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	For years my wife and I spent many enjoyable weekends and summer holidays caravanning on Anglesey in a village called Rhosneigr. Very often we would go for walks along the beaches that Rhosneigr had to offer and also amongst the sand dunes, together with some of the Foster children we looked after at the time.


	On some occasions they pretended to be pirates, looking for buried treasure in the sand, digging away with their little shovels, excitedly just to see if they could find something. When they saw a boat or a sailing ship on the horizon, they would pretend it was 'pirates coming back for their treasure!'


	Anglesey has its own stories of pirates, treasure and ship wrecks and with the children playing at their make beliefs, together both influenced me to write the  story .....................  ‘Marley the Adventurer'


	                                Captain Logan the pirate’


	                                   “Avast! Me Hearties Avast!.”


	 


	 


	 


	 


	 In a secluded bay on an island, off the coast of North Wales, a pirate ship lay anchored.


	Captain Logan a red headed pirate was in search of buried treasure that once belonged to his old sea Captain, Kid 'Cutthroat' Kayden. 


	He and his crew had been searching for this pirate hoard for many years.


	Unknowing to him, after allowing a young adventure called Marley to board his pirate ship, his search would soon be over.


	 


	 


	 


	 


	 


	 


	 


	                              


	 


	 There was a sudden outburst of rain which battered against the bedroom window. It was so loud it woke Marley, he scampered over to his bedroom window, trying to put his feet in his slippers at the same time, just to see what was happening outside. It was dark, grey, and windy, the rain that woke him seemed to be easing after its awakening outburst.


	"Thanks! What am I going to do today?" he said to himself annoyed with the weather,


	 "I was hoping to go to the boat museum with Gran and Granddad, I think we will have to plan something else now!"


	He then climbed back into bed thinking about what they could do then, slowly, dozed back off to sleep.


	Marley was spending a couple of weeks at his grandparent’s house. It was the start of the summer school holidays, six weeks, no school. Marley loved spending his school holidays with them.  They had recently moved from the leafy suburbs of Heywood, they had decided to live their retirement years  by the sea. The bungalow that they had moved to was a stone's throw away from the sand dunes and the glorious golden sandy beaches of Rhosneigr, a small village on Anglesey.


	 'Little Greece' was the name of their bungalow, its previous owner was from Greece.  The outside walls of the house were painted white, even the front and rear garden walls were painted white. The wooden front door, window frames and the widow shutters were all painted with the typical 'Grecian blue'. Some of the plant pots which were dotted around the garden, at the side of the front door and in the rear patio area were painted the same colour blue and some were painted a rustic red the matched the colour of the roof tiles.  


	"Breakfast" Gran shouted.


	 Marley climbed out of his bed with a stretch and a yawn. He quickly toddled over to his bedroom window the rain had stopped but the wind was still gusting, pushing a mixture of grey clouds in from the sea.


	 "On my way Gran". In a flash he was at the table.


	 “Goodie" he said as he sat down


	 "My favourite, Shreddies, warm milk and sugar on the top."


	 Marley looked around the kitchen, inquisitively, searching. 


	Something was missing.


	 He rushed  to the living room, then to the wash room, and finally looked in the larder,


	 "Where's Granddad?" he shouted, in a worried tone.


	Gran looked out of the kitchen window and pointed outside.


	"There he is" said Gran doing her best to calm Marley.


	Marley stood on the nearest chair to see, sure enough Granddad was out there, stood on one of the highest sand dunes that rose from the beach. The wind was blowing wild, stirring up the dry sand as it swept across the beach. He could hardly stand up, gripping hold of his coat as well as holding his cap firmly on his head.
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