
 

 

The Adventure Begins 
 
 
The rain hammered down on the roof of the garden shed. Kelvin had been sent out to sort through 
some boxes that had been stored away years ago. Now that they were moving house again, 
Kelvin’s parents had decided to have a tidy up. They had offered Kelvin extra pocket money if he 
could clear three boxes before dinner time.  
 
Amongst the cobwebs and the old, rusty tools, Kelvin had a large pile of tatty boxes to get through. 
He slowly opened one of the dusty cardboard boxes. Inside he saw piles of paper and books. 
Blowing dust off one of the book covers, Kelvin saw a familiar face. On the front of a large black 
book, staring out at him was a photo of a man that looked a lot like Kelvin’s father. In large, gold 
letters, the book’s title immediately drew Kelvin’s eye: ‘Abraham Bostock: A Great British Explorer’. 
 
Kelvin had heard the story many times before. Every time that someone told him about his famous 
uncle, the rainforest explorer, the details were slightly different. However, the basic facts remained 
the same. Kelvin’s uncle had abandoned life in England to go off exploring the deepest parts of 
the rainforest of Brazil. He had gone to places that no one had been to before, searching for lost 
tribes and Aztec treasures. After several successful expeditions, Abraham Bostock had planned 
one final trip. It was a trip that he did not return from. On March 15th, 2001, Abraham’s daily radio 
updates suddenly stopped. No one knew what had happened to him and no efforts were made to 
find and rescue him. Finding a man in the deep jungle would be like finding a needle in a very 
large haystack. It was presumed that Abraham Bostock had suffered an accident or had fallen ill 
and that he had died in the rain forest.  
 
Kelvin picked up the biography and started to read. 
 
Part 2 
 
Kelvin put down the biography of his uncle Abraham. He was struck by two thoughts. His first 
thought was that the quality of writing in the biography was excellent; he’d really enjoyed reading 
it. Secondly, he was in awe of his uncle and he wished that he could follow in his footsteps and be 
a famous adventurer too. 
 
As he looked around the grotty shed, Kelvin dreamed of life as an explorer. He thought about 
cutting his way through the undergrowth and finding ancient treasures. He imagined going to 
places that no other people had been to and meeting undiscovered tribes. Most of all, he 
wondered what it would be like coming back home to a hero’s welcome and being rich and 
famous.  
 
During the next few weeks, Kelvin found himself repeatedly thinking about his uncle and about 
what had happened to him. Kelvin had got into trouble at school for daydreaming twice in one day. 
Kelvin’s teacher, Mrs Wexford, had caught Kelvin staring out of the window during a lesson and 
had told him off in front of the whole class. As hard as he tried, Kelvin could not stop thinking 
about leaving his life in England behind and jetting off to the jungle.  
 
About three weeks after Kelvin had found the biography, something amazing happened. Kelvin 
was sat on the sofa watching a children’s T.V. program. He didn’t normally watch this particular 
program, but he had seen an advert for it showing one of the presenters trying to Kayak along the 
River Amazon in the Brazilian rainforest. Kelvin watched with interest, but he thought that the 
presenter’s expedition was very different to his Uncle Abraham’s adventures. The T.V. presenter 
probably had a whole medical team and a support boat to make sure that nothing could go wrong. 
Abraham had just gone off without any support at all! 



 

 

 
The T.V program finished with a report about deforestation in the Brazilian rainforest. The report 
highlighted lots of the ways that deforestation damages the environment, but also gave some of 
the reasons why people cut or burn down the trees. Kelvin watched in horror as he saw footage of 
gigantic, old trees being chopped down in seconds. How could people do such an awful thing? As 
usual, the program ended with details of a competition. It was this that caused Kelvin’s jaw to drop.  
“So kids, this week’s competition has an amazing prize!” said one of the presenters in an excited 
tone. “You could win the chance to fly directly to the Amazon rainforest and see all the 
conservation work that is being done to protect this amazing place!” 
 
His heart thumping inside his chest, Kelvin wrote down the details of the contest. In order to win, 
he had to produce a piece of writing that was designed to persuade people in Brazil to stop 
destroying the rainforest. He was desperate to win, so he sprinted upstairs and got to work on his 
writing straight away. 
 
 
Part 3 
 
Kelvin posted off his Deforestation writing the next day. He was really proud of his effort. He knew 
that he had done a good job and that he couldn’t have done any more to improve his work. As he 
popped the envelope into the post box, he felt a surge of adrenalin cause his heart to beat faster. 
What if he actually won? 
 
One week later, as he sat on the sofa again, he could hardly contain his nervous excitement. He 
knew that the competition winners would be announced at the end of the T.V program. He couldn’t 
concentrate on this week’s episode at all. He hadn’t really paid attention during the feature on 
recycling old clothes. Neither did he listen to the bit where the presenter was visiting baby rhinos in 
a foreign zoo. He kept worrying that his writing might have got lost in the post, or that someone at 
the T.V station might have dropped it behind their desk. He was nervous, excited, worried and 
panicking all at the same time. 
 
“Ok guys!” screamed the T.V presenter in his usual overexcited voice. “Now it’s time to announce 
the winner of our AMAZING rainforest competition!” 
Kelvin started to feel sick. He could barely watch.  
“We had so many amazing entries, it was really hard to pick a winner,” said the female presenter.  
“However,” continued the male presenter, “In the end we all agreed that one entry stood out above 
all the thousands of others. So the winner of the incredible trip to the Amazon rainforest is……..” 
Kelvin broke into a sweat. He thought he was going to faint.  
….”KELVIN BOSTOCK!” both presenters shouted at once.  
Kelvin fainted.  
 
Two weeks later, after several trips to outdoor clothing shops and 3 nasty visits to the doctors for 
injections, Kelvin found himself boarding a plane that was going to fly him directly to the Amazon. 
Kelvin’s mother had cried as she had said goodbye to him. She had told him how proud she was 
of him for following in his uncle’s footsteps. She also told him to watch out for enormous poisonous 
snakes. This had made Kelvin feel more worried, not less.  
 
As the plane zoomed into the air, Kelvin sat back in his luxury leather seat and started think about 
the adventure that he was about to have. He pulled a book out of his bag and looked at the front 
cover.  
 
‘How to survive in the rainforest; a guide for explorers 
 



 

 

Kelvin opened up the book and scanned the contents page. He decided that that it would be a 
really good idea to read some of the advice and instructions that might keep him safe for the next 
week.  
 
Part 4 
 
Kelvin felt a lot better after reading the survival guide. He knew that he would be able to deal with 
a lot of the dangers that he might have to face in the coming week.  When the plane finally landed 
at Manaus international airport, deep in the Amazon rainforest, Kelvin felt a rush of excitement 
building inside his chest. This was it. He was actually in the Jungle. He’d been dreaming about this 
moment ever since he’d found his uncle’s biography in the dusty box in the garden shed.  
 
“Kelvin Bostock?” said a voice as Kelvin made his way through passport control. A tall lady with 
glasses was holding up a sign with Kelvin’s name on it. She smiled widely and held out her hand. 
Kelvin smiled back and shook her hand.  
“Hello,” Kelvin responded. 
“Welcome to the rainforest, Kelvin. My name is Doctor Julia Stone. I’m going to be your guide and 
mentor for the next week. We have a car waiting to take us straight to the research centre.” 
Kelvin picked up his suitcase and followed her as she turned and headed to the door.  
 
On the journey to the Amazon Rainforest Conservation Research Centre, (ARCRE) Kelvin and 
Doctor Stone discussed the activities that he would be taking part in during his stay. He was 
excited to hear that he would be spending a couple of nights camping in the jungle, finding food 
and making a shelter. The main part of his week would be spent working with a charity on a 
campaign to stop deforestation. Dr. Stone told him that since the Research centre had been set 
up, they had been able to reduce the amount of logging in some areas, but that they still had a 
huge amount of work to do. She explained that every week, huge numbers of trees were removed 
and that the rainforest ecosystem was being permanently damaged.  
 
When Kelvin had settled into his room at the research centre and had eaten some dinner, he met 
with some of the other staff there. There was a long and excited discussion about his uncle; it 
appeared that everyone who worked there had heard of Abraham Bostock and couldn’t believe 
that his nephew had joined them. Kelvin started to feel a bit like a celebrity. One of the staff, a 
young man called Tom, offered to give Kelvin a quick tour of the building and its facilities. Tom and 
Kelvin strolled through the modern, air conditioned rooms and talked about life in the jungle. Tom 
took Kelvin into the library and showed him some of the books, newspaper articles and reports 
that were filed there. One of the newspaper cuttings that was pinned to a notice board immediately 
caught his eye. He stopped to read it.  
 
Abraham Bostock discovers amazing new insect! 
 
Part 5 
 
The following morning, Kelvin found himself trekking through the rainforest with a group of 
researchers. It was slow going, as the leader of the group had to hack and chop his way through 
the thick, heavy vegetation. There was no path to follow; the group were finding their own way into 
the depths of the jungle. As he walked, Kelvin could hear the forest teeming with life. He could 
hear loud and piercing calls from birds high up in the canopy. In the distance he thought that he 
could hear the booming voice of a pair of howler monkeys. Kelvin noticed that although he could 
hear lots of different animals, he couldn’t see any. He guessed that the camouflage kept the 
animals well hidden.  
 



 

 

After finding a small clearing, the group dropped their backpacks and started to make a camp. 
Kelvin got out his rainforest survival guide and was able to give excellent advice to the other 
members of the expedition. Before long, the ground had been cleared, the shelters had been put 
up and a camp fire was burning away in the centre of the camp. Kelvin sat and down and tried to 
take it all in. Here he was in the middle of the Amazon rainforest, where hardly anyone had been 
before, about to spend his first night in the open air, surrounded by millions of unseen, noisy 
insects. He couldn’t quite believe it! What would his mother say if she could see him now? 
 
As he was sitting and thinking, a rustling from the bushes on one side of the camp drew his 
attention. A twig suddenly snapped and from the thick undergrowth a very strange looking man 
emerged. Kelvin stood up, startled and worried as the tall man, who had bare feet and nothing on 
his top, stepped towards him. 
“Good evening Mdisho!” called Dr Stone, waving. 
“Good evening Julia,” the tall man replied calmly. Kelvin relaxed, it was clear that the scientists 
knew this man and that he knew them. Dr Stone explained that Mdisho was from a local tribe that 
lived near to the research centre. He worked with the scientists to protect the rainforest, because 
his people were in danger of losing their homes if the logging continued.  
 
Later that evening, as they sat around the campfire eating their dinner of vegetable stew, Dr Stone 
asked Mdisho to tell everyone a story from his tribe. Mdisho chuckled to himself as he thought 
about how to respond. 
“I would be delighted to tell you all a story,” Mdisho said in a gentle voice. “I will tell you a famous 
story from our culture. I will tell you the story about the time when a small boy, Mpento, saved our 
village from the crocodile. It is a story that all our tribe know well. It teaches us that no matter how 
big or small we are, we must have courage to live in such a dangerous place.  
 
Mdisho started to tell the story. Kelvin settled down to listen. 

 
 
 
 


