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1.  New Plans
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Four young people were sitting around a table in the dining room of a foreign hotel. Of the two younger boys, Terry White was thirteen, solid and confident. His cohort, Paul Hopkins, was about the same age, slightly taller, leaner, and idly shoving a baked bean around his plate. The group was completed by Paul’s elder brother, Graham, eighteen and wiry, and Bernice—BJ to everyone other than her mother—small, feisty, and blonde—a year younger than Graham.

As they finished the meal and pushed their chairs back contentedly, they were joined by a balding man in his forties. If you looked hard, you could see a slight resemblance to Terry, though, to her relief, not to BJ.

“Hi team,” he greeted them.

“We’re not your team,” huffed BJ. “You press-ganged us into that last adventure. You had no right to put us at risk. Think of the boy...” She glanced across at Terry, who was staring at his father with awe. “I mean, think of what could have happened.”

Terry grinned. “We got out okay, didn’t we? We were more than a match for a mere bunch of crooks. I’m sure Dad knew what he was doing.”

BJ scowled. “Pure luck. We could have all been killed, or drowned, or turned into orphans by Dad getting himself killed.”

“We weren’t, though, were we?”

“You would have still had your mother,” Mr White reminded her.

“If your stupid plans didn’t get her kidnapped or worse, to flush us out,” shot back BJ. Her father bristled. It was easy to see where BJ got her spiky character from. He was taking a breath to retaliate into a full argument when...

“How’s Ingrid?” Graham cut in. He could see that the family were about to explode, and that usually heralded a bout of violence, ending in a clap round the head for Terry, who in this case appeared to be innocent.

“Ingrid, Ingrid,” mocked BJ, cooling as quickly as she flared. “She sold us out.”

“Only because Lars was in danger,” Graham retorted. “Talking of Lars...”

BJ swivelled around to see their tall Norwegian friend pushing through the restaurant door. “Lars!” She gasped.

“Lars, Lars,” mocked Graham, imitating BJ’s previous tone. The girl went red.

“Hi people, Mr White.” Lars settled down beside BJ and gave her a big smile. Terry made gagging sounds behind his hand.

“Hi, Lars,” said Mr White. “I was just about to give the others an update on Ingrid. She’s doing fine. They’ve set the broken arm, and the bruises Paul gave her are fading.”

Paul jumped at the sound of his name. “I’m so sorry about that. She was trying to stop us escaping.”

“Only to keep me safe,” said Lars. “She’s a good girl really.”

Mr White smiled. “She will be released soon. Apparently, there will be no charges, after what we told the police. She’s been asking to see you, Graham, but that will have to wait.”

“Ingrid, Ingrid,” muttered BJ again. It was Graham’s turn to redden.

“And my family has been let off too,” continued Lars. “They were given cocoa by the crooks and had to do what they were told.”

“You mean coerced,” said Mr White. “That is, they were forced to work with the criminals.”

“That’s right. I was locked up in that old house when I wouldn’t help them, and my family had to comply because my life was being threatened.”

“I’m glad you’re safe,” said BJ. “What will you do now?”

“I should perhaps leave the village and go for work in Oslo, but not just yet. Until then, my family say you are welcome to come back to the village and stay as guests for as long as you like.”

“I’m not sure I want to,” apologised BJ. “I miss the city and the shops, and the people. I’ll be glad to go home to England.”

Mr White shook his head. “No.”

“What?”

“The main trial has been delayed owing to that new batch of Bitcoin crooks you helped to capture,” explained Mr White. “You have to stay out of the way or they could use you to corrupt the main witness against them.”

“Who would that be?” demanded Terry.

“Me of course.” Mr White pointed at his face. “You are my weak point, my Achilles’ Heel. If they caught you guys, they could prevent me from testifying. I can’t risk that happening because I really wouldn’t know what to do.”

“We would be okay,” said Terry. “We can take care of ourselves.”

“I’m sure you can,” agreed his father, “but I’m not prepared to take that risk. We’ve captured a good part of the organisation, but there may still be dangerous people out there. No, you have to stay in hiding until the court case is over.”

“My life!” BJ moaned, and put her head in her hands.

“I have an idea for somewhere else you can go.”

“We’re doomed...” came from inside the BJ cocoon.

“We’re all going to die,” said Terry with a giggle.

“Not again,” said Paul.

“Have you spoken to Mother about this?” BJ scowled at her father.

“I had a conversation, yes.” The man fidgeted.

“You managed to get a word in?” put in Terry.

Mr White sighed. “It was difficult, but when I promised I’d make good the back maintenance I owe her, and pay for you, Bernice, to go to uni when you’re ready, and to keep you, Terry, in sailing craft and out of mischief, she started to cool down. You guys are costing me a fortune.”

“And how is that accountant lady you deserted your family for?” BJ gave her father one of her hardest stares.

Mr White was unfazed. “She’s fine, thank you. Perhaps you’ll meet her one day?”

“When Hell freezes over.”

“Which brings me to a new suggestion.” He gazed around at the others.

Terry looked excited. “Like what?”

“How do you fancy going somewhere warmer?”

“Much warmer?” BJ was curious now.

“A paradise island warmer.”

“With people, and holiday destinations, and beaches...” BJ’s face split into an eager smile, the smile that made Graham shudder.

“And harbours with boats for hire?” added Terry.

“And who’s paying?” asked BJ suspiciously.

Mr White sighed. “Me, of course. I guess I owe you that.”

“And expenses for... essentials?” The girl was sitting up now.

“Within reason,” he said sternly.

“You’re the best father ever.” Terry got up and clapped him on the shoulder.

“Aren’t I.” The man ignored the indignation on his daughter’s face.

“Something like that,” BJ said eventually. “When do we start?”

“Have you finished breakfast? I’ll organise the flights.”

“Aw.” BJ and Lars said together. They looked at each other and laughed.

“I will miss you,” said Lars.

BJ looked embarrassed. “And I suppose I will miss you... but I won’t miss the isolation and the cold. You say this is summer out here in Norway?”

“High summer.”

Mr White glanced between the tall boy and his daughter, and steepled his fingers. “Lars, there may be a reward for the information you have provided concerning the gang. Maybe you could use that to join the team later, although they are not allowed to know where they are going?” He paused, thinking. “Come to think of it, I may have a job for you, anyway.”

“Spying?” Lars looked worried.

“Of course not.” Mr White laughed. “I’m not a spy, merely a financial investigator...”

“They call him George of the Financial Jungle,” put in Terry.

His father frowned at him. “Don’t be cheeky. No, Lars, it will just be a bit of paid legwork. Once the trial is over, you will be welcome in England, I’m sure.”

“If they will have me.”

“Of course,” said BJ. She looked worried. “If we are going to the Bahamas that soon, I’d better start packing. I managed to pick up a few extra things in town yesterday.”

“We’ll need two planes, then,” said Terry. “One for us, and another for my sister’s extra luggage.”
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2.  On the Way
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The jet plane touched down on an arid air strip that looked as though it was in the middle of a desert. Four adventurers joined their fellow passengers in descending the steps into a heat that took Paul’s breath away. They wasted no time scurrying across boiling tarmac into an airport building. Inside, it was mercifully as cold as it was hot outside. Everyone breathed a sigh of relief as they entered. There was a guard on duty, but he merely glanced at their passports and waved them through. They had used an internal flight after a stopover at the main airport, so there was no need to check, anyway.

“That was too easy,” observed BJ, as they approached the automatic sliding door facing the outside world.

“I think your dad may have greased a few bureaucratic wheels for us,” said Graham.

“Good old Dad.” Terry was gazing out of the terminal windows at the rocky hills surrounding the airstrip.

“Good old Dad,” echoed BJ sarcastically. “He hasn’t sent anyone to meet us, has he?”

“He said we should make our own way.” Graham tapped the side of his nose. “The fewer people who know about us, the better.”

“Are they really going to find us right out here?” Paul glanced furtively around the baggage hall, as if expecting to see squads of armed criminals charging down to capture them. Nothing happened. In fact, the flight was mostly young people, who were chattering excitedly about their upcoming holiday of sunshine and partying.

Graham patted Paul’s arm. “Of course they won’t find us. Terry’s dad made sure nobody knew where we were going. There is no way anyone can track us down out here.”

“We’re doomed.” Terry shook his head theatrically.

Graham ignored him. “The journey isn’t even over yet. Get your bags and let’s find a taxi into town.”

“You know where we’re going?” BJ regarded him suspiciously.

“Your dad did say.”

“Where then?” she demanded.

“He also said not to tell you while there was any chance you could get onto social media... what was that word you just said under your breath?”

“Nothing,” she harrumphed.

Outside the terminal, the heat hit them again. Even BJ gave a gasp as they backed out of the vicious sunshine into some shade. The concourse was deserted. Apart from a courtesy bus from a hotel, there were no other vehicles to be seen.

“Okay, Gray-face, where is this taxi you were talking about?” asked BJ sarcastically.

Graham looked puzzled. “This is an airport. There must be taxis.”

“Unless it’s their day off,” suggested Terry.

“Why would they have a day off?” snorted his sister. She noticed his expression. “You are winding us up, you little creep.” She made a move towards him, but he skipped off behind a pillar. She sighed. “I can’t be bothered. It’s too hot, even to sort you out.”

“Just as well,” said Graham. “Holiday bloodletting is not approved at the moment.”

“Maybe later?” suggested Terry hopefully. “Where’s Paul gone?”

They all looked around for the youngest member of the team. He had vanished.

“So soon,” said Terry smugly. “Why didn’t you keep an eye on him, BJ?”

“Why didn’t you?” she retaliated.

Graham was glancing anxiously around when the hotel bus started up. It drove slowly around the one-way system, and ground to a halt beside them. The door hissed open, and they were presented with Paul’s smiling face. “Our transport,” he said.

The others gaped.

“Stelios, the driver, says he has another hour before the next flight arrives, and he’s happy to take us into the town. We can get a water-bus over to the ferry port, and catch the big ship onwards. He says that if we wait until the next flight arrives, and then go down with the service bus, we would be just in time to miss the last ferry today. It’s a sneaky plot to force us to stay overnight and spend our money here. This way we can fool everybody and catch the boat out this afternoon.”

“I’ll pretend I understood that,” said Graham, “but well done.” They climbed the steps into the air-conditioned bus. “Thank you so much, Stelios. You’ve saved our lives.”

“No problems, my friend.” They shook hands. “Your brother, he very persuasive.”

“How much can we pay you?”

“No money,” said the driver. “Worth it to fool ferry company. They hating tourists leaving, I think. I take you into town. Water-bus every fifteen minutes, so you in time for your next journey.”

They settled down behind the driver, but only Terry noticed a swarthy man wearing a white Panama hat, rushing out of the terminal behind them. As the bus pulled off, the man glanced angrily up and down the deserted concourse. Then he shook his head, lit a cigarette and leaned back against one of the pillars in the shadows.

[image: image]



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


3.  Where Next?
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The bus drove down the steep hill towards the town and then it stopped. Graham stood up from his seat behind the driver. “I thought you were taking us to the ferry terminal,” he said, starting to feel nervous.

“No further,” said Stelios with a mysterious chuckle. He turned in his seat to face the passengers.

Graham felt his heart beating. Had they been set up and the driver was working with the enemy, after all? “Perhaps you had better let us out here.” He tried the door. It was locked. The others joined him.

“What have you done, Graham, you idiot?” BJ punched him in the back.

“There are four of us,” said Terry. “Let’s rush him. Can you drive a bus, Gray-man?”

“No, can you?”

“No.”

“Fine, we’ll do it together.”

The driver was regarding their antics with an indulgent smile. He rummaged inside his jacket.

“Now you’ve done it! He’s got a gun.” BJ backed away. “Go on and rush him, you guys. He can’t shoot you all.”

“No need worry.” Stelios grinned and withdrew his hand. It contained an envelope. “No gun, just message from George.” He handed a sealed envelope to Graham.

“We were told to go to the port and wait,” the youth said nervously.

Stelios nodded. “George, he change plans. Thinks there is badger in organisation. Big things afoot.”

“Bigfoot?” said Paul. “Badger?”

Terry laughed scornfully. “Stupid boy. He means there are things still going on in Dad’s work, and there is a mole giving away information about where we are going.”

“Oi,” said the driver. “Mole, not badger. Less I know, the best for you. Just got to keep you safe, he say, and let you tell me where we go next.”

“You don’t know?” Terry was baffled.

“Read letter. I not open it on pain of losing bus, going in prison and having teeth pulled out without anaesthetic.” He grinned at them, showing a set of ivories that wouldn’t have looked out of place in Stonehenge.

“Thank you.” Graham shuddered, and tore the envelope open. He took out a piece of paper. In Mr White’s scrawl, it simply said, “Scupelos Field.”

“That is your dad’s writing I presume?” He showed it to BJ and Terry.

“Looks like it.” Terry nodded.

“If there was more of it, I could then be sure,” added BJ. “His writing is terrible, so if it made sense, we would know it was a fake.”

“A security feature.” Terry grinned. “Right, how do we get there?”

“We could ask Stelios,” ventured Paul.

“Security risk,” said Terry. “Need-to-know basis. Okay, Stelios, please would you take us?”

“It my job,” said the man, “but need to know where.”

“He does have a point,” observed BJ. “Can we trust him?”

“He did give us the letter,” said Graham, “still sealed.”

“He could have steamed it open.” Terry was suspicious.

“Not in this heat,” said the driver. “Glue high temperature, not melt.”

“Fair enough. Do you know this place?” He pointed at the words on the note.

Stelios nodded. “Private airfield. Not far. I take you there.”

“What, seriously?” BJ stared in mock horror at the little propeller plane parked at the corner of Scupelos Field.

“That’s what your dad wrote.” Graham consulted the note that had been handed to him by the bus driver. “On the back it says, ‘You can truss Stelios. He will toke U to year next trainspot.’ I think we can assume it is genuine from the awful writing. He means we can trust the driver to take us to wherever we’re going.”

“Convinced me,” said Terry with a grin. “Thank you, Stelios. Are you coming with us?”

The driver smiled. “Would like, but not to know where you go, and have bus service to run. Next flight due in soon, to take people on to Hotel Klepsiá. Must go. Not want to be late. Yassas.”

He opened the door for them, and waited while they collected their things. Paul tripped over his coat and went headlong down the steps, to be neatly fielded by Graham, who had been expecting such disaster ever since he saw the garment spilling out of the corner of his brother’s bag. He set the boy upright. “I thought I told you to pack that coat properly.”

“I did,” protested the Paul. “It must have found its way out again.”

“Or you didn’t actually pack it properly in the first place,” accused BJ.

“Leave him alone.” Terry came to his friend’s aid. “It’s my job to tell him off, isn’t it, Paul?”

“Well...” Paul looked doubtful.

“Enough,” said Graham. “Thank you, Stelios. We will perhaps see you next time we are here.”

“I be waiting,” said the driver unconvincingly. He closed the door, and the bus headed for the field gate while the youngsters headed for their next transport.

A young man in a smart uniform met them at the foot of the steps leading into the cabin. He held out his hand for Graham to shake.

“My name is Captain Wang,” he said, smiling at them. “I will be your pilot for the journey, and also your co-pilot and stewardess. Sorry about the legs.”

“Why, what’s wrong with them?” Paul wanted to know. BJ clipped him gently. “It’s a joke, silly... isn’t it?” The pilot nodded indulgently, and shook hands with each of them.

“Find a seat,” he said. “It’s a crowded flight, so you may have to stand.”

Paul gazed around the empty cabin as Captain Wang retracted the ladder. “Ah, another joke?” he asked.

The outer door hissed into place.

“Smart boy,” said Terry, as the captain disappeared through the door into the flight cabin. “I wonder if he will let me sit up front while we are flying.”

“We could ask,” said Paul.

They went forward and tried the door. It was locked.

“That answers your question, I think,” said BJ. “I’m sure Captain Wang wouldn’t want you up there with him, poking levers and prodding switches.”

“I wouldn’t,” protested Terry, “well not much. I’m really good on ‘Flight Simulator’, so how hard can it be?”

“Please sit down.” Graham was sounding a little exasperated, but he was actually rather unsettled. Why was the pilot’s door locked? There were only the four of them on the plane, and apart from Terry, nobody was of radical leanings. His thoughts were interrupted by the address system.

“Good afternoon, lady and gentlemen, this is your pilot speaking.” There was a pause and a rustling of papers before he continued. “Captain Wang and his imaginary crew welcome you to the George White Airlines 16:00 flight to ‘You’re not allowed to know.’ We will be cruising at a number of feet, hopefully above ground level, because metres haven’t been recognised as true measures of height yet. Before take-off, I would ask you to fasten your seatbelts, ensure that your window blinds are in any position you like, and your tray table is not there because this plane doesn’t actually have any. Please extinguish all firecrackers and toy rockets, and ensure your fingers are firmly in your ears because this is quite a noisy machine. Do not be alarmed if you notice a slight reduction in the number of wings as we take off. This is perfectly normal.”

BJ sighed. “Trust us to get saddled with a joker of a pilot.”

“I expect this private charter is a welcome relief from normal flying,” said Graham.

“Plus, the fact he’s showing off for you, BJ,” said her brother behind his hand.

She smiled reassuringly. “I’m sure we are safe. Now shut up and do what you’re supposed to. You know the drill. Are you secured, Paul?” BJ glanced across the aisle at the boy, who actually did have his fingers in his ears. “That will help with the air pressure changes I suppose,” she muttered.

“Here we go,” said Graham, as the engines on the wings gave a cough and a cloud of smoke. “Hold tight.” The propellers started to turn, slowly at first and then faster and faster until the whole machine shook. Suddenly, the brakes were released, and the aircraft shot across the baked surface of the field and catapulted into the air. It made a sharp turn to the right, and then was out over the sea. Paul looked backwards as the island disappeared into the haze. They all gasped as it made another sudden right turn, and set off on a new course.

“I expect that’s to fool anyone who has seen us take off,” explained Graham. “They won’t know what direction we are travelling.”

“Neither will we,” said Terry earnestly.

“We seem awfully low.” Paul was fidgeting. “I can see the waves on the water.”

“To stop anyone tracking us?” suggested Terry.

“Let’s just wait and see, shall we?” said Graham. He glanced across the aisle at BJ who was gripping the edge of her seat, with her eyes tightly shut. He smiled.

As the little plane roared along, nearly clipping the waves below, Terry grabbed Graham’s shoulder from the seat behind him. “I’ve just thought. How did Stelios know that the glue on Dad’s message wouldn’t melt... unless he had tried to get into it himself?”

“Oh no,” Paul moaned. “We’ve been betrayed. We’re being taken to a prison island to be tortured, and dropped out of the plane over the sea after being shot to death and torn apart by raging bulls. We’re all going to die.”
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4.  Castaway?
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The aircraft flew on for another twenty minutes and then climbed steeply. The sea below them disappeared, to be replaced by a rugged landscape with rolling hills and stunted trees. That disappeared as a baked flat surface appeared below them. The plane thumped down heavily. The engines went into reverse, throwing the youngsters all forward in their seats. “That’s why we wear seatbelts,” sneered Terry as his sister complained about banging her knees. “You should have fastened it tighter.”

“I know.” She ruefully rubbed the damaged items. “No, I don’t need any help, thank you, Graham.”

“I was only going to get your bag.” He looked affronted. “You can keep your knees to yourself.”

“Why, what’s wrong with them?” It was her turn to look indignant.

The address system crackled into life. Captain Wang’s voice came through. “Welcome to the island, the name of which I can’t divulge for security reasons. The captain has switched off the ‘no screaming’ signs, Bernice, and you may now make your way to the exit at the rear of the plane where you will be met by no one and have to carry your own bags. Please then continue on to the terminal shed and await further instructions. Thank you for flying with us. I hope you enjoyed the flight, even though you are only using it to get between two locations, and it is not a rollercoaster, or a large piece of chocolate cake as the standard announcement implies. Ensure you have all your personal belongings, and dispose of your chewing gum in the rubbish bin in the shed, Terry. I don’t want to find it stuck on the back of the safety instructions.”
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