Chapter Twenty-three

CAPTURED

\A‘mmp. Whump. Whump. The high-powered speed-hy

et each wave head-on as they raced across the ocean, May
and Lola were lying on the floor of the boat, drenched by rain
and saltwater spray, their hands and feet bound with Tope,

their mouths tightly gagged.
It had all been going so well. Max had been so relieved 1

get out of the Black Pyramid and get back to the safety of the
camp. He was proud of himself for standing up to Ah Pukuh
and his demons. And even though their impersonations had
been grotesque, their attempts had reassured him that his real
parents weren't far away.

Against all odds, victory had been within their grasp. Now
Hermanjilio, Lord 6-Dog, and Lady Coco would have to fight
the forces of evil alone. When Venus rose in the morning
Lola would be tied to the sacrificial altar and . . . what
What fate did Landa have in store for Max? Would he b¢

sacrificed, too?
. . r
o He strained to tyrn his head until he could see Lol He
air
Was plastered to her face. She looked as seasick as he




¢ he might puke at any moment. H
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Just when he thought he could hold it in no longer, th
1, the

poat SLOPPE
A white yacht towered over them.

La Espada, Cadiz.

gomeone yanked him up roughly and hustled him and
Lola into 2 cargo net. Before he knew what was happeni::
they were scooped off their feet and winched into the aigr’
Next minute they were hanging a few feet above the surfacc;
of the ocean. Max thought he could see a shark fin cutting
through the water toward them.

Would he rather be eaten first or watch Lola being eaten!

There was no time to decide, for the cargo net suddenly
lurched, swung around, and dumped them heavily onto the
deck, like two fat codfish.

Lola was carried away in one direction, while Max was
dragged off in the other. Two guards manhandled him roughly
along gangways and up stairways until they reached a carpeted
corridor on an upper deck. Here the guards untied him and
removed his gag.

“Where are you taking me?” asked Max.
One of the guards answered in a torrent of Spanish. Max

was none the wiser. .
d Max. “1 have nothing to say t©

i is hilarious. They nodded and
The guards seemed O find this hilart o Tt g

leered as they pushed him coward a set ©

doors at the end of the comdor: : s
So this was it The longawait c

Antonio de Landa:

with Count
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| if the count had an onboarg tOrtyy,
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Max wonde teast if he was busy torturing May, j, Megy, and
Well, at{ -“sqcri ficing Lola. Wow! Max gop , lum pas
gaged 11 ¢ ) p
g he realized that was probably the mg Selfleg, che
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as ad in his life. But what was the
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he wasn € €
in his throat

Point ¢
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thot formed character if a sadistic Spaniard yyag aboy; i
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Max's thoughts were spiralling into hysteria when the SUards

I d him headlong through the doors.
pus ;{e went sprawling onto the carpet. When he staggered ¢,
i fe; he found himself in a plush, wood-panelled Stateroon,
There was a long table in the centre of the room and re( velvet
banquettes around the edge. At the far end, a man was standing h
with his back to the room, gazing out to sea. He was wearing ,

white linen suit.

“Uncle Ted!”

Uncle Ted turned around. His face looked even more
furrowed. He had dark shadows under his eyes. He looked like
he hadn’t slept for at least a week.

“Uncle Ted, what are you doing here?”
“I could ask you the same
“This is Landa’s

have known it!”

“« .

“I think we should start this discussion with an
[t better be good,” said Max.

He waited.

yo
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question, young man.”
yacht! Are you in league with him? | might

apology.”




you been

how worried I
run off into

like to
continued in a colder, more businesslike tone. “All 'm trying

1o do is recover a valuable artefact for my client. If you'd just tell
me what you've done with the Red Jaguar, perhaps we can sort

it out without recourse to the law.”

Either he was an Oscar-worthy actor or

Landa’s plans.

Maya priest. He’s using th
warriors of the underworld.”

serious this is. Larceny, assau
you and your girlfriend are i

get us off this

usiness!” Max stared at him in disbelief, “py
* ont y()u

wyour b :
understand that _the W()rl,L 1is about to end and you wo’s

pave & business if w:: don’t stop your friend Landa from e fl!(\fen

the Undead Army’ aking

Uncle Ted looked alarmed. “What have i

[ heard you've been keeping bad company, Max. Haye Z;)lu.

: o

»
bminwashed you!
iNwWe ? 3>
“Me, prainwashed? That's a good one. So how long ha
ve

involved in this plot, Uncle Ted?”

«plot?” Uncle Ted sounded genuinely puzzled.

“The plot for Landa-slash-Tzelek to take over the world.”
«That's enough, Max!” said Uncle Ted. “Can you im'\. in
ve been? First your parents disappear. The;lgyoz
the jungle with a band of thieves. If this is what it’s
have children, then—" He stopped himself abruptly and

ked hard at Uncle Ted.

Max narrowed his eyes and loo
he really didn’t know

d by the spirit of an evil

“ .
Your client has been possess¢
lease the demon

e Black Jaguar to 1€

ax! 1 don't think you understand how
I¢, sabotage, Property damage - - -

lot of trouble.”
“Jf you could just

“Oh, grow up, M

na

“She’s not my girlfriend,” mutterec? Max ’
boat, Lll tellyot everythmgh i i
pebdate s




“I'm afraid that’s not possible. The .
hands. Thanks to your delinquent behaviou(r ér IS oy |
is calling the shots.” Uncle Ted lowered e )v( _()Uh‘t de anln\.
I'm no fan of his, Max, but you've forceq a dlce, 4y, s
He'’s my client and I made a deal with him., Nt() take b sid,
merchandise and he won’t give up unti| he gets (l’tW he’ Wang ht
Max. So stop all this nonsense right noy,” -He'

“It’s not nonsense. It was you who told me thyy ;
journal was not a fake, it could destroy the world At if Landy,

“I should have kept my mouth shut.” :

“But Uncle Ted—"

Max saw a movement out of the corner of hjg o
turned, once again expecting to see Landa. But it WaSYE. He
Jim. He was sitting there, arms folded, staring straight g U:ky.

“Lucky, y,ou’re a Maya—you know I'm telling tf: S hau.or
is it you v:l’ho s in league with Landa? I don’t know who to tryg
anymore.

Lucky Jim ignored him.

Uncle Ted stepped forward and stared into Max's eyes.
“Paranoia, stealing, delusions . . . Have you been taking drugs”

“Of course not! I'm telling you the truth, Uncle Ted! You
said yourself that anything can happen, that things are never
what they seem around here. If you don’t help me stop him,
Landa is going to sacrifice Lola to Ah Pukuh.”

Uncle Ted sat down heavily on a banquette. He looked like
he was trying hard to keep his temper. “Let me spell it out. All
the count wants is the return of the Red Jaguar.”

“No, Uncle Ted, you're wrong! Landa wants to rule the

world! Why do you think he’s collecting Jaguar Stones!

. »
“It's not my business, Max.

5 has {0
“It is your business! It's all our business! Someone
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w you deal with some shad
1 [ know Y y characters, Uncle

qop " i rely even you can recognize pure evil when you see it?”
: “That's enough, Max!” Uncle Ted put his head in his hanl;s
ax curned back to Lucky’l Jim. s.
«Lucky, you now what I'm talking about!” he said. “You
derstaﬂd the power of the Jaguar Stones!”
Lucky Jim shrugg’ed. He looked uncomfortable.
ht,” Max continued, “the ancient Maya are

“You were rig
ll trying to Tun things in this jungle. Last night, in the Black

mid, I met Ah Pukuh—"

“You tourists should stay out of our temples,” said Lucky
Jim.
eNo!” yelled Max. “We've gone way past that. It's not abou
who's a tourist and who's a Maya. We're all in this together. You
cn't ignore history anymore, Lucky Jim, because it’s playing
out right in front of us. Your children will ask you why you
didn’t try to save them from the living hell that will be their
lives when Ah Pukuh takes over. Are you going to blame that
on the tourists? Or are you going to do something about it,
while there’s still time?” Max’s face, red with fury, was right in
Lucky’s face. Their noses almost touched. “At least you could

tell Uncle Ted that I'm not crazy.

Silence.
) .
Max took a softer tone. “We need you, Lucky! There's g0In&

to be a huge battle tonight between good and evil. The immortal
Lord 6-Dog is out there right nOW- We used the Green Jaguar
of Itzamna to bring him back. He's inside the body of a howler

ok YA 'deunda.... 5
onkey, and Tzelek is inst e sed how ridiculous 1t

Max’s voice trailed off as evet

all sounded.

Lucky Jim got up and left the room.
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“Now you ¥ e I'm disgusted with you, M
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crying 1 ive me that,” sai¢ ‘
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Dot | ot me just like you hate my father,
) “ 1atc . y - - Y
said- YTUT { looked genuinely appalled. “Thar’
Incle 1€¢ - e
L.n% e took me a day or two, but [ grew
said quietly: . ded me of myself at your age. S,
3 reml - : ~
Max. You Ted, but I thought a few weeks in Sy
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“I have changed, Uncle Ted.
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“But, sadly, not for the bett‘er. Listel? to yourself, Ey;
human sacrifices, demon warriors . .. I'm t(TO frustrate
to you anymore. You should have stayed in yoy, ro
night, Max. You gave me, your word and you broke j.»

“But my word wasn’t good enough for you, was it?
going to stay in my room until I realized you’d locke the
Why couldn’t you have trusted me? You locked me
prisoner.”

Uncle Ted sounded close to tears. “No, I locked YOU awyy
like something precious. [ just wanted to keep you safe, Max”
The pain in Uncle Ted's eyes hardened into resolve. “But pox
['can see the error of my ways. I'll give you a little time to think

about things, and then I'm handing you over to Landa.”

With that, Uncle Ted swept out of the stateroom.
The two gu

the door, barge

l Spil‘im,
d to talk
Om thy,

[ wag
door.
away like ,

ards, who'd evidently been waiting outside
d in and grabbed Max again. They look
disappointed to find him in one piece and did their best ©

linjure him themselves ag they pushed and pulled him through
1atches an down ladders to the bottom of the ship.

At th ocked
¢ end of a long metal gangway, a door was unloc
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yshed in. He found himself in a small cab
: a small cabin
d no furniture except for a si
asink and a
a metal

was
;lnd no ()I'thole an
Jith Ired 10 the wall.

bunkow R Max checked every inch of the cabin for a w
b resset.{ his _eaT against the door, but he could hei
; " hing cried klckllng the door for a while, but no one
o d up and down. He lay on the bunk. As the
by, he grew more and more wretched. This waiting

hours went
and 1OF knowing was as bad as any torture the creepy count

could have devised.
What was happening Where was Lola? How would

Hermanjilio nd two talking monkeys be able to outwit Landa
and all his men? The more he thought about it, the more his
Whichever way you looked at i, they were in big
was nothing he could do to help.

he bunk in that airless cabin, he gradually
h a start to the blaring of an alarm.
d the sounds of running feet all
¢ his door and up the stairs.
ing their engines, and

heart sank.
trouble. And there

As he lay on t
dozed off. He awoke wit
There were men shouting an

e boat. Someone ran pas

over th
ng up, revw

He heard motorboats starti
roaring off.
Then all was quiet again-
What was going on? Had something happened onshore!
aniilio made his move!
;{Aﬁ Eae;;d én the door- He kicked the: wa.lls. He shoutled.
After a while, he thought he heard a noise I the corridor.

i 9 Could.
Y E I . . T] ]

out there. ;
1!
“Let me out! Let M€ ot

He heard the lock slow

as aga




and a familiar figyre half

lew open

idenly, the door flew ;L.]

il into the cabin.

P | half fell into the ca -
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: |l What's happening: |

. all gone ashore .. . good time

srepped a
“Uncle Tec . A
5 ind of emergency -
“Some kinc
»
to escape .« - - : .
Max took in his un

cle’s slurred speech, his unsteady gait,
. “
- fred from his pores. “Are yoy all
. Lev fumes that wa
whiskey fui

zmd the %
right, Uncle Ted!

{ad ink or two with the Captain ... to get him out of
“Had a dr . 1 g
¢ : . he bridge. -+« YOu must
's sleeping 1t off . .. on the . \
the way. . . . He’s sl pIng Y

g r;gm;". e Max could ask any more questions, Uncle Ted
Iurch:dol:ack down the gangway toward the .stairs. When Max
caught up with him on the deck, he v?'as leaning perilously over
the guardrail and pointing at something off to stern.

“That’ll get you to shore. . . . Think you can handle i?”
Max peered over the side. A little boat with
motor bobbed below, straining at its rope.

“I don’t understand,” said Max.

“Zodiac inflatable . .

»

gear. . ..

“No, I mean, why are you helping me escape?”
Uncle Ted looked like he might cry. “Turns out [ do owe

you an apology, Max. . . . The way they dragged that poor girl
off ... I think you were right about Landa. . . .| should have
listened—"

an outboard

- jus’ pull the cord and slam it into

“Lola?” interrupted Max.
“To shore . . .”

“Thave to go, | |

“Where did they take her?”

ave to save her.”
Save your own skin, Max. .

.. Get as far awa fro 8
] 5 m here ¢
possible,” y here as
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Are you coming!” sai
y hing!” said Max coldly.

“What we should do’—he

find Lola.
his head.

.&[’fﬂ vncle shOO
__“what we should do is call the police.”
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-‘“"Tﬁ’here’s no UM erstand? Landa’s going to
. Lola. e need t©
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ax
M ut Uncle Ted clumsily disengaged himself.

Zodiﬁc9

e Ted, come o Lola needs us!”
_..I'm not the hero type. . ..”
d of Landa?” sneered Max.

.4 Uncle Ted.
ugo you'd let Lola die rather than face up to him?”

wWe Murphys look after number one.”
wyell, this Murphy has learned that you can’t live your

”»
chat way-
“ tried to

diedsssl shoul
Max impatiently
call him back from
Jim! He could help me
“Lucky? I think you

in his cabin and he won't
s like he’s burnin

Kk he was doing
e over him.” Uncle Ted

stop him!”
le toward the ladder down to the

O

be a hero once. . i . Tt went WIong & =

d have just called the police—"
interrupted, gripping his uncle’
his drunken ramblings. "Wk
9
've upset him, Max. He'slo
come out. 1 can hea
and it smell g incense. If 1 did
better, I'd thin
know what's com
wyy/ith Lucky on ouf side,
“Do you want me o try and talk t0
“There’'s NO time,” said Max, climk
yacht. “\¥/ish me fuck.”
e
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<ome sort of Ma
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“No, [ just want to give you this.

b y R

Uncle Ted passed down a diver

»

“Good luck, Max.

When Max was safely aboard, Uncle Ted unti
and shouted down instructions., Max pulled ],
his might, and the engine roared to life. After 4
when he butted the yacht like an an
steering and the Zodiac sped away.

Soon Max could make out the shore
of the Black Pyramid. He headed straig
flatout. His heart surged, happy to be

which apparently knew something his heare did n
into a tight ball of fear.
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The captain was clearly trying to

run him down,
Max turned sharply. The ya

cht turned as sharply as it could,
ility of a Zodiac. He W,

as confident

captain might radio ahead and

their high-speed motor launch
In fact, M

ax should have bee, worrying about something
else entirely,

€s.

, at that VEry moment, the captain was out
e flying bridge, aim

ing a rifle at him. :
. ;
As the yacht closed the gap and loomed over him agair
O1re
Max started make his next turp when—crack! A bullet tc
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,-!mrl ! o Was losing speed.
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(;lf:-::fack! Cf(lck.' Crack!
water shot Up around his boat where the bullets

Sp()utS 0 4
Max silently thanked Uncle Ted for plying the
horribly aware that it would

..ced. M2
ith whiskey- He was
flate the Zodiac and scupper

oW
hot to de
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his escape:
gut the Jamage was done. Th

and (huddered €02 halt. He was dea
on the cord, ¢ the engine to start,
raking aim- _he couldn’t miss nOW-

himself.
Suddenly, the captain pitched over

ocean. In his place was Uncle Ted, wit
He threw a life ring to the flailing captain

nly one good s

e outboard motor coughed
d in the water. As he pulled
praying fo he saw the captain
Even drunk Max steeled
the railing and into the

| a big grin on his face.
and took the wheel

down through

of the ship-
«pull out the choke,” Uncle Ted called
cupped hands. 3
With the choke fully out ond a few more WE> on the cord,
i life.
the outboard motor roared shakily back to |
As the yacht yeered charply away, it gave a loud blast of its
horrli/.iax rurned and waved, then once again headed for the




