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one

The Kraken





Over the open sea in the dead of the night, a large storm with dark clouds resembling giant heaps of smoke was gathering, with rain from all directions pouring down heavily on two men in a small fishing boat. Loud thunder growled while the men, both dressed head to toe in raincoats and gear, shielded their faces from the storm while filling buckets with the water on deck and sending it back into the ocean. One of the men was a round, elderly sea captain with a long white grizzly beard, one leg of flesh, and the other a wooden peg. The second man, the Captain’s first mate, was younger, tall, and slender, around the age of twenty-eight or thirty; he was the Captain’s son. 

The Captain yelled to the other, “This storm is sures to take us under, lad!”

“Curse this storm! Curse it,” cried the first mate back. 

The boat was in plain sight of a figure as it emerged out of the water on the right side of the boat. It was a large, red Kraken.

“As me lungs fill with air- a sea devil!” the Captain gasped. 

The kraken’s yellow eyes stared piercingly at the two men as its large tentacles twisted and tangled towards them. It reached for the Captain.

[image: ]

“No! Ye ain’t gettin after me, ye wretched beast!”

The Captain took a large pole from the deck floor and swatted the red tentacled creature away, and the Kraken, hurt, roared like a wild beast.

The first mate, with the fear of Neptune in his eyes, looked over at the Captain and shouted, “You made it mad!”

“I’d rather be taken by the sea than by that devil!” the Captain shouted back. 

The creature disappeared beneath the large waves, but the men had no look of relief on their faces; they struggled to keep the boat afloat and resumed dipping the buckets in the pools of water on the deck and pouring it back into the dark, rainy sea. But then, like a bullet shot out of a gun, the creature returned right behind the boat, tipping it over with its entire body, and both men disappeared into the water.

The Captain surfaced and clasped a board of wood from his destroyed boat. Looking over his shoulder, he saw giant ripples of water and mist form as the Kraken rose in the middle of the scene with dark clouds and lightning bolts behind it. The kraken held the first mate in one of its tentacles, and a large plank of wood in another.

The Captain yelled at the giant Kraken, “NOOO! Ye can’t has me first mate, me only son, ye wicked demon! - curse ye!”

The Kraken raised its arm and swiped right at the Captain, sending him far away with the current. Then the Kraken disappeared into the dark sea, taking the first mate in its clutches down into the depths.

Swiftly and steadily, the current moved the Captain and with a violent thud, landed him on the shore of a small beach. Crawling on all fours, his peg leg dragging, the Captain tried to catch his breath. His son was gone. He was defeated. Behind him, the sea faded into the calm glow of dawn as the orange sun began to rise.  








  
  

two

Tales Told By the Sea Captain 





The year was 1911. In a small fisherman’s village on the Oregon Coast, the Captain and his granddaughter were sitting on the ground on top of a great hill, underneath a tall coastal Monterey cypress tree, looking out at the great Pacific. On the beautiful coast, there were many trees surrounding them, yet that cypress was the tallest and oldest tree on the hill. The girl and the Captain would often sit underneath it, and there, he would tell the child stories of his time at sea. 

“And that is how I lost ye father that night, my dear. Twas a fateful and sorrowful night when that wicked sea devil dragged him down into the dark depths,” said the Captain.

The little girl looked up at her grandfather sorrowfully, then back out onto the ocean as the old sea captain continued.

“I know ye got the explorer's streak in ye—the same as me, and ye father before ye—but the ocean's as dangerous as it is wonderful.”

The girl gazed earnestly at the old sea captain and said in a longing tone, “I know he’s out there somewhere, Captain. My father speaks to me; I hear his calls every day.”

“What do ye means he speaks to ye?” the Captain asked, arching his brow.

“I don’t exactly know how to explain what I mean…I don’t even fully understand it myself, but I just have a knowing he is out there somewhere.”

[image: ]

“Ye have such a hopeful heart, lass, but that ol sea devil dragged him down into a watery grave, deep beneath the sea. Ain’t no comin’ back from that.”

“Well, couldn’t he have survived the monster’s clutches? What if he’s stranded on an island all by himself somewhere—like, like, what's his name …That Robinson Crusoe guy!”

“Mary, that be wishful thinkin’ sweetie, wishful thinkin’,” the Captain said, shaking his head. 

[image: ]

Mary Elizabeth Griffiths was a stubborn, willful girl about the age of ten. She always wanted to know how to come up with a solution, even in the grimmest, darkest situations, even in situations that others would consider hopeless or not worth the challenge. Mary was determined to solve the mystery of her missing father, and possibly her missing mother as well, for she had that adventurous, explorer's grit in her blood, and she would stop at nothing. 

On the inside, Mary was a fearless, brave, seafaring adventure seeker; on the outside, she was a small girl with strawberry blonde hair cut in a medium-length bob, topped with a big pink bow laced into her locks. She wore a slightly worn-out white puff-sleeve dress that was discolored from all the climbing and getting into muddy, sandy territories, with a pink sash wrapped around her waist. 

She looked frail but she was far from it.  Her pretty, delicate looks were deceiving to everyone who came into contact with her, for the girl had a very rowdy streak and very loud, outspoken opinions about nearly everything. The warm brown-eyed, rosy-cheeked girl had a soft, delicate mouth that spewed the most questionable language one would least expect to come from a child of her age. She was being raised by the sea captain, who did the very best he could at raising a young girl on his own. 
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“And what about my mother?” Mary asked the Captain. “You did state to me when I was younger that something happened to her. I think I’m old enough to hear it now.” 

Mary always asked her grandfather about her mother and the reason for her disappearance, but the old sea captain always managed to avoid that very question. With a great sigh and some hesitation, Captain Bill finally broke his long silence as he explained what had happened to the girl’s mother—or at least what he believed had happened. 

"Well, dear," he began softly. "Ye mother drowned, lass."  He paused. “A couple years after ye was born. She was lyin' on a beach, drifted off with a book in her hands. The tide was strong that day... stronger than it oughta been. Waves crept in, ghost-like and quiet, an they took her. Pulled her right under. An just like that—she was gone forever."

Mary listened intently but arched her eyebrow sternly at her grandfather. Something about the story did not sit right with her. 

“That’s so weird, Captain. Who just vanishes like that?”

The Captain gave a great sigh and then looked down at the ground in deep thought, his eyes filling with tears. Mary scooted closer to him and placed her hand on his shoulder, comforting him. While he continued to weep, with his big chubby hands covering his flush red face, trying to keep in his tears, Mary boldly made a promise to him. 

“Captain, look at me. One day, I’m going to go out to sea to find my father and possibly, maybe my mother!”

Captain Bill looked at Mary directly and dried his sea-blue eyes to meet her earthy brown ones. 

“There be a lot of dangerous things out in the ocean for a man, let alone a little girl like you,” he said, sniffling. 

“Like what, Captain? I’m not afraid of anything.”

Captain Bill managed a small smile. “Comes along; it's gettin’ late; I’ll tell ye over supper,” he said calmly. 

The Captain tumbled roughly as he got up off the ground, his peg leg and his flesh leg working together to plant him firmly on the grassy hill. Mary sprang up and looped her arm around his waist, offering him support. Together, they walked away from their post under the tall coastal tree. Mary and the Captain made their way up the hill to their home, which was a small log cabin painted white and perched on the very top of the hill, overlooking the sea and the old fishermen’s village below. The setting-sun bathed the sky in vibrant hues of pink and gold.

Soon after, Mary and Captain Bill settled down for supper in the dining room of their small log cabin; the two oil lamps hung from cast iron rods directly over the table, providing a golden light that brightened the small, cozy space. The Captain’s chair was directly in front of the window, while Mary sat to his right at the head of the table. He turned to her, his gravelly voice filled with glee and excitement, “Water beasts and sea sirens are to look out for. Out in the sea, I’ve voyaged to many places and seen the worst of em.” 

“Sea sirens? You mean mermaids, Captain?” asked Mary, she placed her hand on her chin in thought.

“Aye, mermaids, lass. Nobody ever sawer a mermaid and lived to tell the tale. As for the water beasts, they be many of em, an not all of em is bad, mind ye—but the bad ones be brutal enough to stay clear of the open sea!”

The Captain excused himself from the table, shuffled to the bookcase in the corner, and grabbed an old book. Flipping through its pages, he stopped at an old ink illustration of a mermaid dragging a sailor into the ocean’s depths. He held up the book, tilting it so Mary could see the image clearly. With a sharp snap, he closed the book and placed it flat on the table.

“Nobody has lived to tell the tale? Then how do we even know about them at all?” Mary asked. 

“Girl, ye ask too many questions, time for bed,” snapped the Captain. 

“Wait a minute, wait a minute! What about the sea beasts? The good and the bad ones?” she snapped back. 

“There be the wicked sea devils, giant red monstrous squids with livid eyes so evil it cuts ye in half glancing too long at em. They be very sly and too smart for their own goods and can’t keep their grubby mitts outta anybody’s business.”

Mary cuffed her mouth with both hands and sighed, and the Captain paused for a split second, for suspense purposes, and continued.

“Then there’s the man-eating giant crustaceans called the widdermakers, who inhabit both island an sea. I once got marooned on a deserted cove an fought one of em wicked things, it put up a good fight and took me right leg off with one great nasty pinch of its massive claw!” the Captain said, as he held up his wooden peg leg to show Mary.

“Then, of course, the only one, the good one, the King himself, a great water kelpie, King Anko, guardian of the seven seas. He is only seen by mortal eye every two hundred years!”

“King Anko? What does he look like, Captain?” Mary asked, leaning forward with curiosity.  

The Captain rummaged through the table’s side drawer and pulled out a large piece of paper. “Let me show ye, lass," he said, placing the sheet on the table and grabbing a pencil.

As he began to sketch, he explained, “He’s got the head shaped like a camel’s, wit a broad brow line, wit long swoopin’ white eyebrows. There’s a fine white goatee on his chin, the whiskers that resemble sprigs of sea sage.” 

Mary watched as the Captain’s pencil moved steadily across the paper. 
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“His neck’s long—stretches out like a giraffe’s—and his teeth are sharp as a crocodile’s jaws. He’s got a big, broad body, like a horse’s, but wit four sturdy flippers. Barrel-shaped, and then his tail— a long majestic fish’s tail that slices through the water like a blade.” The Captain added the finishing touches, shading in the scales. “His skin’s a beautiful green, shimmerin’ like emeralds in the sunlight. A true sea serpent he be, like ones ye hear in myths an legends,”

He held up the drawing, tapping it with a finger. "That’s King Anko for ye, the mighty ruler of the deep."

“How’d he become king of the seven seas?” Mary asked. 

“He was once a wild sea monster,” the Captain began, his voice lowering as if sharing a great secret. “But the Creator tamed him an made him the one an only guardian of the entire ocean on our planet. He wears a beautiful gold crown, encrusted wit jewels fit for the king of the seas.”  

“Have you ever seen King Anko?”

“Oh, of course, dear. I was lucky enough to have caught a glimpse of him once. What a miraculous-looking creature he is! I’ll tell ye the story. Twas a foggy grey afternoon a few miles out from the village port we’d departed from. Out in the sea, I was sailin’ with me crew in me large red fishing boat, the Oceanna. Her paint was faded—an the ol’ gal who’d seen better days. The rough, chalky waters had her steerin’ us toward giant icebergs, while six or seven men on deck were scramblin’ to stop her from driftin’ off. Thick clouds an heavy fog were the atmosphere that surrounded us like a shroud. A man dropped the anchor to slow the boat, I was at the helm, tryin’ to steer clear of the discernible shapes we could barely make out. I yelled to the lads on deck. ‘Boys, this here weather is sure to crash us into smithereens—this fog is thicker than oyster chowder!’

“There was no doubt about it—we be doomed. The boat started driftin’ faster an faster headed straight for death, straight for a sharp iceberg. I remember crossin’ meself an prayin’ to the dear Lord in heaven for mercy on me soul an me crew’s. Then …he appeared! A large green head attached to a broad, long neck rose out of the waters. Glitterin’ green scales covered his majestic sea-serpent form, and atop his camel-shaped noggin sat that gleamin’ gold crown.

Bless it me soul, it’s the kelpie king himself! I gasped to meself. 
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“The sea serpent emerged even further, revealin’ his massive form. He looked at the boat and flashed a toothy grin at us. Then, twistin’ his long neck, he revealed a fisher’s net tangled around his lower neck. The other end of the net hooked to the Oceanna. With a mighty tug, the creature pulled us to safety, away from the sharp icebergs. Me an the crew hollered an cheered, our lives saved by the great sea king himself. King Anko gave us a final bow, noddin’ as to say, ‘You’re welcome.’ Then disappeared back into the ocean, his great fish-like tail splashin’ out of the water before vanishing beneath the waves. And that, my dear, is how the ol’ sea king saved me life an me crew’s that day. Such a beautiful, marvelous, selfless creature.”

Mary’s eyes sparkled with excitement as she listened, enthralled by the tale. But before long, a yawn escaped her lips.   

“Time for bed, sleepy heads,” the Captain said with a warm chuckle.

“I’m not a bit tired,” Mary protested, unable to suppress another great yawn.  

“Aye, ye are too! If ye go to bed now, I’ll take ye fishin’ first thing tomorrow mornin’ in the sailboat.”

Mary jumped up from her chair.

“Can we go explore the caves out on the horizon? You promised to take me last time, but the weather was bad.”

“Ehh, I don’t know,” said the Captain, hesitantly. 

“Please!” pleaded the girl. 

“Well, ‘course dear, ‘course, I promised to take ye when ye was older- ye is older now.”  

“Oh, I’m so excited, Captain!”

“Jus’ remember this, lass, we’ll be watchful of ol’ mermaids. They have no more heart than a fish does, they’ll drag ye down past our limits in the sea.”

In the cabin on top of the bluff, under the calm night sky and above the twinkling village below, the lights in the windows fade to dark after Mary, in her room, and the Captain, in his, settle in for the night. Mary was sound asleep in her bed, lying on her side, and the room was still and silent. She had left her bedroom window open, the white curtains moving swiftly in the wind. And then, at the exact stroke of twelve, a woman, who was transparent, floated in through the window. She had long red hair and vibrant sea-green eyes.

“Mary… Mary… Come to the sea, Mary. Your family needs you, Mary… Mary… Mary.”

Mary woke up in a cold sweat and sat straight up in her bed. Sighing, she looked towards the wide-open window to the sea, the white curtains still gracefully flowing into the room from the ocean wind, and saw the misty night sky and the moon. The spirit was gone, and the room was silent, except for the sound of the ocean waves.
















  
  

three

The Siren and the Sea Cave





The next morning, as the sun had risen prominently over the sea, Mary and the sea captain made their way down the hill to the dock at the base of the bluff, where the ocean met the steep bank. The cold waves of the Pacific rolled in beneath the old wooden planks, creating a pleasant rhythmic sound. Together, the granddaughter and the Captain carried nets, fishing poles, and picnic baskets, eager for their trip to the sea caves. Mary accidentally dropped her slingshot as soon as she got to the small boat that was tied to the dock. In a hurry and fearing she might be scolded for bringing such a weapon, she quickly knelt and plucked it off the ground. 

“What’s that in ye hands?” the Captain wanted to know. 

“Uh...my slingshot. May I bring it?” Mary asked, sheepishly. 

“And What for? Ye plan on usin’ it?”

“In case we see a sea devil or something, and then I can shoot it!” Mary said with excitement.

“Mary, I’ already missin’ one of me legs- I’ don’t need one of me eyes gone as well,” the Captain replied with a great sigh. 

“So that's a no?”

“Ahh, nah, ye can take it with ye, aims it at anythin’ ye likes jus’ not me!”

Captain Bill helped Mary into the tiny boat that was his pride and joy. It was a pale shade of sea green, and her name, The Good Ship Anemone, was painted in fancy cursive on her side. She was hardly a ship, of course—just a pint-sized vessel, no bigger than a bathtub, that had once been tethered to the old Oceanna, the former fishing boat. The Captain had owned the Anemone ever since Mary was an infant, and he had taken her on many little day trips around the bays from the docks and ports of their sleepy Oregon coastal village. 

The Anemone sported a miniature sail and always required paddles for steering, especially for days like this one when the wind refused to cooperate. Captain Bill, who always kept a pair handy, stood on the dock, struggling to board. His balance had been unsteady ever since he lost his leg to those giant man-eating crabs. Add twenty more years of old age on top of that, and his mobility left much to be desired. 

Even so, Captain Bill managed to haul himself into the old dinghy. With a grunt and a sharp thud, he landed firmly on his buttocks on the main bench in a decidedly ungraceful entry. From her side of the craft, Mary couldn’t help but chuckle. 

“Ouch! Girl, it would be nice if ye helped me in boat next time,” the Captain snapped grumpily at Mary. 

They rowed about two miles from the dock, approaching a jagged, pointy rock formation with a great pegged arch carved into its side. Steering skillfully, they sailed right through the arch and veered sharply to the right as they rounded the corner. With Captain Bill’s firm hand on the steering, the boat picked up speed, gliding through the other side of the arch. Soon, they were surrounded by several towering rock formations, their shadows impending over the small green vessel. 

Undaunted, the two sailed through the maze of massive rocks towards an enormous sea cave looming directly ahead. The waves grew larger, crashing violently against the jagged stone, and the boat began to lurch and rock aggressively. With the sail rendered useless on the windless day, Captain Bill worked tirelessly, rowing against the strong current to keep their course steady. 

“There she be—that big sea cave I once took ye father through when he was a young lad. We’d go crabbin’ here all the time.”

In her excitement, Mary clasped her hands together and then leaned towards the edge of the boat with eagerness, as their little green vessel crept towards the cave.

“Suppose we’ll see a mermaid?” she asked. 

Captain Bill shook his head, the look on his face showed his annoyance with her question. The sailboat glided smoothly into the large cave’s massive opening. Once inside, the waters were calmer and more still than the outside waters of the vast open sea and that made it easier for Captain Bill, who now didn’t need to row as hard or at all: it was as if they were sailing through a large swimming pool. 

“First things first, lass, we want no business with em. Mermaids are trouble, Mary n’ that’s that.”

As the boat flowed slowly into the cave, the water was crystal clear and revealed coral, chartreuse-tinged seaweed, and glistening rocks on the bottom of the pool floor. There were many starfish in an arrangement of colors from brilliant orange to pink to a vibrant crimson, all clinging to the different rocks on the bottom of the pool, which was about ten feet deep. Mary leaned out of the boat and swung her hand, gently touching the calm water surface.

“Hey, you! Come here, don’t get too close to the edges, ol’ sea devil to get ye and drag ye down,” shouted the protective Captain to his rebellious granddaughter. 

Captain Bill caught Mary and placed her back on the seat across from him. Mary looked around the cave, enticed. To her surprise, the cave was very well lit, for in its center was a skylight, through which rays of daylight shined on the beautiful aquamarine water. She could see the ripple shadows from the water projected onto the ceiling. The girl leaned over the boat again to touch a small school of mini red and white fish, who all brushed up against her dangling fingers.  

“Oh, it’s so beautiful,” she whispered to herself, soaking in the enchanting beauty of the cave, “it’s like I’m in a dream.”  

Suddenly, bigger ripples appeared right by the boat, disrupting the calm pool waters of the cavern, and then the Captain and Mary saw the head of a blonde-haired woman rising from the water, a brown-eyed beauty wearing a headband made entirely out of seaweed. She stared at them and then calmly smiled, her pretty lips the shade of peony petals.  

“Who is she?” Mary whispered to the Captain.

Captain Bill and Mary sat very still in the mini sailboat; they did not move. Even the water and the boat were made motionless by the ethereal woman’s presence.

Captain Bill broke the long silence and spoke directly to the mysterious woman.

“Ma’dear, how’d ye get in here? Where’s ye raft?”

“I’m so sorry to have startled you both,” said the woman, “I tried swimming in here as gracefully as I could without making a disturbance.” 

“You swam in here?! Me lady, this ain't no swimmer’s pool, this is the ocean, it’s dangerous!”

The woman raised her lower body, and the ripples in the water revealed a long green fish’s tail with shiny pinkish glittery scales.

“Oh, my goodness,” Mary gasped, “you’re a mermaid. You’re so beautiful!”  

Captain Bill fell over backwards and landed heavily on the bench with another loud thud while Mary leaned over the edge of the boat, closer to the Mermaid.

[image: ]

“Oh, my goodness,” the Mermaid echoed, almost not believing the child’s compliments, “you really think so? Thank you! You are also very pretty, dear.”  

“Yes, of course, I mean it,” Mary responded, “you’re very beautiful. I’ve never seen a mermaid before. This is my very first time.” 
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“Well... I’ve never seen a little girl this close before, so there’s a first time for everything. I am Princess Clara, by the way.” 

Captain Bill got up dizzily and went over to collect Mary from the edge of the boat.

“Come over here lass, away from the edge. Listen to me!” the Captain said in his protective tone.

“What brings you to us, Princess Clara?” asked Mary, ignoring her grandfather’s pleas.

“Well,” said Princess Clara, “how do I say this casually? I have come to help you find your father, dear.”

“My father?!” Mary jumped forward, back to the boat’s edge, her hands clapped together.

“Yes, dear, your father,” said the Mermaid calmly.

“What, what about my mother?” Mary asked, still flabbergasted by the Mermaid’s remarks about her missing father. 

“Uh, I’m not certain, Mary,” the Mermaid replied.  

Mary then turned to the Captain in disbelief.  

“Captain, I, I thought my father and mother were dead?”

“Enough of’ this, this is deceit and lies! They is dead!” shouted the Captain.

The Mermaid’s head and shoulders were above the water. She was looking up at the girl and the Captain, she flinched timidly from the Captain’s shouting but then turned with a sorrowful yet urgent look on her face to Mary.

“Your father was taken, Mary, and you know that he was. I know all this must be rather confusing, but you must believe what I’m telling you.” 

“So, if my father was taken, that means my mother might also be alive and out there somewhere as well!” Mary said with hopeful enthusiasm.  

“Um, one thing at a time, dear. Let’s hope so… for you, I truly hope so.”

Then the Mermaid turned and glanced over in the Captain's direction, taking her attention off of Mary and said: 

“And the same goes for your brother, Captain Joseph Weedles.”

This time, Captain Bill fell over once again but with an even louder, harder thump. His face was pale white.

“You didn’t tell me you had a brother, Captain,” Mary said, turning to Captain Bill. 

The Captain stared into the air, almost blacking out. He didn’t speak for a full twenty seconds, his eyes wide in a flashback of memory. Finally, he gasped some words out slowly, almost breathless. 

“Joseph - Jay - Weedles, I haven’t seen him in years. Me older half-brother. He was sailing the Caribbean when his boat had a leak an sank. His first mate lived to spread the news of his death. That be some forty years back.”  

“Where are my parents, Princess Clara?” Mary asked, feeling sad for her grandfather’s loss but also needing to know more about what the Mermaid might have known. 

“I am not certain, but I have been called here to collect you by my mother, Queen Aquarine. We wish to help restore your loved ones to you, if possible.”

“Must be lies then, if ye ain’t certain then how do ye know our family is even alive an out there?” snapped the Captain. 

“Don’t you think it rather strange that all your family members seem to disappear into the sea?” the Mermaid replied calmly. 

“HA,” the Captain belted, “we’re talented at drownin’, must run in the family, I guess. We’re sea folks an we love the ocean enough to take that risk.”

The Mermaid turned her attention back to Mary.

“Mary, you know your father is out there. You’ve heard his calls your entire life, haven’t you?” the Mermaid asked. 

“How did you know that?”

“Be ol’ tricks of the sea-maiden, don’t listen to her,” gasped the Captain, his face turning beet red. 

The Captain tried to sway Mary away from the edge of the boat again, but this time, she did not let Captain Bill move her. She shrugged him off.  

“We hear the same calls, the cries of the lost mortals, they cry out for help, for someone or something to hear them,” Princess Clara explained, her eyes rimmed with sorrow. “They are trapped somewhere here, deep down in the sea.”

“Who has them?” Mary asked, greatly concerned. 

“I don’t entirely know, but I have a good idea who it might be. With the help of my mother, our people, and you two, we will surely find out.”

“Don’t be trying any of ye ol’ siren tricks on me granddaughter,” snapped the Captain, still not convinced that the Mermaid could be telling the truth or be trusted, “we’re not coming with ye. Ye are here to drown us an take our belongings!” 

“Captain,” Mary said, trying to calm her grandfather, “I don’t think she means for us to physically get in the water with her.”

Mary turned to the Mermaid Princess. “Do you?”  

“I do, indeed,” Clara replied, matter-of-factly, “I mean, how else are we going to be able to find them?” 

“Ya see, ya see?” cried the Captain, “she’s trying to trick us so she can take us down to our watery graves!” 

“I believe you,” Mary chimed in, “but we don’t have fins to swim, and Captain Bill is too fat to even try.” 

The Mermaid swam closer to the boat. Once there, she extended her arm to give Mary a swirly seashell filled with green liquid.

“Here, drink this!” said Princess Clara.

Mary took the shell and cupped it in her hands. She brought the shell to her face to smell the liquid inside.

“What is it?” she asked intrigued. 

“Don’t drink it; it might be poison,” warned the Captain, who attempted to smack it out of Mary’s hand, but she flinched away.  

“It’s not poison,” said the Mermaid, who shook her head, rolling her eyes at Captain Bill. 

“It’s liquid kelp extract, from the Great Kelp Forest. It tastes awful, but it’ll help you breathe, and swim underwater like me. You have to trust me.”

Mary hesitantly lifted the shell to her mouth, then brought it back down without drinking from it and looked at the Captain.

“Mary, please don’t drink it, I advise ye not to,” said the Captain in his janky voice. 

“Captain Bill, if what she says to us is true and it’s the only way, we can find our family…” Mary paused, thinking how to say what she wanted to say. “And if she’s lying, I’d rather die on this day than live another day without them.”

“I be ye family, lass, we have each other,” insisted the Captain.

“I must drink it, Captain,” Mary said, tearing up and locking eyes with her grandfather. 

Then she turned away from the Captain and faced the Mermaid. Standing tall up in the boat, Mary brought the shell up to her lips and took a big swig of the viridescent liquid from the belly of the conch with one big gulp and two great loud coughs.

“Ewoah, that stuff is awful!” she exclaimed, dropping the shell onto the boat’s floor, and holding her throat with both hands. 

“Yeahhh… I know I told you, sorry. It’s kind of hard to stomach, honestly,” replied the Mermaid.   

Suddenly, without warning, Mary’s legs sealed together. The next thing she knew, she was starting to grow scales, shiny green iridescent ones. Her feet began to take the shape of a giant green fish’s tail, with flecks of ombre pink hues. As the light shined brilliantly on the glittery scales, her new fishtail flopped loudly on the floor, causing the boat to sway back and forth.

“Oh, my stars and shells!” Mary rubbed her eyes in disbelief but then bellowed out with glee, “Am I a mermaid?—I'M A MERMAID!”

Captain Bill’s eyes grew wide. He quickly rubbed them in shock and then opened them even wider, taking a second look. Mary flopped her tail on the boat, then did an impressive backflip dive into the water, leaving the Captain in the swaying boat.

Mary swam around in the cave’s pool, gaining a genuine feel for her new tail and fins. She brushed her hand against her beautiful emerald scales and admired their attractive sheen. 

“Oh, all the possibilities with this tail,” she thought, “this sure beats having legs!” Then she turned to the Mermaid in gratitude and gave her a great hug. 

“Thank you, Princess Clara. This is more than a dream come true.” 

“You are very welcome, Mary. Now let’s go find your father!”

Mary and the Mermaid Princess plunged into the depths of the pool and disappeared under the water.   

“MARY, COME BACK!” Captain Bill bellowed, still in the boat and baffled by the events happening before him. In a panic, he grabbed the conch shell from the floor and drank the remaining kelp liquid. Then, without thinking, he immediately dove into the water after his granddaughter, making a huge splash and hitting the water so hard that he was rendered unconscious and sank down into the depths of the cave. 

Mary heard the commotion and witnessed the sinking captain, quickly swam over to help him. His eyes were closed; he was mumbling and seemed to be in a sleep state.

“Ye can’t has me’ granddaughter, ye ain’t draggin me down to the watery depths of Davy Jones himself,” the Captain mumbled, his eyes still closed shut.  

Mary shook the Captain’s shoulders to awaken him from this state of shock. 

“Captain, no one’s dragging me anywhere! We’re fine, just wake!” she yelled, desperately trying to wake him. 

“Too youngs, too youngs to die,” he continued to mumble. 

“Captain! —Open your eyes— please!”  Mary yelled directly into his face. 

And that did the trick. The Captain came out of his stupor and opened his eyes to Mary. She smiled at him, but then he looked down where her legs should have been and saw her new mermaid tail. Before he could speak, he glanced at where his own legs ought to have been and spotted his own new tail.

“Well, blow me down! I’m a fish!” gasped the Captain. 

“You're a mermaid, too, Captain!” giggled Mary. 

“I be a Merman, ma’dear or a Mer-Cap’n, if ye will… heh-heh.”

As Mary and Captain Bill considered their circumstances and surroundings, their faces were filled with astonishment. They saw crystal clear, bright colors of several stocks of seaweed, tall and lengthy in different shades of green, reefs of coral in dark oranges and pinks, giant green anemones on the white smooth sand floor, rocks big and small with many starfish clinging to them, several schools of king salmon, trout, and rockfish swam by.  

“We are still at the bottom of the lagoon here in the cave,” said the Mermaid, “Let’s swim outward into the open sea. This way!” She pointed and gestured with her body, directing the girl and the sea captain to follow. 

Mary tapped the Captain on the shoulder and pointed to a dark round shadow coming from the surface.

“Look, Captain! It’s our boat!”

“Me boat, we can’t jus’ leave it there, the tide will surely come through later an sweep it away in the evenin’,” the worried Captain responded, concerned about his little green boat, the Anemone. 

“I’ll make sure the tide drifts it back to your dock safely, no worries,” Princess Clara said reassuringly, “I have you both covered.” 

The boat was in the middle of the cave and then, in the blink of an eye, it was tied up with a sturdy rope to the Captain’s dock at the base of the hill, all the way back at home.

“It’s gone! It disappeared!” gasped Captain Bill, glancing up towards the surface, scratching his chin.

“Oh yes, I used a little bit of my abilities to send it safely back to your home,” the Mermaid explained proudly. 

“If ye be so powerful to do that, then why not use that power to find where our kinfolk are, instead of us aimlessly searchin' all over the place?” said the Captain, eager to know. 

“There is some deeper, stronger magic that is beyond my capabilities that is hidden from me,” the Mermaid replied, and it was clear that she was very nervous. 
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