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Introduction: This is Book 3 in the Moriarty The Detective Dog & The Whodunit Crew series.

When Kyle, Jules, and Tommy are sent to spend a week with Uncle Maxwell on snow-blanketed Scabard Island just before Christmas, they expect carols, cookies, and cozy firesides. What they don’t expect is a crime. But when Moriarty, their clever black-and-white detective dog, discovers the body of old One-Eyed John washed up in a lonely cove, the Whodunit Crew finds themselves plunged into their most dangerous case yet.

Armed with bicycles, sandwiches, lemonade, and Moriarty’s razor-sharp nose, the trio begins to unravel a tangled web of greed, secrets, and lies, centered around a group of suspicious strangers at the island pub. The more clues they uncover, the higher the stakes, especially when a hidden cottage and a chilling secret come to light, one that powerful men would kill to protect.  The criminals kidnap the three children and it is up to Moriarty to save the day.

Can the Whodunit Crew and Moriarty solve the mystery before Christmas Eve? Or will the villains succeed in carrying out their sinister plan for the island? Brimming with snow, suspense, and super detective work, The Scabard Island Murder Mystery is a thrilling holiday adventure for readers who love a cleverly crafted mystery.

About The Author

S. Whelan is the imaginative author behind the third instalment of the Moriarty the Detective Dog and The Whodunnit Crew series, which sees the children and their clever canine detective solving a chilling Christmas-time mystery. 

With a talent for crafting thrillers for younger readers, she weaves together suspenseful plots, vivid island settings and scrappy young sleuths committed to doing the right thing. 

Drawing on the traditions of classic mystery-stories for children, her work balances humour, danger and teamwork in equal measure. In this latest book she explores themes of courage, loyalty and standing up against greed, all within a cosy festive atmosphere that makes the story accessible and exciting. 

Young readers will find her voice both playful and assured, and fans of the series will be eager to see where she takes the Whodunnit Crew and Moriarty next.
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Chapter 1: A Christmas Mystery Begins
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It was the week before Christmas Eve when Kyle, Jules, Tommy, and their clever dog, Moriarty, set off for Scabard Island which lay off the coast of Scotland. Their parents had packed them all into the family car the week before, promising to catch up with them on Christmas Eve. The journey was long, across winding roads, through small towns dusted with snow, and up into the highlands of Scotland where the air was sharp and the ground crisp with frost.

The car rumbled along the narrow road as the children gazed out the windows, the snowflakes growing heavier and thicker as they neared their destination.

“I swear we’re driving through a snow globe!” Jules said, her breath fogging up the window.

Kyle, who was always the one to point out practical things, nodded. “It’s definitely snowing more than I thought it would. The island is probably buried by now.”

Tommy, who was just excited to be on the road, grinned. “Good! Maybe we’ll get snowed in! I could live without school and just play with Moriarty all day.”

Moriarty, a large black-and-white mongrel, lay curled up on the back seat between them, his head resting on his paws. Despite being a dog, he had an air of mystery about him, almost as if he knew something no one else did. His patch over one eye that seemed to move with his thoughts, gave him an enigmatic charm.

“Do you think the boat to Scabard Island will still be running in this weather?” Kyle asked, his voice tinged with concern.

“I’m sure it’ll be fine,” Jules said. “Uncle Maxwell will have arranged everything. He always knows what to do.”

After a long drive, they finally arrived at the port where the ferry to Scabard Island was waiting. The snow was coming down harder now, and the wind whipped through the air, biting at their cheeks. The boat looked like something from a different time, an old-fashioned wooden vessel with tall, black-and-white stripes along its hull.

“Looks a bit... old-fashioned,” Tommy remarked, squinting at the boat.

“Uncle Maxwell likes things old-fashioned. He says they have character,” Kyle replied, shivering as he pulled his scarf tighter around his neck.

Moriarty stood up, his nose twitching as he sniffed the air. He didn’t seem to like the cold weather, but he was always up for an adventure. His tail wagged slightly, a sure sign that he was sensing something interesting in the air.

As the children and Moriarty boarded the boat, they were greeted by a rather gruff-looking captain with a thick Scottish accent.

“Ah, ye lot are the ones headin’ to Scabard, eh? I’d get yerselves inside, this wind’s only gonna pick up. We’re makin’ the trip no matter the weather, so don’t ye worry about it.”

The children scrambled inside, finding seats near the warm stove that hissed and crackled in the corner of the cabin. The boat set off with a slow, steady rocking, and they watched the port grow smaller behind them.

Jules couldn’t help but smile as she leaned against the window. “It’s kind of magical, don’t you think? Just us on this boat in the middle of a snowstorm. It feels like something out of a book.”

“I suppose it is kind of mysterious,” Kyle agreed, peering out at the thickening snow. “Where do you think Uncle Maxwell is right now? I hope he’s got the fire roaring and hot cocoa waiting for us.”

Tommy grinned, tapping Moriarty’s side. “I bet Moriarty could solve the mystery of the weather, huh? He’s like Sherlock Holmes, after all.”

Moriarty raised his head at the mention of his name, his ears twitching as if acknowledging the compliment. His eyes scanned the boat, then darted toward the window, where he stared into the swirling white outside. 

The other passengers on the boat were in a festive mood, returning home for Christmas.  Moriarty scanned the the passengers and noticed four odd looking men sitting in the back seat.  He immediately growled.  These man were hiding something, he was sure of it.   There was something unsettling about the way they looked, as though they were hiding something.

As the boat continued on its journey, the snowstorm intensified. The children huddled closer together, trying to stay warm. Moriarty, still staring out the window, began to growl softly. His low, rumbling growl was not one of fear but of warning.

“Do you hear that?” Kyle whispered, his eyes wide. “Is that thunder?”

“No,” Jules said, her voice just as quiet. “It’s... something else.”

The boat rocked harder, as if something was pushing against it from the other side. The children exchanged glances, uneasy but unsure of what to make of the sensation.

“Do you think we’re going to be okay?” Tommy asked, his voice trembling.

“I think so,” Kyle replied, though he wasn’t entirely sure. “It’s just a storm. Uncle Maxwell said the island’s always a bit wild in the winter.”

Jules looked around at the other passengers, but they were all strangely quiet, staring out the windows or murmuring to each other in low voices. None of them seemed concerned, but Moriarty’s behaviour made her nervous. He was still growling, his fur standing on end.

“We should keep an eye on him,” Jules said, her voice barely above a whisper.

As the boat finally pulled into the harbor of Scabard Island, the wind was howling, and the snow had turned into a thick, driving blizzard. But there, waiting for them at the dock, was Uncle Maxwell himself. His plump face was rosy from the cold, and his white beard was dusted with snowflakes, making him look like a jolly old man straight out of a Christmas story.

“There ye are!” Uncle Maxwell called, waving them over with a broad smile. “Welcome to Scabard Island! We’ve got plenty of warmth inside, come along now, no need to stand out here in the cold!”

The children scrambled off the boat, eager to escape the biting wind. Moriarty, too, seemed to perk up at the sight of their uncle. He trotted beside them, his tail wagging as they made their way toward Uncle Maxwell’s big, cozy house.

The house was exactly as they remembered it, large and old, with ivy creeping up its stone walls and a glowing fireplace visible through the windows. The front door swung open as they approached, revealing the warm, inviting light inside.

“Welcome, welcome!” Uncle Maxwell greeted them again. “I’ve got the fire going and some hot cocoa waiting. But first, let’s get you all settled in. You must be cold after that journey!”

Inside, the house was filled with the scent of pine and cinnamon, and everything seemed to sparkle with holiday cheer. There were wreaths hanging on the walls, stockings by the fireplace, and a large Christmas tree in the corner, already adorned with glittering ornaments.

Moriarty sniffed the air, his eyes narrowed as if something in the house caught his attention. He walked around the room, sniffing corners, and then finally plopped down in front of the fire, as if declaring that he was now on guard.

“I’m so glad to be here,” Jules said, looking around at the festive decorations.

“I can’t wait for Christmas,” Tommy added, his eyes wide. “Do you think we’ll have snow for Christmas morning?”
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