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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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‘Boo!’ Mia Fisher crept up on her older brother, Alfie, while he was sleeping under a palm tree.

He awoke with a sudden jerk then sprang to his feet. ‘That’s not funny!’ he yelled after her as she sprinted down the beach.

‘Can’t catch me!’ she cried over her shoulder.

‘Seriously, Mia – don’t.’ Alfie was unhappy as he brushed sand from his red shorts and jammed his straw hat more firmly on his head. ‘You’re always doing stuff like that; making me jump and scaring me to death.’

His thirteen-year-old sister, Fleur, slowly opened one eye and then the other. ‘She’s seven. Annoying people is what seven-year-olds do.’ Once she was sure that Mia had stopped at the water’s edge, she closed her eyes and carried on with her siesta.

‘She’d better not do it again.’ Eleven-year-old Alfie went on grumbling as he left the shade of the palm tree and walked towards the family shelter built out of bamboo canes and palm leaves. The sturdy structure was raised on stilts and had a platform made from salvaged wooden planks thrown up on to the beaches of Dolphin Island at high tide. The thatched roof was secured with old rope and lianas from the tropical jungle that covered the high mountain peak at the centre of the island. The Fishers had built their home strongly to stand up to hurricane force winds that swept in off the blue ocean, often hitting without warning and tearing up most things that lay in their path. Alfie climbed on to the platform and watched through narrowed eyes as Mia cavorted along the shoreline.

She laughed as a wave broke against nearby rocks and she felt the cool spray shower down over her head. She danced through the foam that swirled around her ankles then she cartwheeled back up the beach towards him. ‘Play I-spy!’ she clamoured. ‘I spy with my little eye something beginning with …’

‘No way,’ Alfie mumbled, disappearing inside the shelter as she drew near.

‘It’s OK, Mia – I’ll play.’ Fleur sat up with a sigh. She wiggled her toes in the warm white sand and glanced out to sea to check for dolphins. The calm blue water sparkled on without interruption, out past the reef where their yacht, Merlin, had sunk and onwards to the dazzling, flat horizon.

‘Yay! … Something beginning with M!’

‘Mountain?’

‘Nope.’

‘Millipede?’ Fleur pointed to a reddish-brown specimen with black spots undulating up a nearby tree trunk. She calculated that it was at least twenty centimetres long.
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‘No.’

‘Mum?’




‘No. Anyway, you can’t see her. She’s at Lookout Point with Dad.’

Fair enough. ‘OK, I give in.’

‘Monkey!’ Mia lifted her hat to reveal her furry friend. She tossed him high in the air and attempted to catch him but he landed in the sand at Fleur’s feet.

‘Poor Monkey.’ Fleur picked him up and dusted him down. The battered soft toy, a survivor of shipwreck, storm and fire, had only one eye and a bald patch on top of his head. Fleur held him to her chest and pretended to cuddle him.

Suddenly serious, Mia knelt down beside her. After more than seven weeks on the island, her brown hair had turned blonde at the tips and her hazel eyes shone brightly in her round, tanned face. Around her neck she wore a mother-of-pearl charm in the shape of a dolphin and she had a string of shells around her waist over a turquoise swimsuit that had faded to pale blue. ‘I’ve got a cool idea,’ she said to Fleur. ‘We could make an eyepatch for Monkey.’

‘I guess we could,’ Fleur’s answer was cautious and the corners of her mouth twitched as she tried not to smile. ‘It might make him look like a pirate though.’

‘Hmm.’ Mia tilted her head to one side to consider this. ‘Yay, a pirate!’ She snatched the toy monkey from Fleur then sprinted towards the shelter. ‘Alfie, guess what – we’re going to make an eyepatch for Monkey. He’ll be a pirate!’

Animal-mad Fleur let the smile appear. Cute, she thought as she rested back on her elbows. But give me a real live monkey any day.

She lay back in the sand and stared up at the palm leaf canopy. Seven weeks on Dolphin Island felt like a whole lifetime. It seemed an age since Merlin had been caught in a storm in the Torres Strait and had capsized in the mountainous waves. Fleur relived the fear that she’d felt when she, Alfie and Mia had scrambled up on deck just in time, only to be tossed overboard without knowing what had happened to Katie and James, their mum and dad, or whether the current would sweep them to dry land or further out to sea. And then the magical moment when their dolphins had appeared out of nowhere; three grey, domed heads emerging from the waves, whistling and clicking above the roaring wind, as if each one was saying, Grab my fin. Hold on tight! She remembered the miracle that was Pearl, Jazz and Stormy carrying them all safely to the shore.

Fleur took a deep breath then let out a loud sigh. The Fisher family had come through so much since then. They’d landed on the uninhabited island and found shelter in George’s Cave. The storm had passed and the next day Mum and Dad had found them and there’d been a happy reunion. They’d all pulled together to build a rough shelter and find fresh water at Butterfly Falls. They’d lit a fire and learned how to fish with the help of their faithful dolphin friends when Jazz, Stormy and Pearl had swum into the bay and driven shoals of silver fish into Fleur and Alfie’s primitive net.

And that had only been the beginning. Ships, boats and planes had passed without noticing the smoke from their fires or their pleas for help written in giant letters in the wet sand. Hopes of rescue had risen then faded like the trail of vapour left behind by the planes. There’d been more storms, plus a fire started by marauding macaque monkeys that had destroyed their first shelter and all their belongings, then finally a shark attack that had left Alfie’s precious Pearl fighting for survival. So much! Fleur thought with a sigh.

The life that she’d lived before Dolphin Island now seemed unreal. Once upon a time she’d gone to school and hung out with friends. She’d washed her hair whenever she’d wanted, followed fashions and watched YouTube videos. She’d seen capuchin monkeys and tree kangaroos on wildlife documentaries but never until now in real life.

It was the same for Alfie. He’d been a maths geek and techie, and he’d known everything about the navigation system aboard Merlin. Now he used a stick of charcoal to draw a map of Dolphin Island on sailcloth and carved notches on to a calendar stick to mark off the days.

Thursday. Day 53. It felt like for ever.

‘Fleur, look at this!’ Mia jumped down from the platform and ran towards her, holding Monkey aloft. ‘Alfie did it. He made him an eyepatch out of a blue plastic bottle top and a piece of string he found on Turtle Beach. It’s so cool! Look!’

 

After siesta came afternoon chores.

‘Let’s all do water,’ Fleur suggested when she and Mia joined Alfie under the shelter awning. ‘After that we can split up. I volunteer to keep the fire going here at base camp.’

‘And I’ll beachcomb for firewood in Black Crab Cove.’ Alfie jumped in quickly with his own decision.

‘Cool.’ The plan was agreed and Fleur handed out the plastic containers they would use to collect water from the falls. They were in no hurry as they scaled the narrow cliff path in single file, stopping to check out a small group of macaque monkeys perched on a ledge above their heads. One of the youngsters picked up a nearby stone and tossed it towards them.

‘Missed!’ Mia said with a laugh as the stone rattled past them on to the beach below.

‘That’s not very nice,’ Alfie muttered as the monkey family scampered off.

Fleur took in every detail. She watched them whisk their long tails and run on all fours, turning their tufted heads and chattering excitedly at the human intruders.

‘Water!’ Alfie reminded her from behind.

Butterfly Falls lay a hundred metres ahead. They could hear the fresh water splashing on to rocks and saw a cloud of white butterflies rise from myrtle shrubs overhanging the falls. The way was fringed by tall grasses and flowers of every colour, providing good camouflage for green cane toads, tree frogs, chameleons and other small lizards.
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‘Wow!’ Fleur said as she came across a colony of pale grey bats clinging to crevices in the dark red cliff face. She took a closer look and recognized the tiny creatures’ big ears, thin wings and leathery skin. ‘They’re lesser mouse-tails.’

‘Yuck!’ Mia made a face and squeezed past with her empty container.

Alfie stayed behind to scan the sea spread out below them. He was looking for dolphins, of course.

‘Anything?’ Fleur asked when at last she tore herself away from the fascinating bats.

‘Nope.’ The bay was empty. ‘Zilch.’

‘Maybe later.’ Like Alfie, Fleur longed for Jazz, Stormy and Pearl to put in an appearance. ‘Don’t worry – Pearl will be OK now that she’s rejoined her pod.’

‘I know she will,’ he said slowly. But the reunion had only happened yesterday. Before that he’d had to nurse his dolphin friend back to health after the tiger shark’s attack. It had been touch and go at first; the jagged wound had been deep and Pearl had been separated from her pod, hidden in the swamp off Mangrove Bay, unable to fish or fend for herself. ‘I can’t help wondering how she is though.’

‘I get it.’ Fleur gave him a reassuring smile. ‘But the sun’s shining, the sky’s blue. We have to chill and enjoy this peace and quiet while we can.’

Together they followed Mia up the path and joined her by the waterfall where she sat on a rock dangling her feet in the cool water, wearing a smile from ear to ear. ‘I spy with my little eye …’ she began.

‘Not now, Mi-mi.’ Alfie squatted down to fill his container.

‘Something beginning with D!’ She pointed out to sea. ‘D – D – Dol …’

Alfie jumped up and scanned the horizon. ‘Where?’

‘There, in the bay – dolphins!’

Fleur shaded her eyes with her hand. Mia was right – a pod of twenty or so were swimming into view from behind the reef. Some breached the water and soared through the clear air while others rode the foaming crest of the waves. Two at the rear of the pod slapped their tail flukes against the surface, splashing madly. One youngster turned on his back to show his pale belly and scud with his flippers in a lazy backstroke until his impatient mother did a U-turn and slapped him with her tail to hurry him along.

‘I can see Stormy, there at the front!’ Mia picked out her dark grey dolphin as he rose from the water, twisted in the air then re-entered with scarcely a splash.

‘And Jazz.’ Fleur laughed as her amazing acrobat friend raised his torpedo-shaped body out of the water and tail-walked across the bay. ‘It’s like he’s doing his funny dance – look!’

But where was Pearl? Alfie’s heart was in his mouth as he sorted the adults from the youngsters. He spotted a calf with a chubby body – so not that one – and another who was the right slim shape but who didn’t display Pearl’s pale pink underside as she leaped clear of the water – not that one either. Still he sought her out.

‘Over there!’ Fleur spotted Pearl before Alfie did. She pointed to a young dolphin bringing up the rear.

And yes, there she was; dark grey on top with a pinkish-cream belly and a dorsal fin that was more curved than most, happily lob-tailing and creating a big splash as she swam along. Alfie laughed and raised his fist in triumph. ‘Yeah!’ Beautiful, amazing Pearl was fully recovered and able to keep up with her pod!

‘Let’s go and swim with them.’ Mia was all for dropping her canister and racing back down the cliff path.

Fleur shook her head then looked at Alfie. ‘We can’t. Can we?’

‘No. We’ve got jobs to do.’

‘Plee-eease!’ Mia pressed the palms of her hands together. ‘Pretty please!’

‘We can’t,’ Fleur insisted as she watched the wonderful dolphin display below. ‘Anyway, the pod will be long gone by the time we get down to the beach.’

Alfie nodded his agreement. The dolphins had no intention of stopping in Base Camp Bay. They were heading for Turtle Beach, obviously on a mission to catch silversides and parrotfish, anchovies and snappers. But he’d caught sight of Pearl and laid his worries to rest. ‘OK, Mi-mi, give me your favourite dolphin fact while we fill our bottles.’

Mia concentrated by screwing her mouth tight and wrinkling her nose. ‘They can talk,’ she finally announced.

‘Kind of,’ Alfie said as he dipped his container into the stream.

‘Fleur said they could,’ Mia reminded him. ‘They chirp and click and whistle. That’s proper dolphin language.’

‘Dolphinnish.’ Alfie grinned. He felt his anxious heart ease as he held his canister under the waterfall. ‘How about you, Fleury?’

‘I don’t have one favourite fact. I love every single thing about them.’ Their sleek shape, the way the water runs off their shiny, velvety backs, their dark eyes that seem to know everything, their curved dorsal fins, the way they blow air out of the nostril on the top of their heads. She could go on and on. ‘Did you know – their brains are the same size as a human’s?’

‘That’s what I like best,’ Alfie chipped in. He straightened up to see that the dolphins had already left the bay. ‘They’re as clever as us.’

‘Cleverer,’ Fleur said quickly. ‘They can use echolocation – we can’t. They cruise underwater at speeds of up to thirty kilometres per hour. That’s way faster than us. They …’

‘OK, you win.’ He was happy to concede the point. ‘But even better than that, they bring good luck.’ After fifty-three days on Dolphin Island Alfie was a firm believer. ‘Look at what Pearl, Stormy and Jazz have done for us if you want proof.’

Mia looked thoughtful then held up the charm around her neck. ‘Does that mean we can stop building our raft because the dolphins will send someone to rescue us from the island?’

Alfie glanced at Fleur then frowned. ‘I don’t know about that, Mi-mi.’

‘But they bring good luck – you just said.’

Fleur sighed and looked down into the empty bay. She didn’t want to dim her young sister’s shiny dream. ‘Maybe, one day,’ she murmured.

‘If I keep on wearing my lucky charm?’

‘Yes, you do that.’ Fleur gave Alfie a significant look then sighed again. It’s better for Mia to go on hoping than to give up, isn’t it?

Alfie read Fleur’s thoughts and turned away. Maybe, maybe not. ‘Let’s go, Mi-mi,’ he said gruffly. ‘After we’ve taken the water back to camp, you can come beachcombing with me.’
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The day’s chores were done and Mia, Fleur and Alfie sat by the campfire with their dad and mum. Orange flames flickered and rose into the dusk sky, attracting big brown moths with grey furry bodies that flitted in circles above their heads. Parrots and cockatoos squawked from the palm trees as they settled down to roost, while two young monkeys perched on a rock close to the family’s food store, daring each other to creep nearer still.

‘Who would like more pudding?’ James held out a clam shell plate with leftover strips of dried jackfruit.

Fleur and Alfie took one piece each, leaving two on the plate. They fell silent as they chewed the sweet treat that tasted like a mixture of pineapple and mango, with a hint of banana.

‘None for me, thanks. I’m full,’ Katie said with a contented sigh.

Mia seized both pieces and stuffed them into her mouth.

The family had feasted on a supper of freshly caught snapper and mashed yucca root, expertly cooked by James over the campfire. Now, as the sun went down, they could all relax.

Fleur glanced at her mum as she put her hands behind her head and settled back against a rock. Her round face was wreathed in smiles and her fair hair had grown to shoulder length. The cut-off jeans that she’d been wearing since Day 1 were badly frayed and she’d tied her pink shirt into a knot at the front – a style that showed off her bare brown midriff. Her prized flip-flops lay in the sand close to where she sat.

Busy clearing up the clam shell plates and coconut-shell bowls, James almost dropped one of the plates. Alfie lunged sideways to catch it before it landed. He handed it back to his dad then sauntered off to sit by himself on Sandpiper II, the unfinished raft that they’d started to build after fire had struck the camp and burned their first raft to ashes.

A tired Mia snuggled up beside Katie to enjoy a cuddle. ‘Mum, do you have to go to Lookout Point tonight?’ she asked through half-closed eyes. ‘Can’t you stay here with us?’
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