CHAPTERS 1 – 13
 
 
CHAPTER ONE
 
 "But Jason, it's an island! What are we going to do? It could be so boring—no McDonald's, no KFC, nothing!" Jason Betelli had come over to his best friend Luke Mills house to tell him he would be spending the first week of the holidays with his Father on Dark-water Island. “Dad has a commission to photograph the island and its residents for a magazine. He said you and Julie could come along, but it’s up to you.” Luke looked doubtful. “I guess we could explore the island, and I don’t have anything to do for the holidays. Is Julie coming?” “I’m going to ring her now,” Jason pulled out his phone and put a call through to Julie. She did not answer and Jason sent a text with details about the island trip. 
 
Luke shrugged. If Jason would not be around, Luke would not have much to do at home. “Ok, count me in. How many people live on the island?” “Three thousand, Jason said, so there will be shops. We’ll still be able to buy Coca Cola and ice-cream and stuff.” “When do we leave?” Luke inquired. Jason cracked a smile. He had been really hoping Luke would come. “Tomorrow morning at 11am. Dad will be driving to the coast, then we get a boat from there. The boat trip is about one and a half hours hours,” “Ok, Luke said, I’m sure my parents will let me come. I’ll be ready at at 11am.” 
Jason’s phone gave the text beep, He pulled it out. "Julie’s excited to join us! I’ll let her know you’re coming and to be ready by 11 a.m." “Julie says she is excited to come. I’ll text her you are coming, and to be ready at 11am.” Julie Kostas, Luke Mills, and Jason Betelli, other wise known as the kid detectives, were off on another adventure. 
 
CHAPTER TWO
 
 A strong wind and a choppy sea made for a rough trip to the island. The boat was either rocking from side to side or pitching up and down. Just as the queasy waves of seasickness began to churn in each of their stomachs, the island finally appeared on the horizon, a welcome sight that brought instant relief. After Jason messaged her, Julie did some research online to find how the island got its name. It seemed to be a combination of weather and the islands geographical features. Frequent storms or fog made the island appear dark and foreboding. Sheer dark rocky cliffs, and dense forest on part of the island, caused the deep water to appear dark around the island. 
 
The boat cut a gentle wake as it approached the island’s wharf. The weathered wood of the hull creaked softly in rhythm with the waves. The wooden planks of the wharf stretched out like a welcoming hand. Seagulls circled overhead, their cries mingling with the sound of the boat’s engine humming down to a soft purr. With a final tug on the ropes, the boat's crew expertly brought it alongside the dock, where the gentle bump against the wharf signalled the journey’s end. The Magazine had rented a small two bedroom cottage for Jason’s Father……... 
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