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  THE RENEGADE ARRIVED just after breakfast.




  Hilary had been waiting for it, and she spotted it first. From where she stood on the deck of the Pigeon, the distant ship resembled nothing more than a small black smudge against the

  horizon, but when Hilary raised her spyglass to her eye, the smudge resolved itself into the billowing black sails and flaming torches of an impressive pirate galleon. “Isn’t the

  Renegade grand?” she said, holding up the spyglass so the gargoyle could peer through it. “Doesn’t it make your spine tingle?”




  The gargoyle shrugged as well as he could without arms. “I don’t know about that,” he said, “but it does look a lot like a squashed spider.” He drew back from the

  spyglass and gave the galleon an approving nod. “Now, back to business. Which do you think sounds better: courageous gargoyle or intrepid gargoyle?”




  Hilary sighed. She was becoming rather used to this sort of question, for a few months ago the gargoyle had decided to write an account of his thrilling adventures on the High Seas. After

  several ink-splattered attempts to hold a pen in his mouth, however, he had asked for Hilary’s assistance, and now she was spending a perfectly good morning taking dictation instead of

  sailing off on a thrilling adventure of her own. To be fair, it had been quite a while since any sort of adventure had crossed Hilary’s path, and the commonplace tasks of life on a pirate

  ship—deck swabbing, sword polishing, and cannon dusting—were starting to make her feet fairly itch in their boots. But now Captain Blacktooth was coming to see her for a most important

  meeting, and wherever Blacktooth sailed, wasn’t adventure sure to follow? Hilary looked out over the sea at the Renegade and willed it to hurry along.




  The gargoyle nudged her with the end of his tail.




  “Sorry!” said Hilary. With a good deal of effort, she turned her attention from the galleon to the parchment in front of her. “Intrepid has a nice ring to it, but

  you’ve called yourself intrepid five times on this page alone.”




  “That,” said the gargoyle, “is because I am.”




  Hilary laughed and scribbled a few words on the parchment. “What do you think Captain Blacktooth wants to discuss?” she said. “He hardly ever pays personal calls.” In

  fact, she had met him only once before, when he had arrived on her doorstep a year earlier to thank her for finding the kingdom’s long-lost trove of magical treasure. It had been a most

  piratical accomplishment indeed, but surely Blacktooth wasn’t sailing halfway around Augusta just to congratulate her again. “Do you think he might be planning to promote me? Or to send

  me on an important mission for the League?”




  “Maybe he’ll give you a medal for your bravery on the High Seas,” said the gargoyle. “And maybe I could share it.”




  Hour by hour, the Renegade drew closer. By eleven o’clock, Hilary could count its sails. By one o’clock, she could smell the smoke from its torches. And at half past three,

  it sailed into the harbor a few yards away from the spot where the Pigeon had dropped anchor. Hilary woke the gargoyle from his nap and hurried to rub an errant scuff from the toe of her

  boot. “Captain Blacktooth has arrived!” she called, hardly caring that most of her mates weren’t close enough to hear. Jasper Fletcher, freelance pirate and captain of the

  Pigeon, was ashore in the village of Otterpool, distributing bits of magical treasure to the townspeople. His first mate, Charlie Dove, was out in the dinghy, rowing piles of magic from

  the ship’s treasure storeroom to the Otterpool shore. And Jasper’s wife, Eloise Greyson, was busy at the stern of the ship, where she ran Augusta’s only floating bookshop. It was

  a shame they wouldn’t get a chance to climb aboard the most magnificent pirate galleon in the kingdom, but Hilary was determined to memorize the Renegade’s every detail and

  tell them all about it when she returned from her meeting.




  A pirate in a tattered striped shirt lowered a small boat from the Renegade’s deck, and he rowed across the harbor until, with an unceremonious jolt, he crashed into the side of

  the Pigeon. “Ahoy!” he cried. “I’m here to pick up Pirate Hilary Westfield. She’s to have a word with my captain, and he won’t have any

  arguin’.”




  Miss Greyson poked her head out of the bookshop. “What in the world was that bump?” she said. “It nearly sent all the detective novels crashing down on me.”




  “Ahoy!” cried the pirate again. “Are you Pirate Hilary Westfield, ma’am? You’re much grumpier than I expected.”




  Miss Greyson pursed her lips to prevent a scolding from flying out, and Hilary waved her arms in the pirate’s direction. “I’m Pirate Westfield,” she said. “Are you

  Captain Blacktooth’s mate?”




  The pirate gave her a golden-toothed grin. “That’s right. The name’s Twigget.”




  “Well, it’s lovely to meet you, Mr. Twigget.” Hilary tucked the gargoyle into her canvas bag, slung the bag over her shoulder, and hung a rope over the side of the ship.

  “And I certainly don’t intend to argue with you. I know the captain is eager to see me, and I’m rather eager to see him as well.”




  Miss Greyson looked on with her arms crossed as Hilary lowered herself and the gargoyle into the rowboat. “Be home by suppertime, please,” Miss Greyson said, “and remember to

  mind your manners.”




  “She used to be my governess,” Hilary confided to Mr. Twigget, “and I’m afraid there’s still a bit of governess left in her.” She waved to Miss Greyson and

  promised to be home in time for supper—or, at the very least, in time for dessert.




  Then Mr. Twigget tugged on the oars, and the rowboat squeaked and groaned its way across the harbor, bumping into the Renegade with a crash that nearly sent Hilary toppling overboard.

  When she had recovered her balance, Mr. Twigget led her up a wobbly rope ladder to the galleon’s deck. “If you don’t mind takin’ your boots off,” he said, “the

  captain likes to keep a tidy ship.” He gestured to a large wooden crate, upon which the word BOOTS was written in red paint. “And we’ll be needin’ your sword as

  well.” He pointed to the wooden crate that said SWORDS.




  Hilary hesitated. She had polished her boots especially for this occasion, after all, and it was thoroughly unpiratical to give up one’s sword to another scallywag. Still, this was Captain

  Blacktooth’s ship, and it didn’t seem wise to disobey his orders. “I’ll get it back, won’t I?” she asked as she slid the cutlass off her belt.




  “Aye, of course—if you make it back alive.” Mr. Twigget chuckled and slapped her on the back. “Just a little pirate humor, Miss Westfield.”




  “That’s Pirate Westfield, thank you,” said Hilary. She wasn’t sure she cared much for Mr. Twigget’s sort of humor, and she stood a little straighter to make up for

  the lack of boots. “Would you be kind enough to direct me to Captain Blacktooth’s quarters?”




  “Oh, you won’t find the captain in his quarters, matey.” Mr. Twigget looked up into the Renegade’s billowing sails and pointed. “He’s in the

  crow’s nest.”




  “And he won’t come down to speak with me?”




  Mr. Twigget shook his head. “He likes a good view, does Captain Blacktooth. You’d better hurry up and get climbin’, for he’s not too fond of waitin’

  around.”




  Hilary supposed there was no use in protesting; she wasn’t eager to get into an argument with Mr. Twigget without her cutlass by her side. “Very well, then,” she said, giving a

  brisk nod to Twigget. “If Captain Blacktooth prefers to stay in the crow’s nest, that’s where my gargoyle and I shall go.”




  The other pirates on the Renegade’s crew, who had been hauling grog barrels up from the galley and polishing the great brass cannons that stood at both port and starboard, stopped

  their chores and stared at Hilary as she crossed the deck. All of them were barefoot as well, but they had not been asked to relinquish their swords. “That’s the pirate who’s the

  Terror of the Southlands,” someone in the crowd called to his mates. “I didn’t reckon she’d be such a pipsqueak.”




  Hilary dug her fingernails into her palms but didn’t say a word. A true pirate would never let such an ignorant scallywag bother her—though when the gargoyle stuck his head out of

  his bag and snarled at the Renegade’s crew, she didn’t bother to scold him. “I would have bitten them, too,” the gargoyle said, “if you’d let me get

  closer.”




  “That’s very kind of you,” said Hilary. She stared up into the ship’s black sails and swallowed. “The crow’s nest is certainly a long way up.”




  “Do we really have to go up there?” the gargoyle asked. “It seems like an awfully strange way for Blacktooth to give us a medal for our bravery.”




  “There’s something rather strange about this whole meeting,” Hilary agreed. But perhaps this was Blacktooth’s idea of a test. Well, if that was the case, she had no

  intention of failing it. Charlie had taught her ages ago how to scramble to the crow’s nest on the Pigeon, and when her father had been admiral of Augusta’s Royal Navy,

  she’d swung from the ropes of his ships whenever he wasn’t paying attention to her, which was often. “You’d better not look down,” she said to the gargoyle as she

  pulled herself up into the rigging. “I know you don’t like heights.”




  “It’s not the heights I mind,” the gargoyle replied from deep inside the bag. “It’s the falling from them.”




  “In that case, you’ve got nothing to worry about. I’m going to show Blacktooth and his crew what I’m made of.”




  “If you splatter all over the deck, they’ll see exactly what you’re made of,” said the gargoyle cheerfully. “And it won’t be pretty.”




  Captain Blacktooth’s crew had gathered below her by now, and they all stared up, tapping their peg legs impatiently and raising their eye patches to get a better view. Hilary clenched her

  teeth and climbed until the curious pirates were hardly more than small splotches beneath her feet. She climbed until she could see the Pigeon bobbing like a toy in the harbor below her,

  until the clouds were closer than they had any right to be. Why in the world did the Renegade have to be so absurdly tall? And why did her shoulders dare to ache so ferociously? When she

  reached the crow’s nest at last, she hauled herself up and landed on the seat of her breeches, directly in front of a pair of polished black boots.




  “Pirate Westfield,” said Captain Blacktooth (for he was the owner of the boots). “My goodness. I was beginning to think you’d never arrive.”




  Hilary scrambled to her feet, set her bag down, and held out a sore hand for Blacktooth to shake. “I’m terribly sorry, sir. I thought most pirates preferred to be fashionably

  late.”




  “They do,” said Captain Blacktooth, “but it’s not a fashion I care for.” He took her hand in a hearty grip, and Hilary did her best not to wince. It was peculiar,

  she thought, that the president of the Very Nearly Honorable League of Pirates didn’t look the slightest bit fearsome—at least, not at first. He didn’t have an eye patch or a peg

  leg or a hook, and the wrinkles at the corners of his eyes made Hilary suspect that every so often, when no one was watching, he allowed himself to smile. Still, he managed to seem more thoroughly

  piratical than all of his crewmates combined. Perhaps it was because he was the only one allowed to wear boots.




  “I see you’ve brought your gargoyle along.” Captain Blacktooth raised an eyebrow at the gargoyle, who had hopped out of Hilary’s bag. Then he rubbed his chin and leaned

  toward Hilary. “Are you sure it’s wise to keep a gargoyle as a pet? Don’t you think a parrot would be more suitable?”




  The gargoyle gasped in horror.




  “He’s not a pet, sir,” Hilary said. “He’s a friend of mine, and a pirate as well.”




  “That’s right,” said the gargoyle. “I’ve got a hat and everything.”




  “Ah. So you do.” Captain Blacktooth pulled a pair of spectacles from his pocket and balanced them on his nose. “But Pirate Westfield and I have more pressing issues to discuss.

  Do you know why I’ve called you here?”




  “For a medal?” the gargoyle said hopefully.




  Captain Blacktooth frowned.




  “I’ve been told that you want to discuss a matter of great importance, sir,” said Hilary, “but I’m afraid I don’t know what matter you mean.”




  “What I mean,” said Captain Blacktooth, “is this.” He reached inside the folds of his pirate coat and retrieved a thin slip of paper, which he passed to Hilary.




  

    [image: ] NOTICE OF UNPIRATICAL BEHAVIOR
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    This notice certifies that




    Pirate Hilary Westfield




    stands accused of violating the




    Very Nearly Honorable League of Pirates




    Rules of Conduct




    and of behaving in a most unsuitable fashion.




    This is your




    [x] first warning [ ] second warning [ ] third warning


  




  Hilary stared at the notice. She read it three times through, and then twice backward, but the words on the paper refused to change. She looked up at Captain Blacktooth to see if he was joking,

  but his stern expression told her quite clearly that he was not.




  The gargoyle nudged her with his snout. “What does it say?” he asked. “Is it something good?”




  Hilary folded the paper into a neat square and stuffed it into the deepest pocket of her breeches. “No,” she said, “it’s not good at all. I’ve been accused of

  unpiratical behavior—though it must be a mistake, for I’m sure I haven’t done a thing to deserve it.”




  “What you haven’t done, I fear, is precisely the problem.” Captain Blacktooth unfurled a long roll of parchment. “According to my records, you failed to attend this

  year’s League holiday ball, you declined to purchase a ticket for our Buccaneers’ Raffle, and you haven’t participated in even one of our monthly grog tastings.”




  Hilary looked down at the parchment, which seemed to be a lengthy list of all the ways in which she had failed to be a good pirate. “I visited my mother over the holidays, sir. And as for

  the grog, Miss Greyson doesn’t quite approve of it, except on special occasions.”




  “Miss Greyson?” Captain Blacktooth’s expression became more serious. “She is the woman who used to be your governess, correct?”




  “Well, yes, but she’s a bookshop owner now, and—”




  “This is grave—quite grave indeed—but it confirms our suspicions.” Captain Blacktooth held up the parchment and pointed to an item near the top of the list.




  “Consorts with governesses,” Hilary read aloud. “Has no parrot.”




  “You can’t be serious,” said the gargoyle.




  Captain Blacktooth put the roll of parchment aside and looked down at Hilary. “Truthfully,” he said, “these small mistakes don’t concern me much. Being a true pirate is

  not simply a matter of purchasing raffle tickets, and piracy often requires a certain disregard for good behavior. But tell me, Pirate Westfield: When was the last time you drew your sword against

  an enemy? Or stole a stash of loot from a fellow buccaneer?” He paused. “When was the last time you sailed off on a thrilling High Seas adventure?”




  The crow’s nest swayed as a wave pitched the Renegade forward, and Hilary fought to keep her balance. “I suppose it has been a while.”




  “It has indeed,” said Captain Blacktooth. “I hope you can understand that all of this puts me in a rather difficult position. When you found the treasure the Enchantress of the

  Northlands had hidden away, the VNHLP was thoroughly impressed—and of course we are still grateful to you for bringing such vast quantities of magic back to the kingdom. It’s made

  pilfering and pillaging a good deal easier for all of us.” He lowered his voice. “Then, of course, there was the matter of your father. You know as well as I do that he would have

  locked up all the scallywags in the kingdom if you hadn’t prevented him from getting his hands on that magic. Only the most cold-blooded of pirates could have sent her own father to the

  Dungeons.”




  Hilary hesitated. “Thank you,” she said at last, for she supposed Captain Blacktooth had meant to compliment her. She rather wished, however, that he hadn’t mentioned her

  father. Admiral Westfield had nearly seized the Enchantress’s treasure for himself, but Hilary had stopped him, and he’d been trapped in a gloomy prison cell ever since. Hilary was sure

  her father would never forgive her for betraying him. Still, he was nothing more than a villain, and Hilary was the Terror of the Southlands now. She couldn’t allow herself to feel the

  slightest bit sorry about the whole affair, for sorriness was a thoroughly unpiratical emotion.




  “When I admitted you to the League,” Captain Blacktooth continued, “I put my own reputation on the line. More than a few scourges and scallywags felt that League membership

  shouldn’t be open to girls—and certainly not to High Society schoolgirls,” he added apologetically.




  “But I’m not a schoolgirl!” Hilary said. “I’m a pirate!”




  “And that’s precisely what I said to the League. I told them not to worry and that you’d soon prove yourself to be the most fearsome pirate on the High Seas, but I’m

  afraid that over the past few months, you haven’t done much to impress your fellow scallywags. There have even been rumors that your recovery of the Enchantress’s treasure was a

  fluke—or that you wouldn’t have been able to manage it without Jasper Fletcher’s help.”




  Hilary drew in her breath. “That’s completely absurd.”




  “Absurd or not, if you don’t do something to prove those rumors wrong, you’ll make both of us the laughingstock of the High Seas.” Captain Blacktooth peered at Hilary

  over the rims of his spectacles. “And I don’t enjoy being a laughingstock. Do you?”




  The wind whipped Hilary’s braid into her face, and she pushed it aside. She was having a perfectly pleasant time sailing around the kingdom and helping Jasper distribute treasure, but

  perhaps it wasn’t quite the swashbuckling voyage she’d dreamed of during all those years of endless lessons and tedious parties at Westfield House. She’d longed to swap her

  utterly proper, utterly dull life for High Seas adventures like the ones her father had always boasted about. If you didn’t count helping Jasper retrieve his pirate hat from the harbor,

  however—and Hilary didn’t—this meeting with Captain Blacktooth was the closest she’d come to adventure in months. If adventure refused to find her, why shouldn’t she

  set off to find it instead? She couldn’t let Blacktooth and his mates believe that she was a poor excuse for a pirate—and she certainly couldn’t risk allowing such a rumor to make

  its way to her father’s ears. “No,” said Hilary, “I don’t believe I’d care to be a laughingstock either.”




  “I hoped as much.” Captain Blacktooth nodded and adjusted his spectacles. “Still, I must take measures to ensure that you don’t disappoint me, and that is why I am

  setting you a challenge. Instead of spending your days helping the softhearted Mr. Fletcher with his thoroughly unpiratical work, I want you to complete a bold and daring task—a task that

  will prove to me and my fellow scallywags that you deserve to be a member of this League. A task,” said Captain Blacktooth, “that only a true pirate could perform.”




  The gargoyle’s ears perked up. “Do you mean an adventure?” he asked.




  “Of course I mean an adventure!” Captain Blacktooth bellowed with such force that the gargoyle’s ears quivered. “It’s difficult to be bold and daring when one is

  sitting at home on one’s pirate ship, darning one’s socks. Far better to embark on a journey to the far north to slay the sea monster that’s been terrorizing the city of

  Summerstead for months! Or,” he said, “if such a voyage doesn’t tempt you, Pirate Westfield, I hear there’s a pirate king in the southern kingdoms who claims he can defeat

  any swashbuckler on the High Seas in a sword fight. Perhaps you shall be the one to prove him wrong.”




  Hilary had never even seen a sea monster, let alone slain one, and her sword-fighting skills were not entirely up to VNHLP standards, but she had no intention of sharing either of these facts

  with Captain Blacktooth. If he wanted her to perform one of these tasks, she would simply have to find a way to do it. “Of course I can slay a sea monster,” she said, “or defeat a

  pirate in a duel. It shouldn’t be any trouble at all.”




  “I’m glad to hear that.” Captain Blacktooth placed a hand on Hilary’s shoulder. “But I must warn you that if you fail to impress me, your membership card will be

  burned and your cutlass sacrificed. No pirate loyal to the League will be permitted to associate with you, and I will be required to send you off the Renegade’s plank as though you

  were nothing more than a common sea scamp. Many scallywags survive the plunge”—Captain Blacktooth lowered his voice—“but many do not. Do you understand?”




  “Perfectly,” said Hilary. She was fearsome enough to endure a walk off the plank—or at least she hoped she was—but after all the work she had done to earn a place in the

  League, being dismissed from its ranks would be too humiliating to bear. “You have nothing to worry about, sir. I’ll be bolder and more daring than any other pirate on the High

  Seas.”




  “That’s right, Captain Blacktooth,” the gargoyle said. “Hilary is the finest pirate in the kingdom, and I am definitely the finest gargoyle. Prepare to be

  impressed!”




  “I shall do exactly that,” said Captain Blacktooth. “For now, however, I must say good-bye to you both, for I’ve made arrangements to visit my niece.” He took

  Hilary’s hand and gave it another hearty shake. “Hurry home, Pirate Westfield, decide upon your task, and for heaven’s sake, do your best to be bold and daring.”




  Hilary tucked the gargoyle away, said her farewells to Captain Blacktooth, and clambered down from the crow’s nest as quickly as she could manage. When the Jolly Roger that flew above them

  looked as small as Hilary’s thumbnail, the gargoyle peered over the edge of her bag. “That didn’t go too badly,” he said, though he didn’t sound entirely

  certain. “At least Blacktooth didn’t make us walk the plank.”




  “And he never will, if I have a thing to say about it.” Hilary swung herself down from the ropes and landed hard on the deck. “Don’t worry, gargoyle; the next time we see

  Captain Blacktooth, he’ll be awarding us our medal at last.” She gave her most fearsome look to the pirates who had crowded around her, sending them scurrying back to their posts. Good,

  she thought; perhaps that would prevent them from spreading any more absurd rumors about her behavior.




  Twigget was waiting for Hilary near the crate marked BOOTS, filing his fingernails with the side of his knife, and she marched up to him in what she hoped was a thoroughly piratical

  fashion. “Mr. Twigget,” she said, “you’d better fetch my things at once. I’m off to do something bold and daring, and I simply can’t begin until I have my

  cutlass.”
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        The Gargoyle: History of a Hero




        

          

            BY THE GARGOYLE




            AS TOLD TO H. WESTFIELD


          


        


      


    


  




  

    

      You might be wondering, “How did the gargoyle rise from his position as a humble stone sculpture to become the bravest and best-loved hero in the kingdom?”

      Well, dear reader, I am more than happy to tell you.




      In my early years, I was employed as the magical protector of Westfield House. But a life cemented above a doorway is no life for a gargoyle of spirit, so I resigned from my position and

      (with the help of my trusty assistant, Hilary) set off in search of fame and fortune. After taking an accidental trip to finishing school in my assistant’s luggage, I introduced myself to

      the well-known pirate Jasper Fletcher, who agreed to take me on board his ship as a figurehead. (You may not know this, dear reader, but the figurehead is one of the most important sailors on a

      pirate ship, second only to the captain himself.) Jasper was also kind enough to employ my assistant when he realized how lonely she would be without me.




      Soon enough, we were off on a thrilling voyage to find the greatest prize in the land. Our beloved kingdom of Augusta had mined all the magic ore from its hills, and hardly any magic was

      left—except, that is, for a large collection of treasure hidden away long ago by the Enchantress of the Northlands. Naturally, your intrepid hero volunteered to find this lost magic and

      return it to the people of Augusta.




      But I was not the only one seeking treasure! You will never believe this, dear reader, but my trusty assistant’s father, Admiral Westfield, wanted the magic for himself. He and his

      High Society friends had been stealing magic from the noble households of Augusta for months, and they planned to use the treasure to banish the queen and rule the kingdom in her place. I knew

      that if Admiral Westfield reached that treasure before I did, I would never be famous.




      Using my sharp wit and my even sharper teeth, I deciphered the Enchantress’s treasure map, fought off an entire fleet of naval officers, won legions of adoring admirers, and guided

      my trusty assistant to the treasure’s location. (My assistant says this is not precisely how she remembers the course of events, but this is not her memoir, is it?)




      In any case, the treasure was nearly ours when disaster struck: Admiral Westfield had found us! He soon learned, however, that he was no match for a gargoyle. With some help from my

      assistant, I defeated the villain and sent him off to the Royal Dungeons. I received a fashionable pirate hat as a reward for my efforts, and Jasper generously gave my assistant the title of

      Terror of the Southlands. We can’t all be the most heroic gargoyle in the kingdom, but my assistant seems pleased with her title nonetheless.
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          The Illustrated Queensport Gazette




          YOUR GATEWAY TO THE CIVILIZED WORLD!
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  INTRUDER REPORTED NEAR ENCHANTRESS’S RESIDENCE




  PEMBERTON, AUGUSTA—The queen’s inspectors were called to Miss Pimm’s Finishing School for Delicate Ladies last week to investigate a report of one or more

  suspicious persons trespassing on school grounds. Miss Eugenia Pimm, who divides her time between her leadership of the finishing school and her position as Enchantress, summoned the authorities

  late at night after hearing footsteps outside her window.




  Inspector John Hastings states that no intruder was found anywhere near the school building. “Frankly,” Mr. Hastings told the Gazette, “I don’t believe there’s a

  crime to investigate. If you ask me, it’s nothing more than a handful of schoolgirls playing a prank on their headmistress.”




  Miss Pimm herself, however, was adamant that no pupil of hers would ever dream of prowling around the school grounds after dark. “If only I’d had my magic crochet hook nearer at

  hand,” she said, “I would have apprehended the intruder myself. As it was, I could do no more than light a candle and run to the window before he slipped away.”




  In her role as Enchantress, Miss Pimm keeps new magic users in line and attempts to prevent the kingdom’s rogues and villains from using magic for their own nefarious purposes. Therefore,

  she claims, it is quite natural for her to have enemies. “Half the kingdom is furious at me for scolding them when they use their magic improperly,” she said, “and the other half

  of the kingdom is furious because they haven’t yet received their magic pieces from Jasper Fletcher. The entire business gives me a splitting headache. My greatest desire is to find the next

  Enchantress and retire to my family home in the Northlands, but my search for a talented young lady of quality to take my place has been rather a disaster so far. I’m beginning to doubt

  whether anyone in the kingdom is up to the task—but you mustn’t report all this in the Gazette. What are you scribbling, young man?”




  At this point in our conversation with the Enchantress, the Gazette reporter was promptly kicked out.
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        IN OTTERPOOL THIS WEEK!      




  THE FLOATING BOOKSHOP




  &




  MAGIC DISPENSARY




  Augusta’s only official source for




  MAGIC COINS




  MAGIC CROCHET HOOKS




  and other curiosities




  from the Enchantress’s treasure trove!
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  Don’t miss our impressive selection of




  HIGH SEAS ADVENTURE TALES




  THRILLING ROMANCES




  and




  HELPFUL ETIQUETTE GUIDES




  for every occasion.
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  And please stop by for a cozy mug of




  HOT CHOCOLATE.
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  Find us aboard the PIGEON in Otterpool Harbor.
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  Eloise Greyson, PROPRIETRESS




  Jasper Fletcher, PIRATE
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  BY THE TIME Hilary returned to the Pigeon, she was already late for supper. She slipped into the captain’s cabin, took her seat at

  the end of the long wooden table, and cast a skeptical glance at the charred remnants of what had probably been a fish. Then she drew her cutlass and helped herself to two enormous slices of apple

  pie, one of which she set down on the bench so the gargoyle could reach it.




  Around the table, the others were discussing the news of the day. Jasper was preparing to leave the next morning for a freelance pirates’ convention a few days south of the kingdom, and he

  wondered whether anyone had seen his seventh-best hat feather. Miss Greyson had sold three cookbooks that afternoon to an elderly pirate who’d grown tired of hardtack. Fitzwilliam,

  Jasper’s budgerigar, had learned to whistle several notes from a sea chantey, and Charlie had been chased down the streets of Otterpool by a rather aggressive enchanted harpsichord. (Flying

  instruments had become a frequent hazard in the past few days since the members of the Otterpool Royal Orchestra had received their new magic pieces.) “And of course,” said Jasper,

  “our Terror must have some news to share with us.” He turned to Hilary. “How was your meeting with Captain Blacktooth?”




  Hilary took a large bite of pie to give herself a few moments to think. She wasn’t particularly eager to admit that she’d been found unpiratical. If Jasper found out about it,

  he’d most likely insist on giving Captain Blacktooth a piece of his mind, and Hilary couldn’t imagine anything more humiliating than that. Why, the crew of the Renegade would

  spread word around the League that the Terror of the Southlands wasn’t even brave enough to fight her own battles! And there would be plenty of time to tell everyone the truth later, after

  she had slain a sea monster or defeated a pirate king. She swallowed the pie and set down her fork. “The meeting was perfectly fine.”




  The gargoyle stared up at her. “It was?”




  “Yes,” she said firmly, giving the gargoyle a look. “Blacktooth only stopped by to say how disappointed he was that I didn’t attend the League holiday ball.”




  Charlie raised his eyebrows. “He sailed all the way to Otterpool for that?”




  “That’s right,” said the gargoyle, nodding his head with vigor. “Definitely.”




  Charlie frowned at Hilary, the way he often did when she broke a rule during a swordplay lesson. Then he shrugged and turned back to his supper.




  “The League holiday ball!” Jasper put his feet up on the table. “Are all pirates required to attend it now? That sort of nonsense is exactly why I left the VNHLP.”




  Miss Greyson smiled and swatted Jasper with her handkerchief. “I thought you were forced to leave when Blacktooth overheard you calling him— What was it? A sea cucumber?”




  “The details,” said Jasper, “are hardly important. But I’m glad to hear the meeting went well, Hilary.” He smiled at her. “I can’t say I care much for

  Blacktooth, but he’s a valuable friend to have. When you’re friendly with the League, you’ve got access to the best treasure maps, the best cannons, and the finest magic pieces

  this side of High Society. You’ve got a fleet of fellow scallywags who are obliged to help you out of a tight spot, and you don’t have to sail nearly all the way to the southern

  kingdoms to find an island that’s willing to host your gatherings.” Jasper pushed his chair back and stood up. “At any rate, my advice to all of you is to stay on

  Blacktooth’s good side—and to keep track of your seventh-best hat feather, for you never know when you may need it.”




  “I’ll certainly try,” said Hilary. She knew for a fact that her own hat feathers were stowed safely in her cabin, and as for Captain Blacktooth—well, with any luck at

  all, she’d be back in his good graces soon enough.




  EARLY THE NEXT morning, Hilary stood watch while Jasper departed for his freelance pirates’ convention in a rather pungent fishing boat he’d

  borrowed from a gentleman in the next village over. She waved good-bye and promised quite sincerely not to do anything that Jasper himself wouldn’t do. Then, once the fishing boat had

  disappeared behind the waves, she stepped out of her boots and slipped down to the treasure storeroom, taking great care not to wake Charlie and Miss Greyson as she passed their cabins.




  Although a good deal of the Enchantress’s treasure had already made its way into the cupboards and pockets of the kingdom’s citizens, the storeroom was still filled with piles of

  golden coins, crochet hooks, and other magical odds and ends that glinted in the morning light. Hilary plucked something that looked like a golden porridge bowl from the top of the nearest pile and

  scooped up a few handfuls of coins for good measure. Then she gathered them all in her pirate coat and clutched the bundle to her chest as she hurried back up to the deck. Miss Greyson would be

  awake soon, and she certainly wouldn’t approve of Hilary’s plan.




  The gargoyle had been keeping a lookout for villains and scoundrels from his Nest, but he turned around and stared at Hilary as she unrolled her bundle on the deck. “What are you doing

  with all that magic?” he cried. “Just looking at it is enough to make my ears twitch!”




  “There’s no need to shout,” Hilary whispered. “This is going to help me with Blacktooth’s bold and daring task. I’ve got to slay a sea monster or defeat a

  pirate king before I get another one of those blasted warnings, so I thought I’d better get started.”




  The gargoyle wrinkled his snout. “You’re going to whack the sea monster over the head with a magical porridge bowl?”




  “Not exactly.” Hilary sat back on her heels. Truthfully, she wasn’t quite sure how to accomplish either of Captain Blacktooth’s tasks on her own—but that, of

  course, was why magic was so useful. She placed the coins inside the porridge bowl, where they began to jitter and twitch.




  “Um, Hilary?” The gargoyle peered into the bowl. “Are you sure you’re strong enough to use all that?”




  “Of course,” said Hilary. “At least, I’m nearly sure.” She’d never used more than one magic coin before, and even that could be difficult to control,

  but a single coin was nowhere near powerful enough to accomplish what she had in mind. And anyway, hadn’t Captain Blacktooth told her to be bold and daring? She picked up the porridge bowl in

  both hands and tried to ignore the gargoyle, who was covering his eyes with his tail. “Magic,” she said, addressing the bowl, “I wish for the fastest pirate ship you can manage,

  and a crew of scallywags to help me sail it. Please,” she added, because the magic seemed to appreciate good manners. “Oh, and could you arrange for the scallywags to be excellent sword

  fighters?”




  As Hilary spoke, the familiar thrill of magic tugged at her lungs and tingled along her arms. She held the golden porridge bowl as tightly as she could. For a moment she thought the enchantment

  had worked, and the gargoyle peeked out from under his tail. Then, too soon, the tug of magic stopped, the tingling ceased, and the coins flew out of the bowl and clattered to the deck.




  “Oh, blast!” Hilary rubbed her sore arms and scanned the harbor, but no pirate ship had appeared. “I didn’t even conjure up a single scallywag.”




  The gargoyle lowered his tail and looked around. “Cheer up,” he said; “it could have been worse. You could have turned yourself into a wheel of cheese.”




  Hilary blinked. “Did someone do that?”




  “A week ago, in Pemberton. I heard Jasper say so. Besides, if you’d really made a mess of things, you would have gotten a scolding from the Enchant—”




  But the gargoyle was interrupted by a prim and proper voice that rang out from the air directly above Hilary’s head:




  

    

      

        

          To use your magic, you must be stronger!




          Don’t attempt it any longer.


        


      


    


  




  Hilary groaned and covered her ears, but there was no use in trying to shut out the Enchantress’s reprimands, for the less eager one was to hear them, the louder they became. The gargoyle

  tilted his head to one side. “I don’t think I’ve ever heard that one before,” he said when the Enchantress’s voice had faded away at last. “She must be trying

  out a new batch of rhymes.”




  “Yes,” said Hilary, “and she’s probably woken half of Otterpool in the process.” She started to gather the spilled coins together. “Blasted magic.”




  The prim and proper voice cleared its throat.




  

    

      

        

          Be polite, and pleasant too,




          or you can bid your coins adieu!


        


      


    


  




  Hilary and the gargoyle exchanged a look. “Sorry, Miss Pimm,” Hilary said into the air.




  The voice seemed satisfied with this, for it didn’t return again. At the stern of the ship, however, a cabin door squeaked open, and Charlie stumbled out in his nightclothes.




  Hilary scrambled to bundle up the magic in her pirate coat, but she could tell from the way Charlie rolled his eyes that he had already spotted it. “I thought I heard the Enchantress out

  here,” he said. He nudged the bundle of magic with his foot. “You’re lucky you didn’t wake Miss Greyson as well. What have you two been up to?”
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THE VERY NEARLY HONORABLE LEAGUE OF PIRATES
Servia’ the High Seas for i53 Years
GUNPOWDER ISLAND HEADQUARTERS

Pirate Hilary Westfield, Terror of the Southfands:
Greetings from the VINHLP! I hope this letter finds

you with a fair wind in your sails and a pile of magic coins

in your treasure chest. T write on behalf of owr mutual
employer, Captain Rupert Blacktooth, the president of
this fine League and (I hope you will agree) the fiercest
scallywag on the High Seas.

Captain Blacktooth desires to speak to you as soon 7]

as possible about a matter of great importance. You are
therefore summoned to a private meeting on the captain’s
galleon, the Renegade. Do not attempt to seek out Captain {
Blacktooth: he will find you when he is ready for you.
Instead, while you await the Renegade’s arrival, please =1
endeayor to polish your boots, sharpen the creases in your
pirate hat, and prepare yourself for the profound honor of
standing in our captain's presence.

You may not postpone or cancel this meeting, and
you may not send another pirate in your place. You may,

however, bring your gargoyle, provided he is on his best

behavior.
£ N
Al Q\%‘ ‘

Horatio Gull

Private Secretary to the President

€
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THE VERY NEARLY HONORABLE LEAGUE OF PIRATES

Rures or Conpuct

A pirate must . ...
+ Be twice as bold as he is daring,
and twice as daring as he is bold.

+ Be handy with a cannon, and handier with a sword.
o Appreciate the finer things in fife:
treasure, parrots, and grog.

» Mind his manners only when it suits him.
o Carry his magic piece at all times.

+ Be honorable (or very nearly).

o Assist his mates in storms and battles.

o Enjoy a bit of plundering from time to time.
o Be careful with his hook.

A pirate must not . ...
o Mutiny against his captain.
o Attempt to sing if he cannot canry a tune.
o Displease his fellow scallywags.

o Forget to be fearsome.

And most of all ...

o A pirate must command respect.
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