

Finn didn’t answer, just led them up a narrow path behind the house. It wound past a vegetable garden and into a thicket of trees, where the ground sloped steeply downward. Jack could hear the distant crash of waves.

“Finn, what” Jack started, but then the trees thinned, and he saw it.

The land dropped away into a small, hidden cove. The beach below was nothing but smooth stones and driftwood, but what caught Jack’s eye was the boat.

It wasn’t a big boat, maybe fifteen feet long, painted white with peeling blue trim. A single mast stood tall in the centre, and a faded name was scrawled on the side: The Sea Sparrow.

“Our boat,” Finn said proudly, hands on his hips. “Well, Ava’s boat. But she lets me use it.”

“Ava?” Rosie asked.

As if on cue, a girl appeared from behind the boat, wiping her hands on her shorts. She was a little older than Finn, with dark hair tied back in a messy braid. Her skin was tanned, and she had a look about her like she belonged to the sea itself.

She studied Jack and Rosie with sharp green eyes. “You must be the cousins,” she said.

“Jack,” he said quickly. “And this is Rosie.”

“Ava,” she said simply. “Finn’s told me about you.”

“All good things, I’m sure,” Rosie said with a grin.

Ava smirked. “Mostly.”

Jack stepped closer to the boat, running a hand along the hull. “Does it actually sail?”

“Of course,” Ava said. “Finn’s terrible at it, but he tries.”

“Hey!” Finn protested.

“I let you steer one time, and we nearly crashed into the docks.”

“That wasn’t my fault! The wind changed!”

Jack listened to them bicker, but his eyes stayed on the boat. He wasn’t sure if he wanted to sail, but there was something about The Sea Sparrow that stirred something inside him, like it was meant for adventure.

“So,” Finn said, turning back to Jack and Rosie, “what do you say? Want to go sailing tomorrow?”

Jack hesitated. The idea of being out on the open water made his stomach twist, but Rosie had already made up her mind.

“Absolutely,” she said. “I want to see what’s out there.”

Ava grinned. “Good answer.”

Jack wasn’t sure if he felt excited or nervous. Maybe both. But one thing was certain, this summer wasn’t going to be ordinary.
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