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To my grandmothers


Sarah Grimes and Elizabeth Boyce


And to all grandmothers – powering the future by plugging it into the past.
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Dear Noah,


Just to be clear, you cannot carry on living on that island eating nothing but rabbits and blackberries. You need to get on and fix the internet.


You broke it.


You fix it.


When it’s fixed, then we can come and get you. Not before – because until then, there’s no buses, no trains, no boats and no petrol. Although – in case you’ve forgotten – we don’t have a car any more.


We can’t save you until you’ve saved us all.


Regards,


Mum and Dad









Noah Moriarty created WeeWord group NOAH’S GOLD


Noah added Eve to the group





Eve




Why is this called Noah’s Gold . . . ?





Noah



Just thinking about Our Island . . .





Eve


And??



Noah


All the letters from when we were bus-wrecked. I’ve tied them in bundles and put them under your duvet. Read them again. Don’t let anyone else read them. Not yet. Because . . . Well, just read them.



Eve


And don’t forget the map, plus the recipe and police stuff . . .



Noah


Trust me. There’s something seriously rogue in there.



Eve



OK. Shall I read them now? I’ll read them now.
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FRIDAY




BREAKFAST MENU


Choice of historic sandwiches:
Cheese & Rice Krispies


or


Peanut Butter & Grated Carrot







Letter 1




To: The Moriarty Family


35 Glenarm Terrace, Limavady


Dear Mum, Dad and Baby Isabella,





Good surprise finding that letter from you on the doorstep this morning! Thanks!


I didn’t know they even had post on uninhabited islands! There is a postbox here, so I’ll drop this letter in it when I’ve finished and see what happens. Not sure it’ll work. Like everything else on the island, it looks like no one has used it for about a million years.


I’ve drawn you this map in case it comes in handy when you do come to rescue us, which I hope will be soon because, being honest, there’s only so much Wild Food you can eat. Ryland Scally keeps mentioning that when people run out of food on uninhabited islands, they usually end up eating each other.


I’d like to avoid that if at all possible.


You sound upset about the internet being broken. I didn’t break it on purpose! Being honest, I thought you wouldn’t even mind. Dad, you’re always saying people spend too much time looking at their screens and not enough time looking at the actual World. You’re right there.


People definitely rely on their screens too much. For example, Mr Merriman relied on his satnav to take his Year Nine geography group to the Orinoco Wonder Warehouse in Letterkenny. That satnav did not take him where he wanted to go. It took him here, to an uninhabited island, which is a very, very different packet of crisps from a super storage and delivery depot.


For instance, the Wonder Warehouse is located in the historic market town of Letterkenny (Tidiest Town in Ireland 2016), whereas this island is located in the sea.


Also the Wonder Warehouse is full of stuff – such as food, books, trampolines, sports equipment and everything you could wish for.


Whereas this island is full of rocks.


We were shipwrecked by satnav.


I’m not blaming Mr Merriman, by the way. This trip was not even his idea. He’s a geography teacher. He wanted his geography field trip to go to somewhere Geographical – such as the Giant’s Causeway or the Marble Arch Caves. Everything would be fine now if they had done that. But no. They voted for this.


And why did they vote for this? Because of our Eve, that’s why. She campaigned, remember. She said that Giant’s Causeway and Marble Arch Caves were nothing but rocks. Funny shaped rocks. But rocks.


To be fair, Dad, you did point out that rocks were central to the study of geography.


Eve said, ‘So are the things that people build on top of the rocks. For instance, the Orinoco Wonder Warehouse. Do you want to know what’s so good about a Super Storage and Delivery Depot? I’ll tell you what’s so good about it.’


(Have you noticed, by the way, that Eve is always asking questions and then answering them herself before you get a chance?)


‘It’s the biggest warehouse in the World. Probably in the solar system. It’s the internet with a roof on. Anything you buy online – that’s where they keep it. It’s too big to walk around. The workers have little scooters to get around the shelves. It’s a continent of desirable items. What could be more Geographical than that?! Also it’s indoors, so it won’t matter if it rains.’


This is how Eve gets people to do what she wants. She makes what she wants to do sound like the spiciest thing on the menu. She started a WeeWord group, which she called ‘The Wonder Warehouse vs Some Rocks. You Decide’.


The Wonder Warehouse won.


It should take about an hour to drive to Letterkenny. There were two minibuses. Mr Merriman was driving the one we were in. Ms Gyngell was driving the one in front. She’d been to the Wonder Warehouse once already to do the Health and Safety.


Somewhere on the A2 Mr Merriman’s minibus ended up in front. He said he didn’t need to follow anyone because the satnav would tell him what to do. A few minutes later the satnav told him to turn off the A2 on to one of those lanes with hedges on either side.


Ms Gyngell’s minibus did not turn off. It sailed past us with her waving and staring at us in surprise. Her brake lights went on as if she was going to wait for us. But Mr Merriman’s satnav said, ‘Continue straight ahead’ – so that’s what we did. No one else seemed to have even noticed.


From where I was – in the luggage section behind the back seat – all you could see was arms wobbling about in the air, with phones glowing in their hands. All you could hear was the pop of lunchboxes as people broke into their snacks. All you could smell was sweet chilli, barbecue beef, and cheese and onion crisps.


I was tempted to open up Eve’s lunchbox for a snack, but decided to take in the view through the back window. I could see lots of clouds and hedges. I did not see a fleet of Orinoco Wonder Warehouse lorries driving up and down the lane. The lane got narrower – with grass growing up through the tarmac in the middle. There was no way you could even fit one lorry down it.


I know I’m not in the top set for geography – or anything – but I do know that if you build a Wonder Warehouse that sends goods and gifts all over the country, you put it somewhere with excellent road access and not at the end of a bumpy narrow lane. But Mr Merriman’s satnav kept saying, ‘Continue straight ahead’ – so we continued. Straight ahead.


I thought it was a worry, but nobody else seemed bothered to notice.


Do you know Lola Casement? She’s on the school council, and if you didn’t know that already, she’ll tell you within ten seconds of meeting her. Anyway, she was reading out a leaflet about Orinoco Storage and Distribution. ‘Our technology,’ she said, ‘is here to help you find your heart’s desire. On our shelves you will find everything you’ve ever wanted, from a microfibre hypoallergenic cleaning cloth to a motorboat. Our food aisle is one of the Wonders of the World . . .’ They all got so excited about food and motorboats that they started singing the school song:




Everywhere we goooooo


People wanna know-ooooo


Who we are


So we tell them


We are St Anthony of Padua


The mighty, mighty Anthony of Padua


And if they can’t hear us


We tell them all again . . .





Which they do – do tell them again, I mean. And again. For about a million verses. They didn’t stop singing until we came to the end of the lane, where we hit a little beach with a jetty. There was a ferry boat waiting at the jetty – one of those flat ones that look like a raft with railings. There was a van parked on its deck with ‘SkyHooks Facilities’ printed on the side.


Mr Merriman’s satnav was still going, ‘Continue straight ahead.’


I thought, surely someone is going to shout, ‘NO! Do not continue straight ahead! This is insane!’ But no one did. I couldn’t do it myself because I was hiding. I wasn’t supposed to be there, but as things have turned out, it was a good job I was.


From,
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PS Please send a helicopter or a boat when you can.




Letter 2




To: The Moriarty Family


35 Glenarm Terrace, Limavady


Dear Mum, Dad, etc.,





Sorry, I had to stop writing because it got dark and we have no electricity. Or candles.


I popped the other letter into the postbox, but I’m not sure it’s going to work. How do letter boxes work? Should they make some kind of noise when you drop the letter in? Does the mail get sucked into a tube and shoot off to its destination? There was no sucking noise. Just a letter-dropping-into-a-hole sound. Then a bird flew out – which I don’t think is a good sign.


There’s a wee metal badge on the front of the postbox that says ‘COLLECTIONS TUESDAYS, THURSDAYS AND SATURDAYS’. I don’t know what collections are, and to be honest, we’re not sure what day it is. I just wish I could text you, or WeeWord you or anything normal.


Anyways, Mr Merriman drove the minibus up the ramp and on to the back of this boat and parked it up next to the SkyHooks van. Right away a man with a beanie hat and hi-vis jacket jumped out of the van and waved at Mr Merriman to reverse.


Mr Merriman wound the window down and flapped some bits of paper at him, saying this was a geography field trip and he had all the permissions. The man didn’t even look at the papers. He just pointed to the ramp and said, ‘This is not a public ferry. Back up, please.’


The satnav said, ‘Continue straight ahead.’


Beanie Hat Man did not think this was funny.


Then another man – this one with very spiky hair – appeared from somewhere up at the pointy end of the boat, wanting to know why we hadn’t left already. Then he spotted the minibus. ‘Where,’ he said, ‘did you come from?’ His voice was so deep it sounded like it was coming from inside an oven.


Mr Merriman explained about the geography trip.


Spiky Hair Man frowned. Then growled. But Beanie Hat Man smiled and told him to go and start up the engines. ‘I’ll take care of this,’ he said. He looked inside the minibus. Everyone was taking selfies.


‘How are we all doing for signal?’ he said.


‘Can’t get any,’ said Lola.


‘Not so good out here, all right,’ he said. He was wearing a badge that said ‘PROUD TO BE A SKYHOOKS ENGINEER’. There was a blank bit at the top of the badge where his name should have been.


‘You’ve picked a grand place for a geography field trip. Plenty of Geography on the island, all right. Big cliffs on the far side. Nice shallow bay on this side. That’s what brings us here. We look after the Midas Transatlantic Submarine Internet Cable, which comes in here all the way from America. The island folk say that on a clear day, you can see Hy-Brasil from the top of the hill there, but that’s not Geography. That’s folklore.’ The walkie-talkie attached to his jacket crackled. ‘Well, best be off,’ he said. ‘Have a grand day, and when you’re done, we’ll take you back to the mainland. Careful of the cliffs. Have you your sandwiches with you? There’s no facilities over there.’ He gave the door of the minibus a friendly pat as if it was a horse. Then he told Spiky Hair Man to start the engines.


And off we sailed.


At no point did Mr Merriman say, ‘You’ve mentioned cliffs and a shallow bay, but not the biggest warehouse in the World. Are we definitely going the right way?’ Maybe Mr Merriman was thinking, This may not be the right way to the Wonder Warehouse, but it does sound like the right way to a lot of Geography.


The only thing I could do was stay hidden in the luggage bit and enjoy the view. There’s an upside to being the smallest in the school – you can actually get quite comfy in the luggage bit of a minibus if you are the same size as a backpack.
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I passed the time trying to work out whose bag was whose. Ryland Scally’s backpack was bulky and bulgy like a backpack version of Ryland Scally. There was one bag that had a girl’s face on it. The girl had stars in her eyes, and the straps were two great curling strands of hair. It was kind of horrible if you thought about it – as though someone had beheaded a faerie queen and was carrying the head around by the hair, with a skull-full of books and sandwiches. That definitely belonged to Ada Adamski, who talked like she had the faeries on speed dial.


The view outside the window was blue – blue sea, blue sky and, in the distance, blue islands. As soon as we were out on the water, this blizzard of big white birds whirled around the boat then spiralled off into the sky. They started dive-bombing the water so fast and so hard, you’d think they’d been shot. Then they’d bob up again, like flying popcorn. It turns out that this is the way they catch fish. They dive-bomb their dinner.


Ryland Scally got overexcited about this. He kept shouting that we were being attacked by eagles, though he did not let his fear of eagles get in the way of his cramming salt ’n’ vinegar crisps into his mouth. In case you don’t know Ryland, he’s the one who never looks up from his Nintendo Switch. Even on a school trip when you’re not supposed to have your console with you. I don’t know if he got special permission to bring his. Or if it’s superglued to his hand. Everyone used to think he must be good at computers, because he spends so much time on them. But it turns out he spent all of that time endlessly playing one game – DogFight Rock (the story of six strangers locked in mortal combat over scarce resources on a remote island). When his Switch stopped working, did Ryland say, Oh well, let’s play a real-life game instead? Did he pick flowers or go birdwatching? No. He threw rocks. He threw rocks AT rocks. Because it wasn’t computers he was into.


It was fights.


Dario Fogarty said, ‘The fact is, they can’t be eagles, because eagles are peak predators. Peak predators hunt alone or in pairs, not in flocks.’ Eve had told me about Dario. Apparently, if God needs to fact-check something, he gets Dario to do it. The fact is, Dario loves a fact, and so he starts almost every sentence with the phrase ‘the fact is’.


After a while the boat turned round in the water and backed up to a little stone jetty. It see-sawed on the water like a rocking horse. ‘An easy boat to drive,’ growled Spiky Hair Man, as he tied a rope to the jetty. ‘Not so easy to handle.’ Then Beanie Hat Man backed the van off the ramp so Mr Merriman could move the minibus. Mr Merriman’s satnav told us to ‘Continue straight ahead’, so we continued straight ahead, and everyone but me continued staring at their phones. I thought, someone should be looking out of the window, then if we really had gone the wrong way, someone would know the way back. Even if that someone was the youngest and smallest and wasn’t even supposed to be there.


I will put some of the landmarks on the map later. For instance:


* At the end of the jetty – a bent metal sign that said
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I thought that was a bad sign.


* A little shop. The sign on the door said
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Another bad sign.


* Two cottages. No one home. Looked like no one had been home since the Ice Age.


* A narrow shed-shaped thing next to the postbox – a bit like a green-and-cream wardrobe but with loads of windows.
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The road rose, steeper and steeper, narrower and narrower, and higher and higher. With my face against the back window, I felt like if I opened the minibus door, I’d fall straight into the sea miles below. It was just like the feeling you get when you’re on a roller coaster and it’s chugging slowly, slowly up to the highest bit and there’s a knot in your stomach that’s getting tighter and tighter because you know any minute now you’re going to be plunged down the other side.


The minibus stopped so suddenly that everyone jerked forward. I jerked forward so much I got my head stuck in the gap between the two back seats. Everyone would have seen me if they hadn’t been looking at their phones.


‘Something confusing has happened,’ Mr Merriman said. ‘Please wait here while I go and sort it out. Won’t be long. Nothing to worry about.’


I have never seen anyone look so worried as he looked when he said that bit about nothing to worry about. The minibus bounced a bit when he stepped down off it. The sound of seagulls breezed in through the open door. ‘Do NOT move,’ he said over his shoulder.


We didn’t move.


But the minibus did.


Not much. But enough to make everyone scream like they were on a roller coaster.


I thought this was probably the moment to emerge from my hiding place and let people know I was there. So I shouted, ‘Eve! Surprise!’ But she wasn’t there. Everyone had jumped off the minibus.


I tried to get out the back door, but it was locked. I was trapped and no one even knew I was there. I tried scrambling over the back seat, but someone grabbed my foot and pulled me. Eve had opened the back doors from the outside and was dragging me off the minibus. I tumbled out on top of her, and we both ended up on the grass. The air smelt salty and fresh. I took a big lungful the way you might swallow a big glug of water on a hot day.


When I looked up, the minibus was rolling away. I didn’t understand exactly what was happening, but I did manage to snatch Eve’s backpack out of the boot and hold it up over my head going, ‘It’s all right – I got it!’


Eve looked straight through me.


I was about to say, ‘Who stole the jam from YOUR doughnut?’ But then I followed her gaze. She was looking at the sea. Hundreds of feet below us. We were on top of a cliff.


It’s strange, but the first thing I noticed was the white backs of the birds as they cruised across the calm, blue endless sea below. I say it was strange, because the birds and the sea were not the most interesting things to look at just then.


The really interesting thing at that moment was the minibus.


It was rolling towards the edge of the cliff.


And then suddenly it vanished.
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I’m saying ‘suddenly’ because I can’t think of another word to describe how quickly it happened. You might think you know what suddenly means, but you haven’t seen suddenly until you’ve seen your school minibus tip back and cartwheel off the edge of a cliff. It’s the kind of suddenly that is so sudden you don’t get time to believe what you’re seeing.


There was a minibus.


Then no minibus.


Then a sound like a half a ton of pots and pans falling off a shelf.


Finally my brain said – The minibus has fallen off a massive cliff.


And we just got off it in time.


So anyways, I just thought you’d like to know that we didn’t die yet.


From,
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Letter 3




To: Mum and Dad


35 Glenarm Terrace, Limavady


Dear Mum, Dad (and Granny),





I didn’t write the whole story in the last letter. I thought someone would’ve come to rescue us by now. But nothing yet. As I said, we’re not dead. Though Ryland did accuse Mr Merriman of trying to kill us.


Mr Merriman was dazed. He kept saying, ‘The satnav said straight on – the satnav said straight on . . .’ Over and over. He looked into the blue sky maybe thinking if he looked hard enough, he might be able to spot the satellites whose advice he’d been taking and ask them what they were playing at.


Lola said, ‘Are we there yet?’ As though almost plunging to your doom over a cliff might have been part of the official itinerary. Everyone stared at her. ‘I mean, we must be nearly there. We’ve been driving for hours.’


‘Are we where?’ said Eve, before answering herself. ‘The Wonder Warehouse? No, we’re not in a warehouse in Letterkenny. We are on the edge of a cliff, one nanometre from death. What are we going to do now?’


Lola looked like she was going to answer Eve’s question, but Eve answered it herself. ‘First,’ she said, ‘we make sure we are all here.’


‘Yes!’ said Mr Merriman. ‘Counting heads. That’s what we do.’


The point of counting heads is to make sure you’ve got all the kids you came out with and haven’t lost one. So Mr Merriman was surprised to find that he not only had all the kids he set out with. He had an extra one too.


‘How can there be six of you? There were only five when we left school.’


I put my hand up and explained that I was the extra child.


You’re probably wondering what exactly I was doing on my big sister’s geography field trip too. Partly, I was sort of kidnapped, but mostly it was because of the sandwiches.


You know, Eve got me so excited about this trip I kept asking her questions about it, including what she was having for lunch.


If you’re off on a proper day out, then you should take a proper packed lunch. A decent pack of sandwiches in your bag makes the World your Happy Meal. You’ve something to look forward to, something to share, something to fill you up. You’re able for anything. What was our Eve proposing to take as her packed lunch?


One tub of Dippylicious.


Real talk? Dippylicious is that tiny plastic pot with some dubious cheese spread and four miniature breadsticks. Miniature breadsticks are not lunch unless you are a miniature person. Which Eve is not. As Granny Nuala would say, ‘Eve got her father’s tall genes, and Noah got his mammy’s short genes.’


You also like to say the finest palace was just a pile of bricks till someone came along to build it.


You said that to me the time we had nothing in the house but two tins of tomatoes and half a packet of spaghetti. Everyone was miserable, but you went off for a walk and came back with some little white flowers and a pocketful of mushrooms that you’d picked in the country park.


You made an absolute palace of a pasta sauce – and, Dad, you said it was like magic. Granny, you said, ‘Magic sleeps everywhere. You just have to wake it up.’


You taught me which mushrooms you could eat, and you told me the little white flowers were wild garlic. ‘The smallest thing,’ you said, ‘can make the biggest difference. A pinch of garlic turns tinned tomatoes into a sauce. A pinch of soda turns flour into bread, and this little fella –’ you always rubbed my hair when you got to this bit – ‘is meant for great big deeds. You wait and see.’


Maybe you’re asking yourself why I cared so much about Eve’s lunch?


Good.


Because that is EXACTLY the question I asked myself when my alarm went off at 6 a.m. on the day of her school trip, but that lunch box definitely needed a bit of your magic, Granny.
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I used the little pot of cheese spread to make Eve’s sandwiches. When I’d finished, they looked sad and soggy. They had no texture. A proper sandwich needed something crispy – something that would bite back when you bit it – like lettuce.


We didn’t have lettuce.


We did have that catering pack of Rice Krispies.


Never before in History had anyone attempted a cream-cheese-and-breakfast-cereal combo until that historic morning. Not to light the candles on my own cake – it was class. It opened up a whole hamper of possible ways to combine soft spreads with something crunchy. Hence I gave the World the peanut-butter-and-grated-carrot combination. (There really was a lot of History happening that morning.)


I did probably get a bit too happy about this, and you might think maybe a whole loaf’s worth of sandwiches was too much catering for one school trip.


As things turned out, it wasn’t too much at all.


When I got to school, Eve’s geography group was lined up over by Main Reception. Mr Merriman was counting heads, making sure they had water bottles, handing out maps of the Wonder Warehouse, and collecting in the forms where you write down your emergency phone numbers and your allergies.


ALLERGIES!


I’d totally forgotten that you’re not allowed to bring peanut butter into school. I realized Eve could be packing deadly sandwiches. And it would be my fault.


The back doors of the minibus were open. I dived in. The plan was to retrieve those sandwiches and save the day.


The moment I was inside, the minibus doors swung shut.


First the two back doors, then clunk by clunk, the driver’s door, the passenger door, and finally the sliding door at the side ghosted closed.


I turned around and tried to open the back doors. The moment I put my hand on the metal lever, I heard a clunk from deep inside the minibus, then each door rattled as the locks snapped shut. I was trapped inside.


I had been kidnapped by the school minibus.
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You’re probably wondering why I didn’t jump up there and then and say, ‘Stop – I’ve been kidnapped!’ I could tell you lots of reasons. For instance, wanting to see what those historic sandwiches tasted like. Also thinking, If I stay here, I get a day off school, even though technically I won’t be swerving school. But mostly it was because when I peeped through the back seats, the first thing I saw was Lola Casement picking up the class firstaid bag. As she swung it over her shoulder, I could see the words ‘NEEDED ON JOURNEY’ written in big letters on a label tied to the strap. And I know this sounds mad, but I felt like that label was a message to me. Like I was needed on this trip. Because something huge was going to happen, and I was going to be part of it.


I was right about that first part anyway.


From,
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Letter 4




To: Mr & Mrs Moriarty


35 Glenarm Terrace, Limavady


Hi, Mum and Dad (also Granny),





I’m sure you’re glad to hear I’m with Eve.


Although she’s not exactly being sisterly.


I honestly thought our Eve would be pleased to see me.


She wasn’t. She barely even looked at me. Everyone else did though. Ryland said I’d just appeared from nowhere. Ada said, ‘He must live on the island. Are you a magical child?’


At home you can usually get Eve’s attention by saying something outrageous so that she’ll look up from her phone to correct you. So I said, ‘That’s me. Magical,’ and gave a little bow.


Even then Eve didn’t say anything.


Dario asked why a magical child would be wearing school uniform.


‘All part of my magic,’ I said.


Ada said, ‘I’m sure he’s magical. Look how small he is. He’s like a wee hobbit.’


Hobbit?! I gave Eve a pleading look, but she just changed the subject.


‘Will I tell you what I think has happened, Sir?’ she said. ‘When you put Orinoco into the satnav, maybe you forgot to add Wonder Warehouse, Letterkenny. So your satnav wasn’t taking us to the warehouse. It was taking us to a giant river in South America. If the satnav thought we were going to South America, it would just keep heading west until it ran out of west. And this is where the west runs out, as far as Europe is concerned. We are now at the edge of the World.’


I thought Mr Merriman would be interested in this, with it being Geography. But he just stared at the sea.


Thinking that maybe he hadn’t really understood, I said, ‘The satnav was trying to get you to drive us to the actual Orinoco River. But that can’t be done because there’s about a million miles of water between here and Brazil.’


Mr Merriman stared at me. Then he stared at the sea. Then he stared at his phone. ‘I . . .’ he began. Then he stared at me again. Then he stared at the sea again. Then he said, ‘I . . .’ again. He seemed to be thinking that the sea was my fault.


‘The fact is,’ fact-checked Dario, ‘it’s not a million miles. It’s only about five thousand miles to Brazil from here.’


Eve pointed out that five thousand miles is still a long way. Especially over water in a minibus.


Everyone looked at Mr Merriman, expecting him to come up with a plan. Funny how you expect a grownup to have a plan, even if that very grown-up has just nearly driven you off a cliff. Mr Merriman didn’t have a plan. Unless the plan was to keep staring at the sea until it went away.


Ada remembered that the man on the boat had said you could see Brazil from here.


‘That’s not Brazil, Brazil,’ said Dario. ‘That’s a different Brazil. Hy-Brasil – is a mythical, mystical mist-covered island, which can’t be seen except for one day every seven years when the mist lifts. It’s a myth and therefore can’t be reached by actual boat.’
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