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SPOILER NOTE 

These pictures show scenes from In the Amazon—so don't 
peek ahead!  

Follow along with each illustration as you get to that part 
of the story. 
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PROLOGUE 

“After listing all the potential problems associated with the boys 
traveling to Brazil, he then went on to say that he actually leaned toward 
letting them go because of the once-in-a-lifetime nature of the experience. 
Laughing and shaking his head, he conceded that while Uncle Charlie 
certainly had his faults, the old sailor really did know his way around the 
Amazon.…”
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PROLOGUE 

“It had only been a week since Archibald and Jockabeb returned home from 
Camp Bear Claw.  

Memories of the 
mountains and their 
narrow escape from 
the devil cat were 
still vivid when an 
envelope addressed 
to their mother and 
posted from Brazil 
arrived with the 
morning mail.  

At the top left 
corner of the 
envelope was their 
Uncle Charlie’s name. 
Although they’d 
never met him, the 
boys had heard their 
mother say on 
several occasions 
that her older 
brother had lived a 
“bizarre life” since 
leaving home as a 
teenager over forty 
years ago.”
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CHAPTER 1 
CROSSING THE EQUATOR 

“Even though Uncle Charlie was in his late fifties, he appeared much older. 

 His khaki safari 
shirt and shorts 
seemed way too big, 
hanging loosely from 
his wiry six-foot 
frame.  

As he reached up and 
removed his frayed 
straw hat, the boys 
gasped.  

Tattooed directly on 
top of his bald, tan 
head was a large, 
black snake curled 
around a bright-blue 
anchor."
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CHAPTER 1 
ALONG THE AMAZON RIVER 

“‘Yep, I’ve seen my share of anacondas,’ the old sailor responded with a 
smile on his face.  

‘You probably know 
they’re the largest 
snakes in South 
America. They can 
grow to over thirty 
feet long and weigh 
up to five hundred 
pounds. Believe me, 
boys, you don’t want 
to get anywhere 
near an anaconda. 
Let me show you 
something.’ 

Uncle Charlie 
extended his badly 
scarred forearm and 
gave his nephews a 
warning he hoped 
they’d heed. ‘If you 
get too close to one, 
it’ll grab you in its 
teeth and give you a 
great big welcome-
to-the-Amazon hug.’’”
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CHAPTER 1 
A RARE SIGHTING 

“Jockabeb was watching the boat’s wake when he saw something pink pop out 
of the water near the stern.  

Whatever it was, the 
pink object was 
moving slightly 
faster than the boat, 
and soon it had 
closed to within five 
yards off the 
starboard side of the 
boat.  

The moment Jockabeb 
yelled out, 'Hey, guys!' 
to his brother and 
uncle, the pink, fin-
shaped object 
suddenly submerged 
below the dark 
water.”
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CHAPTER 1 
CAMPO DE VAGA-LUME 

“Jockabeb and Archibald couldn’t believe all of the exotic, colorful birds 
that were flying overhead, sitting in trees, or just floating on the river.  

Uncle Charlie could 
name nearly every 
one, and he pointed 
out many species 
along the way, such 
as the scarlet ibis, 
the blue-headed 
parrot, the yellow-
rumped cacique, the 
turquoise tanager, 
and the colorful 
toucan. 

Jockabeb’s favorite 
bird was the blue 
and yellow macaw, a 
colorful parrot 
whose loud squawks 
and screams could 
be heard from far 
away. 

Archibald preferred 
the scarlet ibis with 
its brilliant red 
feathers..”
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CHAPTER 1 
CAMPO DE VAGA-LUME 

“As the boys carried their duffel bags up the dirt path that led to the 
camp’s only structure, they both wondered what might be in store in this 

remote spot in the 
jungle. 

The old wooden 
building was not much 
larger than their 
garage back home, 
and the closer he 
came to it, the more 
Jockabeb thought the 
rickety shack made 
the main cabin at 
Camp Bear Claw 
seem like the Taj 
Mahal. 

As the boys carried 
their duffel bags up 
the dirt path that led 
to the camp’s only 
structure, they both 
wondered what might 
be in store in this 
remote spot in the 
jungle.”
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CHAPTER 1 
UNCLE CHARLIE’S CAMPSITE 

“As Uncle Charlie cut the motor and the boat glided onto shore, Archibald 
and Jockabeb were amazed at the size of the large canvas structure 
spreading out before 
them. 

After the duffel 
bags and supplies 
had been unloaded, 
Uncle Charlie began 
a brief tour of what 
he referred to as his 
'rainforest mansion.'  

During their brief 
tour, the boys were 
pleasantly surprised 
to find that the tent 
was not only large 
on the outside, but it 
was comfortable and 
airy on the inside as 
well.  

They also learned 
that their uncle 
bought the tent at a 
military-surplus 
store in Manaus.”
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CHAPTER 1 
UNCLE CHARLIE’S CAMPSITE 

“Jockabeb, who was looking at some items on the table, noticed a little glass 
jar that contained some kind of teeth. 

'Where did these 
come from?' he asked, 
pointing at the teeth. 

'Oh, that’s my little 
collection of jaguar 
teeth,' Uncle Charlie 
answered.  'I’ve been 
finding them lying 
around my campsite 
off and on for the 
past several months. 
It’s funny I never 
noticed them before, 
but there must have 
been an old jaguar 
den somewhere close 
by a long time ago. I 
thought I might make 
a necklace out of 
those teeth one day.  

Keep your eye out 
and maybe you’ll find 
a few teeth for 
yourself.'”
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CHAPTER 2 
UNCLE CHARLIE’S STORY 

“'A large silver chain hung from his neck, and he had a silver disc 
embedded in each earlobe.  

The chain had some 
animal fang dangling 
from it, and I 
remember hoping 
that it wasn’t a sign 
of what was coming 
next. As strange as 
he looked to me, I’m 
sure he was just as 
taken aback by the 
bloody white man 
stretched out 
beneath him! 

The shaman pointed a 
finger at his own 
chest and said, 
"Hutano, Hutano."  

I figured that was 
his name, so I pointed 
at myself and said, 
"Charlie, Charlie."  

That was the start of 
our friendship.’”
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CHAPTER 2 
MEETING THE MINAURI 

“They walked a short way to the Minauri village that stood in a cleared 
area next to a wider part of the stream. 

The village was very 
small and ringed by a 
dozen or so A-
framed huts that 
faced the water.  

Each hut was open in 
front. The roofs and 
walls were made out 
of tree branches that 
had been tightly 
bound together with 
vines.  

Rope hammocks hung 
inside and outside the 
huts, and several 
were occupied by 
sleeping people. A 
huge fire pit had been 
dug in the middle of 
the clearing.”
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CHAPTER 2 
CURSE OF THE BLACK JAGUAR 

“The boys met Hutano’s eldest son, Lanto, who’d just recently become chief 
of the Minauri Tribe after the death of the previous chief.  

Lanto was by far the 
tallest and 
strongest member of 
the tribe, which came 
as a surprise to the 
boys, considering the 
size of his father.  

Uncle Charlie said 
Lanto was a great 
hunter who could use 
a variety of weapons 
to kill any animal in 
the rainforest, 
including the much-
feared jaguar.”
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CHAPTER 3 
TAKEN! 

“Slowly moving out of the darkness, a small, hideous-looking native man 
with a blanket on his back slunk forward and raised his bony hand.  

It was Vengolus! 

Vengolus moved 
closer and sneered, 
lowering his head to 
spit at the ground. 
When he looked up, 
Archibald and 
Jockabeb saw pure 
hatred in his 
mustard-colored, 
cat-like eyes.  

Like Hutano, 
Vengolus wore silver 
discs in his earlobes 
and a silver chain. 
Both boys cringed in 
fear at the grotesque 
object dangling from 
the bottom of the 
chain, a small animal 
skull covered in 
dried blood.”
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CHAPTER 3 
BLACK MAGIC 

“Suddenly, Vengolus grabbed the torch off the ground and threw it 
straight up.  

As everyone’s eyes 
followed the flame 
into the air, the evil 
shaman dropped to 
his knees and curled 
into a ball under the 
black blanket draped 
over his back.  

When the torch fell 
back to earth, it 
landed squarely on 
the blanket and 
began to burn.  

After a moment the 
blanket burst into 
flames, and a giant 
black jaguar sprang 
out of the fireball!”
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CHAPTER 3 
THE ATTACK 

“Before Uncle Charlie could finish his sentence, a dark form dropped from 
the branches high above.  

Landing on its four 
paws directly in 
front of Jockabeb,  
the snarling black 
beast opened its jaws 
and bared its 
gleaming white teeth. 

… 

When the ungodly 
creature looked up, 
its mustard-yellow 
eyes—those same 
hateful eyes of 
Vengolus—stared 
deep within 
Jockabeb’s soul.”
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CHAPTER 3 
A NOISE IN THE NIGHT 

“Archibald picked up the map of the river and began to study the route to 
Campo de Vaga-Lume. 

Uncle Charlie had 
clearly marked the 
map and left 
detailed notes about 
landmarks along the 
banks.  

Jockabeb joined his 
brother at the table, 
and the two boys 
discussed the various 
problems they might 
encounter the next 
day on the river. 

'Well, it’s a long way, 
that’s for sure,' said 
Archibald, finally 
pushing his chair 
back from the table, 
'but we’ve got this 
great map, and if the 
motor keeps going, 
we should be okay.'”
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CHAPTER 3 
A NOISE IN THE NIGHT 

“Taking a deep breath, he hopped out and ran back to the tent as fast as he 
could, hurdling tools and other obstacles on the way. 

Inside, he found the 
map right where he’d 
left it the night 
before. He quickly 
snatched it off the 
table and was 
running back through 
the door when he 
heard a half-scream, 
half-growl from 
somewhere nearby.  

'Oh, no!' he said out 
loud. 'The jaguar’s 
back!'  

Breaking into a 
sprint, Archibald 
headed toward the 
boat, and when he 
looked back over his 
shoulder, he saw not 
one, but two black 
jaguars bounding in 
his direction and 
closing fast!”
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CHAPTER 3 
FINAL DAYS IN BRAZIL 

“Like Uncle Charlie, Lucio wore khaki safari clothes and had a tanned, 
weather-beaten face, although he was much stockier than their uncle.  

As the boys stepped 
out of the boat, they 
noticed his most 
distinctive feature—a 
large, jagged scar 
that ran down the 
side of his face from 
just below his left 
eye to the corner of 
his mouth.  

Even though he was 
from Manaus, Lucio 
spoke excellent 
English.  

After quickly 
greeting the boys, 
his first question 
was, 'Where’s 
Charlie?'”
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SECOND EPILOGUE 

“'And, most importantly, I’m sending two special gifts from Hutano. When I 
was getting ready to leave the village, the old shaman handed me two 
leather necklaces with silver charms that looked like the teeth of river 

otters. Then he made 
hand gestures that 
told me he wanted 
you two to have them,' 
Lucio wrote. 

Archibald removed 
some more packing 
material to find a 
flat metal box that 
used to hold fishing 
lures. Lifting the lid, 
he picked up two 
identical necklaces 
that were inside and 
held them up. 'Here, 
this one’s for you, 
Jockabeb,' he said, 
handing one of the 
necklaces to his 
brother.  

'I can’t believe it!' 
shouted Jockabeb 
excitedly. 'How cool 
is this? Hutano sent 
us good-luck 
necklaces.'”
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