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The great ocean was cast in shadow as the sun disappeared behind the clouds in the sky. Nine-year-old Pixie stood at the front of a great ship called The Green Ruby, hugging her grandma. Pixie wore round glasses and her scruffy blonde hair was wrapped in a tight ponytail.

The Green Ruby was a peculiar looking ship, mainly because it used to be a tree house. Not many ships travelling the seas have a front door and little chimneys poking out the top, but this one did. Inside, the ship remained the same as before, with its snug little kitchen and twisting passageways leading off in all directions. Even Pixie’s bedroom was still there, right at the very top of the house.

Pixie’s grandma was called Nanny Monkton. And she was a pirate. You could tell she was a pirate because she wore large gold hooped earrings and had a purple patch covering her right eye. Pixie wondered what terrible thing might have happened to cause her to lose it, and she never had the courage to ask.

Until now.

‘What happened to your eye, Nanny Monkton?’ asked Pixie, adjusting her glasses.

Nanny Monkton grinned at her. ‘You don’t want to be knowing a thing like that, my girl. A beastly story like that will give you nightmares.’

Pixie grinned back, looking out across the sea. She had discovered that a mermaid once lived at the bottom of Nanny Monkton’s wishing well. She believed this mermaid could hold the key to finding her parents. They had been swept away in a storm and – until a short time ago – Pixie believed them to be lost forever. But when she saw her parents’ reflection staring back at her inside the depths of her grandma’s wishing well, she knew they had to be out there somewhere. Pixie’s eyes filled with tears every time she thought about her mum and dad. She missed them terribly, but there was a new feeling of nervous excitement that bubbled up inside of her when she thought of finding answers.

‘Pass me that rope and help me tie this sail,’ Nanny Monkton said, shuffling over with her wooden walking stick with its brass ball on top.

Pixie passed her the rope and watched as her grandma pulled the enormous sail towards them. With the hands of an experienced sailor, Nanny Monkton looped the rope through a small hook in the wall and expertly twisted a nautical knot, keeping the sail wedged against the side of the house.

‘I’m going to show you the ways of the sea,’ Nanny Monkton muttered, then she held out her hand to Pixie. ‘Let me see that coin again. I want to make sure we’re heading in the right direction.’

Pixie removed her mother’s necklace from around her neck and handed it to Nanny Monkton. It had a magical coin on it. Pixie’s mother had given it to her when she was only a little girl, and with the help of Nanny Monkton’s giant telescope, they had recently discovered a secret map on the coin leading to Mermaid Mountain.

Nanny Monkton whipped a magnifying glass from out of her cloak and studied the coin with her good eye. Pixie wondered what other things might be hiding inside that cloak of hers.

‘Fan-blooming-tastic!’ Nanny Monkton hollered, her whole face alight with the promise of adventure. ‘We just need to shift course a few nautical miles to the west and we’ll be heading the right way. Do you mind if I borrow this?’ she asked, jiggling the coin on the chain.

‘Not at all,’ said Pixie.

Nanny Monkton popped the necklace into her pocket and glanced up at the rolling clouds. ‘Ah, good, it’s starting to rain.’

‘Why’s that good?’ Pixie asked, feeling the cold spray of the salty sea air against her cheeks.

Nanny Monkton pointed her stubby finger to the floor. ‘The rain will soak all the ties making them bite into the wood,’ Nanny Monkton told her. ‘The ties hold this whole house-ship together. The rain will secure them and strengthen it for our voyage.’
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Tossing her walking stick aside, Nanny Monkton leaped on to the mast and shimmied up it.

As Pixie gazed up at her, a glint of silver in the water caught her eye. Then, an entire shoal of flying fish came soaring out of the ocean like a swarm of tiny aeroplanes. There must have been a hundred of them. They went flying over the top of Pixie’s head and landed on the deck right in front of her. Pixie stood there in astonishment watching all the fish bouncing and flapping on the deck like they were dancing at a disco.

‘There’s hundreds of them!’ cried a voice from the other side of the ship.

When Pixie looked up, she saw Wyld sprinting towards her with his pet frog Puddles hopping along behind. Wyld was Pixie’s new best friend.

‘Flying fish are extra tasty,’ Wyld said, as he came skidding to a stop on his knees. ‘We can roast them over the fire in Nanny Monkton’s kitchen. They’ll be perfect for breakfast.’

Together, Pixie and Wyld had discovered the wishing well in Nanny Monkton’s garden. Many years before, Wyld had been friends with Pixie’s mum, and he had made a wish in the well, to never grow up and stay a boy forever. Pixie admired Wyld’s keen sense of adventure and how he always managed to put a grin on her face.

‘Come here, you scrumptious fishy!’ Wyld cried excitedly as he began chasing the bouncing fish across the slippery deck.

Puddles hopped up into the palm of Pixie’s hand. He had become very dear to Pixie ever since she and Wyld had saved him from the animal trader in Wendbury marketplace.

‘What is it with that boy and fish?’ Puddles croaked, rolling his big bulging eyes.

‘Don’t you like the taste of fish, Puddles?’ she asked, with a cheeky smile.

‘I certainly do not,’ Puddles croaked, sticking out his long tongue in a sickly manner. ‘They’re oily and slippery. Give me a crunchy cockroach any day.’

Pixie gulped at the thought and turned her attention back to Wyld, who was expertly tossing all the fish into a netted basket.

‘These are the easiest fish I’ve ever caught!’ said Wyld, dusting his hands off triumphantly.

The Green Ruby swerved to the left – which Pixie had learned was called ‘port’ when you were on a boat. Pixie looked up and could see Nanny Monkton steering a large wooden wheel at the bow of the ship. 

‘Ah, it feels good to be pirating again,’ Nanny Monkton called out. ‘If only we could get this ship moving faster.’

‘We need more wind,’ Wyld giggled, as he went sliding across the deck.

Nanny Monkton scratched her head for a long moment, deep in thought. She suddenly gave a jump in the air and cried ‘Aha, me hearties! I’ve got it! It’s a stupendous idea, if I do say so myself. Just you wait and see what I’ve got in store for you.’

Nanny Monkton strode over to the taffrail and cupped both hands over her mouth. She then made the loudest and most unusual whistling noise Pixie had ever  heard.

Pixie and Wyld hurried to the side of the ship and leaned over the edge to see what was going to happen next.

‘There’s bubbles, look!’ Wyld shouted, pointing down into the water.

Little bubbles slowly started rising from the depths of the ocean. Pixie glanced up at Nanny Monkton, who was staring straight back at her with that toothy grin of hers.

‘What is it, Grandma?’ Pixie asked.

Nanny Monkton winked at Pixie with her good eye and said, ‘She’s coming.’

‘She?’ Pixie said in surprise. ‘She who?’

Nanny Monkton simply watched as more and more bubbles came rising to the surface. The bubbles got bigger and bigger. Soon The Green Ruby was surrounded by a great mountain of shining bubbles, as if somebody had poured the world’s largest bottle of washing-up liquid into the sea and swished it around.

Pixie stared around her as the ship started creaking. For a moment she thought the ship might start to sink beneath all the bubbles. And then, the ocean rumbled with a deafening boom.

‘I do not like the look of this one bit,’ Puddles croaked. Pixie could see his green see-through skin was trembling all over. Without croaking another word, Puddles leaped into Wyld’s pocket and hid.

Nanny Monkton was hopping up and down on the deck and rubbing her hands together excitedly.

Suddenly, there was a piercing, monstrous roar and out of the water exploded an enormous sea creature. Pixie and Wyld toppled backwards as a great mountain of water came splashing down over the deck, knocking Pixie’s glasses from her face. She began scrambling around on her hands and knees searching for them, rubbing the salty water from her eyes.

Pixie felt her glasses being placed back on her face, as someone gripped her shoulder and helped her stand.

‘There you go,’ Wyld whispered. 

Pixie opened her eyes and gasped.

Towering over the whole ship was a giant seahorse.
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‘Is that what I think it is?’ Pixie gulped.

The sheer size of the seahorse was staggering. Its eyes were huge and yellow, and its long circular snout was dripping wet, and heaving in and out with deep breaths. The giant seahorse’s skin was covered in shiny rectangular purple plates like metal shields.

Pixie had never seen such a magnificent creature.

Nanny Monkton folded her arms proudly. ‘Children, meet Hoofy!’

‘Hoofy?’ said Wyld, staring up at the beast with his eyes as wide as two dinner plates. ‘Seahorses don’t have hooves, do they?’
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‘No, they don’t, Wyld, you’re right,’ answered Nanny Monkton. ‘Now don’t be afraid, Hoofy’s a gentle beast of the sea. One of the few left. And she’s the fastest seahorse there is. Hoofy and I travelled the high seas together decades ago, didn’t we, old girl?’

Hoofy began bouncing up and down, shaking her fins excitedly. The ship swayed wildly to port side and then to starboard. Pixie grasped the taffrail, holding on for dear life. For a moment she thought they were going to capsize.

‘Now now, Hoofy, don’t get too playful. You’ll sink the ship and drown us all,’ Nanny Monkton chuckled.

Hoofy soon settled down and rested her sparkling eyes on to the fearless Nanny Monkton, who hopped down on to the lower deck wearing her rubber slippers. 

‘Can she understand you?’ Pixie asked in amazement.

‘Of course she can,’ Nanny Monkton replied. ‘Hoofy can understand all types of languages. She travels a great deal.’

At this moment, Puddles popped his little head out from Wyld’s pocket and gasped with shock. ‘She’s humongous!’
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