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​How the Pirate Got His Hook
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Have you ever met a pirate with a hook for a hand? Of course you have. They’re everywhere—swinging from ropes, pointing to treasure, scratching their beards, or stirring their stew with that great gleaming hook.

But do you know why pirates wear hooks? No? Then let me tell you the very first tale of the very first hook-handed pirate, who was once the proudest man ever to sail the seven seas with two perfect hands.

His name was Captain Finnegan Fingal the Fifth, and he had ten fingers finer than fiddlesticks, softer than sea-foam, and shinier than freshly polished gold. He wore lace gloves on Sundays and silk gloves on Mondays and refused—refused—to let his hands do a single bit of work.

“He never lifted a finger, not even a pinky.”

When his boots were muddy, he made the cabin boy shine them with a spoon.

When his tea was too hot, he’d blow a whistle so the wind would cool it.

When his ship’s wheel needed turning, he called for his parrot to peck it clockwise.

“He never lifted a finger, not even a pinky.”

“Oh no, no, no!” cried the crew. “He’ll never last, not out here with the sea-salt and storms!”

But Captain Finnegan Fingal the Fifth only smiled and fluttered his fingers.

“They are the finest fingers on any ocean,” he said. “And no barnacle nor broom shall ever dare touch them.”

Now, the sea, being the sea, has a sense of humour. And the wind, being her cheeky cousin, likes to whisper ideas into the ears of fate.

One night, a storm rolled in, fast and wild. The waves rose like angry giants and slapped the sides of the ship until it groaned. The wind howled, the sails tore, and the mast let out a cracking cry like a tree struck by lightning.

“Raise the ropes!” shouted the first mate.

“Bail the water!” cried the crew.

“Hold the wheel steady!” screamed the cook, clinging to a cabbage barrel.

And where was Captain Finnegan Fingal the Fifth?

He was in his cabin, holding up his precious hands and yelling, “NOT THE FINGERS!”

“He never lifted a finger, not even a pinky.”

Not when the waves crashed.

Not when the ship spun sideways.

Not even when the cannonball came flying through the window, bounced off the ceiling, rolled across the deck, and snapped the door clean off its hinges.

Down tumbled the door.

Down tumbled the captain.

And down, down, down went one perfect hand, overboard.

The sea took it with a splash and a burble, and that was that.

When morning came, the sky was blue, the waves calm, and the crew blinking at the sight of their proud captain, now wide-eyed and one-handed.

He held up his arm and wailed, “My hand! My beautiful hand!”

But the parrot only squawked, “Shoulda helped, shoulda helped, shoulda helped!”
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