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The Island 
The glowing, milky moon shone down on me like a light source, while I was watching the royal-blue ocean 
suddenly change colours. As the sun started to wake, I could see an ancient, wooden boat sailing closer and 
closer before my glistening eyes. Suddenly, I felt the eyes belonging to the dark slender figure peering into 
my soul. 
“Hello can you help me?” 
“Who are you?” I cried to the mystery soul. I waved my arms to the figure and waited for a response. 
With the blink of an eye, he landed on the island and slowly got out of his raft exhausted. 
“Oh no!” I shouted with disgust, as he was completely naked. This strange creature (as pale as the clouds) 
began walking up towards me. In a split second, he sunk in the sand without any breath, but rose again. The 
tall, slender figure wasn’t so slender, he was a frail, helpless man. 
Why is he here at this time? Why is this needed? 
Cautiously, I took a step back with a huge amount of shock. Perhaps he is just a tourist, but why is he 
naked? 
After what felt like forever, I took this man to an old goat pen that stood for many decades without use. While 
I walked further away you could just see a faint figure in the distance. The blistering sun shone on the village 
like a fireball. 
Did I do the right thing? What do I do? 
The grass-green trees waved in the cold breeze. 
As days past by, the island became normal again and the villagers were happy once more until the next 
day...... when the man came to town, the villagers were speechless. 
“Why are you here?” I shouted with anger. 
“I... I’m really hungry, do you have any food?” the man said with fear. 
“We don’t have enough food for it!” whispered the butcher to the villager. The man is a helpless figure. 
I was feeling tense: sweat dripping; heart pounding; blood boiling. Considering a job – to earn food – this 
idea made the man’s face light up. 
“Possibly we could give this man a job,” explained the young woman. 
“Yeah,” everyone chanted. 
Should I do this? 
“We could give him an easy job yet a hard one,” I exclaimed. 
“I say we let him do everything that needs doing in our town.” I replied. 
“Uh... ok.” The man grunted. 
Over a period of time, the man, who was a complete stranger, began doing the jobs everyday. 
He haunted the night and often the day. The villigars feared; the animals frowned, while women stayed home 
and children played near. The village became empty – not a whisper was made. Villigars believed rumors 
during this wicked, awful time. The teachers raised awareness about the dangers of the stranger in the silent 
town. 
“He eats with his unclean hands,” explained the innkeeper, “the man also eats the bones of our dear 
animals.” 
“He will eat all your bones if you don’t finish your tea,” told the mother of an only child. 
“This is ridiculous, our children are terrified to even step out of their homes,” shouted one of the teacher in 
disgust, “the children shouldn’t have to suffer from this!” 
“I think the man could kill us in one go, if he was stronger,” the policeman joked. 
The fear in the village was begining to become a major problem, the villagers began thinking about what to 
do about it. 
“I’ve got a great idea,” screamed the innkeeper with joy. 
“What…. what is it?” interrupted the shopkeeper. 
“Well we should get rid of the man by putting him back on his raft, let’s send him back to where he came 
from,” exclaimed the innkeeper. 
Without hesitation, the villagers rushed to the goat pen with sun-orange pitch forks and disturbed the man. 
The man was taken to the aqua sea where his hand-made raft lay waiting for him. The sea became a 
mountain of water. He fell and a instant grunt came from the terrified man. 
“Maybe this has gone too far,” I shouted feeling sorry for the man. As time went by, he was forced off in his 
raft, untill I could just see a slight solitary figure in the distance. 
“This is giving me deja-vu,” I whispered to myself. 
Suddenly, the boat vanished from view as the sea waved goodbye. I guess we’ll never know what happened 
to the visitor from the sea. 
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