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Pirates:

Chapter 1

The Ring
Buried in the sand on the island of Hoganthal was a
treasure that would fill every pirate’s dreams, or so they
thought. This treasure did not include gold challises or
doubloons, and there were no diamonds or rubies or
emeralds. Buried here was a plain black box, and in this
box was a single gold ring with the inscription, “To all
who need hope”. This ring was known to have special
powers and every pirate who heard tales of the ring had
it in his mind that it would someday be his. The ring was
known by all as The Ring of Hope.
It was said that in the heat of battle this ring would
bring one’s enemies to their knees and make men
1 1
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disappear before their eyes. But this was as close to the
truth as the stories ever got. Through the years the
accounts of what this ring could do inflated to include
extraordinary feats, some almost biblical in effect, like
Moses parting the Red Sea. The true purpose of this
ring, however, was really only known to those who had
worn it, and even they didn’t know its full abilities. But
to those who sought it, it meant power, and power meant
riches. So the perceived value of this simple gold ring
was enormous.
What people didn’t know about the ring was that it had
limited powers and, most importantly, it could not be
worn by just anyone. The Ring of Hope would only bond
with the heart and soul of a man of its choosing -someone it deemed worthy -- and the wearer of the ring
had to stay true to the ring’s intent or face the same
consequences as those who the ring failed to choose.
The ring was created with one goal in mind, and that was
to preserve mankind at its best as the rest of humanity
tried to destroyed itself.
The Ring of Hope was named because of its ability to
give the wearer an out -- if you were in a situation that
was dire and there was no hope of escape, the energy
from this ring would transport you to safety. In the eyes
of your enemy you would just vanish, and this is how the
ring became a legend. But there were many problems
for those who claimed ownership of this gold band, and
2
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all of them were brought on by the legend itself.
Every pirate reveled in the thought of being invincible,
so pirates came looking for this ring in droves. The
families of the bearers of the ring would soon become
targets. Some would be taken and used as leverage to get
the owner to hand over the ring, and some, though it was
rare, would become casualties in a struggle to keep it. In
order to protect their families, most of the ring’s owners
would leave their homes and live like fugitives from the
law, always running and hiding. For a piece of gold that
was supposed to bring hope, it mostly created situations
that often seemed hopeless, and, because of this, the ring
would be cast away by its owners. But getting rid of the
ring didn’t stop the pirates from thinking that it was just
being hidden, so most owners came to regret that decision.
In their minds they thought that without the ring they
could return to a normal life. Unfortunately, once you
had the ring, it was impossible to return to what used to
be, yet without the ring, there was no chance to escape
the virtual lawlessness of the times. The ability to be
free and happy was all within the ring’s power to give,
but the owner had to have the faith to become one with
the ring. The ring’s deepest powers were seldom
discovered and, because of this, the wearer would loose
faith in it. That was the case with Emmit Whalbash.
When Emmit Whalbash, the last known owner of the
ring, slipped the gold band off his finger for the final
3
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time, he took a deep breath and, without the slightest bit
of hesitation, he dropped it into a small black box and
shut the lid. As he dug the hole that would soon become
the final resting place for his box he thought of his family
and how much he missed them. Emmit wanted his life
back the way it used to be. He wanted to wake up next
to his wife and not be afraid; he wanted to know that his
children had a chance to live normal lives; and, what
Emmit wanted most was for this ring to be gone forever.
It was his intent to make sure that this box was never
found, that this ring would never be worn again by
anyone, and that is how The Ring of Hope found its way
beneath the white sand beaches of Hoganthal. Emmit
tossed the last shovel full of sand onto the top of the pile
that now filled the hole. He stood still for a moment, like
a mourner paying his last respects, then climbed back
into his boat and sailed back out to sea.
For years people searched for Emmit and his ring but
neither was ever found. Rumors spread that Emmit and
the ring were both taken by the sea. Eventually the
pirates lost interest and moved on to finding more tangible
riches. Hoganthal was just an island in passing; that was,
until people started to discover the riches of its natural
resources.
Hoganthal was home to hundreds of different species
of animals, some that brought great prices. It also had an
abundance of tropical plants and fruits and, to the dismay
4
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of some travelers, it soon became a popular place for the
King’s Navy to take anchor. Groups of men would go to
shore each day and spend hours exploring the island
while one sailor stayed behind to keep watch on their
boat. One very hot summer day, Navy Seaman Ardin J.
Delham had the honor of standing watch.
The Ring of Hope had stayed hidden in the sand for
nearly one hundred years when Seaman Delham stumbled
over a turtle’s nest while taking a look around the beach.
Ardin landed on the spot where it had been buried and
his hand went just deep enough into the sand for him to
feel the lid of Emmit’s box. Out of simple curiosity,
Ardin decided to brush the sand away. To his surprise, he
discovered the unmistakenly old black box, and inside
the box was one small gold ring that looked like a man’s
wedding band. It was so common looking that he
couldn’t understand why anyone would go through the
trouble of burying it, until he saw the inscription, “To all
that need hope”. One hundred years of waves beating
down on the beach, along with many violent volcanic
eruptions, were just enough to inch Emmit’s box slowly
to the surface, until it was close enough to finally be
touched.
When Ardin read the inscription his eyes grew wide -he knew instantly what he was holding. This ring was a
legend that transcended many generations and the stories
that surrounded it, both good and bad, came to mind.
5
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Was he now holding it? And was it now his? Ardin
carefully slipped the ring onto his finger and, when it had
slid into place, he didn’t know what to think. Somehow
he thought he would feel different, that maybe something
magical would happen, but there was nothing. He didn’t
feel stronger or invincible. He didn’t feel smarter. He
was exactly the same. He couldn’t help but think that all
the stories behind this ring must have been lies, but one
thing he knew for certain was that it was now his and, no
matter what, he would not tell anyone what he had found.
It would be his secret and, with this thought in his head,
he walked to the edge of the jungle beyond the beach and
tossed the black box away.
Ardin went on to live a happy and full life. He left the
King’s Navy after five years of service and stayed on in
the new world where he had met a beautiful young
woman by the name of Elizabeth Eldersby. Ardin and
Elizabeth fell in love and were married. They went on to
have two handsome sons, Charles and Paul. For forty
years, Ardin wore The Ring of Hope and was lucky
enough to have never needed its powers. At the end of
his life he would take comfort in knowing that his family
gave him all the hope he had ever needed. His wife and
sons never knew where this ring had come from and,
when Ardin died at age sixty-three, his sons saw it only
as a memento of their father. Even though both boys
would have liked to have had the ring, custom was that it
6
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would go to Charles as the eldest. So, upon Ardin’s
death, the ring was removed from his finger and placed
into a blue velvet box along with a personal note that
Ardin had written years before.
The period after Ardin’s death was a painful time
for both brothers. While Paul missed his father deeply
and clung onto the memories that made him the happiest,
of which there were many, Charles held onto anger and
resentment. Ardin loved both of his boys equally, but
to Charles, Paul was always the favorite. Now that his
father was gone, Charles would never be able to make
him see that Paul was nothing special and that it was
Charles who was really the special child. For Charles,
this pain would not go away. Ardin’s death left a hole in
both boys’ lives that no amount of money could fill, but
in Charles’s mind, when all was said and done, he came
up the loser again.
Elizabeth had been thinking about Charles and about
Ardin’s ring for days after Ardin’s death and she was
struggling with carrying out his instructions. To
Elizabeth’s knowledge she was the only person besides
Ardin who had ever seen the inscription on his ring and,
even though he had never told her where it came from,
she knew of the legend and had surmised years ago that
this could be The Ring of Hope. She loved Charles very
much but for years she could see her son’s anger and
hostility growing. She didn’t know where it came from,
7
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but it was there. First it was directed at Ardin, and it
seemed like it was just part of his growing up, turning
from a boy into a man. But as the years went on, she
knew it was much deeper than that. As Elizabeth watched
her sons interact over the seven days since Ardin’s
passing, she cringed at how Charles treated Paul. He had
turned into a very cold man and she couldn’t help but
wonder what was going on inside his head, and fear that
it was only going to get worse. Based on this fear,
Elizabeth made a decision, and even though Ardin might
not like what she was about to do, she knew he would
have understood. Charles was the wrong choice for
taking ownership of the ring.
Elizabeth called both of her sons into her husband’s
study. When they walked in she was standing behind his
large walnut desk, and on the top of the desk sat two
small blue velvet boxes. In each box was a gold band -one was the ring that came from Ardin and the second
was a duplicate. It was Elizabeth’s hope that this gesture
would be enough to set Charles’s mind at ease.
“Come in, sit down,” said Elizabeth. “Your father and
I talked about his estate in great length before his passing
and we both felt that he had done a good job of splitting
it up fairly between the two of you. However, one thing
was left out of the estate, a piece of jewelry that your
father was very fond of. I know you both know what I
am talking about.”
8
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“Yes, Mother, the ring,” said Charles, smiling.
“Yes, the ring,” Elizabeth replied. “I knew that this
ring would have significant meaning to both of you
because your father loved it so. But there are two sons
and only one ring.”
“Mother, Charles is the eldest and I have already
prepared myself for the ring to be passed to him,” Paul
said.
Charles had been waiting for this day since Ardin’s
death. He wanted that ring and was ready to fight for it
so he was a little surprised, and even a little disappointed,
that Paul let it go so easily.
“That won’t be necessary, Paul. I took several pieces
of your father’s favorite gold jewelry and, together with
the gold band, had them melted down and made into two
identical rings.” Elizabeth picked up the boxes and
leaned forward, handing one to each son. “I thought that
it was important for both of you to have his ring. This
way, you each have part of it. Please open your boxes
and try them on so I know that they are sized correctly.”
Paul opened his first and, with a big grin on his face,
slipped it on his finger.
“Mother, it fits perfectly! Thank you so much. This
means a lot to me.” Paul stood up and walked over to his
mother and kissed her on the cheek.
“You’re welcome, Darling. I am so glad that you like
it. Charles, my dear, put yours on.”
9
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“Charles, put it on,” said Paul cheerfully. “Put it
on.”
“No, I will not!” Charles responded like an angry
child. “Mother, you destroyed father’s ring! How could
you do that? He loved that ring.”
“Charles, now listen . . .” Elizabeth tried to explain,
but Charles cut her off, yelling,
“It should have been mine! Not a piece of it -- the
whole thing. I was the first born and it was my right.”
Elizabeth was stunned. She was being scolded like a
child by her own son! She was hurt and extremely
embarrassed. His disrespect was reprehensible and she
would not stand for it.
“Your right?” Elizabeth screamed in anger. “How dare
you talk to me like that! As your father’s wife, that ring
belongs to me. I will choose to give it to whom I want
and it was my decision that it would be shared. If you
don’t like it then don’t wear it. But don’t you ever talk to
me like that again, do you understand me?” Elizabeth,
visibly shaking, eased herself down into a chair.
“Fine, but I will not wear that ring,” Charles said
pointedly. He slammed the unopened box on the desk
and walked out of the room, leaving Paul and Elizabeth
in shock.
“Mother, I am so sorry,” said Paul.
“It is not your fault, it is mine. In a way, your brother
is right. It should have been his.”
10
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“Then why didn’t you just give him the ring? I would
have been fine with that.”
“But I wouldn’t have,” said Elizabeth sadly.
“Mother, why? It’s just a ring.”
“It’s not just a ring, Paul. Remove it for a second. I
want you to see something.”
Paul eased the band off of his finger. “What do you
want me to see?”
“On the inside of your ring is an inscription. Can you
read it?”
“Yes, ‘To all that need hope’.”
“Have you ever heard stories about The Ring of
Hope?”
“Yes, of course I have. That is the inscription that is
said to be on it.”
“Yes, it is,” said Elizabeth softly.
“Why would you have it engraved on my ring?”
“I didn’t, Paul. It was already on the ring.”
“How is that possible, Mother? You said you just had
these made?”
“I wasn’t telling the truth, Paul. That ring is your
father’s ring. I didn’t melt it down to divide it, I just had
a second ring made for Charles.”
Paul stood silent for a second trying to absorb what he
just heard. “If this is my father’s ring, Mother, this ring
should have been given to Charles. He is the first born.
Is this what father wanted?”
11
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“It is what I wanted and I now believe that your father
would agree with my decision.”
“But he wanted Charles to have the ring?”
“Yes, he did.”
“Then why would you go against his wishes?”
Elizabeth rose from her chair and stood directly in
front of her son. Paul now towered over her but, at five
feet seven, she was a tall woman, tall enough to reach up
and take Paul’s face gently between her hands. She
spoke to Paul in almost a whisper, “Because you have a
kind heart and I know that you can handle the power and
responsibility that come with this ring. Your brother
cannot, and I am now certain that your father would
agree.”
“But how do you know this is really the The Ring of
Hope? Father told you this?”
“No, I don’t know for sure that it is, but the inscription
for me is telling, and I am confident enough in my belief
that I would wager everything I have on it. Your father
kept this ring a secret from everyone, including me, and
he had to have had his reasons. I think whatever his
reasons were must mean something. Your father was a
smart man and, if this is The Ring of Hope, I think being
secretive was a wise choice, don’t you?”
“Yes, Mother, a very wise choice.”
“Good. Now put it back on your finger, for it is now
yours, and let me make us some lunch.”
12
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Paul wanted to be happy with his mother’s decision,
but deep in his heart he couldn’t help but feel bad for
Charles. The ring, whether it was or wasn’t The Ring of
Hope, should have been given to him. Paul slid the ring
back on his finger and watched it fall perfectly into place.
It looked good on his hand and Paul felt a rush of
happiness, like his father had just given him a pat on the
back. The Ring of Hope also felt right at home on Paul’s
hand, just like it had for Ardin when he found it.
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Chapter 2

The Dilemma
Catherine turned the last page of Peter’s story and
found herself hoping that there was more to come but, to
her disappointment, there was not. She stacked the pages
back together, took a deep breath and exhaled. She shook
her head in frustration, picked up her pen and scribbled a
note at the top of the title page. Next to the note she
wrote “A-” and then she moved on to the next paper.
After reading three more stories that she marked
confidently with C pluses, her thoughts returned to the A
minus. Catherine had read Peter’s story twice and she
was having an ethical dilemma. The paper deserved an
A plus and she knew it. The story was written by one of
14
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her favorite students and it was everything a teacher
could hope for out of a writing assignment. But the story
was, once again, about pirates!
Peter was a gentle, creative soul with a wild imagination and by far one of her best writers. For some
reason, however, he had a strange infatuation with pirates
and had a knack for turning every writing assignment
into a pirate story. It was driving Catherine nuts. She
just wanted him to write about things that kids do -- be a
kid, she would tell him, and write about things you can
relate to. Incorporate everyday experiences, like hanging
with your friends, playing video games and sports, so
that your reader feels a connection. But, instead, Peter’s
stories had him sword fighting with bands of renegade
pirates, fishing for great white sharks off of the Ivory
Coast or hunting for treasure on islands infested with
dragons. So, yes, even though she knew that this story
deserved an A plus, she was reluctant to encourage him
to continue down this path. She wanted him to grow and
expand his writing so she couldn’t help but think that by
giving his paper the grade it deserved that she was, in
fact, encouraging him. Catherine knew if the story was
written by anyone other than Peter it would have
warranted an A plus. She really didn’t know what do
with him.
Catherine liked Peter very much. He was always well
behaved in class and very respectful. In her opinion, this
15
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was the result of good parenting, but lately she had started
to wonder if something might be going on at home; if
something in his once stable environment had changed.
He didn’t seem quite himself as of late and the pirate
infatuation was starting to border on obsession. She
knew that many behavioral changes in students Peter’s
age were the result of problems in the students’ home
lives, like parents splitting up or losing a close relative,
but it could be anything, from lack of sleep and depression
to dating problems or just plain insecurity.
She thought about the idea of Peter dating and it made
her smile. Catherine loved observing the students who
were “dating” in school. It just amused her to no end.
They would simply walk side by side down the hallway
-- no hand holding, no arms wrapped around waists or
shoulders. For most of the kids at this age, dating was
little more than the exchange of phone calls, e-mails and
text messages, with a few of the more daring boys and
girls going so far as to see a movie together or go home
on the bus to one of their houses after school. They were
at an age where they had already discovered that cooties
didn’t exist and that boys and girls could enjoy each
other’s company, but watching them struggle with the
adult concept of dating and trying to apply it to their
world was interesting. However, in trying to figure out
what could be happening in Peter’s personal life to affect
his behavior, girl issues would not have been on the top
16
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of Catherine’s list. She had not noticed Peter spending a
lot of time with any one girl during school hours so she
dismissed this as the cause of Peter’s recent change. But
she couldn’t rule out that insecurity in general might be
starting to sneak up on him.
Peter’s appearance had changed a lot over the summer
break with his height and hair being the most obvious.
Catherine was only guessing, but he had to have shot up
nearly six inches in the two and a half months since the
end of the previous school year. At five foot seven he
was starting to look like a boy in a man’s body which
made her think that he could be feeling a little insecure.
Then there was his hair; it had gotten so long that even
she had mistaken him for a girl a few times when he had
been seated and she had seen him from behind. She had
to admit that he did have great hair, feeling even a hint of
jealousy of the perfect waves and how it shined in the
light. Catherine had even heard other female teachers
comment on how no boy should be blessed with such
gorgeous hair and she agreed it just wasn’t fair.
What concerned Catherine about Peter the most,
though, was the fact that he was starting to really stand
out from the crowd and, at twelve and thirteen years old,
being different from everyone could result in being
shunned and alienated by your peers. She noticed this
starting to happen in small ways, like some boys teased
him about his hair. The comments right now seemed to
17
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be all in fun but, as time goes on, kids can tend to get
meaner and others may start to join in because they see
their friends doing it. As a middle school teacher,
Catherine had seen it happen many times through the
years and she didn’t want to see it happen to Peter. It was
at that moment that she decided two important things:
one was that she was going to talk to him and see if she
could get him to open up about what might be bothering
him, and the second was that the A minus had to stay.
She knew that the best of Peter’s writing was yet to come
and she was going to find a way to pull it out of him.
The bell rang, startling Catherine out of her preoccupied state of mind. She straightened out the pile of
graded papers and collected her thoughts for her incoming
class. She was happy it was the last class of the day;
happier still that she might get that opportunity to talk to
Peter afterwards and see if she could get him to provide
at least a hint as to what was going on with him. As the
students started to fill the classroom, Catherine smiled,
walked up to the chalkboard and starting to write down
the key points of the day’s lesson.
*

*

*

“Finally, before we end for the day, I want to tell
everyone what a wonderful job you’ve done with the first
chapter of your stories. I enjoyed reading all of them,
but now I want all of you to bring more of yourselves
18
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into your stories. The assignment for Monday is for you
to pick something that happened to you this week and
write about it. Next week we will read them in class and
talk about how you can tie those personal experiences
into your stories. Again, this is due on Monday. Write
that in your agendas so you don’t forget. Also, on your
way out, stop at my desk and pick up your stories, and
Peter, if you could stay for just one minute, there’s
something I’d like to talk to you about. Everyone have a
great weekend,” Catherine said as the bell rang.
Peter stayed seated as the rest of the students hurried
out of the classroom. He couldn’t imagine what he had
done to be asked to stay after class -- his homework was
always on time and he had gotten A’s on almost every
paper so far this marking period. As the last student
exited the classroom Catherine grabbed a chair and
seated herself next to Peter’s desk.
“Peter,” said Catherine, “I want to ask you
something.”
“Did I do something wrong, Miss Wells?”
“Oh, no, Peter, you didn’t do anything wrong. I’m
just concerned, that’s all.”
“About what?”
“About you. You just don’t seem like your usual
happy self lately.”
Peter looked down at the floor. “Sorry.”
“Peter, you don’t have to apologize. I thought you
19
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seemed very distracted in class this week and I just want
to see if there is anything wrong.”
Peter just looked at Catherine. He wasn’t really sure
what he should say next, so he didn’t respond.
“Is there anything you want to talk about?” Catherine
encouraged.
“No, not really.”
“Does ‘not really’ mean there is something but you
don’t want to talk about it?”
“It’s nothing,” said Peter.
“It’s nothing,” repeated Catherine. “That means that
there is something? Peter, if someone at school is
bothering you or hurting you, please tell me,” Catherine
said with a look of concern.
“No, that’s not it.”
“Then what is it, Peter?” Catherine could see that it
was on the tip of his tongue.
“It’s Monk,” he said.
“Monk?” Catherine looked confused. “The Monk
from your stories?”
“Yes,” said Peter.
Monk was a reoccurring character in Peter’s stories
but Catherine hadn’t realized that he was real so she was
surprised. “So this whole week you’ve been worried
about your pet?” she asked.
“Yes.”
“And what happened to Monk that has you all
20
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worried?”
“He left the house on Monday and I haven’t seen him
since.”
“Oh, Peter, I am so sorry to hear that, but I’m sure he
will come home. For all you know, he came back while
you were in school today.”
“I hope so.”
“And that’s it, there is nothing else?”
“Nope.”
“Well, let’s hope he comes home soon because I need
the old you back in class,” Catherine said jokingly.
“He will,” said Peter, “I know that. I just didn’t think
he’d be gone this long.”
Catherine smiled and was relieved that it wasn’t
anything more serious. “Peter, there is one more thing.”
Peter looked concerned again.
“This has to do with your school work and this
weekend’s writing assignment. You are one of my best
writers and I love reading about your pirate adventures,
but this assignment is strictly personal. You must write
about what is really happening in your life.”
“I thought that’s what I was doing.”
“I am not seeing it, Peter. You are writing fantasy, and
even though I can see that you are trying to make it
personal, it is still missing the basis in reality that I have
been stressing in class. I believe that once you figure out
how to take things from your real life and use them in
21

Daryl K. Cobb

your writing you will make that personal connection
with your reader that will pull them in completely.
Treasure hunts and sea adventures are exciting, Peter,
but I want you to reach in your heart and tell me a story
about Peter Nichols. Can you do that for me?” Catherine
almost pleaded.
“I think so,” Peter replied, trying not to sound puzzled
even though he was.
“Good! I hope a lot of fun things happen this weekend
for you to write about, and I’ll look forward to reading
about them on Monday. Have a good weekend, Peter,”
Catherine said cheerfully. She stood up, and Peter did
the same. “And Peter?”
“Yes, Miss Wells?”
“I hope Monk comes home soon.”
Peter smiled and said, “Thank you, me too.”
Peter walked out of class and into the weekend. He
thought about what Miss Wells had said and wondered
how he could connect his pirate world to the present
times in a way that would make her see that he was truly
connected to what he was writing about. To her, he was
writing about fantasies but, to Peter, it was his world.
His world included sailing the sea, treasure hunts, pirates
and Monk. Peter would write about his life this weekend,
as he had promised his teacher, but first he needed to see
if Monk had returned home.
Back in the classroom, Catherine looked down at her
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desk and noticed that Peter forgot to take his story home.
She picked it up and started to put it in her desk drawer
but then she stopped. Catherine looked at the clock on
the wall, smiled, then sat down in her chair and started
reading it again.
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Pirates:

Chapter 3

The Job Offer
First Mate Pantuzzo let Antonio into the captain’s
quarters and told him to have a seat at the map table.
Then he walked away, letting the door shut behind him.
The table was large enough to seat six men but it only
had seating for four. It was a dark mahogany wood,
polished so it glimmered in the light, and had matching
chairs. Antonio was not a sizable man -- he possibly
topped at one hundred and sixty pounds after a hearty
dinner and he stood only five feet five, easily the shortest
man in his circle of friends -- so he sat in the last seat
facing the door to have a good view of anyone entering
the room. He never liked to be caught off guard. The
chair he sat in was so large that it seemed to swallow him
24
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up. He looked like a child sitting there instead of the
formidable foe that he was.
Most people who hired Antonio did so because they
knew that they could count on him to get the job done in
a way that left no tracks. Antonio was quick on his feet,
agile and a good fighter, and he wasn’t afraid to get his
hands dirty, but he did try to avoid confrontation when
possible. He was a dangerous man when he needed to be
and his slight frame fooled most adversaries into letting
down their guard, which often made the difference
between life and death. Antonio had a gregarious
personality and a knack for talking his way out of trouble
-- in a worst case scenario he could at least control the
situation until the moment presented itself to strike.
Darfous Warner was rumored to share a similar reputation
so when Antonio was presented with the possibility of
working for him, he was fascinated.
This being Antonio’s first time in a captain’s quarters,
he was looking around the room, taking it all in, and he
decided that it wasn’t bad at all. A little too upper crust
for his taste, but nice. There was a hint of lavender in the
air, even though Antonio didn’t see any flowers to go
with the scent. It was a far cry from the crew’s quarters
that he had slept in years ago that offended with a mix of
identifiable smells, ranging from pungent feet to body
odor to the unmistakable stink of pirates passing gas as a
direct result of the ship’s bad food. The room could have
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been a little larger, but it was comfortable and the
furnishings fit perfectly. There was a desk that was an
exact match in color to the map table he was sitting at,
and it was meticulously cluttered with logbooks, other
work papers and the captain’s personal belongings.
Antonio was trying to get an idea of what Warner was
like by examining his possessions. On the desk he saw a
quill and some parchment but, without changing his
position or standing, he couldn’t make out everything on
the desk. There was a door, presumably the entrance to
the captain’s bedroom, on one wall and against another
was a lone black leather chair with an end table placed
next to it and an oil lamp on top of that. Antonio assumed
this was where the captain did his pleasure reading and
wished that he could try the chair out for himself. Above
the chair was a painting of a ship engaged in battle with
its canons firing. The painting caught and held Antonio’s
attention for a while as it was an exact likeness of the
Fighting Skull. The Skull, as it was notoriously known,
was one of the biggest pirate ships ever built and it was a
beauty (unless, of course, it was coming at you with guns
blazing). The Fighting Skull belonged to Captain
Darfous Warner and Antonio couldn’t help but wonder if
the man behind the infamous ship would be as imposing
and intimidating as the ship itself.
Pantuzzo popped back through the door, startling
Antonio, and said, “The captain will be right in.” He left
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as quickly as he entered and, moments later, he reentered
behind Captain Darfous Warner.
Warner was an older man, probably in his late sixties,
and about eight inches taller than Antonio. He almost
had to duck down to walk through the doorway into the
cabin. The captain wore a white wig and spectacles,
looking somewhat more dignified than your typical
pirate. Despite the grandiose stories that circulated about
Warner’s fierce nature and impressive conquests, when
Antonio saw him he saw a tired old man and couldn’t
help but think that his time had come and gone. Warner
appeared to be almost grandfatherly in nature, but
Antonio knew that was an act that had simply been
mastered over time. Pantuzzo stood at the door like a
watchman holding two leather pouches and a box big
enough to store a pair of women’s shoes. Antonio stood
up to greet the captain.
“Be seated, Mr. Trovol,” the captain said.
“Yes, sir,” said Antonio.
“I have friends in high places and they tell me that
you are a trustworthy sort. Would they be correct?”
“Yes, sir.”
“They also tell me you are tight-lipped and that you
do what you are told without question. Is that also
true?”
“Yes, sir.”
“Good. That is the type of man I am looking for. I
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have a few jobs that could put a substantial amount of
money in your pockets. Are you interested?”
“I’m listening.”
“Good!” said Warner, sounding excited. “ Since we
have never worked together before, I am going to start
by giving you one very easy task to complete. If you do
this task successfully, you and I are going to become
very good friends.”
“What is it you want me to do?” Antonio asked.
“Not so fast, Mr. Trovol. I think we need to be clear
on a few things before we get to the job.”
“Like what?”
“Mistakes, for instance. I won’t tolerate them. I
absolutely will not listen to excuses and failure is not an
option. I probably don’t need to tell you that but I want
to make everything clear from the start.”
“It’s clear and, by the way, I don’t ever fail.”
“I have heard that about you, so I didn’t think you
would. If I thought otherwise, you wouldn’t be sitting
here. Mr. Pantuzzo, will you approach.” Pantuzzo
approached the table and tossed down the two thick
leather pouches which slid to a stop right in front of
Antonio. “Mr. Trovol, all I want you to do is to deliver a
package.”
“You are going to pay me to deliver a package?”
“It is a special gift and I need a man who I can trust
to deliver it. Can I trust you?”
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“Of course you can,” said Antonio.
Warner listened carefully to how Antonio answered his
question and didn’t detect the slightest bit of hesitation
in his response. The captain paused a second longer and
then proceeded. “Mr. Trovol, in front of you is all the
information you’ll need to carry out what I want done,
and your wage is being paid in advance. Flip open the
top folder and you will see.”
Antonio opened the folder and his eyes grew very
large as he let his thumbs flip through the bills.
Warner continued, “It’s a lot of money for such an
easy task, I know, and much more than you deserve, but
I like to keep my men happy. But for this amount of
money I have a few requirements and you must abide by
them if you decide to accept. First, it is important that
you complete this task within the next two weeks. Not a
minute over. And second, under no circumstances are
you to tell anyone that you are working for me. This
assignment requires complete secrecy -- you can not tell
a soul. Do I make myself clear?”
“Yes, sir. I can’t tell anyone.” Antonio was getting a
little tired of being talked to like he was a child, but he
tried his best not to show it.
“If by chance the cat gets out of the bag or you are
seen or, worse, caught in the act, you will be released
from my services. As a matter of fact, I will deny ever
knowing you and I will also expect all monies to be
29

Daryl K. Cobb

returned. Not to mention I will have Mr. Pantuzzo feed
you to the sharks.” Captain Warner looked at Antonio
and started to laugh. “I am only kidding, Antonio,” he
chuckled.
But Antonio knew he was dead serious.
“I can call you Antonio, yes?” asked the captain.
“Yes, sir. I would prefer that you did.”
“How do you feel about these terms, Antonio?”
“I am fine with them, Captain.”
“Okay then, the job is yours, which is good for me
because I couldn’t get anyone else to agree to them.”
The captain started laughing again but, again, Antonio
knew he was probably telling the truth.
“That leaves one more thing -- you will need a helper.
I don’t care who you choose but I would prefer that you
don’t use a friend. Emotions get the best of us when we
have to make tough choices, do you understand me?”
“Yes, sir, I do.”
“Good. Well, I think this meeting is concluded.”
“Excuse me, Captain,” interjected Pantuzzo. He had
been so quiet throughout the meeting that Antonio had
forgotten he was in the room.
“Yes, Mr. Pantuzzo.”
“You forgot this, sir,” Pantuzzo said, holding up the
box.
“Where is my head! Antonio, the box is your assignment. You must deliver this. Give him the box already
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-- thank you, Mr. Pantuzzo. Now, Antonio, I would like
to give you a little warning about this box. You will open
it and when you do you will see a bottle with a note inside
it. You will think to yourself, ‘I would like to read what
is written on that note,’ and I want to tell you, man to
man, that if you do you will die. It may take some time,
but it will be painful and you will die. Am I clear?”
“Yes, sir, perfectly clear.”
“With that being said, I think we are done. It was a
pleasure meeting you,” Warner concluded with the
warmest of smiles.
“Yes, sir, a pleasure,” Antonio said, not meaning it in
the least.
Antonio slid his chair out from the table and stood. He
tucked the box under his arm, picked up the two leather
pouches and started to follow Pantuzzo to the door.
“Stop, stop, stop!” Captain Warner said suddenly.
Antonio almost jumped out of his skin. “I can’t believe
this slipped my mind! Antonio, do you know what a
Carma Monkey is?”
“No, sir, I don’t.”
“Well then, come with me. I am going to introduce
you to one of the most interesting animals in the
world.”
Captain Warner walked out of his quarters with
Antonio and Pantuzzo following closely behind. Sailors
filled the ship’s deck doing their various chores and
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Antonio knew it was a life he did not want to return to at
forty-four years of age. A sailor’s life required way too
much physical work with little appreciation from anyone
for your efforts. He preferred being the mystery bad guy,
the guy who solved people’s problems. He found it
enjoyable.
Antonio’s line of work was not for the faint of heart,
but he found excitement in it. He almost felt like a spy.
He was hired to sneak silently into places that he was not
supposed to be and acquire things. Okay, maybe it was
stealing, and stealing is wrong, but he is a pirate and that
is what pirates do.
Antonio was good at what he did so the work was
plentiful. Being the best at something gave Antonio the
comfort of being able to pick and choose his jobs and he
was at a point where he turned down more than he
accepted. He was very cautious, and he would not take
any assignment that required physical confrontation. It
wasn’t that he couldn’t handle himself, but it was a moral
issue for Antonio -- he did not want to be responsible for
altering the course of someone’s future or, more likely in
his line of work, causing an end to it.
Unfortunately, there was that occasional situation
where confrontation was just unavoidable and it could
not be resolved without someone getting hurt. When this
happened, it would weigh heavily on Antonio’s heart and
he always remembered what his mom would say -32
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confession is good for the soul. So, after a night that
didn’t go well, Antonio would go to church the next
morning and sit through mass, sometimes even two if it
had been a really bad night. But even after a good mass
there was always something nagging at him, and he knew
the only way to put his mind at ease would be to go
confession.
“Bless me, Father, for I have sinned. My last confession was yesterday. Father, I am not sure how to say
this, but let’s just say I hurt a man. It wasn’t part of my
original plan, but the man happened to be in the wrong
place at the wrong time and he saw me.”
“You need to make peace with God and try to control
your temper, my son,” the priest would reply.
“Yes, Father, I will try.”
“Do you have anything else to confess?”
“Yes, Father. I have stolen and I feel awful, but the
man I hurt had things on him that I knew he wouldn’t
need once we had concluded our business so I took
them.”
“My son, you need to make peace with God and
maybe you should think about finding this man and
returning what you took.”
“Yes, Father, I would really like to do that.”
“Good. Is there anything else?”
“Yes, Father, I lied. I told this man that I wouldn’t
hurt him and I did anyway.”
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“Your anger seems to be a continuing problem. You
have to learn to control it. You also must make amends
with this man.”
“Yes, Father, I will do that. Do you think sending
flowers is appropriate?”
“It sounds like a start, my son.”
Antonio had found a way to make peace with what he
did for a living and, as he followed the captain across the
deck and watched the men work, his prior thinking that
he never wanted to work that hard again was reaffirmed.
At the other end of the deck, the captain walked through
a door into the crew’s sleeping quarters. Antonio and
Pantuzzo followed him in.
“Now this is what I remember,” Antonio said under his
breath as he gazed around the room. The sleeping
quarters for the crew was cramped, dirty and smelled
exactly how it looked. As they walked through the bunks,
the assault on Antonio’s senses gave him yet further
confirmation that this type of life was not for him.
Warner kept walking until he came to a second door at
the far end of the room. He pushed the door open and
stepped inside. With a wave of his hand, Warner motioned
for Antonio to follow him, but this time Pantuzzo
remained at the door to stand watch. The moment
Antonio stepped fully into the room his brow furrowed
and his jaw dropped slightly. Sitting on a chair in front
of them, in the center of the room, was the cutest monkey
34

The Ring of Hope

he had ever seen. It was also the most unusual monkey
he had ever seen -- blue, and furry like a panda.
“Antonio, I would like to introduce you to Stella. She
is my baby,” the captain declared proudly. Warner rubbed
the monkey’s head and she seemed truly excited to see
him. “Stella does lots of tricks, don’t you Stella?”
Stella nodded her head and smiled.
“Now, Antonio, I will apologize right now if she gets
this wrong, but keep in mind that I just started teaching it
to her yesterday. Are you ready, Stella?” Again Stella
nodded her head. “Okay then,” said Warner, “I want you
to show our guest what I taught you.”
Antonio was amused and almost started to laugh. He
could just imagine this old man sitting around playing
with his monkey and he found this funny. This was an
affirmation of his first thought when he saw Warner walk
into the captain’s quarters, that this man’s time had
definitely come and gone.
“Come on, Stella, don’t be shy,” encouraged the
captain.
Stella leapt off of the chair she was sitting on and
made her way over to Antonio. Antonio thought again
that she was very cute, and then Stella grabbed hold of
his pants leg and climbed up his body. She stopped when
she could grasp onto his shoulder. Antonio’s body
became tense and he began to tremble a bit from
anxiety.
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The captain must have sensed his uneasiness and said,
“Relax, Antonio. Stella will not hurt you.” Then, turning
his attention back to the monkey, he said, “Okay, Stella,
you are doing great. Now finish.”
Stella leaned into Antonio’s face as if she were going
to kiss him but, instead, put her face right next to his ear
and said, “Mr. Trovol, if you mess up your assignment in
any way, I will find you and feed you to my fish. Look
to your right. Piranha,” she said sweetly, and then
smiled.
Putting aside the shock he was feeling over Stella
actually speaking to him, Antonio turned his head just
enough to see a large fish tank and noted that it was
oversized and plenty big enough to drop him in. Warner
could see by the look on Antonio’s face that his message
was received loud and clear.
Antonio knew it was too late now, but this was not a
man he wanted to work for or a job he wanted to take.
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Pirates:

Chapter 4

Crossing
Boundaries
Peter was in his bedroom admiring the pictures that
decorated the top of his dresser. There was one of his
dad in a white frame with the words “Dad Loves You”
across the top in big red letters. There was one from
Disney World of Peter, his Mom, his little sister, Bell,
and Tigger, who was the center of attention and giving
them all a great big Tigger hug. But there was one photo
that Peter couldn’t take his eyes off of. Peter was just six
years old when it was taken and he was sitting in a little
red rocking chair with a huge smile on his face. In his
arms he was holding his pet monkey, and on the top of
the frame, scribbled in big blue letters, was “MONK”.
Peter was starting to get really nervous and was pacing
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around his room. He stopped for a second to peek out
the window -- no one there. Then he walked across the
floor to the door and looked out -- no one there. He shut
the door and quickly opened it again -- no one there.
Then he pretended like he was going to shut it and pulled
it open really quickly -- still no one there.
“Where could he be?” Peter said with frustration.
Peter was worried about Monk and the captain and he
could only hope that they were both safe.
Captain Paul had chosen Peter as his first mate nearly
two years ago. In this time, he and the captain had
developed a strong bond, and this friendship meant a lot
to Peter. Almost five weeks ago they had docked in the
harbor and Peter had returned home to catch up on his
school work and spend some time with his family. Now
Peter was ready to get back out to sea and anxious to find
out from Captain Paul where their next voyage would
take them. But since returning home, Peter had not
gotten a single communication from the captain, and
Peter had begun to think that something might be wrong
and the captain might be in peril.
When Peter had returned home, most of the crew had
left on leave, with only Stanley the cook and Melvin, his
helper, remaining on board. This made Peter very
nervous. Despite extensive training, Stanley and Melvin
were practically useless in battle and their skills with a
sword were comical at best. However, they did show
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amazing promise in the kitchen, so that is where they
were both assigned. But from time to time Stanley would
still call Peter into the ship’s galley and say,
“Look, Peter, watch this! I have been practicing my
fighting skills.”
Then Stanley would pull his sword from under the
prep table, take his best fighting stance and pretend to do
battle. By the time he finished his demonstration he had
diced and spliced every vegetable he had laid out on the
prep table. Stanley would then set down his sword in
victory and ask, “What do you think, Peter?”
“Most impressive, Stanley,” Peter would reply,
smiling.
“I thought so,” Stanley would say, all proud of
himself.
“Keep up the good work, Stan.”
Peter knew that doing battle with a head of broccoli
and an army of Jersey tomatoes was very different than
fighting a bunch of renegade pirates so, yes, Stanley and
Melvin being the only two crew members left on the ship
had Peter worried. But Peter was helpless to do anything
from home and he couldn’t go to the ship without being
summoned -- that was Captain Paul’s new rule. So what
could he do? He thought about Monk. Peter had been
sure that if he sent Monk to check on the captain that he
would be doing the right thing, and yet no rules would be
broken.
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Monk’s assignment was simply to get to the ship
unseen and make sure the captain was safe. It seemed
pretty basic to Peter and it certainly was nothing that
Monk couldn’t handle. Monk was a scout and could find
a tick in the dark so this should be easy. According to
Peter’s time table, this task should have taken Monk no
more than a few hours and, at the very longest, maybe a
day. So by the second day of Monk being gone, Peter
had started to worry and began talking to himself.
“This was such a simple assignment! Go look in on
the captain and come home. How hard could this have
been? Monk, where are you?”
By the sixth day, Monk was all that Peter could think
about and he began to think the worst. The first thing
that came to mind was something the captain had said to
Peter the last time he saw him, and Peter’s heart sank.
“The transporter!” Peter said out loud, his eyes growing
wide with horror. The transporter could be faulty and, if
it was, Monk could be anywhere.
Peter had known Monk for more than six years. He
was not just one of the crew to Peter, he was his best
friend in the world. Monk was a blue Indonesian Carma
Monkey, a very rare breed found in the hills of Indonesia
that had a limited ability to communicate with people.
They were intelligent and had the brain function to learn
and speak several hundred words, but Monk was smarter
than most and his ability to learn was very impressive.
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Monk had surpassed the language capabilities of most
Carma Monkeys in the first year and now, on any given
day, Peter had his hands full trying to get him to stop
talking. From his blue color to his ability to speak, Monk
was not your ordinary, run of the mill monkey, and this
caught people’s attention. Every now and then someone
would get curious enough to ask Peter questions, the
most common being, “What kind of animal is that?”
Peter would always describe him the same way.
“He’s a Carma Monkey from Indonesia and he is
amazing! He’s like a parrot with the abilities of a homing
pigeon and the tracking skills of a bloodhound. This
monkey could track down a deer tick in the middle of the
forest, in the dark, while wearing Ray Ban sunglasses
and listening to his iPod -- with his eyes shut.” Peter
would say this with great pride and it usually got a laugh
in response, but all Peter was really doing was reciting
the description that had been on the retail sales tag that
came with Monk.
Peter loved Monk from the moment he spotted him.
Ever since then, Monk has gone with Peter almost
everywhere he goes, but there are some places, like
school, that Monk just isn’t allowed. When this is the
case, Peter gives him a big hug, sets him on his bed, tells
him to behave and that he will be back soon. Peter’s
mom has always reminded him to shut his bedroom door
-- “Don’t want Monk to get out,” she would say.
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But as much as Peter loved Monk and Monk loved
Peter, they would sometimes battle like brothers, each
one of them wanting things to turn out their own way.
Monk could be frustrating at times and this usually got
the best of Peter. He would lose his temper and start
saying things that he shouldn’t. Now that Peter is older,
when he can’t handle any more of Monk’s antics he tries
to remember what his mom has always told him -- “No
one is without faults, Peter, so be patient. When you get
frustrated, take a deep breath and exhale.” Of course,
this technique doesn’t always work. But he does try.
Peter opened the bathroom door and turned on the
light. He half expected to see Monk standing there, but
he was not. Turning to face the bathroom mirror, Peter
examined his new look. He had grown five inches in
three months, making him, “Still shorter than me,” his
dad would say. Then he would laugh and rub Peter’s
head. Peter loved his dad, and every time he stood next
to him he would smile and stand on his tippy toes to
prove he was almost there. Peter calculated that if he
grew five inches every three months that he would equal
his dad’s height within the next four months and surpass
him in five.
Peter ran his fingers through his hair, brushing back
the loose strands from his face. His body wasn’t the only
thing growing these days -- his hair had gotten so long
that it hung down over his shoulders. His mom and dad
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knew he liked it so they had not made him cut it, but they
did figure (and hope) he’d get tired of it soon and ask to
be taken to the barber. At school he was starting to take
a little bit of ribbing from the other boys, but nothing he
couldn’t handle. The girls actually paid more attention
to him now and that seemed to make some of the boys a
little jealous. “Hey, Peter, I hear they have cheerleading
tryouts today!” one would shout, and then some of the
other boys would laugh. But Peter would just ignore
them. He didn’t care what anyone else thought about his
hair because he liked it and it made him feel closer to the
world he most enjoyed. It was a place far away from
home and school, and one that he hoped to return to
soon.
In addition to him now towering over the top of the
growth chart that hung from his bedroom wall, and his
long wavy brown hair, Peter’s teeth were now all perfectly
straight and shiny white, and they were made to look
even whiter by his tanned skin. It was a pleasant change
from the glittery metal grin he had sported for the last
year. Peter loved how his tongue felt against his teeth
with no barbed wire obstacles and he would run his
tongue from one side to the other all day long.
Peter was indeed growing up. Long gone were the
days of feety pajamas and duck sheets. Now it was just
shorts and a t-shirt, with his bed done up in simple blues
and whites. And his room was decorated in a way that
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clearly reflected who he had become. The walls were
hand-painted with a sponge and the color was a mix of
white, teal green and ocean blue to give it the look of the
sea. The headboard of his bed was shaped like a wave,
facing out towards his bedroom door, and a brown
wooden footlocker was on the floor at the foot of his bed.
The wall directly behind the headboard was professionally
painted, showing the front of a vintage pirate vessel and
a mermaid. This painting had been a gift from Peter’s
grandparents and, in Peter’s mind, it was the best present
he ever got. Peter loved pirates and one day he would be
the captain of his own ship; at least, that is what Peter
liked to dream about.
But this week Peter’s nights had not been filled with
dreams of adventures and treasure. Instead, Peter had
been troubled by a sequence of dreams that he could not
stop thinking about. He thought to himself that maybe
these dreams were trying to tell him something or maybe
Captain Paul was trying to communicate with him but
hadn’t perfected the technique yet. Peter got excited
about this prospect because he was less than happy about
the captain’s new rule that he could not go to the ship
unless summoned. This rule, according to Captain Paul,
was enacted to protect Peter from harm and for no other
reason. But Peter didn’t care what the captain’s reasoning
was; he didn’t like it.
Rule number 1702 of the Pirate’s Log now read that
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Peter Michael Nichols, known to all as First Mate Pete
(or Peter) was forbidden to use any instruments of travel
that were not directly provided to him by Captain Paul
Delham for use in transporting himself to either his ship,
the Rising Sea, or any island or other place in the pirate
world. The worst part, however, was the part that
declared, “In addition, all items previously used to
transport one’s self had to be destroyed.”
“Destroyed?” Peter had protested. “You want me to

destroy my Magic Pirate boots?”
The captain had replied, “I am afraid so, Peter. I can’t
let you travel in those boots anymore. It is much too
dangerous, lad. One day I find you on the dock, then
another you show up in the mess hall and the next in the
cargo hull. What happens if those boots take you in a
different direction altogether?”
“Like where?”
“Like the ocean! What if one day you found yourself
in the middle of the Pacific with no ship to save you or,
worse yet, what if you woke up on someone else’s pirate
ship. Someone not an ally; for instance, Blackbeard.
Think about it for a second, Peter. What if you woke up
on the deck of Blackbeard’s ship? He doesn’t take kindly
to stowaways, my boy, and that is how he would see you.
The next thing you know you’d be walking the plank in
Alligator Cove and I will have lost my best mate. I can’t
risk it.”
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“But if I can’t use my boots anymore, how am I
supposed to get here?”
“Peter, I have the ability to summon you, to bring you
here myself. Do you remember our trip to the Island of
Hoganthal?”
“Of course I remember it,” said Peter indignantly.
“Well, then, you also remember the map I sent you
and the note that was attached, right?”
Peter indicated yes with a nod of his head.
“The note I sent you was used as the transport that day
and not your boots, like you may have thought. That is
why you woke up in the sleeping quarters and not hanging
from the top of the sail. When I summon you, you are
brought to exactly where I want you to be. Unlike those
boots of yours which seem to have no sense of direction
whatsoever.”
Peter thought about the captain’s words and was sure
that it was probably for the best to be directly called for,
but he really missed the freedom of being able to come
and go whenever he wanted. It was because of now
needing to be summoned that Peter was hoping against
hope that maybe that is what his dreams this week were
trying to do. But no matter what the dreams really meant,
they were starting to get more bothersome by the night.
They weren’t scary dreams, so Peter wasn’t frightened
by them, but they were definitely weird.
All week, a different dream came to Peter each night,
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but the strange thing was that all the dreams ended the
same -- with him reaching for a clear glass bottle that
was corked shut. Inside the bottle was a note rolled up
into a perfect cylindrical shape. The fact that the final
image of every dream was exactly the same is what was
bothering Peter. He was sure there was some meaning
behind it.
The first dream had come to him on Monday night,
the night that Monk had left for the ship. In the dream,
Peter was floating in the sea on a raft made of bamboo.
The shoots were tied together by shoelaces and the laces
were all different colors. The sneakers that belonged to
these laces were all tied to the four outer edges of the
raft, like bumpers on a car. On top of the raft was a blue
and yellow beach chair and a beach umbrella, sea blue
with little yellow and red sun fish all over it, stuck out
from the center of the raft. Peter was sitting on the edge
of the raft kicking at the water when he spotted something
bobbing along over the tops of the small waves. It was
the clear glass bottle, corked shut, with the paper rolled
up inside. Peter tried paddling with his hands to see if he
could get close enough to grab the bottle. After a few
minutes of hard paddling he made some headway and
the bottle got closer and closer, until finally he was able
to try to pull it out of the water. As Peter reached out to
grab the bottle, his fingertips were almost touching it and
then . . . Peter was sitting on his bed, wide-eyed in the
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dark, looking directly at his door. Peter had been
disappointed when he realized he was still in his bedroom.
He looked at the clock on his nightstand and it read 5:30
a.m. in big bright white numbers. Peter’s stomach began
to rumble and he was feeling a little hungry. This made
him think of Stanley and how good his cooking was, and
Peter just longed to be back on the ship.
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Pirates:

Chapter 5

Collecting
Intelligence
Antonio sat in the very back of the pub at a small table
by himself sipping a warm dark brew from a glass mug.
On the table was a brown satchel and a stack of papers an
inch thick. Antonio was reading and soaking up every
single word that was written on these pages. The lighting
in the pub was dim, which suited Antonio perfectly -bright enough for him to work, yet dark enough so that
anyone passing close to him couldn’t see exactly what he
was working on. For almost a week he had been
reviewing all the information that Warner had given him,
which included a diagram of the ship and a list of every
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man and woman on board with a brief description of
what they looked like, where they came from and what
their responsibilities were on the Rising Sea. In total
there were fifty-two people on the ship when it was out
at sea and, in Antonio’s mind, that meant there were at
least fifty-two ways this mission could go wrong. So
before he risked his life for this job -- for a message in a
bottle -- he would make sure he knew Delham’s crew
better than Delham himself.
At a glance the job appeared simple, like Warner had
said, but no one could just walk onto a ship and stroll
into a captain’s quarters sight unseen; at least not without
a plan. Antonio knew in his mind that no matter how
easy something appeared, he could not let down his
guard. He had to go to work prepared, and that meant
knowing exactly what he was up against.
Warner’s paperwork was thorough, with the only gap
in information being the life history of a Peter Nichols,
listed as the captain’s first mate. The lack of information
on this boy made Antonio uneasy and, adding to his
feeling of concern, Peter was noted to be the owner of
one of those strange little blue monkeys like the one that
Warner had shown him. In Antonio’s business it was
important to be detail oriented and that meant making
sure you crossed all your t’s and dotted every i.
Overlooking the smallest thing could create a dire
situation and in the life history of Peter Nichols, there
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were no t’s or i’s to be found.
The other thing that was weighing on Antonio’s mind
was Warner’s eagerness to get this job done. Antonio
knew it would normally take more than fourteen days to
come up with a solid plan of attack for a job such as this.
Now he was going to be forced to rush the process to
satisfy Warner’s time requirement, leaving himself
vulnerable. The ship had docked weeks ago and no new
departure date was listed with the harbor master, so
Antonio should have been able to take his time to plan
the job correctly. But he had agreed to Warner’s terms
and now he would have to make sure that the job was
completed on schedule -- his reputation was at stake.
The hardest part of this job now was trying to find a
second man, someone he trusted but didn’t know well.
Warner all but said that whoever he chose needed to be
disposable if the situation called for it and that didn’t sit
well with Antonio. It wasn’t how he generally did
business and he had no idea how he was supposed to
pick someone trustworthy if he hardly knew the person.
Antonio had stopped reading and was just staring at the
pages trying to think this through when something caught
his eye and startled him. Antonio looked up and, to his
surprise, his nephew was standing in front of him.
“Marcus!” Antonio loudly exclaimed. “You scared
me!” Antonio quickly flipped over the notes he was
working on so they could not be seen.
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“Uncle, you were so deep in thought that I wasn’t sure
it was you!” Marcus chuckled.
“What do you mean by that, lad?”
“My mother always tells my father that you are not
much of a thinker, so I figured it couldn’t be you sitting
here so focused on something.”
“Your mother says that, does she?”
“Every once in a while,” Marcus said coyly.
“I bet it is more than once in a while.”
“I bet you would be right.”
“She was always a funny woman, your mother,”
Antonio said sarcastically. “She has never liked me, and
I’ve never known why. I have always been very nice to
her. Did she ever mention that I gave her solid gold
candlestick holders as a wedding present?”
“Yeah, she tossed those in the trash years ago.”
“What do you mean she tossed them in the trash?”
Antonio said, sounding surprised.
“Well, when the gold started to rub off she said they
were no better than cow dung and threw them out. At the
time, I had heard her yelling something at my dad from
across the house and I thought she was telling him how
cheap and stingy he was. But now that I know you gave
them the candlesticks, I guess she was talking about
you.”
Marcus couldn’t hide his amusement and Antonio was
starting to find his nephew as troublesome as his sister52
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in-law.
“Marcus, you are starting to bother me. What do you
want, anyway?”
“I just came over to say hello, that’s all.”
“Well you said it and now we can say goodbye. I am
working here and I need to get back to it.”
“I didn’t know you worked. What is it that you do?”
“Of course I work. Why would you think I didn’t
work?” Antonio curtly replied.
“My mother says that you’re like a parasite and live
off the kindness of others, so I assumed that work isn’t
your thing. I apologize. I must have misunderstood
her.”
Antonio quickly stood up from his chair, grabbed
Marcus’s shirt and leaned into his nephew. Marcus was
caught off guard by his uncle’s reaction and tried,
unsuccessfully, to back away.
“I don’t think you misunderstood her at all, lad,”
Antonio growled, “but I am starting to believe that when
our Lord was handing out the common sense to know
what is proper to say to another human being that you
were left out of that line. Whatever your mother thinks
of me is between her and me and is none of your concern,
but what you should be worried about at the moment
is how you’re going to explain to your friends over there
. . .” Antonio gave a wave to Marcus’s drinking buddies
across the pub, who were all watching him now, “. . .
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why, in the middle of this fine establishment, I put my
full grown nephew over my knee and gave him the
spanking that his mother obviously never did. If I have
personally offended you in some way then I suggest you
tell me what I have done. If not, I suggest you stop living
off your mother’s bosom and be your own man. Do I
make myself clear, lad?”
“Uncle Antonio, I was only kidding. Honestly. I just
like to clown around a little,” Marcus said a little shakily,
trying to get free from his uncle’s grasp.
“Well, Marcus, I am going to give you some worldly
advice: find yourself a different source of amusement
because that sort of clowning around is going to get you
hurt.” Antonio let go of Marcus and sat back down in his
chair as Marcus took a step back, visibly shaken.
“I am truly sorry, Uncle Antonio. I don’t know what
else to say except let me buy you a drink and we can just
start over.”
“Marcus, I really . . .” Antonio started to reply.
“Don’t say no, Uncle. I will be right back,” interrupted
Marcus.
Antonio could see Marcus talking to his friends at the
bar and then the three boys left the pub. Marcus said
something to the barkeep and then walked back over to
Antonio with a pint in each hand. As Marcus got closer
to his uncle he started to grin as if nothing had
happened.
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“Uncle Antonio, I’ve missed you,” Marcus said.
“Where have you been? It’s been over a year since
you’ve been in touch.” Marcus gave Antonio a let’s-befriends kind of look.
Ignoring Marcus’s question, Antonio replied, “Sit
down, boy, you’re making a fool of yourself.”
“I do that every now and then.”
“So I’ve noticed,” Antonio said with a smile.
Marcus was twenty years old and the son of Antonio’s
eldest brother, the late Captain Dalti Trovol. Dalti had
been very clumsy growing up so it didn’t surprise Antonio
at all when he had learned that his brother had fallen off
of his horse and into the haunted ravine. Dalti had been
missing for only a few weeks so there was a chance that
he was still alive, but everyone was so afraid of the ravine
that no one would go in to look for him and he was simply
presumed to be dead. Antonio never really liked his
brother -- Dalti was so opinionated about everything that
it was hard to enjoy his company -- so even he didn’t
volunteer to look for him after the accident, despite being
family. At the moment, Antonio just thought of Dalti as
his late brother.
“Any recent news on your father, Marcus?” Antonio
politely asked.
“Still missing. It has been almost four weeks now.
Who would have ever thought that he would go like
that?”
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Antonio rolled his eyes and said, “Marcus, your father
was the type of person who could have killed himself
slow dancing in an empty room. It was a miracle that he
survived as long as he did.”
“He could still be alive, you know,” Marcus retorted.
“Yes, he could,” Antonio spoke out loud, while thinking that it could also snow in July.
Antonio preferred, for simplicity’s sake, to consider
his brother deceased until such time as Dalti walked
himself out of the ravine. Although, after spending this
time with Marcus, Antonio did have some doubts as to
whether Dalti really was dead. Maybe his brother was
just hiding from his crazy wife (finally realizing, after all
these years, that she truly is); or maybe he recently spent
a little time with his son and, discovering that crazy could
be handed down to the next generation, was so
overwhelmed that he leaped into the ravine intentionally
just to get away from the two of them. This last thought
made Antonio smile.
As they sat there together, Antonio found himself
studying Marcus. Marcus’s face looked like his mom’s
side of the family -- he had the Sicilian-Italian-meetsthe-Greek-isles thing going on with the dark skin,
piercing blue eyes and long dark hair. He also shared his
mother’s missing-all-the-aces-in-what-should-be-a-fulldeck intelligence. In every other way, however, Marcus
was his dad’s son -- he was tall, thin and obnoxious, with
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the unnerving ability to let every problem just run off of
his back like nothing had ever happened. To Marcus, as
to his father, the world was just one giant source of
amusement. Take nothing seriously and there will be no
consequences. But maybe Marcus’s unrealistic view of
the world was more a consequence of the example, or
lack thereof, that his father had set. Suddenly Antonio
couldn’t help but feel that, as Marcus’s uncle, it was now
his responsibility to set Marcus straight, and what better
way than to give him a job.
“Marcus, how would you like to work for me?” Antonio
asked purposefully.
“You’re joking, right?”
“No, actually, I am not. I have been looking for
someone for a few weeks now and I have been unable to
find the right man for the job.” Antonio knew this was a
lie, but it felt like weeks and he couldn’t come up with
anyone else.
“And you think that I am that man? Personally, I
didn’t think that we hit it off that well. Why would you
want me to work for you?” asked Marcus.
“Earlier you said you wanted to know what I do for a
living. Come work for me and I will show you what I
do.”
Marcus wasn’t sure that he wanted to work for his
uncle; he had other plans and they didn’t include hanging
out with Antonio. But the money wouldn’t be a bad
57

Daryl K. Cobb

thing, and he was actually running a little low.
“What would I be doing for you?” Marcus asked
cautiously.
“You would simply need to follow instructions and
do exactly what I tell you to do. Can you do that?”
“It depends what it is. Like what?”
“I know this might sound vague, but I need someone
to take care of problems that might come up while I am
trying to work.”
“What kind of problems?” Marcus persisted.
“People problems, for instance. I need someone who
can handle people and possibly calm down a tense
situation.”
“I can do that,” Marcus said, now getting more excited
about the job offer. Dealing with people was something
he thought he could do, and it didn’t seem like very hard
work, which made it even more appealing to Marcus.
“It is a big responsibility, lad, but I think you can
handle it. Are you in?”
“Yes, I am,” said Marcus. “When do I start?”
“Right now,” said Antonio, as he gathered his belongings on the table and put them into his satchel. “Let’s
go.”
Antonio threw the satchel over his shoulder and left
the pub. Outside it was still light and there were people
milling about, but the street was relatively quiet. Marcus
trailed behind Antonio like a puppy dog, obediently
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following him without question. Neither of them spoke
while Antonio led them out of the town. They were up
the hillside on the outskirts of town before Marcus got
curious.
“What are we doing out here, Unc?” he asked.
Antonio kept walking, but turned his head to reply.
“Did you just call me ‘Unc’?”
“Yes, it’s short for uncle. It’s easier to say.”
“You need a shortcut for Uncle?”
“Yeah. Just in case I need to get your attention
quickly, I can call you Unc,” Marcus reasoned.
“Well I don’t like ‘Unc’ and, as a matter of fact, don’t
call me Uncle, either. Just call me Antonio. People don’t
need to know that we’re related.”
“Okay, whatever,” Marcus said as he rolled his eyes.
“So, what are we doing out here, Ant?”
Antonio stopped walking, turned and stared at
Marcus.
“What?” said Marcus. “It’s short for Antonio.”
“Lad, stop it with the abbreviations. My name is
Antonio so just call me Antonio. Okay, Mar?”
Antonio turned away from Marcus and, looking ahead,
he could now see the entire harbor from the hillside,
including the Rising Sea alongside the dock. He put his
telescope to his eye and surveyed the ship. From here he
had a complete view of the entrance and deck.
“Fine, Antonio,” Marcus answered. “What are we
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doing up here?”
“Marcus, look into the telescope,” said Antonio as he
handed it to Marcus. “Do you see the dock?”
“Yes, the dock and all the pretty boats. There are
seagulls too, Uncle Antonio,” Marcus said with the
wonderment of a little boy.
Antonio was trying his best to keep a cool head but
Marcus was wearing down his patience. “Okay, follow
the row of pretty boats all the way to the end of the dock
until you can see the biggest one of all. Can you see it,
Marcus?” Antonio said mockingly.
“Yes, I can see it. It’s a nice ship. So what?”
“That is your job for the rest of the day -- watch that
ship and keep track of how many people are on board. It
has been docked for a while now so a lot of the crew are
on leave, but I need to know who is on board at this time
and what they look like.”
“Why do you want to know what they look like?”
asked Marcus.
“Don’t worry about why. Just do it. And there is one
particular boy that you need to keep an eye out for, his
name is Peter Nichols and he is the captain’s first mate.”
“I have never met this boy, Antonio, so how in the
world am I supposed to know who he is if I see him?”
“You will know him when you see him. He is the only
crew member who will be in the company of a blue
monkey,” explained Antonio.
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“Who owns a blue monkey?” Marcus said.
“First Mate Nichols, obviously, and if you see this
monkey at any time you need to let me know immediately.
Do you understand?”
“Aye, aye, sir,” replied Marcus with forced
earnestness.
“Listen, lad, I know you like to joke and I am giving
you a little room to play here, but I have given you an
important job and if you mess up it could create problems
for us later, so please take it seriously.”
Marcus looked at his uncle and in his most businesslike manner said, “Antonio, if you want me to take this
seriously then tell me what we are doing and why we are
spying on that ship. What is the plan here? I think I have
the right to know.”
Antonio knew that his nephew was right. Marcus did
need to know what to expect, but he would only tell him
what was absolutely necessary.
“Marcus, I have been hired to deliver a package,”
Antonio offered.
“So why don’t you just walk up to the boat like a
normal person and hand it to the intended party?”
“It’s a surprise package and the person who hired me
wants to remain anonymous.”
“Anonymous,” repeated Marcus flatly.
“Yes, as in unknown. Marcus, most of the people
who I work for do not like anyone to know their business
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and they all have their reasons. I work a lot and get paid
very well because I don’t ask questions. I don’t know
why the sender wants to remain anonymous. All I know
is that this job requires you and me to take this package
. . . ,” Antonio paused as he removed the box with the
bottle from his satchel and handed it to Marcus, “and set
it on the desk of Captain Paul Delham. I know it sounds
easy, but I have specific instructions that we must not be
seen by anyone and that is why we need to know who is
still on that ship.”
Marcus looked thoughtfully at the box Antonio had
handed him and asked, “What’s in this box?”
“It is a simple gift from one man to another and that is
all. You can look inside if you want.”
Marcus flipped the lid open and saw in the box a clear
bottle, corked shut, with a rolled up piece of paper inside
it. “This is what you’re getting paid to deliver?”
“Yes it is, lad.”
Marcus could not believe that Antonio needed help
delivering a simple bottle and, even more, that people
where paying him to do it. The dollar signs started to
flash in front of his eyes and, in an instant, any previous
plans he had for his future were laid to rest with new
ones now set in place. He decided he was going into the
family business and, with that decision, Marcus picked
up his own satchel and began to put the box inside.
“Marcus, what are you doing?” Antonio asked
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suspiciously.
“I am putting the bottle in a safe place.”
“My bag is perfectly safe,” said Antonio as he reached
for the box.
“Antonio, we are together on this right?”
“Yes, but . . . ”
“No buts, Uncle. We are either together or we are
not. If you don’t trust me, then I should quit now.”
Antonio hesitated before saying anything. He did
need his nephew’s help. He knew it and he was pretty
sure that Marcus had sensed it. He realized that he had
no choice, he had to trust him.
“It will be as safe in my bag as it was in yours, I
promise. Trust me. After all, we’re family,” Marcus
declared.
For Antonio, being family didn’t do much to reassure
him. “Okay, put it in your bag. Don’t lose it.”
Marcus slipped the box into his satchel and felt pretty
good about himself at the moment. He had stood up to
Uncle Antonio and he won.
Antonio continued, “Now you have to go to work,
Marcus. Keep your eyes on that ship and write down a
description of everyone you see. Write down whether
the person was coming or going, if they were carrying
anything. I need exact details. I will be back in a little
while.”
“Where are you going?”
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“That is none of your business.”
“But it will be dark soon. Then what?”
“By my calculations you have several hours of light
left, Marcus. Let’s see what you come up with in that
time and I will let you know what we are doing next. I
will be back at dusk.”
With a hint of uneasiness in his voice, Marcus asked,
“You are just going to leave me here by myself?”
“Yes, that is the plan.”
“Well, what am I to use to take notes?”
Antonio hadn’t thought of that. All he had was one
quill and the pieces of parchment he had used to write his
own notes on. As he thought about it more he was sure
that there was nothing in his notes, or in his satchel for
that matter, that would implicate Warner in any way.
Since Marcus now had the bottle in his bag there was no
need for Antonio to carry around his own satchel, so he
set it down next to Marcus, who had made himself
comfortable on the ground.
“Lad, I am putting a lot of faith in you here. In that
satchel is everything you need. There is ink, a quill and
some pieces of parchment. I have already written some
notes of my own on them, but you can flip over the pages
and write on the back sides. And lad, just one more
thing.”
“What is it?” asked Marcus, looking a little annoyed.
“Don’t mess around with the package. It is safely in
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your bag, so leave it alone. Got it?”
“Got it,” said Marcus.
“Good,” Antonio said with finality, then turned and
walked away, leaving Marcus to attend to his job.
Antonio didn’t really have anything else to do. He
was used to working alone and he more or less was just
a little tired of his nephew’s company. Since it didn’t
take two people to watch one nearly empty ship, and
sitting on that hard ground didn’t seem like much fun,
Antonio had decided that Marcus could do it. As he
continued walking away, the rumble in his stomach
reminded him that he hadn’t eaten since breakfast.
Suddenly the thought of a nice rare steak sounded really
good, maybe with some mushrooms and sauted onions.
He might even have some of those little red baby potatoes.
Antonio picked up the pace and set his sights toward
Magis Ale House for some dinner.
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Pirates:

Chapter 6

Sound of
Silence
Stanley was a bald little man whose love of food
helped him pack on the pounds -- two hundred and fifty
of them, to be exact -- and, at five foot two, he was nearly
as wide as he was tall. This extra weight took a lot of
energy to move around, so after six weeks on the high
seas, with fifty crew members to feed every day and
Melvin to keep his eye on, he was burned out and just
wanted to sleep.
Melvin was a bit wacky and, at times, a handful to
control and Stanley couldn’t help but wonder if he had
been dropped on his head a time or two during his youth.
But this boy came in very handy in the kitchen and there
wasn’t a shelf in the ship’s pantry that he couldn’t reach
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by just standing next to it. At six foot two, Melvin could
reach up and touch the ceiling and, over time, Stanley
figured that his head had made contact with every door
jamb on the ship. And Melvin was as strong as he was
tall -- Stanley hadn’t lifted a sack, bucket or bushel in
years thanks to Melvin. He was also amazing with steel
wool. The pots and pans sparkled like they were encrusted
with diamonds, not to mention you could eat off of the
spotless floor. With all of this going for him, Stanley
chose to overlook Melvin’s bad qualities. Plus, Stanley
just liked the lad.
As they pulled into port, most of the sailors foresaw
weeks of excitement ahead. Stanley saw peace and quiet.
Most of the crew couldn’t wait to set foot into Harbor
Ridge, but Stanley couldn’t wait to sleep.
Harbor Ridge was a small costal town that wasn’t
located on any map and impossible to find unless you
had the correct map coordinates. The crew liked to call
it “Pirate Paradise,” but it was simply the only town on
an island inhabited mostly by pirates and their offspring.
The town was filled with inns and taverns, the keepers of
which had only one task -- to keep the sailors happy.
One would think that an island inhabited by pirates would
be a disorderly, disastrous place, but rules were set up by
the town’s board of overseers to discourage bad behavior
and rule-breaking.
Sailors docking here quickly
discovered that the rules on this island were not made to
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be broken, and they were never broken twice. Captain
Paul Delhem was one of the board members.
Once docked, Captain Paul slipped off the ship
unnoticed, leaving his two attendees to look after things.
Neither Stanley nor Melvin had their own families so
they were more than happy to stay behind and watch the
ship. The ship was their home and they both basked in
the peaceful silence once every last man was gone.
After four weeks of being docked, Stanley and Melvin
had grown very comfortable as the ship’s keepers. The
days passed without incident, but the thing Stanley had
grown to love most were the nights -- the silent, calm
and undisturbed nights. On one of these nights, Stanley
was lying in his hammock, relaxed and listening to the
sounds of the ocean. He loved hearing the wind whistle
through the closed sails and masts and the waves slap
against the sides of the ship. He closed his eyes and
began to drift off to sleep.
“Stanley,” whispered Melvin, “PSSSST, Stan. You
awake? You awake?”
“No, Mel, I am sleeping, so leave me alone,” Stanley
quietly responded. Silence and peace, he thought to
himself.
A minute went by without a sound.
“PSSSST, PSSSSSSST, Stan. Stanley,” Melvin tried
again. “You awake? I think I hear something.”
“Melvin, if you stop talking there’s a good chance the
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only thing you’ll hear is silence.”
“No, I think I heard a creak.”
“Are you kidding me? You woke me up because you
think you heard a creak? We are on a ship, Mel.
Everything on this ship creaks or bangs. If you listen
close enough you can hear the pans in the galley.”
“No, Stanley, it’s not the ship. It sounded like
footsteps.”
“You can tell the difference between the creak of a
board from a footstep and the creak of a mast, can you?
I’m going back to sleep. Don’t bother me again!” Stanley
said angrily. Silence and peace, he said to himself
again.
“There! There it is again!” urged Melvin. “Didn’t
you hear it?”
“That’s it, Melvin. We are not going to do this again
tonight! I didn’t sign on to take care of a thirty year old
man who’s afraid of the dark. You have two choices at
the moment: stop talking or go sleep in the galley. You
choose.”
“But, Stanley . . .”
Stanley did not wait to hear what Melvin was saying.
“That is the last straw!” Stanley screamed. He rolled out
of his hammock in a huff, waddled over to Melvin and
grabbed the end of his hammock. With both hands,
Stanley gave it one single hard tug, flipping Melvin onto
the floor.
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“Owwwww! That hurt! What did you do that for?”
Melvin whined.
“Because you won’t let me go to sleep!”
As Melvin got to his feet , Stanley grabbed him and
began to drag him to the door.
“What are you doing, Stanley?”
“I am going to show you that this whole ship is creaking, that there is no one on board other than the two of us,
and then, maybe, you’ll let me go to sleep.”
Stanley opened the cabin door and stepped out onto
the deck with Melvin following right behind. Almost
immediately, Stanley heard a clang, like the sound of a
frying pan hitting the floor, and then a thump. Stanley
turned quickly to see Melvin lying on the deck, then he
heard a creak and . . . !
The sounds of a frying pan hitting something, a groan
and a thump echoed into the night.
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