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1. Pirate’s Plunder

On the first Thursday of the summer, Zelda Poppen went to the library and checked out
a book about pirates. The book was called Pirate’s Plunder and it was written by Jörgen Drood a
long, long time ago. Painted in vivid colors, gold coins
spilled out of the treasure chest on the front cover and a
red parrot flew just beneath the title. She took the book
to her Grandpa Fez.
Grandpa Fez lived in a tall apartment building with
lots of other old people. He had a room to himself, a
kitchen counter along one wall, and a window that looked
out over the bay. Whenever Zelda visited Grandpa Fez,
she told the nice woman at the front desk who she was
here to see, and the woman let Zelda press a button marked 422 that let Grandpa Fez know he
had a visitor. The nice woman knew Zelda, and waited with her outside the elevator doors
while the elevator came down from the fourth floor. When the it arrived, she smiled and told
Zelda to have fun.
By the time Zelda got to room 422, Grandpa Fez had opened the door a crack, so Zelda
could come right in. She knew to do this because more than once when she’d knocked on the
door, he’d told her to “come right in,” and now that she was a regular visitor, it was an
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unspoken agreement, like the nice woman waiting with her in the lobby.
Grandpa Fez always sat in the padded rocking chair he kept by the window. He made
sure the window was very, very clean, and if Zelda stayed long enough, which she usually did,
she would see her grandpa pick up the clear bottle of window cleaner he kept on the floor by
the drapes, squirt the soapy liquid on the top of the window, and wipe the streams as they ran
down the glass.
Zelda pushed through the door and announced herself by holding out the book in front
of her and saying “Grandpa Fez, look at this!”
Grandpa Fez lifted his chin, squinted his eyes, and looked down at the book Zelda
handed him. The tassel on his red fez bounced against the felt of the hat. “Pirate’s Plunder,” he
read. “Hmm.” He lowered the book to his lap and held out his arms. “How about a hug, Zelda,”
he said. “Or don’t sixth graders to be do that any more?”
Zelda buried herself in her grandfather’s wooly cardigan sweater. “Isn’t it neat?” she
asked, picking up the book and handing it to him.
“Looks like it.” He took Pirate’s Plunder and opened to the first page. He read:

Pirates…
have been around since man launched his second ship.
Corsairs, buccaneers, Vikings, and privateers fill history
books with their bloody legacy and, perhaps, if the Bible
would admit it, even Noah may have been threatened by
the scourges of the seas.

Grandpa Fez let out a thoughtful “Hmmm.” He looked at the picture of the man with the eye
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patch and cutlass, and turned the page.
And while most of us picture Long John Silver’s peg leg and
parrot when we think of pirates, we should remember:
there were women pirates as well as men, as many
monkeys aboard ships as parrots, and as many different
pirate flags (some without skulls and crossbones) as you
have lead soldiers in your toy box.

“What’s a lead soldier?” Zelda asked, not interrupting, since Grandpa Fez had stopped
reading and was chuckling quietly to himself.
“An old toy, Zelda.”
“What do you think, Grandpa?” Zelda looked down at the open book.
“Quite nice.” Grandpa Fez’s eyes smiled, wrinkles spreading out toward his big ears. “I
wonder if he’ll mention the pirates that were here in this bay, the ones your great-great
grandfather, my grandpa, met.” He leafed through the book, keeping his thumb between the
pages where they’d been reading. Zelda’s mouth was stuck in the shape of a little circle. She
hadn’t heard that story, even though Grandpa Fez liked telling stories.
During the school year, Grandpa Fez would tell Zelda stories about what she was
learning in school. Zelda’s mom had warned her not to believe strictly everything her grandpa
told her. At least, she said, she might not mention them to her teachers, as she had the story
about Grandpa Fez and President Nixon on the train. Still, the idea of a pirate story from
Grandpa Fez was too good to pass up.
“What pirates?” She blurted. “I mean, is it true, Grandpa Fez? Mom told me that you
used to change the endings of Bible stories when she was a kid.”
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Grandpa Fez lifted a finger, and let his eyes grow big beneath his bushy eyebrows.
“That’s true,” he said. “But no one knew exactly what all those plagues were; and Moses, well
Moses very well might have worn roses on his toeses.” A smile split Grandpa Fez’s face. But the
pirate story…” He rose from his chair, still holding his thumb in
the place in the book, and led Zelda over to a wall of framed
photographs. Zelda’s fifth grade school picture was there, the
one where she forgot to open her mouth when she smiled.
Above it, too high for Zelda to see until Grandpa Fez lifted it
from the nail and brought it down, was a faded black and white
photograph of a group of men standing along the rail of a tall
sailing ship.
Grandpa Fez pointed to a dirty looking boy around
Zelda’s age. “That,” he whispered, leaning close to Zelda’s ear, is
my father when he was cabin boy onboard the Ghost, a sealing ship out of San Francisco. He
himself…” Grandpa Fez’s finger tapped the glass with each word, “Told me the story.” He
looked to see Zelda’s expression. “His father sailed on the Alert, which was a whaler then, in
1870.”
“There were pirates then?” Zelda asked. The pirates in Pirate’s Plunder were much older
than that.
“There are pirates now,” Grandpa Fez answered, turning his head as if he were
surprised.
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“No.”
“Yes.” He raised his generous eyebrows. “There are. You ask your mom to show you
some old copies of the Tribune, Zelda. Just last summer there was a pirate who robbed a
sailboat off Morro Bay. That’s not more than a couple of hours from this apartment.”
“A pirate?”
“A pirate.” He pushed the front of his fez back with the tip of his finger. “Well, a little
different than the ones in the book, but any robbery at sea, even today, is piracy. That’s a fact.”
Zelda let out a suspicious hum, though when her mom helped her find the article from
the Tribune, it really did call the robbery at Morro Bay piracy. Zelda’s mother rolled her eyes at
that, but told her that Grandpa Fez had a knack for being technically right, even when he
sounded wrong.
“But back to the story of your great-great-grandfather. He was a carpenter on the Alert.
Back then being a carpenter was one of the most important jobs on a ship. They were wooden
boats, and things were always breaking: planks, winches, spars, and somebody had to be able
to fix them in a hurry. On the Alert, that somebody was your great-great-grandpa.
“Well, they were sailing off the coast of Japan, and they hadn’t had much luck finding
whales, so they were just getting ready to come home when they spotted a ship they didn’t
know coming right at them. It had all of its sails up, and was moving fast. They couldn’t see
what country’s flag the ship was flying because the wind was so powerful behind the ship that
the flag was blowing straight out toward the Alert. They thought, but they couldn’t be sure that
it might be pirates.”
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Grandpa Fez stood, re-hung the photograph with one hand, and tapped Pirate’s Plunder
against his leg with the other. “You want a snack?” he asked. “Some nuts? A cookie?”
“I want the story, Grandpa Fez.”
“Oh. Right. Well, they saw, as the ship got nearer to them, that the flag was black. The
ship turned, to show its cannons, and they could see that on the black flag was a white skull
with a sword through the eye sockets. All the
men on the Alert knew what that meant. It was
Captain Tee.”
“Captain Tea? Like the drink?”
“Tee. Like T-E-E.” Grandpa Fez crossed to
his rocking chair. Zelda followed him and sat
down on the soft, scruffy sofa by the window.
The sunlight made Grandpa Fez blink, but he sat in the rocker and began moving back and forth
slowly as he spoke. “This fellow Tee had been around since 1830, and his sword and skull flag
was recognized by sailors as far away as Tasmania and Tonga. The Alert ran.
“Well, they could tell pretty quickly that they weren’t going to be able to get away, so
the crew had to make a decision. Should they give up, or try to fight?”
“What’d they do?”
“What would any sensible sailor do when faced with Captain Tee? They gave up.”
“No.”
“They did. Captain Tee had a bad habit of using kitchen scraps –they’re called galley
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scraps at sea– to attract sharks, and then throwing the sharks the sailors who didn’t give up.
Some people said that he threw so many overboard that a pack of sharks always followed his
ship. From time to time he’d even throw one of his own crew overboard just to show them who
was boss.
“Anyway, the Peacock, that was Tee’s ship, caught up with the Alert and fired a cannon
across her bow. Didn’t hit anything; it was just a warning shot. The Alert hoisted up a white flag
to surrender, and Captain Tee himself came over on a boat rowed by six of his men, to see what
he had captured.
“Tee was a big man, with a long sharp nose and a mustache that pointed out and up
past his cheeks. Every morning he used melted beeswax to make his mustache do that, and
more on his hair so the winds at sea could never mess it up. He had an eye-patch over his left
eye, and rumor had it that beneath the patch he kept an enormous diamond in the socket
where his eye had been.
“The crew of the Alert lined up on deck and her bos’n threw
a rope ladder down to the pirates. Five of the six rowers clamored
up first, followed by their grinning captain. ‘Who’s in charge here?’
he demanded, looking up and down the line of greasy whalers. Most
of them wore grubby clothing, with no shoes, and had scraggly
beards hanging from their dirty faces. Your great-great-grandfather
had a bushy mustache that grew up into his sideburns. He liked to
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keep himself clean, and instead of the usual sailor’s cap that most of the men wore, he had a
hat like this.” Zelda’s Grandpa pointed to his own head.
“A Fez!”
“A fez. Well, Captain Tee looked right at your great-great-grandpa, probably thinking
that he was in charge, and started to say something before the real captain of the Alert, a
skinny man dressed all in black, was pushed forward by the crew, and announced as the
captain. He was scared and shaking. Captain Tee got right up into his face.
“‘Whar’s yer surgeon?’ He shouted. He was so close, the Alert’s captain could smell the
beeswax in Tee’s mustache.
“‘Th-th-there.’ The frightened captain pointed to a tiny man with a round nose and thick
glasses. Two pirates picked the surgeon up by his elbows and passed him to the man waiting in
the boat below.
“‘And yer carpenter?’
“The captain pointed at your great-great-grandfather, my own grandpa, and Captain Tee
nodded and said, ‘He’s coming with us.’”
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2. Aboard the Peacock

“Well, your great-great-grandpa was scared when the two pirates picked him up and
tossed him down to the boat waiting below. After a few minutes, Captain Tee ordered his men
to send down the surgeon’s medical bags, and all the Carpenter’s tools from the Alert. Next,
they threw down coils and coils of rope, barrels of water, and more than a dozen live chickens
that were kept aboard to provide eggs. By now the little boat was pretty heavy, and very
crowded, and the pirates rowed it back to the Peacock to unload the goods and drop off the
two prisoners.
“Even more frightened than the Carpenter was the ship’s
surgeon, Mister Blott. He had joined the crew of the Alert only a
few months before, and was still new to sailing. Mister Blott was a
nervous man to begin with, and to be taken by pirates and roughly
tossed aboard their ship was too much for him; he started to cry.
“Tears rolled down around his round nose, his glasses began
to fog up, and the top of his bald head turned bright red. The
pirates didn’t know what to do. One or two wanted to comfort
Mister Blott, who, sitting cross-legged on the deck, reminded them
of a small child. A few others started to laugh, but most of them could remember the way they
felt when they were first pressed into service with Captain Tee, and the chuckling soon died
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away. Even pirates get scared sometimes, and maybe that’s why they act the way they do.
“Finally, the cabin boy, who couldn’t have been older than eight or nine, came over to
Mister Blott and whispered in his ear: ‘You better stop before Cap’n Tee comes back. He hates
crying. It gives him a headache.’
“‘I can’t stop,’ the Surgeon whimpered.
“‘You’d better,’ the cabin boy explained. ‘The last man caught crying was thrown to the
sharks.’
“Mister Blott looked up and the cabin boy pointed a thumb to the fins breaking the
water behind the Peacock. The Surgeon tried rubbing the tears from his eyes. ‘Why was he
crying?’ he asked.
“‘Hurt himself with a saw,’ the cabin boy answered. ‘He was the Carpenter.”
“Your great-great-grandfather spoke up. “Why didn’t the ship’s surgeon help him?’
“The cabin boy shrugged. “He’d already been thrown to the sharks for not fixing Captain
Tee’s toe.’
“A rough voice shouted down at them from the wheel of the great ship. It belonged to
Yonson, the first mate, who had sailed with Tee for years. Yonson wore a long bandanna over
the top of his head, and had an enormous sideburn down the left side of his face, so large it
encroached on his one, staring, fish-like eye. On the right, where his face should have been, was
a lumpy series of scars that spread from the bottom of his bandanna to his chin.
“The same attack that had taken Tee’s eye had destroyed half of Yonson’s face, and he
looked like he was still mad about it. ‘Get those men off the deck!’ Yonson commanded. ‘Take
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‘em to the foc’sl and give them bunks. The captain will
have use of ‘em as soon as we’re under way.’
“‘Aye, sir,’ piped the cabin boy, who hurried the
Carpenter and Mister Blott below decks.
“Within an hour Captain Tee was back onboard.
His men stowed the food, water, clothes, and ship
supplies that they’d taken from the Alert. A whaling ship
didn’t have much in the way of treasure to offer Tee and
his pirates, but the extra rope and sails they took were almost as valuable for a ship that
couldn’t just sail into any port for repairs without running the risk of having everyone onboard
arrested for piracy. Pirates had to be sneaky, and often they spent much of their time just
making sure that they could feed the crew and keep sailing.
“From their place in the foc’sl, the place where most of the sailors slept, the Carpenter
and the Surgeon could hear Yonson yelling at the crew to hoist the sails and get under way.
There was a bustle of men obeying, and then the cabin boy poked his head through the hatch
they’d climbed down from.
“‘You two, back on deck,’ he called. ‘Surgeon, the captain wants you in his quarters right
now.’ He pointed to Mister Blott. ‘Bring your medical bag. It’s on the deck where we bright you
up. It’s his toe again. You better be able to do something about it.’
“‘I-I-I-I–’
“‘You’d just better.’ Then he turned to your great-great-grandpa and said: ‘You he needs
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to go aloft. Spinner will go with you. We’ve got a broken spar. Be handy, or be dead.’ The cabin
boy vanished, off to finish other jobs for the captain, and the two new recruits climbed up on
deck.
“The Peacock bustled with activity. Yonson still stood at the wheel, shouting orders at
the many men who hauled rope, trimmed sails, and busied themselves with turning the ship
into the wind. Mister Blott spotted his medical bag, and as he picked it up heard Captain Tee’s
voice bellowing from behind a heavy wooden door. ‘Whar is that surgeon? Me toe’s leakin’
puss again!’ Blott looked back at the Carpenter, winced, and disappeared into the captain’s
cabin.
“Before the Carpenter could respond, a wire boy with a long unlit pipe in his mouth
tapped him on the shoulder. ‘I’m Spinner,’ he said. ‘Let’s go up there.’ He was not much older
than the cabin boy, maybe eleven, and wore a tattered shirt and shorts that ended in ragged
rips just below his knees.
“‘Aren’t you a little young to be smoking?’ the Carpenter asked.
“Spinner turned his head and started climbing the rigging up the mast. He spoke, still
clutching the long black pipe between his teeth. ‘Oh, they don’t let me put tobacco in it,’ he
said. ‘But they tell me to keep it in my mouth, because it helps me talk less.’
“He shimmied up the rigging, leaving the Carpenter to follow. Up and up they went,
twenty feet, forty feet, sixty feet, higher. Spinner was well ahead of him, and climbing easily in
spite of the strong wind that slowed the Carpenter’s progress. Then, a hundred feet up, from
where the men on the deck looked the size of squirrels, a dark shape swung past his ear, and a
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screech almost made the Carpenter fall. He held on and thought he saw a long armed creature
vanish behind a sail.
“‘Monkeys?’ he thought. And then another
rushed past him chasing the other. It was followed
by a third, screeching like the first. The Carpenter
held on, waiting for more to pass. He heard others,
but saw no more. The Peacock had three large
masts; the monkeys could be anywhere. Spinner
called down to him, to get going. He did.
“When the Carpenter finally reached
Spinner, he was so high that he didn’t dare to look
down. Spinner sat with his legs hooked in the
rigging, looking at a broken spar. A basket of tools,
rope, and wood swung at this side. The Carpenter
asked about the monkeys.
“‘Oh, them,’ Spinner replied. ‘Our last surgeon brought two onboard when we were in
Madagascar. Before we were around the cape, one had babies, and now, gosh, I’ll bet there are
twenty. We feed ‘em scraps and sometimes they catch flying fish. They don’t cause much
trouble, and I don’t suppose there’s a way we could get rid of all of them now if we wanted to.’
“The ship lurched forward in a gust of wind, and the Carpenter clutched for a better
handhold while a chorus of monkeys voiced their disapproval from the forward mast. ‘We’d
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better get this fixed,’ Spinner said, pointing to the splintered wood. ‘The captain wants to get to
the Sandwich Islands by his birthday.’
“‘When’s that?’
“‘Three weeks.’
“‘Fast,’ the Carpenter observed. ‘Is that possible?”
“‘Fast is how Captain Tee likes things. The Peacock is a fast ship. You’ll get used to it.’
“‘But I don’t want to be a pirate.’
“Spinner laughed, and handed him a coil of rope. ‘You don’t get a choice. The captain
will have you sign articles tonight. That means that if we get caught, your name will be down as
part of the crew. A volunteer. Sorry, mister Carpenter, but you’re a pirate.’
“Well, your great-great-grandfather looked at Spinner, and Spinner looked at him, the
one with his fez and bushy mustache, the other with his empty pipe. Neither one had very
much more to say, and both had a job to finish, so they worked together for almost an hour
before the Carpenter asked: ‘So how long have you been a pirate?’
“‘Almost four years.’
“‘Volunteer?’
“‘Yep.’
“‘Goodness, boy, why?’
“‘I didn’t like school,’ Spinner answered. He sucked on his empty pipe, a boy told too
often that he spoke too much.
“‘But you could be arrested, Spinner.’
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“‘I really didn’t like school. Anyway. I’m only planning on staying on the Peacock until I
get a little bit older, and then I’m going to jump ship and start up a pet shop.’
“‘A pet shop?’
“‘Everybody loves pets. You’ll see all the cats that
they’ve got roaming around the hold. They say they’re just to
keep away the rats, but you find me a pirate who doesn’t want
to have a cat curl up next to him when he falls asleep. Even the
cap’n has a pug dog.
“‘You see, I know enough sailors that I could arrange a
steady stream of birds and monkeys from South America and
Africa and Asia, and sell them in Boston or New York.’ He shifted the pipe from one corner of
his mouth to the other. ‘Everybody loves pets.’
“The Carpenter shrugged and finished fixing the spar. When he was done, he lowered
the basket of tools and climbed down the rigging, trying not to look down.
“When he reached the deck, the Carpenter found Mister Blott, the surgeon, sitting with
his back against the mast, trying to wipe his hands clean with a rag. The little hair on his head
stuck out at odd angles, and sweat soaked his shirt and vest. As the Carpenter sat down next to
him, Mister Blott let out a sigh.
“’You wouldn’t believe it,’ he said. ‘That man has the worst infected ingrown toenail I’ve
ever seen in my life. I had to remove his whole toenail, and even with that it might not heal
properly. Disgusting.’ He wiped sweat from his head with his sleeve. ‘Disgusting,’ he repeated.
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‘Disgusting.’ With that, Mister Blott rose from where he was sitting and, with a nod to the
Carpenter, walked to the foc’sle to lie down.
“The Carpenter looked at the basket of tools he’d been using to repair the spar. After a
minute, he too got up, then headed off in the other direction to find the place where the
pirates had stowed the rest of his tools. He passed many burly seamen on his way, many
working, some smoking short pipes and talking with each other, but he didn’t dare ask any of
them for directions. As things turned out, he later wished he had.
“A set of stairs led down from an open hatch and the Carpenter followed them into the
hold of the ship. It was dark below; the only light came from the opening above. The Carpenter
lit a match and found that he was standing next to a stack of water barrels that had been
brought aboard from the Alert. Near them, an oil lamp hung from a peg on the wall. He lit it and
pushed deeper into the hold.
“Now your great-great-grandfather had been around ships long enough to know that
this would not be where they stored the Carpenter’s tools, but his curiosity was huge; he’d
never been on a pirate ship before, and he wanted to see
just what kind of plunder they kept down below. He crept
forward.
“He walked past kegs of gunpowder, sails, miles of
coiled rope, sacks of corn and barley, racks of extra swords,
several sea turtles kept on their backs (alive for eating),
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barrels of apples, and a mother cat nursing her kittens atop a pile of folded clothes. The
evidence of rat holes chewed in the grain sacks showed that these cats were well fed.”
“They really had turtles?”
“They did, Zelda. They put the turtles down there for months, brought them out to
make soup, which they served hot in the turtles’ shells.”
“Yuck.”
“You say that because your mother is a vegetarian.”
“I say that because it’s yucky.”
“Well, anyway, it got darker and darker as the Carpenter went on. The kittens’ eyes
gleamed green in the light from the oil lamp. In places he had to stoop and as he came to the
bow of the ship he saw what he had expected: a treasure chest. It was enormous box of wood,
its lid the shape of an upturned ship, bound by brass bands, and secured with an iron lock, its
keyhole the size of his thumb. The Carpenter knelt down in front of the chest and set his lamp
down so he could better see the lock.
“Now your great-great-grandfather was an excellent Carpenter, very hand with tools,
and the next thing he did was take a file from the basket he was still holding, and start poking at
the inside of the lock. It took almost two full minutes, but the file tripped the spring and the
lock fell open. He moved it aside and put one hand on each side of the chest’s lid. It was hot in
the hold, and sweat ran down the Carpenter’s back. His fingers slipped, and he had to dry them
on his shirt.
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“Then, with a great effort, and needing all the
strength in both of his arms, he lifted the lid of the
enormous chest. The hinges squeaked, and he was
nervous that someone might hear him, but it was too
dark to see behind him, and when he stopped the only
sound he could hear was the meowing kittens. He
looked inside.
“Someone had spread a piece of canvas over the top of whatever was in the chest. The
Carpenter lifted the lamp with one hand and reached in with the other to uncover the treasure.
It was becoming very, very hot in the stuffy hold, and the line of sweat running along his spine
gave him a weird tingling sensation that almost made him turn around. But he didn’t.
“He grabbed the edge of the canvas and pulled it to the side. His eyes widened and he
gasped. There, lined up in neat rows, hundreds of neat rows, were round chocolates, maybe
thousands of them, wrapped in gold foil. He gazed at the chocolates for a moment, then
reached in and picked one up. It was a perfect circle, thick and heavy. He unwrapped it and
popped it in his mouth.
“‘You! Carpenter!’ The voice startled him and he turned. In his mouth, the chocolate
melted over his tongue, the best candy he’d ever tasted. ‘What are you doing down here?’
“An enormous pirate stared down at him, his beady eyes glaring out from underneath
two dark, curved eyebrows. Besides the eyebrows, the only hair on the man’s head was a thick
mustache and a narrow beard sticking out from his bottom lip, fanning out like the tip of a flat
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paintbrush. ‘Who let you down here?’ he growled.
“The Carpenter struggled for an answer. He
didn’t want to open his mouth and lose the
chocolate, but he didn’t dare anger this giant.
Holding up a hand, the Carpenter swallowed,
stumbled to standing, and mumbled an answer. ‘I
got lost.’
“The pirate scowled. He leaned down until his face was only an inch away from the
Carpenter’s. ‘If Captain Tee caught you down here he’d toss you to the sharks.’
“The Carpenter swallowed again, and wiped the chocolate from his teeth with his
tongue. ‘I’m sorry.”
“‘You should be,’ answered the pirate. Then, with an arm that was bigger than one of
the Carpenter’s legs, he reached around and closed the chest. ‘Don’t come down here again,’
he said, clicking the lock shut. ‘And never, never get into the Captain’s store. This is where he
keeps what doesn’t fit in his cabin. It’s off limits.’
“The Carpenter apologized and followed the pirate back through the hold, up the stairs,
and back on deck. There, in a circle of jostling stinking bodies, stood the pirates. Mister Blott
stood by a barrel, trembling a little as everyone looked at him. They were all waiting for
something.
“The big pirate who had found the Carpenter in the hold pushed him forward through
the crowd until he was standing next to the Surgeon. Then, announced by the first mate
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Yonson’s harsh yell, Captain Tee appeared.
“He limped a little, just a little, and the Carpenter might not have noticed if he hadn’t
known about the captain’s bad toe. Tee approached the two prisoners and held up a paper. It
had many lines written on it, as well as columns of numbers and rows of names and Xs scrawled
on the bottom.
“‘And now,’ Captain Tee began, ‘We welcome our new carpenter and our new surgeon
to the crew of the Peacock. Each has shown his skill today, one aloft, one below, and each will
have many opportunities to do so again as they sail with us.’ A cheer rose from the crew, who
sensed Tee wanted a cheer. ‘They’ve both told me how much they want to join our crew.’ Tee
smirked. ‘Officially.’ The pirates laughed. ‘So
we now present them the articles of service
that make them crew on our fine ship.’ He
held out a pen to the Carpenter. ‘Sign quickly,
sir,’ he said. ‘The sharks are hungry.’
“So your great-great-grandfather
signed articles aboard the pirate ship Peacock
and sailed under Captain Tee toward the
Sandwich Islands. He hadn’t yet heard of the
Lizard’s Curse, Miscellany Island, or the pirate
hunter McDevitt, but he would. He was sailing
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under the black flag now, and there was no way out.
“Yet.”
Grandpa Fez smiled at Zelda, and handed back the book Pirate’s Plunder. She took it and
looked at the clock. Grandpa Fez’s stories always seemed to finish just before it was time for
her to go home. Today was no exception.
“But what happens next? Where are the Sandwich Islands? Who is the pirate hunter
McDevitt? You can’t stop at the beginning!”
“I didn’t,” Grandpa Fez answered. “The beginning was when the sailors aboard the Alert
saw the pirates.”
“Still…”
“The Sandwich Islands are what today we call Hawaii.”
“Why did they call them the Sandwich Islands?”
“Ah, good question. Undoubtedly it was because of the marvelous squid sandwiches.”
“No, really.”
“Really. You can ask your mother if you don’t think so, but if she says that isn’t it, you
ask her to tell you what she thinks. I’m sticking to the delicious squid sandwiches.”
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3. Adventures at Sea

Two days later Zelda had her first sailing lesson. She and a dozen eleven and
twelve year olds stood in a fidgeting line on the floating dock in front of a row of tiny sailboats.
Each boat had just enough room for one person, and after a morning in the marina’s classroom,
the children were ready to try out what their instructor had told them about moving the tiller
to steer, turning the sail to catch the wind, and leaning backward over the edge of the boat to
keep it from tipping over.
Out on the water older children were already sailing. The white sails of their boats
bulged with wind as they raced around the buoys, tacked into the wind, and generally acted like
they knew what they were doing. To the row of novices, standing shoulder to shoulder in their
enormous life vests and slathered with sunscreen by their parents, these older kids looked like
regular blue water sailors. It wouldn’t have surprised Zelda to hear that one of them had an
anchor tattooed on his arm, or mermaid tattooed on his chest. But of course none did. Their
parent’s wouldn’t have allowed it.
After a recap of what they’d learned in side, the kids in Zelda’s group got into their boats
and the instructor helped each one cast off from the dock. As she did, the instructor left them
with last minute reminders of what they’d been told, and the order to stay out of the big kids’
way.
Zelda caught the wind in her sail and her little boat scooted away from the dock. She
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leaned back to keep as much of the boat in the water as she could. It was harder to control than
she’d thought it would be, but it was also a lot more fun.
After almost running into another boat sailed by a beady eyed little boy with the face of
a monkey, Zelda settled into sailing without upturn or incident. She sailed farther and farther
from the dock, where she could practice turning and tacking, and sailing fast with the wind.
Within an hour she
knew that she wouldn’t crash,
and from then on she spent her
first sailing lesson imagining
that she was captain of the
Alert, fleeing the dreaded
Captain Tee and his pirate ship, the Peacock. As her confidence grew, Zelda switched to playing
pirate hunter. What was that name from Grandpa Fez’s story? She would choose another boat
and sail toward it as fast as she could before tacking away at the last moment, leaving the boy
or girl looking at her confusedly as she sailed away with an “Arrrr!”
The monkey faced boy shouted some naughty words at her when Zelda chose him to be
the pirate, and the instructor told both of them to knock it off.
Next, Zelda allowed herself to imagine she was sailing off the Sandwich Islands for a
lunch of squid sandwiches. She zigged this way and that, looking down into the bay, hoping to
see a flash of red squid. By the time she looked back at the shore, she was so far out she
couldn’t hear her instructor shouting at her to come back in. She saw, however, another small
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sailboat coming toward her faster than she was sailing. She thought about the Peacock and the
Alert, and how rotten it was that the captain of the whaler had given up so easily. She turned
her own boat toward the approaching sail, yelled what she considered to be a blood-thirsty cry,
and sailed at the boat with a look of determination that would have made the skinny, inky clad
captain of the Alert blush.
The boy in the Los Angeles Dodgers baseball cap didn’t look all that interested in
capturing anyone; Zelda saw this as her boat almost crashed into his. At the last moment, she
turned her tiller so she wouldn’t hit his boat, and he watched as her boat tipped over and Zelda
slid over the side into the water. Her life vest held her face above the surface, and Zelda saw
the sail of her boat fill with water and the mast sink into the bay.
“Are you okay?”
Zelda looked up to see the boy in the Dodgers cap circling around and turning his boat
into the wind, so the sails luffed and he could stay in one place. He wasn’t making a move to
actually help Zelda, but his question seemed nice enough, and Zelda thought that he might do
something, if only she could figure out what to ask him to do. She couldn’t, so she just bobbed
in the water and told him that she was fine.
“Remember what she told us in class,” he said, still not doing anything to help. “You’ve
got to get back to your boat and turn it right side up.”
Zelda looked at him, remembering that he was one of the kids in her group from that
morning. “I think I might not have been paying attention during that particular part,” Zelda told
him.
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“It’s easy,” he answered. “Just swim over to your boat.”
Zelda did, then waited for what he had to say next, as she clung to the overturned hull.
“Grab the bow,” he said calmly, “the front of the boat, and pull down. Harder. You’ve got to get
it to rotate around.”
Zelda pulled, but the sail kept the mast in the water. She realized, as he told her: “You’ll
have to take down your sail to get it upright.”
She swam back to the mast and unhooked the lines that held the sail in place. She
pulled the canvas down toward the boat, then returned to the bow and pulled down until the
boat tipped and righted itself into a wobbly wet position with the sail clumped in the spot
where Zelda should have been sitting. She swam around to the side and almost tipped the boat
over again as she climbed back in.
“Pretty good,” said the boy.
Zelda raised the sail and squeezed water from her own cap. “I knew that you call the
front of the boat the bow,” she said.
“Okay.”
“And I would have remembered how to get it tipped back over.”
“Sure.” The boy nodded. “The instructor sent me out here to tell you that you’re too far
out and need to come back in.
“Thanks.” Zelda looked at the dock, very far away now from where she was sitting,
dripping wet, in the small, wet sailboat. Most of the younger kids were back on the dock looking
out at Zelda and the boy. The monkey faced boy was pointing and looked like he was laughing.
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The instructor had her fists on her hips and wasn’t saying anything.
“We better get back in,” said the boy. “My name’s Will. Race you!”
Without waiting for a response, Will turned his boat, watched his sails fill with wind, and
sped toward shore. Zelda realized she was losing the race before she could even straighten out
her tiller.
Zelda, soaked and humbled, could not catch up with Will, but with a little effort, she was
able not to crash into the dock. Her instructor gave her a serious look, but when all the other
children went up to put away their life vests, she complimented Zelda on getting her boat
aright without any help, and patted her wet, saying “you sure went far today.”
Zelda blushed and pointed toward Will. “He kind of told me how to,” she said.
“Then good job to both of you,” the instructor said. “You’ll be sailors yet.” She turned
toward the boathouse, leaving Zelda and Will alone.
“I’m Zelda Poppen.” She held out her hand.
“Good to meet you, Zelda Poppen.” Will looked back at the boats. “Pretty fun, huh?”
Zelda nodded. And then, without really knowing why, Zelda told Will all about her greatgreat-grandfather and the pirates.
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4. The Chase

It wasn’t until the next Thursday that Zelda visited Grandpa Fez again. When she walked
in the open door of room 422, Grandpa Fez was cleaning his window. Zelda ran up behind him
and gave him a hug.
“Goodness, you’re getting stronger every day,” he said. “How was sailing?”
“Great! I went way out, tipped over, raced, and made a friend. It’s really fun, Grandpa.
You should try it!”
“Once, a lifetime ago, I did,” he answered. “But that’s another story.” He sat down and
put the window cleaner next to his chair. “Is that your pirate book?”
Zelda held up Pirate’s Plunder. “It says in here that pirates usually got caught and
arrested and killed. Is that what happened to Captain Tee?”
Grandpa Fez scratched behind his ear. “Sadly, Zelda, no. Captain Tee was too clever a
pirate for that.”
“I told my friend Will about him,” said Zelda. “He kind of laughed.”
“Your sailing chum?”
Zelda nodded.
“Well, he wouldn’t laugh if he heard what happened after your great-great-grandfather
got taken onboard.”
“He laughed about the monkeys.”
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“Well, so did your great-great-grandfather, until they started taking his tools.”
“Why’d they take his tools?”
“You ever see Planet of the Apes?”
“What?”
“No, your mother wouldn’t let you see that. She’s a sensible woman.”
“I don’t know what you’re talking about.”
“Nonetheless. The monkeys onboard the Peacock stole the Carpenter’s tools to build a
tree house up on top of the main mast. Impressive, but that’s not the biggest thing that was
happening aboard the pirate ship. You remember that your great-great-grandfather and his
friend Mister Blott were sworn in as pirates. Well, just as that was happening and Captain Tee
was standing there gloating, Spinner yelled back from the bow that he saw a sail, a big sail, that
he thought might be the al Ghazal.
“Now the al Ghazal was a Persian
schooner that Captain Tee had been hunting
for nearly a decade. Rumor had it that the
captain of the al Ghazal was the person who
had taken out Tee’s left eye with a cannon
attack off the coast of Arabia. For this Tee
vowed revenge and had offered a solid gold
piece of eight to the man -or in Spinner’s case,
the boy- who first spotted the notorious schooner.
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“Captain Tee grabbed the paper the Carpenter and Surgeon had just signed and stuffed
it into the breast pocket of his heavy coat. Then, with a quickness that surprised the two new
recruits, he leapt to the bow of the ship and produced a spyglass through which he scanned in
the direction young Spinner was pointing.
“He kept the glass focused on a particular point for several minutes, then, raising his
voice so he could be heard by the entire crew, he said, ‘Ye’ve won yerself a piece of gold, young
Mister Spinner, and you shall have it as soon as I stand on the deck of the al Ghazal.’ Without
lowering the spyglass he added, ‘Mister Yonson, steer a course toward yonder sail. We’ve got a
score to settle, me for an eye, you for your face, and the man we’re to settle up with has
probably spotted us b’now. Pirates, look hearty! Sharpen yer knives, lads. We’re headed into
battle!’
“The chase itself took three full days. The captain of the al Ghazal, a man named Shams,
knew navigation better than any sailor east or west of Japan, and he guided his ship on the
fastest winds and most cooperative currents, and the best the Peacock could do was try to keep
up. Throughout it all, Captain Tee remained at the bow with his spyglass.
“He neither ate nor drank, spoke not slept, waxed his mustache nor changed his
trousers. The crew began to worry. Certainly the pirates loved plunder and plundering, but the
al Ghazal stayed ahead of them, and the captain was beginning, well, he was beginning to
smell.
“No one said anything, however, because as the Peacock picked up speed, it also
attracted more sharks. The sharks knew the underside of the Peacock well enough to suppose
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that not long after it started going fast, they could count on it meeting another ship and that
meant, for the sharks, snack time.
“So the Peacock sailed, and Captain Tee looked through the spyglass, and the pirates
settled in to regular watches and kept the sails trim and the ship moving as fast as it could. And
no one suggested, not even for a minute, that they
break off the chase. And they didn’t.
“On the third day the wind died away and
both ships came to a complete stop. The sky was
blue, so blue without any clouds that it looked like an
enormous ocean without waves. The Peacock rolled a
little in the gentle swells and Captain Tee said his first
words since he’d told the men they were heading
into battle. Without lowering his spyglass he said, quietly, so only the cabin boy who was
standing near him heard, ‘Row.’
“‘Captain?’
“‘Tell Mister Yonson to bring up the second watch; we’re rowin’ after ‘em.’
“This confused the boy, who had never sailed with Captain Tee before, but he did as he
was told. Yonson ordered the four longboats to be lowered, and ropes tied from them to the
bow of the Peacock. The second watch, still groggy from being roused from sleep, then pulled
on the oars of the longboats and towed the pirate ship toward the al Ghazal.
“Then Captain Tee raised his voice so everyone could hear him. He’d been silent so long
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it sounded like he had nails in his throat when he spoke. ‘Men, gather what ye need. We’ll be
boardin’ Captain Shams in minutes. I expect you to be ready.’
“Through his spyglass, still held close to his good eye, he saw the men aboard the
Persian ship scrambling over their deck in an attempt to prepare for the pirates. Captain Tee
smiled. ‘This is the end of ye, Shams,’ he whispered to himself. Then he put down his spyglass,
straightened himself, and looked at the crew. He smiled once, then issued an order to the cabin
boy. “Fetch my sword!” he said. “And lay out a change of clothes and a fresh patch. I will meet
Captain Shams looking my best.’
“The second watch rowed and rowed, and slowly the Peacock closed in on the al Ghazal.
When they were within shooting distance, Yonson ordered a team of men to the forward
cannon. Tee waved them away. ‘No warning shot for that ship,’ he said. ‘They know we’ll show
no mercy. Save the guns for a broadside, and prepare the men to board her.’
“The Peacock neared the other ship and the pirates could see her captain standing at
the rail staring at them. Captain Shams was a bald man with thick black eyebrows and a beard
that spread across his chin like a frown. He had deep bags under his eyes and a tiny golden
hoop in one ear. He said nothing, but glared at Tee as the Peacock approached.
“Tee’s men hurried to the rails to look as tough as they could. Someone handed a sword
to the Carpenter. He took it, clumsily, and asked why he needed it.
“‘You’re a pirate, now!’ was the reply.
“Mister Blott ran below decks with the excuse that he was preparing medicine for the
possibility of any injuries. ‘Only their men!’ was the pirates’ reply, but the Surgeon was running
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so fast to get out of danger’s way that he never heard a thing.
“Back at the bow of the boat, Captain Tee had returned in his new set of clothes and
was holding a sword in one hand and a small megaphone in the other. He put the short cone to
his mouth and called aloud to the al Ghazal.
‘Ahoy, Shams,’ he yelled, his voice echoing
off the still water.
“The ships came closer together and
Shams drew out his own megaphone. ‘Ahoy,
you incontinent water weasel,’ he called out
to Tee. ‘Did you lose your way, or do you
need to beg us for some food?’
“Tee’s face reddened. Veins began to
bulge from his neck. The tips of his freshly bees waxed mustache flicked with anger, but when
he returned the call, his voice sounded calm, even if it wasn’t. ‘This is it, Shams,’ he yelled.
‘Those of yer crew who surrender quietly will be stranded, those who fight will be thrown to
the sharks.’
“It took a moment for the words to reach the ship, and when they did, and Shams had
heard them all, he turned to look at his crew, a few of whom looked nervous, but none who
looked like surrendering.
“Shams lifted the megaphone. ‘And why in heaven’s name ought we surrender to your
paltry vessel? We are stronger, we are rested, we would kill or injure many of your men in a
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fight. And yet we have no quarrel with you. Let us be reasonable. You may instruct your crew
that we invite any of them to join us as able sailors. They can leave behind them this life of
running from pirate hunters –you know that McDevitt has been seen in these waters– and
become respectable seamen. The alternatives are for you to simply row your little boat away,
or, and heaven forbid it should come to this, die dogs’ deaths at the blades of our sharpened
swords.’
“Tee’s veins bulged even larger; his face reddened more. This time when he answered
there was no trace of calm. ‘The dog’s death will be yours, Shams. All of your crew will be shark
meat. The luckiest won’t live to see the plank!’
“Then Tee threw down his megaphone and called the pirates to action. The Carpenter,
still uncertain how to handle a sword, did his best to position himself at the back of the pirate
throng. Ahead of him Tee’s crew growled and shouted, clanged their swords against their
daggers, and did their best to arouse fear in the crew of the al Ghazal.
“Those aboard the other ship did what they could not to look scared. Some shouted
back, some shook swords at the Peacock’s men, still others spat across the water.
“And then Yonson gave the word, and the Peacock’s cannons fired. Smoke filled the
pirate ship’s deck and through the gunpowder haze, they heard cannon balls breaking the wood
of the al Ghazal’s masts and hull. ‘Again,’ shouted Yonson. And again shots flew from the
Peacock toward her prey. The clanging and scraping of metal, and the growling and shouting of
the pirate crew got louder. Confused sounds rose from the Persian ship. Tee’s voice rose above
the cacophony, telling his men to prepare to board the damaged vessel.
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“A cheer went up among the
pirates. The Carpenter slid back as far as he
could. Those rowing the longboats turned
to bring the Peacock up next to the al
Ghazal. The pirates, tensed, ready to make
the leap from their ship to the other. But…”
Grandpa Fez paused. He leaned forward and lifted a finger toward the ceiling. “You have
to imagine all of the Independence Day fireworks you’ve ever seen, ever, in your whole life
going off all at once, and all in a space smaller than your own bedroom, if you’re to imagine
what happened next.
“Just as the Peacock got next to the al Ghazal, and as the pirates threw ropes with
hooks up into the other ship’s sails to pull them even closer, Captain Shams gave an order and
every cannon on that side of the Persian ship went off at once. Cannonballs whizzed past the
pirates and crashed into the Peacock’s sails and masts. One bounced down below and scared
the Surgeon so much that he ran down into the hold. Another took one of the pirates off the
ship, and he landed with a splash right in the middle of a sea of sharks.
“Smoke filled the decks of both ships. The pirates’ yelling and the shouts from the al
Ghazal mingled in one terrific howling. And then, above it all came the voice of Captain Tee.
“‘Attaaaaaaaack!’ he yelled, and grabbing a rope from an undamaged mast. Tee swung
onto the al Ghazal, his sword flashing through the smoke. The pirates followed him in a
stampede of yowling, maritime aggression.
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5. The Storm

“Captain Tee landed on the deck first. He swung his sword
above his head with one hand and scanned the al Ghazal with his
one good eye. He was looking for Captain Shams. The smoke
from the last cannon volley hung thick and black, and all Tee
could see was the shapes of men running this way and that.
“His own pirates soon joined the captain, rushing into the
smoke in search of sailors to attack. One boney pirate with long
hair and eyes that looked too big for his skull like head swung a huge curved sword in looping
ovals, with hopes of hitting someone. As he continued to slice only smoke, his face twisted into
an ugly grimace and his long yellow teeth looked like they wanted to pop out from his mouth
from the strain of his frown.
“Another pirate, with a bushy beard and bloodshot
eyes, found himself stuck up to the waist in an open hatch
that he’d fallen into when he jumped from the Peacock
onto the Persian ship. Try as he might, all his struggling and
sweating didn’t do him any good; he wasn’t going
anywhere.
“One of the Persian sailors pounced on the
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opportunity. Sneaking up behind the bushy bearded pirate, he swung a bucket left on the deck
for mopping into the pirate’s head. It hit his matted hair with a thunk, and the pirate slumped
to the deck with a faint ‘ummph.’”
“Why didn’t he use a sword?”
Zelda’s voice startled Grandpa Fez, as she interrupted his story. “The bucket was
handy,” he answered. “And there wasn’t any need to kill him; he was stuck in a hatch.”
“But he’s a pirate, Grandpa Fez.”
“He was, Zelda. But if the sailor would have lopped off his head, how would he have
been any better than a pirate? Remember, just because someone does bad things, doesn’t
mean you should do bad things to them. You shouldn’t go around beating up bullies; that would
only make you a bully yourself.”
“Well…”
“Well nothing. That sailor did the right thing.”
“But I bet it gets him killed by the pirates,” Zelda said.
“We’ll see, won’t we.” Grandpa Fez stood up and sprayed window cleaner on the big
window that looked out over the bay. He continued his story as he wiped the drips with his rag.
“Well, by now the air was starting to get a little clearer and the Carpenter found himself
in the unpleasant position of having backed up so far from where he thought the fighting would
take place that he could now see that he was surrounded by crouching Persian sailors. Like the
Carpenter, they had slunk around behind some barrels to avoid fighting. Now, seeing that they
outnumbered the Carpenter, they rose with wicked smiles and clenched fists. The Carpenter’s
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eyes widened. His tongue felt big in his mouth. He tried to run, but his feet felt rooted to the
deck.
“And then everything exploded. Cannonballs ripped through the sails of the al Ghazal, a
mast was torn from the deck, the sailors were scattered in a wave of broken wood, and there,
standing dumbfounded in the middle of the deck where the pile of barrels used to be, the
Carpenter looked around and tried to figure out what had happened.
“Through the smoke he heard Yonson, the first mate’s harsh laughter. ‘Take that,
Shams!’ he yelled from the Peacock, and then Tee’s shout rose to meet his mate’s.
“‘Enough, Yonson! Leave him to me and the crew,’ shouted the captain. ‘Men, each of
you take a sailor and lock ‘em in the foc’sle. Now, lads, look busy before Mister Yonson offers
more of his thunder. Go!’
“And as the captain commanded, the pirates obeyed.
“Persian sailors found themselves grabbed and grappled. Pirates muscled them down
into the small room where, on a quiet night, the off duty watch would have slept.
“Most of the sailors were frightened by the stinking, scowling pirates, but a few fought
back as well as they could, and while some of the pirate’s met these challenges with hearty
‘Arrrrs’ and flashing swords, one meek crewman, the fellow with the fez…”
“The Carpenter!” Zelda said.
“The Carpenter, did not have a hearty yell ready to meet any opposition.
“With only a few of his shipmates still free on deck, a particularly desperate fellow
rushed at the Carpenter with a dagger and a rope. His eyes were wide with fear and anger, and
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he came at the Carpenter with is mouth open in a scream.
“The Carpenter saw him coming and, raising his arm to shield his face, promptly
dropped his sword to the deck. The sound that escaped his lips as the sword fell was
surprisingly like the mew of a startled kitten.
“But as the wild eyed sailor leapt into the air the Carpenter was surprised to see him
stop mid-jump and retreat up toward the sky. The Persian’s face showed an expression of equal
surprise. His arms trailed behind him as he flew backwards and only when the giant pirate who
had grabbed him in flight held him up by the back of his shirt, did the Carpenter realized what
had happened.
“It was the bald,
mustachioed pirate who’d
confronted the Carpenter in the
hold.
“‘You saved me!”
“‘Hmmph,’ the giant
snorted. ‘You’re one of us, Carpenter. I’m just bein’ a pirate.’
“Well the Carpenter hadn’t thought of himself as anything but a prisoner on the pirate
ship. He watched the enormous pirate toss the sailor overboard as easily as you might toss a
doll.
“‘Fer the sharks,’ he explained, smiling.
“The Carpenter picked up his sword. ‘Thank you,’ he said. ‘Thank you.’ He looked up at
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the pirate. ‘Um, I, I’m afraid I don’t know your name.’
“The pirate looked down at the Carpenter, and beneath his smooth bald head he must
have been thinking. Finally, as if he decided that it wasn’t such a bad idea, he said: ‘Fate. John
Fate.’
“The Carpenter smiled beneath his own bushy mustache. ‘Thank you, Mister Fate,’ he
said, holding out his hand. Fate blinked at the gesture, pushed his brows together, and then let
his huge hand surround the Carpenter’s.
“‘You’re welcome,’ he said.
“But before conversation could go beyond those few words, all eyes turned toward the
two men facing each other at the bow of the ship. Captain Tee, his mustache twitching with
emotion, had his pistol
pointed at a defiant Captain
Shams. Shams, in turn, held
his shattered sword in his
hand. Neither moved. They
looked at each other with
hate in their eyes.
“They stayed that way
for so long, and everyone on deck watched them so intently, that no one noticed the dark, dark
thunderclouds moving in above them.
Finally, after a long time, Shams dropped his broken sword to the deck. ‘All right, Tee,’
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he said, as the clouds blotted out the sun. ‘I’ll surrender if you let my crew go free.’ Tee’s
mustache twitched. His eyes shot to the broken sword and back to Shams’ frowning face.
“‘How about you surrender to me and I feed your crew to the sharks one by one?’
Tee laughed, as if this idea was funny to him. Maybe it was.
A raindrop tapped the top of the Carpenter’s fez.
Shams narrowed his eyes.
“But as the Persian captain opened his mouth to respond, a roaring peal of thunder
broke overhead. Shams, startled, looked up. Tee looked up. Everyone on deck, all of them
amazed by how quickly the storm had appeared, looked up, and on the cue of another roll of
thunder, rain came pouring down.”
Four knocks filled Grandpa Fez’s apartment.
“That’ll be your beautiful mother,” he said.
“No!”
“It will. Get your things. We’ll finish the story soon.”
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6. Summer Sailing

It was sunny every day of the summer and Zelda
convinced her mother to let her go to sailing lessons twice a
week. Within a month she had improved so much that her
teacher let her sail out as far as the older kids.
She went to see Grandpa Fez every week and renewed
Pirate’s Plunder when her grandpa told her that she would
continue the story of Captain Tee and the Peacock only if
Zelda would take her turns reading aloud.
As summer passed Zelda got to know Will better and
better. Only Will and the monkey faced boy, Winston, were as
good of sailors as Zelda, and the instructor often told the three
of them to sail out around a course of buoys set up for the older kids. They had great fun.
At least Zelda and Will did. Winston always found an opportunity to complain. Some
days the wind was too light. Some days the wind was too strong. Some days Winston’s life
preserver was too tight. Once, when his little boat overturned, it was so loose it fell off.
All of this fussing bothered Zelda, but Will just smiled and shook his head. He did a lot of
smiling and shaking his head. Sometimes he did it when Zelda told him the stories her grandpa
had told her. She’d go on about Captain Tee capturing her great-great-grandfather and Will
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would smile, shake his head, and say “really? You’re serious, Zelda?” And Zelda would assure
him that she was. Then she’d tell him about the treasure chest full of chocolate, the sharks that
followed the Peacock, and the monkeys that lived in the sails, and he’d go through the same
head shaking and smiling that he’d done before. She was beginning to doubt that he completely
believed what she was saying.
The day Zelda decided to take Will to meet Grandpa Fez would change that, but before
her invitation came a busy day of sailing.
All around the sailing school people were talking about the big race from San Francisco
to Honolulu, Hawaii. It was a race for adults, of course, and the young sailors had seen some of
the women and men in their sparkling boats with their red, white, and blue sails. These
yachtsmen, people said, were the best there were. The boats would start into the blue Pacific
the following weekend, and until then they showed off in the bay so all the summer tourists
could marvel. Zelda and Will were mesmerized.
In honor of the big race, and partly to quiet the kids at the sailing school who couldn’t
stop talking about what they’d do in a long distance race, the instructors agreed to an all day
regatta that would take some of the most experienced young sailors from Oakland to Sausalito,
to San Francisco, Alameda, and back. It was a long race.
For days the students practiced hard and did their best to impress their instructors. Only
ten teams of two would be allowed to participate in the race. Everyone wanted a chance.
A team of instructors made the decision just three days before the race would begin.
The head instructor nailed a list to the side of the sailing school building. On it were ten pairs of
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names, the teams, with the captain listed first, and then the crew. Below the names was the
exact route they’d be following. Zelda ran to the list. She was younger than many, but growing
to be a good sailor. She was optimistic. But…
The first name Zelda recognized was Winston’s, crew for one of the older boys. Next she
saw Will’s name; he was captain of the fifth
boat, with an older boy as his crew. The sixth,
seventh, and eighth boats were all teenagers.
Zelda worried.
But the ninth team had her name:
first! She didn’t recognize the name of the
boy who was her crew, older, she supposed. She’d need to find him as soon as she could. They
needed to practice together. She was in the race!
Practice never happened. Zelda’s crew, a boy named Tim, was sick with a summer cold.
Zelda phoned his house each morning to check on his condition, and again in the evening to see
if he was feeling any better. Tim’s mother was patient. She never let Zelda talk with Tim, but
assured her that Tim would be in fine sailing shape by the race on Saturday. Tim just needed
rest, according to his mother. Zelda needed to stop worrying.
The problem was that Will wasn’t making things easy. His partner, a very tall fourteen
year old who never smiled, had accepted Will as captain from the first sail they had together to
get used to the two person boat. He’d begun issuing orders, forcefully but fairly, and together
they’d coaxed the boat to go faster than either, alone, had ever sailed. By Friday they were
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cutting around buoys like professionals. Zelda sat alone in her little boat, hoping that the
mysterious, sickly, Tim would be well enough to get hoist a sail.
Winston and his partner could not get along. As crew, Winston’s job was to obey orders.
This was not something he was good at doing. Winston had no brothers or sisters, and his
mother, who dropped him off at practice, seemed never to tell him what to do. On the
contrary, Winston seemed to order his mother around. More than once Zelda had seen
Winston scrunch up his monkey face and shout at his mother. Rather than scold him, as Zelda’s
mother would have done, Winston’s mother got a sad look in her eyes and did what he told her
to do. It was weird.
Needless to say, Winston’s teenaged sailing partner was not as accommodating as his
mother. The first time Winston tried face scrunching and order shouting, his captain looked at
him, said some naughty words –quietly, so no instructor could hear him– and pushed him
overboard. Winston never tried it again, but he spent his time as crew in a grumpy mood,
seldom obeying orders as quickly as he could. Their seamanship suffered because of his
attitude; there was no way they were going to win.
And by Saturday morning, the day of the race, Zelda was sure that there was no way she
and sick Tim were going to win either. They hadn’t ever practiced, Zelda had never given
anyone an order (except her stuffed animals, and they didn’t obey), and Tim was probably so
weak and sickly that he wouldn’t even be able to make it down the ramp to the dock. As Zelda
checked over her boat, these and many other negative thoughts went through her head. She
was not a happy captain.
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Will and his crew came by. As usual, he wore his Dodgers cap and a life preserver. Zelda
waved half-heartedly.
“What’s up?” He asked. “You excited?”
Zelda was not excited. Sick Tim probably wasn’t even coming. “Yeah. I guess so,” she
told Will. “I’m just waiting for my crew.”
“Cool. Well, good luck.” And he was gone. Zelda watched him go up the dock with the
talk fourteen year old who followed him like a puppy. This was going to be bad.
“You Zelda Poppen?”
The deep voice startled Zelda. She turned around to see a stocky boy with blond hair
and huge muscled arms standing next to her boat. The boy wore an OAKLAND OCEAN RACERS
sailing jersey and held a coil of rope in his hand.
“I’m Zelda,” she said.
The big boy held out his free hand. “Tim,” he
introduced himself. “I’m your crew.”
Zelda blinked and looked Tim up and down. “I
thought you were sick,” she said.
Tim shrugged his round shoulders. “My mom
worries a bit,” he said. “But I’m better now. You ready to
go?”
Zelda was. They took the next half hour going over
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the boat and practicing handling the sails. Tim, it seemed, was quite an experienced sailor. The
jersey he wore was his dad’s, but Tim himself had sailed from Alameda to Los Angeles with his
family when he was eight, and then all the way to Hawaii last year, when he was twelve. He
liked Zelda, and liked following orders. This was going to be a fun race.
With minutes before the start, Zelda and Tim sailed out near the starting line.
Instructors were sailing out to various checkpoints along the route to make sure the event was
fair and safe. Winston and his partner argued over which sail to use, Winston giving up,
sensibly, before he got pushed overboard again. The other boats tacked back and forth, each
trying to get in a good position to start. Will’s boat sailed up to Zelda’s.
“Captain,” he called across the water.
“Captain,” Zelda answered.
“How about a little wager?”
“Like what?”
“Root beer floats,” he said.
“Okay.”
“And if I come in before you, you take me to meet your pirate grandpa.”
“What if I win?” Zelda asked.
“You still take me to meet him,” Will answered. Then he smiled and sailed away. “Root
beer floats,” he shouted back. “See you at the finish.”
She waved, and gave Tim the order to take them to the starting line.
The race began.
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Sailboat races, regattas to the sailors, are competitive affairs where boats try to do
everything they can to win. Sometimes sailors cut off other boats, try to get them to change
course, and even put their sails between the other boat and the wind. This race was no
different. At first the boats were close together and the older kids shouted at the younger ones.
All of the sneaky tricks grown up sailors use to get ahead of each other were used by the
teenagers to try to take the lead. More than once the instructor who was following them in a
motorboat had to shout to the big boys to behave.
By the time they neared Sausalito, the better sailors had separated themselves from the
pack. Will’s boat was up with the leaders, and Zelda and Tim not far behind. The sun sparkled
on the bay, and a strong wind filled Zelda’s sails so much that she and Tim had to lean back over
one side of the boat to keep it from tipping over. They flew over the water.
On the sharp turn around the Sausalito buoy Zelda and Tim’s boat did two things: first, it
passed two other boats, putting it in third place; and second, it almost ran into a the boat
where Winston and his captain were arguing about who got to steer from Sausalito to San
Francisco. Winston’s captain was a better sailor than Zelda had imagined, to be doing so well
with such a lousy crew, and the near miss did much to unite the two,
both Winston and his partner yelling at Zelda and Tim.
The close call shook Tim up, and it took Zelda several minutes
to reassure him that all was well, and that Winston, anyway, yelled
like that even when they were all on dry land. The only boats that
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really needed their attention, she told him, were the two that were in front of them.
“Aye, aye, captain,” Tim finally said.
“Really, Tim. Now let’s catch them.”
Tim smiled. “This is fun, isn’t it,” he said.
Zelda agreed.
They sailed past the San Francisco buoy less than an hour later and closed the distance
between themselves and the other two boats. Will and his crew had their feet on the rail of
their boat and were leaning all the way over the water, lifelines attaching them to the boat as
they put all their weight against the wind pulling the boat forward and almost over. They flew
over the water.
The boat ahead of Will’s was going even faster.
Zelda and Tim changed course and tried to pick up more wind. They raced past Alcatraz
and toward the Alameda buoy fast enough to draw cheers from other sailors on the bay
preparing for the race to Hawaii. The best sailors in the world, thought Zelda, and they’re
cheering for me!
The leading boat rounded the Alameda buoy too sharply, and to everyone’s surprise
tipped over. The two teenagers seemed more startled than anyone else. By the time they
finished blinking at one another over their submerged sail, Will’s boat and Zelda’s had passed
the buoy and were headed toward Oakland in the final leg of the race.
A small motorboat with a rippling flag marked the finish line, just offshore of Jack
London Square. Several sailboats, two Coast Guard boats, and a water taxi waved at Will and
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Zelda as they raced down the waterway between Alameda and Oakland. Will held the lead, but
Zelda’s boat kept gaining.
And then a woman onboard the water taxi screamed. She saw it first. The lanky boy who
was Will’s crew was so far stretched out over the water that the back of his jacket, puffed out
by the wind and trailing his hood, touched the water. The boat was moving so fast that his hood
filled with water and tugged him hard enough to snap the line that held him to the boat. He
flew backward into the bay and almost knocked Will overboard. He regained control of the boat
and slowed to find his teammate.
While this was happening, Zelda and Tim, who had adjusted their course to try to pass
Will’s flying craft, saw the boy go overboard and could tell he needed help. The boat had been
going so fast that the fall had torn away the boy’s poorly fastened life preserver, and the
disoriented teenager flailed his arms as if he’d forgotten how to swim.
Zelda acted instantly. She and Tim brought their boat on course to catch the sinking boy,
came alongside him, and Tim reached into the cold water. The boy came out in one wet lump
and let himself be pulled into the little boat.
Will circled back and met Zelda’s boat just as the two boys
who had overturned near Alameda sped past them on their way
to the finish line.
Zelda brought her boat against Will’s and the three of
them moved Will’s wet crewmate into his boat. Then both boats,
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together, sailed toward Jack London Square.
When they would read about the results in the paper the next day, she and Tim were
listed as coming in second; Will and his teammate third.
They all shook hands with the instructors when they docked, and allowed a woman from
the newspaper to take their picture together in front of the statue of Jack London. When the
newspaper photographer was gone Zelda’s instructor came back up to her and Tim.
“It’s the tradition of the sea,” she said, “For sailors to help others when the see them in
trouble. Even in a big race, the America’s Cup or the Whitbread, sailors sometimes give up
victory to help someone in trouble. Oh, not everyone will do it, but those who do know that
someday they might be in the same position of needing some help. Or maybe they just know
that it’s the right thing to do.”
“Yeah,” Zelda said. She’d wanted to win.
“You two did the right thing,” the instructor said.
“Thanks,” said Tim. He was smiling like they’d won.
“I’m proud of you both,” the instructor said. “Good work.”
That night Will invited Zelda and Tim out to pizza with his family. Tim’s mother said no,
but Zelda went and had a great time. She even liked the mushroom pizza Will’s family ordered.
They all agreed that it had been a great race.
Zelda also agreed that the next Tuesday she would take Will to meet Grandpa Fez. “He’ll
tell you about Captain Tee,” Zelda said.
“And I’ll tell him about Captain Poppen!” Will smiled. “It’s going to be great.”
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7. Treasure

Grandpa Fez smiled. “I’m happy to meet you, Will,” he said.
“Zelda tells me that you’re a sailor and you’d like to hear about the
pirates.”
Will blushed. “Yeah,” he said.
“I told him all about Captain Tee attacking Shams and the al
Ghazal,” Zelda said. “And about the Carpenter dropping his sword, and
Fate, and the thunderstorm. And I told him that you would tell us what
happened next.”
“I suppose I could do that,” Grandpa Fez said. He crossed over to
his small stove to refill his teacup. “Would either of you like a snack?
Some cookies or nuts? I have some of those little fig bars.”
Zelda said no, but Will politely answered that he loved fig bars, and Grandpa Fez
seemed pleased to be able to deliver a snack. He returned, with a plate stacked high with
treats, and a glass of milk for Will, who thanked him and dove into the bars. Zelda, who hadn’t
ever actually tried the bars, nibbled at one and found she liked it.
Seating himself in his usual chair, Grandpa Fez raised his finger and pointed it at Zelda as
he began to speak. “Now what young Zelda has heard about Captain Tee and his ship the
Peacock, all happened just before the storm struck. It was a big one. Nowadays, they name
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hurricanes and tropical storms, but back when all
this took place they weren’t so careful about
naming the weather; they were trying to survive it.
“Well, you remember that Captain Tee had
cornered Captain Shams. All the men were standing
around them, watching to see what would happen
to their captain, when the rain began to fall. It
started with a few big drops, but before anyone
knew it, the water was coming down so hard that it
seemed to be poured out of the clouds not in drops,
but in barrels. Tee reacted instantly. He gave an
order and two pirates grabbed Captain Shams. They
dragged him over to one of the al Ghazal’s lifeboats
and threw him inside. Captain Tee looked over the ship’s rail and into the boat, his one good
eye flashing with triumph. ‘This is the end, Shams,’ he said, putting his fists on his hips and
cackling like a witch. ‘Say goodbye to your ship and your crew. And, of course, your life.’
“Shams said nothing. He glared up at Tee. The pirate captain shrugged. ‘Goodbye,
Shams,’ he said at last. Then to his men he barked: ‘Cut the lifeboat loose. Then, me hearties,
go below decks and plunder all the treasure she’s got.’
“The men obeyed, and in an instant Shams was adrift in the open boat. Waves crashed
against him, rain fell, and water began to fill the boat. Tee, the Carpenter, Fate, and the rest of
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the pirates watched as the wind blew the boat farther and farther into the growing darkness.
So much rain was falling that all were soaked to the skin. The black clouds that had appeared so
suddenly reached down toward the gray water. Wind whipped waves rushed over the sides of
the al Ghazal.
“Then, Yonson yelled from the Peacock, ‘Sir, we must separate! The ships are crashing
together and we’ll lose them both.’ Tee’s expression changed. He ordered the men to throw
what treasure they’d found onto the Peacock and get themselves back aboard as quickly as
they could.
“Someone asked if he should scuttle the Persian ship (that means sink her on purpose),
but the captain told him there wasn’t time.
“They threw chest after chest aboard the pirate ship, and then swung back aboard as
well as they could in the growing wind. The Carpenter was one of the last to leave the ship. His
conscience kept reminding him that the men locked in the foc’sle would surely die when they
couldn’t do anything to sail against the storm. Hardly thinking, he snuck forward and flipped the
latch. It would probably take the men several minutes to realize they were no longer locked up.
That might not give them enough time to save themselves or their ship, but maybe, if luck was
on their side…
“The Carpenter hurried to the deck and swung back to the Peacock with the last of the
pirates. As they watched the al Ghazal drifted away into the maelstrom.
“Thunder made any speech useless. Rain poured down. The Peacock tossed in the
deafening wind. And then, almost out of sight in the storm, the Carpenter saw Captain Shams.
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His little boat was
being blown farther
and farther away from
the Peacock and the al
Ghazal. On it the
Persian captain
struggled to hoist a mast and control his direction. Through it all, his eyes remained locked on
Captain Tee. There was rage in those eyes. And defeat. And the promise of revenge.
“But before any of the pirates could read more in the Captain’s eyes, he was gone,
vanished into the storm. An enormous wave rose above the Peacock and crashed down on the
deck, making the wood crack. A shark, who had been following the ship and got caught up in
the wave, flapped around, snapping its jaws. It might have died there had another wave not
washed it back into the roiling sea. The pirates clung to what they could. Some of the more
experienced seamen pulled in ropes to take down the sails. The Carpenter hurried below decks
and ran into his friend the Surgeon.
“Mister Blott cringed with fear and seasickness beneath the stairs that led below to the
Peacock’s foc’sle. When he saw the Carpenter, he held out his hands as if to grab him, lost his
balance in the pitch of the waves, and threw up all over the wall that he promptly flew against.
When he turned around he looked white and frightened.
“‘What’s going on up there?’ he asked.
“The Carpenter handed him a handkerchief. ‘It’s a storm,’ he answered. The Peacock
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pitched hard to the side. ‘We’ve separated from the other ship. I’m not sure what will happen
next.’
“‘We’ll all die, of course!’ said Blott. He wiped his mouth and tried to hand the
handkerchief back. ‘Gruesomely.’ The Carpenter shook his head and didn’t take the soiled
handkerchief.
“‘We’re not going to die,’ he said. The Peacock heeled over so the wall was almost flat
beneath them. Timbers creaked under the strain. The Carpenter repeated what he’d just said,
as if he were trying to convince himself as well as Blott. ‘We’re not going to die.’
“The Surgeon looked skeptical.
“Just then a rough voice shouted down through the open hatch. ‘Ahoy, Surgeon! Take
this down with ye!’ A large treasure chest was shoved down and it took both Blott and the
Carpenter to maneuver it down the narrow
steps. Another wooden chest followed, and
another. Fate’s bald head brought up the rear of
the parade, and he said: ‘Stow this with you
until we get out of the storm. The Captain’ll
want to go through it when we can get it back
up on deck.’ Lightening flashed behind Fate. He peered deeper into the room. ‘You, Carpenter,
are going to be a very busy man,’ he said. ‘If we get out of this.’ His face disappeared and the
hatch closed with a bang.
“‘If we get out of this? IF, he said.’ The Surgeon wiped tears from his eyes. ‘We’re all
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doomed. Doomed to die aboard a pirate ship!’
“The Carpenter put his hand on Blott’s shoulder. ‘We aren’t doomed.’
“‘We are! This is not what I had in mind.’
“‘Relax, Blott.’
“‘Relax? Are you crazy?’ Mister Blott looked like he might throw up again. The Carpenter
backed off.
“As he moved away from the Surgeon, the Carpenter found himself standing against the
chests that had been taken from the al Ghazal. They were heavy and large. Locks dangled from
the front of each. Curiosity crept into the Carpenter’s head. He thought about the rows and
rows of chocolate he’d found in Captain’s Tee’s chest on his first day aboard the Peacock. He
kneeled down at the chest closest to him and inspected the lock. It was solid and unmoving. He
called out the Surgeon’s name. Blott, still sick, staggered over. Each roll of the ship was torture
to him.
“‘Do you have your surgical tools with you?’ he asked.
“Blott looked uncertain. ‘Of course. Are you… hurt?’
“The Carpenter shook his head. ‘I need something long and pokey,’ he said. ‘Maybe like
a wire or a very thin awl.’
“‘A very thin awl? I’m a doctor, not–’
“‘Just give me something!’
“Blott did.
“The Carpenter spent several minutes probing the keyhole in the chest’s lock. The
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movement of the ship made it difficult work, but finally the lock sprang open and the Carpenter
smiled at the Surgeon. Mister Blott still looked sick, but now curiosity replaced his fear of being
wrecked.
“The Carpenter opened the chest and
found a dark burlap covering stretched across
the contents. He reached in and pulled the
covering away.
“The Surgeon gasped. ‘What is it?’ he
asked.
“The carpenter stared down into the
chest. ‘I can’t believe it,’ he said. ‘I just can’t
believe it.’
“But before the Surgeon could move around to look inside the treasure chest, the ship
rocked hard beneath a wave and Fate’s head came back through the hatch.
“‘Get up here!’ he shouted. ‘Now! Both of ye!’
“The Carpenter shot a glance down into the treasure chest and replaced the burlap. He
had the chest closed before Fate’s head disappeared back up to the deck.
“‘We’d better go up,’ he told Blott.
“Blott frowned. ‘I guess. But what’s i–’
“The Carpenter held up his hand. ‘I’ll show you as soon as we come back down.’
“The Peacock crashed to its side. Water flowed down on the Carpenter and the Surgeon.
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Cargo shifted from one side to the other and debris
scattered all over the hold. Mister Blott threw up.
Fate’s voice echoed down again. ‘Up here now!’ he
bellowed.
“They scrambled over toppled boxes and
climbed up toward the deck. With their eyes just
above the opening of the hatch, they stopped.
Things were worse above.
“Only one mast remained on the Peacock. Broken timber floated on the foamy water
that washed over the deck. Pirates struggled to stay aboard. Captain Tee gripped the wheel
with one hand and shook his other fist at the thunderclouds that were drenching him with rain.
Yonson and the crew wrestled with ropes and sails, trying to save what they could from the fury
of the storm.
“Lightening flashed between the clouds and waves. Pirates called the carpenter and the
Surgeon to join them and they all worked until dawn when the driving rain finally stopped and
what was left of the Peacock found itself bobbing like a cork in the middle of the Pacific Ocean.”
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8. Plans

“Now monkeys are lucky,” said Grandpa Fez. Zelda and Will looked at him with their
eyes wide and the plate of uneaten fig bars sitting on the couch between them. “Do you know
that with all the damage that storm inflicted on the pirate ship, the one mast that was left on
the Peacock was the very mast where the monkeys had built a tree house and ridden out the
storm.
“You remember the monkeys had been taking some of the Carpenter’s tools, and while
they were doing that they’d stolen nails and planks enough to put together a little fort near the
top of one of the masts. During normal weather the sails hid it from view, but stripped of all
canvas by the storm, the tree house stood out like a gold tooth in a pirate’s smile. The monkeys
were exposed.
“Not that they seemed to mind. One or two peeked out of their snug nest, but many
more stayed inside chattering happily to each other and waiting for the cook to start breakfast,
when they could swing down and purloin a snack. Captain Tee was not amused.
“Bothered by a flare up of his big toe’s ingrown toenail, he saw the fort, cursed the
monkeys, and shot several rounds into the tree house.
“Evidently the monkeys had watched the Carpenter well. The bullets hit the wood, but
he fort had been so well built that they just lodged in the planks of wood and didn’t even
bother the monkeys inside. This enraged the Captain even more.
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“Next, Yonson was called, and then Fate. A pirates’
conference was held aboard the becalmed ship and the monkeys
watched serenely from their snug perch above the deck.
“Now truthfully there wasn’t really any need to remove
the monkeys’ fort. True, they’d stolen the tools and supplies to
make it, but the tools had long since been returned and the
Peacock had more important damage than a simian tree house.
“But Tee was angry.
“His thought, as he shared it with his men, was that if the
monkeys had been so bold as to do major construction of their
own, they might do even more in the future, something, or things,
that could put the ship and her crew at risk. He would have, he
said, none of that.
“Several ideas arose. Fate suggested they leave the
monkeys, but send the Carpenter up the mast to board up the
tree house. Yonson advocated a hunting party. ‘Then we eat the troublemakers,’ he said. ‘And
have a fine meal as well as an end to our troubles.’ Tee hesitated at both suggestions; the first
didn’t seem to teach the monkeys a lesson; the second seemed a terrific waste of time and
bullets, all in pursuit of a rather questionable meal. Neither guaranteed that every monkey
could be accounted for.
“Then a quiet voice broke Tee’s thoughts. ‘I could go up and take it apart.’
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“Tee looked around. He saw Spinner, empty pipe in his mouth.
“‘You?’ Tee asked.
“Spinner grinned. ‘Sure. I’ll shimmy up with the Carpenter’s hammer and take out the
nails. Easy.’
“Tee smiled. ‘Splendid,’ he said. He clapped his hands together. ‘Give him your hammer,
Carpenter. Blott, you’ve been worthless so far, you help the Carpenter catch the nails.’
“Spinner grabbed the hammer and began mounting the mast. His empty pipe rose
above him as he pulled himself upward. Above, in the fort, the monkeys chattered quietly and
watched Spinner’s progress.
“He passed the broken spars that normally stuck out
from the mast to hold the sails. He went higher and higher.
The men on deck squinted their eyes into the sun to follow
Spinner’s progress. Up he went and up.
“‘What if he falls?” asked Fate.
“‘He falls,’ said Tee, not taking his eye off the boy.
‘And we get a new boy.’
“Fate frowned. He liked Spinner. Looking up, the big
pirate made the decision that if Spinner fell, he’d do his best
to catch him.
“Spinner, however, seemed to be doing very well. He
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made it up to the monkeys’ fort and climbed so he was sitting on its roof, his heels holding onto
its sides. He took out the hammer.
“By now the monkeys were beginning to notice that something strange was going on.
One poked his head out of the door of the tree house, but Spinner shushed him back inside
with the handle of the hammer. The monkey cheeped a complaint and went inside to complain
to the others. Spinner turned the hammer around and pulled out a nail.
“Now even Spinner knew that if he threw the nails down to the deck there was no way
either the Carpenter or Mister Blott could catch them without getting really, really hurt, so he
stuffed the nail into the pockets of his pants. Then he pulled another.
“Below him, the men on deck were having a difficult time seeing what was going on. The
sun was right above the mast, just behind Spinner, so that even if they held their hands up and
squinted, it was impossible to see anything more than a silhouette. And maybe that was best.
“You see if anyone on deck had been able to see what was going on at the top of the
mast, they would have felt a chill of fear come over even their pirate hearts. One of the
monkeys snuck out of the fort, just as Spinner was pocketing the second nail, and it clung to the
mast just below the fort, so the boy couldn’t see him. It watched Spinner work and must have
realized what was going on because all of a sudden it screeched and leapt up behind Spinner.
The boy tried to turn, but the monkey was on him in a second and grabbed the hammer before
Spinner could do anything. Around and around the monkey swung the Carpenter’s tool above
its head. Then, in a wild frenzy, the monkey threw the hammer down toward the deck and
reached out at Spinner.
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“He only had time to flinch and try to hang on to the monkeys’ fort. With his eyes
closed, Spinner felt the empty pipe being pulled from his mouth. He opened his eyes to see the
monkey throw this too down at the men on deck.
“Unlike the hammer, which crashed right through the deck and into the hold, Spinner’s
pipe connected with the most vulnerable target on the Peacock: Captain Tee’s bad toe.
“The Captain yowled. He screamed so loudly he scared the crew. Mister Blott jumped a
full two feet in the air and landed with his head hidden in the flesh of his forearms, his hands
cupping the back of his head.
“Tee grabbed the Surgeon as soon as his eyes stopped watering (he would never admit
he cried) and demanded that Blott make the pain go away.
“‘What kind of idiot gives a pipe to a ten year old?” Tee
yelled, at no one in particular. ‘You, Surgeon, help me get this
boot off!’
“Two things happened while Mister Blott helped Tee
remove his boot and look at the swelling, puss infested mess of
a toe. First, Spinner made it down the mast without breaking his
neck. The monkeys had swarmed out of the tree house and
Spinner snuck through them in the screeching confusion of too many monkeys on the top of a
ship. The second event was the Carpenter’s exit from the deck, unnoticed, and his
reappearance down at the treasure chest he had opened below decks with the Surgeon’s help.
No one saw him reopen the chest. No one saw him pull back the burlap cover or take out the
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small box inside and tuck it under his shirt.
“He reclosed the chest and clicked the lock shut. When he got back up on deck, the
captain was laying on his back with Blott dabbing his toes with a wet rag. Spinner was helping
Yonson and Fate clean up debris on the deck, and the monkeys were chattering happily from
above.
“To the west the sun was setting with an orange and red glow that seemed, somehow,
reassuring. The Carpenter remembered a little rhyme his father had taught him:
Red skies at night
Sailors’ delight
Red skies in the morning
Sailors’ take warning
He patted the small box under his shirt. If only he could–
“But a cry broke his train of thought. It was the cabin boy jumping up and down from his
place at the bow of the ship. ‘Land ho!’ he cried. ‘Land ho!’
“Tee sat up. ‘The Sandwich Islands,’ he said, wincing. First Mate Yonson ran to the front
of the ship and confirmed the boy’s call. ‘It’s land, sir, could be the islands. Should we drop the
boats and pull ourselves in?’
“Tee stood up, shakily, mumbling to himself. ‘Of course it’s the islands.’ He shook his
head and shouted at Yonson. ‘Too dangerous. We might hit a reef,’ he said. ‘Drop anchor for
the night. We’ll clean up a bit and see if we can’t sail in at first light.’
“And that was when the Carpenter knew he would try the most daring feat of his life. He
would try to escape.”
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9. The Sandwich Islands

“The Carpenter waited until all the pirates were asleep before gathering the tools he’d
need and heading up on deck. Usually pirate ships set a night watch (pirate hunters can be
anywhere) but even the toughest of the pirates was exhausted after the storm and the cabin
boy who’d been assigned to stay awake had dozed off even before the last pirate had gone to
his bunk. The Carpenter had a clear path for escape.
“The first thing he did was find three wide planks that had been torn loose by the storm.
These he tied together with stout rope and checked to be sure they would keep him above the
water. This was especially important; in the ocean below he could hear the sharks cutting
through the water, eager for a meal. The Carpenter wanted to disappoint them.
“Next, the Carpenter found a spar he could use as a small mast. This he attached to the
planks, which he outfitted with a scrap of sail he hoped would catch enough wind to propel him
to shore before the sun rose.
“When the raft was complete, the Carpenter lowered it over the side of the Peacock.
The raft bobbed in the water, but stayed afloat. The Carpenter hopped over the gunwale and
landed on his raft with a quiet thump. A shark brushed up against the planks, but the raft
stayed upright.
“Quietly, the Carpenter pushed away from the pirate ship and hoisted his small
rectangle of canvas. The sail filled with warm wind and he was off. Several of the sharks
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followed, their fins escorting the raft
for some distance. From time to time
a curious nose bumped against the
underside of the planks, inches from
where the Carpenter sat, separated
by a thin rectangle of wood. Each
time the Carpenter kept his balance
and after almost an hour of silent
sailing, the sharks lost interest and
returned to the Peacock.
“The Carpenter sailed. This was his first time alone on the sea. The experience was
completely different than life on a big ship. While aboard the Alert, he’d been happy to watch
the piloting of the ship with total confidence the helmsman would steer them toward the right
destination. Aboard the Peacock, he’d been too busy with surviving the pirates to notice much
at all. Now, aboard these planks, his own ship, he was the captain. All the steering, done by
tipping the sail this way and that, was done by him. There were no charts to guide his way, no
navigator, no helmsman. But doing his best to steer in the direction he remembered the islands
being, the Carpenter felt a sense of freedom. He was the captain. Certainly he might miss the
islands, that would be bad, but no one else was in charge of his destiny. For once he controlled
his own life.
“The wind blew steadily and as the Carpenter pondered these and other thoughts, the
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raft slowed and then stopped, run aground on the silent sand of The Sandwich Islands.
“The first order of business was hiding the raft. The Carpenter took down the sail,
removed the mast, and drug the planks into a tall row of bushes along the tree line. The sun
was just beginning to show itself above the palm trees, and the Carpenter hurried so no one
from the Peacock would see him. He pulled leaves over the raft. They were wide and green and
hid things well. When he looked up he could just see the pirate ship, a small spot on the wide
sea. No one could have spotted him.
“Next, he needed to hide the box he’d taken from the treasure chest. He tapped the
bulge under his shirt. Where? He took one look back at the ocean. This was where he left
Captain Tee and the pirates behind him. Forever. A smile snuck up underneath his bushy
whiskers. He headed into the jungle.
“Gradually the sound of the surf got quieter and quieter replaced by the squawking of
birds and humming of insects. The Carpenter was surrounded by trees and huge green leaves
and vines that ran up and down the tree trunks like enormous snakes.
“There weren’t any paths and the Carpenter had to go slowly so he didn’t trip on any of
the vines. As he went, he searched for a place where he could stow the little box. It had to be
hidden, but it also had to be a place he could find again. In this sea of green, that seemed like a
pretty difficult prospect. But he marched on, searching.
“Then he saw the nest.
“Hunched on a snag of dead wood, it was as big as a rowboat and made of faded
branches that told the Carpenter, who knew wood, that this was no temporary structure. Two
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enormous eggs peeked above the
tangle of branches. The Carpenter
looked left and then right before he
got too close. It wouldn’t do to have
the bird, which must be enormous,
snatch the box, or him, and fly
away. When he saw and heard
nothing, he came closer.
“The eggs were ivory colored and textured like an enormous tongue. The nest itself, big
enough to hold both the eggs and the Carpenter, seemed the perfect hiding place. If he put the
box far enough beneath the bottom branches of the nest, there was little threat of the bird
dislodging it. The size of the eggs told him that when she was home, this mother bird would be
a more effective guard than any pirate. Pirates were untrustworthy weasels; birds were regal.
Regal, and mindless, and the nest would be a perfect safe. Perfect.
“Climbing up into the nest was trickier than the Carpenter had imagined, but he made it
and perched on the edge of the nest looking down. Holding on with one hand, he fished into his
shirt and took out the small box. It had been dumb luck that he’d even thought to peek in the
treasure chest they’d taken from Captain Shams. Dumb luck and now the most magical thing
he’d ever seen was his.
“He made a fist around the box and plunged his hand beneath the eggs. They were still
warm, a fact he hardly noticed at the time, never considering what warm eggs meant. The
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Carpenter burrowed the box deep into the branches, and then stood up, pleased with his work.
“He was so pleased, in fact, that he failed to hear what in any other circumstance would
have been loud enough to scare him to death: the beating of two gigantic feathered wings.
“What he did hear was the screech.
“It was so loud that it might have knocked him off the edge of the nest. Might have, that
is, if the talons of a bird he’d bigger than he’d ever seen before hadn’t thrown him away from
the eggs at the moment he heard the sound. The Carpenter hit the ground and found that his
shirt was missing. It had been torn from his body by the enormous bird and now hung from the
nest like a flag of truce. Above the shirt the feathered monster eyed him wildly. The bird
screeched again. The forest seemed to sway from the noise. The Carpenter ran.
“Now weeks at sea give a person sea legs. This means that he gets used to the rocking of
the ship and can keep his balance even in rough weather. The downside is that it takes some
time to get used to being back on solid ground. Some sailors, the really salty ones who live most
of their lives aboard ships, never quite get the hang of land. These mariners roll when they
walk, unaccustomed to a land that doesn’t pitch and sway. Well, the Carpenter wasn’t quite
that bad off, but he had been on the Peacock for weeks and on the Alert before that. So as he
got to his feet and tried to run, all of a sudden, he found it impossible to travel in a straight line.
“Maybe that’s what saved him.
“The bird lifted off from its next and flew into a swoop behind its fez wearing prey. The
Carpenter, however, unable to run more than three steps in one direction, pitched to the left
just as the bird’s beak snapped in the air where his head had been.
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“The bird let out a cry of frustration and circled for another try. The Carpenter didn’t
give it a chance. Running as well as his sea legs would let him, the Carpenter hurried to an
opening in the trees and dove for cover. There was a crash and cracking of branches as the bird
hit one of the palm trees, fronds raining down and three coconuts plopping to the ground. The
bird let out a pained and angered squawk.
“Looking up, the Carpenter began
crawling away, then scrambling, and finally
running again. He wove left and right, his legs
still suited to ocean swells, not solid earth,
but he moved forward, each step another
yard form the feathered monster.
“With a final effort he pushed through
a dense strand of foliage and sprawled
forward onto a quiet beach. The sand that broke his fall was white and soft. It slid between his
splayed fingers like powdered sugar. He was face down in the sand when he finally stopped,
and he listened hard before he lifted his head.
“No screeching. No bird.”
“With his left hand he pushed his fez back off of his eyes and lifted his chin to look up.
There, plum and brown against the white sand, he saw the ten toes of two human feet.
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10. Kanakas

“The feet belonged to a handsome man with shoulder length black hair and eyes so
brown they seemed to glow like little suns. He looked down at the Carpenter, and then up at
the bushes from which he’d emerged. Looking back down again, he held out his hand and
helped the Carpenter stand.
“‘Thanks,’ said the Carpenter. The man nodded, but said nothing. ‘There was this bird
after me.’ The Carpenter looked back toward the jungle. Putting a hand to the back of his neck,
he smiled and shook his head. ‘Boy that sounds dippy.’ He shrugged. ‘It was a really big bird.’
“There was a moment when neither spoke. The Carpenter dusted the sand from his
tattered pants and took off his fez to inspect the damage. As he did, the man from the beach
reacted to a sound the Carpenter couldn’t hear. His body tensed, his eyes narrowed, and before
the Carpenter could put his hat back on his head, the man had him by the arm and was
navigating him away from the tree line.
“They hurried up the beach. The Carpenter managed to replace his fez and, by and by,
fell into a jog just behind his new companion. After a time, they turned in from the beach and
followed a trail leading through the jungle. The Carpenter felt himself tiring, but did his best to
keep up. Ahead of him, he watched the man glide down a hardly noticeable trail. The
Carpenter ran faster.
“A curve in the trail made the Carpenter lose sight of the Hawaiian. He jogged on,
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puffing for air, and as he turned the corner, found himself standing in the middle of a small,
neat Sandwich Island village.
“Before he could react properly, a woman stood in front of him and placed a lei of
flowers around his neck. She smiled, and the man he’d been following approached with an old,
old woman in a patterned dress.
“‘Aloha,’ she said. ‘Welcome.’
“The Carpenter looked down at the lei, yellow, red, and orange, and said thank you to
both women and the man with the glowing eyes. Then he asked: ‘Where am I?”
“They answered with a name that seemed to consist only of vowels, and repeated it
when the Carpenter looked like he hadn’t understood. He still didn’t understand, but he
realized that it didn’t really matter.
“He followed the old woman to a small campfire and sat down beside an enormous man
with no hair. The woman said something to the man, who smiled and turned to the Carpenter.
‘You speak English?’ he asked without the trace of an accent, ‘Español? Française?’
“Surprised, the Carpenter blinked and opened his mouth, but no words came out. The
hairless man tilted his head. ‘Deutch? Svenske?’ He smiled. ‘No, you don’t look Swedish.’
“The Carpenter shook his head. ‘English. Sorry,’ he said. ‘How many languages do you
know?’
“‘Twelve,’ the hairless man answered, ‘thirteen, if you count Latin, but nobody speaks
Latin these days. They say it’s a dead language. Slumbering, maybe, I say. It’s too precious to die
out completely.’ He smiled again, mischievously. ‘Maybe.’
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“The Carpenter’s eyes widened. The Hawaiian continued. ‘I’ve learned them from sailors
who came ashore and stayed ashore for a while. Some stayed for months, some for years; it’s a
nice place to be. But eventually everyone wants to be at home, their own home, hacienda,
hjem, , domácí, you get the idea. This may be paradise, but unless you’re from here, it
isn’t really home.
“The Carpenter looked around the village. Perhaps a dozen structures dotted a wide
clearing in the jungle. There were no stumps of trees, and the clearing felt natural and old. On
one side rose a misty cliff, decorated with green plants and a few small trees, clinging to the
vertical rock like spiders. Opposite, the rising
rock, the trees opened to provide a view of
the small bay. The trail he’d followed had
seemed to lead away from the ocean, but as
he looked down through the trees, he could
see a well used trail that led down to the
bay. Six outrigger canoes were beached there
on the sand. A cluster of Hawaiians were
busy loading one with bundles wrapped in
sailcloth. The bay opened out to a smooth
blue ocean. A gentle breeze blew in the salty
smell of the sea.
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“And then he saw it.
“The Carpenter was just returning his attention to this multilingual companion when
from the corner of his eye he saw the ship. It was sailing toward the bay under as many sails as
it could muster. Men rushed around the deck looking busy and trying to eke out as much speed
as a ship with broken rigging could give them. In front of the ship, long lines connected to two
long boats, each pulling toward shore. Someone had climbed to the top of the tallest mast and
hung the flag that identified her loyalty: it was the skull and sword of Captain Tee and the
Peacock.
“He panicked. The Hawaiians jumped at the Carpenter’s first scream. He pointed at the
Peacock, but found himself so tongue-tied that the sounds that escaped his mouth were
unintelligible in any language. He jumped up and down, pointing wildly in the direction of Tee’s
ship. Finally the word ‘Pirates!’ made it into his confused ranting. ‘Pirates!’ he repeated. This
was a word the Hawaiians had heard before.
“As people began leaving the village, heading into the jungle, the Carpenter’s sense
began to return. He would follow the brown eyed man through the jungle, he thought, just as
before. Everything would be all right. He looked down at the hairless linguist, still sitting by the
fire. ‘We’ve got to run!’ he told the man. ‘That’s, that’s Captain Tee’s ship!’
“The hairless man raised his chin and stuck out his lower lip.
“‘Seriously!’ the Carpenter continued. ‘Tee is ruthless. Tee is cruel. Tee is–’
“‘Having a marvelous birthday!’
“The voice that finished his sentence froze the Carpenter’s heart. He turned and saw the
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speaker: Captain Tee stood
with his hands on his hips,
wearing flowers around his
neck and waist and little else.
“‘Thank you for leading
us to this village, Carpenter,’
he said. A grin lowered itself
from beneath the points of his
waxed mustache. ‘We’re a few
short on the crew, and we’ll be
needing some extra arms to
get the Peacock shipshape for
the voyage to San Francisco. I
welcome you back, Carpenter. We’ll need your hammer as we refit. Do something foolish like
this again and I’ll throw you to the sharks.’
“Pirates flowed from the jungle and corralled half a dozen Hawaiians, including the
linguist and the man with the glowing brown eyes. Together with the Carpenter, they were
marched down to the beach by the bay at the point of a sword and ferried aboard the Peacock
to begin, or resume, their lives as pirates.”
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11. Burying Treasure

“The trip to San Francisco took almost a month. As time passed, the pirate crew got to
know the new recruits and the Sandwich Islanders got to know more and more English words.
Words like ‘Starboard’ and ‘Larboard,’ ‘Fore’ and ‘Aft,’ ‘Foc’sle’ and ‘Galley,’ and most
important of all: ‘Stop!’ You see these Kanakas, as the pirates called them, would get started on
a task and because none had sailed on a tall ship, they wouldn’t know when the task was
completed. One might be ordered to haul in the spritsail, for instance, and might keep going
until he had the mainsail, jib, genoa, and mizzen lashed to the masts as well. You or I might
make the same mistakes, so you shouldn’t blame the new sailors, though Yonson did.
“Yonson would come screaming, and someone would have to stop and explain the
meaning of spritsail to the Kanakas, which probably should have been done before giving the
original orders.
“It was a long voyage.
“Tee spent most of it in his cabin None of the crew
knew what he was doing. Yonson kept everyone busy, and
not even the cabin boy was able to linger when he
brought Tee his meals. Curiosity rose.
“Adding to the crew’s desire to know what was
going on, was the constant flow of boxes in and out of
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Tee’s cabin. Fate seemed always hurrying up or down the steps of the hold with a locked chest
in his arms. Tee had the keys to the chests and rumors spread through the crew that the
captain was gathering the best jewels and most valuable coins, and preparing to do something
with them. But no one knew what.
“”This went on for almost four weeks, until Spinner gave the cry of ‘Land ho!’ and
everyone on the Peacock turned their thoughts toward San Francisco.
“At Spinner’s call, even Captain Tee came out of his cabin. He blinked hard into the
unaccustomed sun, called Yonson over to him, and whispered something in the first mate’s ear.
Yonson nodded and Tee returned to his cabin. Those of the crew who found this curious were
too busy preparing to sail through the Golden Gate to concern themselves with the captain’s
oddities. They polished the brass, washed the deck, lowered the skull and sword, and trimmed
their sails to look as much like a respectable commercial schooner as they could.
“Yonson barked orders and they sailed into the bay without anyone on land taking any
special notice. But instead of heading toward the harbor, the Peacock headed straight across
the bay and dropped anchor well off either the San Francisco or Oakland shore. Yonson gave no
explanation, but simply ordered one watch on deck and the rest of the men to go below to
sleep until morning.
“Confusion replaced curiosity. The men looked at Yonson, unsure why they would sail
into the bay and then away from the harbor, why they would anchor and set watch without
going to shore. Spinner almost started to say something; he’d returned to being a chatterbox
ever since the monkeys had thrown his pipe at Tee’s toe, and Tee had thrown the offending
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object overboard.
“This time Fate stopped the question that,
had it been asked, might have landed Spinner in
the ocean with the sharks. Yonson scowled and
the crew broke up, with most going below. Only a
few grumbled at not being able to taste life
ashore, but even these did what the Captain
wanted, with hopes of a wild time in the city the
next day.
“Near midnight Captain Tee himself climbed down the ladder to the foc’sle. He looked
over the sleeping men, and then tapped the red bearded pirate on the forehead until he woke
up. Tee put a finger to his lips and motioned the pirate to go up on deck. Next, he crossed to
the brown eyed Hawaiian, who had distinguished himself as a solid sailor, and pinched the
man’s nose closed until the lack of air caused him to flinch and struggle awake. Tee clapped his
hand over the Kanaka’s mouth and pointed up toward the deck until the sleepy sailor
understood what to do.
“Tee met them on deck and ordered them to lower a boat. Next, he had the red
bearded pirate carry a small, but heavy, treasure chest up from his cabin and put it in the boat.
They cast off from the Peacock and rowed in the direction Tee told them. The captain stood in
the bow of the little boat and stared into the night.
“After nearly an hour, he ordered them to turn starboard and slow up. They did, and
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Tee guided them onto the sandy beach of a small, barren island. ‘Get out,’ Tee said.
“Tee led them up the beach to a hill with a view of the entire island. ‘Dig,’ he ordered,
handing each a shovel. They dug.
“When the hole was as deep as a standing man, Tee ordered the pirates out of the pit
and deposited the chest
gently at the bottom.
‘Cover it,” he said, when
he was back out of the
hole. They shoveled dirt on
top of the chest.
“Finally Tee marched the men back to the small boat where they piled in the shovels
and prepared to shove off. Tee held up his hand. ‘Do you lads have any matches?’ he asked,
producing three cigars. The men looked at each other and patted their empty pockets before
saying they didn’t. ‘Hmmm. Too bad. Then you won’t be able to light a fire as a rescue signal.’
“The pirates knew at once what was on Tee’s mind, but before they could rush the boat,
he had the three cigars in his mouth and his pistol raised at them. ‘Sorry, lads,’ he mumbled
through the cigars, as he pushed off into the bay. Tee’s laughter told them they had been
marooned. With no way to light a fire and no wood to build a raft, they were stuck. Tee knew
enough to know that the island was far enough from shore not to allow them to swim safely
and that they were just out of shipping lanes, so no other vessel would find and rescue them.
“Years later, Tee thought to himself, when I come back for my treasure, I’ll step over
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their bones and laugh. He
couldn’t help himself: he laughed
as he rowed toward the Peacock,
long rolling laughter that carried
over the bay and back to the
marooned pirates. A cigar fell
from his mouth, and he kicked it away. Pausing long enough to light the other two, he chuckled
and rowed, trailing a cloud of smoke behind him.”
“I don’t believe it,” said Will. Zelda looked embarrassed.
“Really?” Grandpa Fez smiled at him.
“I mean it’s a neat story,” Will offered.
“Really good, Grandpa,” Zelda broke in.
“Why thank you both.” He took a sip of tea. “Another fig bar?”
“No thanks,” Will answered. He looked at Grandpa Fez, who sat and sipped, smiling as
he rocked gently in his chair. “Did Captain Tee find their skeletons when he came back for the
treasure?” he asked, after an awkward half minute of silence, when Zelda seemed fascinated by
the cat clock on the wall.
“Skeletons, yes. Treasure, no,” said Grandpa Fez. “Years and years later Tee came back,
all alone, to that island and found the bones of two pirates picked clean by time, weather, and
birds, but when he went to dig up the treasure, it was gone.” He took another sip. “True story.”
“If it’s true, how do you know the treasure wasn’t there? You said Captain Tee was all
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alone.”
Zelda looked at Will; he wasn’t supposed to be grilling her grandpa. “It’s okay, Grandpa,”
she said.
“No, no. That’s a fair question, young Will.” Grandpa Fez put down his cup and walked
over to his desk. “I met Captain Tee’s great-great-grandson.”
“You what?”
“He came here and wanted to know everything I could tell him about my grandfather,
the Carpenter.”
“What did you tell him?”
“Just enough to get him to show me the map.”
“What map?”
“Why the treasure map.” Grandpa Fez lifted a legal sized piece of paper from his top
drawer. “I had the young nurse here distract him long enough for me to run down to the
office.” He held up the paper so they could see. There, in the grey and black tones of a
photocopy, they saw the outline of an island drawn in the hand of the pirate captain. “I made
two copies,” he said, handing one to Zelda. “I thought you might enjoy taking a look.”
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12. The Island

Will’s lower jaw swung away from his top lip like an overheavy backpack someone
forgot to zip up. Realizing that his mouth was hanging open, he pulled his eyes away from the
map and snapped his mouth closed with a pop. Zelda took the map and held it out so she could
look more closely at the drawing. Grandpa Fez
sat down and looked at his own copy of the
map.
It showed an island with a small cove,
several hills, two human skeletons, and a dark
X. It was black around the ragged outline of
the map, where the photocopier showed that
time had worn away the paper. A small symbol
showed North, South, East, and West, and rippled lines indicated water, but there was no
writing on the map to provide a name or say where the island was located.
“Why did he show you this?” Zelda asked, after two or three minutes of studying the
map.
Will, regaining his composure, sat down next to Zelda. “Yeah, wouldn’t he not want you
to see it?”
“Because,” Grandpa Fez held up a crooked finger, “he is looking for his great-great-
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grandfather’s treasure. He told me that he has tracked down those of us still alive who are
descendants of Tee’s crew. Some, of course, knew nothing; others didn’t believe the stories
their parents or grandparents told them.” Grandpa Fez shook his head and tutted quietly. “And
then he came to me.
“I told him that I’d never heard the story of the marooning. He didn’t believe me.”
“What was he like?” asked Zelda. Will listened, leaning forward.
“He had the same look in his eye that his great-great-grandfather was said to have,” said
Grandpa Fez. “Mean looking, with narrow eyes, a sharp little mustache, muscles like a
prizefighter and hair like the governor. Spooky.”
“What did you do?” asked Zelda.
“Like I told you, I said I’d never heard the
story of the pirates’ marooning.”
“And he didn’t believe you,” added Will.
Grandpa Fez shook his head solemnly.
“Nope.”
“What then?”
“I started talking with him and learned that
he’s been sailing the bay looking for the island on
Tee’s map.”
“He hasn’t found it?”
“Not yet. But he’s probably getting close; there aren’t that many islands out there.”
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“Do you know which one it is, Grandpa Fez?”
“Sorry, Zelda, I don’t. But wait,” Grandpa Fez pointed at the
clock on his wall. “Don’t you have parents coming to pick you up?”
Both Zelda and Will stared at the cat on the wall.
“I’m sorry, kids, but I promised your moms that I wouldn’t
keep you past suppertime. Let’s head down to the lobby.
Zelda’s mom needed to pick her up at six o’clock, so there
was not time for them to look over their copy of the map. Instead,
Zelda took it home, with the promise that they would meet the
next morning down at the dock. It wasn’t great: a whole night of
questions rather than answers, and neither of their parents would
let them talk for a long time on the phone. It was infuriating, really,
but that was the way things were. They promised each other that
they’d get to the dock early. And they did.
The next morning was Wednesday, and that meant that neither Zelda nor Will had
lessons. Instead, they checked out a boat from the boathouse and sailed far enough from shore
that no one would bother them. Then they lowered the sail and unrolled the map on the
bottom of the boat. Waves made the little sailboat rock back and forth gently, but Zelda and
Will were far too busy concentrating on the treasure map to be distracted. After several
minutes, Will looked up and spoke.
“It can’t be Angel Island or Alcatraz,” he said. “They’re not shaped like this.”
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“How about Treasure Island?” Zelda suggested.
Will rolled his eyes. “A, it’s too large; your grandpa said it was a small island. B, Treasure
Island is man-made; my dad told me
all about it. And C, it would be a little
obvious to bury treasure there.”
“Yeah.” Zelda looked down at
the map.
“What about some of those
little islands up north past
Sausalito?” Will asked. Zelda was about to answer when she realized that Will had answered his
own question, at least in his own mind, and was pulling up the sail. “Come on, let’s go,” he said.
“If we hurry, we can make it up that way by noon!”
Together they raised the little boat’s sail and caught the wind toward Marin County.
Tacking to get the most from the wind, they sailed past Alcatraz, under the Richmond Bridge,
and between two ferries as they made their way north. The wind was strong and cold. A few
larger boats showed off their sails and one or two powerboats motored along the shore.
Zelda and Will circled the first of the smaller islands they came to. “It has trees,” Zelda
said, “but maybe it wouldn’t have when the map was made.”
But the island was the wrong shape.
For hours they sailed from island to island. There weren’t many of them, but they were
far apart. Both Zelda and Will were hungry and a little tired when they spotted a low treeless
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island that looked like it might be right. Zelda pointed. “That one only has a few bushes,” she
said. “And some little hills like the ones on the map.”
Will looked down at the photocopy. “Maybe,” he said.
They sailed over. Will managed the sail and the tiller, steering the boat in a close circle
around the low, nearly barren island. Zelda studied the map. “This really could be it,” she said.
“The outline looks the same, from what I can tell. Do you think–”
Zelda was going to ask if Will thought they should land and walk around the island, but
the question died on her lips. Her eyes grew wide. She found she couldn’t speak. “W-w-w-w…”
she stuttered. By now Will had seen it too; he turned the keel to steer as much behind the
island as he could, but it was too late.
There, no more than twenty yards away from them, was a small sailboat and in it the
face they’d heard described by Grandpa Fez: sharp mustache, beady eyes, muscular arms, and a
big poof of hair: Captain Tee’s great-great-grandson.
And he saw them.
Will tucked his chin down to his
chest, the bill of her Dodgers cap
obscuring his face. Zelda was already
crouching below the side of the boat.
The man looked their way, then
dismissed them with a haughty turn of
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his chin. They were only children, after all. That’s just how arrogant sailing great-greatgrandsons of evil pirates think, you know.
Will watched him sail off. When he was far enough away, he poked Zelda with the toe of
his sneaker. “Get up,” he said. “He’s gone.”
“That was him,” Zelda said, sliding up to her seat.
Will nodded. “We should get out of here.”
“What about the island?”
“I think we might have the right one,” he said, never taking his eyes from the receding
sail of great-great-grandson Tee’s boat.
“Shouldn’t we check it out?”
“Not if there’s a chance he’ll come back.”
Zelda looked up at the sail. It was getting smaller, but not quickly enough to seem that
he was sailing away as fast as he could. “You think maybe he’s watching us?” she asked.
Will narrowed his eyes, still focused on the sail. “Maybe,” he said. He turned to look first
at the island, and then at Zelda. “Remember where this is,” he told her.
“Okay.”
“Good, and we’ll come back with some shovels.”
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13. X Marks the Spot

“Listen to this.”
Zelda was sitting in the bow of the little sailboat reading from Pirate’s Plunder. Will, steering,
lifted his eyes from Captain Tee’s map and peered at Zelda from beneath the bill of his cap.
Zelda read:

Old picture books and corny pirate movies always show
pirate captains burying treasure chests on desert islands.
There are two reasons for this enduring image. First, no
story is ever hurt by sweaty men digging big holes. Second,
pirates really did this.
Of course not every pirate hid doubloons or silver
chalices or jewels or even his mother’s favorite recipe
book underground; not every kid plays baseball, not every
dad smokes a pipe, not every dogs barks at burglars. But as
there are a great many baseball playing kids, pipe smoking
fathers, and barking dogs, so too the sands from Africa to
the Americas were –and are– the final resting places for
more than one chest of pirate’s plunder
The most common way of getting the loot in the ground,
of course, was not for the captain to do his own digging.
Often burly seamen did this job. It was the captain’s duty,
or perhaps his pleasure, to wait until the men had covered
the chest, the dispatch the sailors with a well place musket
shot. Other captains preferred marooning; remember, not
every dad, dog, or youngster is the same.
For modern day treasure hunters, those fine people who
spend their weekends tramping the sands once
frequented by those men in black, the pirates, the efforts
are very often great and the rewards smaller than
Blackbeard’s diminutive heart. These people will not be
easily deterred, however, so it is safe to remind them that
they would have a better chance at finding a fortune by
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getting a reliable part-time job.

“Do you believe that?”
“Zelda, those people don’t have a map.”
She nodded and turned a few pages in the book. “I remember when I was reading this
to Grandpa Fez. He really liked this other part about actually digging up treasure.” She found
the section she was looking for. “It explains how some pirates didn’t use maps with Xs to mark
the spot, they planted a certain kind of tree or bush over the place where they buried the
treasure. That way when they came back years later, after they’d retired from pirating, they
could go right to where they’d hidden their loot.”
“But it didn’t sound like Tee did that.”
“No, I guess not.”
“There aren’t any trees on the island.”
“No,” Zelda agreed. “But it’s still pretty neat.”
They reached the island and gobbled down sandwiches as they unloaded the shovels
and a hand sized pick that Will’s uncle had given him for a field trip up to Sacramento gold
country. Map in hand, they started their search by walking around the shoreline to orient
themselves to the contour of the island drawn on the photocopied sheet.
Once they had a landmark, they headed inland toward the X marked on the map. It was
a flat walk, first over a thin strip of sand, and then on pebbly dirt, ending finally on a patch of
brown grass. The hills indicated on Tee’s map were really only short rises, covered in stubby
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bushes that might have been green in the winter, but were now the summer brown that people
in northern California called ‘golden.’
Will followed Zelda as she held the map up and paced down and up the slopes, counting
steps under her breath. When she got to the top of the next rise, she stopped and forgot the
number she’d been on. “Will, look at this,” she said, pointing. Will caught up and looked down
the slope.
“Bones,” he said.
They hurried down the incline, which was deeper than it looked, and found themselves
next to a three foot deep hole. It was the light brown of dirt that had seen the sun for a long
time. Small growths of grass crawled down the sides and covered the bottom of the hole.
Will looked at the map in Zelda’s hands. “This is where the X marked the spot,” he said.
Zelda handed him the map and jumped down into the pit. “There’s nothing here now,”
she said. “Maybe Captain Tee finally did come back and dig it up.”
“Then why would his great-great-grandson be
looking for it?” Will was bending over the bones on the top
of the hole. He picked up a long thin bone that might have
been a rib. “What do you suppose these are from?” he
asked.
Zelda looked, but didn’t touch the bone. “One of the
pirates Tee marooned?”
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“Maybe.” He dropped the bone and picked up another. “But there aren’t many bones,
not for a whole person, or two whole people.”
Zelda looked around, still standing in the hole. “It’s been a long time,” she said. “Maybe
birds or wild dogs or something took them away.”
“Wild dogs?”
“Well, birds, maybe.” Zelda pulled herself out of the hole. “It’s been a long time.”
Will paced around the hole, looking down. He seemed to be thinking about something,
but wasn’t saying much, at least not anything loud enough that Zelda could hear. Finally, he
held the map up again and studied it.
“It’s been a long time,” Zelda said for a third time. “Maybe–”
“Look at this, Zelda!” Will interrupted. “These two skeletons are drawn in a different
style than the rest of the map.”
Zelda joined will, her shoulder against his as she looked at Tee’s map. “Maybe…” She
didn’t know what to say next. “Well, maybe they were added later.”
Will nodded. “I think so.”
“But why? Do you think it had been dug up then?” Zelda asked.
“It had to have been, otherwise Tee wouldn’t have passed down the map and, what was
it your Grandpa said, ‘gone batty’ from not finding the treasure.”
“So the two men were dead and the treasure was gone.”
“Not gone,” Will said. “Moved.”
“Moved?”
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“Moved. If the treasure was gone, like off the island gone, then Tee wouldn’t have kept
the map, and wouldn’t have kept searching here.”
“But how would he know it wasn’t off the island?”
Will considered it. “Because the men he marooned were still here, their skeletons
anyway. And they must have left Tee a message.”
“A message?”
“Some kind of sign. A sign that they moved the treasure, so Captain Tee couldn’t find it.”
“Why?”
“Don’t be dopey. Tee marooned them. They had no way to get back at him other than
take away his treasure, but they couldn’t take it anywhere, so they had to move it, hide it from
him.” Will closed his eyes and paced as he imagined. “There they were, marooned. They would
have known that they wouldn’t have long to live. Tee took with him the shovels, but that
wouldn’t stop them. They would have used their hands, sticks, anything. They would have dug
up the treasure and …what? Not thrown it in the water, Tee could have found it when he
returned, or it might even have washed up on shore again. It would have had to have been a
better plan than that.”
“So they reburied it.”
“Right. But where?”
The both looked around at the island rising from the shallow basin in which they were
standing. It could be anywhere, they thought. Neither said anything. After a full minute, Will
shook his head and sat down on the edge of the hole, his sneakers dangling just above the

94

bottom. Zelda sat down next to him.
“We could start digging places,” Zelda said.
Will looked at her without blinking. He shook his head. “What was it the book said: we’d
have better luck getting a part time job.”
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14. Bit Of Mystery

Grandpa Fez sipped his tea and looked out at Zelda and Will from behind the rising
steam. “You’ve got yourselves a bit of a mystery,” he said. “I do think you’re right about Tee’s
men moving the treasure. That makes sense.” He took another sip. “But where is the real
question. By now the ground would have settled and there’d be no way to tell where they
reburied it.” Another sip. “Tricky.”
“But there has to be, Grandpa.”
He nodded and looked into his tea. “We just need to figure out where they would have
hidden it. What would they have been thinking when they dug up the treasure chest?”
Will answered first. “That they wanted to keep it as far away from Captain Tee as they
could.”
“They were probably mad that they couldn’t get off the island,” Zelda said.
“They’d be tired from digging it up with their hands. That was a deep hole.”
“And they’d probably want to know what was in it.”
“But they wouldn’t have a key.”
“So they’d be madder.”
“And hungry.”
“So even madder!” Zelda grinned and shrugged her shoulders. “I get mad when I get
hungry; that’s what my mom says.”
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Grandpa Fez seemed amused. “So we have two hungry, angry, and curious pirates, who
want to hide this treasure somewhere where Captain Tee can’t find it when he comes back.
They don’t have shovels. They want to get off the island, but you
found bones, so we can suppose that they didn’t. That means
they chose a place to hide the treasure, then dug down with their
hands, and covered it up so Tee wouldn’t find it. And they must
have done it well, because if Tee had discovered it, his greatgreat-grandson wouldn’t have paid me a visit.” Zelda and will
nodded. “Now, where?” He drank the cooling tea and put his cup
back down. “Take me through what you would do if you were the
marooned pirates. Think it through.”
Zelda and Will looked at each other. “Well, I guess I’d want to throw it in the water,”
Zelda said. “At least at first.” She turned to Will. “But like you said, some of it might have
washed back up, so I guess maybe if one of us thought of that, one of them might have too.”
Grandpa Fez smiled at Zelda. “Don’t get hung up. What would you two do once you
ruled out throwing it into the bay?”
“Look for a spot on the island that Tee wouldn’t suspect,” Will offered. Zelda questioned
him.
“What kind of place would that be? He’d know it was hidden somewhere on the island.”
They all sat silent for a moment. Grandpa Fez leaned back in his chair and steepled his
fingers in front of him. After a couple of minutes, it became clear that he was waiting for Zelda
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and Will to figure things out. They looked at each other, and each waited for the other to speak.
After another full minute, Will broke the silence.
“It seems like they would want to bury the treasure as far from where Tee had hidden it
as they could,” he said.
“Or as close…”
Will and Grandpa Fez looked at Zelda.
“Captain Tee wouldn’t think of looking right next to the place he hid it,” she explained.
“But what if he got it just a little wrong to start, you know, paced it off and just missed
by a little bit. Then couldn’t he accidentally dig up his treasure? Or if it wasn’t where he thought
it was going to be, he might think he was wrong, even if he wasn’t, and dig all around the area.”
Zelda bit her lip. “You’re right. It must be far away.”
Will exhaled loudly and turned toward Grandpa Fez. “Do you remember any more of the
story after Captain Tee marooned the two pirates?” he asked.
Grandpa Fez smiled. “Only a little that concerns the two Tee left behind, and that form
years after the Peacock left the bay.” He scooted forward in his chair. “Years after what I’ve
already told you, Tee decided that he would retire form pirating. Not many people do that;
most pirates have pretty bad finishes.” He pointed a finger at the book by Zelda’s side. “Pirate’s
Plunder will tell you that. But it was Tee’s idea that he would collect the treasure he’d buried all
over the Pacific and set himself up as king of some island in the middle of the ocean. Of course
that isn’t how it turned out, not even close.
“The men who sailed with Tee in his final years talked about how different he was, how
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strange and angry. He managed to find all of the treasure chests he’d buried with the exception
of that one, but you see, he’d put some of his most precious treasure in that chest. You
remember that he marooned the men just after the taking of Sham’s ship, and that was one of
his greatest prizes. That, plus the treasure he’d already accumulated made that chest the most
important he could find. And he couldn’t find it.”
“What did he do?”
“He looked, Zelda. He looked. When he found that the treasure wasn’t where he’d put
it, he knew that the men had tricked him.” Grandpa Fez raised his opulent eyebrows. “And that
made him mad.
“The story gets a little fuzzy here. Some say the captain spent months on the island,
digging and swearing, and got so obsessed with finding the treasure that he didn’t even notice
when his own boat drifted away. Other stories say he decided that the two sailors had figured
out a way to sail off with his treasure, and that the pursued them in the Peacock until he was
lost in a storm off the coast of Guam. Still others say that Captain Tee found the two men’s
skeletons lying right next to the place where he’d hidden his chest, and that their arms were
pointing off in four different directions, a final mock of their marooner. There are other stores,
but no one knows for sure. I certainly don’t.”
“What do you think?” Zelda asked her grandfather.
Grandpa Fez looked serious. “Until Tee’s great-great-grandson came to visit, I didn’t
have any idea,” he said. “But by the time he left I’d found out what they believe in the captain’s
family.”
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“What’s that?”
“Relax. Sit back down. I’ve given it a bit of thought, and I believe that it went something
like this: Captain Tee came back to the island alone; he wouldn’t have trusted anyone, except
maybe Yonson, to help him. By the time he’d sailed back to San Francisco after collecting all of
his treasure chests, he must have gotten rid of most of his crew, knowing that he didn’t want to
share with anyone. So he would have rowed himself from the Peacock to the island and used
his map to find where he’d buried the treasure. On the way to the spot, he found two
skeletons, and knew that the sailors he’d marooned were dead.
“Next, he found a big hole where he’d buried the chest, and he knew that they’d come
up with a plan to keep him from having his treasure. He didn’t waste time bemoaning this
betrayal; as a pirate he was used to double-crossing and deception. He knew a thing or two
about revenge, too.
“Instead of getting mad, he got busy.
“Tee’s great-great-grandson told me that
Captain Tee searched for two weeks, pushing his
sword deep into the ground to check if it hit
anything hard, like a treasure chest. When it did, he
dug up the ground and time after time found rocks,
never his treasure.
“All this time, Tee’s first mate, Yonson, brought him food from the Peacock. Yonson had
gotten old, and given up caring about his appearance. A thick grey beard sprouted from the left

100

side of his face. Halfway across his mouth the whiskers stopped and gave way to the mass of
scar tissue that made up the rest of his face. Yonson had stayed loyal as no one else had, but
Tee was so paranoid that he still sent his mate away every day, so he could search the island
alone.
“Nothing worked.
“It’s here that Tee’s great-great-grandson didn’t want to say any more. I got the feeling
that he was embarrassed about what happened next. You see, Captain Tee had been searching
for so long, he was starting to go a bit nutty. One day, nearly a month after Tee had started
searching, Yonson rowed up to the island with food for the day, and found Tee looking down at
the hole where he’d hidden his treasure, just standing there, staring. Yonson couldn’t get him
to say anything.
“Finally, Yonson took him by the shoulder and shook
him. Nothing. ‘Cap’n,” he said. Nothing. “Cap’n!’ he yelled,
and you know Yonson could yell. Nothing.
“Yonson put down the food and picked up his
captain. Still Tee just stared off into space. Yonson loaded
him into the little boat and rowed him back to the Peacock.
From there they sailed out of the bay for good.
“Yonson took Tee back to Monterey, and a woman
he’d married years before. The whole time Tee said nothing.

101
His wife took him into her house and sat him in front of a window that faced the sea. Yonson
said goodbye. Tee didn’t even blink his good eye.
“The great-great-grandson said that Captain Tee spent the rest of his days at that
window. For years he said nothing, and then occasionally his wife would hear him humming a
shanty, or mumbling strange words, like ‘Shams’ or ‘Fate’ or Kanakas.’ Eventually, he died.”
“What happened to the map?”
“It went to Tee’s son, a grocer, who considered it, and all stories of pirating, worthless.
After that it was his grandson’s, who wanted to go searching, but got distracted by politics.
Finally, his great-grandson found it tucked away in the toe of an old boot. He was too old to go
digging, so he gave it to his son.”
“The man who came to see you. The man we saw on the bay.”
“The same. And now he has picked up where his great-great-grandfather left off.”
“But that still doesn’t tell us where it’s hidden.”
“It does not.”
“You said he searched the island for a whole month?” Grandpa Fez nodded. “And he
only found rocks.”
“That’s right.”
“Maybe it’s not even on the island,” Will said, crossing his arms.
“Don’t mope,” Zelda scolded. “Anyway, if it wasn’t on the island, where did it go?”
“I don’t know.”
“I said don’t mope. Just because Tee didn’t find it doesn’t mean we won’t.”
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Will hesitated before he answered. “Okay.”
“Okay. Now where would they have hidden it?”
“That’s the question we started with!”
Grandpa Fez leaned forward. “That should give us all something to think about. It’s
about time to go home, but when you come back, I look forward to hearing what you two have
come up with.”
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15. An Answer

The wind pushed Zelda and Will’s boat over the waves like a stone skipping on a flat
lake. The waves were choppy, however, their tips blown white by the wind, and Zelda had to
hold on tight to keep steering toward the little island. Will sat in the front of the boat and
stared straight ahead. He’d given up looking at the map; the wind was too strong and he ran
the risk of having the paper blow into the bay.
Not that it mattered all that much, at least not any more. After the day with Grandpa
Fez, they had been frustrated by not being able to figure out where the treasure might be, but
that night after they got home, Zelda had discovered what they hoped would be the answer.
She’d been so excited that without asking, she’d phoned Will well after bedtime, and
they almost got in trouble (and would have been grounded from sailing) but when Zelda’s mom
saw how excited she was about what she’d found in the oft renewed Pirate’s Plunder, she’d
laughed and forgiven her. She did, however, make her hang up the phone.
Since then, things had been going in super-fast motion. They’d met at the marina and
loaded their gear in a rush. They’d passed the first buoy quickly and even the wind seemed to
encourage them to hurry to Tee’s island.
“Look,” Zelda said, pointing toward a sail near ahead of them. It was tacking hard, trying
to beat against the wind. The sail obscured their view of its captain, but he little boat looked
familiar.
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“Should we turn like we’re going another direction?” Zelda asked. Will shook his head.
“Too late. Look casual.”
The boat tacked again and Zelda and Will saw the single person inside at the same time
he saw them. As their eyes met, Zelda had to turn the tiller to avoid running into the other
boat. The wind was pushing them so fast that the two boats were only beside each other for an
instant, but in those split seconds the great-great-grandson of Captain Tee raised his fist, bared
his teeth, and let out a hearty ‘Arrrrrrr!’ that Zelda and Will
could hear above the roar of the wind.
And then he was gone, his back to them before
they could see the smile beneath his pointed mustache.
Zelda sailed to the far side of the island and they hoped the
other boat wouldn’t come back.
They waited.
It didn’t.
After ten minutes of nervous patience, Zelda
grabbed her backpack and shovel and headed onshore. Will secured the boat and followed. By
the time he caught up with her, Zelda was standing at the top of one of the small hills scanning
the island. Will joined her.
“See any?” he asked. She shook her head without taking her hand from above her eyes.
“No, wait.” She pointed. “Maybe that?”
Will followed her down the hill to the softball sized hump of dirt. Zelda crouched over
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the dirt, poking it with a stick. “Just dirt,” she said after turning the pile over. “Nothing.”
Will pressed his lips together. They’d almost lost hope after meeting with Grandpa Fez, and
then found it again in the pages of Pirate’s Plunder when Zelda read:

And what, you’ll ask, if a pirate were to lose his map?
Simply put: the prognosis was not good.
Rumor has it that some pirates were at least bright
enough to know the extent of their own stupidity, a trait
too often absent in the recidivist rascals of this more
modern age. These ancient sea rats invented ways of
finding their buried booty without the benefit of a map
they knew they would lose.
By planting a hearty, but non-native flower, tree, or bush
on top of the buried cache, a forgetful pirate could return
to the scene and simply look for the plant that didn’t
belong. All he would have to do then is dig it up, plant and
all, and collect his treasure.
For pirates without a handy stash of non-native plants on
board, landmarks could serve in place of an “X” to mark
any spot. By remembering that the treasure was beneath
the giant redwood by the cove, or in the shade of the
sharp peaked mountain at noon in June, a pirate could
avoid needing a shrubbery or a map. Loggers and
volcanoes wreaked havoc with this type of pirate
retirement savings, but neither were prevalent in the
golden age of the buccaneers.
But probably the best way of finding out where treasure
is buried –if one finds oneself without a map or a clue– is
to think like a gopher.
This may sound goofy, until you remember just how
much people love chocolate.
Now pirate captains loved chocolate more than most
people because they often had the means to acquire more
than their fair share of chocolate. Often some of this
would make its way into the treasure chests along with
gold and jewels; as aware as they were about a great many
nautical things, pirates didn’t know much about proper
food storage.
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Add to this piratical love of chocolate three other facts: 1)
gophers love chocolate just as much as pirates, 2) gophers
have a great sense of smell, and 3) they can burrow
through almost anything, and all an intrepid treasure
seeker need do is search for a pattern of gopher holes in
order to discern the location of the buried loot. Be
warned, however, that some of the treasure will already
have found a new home in the belly of a gopher.

“This isn’t going to work,” Will said after poking at several potential gopher holes.
“There wouldn’t be any gophers on a little island like this. How could they even have gotten
here?” He exhaled through his mouth, sounding surprisingly like a horse. Zelda laughed. “Be
quiet. Hey, let me see that book again.”
Zelda produced Pirate’s Plunder and they reread the passage about pirates without
maps. “Plants?” Zelda suggested, remembering that Grandpa Fez thought that was a neat
pirate fact.
Will shook his head. “The pirates who buried the treasure would have had no reason to
want to find it again.”
Zelda frowned. “You’re right.” Pacing, she kicked at the shaggy brown grass that grew all
over the island like the hair on her father’s arms. “I suppose that rules out the reference points
too.”
“Even if they had used reference points,” Will answered, “none of the references would
still be the same. My teacher told us that all the redwoods that used to grow around here got
cut down when people wanted to build houses. Anything the pirates would have seen would be
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gone too.”
“So what should we do?”
“Search, I guess.”
“Captain Tee searched for weeks and he didn’t find anything.”
“At least there are two of us.”
“Big help.”
“Do you have a better idea?”
She didn’t; they searched. For a while they searched together, Will poking the ground
with his shovel, Zelda taking longer between stops, but digging deep holes in places she
thought promising. Later they split up, Will trying, foolishly perhaps, to dig up any plants that
looked out of place. He got tired. Zelda on the other hand, stuck to the edge of the beach
where the sand became dirt. She wouldn’t have been able to explain it to Will if he’d asked, but
she had a feeling that the treasure was somewhere they hadn’t considered. Sadly, neither
found a thing.
They met again, now almost ten hours after starting their day, at the pit where Tee had
originally buried his treasure. Neither said a word. Will’s Dodgers hat was smudged with dirt.
The sole of Zelda’s sneaker was coming off. It snapped against her foot as she swung her shoes
over the spikey green grass at the bottom of the pit. Together they sat on the edge of the hole
and watched the sun go down over the island. Finally, when twilight made everything the blue
of summer night, they stood up and walked back to the boat.
“We should get back,” Will said.
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“Yeah.”
“You want to steer or me?”
“You can,” Zelda said.
They pushed of and sailed for home. It
was getting darker and they turned on the
green, red, and white lights that would tell
other ships where they were. Will steered and
Zelda leaned back and closed her eyes. It had been a long day. They hadn’t brought enough
snacks.
“Zelda?”
“Yeah?” She opened her eyes.
“Do you remember what the hole looked like that we were sitting in?”
“Yeah, about a yard deep. It looked like it had been dug a long time ago.”
“Right. That was what I thought too. Now why did you think it was dug a long time
ago?” She gave him a curious look.
“The pirates lived a long time ago.”
“Right, but why did the hole look like it was old?”
“I guess because the sides were rounded and it had grass growing inside of it. If it was
more recent, it would just be dirt.”
“And what kind of grass is growing inside the hole?”
Zelda looked at him and tipped her head forward. “What do you mean? It’s just grass.”
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“Think about it, Zelda,” he prompted her. She watched the black water of the bay slide
past the hull of their boat. “Think about the grass.”
“It was just grass,” she said at last. “Just green grass.”
“Right.”
“What?”
“Green grass.”
Zelda’s eyes widened and she met Will’s eager face. “Green! The rest of the grass on the
island is brown, isn’t it?”
Will smiled and nodded. “Even if the pirates didn’t want to indicated where they
reburied the treasure, winds could have flown in seeds. When those seeds landed on the places
they’d dug, new grass –a different kind of grass, one that stayed green during summer, not
brown– could have taken root.”
“But that’s the only place on the island with that grass,” Zelda said.
“Which means…”
“That’s the only place on the island the pirates ever dug.”
“And if we found their skeletons they didn’t get off the island with the treasure.”
“So the treasure is still there!”
“Right! It’s still where they buried, it, where Tee would never think to look, underneath
the hole where Tee had hidden it!”
“No wonder Tee couldn’t find it. He thought it had been moved away, not below.”
“And it drove him nuts.”
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16. Complications

Zelda called Grandpa Fez as soon as she got home. The voice on the other end of the
line sounded tired, but as soon as Zelda got to the part where they finally realized where the
treasure had to be, Grandpa Fez seemed to perk up. He asked questions and got Zelda to agree
to stop over to see him before she and Will set out the next day.
Zelda was so excited it took her a long time to fall asleep. When she finally did, her
dreams were of pirates.
The next morning came late for Zelda. Her mother, being a good parent, made sure that
she ‘got the sleep her body needed.’ That meant that as long as Zelda’s curtains kept the sun
out and until she woke up on her own, morning was simply out of luck. So, it seemed, was Will
and the treasure hunt.
Will called Zelda’s house at eight in the morning and was told politely that she was still
asleep. When he called back at nine, the answer, cordial, was the same. At ten the tone was
businesslike: “Still asleep. I can have her call you when she wakes up.” So Will waited.
At noon Zelda ate lunch, at least poking at the macaroni and cheese her mother put in
front of her. By 12:30, when her mother told her about Will’s calls, she was ready to call back.
The phone rang once, and Will had it before it rang a second time. Zelda apologized;
Will shushed her, and they agreed on the plan. Will got quiet when she told him that she’d
promised Grandpa Fez that they’d stop by before they left.
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Zelda’s mother dropped her off in front of Grandpa Fez’s building where Will was
waiting for her. “Thanks for coming with me,” she said. It was two o’clock. Will forced a smile.
“It’s okay, but we really need to get going, Zelda.”
“It’ll just take a minute. Really.”
They went upstairs, bypassing the front desk where the woman who usually announced
their arrival was busy with a short man and his yapping dog. They went up the elevator and
walked together to Grandpa Fez’s room. The door was ajar.
That the door was open was normal, or would have been if the woman at the desk had
called up. She hadn’t.
Zelda heard voices coming from inside and stopped in the hall. Will made it a step
farther toward the door, looked in, and pressed himself to the wall. He motioned Zelda to do
the same with such energy that she did. Without making a sound, his mouth formed the words:
“Look inside.” She did.
There, in the middle of the room, stood Grandpa Fez and Captain Tee’s great-greatgrandson with his finger pointing at the old
man’s chest.
Zelda pulled back around the corner
and looked at Will. He widened his eyes and
shook his head, not knowing exactly what
to do.
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They listened in silence and heard Grandpa Fez’s voice, but couldn’t make out what he
was saying. This went on for what seemed like several minutes, the other man occasionally
adding a word or two that wasn’t loud enough to be understood clearly. Zelda and Will pushed
closer to the door.
Suddenly Zelda heard the slap of a hand hitting something. Will heard it too and pulled
Zelda away from the doorway. Then there was movement inside and both retreated behind a
corner in the hall.
Peeking around, they saw Captain Tee’s great-great-grandson exit Grandpa Fez’s room
with his hands in his pockets and an air of nonchalance. They watched him whistle and walk
away down the hallway in the other direction.
When he reached the elevator he pushed the
button and rocked back and forth from his heels to
his toes, waiting, still whistling. The elevator came,
he walked in, and the doors closed after him.
As the doors shut, Zelda and Will ran into
the room and found Grandpa Fez slumped in his
overstuffed chair. He looked up as they rushed in
and offered a pinched smile. “Hi, kids,” he said,
standing.
“We saw him, Grandpa,” Zelda started. “He
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didn’t see us. Did he hit you?”
Grandpa Fez shook his head. “I’m fine, Zelda. You’re sure he didn’t see you?” Zelda
nodded. “Good. And you, young Will?”
“No. Zelda and I were around the corner.”
“Good. Good.”
“What did he want?” asked Zelda.
“Well the treasure, of course. But also to warn me to stay out of his business.”
“Did he find out you made a copy of his map?”
“I don’t think so, Will, but he does believe we’re up to something.”
“We?” Zelda made the word a question.
“Yes. He mentioned seeing you two near what he’s calling his island.”
“How did he know who we are?”
Grandpa Fez lifted a framed photograph of Zelda and her mother. “I guess I’m a little
too proud of my girls.”
“So he knows we’ve been out there,” said Will.
“This means we’ve got to hurry,” said Zelda.
Grandpa Fez raised his finger and took on a serious tone. “Oh heavens,” he said. “We’d
better just forget the treasure.”
“But Grandpa, we know where it is!”
“We weren’t thinking before,” added Will. “It has to be buried just below where Tee put
it. That’s why he never found the treasure. He thought the pirates had moved it somewhere
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else on the island, not just deeper into the ground.”
Grandpa Fez’s eyes brightened, and then he narrowed them and any excitement
seemed to vanish. “It may be,” he said. “But that doesn’t mean we ought to try to dig it up.” He
paused to inhale deeply through his nose. Exhaling, he added: “No, it’s too risky. He said that
he’d have the treasure within a week and that we should just stay away and let him find it.”
“But we know where it is!” Zelda said. “We could have it tonight.”
Grandpa Fez pressed his lips together. “I know, I know. This is exciting, but he could go
out there any time. If he found you…” He let his voice trail off.
“He wouldn’t go out after dark,” Will said softly.
“What?”
“Well, if it was dark and he didn’t know where the treasure was buried, it wouldn’t
make sense to work that much harder to find it without daylight.”
“We could go out tonight!” Zelda said, louder this time.
“I don’t know, Zelda. This fellow seems serious.”
“But Grandpa, Will is right, he wouldn’t go out after dark. We could sail out, dig up the
treasure, and be back without him even knowing.”
Zelda found herself standing, looking back and forth between Will and Grandpa Fez.
She’d run out of things to say, and was ready to run down to the boat right then and set out
with her shovel. “Well?” she asked, hoping one of them would say something. It was Grandpa
Fez who spoke first.
“It’s too dangerous, Zelda. If something went wrong…”

115
“Nothing will! Nothing could! Grandpa, we’d be careful. We know our way out there and
we know right where the pit is. We could be back by ten, if we hurried, and–”
“No, Zelda, your grandpa is right.”
Zelda looked at Will with her mouth still open. She
wanted to object, but still couldn’t believe what he was
saying. Grandpa Fez stood and picked up his bottle of
window cleaner. “He’s a smart one, Zelda,” he said,
squirting blue cleaner on the pane and rubbing it away with
a paper towel. “I’d listen to him.”
Zelda looked at the back of her grandfather’s
sweater, and then at Will. He gave her a purposeful wink,
held his palm up, and spoke so Grandpa Fez could hear him. “No, we should just stop now. We
know that we know where the treasure is, and that’s the real fun of it. We don’t need to go out
there again. We can just have a great rest of the summer.”
Zelda couldn’t believe it, and she started to tell Will so before he mouthed another
silent “Be quiet” and put his hand over her mouth.
“Thank you for the warning,” he said to Grandpa Fez. Zelda thought she saw him smiling
in the reflection of the clean window. “I guess we’d better get going.”
“Sure you don’t want a snack?” he asked, turning and putting down the window cleaner.
“Some nuts, maybe?”
“No thanks.”
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“Okay. Sorry about that, kids, but you can still have a nice rest of the vacation.”
“We will.”
“Then I’ll see you both soon, I hope.”
“For sure,” said Zelda. “Come on, Will. Say goodbye.”
“Goodbye, sir.”
“Goodbye, kids. Have fun.”
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16. That Pirate Spirit

Zelda was not having fun. Will pulled her from her grandpa’s building, out onto the
sidewalk, tugging on her arm as if he was a puppy playing tug-of-war with a sock. Zelda pulled
back, finally separating herself from Will with a loud “Hey!”
She rubbed the elbow of her freed arm and looked at Will gloomily. “You didn’t have to
do that, you know. It’s not like we’re in a hurry.” She scrunched her nose and raised her voice in
mockery of his performance: “Zelda, your grandpa’s right.” A snort escaped as her nose
unscrunched itself. “Come on, Will.”
He stood with his hands on his hips, his mouth a tight line across the middle of his face,
his eyes staring hard from beneath the brim of his Dodgers cap. Zelda waited for him to defend
himself. He stared at her.
She repeated her imitation: “Oh, yes, sir, it’s too dangerous. We won’t go. Oh, no, sir.”
When she opened her eyes again she could see that he hadn’t moved. It was uncanny. She
quieted. “I’m sorry,” she said after an uncomfortable moment.
“You really are a dope,” he said at last. “I don’t even know if your grandpa believed it,
but you’re nutty if you think we aren’t going to go dig up the treasure.”
“What?”
“Come on, Zelda.” He shook his head. “I can’t believe that you bought that.”
“Bought what?”
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“Come on, Zelda. Let’s get down to the dock.”
It took longer than they figured to get underway. A new class of beginners were just
finishing up and it was taking them a long time to stow the sails and learn how to tie up the
little boats properly. While they were waiting, Zelda and Will found that their shovels were
missing from the spot they’d stored them at the boathouse. It took almost an hour to convince
one of the groundskeepers that it would be safe for him to loan them a shovel. That done, they
still had to go through a bit of a shouting match with Winston, the monkey faced boy, over who
would be able to take out the first free sailboat.
At their instructor’s suggestion, they settled by
the fairest process of all: Rock-Paper-Scissors. Winston
lost (scissors) and fumed. Will and Zelda climbed aboard
the boat, stowed their city owned shovel, and shoved
off.
The wind proved uncooperative. The trip that
had taken them no more than an hour and a half now
dragged on for more than three. Zelda and Will traded
off steering, each taking a turn at trying to get the boat
to go as fast as it could in the slight wind. The sun lowered, coming close to the tops of the
golden hills.
Zelda was at the tiller when she broke the silence they’d been sailing in. “What do you
think will be in the treasure chest?” she asked.
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Will shrugged. “Gold maybe, or jewels.”
“Money, I’ll bet,” said Zelda. “I wonder how much.”
“What should we do with all of it?”
“I guess I hadn’t thought of that.”
“We should give some of it to your grandpa.”
“Yeah. He’d like that. But then he’ll know we went to dig it up.”
“He might already have figured that out.”
“How?”
“Zelda, you didn’t get what I was doing, but I don’t know that I fooled your grandpa.”
“You probably did.”
“Don’t flatter yourself. Anyway, of course he’ll find out. We’ll probably get in the
newspaper. But by then we’ll be back safely and he can just be happy for us.”
“He will be, you know. He really liked all the stuff I read to him from that pirate book.”
They sailed on, in the orange glow of the setting sun, each of them thinking of what they
might buy with half a pirate’s fortune. They arrived at the island at dusk.
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Zelda grabbed the borrowed shovel and followed Will ashore. The island looked
different now, spookier. Will led the way with their only flashlight and Zelda stayed close, so
she wouldn’t get left behind. Finding the pit in the dark took them longer than it had in the
daylight, and when they got there Zelda fell in on top of the shovel.
“Be careful,” Will whispered.
“Okay,” Zelda whispered back. She got up, shaking her shoulders back into place. The
fall had really hurt. “Why are we whispering?”
Will held the flashlight so as to illuminate the bottom half of his face. “I don’t know,” he
said in his best spooky voice. “More dramatic?”
“Quiet. Flash the light down here.”
He did, the beam brightening the bottom of the hole. “Are you okay to dig?”
Zelda moved her shoulders in small circles. “I think so.” She plunged the shovel into the
bottom of the hole. The first scoop tore away a patch of grass. She could feel it in her shoulder
when she lifted the shovel to dump the dirt over the edge of the hole. Will saw her wince.
“Do you want me to dig a little?” he asked.
Zelda shook her head, which hurt. “No,” she answered. She wanted to be the one to dig
up the treasure.
“You sure?”
“I’m sure.”
“Okay.” Will held the flashlight where Zelda was digging, and watched as she dug six
inches, a foot, a foot and a half, and stopped. The pile of dirt on the edge of the hole looked like
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an anthill. Zelda leaned on the shovel. After a long moment she looked up.
“I guess maybe you’d better dig a little,” she said. “If we’re going to find this treasure
tonight.”
Will hopped in the hole and took the shovel. He handed Zelda the flashlight and she
backed up against the side of the pit to shine it on the place she’d been digging. Will dug. He
attacked the ground with the shovel and was deeper than two feet before he looked up.
“How far down do you think it will be?” he asked, wiping his forehead. “I mean these
guys didn’t have shovels.”
“But they had time. Lots and lots of time. And they hated Captain Tee.”
Will went back to digging.
Now in all their focus on the hole, neither Zelda nor Will heard anyone else on the
island. Truth be told, they were so intent on what they were doing in their little lit pirate pit
that a horde of buccaneers could have landed and neither would have heard them. Maybe this
was best; it allowed Will, undistracted, to go at the last few inches it took to hit something
hard: the treasure chest.
Had he heard or seen what was coming over the little hill behind them, he might have
dropped the shovel and run. Instead, he hit the top of the chest and let out a yelp that startled
Zelda so much she almost dropped the flashlight. “We found it? We found it!” he yelled, and in
seconds both kids were on the ground scrabbling away the dirt.
“Wow! Wow! Wow!” Will sounded like a car alarm.
Zelda, determined, tried to focus him. “Help me get this out of here.”
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“Wow! Wow! Wow!”
The wrestled the treasure chest up onto the edge of Tee’s pit. It was smaller than they’d
expected, about the size of a shoebox, and very heavy. With Zelda pushing and Will pulling,
they got it settled on higher ground. The flashlight forgotten in the struggle pointed its beam
into the wall of the pit.
They let go of the chest. Zelda sat, resting her elbows on her knees. Will put his head
against the chest and closed his eyes. Both realized how tired they were at once. Will moved
first, bending down and picking up the flashlight. He held it up and Zelda brushed dirt from the
tarnished lock. She could see her breath in the cold air as she bent over the chest.
“It’s locked,” she said. “Get the shovel.”
Will found the shovel and handed it to Zelda. With a solid swing, she brought the tip of
the shovel down between the lock and the chest. On the second swing it popped off with a
crunch.
“Wow.”
Zelda tossed the shovel aside. “Now let’s get this open,” she said.
Will joined her, shoulder to shoulder, and together they pushed up the lid of the chest.
The beam of the flashlight reflected off something gold inside. Many gold things.
And then they heard him.
“ARRRR!”
The wail rose like a siren. Zelda and Will both looked up and saw its cause: his body
glowed in the darkness, his sword swung circles above the skull and bones on his pirate hat.
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Beneath its black brim two beady
eyes narrowed. His thin mustache
spiked out from either side of his
pointed nose. “ARRRR!” he repeated.
Will and Zelda screamed at
the same time.
“ARRRR!”
He came at them, one hand
reaching out, the other holding the
sword uplifted, everything glowing.
Will screamed: “It’s Captain
Tee!” and dropped the flashlight.
“ARRRR!”
The pirate came closer. Zelda
grabbed Will’s hand and hung on.
They stared at the glowing apparition, coming closer. “Go away!” Zelda shouted. “Go away!”
“ARRRR!” He shouted back, but something sounded different.
“This is our treasure,” Zelda yelled. Will straightened beside her.
“Go away!” he screamed. “You’re dead! Don’t haunt us!” Shaking, he stood his ground.
This time the “Arrrr” that came from the glowing pirate was tinged with what might
have sounded like a chuckle.
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“You heard them,” came another voice. “It’s their treasurer, Cap’n. Leave them alone!”
Zelda and Will turned to see whose somewhat familiar voice was confronting the pirate
and speaking up on their behalf.
Zelda gasped and Will let out a soft
sound that would have reminded
you of a fish jumping out of the
water. In front of them, on the hill
above stood a second ghostly figure,
this one with a full set of sidewhiskers and a glowing red fez. “Go
back, Cap’n, to wherever you belong.
These treasure hunters deserve the
plunder!”
“It’s–”
Zelda’s voice stopped in her throat. She looked at Will, and then back at the shimmering
figures. They were getting nearer to each other and approaching the edge of the pit. Will was
standing straight now, strong as Zelda was, both determined to finish their own adventure,
ghosts or no ghosts. But then these weren’t really ghosts.
Zelda, regaining her breath, opened her mouth and, as if she were a sailor on board the
Peacock, yelled as loudly as her lungs would let her: ““ARRRR!”
Both glowing pirates froze, their arms still above their heads. They looked at each other,
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and the silence that followed Zelda’s pirate yell was replaced by laughter. The first pirate
dropped his sword and put his hands on his knees. The second pirate hugged his sides and bent
forward, his face almost to the ground. When he straightened up his false whiskers had fallen
off. It was Grandpa Fez.
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18. Plunder

Zelda and Will stared at Grandpa Fez as he bent to pick up his false whiskers. He
couldn’t stop laughing. The other pirate came over and gave Grandpa Fez a one armed hug, and
they stood together, glowing, laughing, and looking at Zelda and Will.
“Bravo!” said Grandpa Fez, as soon as he could speak. “Bravo, kids. You showed more
courage than a ship full of pirates.” He kneeled down next to the treasure chest and patted
each of their shoulders. “Impressive. Impressive. Nicely done.”
“But…” Zelda wasn’t sure what to say. She looked over at Will. He was rubbing his finger
and thumb together and watching their tips glow from where she’d touched the shoulder
Grandpa Fez’s hand had patted.
“This is the glowing stuff you use at Halloween,” he said.
“Grandpa Fez?”
“Great job finding the treasure chest,” he said, sitting down on the edge of the pit. That
took some thinking and a lot of hard work.”
The other man crouched down next to Grandpa Fez and held his hand out to Zelda. “You
showed some guts,” he said. “When I was your age I would have been off this island as soon as I
saw the skull and crossbones.” Zelda shook his hand as he introduced himself. “Rod Tiggs. I
helped your grandfather with this little charade.”
Grandpa Fez put his hands on the chest and spoke with a smile. “I needed Rod’s help to
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get this chest out here. He’s my physical therapist.” Tiggs shook hands with Will.
“What about Captain Tee?” asked Zelda. “Was that another one of your Richard Nixon
stories?”
“Those Nixon stories are true.” Grandpa Fez ruffled Zelda’s hair. “And so is the story
about Captain Tee. Except that he didn’t come back and find the chest; someone else did. I had
the story from my father, so I knew about this island and had the map. When you got so curious
about Pirate’s Plunder I thought you might like a little treasure hunt of your own.
“The chest was your great- grandfather’s. It’s yours now.”
“But–”
“No buts about it. Now rumor has it that you’ve got some chocolate amongst that
plunder. Any chance an old pirate could get his hands on some?”
“Chocolate?”
“Let’s take a look.” Grandpa Fez picked up the flashlight and held it above the open
chest so both Zelda and Will could look inside.
“They’re gold coin candies,” said Zelda, holding one up to the light. “Chocolate.
Hundreds of them.”
Will pulled what looked like a ruby from the chest. “Hard candy,” Grandpa Fez
explained. “You suck on it.”
“And costumes!” Zelda pulled out an eye patch and two black pirate hats. She put one
on and unwrapped a coin. “But if Captain Tee didn’t come back and find the treasure, what
happened?”
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Grandpa Fez unwrapped a chocolate coin. “By the time he came back to dig up his
treasure it was gone. You were right that the two marooned pirates dug up the real treasure
chest, and then hid it in the bottom of the pit where they figured Tee wouldn’t find it. What you
didn’t know was that they got the idea one day, weeks before, when they were sailing from
Hawaii to the mainland, and they got the idea from another sailor: your great-greatgrandfather.”
“The Carpenter?”
“They told stories and hatched plans during those long weeks on the Pacific when
Captain Tee was holed up in his cabin. One was how to steal someone’s buried treasure and
what they’d do if any of them were ever marooned. That happened more than we’d like to
think, and they knew it.”
“So they knew they were going to be marooned?”
“Not exactly, Zelda, but they knew sailing with Captain Tee that someday it was a
possibility. So they came up with a plan. If ever any of them disappeared without explanation,
and they were within sight of land, someone else in the crew would go up to the top mast and
search for them with the spyglass.
“When the red bearded pirate and the Hawaiian turned up missing, Spinner went aloft.”
“Did he see them?”
“He had the best eyes onboard.”
“Then what?”
“Well, he came down and told the Carpenter, who told a few others in the crew. The
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next day, when Captain Tee weighed anchor and took the Peacock out to sea, he found a
longboat missing and five of his crew gone.”
“Who?”
“Spinner, Mister Blott, the Carpenter, Fate, and the big Hawaiian who knew all those
languages.”
“Did he chase them?”
“He counted his treasure to make sure nothing had been stolen, and when he saw it
hadn’t been touched he figured they’d jumped ship and gone into San Francisco. It would have
taken more time to track them down than simply capture five new sailors, so he sailed away.”
“And the Carpenter rescued the two pirates on the island and they dug up the treasure.”
“That’s right. Good candy. And with some of the gold they outfitted a schooner and set
sail for Hawaii and the island where the Carpenter had hidden the real treasure underneath the
bird’s nest.” Grandpa Fez smiled. “But that’s another story.”

