The Legend of Captain Itoi
I doubt many of you have seen the true face of Captain Itoi.  Well, he was a noble pirate who gallantly gave his life for the sake of his crew.  He was also an expert on pirate-talk, to the point where none of his shipmates could understand him.  At long last, his true story shall be told.  Now, heed this grand tale of the saltiest sea bandit to ever sail the Sea of Japan…

“Ahoy, ya scallywags!” barked Captain Itoi.  “Come aboard me man-o’-war, and we shall silence the scoundrel of the Sea!” 

Among Captain Itoi’s daring crew were three young novice sailors (whose names shall be changed to Jack, Bob, and Tim for the sake of fluency) and myself; being also unaccustomed to my “sea legs,” as the captain had called it.  Our decision to accompany Itoi on his seafaring adventure was that of courage, curiosity, and recklessness.  Personally, I had never experienced the ways of the pirates, but I was eager to adventure with one of such prominence, like Captain Itoi.  Thus began our wondrous adventure together.

“Ready the masts!  Mount the sails, ya landlubbers, before I make ye dance the hempen jig!”  Captain Itoi’s angry threats were of little motivation to us, particularly because of his incoherent way of speaking.  Once the ship had been prepared for sailing, we eventually found ourselves deep within the Sea of Japan.  Dark, ominous clouds were beginning to fill the dreary sky; I was beginning to reconsider the safety of this this voyage.

“Uhh, Captain Itoi?” ventured Jack, apprehensively.


“Aye, speak yer mind, matey,” answered the captain, who was currently maneuvering the vessel.


“Don’t you think we should turn this ship around for now?  I mean, the sky is looking pretty treacherous.  Maybe we should wait for it to clear up?”  Tim and Bob nodded in accordance.  I observed, quietly.


Captain Itoi turned around slowly.  With crimson eyes, noticeably weary from fatigue, he glared at a petrified Jack.  After staggering towards and grabbing the terrified youth, the captain yelled,


“Ya cowardly bilge rat!  I’ll throw your sorry corpse overboard before I turn this ship around!  And that goes fer the rest of ye rapscallions!”  The boys and I exchanged shocked glances as the captain carried on.  “Any sailor worth his salt knows that the beast of the Sea only shows its foul face during a storm!  And this voyage shall continue ‘til we have slain the scoundrel!”

“What exactly is this ‘Beast of the Sea’, anyway?”  I had been waiting to ask since this expedition began.  
Captain Itoi lowered his head, and whispered:

“The Kraken!”  


The crew and I were in disbelief.  It became apparent that Mr. Itoi was nothing more than a crazy old man.  “Aye, the Kraken!  She haunts these waters, searchin’ for prey and terrorizin’ seadogs like ourselves,” he continued.  “But, the old stories of great adventurers tell of the delicious innards of the Kraken, so I have set out fer years on end, pursuing the creature, in hopes of taking the Kraken Soup, the greastest loot of all, fer m’self!  Wahahaha!!”

We were all confused, and slightly disgusted.


“So, you brought us all on this putrid boat so we could help you eat the Kraken?” Bob asked.  Captain Itoi flashed a hideous smile.


But our thoughts were cut short when a large, green figure suddenly tackled the ship with all its might, sending Bob flying off the vessel, and the rest of us collapsed on our backs.  After I raised my head, I looked around frantically for Captain Itoi, but he was nowhere to be found.  Tim and Jack pulled me back to my feet as I regained my senses, and realized that the captain was right about the Kraken!

“Quickly!” shouted Jack.  “Man the cannons!  Let’s take this monster out!”  The two remaining members of the crew and I aimed our mortars at the massive Kraken.  But, amidst the now raging thunder and pouring rain, we heard the roaring voice of Captain Itoi as he stood upon the crow’s nest:

“Avast, maties!  And let yer captain strike this beast to death!  She shall die by my hand, and my hand only!!”


And with that, Captain Itoi leaped from the crow’s nest and onto the Kraken’s back.  He subsequently sunk his golden-yellow teeth effortlessly into the beast’s green hide.  To all of our surprise, the Kraken bellowed in agony, and began to sink into the water.  But the captain refused to release his tight grip on the behemoth’s body, and in turn, he too was engulfed by the ravenous ocean.  We never saw him, the Kraken, or Bob, ever again.  But the story of the courageous Captain Itoi lives on in all of us; in our stories, our songs, and our hearts.  And, of course, in the video game known as “Shigesato Itoi’s No. 1 Bass Fishing.”
THE END
