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SPEED SURF

The security guard’s hand landed roughly on Mitch’s
arm. ‘Come on. Fun’s over for one day. 2

Out31de, Mitch sat down on the gallery steps. He
closed his eyes, trying to conjure up the face he’d seen
in the sketch® Was he right?

Yes, definitely. He was as certain as he could be.

The man they suspected of walking out with a five
million dollar painting under his arm was the man
who had come into Cyber-Snax earlier that week.
Mitch had helped him send the message over the Net
to the trans-Atlantic yachta)race bulletirtboard ...
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The white-topped waves loomedohigh above Josh’s
head. It was all he could do to stop himself crying out
in fear.

As the water crashed down, he turned his head
away. Into his ears hammered®the sounds of a wave
pounding®onto the yacht's foredeck®nd fierce®hissing®
as the water sluiced over the side and back into the
sea.

Breathing heavily, he looked up. The yacht’s sails,
large and fat-bellied?were filled with the wind he could
hear howling®around him. At his side, almost within
touching distance, the sea was rushing past.

Another wave crashed against the bow. then
another, sending spray”high into the air. Josh could
almost taste the salt on his lips.

He peered®ahead. The horizon®was barely’ visible®
merging®with the grey clouds. Looking this way and
that, there was no sign of land. He was alone, totally
alone, in the middle of the Atlantic Ocean.

And then everything went dark.

I
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Portsmouth, England.

Sunday 2nd June, 2. 4% p.m.

Taking off the Virtual Reality headset” Josh Allan
took a couple of seconds to adjust’to the fact that
he wasn’t alone on a racing yacht but in a bed-
room with his two friends, Tamsyn Smlth and
Rob Zanelli. He’d been watching a VR® program
using Rob’s computer.

‘That was excellent, said Josh. It was just like
being there!’

Rob grmned “Yeah, but wouldn’t you like to be
there for real, Josh? Sailing across the Atlantic on
your own?”

Josh shook his head, a shock of brown hair fly-
ing in all directions. ‘No way!’A VR program is as
close as I want to get to the ocean

Tamsyn laughed. ‘For once} I agree with Josh
one hundred per cent! I like to feel the dry land
under my feet.’

‘Well, I'd love it,” Rob said. He leaned forward
to slip the sailing program CD-ROM’from his
computer.

‘Did you say there was more on that? Tamsyn
asked, pointing to the disk in Rob’s hand.

“Yeah, a sort of guided tour of below deck at
the start. It's amazing how much you can’t see
from the outside. Those boats have everything,
y'know.’

Tamsyn reached tor the VR headset.’Can I try it?’

Rob shook his head. ‘Not right now, I want to
log into the Net®l'm expecting some sea-mail!

As he quit the VR program, Rob’s screen
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changed to show its home page. He" double-
clicked the mouse’on a globe icon®

‘I know I shouldn’t ask,” sighed Josh, ‘but why
did you say “sea-mail” instead of “e-mail”?’

Rob’s grin grew wider. ‘Josh, my mari, he said,
“You're just gonna have to wait and see ...’

They didn’t have long to wait. Moments later,
the screen display changed. Rob’s computer was
now connected to the world-wide network of
computers known as the Internet. Up on the
screen flashed a start menuof choices.
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Mell: | MESSAGE WAITING

Rob had been an Internet user for some time.
After the car accident which had confined Rob to
a wheelchair, his parents hadn’t been prepared to
send him to an ordinary school. For a long time
he’d been taught at home, and his only way of
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making friends had been over the Net.

That was how he’d first got in touch with
Tamsyn-and Josh, after their school joined the
Internet. Now that Rob went to Abbey School as
well, they met every day for real®

‘One waiting,” said Josh, pointing at the mess-
age on the bottom line. ‘Is that it?’

‘No, that’s e-mail,” said Rob. ‘Sea-mail is some-
where else!”

He moved the mouse cursor’across the screen
and clicked on the item marked ‘Sport’. Immedi-
ately another menu appeared, thh a whole list of
sports, everything from ‘Athleticd’ to ‘Yachtmg’
It was this last optiont that Rob homed in on®

‘Ahoy?shipmates!” cried Rob as he saw what he
was looking for. ‘It’s there!’
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He motioned to Tamsyn to take over the
mouse. “Try clicking on Competitors,” he said.

A list of names flashed up: the yachts taking
part in the race, their sponsors,” and the yachts-
men and women who would be sailing them.

‘Either of you see a name you recognize?’ said
Rob, looking from Tamsyn to Josh.

They both scanned®the list - and saw, in the
middle, what Rob was getting at.

GO GAMEZONE (Brad Stewart.
Sponsor : GAMEZONE LTD)

‘GAMEZONE? said Tamsyn, wide-eyed.
GAMEZONE was the name of the computer
games company owned by Rob’s parents. ‘You
mean your parents are sponsoring a yacht in a
big race? I'm impressed!’ ‘

Rob nodded, clearly delighted. He picked up
the shiny CD-ROM. ‘Not any old yacht, Tamsyn.
The yacht on here. The one you've just been sail-
ing Josh”

“Yeah? Cool.’ ®

‘And you’ve been keeping it to yourself?’ said
Tamsyn.

‘Not quite,’ said Rob, teasinglyio ‘I've already
fired off notes to the others to tell them about it.’

He meant Tom, Lauren and Mitch, three
friends they’d all made over the Internet. Tom
lived in Australia, Lauren in Canada and Mitch
in America.

‘But you didn’t tell us!” cried Tamsyn.
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Rob held up his hands. ‘Hey, I wanted to tell
you two personally! Besides, I only found out
myself a couple of days ago. I couldn’t believe it
when Mum and Dad told me.

‘That they’d bought that boat, you mean?’ said
Josh. ‘I’d have had trouble believing that as well.’

‘They haven’t bought it. They're just sponsor-
ing it — putting up some money to help with the
costs, in return for having the company’s name
on the yacht.”

‘Why?’ asked Josh.

Tamsyn tapped at the computer screen.
‘ Advertising” I the race details are on the Net ...

‘And on TV, added Rob, ‘and splashed all over
the papers®..’

‘Then the whole world will have heard of
GAMEZONE by the time the race is finished.
Espedially if GO GAMEZONE wins!"

‘Or sinks!’ said Josh making wild rolling
motions in his chair.

‘Josh!” Tamsyn hurled a cushiont in his direc-
tion.

‘Don’t worry, Tamsyn,” said Rob. ‘If Brad
Stewart’s as good a yachtsman as Dad says, then
there’s no chance of that happening. He might
not win, but he definitely won’t sink!”

‘He’s going to be sailing on his own?’ Tamsyn
asked.

Rob nodded. ‘Scary; huh? He's done loads of”
single-handed racing before, though. He shot
the video for that CD-ROM during his last trip.
It certainly got Mum and Dad interested.




Apparently they’ve been thinking of expanding
into VR games, and the minute they saw Brad’s
video they realized just how good a sailing
one would be. Bingd®~ they turn it into a demo”
CD-ROM.’

‘Now 1 understand why you were going on
about sea-mail!” said Josh.

‘Ah, not completely,” said Rob. He clicked on
the MAIL WAITING part of the status line® At
once the screen displaychanged to show the list
of electronic mail items that Rob hadn’t yet filed”
He selected the new arrival, at the top of the list.

From: BRAD@STAR.COM
To: ZMASTER@PRIME.CO.UK

Josh looked at who the note was from. ‘Brad?
Not the Brad?

‘Sure is. The company who've set up the STAR-
BOARD Internet web site are organizing the
whole event as a clever way of showmg what
can be done with communications®equipment
nowadays.’

‘Not their communications equipment, by any
chance?’ Tamsyn asked.

‘Of course, said Rob. ‘What’s more, they ve
supplied”all the yachts with it — portable® PCs,
radio modems; the lot°They’ll be using it to get
weather reports from the Net, that sort of thing.”

Josh pointed at the message on screen. ‘Don't
tell me. You thought you’d give the system a test
and send Brad Stewart a note.
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Rob laughed: ‘Got it in one, my boy!’

They read the reply from Brad Stewart, each
trying to picture the yachtsman sitting at his
portable PC on board GO GAMEZONE

Hi, Rab.
Good to hear from you - except you've
cost me a dollar bet! Your Dad said
you’d be firing off an e-mail the
minute you heard I was on-line but,
like a mugq,) I didn’t believe him!

As you can imagine, it’s getting
pretty exciting here in New York.

And crowded! We’re in the Murray Cove
Yacht Harbour® on the Hudson River® In
case’your geography is rusty Pchat’s
the big river that xuns down themt
'side of Manhattan® It's a decent size®
harbour, bul m& all tlu competitors




‘By ... the 20th of June?’ said Tamsyn.
‘Just after our exams finish,” said Rob.
Josh groanedm loudly. ‘Don’t talk about exams.

Don’t even mention exams.’

It’s getting a bit tense®here,
too. None of us wants anything to
go wrong, of course. The race is
getting a mountain of pub11c1ty
and the harbour's been buzzing
with sightseers? Nobody minds
them, just so long as they don’t
turn into souvenir-hunters®and
start littingq’thmga. 'l‘h-,t s why

‘Alarm?’ said Josh at once.
They looked at one another. Solving 7 intriguing®
puzzles®over the Internet was something they

were becoming very good at.
‘Read the next bit,’ said Tamsyn, looking back

at the screen.
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it‘11 bring me a smooth crossing.
There's mthods’ in my madness,
mind: whether it does or not, at
least I get some decent shut-eye?
which is what I *won’'t* get for
the next 17 days!

Anyhow, it must have been a
false alarm. Nothing was
missing. ‘Even so, I'll be giving
this particular superstition a
missatonight and sleeping on
board just in case.

‘Sorted, theri, said Josh, sounding disap-
pointed.

‘Pity,” said Rob. As he hit PAGE DOWN’ to
scroll®o the remainder of Brad’s note, his eyes
brightened. “Still, there’s no reason why Mitch
can’t check it out while he’s there ...’

And, sure, I'd love to show your
pq} Mitch over GO GAMEZONE. Tell
i for ae:th"lz - and




