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  Story Description

A childhood fascination with legendary pirates leads Michael Paige, a young architect from New York City to relocate his family to South Carolina to salvage a shipyard with a pirate past. But he finds more than he bargained for when his young son Timmy is thrown into the crosshairs of Billy McDevitt, the town bully with a family secret that brings forth the ancestral spirit of a swashbuckling pirate back from the past. The countless confrontations with the infamous son of a merchant seamen take their toll, prompting Timmy to seek refuge inside his own imaginary world of comic book friends. The stroke of the midnight hour awakens a mystical spirit with mittens of magical powers named Monty The Magnificat, who appears at the foot of his bed. He is captivated by Monty's similar story about an evil TomCat named Butch, who bullied his way through the streets of Calico forcing every feline to run for cover. The supernatural encounter leaves him to wonder if Monty was just a figment of his own wild imagination. However, in the days ahead his dream becomes more real when Monty appears for a second time to enlist his help to save his mother from Simon who is the most evil TomCat ever to enter Cat's Eye Alley.
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Michael Paige, an architect in lower Manhattan was in his office putting the finishing touches on a construction project when he noticed a manila folder being slipped under his door. Inside the folder, he found a newspaper clipping describing how commercial developers were about to buy out a fleet of ships in Black Sails Bay ​that dated back as far as the seventeenth century.

As he stared at photographs of the old ships about to be scrapped for profit, stories he had read as a child came rushing back to him. One summer vacation he became particularly fascinated with a Reader’s Digest story about ​Black Sails Bay ​off the Carolina Coast and the renegade pirates known to anchor their ships there.

The folklore about mysterious voodoo rituals surrounding the harbor attracted sailors who dabbled in black magic and often wrought havoc among the colonist.

Rumor had it that pirates would hide their treasure around the bay, because they believed the spells cast by a powerful sorceress would protect it.

The lure of the Atlantic Seaboard that once played host to pirates reignited Michael’s passion to explore the bay. He was convinced that the article was a sign that Black Sails Bay ​held the key to something more, and he wanted to find the answers.

His wife of eleven years welcomed the idea of raising her family in a town shrouded in mystery. After all, Monica had been born in Colonial Massachusetts and grew up listening to the infamous story of the Salem Witch Trials that took place back in 1692. At the tender age of fifteen, Monica was so fascinated by the people accused of witchcraft that she entered the annual art contest for Salem Town’s local newspaper. She won first place for her charcoal sketch of Tituba, one of the first women to be accused of practicing witchcraft.

This moment defined her fascination with the arts and lead her to pursue a career in art history at Brooklyn College, where she met and married Michael Paige and subsequently had two children. Timmy, who just celebrated his ninth birthday, was small for his age but made up for it with his huge imagination. His little sister, Jackie, who would be four years old next spring, was a budding actress who would break into song at a moment’s notice.

This family dynamic of creativity overflowed into a shared interest and fascination with art objects that had shaped the past and led to the exciting world of scavenger hunting for the whole Paige family. The occasional weekend family ritual would take place at their nearby park or else in their spacious loft apartment, where they would search for hidden vintage items carefully selected from their personal library.

Scavenger hunting became an important family event and a way for Michael and Monica to share their love of history with their children. It didn’t take long for Michael to realize his children couldn’t resist the game, which prompted him to pitch the idea of relocating to a town whose pirate past could mean treasures left behind long ago. The perfect place to escape the hustle and bustle of big city life was about to become the key that would unlock doors to century-old secrets.

The Paige family set off on their long journey well prepared with sing-a-longs, word games, and places to stop for picnics along the way. But after hours and hours of driving, exhaustion began to take a toll on everyone. Michael took the next exit into Harrisonburg, which was seven miles from the exact midpoint of Mount Crawford Virginia.

The trip felt like an eternity to the children who were cooped up in the back seat of the station wagon with moving boxes and bags of clothing piled up to the roof. The nearby sandwich shop was a comforting sight to everyone as they pulled in to restock their food supply for the final leg of the journey.

As Monica took the children to wash up, she passed a crowd of travelers hovering around a television set in the back of the shop. The National Weather Service had interrupted the regular scheduled program to alert the public to the arrival of a storm off the coast of Carolina that was due to land the following day. Soon after, Michael returned with the Paige family favorite, a bubbling hot pizza with extra cheese, which brought cheers of delight from the tired children. “We’ll be there before the storm hits,” Michael remarked as he watched the children gobble up their pizza.

“That’s a relief.” Monica looked up and smiled as she packed up the extra snacks to take in the car.

“All the same, we better get moving. It’s going to get dark soon.” Michael added.

An hour into the trip, an emergency weather update interrupted Monica’s favorite country station. The storm had moved in faster than predicted and was going to make landfall along the South Carolina Coast on the very day they were to move into their new home.

“We’ll have to drive straight through if we want to beat the storm.” Michael’s voice held a note of urgency.

“Thank goodness the children fell asleep before the alert came over the radio,” Monica replied. She rummaged in the glove compartment for the road map in the hope of finding shelter as they drove into the path of the storm. Unfortunately, they’d passed the last of the rest stops miles before, and there was no turning back.

The next few hours became a traveler’s worst nightmare as Michael struggled to drive through the powerful gusting winds. Lightning suddenly cracking its whip across the sky woke the children. Jackie let out a scream so loud Timmy covered his ears. She grabbed her Hello Kitty blanket and was hiding underneath it just as the sound of rolling thunder boomed overhead. The storm was taking its toll on the old station wagon as it swerved along the muddy road. A firm grip on the steering wheel was the best Michael could do to hold the car steady against the wild winds that tried to throw it off course.

“We’re heading right into the storm,” Michael said. He glanced anxiously at Monica.

“How old do you think those trees are?” Monica wondered, staring at the limbs thrashing in the wind.

“Well, they look as though they have been here for hundreds of years,” he replied.

“Maybe there are superheroes hiding in the forest,” Timmy blurted out excitedly.

“You‘re silly,” said Jackie as she peeked out under her blanket.

“Not as silly as you,” he said tickling his baby sister.

Unexpectedly, the windshield wiper froze making it difficult for Michael to see as he desperately tried to find the entrance to their new home. He pictured the three-story, Southern-style mansion with eight rooms and a servants’ quarter dating back to the 1500s and standing on 800 acres of land overlooking the Carolina Coast. Flowering dogwoods, blackjack oak, and sassafras were among the many beautiful trees that surrounded the historical home.

He squinted through the windshield. Ah! There was the turn. But just as he was about to make the turn, an enormous bolt of lightning came crashing through the trees, forcing him to jam on the brakes. It was eerily silent for just a few moments as they all took a deep breath, until an ominous cracking sound could be heard directly above their heads.

“Hold on tight,” Michael said as he threw the car into reverse and pressed hard on the gas. Within seconds, a huge tree branch broke off and crashed to the road, missing the car by only a few inches.

“Are you up for a challenge, son?”

“What do you mean, Dad?”

“I need your help moving the branch out of the way.”

“This is so cool.”

“Hurry! The rain is coming down hard,” said Michael.

Jackie scrambled over the front seat and snuggled in closer to her mother. “Mommy, I’m scared.”

“Don’t worry, honey. Everything will be all right.”

Timmy was able to lift the lighter, narrower end of the branch while his father grabbed the heavier end. They pushed the branch away from the front of the car, but not before they were soaked clear down to the bone.

“Get into the car son. We have to move fast,” Michael shouted.

Jackie quickly crawled into the back seat as her brother jumped in next to her.

“I’m freezing,” he said as he sat shivering from his soaking wet clothes.

“You can share my blanket,” she uttered as she tucked it under his chin.

Monica moved closer to her husband and held on to his arm as he drove over the broken branches that littered the road ahead. As he tried to straddle the gullies in the road, the car began to tilt to one side.

“Look Out! We’re going to tip over,” Timmy shouted.

“Hold on tight, everybody,” Michael said urgently.

Jackie tumbled down onto the floor of the car, bouncing around with every turn until the road began to smooth out and the car was finally clear of danger.

“Mommy, Mommy!” Jackie sounded as though she was going to cry.

“Everything is all right now, sweetheart,” Monica said, turning to look down at her.

Timmy began to conjure up ideas for his first adventure as he gazed deep into the forest. Often, his wild imagination brought him into a world of make believe where villains and goblins ruled the world.

“Do you think we will ever meet a real pirate dad? Timmy asked.

“Pirates lived in this town in the 1700’s and could be related to some of the townspeople here,” Michael added.

“Wow! That would be awesome,” said Timmy as he leaned down to pull Jackie up on to the seat.

“Ok everybody. Just a little bit longer said Monica as she gathered her belongings.

Suddenly, another gaping hole appeared in the road forcing Michael to swerve the station wagon one last time away from danger. Shortly after, a sigh of relief came over everyone as the difficult journey finally came to an end.

Chapter 2
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At long last, the tiring drive was over and there through the trees stood the biggest house Timmy and Jackie had ever seen. On the count of three, everyone grabbed something from the car and dashed for the house. Monica pulled out a large can of soup and a block of American cheese from the travel cooler and set it on the kitchen table. A steaming hot bowl of tomato soup with a grilled cheese sandwich seemed to save the day for everyone.

“My mother used to make this for me every time a storm passed through our neighborhood. I always felt so warm inside with every bite,” Michael commented.

“Yummy, I love grilled cheese,” Jackie said, as she sat, still shivering from the storm.

“Let’s go see what’s upstairs after we eat,” Timmy added.

As soon as the two children had finished their soup, they bolted up the stairs to embark on their very own version of a scavenger hunt for hidden treasures.

“What’s in that room?” Jackie curiously asked. The sense of adventure was so exciting that she forgot all about being scared and ran ahead down the long dark hallway. She climbed onto a wooden step stool that sat outside the old rickety door and stretched as far as she could to reach the doorknob. As she leaned into the door, it slowly opened as if someone from the other side were giving her a hand. She squeezed her pint-size body through the opening and discovered an old wooden chest in the far corner of the room.

“Look what I found,” she shouted to her brother as she struggled to open the lid to the old chest.

“Ok, Jackie. You grab this end and pull up with all your might.”

But Jackie’s big smile turned into a pout as she looked down at the pile of dirty old rags left behind by the previous owners.

“Wait! What’s that sticking out?” her brother said as he pulled some of the rags from the trunk.

Jackie reached her little hands deep down into the bundle of rags and squealed with delight when she pulled out a beautiful doll with tattered clothing. She didn’t waste any time hugging her new doll and rushed out of the room so fast she ran straight into her mother’s arms.

“Look what I found, Mommy. Can I keep her? Can I keep her please, please, please?”

“Of course, you can, sweetheart. Why don’t you take her with you to bed tonight?”

“Oh boy! I just love her and she’s all mine.” Jackie hopped and skipped down the hall, beaming.

Timmy was still busy pulling everything out of the wooden chest onto the floor until he noticed a small brown leather pouch inside a pair of old slippers. He desperately tried to open the pouch, but the leather straps were tied together too tightly.

“Dad! Dad!” he yelled as he rushed down the stairs and into the kitchen.

“What an old pouch. Grab me a knife out of the drawer, son.”

The tip of a carving knife did the trick as Michael twisted the drawstring just enough to open the pouch.

Inside was an old piece of silk cloth that was wrapped around a rusted old metal object.

“What is it, Dad?”

“You found a very old compass that was used by ship captains long, long ago.”

“Wow! How does it work?”

“Well, the magnetized pointer that is set to the north heading will move freely according to the Earth’s magnetic field.”

“Oh boy! But, uh, what does all that mean?”

Michael glanced out of the window. “Well, the rain has slowed down a bit, so grab your raincoat and come outside. Don’t forget the compass. Now, I want you to stand by the large blackjack oak tree down by the entrance to the house.”

Timmy jumped over every puddle he could find as he made his way to the old oak tree.

“Now, aim the compass at the house while keeping your elbows by your side, and tell me what it reads,” his father shouted.

“Wow! It’s pointing to the letter N, but what does that mean again?”

“It means our house is on the north side. Let’s get back inside, Timmy. There’s still a lot of work to be done before nightfall. We can take another look at the compass tomorrow.”

Once inside, Michael stacked some logs inside the fireplace and prepared to get the chill out of the house before they all turned in for the night.

“Keep the compass in your pocket at all times, he said, and if you ever get lost in the forest you can use it to find your way home.”

“Aye, aye, Captain,” Timmy said with a smile as he threw some kindling onto the fire.

A few hours relaxing in front of a cozy fire roasting marshmallows and telling stories made it easy for the family to settle in on their first night in their new home. Their long journey had ended, and everyone in the Paige family was looking forward to sleeping in their new bedrooms. The rooms weren’t quite ready, but they were a welcome sight after traveling through the brutal storm.

Before the sun had a chance to rise, a crack of lightning woke the children. They stumbled sleepily over to the rain-beaded window in the far corner of the room and looked down into the yard below.

Strange sounds echoing through the air prompted Timmy to press his ear against the window. Faint cries were coming from a pile of branches lying on top of a rusted old bicycle beneath the window. Something was pinned underneath and trying desperately to break free. The children ran quickly down the hall to wake up their mom and dad.

“Dad, Dad. Wake up. Something is moving in the yard,” Timmy muttered, shaking his father’s arm.

Monica and Michael followed their children back to the bedroom and peered out the window to see if the children were letting their imagination run away with them. To their surprise, there really was something trapped in the yard. Michael ran back to his room to grab the blanket off his bed to shelter him from the heavy rain until he reached the rusted old bike. As he carefully lifted the bike and looked underneath, he saw a frightened little kitten mewing sadly.
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