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The Crab's Compass

Yavuz DEMIRKIRAN



Captain Claw the crab lived in a cozy rock pool at the edge of
the great ocean. He was small, about the size of a teacup, with
a bright coral-red shell and one claw bigger than the other.
Around his middle, he wore a tiny brass compass on a worn
leather strap. The compass was scratched but polished, and it
always pointed toward lost treasures. 'Somewhere out there,'
Claw said, 'there's gold with my name on it!"
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One sunny morning, Captain Claw checked his compass. The
needle spun and pointed straight out to sea. 'Treasure ahoy!"
he cried, scuttling to the water's edge. His friend Pip, a tiny
golden seahorse, zipped up beside him. Pip wore a little green
seaweed satchel across his body. ‘Can I come?' Pip asked, his
dark-brown eyes shining. 'Of course!' said Claw. 'Every
treasure hunter needs a helper!

2




The two friends swam into the deep blue ocean. They passed
swaying seaweed and colorful fish. Captain Claw's compass
hummed and glowed. 'It's getting warmer!' he said. 'That
means we're close!' Pip fluttered his fins. 'What kind of
treasure do you think it is?' he asked. 'Gold coins!' said Claw.
'‘Shiny jewels! Maybe a whole chest!' They swam faster, excited
to see what the compass had found.
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The compass led them to a sunken ship, tilted on its side. Its
wooden planks were covered in barnacles. 'A shipwreck!'
gasped Captain Claw. 'Treasures are always hidden in
shipwrecks!' They swam through a broken window. Inside, the
water was dark and still. Pip spotted something glinting in a
corner. 'Over there!' he squeaked. Claw's heart raced. 'Gold at
last!"




But when Captain Claw reached the glinting thing, it wasn't
gold. It was a small brass key on a string. 'A key?' said Claw,
disappointed. 'That's not treasure.' Pip looked closely. 'It's
pretty,' he said. 'And someone must have lost it.' Captain Claw
sighed. 'My compass brought me here for a key?' He put it in
Pip's satchel. 'Let's see where it points next.'
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The compass led them through twisting coral caves. The coral
was pink, orange, and purple, like an underwater garden.
'Maybe the next treasure is bigger,' said Captain Claw. 'Maybe
it's a chest of pearls!' Pip's eyes were wide. 'Look!' he said. A
shiny object lay on the sandy floor. 'A pearl?' Claw wondered.
He scuttled closer. It was a small silver locket, tarnished but
beautiful. 'Not gold,' he said, 'but someone might miss it."'
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They swam on, past a kelp forest and over a sandy plain. The
compass pointed to a shiny shell. Then a blue glass marble.
Then a little toy boat. Each time, Captain Claw hoped for gold,
but found something else. 'My satchel is getting full,' said Pip.

'‘But these aren't treasures like you wanted.' Captain Claw
frowned. 'Maybe my compass is broken,' he said. 'Or maybe
the real treasure is still ahead.'



Just then, a huge shadow passed over them. It was Granny
Shell, the wise old sea turtle. Her shell was deep green-brown
with a small crack near the back. She wore round spectacles
on a cord and a string of pearl-like shells around her neck.
'‘Hello, little ones,' she said in a slow, warm voice. 'What have
you found?' Captain Claw showed her the objects. 'These

aren't gold,' he said. 'But they are treasures,' said Granny
Shell, smiling.



‘Treasures?' said Captain Claw. 'They're just old things.'
Granny Shell shook her head. 'The brass key belongs to Finn's
family. It opens their memory box. The silver locket holds a
picture of a mother fish. The shiny shell was a gift from a
grandmother.' Pip's eyes grew big. 'These are memories!' he
said. 'Yes,' said Granny Shell. 'And memories are the best
treasures of all.’



Captain Claw looked at the objects in Pip's satchel. He thought
of Finn, a shy little fish with silvery-blue scales and bright
green eyes. Finn had lost his family's key. "We must return
them,' said Claw. 'But what about gold?' Granny Shell
chuckled. 'Gold can be spent, but memories last forever.'
Captain Claw nodded. 'Pip, let's go!' They thanked Granny
Shell and swam off to find the owners.
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First, they found Finn near a coral arch. He looked sad. 'T lost
my key,' he said. 'It opens our memory box!' Captain Claw held
out the brass key. 'Is this it?' Finn's face lit up. 'Yes!' He
hugged the key. 'Thank you!' He showed them the memory
box, full of family photos and tiny treasures. 'This key is the
best treasure in the ocean!' said Finn. Captain Claw smiled. 'l
think so too.'
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Next, they returned the silver locket to a mother fish. She had
been searching for it everywhere. 'My mother's picture is
inside!' she said, tears of joy in her eyes. Then they gave the
shiny shell to an old sea snail. 'My grandmother gave me this,'
she said. 'I thought it was lost forever.' Each time, Captain
Claw felt a warm glow inside. 'This is better than gold,' he
said. Pip nodded. 'Much better!"
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Captain Claw checked his compass. The needle spun and
pointed back to his rock pool. 'Time to go home,' he said. 'But
first, let's see if there's one more treasure.' The compass led
them to a small cave. Inside was a tiny pearl. 'It's beautiful,’
said Pip. 'But who does it belong to?' Just then, a little octopus
peeked out. 'My pearl!' she said. 'l dropped it!' Captain Claw
gave it back, and the octopus hugged him with all her arms.
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Back at the rock pool, Captain Claw and Pip rested. "We didn't
find any gold,' said Pip. 'No,"' said Claw, 'but we found
something better.' He looked at his compass. 'It doesn't point
to gold. It points to lost things that need to be returned.' Pip
smiled. 'And returning them makes everyone happy.' Captain
Claw nodded. 'That's the real treasure.'
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The next day, Finn and his family visited Captain Claw. They
brought a thank-you gift: a tiny golden starfish made of sea
glass. 'It's not real gold,' said Finn, 'but it's for you.' Captain
Claw placed it on his shelf. 'It's perfect,' he said. Pip gave Finn
a ride on his curled tail, and everyone laughed. The rock pool
was full of joy.




From that day on, Captain Claw and Pip followed the compass
whenever it pointed. They returned lost treasures to ocean
families, big and small. And with every kind deed, Captain
Claw learned that the best treasures are not made of gold at
all. They are the happy memories and kind deeds that make
everyone smile. And that, he decided, was the greatest
treasure of all.
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