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      The Mud Mafia are three ordinary teenagers; Kelsie, Laura and Jason who have two extraordinary adventures on offshore islands.


    




    

      ABDUCTION IN THE PINES


    




    

      Kelsie, Laura and Jason are on a bike ride through a pine forest when a sudden summer storm arrives. A man arrives in a SUV and says he was sent to pick them up by Laura’s mother. However everything goes horribly wrong when they are abducted and held for ransom by environmental terrorists. They are flown to an offshore island in an ancient Catalina flying boat. There, unknown to the terrorists, a hermit Glenn lives with his dog, Blackie. Is his curiosity about the flying boat of any help to Kelsie and her friends?


    




    

      WHITE WATER OVERHEAD


    




    

      In this second story Kelsie, Laura and Jason visit Glenn on his island the following Christmas holidays. He shows them an old World War 2 submarine base on the island in a huge ocean cave. However, it has been recently used. While they are exploring the base a submarine arrives and the trio, together with Blackie the dog are caught and forced onto it. Their capture is seen by Glenn but he is powerless to stop it.
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    ABDUCTION IN THE PINES


  




  

    
CHAPTER 1



  




  

    ‘Well, you really made the right decision this time,’ grumbled teenager Kelsie Johnson as she stopped at the side of the muddy logging road and wiped the rain out of her eyes.




    Her two companions Laura McIntyre and Jason Woodburn, grinned at her discomfort as they stood with water pouring off their raincoats and peered at the scene in front of them. From where they were standing in ankle deep mud, the road curved away through bare pine forest. Recent felling and the use of logging trucks, together with a week’s heavy rain, had turned what had been a normal gravel road into a muddy quagmire. Two hours earlier Jason had suggested this shortcut for their mountain bike trek. Now it was lunchtime, the rain had blown in from the south and they found the slight inconvenience of a little mud on the road had turned into this. All the bikes were caked in mud to such an extent that the gears were almost clogged up. Laura’s new jacket and black riding shorts were splattered in the greasy brown stuff and water from the squally shower dripped off her face and helmet. Jason looked little better while Kelsie felt cold water soaking through to her skin.




    ‘Okay but you must admit this is some short cut Jason chose.’ she laughed when she saw her friends grinning at her.




    ‘You’re right,’ replied Jason. He blinked water from his eyes, pulled the zip of his oilskin coat up to the top notch and flipped the attached hat over his crash helmet. 'So what do we do, continue on or go back? I doubt if the mud could get worse.’




    Kelsie replied. ‘I guess we keep going. If your original idea was right we should be about three quarters way through now. Once we meet the highway it will only be about an hour back to Laura’s place.’




    Kelsie and Jason were spending a week with Laura and her mother in their summer cottage, a four bedroom upmarket establishment overlooking the ocean. As Anne McIntyre spent most of the holidays on one of the local golf courses the three teenagers were mainly left to entertain themselves.




    ‘At least it will be down hill,’ added Laura. She jumped onto her bike and frantically peddled while the wheels spun without gripping .The bike zigzagged down the incline before skidding into a small bank and slipping backwards so she landed on her backside in the mud.




    ‘Great one, Laura!’ laughed Jason. He also attempted to ride his bike while Kelsie more sedately half pushed and half carried her one along the edge of the road.




    After muttering about her being such a goody good, the other two followed her example and squelched through the mud with their bikes. The trio sloshed around two more bends until they came to a section where three huge bulldozers and a front-end loader were parked by a pile of cut logs that towered above them. Beyond this area the road appeared to be undamaged by the logging.




    ‘At last,’ gasped Kelsie ‘This looks more promising.’




    She looked up as she heard a roar of an engine and the distinct sound of a vehicle changing gears. A large four-wheel drive SUV appeared around a corner and turned near the log pile before pulling to a stop before them. The driver, a heavily bearded man wearing a bush shirt, opened the window and called out to them. ‘You kids look a bit wet and muddy. Would you like a ride back?’




    ‘No thank you,’ replied Kelsie. ‘We’ll be fine.’




    She noticed a steely look in the man’s eyes for a second just before he smiled at her. ‘It’s okay Miss McIntyre,’ he said politely. ‘I can’t blame you for being cautious. Your Mum sent me from the golf course to pick you all up. She thought you may have got caught in the rain.’




    ‘I’m not Laura McIntyre,’ Kelsie replied in a cold voice. ‘She is!’ She nodded at her friend standing nearby.




    The man switched his attention to Laura. ‘Well, hello, Laura, as I said to your friend here, your Mum was worried about you and I said I’d take a spin around to find you...’




    ‘And how did you find us here?’ asked Jason who, Kelsie noticed looked uneasy. ‘We didn’t even know we were coming this way.’




    The man laughed. ‘Call me Barry,’ he replied. ‘After I covered the two main roads all I had to do was to ask a local farmer if he’d seen any cyclists around. Old Fred Crompton noticed you ride by his place earlier and here I am. Do you want a lift or not?’




    ‘No thank you,’ repeated Kelsie.




    ‘Oh come on, Kelsie,’ interrupted Laura. ‘It’s the sort of thing Mum would do, you know.’




    ‘What about our bikes?’




    ‘They’ll fit in the back,’ replied Barry. He opened the door and walked around the back with his gumboots squelching in the mud.




    Kelsie stared. You don’t wear farm boots at a golf course. She stepped back and frowned. ‘You go,’ she said. ‘I’ll bike back.’




    Laura by this time had already taken her bike to the back of the SUV and Barry started to lift it in. Jason hesitated and glanced at Kelsie but said nothing.




    ‘Well, I’m going back with Barry,’ said Laura as she opened the back door and proceeded to climb in. ‘Are you coming?’




    ‘Oh come on, Kelsie,’ whispered Jason. ‘We can’t let Laura go by herself, can we? Anyhow, he seems a pleasant enough guy.’




    ‘I suppose so.’ Kelsie felt unconvinced. ‘I guess it’s better than another two hours in the freezing rain.’




    She took her bike around the back and waited as Jason helped Barry unbolt the front wheels and squeeze the two bikes in on top of Laura’s. Jason purposely climbed in the front seat and Kelsie joined Laura at the back. When they were seated Barry changed gear and, with a spin of wheels, manoeuvred the vehicle out of the mud and down the gravel road.




    ‘We’ll soon get you home,’ he said and lapsed into silence as he peered through the swishing windscreen wipers. The SUV gripped the surface and sent water shooting out from its tyres as he swung the steering wheel back and forth around the tight corners and over the rises. After ten minutes or so the road widened and levelled out. Kelsie relaxed a little when she saw the distant highway in front of them. They slowed for the stop sign but all her initial fears returned when Barry turned left instead of right.




    ‘You’ve turned the wrong way,’ she called out as she leaned forward so her voice could be heard.




    Barry half turned his head as he accelerated along the road. ‘Oh, is that so?' he said with a hard tone in his voice. ‘Take my advice and keep quiet.’




    Laura gasped. ‘Kelsie’s right. Stop the car! We want to get out.’




    ‘You do that, Dearie,’ replied the man but accelerated instead of slowing. ‘We’re doing a hundred and ten ks. I’m sure your Mum would love to see the result.’




    Jason turned to the man with a determined look and lurched across in a valiant attempt to reach the vehicle’s keys but unfortunately, like in most modern vehicles, they were on the driver’s side of the steering column. Before he could reach even half way across, Barry gripped his arm and flung him, none too gently, back across the front seat.




    ‘Don’t try it, boy,’ he snarled. ‘You and that young madam in the back seat are expendable. It’s only young Laura, I need.’




    ‘What do you want me for?’ screamed Laura. ‘Let us out of here. Now!’ She grabbed the door handle and pulled it back several times but nothing happened.




    ‘Child proof locks to keep little brats from hurting themselves.’ Barry turned to Jason. ‘You may not have noticed that your handle is missing, too. Pity isn’t it?’




    Jason glared at him but said nothing.




    Kelsie felt her cheeks burn when she realised how serious their situation was. She reached across and squeezed Laura’s hand, caught her eye and gave her a brief nod. A frightened looking Laura nodded and gazed miserably out the window. It was obvious they could do little at the moment.




    After travelling for another quarter of an hour, Barry braked sharply and turned onto a gravel side road. He changed down and flicked the four-wheel-drive lever. The engine growled as four tyres gripped the gravel and propelled the vehicle forward.




    The ride became rough and Kelsie was flung from side to side beneath her seat belt as Barry drove around sharp bends on a road that twisted up a sharp incline and along a ridge little wider than the road itself. Finally he turned another sharp corner and headed downhill to where she could see a lake or river through a gap in the trees.




    Kelsie stared out the window but her already trembling stomach lurched when they came out of the pine trees. In front of them was a flat beach next to a lake. Floating by the shore was a vintage floatplane with high wings and two engines above a squat fuselage. At the rear, standing near an almost circular door, stood three men.




    ‘It’s an old PBY Catalina,’ gasped Jason. ‘There’s only one in the country.’




    ‘You’re almost right, Jason,’ said Barry returning to his friendly voice as if nothing had happened. ‘There are two actually, but we didn’t broadcast about ours. You’re all going for a wee flight.’




    He braked and pulled up by the waiting men. Kelsie realised that one was a woman; not that this was any advantage in their present situation.




    ‘I’m not going in that!’ screamed Laura as she stared wide-eyed at the aeroplane.




    Barry turned and grinned at her. ‘Oh yes you are, Laura;’ You will even walk nicely aboard or I’ll get Andrea there to carry you. Don’t think she’ll be kind to you. She’s one tough lady. Also, if you don’t co-operate, your friends will get it. We don’t need them. Understand?’ He reached back and squeezed Laura’s chin before she could pull away.




    ‘Understand?’ he repeated in a deadly voice with his face only centimetres from her. Laura twisted her head away from the man and nodded. Barry switched his attention to Kelsie.




    ‘You listen as well, young lady. If you value your friend, you and your boyfriend here will also co-operate.’ He smiled before continuing. ‘If you do everything asked you’ll all be home within a couple of days.’




    ‘But why?’ asked Kelsie.




    Barry grinned again. ‘I believe Laura’s dad is Mr Frank McIntyre of McIntyre Corporation. Let’s say we have a few business deals to negotiate but I’ve talked too much. Out you get and no tricks.’




    Along with the grim looking Jason and visibly shaking Laura, Kelsie found herself held and forced to walk across the beach and into the cramped interior of the old plane. They were pushed onto a steel bench along the side of the craft and curtly told to strap themselves in. The hard looking woman, who appeared to be the leader, didn’t talk to the trio but spoke about them as if they weren’t there. Kelsie shuddered as she sat across from them in the tiny cabin. The other men climbed aboard and walked up the companionway to the cockpit. One gave Kelsie an almost sympathetic smile as he walked by.




    After the men disappeared forward, the starter motor closest to the shore gave a whirr to turn the propeller slowly before, with a roar and a cloud of smoke, the engine kicked into life, so loud that all other sounds were suppressed. After the second motor started Barry shut the door from the outside, walked back to the SUV and waved at the departing plane.




    The old flying boat taxied slowly away from shore to the end of, what turned out to be a long narrow lake before turning around so its nose was pointing back down the long stretch of water. For a minute it settled down on the surface before the engines built up to a screaming howl. The flying boat surged forward, surprisingly slow at first then faster with spray pouring past the portholes. The fuselage shook as if it was about to disintegrate while the fittings inside rattled like an old steam train.




    Finally, the whole plane bounced up, crashed down and bounced up again before the spray disappeared and Kelsie noticed trees beneath them. They were airborne.


  




  

    *


  




  

    Laura’s mother, was about to leave the golf course after finding all games had been postponed when her mobile phone rang




    ‘Mrs Anne McIntyre?’ said a man’s voice.




    'Yes.'




    ‘Listen carefully. I’ll only say it once’




    ‘Who are you?’ Anne felt a faint flutter in her throat for she didn’t know the voice,




    ‘Call me Barry; that’s what the kids know me as. Go to the front gate of the golf course. You’ll find the front wheels of three mountain bikes there. Look closely and you’ll see they belong to your daughter, Laura and her two friends. Wait where you are now and I’ll call you back in fifteen minutes.’




    Anne felt anger rise. ‘Now listen to me…' she started but Barry had already rung off.




    She stood up with her anger replaced by fear. It must have been noticeable for Alan, the club captain and friend came across to her. ‘Is something wrong, Anne?’ he asked.




    ‘Yes,’ she stated grimly. ‘Call the police and tell them I believe my daughter has been abducted. Arrange for someone to bring my car to the front door.’




    ‘Are you sure?’ Alan stared at her. ‘It's not a joke, is it?’




    ‘No,’ Anne retorted but immediately felt ashamed of herself. ‘I’m sorry, Alan. Just do it, please.’




    Alan nodded. ‘I’ll do what you say straight away.’




    At the broad golf club entrance, Anne screeched her BMW to a stop and dashed across the road hoping, against hope that nothing would be there. But there was. Tossed behind the concrete fence in the shrubs were three mountain bike wheels, one with a metallic blue showing through the mud. It was from Laura’s new bike.




    ‘Oh no!’ She sobbed as she realised that the call was no hoax. She rushed back in her car, swung it around with a scream of tyres and roared back to the clubrooms. Alan was waiting on the steps for her with several other members and told her a police car was on its way and a message had been left for her husband who was out of the office.




    ‘The police wish to speak to you,’ he added and handed her his mobile phone.




    ‘This is Detective Inspector Thorpe speaking, Mrs McIntyre,’ said a voice, ‘Luckily, I was at the station when your golf club called. Can I have your mobile phone number please?”




    Anne told him and waited.




    ‘If you get a call back, try to keep the man talking. Act like you’re nervous and we’ll make a trace. Is that clear? We have a vehicle on its way.’




    ‘Thank you Inspector,’ replied Anne and clicked off. She then accepted a drink handed to her and sat down to wait for the man called Barry to call back.




    A few moments later the expected call arrived.




    ‘Listen, Mrs McIntyre,’ said Barry ‘I’m sure you have checked the front gate by now so you know this call is genuine. Your daughter is in our hands and will be safe as long as your husband and you co-operate. Don’t call the police or try to trace this call. There will be some documents for your husband in tomorrow’s mail. He will sign these and post them in the envelope provided. It’s as simple as that.’




    ‘What do you mean?’ asked Anne as she frantically thought about what to say next but it was too late. The call had been disconnected.




    ‘Twenty seven seconds,’ muttered the police sergeant who had just arrived before the incoming call. ‘Quite a smart fellow.’




    Anne looked up at him. ‘I’m sorry, Sergeant,’ she said. ‘He never gave me a chance. I couldn’t keep him talking two minutes.’




    ‘That’s okay, Ma’am,’ replied the sergeant. ‘We got the call diverted through the police station. They only need a few seconds nowadays. I’m sure we’ll have a trace. Now if you’ll excuse me...’ He took out his police radio and spoke into it for a moment before clicking off.




    ‘They have a trace and will call back,’ he replied.




    Ten minutes later his radio spat out and the sergeant turned up the volume for them all to hear the dispatcher reporting. ‘The call came from a mobile phone belonging to a Mr C F Brumount. We contacted him and apparently his phone was stolen from his car this morning. He never realised it was gone until he looked for it after we had made contact him. This, of course, will be followed up.




    We also made a geographical trace and found the call was made through the mobile phone relay station in your area. At the moment all highways within thirty kilometres of the golf course are being blocked.’ The dispatcher signed off after the usual acknowledgement by the police sergeant.




    He turned to Anne. ‘Thanks to your prompt action we may get him Mrs McIntyre.’ he stated grimly.


  




  

    *




  




  

    CHAPTER 2


  




  

    Above the Catalina’s roar and buffeting of the flight, Kelsie reflected on the seriousness of their situation as she studied their captors. The woman, who appeared to be in late twenties, was dressed in a grey tracksuit and had dark hair tied back. One man who had come back from the cockpit and sat next to Jason was middle aged, wore casual clothes and had a grey stubble on his face as if he hadn’t bothered to shave for a couple of days. He glanced bleakly at them but didn’t talk while the woman stared grimly out a porthole.




    It would be dangerous to do anything rash, Kelsie thought. It appeared that everything had been meticulously planned and this wasn’t a random pick up. This was confirmed a few seconds later when Laura started to react. Her friend pushed herself into a standing position and walked angrily across to the woman.




    ‘You take us back!’ she screamed trying to make herself heard above the engine noise. Her face was red and she flung her arms out in pent up emotion.




    The woman switched her eyes onto Laura then very deliberately and slapped her across the cheek with such a force that the girl reeled back and went crashing onto the floor.




    Jason and Kelsie both jumped to their feet to rush to their friend’s defence but the man grabbed Jason’s arm and shoved him firmly back into his seat. Kelsie stopped mid-stride across the plane when her eyes riveted on a flick knife in the woman’s hand.




    ‘Sit down!’ the woman hissed. The words couldn’t be heard but the meaning was clear.




    Kelsie stared back, turned and helped her friend off the pitching cabin floor. Laura looked up with tear filled eyes and pushed back hair from over her face to show an ugly welt mark across her left cheek. Kelsie guided her back to the seat where Laura sat sobbing momentarily with her head in her hands before glancing up.




    ‘Thank you, Kelsie, I’m okay,’ she said.




    ‘There was no need for that, Andrea,’ shouted the man while he still restrained Jason.




    The woman scowled at him before, without another word put her flick knife away and stared away as if nothing had happened. Kelsie sat down with her arm around Laura and caught Jason’s eye. He seemed to realise, as she did that this Andrea was the one to watch. Jason pulled away from the man and slid along the seat closer to her.




    ‘Nobody is going to treat Laura or Kelsie in this manner and get away with it,’ Jason muttered.




    Meanwhile, the ancient plane growled and rocked through driving rain only a few hundred metres above the hills. The noise made Kelsie’s ears ring and her stomach queasy; Laura relaxed a little and stared miserably out the window while Jason leaned back with a dark look. Kelsie glanced outside and noticed grey ocean below them, backed by distant hills. They were either flying near some offshore islands or following the coastline. She suspected it was the latter.




    Finally, the engines throttled back and the cabin tipped slightly as the Catalina changed direction. It flew out of the cloud cover and she could see they were flying over a group of islands. Below them, the grey water turned blue as the sun appeared from behind a cloud and bathed the ocean in sunshine. Lines of breaking waves could be seen stretching into the distance. The plane continued onwards parallel to the islands before gradually changing direction and losing height.




    They flew over the nearest island, lost altitude, as the pilot circled around, throttled back and headed the flying boat in for a landing. There was a lurch and sea spray shot past the portholes. The engines cut back still further as the plane skidded onto the surface, bounced and settled down in the gently rolling surf.




    The pilot increased power slightly and taxied the craft towards a small beach before cutting the engines. In the silence that descended upon them the aeroplane pitched and shook in a swirl of waves to such an extent that Kelsie, Laura and Jason had to grip the bulkhead to stop falling over.




    Andrea went forward, opened a glass bubble in the side of the hull and stood up with her head and shoulders outside. She dropped back and looked directly at Kelsie.




    ‘You seem the most sensible one here,’ she stated blandly. ‘Get through to your friends that you all have a choice; either co-operate and do what we ask or we will tie you up, stick plaster over your mouths and carry you out like bags of potatoes. Is that clear?’




    Kelsie replied in an enforced quiet voice. ‘We’ll co-operate but don’t you ever strike any of us again. I don’t know who you are or what you want but you could show us a little bit of decency and not act like an animal.’ She never took her eyes off the woman who finally blinked and swung away.




    ‘When we get near the jetty,’ she snapped, ‘Conrad, here, will get a rope to shore. You can then climb out and walk up to the beach. Don’t bother to run away. We’re on an island so there’s nowhere to go.’




    Kelsie nodded and led the others out. It was tricky jumping across from the pitching craft to the wooden decking but they were soon walking along a narrow shingle beach and surveying their surroundings.




    The beach, itself, curved in a small crescent between steep cliffs topped by native bush. In front of them, a gravel path zigzagged up through course grass to the base of a small cabin cut into the hillside. The front was built on a platform supported by, what looked like, telephone poles. The steep hillside behind the building was completely covered in trees. In the area beneath the platform was an old upturned rowing boat and other gear for fishing and holidaying. Flowering creeper grew up one side of wooden steps that lead from the path to a tiny lean-to veranda and door. The whole building was well maintained and had been recently painted in off white with dark red windowsills.




    ‘It’s lovely,’ said Laura in spite of herself.




    ‘Enjoy it. This will be your home for the next couple of days,’ cut in Conrad, ‘Now, if you want to help, we have food and other supplies on the plane. Daniel will pass them out.’




    A short time later the six of them had moved several boxes of food and suitcases into the small living area of the batch. Kelsie was tossed a large backpack that was filled with brand new clothes as well as towels and other toiletries. Jason was given a smaller bag of clothes for himself. To Kelsie, this confirmed her earlier thoughts that thorough planning that had gone into their abduction. She frowned and became determined not to show any acknowledgement of this.




    ‘There’s a small generator out the back,’ said Conrad. ‘I’ll go and get it started.’ He nodded to Jason. ‘Come with me and I’ll show you how it operates. We’ll need to prime the pressure pump for water, too. .’




    Jason glanced at the two girls to see if they minded. Laure shrugged but Kelsie signified for him to go. She doubted if there would be any immediate danger.




    When they reached the cabin she led Laura into a bunkroom and told her to change out of their soaking clothes.




    ‘I’m not wearing anything she gave us,” the girl muttered.




    ‘Please yourself,’ Kelsie said as she took off her coat and peeled her sticky top off. ‘Do you think Andrea will care if you want to shiver in your stinky wet clothes all day?’




    As she changed she noticed that Laura reluctantly began to do the same.




    “I’m scared,” Laura admitted after they finished dressing and tossed their wet clothes in a pile on a bunk. ‘This was planned, wasn’t it? I mean…’ She held up her arm to show the perfectly fitting jersey she had just put on.




    ‘I’m afraid so,’ Kelsie replied.




    Her friend glanced at her and pouted. ‘I made a fool of myself, didn’t I?’




    ‘We’re all scared but don’t show them that. Okay?’




    Laura nodded but looked as if she was about to burst into tears at any moment.




    Andrea grunted when they returned to the living quarters, She had already started to unpack the food and prepare a meal. Shortly, two pots of vegetables and a pan of sausages were cooking away. The men returned and the fugitives accepted a hot mug of coffee each.


  




  

    *


  




  

    ‘Now an explanation,’ said Andrea in almost a friendly voice. ‘Conrad, Daniel and myself are members of an organisation called N.O.E. That stands for No Orange Environment. We’re against all forms of chemical poisoning of our country…’




    ‘What has that got to do with us?’ snapped Laura.




    ‘Probably very little but your father has plenty to do with it,’




    ‘How?’




    The woman sighed and continued. ‘McIntyre Corporation owns huge forests on the East Coast and they’re about to let out a contract for thousands of hectares of forest to have pellets of 1080 poison dropped over them to kill opossums.’




    ‘So what?’ replied Jason. ‘Opossums are pests that are ruining the forests.’




    Andrea stared at him angrily. ‘Perhaps they are,’ she snapped with her voice rising, ‘However, in those forests, native birds and other innocent creatures will also be poisoned; water supplies will be polluted and even hunters affected. That poison is so dangerous it only needs to be touched to be effective.’




    ‘Okay,’ said Kelsie, ‘but what do you hope to achieve by kidnapping us?’




    ‘Tomorrow, Laura’s father will receive a document drawn up by our organisation that he has to sign and send to his contractors telling them the poison drop and all future ones will be cancelled.’




    ‘I see and if he does?’ replied Kelsie.




    ‘You’ll be flown back to the mainland and released.’




    ‘He won’t!’ Laura retorted. ‘Dad will never give into blackmail.’




    Andrea smiled thinly. ‘You’d better hope he does,’ she whispered. ‘Otherwise…’ she never completed the sentence but calmly walked over to check on the meal being cooked.


  




  

    *


  




  

    After the meal, Andrea and Conrad walked up a steep track behind the cabin until they were about fifty metres above the cabin. The woman took a mobile phone out of her track suit pocket, punched in a number and talked with a worried expression on her face for several moments before pushing the off button and turning to her companion.




    ‘The cops have got Barry,’ she said bluntly.




    ‘How did that happen?’




    ‘How would I know?’ she snapped back. ‘He was arrested on the highway. I guess the silly fool got caught with the bikes. I told him not to keep them.’




    Conrad frowned. ‘What about the documents? Will McIntyre still get them?’




    ‘Luckily, Barry never had them in the SUV. Henri will send them by Fast Post tonight. Barry won’t talk and the vehicle can’t be traced to any of us so we’ll continue with our original plan. In fact it might even help us. They’ll know the kids are abducted and will stew all night. It might soften that Laura’s old sod of a father up a bit.’ She turned and started down the hill.




    ‘Wait a minute,’ called Conrad. ‘Can I borrow the mobile? I want the latest marine weather forecast. It’s a nuisance that the cabin is in a dead spot’




    ‘Don’t let the kids see it,’ Andrea cautioned as she handed it to him.




    ‘There’s a northerly storm coming,’ he said after listening to the recorded report. ‘The jetty is exposed to that direction so we’ll need to fly the plane out before dark. I’ll get Daniel to fly back to base and return when it’s over, unless you want all of us to go.’




    ‘No,’ replied Andrea. ‘It’s better to keep the kids here. We’ll both stay.’


  




  

    *


  




  

    “What can we do?’ Laura asked her two friends as they walked along the tiny beach. They had been given permission to go there as their captives only seemed too pleased to have them out of earshot.




    ‘I’m not sure yet but I know we’ll need to do something here,’ replied Kelsie. ‘If we allow them to put us onto the plane again anything could happen.’




    ‘They’ll never get Dad to agree to their demands,’ pointed out Laura. ‘It’s not his style.’




    Jason picked up a small flat stone and sent it skimming across the surface of the water before turning and facing the girls. ‘I agree with you both,’ he said as he flung another stone. ‘We can’t tackle them all full on; not with that flick knife Andrea has but we can knock them off one at a time if we’re careful.’




    Kelsie nodded and waited for him to continue.




    ‘I’ve had a bit of a look around the cabin,’ he said. ‘It’s pretty solid, you know. The walls are all wooden and the doors are heavy. I’d say it was built about sixty or more years ago.’




    ‘So?’ queried Laura.




    ‘It’s not like modern buildings that have lightweight fittings. Now, if we can get them into one room...’ he stopped. ‘Oh what’s the use? There are windows everywhere.’




    They sat down and watched the tiny waves lapping on the shore and a group of seagulls fighting over a piece of food. Jason’s suggestion had set Kelsie thinking.




    ‘Perhaps,’ she started and smiled. ‘I know one room. The toilet. Everyone uses it. It’s got a tiny louver window way up high and a solid old type door.’




    ‘That’s right,’ continued Laura, ‘The lock is one of those old ones with a huge key. It’s just sitting there. I locked it when I used the toilet.’




    ‘Of course,’ replied Jason. ‘I remember now. No matter how smart our Andrea is she has to go sometime. Let’s take the key out and be waiting.’




    Kelsie grinned and together they formed a sort of plan. It depended a little on luck but now, at least they had something to aim towards.




    Their luck turned their way when a few moments later the engines of the Catalina started up and the flying boat taxied out into the bay, accelerated and flew off. Andrea and Conrad could be seen talking on the jetty so now there were only two criminals left.




    ‘That’s slightly better odds,’ muttered Jason.




    Kelsie though seemed more serious. ‘It could be a bad sign,’ she cautioned. ‘Daniel may bring others back. I think we’ll need to act soon,’ She glanced at her watch. ‘It’s still a couple of hours before dark.’




    ‘If the plane doesn’t return by then we should be okay until morning,’ added Jason. ‘I doubt if they’d risk landing in the dark.’


  




  

    *


  




  

    As it turned out, Kelsie’s fears were groundless. When evening approached, the wind increased and dark rain clouds appeared from the north. Showers were on their way. By eight the first one hit them. Torrents of summer rain lashed the front of the cabin and wind rattled iron on the roof. Lightning occasionally lit the sky followed by distant thunder rumbling in from the ocean. Waves could be heard pounding at an increased intensity on the beach in the darkness.




    Inside, Andrea and Conrad mainly ignored the teenagers and Kelsie was sure they never noticed Jason discretely remove the toilet key. Some board games were found in a cupboard and the three played a half hearted game of Scrabble before getting supper and thumbing through some old magazines.




    Finally, the two girls went off to bed in one of the three bunkrooms. Kelsie grinned as Andrea moved into another room and she guessed that Conrad would share Jason’s room.




    Conrad stuck his head in a few moments later and handed her a torch. ‘I’m going to shut the generator down so there’ll be no electricity until morning. See you then.’




    ‘Right,’ muttered Kelsie pretending to be almost asleep. Having no lights could be to their advantage. After the cabin plunged into darkness, she slipped to the door and watched Conrad return, take off the jacket he was wearing and retreat into the men’s bunkroom.




    ‘Wait here,’ she whispered to Laura and quietly made her way out into the living room and across to the opposite side where doors led to the bathroom and toilet.




    She pulled out the couch nearby and squeezed behind it. Now all she had to do was keep awake and hope Andrea would come out sometime. As far as she could remember the woman had not used the toilet since supper but it was really all guess work. Time slipped by.




    Suddenly a torch beam shone through the room for a second before being turned off again. Kelsie jerked up and realised she’d nodded off.




    ‘Kelsie,’ whispered a hushed voice. It was Jason. He sat down on the couch after she replied. ‘I think everyone’s asleep. I doubt if Andrea will be out soon. Suddenly the room lit up with blue lightning and Kelsie saw Jason staring intently at her. He had a coil of rope they found earlier in his hand. Two seconds later thunder rumbled outside. Rain could be heard lashing the front windows. It was a wild night.




    ‘Let’s do part two first,’ said Kelsie. ‘All hell’s going to break loose when one of them gets locked in the toilet and that will probably wake the other one. I know it will be three against one but we don’t know what weapons they’ve got.’




    ‘Who then?’ asked Jason.




    ‘Conrad,’ replied Kelsie. ‘Wait here. I’ll wake Laura and tell her to watch Andrea.’ She slipped away in the darkness and returned with a sleepy Laura.




    ‘Hi,’ whispered Laura and was brought up to date on the plan. ‘If Andrea gets up I’ll follow her. Okay?’




    ‘Fine,’ whispered Jason. ‘Let’s go.’




    Their plans however were interrupted when a torch came on in Conrad’s room. Laura and Jason dived for cover behind the couch beside Kelsie with one of them managing to put a foot in her face. Cautiously, she managed to peep out as the torch beam flashed across the room. Conrad came out yawning, rubbed his eyes and headed to the kitchen. She heard a cupboard door being shut and the tap being turned on then he appeared again, flashed the torch around the room again and stepped back towards his room. Then, almost as an after thought, Conrad ambled towards the toilet. Kelsie held her breath as he brushed past the couch and headed across the room. He walked in the toilet but only half shut the door.
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