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Let ye be
warned who read these tales

Of pale
drowned faces and beasts with scales;

They will
come to you when you least expect,

And drag
you down into the depths.


Chapter 1: The
Kraken

 “It was a beast with a thousand tentacles, eyes red
as the flames of hell and it had me in its slimy grip.” Orin’s
grandfather was huddled into his armchair, the darkened study sat
silent, and the flickering light from the fire made his shadowed
face glow with excitement. His coal black eyes were pits of shadow
beneath the wide brim of his leather hat, and his prominent nose
was just visible over his curled moustache and heavy beard, which
parted as he smiled, showing a golden front tooth which sparkled in
the firelight.
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Orin’s
grandfather, Ominous Crane, is a notorious teller of tales, a vivid
raconteur, who has a chest secreted away in his study filled
with wonders. On these long stormy nights, Ominous enjoys reliving
his adventures as a youth, for Ominous Crane was a world-famous
child adventurer who battled every kind of beast imaginable—or so
he tells it.

“Indeed, my
dear boy! Now listen closely and I shall tell you the tale of… the
Kraken!”

Ominous beat
his foot against the chest and its lid shot up, white sparkling
lights crackled out from inside, spiralling through the room in
twists and twirls. Orin jumped back, tucking his short legs beneath
him, his eyes widening and black hair being rustled by the gust of
wind.

“Without a
doubt you’ve heard of this ancient monster which lurks in the dark
cracks of the world? Yes, of course you have, you’re no dim-witted
Wood-Troll!”

The white light
swirling through the room formed into a sinister creature, two eyes
dimmed to a red glow, and as they focused on Orin they turned his
light blue eyes into a pink glow, making them fill with fear.

“Word of this
monster washed over the seven seas and I revelled in the whispers
that spoke of a beast with a thousand tentacles. Of yellow fangs
and a smile that could make the hardiest of pirates fear the water
and swear to never set foot from dry land again! And not to mention
the many chests of gold it guards, pilfered from the armadas it has
wrecked!”

Coins appeared
and dropped down into the chest, making a metallic rain-like
chink-chink-chink sound. Orin hugged his knees and rocked
back and forth in sheer delight as they passed through the air
around him. “Weren’t you afraid, grandfather?”

“Afraid?
Cod-swash, my boy! Sheer and utter cod-swash in a bucket of fish
heads! I fear not the monsters of this world. I have travelled to
distant lands in search of the unusual. I have spanned the globe on
a mission to capture the exotic and conquer the unimaginable!

“Why, I’ve
battled Sand-Giants in the Sahara Desert, herds of
Mutant-Rabid-Penguins in the South Pole! Not to mention,
Ice-Dragons on the peaks of the Pyrenees… and then there was that
time I fought the Centaurs on the Mongolian Steppes!”

Orin gawped as
the images floated by—of towering, ugly one-eyed giants brandishing
clubs made from human bones, and of green penguins as tall as pine
trees, with beaks protruding with icicle-fangs. Blue flocks of
Ice-Dragons swarmed around the study, blowing plumes of frost along
the ceiling. Hundreds of small half-men-half-horse creatures dashed
across the floor, attacking anything that lay in their path.

“Centaurs, my
boy, Centaurs were nigh impossible to defeat on open ground. For
generations they’d plagued Europe—until I came of course! Why do
you think they built so many bloody walls? What was that my boy,
Hadrian’s Wall was built to keep out the troublesome Celts? Hah!
The Great Wall of China built because of the Mongols? Cod-swash, my
boy, mulching cod-swash and whales’ innards! They built those walls
because of Centaurs, I tell you! Where was I again? Ah yes, I
wasn’t afraid of any of them! But the Kraken my boy, listen about
the Kraken…”

The sparkling
images of far-away places settled, the creatures retreated and
vanished, and a majestic floating ship materialized in the corner,
scaling unseen waves as it sailed over Orin’s head—the crew on
board sang their adventurous shanties—and he could almost smell the
salt-air and feel the splashing drops upon his upturned face.

“After
commissioning a Spanish ship and setting sail to sea, the hunger of
the hunt began to set into my young bones. After weeks of unceasing
search for the beast’s location, I finally came upon a mass
ship-graveyard in the Bermuda Triangle. There were high, jagged
mounds of rock here and there. The Hallowed water had captured many
unwary crews. Ship-masts penetrated the waves like a watery forest
and the upturned hulls stood out like barnacle-covered hills! The
crew hoisted my submarine overboard and into the water, and I
plunged down through the murk, the floodlights doing little to
pierce the thick black water of Davy Jones’ locker!”

“Is that really
it?” cried Orin, pointing at the long metallic object, which dived
down through the air, avoiding the imagined rocks and debris. “It’s
spectacular, grandfather!”

“Indeed it is,
my boy!” he bellowed, picking up his thinking pipe from inside of
the chest and beginning to blow multi-coloured bubbles from the
bowl at the end of the pipe’s stem.
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As Ominous
contemplated his next piece of the tale, the submarine dived past
splintered masts bearing tattered flags—of the East-India Trading
Company, the Union Jack, and the infamous Jolly Roger, with its
whitewashed skull against bleached crossbones. After blowing a
sufficient number of bubbles from his pipe, Ominous continued.
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“I passed
through the nautical graveyard and followed a crevice in the
ground, towards a cavern that was displayed on my radar. As the
crevice opened wider, the floor plummeted away into oblivion!”

The submarine
dropped violently through the air and disappeared through the
wooden floorboards. Orin jumped up from his seat and frantically
searched through the thin gaps, trying to see the submarine.
Looking up, Ominous’ smug face held a crooked smile, and he tilted
the bubble-pipe upwards, towards the ceiling, where the submarine’s
tip was just visible.

“I pushed the
controls forward and huzzah, the battle had commenced!” The
submarine dived down through the ceiling and encircled Orin’s head.
“The submarine finally passed through a wide tunnel scattered with
planks and barrels, skeletons and as much rusted and ancient
objects that you could shake a pirate’s wooden leg at. I entered a
gigantic cavern that glowed yellow in the gloom.”

Orin’s eyes
widened as millions, upon millions of gold coins appeared covering
the entire study floor. Even the dark corners of the room glowed
with its rich golden hue and Orin tried to run his fingers through
some, but they remained unmoved. Ominous told him to re-take his
seat and not to tempt the chest’s patience.

“Now, my boy,
I’ve been to vast palaces that have reached into the sky and to
sultan’s feasts where we drank crystal flakes from silver troll
skulls. I’ve gorged on golden nuggets laid by magic geese, until my
skin glowed like the sun, but never my boy—and I mean never—have I
ever seen as much gold in the world as I saw on that cavern floor.”
Ominous stared around the room with wide eyes. “I extended the
robotic arms of the submarine and sank its claws greedily through
the hills of gold. The clinks and clanks of those
tiny coins were like music to my ears.” They both smiled at the
sounds of gold being tossed around into tumbling piles. “I was just
about to begin filling the submarine’s internal storage
compartment, when disaster struck!”

A deafening
bang thundered through the room, the light inside the submarine
flickered off and the gold disappeared from view. Suddenly the dark
outline of a submarine was viciously blasted against the study’s
far wall and shook the frames hanging there.

“My submarine
now lay upside down. Attempting to engage the thrusters, they
seemed to be lacking in power. The radar inside pinged that the
cave was clear. As the submarine slowly rolled back the right way
round and began crawling through the dark cavern, I moved the
robotic arms back inside of the craft.

“I decided not
to touch the coins again, explore first and pilfer the horde of
treasure after. The lights flickered back on, but not to their full
power. I passed chests overflowing with coins marked with Spanish
emblems, and scattered throughout the piles of coin were goblets
and necklaces which glittered, silver cutlery glimmered, and as
many different coloured twinkling jewels as on the Czar’s Fabergé
collection. And just as things seemed to be going my way my radar
began to ping! I stared ahead at the pillars of rock at the
far end of the cavern. Something lay behind those masses of rock;
could it be my prey, I wondered, or was I the prey?”

The submarine
wound in and out between the
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