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Read all the books in the Dolphin Island series:

 

1.  Shipwreck

2.  Lost at Sea

3.  Survival

4.  Fire!

5.  Missing

6.  Storm Clouds
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‘I can see a ship!’ Mia cried. She pointed to the horizon. ‘Ship! Ship!’

From their lookout ledge high on the rugged hill, Fleur and Alfie strained to see.

‘Where?’ Fleur demanded. The blue sea sparkled; the sinking sun gradually turned the sky pink.

‘There!’ Mia jumped up and down as she waved and pointed. ‘Help!’ she yelled at the distant container ship. ‘We’re stuck on Dolphin Island. Come and rescue us … please!’

‘They won’t hear you,’ Fleur muttered. Ah yes, she saw it – a faraway ship, so small she couldn’t make out any details. It was the first they’d spotted for days. ‘Hurry – let’s put more wood on the fire. Maybe they’ll see the smoke.’

Alfie lugged two heavy branches along the ledge and flung them on the fire. Sparks flew and flames licked at the wood. Smoke rose high into the clear sky.

‘This way – look over here!’ Mia cried.

The ship sailed steadily from east to west, crawling along the horizon with its heavy cargo.

‘Please! …’ Mia held her breath and watched it sail on without altering course. ‘… It’s not coming,’ she whimpered at last.

The sun sank further in the west and smoke billowed from their fire into their eyes.

‘What’s up? Why are you crying?’ Alfie flung the gruff questions at Fleur as he threw a final log into the flames.

‘I’m not. It’s the smoke,’ she sniffed. The sailors hadn’t seen their signal. Hope of rescue faded with the dying light.

‘Why didn’t they see us?’ Mia wanted to know. Her dirty cheeks were streaked with what were definitely tears.

‘It was too far away,’ Fleur explained. She tried to cover her disappointment for Mia’s sake. ‘Don’t worry – someone will come looking for us before too long. We won’t have to stay here for ever.’

‘It only feels like for ever,’ Alfie grumbled.

It was Day 17 on Dolphin Island – two and a half long weeks since the storm had driven their boat Merlin on to the rocks and cast the family into the sea. They’d all made it to the shore – Alfie, plus his younger sister, Mia, then Fleur, the oldest of the three kids, and their mum and dad. Their dad, James, was injured but everyone was safe. They’d built a camp and two fires, found fresh water, foraged and fished and found a way to survive.

‘Hang on a second.’ Mia rubbed the tears from her eyes and began to point once more. ‘I can see something.’

Alfie and Fleur sighed and shook their heads.

‘No, look!’ There was movement far out to sea. Half a dozen curved fins cut rapidly through the water. A sleek grey shape leaped clear of the waves, then another and another. Others joined them and the creatures arced through the air then disappeared with a splash of their mighty tails.

‘Oh, wow – cool!’ Alfie breathed.

Dolphins! Not just any dolphins, but their special pod – all swimming swiftly in the white wake of the gigantic ship, rushing to catch up and attract the attention of the men on board.

‘Go, Jazz! Go, Stormy! Go, Pearl!’ Fleur yelled.

The three kids held their breaths again and watched as the dolphins sped alongside the ship, tiny from this distance and impossible to make out who was who. They breached the water and twisted and rolled in midair, disappeared under the frothing, foaming waves then came up to the surface again. They surged ahead and circled around the bow wave made by the enormous vessel as it cut through the clear turquoise water.

‘Oh – don’t get too close!’ Fleur was worried for Jazz and the others. The ship was as big as a block of flats, casting an enormous shadow, powering on.

‘I think they’re trying to steer the ship around, to make them notice our fire.’ Alfie was the one who figured it out. He’d read in a book about marine mammals that dolphins were smart and brave enough to help in this way. ‘More branches!’ he muttered as he fed the flames on their ledge at Lookout Point.

‘Too close!’ Fleur groaned. She put a hand over her eyes, unable to look.

The dolphins swam in formation ahead of the ship, by now an indistinct black block silhouetted against a crimson sun. They did everything they could to make it turn around.

‘It’s not working,’ Mia wailed. The ship ignored the dolphins and sailed on.

‘No, it’s not,’ Alfie agreed, looking anxiously for their pod of friendly dolphins after they disappeared from view. He spotted them swimming away from the container vessel, heading straight towards the island. ‘It’s OK, Fleur – you can look now.’

She peered through her fingers at their very own dolphins – Jazz, Pearl and Stormy – approaching the shore, leaving behind the rest of their pod, who rested by the reef where Merlin had finally gone down. ‘Let’s go and meet them,’ she told Mia and Alfie.

She was first off the ledge and down the steep, rocky slope towards the waterfall where Alfie overtook her and went ahead down the cliff path on to the beach. They both stopped by the palm trees to catch their breath, giving Mia a chance to scamper ahead, across the white sand to the water’s edge.

Six-year-old Mia ran into the breaking waves. She was dressed in shorts and T-shirt, wearing her home-made straw hat with its bright red and yellow feathers poking straight up from the brim.

‘Watch out for your hat!’ Fleur called as Mia plunged headlong.

Too late – the hat came off and bobbed in the waves.

‘Stormy!’ Mia greeted her cheeky, adventurous, dark grey friend. He opened his beak and chattered a reply – a series of creaks and clicks as he let her fling her arms around him.

‘Thank heavens, you’re safe,’ Fleur told Jazz as she ran into the water and he gave her his high-low, high-low whistle. ‘And thank you for trying to get us rescued, my beautiful boy!’

Jazz rose out of the water and tail-walked towards her, waving his flippers as he came near. Then he sank down and swam alongside her, nudging her with his snout.

Alfie was the last to plunge into the waves. ‘Cool idea,’ he said to Pearl, his super-smart friend. She scudded gently towards him, turning to offer him her pearly pink belly to be tickled. ‘It wasn’t your fault it didn’t work. We should have built the lookout fire bigger to start with. That way the sailors might have seen the smoke.’

Pearl twisted in the water and nuzzled him, waiting for him to take hold of her flipper.

‘What’s up? Are we going for a ride?’ he asked. He grabbed her flipper then hitched himself up on to her back. Then he felt her surge ahead. ‘Whoo!’

Back near the shore, Fleur grinned broadly and climbed astride Jazz’s back. She held on to his dorsal fin. ‘Race you,’ she yelled to Alfie.

‘Wait for me.’ Mia clambered on to Stormy then urged him on. ‘Come on, what are we waiting for?’

He stared up at her with his small, beady eyes. He didn’t join the race – instead he carried Mia to where her hat floated and bobbed. He pushed at it with his nose then dipped his head and came up with the hat perched squarely on his domed head.
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‘It suits you,’ she laughed.

He tossed his head and the hat flew up in the air. She leaned forward and caught it, jammed it on her head then said, ‘Come on, Stormy – let’s catch up with the others.’

He gave a single, shrill whistle. Then off he surged, carrying Mia on his back, cutting through the waves at top speed, out across the bay. Race on!

The crimson sun melted into the horizon. The sea sparkled like a million diamonds. Tomorrow another ship would come, or the day after tomorrow, or the day after that. Right now, as daylight faded, castaways Fleur, Alfie and Mia Fisher made the most of their brilliant time swimming with dolphins.

 

‘Why haven’t they sent someone to look for us?’ Early next morning, Mia sat by the campfire peeling jackfruit for breakfast.

Her dad, James, cooked fish in a pan that Fleur had salvaged from their boat before it sank. ‘Who’s “they”?’

‘I don’t know – Granddad or my teachers back home in England. Won’t they wonder where we are?’

‘Yes, definitely,’ he agreed, turning the sizzling fish in the pan. ‘The problem is – no one knows exactly where we are. All our electronics onboard Merlin were ruined in the storm. A big wave knocked out the navigation station, the radar and the network system all in one go. That’s when our signal failed.’

‘And that’s how come you’re here peeling jackfruit instead of sitting behind a desk in school,’ Mia’s mum, Katie, explained. ‘And why Alfie is in the shelter marking our calendar stick and Fleur is collecting firewood from George’s cave.’

Mia put the knife and fruit down then trotted into the shelter. ‘What day is it?’ she asked Alfie.

‘Day 18 – Thursday.’ Lately he’d improved the calendar stick by carving a notch to show each passing day instead of relying on charcoal to make a mark. Charcoal washed off if the stick got wet, whereas notches were permanent. And he’d worked out how to make the kids’ sleeping platform more comfy by stuffing soft, dry grass into the gaps between the bamboo canes. Now all he had to do was find a way to stop insects from crawling over them during the night. He scratched at five new bites on his arm and two on his leg.

‘Can we make a boat instead of a new raft?’ Mia changed the subject without warning.

‘No.’ Still scratching, Alfie put on his hat and T-shirt then emerged into the sunlight. ‘Is breakfast ready yet?’

‘Give me five minutes,’ his dad said.

Mia too came out of the shelter and followed up her bright idea. ‘Why not? Why can’t we build a boat?’

‘Because … a million reasons.’ A raft was easy – all you needed were bamboo canes lashed together with vines from the jungle that covered the mountain top, and four empty plastic canisters, one on each corner to keep it afloat. A boat, on the other hand, needed proper planks of wood, a saw, screws and nails, a hammer …




Undaunted, Mia turned and sprinted down to George’s cave to find Fleur. ‘Can we make a boat?’ she asked, making George jump. The bright green gecko scuttled off into a dark corner and stared warily at the new arrival.
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‘What with?’ Taking a break from collecting firewood, Fleur sat on a ledge in the entrance to the cave. She was wearing her white and blue striped T-shirt and shorts. Her feet were bare and her long, wavy auburn hair was tied back from her freckled face with a piece of blue twine.

‘Out of a tree trunk,’ Mia explained. ‘You make it hollow, like they did in the olden days.’

‘Like Native Americans?’ Fleur frowned, considered the idea then shook her head. ‘No – we’d need an axe to chop the tree down then something like a chisel and a hammer to carve out the inside. We haven’t got any of those things.’

‘Oh.’ Mia’s face fell.

‘Anyway, even if we made a boat, where would we go?’ At thirteen, Fleur saw that it was up to her to use some common sense.

‘To another island. There are hundreds around here.’

‘Yes, and Alfie tried to sail off on the raft to reach one, remember? He got lost and then a storm came and washed him up on another deserted island where there was nothing to eat and no shelter. Pearl and the other dolphins had to rescue him. We won’t be trying that again in a hurry.’

Mia grunted then ran back to camp. ‘Can we build a boat?’ she asked Katie, hopeful as ever.

‘Breakfast is ready.’ James set the pan down on a rock and invited them to dig in, watched by three yellow-crested cockatoos perched high in one of the nearby palm trees and by a lone macaque monkey squatting on a rock behind the shelter. Higher up the hillside, four other monkeys sat in a row, still as statues.

‘Can we?’ Mia pestered.

‘No, honey – we can’t,’ Katie replied between mouthfuls of fish. ‘Who’s on morning lookout duty?’

‘Me.’ It was Fleur’s turn and she was determined, after yesterday, to build the fire bigger and better than ever.

‘I’ll come up at midday and take over from you,’ her dad promised. ‘Don’t worry – I’ll take it easy,’ he told Katie. ‘I haven’t forgotten I’m still recovering from cracked ribs.’ He’d received the injury during the shipwreck when he’d been thrown overboard. For the first two weeks on Dolphin Island he’d hardly been able to move. Now he could get about more easily and was keen to do his share.

‘While I’m up there, I’ll make a big stash of firewood to keep you going through the afternoon,’ Fleur decided as she munched her way through a big slice of sweet, yellow fruit. It tasted of a mixture of pineapple and mango, with maybe a hint of banana thrown in. ‘OK, I’m done.’ She stood up and pushed stray strands of hair behind her ears. ‘I’ll be keeping a lookout for another ship. Wish me luck, Mia.’

‘Good luck.’ Quickly Mia ran and gave her a hug then she turned to Alfie. ‘OK; if we can’t build a boat today, how about we make a new raft?’

‘No thanks.’ He frowned to ward off memories of being swept out to sea on the last one – the strong, whirling pull of the currents, rain lashing down, waves rising, rolling and breaking over him … ‘So how about we explore the island then make a map instead,’ he suggested cheerily.

‘Cool!’ Mia loved this idea. ‘Do I get to give names to the places we find?’

‘Sure,’ Alfie agreed. ‘Don’t forget your hat. Let’s go.’ He set off towards Turtle Beach with Mia in tow.

Fleur smiled at her mum and dad. ‘Today’s the day that we get rescued,’ she vowed. ‘A plane or, better still, a coastguard helicopter will fly overhead. Our fire will be bigger and better and they’ll spot it. Before you know it, we’ll be airlifted out of here, back into civilization.’

‘Hot baths,’ James said with a sigh. ‘A pint of cold beer, a proper bed to sleep in.’

‘Clean clothes, shampoo, moisturizer.’ Smiling, Katie shared her wish list. ‘There’s no harm in dreaming,’ she added.

‘See ya,’ Fleur grinned. She set off up the cliff path, stopping to look at a big blue butterfly on a bright red flower then at a black centipede with dark brown spots – the kind that gave you a painful bite. She stepped carefully over it then walked on, looking up at the rocky hillside and the lookout ledge beyond. The sun was already hot in a cloudless sky. Thursday, Day 18 – a perfect day to be rescued.
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The problem with keeping two fires going – one on the beach where the Fishers had built their shelter and one at the lookout point high on the mountain – was the amount of wood it took.

To Fleur it felt like she spent all day every day gathering fuel and stacking it in a dry place. In fact, the whole family constantly picked up driftwood from the beach or dragged fallen branches from the mountain-top jungle.

‘This is hard work,’ she grumbled to herself as she climbed the hillside under the fierce sun. She’d spent the whole morning stoking the flames and staring out to sea, hoping, hoping … Then, just before the sun reached its midday height, she’d decided to scout further up the mountain for her dad’s afternoon supply of fuel. She battled on up the slope, sweating and stumbling across the steep, stony ground then stopped at the edge of the jungle.

‘Hi, monkeys,’ she said to the band of macaques staring down at her from the branches of the nearest trees. Two of the dark brown creatures swung from their branch and caught hold of hanging vines, swinging themselves along with acrobatic ease. They flicked their long tails and twitched their bushy, grey moustaches, chattering angrily at her before disappearing into deep shadow. ‘It’s OK, I won’t disturb you – I’m only looking for firewood,’ she explained.

A mother monkey made sure that her baby didn’t stray too far by tucking him under her grey belly and one of the adult males bared his teeth as Fleur advanced.

The jungle was not her favourite place, she had to admit. It was dark and rough underfoot, with creepers and lianas that tripped you up, and there were weird noises made by mysterious animals that she never actually saw – the dark stuff of nightmares that would sometimes wake her with a shock. But there was plenty of firewood lying around so she was determined to carry on.

She entered the shade of the trees and looked up to see two plump pigeons fly noisily from their shady branch out into the sunshine. The male monkey used lianas to swing like Tarzan towards her, almost knocking her off her feet. Fleur ducked, overbalanced and fell against a broad tree trunk. She scraped her shin on a rock then stepped into a stagnant puddle.

‘Ouch! Yuck!’

Tarzan Monkey swung towards her a second time, disturbing large fruit bats. Leaves rustled overhead as the bats flitted to safety. ‘This is so-o-o yucky,’ Fleur decided. ‘All I need now is for the monkeys to start chucking things at me.’

It had happened before – nuts were the macaques’ favourite weapon. If they did it again and hit their target, Fleur would come out of the jungle with plenty of fresh bruises. ‘Please don’t,’ she said as Tarzan whooshed by and the rest of the gang scampered from branch to branch. ‘I know you have to protect your territory, but I’m not the enemy – I promise.’

Mother Monkey tilted her head to one side, as if listening.

‘I mean it – I won’t hurt you,’ Fleur said as she ventured towards a fallen branch lying on the soft ground. ‘I actually think you’re amazing.’

The mother blinked her white eyelids, relaxed and let go of her baby. She kept careful watch from up high as Fleur lifted the branch.

‘Euch!’ Fleur jumped back as a giant rat scuttled from its hiding place under the branch. Grey and fat, with black ears and long whiskers, it was almost half a metre long. Once more Fleur lost her balance and this time she stepped into mud that oozed up around her ankles and calves. ‘That’s it!’ she decided. ‘I’m out of here.’
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