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1. 

 

Once, a great long time ago, there lived a boy.  He 

was the son of a pants maker.   

 

His name was Cornelius.  Cornelius McGee. 

 

Now, you might say something like: “…hrm… this 

story does not seem interesting… Cornelius? Pants maker? 

C’mon, daddy… you can do better.” 

Oh but you couldn’t be more wrong.  I don’t mean 

to oversell this… but this will be the single greatest story 

you will ever hear.  Even if you are like 174 years old or 

something, you will still be sitting there eating prune 

pudding and jabbering on about “this amaaaaazing story you 

heard one time.”  

I know, right?  This is maybe an oversell?  Not so!  It 

is an under-sell!  That’s right… I’m doubling down!  This 
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story is filled with adventures, pirates, quests, etc, etc…  It is 

filled with so much stuff that it would be foolish to attempt 

to list it all here.   And why would I list it, anyway?  Why not 

just tell you about?! 

Well, I was telling you about it, then I believe you 

interrupted me or something.  Anyway, let’s get back on 

track.  Where was I?  Did I get to the giant, fire-breathing 

beast that has never been defeated… even that one time that 

100 sailors attacked it at once?  No?  Alright- I’ll just start 

again. 

 

Once, a great long time ago, there lived a boy.  He 

was the son of a pants maker. 

 

His name was Freddy McGee.   

 

Ah ha!  Did you catch that? I said Cornelius before… I 

was checking that you were listening!  And, honestly, I don’t 

think you caught that… which tells me that you are perhaps 

not paying attention.  I really can’t say this any other way: it 

is of paramount importance that you pay a great deal of attention.  

There is a huge amount of subtlety in this story.  There is so 
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much subtlety that it’s going to whack you in the face if 

you’re not careful.  Do you want to get whacked in the face 

by intricate word play and erudite references to classical 

literature?  No.  Of course not.  So listen carefully. 

Now… Cornelius was not an extraordinary boy.  He 

was quite plain looking and never really distinguished 

himself in any way.  This would end up being in great 

contrast to his adult life, which was filled with all sorts of 

amazing adventures and quests and blah blah blah.  But, as a 

boy, he was basically just Cornelius who wore gray clothes, 

albeit with well-tailored pants, and did fine in school and 

whatever.  Sort of just filler in the class picture… know what 

I mean?  No?  Okay, well, it’s just that he sometimes went 

unnoticed.  Like that one time… okay, yeah… here’s a good 

example: this one time his father sat on him because their 

couch was gray and Cornelius wore gray and often just 

silently sat on the gray couch for long periods of time.  

That’s a good example… and also kind of weird.   

Anyway, every day Cornelius would go to school and 

then would come home to help his dad make pants and 

trousers and the like.  That’s terribly boring work for an 8 

year old boy.  Also, he simply wasn’t good at it.  He was fine 

at a couple of simple things but whenever he tried to make a 
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pair on his own they came out lumpy and bunchy and odd 

looking.  This was a source of mild concern for his father, 

who was planning to have Cornelius take over the business 

at a later date, but he also knew that pants-making ability ran 

in the family and so Cornelius’ skills would one day 

blossom.  Cornelius’ grandfather had also been a pants 

maker.  Cornelius’ dad had a terrible joke about genes with 

wordplay about “jeans,” but it’s such a bad one I won’t 

waste your time.  Anyway, Cornelius hated making pants.  He 

was absolutely, positively sure that he did not want to make 

pants for the rest of his life.   

This knowledge, however, was in stark contrast to his 

father’s vision of the future.  If I could provide you with 

some sort of scene with blurry edges and soft lighting… 

something clearly intended to represent this father’s dream 

for the future… it would show a 50 year old Cornelius 

happily sewing trousers while his elderly father smiled and 

nodded in approval.  Also, the father would be riding a bear, 

which is a weird part of that vision for the future and it 

really requires a sub-story involving the father’s odd fixation 

on taming bears.  It’s not worth it.  Trust me.  And it 

doesn’t matter because none of it would become reality. 
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 Cornelius only had one burning passion: sailing.  

Every day on his way home from school, Cornelius would 

always always always walk near the docks in town.  There, he 

would marvel at the tall ships and all the interesting ropes 

and sails and stuff.  It all looked soooooo cool to Cornelius.  

And then, he would go home and his father would be 

sewing pants. 

Oh, and I should also explain that Cornelius’ father 

was the greatest pants maker in all the land.  That’s not an 

exaggeration.  Princes and Kings would order pants to be 

made by his dad.  Cornelius would ask “who is that for? 

Those are pretty fancy pants!”  And his dad would say “they 

are for Lord Fancy King of Blippity Bloppity Whatever.”   

That’s not really what he would say but Cornelius 

could never keep track.  They were clearly for fancy people 

who appreciated fine tailoring and the excessive use of 

velvet.  But Cornelius’ father would also make pants for 

anyone… sailors, bankers, grocers… whatever.  If monkeys 

wore pants he would have probably made monkey pants.  

Oh… and he once tried to make bear pants.  No joke.  Bear 

pants!  Can you believe it?  He would always say: “you can’t 

tame something that can’t wear pants!”  What does that 

even mean? 
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So, you can see where this is going.  One day while 

Cornelius was working on a lumpy pair of beige trousers, he 

simply lost it.  Cornelius threw down the pants and 

exclaimed: “DAD! I’M GOING TO BE A SAILOR!” 

Cornelius looked up and quickly noticed his dad was 

not in the room.  Anyway, it was good practice.   
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2. 

 

 “What!!?” His father yelled, two weeks later when Cornelius 

had built up the courage to say it again.  It was late 

afternoon and they had been working for a few hours on a 

rush order for some fancy wedding pants for people in some 

far away land.  

“Yes! I want to be a sailor!” 

“Son- you absolutely can NOT be a sailor!” 

“DAD! I hate pants!” 

His father gasped.  “Take that back!”  He then briefly 

composed himself and stared pensively out an open 

window.  “Pants are the single greatest artwork produced by 

people.  Pants express the human condition better than any 

marble statue or painting… that’s well known.” 

“DAD- NO ONE THINKS THAT!”  

“YES THEY DO THEY JUST DON’T SAY IT!” 
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Cornelius threw his hand up in the air.  “I hate pants 

so much maybe I’ll just stop wearing them!  Maybe I’ll strut 

around town in just my boxer shorts!” 

His father’s angry expression suddenly contorted into 

an even angrier one that Cornelius had never even seen 

before.  Wrinkles appeared where they had never appeared 

before, and his eyes opened to an impossibly large size.  His 

dad extended his well-calloused index finger at him and 

yelled “The son of the greatest pants maker ever will always 

be seen in pants!!” 

Cornelius realized he had hit on something.  He 

grinned.  “Nope- and I’ll chat with everyone… I’m going to 

start a no-pants trend in this town.  Pants are too 

restrictive.” 

“You wouldn’t dare!” his father said, now lowering 

his voice to the deepest one Cornelius had ever heard from 

his dad. 

“Then let me be a sailor!” 

“Never! Now sit down and start working on those 

pants!  We’re wasting time with all this nonsense!” 

Cornelius couldn’t take it anymore.  He turned and 

quickly stormed out of the house, slamming the door behind 
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him.  It was now evening time, and the sun was setting.  

Cornelius started walking, then running, to the docks.  

When he arrived he saw a beautiful site: the docks at sunset.  

Cornelius stepped onto the main dock.  It was 

actually the first time he had done it.  Children were not 

supposed to go onto the docks unless they had a job there.  

Some children got to do work on the ships, which always 

looked so fun to him.  Cornelius took a few steps… then a 

few steps more.  A couple of men who were moving some 

heavy rope glanced disapprovingly at him, but then went 

back to work.  Soon, Cornelius had walked to the end of the 

dock.  He closed his eyes and found himself fully immersed 

in the smells and sounds of the ocean.  He took three deep 

breaths, and then opened his eyes.  A huge ocean was before 

him and he imagined all the adventures that awaited him… 

none of which involved pants.  I mean, he imagined he 

would be wearing pants, but he wouldn’t spend all of his 

time thinking about pants while he was fighting with pirates 

or something. 

Cornelius had been lost in thought for a few 

moments, and soon realized that a number of sailors were 

behind him, and even more were looking down from the 
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ships that were docked.  He had apparently caused a bit of a 

commotion. 

One of the sailors, a particularly large one, grumbled 

“no kids on the dock!  Get out of here!” 

Cornelius turned and faced the men.  Then, screwing 

up his courage, he announced: “This is where I belong! I am 

going to be a sailor.” 

The large sailor, now clearly annoyed, added a bit 

more anger to his voice.  “If you ain’t a sailor, you get off 

the dock!”   

The man and the others started to turn away, 

assuming that the boy would soon scuttle off. 

“Fine!  But there’s just one more thing to do!,” yelled 

Cornelius.  The men turned back towards him, looking very 

annoyed.  Cornelius, who now had their full attention, 

unbuttoned his pants and shoved them down his legs, 

revealing his red polka-dot boxer shorts.  He stepped out of 

the crumpled pants, picked them up and wadded them into 

a ball. 

“That’s right!  Noone can stop me from reaching my 

destiny!” 



 

   13 

Cornelius then turned back towards the ocean and 

hurled his pants into the water.  They landed on the surface, 

slowly absorbed water, and then disappeared.  He turned 

back to the men, who were now staring blankly at him, and 

realized that his dramatic action probably required a bit of a 

backstory for its full importance to be understood.  He 

thought about trying to explain, but he was too fired up at 

that point, so he just pushed past them and started walking 

back down the dock. 

The bewildered men just stared at Cornelius, who 

was now boldly strutting like a king, walk towards the end of 

the dock with no pants but with more confidence than he 

had ever felt before.  Shortly before he got to the end of the 

dock they could see the odd boy in polka dot boxers hold 

up his index finger and proclaim: “GREAT THINGS ARE 

GOING TO START HAPPENING!” 

And indeed, Cornelius had started his march towards 

greatness and adventure.  He knew now that pants had been 

holding him back for too long and he knew that his father 

would have to understand his commitment to sailing when 

he heard of his dramatic gesture at the docks.  Oh… and 

also how he had just walked through the town center in his 
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boxer shorts, causing uproarious laughter, fainting and the 

dropping of jaws. 
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3. 

 

  “You threw your pants in the ocean?!  And then 

walked home in boxer shorts?! Why would you do that?!” 

Cornelius was home and his father was fuming… 

and madly fumbling around to find a suitable pair of 

replacement pants in some drawers…   

“I don’t want pants, dad.  I won’t wear them!” 

His dad was furious.  “You’re being foolish!  This is 

your destiny… it’s what you were born to do!” 

“Dad! I’m terrible at it!” 

His father, now wildly throwing pairs of pants over 

his shoulder as he dug through an overflowing drawer, 

angrily shouted “You will get better!” 

Cornelius couldn’t understand why his father would 

have possibly reached that conclusion.  “Why?! Why would 

you think that?!” 

“Because I was terrible at making pants, too!” 
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His father stopped searching through the drawer and 

Cornelius went silent, shocked at this new revelation.  He 

turned slowly to Cornelius, a pair of beige trousers hanging 

over one shoulder.   

Cornelius responded incredulously. “You… you were 

bad a making pants?” 

His father, looking humbled and hanging his head 

low, nodded. “Yes- quite bad, as a matter of fact.  But I 

learned… just like you’ll learn.  You will be a great pants-

maker one day.  Just like me… just like your grandfather and 

his father.  It’s what you have to do.” 

“But why?  Why do I have to do it?  I don’t want to- 

I want to sail.” 

“Son- do you think I wanted to be a pants maker 

when I was your age?  No… I didn’t.  No eight year old boy 

wants to make pants.  Do you think I don’t know that?  

Don’t you think I know how you feel?” 

His father, now resting an arm on a table and looking 

out the window, seemed to be suddenly lost in thought… as 

though door to his childhood self had just opened and he 

was staring through it. 

“Cornelius, do you know what I wanted to be?” 
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Cornelius, now looking annoyed and staring at the 

ceiling in exasperation, affected his most annoyed tone : 

“Uh… I dunno- probably a bear tamer?” 

His father slowly refocused his attention on 

Cornelius. 

“Give up, son?  I wanted to be a bear tamer!  I 

know… right?  You would have probably never guessed 

that.  You might not know that ever since I was 8 years old I 

wanted to tame bears.  Do you know why I wanted to tame 

bears?” 

Cornelius crossed his arms and rolled his eyes.  

“Cause you saw someone riding a bear at a circus when you 

were eight and thought it was cool or something.” 

His father, who seemed to be lost in distant 

memories, continued… 

“No idea!?  Well… I’ll tell you!  When I was eight my 

father took me to the circus and I saw a person riding a 

bear!  Oh what a scene!  Can you imagine it?!  The greatest, 

fiercest beast ever… tamed by a person!  Oh I wanted to so 

much to be that person!” 

 “So what happened, Dad?  Why didn’t you do that?” 
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Cornelius’ dad seemed to snap out of his daydream 

and his face became stern once again. “Because my father, in 

all his wisdom, crushed that dream forever and forced me to 

make pants… and I am grateful that he did!” 

“Why did he do that? Just cause he made pants!?  And 

he wanted you to make pants too?!” 

“No!  Because he knew that there’s money in pants 

making!  You see, his dad had forced him to make pants… 

despite his dream…” 

“What was his dream? Wasn’t it making pants?” 

“No! Who dreams of making pants?!  No… his 

dream was to invent a way to create a table that folds up 

when it is not being used.  It turns out that’s impossible and 

foolhardy at best.  Can you imagine it… a folding table?!” 

Cornelius smirked.  He had to admit that was pretty 

absurd. 

“And his fathers’ father had crushed his dream.  We 

don’t know when or why it started, but the McGees make 

pants.  Each generation forces the next to make pants… and 

so on and so forth… and maybe it makes you sad and angry 

now… but you will thank me later!  And you will even learn 

to appreciate the fine art of pants making.  Also remember 
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that one day you will have a son… and you can crush his 

dream.  Won’t that be nice?” 

Cornelius crinkled his nose and looked baffled.  

“Why would I want to do that!?” 

There was a long pause.  His father, looking satisfied 

and still seemingly deaf to most everything Cornelius said, 

handed him a pair of unfinished velvet pants. “Anyway… 

good talk, son.  Now let’s get back to making pants!”  

“Dad!?” 

His dad looked startled. “What!?” 

“I don’t want to make pants!” 

  “Son… what kind of father would I be if I didn’t 

crush your hopes and dreams and force you into a family 

tradition that is so obscure in origin that it’s practically 

meaningless?  I’ll tell you: a pretty bad one.” 

Cornelius, overcome with frustration, stormed out of 

the room, slammed the door behind him and went to his 

room, where he sobbed himself to sleep. 
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4. 

  

The next morning, a bleary-eyed Cornelius emerged 

from his room and quietly made his way to his dad’s pants 

production studio.  There he saw his father, sleeping.  His 

head was resting next to a sewing machine.  Cornelius felt 

badly for him.  He thought about how hard it must have 

been for his dad to give up his dream.  And then he thought 

of all the McGee’s who had to give up their dreams in order 

to build a thriving, world-renown pants business.  And here 

was his dad, working all night to try to get this big order 

completed.  Cornelius quietly walked up to his dad, ready to 

wake him and tell him that he understood now… and that 

he understood that he needed to make pants. 

He shook his dad’s shoulder… and his dad slowly 

stirred… then lifted his head and opened his eyes and 

looked around, slightly confused.  Then he saw Cornelius, 

and smiled.  He reached for a bundle of cloth that was 

collected to the side of the sewing machine.  Cornelius 
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reached for it with a resigned, defeated expression and said 

“I’ll get to work right away…” 

“I hope so,” his father responded. 

As Cornelius was walking to the back of the shop the 

cloth unfurled, and Cornelius could see that he was holding 

a beautifully made pair of sailor pants… just his size.  He 

ran up to his dad and gave him a giant hug.  “Thank you, 

dad! I’m going to see the world and make you so proud!  

And I’m going to find you a bear to tame and… and…” 

“Now Cornelius, there are some string attached…” 

Cornelius could see the hemming was incomplete 

and there were threads hanging off the pants. 

“I’ll finish it up- I can do it! After all, I’m the son of 

the greatest pants maker ever… and the kindest father 

ever!” 

“No… no… son, I mean that I’m going to let you try 

sailing but you still have to help me in the shop.  And you 

can’t leave on a long sailing trip until you’re 18.  I would 

worry too much.  And also you have to promise to always 

wear pants in public.  But, alas, you can start working at the 

docks and start learning… but when you are 18 you will 

have to choose: sailing or pants.  You can’t do both.  And I 
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hope you decide you want to stay here and explore the 

artistry of trousers.  I know you need to get this out of your 

system, and I don’t want you to resent me.”   

 

Cornelius understood. 
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5. 

 

It is important that you understand, my dear reader, 

that I value your time.  So, with that in mind, I should 

explain that what we are now faced with is a 10 year period 

in our story that could end up being somewhat boring… 

and I don’t want that… especially since I promised you the 

greatest story of all time.  We need to get through this big, 

long period during which Cornelius is working afterschool 

on one of the ships at the dock and is happily moving 

towards his goal of becoming a real sailor.      

 So, here’s what we’re going to do: I’m thinking that a 

montage might be the best way to go.  A montage will allow 

us to cover a large expanse of time without wasting your 

time.  I should probably explain what a montage is… have 

you seen the Rocky movies… the ones about boxing fights?   

You have?!  Your parents really shouldn’t let you be 

watching things like that!  Anyway… you probably 

remember the whole montage where Rocky is training and 

training and trying to get ready for the big boxing fight.  To 
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hear it described you would probably think that it would be 

boring… but it’s actually awesome cause we see little clips of 

him hitting punching bags and getting very energized for his 

big boxing match… and it’s all set to rocking music… BUT 

we only have to watch for a minute or something and we 

know he worked hard over a long period of time to get 

ready for a big fight.  It’s one of the great montages of all 

time, right?  Yup… UNTIL NOW!   

What I’m about to give you will be the single greatest 

montage of all time…  and it will be done IN BOOK 

FORM! That’s like saying I’m going to do the greatest 

motorcycle jump of all time on a tricycle.  It’s both 

impressive and confusing.  

So, please ask an adult to locate a copy of Vacation by 

The Go Go’s.  That song is going to be crucial as we go into 

this montage.  You see, any good montage makes use of a 

fun song…   

 

** SUBTLETY ALERT** 

 

 As promised, this book is going to jam-packed with 

subtlety.  The subtle part of this montage will be that the 
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song seems to be about the joys of being on a vacation, yet 

the scenes will show Cornelius doing all sorts of tasks that 

look really difficult and even gross… very NOT vacation-

like… but he will have a huge smile on his face because he is 

working on real boats and his father has even given him his 

permission, etc… etc… and it feels like vacation to him.  

Ok… so ask your parent to get the song to the 

chorus part.  All set?  Have them press play… 

 

NOW!! 

 

 Oh, how happy Cornelius is!  Look at him… he’s 

scrubbing the deck with an old, dirty mop… look at those 

gross piles of seagull poop!  He doesn’t even care!  So 

happy!   

 

 Look!  He’s getting slightly older, and still has a huge 

smile on his face.  He’s now trying to help lift a net full of 

fish onto the ship.  OH NO!  The net ripped and now he is 

covered in slimy fish?!  He doesn’t care!  Still big smiles! 
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 Cornelius, now slightly older, is stirring a huge pot of 

stinky stew for the sailors!  So gross!  They don’t like it and 

throw it at him.  HE DOESN’T CARE!  WOOO HOO!   

 

 He is a bit older and a seagull just bit his nose?!  

Okay, that actually hurt a bit.  No smiles.   

 

 Cornelius is now running up fancy museum steps in 

Philadelphia and then shaking his fists in the air when he 

gets to the top?!  Then, despite being far from a dock or 

boat, a giant pile of fish falls on him from above… causing 

him to be covered in stinky fish?!  He doesn’t care!  He 

pokes his head out and smiles!  Oh, Cornelius!  You really 

do love the sailor’s life! 

 

 Cornelius is now hitting punching bags!?  That’s 

weird and seems unrelated to sailing!  Is this montage losing 

its focus?  Who cares!  Montages are awesome!! 

 

 Now he is a little older and he is scraping barnacles 

from the side of the boat… hanging precariously from a 

rope thrown over the side!  Sweet!  Big smiles! 
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 Now he is even older and he is cooking for the 

crew… but this time he is juggling vegetables and chopping 

food while dancing and making amazing dinners… and the 

crew loves him and loves his food!  Cornelius is getting so 

good at all this!    

 

 

Ok… 

Sorry to stop the awesome montage, I need to give 

another ***SUBTLETY ALERT*** here.  You see, those of 

you who are paying super-hard attention will notice that 

after many of these scenes, Cornelius is also shown coming 

home in the evening… full of smiles and sewing away so as 

to fulfill his obligation to his father.  You might say “we’re 

hearing a story… how could I possibly notice a detail you 

didn’t even mention?!”  That would be a fine point but 

please hold all questions until the end.   

Anyway, in the scenes you might notice that 

Cornelius is sewing but seems oblivious to what’s going on 

around him… and if you don’t know what oblivious means 
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you should ask your mom.  I met your dad and he sort of 

seems oblivious. 

 Had Cornelius been more aware of what was going 

on he would have seen that his dad’s shop was getting a bit 

run down… and that his dad was looking kind of old and 

tired.  Each time, Cornelius is looking a little more grown 

up… and happier… but his dad is looking more and more 

and more… 

 

…and more… 

 

…worn down.   

 

The shop is going into disrepair…  

Now the song is slowing down…  

 

slower…….. 

 

and slower…. 
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and sl-oooower…. 

 

“vaaaa-caaaation… aaaaaallll I eeeee….veeer… 

neeeeeeeeeee….” 

 

Oh how sad. 
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6. 

 

Cornelius turned 18.  It was the day he had been 

waiting for… a day that gave him the complete freedom to 

follow his dreams.   

It was a beautiful morning and Cornelius awoke to 

the sound of the town coming alive.  The sun was shining 

and Cornelius was whistling a sea shanty as he hopped down 

the stairs… 

“Morning, dad!” 

He didn’t notice that his dad was looking very sad at 

the kitchen table.  Cornelius started assembling breakfast, 

clinking dishes, and happily making small talk. “Looks like 

it’s gonna be a beautiful day, dad!” 

Cornelius’ dad looked worn down.  “Son,” he started, 

“we need to talk.” 

Cornelius was too busy cracking an egg over a bowl.  

He was chatting away.  “Hey-o!  Who wants eggs!?  Cause I 

make awesome, awesome eggs.  That’s what the sailors say!  
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You know what they call ‘em?  Awesome eggs!  That’s what 

they started calling them!  The key is sea salt.” 

Cornelius started whistling a sea shanty again.  His 

dad managed to raise his voice: 

“SON!” 

A startled Cornelius stopped and looked back at his 

dad. 

“Son… we need to talk.” 

Cornelius was surprised by his dad’s stern expression.  

He wondered if his dad was going to give him some big, 

important advice about being off in the world.  They hadn’t 

really talked about the fact that today was the big day… the 

day that Cornelius would no longer be bound to the 

agreement he had made with his father… the BIG day.  It 

had been kind of awkward… he wasn’t sure how his dad 

would take it.  

“Son, I need to tell you that my pants business is 

failing.” 

Cornelius was shocked.  “What!?  We make so many 

pants!  All day you make pants… and then we make pants 

together into the night!  Are you not charging enough?!” 
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His dad rolled his eyes and looked annoyed.  

“Apparently my pants are starting to be considered ‘old 

fashioned.’  Apparently red velvet pants with gold thread 

embroidery that spells out ‘I’m super rich’ are now 

considered tacky.  Apparently everyone wants garden casual 

pants.  That’s the new big trend!  Whoop-dee-doo!”  

His dad threw his hands up in the air and looked 

frustrated. “Hey everyone- it’s a wedding! Let’s dress like 

we’re gonna go pull up turnips in a field!” 

Cornelius looked confused.  “But dad- we make so 

many pants.  How are we not making piles of money!?” 

His dad shook his head.  “Cornelius… you haven’t 

been paying attention.  The pants we have been making… 

they’re simple pants for poor people.  Haven’t you noticed 

that they’re all gray with simple fabrics… plain work pants?” 

Cornelius looked shocked.  “I just thought you were 

going to add stuff- like rubies- after I made the pants… I 

dunno… I guess my mind was elsewhere.  I just wanted to 

do what you needed me to do so I could go work on the 

ship.”  

His dad nodded.  “Yes- I know… it’s your passion.” 
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Cornelius made a stern face and raised his shoulders.  

“Then we will re-build your pants empire… together!  I 

won’t leave until you are considered, once again, the greatest 

pants maker in the world!” 

His dad sighed.  “No- Cornelius… we won’t.  You 

are not a pants maker.  You don’t have to be a pants maker.  

You are you… and you… you…  are a sailor.  And you will be a 

great sailor!  My time has passed.  But your time… your time is 

just starting.” 

Cornelius looked confused.  “But dad, what will 

happen to you?”   

“Son, I will be fine.  I will make pants… and I’ll be 

fine.  And you… you will never, EVER be a pants maker.  I 

am going to finally break the curse of this family!” 

Cornelius looked confused. “The curse?”  

“Yes- this curse!  We don’t need to all do everything 

the same!  Not everyone needs to put on their pants one leg 

at a time…” 

Cornelius knew that his dad was right… he had to 

sail.  But the thought of his dad being barely able to stitch 

together a living made his heart ache.  He didn’t know what 

to say, so he simply told his dad that he needed to go for a 
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walk… and think about it all.  As he was leaving he heard 

his dad saying “Son… there’s nothing to think about… it’s 

your destiny.” 

As he was prone to do during times of great 

difficulty, Cornelius walked towards the docks.  He was so 

confused… a sailor’s life was supposed to fit him like the 

perfect pair of pants, but now it felt bunchy and 

uncomfortable.  He loved his dad too much to leave… but 

maybe his dad would be happier knowing that Cornelius was 

following his passion… what should he do? 

Cornelius was lost in thought when he neared the 

docks… but he quickly snapped out of it when he heard the 

commotion: men yelling and swords clanging.  He was still a 

ways away, but he could tell that a ship at the docks was 

under attack… and it was his ship.  Then he recognized the 

captain’s voice, yelling out “all hands on deck!”  There was a 

foreboding-looking ship, painted black and flying a skull and 

crossbones flag… it had come right up to his ship and men 

were battling with swords as scary looking men in black tried 

to board her… pirates!!  They had sailed right into the 

harbor, no doubt either looking for trouble or a defenseless 

ship… 
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Cornelius started walking closer… then running.  He 

could see his sailor friends desperately trying to halt the 

attack, but it was clear that they were not prepared and were 

just not skilled enough at sword fighting. 

By the time Cornelius arrived the ship had been 

overrun.  He hid behind a barrel at the end of the dock and 

watched the dramatic scene unfold.  His sailor friends, and 

even the captain, were cowering on the deck… and the 

pirates stood over them with swords.   

Everyone seemed to be waiting.  Then, Cornelius saw 

why. 

Slowly, and with a deliberate, dance-like step, a dark 

figure emerged on the pirate ship.  The man had a large, 

fanciful hat with a single black feather sticking up.  He held 

a long, thin sword and had a curled, black moustache.  This 

man casually hopped from the pirate ship onto Cornelius’ 

ship. 

Cornelius couldn’t hear what the man was saying… 

he was too far away… but it looked like as though this man 

was mocking everyone… and Cornelius could see him take 

the very tip of his sword and knock off the frightened 

captain’s hat.  This was clearly the pirate captain enjoying his 
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victory.  He then smiled and walked along the deck… clearly 

amused by the frightened sailors. 

A moment later, one of the pirates emerged from 

below deck, holding a sack.  He dumped the contents onto 

the desk and the pirate captain looked pleased.  It was a pile 

of gold coins.  The pirate then gathered up the coins back 

into the sack and returned to the pirate ship. 

Cornelius’s became furious!  They were stealing the 

ship’s money!  These terrible pirates were taking the crew’s 

hard-earned money!   

The captain, looking satisfied, turned back towards 

his ship.  As he was exiting he shout a command to his crew.  

“Men… help them with a few… minor adjustments to their 

sail.”  He then laughed a diabolical laugh. 

The sail was neatly bound and carefully wrapped up 

on the deck.  Over the next few minutes the pirates, using 

the knives they carried in their belts, cut into the sail and 

tore giants gashes in it up as the helpless sailors watched in 

terror. 

Cornelius scanned the docks, desperate for a way to 

help stop this.  Then, he saw something on the nearby 

pirate’s ship: a window, just at the level of the dock.  It was a 



 

   37 

small, hinged window that was swinging back and forth in 

the breeze.  Cornelius had an idea!     

He quietly moved even closer.  He was hunched over 

and trying to be as stealthy as possible… his brow was 

furrowed as he kept watch over the men in black on his 

ship.   Cornelius positioned himself on the dock, right next 

to the open window.  He screwed up his courage and 

jumped right through, head first, with no idea what awaited 

him below.     

It turns out that a very hard floor awaited him below.  

Cornelius bonked his head and crumpled up like rag doll… 

yelling out “agh!” as he tumbled across the room. 
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7. 

 

Cornelius looked up quickly and shook his head. He 

seemed to have landed in a very luxurious cabin.  There 

were beautiful decorations and furniture, fabrics and dark 

wood tables with all sorts of expensive things on them… 

and a big table in the middle with a map and compass, and 

more fancy trinkets.  A large bed with disheveled covers and 

big ornate posts loomed over everything. Cornelius realized 

that he must have landed in the captain’s quarters. 

He was staring at this beautiful and strange room 

when he heard some muffled voices saying “what was 

that?!” 

Cornelius heard feet walking towards the door to the 

cabin, and then saw the doorknob begin to turn… 

This was it.  He was caught.   

Then, a third voice boomed out. “Hey!  Don’t ever, ever 

go into that cabin, unless you want me to use you for fish bait!” 
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Cornelius jumped.  It sounded like the pirate captain 

yelling at some underlings.  Cornelius then realized that he 

had a chance… a moment.  He scanned the room and saw a 

closet that was slightly ajar.  He bolted across the cabin and 

jumped inside, then used his finger to pull the door as closed 

as possible.  A narrow, sliver of an opening allowed him to 

see a little bit into the room.  As the cabin door opened 

Cornelius held his breath and went rigid with fear.  

The pirate captain entered the cabin and looked 

annoyed… not at all like the calm, cool character that 

Cornelius had watched from the dock.  He slammed the 

door shut and stood in front of it for a moment, staring at 

the ground and looking frustrated.  Cornelius could see that 

he was holding the sack of coins.  The captain then started 

mumbling to himself and making angry gestures with his 

arms.  Cornelius could tell he was displeased with what had 

just happened… and that he thought the crew had done 

something wrong.  The captain seemed to take a deep 

breath, and then he took off his hat and hung it on a hook. 

He then walked over to his bed.  Cornelius thought 

that maybe he was going to lay down, but instead he 

dropped to his knees and leaned his head down, so that he 

could peer under the bed.  Cornelius could see him lift up a 
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section of the floor, a trap door, and casually drop the sack 

of coins into it.  He then stood back up and walked out of 

the cabin.  He was yelling at his crew before the cabin door 

had even closed behind him.    

Cornelius, who had been trying not to breath, gasped 

loudly.  Then, he slowly peeked his head out the closet door 

and looked around.  The door creaked as he opened it and 

stepped out.  Cornelius was now standing still and 

somewhat petrified.  This was all getting too dangerous- what was 

he doing?!  Then, he heard a familiar sound: crew members 

grunting as they started to get ready to leave the docks.  

Ropes were being gathered and orders were being shouted.  

Cornelius knew he didn’t have much time and a sudden 

surge of confidence came over him.   

He hurried over to the bed and lifted up the trap 

door, no longer worrying about being quiet, and he grabbed 

what he thought was the newly stolen bag of coins, which 

was on the top of a large pile of other bumpy sacks no 

doubt containing treasure.  Then, Cornelius took another 

sack.  Then another.  Then one more.  Ok… just one more. 

And also… yes…  maybe one more. 

That was enough.  The trap door slammed shut as he 

pushed himself away from under the bed and stood up… 
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and his eyes were now fixed on his only exit: the open 

window.  Time to go!  Cornelius, now awkwardly clutching 

numerous sacks of coins against his chest, started towards 

the window but then, suddenly, he paused.  His head turned 

towards something else he thought might be nice… and it 

would be something that would really stick it to that nasty 

captain.  Cornelius, with a devilish grin, snatched the black 

hat with the long feather, placed it on his head, and leaped 

out the window.   

The boat was already moving and Cornelius’ dock 

landing was completely devoid of grace.  He tumbled out 

and rolled a bit before stopping… though he didn’t let go of 

a single sack. He was exhilarated and terrified.   

Cornelius wasted no time running back to his ship, 

eager to show the crew what he had done.  He climbed up 

on the deck and looked around.  The sailors were starting to 

assess the damage.  Some were rubbing at sore spots and 

others were just furious.  Cornelius saw the captain still 

sitting on the dock, his face in his hands.  Cornelius walked 

up and heard him nearly weeping… saying “that was 

everything… everything… we’re broke.” 

Cornelius extended his two fists, each clutching a 

sack of coins, and the captain looked up when he heard the 
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sound of clinking coins.  The other sacks lay flopped at 

Cornelius’ feet.   

“No worries, my captain!  Look what I stole from those 

nasty pirates!  I guess they’ll think twice before trying to steal 

from a ship with Cornelius McGee on it!” 

The captain’s jaw dropped.  “Cornelius… what did 

you do?!  You stole that- from the pirates?!”   

Cornelius, with a beaming smile, nodded and 

prepared for the shower of praise.  Would the men raise him 

over their heads and chant his name?  That would be 

embarrassing but maybe not so bad… he had to make sure 

to look surprised when… 

“CORNELIUS!!” the captain yelled.  “You don’t steal 

from pirates!  Are you crazy!?” 

Cornelius was shocked at this.  “They stole from us!  I’m 

taking back what’s ours… and, well… possibly some 

more…”   

Cornelius suddenly started looking sheepish and 

began to realize that this might be more complex than he 

had initially thought.  The captain stood up and grabbed the 

bags to examine the contents.  He peered inside with wide 

eyes.   
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“Cornelius… this is a fortune!  This is ten times what 

they took!  They are going to figure it out and burn our ship 

to the ground!  We are dead men walking!” 

The captain looked terrified.  He looked back at the 

departing pirate ship, the sail of which could still be seen 

exiting the harbor. “…we need to leave… soon.  This is very, 

very bad!  We need to abandon the ship and hide… or leave 

town!” 

The captain turned towards the sailors and raised his 

voice:  “Men… gather your essentials, we need to abandon 

the ship!” 

Cornelius looked around as the men jumped into 

action.  He was stunned.  He turned back to the captain.  

“But this is your ship!  It’s all your wealth… your life… you 

are going to walk away and let it be destroyed?!” 

“Cornelius… we are not safe here…” 

Cornelius pursed is lips and furrowed his brow.  His 

face took on an expression of great purpose.  “Then sell me 

the ship! I’ll pay you whatever you want… if you don’t want 

her then I do!”   

Cornelius held out a bag of gold coins. 
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The captain looked annoyed.  “Cornelius, a ship needs 

a crew… you can’t sail it yourself… plus, it doesn’t have a 

sail!  And it’s an old ship- her best years are far behind her… 

plus you will soon have a bunch of pirate lunatics after you!” 

Cornelius held his ground and puffed his chest out. 

“I bet some of the sailors would stay!  And I can pay them 

well… I have loads of money now!  And my dad makes 

pants… and making a sail is probably not so hard for him… 

and I’m not frightened of pirates… I’m ready to start being 

bold!” 

The captain looked unconvinced and worried.  

Cornelius looked desperate.  “Please!” 
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8. 

 

Cornelius burst into the front door of his house. 

“Dad, dad!” he shouted as he tried to catch his breath.  

He had just run from the docks and was frantically looking 

for his father.  Cornelius scanned the pants production 

studio and then the kitchen.  Then he went upstairs and 

found his dad lying on his bed and looking very tired. 

His dad sat up and started again: “Cornelius… I 

hope you know now that you should follow your…” 

“Dad! Dad! No time to chat!  I got it: follow my 

dreams! Ok, here’s the thing: pirates were taking money 

from the ship at the dock and so I snuck onto their ship and 

stole a whole bunch of gold but turns out I got more than 

what they took… and also I’m buying the ship and it has no 

sail but needs a sail cause I think pirates are going to be 

coming back soon to kill me.  Can you make a sail for me 

super quick so I can leave town?  Also, I need new pants.  

Also, you’re rich!” 
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Cornelius extended his arm to show his dad a sack of 

coins.  His dad looked perplexed. “Well… that’s a lot to take 

in at once, son.  Tell me, how long do we have before a 

group of enraged pirates try to kill you?”  

“I dunno.  Maybe the night?” 

His dad didn’t flinch.  “Ok, son… we should 

probably get started.” 
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9. 

 

Cornelius ran back to the dock.  The captain had 

already left with the gold, as had the vast majority of the 

sailors.  Five had stayed, however, excited by the possibility 

of an especially large payday… or perhaps just excited for 

some real adventure.  Cornelius needed to get those men 

back to his house to help his dad.  They all arrived, gasping, 

and a few of the men were already grumpy.  This was clearly 

outside of their job description. 

Cornelius’ dad, however, was beaming, despite the 

fact that he was trying to look stern.  It appeared that he 

wanted to make a speech of some sort and he was strutting 

around with his arms crossed, surveying the men in front of 

him. 

“Men… I know that we don’t have much time, but I 

want to impress upon you that what we are about to do will 

go down in history.  We are going to create my Sistine 

Chapel… a masterwork without parallel.  And we are going 

to do it one night.  ONE NIGHT.  I will pour every ounce 
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of my knowledge and strength into this project… and you 

must listen and obey.  This is going to go down in history as 

the greatest, biggest pair of pants of all time.” 

Cornelius and the sailors looked at each other, a bit 

confused. 

Cornelius, not wanting to dull his dad’s enthusiasm, 

gently spoke up: “um… dad- we need a sail… not pants.  

You know that, right?”  

His dad, who was seemingly lost in a daydream, 

snapped back to reality and looked at the men.  “What?  

Yes- of course I know.  But the principles are the same!  

Form and function… sewing, cutting and shaping… yes, 

yes.  Practicality and aesthetics, married perfectly.  Now, 

how much velvet do we have, Cornelius?” 

 

Cornelius and the sailors all looked a little worried. 

 

What followed was a night of frantic sewing, cutting 

and generally grueling work.  While sewing the nearly 

endless fabric, Cornelius’ imagined all the adventures that 

were on the horizon.  He could see the images clearly in his 

head… every detail… except one: he needed a name for the 
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ship.  That was the part he couldn’t see… although he knew 

he wanted it to be a bit spooky- something that would keep 

pirates at bay.  He thought about it for hours that night, but 

it was only when he let his eyes wander to the view outside 

the window that it came to him.  He saw the large, bright 

moon illuminating the distant sea.  He knew then what the 

name would be and he sent one of his crew down to the 

docks to paint it across the hull.   

None of them slept a wink that night… and as the 

morning sun started to appear, the seven men were still 

sewing away.  They were, however, nearing the end of their 

project. 

Cornelius’s dad was surveying the work… and he 

looked pleased.  Cornelius couldn’t tell what they had done 

or if it was at all good.  It just looked like a massive, 

crumpled pile of fabric that didn’t fit in the pants production 

studio.  Parts were folded over and bunched together in 

piles.  But, the sewing seemed good… and it seemed strong.  

It would surely work.   

Cornelius, looking tired, went up to his dad to thank 

him for directing this tremendous effort. 
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His dad looked pleased, and proud.  He gave 

Cornelius a big hug. “Son,” he said, “there is one more thing 

I need to give you…” 

His dad handed Cornelius a neatly wrapped 

package… and Cornelius could immediately tell by the feel 

of it that it was fabric.  It was surely the new pants that 

Cornelius had requested.  He unfolded the brown paper and 

saw that he was holding an absolutely perfect pair of pants.   

“Son- these are the pants I planned to give you on 

your 18th birthday.  They are sailor pants… the best I’ve 

ever made.  I’ve been working on them for weeks… secretly.  

I knew you would choose a sailing life… so I made these to 

show you that it’s what I want for you, too.” 

Cornelius ran up to his bedroom and when he 

returned, he had a large, proud grin.  The pants fit better 

than any pants he had ever worn… and they were 

beautifully tailored.  Every detail had been carefully and 

lovingly labored over… there were intricate details and 

subtle decorative accents.  Everyone was impressed. 

This was no time for a fashion show, though.  

Cornelius knew that they most likely had a very short time 

to get out of town.  They messily folded the large sail and 

awkwardly carried it down to the docks.  All of them went 
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to work attaching it… and a small group of people started to 

gather to see what was going on.  

As they were finishing with the sail, Cornelius 

noticed that the black hat with the big feather was still on 

the dock.  He climbed down from the ship, picked it up and 

dramatically placed it on his head.  He struck a confident 

pose… this was now going to be his hat.  It would remind 

him of how he outsmarted that pirate… it would give him 

confidence.  With his new pants and black hat Cornelius 

looked quite dashing… and ready for the adventures that lay 

ahead. 

Cornelius was walking back to board the ship when 

an onlooker yelled out “pirates!” and pointed out at the 

harbor. 

Indeed, the pirates were returning, and were sailing 

towards the docks at a very frightening speed.  

 Cornelius looked up at his crew, who were looking 

down at him with an expression of panic… 

 “GO GO GO!!  Raise the sail!” Cornelius 

commanded as loudly as possible. 

Soon, ropes were flying away from the ship as she 

was being released from the dock.  Cornelius started 
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climbing up as the crowd was scrambling to hide from the 

incoming danger.  It looked to them like a fight was about to 

happen. 

 Cornelius leaped onto the… 

 

[PAUSE] 

 

 Okay, wow.  This is really getting dramatic.  I really 

hate to interrupt this scene but I have to point out 

something.  It is a very little thing, but its impact on 

Cornelius’ life cannot be overstated.  It will shape nearly 

everything that is to come. 

   

A small, rusty nail. 

 

It was just a little thing… and it happened to be 

poking a little too far out from the dock.  It had gotten 

slightly out of place… or maybe it was not hammered in 

properly.  Who knows?  Many hundreds of years later, when 

Cornelius’ life achieved mythic proportions through songs, 

stories, and even a poorly received Broadway musical, it was 

the nail that was the defining symbol of Cornelius.   Posters, 
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logos, t-shirts, museum web sites… anything that celebrated 

Cornelius’ adventures almost always included a picture of a 

rusty nail. 

There are some people who claim to have the true 

nail… but that’s about 80 different people.  There’s one nail 

in a pirate museum in New Jersey that most people seem to 

think is the real nail.  The museum even spent $67,000 

having it restored and placed in a clear, bullet-proof box.  

It’s unclear why someone would want to shoot a nail, but it 

was the more expensive box so that’s what the museum 

bought. 

So… what’s so important about a rusty nail?  Well, 

you see, as Cornelius was exiting the dock and climbing onto 

the boat, a tiny piece of thread from his new, beautiful pants 

caught on the nail and began to slowly unravel.  As you can 

imagine, the further away Cornelius got, the more this nearly 

invisible line of thread was pulled from his pants.  The 

effects were subtle at first… and certainly not noticed 

considering the impending danger.  If one had looked 

closely, however, they could have seen that his right pants 

leg seemed a little shorter… and then shorter still… you get 

the idea. 
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Ok- un-pause now! 

 

 

 

Uh… un-pause, please. 

 

You can’t find the remote?! Ugh!  This is the most dramatic 

part!  Look under the sofa.  Did you lift up the sofa 

cushions?  No?  Okay, then try that… 

 

Ok- found it?  Un-pause, please! 

 

…boat and started to help the men raise the sails.  They 

pulled with all their might.  It was usually a job for many, 

many sailors but they managed to raise it up and they 

lurched as it caught the wind almost immediately.  The boat 

was suddenly speeding out of the harbor and heading 

straight for the incoming pirate ship!  Cornelius couldn’t 

believe the speed his ship was going… apparently his dad 

could make an amazing sail… although his eyes were only 

fixed on the incoming pirate ship. 
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 Cornelius, whose pants were quickly disappearing, 

moved up to the helm of the ship and grabbed hold of the 

ship’s wheel.  The pirate ship was getting closer… and 

Cornelius could hear the sound of the angry pirates, who 

were yelling and waving swords around and who no-doubt 

had cannonballs ready to fire.  Cornelius knew that the 

pirate’s attack technique would be to come in close, fire 

canons, and then circle back around as the crippled ship was 

slowly taking on water.  They would board her, grab the 

coins, and leave the ship and crew to slowly sink into the 

sea.  He had heard about this technique.     

The pirate ship got closer and Cornelius soon locked 

eyes with the pirate Captain.  Then, he heard a shout: 

“CORNELIUS!” 

One of his crewmembers was shouting up from the 

lower deck.  He had his hands cupped on either side of his 

mouth and was trying to be heard over the wind and 

commotion.  “CORNELIUS!” 

Cornelius was annoyed… this was an important 

moment and he didn’t want a distraction.  Nevertheless, the 

crewmember sounded quite agitated.  Reluctantly, Cornelius, 

leaned over to hear what the man was yelling about… 
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The man was excitedly pointing his finger.  “YOUR 

PANTS!” 

Cornelius couldn’t hear what was being said to him.  

He leaned over further. 

“MY WHAT?!” 

 

At this point, my reader, I would like to offer you a 

slightly different view of this scene.  Picture if you will, the 

two ships passing each other with less than 25’ between 

them.  They are both hurtling along at an incredible speed, 

however I would like you to imagine it all in slow motion.  

What you will be viewing in your mind’s eye is the 

pirate ship as it would have been seen from Cornelius’ ship.  

So, please envision a line of pirates standing at the rail of a 

ship.  They are slowly coming into your view and then 

passing out of your view.  They are not angry and there are 

no cannons are firing.  Instead, the pirates look rather 

stunned and confused.  Their mouths are open, and their 

bodies are frozen in whatever pose they were making a 

moment ago… swords raised, fists in the air, etc… but they 

are dumbfounded. 
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All of them are staring at the strangest site they have 

ever seen: 

 

It was a boat that was being powered by an 

enormous pair of trousers.  These gigantic pants were 

inflated by the wind and were somehow pulling the ship 

faster than the pirates had ever seen a ship go… 

 

The captain, however, was without pants… and 

appeared to be bending over so as to display his naked 

buttocks to the pirates. 

 

Painted across the side of the ship, in huge letters, 

were the words:   

 

The Full Moon 
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Part the Second:  

Further Adventures 
and Other Stuff! 

(Still for Cy and Avery.  And also Abraham Lincoln) 
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1. 

 

It seems fitting that at this point we should take a 

break from our story to introduce a few of the key 

characters who will be accompanying Cornelius on his many 

adventures.  Don’t worry… we will get back to the scene in 

the harbor… but we need to take care of some of the boring 

paperwork-type stuff involved in an epic story.  It can’t all 

be thrills. 

There were five sailors who chose to stay on the ship, 

now renamed The Full Moon… so let’s go through them, one 

by one: 

Toothy Joe, usually referred to as Toothy, had a total 

of 3 teeth.  He used to have more, but Toothy had gradually 

lost most of them from a combination of fights, bad dental 

hygiene and accidents.  He was now 55 and had been losing 

teeth for 40 years.  It was not a pretty site when Toothy 

smiled, but he was a very agreeable sailor who was an 

excellent deck hand.  He was not the muscular type… he 
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was a bit thin and small… but boy was he fast.  He didn’t eat 

much or complain and he had long ago established himself 

as a very useful sailor to have on board a ship.     

Toothy had named each of his teeth.  Really.  So, in 

the interest of dotting our I’s and crossing our T’s, lets 

introduce Toothy’s teeth.  I can’t believe I’m doing this, but 

here goes!   Going left to right… there was Chompy #1, 

Chompy #2 and Eddie.  It’s not clear why Eddie wasn’t named 

Chompy #3 but Toothy had his reasons.  

Now, I should say that Toothy’s real name was not 

Toothy.  No parent would name a child “Toothy” and it 

seems unlikely that his last name was Joe.  Toothy was not 

inclined to say his real name and no one asked about it… or, 

for that matter, where he was from.  There was not a lot of 

small talk about the past amongst the sailors because many 

were hoping to start new lives.  Maybe they didn’t want to 

be found and everyone respected that.   

The next sailor who needs an introduction is 

Franklin.  He will end up being a very important advisor and 

mentor for Cornelius.  Franklin was something of an 

anomaly in the sailing community in that he seemed to be 

extremely well educated and refined.  Most sailors at this 

time were a bit rough around the edges, know what I mean?  
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But Franklin always looked like he was wearing tailored 

clothes… and always seemed to use his free time to read 

books and study.  There was even a rumor on board that 

Franklin had been a college professor in London.  When 

asked about it Franklin would grin and give some sort of 

frustratingly vague answer that started with something like: 

“Well, Socrates once said that no matter what a man has 

taught… he blah blah blah…”  The sailors would stop 

listening almost instantaneously.  

Anyway, there’s a lot to find out about Franklin but 

you will need to wait a few hundred pages.  So hang tight…        

Up next is Charlie Green.  Charlie was a short, stocky 

fellow who knew a thing or two about ocean adventures.  

He had worked on at least 9 different ships as a cook… and 

we’re not talking about cruise ships here.  Charlie had been 

on some of the most treacherous expeditions ever… 

although not as a sailor.  Charlie was usually in charge of 

stocking ships with provisions, medicine, etc… and his 

primary duty had been ship’s cook. 

By the way, I should tell you, if you are ever in the 

mood to eat penguin, Charlie is your guy.  Seriously… 

penguin tacos, penguin with pasta, fried penguin on a 

stick… I could go on and on. 
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So I will: penguin ice cream, penguin pie, penguin 

with dipping sauce, stuffed penguin with mushrooms, 

penguin with Caribbean spices, penguin pudding, penguin 

stir-fry, penguin sushi, salted penguin with a toasted almond 

crust, penguin braised in pineapple with a tangy dipping 

sauce… 

Why would Charlie know how to cook so many 

penguin dishes?  Well, Charlie had been the chef for a very 

famous Arctic exploration that had gone very badly.  The 

crew had been stranded for months, their ship having been 

locked into ice that had rapidly and unexpectedly formed 

around their ship.  After the crew had gone through their 

food supplies they had been forced to start hunting 

penguins.  Charlie had made the best of it and created a wide 

range of penguin-based dishes from his kitchen on the 

stranded ship.  The crew was delighted by his creations and 

grateful that they would not be starving. 

After the crew was rescued Charlie wrote down his 

recipes and attempted to sell them as a book, titled The Joy 

of Cooking Penguins: A Culinary Expedition with Charlie 

Green.  The crew’s Arctic adventure had actual become 

quite famous and Charlie had hoped to cash in.  He went on 

a lecture tour through Europe… showing lantern slides and 
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recounting the crew’s harrowing experiences.  Mostly, 

however, he was trying to sell his book. Unfortunately, it 

turned out that most people would only eat penguin meat if 

they were starving.  The book was a financial disaster and 

Charlie was left bitter and defeated.  He vowed to never 

cook again.  

But, he still loved the sea and so Charlie found work 

as a deck hand.  He learned the ropes, literally, and found 

that he was pretty good at sailing.  He wasn’t the fastest or 

strongest sailor, but he was quite dependable and enjoyed 

being out in the fresh air and not cooped up in a small, dark 

kitchen that was filled with a variety of stinky meats.   

Up next is Wilhelm… nicknamed Willy.  Willy was 

definitely the strongest sailor on the ship.  In fact, Willy had 

once made a name for himself as a circus strongman.  When 

he had become a little too old for circus work he had turned 

to another occupation that would make use of his muscle 

power: deckhand.  Willy could move massive coils of ropes 

as though they were sacks of feathers and carry barrels of 

supplies without breaking a sweat.  There was even a rumor 

that Willy had once pulled up a ship’s anchor on his own.  It 

wasn’t true but Willy never corrected the story when 

someone was telling it.  
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Willy had a large, graying handlebar moustache and 

he usually kept his head shaved bald.  He also had an 

impressive collection of tattoos that seemed to tell about his 

life.  There was a tattoo of him strangling a sea monster, a 

tattoo of him swinging a giant ship’s anchor above his head 

and a tattoo of him throwing a whale towards the horizon.  

Late at night, Willy would tell these stories and others about 

his circus days.  He was such a good storyteller that no one 

really cared whether or not the stories were actually true.    

Finally, we have Edgar.  I am introducing him with 

Willy because Edgar was ALWAYS with Willy.  Edgar had 

been a tightrope walker and acrobat in the same circus as 

Willy.  Edgar’s slender frame had made him an easy target 

for circus bullies but he had found a protector in Willy.  

Willy had a ‘soft’ side and he liked watching over his friend.  

Edgar enjoyed Willy’s company and the unlikely pair spent 

many nights playing cards and chess.  

Edgar was actually well-suited for working on a ship.  

He could climb the mast with no effort, fix any tear or knot 

with his nimble fingers… and he seemed to have endless 

energy.  Plus, Edgar didn’t eat much… which meant that 

Willy could always have his leftovers.   
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2. 

 

Okay, good job being patient.  There’s more info 

about the crew but we will save it for later.  Let’s get back to 

the adventure in the harbor.  Now, you will remember that 

The Full Moon had just sped by the bewildered pirates, and 

Cornelius was trying to understand what he was being told: 

 

“MY WHAT?!” yelled Cornelius. 

“YOUR…. PANTS!!!!” yelled Toothy. 

 

Cornelius looked confused.  Then, he looked down 

at precisely the moment at which the final scrap of thread 

that had once been the perfect pair of pants disappeared 

behind from his left leg and the boat.   

“MY PANTS!!” he yelled as he watched the thin 

string flop in the wind and fall into the ocean.  “MY 

BEAUTIFUL, PERFECT PANTS!!”  
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Cornelius, overcome with emotion, raised his fists in 

the air, closed his eyes and yelled up at the heavens.   

“WHHHHHHHHHYYYYYYYYYYYYY?!!!”  

It was such a loud and long a scream that the entire 

crew stopped what they were doing and looked over, 

startled by the site of their screaming, half naked Captain’s 

bare buttocks.  

Cornelius ran out of breath and there was a moment 

of relative silence while he inhaled the largest gulp of air he 

could, fully prepared to continue his scream. 

He looked to the sky and started again:  

 

“WHHHHHHHHHHH-at the heck is that?!” 

 

All of the drama in Cornelius’ voice slipped away as 

he realized that his ship was being powered by a massive 

pair of trousers.  He gazed in wonder. 

Toothy, who had climbed up next to Cornelius, 

looked up with Cornelius.  “It appears, captain, that your 

dad made a pants-sail.  And it seems to be workin’ quite 

nice- right?!  Those pirates are so far behind us it looks like 

we’re in the clear.”  He slapped Cornelius on the back. 
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Cornelius, still staring up at the sail and completely 

dumbfounded, had indeed noticed that the ship was going 

exceptionally fast.  He lowered his head and looked dazed.  

It had been a very long day… and so hectic that he had even 

forgotten to put on his boxer shorts. 

Toothy cleared his throat.  “Um- sir…” 

Cornelius snapped out of his daze.  “What?” 

Toothy motioned downward with his eyes… trying 

to direct Cornelius back to his pants problem. 

Cornelius quickly refocused.  “Agh!  Get me some 

pants- there’s probably an extra pair somewhere!” 

Toothy looked confused.  “Where?” 

Cornelius gestured below them, towards the captain’s 

quarters.  “Under there!” 

Toothy was confused.  “Under where?” 

Cornelius looked annoyed.  “Yes- underwear too!  

Just get them!”   

 

All of the pants and sail confusion had temporarily 

distracted the men from their more pressing troubles.  In 

fact, they were all staring at the back of the boat and seemed 
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to be completely unaware that they weren’t going to make it 

out of the harbor without some steering.  The ship had 

gradually started heading straight for the rocks on either side 

of the rather narrow opening to the open ocean. 

This new problem became clear when Franklin, who 

was currently positioned at the front of the ship, glanced 

over and saw the familiar marker that guided ships towards 

the exit of the harbor.  The trouble was, it was passing on 

the wrong side of the ship.  He looked up and realized that 

there was a very good chance they were going to crash into 

the rocks at top speed.  He then looked back to the captain, 

who now seemed to be complaining about the fit of the new 

pants that Toothy had just fetched for him.  Cornelius was 

craning his head in an effort to see how the new pants might 

appear from behind. 

Franklin started yelling and began a frantic dash 

towards the helm of the ship.  He clumsily jumped over 

various obstacles, all the while yelling “TURN TURN 

TURN!!” 

Cornelius was now conversing very seriously with 

Toothy and, as far as Franklin could tell, appeared to be 

angrily indicating that the new pants were slightly bunchy at 

his thighs. 
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Franklin was waving his arms, tripping over ropes 

and various scattered objects… and trying to get Cornelius’ 

attention as quickly as he could.   

“TURN…. TURN TURN TURN!!”  His voice was 

getting hoarse. 

Toothy finally looked up and saw Franklin. 

Franklin, now 15’ away, stopped in his tracks, swung 

his arm to the front of the ship and yelled “ROCKS!!!!!!!!”  

Cornelius and Toothy both looked up and realized 

what was about to happen.  Their jaws dropped open and 

they stood motionless for a full two seconds.  Cornelius’ 

new, ill-fitting pants fell down.  He didn’t notice. 

Toothy lunged at the ship’s wheel and pushed with 

all his might.  Then he switched sides and begun pulling 

with all his weight.  The ship turned violently and most of 

the crew fell over and began to slide across the deck.  

Equipment was scattered everywhere and a few barrels that 

had been tied up fell over and began to roll across the deck. 

Cornelius was also knocked over and, with his face 

pressed against the upper deck, took in the scene before 

him.  Everything seemed to be going in slow motion at that 

moment.  He watched his crew sliding across the deck.  A 
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bin flopped over and silvery fish, a week’s worth of food, 

cascaded down on the heads of sailors who were pinned 

against the side of the deck.  Supplies of fruits and 

vegetables scattered everywhere.  Cornelius’ dream was 

coming apart in slow motion before his eyes.     

He looked stunned.  Was this it?  All of this effort… 

trying, working… and it came down to four minutes of 

adventures?!  And he was going to crash the ship?!  Would 

they survive?  Would the pirates take them as prisoners? 

Suddenly, Cornelius’ face changed.  He was no longer 

a confused boy, lying on the floor with his pants around his 

ankles… he was now a man with a purpose… and whose 

pants also happened to be around his ankles.  Cornelius 

pursed his lips and sat up, steadying himself against the 

angled deck with his arm.  He stood up, pulled up his pants, 

and sternly issued his command: 

“Men… DROP THE ANCHOR!!” 

Cornelius’ chest was puffed up.  He could do this… 

he was sure of it. 

 

 

 



 

   71 

 
3. 

 

“DON’T DROP THE ANCHOR!!”   

Toothy was desperately trying to scream at the crew 

while pulling at the wheel with every ounce of his power.  It 

seemed unlikely the crew would follow that order anyway, as 

the idea of a ship dropping an anchor while going 

dangerously fast was insane at best.  

Cornelius looked shocked.  “We need to slow down 

the ship! You have a better idea!?” 

Toothy was straining to pull the wheel ever further 

towards him. 

“Literally [groan] any… [groan] idea… is better than 

[groan] that!”   

The ship’s bow was slowly turning away from the 

rocks.  It was unclear if they would make it.  Franklin had 

now joined them up top and was pulling at Toothy to try to 

get the wheel ever further over. 
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Cornelius looked annoyed. “I’m pretty sure it’s a 

good idea.  Franklin… care to weigh in on this?  We should 

maybe put this to vote.”  

“Sir… [groooaaaan] the ship [groan] will [aggghhhh] 

be torn apart! [aaaaaaaagggghhhhhhh!!]” 

The boat was getting frighteningly close to the rocks.  

Cornelius gazed into the horizon with a look of great 

courage.  He turned to the sailors on deck. 

“Men… dump our supplies!  All of our fruits and 

canned food… everything we need to survive.  We need to 

lighten the ship or we’ll never make the turn!  Quick! 

Toothy… no time to turn the wheel-y thing… you and I are 

going to light the sail on fire!  It’s the only way to quickly 

slow down!” 

 Toothy was at his absolute limit.  “CAPTAIN!!! 

STOP TALKING!!!” 

 The ship was being pushed to its limit.  Boards were 

creaking and groaning and Toothy was starting to think that 

The Full Moon might just fall apart at any moment.  The 

crew was still unable to stand up, and even if they could they 

wouldn’t have known what to do.   
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 The ship was speeding along at a perilous angle.  

They had maybe three seconds before striking the jagged 

rocks.  Toothy let out a final scream as he pulled the wheel 

further still.  In the end, the hull passed within one inch of a 

rock that would have torn a giant gash into the ship’s old 

wood.  But they made it.  The Full Moon lived to sail 

another day. 
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4. 

 

Toothy and Franklin were crumpled on the ground, 

completely exhausted by their effort.  The crew, now 

realizing that they had made it out of the harbor, began 

cheering and standing up so as to see the open ocean.   

Toothy was gasping for air and lying on his back… 

he had just given everything that he had to that effort.  He 

rolled his head to face Cornelius.  “It’s possible, [gasp] 

Captain, that you need some more [gasp] ‘on-the-job’ 

training.” 

Cornelius looked offended.  “I am the captain of this 

ship!  You need to start obeying my orders!!  We barely 

made it out of there alive… no thanks to you!  Did you see 

how close we were to those rocks?!” 

 “Captain, with all due respect… we were heading 

towards a rocky shore and your three ideas were to drop the 

anchor at full speed, throw all our supplies overboard, and 

to light the sail on fire.” 
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Cornelius looked baffled by this.  “And!?” 

Franklin, who was also lying on his back and trying 

to recover from the five most terrifying moments of his life, 

all of which had happened in the last ten minutes, jumped 

in:  “Also, you referred to the Captain’s wheel as ‘the wheel-

y thing.’  And despite having just minutes before certain 

doom you wanted to have some sort of crew vote about 

what to do next.” 

Cornelius nodded.  “Yes… a crew vote is always a 

good idea.  It gives the men a sense that they have a say in 

the way our ship is run.” 

Franklin continued.  “And… you didn’t see the rocks 

because you were complaining about the fit of your pants.” 

“Captain,” said Toothy, “you need to know more 

about how a ship is run.  I’m sorry… I just don’t think 

you’re ready for this.” 

Cornelius looked frustrated, but he knew that Toothy 

was right.  Cornelius climbed down the ladder and 

disappeared into the captain’s quarters.  Toothy and 

Franklin decided they needed to put as much distance 

between The Full Moon and the pirates as possible, and so 

they kept the ship going at a good clip.  The others began 
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trying to pick up the debris that was scattered across the 

deck. 

What the crew of The Full Moon didn’t realize was 

that the pirates would not be a problem again for a long, 

long time.  The pirate ship and its crew had been quite 

distracted by the bizarre site of The Full Moon… enough so 

that they had not realize until too late that the ship was 

heading to the shore at a very high speed.  Unlike The Full 

Moon, though, the pirates were unable to avoid catastrophe.  

The boat crashed into the harbor.  The pirates all survived, 

but Cornelius had earned the completely untethered wrath 

of a group of very nasty pirates.  He didn’t know it yet, but 

their paths would cross again one day. 

 

And so The Full Moon sailed into the vast ocean.  

Toothy and Franklin were at the helm. 

“Hey Franklin,” said Toothy.  “What do ya’ think 

we’re doing out here? Are we pirates now?  I mean, we did 

just rob those pirates.  Does that make us pirates?” 

Franklin shrugged.  “I don’t know, Toothy.” 

The boat sailed towards the horizon. 
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5. 

 

Cornelius was inspecting the captain’s quarters.  He 

had been in it a few times, but only briefly.  It wasn’t a place 

you could just walk in and out of… it was separate and 

special.  Now, it looked like a mess. 

Books that were once organized on shelves were now 

lying haphazardly across the floor.  There were maps and 

nautical instruments scattered everywhere and Cornelius 

realized that he didn’t know how to use any of it.  He 

couldn’t believe that a day filled with so much adventure had 

left him feeling so sad.  He put his hand on the coarse, 

poorly tailored work pants that Toothy had found for him.  

They were very loose and he had to keep pulling them up to 

their proper position.  He tried to add a knot at the waist so 

as to tighten them but there was not enough extra fabric.  

He needed some sort of belt.  Cornelius sat down and began 

to roll up the pant legs.  They were too long for him.  He 

missed his dad. 
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Cornelius spent an hour cleaning up the quarters and 

reflecting on what Franklin had said.  He finally emerged 

back on to the deck and took a long look around.  Willy, 

Edgar, Charlie… they didn’t need any instructions and were 

old hands at this.  He turned and looked up at Franklin and 

Toothy, who were still at the helm, then motioned for 

Toothy to come down and have a word with him.  Toothy 

descended the ladder and stood before Cornelius. 

Cornelius looked serious.  He put his hand on 

Toothy’s shoulder.  “Toothy, assemble the men.  I want to 

have a word with them.” 

Toothy nodded then began to go collect the men.  

He stopped and turned back. 

“Captain… about before… I’m sorry that we had to 

say those things.  We sure think you’ll one day be a great 

captain… we just…” 

Cornelius interrupted.  “Toothy, don’t worry.  You 

were right and I can admit that.  This is my destiny… but 

that does not mean it’s all smooth sailing now.  I have a lot 

of work ahead of me.  I will need your valuable assistance.” 

Toothy grinned and hurried off. 
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When all the men were assembled, Cornelius climbed 

a few steps up the ladder to the helm and turned to face the 

small group. 

“Sailors… I want to thank you for your incredible 

effort today.  We escaped from those dreadful pirates… and 

relieved them of some of that heavy gold that had been 

weighing them down!” 

The men chuckled and looked quite pleased with 

themselves. 

“And we have now set forth on a bold path… filled 

with adventure!” 

The men stood silent.  Cornelius quickly realized his 

error. 

“…and treasure!” he added.  

The men cheered.  

Cornelius’ smiling face suddenly became stern. 

“But we can’t go back… not for a great long time.  

And so we are here… together.  And we are going to look 

out for each other.  Now I know that it must be very strange 

to now call me captain, considering that just yesterday I was 

washing the decks, cooking food and scraping barnacles 
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from the hull… but I promise that I have been watching 

and learning… and I am ready for this… it is my destiny.” 

Willy spoke up.  “Uh, Cheeks… what are we doing 

out here?  I mean, I know you got a bunch of gold from the 

pirates… but are we now gonna try to be in the pirate 

business?”  

Cornelius was nodding as if to indicate that Willy had 

asked a good question.  He opened his mouth to answer but 

then a confused expression took over his face. 

“Wait… what did you call me?” 

Willy looked embarrassed and realized his slip of the 

tongue.  “Oh- uh… Cheeks…. I guess…” 

Cornelius looked confused.  “Why would you call me 

that?” 

“Well…  when you were screaming up there about 

the sail, with your bare bottom in the breeze, Edgar called 

you ‘Captain Cheeks.’  We thought that was pretty funny so 

it sort of caught on.  We used to just call you “boy.”   Now 

we just call you Cheeks, I guess.  I never knew your name 

was Cornelius.” 

Cornelius’ was annoyed and took on a tone as 

though he were talking to children.  “Okay, well… ha ha.  
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But my name is Captain Cornelius… and let’s try to be 

mature.” 

Cornelius began to look out towards the horizon and 

started to become philosophical. 

  “Anyway… we are now sailors who follow 

adventure… and treasure!  We are not content with the 

simple life… we want a taste of what the world has to 

offer… we want to sample the cuisine of adventure… to 

dine on…” 

“Penguins!?” Charlie yelled out. 

Cornelius wasn’t quite sure how to answer. 

“Uh… maybe, Charlie.  Anyway… we are going to 

find our way… and I promise you riches beyond your 

wildest dreams!” 

The sailors were getting excited.  Cornelius, the lowly 

boy who had been performing some of the most menial 

tasks on the ship, had now purchased the vessel, foiled 

pirates, stolen a massive quantity of treasure, and escaped 

what seemed like certain death.  He seemed like an 

unexpected, yet brilliant, new captain.  Franklin and Toothy 

were not quite so sure, but they held their tongues.  
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 Edgar, Willy and Charlie started chanting: “Cheeks, 

Cheeks, Cheeks!” 

Cornelius looked flattered but somewhat concerned 

by this new moniker.  Without wanting to dull their 

excitement, he tried to offer a gentle reminder over their 

chants:  “Ok!  Yes!  But again, remember… Captain 

Cornelius is the name!” 

The sailors had started to dance to their chant, and 

were now stomping their feet and throwing their arms 

around each other’s shoulders.   

“Cheeks, Cheeks, Cheeks!” 

Cornelius looked out at his enthusiastic crew and 

decided to just enjoy the moment.  He raised his voice over 

their chants: 

“You are gonna have piles of treasure… like kings!  

And so much adventure that you will never be bored 

again!!” 
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6. 

 

Days passed.  Nights passed.  A profound boredom 

set in, the likes of which the sailors had never experienced.  

Where were they going?  What were they doing?  It had all 

happened so fast that they weren’t really sure why they were 

on this ship and what purpose, if any, they had.  Cornelius 

had a lot of money… so they would be paid… but paid for 

what?  Cornelius wasn’t even quite sure. 

The sea, which once seemed to him like it would be 

packed with adventure, now seemed like an endless expanse 

of nothing.  They didn’t see other ships… or islands… or 

sea monsters.  Nothing.  The areas on the map that looked 

like little ponds were actually vast, vast oceans.  At one point 

Cornelius had asked Franklin, who was helping learn to read 

maps, why they can’t just take a quick trip to an island that 

he saw on a map that kind of looked like it “might be fun.”  

Franklin explained that it would be a 25 day trip and given 

their food supply level they would likely all die in a state of 
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madness brought on by starvation.  That made it seem less 

fun to Cornelius. 

Cornelius was starting to worry about their supplies.  

The men were so bored that they would just sit around 

eating and occasionally playing cards.  Even Edgar, who was 

usually a ball of acrobatic energy, was looking sleepy. 

Despite his limited captaining experience, Cornelius 

could tell that this was not going well.  It came as a great 

relief to him when he heard Franklin shouting at about 

11pm one night:   

“LAND HO…  LAND HO, CAPTAIN!!!  LAND 

HO!!” 

Cornelius leapt out of his bed and ran onto the deck.  

Sure enough, by the light of the moon he could see an 

island.   

“Franklin- what island is it?!  Is it the little one on the 

map that kind of looked like a duck?  Or that one that kind 

of looked like a sock but also like a bat?” 

Franklin, who was now looking through a long 

telescope, seemed perplexed.   

“That’s the thing, Captain, this island isn’t on the 

map…” 
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Cornelius’ face lit up.  “I JUST DISCOVERED AN 

ISLAND?!”   

“Well, Captain, I suppose that’s possible.” 

“Oh man… I am so good at this! An island?!  We 

gotta go put a flag in it!  Is that what people do?  Ok- let’s 

go- turn right!” 

Franklin, who was still looking out into the ocean, 

rolled his eyes then turned to Cornelius.   “It’s starboard, 

Captain, not ‘right.’  And there are a great many dangers 

involved with setting foot on an unknown island.” 

Cornelius looked annoyed.  He was not in the mood 

for a lecture from Franklin.  “Ok… give me one reason.” 

“Well, Captain, it’s quite possible that other sailors 

have set foot on this island, but were perhaps not able to 

leave… and thus the island remained uncharted.” 

Cornelius stared blankly at Franklin.  “I don’t 

follow… if they had found the island then they would have 

left and added it to the official maps and collected money.” 

Franklin looked concerned that Cornelius was not 

understanding.  “Right… but perhaps they were not able to 

leave… you know what I mean?” 

Cornelius just stared.  Franklin continued… 
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“because… they…. were… perhaps…” 

Cornelius looked annoyed.  “What?!” 

“AGH! Cause they were dead!  Because they were 

taken prisoner or attacked or consumed by a 50’ alligator or 

something!  You can’t add an island to a map when a 50’ 

alligator is chewing on you!” 

Cornelius understood.  “Oh!  Well, that’s actually a 

pretty good reason to not go.  But it’s an even better reason 

to go.  Adventure!  So, turn right… no more of this ‘starboard’ 

nonsense.  No one knows what that even means, Franklin.  

We’ll wait off shore, throw the anchor down, have a 

invigorating rest and in the morning we’ll eat some 

pancakes, take rowboats to shore and have an adventure!” 

“…or possibly die in some unimaginable manner,” 

added Franklin. 

Cornelius was lost in thought and had stopped 

listening to Franklin.  He gazed out at the faint, dark island 

and put his arm around Franklin. 

“Yes, Franklin, I’m excited too.” 

Cornelius clapped his hands together and made a 

gleeful “tee hee!” sound, then hurried back into his captain’s 

quarters. 
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Franklin sighed. 
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7. 

 

The morning arrived and Cornelius threw off his 

blanket and jumped out of bed.  He burst through the door 

onto the deck to take in his first clear view of the island.  

His enthusiasm was suddenly dampened by the up-close 

vision of the island in daylight. 

It was the most foreboding place that Cornelius had 

ever seen.  Terrifying cliffs loomed over a small beach.  

Wrecked ships lay scattered around the shore and half 

submerged in the dark, misty water.  There might have been 

20 or 30 of them.  One area of the beach appeared to have 

ships that were stacked on top of each other.  The ship at 

the top looked not so bad… the bottom two ships looked 

like splintered messes that had sat there for decades.  

Cornelius could see what looked to be a jungle at the tops of 

the cliffs. 

Cornelius could tell that Franklin was very annoyed 

about this situation. 
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“Well, Captain… here we are.  You wanted 

adventure, right?” Franklin asked angrily. 

Cornelius stared, wide-eyed at the terrible island.  

“We need to leave, Franklin.” 

A very frustrated-looking Franklin turned and 

pretended to shout at the crew: 

“Ok, men… let’s hoist up our non-existant sail!  It’s 

time to use our imaginations to sail away!” 

Cornelius was startled.  “What?!” 

He looked over and saw that where the sail would 

have been carefully furled for the night there was simply an 

empty space with broken ropes strewn about. 

Cornelius was shocked.  “Where’s our sail?!”  

Franklin, still fuming, pointed his finger at the island.  

“My guess?  It’s there.  Which means that now we need to 

go there and try to get it back.” 

Cornelius was confused.  “How could someone take 

our sail without us knowing?!” 

Franklin was busy preparing a rowboat, angrily 

untying knots and piling in coils of rope.  “I would guess it 

was black magic of some sort… some sort of spell 

performed while we slept.  Isn’t that fun?  I was always 



 

90 

wanted to die as a result of black magic on an uncharted 

island.  Woop-dee-doo!” 
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8. 

 

It was a misty, dark morning.  The six men were 

slowing paddling to shore in a rowboat and listening to the 

sounds of strange, spooky birds echoing from unknown 

locations.  At the prow of the boat was Cornelius, who was 

holding a telescope and trying to not show any signs of fear, 

which was difficult considering that he was terrified.  They 

slowly passed by wreck after wreck, carefully trying to 

navigate through the ship graveyard and the gloomy mist 

that hovered over the water.  Charlie’s paddle struck a chunk 

of wood that was floating by.  He looked closely and 

realized it was a detached peg leg.    

Cornelius sensed that a speech might be helpful.  He 

turned to address the men.  He gave a deep, pensive sigh 

and looked at the site of his brave men.  He knew that they 

would be looking to him for wisdom. 

Toothy looked excited.  “Oh hey Cheeks, ya’ gonna 

give a speech?!  That’s great cause I’m spooked like a 
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penguin in Charlie’s kitchen.  Also, FYI, your pants fell 

down again.” 

Cornelius looked down and saw his pants around his 

ankles and his red polka-dot boxers on display for his crew.   

“Oh c’mon!” he shouted at no one in particular.  He 

quickly pulled them up and began awkwardly trying to clutch 

the extra fabric at the waist so as to hold them up.  He 

looked back at his crew. 

“Listen- when we get to shore we need to stay 

together.  We’re going to get our big pants back… or, sail.  

Our sail pants… whatever.  We’ll get them back.  Just listen 

to what I say and keep your eyes and ears open.  Something 

no-good is on this island.  But I have a feeling this is going 

to go our way.”    

Franklin was not convinced.  “Captain… why in the 

world would you think this is going to go our way?” 

Cornelius was scanning the beach with his telescope.  

“I just have a feeling, Franklin.” 
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9. 

 

The rowboat reached the shore and Willy jumped out 

and began fastening a rope to large rock on the beach.  The 

crew jumped out and began to take in the scene of a very 

bleak beach.  There were animal bones, dead fish and 

burned, splintered wood everywhere… however the sailors 

were mildly comforted by the lack of human skeletons. 

A man suddenly appeared and began speaking to 

them as he walked down towards the shore.  He seemed to 

have stepped out of a narrow opening between the cliff 

faces.   

“Hello!  I trust your journey was safe?  Took you 

long enough, though.” 

Cornelius jumped, completely startled, and let out a 

high-pitched shriek.   

The man had a long, gray beard and carried a satchel 

over his shoulder.  He was almost naked aside from a large 
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swatch of animal hide that was secured around his waist by a 

rope.  He was barefoot and held a large walking stick. 

The man pointed at Cornelius, who was clutching his 

chest and panting at the terrible fright he had just 

experienced.  “Are you the captain?  What’s your name?” 

Cornelius tried to re-gain his composure.  He stood 

up straight, took a deep breath and put his hands on his 

hips.  “My name is Cornelius, captain of the feared ship The 

Full Moon.”  Cornelius dramatically swung his arm out 

towards the ship, which bobbed a ways off shore. 

Charlie, who often had difficulty staying quiet when 

he was nervous, quickly jumped in: “We call him Cheeks- 

you can call him Cheeks too if you like.” 

Cornelius turned to Charlie and gave a look of great 

disapproval.   

Cornelius looked back at the man and calmly started 

walking back Charlie’s invitation:  “No one really calls me 

Cheeks, it’s kind of a…” 

The man looked bored of this chatter.  “Yes, well, 

Captain Cheeks, I would love to chat a bit but that can wait 

for lunch.  I would prefer to take care of the business here 

and now… and not have to deal with that in front of the 
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others.  That’s why I came out here first.  I’m afraid they are 

rather naïve about this sort of thing.  They think the world 

runs on threats and power… they don’t understand and they 

would call me “soft” if they saw me doing any of this.  We 

trust we will be seeing more of you, hopefully sooner next 

time, and that perhaps something on top of our agreement 

will help facilitate a smooth future.  My name is Edwin, by 

the way.” 

Toothy’s face lit up.  “Oh, hey!  I got a tooth named 

Eddie!”  Toothy pointed to a yellowed, misshapen tooth 

protruding from his lower gum. 

Edwin looked unimpressed and mildly disgusted.  He 

pulled a ledger out from his satchel, took a pencil out of it, 

licked the tip and readied himself to begin writing.  He 

turned his attention back to Cornelius. 

“Okay… how many do you want?” 

The sailors were silent.  Cornelius, keeping his eyes 

on Edwin, leaned back and tried to secretly whisper to 

Franklin without moving his mouth.   

“What is he talking about?”  
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Franklin leaned forward and, from the corner of his 

mouth, whispered “I have no idea.  But don’t let him know we 

don’t know.  I think we have the upper hand here.” 

 

Cornelius could feel Charlie nudging him in the back 

and whispering.   

“Cheeks- tell him a number… you’re looking foolish…” 

Cornelius looked back at Edwin.  He straightened his 

back, cleared his throat and confidently stated:  

 

“Three.” 

 

Edwin looked up from his ledger.  There was a long, 

long pause.  He seemed confused.   

 

“Three?” 

 

Charlie nudged Cornelius.  “Cheeks… a big number!  

This is maybe a pay day!”  

Cornelius looked back to the man, cleared his throat 

once more and said: 
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  “Five hundred!” 

Edwin was looking confused...  Cornelius continued 

in the hopes that Edwin’s expression would change. 

“…. And ten…           

…thousand?” 

 

Edwin was nodding.  He started to put back his 

ledger.  “I have seen this,” he said knowingly.  “Sailors… 

deprived of fruits and proper nutrition… their brains 

scrambled by stormy seas.  At this point I bet you are 

functioning on the same intellectual level as six baboons.  

You need some proper food and rest… your well being is 

now of value to us, so we will see to it that we can restore 

your health.  Come with me… we’re going to go get some 

food.” 

Edwin started walking back towards the small 

opening.  The six sailors paused and looked at each other, 

and without conversing realized they didn’t have any other 

choice.  They rushed to catch up with Edwin. 

As they hurried up the beach Cornelius excitedly 

turned to Franklin.  “Are you seeing this?  I have him tricked into 
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thinking that we are a bunch of idiots who don’t know what we’re 

doing…” 

Franklin rolled his eyes.  “Yes, Captain- that was 

quite the ruse.” 

The group disappeared into the opening between the 

cliffs. 
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10. 

 

The men walked down a narrow path.  On each side 

there was dense vegetation and a din of exotic animal noises.  

It was rough going.  The sailors slapped at huge mosquitos 

that kept landing on them…. and they were constantly 

tripping over the vines and branches that covered the path.  

They kept looking nervously into the dark jungle, unsure of 

what might be watching them. 

 Edwin, however, seemed to have no troubles.  He 

looked as though he was on a pleasant stroll and he 

maintained a lead of about twenty feet on the rest of the 

group. 

 Toothy walked up next to Cornelius and leaned in 

towards his ear.  “When are ya’ gonna ask about our sail?  

I’m not liking this… I think it’s a trap.” 

 Cornelius wasn’t sure.  But without a sail, they were 

stuck simply hoping for the best and putting their trust in 

this confusing man. 
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 The group appeared to arrive at the end of the path.  

Shortly ahead of them was such a thick tangle of vines and 

plants that it effectively formed a wall. 

Edwin stopped and turned around.  His face was 

calm but stern. 

 “We are here.  I want to remind you that you are 

guests on this island and you will treat our leader with great 

respect.  Your previous crew was quite rude and I would like 

to think that you can do better.  It’s actually amazing that 

your ship has not been destroyed yet, given how late you 

were, and I hope you understand that your good luck can 

change very quickly.  Got it?” 

 The sailors all nodded. 

 The man turned, walked a few feet forward, and then 

slowly reached his arm into the dense vines that blocked 

their way.  He pushed them aside and a large, blinding splash 

of light came through.  On the other side, Cornelius could 

see many people busily moving around.  It seemed like a 

village in the middle of the jungle. 

 Edwin stepped through.  The sailors all stood still, 

too nervous to move, until finally Edwin poked his head 
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back through and, with an annoyed tone, told them to come 

in. 

 The men pushed aside the vines and stepped 

through.  They quickly found themselves squinting as their 

eyes tried to adjust to the bright light.  Slowly, the blurry 

forms became focused.  There were people cooking food on 

large, primitive-looking stoves.  People were chatting with 

each other outside of strange huts that seemed to have been 

carefully woven from cut vines.  There was a group of 

children who seemed to be playing something like tag.  And 

they were all dressed in the same manner as the man they 

had followed.  Their clothing looked primitive and odd to 

Cornelius. 

 One after another, people started to notice the 

strangers who had just entered their village.  They stopped 

what they were doing and stared. 

 A boy ran up and asked Edwin a question.  It looked 

like he was given instructions and then he hurried off.  

Edwin turned back to the sailors.  “He is fetching some fruit 

for you.  Now let’s find a place for you to eat and rest.” 

 Cornelius decided he needed some answers.  “Edwin, 

why were all those ships on the beach destroyed?” 
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Edwin began to respond, but was quickly interrupted 

by a giant roar that shook the jungle and then echoed 

numerous times.  Birds fluttered out from trees and flew 

away in fear.  The people in the village seemed to leap into 

action.  They began cleaning up their work areas and 

straightening up their appearance.  Children quickly found 

their parents and stood next to them. 

“What was that!?” asked a very panicked Edgar.    

Edwin looked excited and nervous.  “He’s coming!  

Remember to not say anything silly or disrespectful.  And 

tuck in your shirts, you look like a ragged lot of beggars.” 

The men made a quick attempt to improve their 

appearance.  Charlie spit on his hand and tried to get his 

scraggily hair into a part.  Willy tried to brush a layer of dirt 

off the front of his shirt.  It was pretty hopeless.   

They could hear the sound of something huge 

coming through the dense jungle.  Edwin, his eyes fixed on 

the spot at which this thing was presumably going to appear, 

leaned over to Cornelius. 

“Hands down, at your side… like this.  No fast 

motions and only speak when spoken to… never disagree.  
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Do what is told to you.  Don’t mention our conversation on 

the beach.  All smiles.” 

There was a moment of silence.  Whatever they were 

waiting for seemed to have stopped. 

Cornelius watched as two massive green hands with 

jagged, yellowed fingernails appeared and pushed aside a 

couple of trees as though they were twigs.  More vegetation 

was pushed aside by a boney knee and a huge, horrible beast 

stepped out into the village space.  When it stood fully erect 

it was taller than the tallest trees in the jungle.  The sailors 

were maybe the height of this thing’s feet.  It looked around 

as though it was checking in on everything.   

Cornelius stared at its face and couldn’t believe what 

he was seeing.  Its skin was green and speckled with dark 

dots.  It had a massive, lumpy nose at the center of its face.  

Below this was a wide mouth that seemed to be barely able 

to contain its huge collection of grotesque teeth.  It had two 

oversized ears that seemed to be so heavy that they sagged.  

Its eyes were beady and dark and the top of its head looked 

like a huge, misshapen pumpkin. 

Cornelius’ eyes moved lower to the beast’s chest, 

which was bumpy and appeared to be awkwardly perched 

on top of its bulging belly.  From this torso dangled two 
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attenuated arms that seemed like string beans with large 

hands attached to them. 

Cornelius’ eyes moved lower, and he saw the 

creature’s unbelievably well-tailored trousers, which were 

constructed so beautifully that Cornelius was filled with 

aesthetic wonder. 

Then, finally, Cornelius looked lower still and took in 

the thing’s huge, knobby feet and stained toe nails, which… 

Cornelius’ brain caught up with his eyes.  He looked 

back at the trousers and yelled “MY SAIL!” 

“SHHHHHH!” Edwin angrily whispered.  “You’re 

going to get us killed!” 

Cornelius persisted and turned towards Edwin.  He 

lowered his voice but continued, “He’s wearing my sail!” 

Edwin was getting frustrated.  “What sail?! You’re 

making no sense and your brains are scrambled- you’re sea-

mad.  Just be quiet and we’ll make it through.” 

The giant beast was now staring right at Cornelius.  It 

gruffly and awkwardly spoke in a booming voice.   

 

“Say… name… you!”  
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 Cornelius boldly looked the beast in the eyes.  He 

raised his voice and assumed a tone of great authority.  He 

spoke as loudly as he could. 

“I am Cornelius, captain of the feared ship The Full 

Moon… my men and I have come here because we…” 

Suddenly, Edwin interupted.  “Everyone calls him 

Cheeks, oh great one.” 

The beast smiled and repeated the word with 

amusement. 

 “Cheeks… you!” 

 

Cornelius looked annoyed.  “No, see… it’s like a joke 

but no one actually calls… me…”  He trailed off and gave 

up when he realized this creature had no idea what he was 

saying. 

The beast then turned to Edwin and began quickly 

and fluently speaking in some kind of mysterious language.  

Edwin was nodding his head and appeared to understand 

every word.  He started to translate the words for Cornelius 

as the beast continued to talk. 



 

106 

“…he says he is very happy with the pants.  He is 

sorry he took them from your boat last night but he was 

excited.  He thought that he had been tricked by the earlier 

crew.  He was going to destroy your ship but then realized 

that what he thought was a sail was actually pants…  but he 

says it took too long, and next time it will not take so long.  

But he is very pleased with the fit of the pants and the 

tailoring.  He is very happy with the workmanship.  He is 

not happy that he does not have a shirt, but the pants are so 

good he is willing to not destroy your ship…” 

The beast looked down at his pants and began 

inspecting them.  It turned around and then looked back to 

try and see the back of the pants.  It looked at Cornelius and 

began speaking in his mystery language again. 

Cornelius leaned over to Edwin.  “What’s he saying?” 

Edwin rolled his eyes and sighed.  “Oh good 

heavens… apparently he wants to know if you think the 

pants make him look overweight.” 

Cornelius looked back at the giant, who seemed to be 

waiting in anticipation for Cornelius’ approval.  “Oh- uh… 

tell him he looks fantastic.” 
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Edwin translated the message and the giant smiled.  

It then turned back to Edwin and started speaking very 

quickly.  Edwin didn’t even attempt to translate until the 

thing had stopped talking… then he turned to Cornelius. 

“Okay… he says that he wants shirts and also a vest.  

He would also like more pants but in different colors and 

styles.  He says he wants ‘garden casual’ pants because that’s 

the best.” 

Cornelius looked up at the beast.  It was grinning and 

seemed quite pleased. 

Then, the monster abruptly turned back towards the 

jungle, pushed aside trees and vines, and stepped out of the 

hidden village.  Within moments it had disappeared from 

view.  

The villagers quickly returned to their routines and 

everything was just as it was before the lumbering monster 

appeared.  This thing clearly appeared before them on a 

daily basis. 

Cornelius turned to Edwin.  “He has my sail!  I need 

it!” 

Edwin had no idea what Cornelius was saying.  He 

turned to Franklin.   
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“Sir, your captain is sea-mad, please see to it that he 

has some rest and food.  You can all stay here tonight.  You 

will be housed there.” 

Edwin pointed to a large hut.  A number of children 

were bringing food into it and getting it ready for the sailors.   

Edwin continued. “In the morning you will be 

outfitted with abundant supplies for your return journey.  In 

addition, you will be given the extra payment in the hopes 

that you will be encouraged to speed up the process.  This is 

the happiest I have ever seen him and I intend to keep him 

happy.  Our lives are much easier this way.”  

 Cornelius looked frustrated.  He was about to 

confront Edwin about the sail once more when Franklin 

grabbed his arm and whispered “I think I know what’s going on- 

don’t say anything more!” 

 Franklin then looked to Edwin.  “I’ll take good care 

of him- he’s been talking nonsense about a sail for quite a 

while.  Clearly sea-madness.  Why, the other day he wanted 

to drop anchor at full speed!” 

 Edwin laughed.  “Yes- that kind of scrambled 

thinking can only be sea madness!  It must be like having to 

watch over a toddler!” 
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 Franklin laughed in agreement.  “That’s for sure!” 

 

Cornelius scowled. 
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11. 

 

Oh my goodness!  I just remembered why I started 

telling you about this story!  I’m sorry… I know we’re in the 

middle of this whole thing with a giant and blah blah blah 

but it just occurred to me that you don’t know about why 

this story was on my mind.  There are so many stories of 

nautical adventure- why this one, right? 

Well, in 2012, the time I started telling you all this at 

bedtime, an expedition found the wreck of The Full Moon 

and everyone was so excited!  The media called it “Cheeks 

Fever.”  For about six months there was so much interest in 

the story of Cheeks McGee that they called him “the next 

King Tut.”  Museums were desperate to secure a potential 

exhibit of whatever artifacts divers might one day pull up 

from the wreck.  It was madness and that’s why I started 

telling you those tales… I was excited too!  And I’ll be 

honest… some of those stories might have strayed from the 

historical facts.  For example, to my knowledge, Cheeks 

never met Aquaman or Santa Claus.  I was caught up in 
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Cheeks fever and maybe embellished a bit.  BUT, the stories 

you are hearing now are rooted in my deep and aggressive 

scholarship and you can be sure that they accurately reflect 

the historical evidence. 

Now, I know that you are thinking that me 

mentioning the “wreck of The Full Moon” means that there 

was some disaster or that Cheeks perished in some battle.  

Well, maybe that’s true but maybe not.  The ship’s fate 

might be completely separate from Cheek’s fate.  Do you 

know where the pirate Blackbeard’s ship was found?  No?  

Well I’ll tell you: I found it off the coast of North Carolina.  

But Blackbeard didn’t die there.  He and his crew escaped… 

What?! Yes I found Blackbeard’s ship!  I did all sorts 

of things before you were born… and one of those things 

was locating Blackbeard’s ship off the coast of North 

Carolina.  My goodness, what’s with the interrogation?      

So, if you will let me continue… maybe The Full 

Moon was sold and Cheeks went into a comfortable 

retirement.  Maybe he scuttled the ship and hoped on board 

another ship.  Who knows?  Well, actually I do… but you’ll 

need to wait for the answer.  It’s only 4,879 pages away… so 

hang tight!  I hope you don’t mind being read a story at 

bedtime when you are 38 years old but I really want to make 
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sure I finish what I started: a complete and factual account 

of the sailing adventures of a boy who didn’t want to make 

pants.  That’s a story that takes some time.  It’s not a short 

story like The Odyssey.  It’s a real epic.   

Anyway… remember that Edwin asked him how 

many he wanted.  Of what?  Well, that will be revealed, but I 

can tell you Edwin was talking about something quite 

valuable.  QUITE valuable.  QUITE QUITE valuable.  

QUITE QUITE QUITE… okay, you get the picture. 

There had always been hope that these quite valuable 

things were still on the ship… and that is why for decades 

there had been such fierce competition to find the wreck of 

The Full Moon.  You see, the story was that these things 

were hidden on the ship… meaning that even if the ship 

passed into the hands of another captain before it sunk… 

that captain might not have known where to look or might 

not have known that they were carrying such special cargo. 

Okay… so, anyway… that’s the end of ‘part 2’ or 

whatever this is called.  Thanks for listening. 

 

The End 
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What?! Yes, of course I know that I didn’t get to 

what happened to Cheeks and his crew at the village 

whatever and the thing with the monster stuff!  Settle down!  

This is called a cliffhanger.1  My goodness.  You are so 

demanding. 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 

                                                        

1 Cliffhanger.  Noun.  A literary device used when the author 
doesn’t know what is going to happen next and needs to stall for 
time. 
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Part the Third: 
More Things Happen! 

Still for Cy and Avery.  And also Dick Cheney 
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1. 

 

Franklin entered the hut with a look of concern.  The 

men were all devouring the large quantities of fruit and 

bread that had been brought to them, although Cornelius 

was sitting quietly, deep in thought. 

Franklin had been gathering information from the 

villagers for the past few hours.  He didn’t want to reveal to 

them that The Full Moon crew was confused about their 

circumstances, so he had found ways to get various villagers 

to start talking.  He had gone up to the baker, for example, 

and simply said “how about the great one, huh? …and those 

pants look pretty snappy, right?”  He started to hear all 

about the island and the monster. 

The baker had talked about how sick they were of 

not bring able to wear their real clothes, which had been 

confiscated then destroyed, and how the villagers privately 

called the giant “the monster.”  It was clear that this was no 

utopian village in the jungle.  It was some kind of prison. 
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 From a woman who was constructing a plow out of 

roughly cut wood pieces, Franklin learned that some of the 

people in this village had been there for ten years, others for 

just a year or so.  The villagers had once been sailors and 

passengers on all of those wrecked ships on the beach.  

Whenever a ship approached the island, the monster 

emerged, took the crew as prisoners and smashed the ship.  

No ship had ever departed the island. 

 Except one.  From a girl who was chopping up 

coconuts, Franklin heard a story about one crew that was 

able to convince the monster to let them leave.  The 

villagers had been pretty sure that it was a trick, but they 

didn’t want to stop anyone from escaping. 

 Franklin was slowly filling in the blanks.  From a boy 

who was eating some sort of porridge, Franklin learned of 

the monster’s bazaar obsession.  It turned out that the 

monster was fascinated by human clothing.  It was quite 

jealous, actually.  It wanted to wear clothing like humans… 

and when it was determined that it would be nearly 

impossible, the monster confiscated the villagers’ clothes 

and forced them to dress like him: in roughly cut and torn 

fragments.  It usually wore a tattered fragment of a sail, held 

up at his waist by a dirty rope. 
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 Edwin, who had been an expert in languages before 

becoming trapped on the island, sought to learn how to 

communicate with the giant.  Edwin ended up being the 

only one who could speak with the monster… and he had 

taught the monster a few human words as well.  Despite 

spending many hours together, the monster was always gruff 

and angry.  It was particularly mean to the villagers, who 

were tasked with trying to feed it (in addition to themselves) 

so that the it could spend its monster days sitting around 

and doing nothing.  When the monster didn’t get enough 

food, it would make their lives very difficult and cause havoc 

in the village. 

 The villagers had tried to improve the monster’s 

perpetually bad mood by creating nice clothing for it.  There 

had been a failed attempt to sew their confiscated clothing 

into large, patchy giant clothes.  Edwin had convinced the 

monster to let them try.  It didn’t work and they ended up 

destroying their clothes in the effort.  Edwin had to spend 

weeks trying to calm the monster’s anger… since apparently 

the monster liked to look at the clothes and regarded them 

as something like treasure.   

Then there was an attempt to sew clothing out of 

various sails recovered from the wrecks on the beach.  It 
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didn’t work and actually made the monster feel worse since 

he was sure that they must have been making fun of him.  

The crew that escaped had convinced the monster 

that they could take his measurements and head back to 

their home.  At home, they explained, there was such an 

abundance of fine fabrics that they could make him 

wonderful new clothes.  They promised that they would 

return and bring him beautiful, human-style clothes. 

 That had been 5 months ago.  The monster, before 

the Full Moon arrived, was sure he had been tricked.  For 

months its anger over this deception had been directed at 

the villagers… and for weeks it had been constantly telling 

Edwin to get the crew back because it wanted to destroy 

them.  Edwin had trouble explaining that this was not 

possible. 
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2. 

  

The crew of the Full Moon was elated by Franklin’s 

report. 

Willy looked relieved.  “This is so easy!  It thinks we 

can make nice giant clothing!  We tell the thing that we are 

going to go make more clothing… it lets us leave… and 

goodbye terrible island!” 

 “Plus,” added Edgar, “it sounds like Edwin is giving 

us some sort of treasure… for nothing!” 

  Charlie stood up and started brushing breadcrumbs 

off his shirt.  “Okay- let’s do it!” 

 “Wait.” Said a solemn Cornelius.  “We can’t do that.” 

 Willy looked dumbfounded.  “Why?!  It’s perfect- it’s 

our ticket out of this weird-o ville!  You have a better idea?!” 

Cornelius, still sitting and staring into his hand at the 

remains of an apple he had just consumed, took a deep 

breath.   
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“We need to help these people.  They’re trapped.  

Yes, we could escape… but their misfortunes would only 

get worse as the monster becomes grumpier when we fail to 

return.  Plus, we don’t even have a sail… the monster is 

wearing it.  Without it, The Full Moon is nothing but an 

oversized rowboat.” 

“I forgot about that,” admitted a deflated-looking 

Willy. 

Cornelius finally looked up at Franklin.  “We need to 

talk to Edwin.  We need to come clean… we know now that 

they hate the monster.  We can devise a plan that will help 

all of us… it’s the right thing to do.” 

Franklin was nodding, which gave Cornelius some 

confidence that he was steering his crew in the right 

direction. 

Cornelius stood up. 

Willy looked annoyed.  “That’s not what pirates do!” 

Cornelius was confused.  “We’re not pirates.  I don’t 

think that was ever the plan.” 

He looked around at his crew.  ”Who here thought 

we were pirates?” 
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Willy raised his hand.  Edgar nervously followed, as 

did Charlie. 

Cornelius gave a sigh.  “Pirates are horrible.  They just 

steal and cause problems for good people.  You really thought 

we are pirates?!” 

Willy stood his ground.  “You said we were going to 

find treasure… that’s pirate stuff.  We all heard you say it!” 

“Well,” Cornelius responded with an annoyed tone, 

“that’s not the plan.  I’m not a pirate… and if you want to 

be a pirate, you can leave now.” 

“We actually can’t leave” Charlie reminded him. 

Cornelius looked frustrated.  “Right… well, after we 

save the villagers and escape, then you can leave.” 

Willy wouldn’t stop.  “I say we put it to a vote.  Are 

we pirates or not pirates?  Everyone should get a say.” 

Cornelius looked over to Franklin, who raised his 

eyebrows and tilted his head as though he didn’t know how 

to handle this.  Cornelius looked back at the crew.   

“Okay- fine… a vote.  If you want to have awesome 

adventures and get a ton of treasure, and not hurt people and 

not steal and also be adored by people we help and also wear 

awesome-fitting pants, raise your hand.” 



 

122 

Willy wasn’t satisfied and when the crew all raised 

their hands he started pushing down Charlie and Toothy’s 

arms and declaring “That’s not fair!  Put your hands down.”   

Cornelius continued.  “AND if you want to be a 

stinky pirate that everyone hates and also you will have an 

eye patch and when you take it off everyone is like oh man 

that’s so gross… raise your hand.” 

Willy decided to make his own case and stepped up 

to face the crew.  “If you want to get a ton of treasure and 

also fly a super cool black flag over the ship AND do things 

like take treasure from mean pirates who stole it from good 

people, thus making our re-stealing morally justified… raise 

your hand.” 

Toothy raised his hand.  Charlie looked confused. 

Franklin, who was rolling his eyes and sighing 

throughout what was surely the dumbest argument he had 

ever heard, loudly interrupted.  “We need to save the 

villagers.  Cornelius is right.” 

Willy looked confused.  “Who’s Cornelius?” 

Franklin was looking exasperated.  “Ugh!!  Willy!  Try 

to keep up!  Cornelius is Cheeks!” 

“Oh, right.  Why is Cheeks right?!” 
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Cornelius tried to speak up over the confusion.  “My 

name is Cornelius.”  

Franklin put his hand on Cornelius’ shoulder and 

whispered:  “Settle, down, I’ve got this.”  

Franklin turned back to Willy.  “Cheeks knows that 

what we do now might determine everything we do… we 

are at a crossroads here.  Do we turn towards helping 

people, or are we going to be a bunch of nasty pirates who 

bring misfortune and suffering wherever we go?” 

The crew seemed to understand.  Willy looked 

frustrated.   

Franklin could sense that they were heading in the 

right direction.  He looked at the crew’s faces and sensed 

that they knew what they needed to do. 

Franklin clapped his hands together.  “Right!  Now 

we need to make a plan.  Who has a suggestion?”  
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3. 

 

 Edwin took the news much better than Cornelius 

had thought he would.  It was now midnight and the Full 

Moon crew was currently standing around the inside of 

Edwin’s hut.  Edwin was seated on a primitive-looking stool 

and mindlessly drawing with a long stick on the dirt floor. 

 Cornelius looked a bit confused.  “You aren’t mad?” 

 “No- I suspected something was not right.  But the 

monster’s mood seemed so good that I pretended it was 

fine.” 

 Cornelius was excited to share the plan.   

“We’re going to save you!  We have a big boat- in the 

middle of the night we can get you all on board.  How many 

villagers are there?” 

 Edwin laughed dismissively.  “That’s not going to 

happen.  There are 167 villagers.  You are going to get us all 

on that boat!?  The monster awakens whenever an 
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unfamiliar sound arises on the island.  You saw those gross, 

floppy ears.  You want the entire village to try to escape?” 

 Cornelius had his hands on his hips.  “That’s what 

we’re going to do.” 

 Edwin didn’t look excited.  “I don’t suppose we have 

a lot of options.” 

 Franklin could sense Edwin’s fear.  “You could 

wait… if you feel it is too dangerous.  We would 

understand.” 

 Edwin stared at the ground.  “Wait for what?  Noone 

is coming… unless another boat with a random, giant sized 

piece of clothing happens to discover this uncharted island 

and briefly relieves the monster from his horrid mood, we 

are doomed to forever live under its .  We have to try to 

escape.  You’re right.  And we can’t leave anyone behind- no 

one should face the monster’s wrath after part of the village 

escapes.” 

 Willy, still feeling annoyed by Cornelius’ dismissal of 

his plan, spoke up.  “Where are we going to take 167 

people?!  Are they part of the Full Moon crew now?!” 

 Edwin suddenly started drawing in the dirt with a 

sense of purpose.  He drew a large circle, then moved his 
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stick over about a foot and drew a smaller, kidney-bean 

shaped blob.  He tapped it.  “There’s an island… not far.  

It’s small and doesn’t appear on most charts… but it’s there.  

If you can get us there, then arrange for ships to rescue us, 

perhaps we could escape this horrible fate.” 

 Cornelius smiled.  “It’s settled.  We’re going to 

escape with the villagers!” 

 The Full Moon crew looked more frightened than 

excited. 

 Edwin looked unconvinced.  “And possibly all die in 

the process.” 

 Cornelius patted him on the back.  “Ok, Edwin, let’s 

keep it positive…” 

  “I suppose some of us might not be torn apart by an 

enraged giant…” 

 “There you go, Edwin!!  Now was that so hard?” 

The crew exited the hut and Edwin dropped the stick 

and put his head in his hands.  All of the ways in which this 

could go very badly were dawning on him. 

 Cornelius peeked his head back into the hut.  “Oh, 

hey, Edwin… forgot to mention we need a sail.  Can you 

scrape together all the fabric you have and make a sail?” 
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 Edwin, his face still pressed against his hand, 

attempted to muster some enthusiasm. 

 “Sure- why not.” 

  “Great!  Thanks a bunch.” 

 Cornelius disappeared, but then, a moment later, his 

head re-appeared at the opening to the hut. 

 “Oh, hey, Edwin- when is a good night to go?” 

 “I dunno.  Maybe a Monday?  Yes… I think Monday 

is a great day for us to all die.” 

 Cornelius looked pleased.  “Monday it is!  Are you so 

excited?!  I am!  This is gonna be awesome!” 

Edwin didn’t sleep that night.   
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4. 

 

The night of the escape arrived and the village was 

collectively trying hard to look normal.  There was no sign 

of the giant, but he could appear at any moment and 

everything needed to look normal for as long as possible.  

He had already appeared that evening to get his dinner… 

and it was unlikely that he would be back that night, but 

they couldn’t be sure. 

 Edwin had organized the attempt to create a new sail 

based on the scraps of fabric available from clothing and 

sails.  Luckily, there were three villagers who had some sail 

making experience.  They had been working late each night, 

quietly sewing and constructing.  It had taken 4 nights and 

they had pieced together a reasonable-looking sail.  

Cornelius thought it would work.  It had to. 

 Franklin, using a very small torch, did a walk from 

the village to the shore so as to make sure the path was 

clear.  They were getting close to the escape time.  Aside 

from Franklin and Cornelius, the Full Moon crew was 
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already on board the ship.  They were trying to get 

everything ready, although there was not too much that they 

could do.  The anchor could not be pulled up and the sail 

couldn’t be raised.  If it was flapping around in the wind the 

monster might hear it. 

 Franklin returned to the village and gave the thumbs 

up.  The villagers started to join hands and start their very 

quiet, very daring walk to the water.  They walked in almost 

total silence.  

 At the beach, Franklin was directing groups of them 

into the rowboat.  Willy was rowing the boat as fast as he 

could.  When the boat got to the side of the Full Moon, 

Willy raised them up one by one, and Charlie pulled them 

onto the deck.  Willy quickly rowed back to shore. 

 It took hours and as the night continued everyone 

was getting more and more concerned that it was taking far 

too long.   

After another hour, the final two villagers were 

pulled up onto the deck.  The sun was just starting to rise.  

Cornelius smiled as he looked around at their new guests, all 

of whom seemed to be slowly allowing slight expressions of 

joy and hope to be revealed on their faces.  They had almost 

escaped. 
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Suddenly, Cornelius realized that he had not seen 

Edwin board the Full Moon.  He actually had not seen 

Edwin for many hours.  The Full Moon crew was quietly 

readying the boat to set sail and Cornelius started to get 

nervous.  He began to circulate amongst the passengers, 

whispering “Edwin… have you seen Edwin?  Has anyone 

seen Edwin?” 

The villagers kept shaking their heads and looking 

around. 

 Cornelius looked up at the helm and saw Franklin, 

who was giving a ‘thumbs up’ sign with a quizzical 

expression.  He wanted to know if they were ready.  This 

was taking too long for his liking and he was looking 

nervous.  They were all off the island but the monster could 

apparently swim quite well, according to Edwin.  It could 

likely catch up with a ship that had just barely caught some 

wind. 

 It was at that moment that the silence of the night 

was broken by a distant yell.  It was so faint at first that 

Cornelius craned his neck and cupped his hand to his ear.  

Everyone was holding their breath.  Cornelius put his finger 

against his lips so that the villagers knew to stay quiet. 
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 Seconds later, a much louder shout emanated from 

the dark island.  It was Edwin.  He was shouting. 

 

 “GO! GO! GO!” 

 

 Cornelius turned towards Franklin and yelled, as 

loudly as he could, “GO!!” 

Where there had once been silence, a cacophony of 

sounds erupted:  trees cracking, enormous footsteps 

booming, Edwin yelling, the panicked crew trying to get the 

ship moving, the villagers shouting in confusion…  

Charlie, Toothy and Edgar had been very quietly 

raising the sail, but now they were crazily pulling on ropes 

and shouting orders to each other.   

 Cornelius was straining to see what was happening 

on shore.  It was still very dark, but he saw Edwin suddenly 

run out onto the beach, carrying a large bag over his 

shoulders.  It was actually this bag that let Cornelius see 

anything at all.  Something inside of it was glowing 

brilliantly… a beautiful shade of red that was only slightly 

muted by the rough fabric sack. 
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Edwin was going full speed and he ran right into the 

water.  He fell face first but didn’t let go of the bag.  He 

stood up, soaking wet, and continued to awkwardly run 

through the water.  When he was deeper he started 

swimming, although the bag was making his effort very 

difficult. 

Cornelius turned to Willy. 

“Drop the rowboat!!”  

Willy walked over to the boat, lifted it up over his 

head, and walked to the railing of the deck.  Despite their 

terror, the villagers were shocked to see this display of 

strength. 

Willy started to position the boat to be dropped in 

the water when suddenly the Full Moon lunged.  The sail 

was up and it had caught the wind.  The boat was trying to 

move but the anchor was still in place.  It was not a quick 

task to bring up the anchor and Cornelius realized that they 

might have made a fatal error.  He looked back at the beach 

and saw the monster emerge from the jungle.  When the 

monster saw what was happening it roared a most violent 

and terrible sound. 
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5. 

 

Yikes!  Well, it looks like things are not going well.  

What do you think?  Will they escape?   

Anyway, thanks for listening.  I hope you have a nice 

night. 

 

The End 

 

Okay- just stop.  I don’t want to hear it. 

Ugh!  Not again.  I’m telling you: cliffhangers are 

AWESOME.  When I was a boy and we wanted to know 

what happened next on a show or something you had TO 

WAIT A WEEK.  A WEEK.  I’ll write the ending to this 

part but not NOW.  I have things to do. 

 

Okay, fine.  Just stop.  I’ll tell you. 
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Part the Fourth: 

The Ending to Part 
Three Because My 

Children are 
Demanding and I Cave 

Every Time2 
 

 

 

 

                                                        
2 By the way… do you know where the monster sleeps at night?  
In a cave.  Just an interesting side note. 
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1. 

 

Okay… where was I?  Oh right… the thing with 

Willy and the monster is roaring and blah blah blah. 

 

Okay.  Does anyone need a stretch before I start?  

Bathroom break?  We good?  Ok. 

 

 

The roar was so loud that the villagers started 

covering their ears. The monster was angry like never 

before. 

Willy looked at Cornelius, who had no idea what to 

do, and then proceeded to throw the rowboat into the 

water.  He then grabbed a paddle and jumped over the side, 

violently crashing into the rowboat below.  He righted 

himself and began paddling… away from shore.  Cornelius 

had no idea what was going on… and he had no idea what 

command to yell out next.  Franklin looked equally baffled.  
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A giant splash was heard and Cornelius looked back 

and saw that the monster had stepped into the sea.  Edwin 

was not doing well… he had gotten a ways from shore, but 

was barely swimming at this point and was mostly just trying 

to keep his head above water. 

Cornelius looked back to Willy, who had paddled to 

the spot where the large chain that attached the anchor to 

the boat disappeared into the dark water.  It was taut as the 

Full Moon strained against it. 

Willy then did something that would one day be 

immortalized as a tattoo on his chest… not far from the one 

of his spinning an anchor over his head. 

The former strongman grabbed the chain and pulled 

down with all his might.  The boat tipped towards him and 

the villagers stumbled and let out a gasp.   

Willy pulled himself up on the chain, positioned his 

legs against the side of the boat.  Then, Willy let out a yell 

that was so loud the monster even looked surprised. 

AAAAGGGGGGGGHHHHHHHHHHHH!!!! 

Willy pulled with every bit of strength he had.  He 

pulled harder and harder until finally, something amazing 

happened: the chain broke away.  An enormous CRACK! 
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was heard as the chain snapped.  Willy fell back into the 

rowboat, the chain disappeared into the sea, and The Full 

Moon suddenly took off.3  Cornelius, who had fallen over, 

stood up and looked back at Willy, who was now paddling 

towards Edwin at an astonishing speed. 

The monster was gaining on Edwin and the brilliant 

red glow that was surrounding him.  It was apparently 

walking on the sea floor and it was getting out deeper.  

Then, it pulled its legs up and started doing some sort of 

doggie-paddle swim.  The monster was about ten feet from 

Edwin.  Willy could tell that it was all over for Edwin unless 

he got to him first. 

Edwin was simply trying to hold on to the sack and 

keep his head above water.  He was frantically flapping his 

left arm and his neck was stretched up so as to keep his 

mouth above the water. 

Willy was speeding along and as he got closer he 

dropped the paddle and readied himself to pluck Edwin 

from the water.  Willy really just had one chance. 

                                                        
3 This anchor has never been found and the identity of the island 
has been hotly contested as well. A debate over the location of 
this island once led to a fistfight at a Cheeks convention in 
Denver. 
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Edwin saw Willy and reached his left arm out of the 

water, causing his body to start to sink.  His head went 

under… and then his arm started to disappear into the sea.  

Then, finally, just his hand remained.  Edwin was sure this 

was the end for him. 

At that exact moment Willy’s huge hand grabbed 

Edwin’s, and Edwin was pulled out of the water as though 

he weighed nothing at all.  The glowing sack came up with 

him.  Willy roughly dropped him into the boat and grabbed 

the paddle.  The rowboat glided past the monster, pushing 

up against one of its huge ears.  The monster reached its 

hands out of the water and tried to grab the back of the 

boat, but it couldn’t even touch it.  Willy switched directions 

and began quickly paddling out to sea, where he hoped the 

Full Moon might be waiting.  The monster let out one more 

huge roar. 

Edwin was crumpled in the back of the boat.  He 

looked shocked. 

“Willy… you saved me… you came back for me!” 

The End4 

                                                        
4 Seriously, that’s the end.  Leave me alone. 
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Speedy, Bandit 
& Gray 
(Part 1)5 

 
For Cy and Avery 

 

 

 
 

                                                        
5 In 2014, Cy and I were watching lots of raccoon videos online.  
Cy requested to hear a story about raccoons who were also police 
officers. 
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1. 

 

Like many great stories, this one starts with a person 

eating a salad.6  However, this story does not start with just 

any person eating a salad… this story starts with the angry 

Mrs. Blibble, who was known around the grumpy town of 

Greensville for being the grumpiest resident in the town’s 

distinguished history of grumpiness.  The town was so 

grumpy, generation after generation, that at one point they 

just decided to go ahead and put it on the sign that is passed 

on your drive in:  “Greensville… The Grumpiest place you 

have ever been”  

And the town had a good reason to be grumpy as of 

late.  You see, roughly 2 years before this story begins, 

Greensville was virtually overrun by raccoons on account of 

the fact that a nearby town, Blandville, had released nearly 

1,000 raccoons into the wilderness.  This had been the result 

                                                        
6 Maia’s cousin Amanda had a pad of paper that said “no good 
story starts with someone eating a salad.  Maia’s dad said that 
someone should write a story that starts with someone eating a 
salad. 
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of the Blandville mayor having just closed down an 

experimental raccoon pet breeding business.  It had almost 

bankrupted the city on account of the fact that very few 

people want to own a raccoon, which had come as a huge 

shock to the Mayor.  Just about everyone in town had 

agreed that it was the worst idea that any of the towns in the 

area had come up with since the Greensville Mayor’s plan to 

build the world’s largest statue of a goose.  The Greensville 

mayor’s only reasoning had been that “everyone likes a huge 

goose!” It had cost the town $20,000 dollars before its 

construction had to stop due to lack of funds.  As a result, 

the grumpy town of Greensville was the only one in the 

world to have an absolutely gigantic, 20 foot tall bronze 

statue of half a goose.  It went up and up and then stopped 

at exactly the point that you would expect a neck and head 

to protrude.  It was truly peculiar and even the mayor had to 

admit that he should have thought it through more.   

Anyway, after their release the raccoons had quickly 

traveled from Blandville to the town of Greensville, which 

was an easy stroll just down the hill and seemed, at first, to 

be very hospitable to raccoons.  In fact, the town was 

initially quite taken with the little creatures and had felt a 

very slight relief from their normal grumpiness because, you 
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have to admit, raccoons are quite cute.  The town even 

thought about building a giant bronze statue of a raccoon 

and promoting the creature as the new town mascot.  This 

idea, however, was voted down at a town meeting after Mr. 

Blomforth made a convincing argument that the mayor was 

entirely too interested in building large statues of animals.  

One resident proposed the idea that they could simply add a 

raccoon neck and head to the existing bronze goose body, 

but that idea was also voted down.  Instead, they created a 

regal-looking banner to hang beneath their current town 

sign.  Visitors to Greensville were soon passing a sign that 

read “ Greenesville: The Grumpiest Place You Have Ever 

Been.  Now with Racoons!”  

Anyway, as you recall, this story also begins with a 

salad.  Specifically, Mrs. Blibble’s recently purchased chicken 

caesar salad, which had caused a slight increase in her 

normal level grumpiness on this particular night.  You see, 

the salad was clearly filled with too many onions.  And 

onions ALWAYS made Mrs. Blibble’s face contort into an 

expression of complete disgust.  And no matter how many 

times she looked through her salads to make sure the 

offending vegetables were all gone, one or two always 

seemed to slip by.  She sometimes tried to wash away the 
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taste with a lot of soda, but that created its own problems.  

Soda always caused Mrs. Blibble’s bladder to bloat.  And 

that was never a comfortable feeling. 

So, on this particular evening, Mrs. Blibble decided to 

heave the bulk of her salad into the garbage… and there it 

sat.  A few days later, when Mrs. Blibble brought the kitchen 

trash out to her large garbage bin, her faced turned to a 

second, even more disgusted expression as a result of the 

smelly trash.  She found that this made her particularly 

grumpy and she disliked that the salad had now caused her 

to be grumpy on 2 different occasions.  She decided that it 

was, without a doubt, her third worst salad experience in 

recent years. 

After she dumped the garbage into her big bin and 

closed the top, Mrs. Blibble took a large rock and placed it 

on top… as residents had been instructed to do at last 

Sunday’s town meeting.  You see, recent relations with the 

town raccoon population had drastically soured like month 

old milk.  The town had never realized that their cute 

raccoon population would bring such a nocturnal nightmare.  

Each morning, town residents had been awakening to the 

sight of their garbage thrown about, ripped apart and 

generally deposited across their lawns.  The raccoons were 
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really relentless!  Mr. Blomforth had decided enough was 

enough when, on one otherwise lovely Saturday morning, a 

pizza box from his garbage bin was found shredded in the 

middle of the street… his leftover chicken sandwich was 

found on the trunk of his car, and a pair of his discarded 

underwear was found dangling from Mrs. Flabble’s 

birdfeeder.  He had called the emergency Sunday meeting.  

It was just too much to take. 

Anyway, Mrs. Blibble felt that the large rock she had 

chosen would be sufficient to stop any of the raccoons in 

town, and thus stop the possibility of the salad causing a 

third bout of grumpiness by being tossed all over the lawn.  

If that were to happen, it would easily cause the salad to 

advance to the spot of second worst salad experience of 

recent years… and she was not keen to see that happen.  

She went back into her house, still grumpy, but secure in the 

thought that her salad and trash would remain in the bin.  

That night, however, as Mrs. Blibble slept, 3 of the 

town’s particularly stealthy raccoons caught a whiff of a 

lovely smell: old, stinky chicken Caesar salad. 

The 3 raccoons who had decided to visit that night 

were led by a raccoon named Bandit.  “Bandit” was a 

common name for raccoons because they look like they are 
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wearing eye masks like old fashioned robbers.  In fact, there 

are so many raccoons named Bandit that you could likely 

just yell ‘BANDIT!’ into the night forest and know that at 

least 50 different raccoons would look in your direction.  

Raccoon mothers and fathers have never been particularly 

interested in clever names. 

Bandit’s friends were Gray (this was another 

common raccoon name for obvious reasons) and Speedy, 

who despite his name, was actually not very fast at all.  

Speedy’s parents had thought that he might become really 

fast one day… but it is very hard to know when a raccoon 

baby is just born.  A raccoon baby is kind of just a blob of 

fur and who knows what it will be like or how fast it will 

run.  His parents regretted the choice and wished they had 

gone with a more classic name like Bandit or Gray. 

The three of them formed a little group and each 

night they would go out and look through bins.  They called 

themselves “The Bandit, Gray and Speedy Group” 

(raccoons simply cannot come up with clever names).  

Other raccoons even tried to follow them around because 

somehow the three of them always knew where to go for 

the best smelly food. 
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Bandit, Speedy and Gray came upon Ms. Blibble’s 

garbage bin buffet at roughly midnight and knew that this 

would be a great place to dine. 

Bandit immediately hopped up on top of Mrs. 

Blibble’s recycling bin to take a look at the top of the 

garbage bin. 

“Yup- looks like a rock” he whispered down to Gray.  

Gray then whispered the information to Speedy, who had 

heard Bandit perfectly clearly and was annoyed that Gray 

always repeated what Bandit said. 

“Let’s move on!” said Gray in the loudest whisper he 

could muster. 

“No way!” said Bandit, who was now engulfed in the 

smell of old chicken salad and was simply unable to stop at 

this point. 

“He said no way…” Gray whispered to Speedy. 

Speedy looked annoyed.  “I can hear him!” 

“Come up!” whispered bandit.  He flapped his paw 

up and down to add more urgency to his message. 

Speedy and Gray reluctantly hopped up on the bin.  

Gray started scratching his side and looking perplexed.   

“This is impossible- it’s huge.  That’s a big rock.” 



 

   147 

“We can do it,” said Bandit.  “Everyone just push!” 

Speedy and Gray quickly started pushing down on 

the rock.  Bandit rolled his eyes and re-phrased his 

command:  “I mean push to the side.” 

The three of them pushed the rock to the side and, 

slowly, the rock moved.  Finally it tipped off the bin. 

Bandit, who had a satisfied grin on his face, proudly 

asked “Anyone for smelly food!?” 

The three easily opened the bin’s top and all of them 

dove in just like it was a swimming pool.  They were so 

excited by the incredibly stinky smell that they all just briefly 

made an expression like they were so happy that they were 

going to faint.  Old chicken salad will do that to a raccoon.  

I don’t know why.  I think that you really have to be a 

raccoon to understand.  

The three of them snapped out of it and started 

shoving food in their mouths.  And, of course, nearly 

everything that they didn’t want to eat was thrown out of 

the bin with a total disregard for Mrs. Blibble’s lovely 

plantings… not to mention the charming concrete cupid 

that she had thoughtfully placed near the trash bins in order 

to give the area a little class. 
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Soon, Mrs Blibble’s plants were covered in old socks, 

empty Chinese food take out containers, coffee grounds and 

torn up bills.  An empty cup of sour cream had landed 

upside down on the cupid’s head.  It was a mess.  And deep 

in the garbage container, the three raccoons were stuffing 

themselves with old chicken as well as old lasagna and 

cheese… and the old cake that Mrs. Blibble had brought 

home from a party but never ate.  It was truly a gross sight 

inside that trash can.  I mean, really, raccoons have 

absolutely no sense of manners.  

Anyway, they were just sitting there with their bellies 

puffed out, burping and trying to stuff just a little more cake 

into their mouths when they heard a commotion.  You likely 

wouldn’t have heard it unless you were a raccoon.  It was 

the sound of lots of small feed scurrying into the dark.  They 

looked up nervously. 

 

“Racoon police!” shouted Gray. 
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2. 

 

Now, reader, I am going to make the assumption that 

you are a reasonable person.  And as a reasonable person 

you might declare, at this point in the story, that there is no 

such thing as raccoon police… and that the very notion that 

raccoons, or any group of small animals, could assemble 

into some sort of law enforcement unit is preposterous.  

Well, you would mostly be correct, however the people of 

Greensville rarely conform to what is expected… and that 

goes for their raccoon population as well. 

You see, some of our Greensville raccoons had 

noticed the increasing strain on their relationship with the 

townsfolk and realized that they were headed for a real 

problem. One plump raccoon, named Gray but not to be 

confused with the Gray in our little nocturnal trio, had heard 

from his friend Gray, also not be confused with our Gray, 

that in a town not so far away they had rounded up all the 

raccoons and sent them upstate in a big truck.  Plump Gray 

did not like the sound of “Up State” and far preferred to be 
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living in “Down State” or wherever he was currently 

living… he wasn’t really sure, but he doubted that Up State 

would have the amazing trash that Greensville did.  He 

knew that if his fellow raccoons didn’t stop their reckless 

disregard for basic cleanliness, they would all be round up 

and sent to live Up State, which probably didn’t even have a 

giant statue of half a goose on which to sit at night.  The 

thought of it made him shiver.  They would probably only 

have cardboard to eat.  He had made that last part up but it 

seemed plausible. 

So, with a bit of convincing, he was able to get 10 

raccoon friends to form a police unit.  They even elected a 

Sargent.  His name was Bandit… not to be confused with 

our Bandit or the three other raccoon police officers who 

were also named Bandit.   

Each night the raccoon police would roam through 

Greensville and attempt to thwart the trash-throwing that 

inevitably occurred.   They would also thoughtfully praise 

those raccoons whom they observed taking care to only eat 

their trash food and not leave a mess.  “Way to go, friends!” 

they would say…  or “good work trying to keep things 

looking sharp for the fine citizens of Greensville!” 
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The Raccoon Police even offered night school class 

in garbage eating etiquette, although the initial attendance 

was so poor that they decided against a second semester.  

Anyway, their patrol duties kept them well occupied. 

Their patrolling had recently evolved to be a pretty 

involved endeavor.  Early on, they had figured out that there 

was very little that they could do when they discovered a 

raccoon that was violating their cleanliness code.  One 

police raccoon would end up standing at the base of a 

garbage bin saying things like “get out of there this instant! 

Learn some manners!” while the perpetrator just continued 

to make a mess… throwing cups and trash and paper out of 

the top and usually right onto the head of the very annoyed-

looking police raccoon.  The police raccoon would end up 

scowling and saying something like “You are 

IMPOSSIBLE!”  while walking away.   

After a number of these encounters in their early 

policing days (well, nights), the raccoon police came 

together for a meeting at the town half goose. 

Sargent Bandit, who was perched on top of the half 

goose and pacing with a look of deep concern, turned 

towards his raccoon force. 
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“The problem is,” he started, “our bark is worse than 

our bite.” 

The raccoons looked confused.  One raised his paw. 

“Yes… you, the gray one,” said Sargent Bandit. 

The raccoon looked perplexed. “I can’t bark.  In fact, 

I don’t think any of us can bark, sir”  

Sargent Bandit rolled his eyes and tried again: “We 

need to have a way of punishing those raccoons that refuse 

to abide by the laws of civilized raccoon society… I am sick 

of lecturing to raccoons while trash is getting thrown on my 

head.  They just ignore us!  Or, at least most of them do…” 

“We could offer more night classes,” suggested one 

police raccoon. 

“That’s a fine idea,” Sargent Bandit responded, “but I 

think we need to be looking at a more dramatic solution.” 

“What do ya think, boss?” asked one young officer. 

Sargent Bandit paused and grinned…  

 

“I think we need… this.” 
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From out of a small paper bag that none of the 

raccoons seemed to have noticed, Sargent Bandit took out a 

metal can with a funny looking top.  The raccoons were all 

very impressed, despite the fact that they had no idea what 

they were looking at.   

“This…” said Sargent Bandit, “is what is called an air 

horn.  And it is the crime fighting tool that will change 

everything.” 

“Does it have sour cream in it?” asked a confused 

looking officer. 

Sargent Bandit looked annoyed.  “No… there’s no 

sour cream in it.” 

“Sometimes you can lick the inside and there’s still a 

little sour cream even if you think it’s all gone,” pointed out 

another officer. 

The Sargent looked baffled.   

“No- it never had sour cream in it!  It’s an air horn.  It 

has air in it… and if you press this little button the air comes 

out… but I can’t do it because it is super loud.” 

All the raccoon officers were now just staring at him, 

confused.  Many were now thinking about how good sour 
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cream would taste and wondering if this meeting was going 

to go on for much longer. 

Sargent Bandit continued.  “You see, this is what we 

need… I found it in a garage that was left open… just sitting 

there.  I naturally thought it might have sour cream or 

something in it, so I tried to open it.  And wouldn’t you 

know it, I pressed this little button… and heard the loudest 

sound ever made… ever.  My darn ears were ringing for a 

day afterwards… but anyway, almost as soon as I pressed it, 

wouldn’t you know it but the house lights went on and all of 

a sudden a person was standing there looking into the 

garage!  I grabbed the can and ran!  But later on it hit me… 

if we see a raccoon making a mess… we can…” 

Sargent Bandit slowly pretended to touch the 

button… 

“BLAAAAAAAAAAAAAA!!!!” he yelled out.  He 

then started chuckling. 

The startled raccoons jumped.  One raised his paw. 

The Sargent, grinning and looking very proud, 

pointed to the officer who had his paw up. 

“But what if people come running to see what the 

noise was?” he asked timidly. 
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Sargent Bandit, who was getting annoyed that his 

raccoon force was not seeing what he felt was a visionary 

embrace of technology, looked over his audience. 

“Raise your paw if you don’t get it.” 

All of the officers except one raised their paw.  After 

a moment, that one raised his paw as well. 

Sargent Bandit sighed.  “Okay- it goes like this… we 

see a raccoon making a mess… we say ‘stop it stop it,’ or 

whatever… they say ‘no way’ and then we press the button 

and alert the fine owner of the house that they have a mess 

on their hands… or their lawn, or whatever.  Then we speed 

away into the night while the offending raccoon has to ditch 

their meal and try to high tail it out of there too.  Those 

raccoons will soon learn that they need to listen to and obey 

their local law enforcement.” 

The raccoon officers were now nodding their heads 

and looking far less confused. 

Sargent Bandit was pacing once again, this time 

rubbing his front paws together.  “Now, at first it will be 

rocky… but I think that after a few nights our messy friends 

will get the idea!” 

 



 

156 

 
3. 

 

So, reader, as you can see, Bandit, Gray and Speedy 

had good cause for concern when they heard all those feet 

scurrying into the forest.  They knew that the raccoon police 

officers were coming… and they knew they had a problem. 

Bandit, whose belly was currently twice its normal 

size, was sitting on his rear end with his legs sticking out in 

front of him… his back resting on the side of the garbage 

bin.  His front paws, still clutching a few chunks of cake, 

were on his lap.  He had been somewhat dozing off, as 

raccoons will sometimes do after an enormous meal, but 

Gray’s panic briefly caught his attention. 

Bandit groaned as he attempted to lift himself out of 

his sitting position.  He ended up just rolling onto his side… 

his face resting on a plastic container.   

“We need to go… now!,” said Gray, who was trying 

to shake Bandit to get him moving. 
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Bandit, his face still pressed against the garbage, 

managed to utter a few words: “Can’t… move…too full.  

Go on without me.” 

Gray, who could now hear the clink clink clink of an 

air horn being dragged along on a driveway, knew that they 

only had a few moments before the raccoon police saw the 

admittedly shameful mess that had been left in Mrs. 

Blibble’s plantings and lawn.  Then, it would just be 

moments before the air horn went off and then it would be 

maybe a minute, tops, before Mrs. Blibble, no doubt looking 

horrified, would be blabbering on about what a mess they 

had caused.  She would be angry and would be waving 

around a broom, hoping to smack a raccoon… it would be 

quite a scene.  Gray wanted no part of it. 

“We gotta go!,” yelled Gray.   

Speedy, who had been trying not to over-eat for this 

exact reason, secured his paws on the remainder of the trash 

and arched his back.7  “Go… go!,” he said.   

 

                                                        
7 This is a standard method for two raccoons to exit from 
garbage bins.  One will provide a step stool for the other, who 
will jump easily out of the bin, and then that raccoon will help 
pull the other out. 
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Gray tried to shake Bandit one more time.  “C’mon 

Bandit!” he yelled. 

A dog was barking from somewhere in the 

neighborhood.  Gray knew they only had a few seconds.  

Bandit was now snoring. 

Gray pounced onto Speedy’s back and leaped out of 

the bin and immediately turned around to help Speedy.  

Speedy jumped and grabbed onto Gray’s outstretched paw.  

It gave him the extra lift to clear the bin’s edge but the 

toppled over.  They both fell to the ground… Gray let out a 

burp when he hit. 

The raccoon police were almost there. 

“STOP- IN THE NAME OF THE RACCOON 

POLICE!” yelled out Sargent Bandit, who was awkwardly 

dragging an air horn across the driveway with 3 raccoon 

officers behind him.  The mess was surely in their view now 

thought Speedy. 

Speedy and Gray started running towards the woods 

and just as they got to the edge of Mrs. Blibble’s lawn, they 

heard the air horn go off. 

 

“WAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAA!!” 
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It would only be moments before Mrs. Blibble was 

awake… and out by her bins with her broom.  

Lights in the nearby houses started to turn on and 

the dog started barking even louder.  Then, Mrs. Blibble’s 

porch light turned on. 

“Oh no!,” whispered Speedy, now watching from a 

hiding spot in the woods.  “Bandit is gonna get caught!” 

Mrs. Blibble’s door opened and Speedy and Gray 

held their breath.  Sargent Bandit rushed off into the lawn of 

her neighbor and the raccoon police scattered into the night.  

And then there was a pause.  Everything, for a moment at 

least, was silent. 

Then Mrs. Blibble opened the door, broom in hand, 

and rushed outside.  “What’s this commotion!?!” 

Her eyes widened as she saw the garbage spread 

across her plantings, her cupid, and the lawn…   

“THIS…,” she started… then gazed at the enormous 

mess that she would need to clean up… 

 

“THIS… IS… TOO… MUCH!” 
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Speedy and Gray were watching from the darkness, 

mouths open… 

“Oh no!,” whispered Gray… “what is going to 

happen to Bandit?!” 

Speedy didn’t have an answer.  They both just 

watched.  What else could they do?  
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4. 

 

Bandit burped. 

It was a loud, long burp and it made his belly feel 

better.  He was very groggy…. it had been a good nap.  He 

opened his eyes, slightly at first, and saw a blurry, bright 

world.  He groaned and his front paws pressed against his 

full belly.  It had been a nice night for scavenging… best 

garbage ever… the salad and cake… stuffing it in his belly… 

it… 

Then it hit him:  the yelling, the air horn… Bandit 

opened his eyes… wide this time.  And there, standing over 

him, was a grumpy looking lady… Mrs. Blibble. 

And where was he?  He wasn’t in a garbage bin.  He 

looked around and saw bright things everywhere.  He was 

pretty sure he was in a “kitchen.”   He had heard that 

kitchens were like the people version of garbage bins.  It was 

the place where people eat.  Bandit thought it looked weird 

and kind of strange.  Why don’t people just go climb inside 

their garbage bins when they are hungry?   
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Mrs. Blibble, who still seemed sort of blurry, peered 

closer to his face. 

“Did you like my trash, dear?,” Mrs. Blibble asked. 

Bandit was frozen.  He was trying to piece together 

what had happened.  Where were Gray and Speedy? 

Bandit, who had been lying on his back with his 

enormous belly sticking out and his front and back paws 

sticking straight out, quickly righted himself, belly to the 

ground, and nervously looked every which way. 

“You are very cute,” said Mrs. Blibble.  She reached 

out and picked him up.  “I think I will call you Fred,” she 

said as she cradled him. 

Bandit thought that “Fred” was the strangest name 

he had ever heard… and he even had a friend named 

“Speedy” so he was no stranger to strange names.  And as 

Bandit lay there like a baby, rocking back and forth in Mrs. 

Blibble’s arms and a little confused, he wondered why Mrs. 

Blibble didn’t seem so mad.  She actually seemed sort of 

happy.  Bandit let out another burp.  Mrs. Blibble grimaced.   

“Okay- well… it’s late… 3am… too late for this.  

You’ll need to spend the rest of the evening on the porch… 

and tomorrow we will sort this out.” 
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Bandit wasn’t sure what a ‘porch’ was, but he didn’t 

like the sound of it.  Ms. Blibble held Bandit up in her 

outstretched arms and turned him right and left… 

inspecting his sides while his tiny legs just dangled below 

him.  He stared at her, still stunned and with wide eyes. 

“Yes… you are a fine looking raccoon,” she 

muttered with an expression of thoughtful consideration…   

“Nice and pudgy!  Cute!”    

Ms. Blibble stared for a moment longer and then 

seemed content.  She opened a door that was connected to 

the kitchen and Bandit felt a rush of cool air.  Ms. Blibble 

placed him down on a wooden floor.   

“There you go,” she whispered. 

 

Bandit, who had arched his back in panic, barely 

moved and his limbs remained stiff.  When Ms. Blibble 

placed him on the floor she might as well have been placing 

one of her concrete cupids down on the lawn.  He was like a 

statuette. 

Bandit waited for Ms. Blibble to back away and close 

the “porch” door and then watched as she walked away.  

Ms. Blibble made a motion with her arm and it caused the 
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light in the kitchen room to go off.  Bandit was in the dark.  

He immediately felt better. 

After a minute of silence Bandit allowed himself to 

relax a little.  He let his eyes start moving… looking around, 

and his back descended slightly.  There were chairs.  It 

smelled like outdoors but felt different.  Everything was 

very, very quiet.  He could hear crickets chirping.   

Bandit made a quick decision to run.  He bolted left 

at full speed and was violently stopped by a metal screen.  

He let out a surprised gasp and flopped backwards, landing 

on his back.  He stared up and wondered what had just 

happened.  He was a bit dazed.  

“Bandit!” 

Bandit heard his friend Speedy calling for him in a 

sort of loud, panicked whisper. 

“Bandit- be careful… there is a wall or something here!”  

Speedy was curiously pawing at the metal screen, amazed by 

its properties.  

“It’s like a wall but I can see through it!”   

Speedy tried licking it.  It didn’t taste like anything. 

Bandit, still on his back and staring up, realized his 

friends had come close to the spot that he had 
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unintentionally rammed.  He rolled onto his side and his 

friends came into focus.   

Gray pushed at the screen.  

“I think you’re in a cage!  This is like a cage!” 

Speedy had never seen a cage like this.  It was huge.  

And had a bunch of fancy-looking people things in it. 

“Why would they put people things in a cage?” he 

asked in the direction of his friends. 

“Oh- I know!  It’s a people cage!” blurted Speedy.  They 

have kids and I bet this is a cage for them!  Are there food 

bowls?” 

Speedy looked around and saw a bowl with a picture 

of a bone on it… and a blue one next to it with water in it. 

“Yeah,” he said. 

Speedy, who was now quite confident in his theory, 

nodded his head with authority.  “Yes- definitely a kid cage.” 

“Where is the kid?” Bandit asked. 

“I dunno,” Speedy admitted. 

Bandit righted himself and shook his head in an 

attempt to re-focus on his predicament.  He no longer cared 

about what kind of cage this was… he wanted out.  He 
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hated cages.  Back in Blandville he had spent many days 

caged up and he did not like it.  Bandit needed freedom. 

Bandit looked stern.  “So… what do we do?!” 

“About what?” asked Gray, looking confused. 

Bandit rolled his eyes.  “About me in this kid cage!” 

Gray understood.  He began looking up and down 

the wall for an exit.  Finding none, he quickly scurried to the 

other side, and continued his investigation.  He came 

bounding back around with a look of excitement.   

“Did you see something!?” asked Bandit, who had 

been looking every which way for a cage door and was 

relieved that Gray looked so happy. 

“I got it!” Gray announced.  “Whenever I am in 

trouble, I think one thing and it always works.  Or mostly 

works.  Wanna hear it!?” 

Gray stared, wide eyed and dramatically at Bandit. 

Bandit, annoyed that he had to go through this 

formality given the perilous nature of the situation, blurted 

out “Just tell me!” 

Gray started up again: “Ok… whenever I am in 

trouble I think what would Bandit do?  Then I do that and it 
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usually works!  So just figure out what you would do in this 

situation and then do that.” 

Bandit just stared at Gray, who assumed Bandit 

didn’t understand.  Gray continued: 

“So just say what would I do?  Of course, its really what 

would you do… but if you say you then it would be like you 

were wondering what I would do… which wouldn’t be 

helpful at all cause I definitely have no idea what to do.” 

Bandit stared for a moment longer… unable to form 

a response.  He started to panic and began to frantically 

investigate every corner of the kid cage to see a route out.  

Soon Bandit realized that part of the wall had a little, 

complex metal thing on it.  Upon closer examination, Bandit 

realized that he might have found a very large door. He 

hadn’t been looking for a large door.  Kids are small so he 

thought it would be a small door.   

“What’s this?!” he cried out.  Speedy went to 

investigate his friend’s find.   

First, Bandit pushed with all his might at the possible 

door.  It jiggled a little, and even opened a little… but just a 

little… certainly not enough to allow the passage of Bandit’s 

belly.  He pushed again and it jiggled more. Finally, in a fit 
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of frustration, Bandit jiggled it back and forth, which caused 

a much larger noise. 

“Be quiet!” whispered Speedy from the other side of 

the metal screen. 

Bandit, however, was getting very nervous.   

“You’re making too much noise, Bandit!” whispered 

Gray.  “You’ll get the raccoon police back on us!”   

“I GOTTA GET OUT!” shouted Bandit, who had 

now completely lost his composure.  He was rattling the 

door back and forth in a crazy manner and making a huge 

commotion.   

Then, Bandit realized that the door was being 

stopped by a metal thing about half way up.  He looked 

carefully at it and then, forgetting any sense of dignity that 

he might have had, began bouncing up and wildly flailing his 

raccoon paws at the shiny metal thing that was stopping the 

door from opening.  Over and over he jumped up and 

unsuccessfully pawed at the thing, until he finally just 

collapsed, heaving and panting from his fruitless effort. 

There was a long silence as Bandit tried to regain his 

breath.  Speedy and Gray just stared.  
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Gray leaned in towards the screen and said “Bandit- 

that was kind of weird.  Why were you bouncing?” 

Through his panting Bandit was trying to explain:  

“The… shiny… thing… it… door…stop… must…” 

 

Suddenly, Speedy’s ears perked up.  He looked 

flustered. 

“Racoon police! You’re being too loud!”  

“Sorry, Bandit, we gotta run!” 

 

Bandit’s two friends then bolted across the lawn, but 

Bandit could hear Speedy say “we’ll distract them!” before 

the two disappeared into the dark forest at the edge of the 

grass.  Bandit wasn’t sure what to do… so he just continued 

to lie on his back and let his considerable belly heave up and 

down.  He listened and could hear the raccoon police 

chattering away.  They were getting closer.  Then he heard 

one loudly proclaim “found him!” 

 Bandit looked to his side and saw a very excited 

raccoon waving his paws in the air, and a very stern looking 

Sargent Bandit slowly making his way towards the kid cage.  

Behind him, two raccoons dragged an air horn. 
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 “Well, well, well…” started Sargent Bandit.  “What 

do we have here?”  He put his paws on his hips and looked 

over the rather pitiful, caged raccoon who now lay before 

him.  Sargent Bandit had a satisfied grin. 

 Bandit got up on his paws and, hoping to spare 

himself a lengthy and condescending speech from Sargent 

Bandit, started the conversation: 

“I know, I know… we should have stopped… law and 

order!  Now I understand… law and order is what we need!  

I am totally reformed.  I am a changed raccoon!  Please please 

please just help me out of here.”  

Sargent Bandit, still grinning, was not going to give 

up this opportunity to truly reform a raccoon with a rousing 

speech about consequences.  He looked back at his raccoon 

officers, who were basking in the glow of their first sense of 

power. 

Sargent Bandit puffed his chest and inhaled deeply.  

He had just started to speak when, from the darkness of the 

forest, Gray shouted: 

“HEY! THIS IS THE BEST TRASH EVER… 

WOOO HOOO!  LETS MAKE A HUGE MESS ON 

THIS LAWN OVER HERE!  I HOPE THE RACCOON 
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POLICE DOESN’T FIND US!  LA LA LA!  LOOK 

OVER HERE!” 

Bandit rolled his eyes.  Sargent Bandit, briefly 

distracted by Gray’s yelling, turned back to his very captive 

audience of one.   

“Are those your friends yelling from the woods?” he 

calmly asked. 

Bandit simply nodded.  Sargent Bandit gave a 

disinterested “hmm” and then tried to start his speech again.  

He looked at the porch and took in Bandit’s situation.   

“This… THIS… is what you get.  I know you… we 

have chased you before… and you… and your friends… 

make ALL sorts of problems… and you DO NOT respect 

the authority granted to me by our raccoon population.” 

Sargent Bandit stared dramatically at Bandit and gave 

a moment of silence for his words to sink in.  He started up 

again and held up two fingers. 

“TWO… civilization is built on two pillars… one is 

law… and the other is…” 

Speedy’s voice broke through from the forest. 

“WEEEEE HOOO!  IS THAT TUNA?! WELL 

GIVE ME SOME!  I’M GONNA RUB IT ALL OVER 
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MY FUR CAUSE IM GROSS AND DON’T CARE IF I 

MAKE A MESS!  WEEE HOOOO!  I HOPE THE 

RACCOON POLICE DON’T CHASE US!  CAUSE 

WE’RE RIGHT HERE IN THIS CLOSE BY LAWN!” 

 Sargent Bandit, whose eyes were still fixed on 

Bandit, exhaled and briefly closed his eyes.  He regained his 

composure after a moment: 

“…and order.  Two simple things.  Law and order.  I 

am your police sargent and I am tasked with making sure 

these two pillars do not crumble like blue cheese.” 

Sargent Bandit’s officers, who had already become 

bored by the speech, quickly looked up when blue cheese 

was mentioned.  Sargent Bandit pointed a small raccoon 

finger at Bandit. 

“What do you and your friends think will happen 

when the residents of this fine town are finally sick of 

cleaning up your messes?!  Now I am going to tell you one 

word, and I will tell you that it is the most important 

word…” 

Gray started shouting. “LOOK AT ME!  I JUST 

MADE PANTS OUT OF WHIPPED CREAM!  WEEEE 

HOOOOO!  WHAT A HUGE MESS!  I HOPE THE 
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RACOON POLICE DON’T STOP TALKING TO 

BANDIT AND CHASE US! ESPECIALLY SINCE WE 

ARE RIGHT NEXT DOOR!” 

Sargent Bandit, barely skipping a beat, continued: 

“… respect.  And you need to get some.” 

Bandit saw his chance: 

 “Respect!  Yes!  That’s what I have been missing!  Oh 

Thank you!  Please get me out and you are going to see some 

serious respect!  I will work day and night to promote 

respect for the citizens of our town!” 

 “…and?” prompted Sargent Bandit 

 Bandit looked around as if he might be able to find 

the answer floating around nearby.  His face lit up and he 

eagerly looked back at the Sargent. 

 “And for the raccoon police!” he confidently stated. 

Sargent Bandit did not look impressed.  He 

continued to glare at Bandit, who kept talking, knowing he 

had to add finesse this situation a little more with some 

flattery: 

“Respect… that won’t be hard!  I mean, look at you 

and your fine, fine police force, I mean…” 
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 Speedy’s voice loudly interrupted. “HEY 

EVERYONE!  I’M PRETENDING I’M BIG SILLY 

SARGENT BANDIT!  I LIKE TO WALK AROUND 

WITH AN AIRHORN AND YELL AT RACOONS!  LA 

LA LA!  I THINK I AM SUCH A FANCY RACOON 

EVEN THOUGH MY FUR IS ALL WEIRD LOOKING 

AND I MAKE LONG BORING SPEECHES!” 

 “… what’s not to respect?  You are a crime-fighting 

machine and everyone holds you in the highest regard.” 

 Bandit made a look of deep sincerity, and stretched 

his arms out in front of him, paws open, in a pitiful plea. 

 There was a long silence as Sargent Bandit tried to 

calculate his next move.  Bandit was praying that his friends 

not yell at this very sensitive moment. 

 “Fine!” said Sargent Bandit. 

 Bandit looked surprised and quickly started trying to 

cement the deal even further 

 “Yes… YES!  Respect!  You will not regret this 

decision!  RESPECT!  You are gonna have more respect 

than you can handle!  I’m gonna respect like… crazy 

amounts.  Respect.  Yes.” 
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 Sargent Bandit looked annoyed and turned away… 

then motioned for his officers to start walking with him. 

 A confused and desperate Bandit quickly started 

flapping his arms and crying out “wait wait wait!  Where are 

you going?!” 

 Sargent Bandit turned back to Bandit.  “We will be 

back after our rounds.  You can sit and maybe think about 

the mess you made.  Anyway, we need to get some tools to 

get you out.  In the garage with the air horn there are all 

sorts of things that could probably cut through this.” 

 “So like 20 minutes?!” asked a very concerned 

Bandit. 

 “No- a few hours.  Don’t worry… we have all night.  

Of course we need to go capture your friends before we can 

do anything… so when that’s done, we’ll do rounds, get 

tools, come back…” 

 The Sargent and officers started walking away calmly.  

Then, suddenly, the Sargent made a little whistle sound and 

he and his officers all made a completely unexpected dash 

towards the forest and right towards Speedy and Gray.  

Bandit was actually kind of impressed.  Their move certainly 

took Speedy and Gray by surprise. 
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 “AHHHHHHH!” yelled Speedy when he realized the 

raccoon police was suddenly coming at them, full force. 

 Then there was a sound of a bunch of raccoons 

running around in the forest, as well as various yelps and 

commands like “stop right now!!”, and then Bandit heard 

Gray yell “Don’t worry, Bandit!  We’ll keep ‘em busy ALL 

NIGHT!” 

 

 Bandit groaned. 

 

The End of Part 1 

 

 


