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To Whom It May Concern, 
 
 I am Sanger Rainsford of New York, a hunter known in some parts of the world. As I was sailing  
 
across the Caribbean, I happened across what’s known by many sailors as “Ship Trap Island.” On the  
 
boat, I was talking with my fellow mate, Whitney, when he informed me of the island. I’d never heard of  
 
it, so of course I was curious as to what it’s horrible reputation might be. Later that evening after  
 
Whitney had gone back to the forecastle of the ship for a rest, I decided to stay out for another smoke.  
 
Somehow, in one klutzy and idiot move, I knocked the pipe out of my mouth and fell out of the ship  
 
trying to reach for it. There was no one to hear my cries as the ship chugged away, and I was left with  
 
only “Ship Trap Island” to go to. 
 
 Upon getting to Ship Trap Island, I found it consisted of a jungle and a palace like building. I was  
 
pleased to know the place was inhabited and knocked on the door, but I was greeted by a big, jumbo,  
 
mega-sized, and ill-tempered man who I later learned was a Cossack named Ivan. He tried to kill me at  
 
first, but was stopped by another man who went by the name of “General Zaroff.” At first, General  
 
Zaroff seemed like an appealing figure, with fine wine and a love for the sport of hunting. Later,  
 
however, I found that he was actually a homicidal maniac who tried to hunt down and kill the people  
 
who landed on the island because he wanted the ‘thrill’. Apparently the man didn’t favor roller coasters.  
 
After a while, I realized he wanted to do the same with me. However, there was he made a deal. He said  
 
that if I escaped him for a day, then I would be free to go. The next day, he gave me a hunting knife and  
 
sent me on my merry way into the jungle. 
 
 In the jungle, I set up confusing tracks and traps to keep him off my tail. The trap I made  
 
wounded him in the shoulder and he had to go back to his “palace” to dress the wound, buying me  
 
some time. Later, I made a Burmese tiger pit which killed one of General Zaroff’s best hound dogs, but  
 
he left for the evening pledging that he’d be back. Later that night, I woke up to the sound of a pack of  
 



baying hounds, meaning I was about to be hunted down by a pack of dogs. With little time, I made a  
 
knife trap which later killed Ivan. Still being chased by General Zaroff and a pack of dogs, I had no choice  
 
but to dive into the ocean. General Zaroff took me for dead, but I swan back up to the island and snuck  
 
into the palace. Upon entering the palace, I stole away into General Zaroff’s room, where I waited for  
 
him. At ten o’clock, he came and I beat him up badly. He ended up as food for his own dogs. 
 
 So now I’m in stranded in Ship Trap Island with a whole lot of wine but no way of transportation.  
 
Swimming back to America would be suicide so I ask to you, whoever you are, if you could inform the  
 
local police about what has happened to me. This is not a prank of any sort, and my life is on the line, for  
 
even the food stocked here can run out. I hope this letter finds you well, as much as I hope the rescue  
 
team finds me well. 
 
 

Thank You Kindly, 
Sanger Rainsford 


