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  Secrets are tricky things. For many years, I was one of the few who knew about Captain Hook’s daughter, Jocelyn,

  and the way she succeeded in avenging him upon the Neverland’s monstrous crocodile. I held that knowledge close to my chest, gripping it tight as a new puppy, though at times the story

  wriggled and nipped, desperate to be put down.




  There came a point where the burden grew too heavy. I thought that telling the world about the girl and her heroic victory would allow me some measure of relief, but it would not do. I have

  merely exchanged one affliction for another. Since I last had the misfortune of speaking to you, I am followed by throngs of children wherever I go. They reach for me with sticky hands, plead with

  lips stained by sweets, and constantly fill my ears with their unceasing, high-pitched refrain: “What happened next? Did Jocelyn find Hook’s treasure?”




  Even now, here you sit with your scabbed-over knees and insipid smile, waiting for me to tell you the tale. Without any effort, I can think of a dozen more pleasant ways to rid myself of your

  presence—ways that reduce you to nothing more than a stain and a memory—but still the remaining secrets I carry would demand to be released. And so, for my own sake, I must continue

  down this path and see it through to the bitter end.




  It is true that Jocelyn’s adventures did not end with the killing of the crocodile, nor with the return of her lost boy. There is more to be told. Much more.




  Let’s get this over with.
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  There are many wonderful things about gold. The way it shines, the cool feel of it in one’s hands, the sweet cries

  of those from whom you have stolen it…As far as I am concerned, there is only one undesirable thing about gold: not having enough of it.




  Jocelyn was sorely feeling that one bad thing as she counted the remaining pieces of eight her father had left her. There were pitifully few, especially compared to the long list of needed

  supplies Mr. Smee had given her that morning.




  She brushed the coins back into their bag with an irritated swipe of her hand. If only she could go after her father’s treasure! It had been weeks since she killed the Neverland’s

  crocodile and found her father’s iron hook in its remains. A hollow section of the hook had held a key to a locked box Captain Hook left in her possession—and within that box had lain a

  map to his vast treasure hoard.




  It was rumored to be the greatest cache of treasure known to man, and Jocelyn felt anxious to find it. With even a portion of that gold, the girl would be captain of her own destiny. She wished

  that Mr. Smee, loyal bo’sun to both herself and her father before her, knew more about it, but Hook had never shown him the site of the treasure. Indeed, he had rarely even spoken of it to

  Smee—other than to tell the man that it was none of his business.




  Jocelyn set aside the bag of coins and turned her attention to the map spread out before her on the writing desk. She brought her nose close to the paper and squinted but it did no good. The map

  would share none of its secrets.




  A knock at her cabin door startled her. “Who is it?” the girl called, rather more gruffly than she intended.




  “Roger Redbeard! Terror of the seven seas!”




  Jocelyn flung open her door. Standing on the deck outside was a brown-skinned, curly-haired boy, who in just the last few weeks seemed to have passed her in height—though certainly not by

  much.




  “Roger Redbeard, indeed? You look more like Roger One-Whisker to me!” Her face broke into a grin, and she admitted the boy into her cabin.




  “Really? I have a whisker?” Roger exclaimed, crossing to examine his face in the mirror.




  “No. Not really.” She giggled, feeling much happier than she had a few moments before. Roger always seemed to have that effect on her. She peeked over his shoulder, looking at his

  reflection. “I think that may be a bit of breakfast on your chin.”




  “No matter. One day it will be a full beard. You can’t very well stop time.” He turned to face her, pretending to stroke an impressively long beard. “I’ll have more

  whiskers than Gerta!”




  Jocelyn pictured the ruddy, stubbled face of the maidservant she had been inflicted with at finishing school, before they came to the Neverland. “It is good to have ambitions,” she

  said with a wink.




  Roger gave a gentle tug to one of her curls. “Speaking of which”—he motioned to the map, unfolded on her desk—“still trying to make it spill its secrets?”




  Jocelyn became very interested in a loose thread on her sleeve. “No,” she mumbled. “Maybe.”




  The boy stepped toward the map, bending over to take a closer look. Jocelyn followed the movement of his eyes, knowing exactly what they would see. One large corner contained the edge of a

  landmass bordered by ocean. The rest was a mess of squiggles and symbols, presumably coordinates and instructions, written in some kind of code. A code without a key. Roger, Jocelyn, and

  all the crew—with the obvious exception of Blind Bart—had each tried to crack it, to no avail.




  Even though she knew it was of no use, the girl couldn’t help but continue to stare at the map, hoping to find a clue she might have missed. There was something familiar about the bit of

  ragged coastline and the small river—or was it a creek?—penned on the page, but she couldn’t place it. The Neverland changed so much and so often that even if she were to

  recognize the place, it certainly wouldn’t look the same now. Without instructions, the adventure was over before it could properly begin.




  “Any word from Smee’s mapmaker acquaintance?” Roger asked.




  “Not yet. I sent Meriwether again this morning to see if he has come back.”




  The pirate village boasted a single mapmaker. Mr. Smee had suggested that the former Captain Hook might have employed him in the creation of the treasure map. If that was the case, the mapmaker

  was almost certain to know how to break the code. Jocelyn and Roger, with the help of a generous sprinkling of fairy dust, had flown into the pirate village under cover of darkness. Unfortunately,

  the pair had found his shop dark and shuttered, a sign on the door stating that the man was off on his annual kraken hunt and pillaging trip. There was no indication as to when he might return.

  Every few days Jocelyn sent Meriwether off to see if the mapmaker had come back, but as of yet, luck was against them.




  Without any hope of breaking the code, Jocelyn’s dreams of hunting for her father’s treasure were becalmed as surely as a ship without wind. She had tried to take her mind off her

  frustrations by practicing her flying and exploring the island with Roger. They spent days in daring Neverland pursuits: hunting for bluecaps in an abandoned diamond mine, saying increasingly bad

  words in an attempt to summon Bloody Bones, and forcing an eyeless ghost to tell their futures. (Which was less exciting than it might sound. Their futures, as told, were rather mundane. To Roger:

  “Tomorrow you will spill juice in your lap.” To Jocelyn: “You will fall asleep reading two nights this week.”) Amusing as they were, those diversions were no longer helping.

  She wanted—no, needed—to go after the treasure.




  A ringing bell interrupted her thoughts. Meriwether was back!




  Jocelyn and Roger dashed out to the deck to greet the little blue fairy. He stuck out his tongue and gave Roger a pinch on the ear before settling onto Jocelyn’s shoulder.




  “Meri,” she scolded, “leave Roger alone.”




  The fairy prince gnashed his teeth at the boy.




  Knowing from experience that it would be unlikely to do much good, Jocelyn didn’t waste time on further reprimands. “What did you learn?” she asked. “Is the mapmaker

  in?”




  Fairy language is very different from that of humans. To the untrained ear, it sounds like nothing more than the tinkling of bells. However, the more time Jocelyn spent with the little creature,

  the more easily she understood him. She thought it might have been because she had nearly been a fairy herself, if only for one night.




  Meriwether nodded and jingled affirmatively, indicating that he had seen the mapmaker.




  “Really? Are you sure?” Roger asked.




  The fairy ignored the boy’s questions and began polishing the buttons on his autumn-leaf jacket.




  Jocelyn shrugged, making the tiny man bob on her shoulders. “I’m sorry, Roger. It is really quite silly of him to be jealous. Meriwether”—she turned her head to face

  him—“are you quite certain?”




  Again his bells rang in the affirmative.




  “Mr. Smee!” Jocelyn called out. “Tell the crew to prepare the ship! We enter the pirate village tonight!”




  There are times when the wisest course of action is to throw caution to the wind and follow your own counsel. Those were the only times Jocelyn cared about. She sat in the

  galley polishing her sword in preparation for the night’s adventure.




  Mr. Smee joined her. “Beggin’ your pardon, Captain, but if you’d like to steer us into port yourself, you may want to take the wheel. Blind Bart says he can hear cussing and

  spitting about three miles off. We’re nearly there.”




  Blind Bart was Jocelyn’s lookout, but since he chose to cover both eyes with patches (as a way to avoid seeing the ocean he so greatly feared), he relied on his unusually honed sense of

  hearing.




  “Thank you, Smee,” Jocelyn replied. She stood.




  “Miss?” he said, before she left. “I know we’ve been over this a time or two, but I wouldn’t feel right if I didn’t say it once more.”




  Jocelyn sighed. She knew what was coming.




  From the moment she’d found the map, Mr. Smee had been as nervous as a lobster in a pot, waiting for Captain Krueger to attack.




  In case your memory is as short as your stubby, child-size legs, I’ll remind you about Krueger: The man was a dark and ruthless pirate, cursed with an insatiable desire for gold. He would

  do anything and harm anyone to collect it. He had even gone so far as to pull his own teeth for their gold fillings, replacing them with razor-sharp points plucked from the mouths of baby

  sharks.




  “I don’t think the men should be set loose on the village on their own.” Smee said. “They aren’t ready. And with that black-hearted rogue Krueger thirsting for

  blood and treasure, and seeing that you have an abundance of one and a map to the other, I…that is, Johnny Corkscrew and me”—he gave a loving pat to the sword strapped to his

  side—“we think it wise for you to keep your distance as well. I could nip down to the mapmaker’s real quick-like and even have time to pick up some supplies. You an’ the

  crew could wait here for me to return.”




  If Jocelyn were being honest, she would admit she wasn’t quite eager to meet Krueger again. She had already had one run-in with him, and it had been more than enough. The man had viciously

  attacked her ship under the mere suspicion the girl might have information about Hook’s gold. Jocelyn had only escaped his sword when she fell overboard.




  However, abject honesty aboard a pirate ship—particularly about one’s feelings—is about as useful as woolen socks for a wooden leg. Jocelyn gave Mr. Smee’s suggestion the

  tiniest bit of consideration before tossing it over the railing.




  “Thank you for your concern…” she began. Mr. Smee gave her a hurt look. How it pained him when she was polite. She softened her speech with a “You filthy dog!” and

  continued: “…but the crew will be fine. I will be fine. We’ll be careful. What could go wrong?”




  What indeed?




  The girl stood proud at the wheel of the Hook’s Revenge, executing an almost-perfect docking just outside the pirate village. (She was certain no one

  would miss the last six feet or so of dock, as it had been, in her opinion, far too long to begin with.) Before disembarking, she took a moment to survey the village spread out before her in the

  early evening light.




  Little had changed since she first set eyes on it. The beach was still crowded with row upon row of weathered docking. The gulls still screamed their shrill screams. The air was still ripe with

  the scents of brine, unwashed men, blood, and rotgut grog. The pirate village was still a veritable bouillabaisse of piratical atmosphere, full to the brim and running over. The only difference,

  really, was Jocelyn herself.




  The last time she had visited, she had been a child on the brink of her first adventure and, like most children, so frightfully ignorant that she hadn’t even known what to be afraid of.

  Since that time she had plunged into the depths of terror, been tested over and over, and in the end emerged victorious. I hardly blame her for squaring her shoulders and standing tall. I suppose

  she had earned a bit of posturing.




  Get ready, pirate village, she thought. Captain Jocelyn Hook has returned.




  Jocelyn strolled down the gangplank, her fairy on her shoulder, Roger at her side, and her crew close behind, looking every inch the captain she was. Even clad in the same ragged, threadbare

  dress she had been wearing so many weeks before on the night she came to the Neverland, she exuded an air of authority and confidence. The island itself seemed to notice the young captain, hailing

  her triumphant return and framing her face with a sunset painted in pink and orange and blue.




  Jocelyn stuck her tongue out at the pink.




  The harbormaster waited at the bottom of the gangplank, ready to interrogate all new visitors to the pirate village. He held his lead pencil and ledger book at the ready, but the girl merely

  scowled at him. “I’ve no time for your questions just now; I’ve important business this evening.”




  He didn’t argue, but stepped aside and tipped his hat. “Yes, miss, young Captain Hook. If I can be of assistance to you, please don’t hesitate to call upon me.”




  She brushed past him without reply, eager to find the mapmaker and begin her next adventure. Roger gave a polite nod, but stuck close to Jocelyn in order to keep from being ensnarled in the

  man’s bureaucratic red tape.




  I’ve said it before and I’ll say it again: That boy was a wee bit smarter than most. It’s not saying much, but it’s something.




  At the end of the dock, Jocelyn turned to her crew. “All right, you dogs,” she growled with a smile, “go show this town what you’re made of. You’ve earned it.

  We’ll meet back aboard the ship by first light.”




  “Tie the colors to the mast, boys! There’ll be no surrender tonight!” Dirty Bob called, and with many an “Arrrrr!” the men set off to celebrate their

  victories.




  Mr. Smee stayed behind. He patted Jocelyn on the shoulder. “Do be careful, miss,” he said, then set off toward his own tailor shop, turning just once to give a fretful look back.




  Jocelyn grabbed Roger by the arm, pulling him in the opposite direction. “Come on,” she said with a grin, “let’s get this adventure under way.”
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  Jocelyn and Roger zigzagged through a maze of narrow streets, brushing past women in heavy makeup and men in heavy

  weaponry. Presently, and without much difficulty, they found the mapmaker’s shop. A bell above the door announced their arrival. “I’ll be out in a minute,” someone growled

  from a back room.




  While they waited, the pair took in their surroundings. The shop was small, crowded with dark corners and the scent of paper and ink. A maze of lidless casks and barrels crammed with scrolls

  littered the shop’s floor space. In one corner, under a hanging lantern, a large writing desk held an impossibly high stack of parchments, teetering so that the slightest breath might send

  them careening over.




  Opposite the door they had entered, and also buried in piles of papers, a short wooden counter ran the length of the room. Behind it a myriad of jars and bottles, containing inks of all colors,

  were arrayed haphazardly on floor-to-ceiling shelving. Quill pens and boar-hair brushes clustered in clay pots, ceramic mugs, and bourbon glasses stood at attention. Jocelyn instantly felt at home

  in the cozy chaos. It reminded her a bit of the carriage house, her favorite place at the otherwise dreary finishing school she had attended before escaping to the Neverland.




  Roger also seemed enamored with the cluttered shop. His eyes sparkled as he took it all in. He reached out to touch a detailed map lying unfurled on top of a barrel. The phrase Catacombs,

  Holy Order of the Newt was written out in what might have been blood across the bottom edge.




  From another room came a shouted “No touching, ye young scalawags!” causing Roger to snatch his hand back.




  Meriwether seemed unperturbed by the scolding. He flitted about, sticking his face into jars and wriggling under papers, trying to see everything at once.




  “Meri, get back here!” Jocelyn called, motioning to her shoulder. “Sit down and try not to get into trouble!” He obeyed, but not happily. The fairy began pulling loose

  threads from her collar and throwing them to the floor, a petulant look etched on his tiny face.




  “And I’ll thank you to stop making a mess of things!” The voice was large and gruff, not entirely matching the man who followed it through the door behind the counter. He would

  have been fierce, even terrifying, if he had been more than three and a half feet tall. Thin, white hair defied the laws of gravity, reason, and sense, sticking out every which way upon his bulbous

  head. His bloodshot eyes were wild, magnified behind thick lenses. “I know just where everything is catalogued, and I won’t have the likes of you coming in here and disrupting things.

  Or”—he scowled at the few threads on the floor—“adding your own, unauthorized leavings.” He pulled a paper from his inside jacket pocket, unfolded it, and waved it

  around in the air. “Just take a look at this!” he demanded.




  Jocelyn and Roger carefully made their way through the labyrinth of papers to stand before the man, but his frantic waving made it impossible to determine what he hoped to show them.




  Jocelyn matched his scowl with one of her own. “If you want us to know what that is, you’ll have to stop flapping it around.”




  The man gripped the paper in both hands and held it above his head. The parchment appeared to be a perfect map of the cluttered shop, right down to the last bottle and brush on the shelves.

  MAPMAKER’S SHOP was clearly labeled in the upper left-hand corner. He slapped it down on the counter and, using a toothpick-size pen and

  miniscule bottle of ink, added a few tiny lines, so fine Jocelyn could scarcely see them.




  “Now that the chart has been amended to reflect the changes you wrought”—he scowled again at the threads Meri had dropped—“we can get down to business. Move closer

  to the counter here, you miscreants, and let’s have a look at ye.” He blinked at the pair for several long moments before speaking. “What can I do for you?”




  The girl pulled her own map from her pocket, but before she unfolded it, she drew herself up to her full height. “I’m here because my bo’sun, Mr. Smee, says you are

  talented”—she pulled a gold coin from her pouch and slid it across the counter—“and discreet.”




  I’ve found that if gold isn’t enough to ensure discretion, cold, hard steel often will. Pity that in this case, it appeared the coin would do.




  The man licked his wrinkled lips, scooped up the coin, and bit down on it. Apparently satisfied it was genuine, he slipped it into his waistcoat pocket and nodded. “Discreet I am.

  Let’s have a look at what you’ve got there.”




  Jocelyn unfolded the map and held it out. “Did you make this?”




  He barely glanced at it. “Certainly not! The paper thickness is all off. I’d never use something so flimsy.”




  Jocelyn tried to swallow her disappointment. “No matter. You still may be of use. Take a closer look. Can you tell me where it leads?”




  “I’m a very busy man.” He didn’t seem busy. He stood there, looking as if he had all the time in the world. Jocelyn pulled another gold piece from her dwindling supply

  and slapped it on the counter. It disappeared into his pocket.




  “Let me see that map.”




  Jocelyn gave it to the mapmaker and held her breath. Next to her, Roger fiddled nervously with a button on his shirt. It came off in his fingers, and he jiggled it in his palm.




  The man leaned close to the paper, assuming much the same pose that Jocelyn had that morning. “Interesting,” he mumbled, sweeping his unblinking eyes from side to side.




  “What’s interesting? Do you know that shoreline?” Roger asked.




  “I know many places in and out of the Neverland, but no, I don’t know this. Might be an old section of the island that changed before I got here. Might be someplace else entirely.

  Now if you’ll keep your porthole closed, I’ll examine it more fully.”




  Jocelyn smirked at her friend. He grinned back and shook his head.




  After several more minutes, the mapmaker lifted his head and spoke. “It appears that you have a map to Captain Hook’s treasure.”




  “We know that part,” Jocelyn snapped. “It’s written right across the top. We want to know what else it may say.”




  “It doesn’t say anything else at all—”




  Jocelyn huffed in frustration. Meriwether mimicked the action from his perch on her shoulder.




  “—not that I can make sense of, that is, on account of it being in code.”




  “Yes sir,” Roger said, “but we hoped you might know how to break the code.”




  The old man bent his head to the map again. “Break the code? Break the code! Break the code…no. I cannot do that. Not without its key.”




  Jocelyn’s heart sank. “So there is no hope, then?” she asked.




  The mapmaker peered at the girl over the top of his glasses. “I didn’t say there was no hope, now, did I? I said there was no key. Leastwise not one that we can see. Likely

  there are instructions here, and lots of them. We just need to wheedle them out. Many a pirate likes to use trickery and invisible ink in order to keep his secrets hidden. I use it some myself. All

  you have to do to make it reappear is apply the right substance and coax those words to the surface, real easylike.” He looked up again, his eyes wildly roving the room. They settled on

  Meriwether. “That ought to do it,” he whispered.




  Jocelyn didn’t like the crazed look on the old man’s face. She took a half step back. “Do what?”




  In a flash he shot out his hand and plucked the fairy from her shoulder.




  “Don’t hurt him!” Jocelyn cried.




  The mapmaker turned Meriwether upside down and shook him like a saltshaker over the map. “Aw, it won’t hurt him none. I just need a bit of his dust. If there are any words there, it

  should lift them right up.” He finished his vigorous shaking and placed the fairy on the counter.




  Meriwether stood and flew tipsily to Jocelyn’s outstretched hand. He jangled a few choice insults, climbed up her sleeve, and remained hidden from sight.




  The girl hardly noticed, so intent was she on the map. Glowing words began to appear, floating to the surface of the page from some unseen depths. Before they were clear enough to read, Jocelyn

  snatched up the map, holding it away from the eyes of the mapmaker. Ignorance would help to ensure his discretion even better than more coins.




  She and Roger silently read together:




  

    

      You will not find the treasure lying safe within its place




      Until you find the key that lies behind my face.


    


  




  After a short time, the words faded and disappeared. Jocelyn folded the map and placed it back in her pocket.




  “Did you find what you needed, then?” the mapmaker asked.




  “Not entirely, but we have a clue. That’s a start, I suppose.” She tried, but Jocelyn couldn’t keep the disappointment from her voice.




  Roger nudged her. “I know it feels impossible, but so did defeating the Neverland’s crocodile, and look how that turned out. Your entire crew is now wearing crocodile-skin

  boots!”




  The mapmaker gave the girl a shrewd look. “So you’re the one that did in the beast, eh? Wait here a minute, if you don’t mind.” He came out from behind the counter and

  made his way to a barrel filled with scrolls.




  As he riffled through it, Roger tapped Jocelyn’s locket and whispered, “Isn’t there a painting of your father’s face in there? He did send it to you. Maybe it

  holds the key.”




  Jocelyn looked over at the mapmaker. He had his head so far down inside the barrel that his feet barely touched the floor. She flipped open the locket and looked at her father’s

  portrait.




  “Is there anything behind it?” Roger asked.




  Jocelyn tried to pry the painting up, but it didn’t budge. “I suppose that would have been too easy.” She turned the locket over. “And the back has nothing but the

  engraving: ‘To E. H. on our wedding day.’ I don’t see how that could help break the code.”




  They were interrupted by the mapmaker’s shouted plea for help. He had found what he needed but was having trouble extricating himself from the barrel. Roger rushed to assist him and pulled

  the little man out. He smoothed his jacket—and his dignity—before handing Jocelyn a tightly rolled paper. “This might aid you in your search.”




  She unrolled it and saw a map of the Neverland itself. Under her gaze, a section of coastline bulged outward, blooming into a peninsula.




  She gasped. “The drawing changed!”




  “It certainly did.” The mapmaker seemed to grow with pride. “I crafted that there map from the paper-thin bark of a Neverland dragonmaple, harvested under a blue moon. It holds

  a bit of the magic of the island, changing as she does. Hard as the dickens to get it right. I’ve only ever succeeded with a few. Take it and get off with ye.”




  “But…” Happy as she was with the map, Jocelyn couldn’t understand why he would just give it to her. Discretion and information had cost her two gold coins. What would he

  want in exchange for this?




  The mapmaker cleared his throat. “My cat was eaten by the Neverland crocodile. Consider this a token of my gratitude to ye for ridding the island of the monster.” He sniffed loudly

  and pointed to the door. “Now go.” Jocelyn turned to leave, her face still buried in the map.




  “Thank you, sir,” Roger said, “and my condolences for the loss of your cat.”




  If you were to ask me, I’d say congratulations would be more fitting. The crocodile did the mapmaker—and us all—a favor.




  Cats are only slightly better creatures than children.
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  Outside the shop, Roger paused and took Jocelyn by the arm. “Can I see it, Jocelyn? The Neverland map, I mean? Just

  for a minute?”




  Her first impulse was to say no, for it was hers, wasn’t it? The mapmaker hadn’t given it to Roger, and even if he had, she was the captain. Why shouldn’t she get to

  study it first?




  She opened her mouth to say so, but when she glanced up at Roger, his eyes filled with excitement, she remembered how it had felt to have him look at her without any recognition at all. When

  Roger had come to the Neverland with Peter Pan and become a lost boy, he’d forgotten, for a time, nearly everything about his life before—including his friendship with Jocelyn. She had

  thought he was lost to her forever, but in the end, he’d come back to her. A sudden surge of gratitude filled her heart. What would she do without him?




  She tapped the boy on his nose with the rolled-up map. “I’ll do you one better. Why don’t you keep it? You have a head for directions, the ability to navigate by stars, and

  that most excellent brass compass. All you need is this map and you can be my navigator.”




  “Aye, aye, Captain!” the boy called out. “I accept this commission and will serve loyally to keep us on track.” He gave a smart salute, making Jocelyn giggle. There was

  no one she liked half as much as Roger.




  The same could not be said for Meriwether, who, now recovered from his shaking, pulled a second button from Roger’s shirt, tossed it to the gutter, and flew off alone in a huff.




  The boy simply shrugged, unperturbed by the fairy’s antics. Roger offered his arm to Jocelyn, and, as they had several hours before needing to return to the ship, they set off with no real

  plans. The pair ambled along under buildings cobbled together from old ship parts, through an outdoor market lit by oil lamps and starlight. Jocelyn was sorely tempted to buy a tempest in a teapot,

  in case she ever needed a decent storm or a nice cup of Earl Grey at sea, but she held back, telling herself that once she had the treasure she would be able to buy the entire tempestuous tea set,

  right down to the last tornado in a teacup and tsunami on a saucer.




  “Roger,” she asked, “what will you do with your share of the gold when we find it?”




  “First thing, I think I’ll buy some new clothes.” Roger still wore the thick bearskin pants he had been given as a lost boy, paired with a threadbare tunic. “Thanks to

  Meriwether, this shirt is barely holding together.” He sniffed the air. “And you may not have noticed, but these trousers are beginning to smell.”




  Jocelyn wrinkled her nose. “I hate to be the bearer of bad news, but I think we are well past the beginning.”




  Roger grinned and nudged her with his elbow.




  She nudged back, just a smidge harder. “What else do you want? Bigger than a tea set or new clothes, I mean.”




  “Don’t laugh, all right?” he said.




  Jocelyn made her face very serious. “I won’t. I promise.”




  “To tell the truth, the thing I want most out of the gold isn’t a thing at all. More than anything I want to travel the world, finding new lands and learning about…”




  “Go on,” Jocelyn prodded, slowing her steps to look over at the boy.




  His next words came out all in a rush. “I want to learn about the different kinds of plants that grow throughout the world.” He patted the pocket containing his map and compass

  absentmindedly. “I suppose that is rather dull.”




  Jocelyn shook her head. “Not at all. I think plants could be very exciting. If you found the right kind.”




  Roger flashed his special just-for-Jocelyn smile. “Not to most people, but thank you for saying so. What about you? What will you do with the treasure?”




  They stopped in front of a stall selling manacles, shackles, and saltwater taffy. Jocelyn trailed her fingers over an iron chain. “If I have money of my own, no one will be able to tell me

  what to do. My grandfather will give up his ridiculous idea of having me marry into a wealthy family. I’ll be able to live whatever life I choose, either here or back on the mainland. Perhaps

  I will even captain the ship that takes you to all your exotic plants.”




  Roger’s eyes sparkled. “I’d like that. Here’s to finding the treasure, and making our own futures.”




  He held up an imaginary glass. Jocelyn lifted her own to his. Their pretend toast was punctuated by the sound of real breaking glass. The girl stared in puzzlement at their still-raised hands

  for a moment. More sounds—crashes and bangs, screams and yells—filled the air. Just up the street from where they stood, a flying bar stool came crashing through a window and out into

  the gutter. More shouting followed, louder now that the window glass was gone.




  One man’s voice was perfectly distinguishable, even if the words themselves were not. They sounded somewhat like English, but only if it had been chopped up, heavily seasoned, and stuffed

  into a sausage. Only one person Jocelyn knew spoke with such a heavy Scottish accent, and he happened to be one of her crew.




  “That’s Jim McCraig with a Wooden Leg!” Jocelyn cried. She took Roger by the hand and ran with him to the source of the commotion: a seedy-looking establishment with a crooked

  sign over the door. It read THE BLACK SPOT.




  In my younger years, the Black Spot was a particularly favorite haunt of mine. Nearly all my most important milestones happened within its hallowed walls, from the first time I was rightfully

  accused of cheating at cards—after being wrongfully discovered—to the first time a woman tried to steal my heart. I’ve still got the scar to prove it.




  Jocelyn hurried up the steps, pushed through the door, and walked right into the middle of a brawl, with her crew members at the heart of it. Jim McCraig grappled with two enemies: a small man

  and a large woman, both entirely covered in tattoos. The man stomped on Jim’s “wooden leg” (a mighty sliver protruding from his big toe), while the woman squeezed his head in her

  beefy hands. Jim’s eyes popped, and a string of what would likely have been judged to be profanity—if anyone could have understood it—poured from his gaping mouth. This strange

  scene was made stranger by a brightly colored parrot circling the air above Jim’s head, screaming words every bit as impassioned, and every bit as unintelligible.




  Off to Jim’s right, One-Armed Jack was locked in battle with a foe of his own. Somewhere in the course of the evening, Jack must have procured a new prosthetic arm. Like the man himself,

  it was somewhat unconventional: a long wooden stick with some kind of flexible red bowl at the end. The bowl reminded Jocelyn of the sucker on an octopus tentacle—mainly because it was

  suctioned to a table, trapping Jack in place while an elderly pirate slapped him about the head and neck with a rolled-up newspaper.




  Blind Bart and Jocelyn’s crew cook, Nubbins, were similarly engaged, each doing his best to hold his own in the melee, each falling fathoms short of adequate.




  In the middle of the brawl, Dirty Bob stood on a table. In one hand he held the jagged neck of a broken bottle, in the other his sword. His eyes darted this way and that, nearly filmed over with

  a crazed excitement. Spit flew from his mouth as he roared, “Get up, you filthy yellow dogs! Fight like men! You’re pirates under Hook’s flag—let no man dishonor

  that!”




  “Bob, get down from there this instant!” Jocelyn called, but her voice was lost in the sound of curses and crashing fists. “Roger, we have to stop this!”




  “Aye, Captain. I have an idea!” He stepped to a battered piano in a darkened corner, sat, and began to play. His notes rose above the brawling cacophony, and the fighting men paused

  and looked around.




  Roger began to sing:




	

  

    Oh, hi derry, hey derry, ho derry down,




    Give sailors their grog and there’s nothing goes wrong.


  





  It was like magic. The pirates stopped fighting immediately, even as their fists still hung in midair. Nearly everyone joined in for the next lines:






  

    So merry, so merry, so merry are we,




    No matter who’s laughing at sailors at sea!


  





  When the last note died down, Dirty Bob threw his broken bottle to the floor in disgust. “What the devil did I just witness? None of you are real pirates! Yer just a bunch of ladies in the

  church choir!”




  Before he could start up the fighting again, Jocelyn pulled a tattered scrap of sail, serving as a tablecloth, out from under him, sending the man tumbling to the ground. “That’s

  enough of that!” the girl commanded. “My crew, get back to the ship. Your furlough has been canceled.”




  “Wait just a minute there, missy.” A bearded giant of a man in a stained apron came around from the other side of the bar. He narrowed his eyes under a single bushy brow. “Take

  a look at this place.”




  There wasn’t a table left standing other than the one Dirty Bob was lying next to. Most of the chairs had been reduced to sticks and splinters. Broken glass and broken teeth littered the

  floor like confetti left over from the world’s worst birthday party. (Mine. Age seven.)




  Jocelyn nodded. “I see. But why should it be my concern?”
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