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Prologue


The crocodile lay on the bank, basking in the morning sun. Around it, the insects buzzed and hummed and skimmed the water. A fish rose from the depths, opened its mouth and swallowed a dragonfly, then disappeared, all in the blink of the reptile’s cold eye.


As the sun rose higher in the sky, the creature stirred and slipped into the cool water of the inlet, its seven metre body hardly disturbing the surface. Above the water, its eyes, nostrils, and ears gave the impression of a log floating harmlessly along. Nothing could be farther from the truth, for this was a fearsome predator with a taste for human flesh. The sound of twigs snapping on the pebbly shoreline caught the monster’s attention and it surfaced, its nostrils opening and its eyelids flicking back.


Three young back-packers, Scottish lads on a gap year, emerged from between the trees and approached the water. ‘God, it’s hot!’ said Ian, peeling off his damp shirt and wiping the hair and sweat from his forehead with the back of his hand.


‘That was some hike over these rocks. I need a drink,’ said Jake. ‘Would you guys like something?’


‘Yeah, in a bit,’ said Ian hopping as he yanked off his boots. ‘I’ll just cool off in here first.’


‘That might not be such a good idea,’ said Will. ‘Anything might be in that water. What if sea snakes are lurking in there?’


Ian took a couple of steps towards the water’s edge. ‘I really need to cool off, man,’ he answered, raising his eyebrows at his cautious friend.


‘Hey, listen guys. Can you hear something ticking?’ asked Jake.


‘Probably death watch beetles,’ said Ian looking up at the surrounding trees as he waded through the lukewarm water. ‘This is paradise. And not a sea snake in sight!’


The giant crocodile rose without warning. The surface erupted like a fountain as it thrust its body upwards through the tumbling, foaming water. It opened its immense jaws, twisted in mid lunge, and grasped Ian round the middle.


‘Hey, what the…..let me go!’ Ian shrieked. His words were lost. His arms and legs thrashed in panic as the crocodile disappeared from sight. The water frothed and swirled as the monster rolled over and over with Ian clamped in its vicelike jaws.


The two boys on the bank looked up.


‘Hey, Ian,’ shouted Jake, seeing nothing but churning water. ‘Stop fooling around. Where are you?’


A look of horror came over Will’s face. ‘Oh, my godfathers, I don’t think he’s fooling, Jake. That looks like blood in the water. Something’s got him and it isn’t a sea snake.’


‘Oh God, Oh my God!’ cried Jake. ‘What can we do? What is it?’


Ian’s friends watched helplessly from the bank. ‘Something’s surfacing now,’ said an ashen faced Will. ‘Look! It’s a crocodile.’


‘A crocodile? That big? No way, man. That beast is prehistoric; more like some kind of dinosaur.’


‘And what’s that floating there?’ Will pointed a trembling finger. ‘Is that Ian’s hand? Where’s the rest of him?’


‘Oh God, let’s get out of here. Quick!’ said Jake. ‘We have to get help.’


An ominous silence descended on the inlet; the scarlet stain slowly drifted towards the sea and disappeared. A few bubbles reached the surface and then …..nothing.




CHAPTER 1


A Flying Visit


Doug Paton put down his pen in exasperation. ‘Quit it, both of you. I’m fed up listening to you squabbling over that computer.’ He glared at the children over his glasses. ‘Any more and I’ll turn it off altogether. I’m trying to get some peace to mark these exam papers.’


Jack smirked and continued tapping the keyboard. Amy scowled at him. Doug turned back to his work. The front door slammed and a weary Beth Paton came into the room, arms weighed down by several shopping bags. ‘Sorry I’m a bit late tonight. The traffic was horrendous. I got us some pizzas for tea though. Still hot,’ she said. Doug rose to take the bags from his wife.


‘Let me give you a hand, love. How’d you get on?’


‘Oh, fine. Apart from the traffic. I shouldn’t go to Register House at this time. Driving home at rush hour is never a good idea, especially not at Christmas.’


‘Been doing more family tree stuff?’ Doug asked, following her into the kitchen. ‘I thought you were just Christmas shopping.’


‘Both,’ she said. She opened up the pizza boxes and turned to the children who were following behind. ‘Well, what have you two been up to today?’


‘Fighting over the computer as usual,’ said Doug, before Jack or Amy could say a word.


‘It was all Jack’s fault. He wouldn’t get off when it was my turn,’ said Amy.


‘Not true. You’d had the computer all afternoon,’ said Jack.


‘Enough now,’ said Doug. ‘Let’s have some peace.’


‘So Mum, what did you find out today? Any famous relatives?’ asked Jack.


‘Afraid not Jack,’ said Beth, ‘but I did find a spelling mistake in Gran’s middle name. You know, she always spelt it D- A- R- L- I- N.’


‘Yeah, I knew it. I always knew it. It should’ve been D- A- R- W- I- N. Tell me it should have been Darwin, Mum.’ Jack, a natural history enthusiast, was excited to think he might be related to Charles Darwin.


‘Sorry Jack, the correct spelling is not D-A-R-W-I-N but D-A-R-L-I-N-G,’ said Beth.


‘Darling? Where have I heard that name? Who do we know called Darling?’ asked Amy.


‘Huh, nobody I know,’ said Jack. ‘Darwin would’ve been much cooler. I can’t go telling my friends we’re all Darlings. They’d laugh.’


‘The only Darling that I can think of is Wendy Darling. You know, from the story of Peter Pan,’ said Beth.


‘I remember Wendy Darling. She had two brothers, John and Michael. They all went to Never Land with Peter Pan,’ said Amy. ‘D’you think we might be related to them?’


‘Don’t be such a dork, Amy,’ said Jack. ‘They’re characters in a story. They weren’t real people.’


‘You think you’re so clever Jack, but you don’t know everything. Maybe the story was based on fact. Maybe there was a real Darling family. Just because you haven’t read about them in your animal books doesn’t mean they weren’t real.’


‘My animal books are non-fiction. That means they’re true … factual, real information. Peter Pan’s a work of fiction, which means it’s untrue … imaginary … unreal. A fairy story. Made-up. Haven’t you learned anything in school?’


‘I don’t care what you say,’ said Amy. ‘I still think the family might’ve been real.’ She stuck her tongue out at him.


‘What a load of codswallop. Mum, can I take my pizza through to watch the telly? There’s a new wildlife programme starting after the news.’


‘I suppose so,’ said his mum, glad of a break from the endless bickering. ‘Don’t get greasy marks on the chairs.’


‘I’ll sit on the floor,’ he said as he headed for the living room. He aimed the remote at the TV as the final news item was beginning. It grabbed his attention. Two minutes later he burst back into the kitchen. ‘Guess what! Guess what! Remember that story on the news last week about the crocodile…. the one that ate the backpacker….the one that was enormous… I mean the crocodile was enormous, not the backpacker.’


‘Hold on. Slow down, Jack. Start again and take your time,’ said his dad, patting the bench next to him. Jack sat down and took a deep breath.


‘Remember last week we heard a story on the news about three back-packers from Scotland? And one of them was eaten by a giant crocodile?’


His parents nodded. Amy slid closer to her mother.


‘Well, it’s been spotted again. And they’re going out to catch it and here’s the exciting bit…they’re bringing it to Scotland.’


‘Where’d they see it?’ asked Doug.


‘Some place in the Caribbean Sea. A family on a yacht reported it.’


‘Was anybody eaten this time?’ Amy slid even closer to her mum.


‘No. Nobody. Never mind that. Did you hear what I said, guys? They’re bringing it to Scotland. Alive! To Dundee University.’


‘What on earth for?’ Doug frowned. ‘That doesn’t make any sense. Why don’t they just kill it? And why Dundee?’


‘They want to investigate it….find out what makes it tick,’ said Jack.


‘You mean to find out why it is so big? To see if it’s some new super breed?’ asked Amy.


‘No, I mean exactly what I said. That family? The one on the yacht? They said they heard it ticking. The scientists can’t figure out what’s making it tick.’


‘Well now, there’s a bit of a coincidence,’ said Beth. ‘Wasn’t there a ticking crocodile in Peter Pan? Wasn’t that the beast that swallowed the nasty Captain Hook?’


‘Hey, you’re right Mum. There was a ticking crocodile in Peter Pan. Maybe it’s the same one, Jack.’


‘Don’t be so dumb Amy. Fact and fiction, remember?’ said Jack.


‘A croc that ticks! Too bad it isn’t one that tocks!’ Amy giggled. ‘Get it? Talks? Tick, tock, tick, talk?’


Jack ignored his little sister’s childish humour and went on. ‘And seemingly there is a first class marine research department at Dundee University so that’s why it’s coming to Scotland. Hey…I’ve just thought of something else. After they do all the tests and stuff, they’re bound to put the beast on show. People’ll be queuing up to see it. Can we go and see it Dad, please? Can we?’


‘Maybe. We’ll see,’ said Doug. ‘If it’s caught and if it’s brought to Dundee, and if it’s put on show….well, we’ll cross that bridge when we come to it.’


‘Don’t you mean bridges Dad?’ said Amy. ‘I thought there were two bridges to Dundee?’


‘Ha ha. Very funny Amy. Can’t you be serious for once?’ said Jack. ‘This is an amazing story.’


‘What if it escapes from Dundee? Could it come here?’ Amy looked worried.


‘Oh yeah,’ said Jack. ‘It’s a monster and it can travel hundreds of miles in just one day. Better watch out Amy, if it escapes from Dundee, it’ll swim out into the North Sea and by next summer it’ll be eating people right here in the River Forth.’


‘It couldn’t do that. Could it Dad?’


‘No, not here,’ said Doug. ‘Stop teasing Jack, you’re scaring your sister.’


The doorbell rang, ending the conversation about the crocodile. Beth Paton got up to answer it. ‘Come on in, Shelley. Amy’s just finished her tea.’


Shelley bounced into the kitchen smiling. ‘Hi, guys. Hey, what’s up Amy? I’ve been waiting all afternoon for you to log on to Facebook so that we could chat online.’


‘Sorry Shelley, but my darling brother has hogged the computer all afternoon.’


‘Rubbish,’ said Jack. ‘But anyway, Shelley only lives next door. Why do you need to chat on Facebook? Can’t you do it face to face?’


‘You wouldn’t understand, so I am not even going to bother to explain,’ said Amy, dragging her friend by the hand over to the computer. Jack smiled, knowing he’d won that round and went back to watching the wildlife programme on TV. Shelley sat down at the desk while Amy pulled an extra chair over. ‘Let’s see who’s still online,’ she said.


Doug fetched the dog’s lead. ‘Come on Buster, time for your evening stroll.’ He patted the elderly dog’s head. ‘Won’t be long, Beth.’


‘Take your time. I’ll be going over the notes that I made this afternoon at Register House.’
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‘Look, Jody’s on,’ said Amy, as she typed, ‘Hi Jody. What’s new?’


Jody answered, ‘Good news. We’re going skiing after Christmas.’


‘She is sooooo lucky,’ said Shelley.


‘I know,’ replied Amy, as she typed back, ‘Lucky you. We never go anywhere at the Christmas holidays. But guess what? I might be related to Wendy Darling from Peter Pan.’


‘I didn’t know that,’ said Shelley. ‘I’m your best friend. How come you didn’t tell me first?’


‘I only found out myself ten minutes ago. Mum discovered Granny’s middle name should’ve been Darling and not Darlin like we thought.’


‘Look, Jody says she doesn’t believe you,’ said Shelley. ‘She says it can’t be true.’


‘What would she know? It might be true. Anyway I’ll believe it if I want to,’ said Amy. She typed, ‘What makes you think it can’t be true?’


Before Jody had time to answer Amy blinked in disbelief as a little pop up said ‘Peter Pan’ was online and wanted to be her friend on Facebook.


‘D’you see that Shelley? It says it’s from Peter Pan! Somebody’s winding us up.’ Amy giggled.


‘Go on,’ said Shelley. ‘Click accept. See who it is. See what they’re saying.’


Amy and Shelley read the next message on the screen in whispers, ‘Are you really a relation of Wendy’s? I have been searching for you for years and years.’


They tried keeping their voices down but were giggling so much there was a real danger they’d attract Beth’s attention. Or worse still, Jack’s.


‘What’re you going to say?’ Shelley mouthed.


Amy began typing. ‘I might be! Are you really Peter Pan?’ To the girls’ astonishment, the reply was on the screen in an instant.


‘Absolutely. The one and only, Peter Pan. I do hope you are Wendy’s family. What’s your address?’


‘You can’t tell him.’ Shelley looked serious. ‘He mightn’t be who he says. Remember what they told us at school.’


‘Don’t worry. I won’t.’ Amy typed, ‘Sorry Peter whoever-you-are. I can’t give my address to a perfect stranger.’


‘But….what if it’s really him? What then?’ said Shelley.


‘Well, how can we tell?’ said Amy. ‘Oh look he’s replied already!’


‘You’ve hurt my feelings you unWendy child. I am perfect as you said but I’m no stranger. Everybody knows me. I’m Peter Pan, the boy who would not grow up. Even your parents and grandparents knew me.’


Amy typed. ‘Ok then. Prove it.’


They held their breath as they waited for the response. ‘I can fly. I bet nobody else you know can fly like a bird. Just tell me your city and district and then watch from your window.’


‘What d’you think, Shelley?’ asked Amy. ‘It won’t be dangerous to tell him that much. What d’you think?’


‘Yeah, that should be OK,’ said Shelley. ‘Just type south side of Edinburgh.’ Amy’s stomach was churning as she wrote the reply. ‘Quick now, sign out,’ whispered Shelley. ‘Let’s go upstairs and watch from your bedroom window.’


‘Signing out. The computer’s all yours, Jack,’ said Amy in a loud voice. ‘Well, for the next few minutes,’ she added.


‘Gee thanks Sis, you are generous.’


Shelley and Amy hurried out of the room. They took the stairs two at a time, and barged through the bedroom door. For the next half hour they stood at the window, holding hands in the darkness, and trembling with excitement. Together they scanned the city skyline for the slightest sign of movement.


Downstairs, Beth took out the notebook she used for her research. ‘I might use the computer for a bit Jack, if you don’t need it.’


‘Go ahead Mum, I wouldn’t mind watching you. My TV programme’s finishing and I’m interested in this family tree business. How d’you do it?’ Jack sat down next to his mum.


‘I’m going to a website that shows the 1901 census information,’ Beth said. ‘I want to look for the Darling family.’


‘Are you sure it wasn’t Darwin?’ said Jack. ‘Being a Darling is a bit embarrassing.’


‘Sorry Jack. The truth is the truth. As they say, you can choose your friends but you can’t choose your family.’


‘I suppose so, but I hope Amy doesn’t go blabbing to the whole world that we’re the Darling family! Especially not telling people she’s related to Wendy from Peter Pan. Everybody’ll think she’s mad.’


‘You know what Amy’s like. She’s always believed in fairies and magic. I think it’s sweet.’


‘Yeah, well it was sweet when she was 3 years old, but she’s nearly 11 now.’


‘Oh look, Jack,’ said Beth, changing the subject. ‘Here’s the information I was hoping for….According to the 1901 census there was a Darling family living in Kensington Gardens. Father - George Darling, mother Mary Darling, children – Wendy, born 1894, John 1896, and Michael 1899. It means we might be related to the Darlings from Peter Pan after all,’ she said, playfully poking Jack in the ribs.


‘Mum, you’re as bad as Amy. Now I know where she gets it. There was no such boy as Peter Pan. The whole thing’s a story by J.M. Barrie. These people didn’t really exist.’ He paused to scratch his head. ‘Well, there obviously was a family by the same name or they wouldn’t be mentioned in the census….but….but …maybe Barrie just used them for the story. And there definitely wasn’t a boy called Peter Pan, who could fly through the sky. Who’d ever believe that?’


Beth took a piece of yellowed paper from her briefcase.


‘Oh…I almost forgot,’ she said. ‘Look at this. It’s Granny’s death certificate.’ Jack peered over his mum’s shoulder. ‘See it clearly states that her middle name was Darling, and that she was born in Kensington Gardens.’


‘Wow,’ gasped Jack.


‘I didn’t know that before today either,’ said Beth. ‘It’s strange. I wonder why she never mentioned it.’


At that moment, Amy and Shelley came hurtling downstairs, excited, scared and guilty but trying to act as if nothing had happened.


‘Well, Amy,’ said Beth, winking at Jack, ‘you’ll be pleased to know that your granny was born in Kensington Gardens and there really was a Wendy Darling who lived there a long time ago.’


‘Yeah, right,’ said Jack.


A cold blast of air hit them as the front door opened and Doug and Buster came in. ‘Frosty out,’ said Doug Paton taking off his coat. ‘I just saw something huge flying over our roof. It was too big for a bat or an owl. It must have been an eagle.’


‘Doubt it, Dad. Not at this time of night. They’re not nocturnal. Maybe it was an eagle owl. They’re enormous. But I’ve never heard of one around here before. That would be a sight to see.’


For once Amy didn’t argue with her brother. A knowing smile passed between the two girls.




CHAPTER 2


A Dangerous Mission


The Northern Venture anchored in a small bay, fringed with swaying palm trees. Sunlight sparkled on the water and gentle waves rushed up on to the golden sand in relays of foamy white ripples. It was the most idyllic spot for a holiday. Except, the crew of this vessel were not on holiday; they were here on a most dangerous mission.


The tranquillity was shattered by a sinister sound. The men started, suddenly watchful. They cast their eyes over the surface of the water but could see nothing. They exchanged glances. Eyebrows were raised. Some nodded as the reality dawned on them. The sound that alerted them was an ominous ticking. Their quarry was close. This was the moment they were waiting for. The captain barked a series of orders. ‘Get to your stations, men. Joe, to the controls. Eddie, more bait.’ The men got to work; some went on watch, some filled buckets with bait and carried them to Big Eddie who was emptying the putrid meat and fish over the port side. Joe climbed up into the control cabin of the huge crane towering over the deck. Hanging from the pulley was a contraption made of heavy mesh. He carefully guided it into position over the spot where the water was turning a deep shade of red.


‘Oh my God!’ cried Big Eddie. ‘There it is. What a size.’


All eyes looked in the direction his finger pointed, in time to see the monstrous crocodile swim away from the side of the boat with a chunk of fish in its jaws. It circled and turned back towards its new feeding ground. Again the beast opened its huge mouth, revealing two rows of razor sharp, pointed teeth. It snatched another hunk of meat before it rolled over, exposing its pale underbelly. Then it dived out of sight beneath the boat.


‘I’ll get him next time,’ shouted Joe, the winch man. ‘I’m all lined up.’


‘Get the bait ready!’ shouted the captain. Two of the crew jammed an enormous piece of raw meat on to a hook which they swung out to dangle below the mesh.


‘Here he comes,’ called Big Eddie from the stern.


All eyes watched as the crocodile forged its way back to the boat. Suddenly the reptile surged upwards, water cascading from its huge body, its tail thrusting powerfully. It opened its jaws to snatch the bait off the hook.


‘Now!’ screamed the captain.


Joe slammed his hand on the control button. Instantly the net was released. The heavy metal mesh stunned the beast, knocking the air out of its lungs. The net draped over its body and sank deep into the water on either side. Joe switched on the powerful electromagnets and the edges of the net closed as the magnets joined with a series of loud thunks. The crocodile’s body was enveloped from snout to tail in a tube of steel mesh. ‘Gotcha!’ said the captain with satisfaction. The men punched the air and cheered, ‘Yeah!’


Joe proceeded to lock the magnets before starting to winch up the net holding the trapped animal. The crocodile hung motionless as the crane raised it above deck level. Water droplets rained down as the crew stared in amazement at their catch. The massive weight of the reptile was causing the Northern Venture to list to the port side.


‘My God,’ whispered Harry. ‘I’ve never seen anything that big.’


‘Me neither,’ said Charlie, scratching his head. ‘Will that crate hold it?’


‘Let’s get on with this,’ said the captain. ‘We’re taking it in alive.’ Four of the men sprang into action, and undid the catches of the massive crate. Charlie used a small winch to raise the lid and the other men guided it clear and on to the deck. ‘Soon as that crocodile’s in the crate get the lid on,’ ordered the captain.


As Charlie swung the net holding the reptile into position over the crate, the beast came to life. It lashed its gigantic tail from side to side. It snapped its ferocious jaws. Its head rammed the net. It grunted and growled as it twisted and tried to roll over. Then the crew heard a loud bang coming from the underside of the mesh tube.


‘What the heck was that noise?’ yelled the captain.


Charlie shouted, ‘Look boss, one of the magnets snapped.’


The men stared at the broken magnet in disbelief.


‘Is the net going to be strong enough?’ asked Big Eddie, his eyes out on stalks.


‘We’ve never handled anything like this before,’ said Charlie. ‘Don’t think we can do it.’


‘Harry, get the tranquilliser gun,’ shouted the captain. ‘We need to control this monster.’


‘Oh my God, another one’s gone,’ cried Charlie. A rear magnet had popped open, giving the crocodile more room to struggle. It whipped its tail from one side to the other, catching Big Eddie on the back of the head. He crashed to the deck and scrabbled away out of reach. The crocodile was fighting for its life, struggling to get free.


‘Raise it up again,’ screamed the captain. Nothing happened. He looked up at the control cab. Joe was not there. ‘Joe! Where the devil are you? I said raise it up again.’


Joe was at the bow of the ship, cowering behind the tanks of bait. He was muttering to himself, ‘This is never going to work. We’re all going to die.’


‘Pop! Pop!’ went two more magnets. The crocodile was slowly but surely extricating itself from its mesh prison.


‘Hurry up, Harry,’ yelled the captain.


‘How can this be happening?’ screamed Joe, covering his head with his arms as if that would make him invisible.


‘Up here,’ shouted the captain, as Harry appeared with the rifle. From his new vantage point on the roof of the cabin, the captain surveyed the scene on deck. Joe was curled up at the bow in a state of panic. Big Eddie was at the stern trying to clear his head. Charlie was lunging at the animal’s head with a boat hook. With a final shudder the terrified creature broke out of the net and smashed head first into the crate. As its huge body and tail crashed down, the wooden container splintered into a thousand bits. For a moment, all was quiet except for the ticking sound. Then the creature let out a roar. Feet scrabbling to get a grip on the shiny surface, it began to back out of the crushed crate.


‘Give me that gun,’ said the captain. ‘I’ll have to use it.’ The crocodile was stalking Charlie round the deck. Big Eddie, still dazed, was looking for something to defend himself.


‘I need a good view of it,’ muttered the captain, grabbing the gun from Harry. He lined up the sights on the crocodile and fired off two shots. ‘It’s no use,’ he said. ‘Its skin is like armour, too thick. I’ll have to hit its underbelly.’


He shouted, ‘Go up higher Charlie, and see if you can get it to rear up at you. I need a clear shot at its belly.’


Charlie dodged nimbly round the outside of the cabin in his deck shoes. The crocodile followed, slithering on its reptilian feet, finding it difficult to change direction. It snapped at his heels.


Charlie jumped onto a pile of cable drums and leapt up to catch the hook that had held the bait. He swung backwards and forwards with the momentum. The huge beast spotted him. ‘Hurry up, boss,’ he yelled. ‘I’m slipping.’ The hook was slimy with wet blood. He could feel himself losing his grip. The crocodile lunged upwards. Two shots rang out. The animal sank to the deck. Charlie’s hands slipped off the hook and he landed beside it.


‘Whew. That was a close thing,’ he said.


‘What the devil?’ said the captain, putting the gun down and looking at the enormous reptile spread-eagled across the deck. ‘Those weren’t tranquilliser bullets, Harry. That crocodile is dead!’


‘Better the crocodile than us!’ said Harry.


‘I second that,’ said Charlie.


‘We were supposed to take it alive,’ said the captain, aghast.


‘Sorry boss. I wasn’t taking any chances,’ said Harry.


‘You’ll be reprimanded for this Harry. You’d no right to make that decision,’ said the captain. ‘But I guess the animal’s dead now and there’s nothing we can do about it. Let’s hand this mutant monster over to the authorities. It’ll be interesting to see what the scientists in Scotland make of this not-so-timorous beastie.’




CHAPTER 3


The Master Plan


The pirate sat in a darkened room, palms sweating, breathing short and shallow. A nervous tic in his left eye betrayed his anxiety. He put the last greasy chip in his mouth and gripped the sagging sides of the old armchair. Leaning forward, he listened intently to every word of the latest news broadcast, his brain working hard. Was this the opportunity he had been waiting for?


His fingers strayed to the livid white scar running down the side of his neck and he remembered how years before, he had been callously slashed and left for dead; kicked overboard like a rag; nothing more than food for sharks. Miraculously, he had survived. When he’d recovered his strength, all he thought about was the moment of his revenge. He longed for it. He planned it. He dreamed about it. To confront Captain Hook was his only ambition. That was until the morning he’d heard the news - Hook had been swallowed by the crocodile. An uncontrollable rage had engulfed him. Bitterness and regret consumed him from that day on. He feared his thirst for revenge would never be satisfied. But this news might change everything.


With the coming of the age of technology, TV broadcasts and internet connections from ‘the other world’ to Never Land were now possible. The man couldn’t believe what he was hearing. Yes. It must be the same creature. The noise they heard from inside the giant crocodile was a ticking, like a clock. He switched off the TV and leaned back. He might, after all, succeed in getting his revenge on the man he hated above all others.


He took the lid off an old shoe box and leafed through the newspaper cuttings he had collected over the years. In 1996 the birth of Dolly, the cloned sheep, had been headline news. Since then, researchers at the Roslin Institute near Edinburgh had made great advances in cloning. There seemed to be no limit to what they could achieve. Cells could produce new skin for victims of burns and for limb reconstruction. Proteins could be made for medical and nutritional use. He’d read of a certain Professor Dante’s accomplishments. How this professor had set up a research laboratory pioneering the latest breakthrough, Accelerated Biological Reconstruction Technique or ABRT for short. ABRT was, according to the professor, a more advanced technology than cloning had been. A cloned Hook would have been fine, but how could he kill an innocent man? For that was what a clone would be, an innocent copy. However, this professor’s latest technique could reincarnate the original Hook, complete with personality and memories.


A plan began to take shape. His first task was to find a way to get to the other world. Pan did it often enough so it shouldn’t be too difficult. Surely it was just a matter of getting his hands on enough fairy dust. Next he would need to figure out how to get the cooperation of Professor Dante. Somehow he must ‘persuade’ the scientist to help him. That shouldn’t prove too difficult, given his past occupation. He smiled. It was ironic. The same crocodile that had eaten Hook might now bring him back into his clutches. And that crocodile was being sent to Scotland for investigation. Finally, he couldn’t do this alone; he needed people he could trust. He needed friends on the spot when the crocodile arrived at Dundee University. He needed their help with the professor. And he needed them to witness the death of his old adversary, Hook. He rummaged in his desk drawer. Yes, here was the list of names and last known addresses of the very people who might be willing to help him. Surely at least one of them would receive his letter and agree to the meeting. Skylights picked up his pen and began to write.


[image: image]


A blustery wind whipped the water into a frenzy of white foam. Huge waves lashed against the seaweed covered rocks and spilled on to the sand. A sliver of moon shone eerily on the sea as clouds scudded by. Full of foreboding on such a sinister night, MacStarkey and O’Mullins met at the old cave in Dead Man’s Bay. No pirate had dared to visit the cave with its evil history since the night they had almost perished. Just as people used to believe the world was flat, everybody thought Never Land was no more than a bay with a ship, a cave with lost boys and an Indian camp. But there is much more to it than that. After ‘the final battle’ (that nobody ever talks about) they had all been forced to flee for their lives.


Before going their separate ways, the pirates had agreed to meet once every ten years at Mermaid Lagoon. All the surviving pirates now had new, respectable lives in the most unexpected places in Never Land, and their next meeting was not due for another two years. Tonight, they were not only perplexed, but anxious and afraid. The letter was a mystery. What if they had walked into a trap? Who wanted them at the cave at Deadman’s Bay?


‘Ah really canna understand this message,’ said MacStarkey, the taller of the two, holding up a scroll of writing paper. ‘Ah mean, I thought Skylights died years ago. No way could he have survived having his throat ripped oot like yon.’ His left hand disappeared under his bushy red beard and covered his own throat. He swallowed. The memory of that brutal killing was still strong.


‘You’re right, Mac. I saw it wi’ my own eyes, so I did,’ replied O’Mullins. ‘Hook slashed him up good an’ proper, the scurvy bilge rat. What can this mean? I’m not too sure about this at all, at all.’ They looked around nervously. The moon was no more than a clipped fingernail in the sky, but by its dim light they saw someone in the distance. Straining their eyes they made out a short, stout figure approaching.
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