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There was no doubt about it, I would have to go back.  The winds were raging 
ferociously, and the waves were pulling the SS Matey apart like an elastic 
band that was on the brink of snapping apart. The only question was... how 
would I go back? There wasn't an atom of land for days; days which the SS 
Matey would not survive long enough to see, judging by the storm. I looked at 
the thunderous clouds and my drenched, sluggish crew. I couldn't just leave 
them; as captain of the ship I had to lead my crew. "Come on lads!" I yelled. 
"Man up! We need to be strong to fight this beastly weather." My arms slipped 
as I tried to steer the ship in the opposite direction of the waves' momentum. 
SNAP! My heart sank with the crew's hopes as the steering wheel snapped 
under my wait. "We're going under!" Sailor after sailor ran to the ship's deck in 
an attempt to get as far away from the water as possible. Suddenly a shard of 
wood flew at my face. I left a grip on reality and drooped onto the slippy, 
wooden floor... 
 
I woke up to see the rest of the crew gloomily staring at me. We were floating 
on a large plank of wood, with the tattered sail of the SS Matey billowing in the 
wind. "Where's the Matey?" I asked. "Wrecked in the storm," Porky, the ship's 
boy, said. "Do we have any chance of getting to land?" I thought hard. "There 
is an old legend about there being a lost cave that dwells in the middle of the 
ocean. They say that in the most difficult of times a sailor should sail West and 
they will find the cave, where a spirit will help them return to shore in turn for 
the completion of a task." Cutlass, one of my crew mates, took out a battered, 
rusty compass. "Onward," we agreed. 
 
After a few long hours a small, clumpy silhouette appeared in the distance. As 
we neared the shape, we could see a pale blue, floating old man. He 
beckoned for us to come into the cave. "I see you are in need of help," he 
airily said. I nodded, water dripping down as I did so. "I will take you to the 
shore and fix your ship if you manage to retrieve my wife's golden necklace 
from under the sea. Perplexity dimmed our faces as the spirit disappeared. 
"How?" Porky asked. That's when it hit me; we were in shallow waters at the 
cave. Maybe the necklace was hidden under the sand near the cave? I dug 
down and soon enough I found an elaborate golden necklace. 
 
The spirit reappeared. "Congratulations," he said. "Your intellect will be 
rewarded." Suddenly a flash of light warped us onto the docks of Mortonhill. 
The SS Matey swam proudly behind me, its paint gleaming in the sunlight. At 
last, I was back home. 


