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THE OUTRIDERS BLOG

BOARD NOT BORED′

EXPEDITION: BLUE CAVE

Entry by: Cam Walker

Just so you know, the Outriders is the name my group of friends and I call ourselves. It’s not like a club or anything; we don’t exclude anyone. It’s just a bunch of friends who hate to be bored and don’t like to hang around people who do get bored. So we kind of make our own fun, which we sometimes call expeditions.

I found the name “Outriders” in this history book about old England, which normally wouldn’t interest me very much. But there was this one ultra-cool part about these dudes the Outriders, who were this band of knights handpicked by the king to ride out to the farthest edges of the empire to deliver messages or bring back people or do heroic-type stuff. And the name just sounded, well, cool.


Super-important note: This was the biggest thing that ever happened to us, so I felt like I had to write it all down. If some policeman finds this website, remember I’m only twelve and could be making it all up.
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CHAPTER ONE
June 24 (7:06 a.m.) FARMING
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Getting hit by a golf ball hurts. Really hurts. It’s bad enough when it happens by accident, but I had two angry golfer dudes aiming golf balls at me. I don’t know the rules of golf, but I discovered that golfers get really furious if you pick up the ball they are playing with and stuff it in your backpack. That’s why I was running.

I had been farming golf balls in the woods near the Bluffs Country Club. For some reason, the members of the Bluffs Club never called the trees and bushes around the golf course “the woods.” They called it “the rough.” But whatever it was called, there were thousands of hardly used golf balls just waiting to be harvested. Each golf ball (if it hadn’t been smashed up too much) was worth twenty-five cents to Chuck at Surf Island Discount Golf and Tennis. Expeditions need supplies and supplies cost money. So you can see why golf ball farming was critical for funding the activities of the Outriders.

The angry golfer dudes were now zooming toward me in their golf cart, so I had to sprint to the “guest entrance” that I had dug under the fence that surrounded the golf course. My backpack was so fat with harvested balls, it took some work to yank it under the chain link fence. Once I was on the other side, though, I knew I was safe. The angry golfers were too big to make it through the guest entrance, and no way were they going to try to make it over the fence because of the barbed wire. To get to the Escape Trail, I had to scramble over the edge of the bluff and drop down onto this hidden ledge of rock that overlooks my hometown of Surf Island.

I guess if you get technical, Surf Island isn’t really an island. It’s more what my science teacher, Mr. Mora, calls a peninsula, because there is technically a piece of land that connects our town to the rest of the coast. But when there’s a big storm (which there is every fall), that strip of land, which we call Goat’s Neck, floods, and then Surf Island technically becomes an island.

The town of Surf Island is really divided into two parts:


PART ONE: The hilly part (where I was standing) is called the Bluffs, where you find:


	People with really big houses

	New model cars that go with the houses

	The Bluffs Country Club, where we farm balls and gain access to a bunch of electric golf carts that can be started without a key (if you know how)



PART TWO: The flat part, which is called the Flats, where you find:


	People with really small houses

	Old-model cars that go with the houses

	The Sternmetz Marina (named for some naval dude Commodore Sternmetz, who died at sea or something). The marina always smelled like decaying fish guts, and if you grew up inside the “circle of aroma,” that’s how you knew you were really from the Flats.





My immediate problem was that the Flats was about two hundred feet below my current position. The only way to get down there was on the Escape Trail, but it is steep—way too steep to carry the backpack full of golf balls, so that’s why we installed the zip line.

In one of the rusty piles of boat junk at his dad’s salvage yard at the marina, my friend Wyatt found an old winch cable (more on Wyatt and his dad later). The cable must have been used to tow buoys or something because it was really thick and extra-long, which was exactly what we needed to make the zip line.

We attached one end of the winch cable to this pine tree that jutted out from the hidden ledge (where I was standing) and dropped the other end all the way down to the Good Climbing Tree in my best friend Shelby’s backyard (more on her later—be patient). At the end of a normal golf ball farming expedition I would hook my backpack onto this thing called a trolley pulley and let the pack fly down through the trees (all those branches hid the cable really well), and then, when I got down to the bottom of the trail, I could climb up the tree in Shelby’s yard and retrieve the balls. But this wasn’t going to be a normal day.

Apparently those golfer dudes were hugely ticked off and had found some way through the chain-link fence (maybe through one of the groundskeeper’s gates), and I could hear them crunching through the bushes right above me. All they had to do was peer over the edge of the bluff and they would have spotted me on the ledge. Not only would I be toast, but the golfers might discover the zip line, and that would be really serious because it would choke off a major source of funds for our expeditions and get me and Wyatt in ultra-bad trouble for scavenging the winch cable in the first place. At this point I had two options:


Option 1: Get caught.

Option 2: Toss the backpack and disappear down the Escape Trail.

I did not like either option so I chose:

Option 3: Hook my backpack to the trolley pulley and RIDE WITH IT down the zip line.



Did you ever have one of those dreams where you were flying? This was way, way better. I was actually soaring through the treetops. It was kind of the same feeling I get when I surf—a rush like I’m on the edge of something powerful and dangerous but still in control, ahead of the wave. (Surfing is one thing I do know a lot about. I’m really good at it. Not North-Shore-of-Oahu-Banzai-Pipeline kind of good, but I’m the best guy surfer in Surf Island. It sounds like I’m bragging, but it’s true.)

It was a good thing that the winch cable was so strong, but kind of a bad thing that the backpack’s straps weren’t—I fell about thirty feet straight down into a thick clump of some kind of dark green crawling vine. This viny stuff (I don’t know much about plants) broke my fall, so I didn’t fracture any bones or anything. I just had to pray that it wasn’t poison ivy.

I had fallen in an area of the Bluffs we had never explored before, which was unusual because my friends and I had been all over these hills. In this area a lot of the rock outcroppings were covered with a spongy green moss that you didn’t find anywhere else on the hillside. Maybe there was some kind of weird microclimate or underground spring that caused it. There was a local rumor that before the Revolutionary War some pirate had stashed doubloons or jewels or something in these hills. In fact, that naval guy Commodore Sternmetz was lost at sea while he was hunting down the pirate. None of us in the Outriders believed there really was a chest of British treasure hidden up here, but the idea kind of lived in the back of our minds, so while we were blazing trails or “scavenging” stuff we kept our eyes open—you know, just in case. I carried my now-strapless backpack (seemed much heavier) and pushed my way past the mossy rocks and through the thick undergrowth toward Shelby’s backyard, where we had hidden an old barrel that we called the Ball Barrel, where we siloed our farmed golf balls.

Shelby (my best friend, remember?) is actually the most important person in this story, but I need to tell you about one last place before I can get back to her.

BLUE CAVE

Blue Cave got its name because (and this was explained to us by Mr. Mora) every seven years this really weird kind of plankton drifts into the cave and starts to GLOW. Mr. Mora calls it “bioluminescent,” which is a fancy way of saying it glows in the dark and lights up the cave with blue light. This only happens for, like, a couple of days in July. I don’t know why it happens only in July. (I don’t know much about plankton.)

But the important thing to remember is that this blue glow thing only happens ONCE EVERY SEVEN YEARS, which means I was five the last time that it happened. The next time it starts to glow I’ll be nineteen (I’m twelve now, if you’re math challenged), and when I’m nineteen I’ll probably be away in Fiji on the pro surf tour, so that’s why we knew we had to get out there in the next few days and not any other time. We had to assemble the Outriders and get moving or we would miss it all. Maybe forever.

The thing about Blue Cave is that it’s about twelve miles away from Surf Island, which wouldn’t be much of a problem if you could get there in an older sister’s car or on a bike, but you can’t. The only way to get there is by sea, so you need a boat or a kayak or a para-surfboard, all of which we had “access” to, but of course none of us “owned” ourselves. (I’ll explain the rules and regulations about why “scavenging” and “stealing” are two different things at another time.) Put it this way: It was possible to make it all the way to Blue Cave, but there were two tremendous problems.

TREMENDOUS PROBLEM NUMBER 1

Shelby has these parents who kind of think she’s better than everyone else (might be true). Her parents also aren’t exactly thrilled about her choice of friends (mostly me). Shelby’s really awesome at school stuff. She’s like a super-brain. In some ways she’s Little Miss Perfect, but she doesn’t raise her hand and wave it all frantic when she knows the answer to something (which she always does). She is really into gymnastics, which makes her kind of tensed out, because if you fall just once your whole competition is ruined, which is why I like surfing, ’cause you can wipe out and still come back and charge the next wave. Anyway, her parents kind of expect a lot from her—they “set the bar high” and want her to leave Surf Island and go to a good college. They don’t have loads of bucks, so they want Shelby to “excel” in academics and that’s why they stuck her in summer school, so she could get “ahead credits.” It is hard to believe there are parents roaming around on this earth who would be so cruel as to make a super-smart kid go to summer school. Sure, if you flunk everything left and right, you could make a case for summer school, but not for Shelby. She could teach summer school! But her parents’ twisted logic was that if she got ahead credits she could take even more advanced classes in high school and get some kind of scholarship for college. They keep telling Shelby (and at one time me, but they’ve given up) that every class and every test she takes is “connected” like the “links of a chain” (these are their words, not mine).

According to Mr. and Mrs. Ruiz (Shelby’s parents), if you slip up on one test or get a B in one class, you “break the chain” and therefore won’t get a scholarship to go to a really excellent college. So Shelby, who is kind of tensed out already from the gymnastics, gets even more wound up and it stops her from enjoying stuff like summer and hanging out on the beach (mostly with me).

Shelby’s parents knew their plan wouldn’t sit well with me or the rest of the Outriders, so they added the extra-harsh warning that if Shelby flaked on even one day of summer school they would send her off to one of those boarding schools where you live in a dormitory. I told Shelby they were bluffing because they didn’t have the cash to send her to one of those schools, but Shelby told me her dad threatened to “sell the house” or do “whatever it takes” for her to get a better education. That’s how extra-harsh and evil these people were. So you see, Tremendous Problem Number One was that at the very moment that plankton was bioluminescent-ing and glowing blue inside the cave, Shelby was stuck going to summer school and if she ditched, we would lose her forever.

TREMENDOUS PROBLEM NUMBER TWO:

We didn’t know we would find two robbers at Blue Cave who would eventually kidnap Shelby’s little sister Annabelle.

But I’ll get to all that stuff later.


CHAPTER TWO
June 24 (11:24 a.m.)
SLIDING
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Wyatt was the one who found the plastic sheeting. He didn’t even have to do any heavy-duty scavenging—someone up in the Bluffs just tossed it. The dumpsters up in the Bluffs were like treasure chests of stuff we could use for our expeditions. Wyatt once found a thirteen-inch Sony color television that worked perfectly except for the fact that it was missing its remote control! We donated the Sony to Island Freeze, which is a food shack that sells crab rolls (danger!) and a kind of Slurpee drink called a SurfFreeze that isn’t too bad except for the blue raspberry flavor, which keeps your tongue Day-Glo blue for like a week. Most of the meetings of the Outriders take place on the outdoor patio of Island Freeze, except in winter when it gets wicked cold. I know it sounds kind of generous that we gave away a thirteen-inch Sony, but since we were there all the time it was like donating the TV to ourselves. Mr. Flores, who owned the food shack (more on him later), really enjoyed watching soccer on Sundays, so we earned some credit points for us and my older brother, Kyle, who was an assistant manager at the Freeze (and who was a “constant disappointment” to Mr. Flores). Still, a thirteen-inch Sony was an awesome find, but you couldn’t turn it into an ultra-slippery water slide, which is what we did with the plastic sheeting.

My buddy Wyatt (full name: Wyatt Kolbacher), who we call the “King of Gear,” which is funny because it sounds like that commercial for the “King of Beer,” had the idea to unroll the plastic down the grass hill behind Island Freeze (where we were meeting to plan the expedition to Blue Cave). It was as if the hill was designed to be a water slide, because it was steep, but not insanely steep, and the bottom of the slope kind of leveled out into the Island Freeze parking lot, which was made of 100 percent compacted sand.

Ty (real name: Timor) was the one who figured out how to make the water slide come to life. Ty is from one of those Eastern European countries that isn’t on the map anymore. (Or maybe it is on the map but has a different name. I don’t know much about Eastern Europe.) Ty knows how to speak English but doesn’t feel the need to. While Wyatt can’t go five seconds without talking, Ty can go days, which is why Ty didn’t even bother mentioning that he tapped into the city sprinkler system using some tools he scavenged from his dad’s truck. Ty’s dad, Mr. Dyminczyk, works for the Town of Surf Island Water Department (TOSIWD). He uses mostly humongous pipe wrenches and monster-size spanners and stuff when he’s doing maintenance work on the city sewers, so he wouldn’t get tensed out if he couldn’t find one tiny Vise-Grip locking wrench and some PVC tubing and connectors. That’s all Ty needed to get the water to start flowing up out of the sprinkler system and down our water slide. The extra added bonus of all that water cascading down the hundred-foot roll of plastic sheeting is that it uncompacted the sand in the Island Freeze driveway and created a kind of crash pool, which Mr. Flores seemed to think was a “mud hole,” but he was too busy watching a soccer game to pay us much attention (the thirteen-inch Sony, remember?). So for about an hour, life was perfect.

Wyatt preferred a no-nonsense Olympic-luge-style run down the slide. He stretched out on his back, crossed his hands over his ribs, pointed his feet down the hill, and rode the slide into the crash pool. Since Wyatt believed that he should never be barefoot except within twenty yards of the beach, his basketball shoes got thrashed. Having wet feet and socks never seemed to bother Wyatt, so we certainly didn’t care (except for the horrifying moments when Wyatt actually did take off his shoes and unleashed what we liked to call the “nuclear odor”).

My friends Din and Nar (it’s okay if you call them the Bonglukiet Twins) had trouble building up a good head of steam on the slide. The reason was—both guys were small, by far the smallest members of the Outriders. So they opted for a bobsled-style descent down Mt. Island Freeze. Their choice of sled was Ty.

Here’s an important thing you need to know about Ty—he is huge. He may be sixteen years old. We’ll never know for sure. At least he’s as big as any junior in high school and stronger than any of them. But since no one could find a translator for the school records from his home country and Ty’s father does not speak English well, Mrs. Coleman at the school office just kind of guessed and put Ty in our class. So, since Din and Nar couldn’t find a bobsled any bigger or heavier than Ty near the parking lot, they decided to have Ty lie down on his stomach and they took turns being the pilot and copilot of the “TY-boggan,” which is funny because it kind of sounds like “toboggan.” Needless to say, the Ty-boggan built up a lot of speed. Mr. Mora would probably call it “velocity,” but the end result was that if Ty didn’t roll near the end of the run, his head would piledrive into the muddy sand. Ty and the Bonglukiet Twins discovered this only after his first run down the slide. Ty’s head (which is very big even compared with the size of his body) rammed into the crash pool and DISAPPEARED up to his SHOULDERS. Being lighter, Din and Nar went flying past the crash pool and kind of skittered across the parking lot. They didn’t get hurt or anything. In fact, they were laughing hysterically, but stopped short when they realized that Ty hadn’t made the entire journey with them and was now planted like a fence post in the gunk at the bottom of the crash pool.

We all raced over and pulled on Ty’s legs, using every bit of strength we had, because not only was Ty hugely heavy, he was wet, which made him seem even huger and heavier. Not much happened for a few seconds. During that time Wyatt made things a lot worse by repeating something he had read in the Navy SEAL Survival Manual (his dad was once in the navy) about how the brain will die in four minutes if deprived of oxygen, but then we heard kind of a sucking sound like the noise you would hear when you open a jar of applesauce, and Ty’s head finally emerged from the mud. Ty was alive, but both of his nostrils were plugged with sand and he had to wipe the muck away from his eyes before he could open them. We were all really worried about the oxygen loss and Ty’s brain until Ty said quietly (he says everything quietly), “We go again.”

Bettina (full name Bettina Conroy), who had been “traying” down the hill using one of the rectangular blue plastic food trays from Island Freeze, rushed over and splashed some water on Ty to help clean him off. Bettina and Ty are close friends simply because on Ty’s first day at Surf Island Middle School, Bettina lent him a pencil. Ty never forgot this simple act of kindness, and since that time he would gladly lay down his life for her. But no matter how much Bettina tried to clean the sand off him, Ty still looked like one of those lagoon monsters from level three of Halo.

As soon as she was sure Ty was all right, Bettina resumed traying. My brother, Kyle, (assistant manager at Island Freeze, remember?) should have taken back Bettina’s tray but didn’t because:



	He couldn’t care less.

	He worships Viveca Conroy, Bettina’s big sister.





So Bettina glided down the waterslide, or “flume,” using the blue tray, which kept spinning sideways or backward, spraying Bettina’s wild curly hair all over the place. (Shelby says Bettina reminds her of an African-American Aphrodite, whoever that is). Bettina would never even think of letting go, being so stubborn and all. Some people think that Bettina is stubborn because she’s perpetually tensed out about everyone paying so much attention to her older sister, Viveca. But I think Bettina’s that way because she’s good at almost everything she tries (like archery) and the rest of the world just can’t keep up.

Midway down one of her runs, Bettina heard Din yelling from the top of the hill, “RA WANG!” which by now we know is Thai for “look out!” and she saw Din and Nar pushing their dog, Howie the Mastiff, toward the top of the waterslide. Bettina made the decision to veer off the flume to avoid being mowed down by Howie. This was a smart move because Howie is MASSIVE (243 pounds!). (I wonder if the word “mastiff comes from the word “massive” or the other way around? A good thing to look up on Google.)
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