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Introduction

Hold everything! Are you a nervous type who tends to bite your fingernails when you run up against adventure, danger, and suspense?

Then this warning is meant for you. On the other hand, if mystery is what you love most in a story, then keep right on going.

By now I've had the pleasure of introducing several cases for The Three Investigators, and let me tell you that these young detectives have never found themselves in any tighter corners than they do here. You don't have to take my word for it  read the book and see.

Just in case you haven't met The Three Investigators before, they are Jupiter Jones, Pete Crenshaw, and Bob Andrews. All the boys live in Rocky Beach, California, a small town on the Pacific Coast, near Hollywood. Some time ago they formed a detective agency called The Three Investigators to solve any riddles or mysteries that came their way So far, they've been very successful.

Jupiter Jones, the First Investigator, is the brains of the firm. Pete Crenshaw, the Second Investigator, is tall, muscular, and a natural at sports. Bob Andrews, a careful and meticulous boy, is in charge of research and record keeping.

That should do it for now. Join The Three Investigators for an uncanny trip to Skeleton Island!

~Hector Sebastian
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A Case for The Three Investigators

How good are you guys at scuba diving? Hector Sebastian asked.

The famous mystery writer was seated across his living room table from The Three Investigators  Jupiter Jones, Pete Crenshaw, and Bob Andrews. All three looked interested. It was Pete who answered.

We've just been checked out on our final tests, Pete told him. Our instructor took us down to the bay day before yesterday and okayed us.

We're not exactly experienced yet, Jupiter added, but we know what to do and what the rules are. And we have our own face-masks and flippers. When we do any diving, we rent the tanks and breathing apparatus.

Perfect! Mr. Sebastian exclaimed. You guys are definitely right for the job.

Job? Did he mean a job investigating some mystery? Mr. Sebastian nodded when Bob asked him the question.

That's right, he said, plus doing some acting.

Acting? Pete looked doubtful. We don't know how to act. I mean, Bob and I don't. And Jupe hasn't acted for a long time.

Jupiter squirmed a bit in his chair and looked as if he wished he were elsewhere. Pete was referring to Jupe's days as a child actor called Baby Fatso on a television series. It was a period of his life Jupe would just as soon forget.

Experienced actors aren't needed, Mr. Sebastian assured them. They want to shoot three average boys. I found out about it when my director friend Roger Denton called me yesterday.

Roger Denton? Pete exclaimed. That's the guy working with my dad on a mystery movie called Chase Me Faster. Pete's father was a highly skilled movie technician whose jobs took him all over the world.

Right, the mystery writer said. And as you also know, Roger and your dad are now on an island in Atlantic Bay, off the southeastern coast of the United States. Your father's helping rebuild an old amusement park for the last scene of the picture. The island is called Skeleton Island.

Skeleton Island! Wow! This came from Bob. It sounds like a pirate hangout.

It actually once was a pirate hangout, the writer went on. Skeleton Island  it is a bizarre name. A ghost is supposed to haunt it. Bones are still uncovered on its beaches. Sometimes when the sea is rough, a gold doubloon  an old Spanish coin  washes up on its shores. But before you get your hopes up, I have to tell you that there's no treasure on the island. That's for sure. A lot of people have searched for it with no luck. There may be some scattered on the bottom of the bay, but there's none on Skeleton Island.

And you want us to go there? Jupiter asked eagerly. You say there's a mystery to be solved?

It's like this, Mr. Sebastian began. Pete's dad and a couple of other men are camped there, using local laborers to fix up part of the park for the final scenes of the movie, most of which is being shot in Philadelphia.

He glanced at Pete a moment. Not even Pete knows this yet. They're having trouble. Pieces of equipment have been stolen and their boats have been tampered with at night. They've hired a local man as a guard, but the harassment hasn't stopped. It's just slowed down.

Skeleton Island is a beautiful place and the waters around it are shallow. Roger thought that as long as he's working on the island, his assistant, Harry Morris, could direct a short film about three boys on vacation who dive for pirate treasure for fun.

That's an excellent idea, Jupiter observed.

It wouldn't cost much more, the mystery writer continued, and one member of the crew down there, Jeff Morton, is an expert diver and underwater photographer. That's where you come in. You boys could be the three actors, do enough scuba diving to get certified, and on your time off you could wander around the town and find out who is disturbing the equipment. We'll keep your identity as investigators secret, so no one will suspect you.

That sounds great! Bob said with enthusiasm. If our families will let us go.

I'm sure they will, since Mr. Crenshaw will be down there too, Mr. Sebastian answered. Of course, the mystery may not amount to much, but I remember thinking that about some of your past cases and was amazed at what you uncovered.

When do we start? Pete asked.

As soon as I can make the arrangements with Roger Denton and your father, Pete, Mr. Sebastian said. Go home and pack and be ready to fly east tomorrow. Here, Bob, since you're in charge of records and research, you might want to look over these articles on Skeleton Island  how it was discovered, the pirates who used to live there, and so on. Bone up on the background info. You may need it.
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An Unexpected Greeting

Theres Skeleton Island! Bob Andrews exclaimed.

Where?  Let me look! Jupiter and Pete exclaimed. They leaned over Bob so they could peer out the window of the airplane.

The plane was gliding down over a long narrow bay  Atlantic Bay. Bob pointed to a small island almost directly below them. Its shape bore a curious resemblance to that of a skull.

I recognize the shape from the maps Mr. Sebastian gave us, Bob said.

They stared at the island with eager curiosity. Skeleton Island had once, more than three hundred years before, been a pirate hangout. Although Mr. Sebastian had said there was no pirate gold buried there, maybe he was wrong. Maybe there was still some treasure to be found. They hoped so. In any case, the island held a mystery that they would attempt to solve.

Another island, much smaller, came into view.

Then that must be The Hand! Jupiter said.

And those are The Bones, Pete added, pointing to a scatter of narrow reefs between Skeleton Island and The Hand. Wow, think of it! We left Rocky Beach after lunch and here we are in time for dinner.

Look, Bob said. The Hand does look sort of like a hand. The fingers are rocky reefs that are underwater most of the time, but from up here they're very clear.

I hope we get a chance to explore The Hand, Jupiter said. I've never seen an actual blowhole before. That magazine article Mr. Sebastian gave us said that, in a storm, water spouts out of the blowhole just like a whale.

Now the islands fell behind them. So did the small village on the mainland called Fishingport that was their immediate destination. A room was waiting for them there at a boarding house.

As the plane slid down out of the sky, a fair-sized city appeared on their right. This was Melville, where the airport was. A few moments later the boys were unfastening their seat belts as the plane stopped in front of the air terminal building.

They climbed down the stairs and stood looking around them at the small crowd that waited behind a wire fence.

I wonder if your dad will meet us, Pete, Bob said.

He said he'd try to, but he would send someone else if he couldn't, Pete answered. I don't see him.

Here comes someone who seems to be looking for us, Bob said in a low voice as a short, pudgy man with a red nose approached them.

Hi, he said. You must be the three kid detectives from Hollywood. I was told to pick you up. He stared at them with small, shrewd eyes. You don't look much like detectives to me, he said. I thought you'd be older.

Bob felt Jupiter stiffen. We're supposed to act in a picture, he said. Why do you think we're detectives?

The man gave them a broad wink.

There isn't much I don't know, he said with a grin. Now follow me. I have a car waiting. There will be another car to pick up your baggage  got a lot of stuff coming in from Hollywood on this plane, too much for my car.

He turned and led them out the gate to an old station wagon.

Hop in, boys, he said. It's a good half hour's ride and, by the looks of it, we're in for a storm.

Bob looked up at the sky. Although the sun still was shining low on the horizon, black clouds were whipping toward them from the west. A flicker of lightning played along the front of the clouds. It did look like a storm was coming, a real whopper.

The boys climbed into the back seat, the man got in behind the wheel, and the station wagon started away from the airport, heading north.

Excuse me, Mr.   Jupiter began.

Just call me Sam, the man said. Everybody calls me Sam.

As he spoke he stepped on the gas and the car hurtled along at a high speed. The sun had gone behind a cloud, and suddenly it was almost dark.

Excuse me, Mr. Sam, Jupiter asked, but do you work for the movie company?

Not regularly, boy, Sam answered. But I agreed to pick you up as a favor. Say, look at that storm coming. This will be a good night for the phantom of the merry-go-round to show herself. I wouldn't want to be out on Skeleton Island tonight!

Bob felt little prickles of excitement go up his spine. The phantom of the merry-go-round! The magazine articles they had studied so carefully had told them all about the ghost that supposedly haunted Skeleton Island. According to legend, it was the ghost of lovely but headstrong Sally Farrington, a young woman who had been riding the old merry-go-round one night twenty-five years before.

A sudden storm had blown up and the merry-go-round had stopped. Everyone else had gotten off, but Sally Farrington refused to climb down from her wooden horse. According to the legend, she cried out that no storm was going to stop her from finishing her ride.

As the operator of the merry-go-round was arguing with her, a bolt of lightning crackled down from the sky and struck the metal pole in the middle of the carousel. To the horror of everyone, Sally Farrington was killed.

Her last words had been, I'm not afraid of any storm and I'm going to finish this ride if it's the last thing I ever do!

Everyone agreed that the tragedy was her own fault. But no one was prepared for what followed. A few weeks later, one stormy night when Pleasure Park was closed down and empty, people on the mainland saw the lights of the merry-go-round blaze up. The wind brought the sound of carousel music to their ears.

Mr. Wilbur, the owner of the park, had taken some men in a boat to investigate. They got close enough to the island to see the merrygo-round spinning and a white-clad figure clinging to one of the painted horses.

Then the lights had abruptly gone out and the music stopped. When the men reached the scene a few minutes later, they found the park utterly deserted. But lying on the ground beside the carousel they found a soaking wet handkerchief, tiny and feminine, with the initials S.F. embroidered on it. It was easily recognized as one of Sally Farrington's handkerchiefs.

A wave of superstitious fear spread among the townspeople. It was said that Sally's ghost had come to finish her interrupted ride. The amusement park soon had a reputation for being haunted. Many people stayed away from it, and the following year it had not reopened. The roller coaster, the Ferris wheel, the merrygo-round  everything had been left to rot and decay as the years passed.

But the legend of Sally Farrington's ghost did not die. Fishermen claimed to have seen it, especially on stormy nights, wandering about the island. In the last few years it had been reported a dozen times, sometimes by two or more men. The popular belief was that Sally Farrington was doomed to haunt the island, waiting to finish her fatal ride on the merry-go-round. And now that the merry-go-round was no longer able to run, she would wait forever.

Therefore Skeleton Island had been deserted for years. There was no real reason to go there, with the amusement park closed, except perhaps to have a picnic in the summer. And picnickers were few and far between because of the island's reputation.

I hear, Sam called back to the three boys, that these motion-picture folks are fixing up the old merry-go-round again, Sally's ghost will be mighty happy about that. Maybe if it gets running she can finish her ride.

He chuckled. Then, as the first wind from the approaching storm struck them, he devoted himself to driving.

They were passing through what seemed to be marshy, empty country. After half an hour, they came to a fork in the road. The main road turned left and in the headlights the boys could see a sign pointing in that direction: Fishingport: 2 miles. To their surprise, Sam turned the car down the unmarked road to the right, which soon became two sandy ruts.

The sign said Fishingport was the other way, Pete spoke up. Why are we going this way, Mr. Sam?

Necessary, Sam said over his shoulder. Been a crisis. Mr. Crenshaw wants you to come straight out to the island instead of going to Mrs. Barton's in town tonight.

Oh, I see. Pete subsided. They all wondered what the crisis was. Had something very serious happened?

After bumping along the sandy road for a couple of miles, the car stopped. The headlights showed a rickety pier. Tied to the pier was a small, rather dilapidated fishing boat.

Out you get, boys! Sam cried. Lively now! That storm's ready to bust loose.

They climbed out of the
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