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THE ADVENTURES OF CAP’N STRAWFINGER

By Hanna Inoue
CHAPTER ONE: CAP’N STRAWFINGER

The pier was covered in fog, a thick beast that wound its way around the boats and dockworkers. Standing alone was David, holding two suitcases by his side.


David was tall, lanky, and young, with floppy brown hair and big curious eyes. He wore a red and white striped shirt, and white sailor pants. He wore brown shoes that looked a little fancy for the current weather. He was waiting alone on the docks, watching out for his ride to Panama, where his parents work as herpetologists. 


“PSSSST!” a voice carried from behind some wooden crates. David turned, but only saw a hat.


“PSSSST!” the hat said. Curiously, David headed towards it. When he was two yards away from the crate, a crazy-looking pirate popped out and said, “Me spine be tinglin’!”


The pirate had on a funny black hat, an eye patch over his left eye, a wild black beard decorated with white straws, and bad teeth. His other eye was in a squint under his thick eyebrow, so David could not tell what color his eyes were—or whether he had any eyes at all. His most striking feature was his left arm—he only had a cup and straw for a hand.


“You be coming with me!” the pirate said, walking towards David with a limp. His right leg was a peg leg. 


“To Panama?” David asked curiously and unsurely.


“To a land lost in time, an adventure for the brave, a path to greatness and fame!” the pirate said boldly and heroically.


“So to Panama?” David asked.


The pirate poked David in the belly with his straw and said “Pesheww…” 


Confused, David didn’t know what to do.


“COME!” the pirate said, poking David in the back with his straw-and-cup hand. He poked David towards the dock.


“There’s me ship the Dandy Shoe!” he said with his piratey accent.


“The Dandy Shoe?” David asked.


“Yup!” said the pirate with a flourish of his straw. “Ain’t she a beauty?”


Then it emerged from the fog. A big ship, shaped like a Dutch clog, bright yellow in color, with huge white masts.


“Sure…” David said without sureness.


“Har, har, har!” The captain growled. “Now come!” He shoved David and his suitcases onto the ship. The bridge to the ship prominently fell into the water, and the ship was off as the pirate with the straw-and-cup hand navigated the wheel.


“So uhm…” David said. “What is your name exactly?”


“CAPTAIN STRAWFINGER!” said the pirate with a loud yell. “AND I WILL BE ADRESSED AS CAP’N STRAWFINGER THE SCURVIEST DOG ON THE HIGH SEAS!”


“Okay…”


“Well we can go with Larry if you fancy.”


“No, no, Captain Strawfinger…” David looked around the ship. “Where’s your crew?”


“I once had a first mate,” the Cap’n said as an answer. “His left butt cheek was twice as big as the other so he was always lopsided when he sat.”


David wasn’t sure how to respond.


“We went up against a beast of a wave one day,” the pirate continued. “I was fighting it with my precise navigations when I heard a yell. Poor Larry’s uneven buttocks had caused him to tilt over the Dandy Shoe, and he fell over… never to be seen again… Oh never mind I ran into him at a Red Lobster in Jamaica.”


David really wasn’t sure what he could add to that.


“Arrgh!” the captain roared. “I once fought a banana slug the size of twelve elephants! It took my soul but I escaped…”


“Your soul?” David asked in astonishment.


“See?” the pirate lifted his good leg and showed David the underside of his black boot. The sole was gone.


“That’s your sole,” David said.


“No it’s not,” the Captain said seriously. David stared at him strangely.


“WOOF!”


David yelled out in fright and fell off of the crate he was sitting on. Turning, he found—not a dog—but a large giant panda.


“What is that?!” he yelled.


“That’s just Flat-foot Freddy!” Cap’n Strawfinger said. “Don’t take his hat.”


Indeed the panda was wearing a striped party hat, red and gold. It lumbered over to David and rolled onto its back.


The bright blue waters of the dock disappeared into the sea green of the ocean, a place that David thought was wonderful—until he started feeling seasick.


“DON’T BLOW ON ME SHOE!” Cap’n Strawfinger bellowed at David as he threw up over the side of the ship.


“But I feel awful!” David replied, green in the face. 


“SUCK IT UP!” the captain replied. “ANYWAY I HAVE SOMETHING THAT WILL MAKE THOSE WILLIES GO AWAY!”


“Why are you shouting?” David asked weakly.


“IT’S JOLLY GOOD FUN!” The captain stepped down from his roost at the wheel and limped off below deck. David leaned on the railing, still feeling like his innards would explode.


David heard the Captain’s peg leg before he saw him. In his good hand was a green-blue fruit with magenta spots.


“This will get rid of ye ickies!” He held the fruit out to David, who looked at it with a wary eye.


“Are you sure this is safe?” he asked.


“AYE!” Cap’n Strawfinger replied. “’TIS THE FINEST SEA GLOOLY IN THE LAND!”


“Sea glooly?” David asked.


“AYE!” He put the fruit in David’s hand. “I’mma call you Skippy from now on, ya hear?”


“Skippy?” David looked disgusted. “My name is David—“


“EAT THE FRUIT SKIPPY!”


The newly dubbed Skippy bit into the fruit. It tasted like rubber but smelled like candy. He tried to spit it out but Cap’n Strawfinger beat him on the head with his straw.


“EAT IT!” he yelled angrily. Skippy swallowed his first bite, then continued to eat it. It tasted much more horrible as he ate more of it, and soon his mouth felt numb.


“Mah mouf if num,” David said.


“YOUR MOTHER IS A POOF?” Cap’n Strawfinger asked.


“MAH MOUF IF NUM!” David yelled.


“Oh your mouth is numb,” the pirate said with a nod. “Good, that means it’s working. You’ll be like that for a while Skippy! Har, har, har!”


David lay down on his side and looked out at the sea. He wondered if he’d ever make it to Panama.

CHAPTER TWO: HOMESICK

Skippy woke up eventually and stood. The sun was still high in the sky, but luckily, Skippy didn’t sunburn. 


He walked on the ship, looking around for the Captain. Flat-foot Freddy was steering the vessel, so he guessed that the Captain was sleeping.


Near the bow, he noticed a piece of driftwood with some Latin words engraved upon it. 


“AHOY!”


Skippy jumped in fright. “Har, har, har!” Cap’n Strawfinger laughed heartily. “I see ye found me plank!”


“What does it say?” Skippy asked.


“WELL CAN’T YE READ?! IT SAYS ‘CREDO ELVEM ETIAM VIVERE’!”


“But what does it translate to?”


“’I BELIEVE ELVIS LIVES’!”


Skippy wasn’t sure what he’d got himself into. Flat-foot Freddy was now chewing a piece of rope, and the ship was free sailing. 


“Bumboo?” Cap’n Strawfinger offered Skippy his flask.


“No thanks,” Skippy said, not wanting to taste anything Cap’n Strawfinger had after the sea glooly. 


“So when do we reach Panama?” he asked.


“PANAMA?! We be headin’ to Poo-Pah Island!”


“W-what?!” Skippy burst out. “I need to get to Panama! My parents are waiting for me—“


“LOOKS LIKE YOU’VE BEEN CRIMPED!” said the Cap’n with a roar.


“Crimped?” Skippy asked.


“Past tense of ‘crimp’, which means to serve unwillingly on a ship!” 


Skippy knew he was doomed. Glumly, he went below deck to sulk.


Unfortunately, he was hit with the strong smell of lemons and gagged, resurfacing for air back on deck.


“LIKE ME LEMONS?!” Cap’n Strawfinger asked with a growl. “AYE KEEPS ME FROM DYIN’ ‘O SCURVY!”


Skippy felt homesick and very, very lonely. Unwillingly, he started to cry.


“EH! EH! STOP YE LEAKIN’! I DON’T HAVE A CAULKER TO FIX YER PROBLEMS!”


Skippy couldn’t help himself. He kept crying, unable to stop.


“WE’RE FIFTY FATHOMS ABOVE WATER FOR THE LOVE OF DAVY JONES!”


Skippy kept weeping, the deck becoming moist.


“ARRGH GO TO THE GALLEY AND GET YERSELF A DUMPLIN’!” The captain disapprovingly glared down at Skippy, and then limped away. Flat-foot Freddy came over to Skippy and licked his face. Skippy sniffed and patted the panda’s giant head.


The panda led Skippy below deck, but before hitting the strong lemon smell, he plugged his nose. Still, the citrus sting of the lemons went into his eyes and they started to tear.


They turned left and came into another room where pots and pans littered the sinks and water was gushing. Food was everywhere, and Skippy’s stomach growled in sympathy. Flat-foot Freddy immediately started digging under empty boxes of cereal and eventually surfaced with a dumpling wrapped in wax paper. He held it up for Skippy, and he graciously took it, biting into the soft baked flesh. Inside were caramelized onions and sautéed mushrooms, and it was very delicious. At least the Cap’n had something edible on his ship.


“FILLS YE STOMACH DON’T IT?” roared a voice by Skippy’s ear. He jumped and his heart hammered against his ribs. Skippy nodded.


“FREDDY! MIND YER MANNERS!” the Cap’n roared. Flat-foot Freddy was gnawing on a bamboo shoot with his mouth wide open. Obeying the Cap’n, he closed his mouth and chewed slowly.


“GOOD BOY!” the Cap’n looked at Skippy. “Look, err… me be apologizin’ fer crimping you upon me vessel. But we’ll have mug-fuls of fun! Aye?” He lightly tapped Skippy’s shoulder with his straw finger.

 
Skippy nodded after a pause. “Okay. Can I at least write my parents a letter?”


“O’ COURSE! NOW YE BE WANTIN’ A WINE BOTTLE OR A RUM BOTTLE?”

“Huh?”


“MESSAGE IN A BOTTLE BE THE ONLY WAY O’ CONTACT OUT HERE BOY!”


Skippy slapped his forehead with his palm. “Okay.”


Thus, he wrote:

Dear Mom and Dad,

Sorry I could not make it to Panama. I met a new friend and we are now traveling abroad on the high seas. I’ll try to keep in touch—well, as long as we don’t run out of parchment and bottles. And ink.


Anyway, don’t worry about me. I am fine. I’m being well taken care of, and I promise I’ll return someday. Hopefully with lots of treasure.


We’re heading to a place called Poo-Pah Island. I don’t know where that is, but I have to trust the Captain— Captain Strawfinger.


I love you both. I promise I’ll return to you safely… someday.

Your loving son, David

P.S. If you are not my parents, please send this message to:


345 Guerrilla Street, San Lorenzo, Panamá, Panama, South America 


Skippy rolled up the parchment, and stuffed it into an old clear vinegar bottle. He corked it, and then went on deck, promptly throwing it out into the thrashing sea.


“Ye did a wise thing Skippy,” said the Cap’n, hobbling up to him. “Now our adventure shall really begin.”


Skippy nodded. You’re right. And it shall be marvelous.”


“Woof!” piped up Flat-foot Freddy.


With a longing look into the sunset, Skippy, Cap’n Strawfinger and Flat-foot Freddy stared at the blue sea, swearing that they saw the green flash in the distance as the sun disappeared beyond the horizon.
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