
Green Gaucho 

Sophia peered over the top of her Tablet from where she sat cross legged on 

the bench at the old oak table and watched her mum as she started the 

meticulous task of making her first cup of tea that day. This is how most 

mornings started for Sophia, in the kitchen of their little thatched cottage on 

Dragonfly Close. 

She watched as her mother reached up with her long delicate fingers to 

retrieve her favourite bone china teacup from the glass-fronted 

kitchen cupboard. Her floaty, floral sleeves falling back to her elbow as she 

extended her arm, stretching up ever so slightly onto the tips of her toes to 

reach. 

Placing it delicately onto the counter, she flicked the switch of the kettle and 

it bubbled into life.  Sophia watches as she drops in a teabag on top of a 

small mountain of sugar. Then as the kettle whistles to signal that the water 

is hot enough she starts to pour as she lifts the teaspoon, twirling it round 

and round, the water whizzing faster. Suddenly the teabag is soaring out, a 

dribble of milk, one last stir and the process is complete. 

She continues to watch as her mum lifts the steaming drink up to her pink 

lips and slowly sips the hot beverage. Letting out an "ahhh" as she smacked 

her lips "that's better, I needed that”. Sophia gave a quizzical look, she 

couldn't see the appeal of the mud-coloured liquid herself. 

Sophia had been told the story many a time of how her mother had been 

given the teacup the year she travelled the world. In fact, of all the stories 

Sophia heard from her mum's "magical" travels as she refers to them, the 

teacup seemed to be the one that made her eyes light up the most.  

The teacup itself is very pretty and interests Sophia. A green beast takes up 

the majority of one side, whilst the other was a beautiful mountain. Between 

them, amongst a swirling of mist, were streams, brightly coloured flowers 

and creatures. 

With Sophia's thoughts elsewhere she hadn’t even noticed her mum had 

stopped mid drink to stare at her. 

“What?” questioned Sophia, a vague look of distaste on her face.  

"What is wrong with your generation...” started her mother, “here we go 

again” thought Sophia.  

“Why are your eyes constantly glued to a screen? You have become so 

dominated by technology, it actually scares me a bit! Do you really need to 



update a load of people, that you probably otherwise wouldn’t speak to, that 

you are eating a bacon sandwich? Hope you haven’t forgotten to mention 

you added ketchup… oh and that it's on white bread" her mum chuckled as 

Sophia rolled her eyes. 

"Seriously though sweetheart, if it's not the TV, it’s your Tablet, if not your 

Tablet then your smartphone or the computer. You are 12 years old Soph. 

When I was your age I was always outside, I loved riding my bike and going 

on adventures. Don’t you want to put that down for five minutes and have 

real life experiences, ones you can't get through a screen! You have become 

so busy looking at what other people are doing that you don't do anything 

yourself." 

“Sure” Sophia dismissed, barely listening anymore, far too engrossed in 

updating her social media channels of how she was feeling that day. As if 

she would write what she was eating, she was telling everyone that she was 

'borrrredddd!' 

…. 

One morning, a week later, when they were sitting in the living room, just as 

Sophia's mum took the final sip from her tea and placed it down onto the 

coffee table, the doorbell rang. She disappeared to answer it, which was 

followed by hushed voices, Sophia's mum shouting “back soon love” 

followed by the door slamming and silence.  

Sophia sat there confused for a moment, shrugged her shoulders and went 

back to her game.  

Out of the corner of her eye she could still see the teacup sitting on the table. 

She looked up at it for a moment, then shook her head and went to look back 

down at her Tablet. She was trying her best to battle man-eating, 

bloodthirsty sharks and regain power of the underwater kingdom, but she 

couldn't stop thinking of the teacup. 

Eventually, she gave in. Placing her Tablet onto the sofa, she got up 

and started, ever so tentatively, walking towards it. As she got close she 

leaned over and peered inside, barely a dribble left. Reaching for it, she 

slowly began lifting it to her lips. Just as she was about to tilt her head back 

and take a sip, she stops. Pulling it away from her face slightly, she looks 

down at the bottom. The remnants of tea appear to be swirling clockwise 

faster and faster! Sophia glances closer, furrows her brow and goes to put it 

back down, when suddenly the room is spinning and she can’t see for the 

bright light. 



…. 

Sophia sits upright and blinks, rubbing her eyes. She tries to open them but 

all she can see is flashing lights. She rubs them again and shakes her head. 

Something is tickling her cheek and she brushes it away with a sweep of her 

hand, but it simply drops straight back and tickles it again. 

As her vision returns she sees green wispy hairs hanging in front of her eyes. 

For a second she is so disoriented she can't think straight. She must be on 

the rug in front of the fireplace she reasons, but that is beige isn't it? Not the 

lime green colour that she is looking at.    

Slowly she lifts her head to find the source of the tickling hairs, which is 

preceded by an ear piercing scream when she finds herself face-to-face with 

the giant teeth of a monster. The beast responds to her blood-curdling 

scream with a roar that shakes the land beneath them. Sophia feels flecks of 

spit hit her cheek as she and the monster continue to scream and roar into 

each other’s faces. 

The monster is shaking, but just as Sophia is desperately scrambling to her 

feet in a bid to make her escape, she notices something. It wasn't spit that 

was hitting her in the face, it was tears, big wet tears were rolling from the 

monsters eyes. It was screaming in fear. "Ummm..." Sophia tapped him ever 

so gently. "Are you OK?" The monster did not reply, but instead started to 

shake harder, so much so that Sophia started to lose her balance. 

Clinging on to the wisps of hair that had earlier tickled her face she tried 

again, a little louder this time. "I said, are you OK?"  

"No" whispered the monster. 

"Why are you crying?" she asked, to which he responded that he did not 

know. 

"Well, you must know. You are crying, there has to be a reason for it." 

"No" he replied, still sobbing. "I don't know anything, I don't know who I 

am, where I'm from, why I'm here. Nothing!" he wailed. 

"Oh, well why didn't you say, give me a second and I'll find out for you" 

Sophia said, reaching into her pocket. The monster stared at her, the crying 

subsiding as he wondered what this strange little girl was up to. 

"OH NO!" Sophia exclaimed, as she frantically felt inside all her pockets. 

"It's not here!" 



The monster looked down at her quizzically. "My phone, it's not here. I was 

going to search for you on the internet. That would have told us in a matter 

of seconds everything we need to know about you." Sophia sat down, 

stumped "well, I'm sorry, but there is nothing I can do to help you." 

With that the monster starts crying again. Sophia glances around her, taking 

in her surroundings for the first time. She had a strong feeling of deja vu. 

The place felt incredibly familiar to her, yet she was sure she had never been 

here. 

She studied the monster closer, his green hairs shaking with each breath as 

he sat hunched over sobbing. 

"Ok, OK, we will work something out. Just stop crying please." Sophia 

begged. She was not entirely sure that they would, having never had to work 

anything out without the help of her trusty smartphone. But she had to stop 

this beast from crying, the noise was deafening.  

And it worked, the beast jumped to his feet and they began walking side by 

side, neither of them sure where to.  

.... 

They walked in silence for what felt like hours as Sophia desperately tried to 

piece everything together in her mind. Just as she accepted she was getting 

nowhere they reached a river. 

The beast looked down at her as if to say "what now?" and Sophia shrugged 

her shoulders as she looked up and down the river. "I don't know" she 

sighed, looking down at her feet "I just don't know." 

Trying to rack her brains for an answer, she looked up to what she could 

only describe as a boat in the shape of a teapot coming towards them. 

"Good afternoon" came a man's voice from the boat. 

"Hello?" they both whispered, looking at each other uncertainly. 

The boat pulled closer and a man with wisps of grey hair across his head. 

looked out over the top. "You look lost." 

"You don't know the half of it." Sophia replied. 

"Well, hop on and lets see if I can help you" he offered. Sophia wasn't sure, 

her mum had always made her promise she would not talk to strangers, but 

what else could she do. She had no idea where she was and if she didn't let 



this man help, then who would. Besides she had a strong feeling about this 

man. There was just something about him, that even though they had spoken 

for a matter of minutes, made her feel like she had known him for years. 

"Ok" she finally agreed, as the man reached out to help her and her green 

friend aboard. "I'm Max, by the way. But you can call me Captain Max" he 

chucked. 

Sophia shook his hand. "Thank you Captain Max, I'm Sophia and this is..." 

she turned to look at the monster "well, I'm not really sure who this is." 

As they set off Sophia began to explain everything she could, to which the 

man let out a hearty belly laugh. "It's not funny" Sophia whined. "No, no it's 

not that. I know who this is. This is Gaucho. He lives up at Emerald 

Mountain"  

"Is that right?" Sophia asked, looking at the green monster as he shook his 

head and shrugged. 

"Don't worry" said the Captain as he turned to the front of his boat. "I'll help 

you find your way back" 

"You know where it is?" Sophia smiled. 

"Nope!" 

... 

They had been travelling for quite a while. The monster, or Gaucho, was 

curled up at the back smiling as he appeared to take everything in. Sophia, 

sat at the front, her toes dipped in the water as the Captain sailed them down 

the river. 

Suddenly she felt the hairs on the back of her neck stand up. A fin. A fin just 

went past, she was sure of it. Slowly, lifting her feet up she called out to the 

captain. "MAX, Captain Max? There's a SHARK!" He peered over the top 

and looked down at a face filled with sheer terror. But, what he did next 

made Sophia scream louder than she ever had in her entire life. Even louder 

than when she met Gaucho. 

He dived into the water. White as a sheet, Sophia stared at the spot where he 

had disappeared. She looked over at Gaucho, who was giggling. Glaring at 

him she turned back to see Max resurface next to the shark. Shaking she 

whispered "what are you doing?" 

"This is Jasmine" he laughed "she's my friend." 



"Your friend? YOUR friend? A shark is the last thing on this earth I would 

want to be friends with." 

Max shook his head and held onto Jasmine's fin, as she brought him over to 

the boat. "Really, she is friendly and I'm pretty sure she knows the way 

to Emerald Mountain." Max said as he climbed back onboard. 

So, off they went. Max steering the boat, Jasmine swimming alongside, 

Gaucho curled up at the back and Sophia clinging to the side with one eye 

on the shark at all times. 

They sailed like this for sometime, until out of nowhere a dense mist 

descended on them. Sophia could barely see a thing. 

"We are here." Max said as he climbed into the water and swam to shore, 

Gaucho following close behind as Sophia watched from the boat. 

"Come on?" Max shouted back. 

"Oh no, I'm not getting in shark infested waters. Do you think I'm stupid?" 

Max started to walk away and she shouted after him "where are you going?" 

but he didn't stop. 

Looking down at the shark warily, Sophia held her breath and jumped. As 

she rose back above the surface she found herself at its tail. Panicking, she 

desperately tried to tread water, she knew she should have gone for those 

swimming lessons. 

The shark splashed its tail and Sophia grabbed it, slowly it began to take her 

to land. As she reached the edge a hand appeared from the mist and pulled 

her up. "I thought you had left me" she cried at Max. 

"Never" he said waving at Jasmine, then taking her hand. Holding it he 

looks into her eyes and smiling places a daisy chain on her wrist. "Gaucho 

made you this while we were waiting, I think he felt guilty for giggling at 

you" he whispered. 

Sophia smiles at Gaucho, then taking his hand they head into the mist. 

It is so thick by now, they can hardly see a thing. With one hand on 

Gaucho's arm, and one out in front of her Sophia took each step forward 

very slowly. She was just about to ask Max what they should do now, when 

she noticed the mist was clearing. 



Just as the last bit disappeared Sophia sees something hurtling towards them. 

It looks like a dragon, but it can’t be any bigger than a fly. As it sped 

straight past, something much more imposing took Sophia’s attention. They 

had reached the mountain. All three of them stared up, mesmerized by its 

beauty. 

Sophia breaks the silence with a nervous laugh, “well, that was easy?” she 

questions, with an impending feeling of dread. 

“Sophia” Gaucho whispered, as she turned to look at him. “The thing is...” 

he begins, twiddling his stumpy furry fingers whilst he pushed his huge 

green paws through the mud. “I have known all along that this is where I 

live and who I am” he finishes quickly. 

As tears start to form in the corners of his large black eyes, he explains to 

Max and Sophia that he spends so much time alone on the mountain, 

looking out at what everyone else is doing, but never actually doing 

anything himself. When they met he was crying because he was painfully 

lonely, then he saw meeting her as an opportunity for adventure. 

Tears were streaming down Gauchos eyes now as Sophia took hold of his 

hand and smiled sympathetically up at him. 

“I understand Gaucho.” Max said, taking hold of his other hand. “It is quite 

the opposite for me, you see. I have some fabulous adventures, which would 

look great to an outsider, and they are! But, I am often by myself and that 

also gets incredibly lonely.” 

Gaucho looks at Max, his bottom lip quivering. “What I’m trying to say 

Gaucho, is that today has been fun, so maybe we could do it again.” 

Max had barely finished the sentence when Gaucho had him embraced in a 

hug that caused his feet to leave the floor. 

Finally, loosening his grip on Max he turned to Sophia. “You are coming 

too?” he beamed at her. 

“I would love to…” Sophie started. “But, I miss my mum and she needs me. 

It has certainly been an adventure though, so thank you Gaucho. I think that 

was just what I needed too.” 

Embracing tightly, tears began to fall from both their eyes.   

... 



As Sophia opens her eyes again, she finds to her shock that she is on the 

sofa in her living room. She sits up "Gaucho?" she whispers. 

"You alright love" her mum says walking into the room.  

Looking over at the coffee table Sophia sees the teacup sat there, just as it 

was. She walks over to it and picking it up looks all around it and peers 

inside. 

"Sophia, darling, are you OK?" 

"Mum, I had the strangest dream, I mean I think it was a dream? I just 

peered into your teacup..." Sophia tells her the whole story up to the point 

where she woke up on the sofa. To which her mum, giving a knowing smile, 

replies "well, no wonder you needed a nap after your big adventure." 

"Can we do something tomorrow mum, go somewhere, anywhere!?" Sophia 

asked as her mum gave her the strangest look. "You OK, mum?" 

"Yes sweetheart. I am now." she smiles. Bending down she gestures to the 

Tablet, which still flashed with razor sharp shark teeth "you must have 

dropped this." 

“Oh, thanks mum” Sophia says as she takes it from her and places it on the 

table, "but I think I’d rather hear more about your travels around the world." 

"Of course.." she beamed, curling up next to her on the sofa and pulling a 

blanket over them. As she did Sophia noticed something on her wrist that 

made her smile. 

"So, where shall I start?"  

"At the very beginning” Sophia said as she nestled in close to her mother, 

“and don’t miss out a single detail!”  

THE END 

 


