
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          Pirate Who Hated Gold

        

        
        
          Jennifer Lawrence

        

        
          Published by Scarlett Everhart, 2025.

        

    



  
    
    
      While every precaution has been taken in the preparation of this book, the publisher assumes no responsibility for errors or omissions, or for damages resulting from the use of the information contained herein.

    
    

    
      PIRATE WHO HATED GOLD

    

    
      First edition. September 21, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Jennifer Lawrence.

    

    
    
      Written by Jennifer Lawrence.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Unfortunate Discovery
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Captain Barnaby Blackbeard was not having a good day. In fact, he was having the worst day of his forty-seven years of piracy, and that included the time his ship got attacked by a kraken with indigestion.

"ARRRRR!" he bellowed from the deck of The Salty Parrot, his voice carrying across the Caribbean waters like thunder in a bottle. "Where be me treasure chest, ye scurvy dogs?"

The crew scattered like startled crabs, each pointing in different directions and muttering excuses about sea monsters, mysterious whirlpools, and a particularly convincing argument involving alien abduction.

But young Pip Blackbeard—all ten years of her, with wild red curls that seemed to have their own weather system—knew exactly where the treasure chest was. She'd hidden it in the ship's pantry, behind seventeen barrels of pickled herring and a suspicious container labeled "DO NOT OPEN (Seriously, We Mean It This Time)."

You see, Pip had a problem. A big, golden, increasingly obvious problem that she'd been hiding from her father for three months, two weeks, and four days. Not that she was counting or anything.

The problem was simple: gold made her break out in terrible, itchy, red welts that looked like she'd been wrestling with a particularly angry jellyfish. And being the daughter of the most feared pirate captain in the Caribbean, this was what you might call "professionally inconvenient."

"Pip!" her father's voice boomed again, closer this time. "Come help yer old dad search for his precious doubloons!"

Pip winced and pulled her long sleeves down further, despite the sweltering heat. Even thinking about those shiny coins made her skin start to tingle in all the wrong ways.

"Coming, Papa!" she called back, though she moved with all the enthusiasm of a snail wearing concrete boots.

Captain Blackbeard stood at the ship's wheel, his magnificent black beard braided with tiny skulls and what appeared to be a very confused hermit crab. His tricorn hat sat at a jaunty angle, and his coat sparkled with more gold buttons than a royal wedding dress. Just looking at him from across the deck made Pip's arms itch.

"Ah, there's me little treasure!" he said, opening his arms wide for a hug.

Pip loved her father dearly, but hugging him was like embracing a walking jewelry store. She had become quite skilled at the art of the "pat-pat-step-away" maneuver.

"Papa," she said carefully, "maybe we should focus on finding your chest instead of hugs?"

"Nonsense!" Captain Blackbeard laughed, a sound like rocks tumbling down a mountain. "What's more important than showing affection to me only child?"

Before Pip could escape, he swept her into a bear hug that pressed every single one of his gold buttons, buckles, and baubles against her skin. The reaction was immediate and spectacular.

"YEOWWWWW!" Pip shrieked, leaping backward as red welts bloomed across her arms like angry flowers.

The entire crew stopped what they were doing. Seagulls paused mid-squawk. Even the fish seemed to poke their heads above water to see what the commotion was about.

Captain Blackbeard stared at his daughter in horror. "Pip! What in Davy Jones' locker happened to ye?"

Pip looked down at her arms, now covered in bright red bumps that spelled out a nearly perfect impression of her father's coat buttons. There was really no hiding it anymore.

"Papa," she said in a very small voice, "I think we need to talk."

Ten minutes later, Pip sat in her father's cabin, explaining everything while Captain Blackbeard paced back and forth, his heavy boots making the wooden floor creak ominously.

"So let me understand this correctly," he said, pausing to stroke his beard thoughtfully (and disturbing the hermit crab, who waved his claws irritably). "Me daughter—the heir to the Blackbeard pirate legacy—is allergic to gold?"

"That's about the size of it," Pip said miserably.

"The very foundation of our profession?"

"Yep."

"The thing that makes all of this—" he gestured around the cabin, which was decorated with golden candlesticks, golden picture frames, and a golden parrot perch "—worthwhile?"

"I'm afraid so."

Captain Blackbeard sat down heavily in his chair, which creaked under his weight and the weight of existential crisis. "Well," he said finally, "that's a pickle and no mistake."

Pip had been dreading this moment for months. She'd imagined her father disowning her, making her walk the plank, or worse—sending her to live with Aunt Prudence in Port Royal, who thought pirates were "unsanitary ruffians with poor table manners."

But instead, Captain Blackbeard leaned forward and looked at her with eyes that twinkled like stars on water.

"Tell me, little treasure," he said gently, "what is it ye want to do about this predicament?"

Pip blinked in surprise. "You're not angry?"

"Angry?" Captain Blackbeard laughed. "Child, I once knew a pirate who was afraid of water. Another who got seasick in bathtubs. And don't get me started on Crazy Pete, who had a phobia of parrots and therefore couldn't participate in proper pirate conversations."

"What happened to them?"

"They found other ways to be pirates," he said with a shrug. "The water-fearing one became the finest map-maker in the Caribbean. The seasick one opened a very successful tavern on dry land. And Crazy Pete... well, he learned to communicate entirely through interpretive dance. Quite effective, actually, especially during sword fights."

Pip felt a flutter of hope in her chest. "So you think there might be other kinds of treasure? Besides gold?"

Captain Blackbeard's eyes lit up like someone had just told him about a ship full of free rum. "Other kinds of treasure? Me dear girl, the world is full of treasures that don't glitter and gleam! The question is: what kind of treasure calls to yer heart?"

Pip thought about this seriously. She'd always been different from the other pirate children she'd met. While they dreamed of chests full of coins and jewels, she found herself fascinated by other things entirely.

"Well," she said slowly, "I've always been curious about the stories other pirates tell. You know, about the things they're afraid of? Like that treasure that supposedly makes people disappear, or the cursed compass that shows you what you fear most?"

Captain Blackbeard raised an eyebrow. "Ye want to hunt down cursed objects?"

"Not cursed exactly," Pip said, warming to the idea. "But... different. Special. The kind of things that even the greediest pirates won't touch because they're too scared."

A slow smile spread across Captain Blackbeard's face. "Now that," he said, "sounds like the beginning of a proper adventure."
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Crew Learns the Truth
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The next morning, Captain Blackbeard called for a crew meeting on deck. This was always an event of considerable chaos, as the crew of The Salty Parrot was not known for their attention spans or organizational skills.

There was First Mate Rodriguez, who had gotten his job by winning an arm-wrestling contest against a particularly strong octopus. He was approximately seven feet tall and had a laugh that could be heard in the next time zone.

Quartermaster Jenkins was the ship's cook, accountant, and part-time philosopher. He had a tendency to break into deep thoughts about the meaning of life while preparing breakfast, which is why their morning meals often consisted of burned eggs accompanied by lectures about the nature of existence.

Bosun McGillicuddy was responsible for maintaining the ship's rigging, though she spent most of her time knitting tiny sweaters for the ship's rats. She claimed it improved morale, and since the rats did seem unusually cheerful, no one questioned her methods.

And then there was Cannonball Kate, the ship's gunner, who had earned her nickname by accidentally shooting herself out of a cannon during her first week on the job. She'd enjoyed it so much that she now considered it her signature move.

"Listen up, ye scallywags!" Captain Blackbeard bellowed, and the crew gradually stopped what they were doing and gathered around. "I've got some news about me daughter that might come as a bit of a surprise."

The crew loved surprises, especially ones that didn't involve sea monsters or unexpected visits from the Royal Navy.

"As it turns out," the Captain continued, "young Pip here has a condition that makes traditional treasure hunting... complicated."

Pip stepped forward, her cheeks burning red (though not from gold this time, just embarrassment). "I'm allergic to gold," she announced quickly, like ripping off a bandage.

The crew stared at her in silence for a long moment.

Then First Mate Rodriguez started laughing—that booming laugh that made the ship's timbers shake. "That's the best thing I've heard all year!" he roared.

"Best thing?" Pip squeaked.

"Absolutely!" chimed in Jenkins, wiping tears from his eyes. "Do you know how many problems this solves?"

Pip was thoroughly confused. "Problems?"

Bosun McGillicuddy nodded enthusiastically. "No more arguments about dividing up the treasure!"

"No more worries about Pip getting greedy and mutinying when she gets older!" added Cannonball Kate.

"No more having to polish all that heavy gold jewelry!" said Rodriguez.

"Think of the reduced risk of gold fever!" Jenkins exclaimed. "Philosophically speaking, this opens up entirely new avenues of adventure!"

Captain Blackbeard beamed proudly. "See? I told ye they'd understand."

But Pip was still confused. "So none of you think I'm a terrible pirate?"

The entire crew burst into laughter again.

"Terrible pirate?" Rodriguez wiped his eyes. "Little miss, you're the one who figured out how to rig the sails so we could sail backwards to escape those Navy ships last month."
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