
The Exciting Message
Hi, my name is Julia. I’m ten years old, and I live in Shetland. Right now, I live with my mam, dad, my sister Lilian, who is seven, my older brother Mitch, who is fourteen, my bunny Fluffles, and my cat Tibby. Ever since I was little, I’ve been in love with stories and exploring interesting beaches.
Where I live, there is a beach. On nice days, the sand is so warm and the sea is so blue, and I love to go paddling. On cold, windy days, though, the sea is cruel and rough, and I would never go swimming then—especially with all the stories about selkies I’ve heard from my granny. My granny really likes magic, just like me, but my mam thinks it’s a load of nonsense. My granny says the selkie folk come out at night. They make fires and sing strange melodies, play the fiddle, and dance along, but they take care not to be too loud and wake anybody.
One sunny Saturday, I woke up early and made breakfast. It was a wonderful, warm day. The grass was as green as green can be, and the tide was far out, so there was lots of sand, shells, rocks, and seaweed to play on. Then my mam came downstairs.
“Mam, can I go and play at the beach?” I called.
“Of course, darling, but have you had your breakfast yet?”
“Yes,” I replied.
“Okay then, but don’t be too long, and remember not to wade out too far,” cautioned my mam.
So I skipped down the road with a cheerful spring in my step because I love days like this—they make me feel like the luckiest girl in the world. I could hear little birds chirping sweetly in the trees, and I could feel the bright, warm sun on my skin.
As I came closer to the beach, I noticed something tangled up in green and brown seaweed. I wondered what it was. As I picked it up, I realised the mysterious object was slimy, wet, and a bit sticky.
“Oh my goodness,” I cried.
It was an old bottle… with a message in it!
I quickly tried to open it, but the cork was too stiff. I needed some help. I ran up the hill back home, shouting excitedly as I went, “Mam! Mam! I found a bottle with a message in it!”
For me, this was exciting news—even if it just said something boring, I’d still be happy. Mam managed to open it. Surprisingly, the message was quite dry. We spread it across the kitchen table and read it together.
It said:
“Hello. Whoever finds this, please come and help me. I’ve gotten stuck on a beach and I’ve hurt my ankle. I don’t know where I am, but I have tried to draw a map. I hope you can find me… and fast.”
I looked at the map. It showed very intricate patterns and pictures. Then I screamed with delight.
“Oh, Mam, I know where this is! This is Starvwalls, where we live!”
I was scared, excited, amazed! I felt sorry for the poor person who was stuck with a hurt ankle, because I knew it could get very cold at night in Starvwalls, and they must be so hungry without food. What if we found them dead? That would be horrible… but possible.
My mam and I quickly studied the map, because there are lots of beaches here, so we needed to find out which one it was.
“See here—I think it’s the beach north of our house. Let’s go and look!” I shouted.
As we walked through the hills, we finally came to the beach. We looked around, and then I shouted, “Look, Mam! Oh my goodness—are you okay?”
There lay a small girl, wincing in pain.
“I need help,” she stuttered.
“Okay, darling. We’ll take you to the hospital,” said my mam.
My mam took her to the hospital, and she was fine after that. She was soon reunited with her family, and I felt so proud for helping someone.
Now I am always on the lookout for messages in a bottle.
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