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Emily Wild checked her watch.

The boys were late.

Scott and Jack’s train – the 10.06 from London to Penzance – had been due to arrive at Carrickstowe Station seventeen minutes ago. Allowing five minutes to get their bikes off the train and another ten to cycle through town, they should be crossing the causeway from the mainland to Castle Key precisely now!

Emily leaned back against the trunk of the willow tree and felt the ridges of warm bark through her t-shirt. The broad branch made a perfect observation post. Camouflaged by leafy fronds, you could monitor everyone entering or leaving the island across the causeway. Emily lowered the binoculars and wrote in the notebook propped open on her knees: TESCO delivery van, 15.15. That guy was running late too. Mrs Roberts at Lilac Cottage had her shopping delivered every Thursday afternoon and it usually arrived at ten past three.

‘Maybe there’s a traffic jam in Carrickstowe,’ she said. ‘What do you think, Drift?’

Drift was inside the hollow tree playing chicken with two very annoying squirrels. Every time he got close, they scurried up to a higher branch, taunting him and pulling faces. Drift perked one ear – the white one with brown spots – at Emily’s words. He didn’t know what she was saying, of course, but he was a very good listener.

‘Jack’s probably stopped to buy some sweets at the station kiosk,’ Emily told him. ‘Or they’ve got into a row over the quickest route to the causeway.’ Emily didn’t have any brothers or sisters herself, so when she’d first met Scott and Jack Carter she’d been a bit taken aback that arguing was their normal mode of communication. But that was a year ago and she was used to it now. Since then, they’d found buried treasure, discovered a new species of dinosaur, rescued a film star and tracked down a legendary cursed ruby, to name but a few of their adventures together.

Emily lifted the binoculars again, screwing up her eyes against the glare. The sun was sparkling off the waves in the channel between the island and the mainland; it bleached the sails of the yachts to a dazzling white and glinted off the wings of the gulls as they swooped. The tarmac road across the causeway shimmered in the heat haze. A green and yellow bus lumbered across, followed by a small silver car.

Emily did a double take. She cross-checked the registration number against yesterday’s records. Yes, that was the same Ford Fiesta she’d seen three times in the last three days. She was pretty sure it didn’t belong to anyone local. The driver was a young man on his own and Emily had never seen him talking to anyone. She’d spotted his car in some odd locations too. Once he was driving slowly along a moorland track near the quarry. And twice she’d seen him parked in a lay-by near Westward Beach. She was sure he’d sped off as soon as he noticed her glance in his direction as she cycled past.

Highly suspicious, Emily thought as she recorded the sighting in her notebook.

She picked up the binoculars again and, at last, she spotted two cyclists. Jack was in front, head down and legs pumping manically on the pedals of his BMX bike. Scott followed at a more leisurely pace, his floppy brown hair flying back in the breeze. A year older than Jack, Scott was more laid-back and – he liked to think – way cooler than his brother. Emily giggled. With their bulky backpacks, the boys looked like giant snails, carrying their homes on their backs.

She waited until the boys had left the causeway and were on the island road not far from the willow tree. Then she dangled her legs from the branch and dropped to the ground. Calling softly for Drift to follow, she commando-crawled through the bracken to the edge of the road.

‘Stand and deliver!’ she shouted as she leaped out of the undergrowth.

‘Aggghhh!’ Jack yelled, slamming his brakes on so hard they squealed. He’d been daydreaming about the gallons of ice-cold Coke he was going to knock back as soon as he got to Stone Cottage. Knowing Aunt Kate, she’d have some awesome cakes waiting for them too. Then they’d head off to The Lighthouse to see Emily and Drift. He had it all worked out. Then, all of a sudden, he was being set upon by a mugger and some kind of ferocious beast – quite possibly a mountain lion.

‘Look what you’re doing!’ Scott shouted, almost crashing into him.

Jack opened his eyes and realized the ambushers were only Emily and Drift. He staggered onto the wide verge, dropped his bike against the hedge and with arms outstretched, keeled over backwards onto his rucksack in the long grass, sending up a cloud of fluffy white dandelion seeds. Drift bounced onto his stomach and licked his face in joyful greeting, as the seeds wafted around them like miniature parachutes.

‘We saw you coming a mile off!’ Jack spluttered through the tsunami of dog drool.

Scott flopped down next to him. ‘Yeah, we were just pretending to be surprised!’ he said, laughing as Drift belly-flopped onto his chest.

‘Of course you were!’ Emily laughed. She couldn’t stop laughing, in fact, as the boys wriggled around like upturned beetles, pinned down by their heavy backpacks. When they finally managed to sit up she greeted them both with an awkward high-five-slash-hug. She quickly pulled away in case they thought she was being soppy. ‘So what took you so long?’ she asked. ‘No, don’t tell me. Jack stopped for sweets and then you couldn’t agree which way to come.’

Jack stared at Emily and then at the pack of toffees he’d just pulled from his backpack. She was right! He had felt a bit peckish when they got off the train and had made a quick detour for emergency provisions. Then Scott refused to take a brilliant short-cut, just because it would involve lifting their bikes over a locked gate. Had Emily developed mind-reading powers since they’d last seen her?

Scott swigged from a bottle of water. ‘You must’ve had your spies out watching us, Em!’

‘I didn’t need to!’ Emily laughed. ‘You two are just so predictable.’

‘No, we’re not!’ Scott and Jack protested.

‘Anyway, on the subject of spies,’ Emily said, switching into a serious tone all of a sudden. ‘I’ve spotted one.’ She paused dramatically and looked from Jack to Scott and back again. ‘Right here on Castle Key!’
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