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CAPIER

The skeleton

But she was not the first on the island
One day she made a grim discovery.
It was while she was exploring a new
part of the island. Stepping into a
clearing, she saw something which
made her stand still in horror.
There lay a skeleton. It was stretched
out beneath a fig tree - for all the world
as if it was fast asleep.
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Oxford OWL

As she came near, she noticed a small Brushing away the loose earth, she
wooden box clutched in its right hand. cased a wooden chest from its grave.
The forefinger of its left hand was The metal clasp had long since rusted
pointing to the grassy bank opposite. away, 50 it was easy to force open

With a shudder, she pulled the box the lid. Her heart beat faster with
from the fingerbones and opened it up. excitement. Yet nothing could have
Inside she found a piece of paper with prepared her for what was inside the
faded writing on it chest

A 1675 }
and take ny freasure, A
Tts no use e

She glanced round, following the line

from finger to bank. Then she prodded ‘The sight was dazzling. Rubies and
the soil with a stick until she struck pearls gleamed amidst glittering piles of
something hard. gold coins
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She put both arms up to her elbows As best she could, she dug a grave for
into the treasure, feeling the cold hard the dead man’s remains. Partly with her
coins. Then she let the rubies and pearls foot, partly with a stick, she pushed the
trickle through her fingers like running bones down into the hole. But imagine
water her horror when the skull came apart

from the body. It rolled slowly down
the slope.

She had to coax it into the grave with
astick!

Next she made a little wooden cross
which she stuck into the ground above
the skull. A few days later she wrote the
words ‘BEN BUDD 1673' on the cross
with a burning stick. For the moment,

“Poor Ben's right,’ she said slowly. ‘It's however, she stood there in silence.
no use to him now. The least I can do is She was thinking of Ben's lonely fate.
bury his bones. Was this what awaited her?
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