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Chapter One

April 8th, 1678, a Friday

Falling into the brilliant blue water of the West Indies 
was like a slap to the face delivered by a pretty woman.

I had a brief moment to admire the view before that 
wench stole my breath away. The blow would not have been 
quite so hard, had I dived off the deck of the Horner in a sane 
and rational manner. However, I had to play the fool and slip 
off the main yard arm, at the time a good twenty feet above 
the sea. My headlong plunge into the water nearly knocked 
me senseless, and I floated beneath the waves for a good fif-
teen seconds before I could see straight.

The battle between ships raged on above me, but sub-
merged as I was, the boom of the cannons was but a distant 
noise, not near enough to be a concern. From my vantage, the 
ships loomed above me, two indistinguishable dark shapes. 
In the clear water around me, exotic fish darted in and out 
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of sight. Lucky fish. They were oblivious to the drama taking 
place on the surface, not at all alarmed about the debris float-
ing down to the depths, nor interested in the glimmering bits 
of gold or brass that trailed bubbles as they sank.

I was less of a curiosity to them, and I was sure they didn’t 
know what to make of me, though I supposed it wouldn’t 
stop them from nibbling on my flesh once I was dead. And 
I would have been dead in short order, if I hadn’t have done 
something about it and quick.

In my overcoat, my arms were leaden and useless. I 
shrugged out of the fancy garment — awarded to me by the 
Dutch court — and thrashed upward toward salvation.

My progress was solid and the surface drew nearer. And 
then things got complicated. One of the vessels floating over-
head suddenly lost buoyancy. The ship lurched and then 
plunged toward the bottom, her tender hull rudely breeched 
along her side, her rigging trailing in a long string overhead. 
She did not go quietly to her wet grave. The wake of her pass-
ing pulled at me like the tentacles of some hideous beast lurk-
ing below, eager to devour my body and soul. The spirits of 
the Abyss within the beast called out, but I refused to heed 
them. The other lost souls trapped on that sinking ship would 
have to appease the creature’s unnatural hunger.

I had things to do and wasn’t about to die. I had been 
called upward.

Just as my air ran out and the blackness threatened to 
overtake me, I exploded to the surface. Sweet and salty air 
greeted me, a just reward for my efforts. The Good Book said, 
“Hope deferred makes the heart sick, but when the desire 
comes, it is a tree of life.” That proverb was never more apt 
than at that moment, when my sole desire had been for air 
to breathe.
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After a time of enjoying my relief, I glanced at my sur-
roundings. Debris littered the surface of the water. Things 
bobbed both near and far, things reminiscent of rails and 
sails and other bits of ship. Somewhere nearby was the vessel 
that survived this fight. I prayed it was the Horner, the Dutch 
brig on which I’d been a passenger.

The second ship was a mystery, having dodged out of 
some hidden cove of these islands and launched an unpro-
voked attack on the good Dutch vessel.

The pressure in my ears equalized and they popped, 
draining water from their canals. I heard the distant noise of 
seagulls crying. Or of someone shouting. Or perhaps both. 
Hard to say.

A vast presence overwhelmed my senses and I turned to 
spy the bulk of a ship behind me, not twenty feet away. The 
trailing end of a rope splashed next to me, and some of the 
seagull cries turned into instructions to grab hold.

My body was a shipwreck of its own, and I had some 
trouble making sense of the entire ordeal. On the other hand, 
how could I refuse such a literal lifeline as this, no matter 
where it led? I wrapped the thick hemp around my arm and 
gripped the rope with my remaining strength. In a single brief 
moment, I was swept up into the sky. This was the end. I was 
being called up, “caught up together with them in the clouds 
to meet the Lord in the air.”

My landing was not in Heaven, though, but on the hard 
wood planks of the ship’s main deck. With my eyes still spin-
ning from my flight, I had no time to see where I was or which 
ship I had the fortune to land upon. Rough hands frisked 
me and came up empty. Not surprising — considering my 
hasty departure from the Horner not ten minutes earlier. The 
hands withdrew, taking whatever support they offered with 
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them. They left me wobbling on weak legs and nowhere to go 
but sprawling against the deck once more. When gravity has 
her say, there’s no use arguing.

While I studied the various tangles of rope, chunks of 
wood, loose cannonballs and other fascinating things at my 
eye level, I heard the men above me rushing along the rail and 
calling to each other.

“Are there others? Any more men?”
Some few, aloft, called back down. “Look abaft! Is that a 

chest? No, not that! Leeward!”
I lifted my head a couple more inches, anxious to discover 

what I could about this ship. Was it the Horner? Were we 
still bound for Curacao? I could not tell. All ships look the 
same after a battle.

Deckhands were picking up debris and throwing the 
useless bits overboard. Anything useful was stowed away 
for future needs. As they drew closer, I wondered what they 
would make of me. Shaking such thoughts from my head, I 
focused on finding out some answers. If I could not recognize 
the ship, then surely I would recognize some of the crew. I 
scanned the men for someone of significance, someone not 
occupied with doing ship things. Someone I might know.

One man fit two-thirds of my criteria. He was a well-pro-
portioned figure in a black coat and peaked black hat. With 
his hair and beard trimmed short, he looked to be in his late 
thirties, but hard living had already turned some of his dark 
hair gray. He certainly looked to be a man of some impor-
tance, but he was not one I had met before. The captain of the 
Horner I knew, having dined with him three times during my 
journey. I had played cards with some of his officers, but this 
man was not one of them. The facts were coming into focus. 



The Pirate Investigator �

I had to be on the other ship. The Horner had succumbed to 
the sea and her crew lost to the deep.

The man in black wasn’t loitering by any means. He stood 
toe-to-toe with a junior sailor, a thin young man whose only 
head covering was a thick patch of brown hair that sprang in 
all directions. The former barked at the latter, his words as 
barbed as any cat-o-nine-tails.

“—of the victuals for a crew that size. And what have we 
got to show for our efforts? None of it, I say! Not a lick of rice, 
barley or beef, not a barrel of water nor a brace of yards for our 
spares! Shall I go on? I won’t even consider the most valuable 
part, the gold or jewels or spice that may have been aboard 
that ship. All of it lost to us! Because of your incompetence!” 
Now the man in black lifted an ominous finger to the other’s 
face. “Think carefully, man. What answer can you give me 
that would persuade me not to have you keel-hauled?”

The man in black clearly meant business if he had already 
mentioned keel-hauling.

The thin one ducked his head. “Captain! A thousand par-
dons! I have no excuse.”

“How long now have you worked with Mr. Davidson? 
Almost two years, by my reckoning. And despite that time, 
despite the hours spent side-by-side with the man, you still 
fail to grasp the difference between crippling a ship and com-
pletely hulling her?”

“Sir, I know. But her guns —” 
“Her guns!” The captain spat over the rail. “It matters not 

if she had twice as many guns on her! We cannot make prizes 
out of sunken ships and we cannot replenish our stores from 
drowned supplies! I’m quite tempted to have you swim for 
those supplies, so don’t anger me further.” He stared at the 
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water for a moment. “And the men! What a waste of lives. 
We might have even found a skilled workman or some other 
men ready to join us. Were we able to pull anyone from the 
wreck? Did anyone survive that onslaught?”

A tall man with a plain kerchief tied around his head 
called out, “We have one here, sir.”

And the dirty rat pointed right at me. I felt I should men-
tion to the tall man that his captain’s questions had been rhe-
torical, but the words wouldn’t come. I didn’t need any of this 
kind of attention. Not until I’d put my brain into gear and 
got my arm and leg muscles to respond. Not until I could 
make some attempt at intelligible speech.

In the end, it didn’t matter what parts of me were in 
which order. Someone yanked me to my feet as the captain 
approached. Gathering my soggy shirt lapels in his large 
hands, he fixed me with his storm-gray eyes. The air around 
me felt stale, with not a breeze to be found.

“This,” he said, “does not look like a sailor to me. Topman? 
Deckhand? Rigger?” He pulled on my lapels, steering me port 
and starboard, considering me from all angles. “Surely not. 
Perhaps a sail-maker or navigator? Are you skilled in some 
way?” His eyes bored into mine. “Well man, speak up. What 
are you?”

My mouth felt strangely dry. I tried to speak — nothing 
came out except odd rasping noises. The captain frowned.

“What is this? Has a seagull taken your tongue?” He 
turned away. “He squawks like an ordinary bird.”

Behind him appeared a young man, a youth who couldn’t 
be a day over eighteen, but who had a strong chin and intelli-
gent eyes. One day this youth would be a force to be reckoned 
with. The young man cleared his throat, tugged his forelock 
as a salute. “Captain, your pardon. I have news.”
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The man in black snorted in my face and shoved me away. 
I sank back to my accustomed place on the deck, my mind 
racing with its own thoughts. As the captain addressed the 
next bit of news, I raised my shaking hands to my face and 
studied them. There were no calluses from hard labor, no tar 
stains from the ropes, no scars from a thousand minor cuts 
and burns. What could I do?

“Go ahead with your news, Peter. Do you come with the 
surgeon’s report?”

“Aye, I’ve come from the surgery, but the report is my 
own, not Mr. Tapling’s.”

“How do you mean? Speak plainly now. What is the 
report?”

The young man, Peter, straightened. “Three are dead, sir, 
and numerous injured. Mostly cuts and scratches that need 
attending to, but not immediately. Sir —” The boy paused. 
“One of the dead is the surgeon himself.”

“Mr. Tapling. Dead.”
“Aye, sir. With your leave, I’d like to help those who need 

it.” He leaned toward his captain. “I see you are bleeding 
yourself. Could it be a splinter in your neck? I should have a 
look at that right away.”

“In a moment, once the business at hand has been at-
tended to.” The captain turned and rested his gaze on the 
thin man he had been berating earlier. “I’ve not forgotten 
about you, Mr. Longsby. If I were not so short of qualified 
men, I’d be inclined to be rid of you once and forever. As it is, 
I’ll have to settle for flogging you at the gratings.”

Longsby fell to his knees. “But Captain —”
“Careful, Mr. Longsby. I’ve not yet decided on the number 

of those lashes. You may await my pleasure at the gratings. 
Mr. Wexford, Mr. Stubbins, if you please.”
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A couple of men took hold of Longsby and spirited him 
elsewhere. I finished up my quick mental tally, adding casual 
torture to the list of offenses perpetrated by this captain and 
his crewmates. Bolstered by my convictions, my legs finally 
hoisted me upright and I took a sturdy step toward the cap-
tain. “You, sir.” I still had a spot of brine in my throat, but at 
least I got something out.

The captain pivoted like a well-greased hinge and fixed 
his gaze upon me. “The crow speaks. What now do you have 
to say for yourself?”

My finger pointed right at him, and I repeated, “You, 
sir —” This was not going the way I wanted. I tugged my 
shirt down, smoothed the wet fabric. “My name is Thomas 
Roberts, part-time diplomat, late of the Horner, the ship you 
sank. Late of Amsterdam, where I was honored by the Dutch 
king himself. Late of London and a scholar of distinction at 
the University there, as well as a natural philosopher and 
theologian.” My arm sprung back up of its own accord, my 
finger on target once more. “And you —”

“Yes?” the captain said.
“You sir, are a filthy pirate!”
His fist was as solid as a cannonball and just as devastat-

ing when it crashed against the prow of my jaw.



Chapter Two

Once again, I was flying. Up past the main yard, the top-
sail yard and nearly to the topgallant yard, past the tangle 
of rigging and canopy of sails, I flew as an ungainly pelican 
through the forest of wood, rope and canvas. At the apex, the 
sun and the wind made me blink away tears. Blind to my own 
fate, I wondered if, like John, I would be called up to the third 
heaven. Surely he never felt this kind of strain on his body 
when he was called. My arms and my shoulders were sore 
from this abuse already.

I fell just as swiftly, the hard deck below charging toward 
me, relentless. At the last moment, with my arms protesting 
in agony, the ropes binding my wrists stiffened and stretched, 
keeping me from shattering against the belly of the ship. I 
hung there for a long moment, catching my breath, and then 
the entire drill was repeated. A dozen hardy men raced aft, 
hauling away at the rope attached to me, and I went flying up 
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toward the sky. They were having a grand old time. Me, I was 
sick of it.

After an even count of ten for this fun, they finally re-
lented and let me sprawl across the deck once more. My body 
shook from the exertion. And then my tormentor, the cap-
tain I had so righteously pegged as a pirate, came along and 
nudged me to my knees.

“Now, my good Mr. Roberts. I am still waiting for an apol-
ogy, to both me and my crew, for calling us pirates. We are 
none of the sort. This is a civilized world and a civilized ship, 
and we are all men of business, not of piracy.” He brushed a 
few wood splinters off his jacket. “As a point of fact, we have a 
commission from the King of England, His Majesty Charles 
the Second, son of our Bonny Charles who lost his head. I 
have all the proper documentation to show this, the Letters 
of Marque that give us free reign to wage war upon England’s 
enemies. We are his de facto navy and he entrusts us with the 
duty to carry out his commands during times of conflict.”

My breath rattled in my throat, and I knew I should have 
kept quiet. But I could not help speaking the truth. “We are 
no longer at war with the Dutch. Didn’t you know?”

“I do know that. And you also know that. And had the 
captain of that ship enough common sense to fly her true 
colors, she would not have fallen under our fire at all! She was 
sporting a French flag, for heaven’s sake. We had no idea she 
was a Dutch ship.”

“But you sank it!”
The captain sighed. “Yes, that was unfortunate. In many 

ways. But that is not the issue we are dealing with at the 
moment. Have you forgotten our little discussion already? 
Shall I run you up the mast a few more times to refresh your
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memory?” He raised his fist and the deckhands snapped to 
attention, the rope growing taut in their grip.

I shook my head. I’d had enough of that. “My apologies, 
sir, for calling you a pirate.”  It wasn’t the truth and it galled 
me to speak it, but some points of fact were debatable.

“Very good, Mr. Roberts. Now that the issue has been 
settled, the only thing that remains is to determine what we 
should do with you.” He nodded at two nearby deckhands 
and they loosened my bonds. “As I have said, and now you 
agree, we are not pirates. We are private citizens on a mission 
from our King to patrol the waters of the West Indies, to find 
ships and to carry out his will against them. We are under no 
obligation to rescue passengers from other vessels.”

“But you sank my ship.”
“We’ve been over this ground already. Perhaps we should 

put you back where we found you. That seems the most just 
and expedient course of action.” He attacked his beard with 
his fingertips, dislodging bits of wood still stuck there. “Unless 
perhaps you can pay for your passage. Have you any coin on 
you? What about wealthy relatives? Can anyone ransom you? 
Do you own land in the islands around here?”

Sadly, I had none of that kind of wealth. My appointments 
in both London and Amsterdam had been brief, with little 
time to invest or build up income. My parents had a little, but 
I could not usurp their living to secure my own. Such a course 
of action did not seem to fit the spirit of “Honor thy Mother 
and thy Father.” I shook my head, a slow wag of disbelief that 
this should be the end. The captain mimicked the gesture.

“Over the side with you, then.” He turned his back and 
flicked his fingers at the gathered deckhands. To the man’s 
credit, the captain ran a brisk ship. I was halfway over the rail 
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before I could gather my senses and call out. “Wait!” There 
was a collective pause. “I could be useful!”

There was no reprieve yet. I hung partway over the rail 
and craned my head sideways to see the captain. His face was 
stony. “Well? How can you be useful?”

“I — I —”
“Out with it!”
“I am a man of letters and of information —”
“Letters? What letters? And what information?”
“I mean, I am a learned man. I know things and can find 

out things —”
“A spy then? For the Dutch?”
“No, I’m not on the side of the Dutch.”
“An English spy. For the treasury offices? Or the 

admiralty?”
“No, no!” This was not at all how I wanted this to go. I 

took a breath and started over. “I am an educated man, and I 
could help you make wise decisions, help you steer the right 
course.” A sailing metaphor, to get the point across. “I was 
trained as a theologian —”

Either the words or the metaphor were lost on him. He 
jerked his head aft, toward the quarterdeck. “We have a navi-
gator and chart reader, and a dozen or more men who already 
read too many books.”

“But you could get another perspective from a man of 
God —”

“We have no use for one of those. Take your books and 
your learning and your God, and go amuse the fish.” He 
turned away. This time he meant it.

“I’m also a natural philosopher — a scientific man. I can 
discover things for you. I can —” I took stock of the men 
surrounding me, noting the scowls and snarls that puckered 



The Pirate Investigator 1�

their faces. It was like waking from a nightmare and finding 
oneself in a bed of thistles. “I can — I can reveal to you the 
man who is stealing from you.”

Those words brought an immediate reaction. The hands 
hauled me back to safety and dropped me down on the deck. 
The men all slunk away, as if they had just remembered some 
other duties they had neglected. The captain, however, thun-
dered back in front of me and abused my lapels some more. 
“What did you say?”

I had a tickle in my throat and I spent a moment clearing 
it, before saying, “There is a thief aboard this ship, and I can 
reveal which one of your crew is the culprit.”

He shifted his thick hand to my shoulder and steered me 
across the deck. At that moment, I was nothing more than 
another vessel to be mastered. As we headed aft, he called out 
his orders to the men standing nearby. “Make all sail! Head-
ing north-northwesterly if you please, Mr. Talbott. Look 
sharp with that cleanup, Mr. Wexford. Pass the word for Mr. 
Montgomery and Mr. Edwards! I will be in my quarters.”

Caught in the captain’s wake, the young man named Peter 
trailed behind us, clearly intent on a mission. Under his arm, 
he had a bundle of supplies, which he must have retrieved 
after delivering his earlier message to the captain. The man in 
black took no notice of the youth until we had ducked under 
the overhang of the quarterdeck, gone through the door and 
down a narrow hall, and finally stopped at the door to a cabin 
on the port side. His face softened when he spotted Peter 
beside him.

“Well, boy?”
“If you are questioning this man, I can work on those 

splinters. I’ll be quiet and quick, and you know full well we 
need to get those out.”
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The captain studied the door in front of him. “Yes, as you 
say. Come along.”

The three of us entered a sparse cabin, the space no larger 
than my closet at the university. A hammock slung aft pro-
vided the sleeping arrangements, and a table fit for only two 
afforded him a place to eat, read, examine charts or pursue 
whatever pastimes the captain wished. A sturdy sea-chest lay 
forward in the cabin. That one container represented all that 
the captain owned, and unless it was filled to the brim with 
solid gold, it surely was not worth much. I considered the 
great divide between this man’s lifestyle and that of genteel 
society back in England, and I wondered at his earlier com-
ments about how he and his men were civilized.

The captain sprawled back in the chair closest to the ham-
mock and waved me toward the other seat. I took it, grateful 
to have some of my dignity restored to me. The wood was 
slick against my damp clothes, but I found comfort nonethe-
less. The man before me proceeded to unload his arsenal onto 
the table, tossing down no fewer than three flintlock pistols, 
two knives, a broad cutlass and two broad straps of leather 
to contain it all. If I went looking for it, I might have found 
insult in this gesture. Was I of so little threat? The captain 
must have thought so. But it didn’t matter — I was not a man 
accustomed to fighting and would not have dreamed of at-
tacking him. Instead, I sat back, tried not to shiver and waited 
for his first move.

“Go on then. Let’s get this over with.” He was not, how-
ever, speaking to me but to Peter, who stepped forward and 
cleared the table of weapons. Next he unrolled the bundle he 
had brought with him, revealing an assortment of knives and 
pinchers and other tools necessary for the torture of patients 
that surgeons practiced the world over. I moved my chair back.
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Peter selected a thin blade and approached the captain’s 
throat. I congratulated myself on having the foresight to 
move, but wondered if I had moved enough. The captain held 
no such fears and lifted his chin to the young man’s minis-
trations. I would not have trusted anyone to perform such a 
service on me, even if I had paid him a gold doubloon.

As the young man dug pieces of wood from his neck, the 
captain sucked air through his teeth, and dropped his gray 
eyes to focus on me. “This ship you were on —”

“The Horner, bound for Curacao.”
“Yes, that one. Where were you sailing from?”
“Holland. It’s a Dutch ship.”
“You made no stops on the way?”
“Oh, that. There were several ports along the French 

coast that the captain insisted on paying visits to. Once we 
crossed the ocean, we stayed a night or two at Martinique. 
After that, nothing until we met with your ship.”

“The Fancy.”
“The fancy what?”
The captain grimaced. “The name of the ship is the Fancy.”
“Oh.”
“Did you meet any other ships along the way? Any French 

vessels? One named Fer de Lance by any coincidence?”
“No French ships except a few fishing vessels. One Eng-

lish ship, other than yours. I should say, one English ship that 
did not attack us.”

“I suppose it would be pointless to ask if you had seen any 
pirates on your journey.” His gray eyes pinned me down. “I’m 
sure you would have told me by now if you had.”

I bit my tongue.
“Let’s carry on,” he said. “Who is it, then? Who is steal-

ing from my ship?”
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“Well, my dear Captain — I’m sorry, I didn’t catch your 
name.”

He blinked for a moment and shot Peter a glance. “Stone. 
Captain Charles Stone.”

The young man turned toward his tools and swapped the 
thin blade for a pair of miniature tongs.

“My dear Captain Stone. This is exactly the issue I pro-
pose to investigate. I will turn my powers of observation, per-
ception, persuasion and deduction upon the problem, and I 
will ferret out the man who is taking your plunder.”

With a swift pull, Peter extracted a length of wood 
nearly as long as a finger from the muscle in Stone’s neck. 
He grabbed a cloth and immediately pressed on the spot to 
staunch the bleeding.

I held up my own digit. “You will do well to soak that area 
with old wine or some other strong drink. A liberal dousing 
will stave off putrefaction.”

Peter’s eyes flicked over at me, taking me in from shaggy 
head to soggy toe, and then returned to their work. “I know 
that. I am the loblolly boy and I ought to know how to treat 
splinters.”

“Of course you are,” I said, struggling to remember what 
a loblolly boy was.

Stone pulled the cloth away and motioned for Peter to 
continue. “So you don’t know,” he said.

Given ready access to the surgeon’s tools, having reported 
to the captain regarding injuries to the crew, and even deliv-
ering the news about the surgeon’s death, the young man’s 
role was fairly clear. “It’s obvious — the one who assists the 
surgeon.”

Stone took a moment to digest this and even exchanged
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looks with the young man. “You suspect Peter of theft? How 
do you figure that?”

“No, no. Of course not. I haven’t even questioned him 
yet.” I plastered a smile on my face. “I do suspect that Peter is 
the surgeon’s assistant, his loblolly boy.” I had to prove I was 
capable of sound reasoning, at the very least.

Surely contemplating my astuteness, the captain raised 
his eyes to the ceiling and let them fall, before saying, “You 
don’t know who the thief is.”

I shook my head. “The scientific method is a rigorous 
exercise of fact finding, hypothesizing and forming deduc-
tions. My first course of action would be to question the crew, 
discover what secrets they may be hiding. When I develop 
suspicions about one person or another, I will ferret out the 
evidence that conclusively shows that one particular man is 
the guilty party. At that time, and only at that time, I shall 
reveal my findings and you shall have your thief.”

Peter had resumed his work and yanked out another 
astonishing splinter. He lay the bit of wood down with the 
others he had extracted. I seized upon the idea that these 
chunks had all resulted from the same cannonball impact 
and wondered if the fragments could be reassembled into a 
cohesive whole. My mind was so focused on the problem, I 
nearly missed his next words.

“You’ll have three days,” Stone said. “After that we’ll 
drop you overboard, whether or not there happens to be land 
nearby.”

“But Captain, three days is hardly —”
“And I’ll not have you idling about while you stay on the 

ship. We will find some useful and fitting occupation for 
you.”
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There was a knock at the door. At the captain’s com-
mand, an older man entered and stood with his hat in his 
hands. There was barely enough room for him to squeeze in 
with the rest of us, but he managed.

“Report now, if you please, Mr. Montgomery.”
Upon closer inspection, Mr. Montgomery was not just 

older, but he was weathered down to the essentials. His skin 
was a deep brown of long exposure to the sun, but the patches 
around his eyes were pale, as if he always ventured on deck 
blind-folded. His hands were gnarled claws, but looked like 
they could easily tear his cloth hat to shreds. Short, gray hair 
hung heavy on his head, and it was clear he took no pains to 
groom or concern himself at all with his appearance.

“Nothing serious below decks, sir. For whatever reason, 
the Dutch mostly fired at the gun deck and upper rails. And 
most of those shots were misses.”

Stone said, “She did hit us a few times. What have you 
found?”

While the captain and the old sea dog discussed the con-
dition of the ship, I slid the three slivers Peter had extracted 
off the white cloth and studied in earnest how they might fit 
together.

“Two holes, both patched. The one in the surgeon’s ward 
was the worst of it, but we set that right enough, and quick, 
otherwise we’d be sitting a whole lot lower. The one on the 
gun deck is nearly done and I’ve a crew of three helping patch 
the main deck railing.”

“Three men. Saws and hammers and pegs, then? Very 
good.”

“Yes sir.”
Captain Stone brushed Peter aside and leaned straight
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toward me. His one hand anchored upon my wrist, and with 
his other he pushed my sodden sleeve up to my shoulder. 
After a fierce study of my arm, he shook his head and let 
the arm go. Both Peter and Montgomery watched this im-
promptu inspection with amusement.

“Keep a weather eye on the hull,” Stone concluded. “And 
make your usual rounds as well. Edwards with you?”

“No sir. He asked me to beg another moment, and he’ll 
be right up for his report.”

“Very well. Carry on, Mr. Montgomery.”
“Thank you, sir.”
The old sea dog left, and Peter wiped the tools down, 

leaving bloody smears on the cloth. I prayed the boy knew 
well enough to scrub the implements clean before using them 
on another man. This was clearly a case where cleanliness on 
the outside of the vessel was more important than the inside, 
despite what the Bible said. While I worked out how to relay 
this platitude, the captain spoke up again.

“You still have injured to see to?” Once again, he was ad-
dressing the young man.

“Nothing pressing. Some scratches, a few cuts, that sort 
of thing. And preparing the dead for burial. Shall I have Mr. 
Wexford sell the goods at the mast?”

“Of course. Go ahead.” Stone scratched vigorously at the 
hair on his neck. “Pour me some wine, would you? I’ll even 
promise to use some to soak the wounds.”

Peter pulled a cup from the sea chest and poured wine 
from a bottle stashed in the tangled bedding of the hammock. 
The wine had a Spanish label. While the captain sipped, his 
gray eyes bored into me. I trembled a bit, from the cold of my 
damp clothes.
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“Peter, my boy, I think I shall make you the ship’s sur-
geon.” His eyes never left mine. “And you, Tom, would make 
an excellent loblolly boy. Especially since you mentioned you 
knew what one was.” His smile was grim. “Welcome aboard 
the Fancy, Tom Roberts.” 



Chapter Three

Before I could lodge a protest — something along the 
lines of how I was not loblolly boy material, but a univer-
sity-educated natural philosopher, theologian and sometimes 
diplomat instead — Peter thanked the captain and pulled me 
forcibly from the cabin. We stood for a long moment in the 
cramped hallway. I worked on composing my face into some-
thing other than outrage and disgust. Peter gave me a blank 
look, and then broke my concentration by turning me toward 
the main deck and marching me out into the sunshine.

“You certainly won’t last long around here if you are so 
easily offended.” He stopped pushing me and came around 
to face me. “I don’t think Captain Stone really wants to keep 
you aboard, but sometimes he gets these notions of being 
civilized. And I’m not sure about this nonsense you have him 
believing, that there’s a thief on the Fancy. Every man here is 
just as good and just as devoted as the next. They respect the 
captain and each other, and no one would risk the punish-
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ment that goes along with stealing from the treasure vault. So 
no one would dare do such a thing.”

I raised a finger. “Clearly, you know nothing of these mat-
ters. Have you studied at university? Have you examined the 
ways and methods of the criminal mind?”

Peter smirked at me. “I was a pickpocket for a time, when 
I was a boy. That is, until Captain Stone took me in and 
taught me a better trade.”

“Outright piracy, you mean?”
“Say that very loudly on this ship and you’re liable to get 

your block knocked off.” He parked his hands on his hips. “I 
bet you won’t last the three days our captain gave you. You’ll 
stumble around, try to accuse a few men, and make a fool of 
yourself. At the end of it, you’ll have nothing to show the cap-
tain. There is no thief and there is no proof of one.”

“Of course there is. And I can prove it.”
“How do you know there’s a thief?”
I waved my hands around the deck and up the rigging. 

“It’s a pirate ship. Full of pirates. There’s bound to be a thief 
aboard somewhere.”

“And this is where you got the notion? This is what 
prompted you to speak up and make that claim?”

“It makes perfect sense.”
He shook his head.
“Let’s get you off the deck before you get struck by light-

ning.” He took a few steps back. “I’ll need some supplies from 
the lower deck, so I might as well show you the ship. The 
parts you haven’t seen, that is.”

I looked up. “I’ve seen enough of the rigging.”
Peter grinned and spun around to lead the way. He col-

lided with a man standing there with his arms folded, his face 
a stern mask. In one hand he held a short length of stiff rope, 
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its fronds leaning to the left like a wilted palm branch. Every-
thing else about the man was prickly, from his unshaven face 
to his piercing eyes to the angle of his chin. He wore a blue 
coat and matching top hat.

“Watch where ye be going boy.”
“Sorry, just leading this man below. He’s been given the 

task of loblolly and I’ll be showing him around the ship.”
“Loblolly? What does that make you, then, the 

surgeon?”
Peter swallowed.
Given his attire and his demeanor, I figured this for an-

other man of importance on the ship. Introductions were 
in order, so I gave the man a formal bow. “Thomas Roberts, 
investigator, at your service. I will be performing more than 
the loblolly duties young Peter mentioned, and I might come 
across you on some future occasion.”

The fixed lips cracked open only enough to spit past the 
rail. “You’d best keep a weather eye out.” He was talking 
to me, but only one of his eyes tracked my face. The other 
gazed off at something else entirely. “None of this crew likes 
the idea of you thinking there’s a thief on the ship. Fanciful 
ideas like that are likely to get you in a whole lot of trouble. 
And when there’s trouble, I’m the one who deals with it.” He 
let the rope snap forward to tap me on the shoulder. There 
must have been lead hidden in there. My shoulder numbed 
instantly.

“I have explained that very same thing to him, Mr. Wex-
ford. Now if you will excuse us.” Peter tugged at my soggy 
sleeve to guide me in a wide arc around the man.

From aloft, another man hailed us with a cry of, “Rope 
ahoy! Watch your step, Wexford!”

Not a moment later, a loose tangle of rope landed next 
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to the prickly pear, the Mr. Wexford of whom I had heard 
the captain speak on several occasions already. The man leapt 
back and cast his gaze upward. Peter and I also stopped to see 
what had caused the commotion. There was a man capering 
along the main yard, waving his hands at the other topmen.

Wexford bellowed. “You there! DuChamps! What is this 
rope? What’s the meaning of this?”

“Meaning?” The man on the yard was tall and blond, 
dressed in a striped shirt. His voice carried some kind of 
accent, possibly French. “Why do you ask this, monsieur?” 
Definitely French. “What meaning is there in anything 
coming from the sky? The sun — he gives us the light. And 
the moon — she gives a little of the same. But both of these 
are too lofty for our current discourse. I will look a little 
lower.” He made a show of looking into the sky. “Clouds! 
Clouds drop water, and sometimes birds do too. What can 
I say? Our little ship, she lets down ropes and just like the 
rain or the bird droppings, you never know when a little pres-
ent from above will fall.” He paused and waved down at us, 
beaming the whole while. “If it concerns you, perhaps you 
ought to wear a larger hat!”

“Come down this instant,” Wexford growled, “and you 
will pay for your insolence.”

“I think not. I still have much work to do, and if I am kept 
busy, perhaps later you will forget.”

“This will not do! This rope —”
“Sadly, it is in pieces and needs repairs. It cannot stay up 

here. One of my crew will see to it in a moment, monsieur.”
Wexford responded by shaking a fist at the man, DuCh-

amps. Peter grabbed the opportunity and led me behind the 
main mast, out of the way of the escalating confrontation. 
Peter sighed.
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“The men sometimes call him Mr. Wreckford, for the 
wreck he makes of our lives.” He glanced back at the man. 
“He’s the bosun and the steward. If you’ve insulted anyone by 
announcing there’s a thief on the Fancy, it would be him. It’s 
his mates that guard the valuables, and it’s his responsibility 
to keep track of all the stores and treasure on board.”

I stole one more glance at the bosun, who still had his 
head craned up toward the sails. “Duly noted.” Unfortu-
nately, Wexford would be the one to know if anything was 
missing and would be the first person on my list to question. 
Somehow I had to gain his trust. “The things which are im-
possible with men are possible with God,” I told myself.

We passed by three men working on the railing, a duty 
which I was thankfully unfit for, and we descended the for-
ward companionway onto the gun deck. The cleanup from 
the battle was still raging on here, with men stowing cannons 
and sweeping up debris. The mood was light, and the gun 
crews dawdled and cracked jokes. A lone cannonball rolled 
loose along the decking, doing its best to avoid capture. It 
reeled side-to-side with the swell of the waves as much as any 
drunken sailor. A lad of fourteen or so chased the hunk of 
iron around the gun deck, halting only when he was about to 
run into Peter.

“Oh, hello! Did you see how fast that other ship sank? 
Dutton thinks their captain banged out more holes, just so 
we wouldn’t get a hold of her cargo. That was one tremendous 
sight, don’t you think?”

Peter shook his head. “The captain didn’t think so. He 
practically ripped out Longsby’s tongue and fed it back to 
him.”

“Tis a shame Dead-eye Davidson couldn’t have seen that. 
He’d have joined in and ripped out the idiot’s guts as well.”
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“Aye.” Peter watched the lackadaisical work going on 
around us. “Is Soap somewhere in here? That would be pretty 
dangerous.”

“No kidding. Someone would step on him for sure. No, I 
think he’s below decks. Who’s this?”

“Oh, sorry.” Peter waved in my direction, a far cry from 
a formal introduction. “This is Tom Roberts. Tom, this is 
Jimmy Turtle.” The boy and I nodded at each other. “His real 
name’s Tuttle, but he has a pet—”

“Turtle,” I said, using my deductive powers once again. 
“Named Soap.”

Jimmy nodded. “The rest of the crew is waiting for him to 
grow up so they can eat him. I named him Soap to make them 
think if they do eat him, he won’t taste any better than soap. 
It probably won’t work . . . .” Jimmy stretched out and put his 
foot on the wayward cannonball at last. “Gotcha! Time to put 
this one back to bed.”

Peter followed Jimmy along the deck, stepping over a pile 
of deflated powder buckets. “By the way, have you seen the 
glory?”

That made me pause. It was an odd question coming 
from someone on a pirate ship. Why would Peter ask Jimmy 
if he had seen the glory? He must have meant something else, 
but on the off chance he was speaking about spiritual things, 
I wanted to quote Moses and ask the young surgeon, “Please, 
show me your glory.”

“No,” Jimmy said, cutting off my own question. “But I 
thought he was below deck. Any sails hit during the action? I 
can help patch canvas as good as the next sailor.”

“I couldn’t say.” Peter waved to Jimmy. “Carry on, 
m’lad!”
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“Carry on!” was the other’s response, and then the turtle 
boy veered off to parts unknown.

We continued down the aft companionway to the lower 
deck. The Fancy was similar to the Horner in build, with 
three full decks. Neither the quarterdeck, which held the of-
ficers and the wheel, nor the hold, which held all the supplies, 
counted as decks for some reason. Here on the lower deck, 
there were no hatches or portholes bringing in light, as this 
deck spent most of the time underwater. The air was close and 
damp, and the space was cramped with row after row of ham-
mocks. Despite the fact it was early afternoon and the blazing 
tropical sun was high overhead, there was a good number of 
men sleeping their time away in the stuffy lower deck.

Peter called out into the gloom. “Glory? Anyone see 
glory?” He was more persistent than a Lutheran evangelist. 
“Glory anywhere?”

I just couldn’t imagine the Glory of God hiding out in 
this dismal place. The dank atmosphere would scare off even 
an ordinary ghost. My curiosity kept me close to the young 
man as he wove through the thicket of webbed sleepers.

A plump man swung around a corner ahead of us, using 
the nearby post as a pivot point. His fleshy lips scowled at us 
and his piggish snout wrinkled. His right leg had been ampu-
tated just above the knee and he stumped around on a thick 
wooden peg. “Why you making all that noise?”

“Looking for glory, what do you think?”
“You think he has time for the likes of you? He’ll be busy, 

won’t he? But I’m not. No need to bother the man if you can 
get what you need from me, right? I knows every single sail 
and canvas rag on this ship, and I’m a far sight better yeoman 
than that beast would ever be.”
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Peter looked past the man. “Doubt it. Why don’t you 
stick to your duties, Jones, and go bother someone else for 
a change? And by someone else, I mean someone other than 
the powder monkeys.”

The man’s dark eyes shifted to me and roamed the length 
of my body. He rubbed his nose hard and gave a good sniff. 
“I heard about this ‘passenger’ of ours. He thinks he’s looking 
for a thief.”

“Something else that is not your concern. Unless, by 
some odd chance, you have information that might be useful 
to him or the captain. But you won’t.”

“But I do!” Jones hissed. He leaned forward, his face 
eager, and he motioned me closer to reveal whatever secret 
knowledge or glorious insight he’d had on the issue. At the 
last moment, he took a step toward me with his peg leg. The 
hard wood tip skewed my foot and sent a bolt of pain right up 
my leg. Jones laughed and spun away, stumping off into the 
darkness. Served me right — never trust a Gnostic.

Peter shook his head and continued through the lower 
deck, past various storage bins, doors, sleeping men, drunken 
men, a dozen barrels, and the opening into the hold below. 
Just before the sides of the ship started curving back toward 
each other, we came to a partition on the port side that had 
double sliding doors blocking the way. Further along was the 
forward companionway again, but in this area the lighting 
was minimal, with only the flicker of the lamps behind us 
showing the almost-closed panels. A black slit only a hand’s 
breadth across split the sliders down the middle.

This was apparently our destination. But as Peter reached 
out for the opening, a pair of hands extended through the 
crack and eased the panels a full seven feet apart. Into this gap, 
a huge man hunkered down. He was almost indistinguishable 
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from the darkness behind him. His skin was ebony, and at first 
glance as smooth as obsidian, and only the faint glimmer from 
the whites of his eyes showed that there was someone stand-
ing before us. In the gloom, I could determine nothing more 
about the man. He reached back and brought forth a covered 
lantern, and when he raised the shutters, I had to change my 
estimations about him.

He was really huge, both broad and tall. Bald as a gran-
ite mountain peak, wearing no top except his own dark skin, 
concealing his legs with a simple pair of canvas pants. I could 
count the multitude of muscles and scars rippling across his 
naked torso. In this man’s past, there were hardships over-
come with great strength and triumphs tempered with great 
cost.

The captain of the Fancy commanded fear in me because 
of his position, his authority over me. This man inspired fear 
simply from the physicality of his presence. With one twist of 
his hands, he could reach out and snap me in two. He looked 
right at me and smiled.
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the wood around him. Mr. Edwards was still on his way, so I 
haven’t heard what he found, if anything. Any damage to the 
canvas?”

Now there was a tap of his left fist to his right breast. 
His eyes settled back on me and he extended a finger in my 
direction, a curious gesture that began with a closed fist, and 
was then followed by the deliberate unfolding of his first 
digit.

“Oh, you haven’t seen Tom yet? We pulled him from the 
drink. He was on the other ship and managed to get clear 
before it sank. Tom, this is Glory.”

The huge man extended his hand in greeting and I admit 
I hesitated, worried over the health of my own. God only gave 
me two, after all, and I didn’t have any to spare. I let the greet-
ing hang there.

“This is the Glory you were looking for?” I kept a lid on 
all the other remarks I could have made about that. “And he’s 
a member of your crew?”

The hand withdrew.
Peter said, “He’s as much a member as any other. He’s 

the Yeoman, meaning he takes care of all the sails on board. 
He can’t talk, as you might have noticed — his tongue was 
cut out when he was a slave. But he can communicate with us 
fine. He’s got ‘Yes’ and ‘No’ burned onto his chest. Another 
gift from his owner, we suspect. That’s why you see him do 
this.” Peter tapped his own chest with a fist.

“But he understands us? English?”
Glory reached back again and pulled out a slate tablet 

strung on a bit of rope and slung it over his neck. Taking the 
stylus in hand, he made a couple of quick slashes and held out 
the result. “And French.”

“Do you write in French as well?”
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He wiped the slate clean and made a few marks again. 
“Oui,” the board read.

“Huh.” This was as clever as I could get at that moment, 
faced with a giant dark-skinned man with no tongue, yet 
fluent in both English and French. 

Meanwhile, Glory scratched out a new message, this one 
for Peter. “Tapling?”

“That’s right. You heard about that? A cannonball blasted 
through the surgery ward and cut clean through his head.”

“Who else?” the next message read.
“Delany, the man Tapling was operating on. And one 

more that — come to think of it, I don’t know who it is. Two 
men brought him along afterward and dropped him off in the 
ward. I haven’t had time to look, but I’ll let you know when 
I find out.”

Glory placed his two hands together and nodded.
Peter shrugged. “Pray for them if you wish. It wouldn’t 

help them or hurt them at this point.”
I took a great risk and stepped forward. “What about you?” 

I looked into his deep eyes. “Have you seen the Glory?”
The man smiled wide and nodded. I was the one this time 

who extended a hand in greeting, trusting that God would 
protect me and my hand. Glory took it, still smiling, and I 
was glad to know him.

Peter turned away from our display. Some people were 
like that. He ducked past us and put his head through the 
open panels. “What about those scraps?” he asked.

The big man nodded and clapped a hand on my shoulder. 
When he felt the still damp fabric clinging to my skin, he 
patted me down, making me shiver as the cold sleeves stuck. 
Once more he reached back into his stores and brought out 
a set of clothes for me. Next he gave Peter a double hand-
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ful of the scraps he’d been asking about. Finally, he waved us 
off, retreating into his closet to count sail or do whatever the 
yeoman did.

“That’s that, I suppose,” Peter said, taking me back 
through the sea of hammocks. “You’ll probably want to 
change out of those wet things. We’ll find you a bunk and 
you can hang them off the ropes to dry. It will take longer 
down here, but I wouldn’t trust them up on deck. Someone 
is always trying to keep things neat and orderly up there.” He 
grinned.

I was sure I knew which someone that was. Peter pulled 
me over to a hammock near the hull. “Here, this will do. 
Change and hang your clothes there. You can put your boots 
in the sea chest for now.” He pointed. “I’ll be in the surgery 
ward, aft and to the starboard, just beyond the companion-
way. The place needs a bit of cleaning up still, and then I’ll be 
bandaging the minor injuries. Come on down when you’re 
ready and I’ll put you to work doing something useful.”

“Thanks. You’ve been most helpful.”
“Hmm. My wager still stands. Three days will pass quickly 

and you’ll soon find yourself very wet again.” He took the lan-
tern and left me in the semi-darkness of the lower deck.

I stripped off the wet shirt and pants, and as he suggested, 
draped them over the ropes supporting the hammock. The 
boots didn’t go in the sea chest, but I stacked them upside-
down between the wood box and the wall. My belt and my 
ruined book of Psalms I tucked into the chest. All my worldly 
possessions, safely stowed.

The hammock was high off the floor, nearly at shoulder 
height. I speculated how I could gain admittance and tried 
several times to leap up to the webbed contraption. Finally, I 
held down one side and ended up rolling into the hammock. 



Derrick Tribble��

I gave the ropes a couple of good bounces to test the strength 
of the bed, and without meaning to, I melted into the firm 
comfort and fell asleep.

My dreams were all violent — waves crashing upon a 
white shore and bodies flailing in the undertow against the 
coral bleeding onto the beach. I was in that water, trying to 
reach the safety of the white sand, but the coral meat grinder 
awaited me, a gauntlet that I could not survive. I could not 
stay where I was, either. The sea had me in its grip, its cold 
grasp like mermaid’s hands, pulling me down under the 
surface . . . .

My eyes snapped open and I discovered real hands hold-
ing me down against my hammock. Too many hands to 
count—they had me pinned to the ropes while indistinguish-
able faces leered at me in the darkness. One face leaned in 
close, his lips brushing my ear, his hands holding my head 
still. There might have been a knife to my throat as well, but I 
had no chance to verify that fact, nor did I want to.

“If I was you,” a voice rasped in my ear, “I’d not be saying 
the things you’ve been saying or asking questions about things 
that are no business of yours. In a few days, Cap’n may throw 
you overboard to feed the fish, but there are much worse ways 
to go, if you catch my meaning.”

I grunted through my teeth. “No, I don’t”
“We could get creative with you. Stuff you in a barrel with 

a dozen hungry rats and watch them nibble you to pieces. 
Cut you a thousand times until your blood runs dry and 
sprinkle you with salt until you squirm in agony. We have 
active minds when it comes to torturing fools who think they 
can get in our way. Don’t tempt us.”

Now the knife came out. I could see its razor sharp tip 
slide into view.
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“Very well, point taken.” I was not about to do what they 
asked, despite the threats or the knife. I had made a promise 
to the captain.

“I don’t think you see our point. Let’s take out one of your 
eyes, make our convictions really clear. Which eye? Left or 
right?”

“It doesn’t matter much to me, as long as you sterilize 
that knife first. I have no idea where that blade has been.”

A snort in my ear. “You act tough, but when the knife 
comes for you out of the dark, you’ll squeal like any stuck 
pig.”

With that, the hands released me as one and disappeared 
into the shadows. As a parting shot, the knife slashed out 
and cut the rope securing my hammock. My arms flew wide, 
trying to grab a hold of something, but I still fell hard against 
the planking. My head bounced off my sea chest and I saw 
nothing but black for a long while.



Chapter Five

I awoke lying in a stiff box bed, somewhere else on the 
ship. The air around me reeked of hard iron and charred 
wood. My eyes swam with tears, and when they cleared, I 
stared up at the wall next to me. As obvious as a pimple on a 
woman’s cheek, a large wooden plug stuck out of the hull. The 
repair leaked water and dripped pitch down behind my bed.

There were voices nearby, loud and obnoxious. They 
might have been arguing.

Still feeling fuzzy, I shook my head to clear it and instantly 
regretted the action. The fall from the hammock had knocked 
me senseless. Of course there would be consequences.

But I was too stupid to take things slow. I slung my feet 
over the side of the bed and sat up. Instead of hitting the hard 
wood decking, my feet encountered a soft and uneven sur-
face. Some sort of canvas pillow. I took in the room around 
me. It was twice as large as the captain’s quarters, and had a 
row of box beds piled with bedding. A large table was bolted 
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to the middle of the floor, but there were no chairs around 
it and you wouldn’t want to dine at it anyway. The wooden 
slab was the operating table. I had ended up in the surgery 
ward.

Peter stood by the table, toe to toe with a large man with 
pronounced jowls hanging off his face and thin stubble for 
hair. His eyes were bare slits and he wore the same coat as 
Wexford, blue with faint pinstripes. He was holding out his 
hand to Peter, showing him a bloodied thumb.

“If you don’t give me what I need, then I’ll go get help 
from somewhere else.”

Peter shook his head. “You want to die? Why can’t you 
just let me look at it?”

“I won’t bother some young pup whose not been trained 
and who doesn’t have the experience.”

“So you’d rather go find one of your mates and have him 
slice your thumb in half trying to dig out the chunk? That 
makes no sense, Mr. Stubbins.”

“I’ll not send anyone else here neither. No one wants to 
be treated by you, even if you was appointed by the captain. 
Why any of the rest of the crew would be . . .” 

“What? Be a better surgeon?” Peter raised his finger. 
“Any of them help with surgery? Any of them saw off a leg? 
Any of them able to read about the best ways to treat inju-
ries? I doubt it. Leave off the arguing and just let me see your 
thumb.”

“I wouldn’t have this beef with you if you’d just give me 
the bandages and tools. If you won’t, I’m going. I’ll not be 
caught dead in here as long as you’re playing the fool.”

“Fine, go if you want, but you’re the fool.” Stubbins turned 
and marched out the door. Peter called out to him, “One way 
or another, you will end up in this surgery!”
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He frowned at the door and then noticed me sitting there. 
“I see you’re finally up. What happened to you?”

“Fell off my hammock.” I didn’t mention I had help. Nor 
did I mention the promises of further violence. I wondered 
what kind of crew feared exposure so much that they would 
threaten me, an innocent passenger, just to protect them-
selves. Guilty ones, that’s who.

I tested the bruise at the back of my head. It would heal. 
As I went to stand up, I glanced down to see what my feet 
rested upon. A wrapped bundle lay alongside my bed, the 
canvas loose and the binding shoddy. It was as long as a man 
was tall and about the same diameter as a man. In fact —

“Careful,” Peter said. “That’s our third body. Come help 
me with Mr. Tapling. We’ll strip him down and sew him up. 
Then we can address that gentleman.”

An excellent plan, provided I could stay steady on my 
feet. Having spent my day swimming for my life, flying up 
and down the rigging, and falling from my hammock after 
the rope had been cut, my equilibrium was a bit shot. I set 
my feet on the solid decking, clear of the body, and staggered 
over to the operating theater.

“Help me lift here,” Peter said, pointing to a man lying 
on a canvas sheet. This body was mostly intact, but the head 
was a mess. It could only be the surgeon, whom Peter had 
said lost his head to a cannonball. The death would have been 
quick and unexpected.

“Tapling?” I said, just to be sure all my deductive powers 
were still functioning.

Peter nodded. “I worked with him for more than a year. 
You heard Stubbins, though. It’s not good enough for him. 
He wants an old man to treat him.”

“Mmm.” That was the only response I could manage. The 
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surgeon’s head fascinated me and little of what the young man 
said sunk in. The damage reminded me of a crushed coconut, 
except most of the innards were red instead of white.

“It’s because I was cabin boy to the captain before that. 
They remember and don’t respect me or what I’ve done. At 
least cabin boy was an improvement over being a powder 
monkey, especially with Peg Leg Jones in charge. I hate that 
guy. He always liked to pinch and shove the boys while they 
packed or delivered powder. It’s senseless to torture them 
while they’re on task.”

I wondered how much of the brain was cauterized. Often 
the iron balls were still hot after they were shot from the 
cannon.

“But the time with Mr. Tapling was the best. While 
studying with him, I got to do all kinds of things. Amputa-
tions, arms and legs. Once we just had to slice off a putrid 
thumb. Pulling slivers, chasing the bits of wood with a sharp 
knife. Purgings and bleedings —”

“I don’t subscribe to that way of thinking. Galen’s four 
humors are an outdated concept, ripe for the rubbish bin. The 
last thing a sick man needs is to have his blood drained.”

“In that case, what would be your recommendation for a 
man delirious with fever? A man whose body is so hot that 
his very blood boils within him from the illness?”

I considered the question, and then said, “Baptism.”
He rolled his eyes and set about pulling the contents 

from the surgeon’s pockets. There was not a lot contained 
within said pockets. A couple of implements, clearly used as 
tools of the trade. A bit of cloth stained with blood, likely not 
his own. A four-inch wooden peg covered with teeth marks. 
A lady’s handkerchief, perhaps a souvenir of an encounter at 
port. A handful of coins.
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“Mr. Wexford will take this lot and sell it before the mast. 
The highest bidder gets all his goods, and the money gets for-
warded to his family, if he had any. I can’t recall Mr. Tapling 
ever mentioning anyone left back at home. I’ll take anything 
that looks like it belongs in the surgery ward. The rest of it is 
mostly junk.”

As with the captain, the surgeon seemed to own very little 
in the way of material possessions. For a ship set on plunder-
ing wealth from other ships, especially the rich Spanish, her 
crew was poorer than most. “I take it you yourself are not 
consumed with the acquisition of worldly treasure, like the 
rest?”

“That’s not what we’re here for.” He shrugged. “I said 
before, we’re not pirates. England is at war with France and 
Spain, and we have every right to take their goods to restrict 
their means to carry on the war.”

“That sounds an awful lot like a line I’ve heard from 
someone else. The captain, perhaps?”

He had the decency to blush. “It’s true, though. Every 
ship we sink is another one they cannot send against Eng-
land. They spend more money and time to build new ships, 
and it sets them back. The same goes for every hold full of 
grain they don’t get, or every bag of gold gone missing. Even-
tually, the King of Spain will grow tired of replacing ships 
and their cargoes, and then he will sue for peace.”

 “That point of view completely ignores the territories 
controlled by Spain, producing massive amounts of gold and 
silver for the Spanish. Their king will have all the ships he 
wants, paid for by the treasures of the new world. Which 
makes your efforts in this war a bit suspect.”

He shrugged. “That’s all I know about politics, anyway. 
Let’s finish with the good surgeon and wrap him up.”
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We rolled the body into a worn sheet of canvas, making 
a tight bundle, and then Peter sewed the edges together to 
make a secure parcel. Done with that, we moved his body to 
the floor and retrieved the next. This man was missing his left 
arm and a good portion of his abdomen.

“This is Delany?” Peter had mentioned the man to 
Glory.

“Yes. Cooper’s mate. He was also a swabber on the gun 
crew that took a hit when the Dutch ship fired on us.”

“For good reason, I’ll remind you.”
“Whatever the reason, now he’s dead.” Peter took a closer 

look at the man’s injuries. “I’m not sure Tapling could have 
saved him anyway. Delany doesn’t look in the best of shape.”

There wasn’t much of anything in this man’s pockets 
either, but he did have a ruby ring with a gold band around 
his finger. Peter couldn’t shimmy the ring off, so he took a 
knife to the digit.

“No sense in making the fish rich.” The ring went into the 
pile of the man’s goods.

“I noticed the men don’t wear much ornamentation. I’m 
seeing a lot fewer earrings and necklaces and bangles than 
most  . . .  sailors.” I had to restrain myself from saying the 
P-word.

“The captain frowns on keeping the plunder on display, 
even if it does rightfully belong to the men. There are fewer 
fights, less gambling, no theft.” He gave me a look. “And the 
men follow his lead on this, with rare exception.” Meaning 
Delany’s ring. I wondered if that would end up being sold 
at the mast or sent back to the vault with the rest of the 
treasure.

Last onto the table was the loose bundle left near the bed I 
woke up in. We hefted this man up and Peter pulled aside the 
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canvas to reveal the body within. The young surgeon, fearless 
so far in his dealings with the dead, took a step back.

I did the same. “What is it? Some disease?” I’d heard a 
lot of sailors succumbed to tropical diseases in their first few 
months along the West Indies.

“No. This is Dead-eye Davidson. The master gunner. I 
didn’t realize he was dead. Who in the world wrapped him 
up? Who brought him in here?”

“Don’t ask me. I was out.”
He hesitated, wiping his hands on his trousers. “I’d better 

go tell the captain. He’ll want to know right away.”
Yes, before the captain had the assistant gunner flogged 

to death. “Carry on, my lad.”
“Don’t touch anything until I come back.” He marched 

over and pushed his way through the door, leaving me to my 
own devices.

I tugged aside the rest of the loose wrapping and resigned 
myself to an eyes-only examination. I noticed right away 
the large wound on his chest, a cavity surrounded by ragged 
edges and plenty of blood soaked into the man’s shirt. Dead-
eye Davidson, Peter had called him. Well, now all of him 
was dead. Something caught my eye, interrupting my grim 
humor. A bit of leather stuck in the wound. I turned to the 
side table and searched for a tool I could use, something like 
tongs or pinchers. When I found what I was after, I dipped 
the tool into the wound and caught the bit of leather. It was 
part of a longer string with a pendant attached at the middle. 
I held it up to the light.

The pendant was actually a coin with four wedges cut 
evenly out of the circle, making it resemble an equilateral 
cross. With the string tied together, it would have formed 
a crude necklace. I had seen something similar around the 
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neck of another one of the crew, one of the men who almost 
tossed me overboard. Must have been some kind of popular 
adornment, but I didn’t know what it was doing in the wound 
like that. I set the string aside and stared at the body once 
more.

There was one more thing odd about the wound. It was 
too small to have been caused by a cannonball. Must have 
been a stray musket ball that pierced the gunner.

My curiosity overcame me. I couldn’t wait for the others. 
With a quick tug and gentle roll, I flipped the body over and 
looked at the gunner’s back. I found a small wound. Very 
little blood. Clean edges. My suspicions were arising and I 
was ready for them when Peter and the captain returned.

Peter noticed immediately. “You moved him.”
“Captain Stone.” I stood as straight as I could. “You have 

another problem on your hands.”
The big man frowned, his gray eyes clouding over. “Don’t 

tell me that you now suspect Mr. Davidson as the thief. That 
would be mighty convenient for you. He can’t even defend 
himself.”

“No, sir, that’s not it. You have a bigger problem than the 
thief. You have a murderer on this ship.”



Chapter Six

“Explain.” The captain continued to stare at the dead 
man, as if expecting him to rise. “And make sense.”

“It’s very simple. Here is what I noticed. The wound on 
his back is small, with clean edges, whereas the one on his 
chest is larger, with rough edges. Also, notice the blood. Very 
little on his back, but much more splattered on his front. 
My conclusion is that he was shot in the back by some small 
arms, like a musket. The ball exited out the front, causing 
more damage there.”

“So? He was shot in the back. Is there anything more?”
“I’m getting to it.” I pointed at the position of the wound 

on the gunner’s back. “See where the ball entered? Very low, 
near the kidneys. The opening is also more oval than round. 
But now—” I rolled the body over again. “Where is the wound 
on his chest? High, up here near the heart. What conclusion 
can we draw from this? Either he was bending over when he 
was shot or perhaps he had been shot from a low angle.”
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The captain crossed his arms. “Many are shot in battle 
and not all the wounds make sense the way you think they 
ought to make sense.”

“Ah, yes. That is true. But I have one last fact — the pièce 
de résistance of facts. None of the defenders on the Dutch ship 
were firing muskets. They only had blunderbuss for fighting 
off a boarding party. Your crew, I believe, have at least a few 
buccaneers, hunters known for owning excellent muskets 
and using them to excellent advantage. The range for them 
was no obstacle, but my good Dutch crew had no chance of 
hitting your ship or the crew on your ship with the weapons 
they had. They knew that, so they never fired a shot.”

Stone leaned in, his arms at his side, his fists clenched. 
“You claim that Mr. Davidson was shot in the back by some-
one on my ship? Because no one on your ship was firing small 
arms at all?”

I held up a finger. “In addition, what master gunner would 
have his back turned to the action? I guarantee if he was any 
good as a gunner —”

“He was.”
“Then he would have been facing the Horner, that good 

little Dutch ship. And in that position, facing the other ship, 
he was shot in the back, as you said, by someone on this ship. 
You sir, are harboring a murderer on board.”

Captain Stone stared at the wall for a long moment. “As 
well as a thief.”

“At this point, I should think the act of theft would take 
a bow and let the act of murder take center stage.”

“Quite right, quite right.” The captain stared at the body 
for a good length of time again. Finally, he turned on his heel 
and made for the door. “Let me think on this more. Peter, 
go ahead and dispose of the other bodies, but hold onto Mr. 
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Davidson, if you please. He may prove to be of further use to 
us, even though he’s dead.”

With the captain gone, the young surgeon relaxed and 
resumed his work preparing the gunner’s body. Once again, 
there were few trinkets of value in the man’s pockets. The 
rest of his possessions were elsewhere, perhaps in a sea chest 
by his bunk. Everything would go to auction unless I did 
something to stop it. There might be valuable information in 
Davidson’s things that might point to his killer. The necklace 
I had found I stuffed into my pocket for later study.

Peter finished wrapping the gunner in canvas and we laid 
him alongside the others. He marked a quick X with char-
coal on the body we wanted to keep, and then we discussed 
dinner.

“We should get some food,” Peter said. “But I don’t think 
you ought to join the rated men in the wardroom. Mr. Ta-
pling kept me out of there until the others invited me specifi-
cally. And things being as they are, none of them would take 
kindly to your accusations.”

“Where should I eat then? With the other sailors?” I had 
dined with all sorts on the Horner.

“No, that’s even a worse idea. Why don’t you just come 
back here and eat? Come on, we’ll get you sorted.”

Despite my misgivings, I found myself back in the sur-
gery ward with a plate full of boiled salted beef and a mashed 
vegetable concoction that might have included potatoes, 
onions, carrots and peas. The ship’s biscuits were weevily, as 
all such biscuits were. But even after several hard knocks, I 
still couldn’t dislodge the little buggers, so I threw the biscuit 
on the side table.

For my after-dinner entertainment, I pulled out the coin
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necklace I had tucked away earlier and I applied all my intel-
lect to it. The coin looked French, not a very high denomina-
tion, and the notches were crude cuts, done with an axe or 
heavy blade. The hole punched in the top would have been 
done with an awl or thick nail. The necklace told me nothing 
of the man who had died, or why it had been placed in the 
wound in his chest. There was no doubt someone had put it 
there after he’d died. He could not have been wearing it.

I cleaned off the blood and slung the cord around my 
neck, letting the coin dangle just below my throat. There 
would be more time to think about the necklace and its sig-
nificance later.

As I sat there and wondered what to do with my empty 
dish, the door flung open again and Stone stood there scowl-
ing at me. “Follow me.”

We climbed the aft companionway, up through the gun 
deck and into the sheltered area under the quarterdeck. Once 
more he led me to his quarters. I crammed into the chair 
opposite him and stared at the untouched meal and pile of 
charts between us.

“This news worries me,” he said. He pushed the plate to 
one side and flattened out the charts. He looked from one to 
another, but didn’t find what he wanted. “I run a tight ship, 
Mr. Roberts. My men are loyal to a fault.”

I sensed there was something else. “But?”
Stone kept scanning the charts, looking for the words.
“But,” I said, “You suspect someone?”
“No, not really. It’s not that simple.” He let out a lungful 

of air. “If I could, I would suspect the first mate was behind 
this.”

I thought about that. “I haven’t met your first mate.”
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“That’s because I don’t have one.” He gave me a wan smile. 
“My men are loyal and have proven themselves in battle, time 
and time again.”

Again with the loyalty. “But there might be someone who 
isn’t.”

“I can’t voice any concerns I might have about that.” He 
scratched his beard and gazed out the little window to the 
side. The sun had almost gone down.

“You can’t. But I could.”
His eyes met mine for a moment and then returned to 

the horizon.
I continued. “You can’t question your crew or their loyal-

ty — otherwise you’d lose their trust. If you don’t have faith 
in them, they won’t have faith in you and you may lose your 
position. But if some other party happened to ask around, 
look into the facts, report what he found, then you could take 
care of the problem quietly. Or noisily, if you prefer. You’d 
at least have the facts at hand and the discipline would be 
justified.”

“You’re smarter than you look.” He turned toward me 
again. “And I can be sure of no one else on this ship.”

“Because I was on the Horner when it happened?”
“It’s more than that.”
“Because of my superior investigative skills?”
He shook his head. “I can’t trust anyone else to look into 

it.”
“Not even Peter?”
“I have other plans for Peter.” His expression softened. 

“Plans beyond this reeking little ship and I don’t want him 
sullied by this kind of scandal. No, I have to trust you be-
cause, in the end —”

“I’m expendable.”
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“Quite right.” He stood and dumped the charts onto his 
hammock. “And if I don’t like the results you bring me, about 
either the theft or the killing, then I can ignore the problem 
and dump you overboard as I promised.” Stone rooted around 
the mess on his bed. “But I can’t have the crew begging me to 
toss you off the side the day after tomorrow, so I’ll have to 
make you an official member of the crew.” He turned back 
with another set of pages. “As such, you’ll have more freedom 
of the ship, and I can’t get rid of you unless you royally screw 
up. But it does mean you have to sign the Articles.”

“The Articles?”
“Ship’s Articles. The set of rules we all agreed upon when 

we set sail. It details the structure of command, expectation 
of conduct —”

“The division of plunder?”
Stone frowned at me again. “There is a clause in there 

about that. But it does not make us pirates. Nor will you find 
any leveller’s language in there, or any sort of piratical non-
sense about one vote for each man. I alone am the master 
of this vessel and that right was given to me by the King of 
England. As long as I am here as his representative, then this 
ship is England’s.”

He slid the papers over to me, with the gravity of God de-
livering the commandments to Moses. Three pages of vellum 
filled with the kinds of things he’d already warned me about. 
Roles, responsibilities, regulations. And division of plunder.

Other rules came to mind — Paul warning believers 
against consorting with thieves and murderers. “What fel-
lowship has righteousness with lawlessness? And what com-
munion has light with darkness?” How could I yoke myself 
with these men by signing these Articles? How could I soil 
my soul by living with them and partaking in their activities? 
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Paul also said, “Have no fellowship with the unfruitful works 
of darkness, but rather expose them.” I believed in my heart 
that these men were filthy pirates, but what if the only way to 
expose the evildoer on this ship, to find the murderer among 
a crew of murderous men, was to become one of them?

“And if I refuse?”
Captain Stone towered over me. “Then I won’t even honor 

the three days I’d promised you before. You would find your-
self in the water again.”

The Lord would forgive me, I was sure of that. But as I 
wrote my name on the paper, I committed my first act as a 
pirate.



Chapter Seven

April 9th, 1678, a Saturday

That night, after repairing my hammock, I slept surpris-
ingly well for having turned pirate. The captain told me he 
would announce my official posting as the surgeon’s mate, 
the “loblolly boy,” the next morning. I worried about how the 
crew would take the news, but the gentle rocking of the ship 
put me right out. Problem postponed.

My concern was needless. After the announcement, 
the crew had no reaction that I could see. There were some 
glances back and forth when the captain confirmed Peter’s 
appointment as surgeon. We were both standing next to 
Stone on the quarterdeck, looking down at the eighty or so 
men and the handful of boys on the ship. Somewhere in that 
mix of men from all different backgrounds and cultures and 
philosophies, there was a murderer. It was my unofficial duty 
to find out who it was.
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The general assembly broke up after that, and the ship 
changed tack, bearing more westerly. I glanced upward. A 
brisk wind filled the sails and pushed the ship toward a head 
of thick and dark clouds. Could be interesting weather ahead 
or could be nothing. I found tropical weather always in flux, a 
fickle woman not sure of what she wants.

Peter and I headed below to clean up the surgery ward. 
We filled a couple of buckets with seawater and I spent my 
first official hour on duty scrubbing the operating table and 
other areas soaked with blood. Peter organized the dead 
men’s effects and then set about cataloguing the surgeon’s 
instruments.

After a time, I interrupted his musings. “Do you know 
what they’re all for?”

“Yes, for the most part. Mr. Tapling had quite a collection 
of tools. He used only a handful of them for most tasks, but 
I’ve seen him put each to work on one occasion or another. 
He left behind many books as well, which I think were his 
most prized possessions. I hope to study those more when I 
have a chance.”

“Can you read? Where did you learn?”
“Captain Stone taught me during my time as cabin boy. 

He insisted upon it. His father was a merchant, who drilled 
into him that the only way to advance above his station was 
by educating himself. I’m not sure what his father thought of 
him becoming a sailor, but at least he’d made it through most 
of his schooling.”

I dipped the rag into the bucket and scrubbed the edge 
of the table. “Is this the life you wanted? Being a sailor? Or a 
ship’s surgeon?”

Peter shook his head. “It’s not so much about what I 
want, but what’s available. When I was a boy in Port Royal, 
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I had no other choice but to steal. These days, I have more 
choices, but the best options are here on the ship. I know the 
captain wants to send me to England, to become a physician. 
He thinks it’s important for some reason, but I’d rather stay 
here where I can be useful. I don’t need to go off and become 
some kind of stuck-up scholar.”

“I knew a few physicians back in London. Not all of them 
are stuck up, even though they are quite learned.” I twisted 
the rag and squeezed out a load of blood into the bucket. 
“None of them have amputated a man’s leg, though. Not to 
my knowledge.”

He sighed. “But I bet none of them were looked down 
upon as second-class citizens.”

“True, probably not.” I waved at the collection of articles 
from the dead men. “I’d like to hang onto Mr. Davidson’s 
things for now. The captain has asked me to keep it quiet, 
but I’m investigating the gunner’s death and there might be 
something significant in his belongings.”

Peter pushed the few things toward me. “There wasn’t 
much on him. He may have had more stowed in his sea chest. 
Talk to Mr. Wexford about that if you want to take a look.”

I scooped the handful of things belonging to the gunner 
into my pocket, and packed up the others as well. Then it was 
up the forward companionway and onto the main deck. If the 
bosun was anywhere on the ship, he’d be harassing the men 
at their work or arguing with the topmen above.

After a minute or two of searching, I found Wexford 
at the main mast shoving the deck crew around, acting as a 
puppet master. You’d think the crew couldn’t holystone the 
planks without his direct supervision.

“Begging your pardon, Mr. Wexford.” I tried to keep my 
tone deferential out of respect for the master of discipline. 
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I’m not sure how it came out. “The surgeon sent me with the 
dead men’s things. He also mentioned we need to empty out 
their sea chests.”

The man puckered his lips, taking his time to turn back 
and forth between the deckhands and me, weighing priori-
ties and responsibilities. He gave every impression of a grand 
admiral considering how best to deploy his armada across 
various battle lines.

“All right,” he waved. “Come along and we’ll get the dirty 
business done with.” He jerked his head at his mate loitering 
in the shelter of the quarterdeck. “Stubbins! Bring your axe. 
We’re looting some stuff from the dead men.”

As he led the way to the lower decks, I said, “And by the 
way, the captain specifically asked us to hold the gunner’s 
things. I can keep them in the surgery ward until he says 
we’re done with them.”

“What’s he doing that for? I’m not following those kinds 
of orders unless they come directly from the captain’s lips. 
The men have been asking about the goods, and we’ll do what 
we always do — collect an offering for the widows and fami-
lies back at home.”

“Captain also asked us not to dump the body yet.”
He stopped and squinted at me. “You can do what you’d 

like with the body. It makes no matter to me.”
Stubbins followed close behind, his jowls wobbling like 

a bloodhound. His limbs bumped along the whole route, 
thumping the posts as we passed, jostling my arms and head, 
and reaching out to steady himself with a hand to my back or 
shoulder. With his axe slung behind his neck, I felt no better 
than a condemned man being led to his own beheading.

When we reached the lower deck, Stubbins branched out
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in his petty meanness. He made a point to shake each ham-
mock as we went by, disturbing the resting occupants. Unlike 
Wexford with his rope quirt, the bosun’s mate believed in a 
hands-on approach to discipline, and he wanted to remind 
the crew of that.

The first chest we came to was Davidson’s. Stubbins held 
me back, and then without bothering to check if the clasp 
was unlocked, he hacked off the hardware and kicked open 
the lid. Wexford stepped in and dumped the contents onto 
the decking. With an expert touch, he ran his toe through 
the mess and unearthed a handful of coins and other items 
of value. These he snatched up but the rest he left lying there, 
just a pile of clothes. I spied some pieces of scrimshaw carved 
out of smooth driftwood. Nothing fancy, just crude work to 
pass the time. The gunner may have been many things, but 
an artist he was not.

I needn’t have bothered looking through Davidson’s 
things. There was nothing to see, nothing worth much, and 
nothing that told me the story of why someone wanted him 
dead.

Stubbins wrapped the whole lot into a bundle and tied 
it to his belt. We paraded down the rows of hammocks to 
find Delany’s chest. The bosun’s mate shook a few more men 
awake, all in the name of questioning which berth belonged 
to the dead man. A grunt here and there led us to the spot. 
Once more, Stubbins hacked open the chest, revealing a 
few changes of clothes, a few trinkets and very little money. 
I knew Delany had owned a nice ruby ring, though, so he 
wasn’t completely destitute.

I brought the subject up with my companions. “Have 
you encountered many ships in these waters? French ones 
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or Spanish?” When the two of them gave me blank looks, I 
pressed on. “I hear the Spanish have fleets of galleons sail-
ing low in the seas, heavily burdened with gold and precious 
stones. Seen any of those?”

“We’ve had our share of good fortune.” Wexford pursed 
his lips. “Plenty of ships have surrendered their goods and 
their treasure to us.”

“But the men don’t benefit from this plundering. No one 
seems to have much wealth.”

Wexford pointed down at Delany’s sum of worldly pos-
sessions. “This ain’t all the man owns. There’s also his share. 
The captain doesn’t trust the men to keep their money wisely, 
not to gamble or fritter it away while we’re at sea. If you last 
long enough, you’ll see when we reach port that each man is 
given his share.” Once Stubbins had tied up the bundle of 
goods at his feet, the bosun waved the other man away. “Up 
to the deck with you. I’ll show this lubber what he’s asking 
about that he doesn’t have the guts to ask about.”

“How do you mean?”
“You’re still nosing around, looking for a thief on board.”
I kept silent, choosing to follow the bosun and see what 

he wanted to show me. We went up to the gun deck, and 
then aft beyond the armorer’s station, beyond the galley, to 
a thick door with a Dutch top. Wexford drew his knife and 
pounded on the door with the pommel. The top swung open. 
Inside, a sailor with two drawn pistols and a saber at his side 
manned the small room. Behind him and on either side were 
barred hatches that led to three treasure troves. Wexford mo-
tioned the man out of the space and led me inside. I could 
just see past the bars, and I spotted plenty of chests, bags, 
and even loose gold glimmering in the lamplight. The hatches 
were locked tight. A thief trying to get at the treasure would 
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have to get into this room first, slip around the guard next, 
and crack open these locked vaults before gaining any of the 
goods. No small task.

I was making no progress on finding a thief. Just to keep 
the conversation going, I cast out a question to fish for infor-
mation. “Who is the first mate? The captain mentioned him 
in passing but I haven’t met the man yet.”

As we stepped out of the vault, the sailor with the drawn 
pistols frowned and moved back into the guard position. 
Wexford stared me down, working his jaw and not moving 
much else. He finally relented. “And you won’t meet him, if 
you had any idea what was good for you.” He shut the vault 
door and stomped off down the gun deck. “He’s gone pirate, 
that one. And he’s not at all the kind of pirate you hope to 
meet on the high seas or the low seas, or on land either.”

“Are there pirates you would hope to meet?”
Wexford turned on his heel and met my eyes. His cheek 

twitched as he spoke. “The kind that don’t sink your ship just 
‘cause he’s feeling mean. The kind that don’t torture the cap-
tain or the crew ‘cause he suspects they’re holding out on him. 
The kind that don’t steal your men and force them into a life 
of debauchery and drunkenness and slavery. The kind that 
don’t flog you to death when you tie the wrong knot, or keel-
haul you for something stupid you said, or maroon you for 
taking a bit of extra food. The kind that don’t abandon you 
when you get caught or leave you when you stand before the 
magistrate and try to explain that being a pirate wasn’t the 
life you wanted, right up until when they hang you and say 
you were the worst of the bunch. That kind.”

Since we were on such a serious topic, I felt it was the 
right time for a spiritual question. “Do you believe in the 
devil?”
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His jaw flexed again. “I do. And his name is Gordon 
Brumley, known around these parts as the notorious Cap-
tain Redd. If you’re a praying man, which you seem to be, 
then you’d best pray you never meet him. That’s all I have to 
say about that man.”

With those words, he departed. I thought it best to let 
him get back to his work, and I to mine. Back downstairs, I re-
ported to the young surgeon and asked him about Brumley.

“Who is this Gordon Brumley fellow?”
Peter was reading. “The first mate? Where did you hear 

about him?”
“Mr. Wexford told me he was the devil.”
“Whatever you do, don’t ask the captain about him. You 

won’t get any answers and you’ll likely end up swimming for 
shore.”

“He was the first mate? What happened to him?”
He set aside his book. “Gordon served on the Fancy before 

Captain Stone came aboard. That was all before my time. 
The two of them never really got along, that was the rumor. 
Gordon left about a year ago, and some say he turned pirate. 
Something happened to trigger it, but the captain won’t say 
what. Some kind of argument, maybe? I wasn’t there when 
the man left, so I don’t know what the blowup was about.”

“Hmm.” Not that it helped either of my investigations, 
but I tucked the information away for later. I tried a different 
tack and removed the coin from around my neck, showing it 
to Peter. “Have you ever seen anything like this? Is this some 
sort of charm or token the crew wears?”

“Where did you get that?”
“Davidson had it on him. Funny, though, it wasn’t around 

his neck. Either he had it in his shirt or in a pocket, or some-
one put in on his body. For all I know, the thing is stolen.”



The Pirate Investigator �9

“Not everyone is a thief.” Peter picked up his book again. 
The title read, Examination of the Common Signs of Putrefac-
tion in Wounds. “You might ask those who knew him best. I 
hear he and Champ were good friends.”

“Champ, up in the rigging? The Frenchman?”
“Yes, that’s him.”
That was as good a place to start as any. I took my leave 

and headed to the main deck. The squall I had spotted earlier 
was now upon us, and the swells in the brilliant blue water 
rose to almost ten feet on both sides of the ship. There was 
no rain yet, but the wind gusted and snapped the canvas sails 
like a whip. The top of the masts sketched out figure-eights 
against the mottled gray sky. Where was the topman now? 
There was little chance he was down on the deck.

Just to be sure, I grabbed a passing sailor, one of the deck-
hands. “Champ?”

Without even looking, the man pointed upward. I stared 
at the rigging and got a mouthful of seawater from a random 
wave splashing against the side. I coughed and debated the 
prudence of climbing the rigging during this kind of weather. 
Duty called, however. The ratlines began at the rail and I had 
to swing out over the water to start my ascent. I kept my eyes 
on the ropes in front of me, onward and upward my motto. 
At the main crow’s nest, I took the lubber’s hole and emerged 
next to the main mast. I clutched that tree and stayed rooted 
there.

There was no one in sight around me. The tall blond 
Frenchman I had seen yesterday must have been higher up. 
There was nothing for it but to climb to the next platform, 
the topsail nest. I braved the ratlines again and landed on the 
next higher level. That was where the rigging crew was work-
ing, hanging out on the yard, reefing the topsail. Champ was 
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among them, encouraging them as they finished securing the 
sail.

“Snappy now, messieurs!  This fine weather won’t wait for 
us to dither around like old men. And who wants to live to be 
old anyway? Not I! Faster, faster! Good!”

When they had all finished, the men shuffled back to the 
mast using the foot ropes and flowed down the ratlines to the 
main yard. They waited there for instructions as if the storm 
was nothing to them, a mere breeze. Champ made his way 
across the top of the yard and leapt onto the platform next to 
me. He smiled. A lunatic without a care in the world.

“Another volunteer? I love it when they send me fresh 
helpers.”

“It’s Champ, right?”
“LeRoy DuChamps.” The name was hardly recogniz-

able in French. No wonder the crew had taken to calling him 
Champ. “And you are the one the captain has put into my 
service, oui?”

I looked down at the deck, far below us, and brought my 
eyes back up quickly. “No, I’m not here for that. I wanted to 
ask you about Mr. Davidson, the gunner.”

“Ah, mon ami.”
“That’s what I heard. He was your friend? Was he friendly 

with everyone? Did he have any enemies?”
The topman craned his head over the short rail of the 

crow’s nest. “Snappy now! Wait for the master’s call!” He 
turned back to me, the wind whipping his hair around his 
head. “Look here, monsieur. This is not a large ship. It only 
takes a very little amount of time to walk from one end to the 
other. There may be people who don’t like each other, and 
there is no way to avoid such a person, understand? Why do 
you think I spend so much time aloft?”
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I risked a glance at the forest of ropes around me. “I 
thought maybe you liked it up here.”

“Oui. There is that. But if someone desires solitude, this 
is the place to be. I like the freedom in the space, the fresh air 
all around, the thrill of dancing on the ropes and the yards. 
This is the place for me.”

Myself, I was not a fan of our position two-thirds of the 
way up the main mast. The rolling sea tossed us in loops 
like leaves stuck in a wind eddy. The last meal I had enjoyed 
was now protesting mightily and I needed to wrap up this 
interview.

“When was the last time you saw your friend, Dead-eye 
Davidson?”

“Poor Brent. That was his real name, but the Dead-eye 
name stuck somewhere in his career. He died right down 
there on the main deck. I didn’t see it happen, but I saw him 
lying there afterward.”

“On the main deck? He wasn’t on the gun deck?”
“No, no. Not at all. But why do you ask such questions? 

Is there something wrong with where he died?”
I evaded the question. “Just wondering. Before we commit 

him to the sea, I wanted to know something about him, what 
he was like.”

Champ stared into the sky. “He was a quiet man, kept to 
himself most of the time. We would talk some about the guns 
or the rigging, but we talked most about home. My home. 
His home. I had a lovely cottage in France, along the Bour-
beux River. His home was some muddy little village in Eng-
land. He liked it well enough and spoke fondly of it.”

“Take mains’l in one reef!” This shout came from the 
quarterdeck. A man down by the wheel waved to Champ.

“Pardon! Our duty calls.” The blond topman leapt over 
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the rail and slid down to the main nest platform. From that 
vantage, he commanded his crew out along the main yard to 
heave on the billowing mainsail. At one of the closer points, 
he jumped in to lend a hand and encourage the crew to work 
quickly and well. Someone on the port side was a little too 
eager and let the sail fold creep over the yard. A sudden gust 
of wind exploded the fold into a wild balloon of canvas that 
snapped back in the crew’s faces.

One man lost his grip and fell straight to the main deck. 
The sound of his body thumping against the wood sent shiv-
ers through my heart and would not be a noise soon forgot-
ten. Time for me to get down.



Chapter Eight

During my mad scramble down the mast to the main deck, 
I missed out on all the commotion surrounding the fallen 
man. Somehow, Champ and his crew were able to wrangle 
the sail into proper shape and tie down the first reef point 
of the big sheet. The lead topman was already there when I 
stumbled over to the man on the deck. Stubbins and several 
other hands stood nearby, staring wide-eyed at the accident. 
A similar fate awaited them if they continued in their chosen 
profession. Death from falling, death from tropical disease, 
death from cannonball or musket ball or saber. And all too 
common, death from the mortification of wounds.

The man was alive, moaning at the pain. His leg appeared 
broken. No bones showed, thankfully, but the lower portion 
of his leg rested at an odd angle.

“Get the surgeon,” I said, kneeling down.
“Waste of time,” Stubbins said behind me.
I turned and stood to face him. “Then pull out your pistol 



Derrick Tribble��

and shoot this man now. You’ll be doing him a favor.” The 
bosun’s mate hesitated, his jowls shaking. “No? Then go and 
get the surgeon!”

Back down at the injured man’s side, I focused on his leg 
and thought about what to do. The Parable of the Good Sa-
maritan gave me inspiration, the same story that had encour-
aged thousands of believers to help those in need. But the 
Bible didn’t go into detail about how the Samaritan helped 
the broken man or how he bound up his wounds. For that I 
had to dig into my memories of books I’d read on basic medi-
cal practices.

“Get me a bit of rope.” This I placed in the man’s mouth. 
“Bite down when the pain is too much. Here, hold him tight.” 
Champ was by his head. “Under his shoulders.”

Without any other instruction, I slid down by the man’s 
foot and pulled it sharply into place. There was a lot of noise 
coming from the general direction of the man’s head. I ig-
nored that and felt the place of the break. The area still did 
not seem right.

“Again!” I said to Champ, but the topman held up his 
hands.

“No, please monsieur. It hurts him too much.”
“But we must, or he’ll never walk again.”
Peter arrived with Glory right behind him. I grabbed the 

young surgeon and showed him the leg. “We can help him 
by putting the bones back in place. You can bind it tightly 
once we’re done, but the longer we wait, the more difficult it 
becomes.”

After a quick glance at the crowd, Peter nodded. “Very 
well, let’s be quick. Glory can take his shoulders, while you 
and I can pull and check on the bones.”

Champ obliged by putting the rope back in the man’s 
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mouth. Peter and I pulled and snapped the bones back into 
position. I could hear grinding throughout the whole op-
eration, yet another nauseating sound. The time to pay that 
piper would have to be later. While I held the leg still, Peter 
wrapped long strips of cloth around the limb and around sev-
eral wooden pegs he’d found for stabilizing the break. The 
topman had long since passed out from the pain and offered no 
resistance. When the bandaging was complete, Glory scooped 
the man off the deck and carried him down to the surgery.

I went to the rail and struggled to keep hold of my com-
posure and my breakfast. I was not successful.

Champ came over and slapped my back to help me focus. 
“No worries, mon ami. He yet lives and will climb the rigging 
again someday.”

I wiped spittle from my mouth and stood back up. “What 
makes you so sure? We did our best, but it might not be 
enough. He could still die.”

“It’s out of our hands for now. Let the man recover, if he 
will.”

Wexford arrived on the scene and got the skinny from 
his man Stubbins. I turned my back on them. “Do you ever 
think about what happens when you die?” I said to Champ. 
“Do you ever dream about heaven?”

“All the time. But unless heaven has a beautiful ocean 
like this one, and a beautiful ship like the Fancy, then I’m not 
so interested in going. Let the others go sit on a cloud and 
discuss theology. I would rather be flying across clear blue 
waters.”

In a sudden burst, he dashed for the rail and clamored 
up the ratlines. Behind me, the bosun cleared his throat and 
tapped me on the shoulder with his rope. “Move along. I’m 
sure you’ve got duties somewhere else.”
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“Leave the man alone, Mr. Wexford,” Champ called from 
above. “He’s had a rough morning pulling a man’s leg.” The 
topman leaned over and waggled his own leg down at us.

“Come on back down here, DuChamps and I’ll show you 
a rough time.”

“So sad, it is not to be. Duty calls, messieurs!”
While Wexford shook his rope at the other man, I slipped 

on by and down the stairs. My guts were better, but I didn’t 
feel like heading to the surgery just yet. I would let Peter and 
Glory sort out the fallen man and the mess he’d made of his 
leg. I took a solemn oath never to climb the rigging again. 
Not if that was the consequence of one false step.

On the lower deck, I headed forward to the yeoman’s 
store to wait for Glory. There were some things I needed to 
ask. As I drew near the sliding doors, I heard noises coming 
from the bow, in the direction of the cable tier. The area had 
a low ceiling and open gratings on the floor. That was where 
the long coils of the anchor cable lay to dry. The noises were 
quiet but distinct. I knew right away what it was.

Thinking I’d go investigate, I took a step toward the cable 
tier but ended up kicking some loose piece of hardware or iron 
bucket. The harsh clatter from my misstep filled the space 
and suddenly there were no other noises but my own. I knelt 
down in the dim light and discovered I had knocked over a 
covered lantern. Back by Glory’s closet, I found the means to 
light it and thus armed, I advanced into the cable tier.

No one was there. I spent a few minutes looking for evi-
dence, but came back out when a voice called to me. “What 
you be doing back there now?”

It was Peg Leg Jones, scrunching his piggish nose at me 
and peering into the gloom behind me.

“I thought I heard a noise. I wanted to see what it was.”
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He snorted. “Rats, to be sure. Every ship has them and 
they like to find the dark, quiet places to live out their dull 
lives.”

“Do rats play dice then?” 
Jones stared at me for a long time, and then said, “Hmpf.” 

He stumped off to find someone else to harass. I took my 
lantern back to the sliding doors of the yeoman’s store and 
waited. Nothing much happened after that. No noises or 
other people until the big man returned.

He approached carefully, keeping his head ducked down 
to avoid the beams. He gave me a nod when he saw me.

“Is the topman all right? The man who fell?”
Glory tapped Yes on his chest.
“Did you pray for him?”
Yes.
“Do you suppose he’ll live? Sometimes breaking bones 

does other damage.”
Glory shrugged and turned to slide open the doors. The 

smell of oiled canvas wafted out from the enclosed space. The 
big man went in and examined several wooden tags hanging 
from the folded sheets, marking notes on his slate.

I followed him in. “Did you know the gunner, Mr. 
Davidson?”

He glanced my way. Yes.
“Was he a friend of yours?”
No.
“Enemy?”
No.
“Did you know of anyone who hated his guts?”
He scratched out a word on his slate and showed me. 

“Why?”
“He was shot. In the back.”
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This brought no reaction from Glory. I was taking a risk 
talking frankly about the murder, but I doubted Glory would 
be spreading the word. I pressed on with, “I don’t think the 
Dutch did it. Someone here had to have made that shot.”

He shook his head at that. I wasn’t getting any answers 
I liked, so I pulled the coin necklace off my head and held it 
out for him to see. “Have you ever seen anything like this? It 
reminds me of a cross. Is it religious? Or something else?”

After a careful examination, he shook his head again and 
wrote out a whole sentence on the slate. “Do not take things 
for what they seem.”

I nodded wisely as if it made perfect sense and left him to 
his chores. On my way back through the hammocks, I spot-
ted Peg Leg Jones standing on his good foot and massaging 
his stump. He made a face when he saw me and jammed his 
stump back into the prosthesis. After another grimace of 
pain, he stamped off in the other direction.

He was another one I wanted to question about the 
murder, but I doubted I’d get a chance to pin him down. I 
wondered if he was at his station during the battle with the 
Dutch ship. Plenty of others would have seen him if he was 
truly working in the magazine.

I shrugged off my suspicions and went onto the main 
deck. The storm we’d sailed into was now dissipating. The 
moisture in the air was not rain but spray from the warm 
water below. Aloft, the topmen were back on the yards, re-
leasing the reefs they had tied up less than an hour before.

“Mr. Roberts?” A young cabin boy appeared by my side. 
I didn’t know his name. “The captain wishes to see you in the 
wardroom.”

“Very well.”
“Do you need me to take you there?”
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“I can find it.” I hadn’t been there, but I knew it was aft, 
under the shelter of the quarterdeck. I slipped inside and down 
the narrow hallway leading to the officer’s cabins. At the end 
was a door to a space larger than any cabin, with a wide table 
and benches all around. The wardroom. This was where the 
higher ranks spent their time, eating, drinking, perhaps play-
ing cards or dice. Also plotting out courses, planning hostile 
takeovers and pursuing dreams of lost treasure. All the usual 
piratical activities.

The captain and three others sat around the table. Stone 
waved me in and pointed to a seat opposite. He turned his 
attention back to a stork of a man. Even sitting down, I could 
tell the man would tower over me, but his shoulders could 
not have been any wider than my waist. White tufts of hair 
wafted out from the sides of his head. A large beak led his 
face wherever he looked, and his eyes were black and beady. 
At the moment, the beak was pointed down at a map as he 
pontificated about directions and degrees. After that, he 
started saying things that made more sense.

“So you see, making the Bahamas in less than a week is 
just not possible, especially since we did not make the most 
of that steady wind we had several days ago. We need to look 
for a stop along the way to refuel and restock. Our water 
stores —”

“Will be fine,” another man said. This one I had seen ear-
lier on the deck. The ship’s master, calling out changes to the 
position of the sails. “A few days on half rations ain’t going to 
kill any of the men.”

“No,” Stone said. “It will just put them in a foul mood. I’d 
rather not stop at Jamaica, but . . .” He waved me forward. “If I 
may, gentlemen. This is Tom Roberts, late of the Dutch ship 
Horner. You may have seen our ship’s master, Mr. Talbott.” 
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He nodded at the man who had just spoken. “This is Mr. 
Samuel Brown, our navigator.” The stork bowed to me. “And 
Gunther VanVelt, the master-at-arms.”

VanVelt pointed at me. “This is the whelp you pulled out 
of the brink the other day? How did you survive, lad, when 
all other hands were lost?”

“God’s providence, I suppose.”
“Don’t be frivolous with that sort of talk.” VanVelt 

showed me his meaty finger again as if making a threat. The 
rest of him followed the same shape as his finger, being larger 
in girth than most. But his bulk seemed to be all muscle. His 
face was rugged and pocked with gunpowder wounds. “It 
does not pay to mock our Holy Creator.”

“I am never frivolous when discussing God.”
The captain waved us off. “Enough, gentlemen. You two 

fine scholars can waste your own time with that nonsense. 
Don’t waste mine. Now, Mr. Roberts, I want you to tell me 
what the Horner was carrying for her cargo.”

I put some thought into the question. “I saw them load 
potatoes, barrels of wine, a dozen or more cannons for the 
fort at Curacao. Gunpowder and shot as well. There may 
have been some fancy goods stored in boxes, but I was not 
privy to their contents. Oh, and they had twenty or so slaves 
chained up below as well.”

“Even the potatoes would have been welcome,” said Tal-
bott. His voice was a bit nasal. “Not to mention any valuables 
we could have traded for more foodstuffs.”

“But the slaves would have been useless,” VanVelt said.
“Why is that?” I said. “Do you find slaves objectionable?”
“Personally, no.” The Dutchman glanced at the captain. 

“But Yeoman Glory does. Have you met Glory?”
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“I have. And I would have to agree with his objections. In 
my travels, though, it’s rare to find a ship that shuns the slave 
trade. My compliments, captain.”

“Hmph,” VanVelt said.
“What else, Mr. Roberts?” Stone said. “Water? Extra 

wood?”
“I suppose so. Don’t most ships carry extra supplies such 

as those?”
“Were there any other ships you met in the waters of the 

West Indies? You mentioned another English ship. No other 
French vessels? No ‘pirates’ that you recall?”

“None. For the most part, we avoided the little islands 
and we saw no ships since we left Martinique. Not until 
you . . . mmm . . . attacked.”

“About that attack. Mr. VanVelt raised a good question. 
Why were you the only survivor? Why did no other sailor 
jump ship or swim away when he could?”

“That,” I said, “may have been the Dutch captain’s doing. 
The few times I spoke with him, he was adamant that we 
should be on the watch for pirates. He told me the pirates 
in the West Indies offered no quarter. They would torture 
and butcher anyone they captured. He may have said similar 
things to the crew.”

“So rather than submit or be captured, you believe the 
crew let themselves drown?”

“Perhaps.”
Stone took control of the conversation. “What do you 

think was the purpose of the Horner’s trip?”
“Purpose? Supplying the Dutch colonies, of course.”
“A merchant ship, then. With as much cannon as she was 

showing?”
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I closed my mouth. It was an odd thing, the number of 
the ship’s cannon.

“Are you sure, Mr. Roberts, that you were not aboard a 
pirate hunter? A ship that deliberately obfuscated her iden-
tity to provoke an attack? Had you really no idea of the Horn-
er’s true purpose?”

I shook my head.
Stone turned back to the others. “For all we know, gentle-

men, this ship may have been seeking out Captain Redd as 
well, and lured us into her trap instead. That will be all, Mr. 
Roberts.” He waved me away. “See me in this room at three 
bells to report on the other matter we discussed.”

Giving him a nod, I left the wardroom for the cooler air 
out on the deck. I breathed in deep. Behind me, someone 
shouted instructions to the men up in the yards. I knew where 
most of the higher ranks were, so my curiosity led me around 
the corner and up the short ladder to the quarterdeck. I had 
been there only once, when I’d been inducted into the crew. 
Several men stood near the aft rail, discussing the minutia of 
variations in the weather. One man was working the wheel, 
his eyes roving upward to the sails, his hands steady on the 
pegs.

I ignored the weather freaks and addressed the quarter-
master. “Good day.” I took position alongside him and shared 
his view of the ship. Anyone standing there during the battle 
would have had a perfect view along the main deck to where 
the gunner was shot. “Were you on duty yesterday? During 
the attack on the Dutch ship?”

“Aye,” the man said. “’Twas about this time yesterday, 
wasn’t it? This would be my usual watch.”

“And you were? Watching? The battle, I mean.”
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“No sir. I was sticking to my duties, checking the sail and 
manning the wheel.”

“But you must have seen some of the action yesterday. 
Was Mr. Davidson out on the main deck?”

“Aye, he was. He was at that little deck gun there along 
the rail, aiming toward the Dutch masts.”

“Did you see him get hit?”
“Aye,” His voice dropped to nearly a whisper. “Didn’t see 

the man fall, but one minute he was there, busy doing his 
duty, and the next one he was lying face down on the deck. 
Poor bastard. Likely he never saw what hit him.”

“Anyone nearby? Anyone who might have spoken to him 
right before or right afterward?”

“His two mates, I suppose, but they were closer to the 
rail, not really near him. But I can’t be sure. I didn’t have the 
time to watch everything.” He nodded aloft. “I was keeping 
an eye on the sheets.”

I tried a different tack. “When you’re here, steering this 
great ship with the fate of a hundred souls in your hands, do 
you ever think about what happens when you die?”

“When I what?”
“When you die. When fate catches up with you and it’s 

your turn to meet your Maker?”
He gave me a long look out of the corners of his eyes. 

And then he moved off the wheel, checking on something 
ship-related on the main deck.

I took a step nearer, but he held out his hand. “Threaten 
me again and I’ll report you to the ship’s master.”

“No, no. You don’t understand. I’m just asking a ques-
tion. Look here — what’s your name?”

Reluctance dripped off him like treacle. “Franks, sir.”
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“Look, Franks. I’m not threatening you. I’m concerned 
about your soul. Heaven forbid you die here and wind up 
burning in hell for eternity!”

Franks motioned for one of the other men to come take 
his place at the wheel and then disappeared off the quarter-
deck without another word.

So far, my murder investigation was off to a rocky start.



Chapter Nine

April 10th, 1678, a Sunday

I didn’t have a chance to examine the area where the 
gunner died until the next morning, and then not until I had 
spent a good bit of the morning praying. It was Sunday. At 
the scene of the crime along the starboard side rail, I could 
see where the barrier had two breakaway pieces where the 
smaller guns could be positioned to fire at the enemy. The 
four cannons were stowed at present, lashed to either side 
of the opening to the cargo hold. While I prodded these 
guns with my foot and thought about the crew that manned 
them, the master-at-arms VanVelt came along behind me and 
cleared his throat.

“Something amiss?” He leaned his barrel-shaped body 
against the raised wall around the hold.

“Do you know how these guns operate? I see they are 
much smaller than the cannons below.”
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“I’m sure the gunners know best. Perhaps you could ask 
one of them. Muskets and pistols are much more my style.”

“That’s the thing. Mr. Davidson is dead and no one else 
could answer the questions I had.”

“All I know is these cannons are brought to bear at these 
openings.” He pointed to the breaks I had noticed earlier, 
confirming my deductions. “The crew maneuvers the guns in 
whatever position is called for, forward or aft if the target is 
ahead or behind. Raising the elevation if the target is to be 
the rigging, or lowering it if the target is to be the hull.”

“What kind of shot was Mr. Davidson loading the other 
day during the battle?”

“Chain shot, I imagine. His instructions were to cripple 
the other ship, not sink it. I think that was made clear during 
the meeting you witnessed. Davidson did not intend to sink 
the Horner.”

“But his mate didn’t agree with him.”
VanVelt shoved off the wall and leaned against the outer 

rail. The dancing horizon kept his gaze. “Or maybe he didn’t 
know better.”

“Who else was helping Davidson with these guns?”
“It would not have been many. The smaller cannons don’t 

need a full gunner’s crew. Two or three would do. Both can-
nons on the starboard side were firing that day, so there were 
six men here. Three fore and three aft. I couldn’t tell you who 
he’d picked to help.”

“Where were you during the action?”
“I too was along the rail, but further aft, near the ladder 

to the quarterdeck.” He cast his eyes my direction. “Why so 
many questions about the dead man? Is he your suspected 
thief?”
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“Captain Stone told you about that, did he?”
VanVelt put his back to the water and faced me. “No. I 

heard this foolishness from your own mouth, when you an-
nounced it here on deck. There is no thief on the Fancy — I 
swear it by heaven above.” 

I took three steps over and joined him on the rail. From 
here, I considered the potential angles of fire for Davidson’s 
murder. Where would the killer have stood to have a clear 
shot at the gunner? Would he have been lying on the deck 
somewhere? I had no good answers.

After a time, I answered VanVelt. “Are you a religious 
man?”

He jerked his chin upward. “As any good Dutchman 
would be.”

“How did you get here, on this ship?”
“That, sir, is a tale for a late night and a jug of good spirits 

to go with it. Suffice to say that I spent a long time away from 
my country and many years among these islands, shooting 
game and living off the land. I used to trade furs and smoked 
meat, and only recently ventured out on ships that I felt were 
pursuing worthy causes.”

“You are a true buccaneer then? You don’t look it.”
“Not all buccaneers are wild men, Mr. Roberts. Perhaps 

I’ll show you my prize musket one day and you’ll see how well 
off some of us are.”

“That would be grand, as long as your musket is pointed 
the other way. I don’t need to see the business end of it.”

“If I ever had cause to aim at you, you’d be dead before 
you ever saw the business end.” He smirked at me and strolled 
toward the sheltered deck. “Keep your nose clean and you 
won’t have to worry about that.”
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I stepped away from the rail and put myself in the exact 
spot where Davidson had been shot. I still had no answers for 
the questions of who shot the gunner and why. As I debated 
my next line of inquiry, a cry descended from aloft and stirred 
the men on the deck. “Sail ho!”

“Where away?” came the response from the wheel.
“Three points to starboard!”
Shouts for the captain echoed around the ship. Men 

bustled to their stations to be ready for anything. Sail meant 
friend or foe, perhaps news or plunder, and always an oppor-
tunity for something exciting to happen.

Stone and several others emerged with all dignity from 
the sheltered area and ascended to the quarterdeck. Tele-
scopes erupted like rogue weeds following the rain, and the 
lot of them scanned the direction called out from above. I 
dared not join them on the command deck. Instead I leaned 
against the ladder and listened.

“Anything?” The captain’s gruff rumble was easy to 
identify.

“Nothing I can see, sir.” This was the ship’s master, Mr. 
Talbott.

“A few points starboard, if you please Mr. Franks.”
A long silence, where everyone on board hushed and 

waited for news. The same voice called out, “Spanish vessel!”
A burst of muttering on the command deck confirmed 

the sighting. “Got it!” and “Yes, there she is.”
“I pray she’s a galleon, heavy with gold,” Stone said. “That 

would go a long way to settling our accounts.” A telescope 
snapped shut. “Bring us in close, Mr. Talbott.”

“Full sail, DuChamps! Stay on this tack, Mr. Franks.” 
Talbott cleared his throat. “Beat to quarters, sir?”
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“Not yet,” Stone said. “Wait until we draw near and see 
what we are up against.”

I kept to my post by the ladder and scanned the seas for 
any sign of the other ship. The bell rang once more, a good fif-
teen minutes later, before I could see her with my naked eye. 
Without a telescope, I could not tell what sort of vessel she 
was, but from snatches of conversation above me, she seemed 
to be a small cargo ship. A caravel or a pinnace. Not a great 
ship for sailing, certainly no match for the Fancy when run-
ning before the wind.

When the ship was no more than a mile ahead and her 
lines were clear to all, the captain asked the master to call the 
men to quarters. In other words, man their stations for battle. 
At the master’s call, there was a sudden burst of commotion 
as the main deck was cleared for action. Deckhands stowed 
loose items and unlashed the four small deck cannons. These 
they rolled out to the open rail ports and secured them with 
ropes and pulleys. Down on the gun deck, the scene would 
have been the same. Crews untying the cannons and freeing 
them to roll out through the gunports. They would loosen 
firing implements — the swab, the tinder, the rods and pawls 
needed to wrangle the larger cannons into position — and 
they would accept the bundles of powder delivered by the 
powder monkeys. Shot was stored in troughs on either side 
of the gunports.

Along the rails of the main deck, to one side or another 
of the small cannons, several dozen men with long muskets 
lined up. They joked and chided each other as they cleaned 
their guns, primed and loaded them with shot. I spied Gun-
ther VanVelt with his prized weapon. It truly was impres-
sive — a carved wonder with the stock of inlaid ivory and the
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barrel blazing with gleaming chromium. As it caught the sun, 
the weapon reminded me of Michael’s flaming sword. Death 
to those it touched.

When all was ready, the captain ordered the rigger’s mate 
to fly the colors, raise the union jack.

“That will decide her,” Stone said. “She should either sur-
render outright or she’ll make a run for it.”

But the other ship did neither, keeping to her course, 
stubborn as a mule. The Fancy drew closer and the captain 
called for a speaking trumpet.

“Ahoy Spanish vessel!” Stone bellowed into the cone. 
“Strike your colors and heave to!”

There was no response, even though I could see people 
milling around on the other deck. They simply ignored us. At 
this point, having no idea what the captain had in mind to do, 
I felt I had to have my say. I turned and mounted the ladder 
to the quarterdeck and took position beside the man.

“What are your intentions here, Captain Stone?”
He paid me no heed for several long minutes, gazing in-

stead at the Spanish ship and her lackadaisical crew. I stood 
my ground.

“Well?”
“I suggest you find your station, Mr. Roberts, and vacate 

my deck. I believe your post is down in the surgery.”
“If you can, I would like to hear your explanation for 

taking this innocent vessel. Did I hear you say earlier that 
this was simply a cargo ship minding its business? How would 
sinking her further your war against the Spanish?”

“Every ship is a threat, even one such as this simple cargo 
vessel. She could be hiding soldiers down below, or carrying 
treasure for the King to spend on warships. Even if we deny 
the Spanish a few supplies, it is a perfectly good reason to 
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plunder. Perhaps you should watch how we work before con-
demning our actions.”

“I wholeheartedly object. Any loss of life in the upcom-
ing action is on your head. The blood of this Spanish crew, 
as well as the blood of the Dutchmen on the Horner, cries 
out for justice. You will surely answer for it in this life or the 
next.”

Stone pulled himself away from the view of the approach-
ing ship. He faced me squarely. “Need I remind you that you 
signed the ship’s articles, which makes you every bit as re-
sponsible for what happens aboard this ship? That blood you 
speak of so eloquently is also on your head.” He crossed his 
arms. “Now I am a man who is more than reasonable, more 
than fair, and I do not shed blood if it is not warranted. I ask 
you one last time to go observe somewhere else, before I ask 
Mr. Talbott here to run you through with his saber for ne-
glecting your duties during battle.”

Without another word, I descended from the height, 
properly shamed. How had I gotten into this mess? I had 
signed on with these pirates, wanting to survive, wanting 
to solve an unjust killing. Yet when the men carry out their 
stated purpose, namely piracy, I object? I had become a grand 
hypocrite. A lukewarm believer in danger of being spat out.

Consumed with my thoughts, I missed any orders the 
captain issued from the quarterdeck. The next thing I knew, 
the boom of cannon shot shivered the deck beneath my 
feet. My ears plugged shut in response and the world stayed 
wrapped in wool for a long minute.

The Spanish ship finally reacted, veering sharply to the 
side and in the process, losing most of the wind in her sails. 
Her attempt to escape was inept at best. The Fancy changed 
course and was upon the ship in ten minutes. Captain Stone 
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jumped down to the main deck and addressed the men on the 
smaller guns.

“Look lively, fellows! Load some chain shot and aim high. 
Quickly now!”

In less than a minute, the men scrambled to load and aim 
the two starboard cannons. They wedged blocks underneath 
the carriages and spiked them in place. After the captain had 
inspected the aim on both, he called for them to fire.

The two shots made a fraction of the noise of the bigger 
gun below, but the smoke cloud was more present. The wispy 
tendrils flew back in my face and blinded me for a moment. I 
lost sight of the other ship and never saw the chain shot flying 
through the air. The results were very much audible, though. 
The crackling of the yards reminded me of the breaking of a 
man’s bones, and the prospect of the sound just as sickening. 
And then the Fancy was past the Spanish ship, speeding by as 
the cargo vessel wallowed in its windless state. She never tried 
to fire back. Most merchant ships had few cannons and fewer 
men that knew how to operate them efficiently. I lifted up a 
prayer that no one from the Spanish ship had been hurt.

At Stone’s shouted commands, the Fancy swung back 
around to where the other ship lay stagnant. At a hundred 
yards, we could see the Spaniards assembled on the deck. A 
mere dozen, staring listlessly at our ship and at the damage 
above them, and waiting for the inevitable. At the bow of the 
Fancy, a crew hoisted one of the two longboats over the side 
and lowered it into the water. Men piled down the side and 
into the boat, rowing off toward the other ship.

Meanwhile, VanVelt and his men aimed their muskets 
across the water at the sailors on the other deck, daring 
them to make any false move. The ship’s master, now with 
the speaking trumpet, bellowed in broken Spanish that their 
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captain should come peacefully into the long boat. Whether 
anyone understood or would deign to obey still remained to 
be seen.

The boat crew reached the Spanish ship, and after a brief 
argument with several men on the deck, they took aboard a 
Spaniard and rowed back to the Fancy. Stone wasted no time. 
He and his officers met the Spaniard at the rail and rained 
question after question on him even before he was standing 
upright on the deck.

“Where are you headed? What cargo do you have on your 
ship? What port did you sail out of? How many men? Any 
skilled workers?”

“Sir-ra.” The man wore a coat resembling what a captain 
might wear, but the garment had certainly seen better days. 
He had no hat and seemed a bit intoxicated. His hair stuck 
out in three directions, cardinal points on his own warped 
compass, and he answered Stone in heavily accented English. 
“Our ship be simple ship for trade. We be only having little 
food. No azure, no gold, señor.” He straightened his hair as if 
adjusting a hat. “Three ago days like you pirates attacked our 
ship.”

Stone stiffened. “Pirates? Who are pirates?”
“Like you. Pirates.”
“We are not pirates, sir. We are men of the King of Eng-

land’s navy. We have Letters of Marque stating we have the 
right to take ships in the name of our King and strip them 
down to further his cause in the war against your country.”

The Spaniard shrugged, glancing at his vessel and then 
back to Stone. “Pirates.”

Captain Stone turned away. “We shall see about your 
cargo and we shall see about your crew. Mr. Hardy, if you 
please. You will take your mates back to that Spanish ship, 
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fully armed. Secure the crew and search the ship.” He spied 
me along the rail, where I had observed the whole exchange. 
“And take our Mr. Roberts with you. He is very much con-
cerned over the injured and dying on the other ship. Show 
him that there are none.”

“Aye, aye, sir!”
With Stone’s command and Hardy’s reply, I was included 

in the boarding party of the Spanish vessel, the Santa Lucia. 
Yet another item to add to the growing list of piratical activi-
ties in which I’d taken part.



Chapter Ten

Thank the Lord, the boat ride was short. From the greater 
height and greater mass of the Fancy, the sea of the West 
Indies was a calm presence. On the much smaller boat, the 
same water turned into a turbulent force to be confronted. 
The coxswain, Mr. Hardy, said little when I climbed down 
into the long boat. In fact, he said little to his men either. 
The oarsmen knew their work and did it well. The dozen men 
stroked evenly with their oars and we cut cleanly through the 
chop and arrived promptly at the Spanish ship.

The name on the side was the Santa Lucia. I wondered 
who had named the ship. As far as I knew, there was no Saint 
Lucia or Saint Lucy. But Catholic doctrine or history was not 
my strongest subject.

The crew of the Santa Lucia was desultory. They made 
no move to resist when Mr. Hardy and his men tied them to 
the mast. The captives sat on the deck and stared out at the
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horizon without as much as a word of protest. That was the 
last we had to do with them.

“Spread out, then,” Mr. Hardy said to his gathered crew. 
“I want a tally of the goods. Search every nook and cranny for 
anything of value. You there, Roberts.” He waved a pistol at 
me. “Come with me, we’ll check the quarters.” He cocked and 
primed the pistol, and then nodded. We descended the stairs 
of the companionway to the lower decks. The Santa Lucia had 
only two decks — main and lower — and then the hold. She 
also wallowed in the water like a fat cow plodding through 
the mud. Not much to recommend.

Dividers on the lower deck partitioned the space into 
cargo stalls and livestock arenas, but all were empty. Some 
soiled straw spilled out onto the deck, a sure sign there must 
have been animals here at one time. Hardy and I stuck our 
heads into the various areas and came up with nothing to 
report. The other men from Hardy’s crew were down in the 
hold, shoving around a few barrels from what I could hear. 
The rest of the ship was devoid of anything but junk.

“There’s nothing here,” I said. “Do you think the Spaniard 
was telling the truth? That they’d been attacked by pirates?”

“Ship’s captains have been known to keep their secrets. 
Sometimes even to the grave. Every single one would lie about 
any treasure or any valuable goods, in the off-chance the stuff 
wouldn’t be plundered. Same goes for this weak-spined Span-
iard, if he was attacked by pirates. He probably hid the best 
things somewhere on board. Let’s keep digging.”

We found one small cabin that might have been some-
one’s quarters, but it was hard to tell. Everything inside had 
been smashed or ripped to pieces. Old blood decorated the 
floor, the walls, and even the ceiling. Someone had flung the 
stuff everywhere, maybe a day or two ago, maybe longer.



The Pirate Investigator ��

Across the hall was another door, this one closed tight. 
There wasn’t a latch but something was preventing the door 
from swinging inward. It might have been a chest or bit of 
debris blocking the way. Hardy put his shoulder to the door 
and managed to wedge it open a crack. He leaned forward to 
peek into the room and immediately ducked back out of the 
way. The straight blade of a hanger thrust out at his head, 
nearly costing him an eye.

“Cripes! Watch out!” Hardy backed away and raised his 
pistol. “Pendleton! Rhodes! Get your butts over here! We 
have a Spaniard resisting with a sword!”

 He aimed his pistol at the crack and I’m sure the next 
movement inside would have caused him to fire. I reached 
over and tipped his gun down.

“Let me have a go.”
“It’s your own skin,” he warned. “It matters little to me if 

you get skewered, but I won’t be carrying your body back to 
the Fancy.”

“Hello?” I ignored the coxswain and crept closer to the 
door. “Is someone there? We won’t hurt you, but you need to 
come out where we can see you.” No response. “Hold on,” I 
told Hardy. Back in the other cabin, I grabbed a thick chunk 
of wood to arm myself.

At the door once again, I risked a peek through the crack. 
I caught a brief glimpse of a young boy, clutching the short 
sword with both hands. He spied me at the door and shoved 
the hanger through the crack. I dodged and batted the blade 
with my chunk of wood. The blow jarred against the blade 
and bent the metal far enough so it would not retreat easily 
through the crack. Inside the room, the boy cried out and let 
go of the weapon.

I turned and nodded to Hardy. He charged at the door 
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and forced it open even more. The others joined him, adding 
their strength to the task, and the gap widened enough for 
a person to fit through. Hardy motioned to the boy to come 
out, keeping his pistol pointed at him as the boy emerged. 
“Anyone else in there? If you lie, we’ll blast them where they 
stand.”

The boy shook his head. He was short, no more than five 
feet tall, with a smooth face and crudely cropped hair. His 
brown eyes were huge as he stared at Hardy and the other 
men gathered around. His features were pointed and dark, 
as with the other Spaniards we had seen so far. But there was 
something else I noticed and decided to keep to myself.

“Mr. Hardy,” I said. “Why don’t you search that room 
and blast anyone you find. I’ll take this one up on deck to 
question. Maybe I can find out what happened here.”

“Take Pendleton with you.” He nodded to the tall man 
next to him. “In case you find you can’t handle the boy.”

I stood up straight. “I’ll have you know, I fenced at school 
and probably have more hours practice with a blade than you 
or any of your men.”

“Care to test that out?” He drew his saber partway out 
of his belt. “There’s a weapon you can use by the door.” He 
meant the bent hanger.

“I have more pressing matters at the moment.”
“I’m sure you do. Carry on Mr. Roberts.”
With that, I took the boy by the neck and guided him 

upward into the light. The sunshine on the main deck re-
vealed a quilt of dirt patches and deep bruises on the boy’s 
skin. He must have suffered through quite an adventure up 
to now.

I released him and waved over to a spot by the mizzen 
mast. We both sat — me with crossed legs and the boy with 



The Pirate Investigator �9

knees to one side. “Well then, boy, what’s your name?”
“Mar — Martin.”
“Martin, is it? That’s not much of a Spanish name. Are 

you travelling incognito? Under a false name? Are you sure it 
isn’t really Marcos? Or Miguel?”

He shook his head.
“Martin it is. How do you understand English?”
“I spent time in England before I — before I was taken by 

the navy.” There was only a faint trace of a Spanish lisp.
“You were press-ganged? I find that hard to believe. They 

put you in service on an English ship?” Stealing a move from 
Captain Stone, I reached out and felt the muscle in his bicep. 
“You haven’t done much work, even if you are a sailor. Tell me 
how you got from an English ship over to the Santa Lucia? 
Were you taken captive?”

No answer. The mystery of the boy’s origin would have 
to wait. I switched to the questions the captain would want 
answers for. “All right. What about the pirates your captain 
talked about? Were you really attacked? I don’t see evidence 
of any damage.”

He nodded, his eyes darting over to the Fancy. “That 
man is not the captain. He was the man the crew elected 
after . . . when the pirates killed the real captain.”

“What happened to him?”
“They accused him of withholding gold and gems. The 

other members of the crew swore the man had a bag of them, 
and that he kept showing off his little bounty of treasure. 
They were lying. They didn’t like the old captain.”

“How many in the crew? How many men on this ship?”
“We had thirty. The pirates killed some when they 

boarded, and tortured others afterward. I don’t know what 
happened to most of them. I hid.”
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“And you kept on hiding, I see. What about the others? 
The survivors?”

“They left me alone. They were cowards.”
“What about your ship? There’s nothing left. No cargo, 

no goods, no valuables.”
“No, nothing. Everything was stripped and taken by the 

first pirate ship.”
“Who were these pirates?” It was my turn to look over at 

the Fancy. How would you tell one pirate ship from another? 
“Did they fly a flag? Were the sails or hull painted black? Did 
the men curse or drink a lot? Any of them wearing gold rings 
or shrunken heads? Anyone mention any names, any notori-
ous criminals?”

He bit his lip. “The flag was red. The crew said it meant 
the pirates would show no mercy. And the captain wore red 
too, a bright red coat. They said his name was Redd.”

“Red?”
“Captain Daniel Redd.”



Chapter Eleven

Not a surprise — the rest of the boat crew found noth-
ing. Captain Redd and his swashbuckling pirates had cleaned 
out the Spanish ship. They slaughtered the livestock, looted 
the foodstuffs, took most of the fresh water, killed most of 
the crew, and left the decrepit little ship to flounder along its 
merry way. From here, she was still another two days to any 
port, even farther from a friendly one. I did not envy those 
we left behind on the Santa Lucia. At least Hardy had the 
decency to untie them before we shoved off.

I took charge of Martin, the boy, and brought him along 
on the boat, much to Hardy’s dislike. The boy had informa-
tion for the captain, I explained, and left him to wrestle with 
his orders. There were plenty of good reasons not to leave 
him aboard the Santa Lucia, and many other good reasons to 
bring him aboard the Fancy. In reality, reason had little to do 
with it. There just weren’t any other options. I had my duty.

The trip back was as brief as the trip there. On deck, 
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Captain Stone merely raised an eyebrow when I escorted the 
boy onto the ship. As we stood there, Hardy made his report, 
including what little information we got from Martin about 
the fate of the other ship. Stone’s face whitened at the news.

“Daniel Redd! The nerve of that man, flouting that fake 
name everywhere he goes and treating his prisoners in that 
manner. It’s like I’ve been saying all along, Mr. Talbott. 
Something must be done about that lousy pirate.”

“Aye, sir.” The stoic ship’s master made a few notes in his 
logbook but didn’t offer any other comment.

Stone frowned. He scanned the faces of those around 
him and his gaze landed on mine. “You, Mr. Roberts.” He 
pointed his finger my way. “You have some explaining to do. 
Come along.”

Over by the rail, Wexford gestured to the Santa Lucia 
with the rope quirt that never left his hand. “What’ll we do 
with her, captain? She’s a wreck asking for trouble.”

It was true. The yards on the Spanish ship were broken 
and splintered. The sails hung loose like the bellies of aged 
admirals near the end of their days. She had no spare wood to 
fashion new yards and not enough crew to get her back into 
sailing shape. Just those twelve men we’d left behind . . . 

“Sink her,” Stone said. “She’s not good for anything I can 
see.”

“Now Captain—” I said
“Por favor!” the Spanish captain protested. “My men!”
“Oh very well. Hardy, go and fetch those useless men and 

Wexford will find something for them to do. Then sink the 
darn scow.”

Captain Stone turned away, waving for me and Martin to 
follow, and he led us through the sheltered deck to the ward-
room. He slid behind the table but did not give us permission 
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to sit. Instead Stone glared at us over the empty expanse be-
tween us.

“I’ll tell you right now, Mr. Roberts, that I am in no mood 
for your arguments or shenanigans. In simple language, using 
as few words as you can manage, explain to me why you 
brought this individual onto my ship.”

“I couldn’t leave him aboard the other ship. Of course, I 
had no idea you’d planned on destroying the Santa Lucia, but 
in any case, I had an obligation —”

“To what? Rescue strays and orphans? I allowed you to 
stay and added you to the crew for one purpose only. You 
were charged with ferreting out the killer on my ship, the 
man you swore you could find through your investigations. 
What is it about this business that allows you to bring un-
necessary mouths aboard?”

“Well sir, Martin here —”
“Enough of that nonsense. You know that’s a false name. 

What are we, fools?” Stone pounded the table with his fist, 
startling the boy. “What is your real name?”

“Martin.” The reply came as quiet as a mouse squeak.
“I doubt it. How old are you?”
“Thirteen?” I said.
“Ten,” Martin said.
“Do either one of you have any idea what a ten-year-old 

boy looks like?” Stone reached across the table and grabbed 
Martin’s chin. After a quick glance at each cheek, he let go. 
He sat back and nodded at me. “What do you think, Mr. 
Roberts? Give me a real age.”

I sighed. It was no good pretending any more. “Probably 
twenty or twenty-one.”

He feigned surprise. “What? That old? And yet no beard 
in sight? What stuff are they making little boys out of these 
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days?” Once more his fist descended upon the table with 
a tremendous bang. “What is your real name? If you don’t 
speak it now, I’ll pull it out of you by flying you up the mast or 
dipping you into the sea.” He pointed at me. “Ask him. He’ll 
tell you how it works. Now, out with it!”

Again the mouse squeaked. “Marta.”
The captain leaned back.
“And now you see, Captain,” I said, “why I couldn’t just 

leave her there with the Spaniards.”
“Instead, you made a big mistake bringing a full-grown 

woman aboard my ship.”
“She had locked herself in a cabin, barricaded the door 

and was defending her very life with a tarnished hanger. You 
don’t think you can offer her some better accommodations 
here?”

He was shaking his head before I had even finished. 
“How could I do that? By parading her around the ship as 
a boy?” He snorted. “How well did that fool you? Or me? 
You think the crew would be any different? And what do you 
think their reaction would be? I doubt they would be con-
cerned at all for her honor. It would be chaos and lots of dis-
cipline and a hundred years bad luck. You brought me a real 
puzzle, Mr. Roberts. One I’m tempted to solve by tossing her 
overboard.”

“Please, no!” Marta said. “I will be good. I will behave. 
Don’t let me drown. I will do whatever you say, whatever you 
want. Clean your cabin, shine your boots, empty your cham-
ber pot.” She glanced at the captain and lowered her eyes. “I 
could do other things . . .”

Stone’s face clouded over and his look stopped her in her 
tracks. “I am not that kind of man and I would not let anyone 
on this ship touch you in that way.”
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“But you would rather toss me overboard?”
I intervened. “What will you do with her then?”
The captain scratched at his beard. “Tell me, woman. 

What did you do before you ended up on that ship? Were 
you a chambermaid? A farmer’s daughter? Perhaps you were 
a strumpet. What skills do you have to offer?”

“I — I —”
“This is no time to be shy. I’m deciding your future. You 

promised me you’d clean everything I owned and I want to 
make sure it would be done properly. Well, what do you know 
how to do?”

Marta broke down and wept. Neither Captain Stone nor 
I moved a muscle.

She regained control when she saw her tears had no 
effect. She sniffed once more and then said, “I was betrothed 
to a man my father picked out for me. I could not stand the 
thought of marrying that puling merchant’s son no matter 
how wealthy he might have been.”

“So you ran away,” Stone said.
“Yes. On a ship headed to the West Indies. I heard 

women out here could be independent and make fortunes of 
their own, buy workers and make them mine silver and gold. 
Or farm sugar.”

“How did that work out for you?”
“The captain on that first ship betrayed me and was taking 

me back to Spain, so when we were at port, I escaped and hid 
on another ship. I cut my hair and pretended to be a boy. We 
sailed and anchored at a French port, but I don’t remember 
which one. That’s where I found the Santa Lucia. They were 
supposed to be delivering goods to Santo Domingo, but then 
that pirate attacked. Captain Redd.”

“Yes. I heard about all that.”
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“At first, I hid from the pirates up in the crow’s nest. 
After they left, I stayed away from the rest of the crew. None 
of them knew my secret but if I stayed, they might have found 
out eventually. And as you said, they would not have con-
cerned themselves over my honor.”

“You were some sort of nobility?” I said. “Landed gentry 
perhaps, but lacking in funds? That’s why the marriage would 
have been good for your family.”

“My full name is Marta Louisa Contrario y Dulcisimo. 
And yes, you are right. The king takes far too much of our 
money for his stinking war against the English. And it forces 
our fathers to match us with the sons of rich merchants. It’s 
marrying the pig because you want the bacon.”

I raised an eyebrow. “You speak very good English. Any 
other languages? French? Dutch or German?”

“Some of those, yes. I also sew and play the lute. That is 
the extent of my skills. What will you do with me now? Put 
me in a dress and dangle me in front of your men? You said it 
would cause a riot.”

“Good Lord, yes it would.” Stone shook his head again. 
“We’ll have to do our best to hide you. Make you a sanctioned 
stowaway. At the next port of call, I’ll put you to shore with 
the other Spaniards and call it a job well done. If you stay out 
of the way, we’ll leave you alone and then you get to leave with 
your honor intact.”

I lifted my finger. “What about giving her to Glory to 
watch over? He lets no one fool with his sails and his area is 
always dimly lit. You can let the crew know you don’t want to 
break in a new cabin boy, so you put this ‘boy’ to work with 
the yeoman. She can even sew. She said as much herself.”

Marta glared in my direction but her look didn’t faze 
me.
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“An excellent plan, Mr. Roberts. This is the first sensible 
thing you’ve said since I’ve known you. Carry on. Let our 
yeoman take her under his wing. And if I may give you some 
advice, Marta Louisa. Be sure to do everything Glory com-
mands of you. I think you’ll understand perfectly when you 
see him. His presence tends to command obedience.”

Tears pooled in her eyes again. “Why? What is he, some 
kind of monster?”

I took her arm. “Come along. You’ll see soon enough.”
We left the wardroom and used the aft companionway to 

keep Marta off the main deck and to take her by the shortest 
route to the yeoman’s store. On the steps between the gun 
deck and lower deck, I stopped and let her go. She turned 
toward me.

“Listen,” I said. “You owe me big for bringing you aboard. 
You’re a lot better off here, you’ll be treated more humanely 
and you’ll have a better chance of getting back to land in one 
piece. So I want you to do something for me.”

She backed away. “You heard the captain. I don’t need to 
do anything like that for you.”

“Button it, sister. I’m not talking about that. I need you 
to keep an eye on the men of the lower decks. You may have 
heard the captain talk about a little matter I’m supposed to 
be investigating, and I think you may be able to help me. 
What are the men doing? Are there strange activities, or im-
promptu meetings of crew? Men in odd places at odd times. 
On the gun deck, the treasure vault is there at the stern of 
the ship. It is guarded, but who goes in? Who goes out? Does 
anyone act suspicious or nervous?”

“You want me to spy.”
“This would be in the name of justice. I think you can 

manage it.”
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“And what if I refuse?”
“I’ll let the captain know you are causing problems, and 

he’ll make your life miserable, even if he promised you’d come 
to no harm.”

She shook her head, her short mangled hair flopping back 
and forth. “You are a cruel man, Mr. Roberts.”

That was a first. I had always considered myself a kind 
but fair man, a man of God. I followed the statutes and com-
mandments he laid before us and placed my faith in Jesus, his 
Son. I did not think I had cruelty in me, but perhaps some-
thing of these pirates aboard the Fancy was rubbing off on 
me. I would have to mediate on that later. “Come along.”

We found Glory patching up a torn sail. His huge hands 
worked through the fabric, jabbing a thick needle through 
the canvas and the patch. The thread he used was coarse and 
strong, but his fingers made quick work of the repair.

“Here we are, fast at work. This may not be the kind of 
sewing you were used to, but I think it should keep you out 
of trouble. Glory, this is Martin, a new ‘boy’ sent to help you. 
The captain would like you to keep an eye on . . . um, him.”

Glory set the needle and canvas aside and stood up. His 
bulk filled the space, a leviathan rising to block out the sun. 
Marta shrank back. “Dios mío.”

The big man raised an eyebrow at me and reached around 
for his slate.

“Don’t bother.” I held up a hand. “I know just what you 
are going to ask. As much as you can, keep her down here and 
away from the men. We’ll be dropping her off the next time 
we call on port.”

He tapped a fist on the left side of his chest. Yes.
“Oh, and by the way she also speaks French. The two of 

you can converse in multiple languages.”
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Glory scratched out a word on his writing slate and waved 
Marta over to see it. “Name?” it said.

She gave it to him.
He nodded at me and put a hand on her shoulder to bring 

her into the yeoman’s store. Her eyes were still wide but I 
could tell she would cause no more problems while she was 
with Glory. I left them there and headed aft to check in with 
Peter.

“For a surgeon’s assistant,” Peter said when he saw me, 
“you don’t spend much time with the surgeon or in the 
surgery.”

“Sorry. Other duties have kept me busy. Any pressing 
business?”

“Only the gunner’s body.” He shut the book he was read-
ing and leaned against the operating table. “We’ve held onto 
him for two days now. Any chance we can be done and release 
him to the depths?”

“I was thinking we could pack him up and put him with 
the other stores. Load him in a barrel of rum or stuff him into 
a case of salt. Somehow preserve him longer.”

The young surgeon gave me a long stare. “Mr. Wexford 
certainly wouldn’t approve. I doubt the rest of the men would 
stand for it either. No one wants a body stashed alongside their 
victuals. I don’t think we can hang onto him any longer.”

“What’s wrong with packing him in rum? That would 
keep his body nicely for future study and the men wouldn’t 
have to know.”

“They’d find out eventually. Someone would get thirsty 
and crack open the barrel for a quick sip. No, a rum barrel 
is the last place I’d put a body or anything else for safe 
keeping.”

“Fine, then.” I glanced at the empty beds in the ward. 
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“Where is he now? Maybe I can talk to the captain and come 
up with some other arrangement.”

Peter quirked a smile at my question. “Jimmy and I 
stashed him elsewhere for now. The smell was distracting me 
from studying.”

“I’ll need to see the body one more time, so I can be sure 
I’ve finished gathering the evidence I need. Where is the 
gunner?”

“Oh, you’ll find him soon.”
“You want me to go looking for him?”
“No need. It’s almost dark, isn’t it? Nearly bedtime?”
That could mean only one thing. “You put a dead body in 

my hammock?”
Another grin creased his face. “All in good fun.”
“That’s what you think now.” I shook my finger in his 

face. “Wait until I tell your father.”
He jerked back as if he’d been slapped. “What do you 

know of my father?”
“Sorry, that was a joke. All in good fun. I forgot you never 

knew who your father was.”
“No, no I didn’t. I grew up on Jamaica with my mother, 

but after she died, I was on my own.”
“Until Captain Stone found you.”
He nodded.
I took my leave, letting him continue his contemplation. 

I pushed through the hammocks over to my sleeping area 
and thought about a good place to store the body, someplace 
safe and out of the way. Perhaps I could convince Wexford to 
open the treasure vault and tuck the dead man in there. No, 
that would never work. I stopped in front of my hammock.

The netting swung freely with the rocking of the ship. 
A little too freely. My hand found the edge and gripped it, 
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stopping the motion. I frisked the hammock. There was no 
body. This could only mean one of two things. Either Peter 
had lied about putting the body here, or someone else had 
discovered it and stolen it. Marvelous.



Chapter Twelve

I hurried back to the surgery to question Peter. “Are you 
positive you put the body in my hammock? Not someone 
else’s hammock or nearby?”

He gave me a puzzled look. “Like I said, Jimmy and I 
hefted Davidson’s body into your bunk. It was just a lark. We 
didn’t mean anything by it.”

“Since then, someone came along and hefted him right 
out and took him elsewhere.”

Peter insisted upon seeing the scene for himself. “Well. 
He certainly is gone.” He put his hand on the rope anchoring 
the hammock and rocked the bed a few times. “He was here, 
I swear. But there’s nothing much we can do about it now, 
can we?”

“My bet is that someone tossed the body overboard,” I said. 
“I could still ask around, see if anyone knows anything.”

“Why was it so important to keep Davidson’s body?”
“Proof. It’s one thing to claim the man had been shot in 
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the back and another to show them the truth of it. At least 
the captain saw the body before it disappeared. I’ll just have 
to rely upon other evidence to prove who the killer is.”

The young surgeon sighed. “You’ll be informing the cap-
tain, then?”

“About the missing body? Of course.”
“Don’t make a big deal of us moving the body. We just 

wanted to get him out of the way.”
“Fear not,” I said as I headed toward the door. “I won’t 

mention any more than strictly necessary.”
I didn’t know if it would be a good time to talk to the cap-

tain or not, but I headed to the companionway and up onto 
the main deck. The sun had gone down about a half an hour 
before and the lanterns hanging from the masts were already 
lit. The areas beneath were glowing with golden beams and 
the crew had gathered here for their nightly rum ration. The 
men were in high spirits, feeling glad and joking with their 
fellows. It was a fine time to be a sailor, or a pirate, whenever 
the rum was passed out.

Standing near the companionway was Peg Leg Jones with 
his leg out of his wooden peg. He balanced there and gave his 
stump a good rub. After that, he shook his fake leg, glanced 
inside the leather socket and then jammed his stump back 
into place. He looked up, caught me staring and he growled, 
“Give a man some privacy, would you?”

I made some apologies, left him there, and I pushed on 
toward the quarterdeck. The men stepped aside grudgingly 
as I moved aft. They needn’t have worried about losing their 
place in line, as I didn’t drink rum or any sort of liquor. The 
only open spot I could find was up the ladder on the quar-
terdeck, where I saw at a glance there was no Captain Stone. 
Below me, I heard the men chanting for someone named 
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Bonny or Bailey, whoever that was. One man with the looks 
of a Scot broke out from the crowd and waved the men down. 
“Batten down yer hatches. I gotta get me rum first and me 
fiddle second. Aye, then ye can have what you want, you mad 
buggers!”

Magically, the crowd parted for this Bonny Bailey fellow, 
and he got his ration next. Another minute later, he had his 
fiddle out and struck up the notes to a jig. Those assembled 
who were not in line for the barrel broke out with clapping and 
stomping on the deck. A few men spun out and took to danc-
ing in the middle. I spied Champ, down from the rigging at 
last, whirling and carousing like a blond devil and calling out 
to other men to join in. Wexford, ever the prickly pear, stood 
off to the side and gave the whole proceeding his best frown. 
He must have known the men needed to blow off steam now 
and again, but he seemed determined not to enjoy it.

His suspicious nature must have triggered something in 
my own mind. I wondered if the entire crew had gathered here 
or if any of them were still below. A time such as this — while 
the men were occupied by celebrating another day of being 
alive — would be an ideal time for a thief to break into the 
treasure vault. Not necessarily tonight, but another occasion 
like it might have given the thief the time he needed. I tried to 
make a mental tally of who was missing of those crewmates 
I knew by sight. During this exercise, I spotted Marta work-
ing her way along the rail through the crowd. She waved me 
down.

In the last hour, she must have taken a moment to clean 
up, wash her face and put on new clothes. She looked more 
like a woman than before. I’d have to warn her to be more 
careful about her appearance.

I slid down the ladder and motioned for her to follow me 
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into the sheltered deck and back to the aft companionway. 
Marta caught up with me and without a word, took me down 
the steps. The gun deck was empty. I paused a moment to 
check the vault. It was closed up and secured. No one stirred 
inside, at least not that I could hear. Marta waved at me with 
impatience.

We went down again to the lower deck. The hammocks 
here were all empty. No one was around, not even Glory. 
Marta grabbed my arm and stopped me, her eyes wide as she 
scanned the area around us.

“There are men at the front of the ship, by the big rope. 
I heard them sneak by after the others had gone upstairs. If 
you go past the sailmaker’s closet, you can hear them talking 
and making noise. Is this the kind of activity you wanted to 
know about?”

“Yes indeed. Stay here and keep watch. I will go.” Waving 
her back, I headed forward toward the yeoman’s store and 
then crept toward the cable tier. I heard the noises Marta had 
mentioned, the same ones I had heard the other day — a dry 
rattle and clattering of bones, followed by clinking of coins.

Quiet as a rat this time, I approached on silent feet. 
Half a dozen men crouched in the space between the anchor 
cables, in a spot where the floor was solid instead of grated. 
The men were rolling dice and swapping coins. I didn’t know 
what the captain’s stance on gambling was, but I knew what 
God’s word said: “The labor of the righteous leads to life; the 
wages of the wicked to sin.” One way or another, whatever 
money or plunder these men earned, they would be spending 
it on sin.

Most of these men I did not know, but right at the center 
of the bunch was Stubbins, the bosun’s mate. The same goon 
who had no confidence in Peter as surgeon and who had 
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helped Wexford chop the locks off the dead men’s sea chests. 
Thus far, his prospects of becoming an upright citizen were 
diminishing, and the gambling didn’t help his cause either.

As quiet as I had crept into position, I vacated it. Marta 
was waiting by Glory’s door, having left the spot where I’d put 
her. I took her arm and steered her aft again. “Well, that was 
exactly what I thought it was. Thanks for letting me know.”

“Was it anything to do with your thief?”
“Gambling? No, I don’t think so. I should probably inform 

the captain in any case.” I considered doing so now, but I 
didn’t want to leave Marta down on the lower decks. “Say, 
you want to come up on deck and watch the men dance?”

She snorted. “Men don’t dance. I’ve never seen one do 
anything other than prance around and strike machismo 
poses. No thank you.”

“This will be different, I guarantee. Nothing like what 
you’ve seen before. I’ll show you a Frenchman who’s a whirl-
ing dervish. And as long as you stick to the shadows, you 
should be safe.”

As we approached the aft stairs, Peter burst out from the 
surgery door. “Have you spoken with the captain yet? Before 
you do, let me help you ask around and we’ll see if anyone has 
seen the body. I’d rather be sure it’s missing than look like a 
fool.”

“You are missing a body as well?” Marta asked me.
Peter stared. “Who is this?”
I stepped in front of her. “Nobody. I mean, Martin. That’s 

his name. A new boy helping Glory sewing up the sails. We 
were just on our way up to the main deck to watch the men 
dancing.”

“Perhaps I’ll join you.”
“No need. I’m sure you’ve seen it before.”
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Peter leaned to one side and caught Marta’s eye. “I’m 
Peter, the ship’s surgeon. What did you mean when you said, 
missing a body as well. As well as what?”

I blocked his view of her again. “Treasure, of course. I 
told Martin here that we had a thief on board and that he 
should be careful with any of his valuables.”

Peter kept trying to peer around me, to catch a glimpse of 
Marta. She wasn’t helping the situation, a she leaned one way 
and then another to catch sight of the young surgeon.

“Shall we go up?” I said. I had to break this up somehow.
Marta led the way. Just below the main deck, Peter pulled 

me aside. He pointed at her.
“Is that what I think that is?”
“I don’t know what you could mean. Are you referring to 

the new boy?”
“If that’s a boy, I’ll eat my hat.” He leaned over again to 

catch a glimpse of her.
“Okay, okay.” I grabbed his shoulders. “Keep your shirt 

tucked in. We’re just transporting her to the nearest port and 
then you can relax about what she is.”

“So it is, I mean, she is a woman?”
“Most females are.”
“And the captain —”
“Believe me, he knows. And he’s none too happy about 

it.” I steered him out toward the open deck. “Don’t give it 
another thought. Just come along and have some fun.”

He let himself be propelled out the door. His eyes never 
left the girl. Sailors were notoriously superstitious about sail-
ing with a woman on their ship, claiming they brought all 
kinds of bad weather and bad luck, but I could see a more 
worldly reason in Peter’s eyes why it was a problem. I would 
have to keep a close watch on both of them.



Chapter Thirteen

April 11th, 1678, a Monday

The next morning, Peter sat at his table with a book open 
and his eyes staring at nothing. His thoughts were clearly 
elsewhere. As I organized the chest of surgeon’s tools, I re-
viewed my standings in all things investigatory. I’d gotten 
nowhere with the search for the gunner’s body, with finding 
out who might have motive for killing the man, or with dis-
covering what was missing from the treasure vault or who 
might be stealing from said vault and how the thief might 
have accomplished the feat. I was also being less than helpful 
in assisting the young surgeon, especially with his ill-advised 
crush on the woman hiding aboard the ship.

What I needed was something to break through the 
blockades on my various tasks. I needed some course that 
would give my inquiries traction. Having no other ideas on
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the matter, I figured I could start with the captain. I had 
promised to keep him up-to-date.

I told Peter my plan to visit Stone, and he volunteered to 
come along, which was fine by me. He needed the distraction 
to take his mind off what he couldn’t have.

We found the captain on deck, busy running the ship, 
commanding the sailors to do ship-related things. There was 
an edge to his voice and some excitement spreading through 
the crew.

“What do you suppose is happening?” I said to Peter.
“Don’t know. We’ve altered course. Maybe someone saw 

something.”
That something was a ship headed straight toward the 

Fancy. Up on the quarterdeck, Stone and company screwed 
their eyes to their scopes. I pulled Peter over to my usual spot 
near the ladder and leaned out to see what I could see. The 
ship was another half mile off, but at this rate, we’d overtake 
each other in another fifteen minutes.

“Colors!” came the cry from aloft. “She’s got colors!”
“English, sir,” said Mr. Talbott above us. “A bark by the 

looks of her.”
“Make sure ours are visible, Mr. Talbott,” Stone said. 

“We don’t want any misunderstandings.”
“Aye, sir. You there, clean up that flag!”
As the Fancy got closer, Stone barked out orders to reef 

the sails and slow the ship to a crawl. The other ship had 
the same idea and when the two were a few hundred yards 
away, the captain took the speaking trumpet up to the bows. 
Another man on the other ship mirrored his maneuver. A 
captain, no doubt.

“Stone, of the Fancy!” our captain called out.
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“Bushnell, of the Reliable. We’re three days out of Jamaica. 
Where are you from?”

“Barbados, more than a week ago.” I did some quick math 
and figured Stone must be lying. He bellowed to Bushnell 
again. “Seen any other ships nearby? French ones? We’re 
watching out for a pirate vessel, the Fer de Lance. Seen her?”

“The Ferdinance? I’ve not heard of that ship. Do you know 
her captain?”

“Daniel Redd, by name and by reputation.”
“Ah yes, that name I have heard of. Haven’t seen him 

around here. Last I heard he was sailing up near Havana.”
The two ships were now across from each other, a hand-

ful of yards apart. Stone and Bushnell crabbed along the rail 
to keep near the other.

“When was that?” Stone said.
Bushnell paused. “Maybe three weeks ago, but rumor had 

him sailing south. Should we anchor? Do you need supplies? 
I’ve some grains and potatoes I can sell off.”

“Thanks but no. We’re in easy reach of Jamaica.”
“Wind should be good to you. Two days at the most.” 

The ships were passed each other now and both captains were 
leaning over the stern rail. “Any news from England?”

“Haven’t been back in years. Though I heard London is 
still rebuilding and the King is well.”

“God save the King. And give my regards to Madam 
Reba when you make Jamaica. Seems like an eternity already, 
though we left only three days ago.”

“I will go see her, thank you Captain. Good sailing to 
you!” Stone waved as the ships continued to sail further away 
from each other.

“Good sailing, Captain!”
The pair of ships resumed full sail and the brief encoun-
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ter was over. Stone surrendered the speaking trumpet and 
slid down the ladder to the main deck. He frowned when he 
saw the two of us loitering there.

“A moment of your time, Captain Stone?” I said. “Re-
garding ship’s matters.”

“Come along, the pair of you.” He led us back to the 
wardroom and took position on a seat with his back to the 
windows. We stood before him, no more at ease than any 
criminal beneath the judge’s bench. Peter shifted his balance 
from side to side, noticeably skittish.

“It’s been several days, Mr. Roberts,” Stone began. “I hope 
you have good news for me.”

“What I have,” I began, “is questions, my good captain. I 
know Peter shares your confidence in most of these matters, 
so I feel no need to withhold any information from his ears.”

“Carry on, Mr. Roberts.”
“Firstly, I’m sorry to report you have a gambling racket 

aboard your ship.”
“Really?” Stone scratched at his beard savagely. “Thiev-

ery, murder and now gambling? Is there no end to the crime 
you are discovering on my ship?”

“I hesitate to even mention the gambling, having no idea 
whether it was allowed or banned in your ship’s articles. Had 
I more of a chance to read through those articles before being 
required to sign them, I would have —”

“Get on with it,” he growled.
“Very well. There are men using the cable tier to gamble 

on dice. You have been informed and may take care of that 
any way you feel necessary.” I straightened out my shirt. “As 
for the thievery, I would suggest you ask Mr. Wexford to take 
inventory of the goods in the vault and make a report as to 
what he feels is missing.”
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“Do you think Mr. Wexford has no other pressing duties 
that he should take the time to conduct such a search?”

“No, but I believe it would help my investigation knowing 
what was stolen in the first place.”

He gave us a long stare. “I’ll see what I can do. But now, 
Mr. Roberts, I’d like to hear about the matter which has kept 
you aboard the Fancy, the one I had asked you to take care of. 
That being the supposed murder of Master Gunner David-
son. Have you anything to report?”

“Yes and no. Since we last spoke, I have determined Da-
vidson was killed on the main deck, at his station near the 
starboard cannons. As I said before, he was shot in the back 
with a musket ball. No one saw the murder, at least none of 
the witnesses I’ve interviewed, but everyone agrees it hap-
pened during the action against the Horner. As we no longer 
have the body —”

“What’s this?”
“We are no longer in possession of the body. I suspect 

someone wanted to dispose of the evidence and chucked poor 
Mr. Davidson overboard. Peter did what he could —”

“That’s not true, sir.” Peter stepped forward. “I moved the 
body over to Tom’s bunk. Someone must have found it there 
and took care of it.”

Stone cut him off. “Enough for now. I don’t care if Mr. Da-
vidson has been committed to the deep or if he’s been stashed 
alongside the barrels. Simply find out, Mr. Roberts — if you 
can — who is responsible. Carry out your other duties as well, 
especially to the surgeon. And Peter, I expect you to hold him 
to that and tell me if it is otherwise. Is that clear enough for 
the both of you?”

“Aye aye, captain,” we said, and with that we took our 
leave. I wasn’t much further along, but I hoped the captain 
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would follow up with Wexford and have him check the vault. 
Knowing the captain was behind me, I could pressure the 
man to get it done quicker. As soon as I thought it, though, 
the notion of pressuring Mr. Wexford floundered and sank 
back into the pool of oblivion. “There’s no getting blood from 
a turnip,” as my father used to say.

When we got back to the surgery, Peg Leg Jones was wait-
ing there with a complaint. “Pain in my stump,” he said to 
Peter. “You’re the new surgeon, right boy? Mr. Tapling would 
give me extra rations of rum to help kill the pain.”

“I don’t think that’s the best idea. You’ll just get more 
drunk than usual and you’ll end up mistreating the powder 
monkeys. It’s happened more than once. Maybe you need 
more padding. Or perhaps the peg is too tall or too low for 
comfort. Come over here and let’s have a look.”

“All the same, I’ll just carry on.” The man thumped out 
the door, while Peter shook his head.

“What he really wants is to drink himself into a stupor. 
No different than half the crew here.”

When it came to drink, I knew almost nothing. But I had 
suspicions about Peg Leg’s pain. I followed the man out the 
door and watched him careen along the lower deck toward the 
bunks. He paused at one, glanced around with a squint in his 
eye, and then bumbled back toward the magazine. The room 
where they stored and prepared the gunpowder was sealed off 
from the lower deck, and was kept as secure as the treasure 
vault. Only the powder monkeys and the man responsible for 
packing the charges were allowed inside. Peg Leg Jones was 
one of the privileged few and now I was onto him.

As he approached the magazine door, I cleared my throat 
and said, “Shame about that leg of yours. How did you lose 
it?”
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His piggish snout turned my way. “Got shot, didn’t I? 
Bled too much and waited too long, so the mighty fine sur-
geon hacked it off without so much as a please and thank you. 
That’s how I lost my leg.”

“Did Mr. Tapling do the honors?”
“No. ‘Twas another surgeon. Another ship.”
“It must happen a lot, with the amount of combat you’ve 

experienced. But I haven’t seen too many amputees on the 
Fancy. Are you the only one?”

“Lefty McGee lost his arm, and he’s still here. Most of 
the others have cashed out and stayed ashore.”

“Still, no one else has to gimp around like you do.”
His scowl cranked up a notch. “What’s your point? 

What’s it you’re after?”
“Nothing,” I said. “Just making conversation. For exam-

ple, the weather sure has been fine, hasn’t it? Or you must 
have had a streak of luck recently, haven’t you?”

“How do you mean, luck?”
“Oh, I meant your winnings at the dice game. You cleaned 

everyone out?”
Like a lobster claw snapping shut, his mouth pinched tight. 

He glanced around, first left and then right, and dragged his 
wooden leg forward. His fists were bunched. “What do you 
know about that? You think you saw something? You think 
you know something?”

“No, not really. I happened to notice how you walk on 
that peg of yours. And I wondered about the pain in the 
stump that had to have been cut many years ago. So I thought 
that must be where you keep your winnings, because after 
all, who would try to steal coins from a cripple? They’d have 
to know your secret hiding place and then knock you down
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to take the gold from your fake leg. Who would bother to do 
such a thing?”

A knife appeared in his hand and he leaned in to press it 
against my side. “You be careful what you say and who you 
say it to. Words like that get you into deep trouble.”

“I just wanted to be sure that’s all you’ve got in your 
peg — a couple of coins you won at gambling. I don’t give a 
rat’s eyeball about that. I’m looking for a real thief on this 
ship, a man who’s stolen more than a few doubloons.”

“I ain’t no thief.”
“You may not be the one I’m looking for, but tell me this: 

if you cheat at dice, does that make you a thief?”
His face darkened and he pressed the knife closer. Any 

more force on the blade and I’d be spilling my guts across the 
deck.

“Gambling. It’s called gambling. And those that play 
takes their chances. If they don’t know better to bring their 
own dice, then by God, they will lose.”

 I backed off, releasing the pressure of his knife. “Fair 
enough. I’ll leave you be for now. By the way, you haven’t heard 
of anyone stealing from the vault? One of your fellows sud-
denly showing off a lot more wealth than the rest of you?”

“You think I wouldn’t notice? There’s no thief on the 
Fancy. I know all the crew, and I know them well. I know 
who hoards their earnings, who’s gonna blow it on the toss 
of a dice or waste it on some pock-faced girl at port. I know 
their habits and their secrets, but not a single one of them is 
a sneak thief like that.”

His statement seemed to put a lid on the coffin of that in-
vestigation. Yes, there was gambling. Yes, there was greed and 
envy and who knows what other sins, including murder. But
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despite my initial claims to the captain, there was no evidence 
of theft so far aboard the pirate ship Fancy.

“Go my son, and sin no more,” I told Jones. “And for 
goodness sake, find another hiding place for your coins. Your 
leg will thank you for it, even if your conscious continues to 
suffer for the ‘luck’ you’ve had gambling.”

“I don’t feel bad for that.”
I turned away and headed for the stairs. “I thought not.” 

Pirates.



Chapter Fourteen

The conversation with the cripple had put me off bal-
ance. What if I never found the thief? Worse yet, what if I 
never found the killer? I had clearer evidence of the latter 
than the former, and yet was not making strides in either. My 
head full of these thoughts, I pushed through the hammocks 
toward the forward companionway. Along my route, I saw a 
light coming from the yeoman’s store. I stopped outside the 
door and peered in.

Marta was there alone, working with a bucket of oil and 
a stiff piece of canvas. She unrolled a section of the cloth, 
brushed on some oil, and then scraped the excess off with a 
flat piece of wood.

“Do you find your work interesting?” I said.
“Not terribly. It’s more fun to have freedom of the ship and 

watch the others working. Doing what you asked me to do.”
“So now you don’t mind being the spy?”
“My choices here are somewhat limited.”
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I grinned. “Because there are no plantations for you to 
take charge of?”

“Don’t mock my dreams.” She unrolled another strip 
of canvas and we both shifted as the ship pitched a little to 
port.

“You said before you wanted to be one of those rich 
women with servants and property and mines and crops. 
Well, how do you think those people got to where they are? 
It took capital. Do you understand what that means? Money 
or the promise of money. You can’t just show up and expect 
to buy land and servants and start cranking out the cash. It 
doesn’t work that way, sister.”

“What would you rather have me do? Sew for my living? 
Wash people’s laundry? Clean out chamber pots?”

“All useful occupations, to be sure. But I know — it’s not 
really your style. What if you found someone who could pro-
vide for you —?”

“Some rich merchant’s son, you mean? You are no better 
than my father, scheming to match me with the money, rather 
than the man. No thank you.”

 The pitching was getting worse.
“I think you made a foolish mistake leaving a certain 

future for an uncertain reality. There are a lot worse places to 
end up than the other end of a loveless marriage.”

“How would you know? You’ve never had to do anything 
against your will, simply because you were a woman, the 
lesser sex. I would like to see you in a situation where you had 
no choice and couldn’t escape.”

“You’re looking at it now,” I said. “I admit, though, your 
choices are more limited than mine, but why not take a more 
sensible course in your life instead of simply running away.”
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A sudden jar of the ship caused both of us to hold onto 
the walls. The oil in Marta’s bucket sloshed onto the floor. 
She put a lid on it and finished scraping the excess off the 
canvas.

“Fine,” she said. “I shall take hold of my destiny, starting 
with where I am. I will study those around me and learn how 
to become a pirate.”

“That’s not what I —”
“Then I shall become a great woman pirate captain and 

my name will be whispered among all the ports in the West 
Indies. And when I grow tired of braving the wild seas, I shall 
retire with the plunder I obtained, and buy myself a planta-
tion. That plunder will be my capital.”

Another sudden dip lifted me off my feet and slammed 
me back down. I sat in an awkward manner, but didn’t hurt 
anything.

Marta’s eyes went wide. “What on earth —?”
“I’ll go find out.” We weren’t done discussing her future, 

but I needed to regroup, marshal my troops, draft more ideas 
and organize them into argumental regiments.

I struggled up to the main deck, keeping a steady hand on 
the handrails at all times. There was an abundance of fresh 
air above, caused by a stiff breeze that was helping us get to 
our next destination. But something in that weather was also 
generating great swells of seawater rolling alongside the ship. 
The ship was making excellent speed, but having to carve 
through the swells led to increased pitch and sudden drops. 
Spray from the wild water shot into the air and drenched 
those on the windward side.

The captain, up on the quarterdeck, stood there grinning 
like a maniac. One had to be a bit mad to be a sailor. I joined
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him along the rail and followed his gaze aloft. The sails were 
full and taut, not a ripple to be seen on any of them. A vision 
of beauty, if you liked that sort of thing.

I interrupted his meditation. “Captain, you have not asked 
about our guests since we brought them aboard yesterday.”

His eyes never left the sails. “Need I? I trust Mr. Wexford 
found useful positions for the men. Our bosun is talented at 
making men work hard, even Spaniards. And if they speak 
only a little English, so what? They’ll know their way about a 
ship and that’s good enough to start with.”

“And the boy?”
“Again, those in charge of Martin will take care of Martin. 

And I’ll thank you not to mention anything else about that 
matter.”

“What about the pirate they claimed attacked them? 
Captain Redd? I believe you’ve mentioned him before.”

He frowned and finally faced me. “I don’t believe I did. 
But he is a concern. More than once, we’ve run across his vic-
tims. Broken ships, broken crews. Rumors of the havoc he 
causes throughout the isles. If I can find him, I will make it 
my priority to deal with him once and for all.”

“Why? Because you knew him?”
“I have my reasons.” His eyes drilled into mine, daring 

me to keep pushing, keep asking these kinds of questions.
At that moment, a rope slipped its mooring and the 

corner of the mizzen sail sprung loose on the port side. All 
the deckhands rushed toward the rope as it whipped around 
in the wind. They hoped to catch hold and secure the wild bit 
of rigging. Wexford trailed after them, screaming uselessly 
and whipping the men nearest him. Two burly hands leapt 
and snagged the rope. With a mighty tug, they wrangled
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the hemp back into its cleat. The whole ordeal lasted only a 
minute, but seemed an hour of effort.

“Hold her steady,” Stone said to the quartermaster. “Half 
a point starboard for now.”

The Fancy’s speed flagged and the waves roughed us up a 
little more while the men tightened the loose rope. Once ev-
erything was secure and taut as before, the ship settled back 
into her groove.

In the blink of an eye, a man stumbled and rolled right 
over the starboard rail. Before I could register what happened, 
someone else must have seen the motion and they cried out 
“man overboard!” Several others picked up the shouts as 
well, some pointing to the floundering man rapidly vanishing 
behind us.

The captain exploded with colorful language and com-
manded Franks to short wear the ship to starboard and brace 
the mainsails. I rushed to the stern rail and looked for the 
man we lost. With the speed we’d been going and the sudden 
turn about, I couldn’t spot anything in the water. The waves 
still broke something fierce around us.

Stone bellowed for a long boat and for Hardy to gather 
his oarsmen. The boat would cover the ground quicker and 
present less of a danger to the man in the water. The cap-
tain and the coxswain consulted briefly about the spot they 
last saw the man, and then the captain caught my eye and 
waved me over. “Go ahead with Mr. Hardy and his crew. You 
might be able to do some good if the man is injured. Take 
blankets.”

I grabbed what bedding I could and hustled over to the 
davits where Hardy oversaw the lowering of the boats. I 
scrambled aboard as they descended, sprawling awkwardly
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onto the bottom between the thwarts. The oarsmen sprang 
into action as soon as we hit the water, waiting only a moment 
for the ropes to disconnect. How on earth we would find 
someone in this weather with these swells around us? Hardy 
kept his ears on the Fancy, listening for directions. Stone was 
calling out commands through the speaking trumpet. Some-
one else must have been using a telescope to spy the object 
bobbing in the water. It would be a downright miracle if we 
found the man, if he could still swim or stay afloat in these 
rough seas, and if he hadn’t fainted with shock. And then 
we’d have to haul him over the gunwale and cut back through 
the treacherous seas rowing back to the ship.

Long minutes passed as we left the safety and comfort 
of our floating home, the Fancy, and ventured steadily into 
the wild and deep unknown of the rollicking seas. It was the 
same, over and over again, rowing up one swell, scooping 
down another, catching fainter and fainter directions from 
behind us. We might never return.

Something went bump. The men at the bow of our little 
boat shouted for a halt. An oarsman shipped his oar and ex-
tended a boat hook to snag the corner of a man’s jacket. We’d 
found the poor sap who’d fallen into the water, but he was 
face down. Either unconscious or dead already. The other 
oarsmen reached out and hefted the man over the gunwales, 
spilling him out facedown onto the bottom of the boat.

Not a moment later, Hardy barked a few short words and 
the oarsmen were back in place, spinning the boat around 
and carving a path back to our ship. I freed myself from the 
nest of rope and blankets and lurched forward, landing atop 
the rescued man. My thoughts spun into high gear. If he’d 
been in the sea long enough, he might have swallowed water.
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That would have to be cleared before he could breathe again. 
I rolled him onto his side.

I noticed two things right away. First, the man’s identi-
ty — Charles Stubbins, the bosun’s mate.

Second, the blood seeping from the mate’s lower back. 
He’d been stabbed.



Chapter Fifteen

There was nothing I could do for Stubbins. Had he 
simply fallen in the water and gotten too much of it in his 
lungs, I might have been able to help. There were techniques 
to revive a drowned man. But this — no. The wound had al-
ready drained his life before we came alongside to rescue him. 
While the oarsmen heaved at their handles, I sat back and 
contemplated what it all meant.

Once I had a professor of theology who liked to coin 
pithy phrases, as if he were some kind of John Webster. He 
told me on several occasions, “If God says something once, 
pay attention. Twice, pay very close attention. If God says 
something three times, watch out for lightning.” All lightning 
aside, I felt the same principle applied here. One murder was 
suspicious enough, but two since the time I came aboard was 
more than a coincidence. It had to be a concerted attack. Or 
even a conspiracy.
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What would Captain Stone say now? That I’d had been 
right to suspect? And justified in my investigation? Not likely. 
As I sat there in the bottom of the boat, with the swells toss-
ing us high and pulling us down low, I worked the notion 
that someone had gotten away with two murders on the same 
ship. Even if it was a pirate ship, how had they gotten away 
with it? There must be witnesses, evidence and motive. How 
could I unravel this mess?

I stared at the dead man, the right hand of Mr. Wex-
ford, the scourge of the ship. Plenty of potential suspects for 
a man who was disliked. Was it the same with the gunner? 
There was a bit of seaweed or some other material caught in 
the mate’s lips. I reached forward, thinking to remove the 
vegetable matter, instead discovering it was a strip of leather 
sticking up. In a flash, I knew exactly what it was. I yanked 
out a medallion from Stubbins’ mouth.

It was the same iron cross I wore around my neck, the 
same notched coin that the master gunner had in his shirt. 
Then I knew for sure that Stubbins’ demise was no accident, 
nor a crime of opportunity. This murder was planned and 
was linked to Davidson’s death. Puzzling as it was, I now had 
a pattern and it had to do with the coins.

Once we were back on the Fancy, I instructed Hardy to 
take the body down to the surgery ward. He gave me a look 
but obeyed with his typical competence. Most of the deck-
hands had gathered at the rail when we ascended, so I had to 
push my way through them to reach the quarterdeck. I mo-
tioned to Captain Stone. “You ought to come along. Some-
thing you need to see.”

With the captain at my heels, we threaded through the 
halls, down the companionway and straight into the surgery. 
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Peter had the oarsmen lay Stubbins on the table and then 
dismissed them. Mr. Wexford and the ship’s master, Mr. 
Talbott had followed us down and stayed with us.

“What happened here?” Stone said.
“We thought he’d drowned,” I said. “He was floating face 

down in the water when we got to him. The men pulled him 
into the longboat and I discovered this.” I heaved the body 
over and pointed to the gash in the back of the dead man’s 
shirt and vest. Almost no blood stuck to the fabric, so it was 
hard to tell what had happened.

Stone moved his finger through the tear. “Is this some 
kind of wound?”

I tugged the shirt up and revealed the gash in the man’s 
back. The cut was straight, only a few inches long and very 
clean. Someone on board had a sharp knife, a long and 
straight blade.

The captain frowned at the sight. Wexford leaned in for 
a closer look, jerking back when he realized what it was. “Is 
that from a knife?” he said. “Did someone stab my mate? 
Well, did they?” His face turned beet colored. “By God, I’ll 
find out who did this. I’ll beat every last one of the crew until 
someone confesses to this dirty deed!”

“Mr. Wexford,” the captain said.
“I swear by all that’s holy that the man will pay, he who’s 

done this. I’ll find him and take his knife and flay the skin off 
his back. Then I’ll feed it to the fish!”

“Enough!” Stone faced off against the bosun. “You forget 
who commands this ship. Vengeance is mine.”

I finished the verse for him. “Declares the Lord.”
Everyone stared at me until the captain turned back to 

Wexford.
“You, mister, are to carry out your normal duties and 
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leave the rest to me and to those I’ve appointed to investigate 
the matter. Understood?”

The bosun frowned in my direction. “Aye, captain.” He 
didn’t sound convinced.

“If I may, captain,” I said. “What would help us here, Mr. 
Wexford — help everyone, really — is to find out everything 
we can about the criminal activities on this ship, including 
the theft.”

“There be no theft!” His face turned the shade of an egg-
plant in the dim lamplight.

“Prove it then! Do your inventory. See if there’s anything 
awry.” I struck a thoughtful pose. “If we catch a thief, that 
man may be responsible for the murders as well. Find me one 
man, someone who is doing wrong and proof to go along with 
it, and that man we can punish. I promise you that.”

If the bosun were a hedgehog, then all of his quills were 
out at that point. But he finally relented. “Fine! I’ll do your 
bloody inventory and show you there ain’t no thief to blame 
for this. You hear? No thief would do this, but a bloody cold-
hearted bastard would, and him I’m going to kill myself.” He 
spun on his heel and stormed out the door without so much 
as a nod to any of us, including the captain.

Stone smirked. “Well now. That’s one man you won’t 
have to suspect.”

“I wouldn’t be so sure. Some men might put on an act to 
throw us off the trail. Hunting a killer is a tricky business — a 
matter of mind against mind, and wit against wit.”

“Still, I wouldn’t wager on Wexford. He hasn’t the mind 
nor the wit to outthink anyone else. And if the man holds a 
grudge against you, he’s more apt to take it out of your hide 
with his whip than to stab you with a knife. In his way of 
thinking, you can’t whip a dead man into shape.”
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“I’ll take that into consideration.”
A knock on the open door alerted us to the navigator 

waiting there. “A moment of your time, captain,” Mr. Brown 
said. His thin white hair had been tousled by the wild wind.

Stone excused himself, but only retreated as far as the 
hallway. Peter and I stared at each other as we listened to the 
navigator clear his throat and begin to whine.

“I’ve taken another look at the wind patterns, and with 
this heading and wind, we can easily make Jamaica in the 
next day or day and a half. But sir, if you insist on gaining the 
Bahamas, we will be another week at sea. We’ll have to tack 
continually and fight the wind the whole way. You’d have to 
check with the others about the supplies, but the sooner we 
reach a civilized port, the better off our stores will be.”

“I prefer the Bahamas,” Stone said.
“True, true. I do know that, but it’s the water I’m most 

concerned about. As Mr. Talbott likes to say, we can get by 
on half-ration for a while or perhaps increase the rum rations, 
if you’d like, but you know where that leads. If you would 
rather, we could reverse course and head east toward Leo-
gane, or even Tortuga. The French might trade with us, if we 
pay them handsomely for their supplies.”

Stone sighed. “No. If Jamaica is the best option, then let 
us make for it. You may have heard from the captain of the 
Reliable that we might find some news about Captain Redd. 
And then we can take care of that rascal once and for all.”

“Very well. Shall I inform Mr. Talbott?”
The captain glanced at us and at the body of Stubbins. 

“No, I want to discuss our supply needs with him myself. 
Come along.” Both men left, the creaking and thumping of 
the ship swallowing up the sound of their footsteps.
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“What has the captain against Jamaica?” I said to Peter. 
“This is the second time I’ve heard him express his dislike of 
the island. Hasn’t he landed at Port Royal before? Is it really 
that bad?”

The young surgeon shrugged. “He’s called it a den of 
thieves and whores, but it’s the same in every port where pi-
rates are allowed to dock and trade with the locals. Captain 
Stone found me in Port Royal, picking pockets and stealing a 
living for myself. I’m not sure he’s been back since.”

“Maybe we’ll find out more when we land.”
“Aye. And maybe you’ll find out what the captain wants 

to know before that time. Then you’ll be free to leave.”
“Yes, quite.” I was staring down at Stubbins’ body. “As 

long as you mentioned the murders, do you want to explain 
how your prediction came true?”

“What do you mean?”
“Don’t you remember? You and Stubbins had a disagree-

ment about your new position, and you swore that he would 
be coming back to your surgery, one way or another. That 
almost sounded like a threat.”

“This was not what I meant.” His mouth took a firm line. 
“I was thinking he would get a more serious injury or illness 
and have to swallow his pride. I would never —”

“Then you don’t mind if I look through your tools, do 
you?”

“What would you look for? A bloodied knife? I’m sure 
you can find one in the surgery. It’s the kind of work we do in 
here, you know.”

“Don’t get your britches in a knot. I know you weren’t 
really threatening the man. I just want to get an idea of the 
size and shape of the blade that might have done this.”
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“Fine,” he said. The tension left his posture and he flopped 
down onto his chair. “Be my guest.” He selected a book to 
peruse while I poked around at the surgical instruments.

I doubted I’d find anything. And despite the boy’s faith 
in my investigatory skills, I didn’t think I could identify the 
killer in the next day or two. Even if I were to do something 
drastic, such as demand a search of every man, looking for a 
bloody knife or a necklace made from a notched coin. Any 
man on the ship might own one of each.

What I could not fathom was the purpose of the notched 
coin. So far, each of the victims was found with one, but did 
the necklace belong to the victim before the killing? Or did 
the killer place the necklace on the victim afterward as some 
sort of sign? I couldn’t find out more because I was reluctant 
to show the necklace around, for fear of raising the killer’s 
suspicions. The last thing I wanted was to tip off the mur-
derer that I was on to him.

But I knew someone who could help keep an eye out for 
more necklaces. I told Peter, “I’m going to visit Glory.”

“Let me come with you. I need more supplies.”
A likely story. “Tell me what you need and I’ll bring it 

back.”
He would not be forestalled. “No, I think I’d better go 

with you.”
“Don’t you trust your assistant?” I couldn’t help but 

needle him a little bit more.
“It’s better if I handle it in person.”
“I bet. Let’s go then.”
Glory was not at his station when we walked back to the 

yeoman’s store. But of course, Marta was there, inside the 
closet. She sat in plain view with the door open, busy patch-
ing a small bit of sail. Her fingers worked quickly and com-
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petently at the task and she didn’t notice us until we were 
upon her.

“Hello again,” Peter said. “What’s this you’re working 
on?”

She held up the cloth. “This piece of canvas is called a 
sail. It usually goes on a ship and helps the ship move. When 
the wind blows, it puffs the sail up and pushes the ship wher-
ever the captain wants it to go.” She gave him a wide toothy 
smile.

“All right, all right,” I said. “Enough teasing.”
The smile faded. “I am only answering the boy’s 

question.”
“Boy?” Peter said. “I’m no boy. And you —”
The young man’s words caught in his throat. Glory’s mas-

sive shape had appeared behind him and the big man shut the 
conversation down when he put his hand on Peter’s shoulder. 
We all turned toward the yeoman and Peter relaxed. The big 
man raised an eyebrow and pointed at each of us.

“I’m just here talking to Martin,” Peter said.
“As a matter of fact,” I said. “I came here to speak to the 

lad myself. You just tagged along.”
Glory scratched out a few words for us. “No one to see 

me?”
“Oh, don’t be such a grump, Glory,” Marta said with a 

grin. “I can handle both of them.”
I waved my arm at her. “Come out of there, if you would. 

I’ll just be a moment and then our young surgeon can thrill 
you with his scintillating conversation.”

“I don’t think his conversation would thrill me, but any-
thing is better than the two words I get from the big guy 
here.”

I pulled her out of earshot of the other two. “Careful! You 
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wouldn’t want to insult the wrong man here. You might find 
yourself facing a few lashes for your insolence. And what a 
world of trouble that would lead to!”

“Relax amigo. Do you think I cannot deal with the big 
guy? Glory’s an overgrown housecat. Treat him nice and rub 
him the right way, and he’s your friend for life. And the boy? 
Even easier.”

“He may be two years your junior, but I don’t think that 
qualifies him as a boy.”

“He is like a puppy, all excitement and no focus. I’ll play 
with him and then send him home. Happy?”

I put on my stern face and gave her a big fat frown. “No, 
I’m not happy. But sometimes there’s no use teaching people 
like you. I can warn you and advise you, but only experience 
will correct your bad habits and stupid notions. And it will 
usually take a very bad experience to make you wake up and 
pay attention.”

She shrugged. 
“Listen, there’s something else I need you to do.” I tugged 

the necklace from around my head. “See this? This symbol 
is the second one I’ve seen on members of the crew. I need to 
find out who else is wearing one. It’s vitally important.”

“Will it help you find the thief?”
“It’s possible. You can let me know as soon as you see 

someone. And it sounds like we’ll be landing in Jamaica in a 
few days. You’ll have to work quickly if you want me to help 
you get to shore.”

“I don’t need your help, tonto. The captain has promised 
to set me on land at the soonest opportunity.”

If she were a boy, I would have smacked her. “Yes darling, 
but if you help me with this little thing, I’ll make sure he 
docks before putting you off the ship.”
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“He wouldn’t — you mean he’d make me swim to 
shore?”

“He might, if I let him know you’d been less than 
helpful.”

She pouted a little, just for show. “I will help you find 
your little necklaces then. But I can only wander around at 
night, when the men are drunk or not paying much attention. 
I should know who wears them by tomorrow night. Is that 
good enough?”

“It is the best we can do. Carry on!” I waved over to Glory 
and Peter, but addressed Marta. “Have your little conversa-
tion with the boy surgeon. Just remember he has a lot of in-
fluence with the captain. Don’t upset him or make him angry, 
or you might face the wrath of Stone.”

“I can have the boy wrapped around my finger in only a 
few minutes.”

“That’s what I’m afraid of.” I stalked off. 



Chapter Sixteen

April 12th, 1678, a Tuesday

The next day, a cabin boy delivered the message to attend 
the captain in the wardroom. There I met with two fierce 
faces, that of Stone at his bench and Wexford standing before 
the table.

Captain Stone opened his mouth to speak, but it was 
Wexford who jumped right into the topic at hand. “Seems 
you were right after all. About the gold. If I hadn’t seen you 
hoisted aboard with my own eyes, I’d think you was the thief 
yourself. How did you know?”

“I have my ways,” I said. I dare not give them the answer I 
had given Peter — that all pirate ships harbored thieves.

“At any rate,” Stone said, “We have some articles of 
treasure listed in Mr. Wexford’s log which are no longer in 
the vault. A golden jewel-encrusted cross, for one. Possibly 
three or four rings with various stones. And at least several 
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handfuls of coins missing, although that number is not an 
exact one.”

“The first count of the plunder didn’t catch everything,” 
Wexford said. “My list is more of a general thing. And there’s 
not much we can do about a missing doubloon or two. But 
some of these other things are hard to miss. If we can find 
out who this thief is, we can string him up the mast and see 
what he knows.”

“What will you do?” I said. “Search the ship? That won’t 
get you anywhere. Any thief worth his salt would have hidden 
the valuables away where they wouldn’t easily be found. An 
unlikely spot or difficult to access area. A quick search won’t 
find your missing gold and jewelry.”

Wexford grunted. “The crew is not likely to go along with 
it either. Maybe when we’re at port, we can do a search then. 
Turn out the loose coin before they go ashore. Call it a rou-
tine shakedown.”

Stone shook his head. “I’m more inclined to have every-
one stay on the Fancy. The last thing I want is to be stuck 
there for days tracking down crewmates that got drunk and 
caroused all over Port Royal.”

“If not that,” Wexford leered at Stone, “then why not let 
the jolly boats come to us, and then we can toss the place look-
ing for stray women and anything they might have taken.”

“No. No one else will board or leave the ship. Dole out 
extra rum rations if you need it, but I want my visit to Jamaica 
to be brief. I’ll take just a handful of men and those Spanish 
sailors and go ashore. The rest of the hands can be kept busy 
restocking the ship. That will be all, Mr. Wexford.”

“Think about it, though,” Wexford said as he turned to 
leave. “Plenty of ways we can find this thief.”

“Carry on, Mr. Wexford.”
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The bosun left. I said, “You run an unusual ship for a 
pi —” I cleared my throat. “—privateer. A very disciplined 
crew and high moral standards.”

“Yes, that’s right. We are working for the King and we 
will behave like civilized men, not barbarians like many so-
called privateers have become. They are no better than rogue 
pirates. No, if you keep drinking and gambling to a mini-
mum, and keep the women out as well, then the arguments 
and hatred and disease are all lessened. I can’t help what they 
do on shore, but I won’t use a man unfit for duty. Anyone I 
catch who’s not ready to work loses out on his share of the 
plunder we’ve collected. Keeps most in line.”

“So you won’t let them off the ship in Jamaica?”
“Especially not at Port Royal. Have you been there? Come 

along and you’ll see what a wretched hive it is. I much prefer 
a more cultivated port like one in the Bahamas. When we 
reach those islands, we’ll pay out any plunder we’ve got left.” 
He leaned back on his bench. “We’ve made some progress on 
finding this thief of yours. How about the murderer? Have 
you narrowed down your suspects?”

“I have some ideas and leads I want to follow. But I have 
to warn you. While we’re at port, you may want to watch 
for anyone who suddenly wants to leave or who volunteers 
to go ashore. I still don’t know what the killer’s motive might 
have been, but I suspect he might seize the opportunity to 
sneak off the ship to escape our scrutiny. No one else knows 
I’m looking into things, but the killer may be suspicious of 
anyone asking questions.”

“Good thinking. I’ll keep that in mind and perhaps get 
Wexford to post some guards at the boats and anchor cables. 
That will be all for now, Mr. Roberts.”

I left the wardroom, my head full of questions about the 
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thief and the murderer and if they were one and the same. 
When I reached the main deck, I abandoned the larger puzzle 
and concentrated on a much simpler one. How was Mr. Da-
vidson shot while stationed right on the main deck, and no 
one witnessed it? I stood at the rail, pictured the master 
gunner crouching behind the small cannon and adjusting the 
aim. But I couldn’t see where the killer would have a clear 
shot without being seen by anyone else.

An exchange of cries from aloft called my attention up to 
the rigging. I had sworn I would not go back up there, but I 
couldn’t help thinking a change of perspective would clear my 
mind and sort things into place. The weather today was clear 
and our progress was halting. All the sails were out but only 
just moving. The men aloft didn’t seem concerned, instead 
they waited at their posts for the wind to give them the next 
little push. It seemed safe enough to climb.

I clambered atop the rail and reached for the nearest rat-
lines, which were strung off the main mast. The crow’s nest 
seemed a long way up. I put one foot into a hole, moved one 
hand up, and repeated these steps in a steady rhythm until I 
could stuff my head through the lubber’s hole. Before I could 
complete my climb, two pairs of hands reached down and 
pulled me through, setting me on the little platform. I stood 
there wobbling between Champ and another topman.

“Bonjour!” Champ reached out and steadied me with a 
hand to my shoulder. “What brings you here on such a fine 
afternoon we are having?”

“Looking for a new perspective on an old problem.”
“Ah yes. That is one thing we can afford you up here 

among the sails, a new perspective. In fact, look here!” He 
pointed between the lax sails to a V of birds soaring far above 
us. “Those fine fellows are sailing on a good breeze. Perhaps 
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in a little while that wind will descend to our level and then 
we too will have some wind to keep us sailing. The gods of 
wind and rain are fickle in these parts, but perhaps the birds 
can intercede on our behalf.”

There were so many things wrong with his statement, I 
didn’t know where to start. He didn’t give me a chance.

“Look, over there.” He turned me around to the other 
side. “See here, this string of small islands in the distance? 
We are not going to those, sadly. The wind being contrary to 
our purpose, but very soon there will be other isles we will 
stop at. If I am not mistaken, they will appear over there.” He 
waved his arm in a westerly direction.

“And if neither one of those vistas appeals to you —”
“Actually, I’m more concerned with the things happening 

down there.” I pointed to the deck. From here, we could see 
almost the whole length of the ship, bow to stern. The trou-
blesome spot where Davidson was killed lay just forward of 
the main mast. Behind that were the two longboats, stowed 
and covered. On the other side of the mast was the compan-
ionway and raised rail around the hold.

“I can tell you are still thinking of my friend, Brent. You 
asked me about him before, you know.”

“Mr. Davidson, you mean? Yes I did. Do you remember 
the day he died? Do you remember seeing any of the bucca-
neers standing on the deck? Were they all at the rail?”

“Yes, as far as I know they were.”
“Any unusual shots that you remember?”
He shrugged. “They fire at will, no order to their attack. 

How could one tell?”
“I suppose you’re right. And with the action against the 

Dutch ship keeping everyone occupied, I doubt anyone saw 
something out of the ordinary.”
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“What is it about that day that worries you so? Is it some-
thing to do with the thief?”

I left his question unanswered, instead focusing on the 
forward companionway. Previously, I had considered it an 
obstacle, but I realized someone standing on the steps would 
have an unobstructed view of the gunner’s position. And 
they would be firing from a lower angle. Those posted on 
the gun deck wouldn’t know if the shooter switched targets, 
and those above wouldn’t notice a gun stationed so low and 
pointed at one of their own. This was something I had to see 
for myself.

I made my excuses and took the ratlines back down, slow 
and careful once more. At the companionway, I took the first 
four or five steps and stopped at about the right level. Casting 
my gaze toward the forward gun position, I had a clear shot, 
just as I thought. The boats and the mast and the cargo hold 
blocked any view from the sides. The shooter could fire and 
be undetected from almost all the angles.

I had to find VanVelt and ask him if he knew what sta-
tions his men held on that day.

The Dutchman berthed in one of the cabins below the 
quarterdeck. Not seeing him above, I ducked into the shel-
tered deck and knocked on his door. “Come!” was the reply 
and I went in.

Much like the captain’s personal cabin, the master-at-
arms had a small space that was large enough for only his 
hammock, his sea chest, a small table and a couple of chairs. 
Arranged on his table was a variety of colored bottles, all of 
which seemed empty. He sat in a chair with one last bottle in 
his hand, this one with an inch or two of liquid still inside.

“Sorry about the mess here. Couldn’t find anything 
good to drink. All the English want to knock back is grog 
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or rum, neither of which is a civilized liquor. I knew that 
before I signed on, and I said, let the English pigs drink their 
swill — I’ll bring my own. But now I’ve run out of the stock 
from home, all but this little bit. It’s the last decent liquor on 
board. Care for a sip?”

“What is it?”
“Peach schnapps.”
The Proverbs said wine is a mocker and strong drink is a 

brawler. No mention of peach schnapps by name, but . . . “No 
thank you,” I said.

“Perhaps later, then.” He corked the stem and set the 
bottle down carefully among the collection on his table. 
“What brings you here knocking at my door?”

I played with my lower lip for a moment and then said, 
“Questions. About the night the master gunner died. Did 
you know he was shot with a musket?”

VanVelt sat forward with deliberate care. “No, I did not. 
Do you mean to say that Mr. Davidson took a musket ball 
from that other ship? I find that hard to believe.”

“As do I. No, I mean he took a shot from behind and 
below. The wound in his back is small, where the musket ball 
entered, but larger in his chest, where the ball exited.”

“Shot in the back? And from below? I would like to see 
these infamous wounds.”

“You can’t. The body has already been removed. Unfor-
tunately, you’ll have to take my word for it. But both the new 
surgeon and the captain saw his condition and agreed to the 
same conclusion.”

“But, how is this possible?”
“That is the question I want to ask you. Was any of the 

crew positioned in the forward companionway during the 
action against the Horner?”
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“No. There is no one stationed there. But any one of the 
crew could easily be found there at a given time. Perhaps 
someone needed more powder or more shot. Perhaps they 
needed relief from the action. Or perhaps they were relaying 
messages from the main deck to the gun deck. There is much 
activity on those stairs.”

“Yes, but not during that one special moment, when a 
killer leveled his musket at Mr. Davidson and pulled the trig-
ger. Do you recall seeing anyone loitering there?”

“I do not.” He sat back hard and stared out the small 
porthole in his cabin wall. “It could not have been one of my 
buccaneers. I know my men well. For all their faults and tem-
pers, they are good men — loyal, dedicated.”

“Any of them happen to own a long thin blade?”
“You mean a knife? All of us do. We use one every day.”
“Never mind. I know you do. Thank you for your time.”
I left and took position by the quarterdeck ladder, weigh-

ing out all that I knew of the mysteries plaguing my life. The 
measurement was depressing in its smallness. I had a notion 
of where a shooter stood to kill Mr. Davidson, but the master-
at-arms swore all his men were true and no one else on board 
would have easy access to a musket. I had clear proof that the 
master gunner had been murdered, but his body had disap-
peared, likely gone to sleep with the fishes. I got confirma-
tion that some of the loot had gone missing, but no notion 
of who could have gotten into the vault or how. We still had 
the second body, that of Mr. Stubbins who’d been stabbed, 
but almost everyone aboard the Fancy had both a knife and 
a potential grudge against the bosun’s mate. I knew the only 
other man who was hated more was the bosun himself.

I gave up for the day and went below to see if Marta had 
come up with anything new.
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“The cook stinks,” she told me.
“He spends all his time in the galley. What do you think 

he should smell like, roses?”
“Of course not. But still, there’s something off about him.” 

She was busy sewing again, making some sort of patchwork 
piece out of smaller scraps.

“I’ll be sure to let the captain know right away that he 
should keelhaul the cook because he stinks.”

“It’s okay by me. At least he’d get a bath . . .” She returned 
her focus to the creation in her hands and I left her there.

In case her instincts were telling her something, I went 
up one deck and crossed over to the galley to watch the cook 
at work. He was not one I’d talked to before, but seemed ami-
able enough. He told me his name was Jacob Tearney, from 
Wessex. He was boiling water and sharpening a long thin 
knife.

“Wanted to make my fame and fortune on the high seas,” 
he said. He pulled out a slab of salted beef and stared cutting 
the dried meat into cubes. “But got stuck cooking instead. 
Blood makes me sick. Can’t stand the sight of it pumping out 
of stabbed men, running down the deck.”

I wondered who butchered the livestock on board. “Don’t 
you get a share of the plunder?”

He’d finished with the bloodless beef and now pulled a 
pair of crabs from a nearby basket. These he tossed into the 
boiling water and slammed down the lid. “Yeah, but it’s not 
like I can tell my family I’m a blood-thirsty pirate.”

“Because you’re not.”
“Not what?” He pushed down on the pot lid after a crab 

claw knocked it askew.
“A blood-thirsty pirate. You’re a cook.”
“Yeah.” He sniffed.
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I did the same, and the only odor I discovered was a bit 
too much rum on the man and the sickly fat smell from either 
the beef or something else in his larder. I wondered when the 
last time the Fancy had called upon a port and restocked any 
of her stores. As the dying crabs reminded me, there was 
plenty of meat in the sea if the captain allowed them time to 
retrieve it.

The smell followed me aft as I went to check on the vault, 
around the other side of the mizzen mast. I leaned in and ex-
amined the doors closely, puzzling over how someone would 
be able to get beyond them and to the treasure inside. The top 
of the Dutch door swung open silently and a pistol extended 
toward my head.

“What are you doing?” The bosun’s guard glared at me 
over the barrel of his weapon.

“Checking on the state of your hinges and hardware. Do 
you keep them well oiled?”

“None of your concern. Move along.”
I did so, heading back toward the companionway. I 

bumped into a crewman and caught a glimpse of a notched 
coin necklace at the man’s throat.

“Hey!” I said.
When I went to grab him, he pulled away and charged 

down the steps. I was right behind, not bothering to make 
every step but leaping down after him. He skirted the maga-
zine and plunged into the sea of hammocks. These were all at 
roughly eye level, and I soon lost sight of the man. I’d been so 
focused on the necklace, I really hadn’t seen the man’s face. 
All I had was the glimpse of bare feet slipping away from me. 
I ducked under the hammocks and hurried to follow and to 
keep my prey in sight.

At the carpenter’s stores, I stood up straight and scoured 
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the deck before me, but saw nothing. That was when the 
marlinspike hit the back of my head with a firm blow. My 
thoughts scattered like a school of fish and tried to swim for 
the surface of consciousness. They never made it.



Chapter Seventeen

April 13th, 1678, a Wednesday

I awoke with a splitting headache, my body draped over a 
very lumpy surface. The air I sucked in was damp, almost suf-
focating, and the light hitting my eyes was minimal. I lifted 
my head gently and groped around to ascertain where I had 
landed. A vague sense of having fallen nagged at my memory, 
but I couldn’t pull up any detail.

Water sloshed around me, a determined and purposeful 
sound. I must have been on the ship still. The darkness, the 
damp, and the odd shapes I could feel around me suggested I 
had ended up in the hold. The ship’s supplies were stacked in 
barrels atop layers of gravel and lead ballast, and I lay stacked 
on top of those. Most were filled with water, those that were 
still full. A frightening number of those I could reach seemed 
empty.

My head cleared somewhat and I recalled what I had been 
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doing just before my fall. I’d been chasing a man wearing the 
notched coin necklace, but he’d gotten the drop on me. I felt 
my own neck and discovered the coin worn by the late master 
gunner was gone. Someone was bent on keeping the evidence 
from me. First, Davidson’s body disappeared and now the 
odd necklace that would link his death with Stubbin’s had 
vanished.

Getting my feet under me, I stood up slowly. I hobbled 
across the rounded sides of the barrels and made my way to 
the middle, where there was a ladder the crew used to escape 
the hold. I employed it and spilled across the lower deck as 
soon as I reached its level. My head still pounded. Duty called, 
as duty always does on a ship, but I ignored her. I climbed to 
my feet, dragged myself to the surgery and collapsed onto an 
open bed there.

“Where have you been?” Peter wanted to know. “And 
what happened to you?”

“Fell and hit my head. What time is it?”
“If you keep on hitting your head, it will turn into a soft 

melon. Then the next time it happens, your brains will scatter 
across the deck, seeds, pulp and all.”

“That’s just lovely. Did you read that in a book?”
“Oh for heaven’s sake, lie back and rest, would you? I’ll 

wake you if anything interesting happens.”
I raised a finger to object that persons with head injuries 

should not be allowed to sleep, but the objection never quite 
made it to my lips. I fell asleep instead.

Sometime that evening, late in the third watch, I got up. 
Peter had gone, sleeping in his berth, I presumed. A lamp 
with only a stub of a candle burned weakly on the table. I 
picked it up. Out on the lower deck, the snoring of men and



The Pirate Investigator 1��

the creaking of the ship blended together in a continuous ca-
cophony of pitches. The wind whistled its lullaby down the 
steps of the forward companionway. I followed that siren call 
up to the main deck.

Out in the cool night air, my eye was drawn to the moon, 
which shone with a bit more than half power. A smattering of 
stars traced a thick line across the sky and led my wandering 
eye back to the horizon. Where the star path met the earth, 
a steady yellow glow bounced and heaved with the motion of 
the ship.

With my gaze fixed on the glow, I worked back to the 
quarterdeck. The ship’s master and quartermaster — Talbott 
and Franks, respectively — were quietly discussing the ap-
proaching light. Mr. Talbott put quill to his logbook, while 
Mr. Franks rested his hands on the wheel.

“What is it?” I whispered. “That light?”
“Land, of course,” answered Franks. He had already 

come to the conclusion that I was an idiot. Anything else I 
said seemed to confirm his opinion. “Port Royal, if you must 
know. We are twenty miles from shore and we’ll be safely 
within Kingston harbor in a few hours.”

“It will be nice to set foot on land once again,” I said.
“How long have you been at sea?” Talbott said.
“Six weeks, I believe. We left from Rotterdam but didn’t 

sail straight to the West Indies. There was at least one rendez-
vous and several refueling stops along the way to Curacao.”

Talbott nodded. “I wouldn’t count on getting your feet 
on land. If it weren’t for our lack of supplies, and the captain 
wanting information so badly, we wouldn’t be going anywhere 
near this port. I imagine we’ll be making a very quick stop.”

“Why? What’s wrong with this place?”
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“The captain abhors Port Royal. Pirates have the run of 
the place — and these are the real ones, mind you, blood-
thirsty and gold-hungry like you’ve never seen. There are 
some legitimate businesses, but most of the city is given over 
to vice: drinking, gambling and prostitution. Some tell sto-
ries about Captain Stone starting his career there. Inden-
tured servant to some plantation owner, but left all that to 
join a shipload of adventurers and pirates, going forth and 
seeking his fortune.”

“And now he hunts pirates?” I brushed the hair from my 
eyes. The wind blew at cross purposes for a moment, and 
then settled back down.

Franks snorted. “Only the one.”
“Captain Daniel Redd.” Talbott snapped his logbook shut 

and gazed across the water at the approaching port. “A fancy 
made-up name to cover up the plain one he left behind.”

“Gordon Brumley, you mean?”
“Aye. He was first mate to Stone’s captaincy. But that 

never sat well with Brumley. He’d served on the Fancy longer, 
worked harder, climbed the ladder of rank, and thought he 
had every right to the ship and the office after John Wil-
berson died. But the crew elected Stone. Brumley kept his 
mouth shut and sharpened his axe.”

A chill went down my spine. “Was he planning mutiny?”
“It almost came to that, but it began with simply disobey-

ing orders.”
Franks snorted again. “Disobeying orders? I think it went 

a bit beyond that. What about outright inhumanity? What 
about those people he —?”

The head of Captain Stone appeared at the ladder. The 
rest of him followed in due course. “What are you discussing, 
Mr. Franks, that has you bellowing your opinions across the 
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water for anyone to hear? I don’t doubt that they can hear you 
in Fort Charles!”

“’Twas nothing, captain. Sorry sir.”
“Carry the course, Mr. Franks, and batten down your 

hatches lest something unintended escape your mouth.”
“Quite so, sir.”
Stone took position alongside Talbott. The ship’s master 

once more opened his logbook and scratched out a few 
notes.

“You will be ready by morning, Mr. Roberts? When you 
join our landing party and we venture into town?”

“Yes indeed, captain.”
“Then you are dismissed.”
I nodded and absented myself from the quarterdeck. 

Not ready to retire down below, I walked along the main 
deck toward the bow of the ship. To one side of the bowsprit, 
I watched the distant ball of light grow brighter and more 
distinct, until that point where the one light became many 
separate lights. Music and laughter skipped across the water 
to land in my ears. The sound was ordinary, and I wondered 
if the people there were truly as bad as the captain believed. 
I dare not express my opinion about any of it, lest something 
slip out I did not intend. Batten the hatches, as the captain 
told Mr. Franks.

By the time the ship pulled into the long sheltered cove 
of Kingston harbor, the lights and the sounds had ramped up 
to near blinding and deafening proportions. It was a wonder 
that more of the crew hadn’t woken up and come on deck to 
see what the commotion was. There were a number of other 
ships in the harbor, at least twenty, of all nationalities or at 
least purported nationalities. Even in the dead of night, long-
boats and other vessels plied the waters in the shelter of the 
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long arm of Port Royal and under the scrutiny of the eyes at 
Fort Charles.

Straining my own eyes, I could make out some of the de-
tails of the infamous town. The main congregation of homes 
and businesses were multiple storied structures and they 
crowded into each other like gawkers at a parade. The streets 
looked cobbled and many of the buildings were stone as well. 
Somewhere in the tangle, there must have been quaint little 
shops, grocers, tailors, laundresses and the sorts. Some-
where there might have been schools to raise the intellect or 
churches to raise the spirit. But an awful lot of those build-
ings disgorged drunken sailors on the arms of their tarts and 
drew in eager-eyed and sea-weary men with gold to spend, in a 
motion as steady as the tide. The constant flow through these 
dubious establishments was the life-breath of Port Royal.

If I was venturing out among those people in the morn-
ing, I surely had to don the armor of God.

After a fitful night’s rest, which I spent worrying over my 
unsolved mysteries like a terrier with a favorite toy, I dressed 
in a new set of clothing Glory had scrounged up for me. I 
suspect he purchased both wardrobes belonging to Mr. Da-
vidson and Mr. Stubbins and that my fresh clothes were the 
result. When I emerged onto the deck, I felt I was ready to 
face the dreaded Port Royal. But in the morning’s light, the 
salacious town looked completely different. The streets were 
oddly quiet. The homes and shops sagged with age and ne-
glect. The people walking about did so on tiptoe, afraid to 
wake the dead.

“Mr. Hardy!” The captain had arrived. He was in fine 
voice this morning. “Get your crew ready! Launch both boats, 
if you please, with hands enough for provisioning the ship.
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Take no one with you unless you can rely on them to keep 
their post. We’ll have no unauthorized leave. We are here for 
only two things, and then we will depart.”

The coxswain turned and called out his men, naming 
those he wished to come along. In short order, the two long-
boats were over the side and ready to receive their passengers. 
The captain waved a group of Spanish sailors forward, those 
who had not joined the crew or refused to sign the articles. 
He put half on each boat, directed Peter and two of Wex-
ford’s men into one, Talbott and himself in the second. He 
looked up at me and said, “Best find your little charge and 
come along.”

He meant Marta. She had come on deck, but shied away 
from the rail and the people climbing down the side. Her 
fresh-scrubbed face looked unhappy.

“What’s wrong?” I said. “It’s time to go.”
“I know. Only . . .”
“What now?”
“I had been enjoying myself.” She kept her face turned 

away but glanced at me out of the corners of her eyes. “I 
thought I was being useful. To Glory. Maybe to you, even 
though we didn’t find who you were looking for.”

“That was a long shot anyway. Don’t worry about any of 
that.” I gave her a hard stare. “This is really about Peter, isn’t 
it?”

She laughed. “No, it is really not. It is about being left on 
land with nothing. Only the mangy clothes on my back. How 
am I supposed to survive?”

I shrugged. “That’s what the captain promised you. Pas-
sage to the nearest bit of land and that no harm would come 
to you. I think he’s exceeded his promises. And once you’re in
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Port Royal, I’m sure you’ll think of something you can do to 
survive.”

“Couldn’t he have at least dropped me off at a Spanish 
port?” She sniffed and then fell silent.

We took turns climbing down the ropes and we were the 
last ones to board. The other longboat had already shoved off 
and the captain frowned at us until we were settled. Hardy 
then gave the word.

“Oars up! Lock in place! Now down and in! Pull!”
The boat shot toward the shore. Stone had anchored the 

Fancy a good distance away from the docks, in part to keep 
the men aboard the ship and discourage any of the “ jolly” 
boats that prowled the harbor. Still, ten minutes of solid 
rowing and we were disembarking onto a long pier that had 
easy access to a series of low warehouses.

Stone gave instructions to Mr. Talbott about restocking 
the ship and then struck out toward the group of the passen-
gers huddled at the end of the pier. He circulated among the 
Spanish sailors and gave each of them a doubloon.

“This might buy you what you need to find a spot on an-
other ship. Don’t waste it on drink or gambling.”

The Spanish nodded as if they understood. I suspect even 
if they did, all of them would shrug off Stone’s benevolence 
and waste it in the manner he’d warned them about.

Lastly, he handed me a doubloon and waved toward 
Marta. “You can take care of her and catch up with us.” He 
joined Peter and the two bosun’s mates and led them down 
the first of the cobbled streets.

When I presented her with the gold, she scowled at me. 
“What am I supposed to do with this? Buy a plantation? 
Start a shop?”
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“Find a ship,” I said. “Buy passage to somewhere you’d 
rather be. Look.” I took hold of her shoulders. “You’ve got 
dreams and plans, and I still think the best way to real-
ize those is to find someone who can help. Would it really 
be that bad to go back and marry that merchant’s son?”

“I would never do that. Never.”
“Then think long and hard about what your choices 

really are. What options lie before you, and then take hold 
of the best one.” The captain and the others were out of sight, 
around the first corner. “I must go now. I’ll give your farewell 
to Peter.”

She crossed her arm and stood there on the edge of the 
pier as I hurried after Stone. I found him and the two other 
men standing in front of a public house, talking to an old man 
on the porch. Peter stood a little ways away, staring toward a 
church at the top of the hill. The captain was asking the old 
man about finding someone called Madam Reba, a name that 
I had heard in passing but couldn’t place where.

“Might try the Angry Pelican,” the old man said. His 
straw hat had more loose bits than a coin purse. Even the 
scarecrows wouldn’t want it. “Up the road a piece.”

Stone thanked him and we continued up the hill look-
ing for a place called the Angry Pelican. While the captain 
stopped and asked for further directions, Peter turned back 
to scan the area behind us.

“Where’s Marta?” he said.
“She’s gone,” I said. “The captain only agreed to take her 

to shore and drop her off. I told her I’d let you know.”
“What?” He took several steps back the way we came. 

His eyes roamed to and fro, searching for any sign of her. 
“Why didn’t you tell me that? I had no idea that’s why she
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was on the boat. I thought you had some sort of job for her. 
Wasn’t she your assistant? Didn’t you need her . . . for that 
other thing?”

“As my little spy, you mean? No, that was only until we 
reached land. Captains orders, you know.”

“Captain’s orders.” For once, I thought he would say 
something against his beloved captain, but he said, “I wish 
you’d told me she was leaving.”

He stood there a full minute more, hoping beyond hope 
that she was nearby. I knew she wasn’t. I pulled him away 
when the captain and Wexford’s men had found the pub they 
were looking for. As we approached, there was no doubt this 
was the place. Even without a sign hanging off the roof, the 
etching on the door was a dead giveaway. It featured a large 
bird that may or may not have been in a foul mood. Angry 
Pelican indeed.

Inside, the atmosphere was subdued. It wasn’t that the 
place was empty. There were plenty of people inside but most 
of them were sleeping off the night in corners or dozing with 
their heads down on the tables, right next to their empty 
mugs. Young pickpockets and other rodents crept among 
the unwary and took nibbles of what didn’t belong to them. 
Ladies dressed in questionable finery, looking more like hens 
with their feathers ruffled than women, lifted their eyes as we 
entered but didn’t rise for the occasion.

At a long counter, a large-boned woman gave us the once 
over. She cranked her smile into place and set her eyes twin-
kling at half candle power.

“Drinks for the worthy masters of the sea?”
Captain Stone approached. “Only if you can help us 

find Madam Reba. We’re wanting to ask her the location of 
Daniel Redd.”
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The smile lost a notch. “Never heard of neither of those 
names. These people you know?”

“That’s funny. A wise old man down the road assured me 
this was the place to ask for the lady.”

“You didn’t pay him any money, did you? Would’ve been 
a waste of coin if you had.”

Stone shook his head.
“Drinks then?”
The pair of mates bellied up to the counter and ordered, 

and Stone did as well. Peter and I stayed behind and ab-
stained. The captain leaned back against the wood and got 
contemplative.

“You know, boy. I haven’t been back since I picked you 
up in a place like this.” He nodded at the young boys climb-
ing stealthily over the slumbering bodies. “Do you remember, 
Peter? Trying to lift my sack of gold dust off me? I don’t know 
how you made it through those years as a thief.”

“Those days are over,” Peter said. “Thanks to you.” He 
kept his eyes on the door, obviously thinking about some-
thing else. Or someone.

“You were not much more than skin and bones. I only 
wish I’d been there sooner for you.” He drank a slug of liquor. 
“But like you said, those days are over. Now, how shall we pro-
ceed with finding the Madam?” He slammed his mug against 
the counter, starling a few women nearby. “We could start 
kicking down a few doors and see who might be in. Who’s 
up for that?”

“Sounds alright to me,” said one of the bosun’s mates. He 
was certainly trouble if I ever met it.

“Count me in too, captain,” said the other, smashing a fist 
into his hand. He was the double of his mate.

“Let’s calculate how to divide the rooms up to search. Did 
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you bring your knives? Any pistols?”
I wondered why Wexford had chosen these two men in 

particular to accompany the captain, whether he chose them 
for their obvious strength or the obvious lack of wits. Trouble 
and Double was what I called them, and I didn’t like the di-
rection this conversation was taking.

“My dear captain,” I said, hoping to intervene before 
things got ugly. “You really think this woman, this Madam 
Reba, would know where to find Redd?”

He considered me as if I had an extra nose growing on 
my face. “The Madam is rumored to be a great purveyor of 
information. Whether she has cultivated just the right con-
nections or whether she has discovered her secrets through 
her other trade, she invariably knows everything you would 
want to know. And even if she doesn’t, she knows where to 
find out.”

There was motion at the corner of my eye. A couple of 
men swaggered in through the door and commandeered a 
table nearby.

“Connections, I can understand,” I said. “What trade 
does she ply that produces information for her?” Only part 
of me was paying attention to our conversation. The rest 
was keeping an eye on the suspicious characters at the table. 
There were also some men descending the staircase, looking 
parched.

Stone snorted. “She is the most expensive woman on the 
island, of course.”

Several men stirred at the tables. Breakfast must have 
been calling to them. I glanced back at the captain. “Yes, I’m 
sure the information comes at a high price. But what is her 
other trade? What else does she sell?”

The captain stared at me, his face blank.
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The thought finally hit me. “Oh! Is that what you mean? 
You want to buy information from a rich harlot?”

Stone’s eyes flashed to something behind me and he 
reached for his saber. I felt the hard nose of a pistol pressed 
against my back.

“I wouldn’t be calling Madam Reba a harlot. She might 
take offense and you might end up dead.”



Chapter Eighteen

In a moment, we were surrounded by a dozen men, all with 
pistols drawn and hands at their sabers. Trouble and Double 
had been engrossed in their drinks and were now uselessly 
gaping at this show of force. Stone shoved his blade back in 
its hanger and two of the ruffians grabbed onto his arms and 
pulled him away from the bar.

Other men shoved Trouble and Double against the coun-
ter and relieved them of their weapons. Neither Peter nor I 
were armed, and we passed inspection with just a glance.

“You Captain Stone then?” said one of those who’d swag-
gered in. His beard was patchy, like a lawn infested with rot.

“Who wants to know?” Stone said.
The man behind me, who was still holding a gun to my 

back, spoke up. “You were the one who wanted to speak with 
Madam Reba, right? I’m your ticket to go see her.” I caught 
a glimpse of a bulbous chin pointed over my shoulder. Mr.
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Chin nodded at the men pressed against the bar. “Those two 
thugs can stay behind, or go back to your ship. It don’t matter 
to me one way or another. We’ll bring along the good Cap’n 
and take these here other pansies as insurance of the Cap’n’s 
good will and behavior.”

“No harm will come to any of you, as long as nothing 
happens to my men here.”

“That’s just the idea, Cap’n. We’ll all get along famously 
if we just keep our heads. But first, we have some formalities 
to observe. Put on the hoods.”

Quicker than a flash, my head plunged into darkness. I 
saw nothing and could scarcely breathe. Hands shoved me 
back and forth and round in circles, as if we were playing 
some child’s game. We left the pub, but whether out the front 
or the back, I could not tell. One by one, for I heard Stone 
and Peter grunt beside me, we were hoisted onto a waiting 
wagon and stacked side-by-side. Our guides did not join us, 
but must have walked alongside or rode up front. I sensed 
their pistols still upon us, in case we made a move to take off 
the hoods or made a run for it.

This was what condemned men felt like. Men trundled 
off to the gallows to pay for their crimes, be it butchery, trea-
son, or even piracy. The unknown before them, confusion 
and fear their constant companions, nowhere to go and no 
way to escape.

As it invariably did, a verse popped into my head. “Most 
assuredly, I say to you, when you were younger, you girded 
yourself and walked where you wished; but when you are old, 
you will stretch out your hands, and another will gird you 
and carry you where you do not wish.” I felt not the least bit 
old, but we very seldom choose our time to die.
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Our ride was mercifully short. We had gone no more 
than a half a mile from the Angry Pelican, but as disoriented 
as I was, I had no idea which way was which anymore. When 
we stopped, hands reached in and yanked us out, and then 
hustled us into another building. We stumbled up a flight 
of stairs and into a room so thick with fabric that any sound 
died almost as soon as we made it.

“Sit down,” someone told us, and so we sat. The hoods 
came off, and we found we’d been placed in an elegantly ap-
pointed sitting room.

There were four chairs, two settees, and several cush-
ioned ottomans scattered about and all were upholstered in 
brilliant arterial red velvet. The side tables bled deep purple 
fabric that puddled onto the floor and the walls were decked 
out in linen with alternating stripes of carnelian and rose. 
The one window in the room hid behind thick curtains of 
cardinal scarlet. The floor ran thick with overlapping layers of 
woven rugs. The hardware all gleamed in the lamplight — the 
lamp stands shone golden, the hinges and the door handles 
blazed with copper, the tassels twinkled with gold leaf and 
even the decanters flashed with gold flakes. There was more 
wealth on display in this room than I’d ever seen in the vault 
aboard the Fancy.

The captain and Peter gawked at the space. Stone rubbed 
his beard and, more than a few times, glanced down at his 
clothing. I once had attire that would have been appropriate 
for this setting and for meeting the owner of such wealth, 
but all that was lost on the Horner. Peter, for his part, shifted 
back and forth in his chair, as if the seat had a lump of gold 
somewhere in it. His eyes roamed to and fro between the 
trinkets and the baubles, not knowing what to focus on.

The door opened and like a trained regiment, we all stood 
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simultaneously for the entrance of Madam Reba. Such gen-
tlemen we were.

The woman was not tall, but her radiance captivated us. 
Her dark hair was pulled up in some sort of fashion none 
of us had ever seen, her cheeks were smooth and white as 
marble, her eyes black and piercing. A burgundy dress flowed 
behind her like a waterfall and when she moved, the waves 
splashed along the shore around her feet. She was not a young 
flower — not a bud from the hothouse, but a rose gathered 
in full bloom. Perhaps she’d lost a petal or two, but she was 
nonetheless a beauty.

And she was a harlot. A multitude of Bible verses popped 
into my head, prompted by the Spirit. I was going to have a 
hard time keeping my mouth shut.

“Well met, Captain Stone.” The Madam took his cal-
lused hand in her gloved one. “I’ve heard good things about 
your adventures at sea. Please sit.”

“Thank you.” Stone bowed until she had settled herself in 
the middle of a settee, and then took his seat. Peter followed 
suit, but I was frozen on my feet.

She gave me a long look. “Well sir? Have you something 
to say?”

That was my cue. “It is written: ‘My son, if you receive my 
words, and treasure my commands within you —’”

“Sit down,” Stone said.
I capitulated.
“Why don’t you introduce me to your companions, Cap-

tain Stone?” The Madam purred. “This one seems to be a 
parson, not the type to be found in a house such as this. Or 
indeed, anywhere in Port Royal.”

“I assure you,” Stone said, “he is entirely outside his ele-
ment. His name is Tom Roberts, and he’s —”
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“A natural philosopher,” I jumped right in, “theologian, 
sometimes diplomat, and currently employed as an investiga-
tor of truths aboard Captain Stone’s ship.”

“Sometimes diplomat?” she said. “I find it hard to be-
lieve you could be diplomatic in the least. Have you served at 
court? Were you commissioned abroad?”

I cleared my throat. “To be honest, they did ask me to 
leave the country after my brief tenure as diplomat.”

“What nation was it that let you go in such an untimely 
fashion?”

“Holland.”
“A pity. Holland is beautiful in the spring. And your 

other companion, captain?”
Stone shifted in his chair like a naughty schoolboy 

caught at cheating. “This is my — I mean, this is Peter, my 
new surgeon.”

“So very young for a surgeon. That is a profession that 
takes some skill, from what I understand.”

Peter gulped. “I — I’m still learning. The last surgeon had 
been there for years, but he —”

“Took a cannonball to the head,” I said. “He must have 
been an awful sinner.”

Madam Reba smiled at me. “It takes all kinds to run a 
ship. We must be tolerant, to be sure.” She turned her radi-
ance away. “Now Captain Stone, I hear you’ve been asking 
around for me. How very uncouth of you. Most people in 
these parts know how to find me, if they have need of my 
services. But to show up at the Angry Pelican and abuse my 
name as if it were an ordinary utterance is quite the affront.”

“I’m sorry, Madam. I haven’t been in Port Royal for many 
years. Ten? Or twelve, perhaps?” He glanced at Peter. “Anyway,
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I know little about you. But I’ve heard of you through your 
reputation, through rumors and speculations.”

“I must warn you that everything you’ve heard about me 
is true.”

Stone nodded and gave a funny little grin.
I couldn’t bear such a gaping lack of logic. “Now Madam.” 

I was back on my feet without realizing. “That makes no 
sense. How can every rumor or speculation about you be 
true? What if they were contradictory? If I claimed your 
hair was red and the captain here said it was black, then both 
statements can’t possibly be true. You are lacking a funda-
mental understanding of absolutes.”

Stone rose and forced me back down into my chair. “One 
more outburst from you,” he hissed in my ear, “and I will 
shoot you myself. Articles or no articles.”

“Leave him,” Madam Reba said. She crossed her legs and 
reclined a little further. “He is amusing, in an awkward sort 
of fashion. It reminds me of watching a fawn first learning to 
walk.”

I did not like her comparison.
Stone shot me a look as he settled back in his place. “As 

I was saying, Madam. I have heard of you and your talents. 
They way you come across interesting tidbits through your 
wiles. I’m searching for information about Captain Redd, the 
notorious pirate who’s been plying these waters the last year. 
We found another ship he’d ransacked not two days ago and 
I mean to have his head.”

She looked away. “Come now, captain. Must we be so 
direct? You take all the fun out of our conversation by cut-
ting straight to the business at hand.”

“I’m a man who speaks his mind.”



Derrick Tribble1��

“But where is the quid pro quo? The tit for tat? Where is 
the thrill of chase, or the pleasure in the pursuit?”

The good captain cleared his throat. “What is it we are 
pursuing?”

“Why knowledge, of course. Wisdom, even.”
I leaned over to Stone. “‘Wisdom will deliver you from 

the immoral woman, from the seductress who flatters with 
her words.’”

“Be quiet.” He pointed his finger at me.
“Focus, captain, focus,” the Madam said. “Will you go 

down that path with me? Shall we parlay our way to a mutu-
ally beneficial relationship? How much are you willing to give 
for what you seek? Surely we can be good for each other if we 
only try.” She bit her lip.

“‘Do not let your heart turn aside to her ways,’” I said. 
“‘Do not stray into her paths!’” I was in rare form, quoting 
straight from Proverbs and on my feet again.

“Enough!” Stone grappled with me and shoved me toward 
the door. “Get out!”

I clutched at the handle, stalling the inevitable. “‘For she 
has cast down many wounded! And all who were slain by her 
were strong men!’”

He forced the door open and twisted my arm behind me. 
I called out over my shoulder:

“‘Her house is the way to hell — descending to the cham-
bers of death!’”

With a mighty shove, Stone propelled me out the open-
ing and I sprawled across the floor of the hallway. The door 
shut behind me with a tremendous thunderclap. Thus was I 
ejected from the rare presence of Madam Reba, the infamous 
information broker and fantastically wealthy harlot.
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Seated on the rich carpeting outside the door, I consid-
ered my options. A minute later, my options vanished as two 
rather bulky men showed up and dragged me down the stairs, 
across the length of the house and out the front door. They 
dumped me onto the street with the morning trash. My nice 
new outfit got a not-so-nice coat of dust and my face suffered 
a few scrapes, but otherwise I came out alright. At least they 
didn’t blindfold me on the way out.



Chapter Nineteen

Having survived the house of depravity, I shook the dust 
off my feet and took in my surroundings. In this part of town, 
the streets were no longer cobbled and the buildings — mostly 
homes — were surprisingly modest. Wise of the Madam to 
disguise her wealth behind a plain façade. Much wiser to store 
that “treasure in the heavens” as the Good Book suggested.

To find my way back to the rest of the town, specifically 
the harbor and the docks, I climbed. I struck out toward the 
top of the nearest hill. Left and right, I passed other homes 
and emerged onto a wide green surrounding a church. The 
white stone chapel had a quaint little steeple to the side and 
a peaked red roof. The whole arrangement reminded me of 
some of the smaller churches in Holland. All it lacked was a 
windmill.

I opened the gate and ventured through the scattered 
graves to reach the door. It wasn’t until the last moment I
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noticed someone sitting on the front stoop in a plain black 
robe and white collar. A priest.

“Oh, hello,” I said. “Is this your church?”
“This house belongs to God.” He had a rough burr that 

might have been Irish.
“I guess I meant is this your parish?”
“Such as it is.” He unfolded himself and stood next to one 

of the porch columns. “Have you decided ‘tis time to repent 
and come to mass?”

“No, not really. What I really wanted was a better view of 
the town, but then I saw the building and thought I’d come 
in and get cleaned.”

“We are not a public bath house.” The priest folded his 
arms. “And baptism is not for washing your body, no matter 
what your friends might have told you.”

“Of course not. I meant I needed a little spiritual cleans-
ing after what I went through. Jesus said if the bowl was 
clean on the inside, it hardly mattered if it were dirty on the 
outside.”

He raised an eyebrow at me. “You know the scriptures?”
I extended my hand. “Tom Roberts at your service. Phi-

losopher, theologian, and diplomat — well, I really don’t 
want to bore you with the details. Pleased to make your 
acquaintance.”

“Father James. You had me wondering. Looking as you 
do, coming from the direction you just came from, I felt for 
certain you were one of our heathen brethren, the pirates.”

“Oh no! Not a pirate, not at all. Nothing to do with them. 
Although I am travelling with some pirates. And helping 
them out.” I considered that. “It’s kind of complicated.”

“Have you anything you need to confess?”
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“Not that I know of. Plus, in a way, I think it’s where God 
wants me to be.”

He shook his head. “If you think this is the Lord’s work, 
then by all means carry it out.”

“Sometimes I worry, though. This morning, for exam-
ple . . .” I stared down the street I had just left. “I was pretty 
rude to a woman, in her own home, with some of the things I 
said. She was a harlot, though.”

“Forgive as the Lord forgave you. He does not call us to 
be wroth with those who haven’t seen the light.”

“Thank you. That sounds right. It’s difficult at times to 
keep myself separate from those in the darkness, while living 
right alongside them.”

Father James shrugged. “Jesus himself was a friend of sin-
ners. How can we be any less?” He winked. “Keep up with 
your confessions, however, at every opportunity, lest you be 
caught unrepentant.”

“Right.” Then a thought occurred to me. “Oh, but I’m a 
protestant.”

He grinned a little more. “At least we’re in the same 
neighborhood, even if we’re not sharing the same house. And 
you understand what I mean. Now those people . . .” he waved 
at the long peninsula stretched out before us. “Those people 
do not listen, despite all my warnings of destruction. Lord 
knows I love them the best I can, but one day God will say 
‘enough,’ and he’ll be the one calling them to count. They 
won’t like it one bit, and they won’t like having to admit I was 
right to warn them.”

“What were your warnings?”
The priest gazed up into the sky. “I had a vision about 

this place, this wicked city. It was all at once burning up with 
fire, trembling with the very earth, and sinking down into 
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the water. Thousands died on that day, thousands who did 
not trust what I said, but this church, built on the solid rock, 
stood firm. Those that flocked to it, seeking true salvation, 
were saved. Those who did not, they sank into their graves 
where they stood.”

“Wow,” I said. “What a vision. Anyone buy that?”
He shook his head. “Do they ever? I can preach fire and 

brimstone all day long, and all day long they will nod and 
soak it in. But at night, those thoughts leave and it’s time for 
everyone to carouse.”

We shared a companionable silence as we contemplated 
the destruction of Port Royal, and then I said my goodbyes. 
I hadn’t needed the quiet of the sanctuary after all, just a few 
minutes with a spiritual man. My thoughts and emotions 
from the encounter with Madam Reba had sorted themselves 
out and I marched down the hill toward the docks with my 
head back on straight.

I steered clear of the row of houses where Madam Reba 
lived, and instead found myself again along the same street 
as the Angry Pelican. Despite our sudden departure earlier, 
the pub was as good a place as any to wait. I went inside and 
was treated to a long stare from the large woman behind the 
counter. I didn’t recognize anyone else in the joint. Venturing 
only as far to the first empty table, I took a chair and stretched 
my feet out. In front of me, the windows facing the street af-
forded me a good view of the surrounding area. Surely I could 
spot the captain if he came back down this way.

A man extracted himself from the counter and came over 
to my table. He pulled out a chair and made himself at home. 
“Morning to you.” He wore a long red coat, with black pants 
and white silk shirt. His hat was his most distinguishing fea-
ture by far, being both large and ridiculous on him, but he 
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managed to pull it off with style. This was the second person 
today I’d seen wearing red. I thought, on an English colony, I 
would have seen more soldiers in that color, but the law was 
suspiciously absent here.

“Good morning,” I said at last.
He quirked a smile. “Are you a sailing man? Have you 

arrived from one of the ships in port?”
“Yes, the Fancy.”
“Ah yes, I thought I saw her in the harbor, though an-

chored a ways from the docks.”
“Keeping the men out of trouble,” I said. I turned back to 

the windows. I didn’t mean to be rude, but making small talk 
with strangers was not high on my list of activities.

“Quite so. I myself am one of the lucky ones able to stretch 
my legs on land. I’m from the Fer de Lance. It’s a French ship, 
but she gets me around.”

The name sounded somewhat familiar. “Where have you 
sailed?” 

“Here and there. Most recently from Tortuga, another 
raucous city crawling with pirates.”

“A French port?”
He twisted a corner of his mustache. “Mais oui. But 

lots of opportunities for treasure in that area. Especially for 
pirates.”

I glanced his way again. “Are you a pirate, then? Or one of 
these privateers pretending to be legitimate?”

“Something along those lines, but nothing like your in-
famous English captain. He has quite the reputation — for 
a privateer.”

“Stone? I suppose he might.” I still hadn’t seen any of 
my shipmates, not even Trouble or Double. They may have 
already reached the docks. “He does strike me as more of a 
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pirate than an honest captain, but I can’t say I’ve met many 
of either.”

He picked at a sliver in the table. “And how does the crew 
get along with him? No complaints about the work? The 
loot?”

“They get along fine, I suppose. Not counting the thefts 
or the murders.”

“Really? And here I thought Charlie ran a tighter ship 
than that.” He stood and heaved a sigh. “I must return to my 
business before I am called back to duty. It was a pleasure. 
Perhaps we shall run into each other again.”

“Doubtful,” I said. “When we sail out of Port Royal, we’re 
not likely to come back.”

“Pity.” He nodded, smiled, and wandered off in the direc-
tion of the counter again.

The front door banged open and Peter stuck his head 
inside. “There you are!” He marched over in front of me. 
“Captain says we must get back and oversee the restocking. 
He said he’d only be a minute or two —” The young man 
froze, his gaze fixed on something behind me.

“What’s the matter?” I said.
“There he is. That man. Gordon Brumley.”
I craned my neck and took a long look with him. At the 

counter were a few women of the house and the sailor in the 
red coat and ridiculous hat. “Who? That man?” I said. “He 
was a decent chap and friendly enough.”

“What! Did you talk to him?” He leaned in. “That’s 
Gordon Brumley, the one who mutinied and became the 
notorious Captain Redd! Do you see his coat? We must tell 
Captain Stone right away! That Madam Reba woman lied to 
him.”

Peter yanked on my arm, pulling me out of my seat and 
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out the door. Around us, the streets were filling up with peo-
ple — some honest citizens conducting business, but most of 
them ruffians stumbling home after last night’s festivities. 
We wove through clumps of pedestrians and hustled down 
to the docks. The boats from the Fancy were midway along 
the pier, the crew there busy hefting barrels into the boats 
and lashing down the cargo. Stone was nowhere in sight.

“Where is the Captain?” Peter said.
Hardy heard and came over. “Haven’t seen him since you 

left. Problem?”
“Gordon Brumley is here. We just saw him in a public 

house up the road.”
Hardy chewed on his lip. “Can’t spare any men here, 

except maybe myself and those two idiots who came back al-
ready. Let’s go have a look and maybe save the captain some 
trouble.”

He snapped out a couple of orders and then turned and 
led the way up the hill. When we drew near, Peter pointed 
out the Angry Pelican. The five of us — Hardy, Peter, Trou-
ble and Double and I — burst through the door to confront 
the infamous Captain Redd.

The place was empty. No patrons slept at the tables or 
slouched in the corners. No women loitered in the shadows, 
hiding their years and imperfect complexions. The barmaids 
behind the counter, even the one who had served us dirty 
looks, were nowhere in sight. And of course our quarry, Cap-
tain Redd née Gordon Brumley, had vanished.

“This here’s the spot?” Hardy strolled over to the bar, 
peered over it.

“I saw him right there,” Peter said, pointing. “Red coat 
and big red hat.”

“Hmm.” Hardy spent a minute or two poking around. 
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“Seems to have flown the coop. Not worth the time to kick 
down every door.” He motioned toward the street. “We’d 
better get back before the captain arrives.”

We didn’t make it. Stone had planted himself on the 
docks, hands on his hips and watching the boats return from 
the Fancy. He didn’t even glance our way as we approached, 
huffing and puffing. “I assume you have a good reason for 
abandoning your post, Mr. Hardy?”

“My fault, captain,” Peter said.
Hardy shook his head. “Young surgeon here said he saw 

Brumley in the Angry Pelican. This fellow,” — pointing at 
me — “even spoke with the man.”

“What?!?” He broke his fixed gaze and turned toward us. 
He demanded to hear the full tale.

By the time we had him up to speed, the boats arrived 
once more at the docks. There was still a good pile of cargo 
that needed to be brought to the ship.

“Hurry now, men! We need to be ready to sail at a mo-
ment’s notice. I’ll be back shortly.” With that, the captain 
charged back up the hill. Hardy put his men and Trouble 
and Double to work, double-time. Peter and I glanced at each 
other and without another word, followed Stone.

The Angry Pelican was still deserted, but the captain 
was already upstairs shoving doors open. Peter and I clam-
bered up to help. Stone found the large woman who had been 
behind the counter before, the one who sold us drinks. She 
was napping on one of the beds. Stone rushed in and shook 
her violently. “Where is he? Where is Daniel Redd? Tell me 
now, woman, or so help me —”

“Don’t know! I don’t know! He said he had to set sail.”
Stone backed off. “When? Right now?” He glanced out 

the high window. It was just past noon. “Where is his ship?”
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The large woman spread her hands and twitched her 
hips. “Darling, he never lays anchor in this port.”

The captain gave her a hard look. He shook his head. 
“Let’s go.”

We flew back down the hill. The last of the cargo had 
been loaded onto the two boats, but Mr. Hardy held up a 
hand. “It’d be much faster to unload one of the boats and 
come back for you.”

“Forget that,” Stone said. “Give me an oar.”



Chapter Twenty

Peter and I stood on the dock. One of the oarsmen had 
also been left behind. The three of us stared out at the boats, 
watching the slow progress of unshipping the cargo and hoist-
ing it aboard the Fancy. Peter finally said:

“What did you think of Port Royal?”
“I didn’t get to see much of it. But after the bits I did see, 

I’m glad we didn’t stay too long.”
The oarsman shrugged, kept his eyes on the water.
Peter shoved his hands into his pockets. “Hard to believe 

we just ran into Brumley like that. Of all the places to be, right 
here in Port Royal, where Captain Stone never goes — and 
here he is. What are the odds?”

“I couldn’t say.” I sat on a pillar. “What does the captain 
have against the man? Is he really some ferocious pirate? 
Everyone thinks he’s some kind of monster, but he seems a 
decent chap to me.”

“I knew him,” the oarsman said. “I knew him from before 
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Stone’s time. Brumley knew how to charm those around 
him. Captains liked him, even Cap’n Wilberson, who never 
liked any of his men. But something about him rubbed Cap’n 
Stone the wrong way. You know what I mean? Like holystone 
run crossways.”

“Wasn’t he a Welshman?” Peter said.
“Aye and that may be a part of it. But Brumley also liked 

to talk like one of them levelers. Wanted equal shares and 
equal positions for the crew. Every man gets a vote, he said, 
whether it’d be voting for a captain or voting for the course 
they’d take or voting whether to attack a ship or not. That’s 
how them pirates think, and Stone never liked a bit of it.”

“So what happened?” I said. “What was the turning 
point?”

“Brumley worked his whole life through the ship’s ranks. 
As a mate on one ship, a navigator on another. Knew every-
thing there was to sailing and seamanship, but was never a 
captain. And when cranky old Wilberson died, he thinks that 
was it. This was his chance. But the crew wanted Stone, and 
the investors in England approved the promotion. Brumley 
couldn’t put a finger on it, couldn’t explain it. Maybe it’s be-
cause Stone is English and Brumley’s Welsh. Couldn’t really 
be that, though. Plenty of Welshmen were men of repute. 
Henry Morgan be one of them. He abides just down the road 
here from Port Royal, living large on his plantation.

“But it ain’t enough for Brumley to be first mate. He 
keeps pressuring Cap’n Stone. Take this ship. Plunder that 
village. Ransom these passengers. He baits all his plans but 
Stone doesn’t bite. One evening, sun just gone down, we come 
across a mystery ship, no colors flying, riding low and heavy 
with some kind of cargo. We think this is a Spanish treasure 
galleon lumbering back home to feed their king’s appetites. 
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But it’s English, in the end. Idiot captain couldn’t be bothered 
to run up his flag. Nearly cost him the whole ship, as Stone 
was about to blow him down hard.

“But nothing happens. Stone visits with the English cap-
tain and then leaves him be. Fare-thee-well! Meanwhile we 
anchor in a cove not far from where the English ship — I’m 
thinking she was called Neptune’s Glory — where she heaves 
to for the night. Calm night, but dark. No moon for hours 
and hours.

“Brumley taps a select crew of men — not me, mind you, 
but those he can trust — and takes them out on a long boat 
over to the other ship, the Neptune’s Whatnot. Of course he 
takes her by surprise. Trusses up her crew, including the cap-
tain, and sails the prize back over to the Fancy.”

The oarsman hawked and spat into the water. He laughed. 
“Here he comes, just as the sun rises, thinking he’s done a 
great bit of derring-do. Neptune’s Glory indeed. He was prob-
ably renaming it Gordon’s Glory as he sailed in. So here he 
is, hero of the day in his own mind, and he offers the ship as 
a prize to Stone. Of course he refuses her, wants nothing to 
do with her. Brumley launches into a fine speech about how 
the Fancy should be the terror of the sea, conquering any and 
every ship on the water, regardless of what flag she flies. Then 
he talks about sharing equally the plunder, leaving out the 
investors and keeping it all for themselves. Great risk, great 
reward. Live high, live big and die young.

“Stone calls for the lunatic to be clapped in irons. He 
leaves the others free, those that went along with the first 
mate. He figures they were just following orders. But he has 
some choices to make. What to do with the English captain 
and what to do with Brumley.”

I scratched my neck. The shirt was starting to irritate. 
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“Why was he concerned about the English captain? I thought 
they were friendly toward each other.”

“If he lets him go, then the man might spread rumors 
about how Stone runs a pirate ship. If he hangs on to the 
captain and his ship, then he’s a confirmed pirate, holding 
hostages and claiming prize ships. In the end, it don’t matter, 
though.

“Brumley and a handful of his men escape the next night. 
They steal away with Neptune’s Glory and force the crew left 
aboard to sail her. In one swift blow, Cap’n Stone loses his 
first mate, his reputation, the English ship, and he even looks 
bad to the other captain, though everyone knows the man 
was a bumbling fool.”

“Is that when Brumley turned into Captain Redd?”
“Not right away, but I don’t know. There’s more to this 

story floating around somewhere. All I know is he was captain 
of a couple of other ships before he took the Ferdinance. As for 
Stone, he took that final blow hard. Never will forgive his first 
mate. The rest of us, he makes doubly sure we act good and 
proper, according to the King’s will. But Brumley was his big-
gest mistake, and in a lot of ways, he’s still paying for it.”

The oarsman fell silent, keeping his attention on a boat 
approaching from the Fancy. Hardy and a few other oarsmen 
manned the boat, and with no cargo and no extra crew, the 
vessel flew across the bay straight at the docks. As they drew 
in, they back-paddled madly until they touched the dock with 
a gentle bump. We climbed in and grabbed a seat just before 
Hardy ordered a swift return. It didn’t take long to get us to 
the ship.

Back on the Fancy, the oarsmen jumped into action, lend-
ing a hand with the cargo in the other boat, heaving the bar-
rels and boxes up and through the hold access. They raised 



The Pirate Investigator 1�9

and secured the two boats onto the deck, lashing them to the 
cleats with rapid flourish. Topmen let loose the furled sails 
and a slight crosswind helped pull the ship slowly around to 
face the harbor entrance.

Stone was at his blustering best, waving and bellowing at 
the crew from his station on the quarterdeck. His energy and 
enthusiasm for chasing after Redd spread throughout the 
crew, but despite the frantic effort they put into it, they were 
still at the mercy of the faint wind. No amount of hollering 
would induce a stiffer breeze.

When the Fancy finally crawled to the end of the long 
peninsula that housed Port Royal, she turned the corner by 
the fort and caught the wind we’d hoped for. She leaned into 
the waves and plowed through the water with vigor. I found 
my usual spot at the ladder to the quarterdeck and kept an 
eye on the activity along the main deck.

“Six knots and increasing, sir,” said the ship’s master, Tal-
bott. “What should we make our heading?”

 I could hear Stone heave a mighty sigh. “There’s the rub, 
Mr. Talbott. If we head northward or southward, we take a 
fifty-fifty chance of catching that blackguard, Captain Redd. 
All I know is he does not take harbor right here in Port Royal. 
But his ship can’t be far away. Have Mr. Brown bring out the 
charts.”

“Pass the word for Mr. Brown!” Talbott called down to 
the main deck.

“Pass the word! Mr. Brown!” The crew echoed the 
cry throughout the ship until one of the young cabin boys 
emerged leading the navigator to the quarterdeck. After the 
captain expressed what he wanted, the man disappeared for a 
bit and returned with a single map. I could hear them unroll-
ing the parchment up by the wheel.
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“Look for a small cove nearby,” Stone said, “one that Redd 
could quickly reach from the port, but one deep enough to 
anchor his ship. That will determine our direction.”

“Here’s one, sir,” the navigator said with a little croak in 
his voice. “A small distance to the south.”

“I think not. Look how far he’d have to trek up the penin-
sula and then around the harbor before he could head toward 
it. What about north?”

“There is this cove. A tad small, and a bit of a distance, 
but there might be roads leading to it. A horse would make 
the journey swift.”

“Plus,” Talbott said, “the winds are favorable in that di-
rection. He may have gotten the jump on us, but we have a 
decent chance of seeing the other ship and knowing if we are 
headed in the right direction.”

“Very well, Mr. Talbott. Make our heading north, 
north-west.”

With that decision made, the rest of the maneuvers pro-
ceeded with the precision of clockwork. Talbott and Franks 
guided the ship around the coast and struck out north by 
north-west, keeping an eye on their compasses. Champ and 
the other topmen maximized the spread of the sails for the 
best speed and angled the spars to catch the wind just right. 
The deckhands stowed the anchor cables and the lead lines 
used to pull in the heavy ropes. There wasn’t much for me 
to do except return to my investigations, finding both a thief 
and a killer.

I spied Glory up on the main deck. He was working with 
a crew of deckhands who were folding up one of the sails 
they had replaced while anchored in the harbor. The crew 
hoisted the heavy canvas through the opening to the hold and 
down to the lower deck, where another crew waited to bring 
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the folded sail into the yeoman’s store. When it looked like 
things were well in hand, Glory turned aft, heading toward 
the quarterdeck. He spied me loitering there and took my 
arm in his meaty grip. We went into the sheltered area.

“Something you need?” I said once we were inside. He 
didn’t stop but kept moving me toward the companionway. 
“Something the matter? Maybe I can help.”

He simply tapped his chest on the left. Yes. He let go and 
waved me down the stairs.

We descended past the gun deck and emerged onto the 
lower deck. I thought perhaps we were headed to the surgery, 
but the big man steered me with his massive hand over to the 
port side. He stopped in front of the magazine, where the 
gunpowder was stored. Glory tapped quietly on the door.

“Is Jones in there?” The one-legged man had bragged to 
me before about his responsibilities over the precious powder 
and the charge he had over the powder monkeys, the boys 
who delivered the measured buckets to the gun crews.

Glory shook his head, a motion I almost missed in the 
dim light. He pointed back down toward the yeoman’s store, 
where I could just glimpse a gaggle of men and boys stretch-
ing the folded sail they had just hoisted down from the main 
deck. Presumably, the man and his minions were there.

The big man opened the door and waved me toward the 
holy of holies. It was the last place I wanted to go — never 
mind the trouble I could get into with Jones or the captain, it 
was the volatile explosive I was most concerned about — but 
there was no arguing with Glory.

The only light in the dim room came from a single candle 
held in a sealed lantern mounted outside the room. No open 
flame or a hint of a spark was allowed in here — otherwise 
the entire ship would be lost. Stacks of small barrels lined 
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the walls, and a table much like the surgery slab was bolted 
in the middle of the room. Crude scales helped measure and 
prepare the charges. A loose pile of canvas buckets used by 
the powder monkeys to carry the charges lay off to one side. 
This was where Glory was taking me.

He bent down and removed several layers of canvas to 
reveal someone lying huddled in the middle of the stack. A 
shiver of fear coursed through me. It was another body, an-
other death. I moved forward to see who it was, but the small 
person in the pile sat up and said,

“Please don’t be angry. I only wanted to come back and 
help.” It was Marta.



Chapter Twenty-One

I did as she asked and held my anger in check. But I still 
spoke a bit harshly. “Why did you come back? The captain let 
you know that you were not welcome on this ship and he gave 
strict orders to leave you on shore. What part of that did you 
not understand?”

Her eyes pooled with tears and gleamed in the dim 
light.

“Save those for the captain,” I said. “Maybe he’ll overlook 
your stubborn and rebellious nature and show some mercy. 
How did you manage to get back on board?”

She wiped the moisture from her face. “It was easy. I 
slipped the boat crew one of the coins Captain Stone gave 
me. I told them I’d forgotten my large bag of coins and des-
perately needed to go back for them. Oh, I might even have 
mentioned that they would be welcome to more coins on the 
return trip.”

“But you never intended to go back.”
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“No, of course not. But why should I? Nobody knows 
me in Port Royal. If I stayed there, I’d be nothing more than 
a serving wench, a slave to some employer, or I’d end up as 
something infinitely worse.”

“And now you are having second thoughts about running 
away from your rich merchant husband?”

“He was never my husband, only my betrothed. And no, 
I’m not having second thoughts. Or doubts.” Her eyes told a 
different story. “I am done running. I will stay here and help. 
With the sails, with the work you do, with whatever, I just 
want to be useful.”

I threw up my hands. “That’s just what we need, another 
sailor. Another pirate. Haven’t you heard that saying, ‘If the 
whole body were an eye, where would be the hearing?’ Not 
every one of us can be the same thing, the same part, but we 
need each other’s differences. Can’t you imagine something 
different? Some other way to fit in than what’s right in front 
of you? Even if wife or mother is not your role, there must 
be something you can do.” Her face showed I wasn’t getting 
through. I looked back at Glory. “What are we going to do 
with her now?”

He made a fist, extended a finger and pointed right at my 
chest.

“Me? No, I’m pretty sure you’re involved in this too. 
You let her back down here and didn’t say a word about it to 
anyone.”

Again he pointed at me.
“Don’t give me that! I’m not her keeper, nor do I want 

to be.” Women were useful, to be sure, but I didn’t want to 
be responsible for one. “Someone should just let the captain 
know and put the whole mess right into his hands.”

Once more, Glory pointed his finger at me.
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“All right! I’ll take care of it. Just . . . keep her out of sight 
until I return.”

I flung open the magazine door and charged right up the 
stairs to the main deck. From there, I mounted the quarter-
deck, where the captain stood surrounded by his advisors and 
officers. I planted myself right in front of him and crossed my 
arms. If I had done this to any other captain, I’m sure I would 
have been shot.

“Not now, Mr. Roberts. Return to your post.”
“We have a new problem.” I rubbed the bridge of my 

nose. “Actually, it’s not a new problem — it’s an old one that 
refused to go away.”

He sighed. “I suppose you won’t give it a rest until you’ve 
had your say. I’ll give you five minutes, no more. Mr. Talbott, 
you have your orders.”

“Aye, sir.”
“Carry on.” Captain Stone waved for me to lead the way. 

We climbed off the quarterdeck and headed aft to the ward-
room. I told him I’d be right back.

Glory still stood sentry outside the magazine, although 
his eyes were fixed on the activity down by the yeoman’s 
store. The other men were finishing with the sail and would 
be heading back soon.

“Bring her out, and I’ll take her to Stone.”
He nodded and obliged. Marta’s eyes were large and 

liquid as the big man lead her to me. I took hold of her elbow 
and marched her quickly up the stairs. She wouldn’t bolt on 
me if I kept a tight grip on her. Where she would escape to on 
a ship at sea, I didn’t know. Worry that she would do some-
thing rash overrode my logic for the moment.

She resisted a little and slowed down. “Where are we 
going now?”
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“To see the captain. He’ll figure out how to dispose of 
you.”

“Please. I said before I wanted to be useful. Put me to 
work for you — oh! But I forgot to tell you, I saw a necklace 
like the one you wore. Another member of the crew was 
wearing one.”

I came to a full stop. “Where? Which man was it?”
“He was one of the ones helping to unload the cargo. 

When he pulled a scarf off his neck to wipe his forehead, I 
saw the necklace then.”

“But who was he? What station? What crew? A name 
even?”

She dropped her gaze. “I don’t know. But only . . . if I saw 
him, I could point him out.”

Useless. I took a deep breath. Pointless. She might even 
be lying. We continued up the stairs and went back to the 
wardroom. The captain had a handful of charts spread across 
the table and looked up from them as we came in.

“I thought all the little rats had left the ship.” He rolled 
up the top chart.

“As did I,” I said. “My apologies, captain. I may have given 
her the wrong impression during her earlier time on the ship. 
She believes she is my assistant and therefore a valuable 
member of the crew.”

“Obedience is a difficult thing to expect from outsiders, 
but it is one trait that I find critical for my men. I cannot 
stand disobedience nor let it go unpunished.”  He rolled up 
another chart. “You, young lady — I treated you as a guest 
on this ship, up until you reached Port Royal, and then I let 
you go, safe and secure. I fulfilled my promises and that was 
the end of the matter.” Stone stretched his hands out on the 
tabletop and leaned toward Marta. “Now you are back on 
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my ship, this time as a stowaway, an uninvited guest. Under 
normal circumstances, I’d have you flogged, make you sign 
the ship’s articles and then put you to work. Preferably up in 
the rigging where you couldn’t get into trouble.”

I squirmed. “Captain, really —”
“You keep quiet, Mr. Roberts. Your own position and 

continued presence on this ship are still in question.” He 
cleared his throat. “As for you, miss. I am not a cruel man, 
nor a beast. We are still close to shore. And though it would 
cost me valuable time in my pursuit of a deadly pirate, I can 
heave to and send you out on a boat. Your landing would not 
be quite as hospitable as the one we gave you in Port Royal, 
but you would be safe on land once more.”

The tears threatened to spill. “But I want to stay —”
Stone put up a hand. “I have no position for you on this 

ship. There’s no way I can guarantee your safety, nor can I 
spare any thoughts for how to keep you away from the crew. 
You must go.”

Against my better judgment, I stepped forward and put a 
hand on Marta’s shoulder. “Captain, I have a request.”

He grunted.
“I need her on the Fancy. She proved valuable to me before, 

and I think she can be of some help to both Glory and me in 
our work here. You may place her under my responsibility.”

He scratched his beard and stared out the window. “If 
that’s how you feel, Mr. Roberts, then she can stay — but 
only with several conditions.”

“I hope one of those is not flogging.”
Stone shook his head. “Temping . . . but no. First, she 

must wear something that will help her fit in with the crew, 
help her not to stand out. Second, she must have her head 
shaved —”
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“What?” Marta clapped her hands on her head.
“It’s much the same for other boys that have joined the 

crew. Keeps the bugs off the ship. Also, it should make it 
easier to disguise your gender. And third, you must sign the 
ship’s articles.”

It was my turn to object. “What? Surely not, captain.” 
It was one thing for me — as a learned gentleman and ex-
perienced traveler — to agree to the piratical terms in that 
document, but for a young woman to do the same? My moral 
outrage was reaching a boil.

“I’ll do it,” Marta said, defusing my indignation before it 
exploded.

“Very well,” Stone said. “In the meantime, report back to 
Glory. I trust Mr. Roberts will convey the good news to him. 
We’ve spent more than enough time on this matter, Mr. Rob-
erts. I am returning to the quarterdeck and I expect I shall 
not be interrupted again.”

“No sir. No more surprises today.” I took Marta by the 
elbow and marched her back downstairs. Glory was inside the 
closet, tucking in the last bits of the sail the men had stowed 
there. I outlined what the captain had said regarding Marta’s 
dress and appearance. He nodded and tapped Yes that he un-
derstood. That business taken care of, I ascended once more 
to the main deck to see how the chase after Captain Redd 
was proceeding.

Out in the sunshine again, I squinted along the horizon 
but saw no sign of our quarry. A cove of some size, perhaps 
the one the captain thought would house the Fer de Lance, 
was approaching but appeared empty. In the opposing direc-
tion, the sea and the sky formed a single body of color — the 
hue so similar as to be a mirror, one to the other. Not a single
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ship nor island nor any other blemish marred the vision off 
the starboard side.

Hearing nothing of significance from the quarterdeck, I 
wandered forward to the main mast. I thought about the view 
from aloft and considered climbing the rigging for a look-see, 
but my stomach protested at the thought. I spied Champ at 
the lower spar and called out to him instead.

 “Any news? Can you see anything from there?”
Leaning out from the main spar with a hand to a taut 

rope, Champ waved down at me. “No monsieur. The coastline 
is empty of ships. I see no pirates and no merchants either. I 
wonder where they could all be.”

“Maybe the notorious Captain Redd got to them.”
He shook his head. “This Redd is a real man, not a legend. 

Just because he may be nearby doesn’t mean the other ships 
wouldn’t sail.”

I turned to the port side and surveyed the lush green-
ery of the island as we passed by. From a distance, it seemed 
paradise on earth. The reality up close was harsh conditions, 
poisonous foods, wild animals and deadly diseases waiting 
for anyone foolish enough to venture out in the wilderness. 
Marta never would have made it back to civilization. Not 
that I was keeping score, but ensuring she stayed on board 
must count as a good deed in someone’s book.

A long hour later, with the Fancy catching a steady wind 
and pushing harder and faster around the island, there came 
a cry from above. “Ship!”

Back on the quarterdeck, the powers that be extended 
their glasses and pointed them around the next bend. It must 
have been something significant, for they burst into action 
like a pack of hornets protecting the nest. Captain Stone
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called to the crew to clear the ship for action. I stayed at the 
rail, doing my best to keep out of the way. Oddly enough, I 
was right at the spot where the master gunner had been shot. 
On a whim, I turned my back to the sea and watched the 
companionway, tracking the men as they ran up and down 
the stairs, preparing for battle.

Sometime later, as we drew closer, we heard another cry 
from aloft. “Flying colors!” The hornets in their nest huddled 
together to consult. Hard to tell if it was good news or bad.

Champ was still at the main yard. “What is it?” I yelled 
up to him. “What do you see?”

“This ship,” he pointed. “She is flying French colors. Blue 
with fleur-de-lis. But it seems not to be the Fer de Lance. It 
may be some other ship.”

“What will the captain do? I thought he was only after 
Captain Redd.”

“Yes, this is true. But he holds a commission to attack 
French ships as well as Spanish ones. It would be foolish to 
pass by this ship, only hoping to catch sight of Redd further 
on.”

I thought on this more. “Doesn’t it bother you when the 
Fancy attacks French ships?”

He lifted a hand to shoulder height. “I do what I’m told. 
And I stay out of the way. None of my family is very fond of 
the King. It may be better, like the English did, to do away 
with them altogether.”

“Regicide is a tremendous crime, on many levels. You 
don’t know how England suffered without one.”

“I don’t know this word, ‘rejiside.’”
“Never mind.” I checked on our progress. It seemed cer-

tain we would engage the French ship. The deck around me 
filled with men loading their muskets. These were VanVelt’s 
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buccaneers preparing for the battle. They lined both rails, 
and the Dutch master-at-arms inspected their positions. 
When he found me, he reached behind his back and offered 
me a pistol.

“You might want to arm yourself.”
“Thanks, but no. I’m not sure that’s what God would 

want.”
He tucked the gun back into his waistband. “God gave us 

pistols and muskets to defend ourselves from our enemies.”
I shook my head. Defending myself was one thing, if 

lives were in danger. Chasing after a ship and preparing to 
kill other men so we could take their cargo — that was some-
thing else altogether. In a word, piracy.

The French vessel was barely moving, her sails set mini-
mally. Perhaps she did not understand the danger she was in 
from the fast approaching Fancy. As we reached hailing dis-
tance, Mr. Talbott took up the speaking trumpet and called 
out to the Frenchmen. “Heave to! Strike your colors and send 
us your captain, or you will be boarded! Resist and you will 
meet with severe penalties!”

“Be gone, you English devils!” came the reply. “You won’t 
find anything here but death!”

Stone waved his hand at the ship’s master, and Talbott 
called for the guns to be run out. The nine big guns on the 
starboard side slammed home, ready for a broadside. The 
French ship had half-a-dozen cannons, but there seemed to 
be a lot of confusion in deploying their guns. None of their 
crew appeared quite ready for battle.

“Fire a warning shot!” Stone said.
Longsby, the assistant gunner, directed one of the deck 

guns to fire. A blast sounded and a cannonball soared over the 
bow of the other ship. The Frenchmen veered to starboard, a 
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desperate attempt to get away, but the Fancy adjusted course 
to match the tack. In a few moments, we would be along-
side the other ship. Stone called for chain shot from the deck 
guns, and verified the main cannons were loaded with grape-
shot. He wanted this ship in one piece.

Before Stone could give the order to fire, the French vessel 
cut sharply to starboard, sending her sails fluttering uselessly, 
nearly aback. The blue flag at the stern dipped, came nearly 
halfway down the rope, and then fought its way back up 
again. Several men on the upper deck of that ship wrangled 
for control, some pulling the flag down and others striving to 
keep the flag up.

“If a ship is divided against itself, that ship cannot stand.” 
It wasn’t quite Biblical, but it fit the situation. The ship was 
doomed. The Frenchmen would not be able to put up a fight 
against the much more organized and trained crew of the 
Fancy.

One of the Frenchmen finally cut the rope and the French 
colors went into the drink. The sailors then stood there list-
less as the Fancy swung around to inspect her prize. All eyes 
were upon the other vessel, everyone speculating what riches 
the heavily burdened ship might possess. Perhaps more exotic 
foods filled her stores, although everyone knew the French ate 
things that ordinary English sailors would turn their noses 
up at. Perhaps more wine or rum to supplement what was 
already in the Fancy’s hold. Or better yet, perhaps there were 
valuable gems or jewelry to add to the growing pile of plunder 
waiting for the next pay-out.

Some instinct drew my gaze over my shoulder and I spied 
another ship coming up fast from the direction of the shore. A 
second French ship approached — an escort. That was what 
the merchant ship had been waiting for. Reinforcements.
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The first cannonball from the escort shattered the upper 
part of our main mast. The rigging whipped around, a medusa 
on a rampage, and caught the topsail and topgallant into a 
tangled coil. The whole mess fell in slow motion toward the 
main deck.

We were in the throes of battle now, caught between two 
determined enemies.



Chapter Twenty-Two

The Fancy shuddered as if she were chilled to the bone. 
Part of the wreckage from above had hit the water and acted 
as a sea anchor, dragging the ship to port. Our progress 
halted, leaving us in the kill zone between the French ships. 
Deckhands scrambled to clear the debris from the deck and 
release the hold of the fallen rigging. Lucky for me, the upper 
yards, sails and rigging had fallen forward, ahead of my posi-
tion at the rail. Several other men were not so lucky, as I saw 
at least two men lying prone, enmeshed in ropes.

I took two steps in that direction, thinking I could help, 
when the cannons on the merchant ship spoke together in a 
resounding broadside. It was only six cannons, but the Fancy 
felt the blow nonetheless, and she shook like an old maid. The 
Frenchmen had been toying with us, waiting for the escort.

The smaller ship continued on a collision course with 
our vessel. Her bow chasers fired again, but none of those 
shots were as lucky as the first, and they missed. Any minute 
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though, and the escort would be upon us. The bigger mer-
chant ship did all she could to delay the Fancy, throwing out 
grappling hooks and aiming a handful of blunderbusses in 
our direction.

VanVelt and his men finally recovered from the shock and 
returned fire. The sailors on the merchant ship ducked and 
scattered away from the rail, but we were still entangled and 
entirely too close to both ships. Another round of cannon fire 
from either would take its toll.

“Clear the way!” Captain Stone rushed past me, an axe 
gripped in his hands. He led the charge against the worst of 
his enemies, chopping away at the useless rigging and the 
grapple lines from the other ship. He wanted his freedom. 
The rest could be sorted out later.

The gun crew on Fancy’s port side finally rallied and pulled 
off a series of shots at the escort, staggered blasts that seemed 
to do little against the smaller ship. Likely all misses. The 
escort sped toward us and at the last moment, she turned and 
presented her own port side. A wave of cannon fire washed 
over us and chaos churned in its wake.

The rail behind me shattered, sending deadly splinters 
flying across the deck. The floorboards under my feet shiv-
ered from other blows beneath me. It felt as if I were standing 
right above the spot — either on the gun deck or the lower 
deck — that was hit. The yeoman’s store was directly below 
my feet, there on the port side. I spun toward the companion-
way, wanting to rush down, but the space was too crowded. A 
handful of buccaneers were heading down while various crew 
armed with sabers were streaming up from the gun deck. I’d 
have my own battle just trying to get below.

Men who hadn’t been there before were stretched out on 
the deck, sprawled in uncomfortable positions. I supposed 
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it was my duty to go to them, see which ones needed help 
and which ones needed comfort for their last moments, but 
indecision paralyzed me. I stood blinking in the sunlight, 
eyes burning from the smoke. The companionway suddenly 
cleared and Glory emerged from below. Relief flowed through 
my veins.

The big man knelt by a downed crew member. I found 
strength in my limbs once more and rushed over to help. 
The injured man was already gone. Glory closed his eyes and 
tucked the body out of the way. I grabbed his huge arm.

“Is Marta safe?”
He tapped Yes on his chest.
“Where? Where did you leave her? What is she doing?”
Glory shook his head and extended his finger over to the 

others lying on the deck.
“You’re right. Let’s go take a look.”
The next man we encountered had been shot in the leg, 

as well as bleeding from several other holes. Glory cinched a 
strap of canvas around the man’s leg and hefted him over his 
shoulder. Single-handedly, the big man carried him down the 
stairs and off to the surgery, more than likely for an amputa-
tion. I scooted over to the next pile of bodies to check if any 
of them were alive.

There were strange men in strange garb clamoring over 
the rail and landing on the main deck. Frenchmen. The 
escort must have heaved to and sent boats over with boarding 
parties. The Fancy was overrun with these Frenchmen and 
I was entirely in their way. I ducked behind the raised wall 
around the hold. Pistol shots cracked the air and the crew of 
the Fancy called out for aid.

Stone’s voice cut through the confusion. “To me! Every-
one to me!”
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I crept out from my cover and resumed my grim duty. The 
three men by the forward gun position were dead. I shoved 
them aside, making a neat stack like Glory had done. I’d deal 
with them when there was more time.

Another lay in the midst of the rigging, pinned beneath 
part of the upper mast. It was DuChamps and he was very 
much alive. “Monsieur,” he said. “It is good to see a friendly 
face.”

“Don’t move. Where does it hurt?”
“My ego is sorely bruised. Can you get this thing off me? 

It pains me a little too.”
I scrounged around that area for something I could use 

as a lever. I passed over a spent pistol, a stained saber, and 
three marlin spikes before I finally laid hold of a boat hook. 
This I wedged under a gap and heaved the chunk of mast off 
Champ’s leg. He sighed as the pressure subsided. I dropped 
to my knees and felt his leg, to see if it had broken. Everything 
seemed alright, except he had fainted after I had released the 
pressure. I hoped everything was sound internally.

Behind me, I heard the commotion of another wave of 
Frenchmen clamoring over the rail. There must have been 
one more boat launched from the escort. Most of these men 
rushed aft to join the pitched battle at the quarterdeck, but 
some spread out to subdue the crewmen unlucky enough to 
be nearby. One in particular spotted me and advanced with 
his saber extended.

Without thought, my hand reached down and snatched 
the saber I had come across earlier. I rose to my feet, and 
before he had a chance to react, I stood en garde before the 
French sailor. My own deadly weapon pointed at his heart, 
ready and willing to end his life.

Realization hit me at that moment. I had become the very 
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thing I had accused Stone of being the first time I stepped 
foot aboard the Fancy. I had become a pirate. It was my own 
doing, having lived with them, talked with them, experi-
enced first-hand Stone’s form of morality and generosity, and 
when it came down to that situation — a matter of life and 
death — I had chosen the sword. I followed in the footsteps 
of the Apostle Peter in the Garden of Gethsemane, willing 
to slice off the guard’s ear in service to my Lord, but I had 
neglected to follow Jesus, who was willing to lay down his 
life for those who hated him. Where had I gone wrong? I felt 
compassion for those on the ship, for Stone and Peter, for 
Glory and Marta, and for Champ and the others. But was vi-
olence truly the way to help them? Their lives were soaked in 
violence — reeked of it at every turn — but I needed to show 
them there was a better way.

I dropped my weapon. He who lives by the sword will 
die by the sword, but I had little choice in the matter at that 
point. I raised my empty hands and watched as the man hesi-
tated. He had a young face and his indecisiveness was written 
all over it. This may have even been the young man’s first taste 
of battle, his first opportunity to choose the path of violence 
and death, or the path of peace and life.

Gradually, the conflict on his face resolved and his ex-
pression grew hard. He took a single step toward me — pre-
sumably to end my life — when he suddenly jerked backward 
and flew over the rail into the water below.

Glory had come up behind the young man and taken care 
of the problem.

“You —!” I pointed at the rail. “You threw him into the 
water!”

He tapped Yes.
“What if he can’t swim? What if he drowns?”
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The big man shrugged and knelt down by Champ. The 
topman had regained consciousness and seemed all in one 
piece. Glory lifted him up over his shoulder anyway and 
whisked him off to the surgery ward. My heart still pounded 
from the close brush with death, and I picked up an axe some-
one dropped and took my aggressions out on the ropes the 
Frenchmen had used to climb aboard. No sense letting any 
more of them come onto our ship. That done, I left the battle 
in the hands of those willing to fight and I headed below, 
taking the narrow way instead.

On the gun deck, the smoke hung so thick in the air that 
I could barely see. Several new holes decorated the hull on 
this level, but no one was laid out on the deck. Perhaps the 
gun crews hadn’t sustained any injuries. I continued down 
the stairs to the lower deck. Here were more problems. An-
other hole, very near to the yeoman’s store, leaked water by 
the bucketful onto the deck and into the hold. A thick mass 
of men worked frantically to seal and plug the hole, fighting 
their own battle against the water pressure. The carpenter, 
Mr. Montgomery, was in the midst of the fray, hollering at 
the men and wielding a large wooden mallet like a piratical 
Thor.

I shoved aside the swinging hammocks and found men 
lined up outside the very busy surgery. As I entered, I saw 
Peter sawing away at a man’s leg as fast as he could. And 
at the other end of this doomed appendage was none other 
than Marta, her eyes wide and unfocused, her clothes and 
hair and face covered with sprays of blood. Any moment, she 
would keel over in shock, but I let her stay where she was. 
It wouldn’t hurt her sensibilities to experience a few more 
of life’s realities. She might even give that merchant’s son a 
second thought.
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I found Champ over in one of the box beds, lying mo-
tionless but still giving us his biggest smile. After a gentle 
squeezing of his arms and legs, I said, “Where does it hurt 
the most?”

“Everywhere hurts, monsieur, but it is bruising only. Go 
and take care of some other poor soul. I will simply rest here 
for a bit.”

I took my leave and checked on the others recovering 
from injuries. There wasn’t much I could do — tighten ban-
dages and check for obvious problems — for I was neither 
a surgeon nor a doctor. Peter wasn’t qualified either, but he 
dove in and made life-changing decisions without blinking. 
It was admirable, his ability to take charge of these men and 
treat them the best he could. If he had the opportunity, he 
could really go far.

He and Marta finished with the poor man on the table. 
While Marta dumped the leg in a nearby bucket, Peter cau-
terized the stump with a wide blade pulled from hot coals. 
Then the pair of them whisked the man off the table and into 
the last of the box beds to recover. Peter swept his tools off 
the table and dropped them in a basin of water.

“Is it over?” He leaned back against the curved hull.
Marta turned in a circle, her eyes fixed on the blood and 

gore around her. She fell flat on the deck.
Peter pushed away from the wall, but I waved him back. 

“She’ll be all right. You need to rest while you have the chance. 
Have you seen those men outside the door?”

“Minor wounds. Slivers. They can wait.”
“Then so can you. There may be more serious injuries 

coming.”
But Glory appeared at the door soon after. A big grin 

split his face and he jabbed his finger upward.
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“Is it over?” Peter said again.
Glory tapped Yes.
“Thank God,” the young surgeon said.
“Amen,” I finished. I counted the wounded here, those 

serious enough to have needed Peter’s help. There were three 
men slouched down along the walls, arms or legs wrapped 
in canvas. Blunderbuss wounds or saber gashes, most likely. 
The four box beds contained the more grievously wounded. 
The one amputee, two others with head injuries and of course 
Champ and his unseen wounds. Glory and I had pulled aside 
at least five dead men up on deck, killed by direct blunder-
buss fire or the fallen rigging. In all, I was surprised that of 
the topmen, only Champ was unfortunate enough to ride the 
broken mast down to the deck.

Glory picked up Marta and carried her out of the surgery 
ward. Peter filled another basin with water and washed the 
blood off his hands. I turned back to Champ to ask if he knew 
how the rest of his crew had fared.

The topman was dead.



Chapter Twenty-Three

I ventured out onto the main deck. The sun shone its 
harsh light on the bodies and the blood scattered across the 
boards, making the scene garish. A light offshore breeze had 
already cleared the smoke from the battle, and the air smelled 
of fresh greenery from the island. The French escort was gone 
but the merchant ship lay at rest just beyond our bows. Sev-
eral boats plied the water, ferrying people back and forth. 
Had we surrendered?

Captain Stone appeared on deck and gave several orders 
to start clearing the wreckage from the ship. As he hurried 
by, he grabbed my sleeve and pulled me along with him. “In-
juries. Deaths. How many?”

I nodded and kept pace. “Six seriously wounded. Five 
dead so far.” I looked toward the broken main mast. “Actu-
ally, six dead.”

“Gather the bodies. I want to know who. And get some 
men to dump these Frenchies overboard.”



The Pirate Investigator �0�

He hardly needed to give me the order. Several mem-
bers of the crew were already stripping the dead of valu-
ables — whether weapons or a good pair of shoes — and 
then tossing the bodies into the sea. The dead men of the 
Fancy were laid out along the starboard side near the quar-
terdeck. The only one of the five here that I recognized was 
the one called “Bonny” Bailey, who had played the fiddle for 
the men. Six dead men in total, including Champ. I bowed 
my head.

Forward of my position, Stone waited at the rail while the 
returning boats drew alongside and the captain of the mer-
chantman climbed aboard. We must have been the victor, if 
the other captain was coming to us. The man remained erect 
and formal, preserving his dignity for as long as he was al-
lowed to. His hours were surely numbered and he knew it.

“I am Captain Charles Stone. What is your name, sir?”
“Je m’appelle Alonzo Bonhomie. Pourquoi avez-vous attaqué 

mon navire?”
Stone glanced around the deck, at the men watching the 

spectacle. “My French is not the best. Where’s Champ?” No 
one answered. “DuChamps?” He looked at me.

I shook my head. “I’ll be right back.”
Below decks, I came across Glory and Marta engrossed in 

a strange ritual. Marta, still dressed in the soiled and blood-
ied clothes she had on before, sat ramrod straight on a low 
stool. Glory had taken shears to her hair, hacking off the ma-
jority of the length. At that moment, he was applying a very 
sharp knife to her scalp, reducing her hair to mere stubble. 
Honest tears streamed down her face, but she wasn’t sobbing 
or moving a muscle. Even her mouth was clamped tight.

The only words I could think to say were: “Now? You had 
to do this thing now?”
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Glory shot me a dark look and continued scraping with 
his knife.

“I told him to.” Marta reached up and carefully brushed 
the moisture from her cheeks. “I had blood soaked through 
it, and this was much easier than trying to wash it out.”

“How much longer? Captain Stone needs someone on 
deck who can speak French to the other captain.”

Glory held up five fingers.
“Send her up when you’re through. And give her some-

thing a little less gory to wear, would you? Thanks.”
Back on deck, I explained to the captain that his transla-

tor would be along shortly. The French captain, Bonhomie, 
continued to stand at attention. Once I had delivered my 
news, Stone lurched back and forth across the deck, pacing 
through the mates who were attempting to work and gener-
ally getting in the way. Atop the water, I spotted the second 
of the Fancy’s longboats ferrying a long pole in our direction. 
This had to be the replacement for the mast. The main stem 
had not been damaged and the upper mast could easily be 
repaired, once the carpenter squared off the top. When the 
new part arrived, the crew simply had to hoist it into position, 
drop it into the slot, and lash it in place. Not work I’d ever be 
a part of, thank the Lord.

 I turned back as Marta emerged on deck. She was more 
vulnerable than ever with her hair gone, but somehow she also 
seemed tougher. Her face was smudged with tar and blood, 
like many of the crew. All traces of tears were gone, with not 
even a single streak left. Her clothes had been replaced by 
another set of shapeless leggings and multiple layers of un-
dershirt, shirt and oversized vest.

She nodded at the captain and he, without even blinking 
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at her appearance, began questioning the Frenchman through 
her.

“Captain Bonhomie, where were you heading?”
“Martinique. We tried to pass north to avoid Port Royal.”
“Were you travelling the entire time with the escort?”
“Le Pommeau? Yes, we joined her shortly after we left 

Havana.”
“Havana? Are you working with the Spanish?”
“No, monsieur, simply picking up supplies. Nothing more. 

You are welcome to search the ship, but we are hoarding none 
of your infamous Spanish gold.”

“We will search your ship thoroughly. Your escort — the 
Pommo — she fled after we repelled her crew. Where would 
she have gone?”

“I do not know. Likely she will return when she thinks it 
is safe again. Her captain is an overly cautious fellow.”

Stone scratched at his beard. “But it was not you who 
came up with the idea for this trap, was it?”

“No, monsieur. That was not me. Le Pommeau preferred 
to sail close to the shore and fly out at any sign of trouble. I 
was not to interfere until she engaged.”

“Tell me, then — as you traveled along the coast, did you 
see another ship, one that might have flown French colors 
and called herself the Fer de Lance?”

“We know that ship and we avoid her as best we can. She 
was taken by Daniel Redd — a pirate like yourselves — and 
any who are unlucky enough to fall into her hands suffer 
worse than death.”

“So you have not come across the Fer de Lance?” When 
Bonhomie shook his head, Stone swore. “We took the wrong 
direction. Brumley must have gone south.”
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“Or,” I said. “He might not have left his mooring. For all 
you know, he may have taken port on the western edge of the 
island.”

“Either way, we’ve lost the man.” He turned his attention 
back to the French captain. “Tell me what cargo you have on 
your vessel.”

The discussion broke down into barrels and crates, wood 
and nails, canvas and oil. Frequently, Stone consulted with 
Talbott about how much room the Fancy still had in her 
hold, what stores she could still use and what extra materi-
als she needed. Hardy and his oarsmen made several trips 
back to the merchantman, hoisting the plunder that Stone 
wanted into the belly of the ship. Twenty minutes later, when 
it seemed the captain had what he wanted, Stone released 
the Frenchman to return to his own vessel. Bonhomie was 
surprised.

“Why do you let me go? You took what you wanted, yes? 
Is it your plan to now sink my ship with me on it?”

“Not today. We can’t take on many more supplies, but we 
have what we need. You can continue on your way. Not all 
of us who sail the waters of the West Indies are pirates like 
Daniel Redd.”

I suspect the French captain clung to his disbelief the 
entire time we were there, and didn’t let go of it until we had 
sailed around the next bend.

Stone gave commands to make the best possible sail and 
get us out of the area. He wanted to vacate before the French 
escort decided to have another go at us. After several hours of 
sailing, we dropped anchor in a small cove that had an excel-
lent view of the horizon to the east. The coastline in this par-
ticular inlet was steep and rocky. It was not the best anchorage 
for going ashore, but I doubted anyone seriously wanted to.
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While the rest of the repairs were taking place, I helped 
Peter prepare the bodies for burial. Marta joined us, taking 
stock of any personal belongings and setting them aside. 
Glory had gone topside to oversee the replacement of the 
damaged sails. The torn canvas could still be used for patches, 
for clothing, and especially for our current purpose, that of 
wrapping the dead in their final cocoon. As he cinched the 
bits of rope around one man, Peter said:

“You don’t suspect any of these men were murdered, do 
you? Have you examined their wounds to be sure?”

I shook my head. “All of them were untimely killed, but I 
think we know who the culprits are.”

The last man on the table, one of the deckhands, had a 
notched coin necklace at his throat. Without saying a word, 
Marta pointed it out to me. I paused in my work, doing just 
as Peter suggested, and took a closer look at his injuries. The 
man had been run through with a saber, one of the few men 
who had died repelling the French boarding party. I shook 
my head again and we continued wrapping the body.

“What do you think it means?” Marta said.
“I don’t know. He’s not the one you saw before?”
“No. I have yet to point him out to you. I did see him 

earlier, speaking to the captain about wanting bits of metal 
from the French ship.”

At the last moment, I took the necklace off and dropped 
it over my head. Peter eyed my movements, the question 
clear on his face, but I ignored him. I wanted the necklace 
right where everyone could see it, so I could watch their 
reactions.

Glory and I prayed over the bodies and then let Captain 
Stone and his deckhands slide the canvas parcels into the 
water. The sheltered cove was a nice enough spot for burial 
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at sea, even if the dead didn’t care about the view. As for me, 
I would remember Champ and his final resting spot. Others 
might remember too, but I doubted it would cause them to 
change their ways. Death sometimes provided a wake-up call 
to men who are perishing, but pirates are made of different 
stuff.

Shortly after the ceremony, we got underway again. The 
captain announced his plans to continue around the island 
and his hope that we could still locate Redd and his infamous 
pirate ship. The men around him agreed and set to their work. 
Things were very subdued on the main deck and aloft, and I 
scanned the crew, searching for what was missing. Who was 
missing.

I ducked into the sheltered deck and used the aft compan-
ionway — just like I shouldn’t — to descend to the gun deck. 
The cook was busy in the galley, cooking with something 
that smelled of bacon. I hadn’t realized how hungry I was 
until the smell hit me. There had been much too much going 
on for thoughts of food. I turned away and headed toward 
the vault. As I noted before, the cooking smells followed me 
right up to the door. Perhaps someone had been eating greasy 
food nearby, but there were no crewmates outside the vault. 
Curious.

I banged on the door. The only response was a croak, a 
scratchy voice from inside that said, “Go away.”

More pounding on the wood brought forth a string of 
curses from within, and finally: “On pain of death followed 
by forty lashes, I said go away!”

“Wexford!” I cupped my hands to the door. “It’s me, Tom 
Roberts. We’re safe now — you can let me in.”

Given his temperament, I expected him to fling open the 
top half of the door and berate me from the secure room. In-
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stead, the main latch lifted and the entire door cracked open 
a notch. I swung back the slab on its silent hinges and went 
inside. The bosun lay propped up against the wall, a bottle in 
one hand and a cocked pistol in the other.

“Thanks,” I said and I sat down opposite him, leaving the 
door open a crack for a little fresh air. “What are you drink-
ing?” The odor of bacon grease was heavy in the little room 
but was now mixed with the fumes of strong liquor and stale 
sweat.

“’S me best rum. Saved it up for a special o—o—occ—. 
Times like this.” The bottle looked empty, but he raised it in 
a salute and went to put it to his mouth.

“What’s the occasion?”
“’M toasting. Toasting those gone. Them that’s no longer 

with us. You follow?”
I thought of the dead. “Like who? Champ?”
“DuChamps, yep him. Charlie Stubbins. Him too.”
“Absent friends, then. I hadn’t realized Champ was a 

friend.” The way they carried on, I couldn’t imagine that they 
were.

“No, not him. Not a friend. But a good man, nanalesh, 
nona-of-the-lesht, None of —”

“I get what you mean.”
“You got it. Men you could count on, that’s what I mean. 

For all his back talk and all his hi-jinx, I coulda flogged him 
raw and he would have been there. In a pinch, he was there.” 
Wexford gave his bottle hand a rest and waved the pistol 
around instead. “Worst day of our lives and he was there, in 
the right way.”

I kept my eye on the pistol, wondering how close his 
finger was to the trigger. “What day was that?”

“Storm’s a coming. I can feel it in my knees.” He patted 
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his knee with the pistol and then looked sideways at the gun 
as if he didn’t know what it was doing in his hand.

“What was the worst day?”
“That bastard Brumley. He wants nothing less than 

mutiny and to toss the cap’n overboard. Cap’n calls for the 
crew to take the man, and when he does DuChamps is there, 
right there, no hes—hesi—” He hiccupped. “Hesitation. 
Don’t know how Stubbins got on the wrong side of that, be-
cause he was a good man too. Solid. Did just what he was told 
but not much going on up here.” He tapped his head. “But 
DuChamps, he could talk ears around your circles.”

I latched onto the few words that made sense. “Stubbins 
sided with Brumley? Is that what you mean? Was he one of 
the men who cut out with Brumley to take the other English 
ship?”

“No.” He spent a moment scratching his head with the 
nose of the pistol. “No, I didna think so. I can’t recall.”

“Who else was there? Who else went over with 
Brumley?”

“That nasty bloke Simmons, I remember that.”
“Who is he? What crew did he belong to?”
“Wait — no. He left with Brumley. Became a bloody 

pirate. I can’t recall any more.” He came face-to-face with the 
end of the barrel. “It’s all escaping me now.”

“Leave that alone. Put it down, man. Wexford!” He 
jerked as if he’d fallen asleep. “Wexford, who else sided with 
Brumley? Is there anyone else still aboard the Fancy?”

“Cap’n forgave them all, just like that. Brumley took off, 
cap’n said all’s well that ends well, and everyone get back to 
work. Back to work!”

“But who were they? Brumley’s men, who were they?”
“You. Me. Everyone. We’re all stinking traitors. Not one 
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of us is any good. We all deserve to die.” Once more he con-
templated the end of his pistol.

I leaned in. “Wexford, listen. I really don’t like you —”
“Don’t like you much neither.” He turned the gun to face 

me. “You make yourself a bother, you poke around where you 
should leave things alone, you upset the order on the ship, 
and now they’re dead. All dead.”

“Wexford! Pay attention. As I was saying, I don’t like you 
but God still has a plan for your life. It’s not your place to end 
it. Give me the gun.”

“I will.” He leaned toward me. “I will give it right to 
you.” His finger tightened on the trigger and then abruptly 
dropped the pistol on the floor between us. As I scooped up 
the weapon, he fell back against the wall and tried to take a 
swig of rum from the empty bottle. “It’s gone. All the good 
rum. And all the good men — they’re gone too. All we have 
left are thieves and killers.”

I stood and pushed the vault door open again. “And pi-
rates. Don’t forget about them.”

“Pirates! There are no pirates here, not anymore.” He put 
his head in his hands. I left him there.

Back in the open air, I climbed up onto the quarterdeck 
and approached the captain. The skies overhead had dark-
ened, the few clouds we’d seen before had now gathered into 
a thick bundle. Wexford had been right. Storm was coming 
in from the southwest. Captain Stone’s face mirrored the 
troubled sky and I’m sure his patience with me was running 
thin. I reached out and handed him the pistol.

“Your bosun is drunk. You might send someone a little 
more sober to check up on him. If I had not come along when 
I did, he might have decided on worse things than blowing 
out his brains.”
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“Fancy yourself a hero, then?”
That one moment came to mind, when I had a saber in 

my hand and held my ground against a young and untried 
French sailor. “There are no heroes on this ship.”

“Welcome aboard, Mr. Roberts. At last you understand. 
We are just men here, trying to fulfill our duties and honor 
our king.”

“As am I,” I said. His king was not my King, but all things 
considered, Stone was probably doing a better job of being 
obedient to his.

I stayed on deck contemplating divine judgment as the 
weather turned rough. 



Chapter Twenty-Four

Two hours earlier, the skies had been clear with only 
the occasional sheep-like cloud meandering across the open 
pastures of blue. A wolf of a storm had been stewing off the 
coast of Honduras and when it hit the edge of the bay, the 
beast launched itself toward Jamaica. We managed to round 
the western bend of the island just as the violent winds from 
the southwest whipped at us and tried to force us against the 
rocks of the nearby coast.

Stone steered the ship straight into the storm, a neces-
sary maneuver to keep away from the perilous shore. The 
Fancy stood a much better chance out in the open sea, away 
from the rocky jaws and powerful tides surrounding Jamaica, 
but heading off into deeper waters held its own dangers.

“Tie up those topsails! Batten all hatches! Lash and 
double lash the cannons! Cover up those boats!” Stone bullied 
the men like any good bosun, and would have made Wexford 
proud if he’d been on deck.
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The crew hustled to obey. I felt the worst for the topmen, 
who struggled to pull the sodden sails up level with the spar 
and then tie them off properly. All that labor without the en-
couragement of their boisterous leader Champ. Spare canvas 
sprouted like mushrooms over the boats, over the opening 
to the hold, and over any other parts that needed additional 
protection from the weather.

Rumbling from the gun deck echoed the rumbling from 
the sky filled with distant thunder. I stuck my head down the 
companionway and saw the cannons being turned sideways 
and lashed directly to the hull. I nodded to myself. Distribut-
ing the weight to the edges of the ship would make it more 
stable during the gale.

The Fancy climbed an oncoming wave that was at least 
as tall as the first spar and then dropped off the other side. 
The whole ship shook from the sudden impact and I lost my 
footing on the stairs. After a tumble that gave me a bruised 
shoulder, I landed in a heap on the gun deck.

A tremendous peal of thunder smacked the sky and 
I thought about Jonah. Somehow, he’d slept through his 
storm.

Marta bounded up the other side of the companionway, 
coming from the lower deck. Her youthful grace and lower 
center of balance kept her rolling with the ship. She didn’t 
miss a step. I reached my hand out to her and she came over 
to help me back on my feet.

“We’d better find a good place to shelter. I’ve heard these 
tropical storms can be quite the ordeal.”

She blinked. “Do you think it will be as bad as all that?”
I hoped it didn’t get worse, but rather than say any-

thing about my fears, I simply shrugged. If God wanted to 
drown me with a storm, there wasn’t much I could do about 
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it anyway. Again, much like Jonah. I hoped I wouldn’t have to 
be thrown overboard before the gale ceased.

“I found the one you were looking for, the other man with 
the necklace. Like that one around your neck?” She pointed 
aft. “Do you want to come and see?”

My shoulder throbbed and another crack of thunder 
sounded right on top of us. A splash of rain or sea water 
doused the stairs, getting us wet. The daylight above us van-
ished, swallowed by a sudden darkness. The deckhands had 
thrown a thick piece of canvas over the top of the companion-
way, leaving us to grope around in the dim lantern light.

I gripped her shoulder to steady myself. The early dark 
prompted me to whisper, despite the noise from all around 
us. “Where is he? This man you saw.”

“Come with me!” She tugged at my wrist and we took the 
first few steps of our haphazard journey across the gun deck.

We made a little progress, waddling along, but began to 
slide aft as the ship tipped back. The Fancy must have been 
cresting another massive wave. The inevitable followed, and 
in the next moment, the drop slammed us against the deck 
boards. Marta regained her feet quickly and turned to tug at 
my arm again.

“Keep moving!” she said.
Our next landmark was the capstan, which was unmanned 

at the moment. All the deckhands were occupied above, se-
curing the loose equipment there. They hadn’t gotten around 
to taking out the long spurs attached to the big rotating hub. 
We used the spurs to pull ourselves to the next bit, the metal-
working station and the galley. The cook was gone, his stove 
extinguished. Hot food would have to wait until the gale had 
calmed down. The pots and pans rattled in their cages, want-
ing to fly out.
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Beyond the mizzen mast, we ran into a waterlogged crew 
of men coming down the aft stairs. Deckhands, surely, having 
finished above and heading below to wait out the worst of 
it. When the rush had passed, Marta and I climbed up and 
went aft once more. She pointed at the wardroom. I peered 
through the opening, but there was no one there.

“Was he in here?” I said.
“Yes, for certain. Where do you think he went?”
“Well I wouldn’t know.” I glanced down the stairs. 

“Would he have been among those who’d gone below?”
“No, I don’t think so. He spoke to the captain.” Marta 

indicated the bench seat in the wardroom. “They sat right 
there, no more than five minutes ago.”

“He was with the captain? You’re sure?”
“Yes. The captain had come down to put on his rain gear 

and the man stopped him. That’s when I saw the necklace. 
Then they went inside here to talk.”

Only one place remained to check — up on the quarter-
deck. Perhaps this mystery man had joined the captain there. 
We worked back to the doors leading to the main deck. They 
bled water onto the floor. As soon as we opened them, the 
rain and sea spray soaked us. I caught my breath after the 
initial shock of cold, and pushed aside the thick clumps of my 
hair that hung down in my face. I kept a hand to my forehead 
to get a glimpse of the quarterdeck. Several men huddled 
around the wheel, all indistinguishable from another in their 
heavy canvas rain gear. All dark rooks gathered in a parlia-
ment, their backs to the worst of the storm.

“Get belowdecks!” one of the rooks called to us. It had to 
have been Stone.

Hand to my forehead still, I checked the condition of the
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ship. The only canvas showing was a portion of the main sail. 
The rest had been reefed or stowed completely. It was just 
enough sheet to steer the ship but not so much as to risk snap-
ping a mast off. Through the rigging, I could see the topmen 
stranded aloft, clustered together in the nest and clinging to 
the lines for their very lives. I did not envy them. The longer I 
watched them, the more I wanted to get off the deck and out 
of the rain.

I pulled Marta back inside and we stood there dripping, 
a pair of drowned rats. If either one of us had had an extra set 
of clothes, I would have suggested we change into something 
drier. As it was, we’d have to get dry the slow and cold way, 
through evaporation.

“Did you see the man anywhere up there?” I didn’t expect 
that she had.

She peered at the closed doors around us on the sheltered 
deck. “Whose rooms are these?”

“That one is the captain’s quarters.” His was on the port 
side just before the wardroom. “And the one over there is the 
master-at-arms, VanVelt. Other than those two, I don’t know. 
The rest likely belong to the navigator, the ship’s master, maybe 
the carpenter or armorer. One probably should have been the 
surgeon’s, but I know Tapling preferred to sleep below.”

“Are all those men up above? On deck?”
“Who? The master-at-arms —?”
“The carpenter, the navigator. Yes, those.”
“Probably. Why? What are you thinking?”
She tapped her chin with a finger. “What if the man talk-

ing to the captain, the one with the coin necklace, what if 
he did not go upstairs? What if he went inside one of these 
rooms?”
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“Are you proposing we open and inspect the cabins? That 
would be a severe breech of etiquette. Plus the captain would 
have our heads for it.”

“So? Do you want to find this man or no? And if you 
don’t find him, perhaps you will find some other notions. Or, 
how do you say it? Clues.”

After a quick glance at the doors, I blew out air and 
looked her in the eye. “No, we can’t. We’re not sneaking into 
someone else’s cabin and searching for your missing man or 
any other clues. It’s the wrong thing and we can’t do some-
thing wrong hoping it leads to something right. Ethics forbid 
it. Plus, I don’t even know what these necklaces mean. Are 
they a coincidence? Are they some kind of badge or trophy 
that some of the crew wears? I need to ask that man, but I 
can’t ask in a way that would let him know he might be in 
danger, or in a way that would warn him off.”

Marta shivered where she stood. “In that case, I’m going 
downstairs.” She shook her head. “Maybe I can beg a few dry 
things from Glory and I can get warm again.”

“That’s a fine idea. Find a comfy spot and wait the storm 
out. I’ll do the same and we can resume our search for this 
man when things are not quite as wet.”

We trekked downward, trying to keep our footing de-
spite our wet clothes and shoes, as the ship pitched and yawed 
through the worst of the waves. Marta headed forward and I 
slipped into the surgery ward, where I found Peter lying there 
in one of the beds. I raised an eyebrow at him.

“I kept being knocked off my stool. I figured this was the 
safest place to stay.”

I waved my hand around the room at the other beds. 
“And how are your patients?”

“They’ll be much happier when we get through this storm 
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and onto some calmer waters. It’s hard to convalesce when 
your guts are sloshing all about. I doubt even the healthy ones 
are getting much sleep tonight.”

I made rounds, pretending to check on pulses and tem-
peratures. What I really wanted was to find another man 
who wore a notched coin necklace. I’d encountered three 
of them so far, and Marta swears she saw a fourth, even 
though we’d not caught up to the man. What did these 
four have in common? The master gunner, the bosun’s mate, 
the deckhand and the unknown fourth. It could have been 
anything — a group of friends, former shipmates, gambling 
rivals, suitors to a wealthy widow, or simply fashionistas set-
ting a new trend. My brain simply could not come up with 
the solution.

Peter’s young friend, Jimmy Turtle, joined us and sat at 
the foot of Peter’s bed. I dragged the stool over to join them, 
and showed them the coin around my neck. “Have either of 
you seen anything like this?”

The young surgeon lifted his eyes to the ceiling. “You’ve 
asked me before.”

Jimmy, at least, took a closer gander. “Nope. Is it a coin of 
some kind? Is it worth much?”

I shook my head and tucked it back into my shirt.
We waited there a little while, rocking with the ship’s mo-

tions and thinking our own thoughts. Jimmy grew restless, 
wiggling around on the bed, until he pulled the small turtle 
from his jerkin, removing the source of irritation. He let the 
little beast loose on the sloping deck. The turtle, disoriented 
from the storm or simply dazed from being carried around in 
Jimmy’s pocket, moved haltingly across the shifting ground. 
He seemed slower than normal.

“Have you ever gone through a storm this bad?” I said.
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“Now and then.” Peter said. “The hurricanes are much 
worse, and we’d be smashed to pieces if we came across one.”

“Did you run into any storms on your way from Dutch-
land?” Jimmy said. He nudged the turtle, keeping him from 
sliding backward.

“Our ship sailed from Holland, not ‘Dutchland.’ And no. 
We had storms, but none like this. This is a tempest worthy 
of the early days of Noah and his ark. Your turtle there —”

“Soap.”
“That’s right. He’d fit right in on that ship. Lots of other 

animals, not many people. Or this storm could be Jonah’s, 
before he was swallowed by the big fish.”

“No fish out there that could swallow us,” Peter said.
“Maybe not. But right now I’m picturing the gale the 

twelve disciples experienced on their little fishing boat. It 
must have been bad. If the Lord were here with us now, we 
could say the same thing the disciples said: ‘Lord, save us! We 
are perishing!’ To which he would say, ‘Why are you fearful, 
O you of little faith?’”

“You really believe that stuff?” Jimmy said. “My mother 
used to read stories from the Bible, but she said they were 
myths about stuff that might or might not have happened a 
long time ago.”

“God is not a myth. And neither are his stories. God is 
more real than you or me, and he created everything, includ-
ing us, for his glory.”

“Where did you learn all that stuff?”
“University,” I said. “But they didn’t always get things 

right either. God teaches us through his spirit and his truth. 
That’s where I learned the most about him.”

“Are you Dutch? Like VanVelt?” Jimmy said. “In my expe-
rience, the Dutch always talk about kooky things like that.”
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“No, I’m English. But that doesn’t mean the English are 
immune to saying kooky things.”

“What were you doing on a Dutch ship?”
Peter appeared to be sleeping, but he turned his head ever 

so slightly.
“That’s a long story,” I said. “I was a diplomat, living in 

Holland. I happened to do the King a favor, helped him out 
with a problem, and his idea of a reward was to send me to 
Curacao. I’m not sure what his plans were for me there, but 
we never made it.”

“Sounds more like he was punishing you. Sending you 
away.”

“Well, I —” I turned the thought over in my head. “There 
was a man in Holland, who worked for the king, who was re-
writing some of the accounting books. He’d stolen quite a bit 
of the royal money, and I happened to mention some of the 
details during court so the king would know what was going 
on. But perhaps I did embarrass him somehow.”

“That explains it,” Jimmy said with a nod. “My uncle had 
the same problem. Always offending somebody somehow. He 
never married, so my mother would try to talk sense to him. 
She’d say, ‘You don’t have to be so gruff! A little charm helps 
grease the way to a rich life.’”

Deep in the dark ship, while the storm raged on above, 
I began to see the light. “What was that? What did your 
mother say?”

“A little charm helps grease the way?”
And with that comment, I knew who the thief was.



Chapter Twenty-Five

April 14th, 1678, a Thursday

It was all well and good to suspect someone of theft. 
Proving it — especially when it came to recovering the lost 
goods — was another matter entirely. Despite my initial ex-
citement, I had to lay the matter to rest until I could come 
up with a notion of where the man would have stashed the 
treasure.

The squall died down in the early evening, and left the 
ship miles from the shores of Jamaica. For me, the calm 
waters were a reminder that God was in control of all things, 
from the peace of simple blessings to the violence of the recent 
storms. We could weep at the tragedy, we could rage at the 
injustice or we could spin in circles, oblivious to it all. At any 
moment, God could step in and speak the words, “Quiet! Be 
still!” and all would be well. I knew there were men on board 
still reeling after the storm. There were some wrestling with 
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their misunderstood emotions, like Wexford. The abundance 
of rain had not cleansed all wounds.

Things were quiet into the late evening. The captain had 
ordered a night off, a night for rest and recuperation. Rum 
was passed around. When the bucket came along to the sur-
gery, I declined. Peter and the other men drank up.

“It’s not bad,” one man told me. His side still leaked blood, 
but it didn’t smell putrid yet. “Ah, but there’s a barrel in the 
galley that the cook has set apart. Don’t know where it came 
from, off some prize we captured I’m sure. It’s supposed to be 
the best rum around, on the ship or anywhere. Can’t get to it, 
though, ‘cause good ol’ Tearney’ll cut your fingers off just for 
looking and feed them to you in a stew for your troubles.”

We all agreed that stew was the cook’s specialty.
The next morning, the Fancy made sail once more for the 

coastline of Jamaica.
One of the other men in the surgery ward did not last the 

night. He’d been feverish, hardly drank his rum, and finally 
succumbed to the wound in his head. Peter was unhappy that 
so many men had died under his care. He was giving it his 
best go. I went to tell the captain about the death.

“Mr. Roberts,” Stone greeted me in the wardroom. Once 
more he had laid out a stack of charts and poured over the 
details. “I should think it’s a good thing I didn’t hold you to 
those three days I first promised. You’d have been long gone 
by now. How is the investigation going? Do you have any-
thing to report regarding the death of Mr. Davidson?”

“I am making progress,” I said. That was as far as I wanted 
to go with that. “I must inform you of another death. A man 
in the surgery ward died last night of his wounds.”

“Who was it?”
“Dutton was his name. One of Mr. Hardy’s oarsmen.”
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“Ah.” The captain scratched at his beard. “I remember 
when we picked the man up. He was always a happy fellow. 
Claimed he had run away from a plantation and wanted a 
better life. We might have picked him up on the same trip I 
found Peter. Seems to me he’d come down to Port Royal from 
further inland.” His eyes dropped back down to his charts. 
“In any case, I hope he found what he was looking for.”

“And what are you looking for, captain?”
“Gordon Brumley. He’s been a blight on these seas for far 

too long, and I must see to his eradication.”
“Why not let the authorities take care of him? The gover-

nor of Jamaica, for example.”
“We are the King’s men and we form his navy. We cannot 

pursue any other goals while this scallywag is still free to sail 
the same waters, endangering other English ships and spoil-
ing our own efforts. He’s got to go.”

“And the crew?” I rubbed at a spot of grease on the table. 
“They feel the same way?”

“Careful, Mr. Roberts.” He switched charts. “My crew is 
loyal and they will obey my orders. To be fair, I know most 
don’t give a hoot about what happens to Brumley. Let the 
past lie in the past. They think we should focus on the Span-
ish ships and take as much plunder as we can. Someplace like 
Maracaibo would be ripe for cornering merchant vessels. But 
alas, we have a clear duty here.”

“And this is your responsibility? Because you let Brumley 
get away to begin with?”

He leveled a hard stare at me. “I don’t know what lip-
flapper you’ve been talking to, but I did no such thing. I did 
not ‘let’ him get away — there were several crew members, 
beholden to him and sympathetic to his cause, who unlocked 
him and ran off with him. The whole affair blindsided me.”
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“But why now? What’s the rush now to find him after all 
this time? I heard this was almost a year ago.”

“Was it? I can’t recall exactly what day his mutiny hap-
pened. But why now? It was something Madam Reba told 
me, after you left, of course. She never said he was on the 
island, never revealed what she really knew, but hinted that 
he was close. I suspect she had sympathies for Redd, and per-
haps he was one of her informants. But she also told me that 
Redd had been taking ships and telling the victims that he 
was me.” He shook his head. “Bad enough the man turned 
pirate, but now he’s dragging my name through the mud as 
well. If he had his way, I’d lose my commission and face some 
pretty serious scrutiny over his antics. It’s a subtle sort of re-
venge, but that’s how his mind always worked.”

I pulled at my lip. “And you want to confront him, be-
cause subtlety is not your inclination. I see that. But what if 
all this is simply chasing after the wind? What if you never 
catch up with him?”

“I pray that fate would bring us together and then this 
rivalry will be over with, one way or another.”

“As for me, I will pray for justice and that no one else 
would lose his life for an unworthy cause such as this.”

He shrugged and turned back to his charts. “Carry on, 
Mr. Roberts. That is all.”

I went back down to the lower deck and heard laugh-
ter coming from the surgery ward. Peter, Jimmy and Marta 
were huddled by the operating table, giggling and guffawing 
at something. On the tabletop lay scraps of parchment and 
canvas with markings on them.

“What’s this?” I said.
Marta scooped up the bundle of scraps and tried to push 

past me.
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“Wait, wait!” I reached for her hand and she pulled away, 
dropping a few bits of parchment. There was a picture on the 
top piece, the outline of a face with shadows and lines rendered 
in charcoal. It was the spitting image of Peg Leg Jones, except 
that his pig nose had been enlarged for greater emphasis. The 
exaggeration made him look ridiculous. A laugh bubbled out 
of my mouth before I could catch myself. Peter cleared his 
throat and smiled at me, while Marta shrank back.

“Who did this?” I picked up the caricature and held it 
toward Marta. “You? You didn’t tell me you could draw. I 
thought the only useful thing you could do was sew. Who 
else have you done?”

“You, of course,” Peter said, still grinning.
“Let me see it.” After some hesitation, she pulled out an-

other piece of parchment, this one with my mug on it. She 
had given me bug-eyes and wild, wind-blown hair, and a gen-
eral air of distrust. “Ah yes, very nice. Thank you.”

“It’s nothing, really,” she said, her eyes wide. “Just some 
silly drawings, that’s all. I didn’t mean anything by it, please 
don’t be mad. I’ll get rid of them right away, if you like.”

I took her elbow and pulled her away from the wall. “On 
the contrary, if I had known you had such an eye for people’s 
faces, we could have avoided all that running around the ship 
during the storm looking for this mystery man you so desper-
ately wanted to show me.” I flipped the parchment with my 
portrait over to the blank side. “And now here’s your chal-
lenge. Draw the man you saw with the necklace. Show me 
what he looks like.”

Her eyebrows shot up and I gave her the nod. “All right,” 
she said. “But leave me alone to work. Go on, all of you. Go 
do something else for a minute.”

I motioned Peter and Jimmy around to the far side of the 
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table. The young surgeon mustered up a little embarrassment 
for my sake. “I’m sorry. It was just funny, all the expressions 
on the crew. You should see the captain’s portrait. She really 
captured his stern demeanor.” He chuckled.

“She?”
Peter shot a glance at Jimmy. “‘He.’ I meant ‘he.’ Martin 

over there.”
Jimmy looked at Marta, looked away and turned back. 

Then he said, “Oo-oh.” 
“Remind me not to let you in on any other secrets. Like 

the location of the lost city of the Incans. Or the spot where 
Sir Francis Drake and his men buried the excess gold after 
they sacked Nombre de Dios.”

“You know those things?” Jimmy’s eyes were wide.
Peter pouted. “I don’t see what the big deal is. It’s nothing 

more than sailor superstitions and the like.”
“Superstition, yes. But it’s also seventy men stuck on a boat 

with no female companionship. What would they do if they 
found out there was a woman on board? I worry constantly 
about her safety. You especially should be concerned.”

“Why should I?”
I didn’t want to be the one to explain those kinds of things 

to him. “Don’t you get along? Aren’t you friends? That should 
be reason enough.”

Marta rapped her knuckles on the table. “Finished. Come 
and see. This is the man.”

She had done a passable job rendering the man’s likeness. 
Without exaggerating any of his character, she had kept the 
essential features of the man’s face true. The proof was that 
both young men next to me drew in their breaths.

“Well?”
“Yes,” Peter said. “I know that man.”
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“Me too.” Jimmy pointed to a spot on the man’s chin. 
“There’s a scar here, isn’t that right? That’s Mr. Edwards, the 
armorer.”

Peter nodded. “Just the one I was thinking of as well.”
I took the drawing and studied it. I’d likely seen the man 

roaming around the ship, but I don’t think I’d ever spoken to 
him. “The armorer. Does that make him responsible for the 
cannons? Or the small arms?” I knew the Fancy didn’t have 
any armor.

“No,” Peter said. “He has primary care of all the metal 
aboard the ship. Hinges, cleats, tackle, spikes and so on. He 
has a little anvil just outside the galley for tinkering with bits 
he wants to fix up. He borrows coals from the cook to heat 
up the metal.”

“I think it’s time I spoke with him.”
“I will go with you,” Marta said. “I am your assistant, am 

I not?”
“No, you shouldn’t go. I know nothing about this man 

yet. Wait for now, until I see how he responds to my ques-
tions. He may be an innocent victim or a disinterested party. 
Or he may be a cold-blooded killer.”

She didn’t speak, but slipped the drawing from my 
hands. She flipped it over to the portrait she’d done of me 
and sketched out a ridiculous mustache and goatee, and then 
for good measure, arched the eyebrows to give my face an evil 
grin. She handed the drawing back.

“I’ll keep you informed,” I said. It was high time to put 
this armorer to the question, see what he knew, and lay the 
whole case to rest. My optimism was surely higher than 
warranted.

Up on the gun deck, I found the man stationed right 
where he was supposed to be, on the other side of the galley 
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from the vault. Fixed to the galley wall, there was a box that 
opened into a workbench with a small anvil tucked under-
neath. The hunk of steel was stowed at the present time — in-
stead, Edwards grappled with a hinge, using a set of tongs and 
a bench vise. He applied tension with one hand and picked 
up a hammer to tap on the joint to get the piece straightened 
out. It seemed a thankless task, working alone to un-mangle 
little bits of metal, but that was his duty.

“Mr. Edwards?” I said. As he turned toward me, I spot-
ted the scar both Jimmy and Peter had talked about. “Do you 
have a minute? I’d like to ask you some questions.”

“Don’t know much about anything. Don’t have much to 
say either. Why don’t you go bother someone else?”

I stayed in his peripheral while he tapped a few more 
times. “How about just one question? Are you a religious 
man, Mr. Edwards?”

He released the piece he was working on and turned to 
face me. The hammer rested loosely in his grip. “What are 
you asking?”

I took a step toward him, ignoring the threat. “I wondered 
if you were a religious man. You see, I noticed you wearing a 
necklace that looks a bit like a cross. Right there against your 
chest.”

“It’s nothing.” He backed away and pulled his shirt lapels 
together.

“I only wanted to discuss theology with you. See, I have 
one of these myself.” I pointed to the same notched coin 
around my neck. “We’re brothers of the cross, are we not? 
Don’t we have that much in common?”

“You have no idea what you’re messing with.” His grip 
tightened on the hammer. “Where did you get that? Did you 
steal it from a dead man?”
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“It’s funny you mention that. I’m amazed at how many 
of these things turn up on the bodies of dead men. If I were 
a man prone to worry, I’d be worried about my own health, 
wearing one of these. I’d even worry about your health. Aren’t 
you worried?”

“It ain’t nothing like that. All the same, I suggest you take 
that thing off, if you know what’s good for you.”

I fingered the jagged coin. “So it’s not just an ornament. It 
actually means something?”

“What? No, it doesn’t. It’s nothing, just nothing.” He 
turned toward his bench and picked through the metal bits 
lying there. His other hand still squeezed the handle of his 
hammer.

“If it were just nothing, you wouldn’t be spending so 
much time warning me. What does it mean, then? Is it some 
religious mark? Some token or reminder? Some lucky charm? 
Although it can’t be very lucky when so many men who wear 
it wind up dead.”

“It’s our bloody cross we bear. Now leave it alone and 
mind your own business!” He lifted the hammer to his shoul-
der and glared at me. Time for me to take my leave. But I 
couldn’t resist a parting shot:

“We all have crosses to bear, Mr. Edwards. Some of them 
are heavier than others. Be careful yours doesn’t crush you.”

I hadn’t learned much, but I had planted the seed. Now 
it needed a little time and a little sun to germinate the right 
idea in the armorer’s head. For my part, I would back off and 
find a better place to observe. I went across the gun deck, up 
to the main deck, and rushed back to the aft companionway. 
From there, I crept down to the other side of the galley, near 
the treasure vault.
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Tearney, the cook, banged away in his little kitchen, 
making more noise than humanly possible, but I could still 
hear the armorer tinkering with his bits of metal. A nearby 
water barrel provided me with the perfect shelter and I tucked 
myself behind it to wait. A good fifteen minutes passed before 
Edwards relented and ceased his labor. His tools clattered on 
the bench and the man leaned around the side of the galley. 
He spoke not a word to the cook, simply glanced around to 
see who else was near. And then he hurried off toward the 
forward companionway. I kept my distance but still tailed 
him unobtrusively, ducking behind the capstan, peering un-
derneath cannons, and hiding behind livestock cages. He 
headed up to the main deck. I climbed only partway up the 
stairs, enough to poke my head over the deck boards and see 
where he went.

Once more, Edwards took the lay of the land, but didn’t 
spot me. He might have been searching for someone else or 
avoiding someone else, for all I knew. At long last, he mo-
tioned to a man in the rigging and a bald topman slid down a 
rope, landing next to him on deck. The pair spoke for nearly 
a minute, Edwards becoming more animated and adamant 
the longer they conversed. Finally, the topman nodded. They 
broke eye contact and scanned the deck again. Baldy said one 
more word and pointed below, and with that, I knew my seed 
had borne fruit. They were arranging a meet. If I planned it 
right, I’d be able to find out by the end of the day what this 
was all about.



Chapter Twenty-Six

I left the main deck and hurried back down below. Inside 
the surgery again, I wasted no time and grabbed Marta by the 
elbow, pulling her out the door while Peter and Jimmy stared 
in bemusement.

“You are going to give me bruises, Mr. Roberts. I will 
complain to the captain if you continue treating me so.”

“Toughen up,” I said, and gave her a shake to help her to 
pay attention. “I need you to follow Edwards, the armorer. 
He’s on the main deck now, but I’m sure he’ll come back 
down to his station on the gun deck. Keep out of sight, of 
course. Later on, he’ll be wandering off to a meeting. I need 
to know where that meeting will take place, so stick with him 
until you know for sure, and then come find me.”

“Aye, aye, sir!” She saluted me with a knuckle to her bare 
head. Her shaved scalp reminded me of the topman and just 
how conspicuous bald people were.
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“Can’t you wear a hat or scarf or something? Your head 
is too white.”

She showed me her tongue. “How would you even know? 
I think, sir, that you are blind to many of the things around 
you.”

“Stop sassing and get going. I’ll be on the main deck, 
watching the other man.” I brushed past her and went up.

The sun was almost straight overhead and bathed the 
ship in its warm and lethargic light. The sky, washed clean 
after the passing of the storm, turned out dressed in a bril-
liant blue ball gown, bluer than any peacock feather. The 
dance floor below was fluid crystal, the water an even deeper 
blue tinged with green, the motion of the waves echoing 
the gentle slide of a slow waltz. A sweet cocktail of aromas 
wafted over from the island, a taste of the verdant and lush 
paradise waiting for those who dared to explore it. If I wasn’t 
on a pirate ship, if I wasn’t looking for a killer and a thief, if 
I wasn’t pledged to follow a captain hell-bent on revenge, if I 
wasn’t helping to find, confront and possibly kill a notorious 
sinner and all-around bad man, if it wasn’t for all that . . . then 
the trip would have been quite the pleasure cruise.

I nestled into my usual position, loitering near the ladder 
to the quarterdeck. From that vantage, I had a clear view of 
almost all the sails and all the yards where the men worked. 
Things were quiet aloft, as the wind breathed steadily from 
the southeast and all the canvas was trimmed to within an 
inch of its life. With their shirts off, the topmen lounged 
along the yards or dangled from the nests.

My target, the bald-headed one, had perched along the 
mizzen topsail yard with his back against the smaller nest, a 
good 60 feet straight up from my spot on the deck. A knife 
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in his hand, he whittled on a stick of wood about as long as 
his forearm.

Several hours passed that way while I kept my post. I only 
took breaks to drink some water, check on Marta and take 
care of other personal duties. Once we reached the shores of 
Jamaica again and the ship’s master called for a new course, 
then something finally changed. The men scrambled to adjust 
the rigging, scurrying up and down the ratlines to get where 
they needed to be. Baldy worked hard like the rest of them, 
his lean and youthful body flying from rope to rope and spar 
to spar, agile as a monkey. I speculated on his connection to 
the others in the brotherhood of the cross.

The search for Daniel Redd’s ship was fruitless. The 
captain slowed the ship’s movement to a crawl, reefing many 
of the sails, and spent the afternoon exploring each cove for 
signs of potential moorings. If he couldn’t catch sight of his 
quarry, Stone wanted to know exactly where the Fer de Lance 
had anchored. But he was having no luck. The day wore on, 
becoming more tedious as I studied the topmen at their work, 
listened to the drone of the captain issuing minor course cor-
rections, and watching the aqua waves slap relentlessly against 
the hull. The monotony of it almost put me to sleep.

To keep myself awake, I checked on Marta once more. 
She was not on the gun deck, but then neither was Edwards. 
I tried the lower deck and found her slouched against the hull 
by the hammocks. She was using what little light she had to 
draw.

“Where is the man?” I said.
She nodded over to the hammocks. “Taking a siesta. I 

don’t blame him. It’s that kind of day.” She put her charcoal 
down and lifted the parchment to her chest.

“Who are you drawing now? More caricatures?”
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“No. Just drawing.”
Drawing, but not caricatures then. “Must be your young 

surgeon on your mind.”
Her face darkened. “It is not.” She turned away. “It’s none 

of your business anyway.”
“It’s not me you need to concern yourself with, sister. It’s 

Captain Stone. He’s got a lot more invested in that boy than 
you know.”

She remained silent.
“Have it your way. Just keep to that man no matter where 

he goes.” With that, I went back upstairs.
A few more hours passed, after which we experienced the 

most exciting moment of the afternoon — the changing of the 
watch at eight bells. Many of the men scrambled down from 
the rigging, but my man was not one of them. Baldy stayed 
aloft and greeted the replacements as they took their posi-
tions. He continued to work with them another hour before 
he finally quit. He slid down the ratlines and dropped to the 
deck. I stretched my legs and tried to look disinterested.

He went to the forward companionway and descended. 
I cut back through the doors to the aft set of stairs and de-
scended as well. I emerged on the gun deck and rushed for-
ward to see where the man had gone. He had left the com-
panionway and continued forward into the bows. That was 
where the livestock pen was, where the larger animals had a 
little space to roam. They were near enough to the sunlight 
and air to stay healthy, but far enough away from the sleeping 
quarters and surgery to keep the men healthy. Also, conve-
niently, they were on the same level as the galley.

Tearney was cooking away in his space, too busy to notice 
me slipping by. Beyond that, the armorer’s station was still 
empty. Edwards must still be down a level, Marta on his heels. 
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I peered down the length of the gun deck, trying to see into 
the livestock pen. Dust kicked up by the animals made the 
whole area near the bows hazy. I had to get closer. Dodging 
around the capstan and keeping to the sides, I finally reached 
the forward steps. A box of caged chickens provided me with 
some cover, even though they clucked at me with concern.

At the gate to the larger animal pen, a group of six men 
huddled together. Conspirators, to be sure. But I had no solid 
evidence — only a hunch that the notched coin, the “cross they 
bear” was some sort of link between those men. Were they 
assassins bound together by some sacred pledge? Vowing to 
only give up their cross when their target was dead? Were 
they members of some secret society on a mission from their 
king? Were they escaped convicts linked by their debt? My 
mind raced with the untold possibilities.

Had I not been so focused on the fanciful explanations 
for the strange gathering of men, I would have noticed the 
heavy wooden mallet descending toward my head. I might 
have had the chance to duck. I might have made some kind 
of noise or shouted some sort of warning. I might have come 
up with a better plan. But no, by the time I saw the mallet, it 
was too late.



Chapter Twenty-Seven

I didn’t know how long I was out. I didn’t know what 
events took place during that time. I didn’t know what had 
happened to the people I had grown to like and respect, nor 
to the ones I didn’t like or respect. I didn’t know a whole lot.

When I came back to the world, I couldn’t move. Straw 
that smelled of manure pressed against my face. More straw 
above me filtered the light from the lanterns and made it 
more golden than usual. All the straw around meant they 
had dumped me in the livestock pen. Just another dumb 
animal, no different than the sheep and the one remaining 
cow. I wasn’t that comfortable with the cow, but I was okay 
with the sheep. I understood them. The Lord is my shepherd; 
I shall not be in want.

Except I did want. I wanted to move. My hands were 
stuck behind me, preventing me from rolling onto my back. 
They had trussed me up like a lamb prepared for the sacri-
fice. My mouth was also gagged. Not only was I not going 
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anywhere, but I wasn’t saying anything either. Any thumping 
or grunting I could manage would simply be attributed to the 
livestock. I was doomed.

Several minutes of panic ensued, where I first suffered 
through a muscle cramp in my calf and then I fought off the 
notion that I couldn’t breathe and might suffocate. I settled 
down after that and listened to the sounds of the ship, des-
perate for some news of what was going on. Maybe someone 
would stumble across me, or maybe someone was looking for 
me. Marta or Peter or Glory.

For a long while, I heard nothing but the normal creak of 
wood, the flap of loose sails, the lap of the waves against the 
hull. The lack of sound and light meant it must be sometime 
long after sunset.

As I lay there, my fingers groped the nearby straw, hoping 
against all hope that I would find something there to cut my 
bonds. But they don’t leave knifes or other sharp instruments 
in the livestock pen, otherwise the sheep would cut their 
tethers and make a break for it. Hysteria was just around the 
corner, I could feel it.

And then there were footsteps. Despite my earlier theory 
that it was the dead of night, there were a lot of people thump-
ing and shuffling around upstairs. There were other metal 
noises — muffled, but they could have been sabers clashing. 
Those faded quickly. Things really got busy when someone 
on the main deck fired a pistol.

Suddenly, the gun deck played host to a fearsome party 
of men bearing torches and pistols. Other partygoers had 
long planks with them, carrying them two by two over their 
shoulders. They flung the planks on the deck, as if making 
an impromptu dance floor, as if the regular decking wasn’t 
good enough. The hammering that followed made a terrible 
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rhythm for dancing. I really couldn’t see what was going on, 
as I had sheep legs blocking most of my view. When someone 
shouted, though, I could hear every word.

“You men, ahoy! Below decks! Stand down and stay back, 
I’m warning you. If any one of you comes near the compan-
ionway, we’ll blast the lot of you with the cannon! None of 
you will survive. Stay back, I said!”

The roar from below swelled up in protest as the men 
realized they were caught. The same treatment must have 
happened over at the aft companionway, the planks ham-
mered in place and cannons wheeled around to guard the 
exit. Most of the crew must have been trapped on the lower 
deck. What was going on? Was this a mutiny? Had the Fancy 
been boarded?

After the announcement, I caught random snatches of 
talking that made little sense. There was more than one ut-
terance of “Get a move on,” and “Keep your hands where I 
can see them,” and my personal favorite, “Down below, you 
scurvy dog!” Other discussions of interest included this 
tidbit: “Let’s throw that blackguard Stone into the hole.”

There was much that I missed out on and it drove me 
insane. After a lengthy bit of quiet, I heard a great cheer 
raised from the direction of the main deck. Someone was 
clearly celebrating. This was followed by men laughing, sing-
ing chanteys, whooping and hollering. To add insult to injury, 
not only was I bound, gagged and left under the manure in 
the livestock pen, but I was also missing out on what sounded 
like a ship-wide soirée.

During the noisiest parts, I wriggled over to the gate of 
the pen. My movements startled the sheep away, but my big-
gest fear was that the cow would decide to step on me, per-
haps mistaking me for a snake. After much effort and only 
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a little bruising, I made it to the gate. It did me no good, as 
I was exhausted by then, and couldn’t even sit up much less 
operate the latch. I lay there and contemplated what God had 
in store for me.

They found me there by the gate. Two men I didn’t recog-
nize lifted me up by my arms and smirked at my filthy condi-
tion. “What’s to be done with this one? Seems he could use a 
dunking to take care of this mess.”

“Nah. Save him for the captain. He’ll come up with 
something more entertaining than that. Let’s throw him in 
with the others.”

The pair hoisted me between them, carrying me igno-
miniously by my arms and legs down the length of the gun 
deck to the vault. A single guard waited there. He turned the 
keys in the lock and pulled open the door. As the men flipped 
me over to give me the heave-ho, I caught a brief glimpse of a 
shiny object around one man’s neck. The men tossed me, and 
as I flew through the air, I reflected on how things fit together 
and what any of it meant.

I crashed against the back wall of the vault and dropped 
to the floor. My head resumed its throbbing, having been 
abused yet again. I kept my eyes closed, willing myself not to 
vomit, while my captors shut and locked the vault door from 
the outside. When I felt well enough, I peered into the gloom. 
There was a single hooded candle giving off the faintest of 
lights, and a shape reclining against one of the side walls. In 
the dimness, I couldn’t resolve any details.

“I wondered where you had gotten to.” It was Stone’s 
voice, but not like I’d heard before. His tone was subdued, 
flat.

Of course, I couldn’t answer him. Instead I thrashed 
around a bit, hoping he’d catch the hint.
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“They’ve treated you poorly as well. Hold still a moment.” 
He drew a small knife and made short work of my bonds. 
With my hands free, I loosened the gag and let out a heavy 
breath.

“Thank you.”
Stone once more took up his post on the opposite wall, 

one leg stretched out and shoulders hard against the wood.
I rubbed at my wrist and leaned back as well. Surrounded 

on three sides by other storage closets, the room that con-
fined us was not very big. Our feet were nearly touching. 
“Oh, by the way, I discovered who murdered your Dead-eye 
Davidson.”

“Did you now?” The sarcasm was thick enough to butter 
with.

“To be fair and completely honest, I can’t point to the 
exact man who shot the master gunner, but I’ve narrowed it 
down to a few very probable suspects.”

“Narrowed it down, have you? I suppose that’s better than 
suspecting the entire crew. What lucky few are on your list?”

“Those lucky few who all wear a notched coin necklace 
like this.” I tossed him the one I had. “It’s supposed to repre-
sent the cross they bear, some shared burden weighing upon 
them. One of these men shot Davidson.”

“Anything else you’d care to report?” He held the coin in 
his hand, but didn’t bother to look at it.

“I’m guessing you know that these men — Brethren of 
the Cross, I call them — along with some others, have taken 
over the ship?”

“Yes, I had noticed that. It explains why I’m locked up in 
here instead of commanding the Fancy.”

I felt a stab of conscience. “How did it happen? And what 
exactly took place? I was tied up and missed most of it.”
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Stone spent a long time examining the walls inside the 
vault. That room represented his life’s ambition — serving 
his King and reaping the reward amassed around him. There 
he sat — locked within the vault, staring through the bars at 
treasure he would probably never spend.

He sat a long time — so long I wondered if he’d forgotten 
my question. Then he spoke:

“We anchored in a small cove, a place out of the way from 
other ships and prying eyes. Or so I thought. We aren’t that 
far from Port Royal, as it turns out. Mr. Brown, Mr. Tal-
bott and I made plans for the morning, charted out how we’d 
resume the search for Gordon Brumley. I retired to my room 
just before the four bells of the night watch. Where were you 
during that time?”

I cleared my throat. “Tied up and unconscious. Stuffed 
into the sheep’s pen.”

He nodded, his mind elsewhere. “I gather we were be-
trayed from within. Some of the night watch were the ones 
you mentioned, the Brethren of the Cross. They signaled 
to Brumley, who sent boats into our anchorage under the 
cover of darkness. Those conspirators took out the men on 
watch who were not with them or their cause. I heard none 
of this.”

“I may have woken up during that part.”
“They proceeded to barricade the lower deck, trapping 

the crew below, and took the wheel from the quartermaster. 
Once they had the ship, they came knocking on my door.”

“They knocked?”
“No.” He gave me a blank stare. “They grabbed me and 

paraded me across the deck of my own ship, jeering and howl-
ing to show me who was now in charge. There were many I 
didn’t know, but at least a dozen of them . . . . My own men, 
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on my own ship and under my watch, turned on me and let 
Brumley and his gang of pirates aboard.”

“The Brethren of the Cross?”
“It must be the same. Who knows? At some point, these 

men banded together. It could be they had been part of the 
crew he’d taken to capture the English ship, the first time 
he betrayed me. Some of those men might have been sympa-
thetic when he tried to seize control of the Fancy. Or resent-
ful that I’d refused the prize they’d captured. I can’t believe 
they nursed this grudge against me for more than a year.”

I said, “I’m thinking they killed Davidson because he 
wanted out of the Brethren.”

“It’s likely. He never was a bad sort. Misled, maybe, but 
never rebellious or mutinous.”

“Stubbins might have wanted out as well, after he saw 
how they treated the master gunner. And he got a knife for 
it.”

“Sounds right, considering what we know now.” He 
sighed. “But there’s nothing we can do about it. The deed is 
done, the takeover complete, and Captain Redd, as Gordon 
prefers to call himself, is our captor.” Stone leaned his head 
back against the wall. “I’ve been up all night worrying about 
the crew. What will he do to them? That, and someone’s been 
hammering the whole blasted night. What are they doing out 
there? Making chains? Stealing the metal straps from our 
barrels? That kept me up as well.”

We heard footsteps from outside the door, followed by 
the key rattling in the lock. The door sprung open and an-
other prisoner stumbled into the room and collapsed against 
the back wall. Then it was dim once more, the candle in the 
hooded lantern our only light. The new arrival groaned and 
Stone roused himself to kneel by him. “Peter?”
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It was the young surgeon. When he rolled over, he gave us 
both the wide-eyed look of a deer in full flight.

“Take it easy, son,” the captain said. “Nowhere to run in 
here. Just sit back and relax.”

Peter took a breath and sat, as commanded. “I tried to 
escape,” he said. “They left a small gap in the boards of the 
barricade, but after I squeezed through I didn’t get very far. 
I had to know what was going on. The men guarding us kept 
threatening to blast us full of grapeshot if we tried to break 
out. But I figured they wouldn’t waste it on me.”

Stone clapped his hand on the young man’s shoulder. “I’m 
glad you’re here and not over the side with a musket ball in 
your chest. I didn’t know who was still left of those loyal to 
me.”

“I’m also glad you’re here,” I said. “What can you tell us of 
the men below? How many are there? Who is in charge?”

“As for numbers, I know the night watch was sparse, 
with only a dozen men, maybe two. The rest are down below, 
around forty-seven or forty-eight of us.”

“But out of those men, who is there? Is Glory among 
them? What about Marta?”

He shook his head. “I didn’t see either of them. We 
scoured the deck and the hold to find weapons or tools that 
would help us escape or take the ship back. We didn’t see 
them in plain view or in hiding.” He smiled. “Jimmy is there, 
with his ridiculous turtle. The men keep teasing that the 
turtle is the only food they’ve seen all night and they keep 
threatening to eat Soap if nothing better comes along.” After 
a time of silence, Peter said, “What will happen to us now?”

Stone shook himself from his reverie. “Brumley will want 
to make an example of our ship. I’m sure he needs more men, 
so he’ll try to sweet talk and convert as many as he can. Those 
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who are known to be loyal to me . . . those he’ll torture in front 
of the others. As incentive.”

“You as well?”
“No. He informed me that he wanted to see me returned 

to England and hanged there for piracy. That’s his ultimate 
goal, his final revenge. But that’s not to say he won’t have his 
fun first. Beating, flogging, running me up the mast and other 
such entertainments.”

“That’s awful.” Peter shook his head.
I could scarcely believe it myself. When I had talked with 

him, Brumley hadn’t seemed like such a bad fellow — but his 
deeds proved the man’s character, not his words. If he tortured 
and killed crew members, whether for swaying the opinions 
of other mates or simply for the fun of it, then he was truly an 
evil man. Something had to be done about it.

“Well then,” I said. “Shall we discuss our escape? Or the 
plan to recapture the ship? No sense in letting Redd — or 
rather Brumley — get his way.”

Stone heaved a sigh. “There’s no point. By now, Redd’s 
ship must be in range and he’ll have all the men and firepower 
he needs to keep us in check. We are trapped in our fate.”

“My God is bigger than your ‘fate.’ He can work wonders, 
you’ll see.”

“I don’t want to talk about it anymore. This is where my 
life has led me, this is where my choices have taken me, and 
this is where it all ends.”



Chapter Twenty-Eight

“Tell me about the day you found Peter.” My arguments 
were making no headway with the captain, so I tried a differ-
ent tack. “That was in Port Royal, wasn’t it?”

“Yes,” Stone said. He left that word hanging there for a 
while and then picked up the conversation again. “I hadn’t 
been back in a long time. Nearly ten years. I’m not sure why 
I insisted on staying away as long as I did.” He scratched at 
his face. “But there was Peter, all of about ten years old at the 
time, working his way through the pub, taking all he could 
from unsuspecting folks. That is, until he came to me and 
I caught him red-handed. The little bugger had his eye on a 
pouch of gold dust I’d been dipping into, to pay for drinks 
and the room and . . . . Well, I had it for other reasons that 
didn’t quite pan out.”

“Why did you decide to take him with you?” I said.
Peter was as still as a statue and just as mute.
“I had a troubled youth,” Stone said. “Ran off from home 
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far too early and joined the crew on a ship headed for the Med-
iterranean. I made a lot of stupid mistakes and bad choices. I 
wanted something better for Peter, something grander than 
the wasted life he’d had so far, the life of a criminal. He de-
served more.”

I pressed my point. “Why? There were numerous other 
pickpockets in town. He couldn’t have been the only one. So 
why him?”

Stone kept silent. Peter leaned in.
“Go ahead and tell the boy, for goodness sake. If you are re-

signed to your fate, then this may be your last opportunity.”
He rubbed his beard for a long minute. “It was his face. 

The nose, the eyes — I could see his mother in his face. Knew 
he was our child.”

His words lit a fire inside Peter. “What do you mean? 
What are you saying?”

“I’m your father, Peter.” The truth was out with those 
words.

The young man digested the fact for a long time. At last, 
he jumped to his feet and shouted down at the captain. “Then 
why? Why did you abandon us? Why did you leave? And 
after you found me, why didn’t you say who you were? Why 
live like this, hiding behind all the secrets?”

“Calm down, boy. I had my reasons, and they were plenty 
good ones.”

“Then name them. I want to hear all your lousy excuses.”
“Now? You want to do this now?” A smile played on 

Stone’s lips. It was the first hint of real emotion I’d seen yet. 
We still had hope.

 “I’m not going anywhere and you aren’t either. Just tell 
me what happened, how it all went wrong.”

After more vigorous beard scratching, Stone said, “You 
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have to understand some things about your mother and I. 
Let me tell you about my own youth and then get to the 
part where I met your mother. Fair enough? But sit down. 
Please.”

Peter did as he was asked.
“My father was an import merchant in Portsmouth, that 

great city of ships. He made plans for me, taught me his trade 
and wanted me to succeed him, but my interest lay only in 
the ships. All those barks and brigs lined up along the dock 
meant freedom to me. They signified adventure and a life 
for me other than the merchant’s apprentice. When I was 
a tender shoot, all of 14 years old, I joined on with a crew 
of a ship — without a thought of how I’d survive or what it 
meant to my parents to turn my nose up at their lives and 
walk away.

“We sailed up and down the coast of Europe, even down 
toward the shores of the Dark Continent, and we traded in 
ports along the Mediterranean. Essentially, I had enrolled in 
the import business, just like my father, but the irony didn’t 
occur to me until later. At least during that time, I got to be 
on a ship. We sailed without incident for two years, and I 
spent all my time in the rigging, learning the ropes and build-
ing my muscle. Two years into my time there, we were at-
tacked by corsairs. Pirates off the Barbary Coast.” 

“Not privateers?” I said.
Stone shook his head. “There weren’t commissions for 

that until later, and certainly not where we sailed. To my sur-
prise, the crew surrendered without a fight. We had loaded 
the ship several days before near Alexandria and she was laden 
with cargo. We were on our way home, bringing back spices 
and rugs and all sorts of luxuries from the east. The owners of 
the company who’d financed the trip were expecting quite a 
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haul from our expedition. With all of that at stake, I thought 
we should have put up more of a fight. Instead of joining the 
crew in surrender, I protested and then fled to the topmost 
crow’s nest and refused to come down. I was a headstrong 
sixteen-year-old.

“The corsairs ransacked the ship, took everything of 
value, and then questioned the captain. The man — Johnson 
was his name — stayed cooperative throughout the ques-
tions. He probably thought the pirates would take what they 
wanted and then move on, but the corsairs got the idea that 
there was still gold hidden somewhere on the ship. They de-
manded Captain Johnson reveal its location. He continued 
insisting there were no items of value left.”

Stone fell quiet. When he resumed, his voice was low, 
barely more than a whisper. “They cut off his fingers, one by 
one. They cut off his feet and his nose. And his ears. They 
pinned him against the deck with long daggers through his 
wrists. After a time, he’d lost too much blood and there was 
no more information they could wring from Captain John-
son. They fed him to the sharks.

“The pirates then took hold of the first mate and ques-
tioned him. In the same way. I stayed aloft, high above the 
bloody mess going on below. One or two of the corsairs 
climbed up to fetch me, but I threatened to cut the stays if 
they came any closer.”

Peter swallowed loud enough for me to hear. “What hap-
pened next?”

“The pirates got bored.” Stone sighed. “They had all the 
goods they wanted and all the fun they wanted, but there 
really wasn’t anything else of value on the ship, so they left 
us there to our own devices. The crew mustered a bit of back-
bone after that and elected a new captain. Two days later, 
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after a sharp disagreement about where we were headed, 
the crew mutinied and elected a new captain. Eventually, we 
sailed to London, where many of the crew had family. Rather 
than face the owners of the shipping company, the entire crew 
abandoned ship. Left as soon as we docked and scattered.

“I caught a ride back to Portsmouth and went home, of 
course. Went back to tending shop for my father — my ad-
ventures were over. I didn’t know it, but the shipping com-
pany had paid for any news of the missing crew, and we were 
sought out and tracked down one by one. When the agents 
from the company dragged me away, they had already rounded 
up most of the remaining crew and they surrendered us to the 
courts for trial. On charges of piracy. The company thought 
we’d made off with the goods and sold it elsewhere. France or 
Spain, didn’t matter which. The de facto leaders were hung. 
Various imprisonments and grotesqueries for others. My 
sentence was indentured servitude in the West Indies.”

“That’s how you came here?”
“It is, but that was only the start of my time here. And 

here is also where I met your mother. She was an indentured 
servant as well, sent to Jamaica as punishment for theft. Her 
family in England was very poor and she stole to support 
them. Not a good place to be, having to choose between star-
vation or breaking the law. She and I worked on the same 
plantation and we fell in love. She was the only woman for 
me, and I the only man for her. We planned to marry, but 
the plantation owner would not allow it, demanding we first 
finish out our servitude. He did not know when we asked 
that your mother was already pregnant. With you.”

“What was her name? I only ever knew her as Mother.”
“Mary.” His eyes turned aside. “Our time together was 

doomed, despite our intentions. I was still young and head-
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strong, prone to argue over the slightest thing. I don’t recall 
which incident triggered the argument that ended it all. The 
plantation owner and I had a disagreement and he took out 
his anger on me, beating me in front of the other servants. 
My pride would never let that happen again. I escaped and 
swore I would come back to free Mary as well and buy her 
from our cruel master. I didn’t realize how long it would take 
me to fulfill that vow.”

“Ten years,” Peter whispered.
“Aye, lad. Too long. At first, I ran to escape my captivity. 

But then the plantation owner started spreading lies about 
how I had killed a man and he recruited the local authorities 
to track me down. I was hounded through town until I hit 
port and joined up with a French privateer. The position was 
no better or worse than on any other ship, but at least the 
job got me away from Jamaica. Once France declared war on 
England, we never went back.

“Somewhere in those years, the King offered a general 
amnesty to those who’d practiced piracy, and I took it. I 
swore off the wretched life of a pirate — even though I sailed 
with a French ship and was never really a pirate — and took 
an oath to serve our father England and the King. After some 
time on a number of English ships, I landed on the Fancy and 
found myself elected captain when the previous one had died. 
I finally was the commander of my own ship, and master of 
my own fate.”

“Why did you not come back to Jamaica then? What 
kept you?”

“But I did come back. Once I had the gold I needed, I 
returned to Port Royal and approached the plantation owner. 
He had forgotten who I was, and I told him none of my his-
tory, instead claiming to be a relative. I simply wanted to buy 
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back a servant he had owned. He told me the woman I de-
scribed had died several years back. A disease that arose and 
overtook her.”

Peter sniffed. “Yellow fever. I was six at the time. They 
wouldn’t let me go in to see her but I snuck in one night. She 
was as pale as a ghost already, one foot firmly in her grave. 
But she took my hand and smiled. The next morning she was 
dead and I was on my own, out on the streets.”

“I’m so sorry, lad. When I heard the news, I was crushed 
as well. I went into that pub to drown my sorrows and try 
to figure out what meaning I had left to my life. And there 
you were, stealing the very gold I’d saved to buy your mother 
back. How could I do nothing? How could I not take you 
with me? How could I not do everything in my power to turn 
your life toward the right direction?”

I stood up at that point and brushed the dust off my 
pants. “And those are the words that will get us out of here.”



Chapter Twenty-Nine

April 15th, 1678, a Friday

“What are you talking about?” Stone said. “We can’t go 
anywhere. Aren’t we locked in? How will we get out?”

“Handily. The same way your thief got in. Help me with 
this door and I’ll show you.” I approached the door facing aft, 
which blocked access to one of the vaults. The door had a large 
cut-out in the upper half, barred with iron in a cross pattern. 
We could see but not touch the wealth contained inside. The 
wood slab rested on simple peg hinges, which were particu-
larly well-greased and smelled suspiciously like bacon.

“Grab here,” I said. We took hold of the door by the bars 
and lifted it off the pegs. It was heavy, but nothing we couldn’t 
handle with three of us helping. We set the door aside and 
stared at the pile of gold doubloons, bejeweled necklaces and 
rings, solid silver goblets and gold plated flatware, and other 
odds and ends that were shiny and expensive.
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“Huh,” the captain said. “That explains some of the prob-
lem. What miscreant gained access to the vault in this way?”

“More on that later,” I said. “First, I want to borrow a par-
ticular piece of your treasure, if you don’t mind.” My eye had 
been drawn earlier to a long pole with a golden cross at the 
top. I reached over and dragged it out. The piece was perhaps 
something from a church, something a priest might carry in 
front of a procession, something that would inspire holiness 
in the congregation. I hoped God would forgive me for bor-
rowing it for a more profane purpose.

Captain Stone nodded and motioned to the main door. 
He was reading my intentions perfectly. We wedged the pole 
into a gap at the bottom of the wood. The door swung out-
ward, but I knew the hinges outside were also smothered in 
grease. We took our positions, the captain at the pole, I with 
my fingers underneath, and Peter pushing on the wood itself. 
I said to the captain:

“You realize there’s a guard out there.”
“Of course. I’ll be ready when the door goes down.” He 

nodded at the pole he held.
“There’s no jamb on the door. When we lift, we could 

push it straight toward the man out there. Surprise him.”
He grinned and turned to hand Peter his knife. The 

young man tucked it into his belt and placed both hands 
on the wood. Stone gripped the pole and applied his weight 
to it. I took hold of the bottom and lifted straight up. The 
door groaned a little and then popped free of its pegs. With 
Peter’s added pressure to the top, the door tumbled for-
ward and landed on the deck boards. There was no guard 
in sight.

But in the shadows of the galley, staring at us with wide 
eyes, stood two familiar figures. Glory and Marta.
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“We were about to open that door with the keys,” Marta 
said, holding up the ring of iron bits.

“Where did the guard go?” I said.
“Glory knocked him on the head and stashed him in the 

galley. Where is everyone else?”
Stone pushed past me and shook Glory’s hand. “The 

others are down below, blockaded in. How did you escape 
Redd’s men?”

“We had an adventure, that’s for certain.”
“Before you follow that thought,” I said, “perhaps we 

should put the vault door back in place, just in case anyone 
decides to look in this direction.”

Glory stepped forward and obliged by hefting the slab 
back into position. Meanwhile, Peter found the guard, took 
his jacket and pistols and stood by the door as if doing his 
duty. The rest of us crowded around the space aft of the 
galley, out of sight from the rest of the gun deck.

“Carry on, then,” Stone said. “Just the basics. None of 
your embellishments.”

“Aye, aye, captain.” She blinked a few times and shot me a 
glance. “It started with Mr. Roberts and me following a pair 
of suspicious characters. He was on the main deck, keeping 
an eye on his man there, while I was down here, watching Mr. 
Edwards.”

“The armorer? I didn’t realize he had also been 
involved.”

“Yes he was. He had the coin around his neck like the 
rest. I watched him and several others gather down by the 
sheep pen, and I saw Mr. Roberts sneak down from the main 
deck to follow them. This happened about the time the sun 
went down. While he was listening to them, one of the men 
found Mr. Roberts and knocked him out with a mallet.”
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I rubbed the back of my head. “I definitely remember that 
part.”

“I stayed hidden during their meeting, but as they were 
breaking up, I went down to fetch Glory. I knew I needed 
help. By the time we got back, though, they were all gone. 
We went up to the main deck and saw five of these men lean-
ing out over the rail. I thought for sure they had thrown Mr. 
Roberts overboard. I pestered Glory until he agreed to lower 
a boat over the side and try to find Tom.”

“Did she really?” Stone asked the big man. He tapped his 
chest Yes. The captain raised an eyebrow at her.

“Anyway,” she said. “Glory lowered the boat to the water 
and motioned for me to climb in. But just then, the men at 
the other side started helping all kinds of brigands and cut-
throats over the rail. They must have rowed smaller boats 
over, as I didn’t see any other ship around. The next thing 
I knew, Glory charged at them and swatted them off like so 
many annoying flies. I saw a group of them surround him 
with swords and force him back to the rail. At that point, I 
slid down the rope and unhitched the boat, and pushed away 
with an oar. The strangers forced Glory over the side and into 
the water, up by the bows. After that, they forgot about us 
and carried out their plan. This was to take over the ship, am 
I right?”

“That’s right,” Stone said.
“I did what I could to steer over to Glory and we finally 

got him into the little boat. At first, Glory wanted to go back 
but I convinced him to wait, to lay low. And then we saw the 
other ship sail into the cove. We pulled back almost to the 
shore and kept an eye on the new arrival. We saw that pirate, 
Daniel Redd, transfer from the new ship to the Fancy. A little 
while later, he came out onto the deck with you right behind, 
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his men surrounding you. Glory wanted to charge at the lot 
of them, right then and there.”

“It was a good thing he didn’t.”
“Right. We waited some more, and things quieted down. 

After nearly everyone was asleep, we rowed back and climbed 
aboard the ship.”

“It was a miracle that no one saw you,” I said.
“Yes, I thought so too,” Marta said. “But when we left 

the ship, everyone was busy fighting Redd’s crew, and when 
we returned, there was hardly a soul on deck. That’s how 
we got away and got back without anyone seeing us. I don’t 
really know where Redd’s men went. He might have left just 
a skeleton crew on the Fancy and left for his own ship. The 
Ferdinance?”

“Fer de Lance. The ship is French.”
“I know that. It’s your own sailors who called it that other 

name. And anyway, she’s gone. Redd’s ship. Sailed off some-
time in the night. When we climbed over the rail and ran 
along the main deck, we only saw a few men up there. There 
was only one stationed below, but there might be men waiting 
at the other stairs. Where are all the others?”

Stone shook his head. “I don’t know. Earlier, when they 
paraded me around the ship, it was full to the gills with Redd’s 
men. Why did he leave so few here? Was he that confident 
that we’d not escape or that the men would not rebel? And 
why leave with the Fer de Lance? I don’t know.” He scratched 
his beard. “What time is it now?”

“A little before dawn. Maybe a half-an-hour. The sky was 
beginning to lighten up when we boarded.”

“What’s the plan, then?” I said to Stone.
“Take back the ship, of course. Let’s get the crew freed 

first.”
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“How do you know the rest of your crew is loyal? You had 
traitors in your midst for the past year.”

“All the mutinous dogs were a part of the Brethren of the 
Cross, weren’t they? They should be with Redd now.”

“Not necessarily. But we can put this to the test. Let me 
handle it.”

We crept around the galley toward the forward com-
panionway. There was only one guard there, the bald man 
from the rigging crew. He was dozing on the steps, yet sprang 
to life when he heard us approach. He raised his pistol, but 
Glory launched a massive hand and knocked the weapon 
away before he could fire it. Seconds later, the man had been 
restrained, tied up and gagged. I suggested they stow the 
bald man with the livestock. Vengeance belongs to the Lord, 
I knew that. But poetic justice is almost as satisfying.

Redd’s men had lashed a pair of cannons on top of the 
boards securing the lower deck. Glory tugged the ropes loose 
and shoved the heavy guns aside. Once the weights were re-
moved, we could pry the planks up as well. We heard grum-
bling below, and when we’d opened up a hole, a shot rang out 
and hit the wall behind us. At least one person was armed on 
the lower deck. I braved a glance down into the hole.

“Anyone loyal to Captain Stone? If so, send that man for-
ward and I’ll put a bullet in his brain for his troubles. The rest 
of you will go free.”

We heard some discussion below, followed by a single 
voice directed upward. “Is that you, Roberts? You filthy 
dog?” It had to be Wexford. “I always knew you weren’t to 
be trusted. Have you reneged your oath and sided with that 
black-hearted pirate Redd?”

“Tell me you’re the man in charge down there, Mr. 
Wexford.”
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“Aye, that’s right. Come a bit closer so we can discuss it.” 
I heard the scrape of a ramrod against a barrel. Wexford said, 
“And we can also take care of a problem that’s been plaguing 
us for days and days.”

“Hold your gun. Gentlemen, I give you Captain Stone.”
“More lies. Is that the best you can do? Show your face 

again and I’ll blast it clean off.”
“Belay that, Mr. Wexford,” Stone said. “We’re opening 

the hatch. Lend a hand or stand out of the way.”
Once we had the boards cleared, the bosun was the first 

up the steps. “Glad to see you, captain. We’ve been on pins 
and needles waiting to see what would happen next. Now it’ll 
all turn out well.”

“We’re not over the worst of it yet. We still need to secure 
the ship, and I doubt we can do it quietly. That shot you fired 
raised the alarm for sure.”

Wexford shook his head. “I heard shots fired all night 
long, and no one raised a ruckus about it.”

“I dare say we still don’t have a lot of time. Is Mr. Talbott 
down there with you?”

“No, sir. I’ve not seen one officer. We figured they were 
held elsewhere, same as you. We do have Mr. Franks and Mr. 
Hardy.”

“How many men can you trust? I need an even doz-
en — good enough for a brawl — to take with me to the main 
deck.”

“Aye, aye, sir. Give me two shakes.” He called down for 
the men he wanted and they gathered at the top of the steps. 
Many of them were Hardy’s oarsmen.

“This is your plan?” I said to Stone.
He ignored me. “We’re going up and taking out Redd’s 

men one by one, if we can. I want one of you to take that 
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man’s place and act normal. I don’t know if Redd’s ship is 
nearby or if he’s watching, but I don’t want to warn him that 
anything is amiss. The rest of you,” he nodded to Wexford, 
Peter and the others of our group, “stay here. We should have 
the ship in our control very soon.”

The captain was true to his word. No more than five min-
utes passed before Stone came back with the report. They 
had replaced the dozen of Redd’s men standing watch with 
loyal men from the Fancy. Wexford had let the others trapped 
below assemble up on the gun deck to wait for orders. The 
bosun, sadly lacking his rope quirt, had to hiss at the men to 
keep the noise down until all was clear.

Stone held up his hands to quiet the men. “All is well. 
We’ll bring the prisoners down here to keep an eye on them. 
No sign of the Fer de Lance either, so it looks like we’re off 
scot-free.”

“Something’s not right,” I said to Marta. Peter and Glory 
had gone off to take care of some other details and only Marta 
had stayed on the gun deck with me.

“What do you mean?” she said.
“Why would Redd leave so few men on board? Why 

would he depart with the Fer de Lance and not anchor his 
ship here? It makes no sense. Taking back the Fancy was just 
too easy.”

She laid her hand on my arm. “Perhaps God is smiling on 
us and let us have an easy victory. Perhaps it is a blessing.”

I didn’t buy it. “God also told us to be innocent as a dove, 
but shrewd as a serpent. My serpentine instincts don’t like 
this one bit.”

One of the more curious members of the crew cracked 
open a gunport and called out to Stone. “Captain! The Ferdi-
nance is coming around the bend at full sail!”



Chapter Thirty

“Steady on! Hold your places!” Stone barked that com-
mand at the men up on deck. The captain stationed himself 
halfway along the companionway, keeping an eye on both 
the main and gun decks. “You men below, form up your gun 
crews and load the port side cannons! Leave the gunports 
closed! We’ll save that for the last moment.”

The men sprang to obey. Wexford shouted at the crews, 
flailing his arms without his quirt, but the men worked faster 
all the same. The cannons had been lashed to the hull and 
it took several minutes to heave them about into the right 
orientation. Six men crowded around each gun, a man for 
each function of firing. The first swabbed the inside of the 
barrel, a perfunctory action at the moment, but much more 
critical when the cannon had fired already and the barrel was 
hot. Powder monkeys delivered packages of powder to the 
second man, who cut the package and loaded the powder into 
the barrel. Another plunged the package down the length of 
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the barrel, to the breech end. Yet another lifted and rolled 
the ball inside. A pair of sailors tugged on ropes and pulleys 
to run the carriage out toward the gunports, but there they 
waited. On Stone’s command, the men would open the ports, 
finish running out the guns all the way, apply blocks and aim 
quickly, and then touch the breech point with the punk. The 
cannon would fire, sending its deadly ball toward the other 
ship.

Captain Stone gave the crew a running commentary 
of the action on the water while they labored. “The Fer de 
Lance continues right at us, sails at full. No unusual activity 
that we can see. She’s not signaling — no mirrors, no flags. 
Keep things casual, don’t stare,” he cautioned the men above. 
“There she goes, finally bearing off sail. Four have gone slack, 
topmen working at them now. It will be five or ten more min-
utes before we’ll have our best shot. Hang in there, men.”

Marta gripped my arm again. “I should go join Peter in 
the surgery, in case I am needed.”

“That’s a good idea. I’m not much help in there these 
days.” I pointed to the aft companionway. “I’ll see what kind 
of view I can get from another vantage point.”

What I really wanted was to peek out of one of the gun-
ports but I didn’t want to tip off the crew aboard the Fer de 
Lance. That was out, but the wardroom had windows and it 
would be safe enough to watch the other ship’s progress from 
there. I would also be out of the way of the gun crew and off 
the main deck.

I met Glory on the stairs. He must have had the same idea, 
for he gestured me onward and followed me to the stern-most 
cabin. We were both surprised to find another man already 
sitting there when we opened the wardroom door. It was the 
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armorer, Edwards. He sat on the bench, with his back to us, 
and studied the approach of the Fer de Lance.

I stopped cold in the doorway. Glory crowded closer to 
see around the frame. Questions peppered my brain: If Stone 
and the crew had cleared the ship, how had Edwards escaped? 
Did he defect once again? Did the captain know he was still 
here?

The traitor glanced back at me and offered a weak smile. 
“Come to watch the end of it all? View’s pretty good from 
here.”

“What do you mean — the end of it all?” I said. With 
Captain Redd looming ever closer, the moment seemed an 
odd one to be discussing philosophy. Glory pushed past me 
and kept an eye on both the man and the ship.

“You’ve clearly escaped. Taken back the ship. Stone is out 
there right now, planning some kind of revenge on Captain 
Redd. But that’s Stone’s style. Everything out in the open 
for all to see. Give the man a glorious battle, ships cutting 
through the high seas and pounding each other with can-
nons. That’s how he’d like it. One captain might win, another 
will lose. But that’s the difference. Captain Redd, he doesn’t 
like to lose, so he always stacks his cards. Puts things in such 
a way to give him the edge.”

Glory leaned in and Edwards slid further down the 
bench.

“I think we have the upper hand now,” I said. “Your Cap-
tain Redd still thinks the Brethren of the Cross control the 
ship. Even now, the Fancy is ready to blast away at his ship 
when it comes alongside. I can argue all day long about the 
morality of this kind of ambush, but Stone clearly has the 
advantage here.”
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Edwards shook his head. “Stone is loading his cannons? 
Watching the other ship? Waiting until the last moment to 
open his ports and run out his guns? Quite predictable of 
him.”

“Predictable? I think he’s just trying to make the best of 
what he has.”

“True, and that would be good enough. But Redd knows 
exactly what Stone is doing. Surprise does not give you an 
advantage when your enemy is prepared for it.”

I fixed my eyes on the Fer de Lance. She was slowing 
down, creeping closer, her bows still pointed at us. Two more 
minutes and she would turn and pull up alongside the Fancy. 
Two more minutes and Stone would call for the ports to open 
and the guns to fire. The broadside would surely crush the 
other ship’s hull.

“This isn’t what I wanted. Not really,” Edwards said, his 
gaze back out the window as well. “I signed up for new lead-
ership, new opportunities. I thought Stone was holding us 
back. Really, it was those Letters of Marque and his insis-
tence on observing them. Didn’t he know what restrictions 
those letters put on us? We could have been much more suc-
cessful as free agents.”

“You mean, as pirates?” I said.
He shrugged. “There’s little difference between a priva-

teer and a pirate. We all serve the ship and her master. Hoist 
the sails, stow the goods, endure the lash. In the end, we all 
end up shot to bits by cannon, stabbed by some other lost 
soul, or caught and hanged. But it’s not really about the duty 
we have or the consequences we face. It’s all about how much 
life, how much drunkenness and debauchery we can stand 
before our fate catches up with us.”

Edwards waved in a vague manner at the ship outside the 
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window. The Fer de Lance was making her turn, starting to 
show her starboard flank to us. “But Redd . . . Destruction 
and mayhem is his motto, all in the name of revenge against 
Stone. I didn’t sign up for any of that. Simply wanted some 
gold to retire with and to live a better life. Both Redd and 
Stone want vengeance. They’re stuck on it, obsessed with it. 
That’s not good for the profits.”

He shrugged. “But here we are, profits all but forgotten. 
And here I am, at Redd’s beck and call. Doing his bidding, 
even if I don’t want to.”

“You know,” I said. “It’s not too late to throw your lot in 
with Stone.”

“Oh, it’s entirely too late.” He chuckled. “A few moments 
from now, the captain won’t ever be able to forgive me. After 
what I’ve done.”

Fifty yards away, the Fer de Lance glided into place, draw-
ing parallel with the Fancy. In a few moments, Captain Stone 
would call for the broadside, would fire the cannons in hopes 
of destroying Redd’s ship. In a few moments, something Ed-
wards had done would seal his fate. In a few moments, Cap-
tain Redd would be alongside with his ship, even though he 
knew what was about to happen. At that moment, the Fer 
de Lance’s gunports were already open. And Stone had com-
plained about someone hammering on something all night 
long, something metal.

“You spiked the cannons,” I said.
Edwards nodded. “And packed them with powder,” he 

said, but I turned away and ran out of the wardroom. I skipped 
the aft companionway and headed straight for the main deck. 
The gun crews wouldn’t listen to me if I was crying doom and 
destruction. But they were waiting for word from the captain 
and they would listen to him. If only I could get to him first.
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“Open ports! Run out the guns!” I could hear Stone bel-
lowing from his position in the forward companionway. His 
head was just visible through the clutter on the deck.

“Wait!” I yelled. But I was still too far away. I ran, duck-
ing past the mizzen mast and alongside the covered opening 
to the hold.

“Raise colors!” Stone pointed back at the men on the 
quarterdeck. They snapped to their task.

“Stop!” I waved frantically and caught Stone’s eye.
He spared me only a glance and then turned his eyes 

toward his nemesis on the ship a hundred feet away.
“Fire!”
Beneath my feet, the deck cracked like lightning and 

rumbled with thunder. Captain Stone fell back against the 
steps and slid down beyond my sight. Out of the port side, 
I spied debris flying in all directions, some of it chunks of 
wood, some of it bits of metal, some of it other things. There 
may have been a cannonball or two, but none of them reached 
the other ship. All the cannons from the broadside had 
exploded.



Chapter Thirty-One

I kept my footing somehow and skated the rest of the 
distance to the companionway. The moans and cries of the 
men on the gun deck reached my ears about the same time 
I reached the opening. Smoke poured from the hole, a drag-
on’s maw belching dark plumes. Something down below was 
on fire, the belly of the beast smoldering with unquenchable 
coals. I couldn’t see the gun deck. I couldn’t even see the 
captain, and I knew he was right there at the bottom of the 
steps.

My hand on the rail, I fumbled down the flight and found 
the captain sitting at the base of the stairs. His breath was 
heavy, taking in the smoke and the misery floating all around 
him. “Blast that man. After all we suffered, he still got to us. 
Still played one more trick.”

“The armorer spiked the cannons and overloaded them 
with powder,” I said. “That was the noise you heard last night. 
Weakening the barrels.”
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“More betrayals. More traitors. No matter what I do, that 
problem will plague me until I die.” The smoke thinned out a 
little around us. Stone had his head tilted upward, searching 
the sky. “It won’t be long now, I’m sure.”

“We don’t know that. God might have other ideas. He 
tells his people, ‘For I know the thoughts that I think toward 
you, says the Lord, thoughts of peace and not of evil, to give 
you a future and a hope.’”

“I’m not sure what sort of future we have after this. Redd 
will certainly not suffer me to live. And you, even you may find 
yourself facing the noose for your part in our adventures.”

I shrugged. “My hope and my future ultimately do not lie 
in this world, but in another. A greater one.” 

“I wish I could believe in such a thing.”
“You can. It takes only a little faith.”
The sound of cannon fire from the Fer de Lance inter-

rupted our theological discussion. With her gunports open 
and her cannons ready, she had now decided it was time to 
open fire on the helpless Fancy. Several shots struck home and 
I heard the planks smashing around us and splinters whiz-
zing through the air like arrows from an army of archers. Our 
sheltered little cove might soon become our watery grave. If 
that happened, I would have been on two ships that sank in 
the past week. I doubted I would survive to try a third.

“Come along then,” the captain said. “Like you said, we 
are not done for yet. My son is down below somewhere and 
the rest of my men are counting on me as well.”

I leaned in. “What will you do?”
“I have some ideas, but I’ll need to go up on deck and strike 

the colors. I hope that pirate Brumley has enough decency to 
honor our surrender. Or at least I hope he has enough desire 
for revenge to want me alive. Then we’ll see what we can do to 
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stop him for good.” He waved at the gun deck and the mess 
laid out before us. “Go down and see what you can do to help. 
Find Peter for me, make sure he’s safe, and get him working 
on what men he can.”

Stone stood up and ascended to the main deck, keeping 
his back straight and walking tall, daring fate to end his life 
before he had to surrender. I turned away and looked toward 
the morass of metal and wood and meat. The air hung thick, 
a warm and rich fog, sticky with smoke. Nothing for it but to 
plunge into its midst.

There was much confusion on the once familiar deck, but 
it was less clouded than I first thought. I crouched low, stayed 
under the smoke where the fresh air was. I inspected the port 
side, where much of the planking had been shredded from 
the explosion. Some of the lower deck could be seen through 
gaps in the floor. The gunports hung by a single hinge or were 
completely gone. Cannons had fallen askew on the deck, like 
soldiers who’d collapsed from exhaustion, heedless of where 
they lay. Most of them had burst wide open and bled smoke.

The men were in poor shape as well, but few were out-
right dead. I stumbled across two or three who were blinded 
and burned. There was nothing I could do for them yet. Some 
others had splinters, and still others shrapnel, and one man 
sat hard on the deck examining the stump where his leg once 
was. He wouldn’t last long without help.

I came across Peter, who ministered to those he thought 
stood the best chance of living. Not surprising, I also saw 
Marta’s shaved head bent down over a patient, wrapping a 
bleeding arm tight. I touched her elbow and she glanced my 
way.

“Are you okay?” I said.
“Fine. Are you here to help?”
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I looked around, offered up a prayer. “No. It looks like 
you and Peter have things under control, as much as that’s 
possible. I need to find out what the captain is up to, and 
where I can help him.”

The Fer de Lance had ceased her firing, the pounding 
thankfully over with. Stone must have lowered his flag. I 
turned to leave and bumped into Wexford. He seemed fine but 
had the look of someone who had suffered too many losses, 
seen too much death. He stared at me for a long moment, his 
face blank. When he finally focused, the bosun said:

“Does he need men?”
I remained still. “Who, the captain? What do you 

mean?”
“Does he need men to mount up a defense?”
I didn’t want to break it to the man that his captain, his 

hero, had just surrendered. Wexford must have thought it was 
time to repel a boarding party. “Bring as many as are healthy 
and able onto the deck,” I said. “They’re no use down here.”

He wandered off. I had no idea if he’d follow my direc-
tions or not. I went up to the main deck, glanced at the few 
men standing listless there. Stone was on the quarterdeck. 
I joined him and watched two boats from the Fer de Lance 
stroke their way toward us. Glory mounted the ladder and 
stood beside the captain until Stone noticed him.

“Ah, good. You’re still here,” the captain said. “Gather up 
able-bodied men. Find Hardy and have him lower the boats 
on the starboard side. Quickly now!”

“I asked Wexford to bring all the men on deck,” I told 
him. “Those that are still in one piece.”

“Good, that’s good. We need all the distraction we can 
muster. But no pistols, no sabers in sight. Not yet. Tell the
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men to stow them nearby, within easy reach. We’re surren-
dering, but we’re not done.”

During his time on deck, he must have thought of a plan. 
I rushed down the companionway and found Wexford once 
more, ushering the fit members of the crew onto the main 
deck. I relayed the captain’s instructions to him and the 
bosun nodded. Keep the men unarmed, but stash the weap-
ons nearby.

On my way back, I spotted Glory and a few of Hardy’s 
oarsmen lowering the longboats out of sight from the other 
ship. In the presence of the two brigs, the boats seemed small 
and vulnerable, yet they couldn’t be missed. Any sailor worth 
his salt would spot them, whether they headed for the island 
or anywhere else. I climbed back up to the quarterdeck and 
found the captain discussing strategy with Hardy and the 
rest of the men.

“There’s not much of a chance you can get close enough, 
but we’ll be doing everything we can to keep the crew on both 
ships occupied. If things go poorly, head for shore and don’t 
look back. Otherwise, try to angle around and board the Fer 
de Lance. Several of our own are captive there. Find them, 
and they may be able to help. Who knows? A handful of you 
might have a chance to take the ship, especially if we lure her 
captain over here to the Fancy. Godspeed.”

The oarsmen filed back to the rail, grabbed the nearby 
lines and dropped down to the waiting boats. Glory showed 
up at my side once again and he reached over to tap the cap-
tain’s shoulder. Stone pulled his gaze off the enemy ship and 
stared at the big man. “Yes? What is it?”

Rather than spell it out on his slate, Glory simply pointed 
to the men boarding the boats.
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“You wish to join Hardy and his men?”
Glory tapped Yes.
“Very well, my friend, you may go. You are worth ten or-

dinary men and no doubt you will be of use over there. God-
speed to you as well.”

Glory nodded to the captain and then turned toward 
me. He folded his hands, closed his eyes and bowed his head. 
I got the gist. His eyes cracked open and he gave me a big 
smile. Then he was off to the boats.

Stone retreated aft, to the very end of the quarterdeck. I 
let him alone, to savor what few moments he had left, and I 
took my usual position at the base of the ladder, on the main 
deck. The longboats from Redd’s ship drew up to the ruined 
port side and the men tossed grapples over the rail. In a steady 
stream, the crew from the Fer de Lance poured over the side, 
pistols and sabers drawn. Stone’s men backed away, keeping 
their heads and hands down.

Captain Daniel Redd came aboard last. He wore the 
same riotous red coat I’d seen him sporting in Port Royal. 
His hat was just as outrageous, a large black affair with three 
white ostrich feathers swooping off the side and toward the 
back. His face bore a self-righteous smirk.

“Well met, losers and lackwits,” he said. “Today is the day 
that you go to meet your maker.”



Chapter Thirty-Two

Redd mounted the quarterdeck with all the poise of an 
actor taking the stage for his final scene. He called out to his 
men: “Bring everyone out on deck. We’ll have a full house 
here today to witness the end of Captain Stone and his vil-
lainous crew.”

The armed men pushed all of us aft to make room on the 
deck for the others, those on the lower and gun decks. With 
all of Redd’s men, as well as the crew of the Fancy, I doubted 
we’d all be able to squeeze in. I had not seen the whole crew 
gathered together since the day Captain Stone inducted me, 
the day I had signed his wretched ship’s articles. But I saw 
there were a number of notable people missing from those on 
deck. Ship’s master Talbott, master-at-arms VanVelt and the 
navigator Sam Brown were all presumably prisoners on the 
Fer de Lance. Mr. Hardy and his oarsmen, along with Glory, 
were over the side, out of sight — or so we hoped. Some of the 
traitors had been left on the Fer de Lance, but Edwards and 
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the bald topman were among those aboard the Fancy, point-
ing weapons at their former colleagues. The missing others 
were those who had died since that earlier day, Stubbins, 
Bonny Bailey, DuChamps and many others. Stone’s crew had 
certainly diminished.

I climbed the ladder to the quarterdeck to escape the 
crush of men below. A dozen or so of Redd’s men waited 
up there, weapons at the ready. Captain Stone rested at ease 
against the stern rail, while Captain Redd paced back and 
forth until his audience had gathered. He spotted me and 
nodded. Then his eyes lit up with an idea and he called for 
select others to join us on the quarterdeck. “Let’s give some 
of you a better view. Where’s that boy, Peter? Bring him up 
here. And Mr. Wexford. Bring him too. Who else? Do you 
still have that big man? Glory? He should be here too.”

Stone shook his head. “Gone.”
“Shame. He would have made a lovely slave once again. 

We could have removed his thumbs and had him do small, 
meaningless tasks for us.”

Redd’s men parted and shoved Peter and Marta forward 
onto the quarterdeck. Peter’s face was dark red. “Sir! They 
stabbed the men I was trying to help! Outright murdered 
them! Men perfectly capable of a full recovery, given time, 
and they ran them through!”

Stone’s mouth leveled into a firm line. “That’s not in keep-
ing with common decency,” he said to the other captain.

Redd shrugged. “My men understand my methods. In-
jured crew members are a liability. Best to end their lives 
quickly and give them a death with honor, rather than let 
them suffer infections or indignities. Losing a limb, for ex-
ample, leaves them living as less than human.”
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“By God above, you will pay for this and every other in-
justice you’ve perpetrated on these waters.”

For a moment, I thought perhaps Stone had embraced 
God’s truth. Upon further reflection, however, I concluded 
he was still fixated on earthly revenge. Vengeance is mine, 
declares the Lord, and for me, that was enough. I knew that 
God’s vengeance was more final, more eternal, more just, and 
more to be feared than anything Stone could do to the noto-
rious pirate.

Redd sneered. “I spit in God’s face and thumb my nose at 
him. He has no say in my life and I am free to do my own will. 
On my ship or on any ship, I am my own master, I am my own 
King, and I am my own God, and none can say otherwise.”

Vengeance belongs to the Lord. Vengeance belongs to the 
Lord. Captain Daniel Redd was getting on my nerves. Ven-
geance belongs to the Lord.

Stone pushed away from the rail. “Well, Gordon. What 
will it be? How shall we end this miserable reign of yours? 
With sabers? Pistols at ten paces? Or shall we strip down and 
grapple with each other as base men do, to see who can throw 
whom overboard?”

The other man laughed. “The name is Captain Daniel 
Redd. Or have you not heard of it? Do you not know of the 
bloody and glorious deeds done by that name? You will get 
your fill of it, I’m sure. I think, though, that it is entirely ap-
propriate that you call me Gordon. Very soon, I will resume 
that name, when I turn you over to the authorities.”

“What do you mean?” Stone scowled.
“On this day,” he said, loud enough for the entire ship to 

hear. His voice carried through the thick silence. “This day, 
April the Fifteenth, of the year 1678, the valiant crew of the
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ship Fancy, under the command of one Gordon Brumley, 
has overcome the dread pirate ship Fer de Lance. Following 
months of tracking her and chasing every rumor, we have fi-
nally captured the ship and taken her captain, a man who 
calls himself Daniel Redd but was born one Charles Augus-
tus Stone. There was a glorious battle,” he waved his hands, 
encompassing both ships, “but we have prevailed. Tragically, 
there were many losses. And there might be many more 
losses.”

Redd drew his pistol and cocked it. He took several mea-
sured steps across the deck and pointed the gun at Peter’s 
head. Stone jerked forward, but stopped himself from any 
further movement.

“There might be more losses,” Redd repeated. “If your 
crew does not immediately surrender and play along.”

The only sound on the ship was the lapping of water 
against the side. All eyes were riveted on Redd and Stone 
and Peter. Hardy and his boats should be on their way. The 
scene on the quarterdeck would certainly count as a fine 
distraction.

“Unfortunately,” the pirate continued, “we had to let the 
Fancy sink and we were forced to take control of the enemy 
vessel. We braved the weather, took our chances with re-
straining so many captives, and returned to Jamaica. And 
we brought the infamous Captain Redd, née Charlie Stone, 
to the governor for trial. Despite his well-reasoned protests, 
there were abundant witnesses who confirmed that this man 
was the same Captain Redd who performed all the various 
and sundry despicable deeds throughout the West Indies.

“The governor had a duty to fulfill and he ordered the 
man to be hung as a pirate, and his body to be put in a gibbet 
as a warning to others who would ply the same trade. Mean-
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while, Captain Brumley and his crew, late of the Fancy, were 
all rewarded for their efforts in bringing such a notorious 
pirate to his inglorious end.”

Some of Redd’s men cheered, while those loyal to Stone 
simply muttered. I wondered if Brumley could pull it off. 
He’d been carousing through the Caribbean for a year, build-
ing the unreputable character of Captain Redd. Now that he 
had his nemesis in hand, could he truly pass off the pirate’s 
identity to Stone and let him suffer for it?

“No,” Stone said. “It won’t happen that way.”
Redd jammed the pistol hard against Peter’s head. “You 

think not? Do you really think you have a say in this affair? 
You are simply the straw man, the puppet in this production. 
Watch as we pull your strings.”

Stone took a breath and straightened. “Go ahead and 
shoot. And know that you will have to shoot each and every 
one who does not agree with you.”

Redd lowered the pistol and stepped off to the side. “If 
that’s what it takes to get what I want, then so be it. I will 
shoot them all.”

“But why? Is this the kind of legacy you want to leave? A 
trail of bodies so wide and so long that no one will remember 
anything else you did except shed innocent blood?”

“Why do you think I chose the name Redd? And it is not 
my legacy. It is yours that I built for you.”

Stone crossed his arms. “At least make it a sporting 
chance. Help give your story a better spin. You can capture 
the infamous pirate after a stunning saber duel. Or match 
wits with him over an exchange of pistol shots. I’d rather die 
in that manner than suffer the smearing of my good name 
with your lies.” His eyes were fixed on Peter. Stone was the 
boy’s name as well.
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“I could have you hung, even if you were dead. But if you’re 
going to be a pain, if you insist on fighting or making some 
sort of foolish stand, then I will simply have to shoot you 
now.” Captain Redd raised his pistol again, aiming straight 
at Stone’s chest. Unlike before, this time he meant business. I 
shifted closer to the two of them.

Stone kept his arms crossed. “I refuse. I will not bow 
down. I will not surrender. I will not partake in your lies, 
even if that means my crew suffers. I will stand for the truth 
and I will stand for what’s right.”

His men heard these words and broke out in a cheer. 
Captain Stone turned his head toward them and gave them 
a determined grin. I kept my eyes on Redd, watched his face 
contort and his eyebrows constrict, and then I moved.

I was a bit too slow.
Redd’s pistol cracked and the bullet grazed Stone’s shoul-

der. The impact was just above my head, as I had ducked 
down and charged at Stone to get him out of the way. My 
flying tackle propelled us to the rail and we landed in a heap 
on the deck. Stone grunted in pain.

He hissed in my ear: “What in the world did you do that 
for?”

“Saving lives,” I told him. “I’m saving lives.”



Chapter Thirty-Three

Rough and callous hands separated us and stood us up 
on our feet, ready or not. Peter hurried over and caught hold 
of his father to keep him upright. Meanwhile, Captain Redd, 
his countenance the color of his name, marched over and 
slapped my face with his spent pistol. The metal rang against 
my cheekbone and the pain exploded upward into my head. 
With as many knocks and blows to my head as I’d suffered in 
the last week, I was surprised I could still put two coherent 
thoughts together.

“What was the purpose of that?” Redd demanded. “Do 
you really think you or any of your crewmates could save this 
precious captain of yours? And who do you think you are 
anyway? The last time I spoke with you, you’d only known 
Stone a few days. And yet you feel inspired to leap into danger 
and try to save him?”

I swallowed bile and fought down the waves of pain.
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Things came into focus, thanks be to God, and I was able to 
give an answer. “It wasn’t for him.”

Redd stood there blinking, his face blank as new canvas. 
Even Stone raised an eyebrow, despite the pain in his clouded 
eyes. Peter was busy binding his father’s wound, but I knew 
he was listening.

The pirate finally spoke. “You jumped in front of the 
pistol, disregarding the danger, pushed this man aside — and 
it wasn’t to save him?”

I shook my head. “Oh, it was to save him. But I would 
have done the same for any man on this ship. As far as it 
depends on me, I would prevent any further bloodshed here 
if I could.”

“You would have done the same for any man,” Redd re-
peated. He scratched his cheek with the barrel of his gun. 
“Any man on your crew?”

“No, not just that. Anyone. Your crew, Stone’s crew. 
Anyone.”

Stone stretched out his good hand. “Don’t listen to him. 
He’s crazy, not even a proper sailor, just an odd fellow we 
plucked from the sea.” He sucked air through his teeth as 
Peter tightened the bandages. “He’s supposed to be a diplo-
mat or something, but you can see how lousy he is at that.”

“Diplomat, yes,” I said. “Don’t forget natural philosopher 
and theologian.”

With a twirl of his pistol, Redd said, “But you claim you’d 
do that again. For any man on this ship?”

 “My savior has already done the same for me, and much 
more. It is written, ‘For scarcely for a righteous man will one 
die; yet perhaps for a good man someone would even dare to 
die. But God demonstrates His own love toward us, in that 
while we were still sinners, Christ died for us.’”
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Redd blinked again and slowly turned away. He held out 
his open hand to one of his crewmates. The man passed him 
a soft cloth. Captain Redd faced me again and proceeded to 
clean his pistol, take a small flask from the mate, pour powder 
into the barrel, tamp down a wad of wool and at last, load an-
other bullet. He handed the reloading implements back to 
his mate and waved the man forward.

“Prove it,” he said. “Cummings here will stand opposite 
me, by the rail. Go ahead Cummings.” The man frowned at 
his captain but obeyed without a word. He stood right where 
Stone had been standing before.

“Good, good,” Redd continued. “And now you, sir, will 
stand in front of him. But before we commence, I want to 
explain that Cummings is one of my very best men. He kills 
on command. He plunders at will. He rapes and burns and 
pillages like no other. If you’ve studied heaven and hell — and 
if you claim to be a theologian, then I’m sure you have — you 
would have to agree that this man is destined for hell. If there 
is such a place.”

Like a boulder tumbling down a steep slope, I saw where 
this scenario was heading. “Yes. It is entirely possible he will 
end up in hell. But only God knows the man’s heart. His true 
nature.”

“His nature is as vile as the worst reprobate and his heart 
as black as they come. Are you still willing? Are you prepared 
to die for him?”

I took my place before the notorious sinner and stood 
my ground. Cummings was several feet behind me. I worried 
that Redd’s bullet might go through the both of us. I squared 
my shoulders. “I am.”

Meanwhile, I lifted up a prayer, a simple little thing that 
my Lord prayed at such a time as this: “Thy will be done.”
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Redd cocked the pistol, raised his left arm to steady the 
weapon upon it, and took aim. To my right, Stone struggled 
against Peter, but his son held him back. Everyone else held 
his breath. The morning was a beautiful one, I noticed, with 
clear skies and bright waters. A perfect day to die.

The pistol fired.
I don’t know where the bullet went. Cummings, behind 

me, ducked his head at the shot. The bloodthirsty and terri-
fying pirate did not want to come face-to-face with his maker 
just yet. I stayed rooted on the spot and marveled at being 
alive another minute, perhaps another day.

Captain Redd cursed. “Missed. One moment, please.” He 
approached, pulled the man Cummings over, and retrieved 
his tools from the mate. He started reloading his pistol right 
in front of me, pouring the powder loosely into the barrel.

“You’ve made your point,” Stone said to the pirate. “We 
know Tom is a crazy, religious nut —”

“I’m a theologian,” I protested.
Stone waved me down. “He proved he would stand in 

front of your vilest dog. You don’t have to try again.”
“No, no,” Redd said, jamming the ramrod into his pistol. 

“I want to kill a theologian today. It’ll make me feel so much 
better. And then we can get around to killing anyone else who 
wants to stand in the way. Perhaps this cabin boy of yours 
next?” He motioned to Peter.

The sound of cannon fire stopped us short. The Fer de 
Lance had fired one of her deck guns down at a pair of boats 
rowing furiously across the water toward her. All of us rushed 
to the rail to witness the action.

Hardy had taken the boats around the bow of the Fancy 
and struck out toward Redd’s ship. They’d gotten halfway 
across the distance when some bored sailor had spotted them 
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and raised the alarm. The deck gun, while an excellent notion 
for attacking a larger ship, couldn’t quite reach the steep 
angle needed to hit either one of the two longboats coming 
toward them. The initial shot splashed several yards beyond 
the target.

“What is this?” Redd did not sound upset, but almost 
gleeful. “Some sort of coup d’état? Did you think you could 
slip a few men over to my ship and take it unawares?” He 
put a finger to his chin. “This kind of thing might have 
worked — in the dark, perhaps. But not this morning. What 
a pitiful effort! Surely you can do much better than this, Mr. 
Stone, you notorious pirate.”

Their efforts did seem pitiful, especially when the crew 
on the Fer de Lance decided that muskets and small arms 
were a better answer to the challenge. They set the two boats 
in their sights and opened fire. Target practice time. For a few 
moments, the boats kept to their course but had to veer off 
when the hail of bullets from the ship got to be too much. We 
could see men falling out of the boats, whether seeking cover 
or falling out from being hit, we could not tell. One of those 
men was Glory. It was hard to mistake his dark, hulking 
form. He went over the side and disappeared into the water.

The shots from the Fer de Lance let up for a moment, as 
a commotion on deck interrupted the shooters. There was a 
brief struggle, a few men flailing at each other, and then more 
shots. Some of those men flew off the deck and into the water 
below.

“It appears your officers aboard my ship tried to put up 
a fight. Perhaps your own master-at-arms objected to the 
shooting. It is painful to watch your own men die. And now 
he will surely drown. Ah — look! There go the rest of your 
mates.”
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We watched helpless as several more men plunged into 
the water. A rough cheer, punctuated by laughter, broke out 
among Redd’s crewmates on the Fer de Lance. Their captain 
smirked and resumed loading his pistol.

The men in the water made prime targets for the buc-
caneers, who started shooting again. The oarsmen, seeing the 
plight of their fellows and their officers, tried to row near. 
Every stroke brought them closer to certain death. All of 
them were doomed, whether it was drowning or musket fire 
that would seal their fate.

I gripped the rail with white knuckles. During times such 
as these, I sincerely wished for the Lord to return, to descend 
from heaven on a cloud of fire and set everything right. But I 
also knew his timing was not my timing, and sometimes in-
justice had to be borne so that grace could intervene in other 
areas.

When the drama unfolding on the water had reached 
its most hopeless moment, and when Redd had turned away 
to resume his grand soliloquy, there was another cry from 
the Fer de Lance. A sudden, pitched battle broke out on the 
main deck. The buccaneers, as a collective, stopped firing. It 
was hard to make out what was happening, but some mas-
sive object moved quickly along the rail, knocking men down, 
flinging others into the water. 

I finally caught a glimpse of Glory, dripping wet and car-
rying — of all things — a lit torch. I had no idea where he got 
that from.

He continued battling his way across the deck, taking 
down more men through sheer momentum, and miracu-
lously avoiding the saber thrusts and pistol shots sent toward 
him. Or perhaps he did not avoid them, but simply let his 
tremendous constitution absorb the blows and bullets as he 
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pushed through. A concentration of men, a mass greater than 
his own, impeded Glory’s progress at the mizzenmast and 
then he was gone — the frame of his body obscured and the 
flame of his torch extinguished.

Things got quiet again aboard the Fer de Lance. The men 
had ejected the captives from the Fancy, had repelled the 
boats and the boarding party, and had even taken down the 
big man himself. For some reason, against all my expecta-
tions, no shots at the swimmers rang out. No cheering or 
laughter drifted over to our ears. No waving nor signals nor 
flags. In fact, I could barely make out anyone on deck and 
those I could see were just rising to their feet, dazed looks 
about them. Where was everyone?

Captain Redd shook his head and turned away, closing 
the chapter on the action across the water. “A valiant attempt, 
Mr. Stone. A well-played gambit, distracting me with your 
little theologian and your talk of making a stand. But your 
tricks have run out, as surely as your luck has. The morning 
waxes on. Let’s finish our business and get on with our day. 
Why, I haven’t even had my breakfast —”

Behind him, the Fer de Lance exploded. The planking 
amidships simply vaporized and left the vessel in two awk-
ward pieces, neither of which was fit to float. The shockwave 
from the explosion hit us at once, staggering everyone on 
deck. We were struck deaf and dumb, as if God had cracked 
the heavens open right before us, in one thunderous clap.

Captain Stone was the first to recover. In one motion, he 
pulled a saber from the belt of a nearby sailor and plunged the 
blade into Gordon Brumley’s heart.



Chapter Thirty-Four

The Fer de Lance sank into the water at the same time 
Brumley slid off the saber and crumpled to the deck. Redd’s 
ship bled men into the water while the man himself leaked 
blood onto the wood.

My mind was numb from the sudden turn of events. I 
was still able to summon words. “What did you do that for?” 
I demanded of Stone. “Why did you stab him?”

Stone dropped the bloody saber. “Men like him won’t 
change, won’t reform. His actions proved that. Better that 
he’s dead and no longer a menace to the rest of us.”

“But then you’re just like him! What makes you any dif-
ferent? Your morals? Those can’t be applied whenever it suits 
you and ignored the rest of the time. Otherwise you’d be no 
better than a pirate!”

That time he did not ring my bell. I might have deserved 
it, my behavior might have justified it, but he simply shrugged 
the insult off.



The Pirate Investigator ���

The last bits of the enemy ship disappeared below the 
surface. I could still see the dark bulk through the clear blue 
water. Another relic littering the seafloor. Another plaything 
for the fish. Another grave for men I once knew. I didn’t want 
to think about that yet.

“Pick up those men!” Captain Stone yelled down to the 
boats. Hardy whistled and brought the two longboats around 
to start the rescue effort. Meanwhile, a handful of Redd’s 
crewmates still on the Fancy scrambled to their own board-
ing boats and shoved off toward shore.

“Hey!” someone shouted.
“Leave them,” Stone said. The two boats skimmed past 

the men floating in the water, and cut straight for the sandy 
beach. The men landed and at once fled for the jungle. Any of 
their mates still swimming were picked up by Hardy and his 
men, along with the officers and others from the Fancy.

All around us on the main deck, there was a steady and 
quiet retaking of the ship. Stone’s men reached out and re-
lieved Redd’s men of their weapons, many of the latter still 
in shock over the loss of their ship and their leader. The ones 
on the quarterdeck, those mates and officers closest to Redd, 
surrendered as well. There wasn’t enough fight left among 
them to rub together and keep a man warm. Even Cum-
mings, the fellow I’d protected with my own body, gave up 
his guns and descended to the main deck to stand or fall with 
his mates.

Marta broke loose from her spot and gripped my sleeve 
with both her hands. “What happened? On that other ship? 
What happened to Glory?” Tears pooled and threatened to 
spill. Real ones this time. The genuine article at last.

“I don’t want to talk about it,” I snapped. “Go and help 
your boyfriend Peter.” I took her shoulders and pushed her in 
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that direction. She went, but hung her head even as she stood 
by the surgeon.

Stone advanced to the edge of the quarterdeck. He took 
stock of the takeover. “Don’t hurt anyone unless he resists,” 
he said. “We’ll discuss what we will do once we’re all back on 
board.”

Most of the men responded by sitting and waiting. A few 
others watched the boats draw near and then jumped for-
ward to help their fellow sailors onto the deck and then stow 
the boats. Peter and Marta left to go below decks, either to 
seek out more injured or perhaps to prepare the dead. Once 
all were gathered on deck who were fit enough to be there, 
Stone laid down his ultimatum.

“Every man on this ship has a choice before him today. 
It doesn’t matter where you came from, whether you crewed 
the Fer de Lance for Captain Redd or whether you were a 
loyal man here aboard the Fancy. Whether you were one of 
those who sought to betray me on my own ship or whether 
you were compelled to serve with Redd on his. None of that 
matters now. That is the past.”

I spotted a few of the traitors that Stone had in mind: Ed-
wards, who had cracked me on the head and had spiked the 
cannons, and the bald topman we had tied up earlier. Unless 
I was mistaken, it was sounding like Stone was capable of 
forgiveness after all. But it didn’t make up for striking down 
Redd, and it didn’t make his recent actions right.

“Your choices today,” Stone said, “are these: First, you can 
go ashore. We can ferry you over or you can swim for it. You 
will be branded as pirates, having travelled with Daniel Redd. 
You may be safe in the wilds or you may be hunted down. But 
you would be your own man, you would make your own way, 
and you would suffer your own destiny.



The Pirate Investigator ��9

“Second, you can officially join the crew of the Fancy, help 
fix up the ship and sail it to Port Royal. At that time, anyone 
may leave his post and go in peace. If I am asked, I will con-
firm that every man on my ship is a loyal crewmate and not 
a part of Redd’s or any other pirate’s crew. Stay aboard or go 
ashore, it will be your choice.”

Captain Stone straightened his posture. “There is a third 
choice. The traitor’s choice. You may decide to stay with us, 
but deep down you harbor evil in your heart. Maybe you 
think you can still get some kind of revenge on me or my men. 
Maybe you think you can still defame me as a pirate. Maybe 
you think there is more profit in betraying the entire ship. 
Either way, your heart will be tested and you will be cursed. 
We will find you out and hunt you down. No man will rest 
until you have paid for turning against all of us. I pray none 
of you think you can get away with this choice.”

Most stayed, even those who had been a part of the Breth-
ren of the Cross. Those who left did not know Stone — they’d 
heard nothing of him but the lies that Brumley had told 
them. They had no reason to trust him. In all, there were two 
dozen men who made their way ashore to hide or run for the 
remainder of their lives.

The men left aboard the Fancy got to work. The ship’s 
master, Mr. Talbott, and the navigator, Mr. Brown, had both 
survived the ordeal. They took their positions on the quarter-
deck. Wexford and a gaggle of new bosun’s mates coaxed the 
crew into putting things back in order. There was much to do 
on the gun deck to repair the gaping holes in the ship’s hull. 
I went below and sought out Peter in the surgery. He had 
at least a dozen bodies stacked here, waiting to be wrapped 
and surrendered to the sea. The only man I knew by name 
was the quartermaster, Ed Franks. The others were gun crew, 
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deck hands, topmen, and whoever else had been caught in 
the explosion of cannons and took the worst of it. At least 
half had saber wounds as well, thanks to Redd’s overzealous 
mates who had “ended their suffering.” I shook my head at 
the sight.

“Where did Marta go?” I said after a moment of star-
ing at the dead. Peter was writing in a logbook, while Jimmy 
Turtle poked through the dead men’s things with a finger. 
The girl was nowhere in sight.

“I think she went forward. The yeoman’s store.” 
I nodded, expecting no less. She had gone to face her 

grief. I was avoiding mine. After a wave to Peter, I left.
I stumbled through the tangle of hammocks toward the 

sliding door of the storage closet. It was open and I could 
hear her muffled sobs inside. At least she wasn’t making it a 
big production.

“Come out where I can see you,” I said. “I can’t talk to you 
in there.”

She crawled out and looked up at me with big eyes. Her 
nearly bald head made her a ridiculous sight. I had no idea 
what she’d done with her hat.

“You really need to get that hair grown out again. So you 
can look like a proper girl.”

“And what if I don’t? What if I decide to shave it off every 
week?”

“Now you’re just being cantankerous.”
“And you are being an idiot. I can’t make my hair grow 

any faster.”
“It’s not about the hair. It’s about . . .” I pulled on my lip. 

“Change. And doing something about it.”
“Do? What am I supposed to do? I cannot do anything 

about it, or it will give me away. I cannot cry, cannot talk 
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about it, cannot mourn for him like he deserves. He was the 
only true friend I had on this ship. He took great care with 
me, always gentle, always protecting, always providing . . .”

“And he laid down his life for you. What he did helped us 
all, but I’m sure he was thinking of you.”

Her tears redoubled, creating a veritable waterfall down 
her cheeks. “You are not helping.”

“You wanted to talk about it, didn’t you?” I said. “Isn’t 
this what you wanted? To get it all out?” She covered her face 
but I pulled her hands away. Exposing her. She struggled 
against my grip. “He fought his way onto that ship. After he 
fell into the water, he swam over and climbed a rope. Then he 
pushed and shoved his way past one man after another. Who 
knows how many blows or bullets or stab wounds he took? 
The only thing he brought with him was that torch. He must 
have planned for this all along. He must have made it to the 
magazine, bruised and bleeding and barely alive, and he lit 
up all that gunpowder with the torch. He blew the ship and 
himself to smithereens! You still want to talk about it?”

She finally pulled free and covered her face again.
“You know what I think? I think he was wrong. Misled 

maybe, got his facts mixed up. He said he knew the Lord, but 
he’d been around pirates too long, seen too much violence. 
When the crisis came, when all was hopeless, murder was the 
only answer he could come up with.”

“Maybe God told him to do it.” Her eyes peered at me 
between her fingers.

“I doubt it. Only during the conquest of Canaan did God 
condone that kind of violence. It was his people taking his 
land, but even so they had to consecrate themselves over and 
over for the bloody task.”

“I don’t care. Your fancy theology means nothing to me. It 



Derrick Tribble�9�

does not matter what he did right or what he did wrong — I 
will remember him well, as a great man and a gentle man who 
suffered much. And as a man who gave his life for me.”

I nodded and turned away from her. “Fine. As for me, I 
will remember him as a misguided man, a tortured soul, and 
in the end, a pirate.”

She launched herself at me and I let her beat her fists 
against my back for a minute. And then I walked off. There 
was only so much pain I could bear.



Chapter Thirty-Five

April 16th, 1678, a Saturday

The crew spent the rest of the day repairing the Fancy, 
putting things back into proper order and paying respects to 
the dead from both ships. Many of those bodies were already 
at rest, lying exposed under the water or blown to bits in the 
massive explosion of the Fer de Lance. The others we secured 
in canvas bags and released into the bay. I said prayers for 
their families and loved ones, but questioned whether any of 
these cruel men had people who loved them. I prayed harder 
for the lost souls still living aboard the ship.

The next morning began with an overcast sky with an 
ominous gloom. We set sail toward Port Royal. There were 
some hiccups in maneuvers, some deficiencies in the new 
crew, but Stone, Talbott and Wexford sorted things out. I 
wandered along the rails, staring into the water, looking for 
mermaids or dead men I once called friends.
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I overheard two deckhands talking treasure. “What of 
your share? What do you think you’ll do with it?”

The other man, an older and grizzled mate I’d never laid 
eyes on before, said, “Never thought I’d get a share, not espe-
cially after the Ferdinance blew. But like ye said, some good 
rum and a good woman would suit me fine.”

“You were from the Fer de Lance?” I asked the grizzled 
man. “And the captain is giving you a share of the plunder?”

“Full crew — that’s what he said. We got to be full crew 
and we get a full share. I suppose he don’t want any of us 
thinking we wasn’t well taken care of.” He put his finger into 
his ear and dug for wax. “Will there be enough to buy a bit of 
land, do you think? I always dreamed of being a farmer.”

“Don’t rightly know,” the first man said. “But I might do 
that too, if I have some left over.”

I doubted there would be. Most of these sailors would 
waste it on gambling, drink and harlots. I’d been in the town 
waiting for them. I’d seen firsthand what snares were set. The 
only ones getting richer were the businessmen and women in 
Port Royal.

Soon enough, the famed port eased into view. We 
rounded the corner with Fort Charles keeping watch over 
us and we eased into Kingston harbor. There were a large 
number of ships in the sheltered waters that day, almost as if 
there were some sort of event taking place. As before, Stone 
kept his distance from the quay and anchored in the middle 
of the harbor. He then proceeded to pay out the crew.

A long line of men waited patiently on deck, hat in hand, 
while the current plunder was inventoried, tallied and di-
vided. The first ones to get paid ran over to the boats and 
demanded to be put ashore immediately. Hardy and the oars-
men kept the peace, telling the newly rich that there would be 
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plenty of time in the day and that they should wait until the 
boats were full.

After a while, the men began leaving the ship, boatload 
by boatload. When fewer than a quarter of the men were still 
aboard the Fancy, two other longboats rowed alongside and 
called out for permission to board. Stone and Talbott rose 
from the accounting table and went to see who it was. Two 
men climbed up the side and over the rail, and found the cap-
tain waiting there with a scowl on his face.

“Stone?” said one of the puff-shirted men. Not only were 
his shirt and vest ruffled and tucked, but he also wore a com-
pact wig. It was too hot a day for such an affectation. I took 
him to be some sort of port official. The other man was tall 
and otherwise unremarkable, but had the good sense not to 
be wearing a wig.

The captain nodded at the question.
“You’ll need to come along with us. The governor has 

some questions for you about your activities upon the high 
seas, in and around Jamaica.”

“Well,” said Stone. This sounded very much like an 
arrest.

“If you resist,” the wig-man said, while he pointed down 
to his boats. “I have men below who will start shooting your 
crew, and if we wave a flag, then the fort will open fire on your 
ship as well. I recommend you cooperate.”

“What does this man stand accused of?” I stepped over 
to the two worthies.

The wigless one peered down at me. “Are you Stone’s rep-
resentation? Are you a lawyer?”

“No, I’m a philosopher, and a theologian and sometimes 
diplomat.”

“Part of this crew?”
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“Not so much, but I was just —”
“Have you sailed with the ship very long?”
“As a matter of fact, they picked me up out of the water. 

That was, let me count now, only a week —”
“You will come along with us as well,” the wigged one said. 

“Stone, you can go down now and we’ll question the rest.”
The captain sighed and rolled his shoulders. “Let’s get 

this thing over with.” He climbed down and boarded one 
of the waiting boats. They wasted no time but immediately 
started for shore. The second boat tucked underneath the rail 
and the tall man nudged for me to descend onto it. A handful 
of others joined me there, including Peter, Marta, Talbott, 
Wexford, VanVelt and Brown. We followed the other boat at 
a distance. We kept our silence.

Once we landed at the pier, a troop of men with muskets 
surrounded us and escorted us up the hill, along the streets 
filled with pubs, shops and houses of pleasure. The men 
didn’t speak to us at all and kept us going at a steady pace 
toward our destination. I was expecting the governor’s house 
or a council room, someplace nice, but they put all of us in 
one small room that had a single door. The few windows were 
high and inaccessible. The furnishing in the room consisted 
of a table and two chairs and that was it.

“Have we just been arrested?” Peter said. He stared at 
the door, our only way out. He might have been expecting 
his father to come through at any moment, but we had no 
further sighting of the captain.

“Yes, we’ve been arrested,” Wexford spat.
“I’m not so sure,” I said.
Wexford kicked the wall, which was made of stone. “Did 

we come of our own free will? No. Can we leave if we so felt 
like it? No. Didn’t we come here surrounded the entire time 



The Pirate Investigator �9�

by a troop of armed guards? Yes we did. I think that means 
we’ve been arrested.”

“But what for?” Peter said. “Was it Redd’s crew that 
turned on us? What if those men we let go came to Port 
Royal and started spreading lies? Does the governor think 
we’re pirates?”

“I don’t know,” I said. “But I’ve seen the inside of a jail or 
two.” I didn’t want to waste time with the details. “And this is 
nothing like one. I think they don’t know what to do with us. 
They may just want to ask some questions and figure things 
out.”

That prediction turned out to be true. One by one, the 
guards cracked open the door and called for someone to go 
and speak with the governor and his men. One by one, the 
men from the Fancy disappeared through the door, never to 
be seen again.

At the end, Peter, Marta and I were the only ones left. 
Peter paced the room, but didn’t say much. One time he 
asked, “What should I do when it’s my turn?”

“Tell the truth. That’s all they want.”
“I hope you’re right.” When he left, he was as pale as a 

ghost, like a man walking off to his execution.
After that, Marta and I sat in silence. She was not pre-

pared to forgive me of my cruelty from yesterday. I was not 
prepared to forgive Glory of his outrageous and senseless sac-
rifice. We had nothing else to talk about. I had no idea what 
sort of life was in her future, what her prospects were, what 
opportunities she had. For all I knew, she would end up as 
she feared, a beggar or a slave or a strumpet. She might have 
finally learned her lesson — that there were worse things 
than marrying a man you didn’t love. But there was no going 
back. A lesson learned, an opportunity lost. 
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When she was called, she left without saying a word. 
That was fine with me.

I sat there for ten minutes, alone, and then they came for 
me. Two men armed with muskets led me across a wide yard 
to a squat building made of white stone. Inside, in what might 
have been a grand dining room, there were half a dozen men 
sitting in judgment behind a long table. A single chair sat op-
posite them in the middle of the room. No one else I knew 
was in sight. I had no idea what had happened to the others, 
or to Stone, and for the first time I wondered if I should have 
been more worried. Perhaps they had been thrown in jail, or 
executed. I was next.

“Sit please,” came the command.
The men didn’t bother to introduce themselves. One of 

the ones in the middle might have been the governor, but I 
doubted it. He had the look of an ill-tempered ferret. He 
shuffled through a stack of papers and notes.

“You are Thomas Roberts?”
“Yes, that’s me.”
“You came aboard the ship Fancy after an attack. Is that 

right?”
I settled into my chair. “Yes, that’s right. The other ship, 

the Horner, had been sunk.”
“Sunk by the Fancy?”
“Yes.”
“Were you aware that England is not presently at war 

with the Dutch?”
“I was. But the captain of the Horner chose to fly a French 

flag, thinking the Fancy might have been a French corsair.”
“And this Dutch ship sank will all hands? All but you?”
“Yes.”
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“So the crew recovered no plunder from the ship, the 
Horner?”

“No.” My spine itched. I ignored it and tried to sit still.
“During your time aboard the Fancy, did you encounter 

any other ships?”
“We chased after a Spanish merchant.”
“Did the captain fire upon her?”
“Only at her rigging. Then she hove to.”
“And how would you describe the captain’s behavior 

aboard this Spanish ship?”
“The Santa Lucia?” I pulled at my lip. “I don’t think he 

ever boarded her. Only a handful of us went on that ship, 
to see if what the Spanish captain told us was true — that 
he had been attacked by pirates already and had no cargo or 
valuables left.”

“Then the crew recovered no plunder from this ship 
either, the Santa Lucia?”

“No.” I was getting a sour feeling about this inquest.
“Any other ships in your recollection?”
“We passed an English vessel and wished her 

Godspeed.”
“Any cargo or valuables trade hands?”
“No, we didn’t even stop.”
“Other ships?”
“There were two French ships. One merchant ship and 

one escort.”
“Did Captain Stone fire upon these ships?”
“Only when the escort cornered us and shot at the 

Fancy.”
“Any plunder recovered from those ships?”
I frowned. “The escort got away. The merchant ship . . . I
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think we only took on some food and a few planks of wood to 
fix up the damage we took. She mostly carried supplies such 
as those.”

“So only food and supplies taken. Any other ships?”
“Just one more, the Fer de Lance.”
“Captain by the name of Daniel Redd?”
“Yes, but the crew knew him as Gordon Brumley, former 

first mate from the Fancy.”
The man frowned and leaned toward me. “And what 

became of the Fer de Lance?”
He surely knew the answer already. I hesitated. “It 

exploded.”
“No plunder of any kind, nor any treasure of any kind 

was recovered from that ship?”
“No sir.”
The men at the table broke into a brief consultation. They 

leaned toward each other and spoke in low but forceful tones 
about something that really fired up their passions. At long 
last, the spokesman, the man-ferret, turned back to me and 
stared straight at me. Even a good fifteen feet away from him, 
I felt the urge to scoot my chair back. He scowled.

“Mr. Roberts,” he said. “I want you to consider this ques-
tion very carefully. Based on Captain Stone’s behavior during 
the brief time you sailed with him, on how he treated his men, 
on how he accounted for the treasure he claimed, on how he 
dealt with prisoners, enemy ships, slaves, other captains and 
any figures of authority, would you please answer this ques-
tion: Do you consider Captain Stone to be a pirate?”

That was the sticking point. From the beginning, I had 
repeatedly accused Stone of piracy. His lifestyle and his 
choices rubbed me the wrong way. The manner in which 
he had flaunted his commission to pursue goals of plunder 
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and revenge struck me as selfish ambition and vain conceit. 
The meanness of spirit that arose during times of hard-
ship — whether confronting a mutinous crew or taking a 
verbal lashing from his adversary — that spirit spoke of a 
moral morass in his very soul. The man was clearly a pirate in 
all senses of the word.

But so was Gordon Brumley. And though Stone had at-
tacked the Santa Lucia, Brumley had gone further and tor-
tured her crew, while Stone had shown them mercy. And even 
though Stone had murdered Brumley in cold blood there on 
the quarterdeck, from that same quarterdeck he had forgiven 
all those who had betrayed him. Brumley would never have 
done such a thing.

However, the deciding factor was not which man was a 
bigger pirate or who was a worse human being, but which one 
could still change his ways. Which one could still repent.

In the end, I had to shake my head and say, “No, he’s not 
a pirate.”

I prayed that God would strike me dead right there for 
such a lie. But he didn’t.



Chapter Thirty-Six

April 17th, 1678, a Sunday

I saw Stone only one more time, on the docks of Port 
Royal.

After the inquisition was done, I wandered the streets of 
the harbor town but couldn’t quite bring myself to enter any 
of the pubs or inns along the way that might have an open 
room for me. It was all too likely they housed harlots and 
other debaucheries. Instead I headed up to the church at the 
top of the hill, where I had talked before with Father James.

The doors were open, but no one was around. I found a 
pew near the back and huddled up for the night.

The next morning, several parishioners shuffled in and 
made loud harrumphing noises to wake me up. I hadn’t real-
ized it was Sunday.

“I was praying,” I said, straightening my rumpled clothes.
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“This is a holy place,” one elderly lady told me. “Go find 
somewhere else to pray.”

I took that as a divine directive and left. Considering my 
options, I found I had none and headed to the docks. Maybe 
someone else was hiring investigators.

Stone was there, speaking to several men and gesturing 
out to the Fancy. The men looked askance at the ship, as if a 
direct gaze or a careful study would send the fragile vessel 
plunging beneath the water. I waited at a respectful distance, 
and when Stone concluded his business, he spied me and 
swaggered over.

“Well, if it isn’t Tom Roberts. I wondered where you had 
gotten to after the meeting with the governor’s men.”

“I’ve been here and there. I couldn’t return to the Fancy, 
not knowing what sort of welcome I’d have.”

He glanced back at the men at the end of the dock. “I’m 
not sure the new owners need a theologian on board.”

“You sold the Fancy?”
He nodded. “I’ve been asked to return to London. I’ve 

been assured a lucrative post waits for me there, plus I have 
a chest full of goods that belongs to the King. He’ll want his 
due, after all.”

“I was afraid the questioning yesterday was about some-
thing else and that we’d all end up in prison or hung. But 
they weren’t interested in your actions, so much as what ships 
you’d captured and what plunder you’d taken.”

“Taxes. The governor wanted to make sure he got his 
share before we sailed out of his reach.” He snorted. “Govern-
ment is always the same. As for me, I wouldn’t bother return-
ing to England or consider the position there if it weren’t for 
other opportunities that I want Peter to pursue.”
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“You think he can become a physician? It requires lots of 
studying.”

“He has the brains for it. If the government post doesn’t 
work for me, I’ll set up some little shop, a place selling im-
ports maybe. Just a little work to keep me busy while he de-
votes his time to his studies.”

“He will do well,” I said.
“Your plans? Will you stay here? I know Jamaica is not 

your favorite place, but you could take your share of the plun-
der and buy passage to any other island in the West Indies. 
Or you could come with us back to England.”

“No, thank you.” I never told him I hadn’t taken my share, 
even if it was my right. I couldn’t justify that to anyone, much 
less to God.

Stone turned to face the harbor and the clutter of ships 
gathered around. “We sail out tomorrow on the Eastern Voy-
ager. There are a number of crewmates who also wanted to 
go back. Seeing family or trying out normal lives again. As if 
any of us really could. I know what you think of men like me 
and my crew.” He scratched his beard. “I wonder, after all the 
time you spent with us, if you ever did discover a thief among 
us. Obviously, I had misjudged the loyalty of my men.”

“There was a thief — just one — but I don’t think I can 
prove it now.”

“Who was stealing from me?”
“The cook, Jacob Tearney. The doors outside the vault, 

and even inside the vault, were coated with that grease of his. 
There was no reason it should have been there, especially on 
the inside. He greased his way past the guards, getting them 
drunk on his ‘special rum’ that the crew talked about. He 
borrowed their keys, slipped through the silent doors to the 
inside. Once there, he had to grease the hinges and pop off 
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the doors to get at the gold, because only you and Wexford 
had keys to the inner locks.”

“Where did he hide the treasure then? We searched all 
over for the missing items — at least, I know Wexford did.”

I shrugged. “He stowed it in the one place he thought no 
one would look. The barrel of his special rum. He always had 
his eye on it and the vault guards were motivated to help him 
keep it safe, as long as they got their samples of the liquor.”

“But they didn’t know what was in there?”
“Of course not. Only Tearney did. But now? I’m sure he’s 

taken the keg and run off with it — the gold, the rum and 
all.”

Stone cracked a grin, a peculiar and nasty grin. “On the 
contrary, I believe Tearney has also booked passage on the 
Eastern Voyager. I’ll have to corner him during the journey 
and ask about this special rum of his. If I make his time on 
that ship uncomfortable enough, he just might confess.”

I laughed. “He might at that.”
“Here come the young ones,” Stone said. He waved at two 

figures strolling down the dock, hand in hand. Peter looked 
the same as he did before, dressed in sensible canvas pants 
and a sturdy linen shirt like he wore on the ship. His com-
panion was decked out in a simple cotton dress and a hat with 
a wide brim. She smiled as they drew closer. It was Marta, 
finally wearing the proper attire.

“This is quite a change,” I said to her. “You now look like 
a girl.”

“I am not a girl,” she said. “I am a grown woman and am 
ready for my next adventure. I will follow Peter to his home-
land, the big and important island to the north. England!”

“Don’t get too excited. It’s colder and less hospitable 
there.”
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“I do not care. Peter and I will make ourselves a cozy and 
warm home. If you are ever in the area, you are welcome to 
come and visit anytime.”

“So this is it, the life you chose. You ran away from mar-
riage before, a lucrative betrothal to the son of a wealthy 
merchant, and you’ve now made plans to marry a penniless 
student who hopes to someday be a physician.”

“Not quite so penniless,” she said. “Look at what my 
fiancé gave to me in pledge. He found it among the trea-
sure and pulled it aside for me.” She showed me a ring on 
her finger with a large ruby embedded in the setting. It was 
Delany’s ring.

Captain Stone’s eyes grew wide. “I would have remem-
bered such a stone if that were a part of the plunder we were 
dividing. Did you steal it?”

Peter didn’t answer. Instead, he grinned at all of us. I 
shook my head.

Pirates!








