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About the Book

Kidnapped!

On holiday in Peru, twelve-year-old Jake is captured by terrorists, the victim of mistaken identity.

Imprisoned deep in the Amazon rainforest, armed only with his trusty pen-knife, Jake is determined to make a getaway. But beyond the terrorist camp in every direction lies only the vastness of the rainforest and all its unknown dangers . . .
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Jake’s Father Arrives

One week of the summer holidays had passed and Jake was lying in an old string hammock tied between two apple trees in the orchard. Keith, the farmer’s son from next door, had said he would drop in and he was looking forward to the competition they had planned. They had been practising every day with the full-sized bow he had been given for his twelfth birthday and, although neither of them could pull the string back all the way yet, they could both hit the bullseye on the big stuffed target more often than not.

It was good fun having Keith as a neighbour. There was always something interesting going on somewhere on the farm and the boys were allowed to help provided they didn’t get in the way. There was also a pond down by the old wood where they went to catch tiddlers and had a camp which they were pretty sure no one knew about. They hoped to be allowed to sleep out there later on if they picked the right moment to ask.

‘Hi, Jake! Wake up! I haven’t got very long. Dad wants me back by milking time.’ Keith was beginning to have to work when they were short handed on the farm. The day before, both boys had been called over to help with a cow that was having trouble calving. It was the first birth Jake had watched and he had felt a bit sick but Keith was well used to all that sort of thing.

‘OK, let’s get going.’ Jake rolled out of the hammock and picked the bow up from the ground below. ‘Why don’t we have ten arrows each first for practice and then ten each for real. Bet I beat you!’

Although they were the same age, Keith was the bigger and stronger of the two. He had always lived in the country while Jake had spent most of his life in a city. He and his mother, who was an artist, had only moved to the scruffy old farmhouse a year or so before. Since then he had learned a huge amount from Keith. Speaking slowly, but surprisingly clever with his big hands, he would explain how to tie different sorts of knots, open sacks of cattle feed, undo a bale of straw and, after his father had been out rabbiting, how to skin and clean them. That was a job Jake had not enjoyed, but the boys’ ambition was to practise until they were good enough to go hunting with the bow and arrows, get a rabbit and cook it at their camp.

‘You going to be here all the holidays?’ asked Keith.

‘Don’t know,’ replied Jake. ‘I expect my Dad will turn up some time. You never know with him. Last year he took me fishing and I caught a two pound trout. Another time we went sailing off the coast of Scotland and I was allowed to steer. There was a storm and that was exciting. We camped on an uninhabited island and ate crabs.’

‘You’re lucky. My parents never take me anywhere.’

‘I don’t think I’d want to go anywhere if I was a farmer,’ said Jake.

Just as Jake had loosed his final arrow into the bullseye to win the match by a close eight hits to seven, Keith’s father’s voice boomed out from across the hedge and there was no time for a return match. Instead, Jake practised until his arms ached and then climbed back into the hammock and thought about his father. Unlike his mother, who had married a quiet carpenter called Philip, his father had not remarried and Jake was never quite sure what he did. He said he worked for the government and a lot of the time he had to travel abroad, ‘as a courier’ he had once heard his mother say. That sounded mysterious and exciting. He had decided that his father was a spy but of course couldn’t say so.

There were chickens and ducks in the garden and a West Highland terrier, Saki, who was ready to play energetic games with an old tennis ball at any hour, day or night. Saki also had a big rubber ball which he couldn’t quite get his teeth around so that he had to dribble it like a footballer. Swinging in his hammock, Jake kicked it off into the bushes and knew it would take Saki some time to manoeuvre it back to him. Jake loved it in the country and was never bored, but his mother and stepfather were always so busy with their work that he sometimes felt in the way.

He wondered what his father was doing and if he was going to see him this holidays. Usually there was no warning. He just appeared, though sometimes he telephoned first. His mother and Philip never seemed to mind him being suddenly taken away and for a time he had resented this, wanting his parents to fight over him. Now he didn’t care so much and as he dozed in the sun he began to pretend he could hear the sound of a car engine; or perhaps it was a helicopter. It would be just like his father to arrive by helicopter.

He awoke with a start as something heavy landed on his lap. For a moment he thought it was one of the chickens jumping up; he had heard something scratching about nearby as he dropped off to sleep. But it was too small and hard to be a chicken and as his hand closed over it he knew at once what it was — the thing he really wanted — a Swiss Army knife. Not any old Swiss Army knife but the top of the range with thirty-one features. He had told his father who had said that they were far too expensive. He looked up grinning and said ‘Thanks, Dad.’

He was so busy opening and closing the different blades, screwdrivers, saws and files he hardly heard what his father said next and asked him to repeat it.

‘Wanna go on a trip?’

‘You bet! Where to?’ Jake replied enthusiastically, putting the knife away in his pocket.

‘South America. I’m taking a proper holiday for once and, as I’m broke and can’t afford one, I’ve agreed to give a series of lectures on part of the QE2 world cruise. They fly me and a companion out and back free. It would be great if you came as my companion.’

Jake’s mother knew it wasn’t worth arguing when the two of them burst in to her studio to tell her. In fact, she had an important exhibition coming up and was glad of the freedom Jake’s absence would give her to work harder, though she would never have admitted it.

‘Are you sure it’s safe?’ she asked, a bit half-heartedly.

‘On the QE2! You must be joking,’ replied her ex-husband cheerfully, and within the hour Jake had packed a few clothes, his passport and the new knife, kissed his mother, hugged the dogs and they had left.

They took a train to London where they stayed for a couple of days in his father’s flat. There were visas to get, some shopping to do — ‘Got to make you presentable for the QE2. Everyone gets dressed up really smartly when they’re at sea, so they say,’ his father told him — and they had a chance to see a couple of new films together. It was all a bit of a rush and Jake was quite glad when he had to spend an hour or so alone in the flat while his father went out to do some business. It gave him a chance to examine the knife properly and read the booklet he had been given with it. Some of the gadgets took a bit of working out but he enjoyed imagining how he would use them. He cut his finger and toe nails with the scissors, something he was not usually too keen on; peered at minute things on the floor through the powerful magnifying glass; and practised opening a tin with the tin opener. It was exciting to read about how similar knives had saved peoples’ lives, including unblocking a climber’s oxygen system at the top of Mount Everest.

They flew to Los Angeles and went straight on board. The ship, as their taxi dropped them on the dock, loomed over them. Jake had never seen anything as big in his life.

‘Gosh!’ he whispered, ‘I’ll bet that doesn’t do many miles to the gallon.’

‘Actually, she does just fifty metres to the gallon of diesel and they use a thousand tons of fresh water a day — that should be enough to keep even you clean,’ answered his father. ‘She’s nearly three hundred metres long and there are thirteen decks,’ he went on, quoting from the manual they had received with their tickets.

Jake counted the portholes, which got bigger and bigger up the ship’s side, ending in huge square ones below the row of enormous lifeboats.

‘I hope we sink and have to use those,’ said Jake.

‘I very much hope not!’ said his father.

‘We might hit an iceberg, like the Titanic.’

‘Unlikely, as we’re heading south in the Pacific Ocean and will cross the equator in a few days. You wait, there’s so much to do on board that the last thing you’re going to want is to be wrecked.’

And so it turned out. Jake just couldn’t believe how many things were going on. With four swimming pools and food being served all over the place at all hours — and all free — he thought he would never have time to do all the swimming and eating he wanted to pack in. Life with his mother was great, but there was nowhere to swim except the duckpond, and there you had to wade out through the mud, and meals at home did tend to be a bit scrappy. He had never eaten really good food before and, after the shock of the first dinner, when he had peered suspiciously at what was put in front of him and asked if there was any tomato ketchup, he had begun to experiment and enjoy the different tastes. When he had stuffed himself until he couldn’t eat another steak or prawn or peach, or even one of the chocolate coins in gold wrapping which miraculously re-appeared in their cabin every time he emptied the plate, he started exploring and making friends with the crew. They were all really friendly and, as there were few other children on board, they let him get away with murder.

There were secret doors he learned to recognize but which the other passengers never noticed. These led to staircases down to the crews’ quarters where his friends covered for him so that sometimes he was able to eat with them. That was much more fun than the grand dining rooms. He managed to sneak into the kitchens and even to peep into the vast and frightening engine room where absolutely no one was allowed. There were nine colossal marine engines, the largest ever built. Each was as big as a double-decker bus and weighed over 400 tons. One of the engineers told him that they could push the ship along at more than 32 knots flat out if they really needed to (he worked out that that was 37 miles an hour, which is pretty fast for a ship), but that they normally cruised at a more economical 28.5 knots. There were lots of other huge and fascinating machines down there which he would have loved to investigate, including the one which converted 1000 tons of sea water into fresh water each day, but one of the senior officers spotted him and he was told that if he was caught in there again he would be keelhauled. He was not sure what this meant and later asked his father.

‘What have you been up to?’ he asked. ‘It must have been something pretty bad! It’s what they used to do to really wicked sailors years ago. They were tied by the feet and hands to long ropes and dragged right round under the ship’s keel. Not nice, especially as the bottom of a ship is usually covered in sharp barnacles.’

Jake decided not to try getting into the engine rooms again.
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Jaime Comes Aboard

In Costa Rica, another twelve year old joined the ship. He was called Jaime, which was pronounced like Hi me!, and at first Jake wasn’t sure he was going to like him as he spoke hardly any English, and that very badly. He complained about this to his father.

‘So how much Spanish do you speak, clever clogs?’ his father retorted, and that afternoon he nerved himself to say ‘Buenos dias’ to Jaime. He hadn’t realized that the big woman next to him was his mother and he was dreadfully embarrassed when she clasped him to her bosom saying ‘Que lindo!’

Then Jaime grabbed his sleeve, pulled him from his mother’s embrace, and they dashed off giggling together and were soon inseparable. Jaime proved unbeatable at ping pong, but Jake had the edge at shuffleboard, which required great restraint when aiming to compensate for the pitch of the deck. Together they were able to explore even more effectively, one distracting a crew member while the other slipped through a forbidden door. Gradually their popularity with the crew waned but Jake’s Spanish improved and he even ate at Jaime’s table a couple of times and managed to say a few sentences.

His father’s first lecture was fairly boring, he thought, being about history and politics, but Jake loyally attended it. He had been proud to see the announcement on the front of the daily programme, which was pushed under their cabin door early each morning.

At 11.00 a.m. in the Theatre

CONQUERORS AND DIPLOMATS OF SOUTH AMERICA

A fascinating illustrated survey of the chequered history of this turbulent

continent seen through the eyes of a traveller

by

Peter Travis

There had been rather too many pictures of early presidents and Spaniards with little beards, who all looked alike to Jake, and not enough about where his father had actually been. Lots of people asked questions and he was impressed by how much his father seemed to know, but no one asked anything interesting, like whether they wore all that armour in the jungle or how much blood there was when they cut each other’s throats, and Jake slipped out to look for Jaime.

He found him, as he had thought he would, up on the Signal Deck helping to feed the dogs. They had made friends with the kennel keeper, an old sailor called Giles, who had been doing the job for twenty years, and he let them exercise the dogs on the enclosed deck where they were allowed to run. There was a white Chelsea lamp-post there for the male dogs to raise their legs on and plenty of room to run around. They were not a very impressive collection, two small poodles and a very old dachshund, but it was exciting to be somewhere none of the other passengers knew about and a good excuse to throw a tennis ball to each other without getting in anyone’s way. The dogs loved it and raced around enjoying the freedom from their small cages.

Giles was full of stories about exciting things that had happened on the QE2 — and things that might happen. ‘What about pirates?’ the boys wanted to know. ‘Have you ever been boarded?’

‘Not yet, we haven’t,’ said Giles, ‘and I hope we never are. There are lots of pirates around today, more than at any time since the bad old days of Captain Morgan, especially in the South China Seas and off the coast of Africa. But we’ll be ready for them if they try it on.’

‘What would you do? Have you many, many guns?’ Jaime asked excitedly.

‘We have, but we would rather not use them. Much too dangerous. No, our best defence is our Mark One Eyeball.’

‘What on earth is that?’ asked Jake, imagining a huge satellite dish with fixed death ray.

‘That’s what we call a lookout,’ Giles replied. ‘All the time we are in pirate waters we have at least one man on watch at the stem.’

‘But what would you do if he saw a pirate ship approaching?’

‘Ah, we have several tricks up our sleeves. First, we would make a screen of water with our fire hoses around the ship so that they would be wet and confused before they reached us. Then, if they tried to climb aboard, we’d flush them away with a direct jet. No one can face that.’

Jake and Jaime decided that they would pretend to be pirates and see if they could get to the bridge without being seen. From the kennel deck they were able to have a good look around some of the higher parts of the ship where passengers never went and where there was nobody around most of the time. That afternoon they slipped back into the kennels when Giles wasn’t looking and scrambled up to the deck above. Creeping along out of sight they were able to look down on the open wings which stretched out on either side of the bridge. There was a great view from up there. They were in front of the huge single red funnel and the wind was strong in their faces.

‘Let’s give them a big sorpresa!’ Jaime said, and they jumped down onto one of the wings.

A very surprised first officer of the watch and a young coxswain looked at them in amazement. For a moment no one moved, then just as the officer was reaching for the telephone and the boys were realizing that they were in serious trouble, a door opened and the captain walked in accompanied by the second officer of the watch. The captain was enormous and took in the situation at once.

‘Get them!’ he said, quietly.

The young officer at his side moved quickly and the boys found themselves suspended by the scruffs of their necks like two puppies, one in each hand.

‘And just what do you think
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