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(STINK takes a deep whiff and hiccups.)

MOM. There's an “Island Info” kiosk. Why don’t your father and |
go over and find out about our hotel—

DAD. The Clam On Inn. Get it?

MOM. We can get a list of restaurants, too. And shops. And bike
rentals and—

DAD. Good idea. Judy watch your brother.

(JUDY rolls her eyes. MOM and DAD exit. STINK slumps lo his
knees and hiccups.)

JUDY MOODY. What's wrong? Are you going to puke?
STINK. Never say “puke” when someone’s about to puke.

JUDY MOODY. Doctor Judy here! Close your eyes and put your
head between your knees, Stink.

(JUDY pulls a packet of crackers out of a belly bag or packet.)
Have a cracker. Mom gave them to me in case we felt like we mi ght
hurl.
STINK. Don't say “hurl.”
JUDY MOODY. Have a band-aid. Band-aids make everything better.
STINK. My feet itch .., I have red blotches ... My teeth hurt . ..
That’s it, I have scurvy!
JUDY MOODY. You're just sunburned and a little seasick, Stink.
STINK. Luckily I brought my survival kit.
JUDY MOODY. You mean your backpack.
STINK. (Digging through his backpack;) My survival kit. Compass,
check. Flag, check.
JUDY MOODY. What's with the red flag?
STINK. For your information, this was the flag of a real Moody
pirate. His name was Christopher Moody. He sailed with Black Bart.
JUDY MOODY. A M[)()C‘!Y—?Jliﬁt think, Stink: he could be our great-
great-great-great-great-grandpa pirate. Rare. I have pirate blood in
me!

STINK. Girls can't be pirates,
JUDY MOODY. Says who?
(STINK pulls The Book of Pirate Rules out of his backpack.)
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STINK. Says Pirate Rule Number Six: “No girls allowed on ships.”
It's the Pirate Code. See?

JUDY MOODY. What about girl pirates like Anne Bonny and Mary
Read, who dressed up like boys? Take that, Pirate Rule Number Six!

STINK. Hey, dor't be knocking the Pirate Rules, Poopy Longstockings.
(Looking in backpack:)

Let's see: flashlight, check. Spyglass.

JUDY MOODY. Spyglass—? Let me look.

STINK. I want to meet pirates and look at shipwrecks and find trea-
sure—as in real gold!

(Singing and dancing a screwy jig:)

“BIFTEEN MEN ON THE DEAD MAN'S CHEST YO-HO-HO AND
A BUCKET OF FUN!"

JUDY MOODY. (Looking through spyglass:) Hey Stink, there’s a boy
over there staring at you. That tall one next to that girl with the
glasses. She looks smart.

She’s staring at you, too. | wonder who they are.

(A ship's bell clangs, a gull cries.)
SCURVY SAM. AVAST YE!
STINK. Huh-?

(SCURVY SAM swings into view on a long rope—or rolls on in
a barrel or some equally fantastic entrance. He careens onto the
dock, missing his targeted release point, crashing into something,
sending people scattering. He's wearing a hoop earring, boots and
britches, and a patch over one eye.)

SCURVY SAM. Name’s Capn Weevill But me friends call me
Scurvy Sam! And who might ye be?

STINK. Um, Capn Moody, here.

JUDY MOODY. But his friends call him Scurvy Stink.
STINK. And this be Mad Molly O'Maggot.

JUDY MOODY. Thanksalot . ..

SCURVY SAM. Welcome to Pirate [sland!

STINK. Pirate Island?

JUDY MOODY. 1 thought this was Okey Doke Island.




