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“Shh!”

Grandad- … quantities 
of mackerel ..

A treasure map! 
I found a 

treasure map!

..Mackerel.. 
Mackerel….

Click

The Reef is 
missing.

You’ve found 
your great-

grandfather’s 
sea chart.

Couldn’t 
swim!!

He was a 
shipping 

pilot. Folk said 
he was a 

risk-taker.

You see these rocks with crosses?
This is where ships have been sunk. 
Lots of folk were saved, but many 

died. They couldn’t swim. 

They didn’t want to learn. They didn’t want 
to tread water and suffer slowly, they 
wanted to die as quickly as possible.

When the wind’s up, 
it’s no use to just 

cling onto the 
rocks. The waves 

drag you back out 
to sea, and then it’s 

all over.

…. When it’s over, how do you 
end up lying.. Nose down?
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Silja counts the pencil crosses on the map. She 
gets to seven. Seven crosses on seven rocks.
 She smiles. “Seven wrecks.”
 “Youŕe not allowed to swim near rock shoals.” 
Grandad says, suddenly seeming anxious.
 “Weĺl stay by the quay.” I tell him.

Silja doesn’t say anything. Her smile is almost 
unnoticeable. But I know her well, so I can see 
that she’s grinning. And I become even more 
convinced. She’s up to something!
Last year, she found a wreck.
The wreck lay far down in the water, but she dived 
for it anyway. She was lifeless when Grandad got 
her back on dry land. The doctor arrived in a 
helicopter and saved her. The whole summer, 
people talked about Grandad’s wild grandchild. 
Just as reckless as old Krohn the pilot.

Poor Grandad! I think to myself. It’s not just the 
operation on his eyes irritating him. Silja is too. 
Silja and her endless diving.
 “We’ll do as you say, Grandad.” I reassure him.
 “I’m going out for a dip.” Silja says.

Silja runs out.
 “Take care of her.” Grandad tells me. 
But he doesn’t know about how she stuck her 
disgusting tongue in my ear! He just wants to sit 
inside with his poorly eyes.
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I don’t go swimming. I sit on the quay and 
watch Silja. Watch and count.

We were born on the same day, me and Silja. I 
was born the year before. She’s the youngest and 
the tallest. I’m the oldest and the shortest. Silja 
laughs about that.
 She laughs at me as often as she can. Laughs 
and calls me things. Twit. Twerp. Old trout. 
 Or just Tony T, so that Grandad doesn’t 
know that she’s annoying me. 

When I feel like I’ve been watching Silja long 
enough, I ask her to come ashore.
 Then she runs off into the boathouse!

She comes back over with a spear and hops out 
into the sea. She glides slowly along the bottom 
and skewers four flounders.
“Take these!” she shouts and hurls the fish onto 
shore. 
 
 


