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Granny tickled the parrot under its chin. “Time to go and get your
treasure, Treasure!” she said.
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| TREASURE'S
V epapy | CHAPTER 6,

L

The garden at Sunset Isle didn’t look anything like | remembered.
The beautiful flat lawn I'd dreamed of performing my best cartwheels on
was covered in what looked like giant mole hills. | didn’t believe in giant
moles, of course; | thought it was more likely that Mr Flint had been
digging up the lawn looking for Captain Flint’s treasure.

“Watch out!” | said to Granny, who was steering her walker
towards a deep hole.

Granny seemed to be in a world of her own; she wasn't Iooking

brought with her. It was just a shame she’d forgotten her reading
glasses.

“What's that?” she asked me, pointing at some squiggles.

It looked like a game of noughts and crosses, but the noughts
outnumbered the crosses twenty to one. “| don’t know,” | replied. “It kind
of looks like a heap of stones or...”

“...rocks!” shrieked Treasure, flying off Granny’s shoulder and into
a rockery to land on a rock that was shaped just like an X.
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“X marks the spot,” said Granny, pulling out a trowel from her bag
and giving it to me.

“Dig! Dig!” squawked Treasure, flying back to Granny.

dig. I'd only dug down a little way before the trowel thudded into
something hard. | scraped the rest of the soil away with my hands and
pulled out a small wooden box, which had a lock that looked just like a
tiny treasure chest.

Granny clapped her hands. “It's Treasure’s treasure,” she said.
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“I think you'll find that's my treasure,” said a voice from behind us.
| jumped up to see Mr Flint bearing down on us, with Mrs Lovewell
close behind.

“Sunset Isle belongs to me,” continued Flint, one side of his mouth
curling up into his moustache, “so anything found on it is also mine.”

Granny shook a fist at him. “This is Treasure’s island,” she
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snapped.

Flint took a step forward. “As my uncle’s closest relative, |
ited all of his belongings,” he said. “So, this is my island and that is

asure. Hand it over.”

Flint snatched the box out of my hands and stepped away, trying
to prise the lid open. “Drat!” he said. “It's locked! Still, I'm sure the key
will be in the house somewhere.”

Akey! | knew where the key was, but | couldn’t say until | had the
box away from Flint. | took a deep steadying breath and then flew into
my best supersonic cartwheel, kicking the box out of the unsuspecting
Flint's hands. It flew through the air and landed in Granny’s arms.
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“Quick!” | yelled. “Treasure has the key!”

She slipped the key from Treasure’s neck. It slid easily into the
lock and turned with a little click.

“Give me the treasure!” yelled Flint stepping forward but Mrs
Lovewell grabbed his arm and held him back.
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“All in good time, Mr Flint,” she said.

Granny looked in the box. “There’s no treasure here,” she said.
“Just an old envelope with some writing on it.” She handed it to me.
“You'll have to read it, Jen lass.”

| took the envelope from her; it felt crisp in my fingers like autumn
leaves. On the front, in swirly letters, were written the words ‘Last Will
and Testament'.

Carefully, | opened the envelope and slid the paper out from
inside. Unfolding it, | saw more swirly letters. | read them out loud.

‘This is the last will and testament of Captain James Flint. | hereby
leave my boat, my house, my island and all my possessions to my most
faithful friend, Treasure, and whatever new owner he finds himself’.

| looked up at Granny. “What does that mean?” | asked.

Granny chuckled. “It means that Treasure WAS the treasure all
along.”

“He’s mine!” bellowed Flint. “I inherited the bird from my uncle. It
all belongs to me.” With that, he lunged forward to snatch the will from
my hands.

But Mrs Lovewell held firm. “Not so fast, Mr Flint,” she said,
plunging her free hand deep into a cardigan pocket. “I can prove that
you are not.” And she pulled out a... rabbit.
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“Oh, sorry,” she blushed, popping the rabbit on the floor before
“This document,” she explained, “is the one you signed when you first
brought Treasure to me two years ago. In it you signed over complete

ownership of Treasure to ‘All's Well Animal Sanctuary’.

Releasing her grasp of Flint, Mrs Lovewell put her right hand into
another pocket and pulled out yet another piece of paper. “And this is
the piece of paper that Mrs Silver signed when she took over ownership
of him and gave him the loving home he deserved. Proving that Mrs
Silver is the owner of Captain Flint's Treasure!”

“That’s right,” Granny said, staring at Mr Flint. “So get off my
island, you scurvy dog!”

“And who's going to make me?” asked Mr Flint, his chest puffed
out.

“Treasure!” cried the parrot, who launched himself towards Mr
Flint's head. Flint waved his arms at the attacking blue blur but this just
made Treasure angrier. Flapping his wings to gain height he bombed
Mr Flint with poo after poo!

“Arghh!” screamed Flint. “Get that filthy bird away from me!”
Covering his head with his hands and doing his best to dodge holes, he
tripped and stumbled towards the harbour before disappearing out of
sight.

“I never did like him,” said Mrs Lovewell as we made our way
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along the path to the front door of Sunset House. “Always so unkind to
animals.”

There was a flurry of blue feathers and Treasure landed back on
Granny. She tickled him under the beak. “Clever boy, Treasure,” she
said gently, looking up at the many windows of the house that towered
above us. “Do you think Captain Flint's house is big enough for an old
pirate, her parrot and her granddaughter’s family?”

Mrs Lovewell gave a great big smile. “Oh, | should think you could
just about manage to squeeze in,” she said, winking at me. “And with a
bit of work this lawn will be perfect for cartwheel displays!”

Granny put an arm on my shoulder. “So, what do you say, Jen
lass?” she asked. “Would you like to come and live with me on
Treasure’s Island?”

“Oh yes!” | shouted, flying into a triple cartwheel. | stopped and
looked up at the parrot, who was happily nibbling on Granny’s grey
wispy hair. “But only if Treasure doesn’t mind?”

“What do you think, Treasure?” asked Granny, opening the front
door. “Can Jen join the crew?”

Treasure swooped from Granny’s shoulder to mine. “All aboard!”
he squawked.
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“Granny! Turn the boat around!” | yelled but Granny wasn't
listening, she was singing.

“A life on the ocean waves, a home on the rolling sea...” Treasure
bobbed his head and joined in with a high-pitched squawk.
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| grabbed her shoulder and turned her to look at me. “Granny! You
can't do this!”

Her eyes twinkled in the sunlight. “Do what Jen lass?” she asked.

“This,” | said pointing all around at the boat, “you can’'t be a
pirate!”

Granny looked shocked. “Of course, | can't be a pirate,” she said,
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“not without the Jolly Roger!”
“The what?” | asked but Granny had already turned away.

She was busying herself at the mast. Leaning over, she picked up
her large carpet handbag and pulled out a great big black knitted
jumper, which she fastened to a rope and hauled up the mast. Only it
wasn't a jumper, was it? As the wind caught it, it unfurled into a large
pirate flag knitted out of black and white wool.

“Jolly Roger! Jolly Roger!” shrieked Treasure happily.

Hobbling back to the ship’s wheel, Granny gave me a little pat on
my shoulder. “Now | can be a pirate,” she said, before giving the wheel
a whizz to the right and continuing her song.

rocked and rolled as | swerved about after her along the deck. “That’s
not what | meant Granny,” | said. “You can’t steal someone else’s boat!”

Granny paused mid chorus. “But I'm not stealing,” she said. “This
is Treasure’s boat.”

Treasure flapped his wings, “Treasure’s boat Captain,” he
squawked.

“But it’s not,” | tried to explain. “The boat belongs to Mr Flint, he
inherited it from his uncle.”

Treasure leaned over trying to peck my head. “Scurvy dog!”
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| stepped back. “Granny, if you don't take this boat right back,
you'll be arrested and go to prison.”

Granny turned her eyes on me; the twinkling had set hard like a
diamond. “Jen,” she said, “this boat belongs to Treasure and I'm going
to prove it.”

It was no use; nothing | could say was going to make any
difference and the rocking and rolling of the boat was beginning to
make me feel sick. | moved to the back and leaned over the side, the
seawater splashing up into my face when | saw it: another boat, coming
up from behind and closing in fast. This boat didn't have any sails. It
was bright red and powered by a large motor. | could just make out two

wind, was Mrs Lovewell and at the wheel was Mr. Flint.
“GRANNY!" | screamed. “We're being followed!”

“SCURVY DOG! SCURVY DOG!" Treasure shrieked again and
again flapping around the boat.

“Granny, stop!” | pleaded. “You can't out sail a motorboat!”

Granny gave a deep scowl. “| can’t out sail them, but | can
outmanoeuvre them. You know what to do, Treasure!”

Treasure suddenly stopped flying in circles and landed on a lever
at the back of the boat. As he did, it went down causing a big black
tube to rise out of the deck. A cannon!

“What are you doing?” | yelled as Granny opened her bag again
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and pulled out a great black ball which she dropped into the open
mouth of the cannon. “You can’t shoot them!”

“I'm not shooting them,” Granny said lighting the fuse. “I'm yarn
bombing them!”

BOoOM!!

The black ball shot out and flew directly towards the oncoming
speedboat, a little string flapped in the wind behind it and it began to
unravel. Granny hadn't fired a cannonball, but a giant ball of black
wool!

It hit the crew of the oncoming speedboat and exploded into a
mass of tangles and knots around them.

“You'll pay for this, madam!” Mr Flint yelled. He attempted to raise
his arm to wave his fist, but the wool had him in a right tangle. Not only
had he lost control of his arms but the boat as well, and it was heading
straight for us!
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But Granny was ready for them. Reaching the ship’s wheel once
more, she swung us round and out of harm’s way. The motorboat sped
straight past us and on towards the horizon.

“Avast, scurvy dog!” squawked Treasure.

Granny steadied the boat into its new course. There in the
distance, right ahead of us, was Sunset Isle and its towering house.





