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A	 hoy, mate! 

My name is Ben Schooner. 

Years ago, I was a cabin 

boy aboard a mighty sailing 

ship, serving under one of 

the most peculiar captains 

who ever sailed the seven seas.

Recently, I was looking through 

the ship’s logbook, reliving some of 

our grand adventures, when  

I came across the most 

unbelievable — but 

true — adventure of 

them all.  



Fish were plentiful.

A curious whale spies 
on the Southern Cross.
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II t was the dog days of summer  — July 24, to be exact. The sea was  calm, and the rippling water reflected the  
morning sun as it rose in the cloudless sky.  

Sea gulls made their familiar sounds as they  
dove for small fish near the ocean surface.The stately Southern Cross lay at anchor. You could 

hear the planks creaking, as the ship rocked gently back 
and forth.

She was an Australian ship, named for the brightest 
constellation in southern waters — the Southern Cross 

— a sure guide to sailors seeking their way.  Though  
commissioned to guard trade ships and to explore, the 

captain’s real purpose was spreading the  gospel of our Lord Jesus Christ.As the sun warmed the cool morning  water, a gentle mist crept over the deck of  
our ship . . . .



A pirate s
hip  

fires on the 

Southern C
ross, but t

he crew 
 

shoots back, 
knocking do

wn the p
irate  

ship ’s main mast.

The peaceful morning on board the Southern Cross was about to end.
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SS tationed high above the sails in the crow’s nest, a  

solitary sailor strained his eye for signs of danger. 

Suddenly through the mist, the image of a pirate  

ship appeared.

“Pirates!” the scout shouted, as  

the intruder opened fire. Guns  

blazed and cannonballs whistled  

through the air. With each blast, they got 

closer and closer.

Ah, but the Southern Cross was quick 

to respond, manned by a skilled crew. 

She made a poor choice for greedy 

pirates. The crew was instantly on deck 

and soon returned fire, knocking out the 

main mast of the pirate ship on the very first shot.  

The crippled ship turned about and disappeared into the mist.

The men were eager for the chase, but the captain ruled  

against it — we had other business at hand.  

He asked us to bow our heads, and we thanked  

God for  faithfully watching over us.

A pirate s
hip lurks

 

in the mist, waitin
g 

to strike.




