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One

The Wreck of the Mermaid
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‘That’s where the Mermaid ran aground.’

Emily Wild pointed out across the bay towards Pirate Cove.

Jack took the binoculars and focused on the jagged rocks jutting up from the water, rocketing the waves into fountains of white spray.

Jack and his older brother Scott had only received Emily’s text message (new guest – v. v. interesting) half an hour ago, but they’d sprinted all the way to The Lighthouse from Stone Cottage, where they were staying with their Great-aunt Kate for the Easter holidays. Emily never gave much away in a text (in case her phone fell into enemy hands, she claimed) but the boys knew her well enough to know that v. v. interesting had to be something good.

Now they were all sitting on the rocks below the old red and white lighthouse, which Emily’s parents ran as a Bed and Breakfast, along with Emily’s little dog Drift, of course. A young man with dark, closely cropped hair and light brown skin stretched over angular cheekbones and a square jaw was waging war with a large map; every time he unfolded another section, a wilful sea breeze flipped it up over his head.

‘This is Joe Gordon,’ Emily said. ‘He checked in at The Lighthouse this morning.’

‘Hi there!’ Joe peeled the flapping map from his face and waved.

‘Joe is going to be diving down to the shipwreck.’ Emily scooped up a handful of stones and weighted the map down on a flat rock. Drift thought this was a great game. He began picking up pebbles in his jaws and dropping them on the map.

‘So, you’re exploring the Mermaid for your research?’ Scott asked. Scott and Jack’s dad, Leo Carter, was an archaeologist, so they were used to people trekking off to far-flung locations to unearth bits of ancient history. But Scott couldn’t help feeling a bit disappointed. Since they’d started coming to Castle Key last summer, the guests at The Lighthouse had included an ex-SAS stunt man, a glamorous international art thief, and a group of legendary rock stars. Joe Gordon seemed a nice enough guy, but a historian wasn’t exactly in the same league – even if he was wearing the coolest pair of trainers Scott had seen in a long time.

But Joe Gordon shook his head. ‘No, it’s not research exactly, I’m —’

‘Joe’s just started a diving company that recovers valuable cargo from shipwrecks,’ Emily interrupted.

Scott was impressed. ‘A professional treasure-hunter?’

‘You mean that’s actually a job?’ Jack asked in disbelief. ‘How come nobody mentioned that one at our last school careers day?’

Joe laughed. ‘We’ve been trying to keep it a secret for years!’

‘So what do you think you’ll find down there?’ Scott nudged aside a pile of Drift’s stones and studied the map. Joe had marked the location of the wreck in red pen.

Joe rubbed his chin. ‘Well, the Mermaid’s been down there over two hundred years. She sank in—’

‘1779,’ Emily chipped in.

‘That’s right. She was a big cutter belonging to —’

‘Thomas Pendragon,’ Emily interrupted again. ‘He was the owner of Pendragon Manor at the time.’

‘Exactly,’ Joe said. ‘A wealthy landowner. But he was also a well-known—’

‘Smuggler!’ Emily breathed, her eyes shining with delight.

Joe Gordon turned to the boys and grinned. ‘Is she always like this?’

Scott and Jack both nodded. ‘Yeah.’

‘Like what?’ Emily interrupted.

Scott, Jack and Joe Gordon laughed.

‘You haven’t let Joe finish a single sentence, Em,’ Scott explained.

Jack came to Emily’s defence. ‘She can’t help it. Smuggling is one of Emily’s favourite subjects. Along with espionage and criminal investigation. She’s totally obsessed.’

‘I am not obsessed!’ Emily protested, raking tresses of long conker-brown hair out of her eyes. She was seriously considering giving both Scott and Jack a hefty shove. But she stopped herself. For a start, they might fall off the rocks into the sea. And maybe they have a point, she thought reluctantly. I suppose I might have been bulldozing Joe a bit. ‘OK, I promise I won’t butt in any more!’ She laughed and mimed a lip-zipping action.

Joe Gordon smiled. ‘It’s OK. I don’t blame you for being interested. The history of smuggling in Cornwall is fascinating. It was big business in the eighteenth century. Brandy, silver, tobacco, tea, silks . . . Most people round here were involved one way or another. It was one of the few ways to make a living.’

‘And everyone hated the customs men who came to collect the taxes,’ Emily added. Then she clapped her hand over her mouth. ‘Oops, I’m doing it again!’

‘That’s alright. You go for it,’ Joe said with a grin. ‘You obviously know your stuff.’

‘The inlets near Pirate Cove, and further west around Keyhole Cove, were perfect places to land the smuggled goods,’ Emily explained, ‘because only local sailors knew how to navigate the treacherous rocks. Customs boats wouldn’t dare approach.’

‘Tell me about it!’ Jack laughed, remembering their own recent escapades saving a drowning man in Keyhole Cove. Those rocks were lethal.

‘So how come the Mermaid ran aground if the smugglers knew their way around?’ Scott asked, as logical as ever.

‘Thomas Pendragon was betrayed!’ Emily said dramatically. She remembered the story well. Old Bob the fisherman had told it to her many a time. ‘One of the servants at Pendragon Manor had been accused of stealing from the house, so she decided to get her revenge. She found out when the Mermaid would next be sailing back from France, with a cargo of contraband, and she tipped off the customs men. They overpowered the smugglers’ landing party – the men who were waiting to help unload – and then lay in wait at Pirate Cove to catch the smugglers as they came ashore. But one of Pendragon’s men on the island heard about the ambush plan and lit a fire on the cliff near the castle to warn him.’

Jack followed Emily’s gaze up to the ruined castle high on the cliff top. He could almost see the beacon burning. ‘So what happened?’

‘Pendragon tried to retreat but it was too late. The customs men fired on them from land and from small boats,’ Emily went on. ‘In all the confusion, the Mermaid hit the rocks and sank. All hands – including Pendragon – were drowned.’

‘Wow!’ Jack whistled. ‘Cool story.’

He turned to Joe Gordon. ‘And now you’re going to salvage all the smuggled cargo from the wreck?’ His imagination was running on turbo power, conjuring up an underwater Aladdin’s cave of gold ingots and glittering jewels.

Joe shook his head. ‘Unfortunately, there’s not much left down there. There’ve been lots of dives over the years and anything valuable has been taken already. No, I’m looking for the body of Thomas Pendragon.’

Scott frowned. ‘Surely it’s just a skeleton?’

‘It’s what the skeleton’s wearing that I’m interested in,’ Joe said.

Jack was puzzled. ‘But won’t all the cloth have rotted into fish food by now?’

‘I’m not after his clothes,’ Joe explained. ‘The company that now own the Pendragon Estate contacted me a few weeks ago. Their lawyers found an old letter in the library at the manor. It’s from Thomas Pendragon to his son. It mentions a special compass with some kind of map or code engraved into the brass lid, revealing the secret hiding place where Pendragon and other smugglers stashed their contraband before selling it on. To this day, it’s never been found.’

Secret hiding place! The thrilling words sent a shiver down Jack’s spine. This story just kept getting better. ‘So you’re going to find the compass and then find the treasure?’

‘That’s the plan. The new owners of the Pendragon Estate have hired me to try to recover the compass for them. In the old letter, Pendragon told his son that he always wore the compass on a chain around his neck.’

Suddenly Scott noticed that they’d been talking about smuggling for two whole minutes and Emily hadn’t interrupted once! ‘Are you alright, Em?’ he asked.

‘Hmm? What?’ Emily murmured. She’d hardly heard Scott’s question. She was too busy gazing out towards Pirate Cove. Somewhere, far beneath those cold, deep waters, the wreck of the Mermaid had lain silent for hundreds of years, along with her ghostly skeleton crew and the key to a secret hoard of forgotten treasures! An idea was unfolding in Emily’s mind – an idea so magical she hardly dared put it into words.

Wouldn’t it be the most amazing adventure ever to be the one to find the Pendragon compass?

When she finally spoke, Emily’s voice was barely more than a whisper. ‘You couldn’t take me down to the wreck, could you?’


Two

Serious Trouble
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Joe laughed. ‘I’d be happy to show you the wreck. But, of course, you’d have to be a qualified scuba diver!’ Emily could tell Joe thought that was about as likely as her being a brain surgeon or an Olympic shot-putter. ‘Well that’s alright then,’ she said casually. ‘We did a diving course at school last year and I got my PADI Open Water certificate.’ But then she felt a tug of guilt. She was certain the boys wouldn’t have learned to dive back home in London. Would it be very selfish to go off exploring the Mermaid if they couldn’t come too?

But to Emily’s astonishment, Scott was nodding enthusiastically. ‘Me too!’

‘Are you serious?’ Emily asked.

‘Yeah, last year we went to Scotland with Dad. While he was off excavating an Iron Age burial chamber on the Isle of Mull, we did a diving course.’

Emily smiled at Joe. ‘Great, so when do we go?’

‘We can help you search for the body, too,’ Scott added. ‘We’ll be dead useful.’

Joe laughed. ‘How could I refuse, when I’m being ambushed on all sides? I have to do a test dive first thing in the morning to make sure the wreck is safe. If I’m done in time, I could take you afterwards – if you can get permission from your parents, that is . . .’

‘Thank you!’ Emily whooped.

‘See you tomorrow then,’ Joe laughed as he folded the map and headed back to The Lighthouse.

‘I’ll text Dad now!’ Scott was already pulling his phone from his jeans pocket.

‘Well, I hope you two have bags of fun!’ Jack said huffily. He jumped up and stalked off along the promontory.

Emily stared after him. This wasn’t like Jack! Why wasn’t he shouting Awesome! What are we waiting for? at the prospect of exploring a real-life smugglers’ wreck?

‘What’s his issue?’ Scott laughed. Then it came to him. Of course! They’d both completed the first five days of the PADI course, but on the last day . . .

‘Jack didn’t actually get his certificate,’ Scott explained.

‘Why not?’ Emily asked.

‘Someone told him they’d seen a great white shark.’ Scott couldn’t help grinning at the memory. ‘You should have seen his face! He refused to get back in the water. The great wally! Everyone knows there are no great whites in Scotland.’

‘So who told him there were, then?’ Emily shot Scott a suspicious look. ‘It wasn’t you, was it?’

Scott studied his feet. It had been really funny at the time. How come he felt such a weasel about it now? ‘Er, I can’t really remember . . .’

Emily planted her hands on her hips. ‘We can’t go without him!’

‘Why not?’ Scott demanded. ‘It’s not like we’re the Three Musketeers! All for one and one for all and all that!’

Emily looked along the promontory. Maybe Scott was right. They didn’t have to do everything together. And she really wanted to go on that dive. But Jack looked so miserable with his hands stuffed into his pockets, kicking at clumps of heather. Drift trotted after him, then looked back, one paw raised and his spotted ear perked. He could tell something was wrong.

Suddenly Emily had an idea. She ran after Jack and grabbed his arm. ‘Could you do me a big favour?’ she asked.

Jack didn’t stop.

‘I really need someone to look after Drift for me tomorrow,’ Emily persisted. ‘He can’t come on the dive, of course, and he’d be bored waiting in the boat by himself. Would you mind?’

Jack was so surprised he turned round. Maybe Scott hadn’t told Emily about the Scottish Great White Fiasco. Then he thought again. When had Scott ever missed an opportunity to make out his younger brother was Wimp of the Year? Emily was just being nice, pretending she didn’t know.

Jack shrugged. ‘OK,’ he muttered.

He didn’t really have much choice.
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Next morning Scott couldn’t concentrate on his guitar practice, or even on watching TV. He ended up helping Aunt Kate plant out seedlings in her greenhouse. But he was so busy checking his phone for messages from Emily that he mixed up the marigolds with the marrows, and the lupins with the lettuce.

Eventually, Aunt Kate put down her trowel, looked at him over her glasses and smiled. ‘Scott, dear, would you mind very much not helping me for a while?’

Jack rolled his eyes. ‘It’s only a stupid shipwreck,’ he grumbled. ‘Joe said there’s no treasure left down there. It’ll be a few planks covered in barnacles! Big deal!’

But at last Emily called.

The dive was on!

‘Cheers!’ Jack muttered darkly, as Scott shoved a seed tray into his hands and hared out of the greenhouse. ‘I’ll just go and collect Drift then, shall I?’

The seed tray slipped, tipping a small avalanche of compost down Jack’s shorts.

This was turning out to be a perfect day.
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Scott headed straight for the Castle Key Cabin on the seafront to hire a wetsuit and diving gear. The owner, Mrs Phillips, was away on holiday, so her assistant, Theo Jarvis – a tall, gangly surfing fanatic with a thicket of wild hair bleached by sun and sea salt – was looking after the shop. He was very knowledgeable about all the equipment for hire and soon had Scott kitted out.

Emily ran to meet Scott as he left the shop, and helped carry the cumbersome equipment down to the harbour where Joe Gordon was waiting. He’d chartered a large motorboat, Island Mist, to take them to the dive site, as well as a local skipper who knew the dangerous waters around Pirate Cove. Ryan Trevithick was the great-nephew of Old Bob, the Castle Key fisherman the friends knew so well. With his craggy features and old woollen cap pulled down to meet bushy eyebrows, he looked like a slightly younger clone of his great-uncle.

Emily and Scott settled down on deck and started organizing their gear; Scott wasn’t surprised to see that Emily had brought along a small waterproof camera, a dive knife and an underwater notepad. She wouldn’t let a detail like being on the seabed stop her having her full investigation kit at the ready. Knowing Emily, even if they didn’t find Thomas Pendragon, she’d uncover a criminal gang of villainous sea urchins or a dolphin double agent.

Joe Gordon checked his watch. ‘Where’s Kelly got to?’

‘Kelly?’ Scott asked.

‘Kelly Mann,’ Emily told him. ‘She’s from Australia and she’s staying at The Lighthouse too. She’s diving with Joe to make a documentary film.’

‘It’ll be good advertising for my wreck-recovery business,’ Joe added. ‘We might even get on TV if we find anything good. If she ever turns up, that is.’

‘There she is!’ Emily pointed out a short, plump woman hurrying towards them. Kelly Mann had straight dark hair cut in a pudding-bowl style, and she wore a baggy black Adopt a Gorilla t-shirt over her wetsuit. ‘How’s it going?’ she shouted in a big booming voice.

The boat rocked alarmingly as Scott helped her aboard with her dive bag and two bulky camera cases.

At last they set off. As Island Mist scudded across the choppy waves, Joe talked them through the dive.

‘It’s all pretty straightforward. The Mermaid lies in shallow waters. We’ll only be going down to fifteen metres max. I fixed a shotline to the wreck from a surface buoy yesterday, so we’ll use that to guide us down.’

‘No problem,’ Scott said, but his heart was starting to race. He hadn’t dived for a year. Would he remember what to do?

As if reading his mind, Joe went on. ‘We’ll run through some emergency drills in the water to refresh everyone’s memory. We’ll have dive buddies of course. Scott, you stick with me, and Emily can team up with Kelly.’

Kelly high-fived Emily with a force that nearly toppled her overboard.

‘And a couple of ground rules,’ Joe added. ‘Stay with your buddy at all times and we’re not going inside the wreck today. You kids aren’t qualified wreck divers yet. Just look from the outside.’

Emily opened her mouth as if to object but then she nodded reluctantly. She knew Joe couldn’t risk them getting trapped inside the wreck.

While Ryan anchored Island Mist near the orange surface buoy, the four divers ran through their safety routine, checking their own equipment and then their buddy’s. Scott placed the regulator in his mouth and pressed the purge valve. The hiss of air from the cylinder indicated it was all working fine. He glanced at Emily to see whether she looked as nervous as he felt. But she was grinning with excitement as she tightened the straps of her buoyancy control device – a kind of high-tech life jacket – and adjusted her weight belt.

At last the four divers hauled themselves onto the side of the boat, waddling like clowns in their diving fins. Scott clamped his hand over his facemask and regulator to hold them in place and rolled backwards into the waves. He quickly righted himself and joined the others in a circle, treading water. When they’d all signalled they were ready Joe pointed his thumb down at the water. It was time to descend.

With fumbling fingers Scott let out some air from his buoyancy control device. Within a few moments he was sinking, feeling his way down the guide rope. Blood roared in his ears. At first his lungs fought to gulp down air. This is all wrong! they screamed. Humans can’t breathe underwater! But then his brain kicked in, reminding him to breathe slowly and deeply.
OEBPS/page-template.xpgt
 

 
	 
		 
	

	 
		 
	

	 
		 
	

	 
		 
	

	 
		 
	    		 
	   		 
	    		 
		
	



 
	 






OEBPS/map_r1.jpg





OEBPS/image02_r1.jpg





OEBPS/image01_r1.jpg





OEBPS/title01_r1.jpg





OEBPS/common01_r1.jpg





OEBPS/common02_r1.jpg





OEBPS/common03_r1.jpg





OEBPS/msr_cvi_r1.jpg





OEBPS/pub_r1.jpg
Orion
Children’s Books





