Literacy
Jimmy, who was not the athletic type, lay down on a comfortable beach towel on Thurleston Beach to begin what was hopefully the start of a holiday relaxation.

“Jim!” his sister’s booming voice made Jimmy jump; “There’s a cave here!” she yelled. 

”coming…” Jim replied instantly. 

Jim hastily leapt to his feet and sprinted across the sand to where the voice came from.
The sight that greeted him was a pile of mossy rocks leading to a low doorway sliced out of the cliff face. After clumsily clambering over the slippery rocks and sharp stones, Jimmy stepped over a water-filled ditch and into the cave.

The ceiling of the cave was about head height, so Jimmy had to duck when stalactites stuck out. After a few minutes of almost unknown athletics and agility, Jimmy reached a much wider area, with a higher ceiling and much colder water.

Although it was a very dim-lit cave, something caught Jimmy’s attention; it was a small glitter on the water.
Jimmy spun round and just managed to make out a pile of something; he reached out and felt something hard, and very cold.

Jimmy suddenly remembered his pen light in his back pocket, he took it out, and flipped the switch…

The light beamed across the cave like a laser, and it was only then he discovered that the cold substance wasn’t rocks, but a large pile of: golden coins, necklaces, pearls and crystals!

Perched on top of the pile was a piece of very old paper, Jimmy reached for it and read aloud…

“Mon 9 April, 1813

Jean Les Escargot,
Jack Rattenburg, Chief Smuggler, was caught in Cherbourg and has been arrested!

I have “Neptune”, his 12-oar boat which is 53 feet keel and 60 feet aloft.

One of the French Prisoners he smuggled led him to a treasure trove which had been gained during the ransacking of a ship involved in the Napoleonic Wars.

This is the treasure.

Take it to the “Three Horseshoes Inne” at Sidmouth where John Harley, Custom House Officer will give further instruction about payment for Rattenbury’s release.

Make haste.

Look out for the glass bulls-eyes just below the eaves of the Inne – a symbol that the owners are sympathetic to smugglers.
Yours,

Mutter of Harcombe.”

He gently put the paper back on the treasure pile.   
A man’s voice boomed out in a language Jimmy didn’t understand, shortly another mans voice replied.

He guessed they were angry so he hid behind a pile of fallen slate. A light that appeared to be coming from a large candle lit the cave, revealing three large, bearded men wearing smock blouses and weird short trousers.  They were an ugly and fierce looking gang – with missing teeth, dirty faces, ear-rings and one even had an eye patch!  
The first man picked up the paper, scratched his head, and passed it to the second, who did the same saying, “Anglais” and passed it to the third.

This time the man read the letter, first in English then in the other language.
The men were each carrying a bag on their back; they took them off and started shovelling the treasure into them.

When all the treasure was gone all three men left the small cave, leaving the candle burning.

Jimmy clambered to his feet and struggled out as fast as he could, heading towards the growing light at the exit of the cave not knowing what to do if he caught up with the men.

When he reached the sunlight there were no bearded men with eye-patches in smock blouses, but the regular sight of Thurleston beach; with the mossy rocks, squealing kids and large sandcastles!

He caught sight of his sister and asked whether she had spotted the strange gang of treasure grabbing men, but she said she had no idea what he was going on about, and maybe the cold water and hot sun had got to his head; so he lay down and fell asleep.  
“Jim!” the sound of his sister’s booming voice made Jimmy jump out of his sleep; “There’s a cave here!” she yelled. 

”Oh no! Not again!” Jim groaned.  
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