
Revenge of the Skull King 
 

By Jake 
 
There was no doubt about it I would have to go back. I needed to save 
my brother James. The last time I had seen him was as we escaped the 
hidden desert temple. We had located the Black Sapphire of the Skull 
King after many days of digging and had worked our way through the 
maze of tunnels to find the tomb. We thought the difficult part was over 
until I had removed the sapphire from around the Skull Kings neck. At 
that point I had triggered an ancient alarm system. Before we knew it the 
ground had begun to tremor and out of the sandy floor appeared the 
Skull Kings skeleton warriors, blazing towards us with their stone swords 
raised. We had no time to think, and, in our panic, we ran as fast as our 
tired legs could go towards the nearest tunnel. We could hear the horde 
on our tail and needed to think quick to stop them in their tracks or at 
least hold them off for a while. James pulled a grenade out of his 
backpack and lobbed it over his shoulder. 
“Run! “he cried out. 
I focused on the glimmer of light ahead and ran like a lightning bolt. As I 
came out into the bright light, gasping for air with my heart pounding 
through my chest and still clutching the Black Sapphire, reality hit me 
like a missile. James was no longer by my side.  
 
We had started this adventure together and I knew I couldn’t leave 
without him. I wrapped the sapphire in an old neckerchief from my back 
pocket and placed it under a nearby rock for safety. I then took a deep 
breath and headed back in. As I entered back down the tunnel, the path 
ahead was as black as night and I could hear the faint sound of 
groaning. I flicked my lighter which gave me minimal vision ahead and 
cautiously edged forward towards the sound. As I turned the corner the 
tunnel was now lit by torches mounted on the wall. At the end of the 
tunnel, I could vaguely see an outline of something moving. “Could this 
be my brother?” I wondered. As I got closer, I could see a skeleton 
warrior holding him off the floor by his neck. James was gasping for air, 
so I knew I didn’t have long to act. I carefully removed my slingshot from 
out of my backpack and bent down and grabbed a rock from the floor 
beside me. Placing the rock into the sling, I raised it up level with my 
shoulder and pulled it back as far as it could possibly go and fired 
towards the warrior’s bony skull. As the rock made hard impact, the skull 
span off his shoulders and hit the tunnel wall, smashing it into pieces. 
Pulling James up off the floor we stumbled down the passageway out 
into the open. We knew this was only the start of our adventure... 


