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Bart swallowed deeply as his hand subconsciously rose to his neck.  

Through the cage bars, he watched mournfully while the hangman placed the 

noose around the neck of Captain Irad of The Prickly Rose. Once the hangman finished 

off Irad, Bart and the rest of the crew would be marched up the gallows, one by one, to 

meet a similar fate. The crowd stirred impatiently, anxious to see the famed pirate meet 

his maker. 

“It’s not fair,” Bart grumbled. “I’ve been with the Cap’n only a few weeks, and 

never did no raids on the English.” 

“Quit your complainin’, Greenie,” Sonia Laveau said in her heavy Creole accent. 

“Just ‘cause I’s hitchin’ a ride I be captured, too.” 

Dogbone snorted. “I always said women be bad luck.”  

Sonia raised an eyebrow. “You want to see what bad luck is, boy?” She pointed a 

finger at the crewman. 

Dogbone’s eyes widened and he sat forcefully down in the small space available. 

“No, ma’am. I be quiet.” His head shrunk into his shoulders and he looked away through 

the bars, avoiding eye contact with the famed voodoo queen. 

The other crewman had long since given up hope. They crowded together, staring 

out to sea, resigned to their fate. 

Irad suddenly looked up. His mane of reddish blonde hair whirled around him like 

a fire as he tossed back his head and laughed. 



“Lieutenant Higgins!” he said. “’Tis a pleasure to see ye! And here I be worried 

ye’d miss all the fun.” 

Higgins crossed his arms and smiled broadly. The bright Caribbean sun gleamed 

off his shaved head, making it difficult for direct eye contact with the man. His red coat 

was neatly pressed, buttons polished, and his regulation sword hung by his side like a 

trophy.  

“Ah, Irad. It’s such a pity that our friendship must end in this way.” 

Irad grinned. “Ah, ‘tis indeed sad. We’ve had such great adventures together, like 

that time in Bermuda…” 

Higgins’ smile disappeared. “Yes. Well. Goodbye.” He walked away, signaling to 

the hangman to do his job. 

“Good luck gettin’ off this island and back to Bermuda with the kraken on the 

rampage,” Irad said over the noise of the cheering crowd. “The man who defeats the 

kraken will surely be promoted and rewarded beyond his wildest dreams. Too bad ye be 

killin’ the only man who knows how to do it.”  

Higgings turned and held his hand up. The hangman paused. 

“What is this trick, Irad? What’s your scheme?”  

“Arrr, ye cut me to the quick, ye do.” Irad shrugged the best he could with his 

hands tied behind him. “’Tis just a shame, that’s all. The kraken’s been attackin’ ships in 

this area forever, and just when I discover how to defeat the beast, I get hanged, taking 

the secret with me. Ah well, that be life. Or death.” He laughed at his own meager joke. 

Higgins shook his head and smiled. “Very well, I’ll bite. What’s this secret?” 



“Come now, Lieutenant. I not be that stupid.” Irad gave a reproaching look. “I not 

be telling ye this for nothin’.” 

“Bargaining for your life, are you?” 

“Of course! You think me daft? Let me and me crew loose and I promise the 

kraken will not be a problem no more.” 

Higgins climbed the steps to the gallows and the hangman backed away to give 

him room. Planting his feet forcefully in front of Irad, Higgins once more crossed his 

arms. 

The crowd grew silent. Bart pushed his way past his fellow prisoners to get a 

better view.  

“You must think me a fool,” Higgins finally said. “How can I possibly believe 

you? The minute I set you free, you’ll disappear and never face the justice you deserve.” 

“I give you me word as Cap’n. I promise that me crew has a foolproof plan to 

defeat the kraken, which cares not what flag a ship be flying. If we fail, then we be dead 

anyway. This I swear.” 

Higgins stared into Irad’s eyes for long seconds. “Your promises are 

meaningless.” He walked away and motioned to the hangman, who came forward and 

grasped the handle that would send Irad through the trap door, ending his life. 

Irad merely grinned. “I have given me word, and that is not enough for ye?” 

“Three,” said Higgins. 

“Ye can grab the reward. I promise.” 

“Two.” 

“I swears, I tell you. I swears I’ll do this!” 



Higgins held up his hand and began to speak the final word. The crowd held its 

breath. Bart knew he had to do something. “The Pirate’s Code!” he yelled. “Swear on the 

Pirate’s Code!”  

Higgins spun around to stare at the prisoners in the cell.  

“Greenie, ye damned fool!” said Irad. “Be quiet!”  

“Swear on it!” Bart yelled. “That way he’ll know you can’t break it!” 

“Greenie, I’m ordering ye! Shut yer bloody face, ye blasted blowfish!” 

Higgins turned to Irad. “Pirate’s Code? What is this ‘Pirate’s Code’?” 

Irad stared back defiantly. “No such thing. Ignore the lad; he be crazy from the 

heat.” 

Turning his back on Irad, Higgins marched down the wooden stairs of the 

gallows. His steps boomed in the crowd’s silence.  

The cage holding the crew of the The Prickly Rose stood about twenty feet from 

the platform. Armed redcoats surrounded it, and a prominent lock taunted the dirty and 

crowded inhabitants. Higgins stomped and stood before Bart. 

“What is your name?” he asked in a deliberately quiet and calm voice.  

“Bart, sir, but everyone calls me ‘Greenie.’” 

“Well, Bart, you look a bit young to be traveling with this crowd of villains.” 

Bart nodded. “Aye, sir. I only just joined them. I done nothing illegal at all. I just 

needed a job, sir.” 

“Greenie, I order ye to shut the hell up!” yelled Irad.  

Higgins pretended he didn’t hear him. “So tell me about this Pirate’s Code.” 



Bart looked at his fellow prisoners, who stared back—some angrily, some 

confused, some curiously. He gulped. “It’s a magical Code, sir. All pirates have to swear 

by it, in blood. It binds us so that if we make a promise by the Code and don’t keep it, we 

get gravely ill. Boils erupt on our faces, our limbs rot, and within a month, we’re dead.” 

“Is that so?” Higgins scratched at his nose. “How interesting. I wonder why I 

never heard of it before.” 

“Because it be death to he that mentions it!” Irad yelled. “Greenie, yer a dead 

man!” 

Bart gave a smile. “Please, sir, make him swear on the Code and then set me free. 

There’s no loyalty from me to him.” 

Higgins marched back to Irad, as Bart watched intently. 

“Well, Captain Irad. Here, then, is my deal.” Higgins grinned. “I will release you 

and your crew and will provide you with a ship—no, not your ship, but a nice vessel that 

will serve your purpose. I will captain the ship to make sure you keep your promise. 

“You will swear that you will obey my orders as Captain and that no harm will 

come to me. That includes locking me in the brig or otherwise restricting my movement 

in any way. A faster and more powerful English ship will follow at a safe distance. I will 

send them regular signals in a code you won’t know. You will use your secret to defeat 

the kraken. Once this is completed, I will return you to a port where you can go free.” 

“And me ship?” 

“I’m allowing you to live and you want your Pickled Rose back, too? I don’t think 

you realize that your negotiating power isn’t very strong right now.” 



Irad growled and mumbled under his breath. “It be The Prickly Rose, ye scum-

sucking—” 

“You must swear all this on the Pirate’s Code.” 

“Ye blasted sour-faced bugswallower! Ye don’t leave me no choice. Right, then.” 

He took a long breath. “I swear, on the Pirate’s Code, that I will obey ye as Cap’n, make 

sure no harm comes to ye, not lock ye in the brig, and will use all me powers to defeat the 

kraken in exchange for the freedom of me and me crew.” 

Higgins grinned. “There now, that wasn’t so terrible, was it?” He turned to his 

soldiers. “Wheel the cage down to the docks and get the crew on board the Fitzgerald. 

Make sure none of them escape.” 

“What about me, sir?” asked Bart. 

Higgins shook his head. “You are too useful to me, boy. I need you with me.” 

Bart wiped his forehead as Irad’s laugh echoed in his ears.  

 

*   *   * 

 

Bright sunlight beating on the deck, noisy gulls crying overhead, and salty spray 

in his face reminded Bart why he loved the sea. Higgins had insisted that the young lad 

remain by his side, and Bart smiled at the experience of being in the center of the action 

while his fellow crewmates were relegated to menial tasks. 

The English ship that had accompanied them had fallen back to a respectable 

distance after the second day. Still visible on the horizon, it paced the Fitzgerald, waiting 



for regular coded signals from Higgins that all remained calm. In the case of a kraken 

attack on the Fitzgerald, its distance would allow for a later rescue of any survivors.  

Irad stepped up to the helm, carrying a rolled up parchment. He glared at the 

Union Jack flying above the crow’s nest but otherwise kept his opinions to himself.  

“Here be the map ye wanted,” he said, handing the parchment to Higgins. 

Higgins raised an eyebrow and refused to accept the offering. 

Irad grimaced. “Cap’n,” he added.  

Bart could see the resentment and anger in Irad’s every movement. The tension on 

the voyage had been thick, and more than once Irad had mumbled obscene curses under 

his breath after being forced to treat his enemy with respect. 

“That’s better.” Higgins smiled and took the map, unrolled it, and held it before 

his face. “Where was the kraken last seen?” 

“Near Rum Cay.” 

Higgins stared at the map. “That’s Spanish territory, but galleons aren’t likely to 

be sailing where the kraken was last seen.” 

He lowered the map. A dozen swords replaced it. 

“What’s this?” Higgins said. “Mutiny?” 

“’Tis indeed.” Irad grinned. “Ye be quite clever.” 

The pirates’ laughter filled the air as they threw a burlap bag over the Lieutenant’s 

head. Thrashing and cursing, he was dragged below to the brig.  

Irad laughed and slapped Bart on the back. “Good job, Greenie!” 

“Thank you, Cap’n,” Bart replied, pleased.  



Sonia walked up with a more sober expression. “Oh, we be all fine and all right 

now, but what next?” 

Irad smiled at the voodoo queen. “There must be some way ye can make sure 

Higgins sends a regular signal to let the blasted English think everything’s fine.”  

“Oh, sure, that’ll be easy. I can whip up a zombie potion wit’ what we got here. 

Man won’t remember a thing, do whatever you tell him. I’m askin’ about the kraken.” 

“Aye, the kraken,” Bart said to Irad. “What’s your secret plan, then?”  

“Got none.” 

“Ah.” 

“Suppose we need to take care of the damn thing. It’s already sunk one of me 

own.” Irad squinted into the distance. “And that bloody English ship be catching us if we 

try to escape. No way this poor boat can outrun that thing.” He scratched his nose. “Any 

ideas?” 

For many long minutes, the only sound came from the roar of the waves and the 

calls of the seagulls flying overhead.  

“We’re heading toward the kraken now,” Sonia reminded the two. “You best be 

coming up with a plan because if you don’t, the kraken will be destroyin’ this ship.”  

Bart leaned against the rail. “Well, why does the kraken attack ships, anyway?”  

Irad turned to Sonia, eyebrows raised. 

“Good question,” she said. “Maybe if we learn that, we learn how to stop it.” 

“Aye, but who would know the answer to that?” Bart asked.  

Irad’s face broke out in a broad smile. 

 



*  *  * 

 

Bart stared into the deep waters and swallowed. 

“Arrr, what are ye waiting for, ye cowardly, pea-brained minnow? Get going!”  

Irad gave Bart a shove. Bart waved his arms frantically but couldn’t stop himself 

from sailing off the plank into the Caribbean.  

He plunged into the warm salty water. 

It felt like he descended fathoms, although he knew in his mind that the ship 

remained just above him. But which way was up? The way the light spread itself evenly 

through the depths ruined his orientation. 

He thrashed around. He couldn’t hold his breath much longer. His mouth 

involuntarily gulped in water. He spit it out. 

For at least ten seconds, his mind rebelled against his body. The contents of his 

stomach swirled in protest and his eyes burned with salt. He was drowning. He knew it, 

he fought it, but he was outmatched in a losing battle. 

He gasped in water. 

It was all fine. 

His eyes no longer burned. He breathed water in and out as if it perfectly normal. 

“Bloody strange, ain’t it?” said Irad’s distorted voice. 

Flapping his arms about him, Bart spun his body about. Irad hovered near him, 

moving his limbs to keep in place. He was dressed like Bart, in light cotton fabric that 

wouldn’t weigh him down, although Irad had thought to strap a knife to his leg.  



“It worked!” Bart said. “Tasted like crap, though.” He didn’t hold the same 

confidence in Sonia’s herbal voodoo magic, but when the Captain had insisted he join in 

and drink the foul magic that allowed underwater breathing … well, he wasn’t about to 

disobey. 

“Let’s go,” Irad said, speaking slowly to be understood in the water. He held up a 

small starfish, stared at it for a moment, and then headed north.  

Bart followed. They only had an hour before the potion would wear off, and every 

second would count. He paddled along behind Irad, who kept a steady pace. 

Estimating the passage of time proved to be difficult and after a while, Bart began 

to worry that they would not be able to return to the ship before the potion expired. 

However, Irad swam ahead of him determinedly and never looked back, so Bart used all 

his energy to merely keep up.  

The waters grew darker. Distances blurred. 

Then a slight green light pierced through the darkness. Irad aimed himself in that 

direction and increased his speed.  

“Halt!” a deep voice bellowed. 

Irad stopped, and Bart was able to catch up to him.  

Ahead, lights from glowing mosses illuminated one of the most beautiful sights 

Bart had ever seen. An entire city carved from the coral reefs filled his vision. Towers of 

blue and green poked above smaller dwellings, and a warm glow came through openings. 

“Who are you and what do you want?”  

Bart could not help but stare. A muscular and handsome merman held out a 

trident, blocking their way. Other forms emerged from the darkness to surround Bart and 



Irad from all sides, including top and bottom. More interesting to Bart, however, were the 

mermaids, who were all exceedingly beautiful—well, from the waist up, anyway. Why 

couldn’t the land women all look like this?  And especially the part about not wearing 

shirts? 

Irad gave the best bow he could while under water. “I be Captain Irad of The 

Prickly Rose. I be honored to meet the Lwa La Sirene. I seek information which may be 

beneficial to both of us, and then will be on me way.” 

The merman eyed Irad for a while and then spoke. “I am King Aycayia. My 

people have been watching you for some time, and warned me of your approach. I am 

however impressed and concerned about your ability to breathe in our realm.” 

“Well, this won’t last long,” Irad admitted. “We only have a few minutes to speak 

afore we must be off. I come to speak of the kraken.” 

King Aycayia titled his head slightly but said nothing. 

“The kraken attacks ships and kills many,” Irad continued. “Ye must have fought 

it yerself. Do ye know of its weaknesses? Can you help us kill it?” 

The merman shook his head. “The kraken ignores us, as we do not bother it. It 

does not move much, and feeds on the fish that swim near it. Your ships are the problem. 

They stir up the waters, disturbing the kraken. If you do not wish for the kraken to attack, 

do not provoke it.” He looked at Irad as if he was an idiot for not knowing this. 

“But we cannot change our ships!” Irad complained. “What are we supposed 

to…” He paused and stared off at nothing for a few seconds, his eyes becoming wide. A 

broad smile slowly filled his face. 

“Right! I thank ye for your information, goodbye.”  



Sucking in deep breaths of water, he swept his arms down and writhed his body to 

shoot upward.  

Bart followed, and struggled to paddle behind. The merpeople moved aside. 

“I think … the potion … is wearing off!” Bart said. 

Irad didn’t respond; he was too busy trying to propel himself straight to the 

surface.  

Bart tried to keep up. His arms flapped mightily as he kicked his legs as hard and 

fast as he could. He gulped water into his lungs but he didn’t feel as if he was getting any 

air. He tasted the salt. It burned at his eyes. He panicked. It felt as if the surface remained 

the same distance away no matter how he tried.   

Strong arms grabbed him by the waist. He felt himself rushing to the surface and 

in what seemed to be seconds, he broke through and began vomiting up water and 

whatever else remained in his stomach. 

After many minutes, he panted, coughing slightly as his head cleared. At his side, 

Irad also coughed and appeared just as frazzled as Bart felt.  

The Fitzgerald lay about a hundred yards away, its ugly Union Jack flying in the 

breeze. 

“Are you ready to travel now?” 

He gulped with surprise. The voice and the strong arms holding him from behind 

belonged to one of the mermaids. He tried to look at her face, his entire body aching from 

the hour of continuous swimming. He blushed slightly as her breasts rubbed against his 

back. Perhaps it was best that he didn’t look at her.  

He coughed a bit. “Yes,” he said softly. 



Without a word, she began swimming toward the ship, with Bart before her like a 

wavebreaker. He mused that this was the first time he had naked female breasts pressed 

against him. Of course, it would have been better had they been human breasts, but what 

young man would complain?  

 

*   *   * 

 

The Fitzgerald continued its voyage as if nothing had changed. Each night’s 

amusement culminated when Sonia walked Higgins to the helm, glassy-eyed and silent. 

Using the established codes, he’d signal the trailing ship with a lantern and report that 

everything remained under control. Then she’d march him back to the brig where he’d 

sit, eyes focused on nothing.  

Rum Cay, a small island east of the Bahamas, appeared in the spyglass on the 

morning of the sixth day. Irad had kept the crew busy with strange tasks—gathering 

blowfish and seaweed in nets, filling heavy barrels with iron cannonballs, and taking 

readings and recording wind direction every few minutes. 

They spent one entire day tying the seaweed into small spheres and then tossing 

them across the deck. The spheres disintegrated before they made it halfway across. Not 

until they combined the seaweed with coral and shells and tightly bound them with thin 

leather thongs did the things last. 

Bart felt frustrated that Irad no longer paid him the slightest attention. The 

Captain spent all his time consulting with Sonia. They huddled together and whispered 



plans, and then Sonia would lock herself in the captain’s quarters and do who-knows-

what with her voodoo magic.  

The crew grumbled and complained about the strange tasks, but even though he 

secretly shared their dissatisfaction, Bart reminded them that no matter how suicidal this 

mission, it sure beat being hanged. “Besides,” he’d say, “the Captain has a plan.”  

He did have a plan, right? 

But now, with Rum Cay in view, the crew’s frustration turned to anxiety. Very 

few sailors had faced the kraken and lived, and those who had often went mad. Bart 

exchanged nervous looks with the rest of the crew as they performed their assigned tasks. 

The gathering storm clouds to the south provided no comfort. 

As the sky darkened, Captain Irad appeared on the helm and ordered the first mate 

to muster the crew. Dressed in his finest long coat and fancy britches, his boots polished, 

and his hat adorned with a new feather, he appeared prepared for a night in Tortuga 

instead of a battle with a mighty beast. 

Buffeted by the rising storm winds, Irad stood with legs spread and waited with 

apparent patience for the crew to gather. To Bart’s surprise, Sonia and Lieutenant 

Higgins joined the captain at the helm. Higgins seemed bewildered and constantly shook 

his head as if slowly waking from a terrible nightmare.  

The crew shuffled nervously on the deck, looking up at the Captain. 

“Today be the day!” Irad shouted. “Today we go down in history—or we go 

down to Davy Jones’ Locker!” 

“Can’t we wait until tomorrow?” Bart yelled. “The weather—” 



“Shut yer festering gob, Greenie! I be Cap’n, and I say we go today! This be 

kraken territory, and a storm don’t bother the kraken.” He stared down Bart and the crew 

and then gave a slight chuckle. “Asides, we got no more of the stuff to keep Higgins 

under control, so we’d best do this now!” 

Higgins mumbled something and blinked at the sky. 

“To yer posts!” 

The men raced to their assigned positions. The helmsman placed his feet apart and 

grabbed the wheel. Dogbone the Gunner and his powder monkeys ran below deck. The 

riggers took position next to the sails.  

Bart, however, stood paralyzed as the rain began to fall. 

Irad leaned over the railing and stared down at him. “What be the problem, 

Greenie? Afraid?” 

“No, Cap’n! It’s just that I joined your crew just afore we went searchin’ fer 

Rummy Jack’s treasure, and then we celebrated for a few days, and then we gets captured 

by the English, and well, I never been assigned no real actual duties, sir.” 

Irad laughed. “Right then, lad, you come with me. I may need yer help.” 

Bart trotted behind the Captain, who marched around the deck, assuring that each 

man was in his proper place with the proper tools.  

Sonia remained on the bridge, sniffing the winds. Every few minutes, she’d reach 

into one of her pouches and toss colored powders into the air. They’d swirl around her for 

a few seconds before flying up into the clouds. It seemed to Bart that each time she did 

this, the storm increased. 



“Arrr, this be the life!” Irad laughed as the rain washed over his face. He leaned 

over the rail and yelled to the sailors on deck. “Toss over the barrels!” 

“The barrels?” cried a crewman. “The ones with our cannonballs? Won’t we be 

needing—” 

“Ye dare question me? Toss ‘em! One at a time!” 

All hands on deck jumped into place—or rather, slid into place, given the 

treacherous wet footing. Grunting and straining, they heaved the first barrel across the 

deck and then rolled it into the sea where it made a mighty splash. 

“If the kraken be down there, the barrels will land right on it!” Bart said. 

Irad grinned. 

As the sloop danced through the storm, masts bending from the wind, the 

remainder of the barrels rolled to their watery grave. The loss of ballast, combined with 

the storm, increased the ship’s speed through the water. The helmsman struggled to keep 

the vessel from rolling from the lost weight.  

The last barrel slid off the deck as the ship swayed aft, and the crew stared 

nervously at the rolling sea. The only sound was the relentless wind. 

The bos’n screamed. A massive tentacle lifted him high above the deck. The crew 

jumped, yelled, and frantically cut at the tentacle with their swords. A few futilely fired 

pistols. 

More tentacles rose on the opposite side of the ship. They hooked around masts 

and railings and any part of the ship they could grab hold of, as if the kraken intended to 

break the ship in half or, worse yet, drag it down to the ocean floor.  



Irad pulled out his saber and hacked at one of the massive appendages, freeing the 

Bos’n. Bart gasped as Irad’s blade Toecutter sliced through the tentacle like a butter knife 

through pudding. Some day he’d have to ask for the story of that sword … 

Lieutenant Higgins, who had been standing silently near the helm, finally seemed 

to notice the clamor. He shook his head, blinked, and regained his senses. 

“Irad! What in blazes is going on here? You locked me in—” 

“Higgins!” Irad yelled. “No time to talk! I be needing yer help!” He pointed to the 

crew fighting the kraken. “Take command o’ the battle! We need yer experience!” He 

tossed Higgins a scabbard. 

To Bart’s surprise, Higgins quickly took in the situation, nodded, and in one move 

pulled the sword from the scabbard and ran to the deck, yelling orders to the men. 

“Try to get the kraken to rise up on one side!” Irad cried.  

Higgins waved his arm in acknowledgment and hacked away at the creature.  

“Greenie!” Irad said. “With me! To the cannons!” 

Irad pushed his way through the battle, chopping through kraken limbs whenever 

possible.  

Bart danced behind him, weaving among crewmen, riggings, and tentacles. He 

looked up at a sharp crack followed by a ripping noise. He jumped aside as one of the 

three masts slowly toppled, its torn sails wrapped around it like ribbons on a maypole. 

Crewmen screamed and scrambled out of the way. Bart dived through the hatch to the 

deck below just behind the Captain as the mast splintered into deck.  

Irad raced to Dogbone. 

“Are ye sure about this, Cap’n?” the gunner asked. 



Irad ignored the question. “Are ye loaded and ready?” 

Dogbone scratched at his beard. “Aye, Cap’n. All loaded. With seaweed balls.” 

Irad dashed to the porthole. “Just be ready to fire when I say, and not a moment 

sooner!” 

Dogbone gave the signal to his powder monkeys who held out their glowing 

lighting sticks, worry in their eyes. “Port or starboard, Cap’n?” 

Irad cursed. “Be ready for both!” He continued to stare out at the raging sea. 

Wondering what the captain had in mind, Bart moved to the next porthole and 

stared out at the massive tentacles. 

“Right!” Dogbone waved his own lighting stick like it was a magic wand and 

turned to his crew. “Ye two, starboard. Patrick, ye stay here with me. Everyone be ready 

to run to the other side if …”  

His words died out with a gasp as the kraken rose from the hostile waters. 

Through the storm spray and rain, it was impossible to tell what the blasted thing actually 

looked like. To Bart, it simply appeared to be a slimy, living wall rising before him.  

The gunner and his assistants ran to the port cannons. 

“Don’t fire!” Irad yelled.  

“But it’s right there!” Dogbone said. 

“I said don’t fire!”  

The ship rocked back and forth, fought over by both the wind and the massive 

monster. Bart fell hard onto his back. He dragged himself up and grabbed a beam. 

“Now!” Irad screamed. “Fire!” 



Before anyone could react, splinters exploded before them. One of the kraken’s 

massive appendages ripped through the hull, knocking the screaming powder monkeys 

out to sea. Dogbone was flung against the wall and fell hard. Blood spurted from his 

lolling head and mixed into the slimy seawater filling the area. 

Irad cursed and jumped to the nearest cannon. Bart dove for the next one. It 

remained firmly attached to the deck. With the hull ripped open, he knew he could get a 

clear shot—but where was the lighting stick? 

He spun around to try to find one. A huge boom shook the air.  

“Blast and bugger!” Irad said. “Missed!” 

Bart jumped back toward Dogbone. Irad ran to the unused cannon Bart left 

behind. Bart found the wet lighting stick still in Dogbone’s hand. He jerked it free. Now 

was not the time to pay respect to the dead. A couple feet beyond Dogbone, a cauldron 

with a small amount of tar burned low. Bart thrust the stick into the tar and brought it up 

lit. 

Boom! 

“Aha! Take that, ye bastard!” Irad, triumphant, jumped to the third port cannon. 

“Not done yet!” he yelled. 

Bart ran to the last port cannon, his stick lighting the way.  

“Don’t ye dare miss, Greenie, or we all be dead!”  

Bart reached the gun. Through the blinding rain and wind-blown seawater, he 

could barely see the kraken only feet away.  

“Not yet!” Inar yelled over the noise of the storm and the battle still raging above 

them. 



Bart paused. Not yet? The kraken was destroying the ship! What was Irad waiting 

for?  

And then the creature turned. A massive maw appeared. Rows of never-ending 

teeth ran deep into a dark cavern large enough to swallow ten men whole.  

“Now!”  

Bart fumbled with his lighting stick but managed to hit the wick. Two deafening 

booms blasted his eardrums as the strange seaweed balls flew into the kraken’s mouth.  

A cry like the sound of a dying animal combined with the scratching of nails on 

slate sent chills up Bart’s spine. He held his hands to his ears, closed his eyes, and cried 

out in pain. 

And then, as suddenly as the screeching began, it was gone.  

Opening his eyes, Bart found no sign of the kraken. The ship had stopped rocking. 

The rain ceased its battering, the wind died to a slight breeze, and the sky brightened. 

Captain Irad was climbing the narrow stairs to the deck as if nothing had 

happened.  

 

*   *   * 

 

The next hour was spent caring for the injured and fishing survivors from the 

water. Dogbone lay groaning, a large bandage covering most of his head. A few words 

were said for the dead, but proper burials could wait until later. The hull below deck was 

quickly patched enough to prevent the sloop from sinking, but it was clear that The 

Fitzgerald would not sail far. The English ship on the horizon headed their way. 



Still wet and covered with kraken slime and blood, Lieutenant Higgins wiped his 

hands on his shirt and marched up to the helm. 

Irad sat on the deck, his back against the rigging, a bottle of rum in his hands. Bart 

and Sonia sat nearby, completely exhausted.  

“I still don’t know how you did it,” Higgins said. “How did you kill the kraken?” 

“Oh, it not be dead,” Irad replied. 

Higgins stared at the Captain for a few seconds and then slowly lowered himself 

to the deck beside him. Irad held out the bottle of rum. Higgins grabbed it, took a long 

draught, and handed it back. 

“You said you would kill the kraken.” 

Irad grinned. “No, I never said that. I said I would defeat the kraken.” 

“You didn’t kill it.” 

“Killing that thing be pretty much impossible.” 

Higgins and Irad stared at each other. “Well,” Higgins finally said, “are you going 

to tell me or aren’t you?” 

Irad took a long gulp. “The kraken only attacks ships because ships bother it. 

Now, we ain’t going to stop ships from sailing. So the only other solution is to stop the 

kraken from being bothered.” 

He pointed to Sonia. “The talented Miss Sonia Laveau created a—well, a pill. It 

not only calms the beastie, but it does so forever, far as we can tell. The kraken won’t be 

giving any of us trouble again.” 

Higgins took a long look at the voodoo queen. “Forever?” 

Sonia smiled. “I’s good.” 



Higgins’ mouth tightened, and he turned back to Irad. “So what do I do about 

you?” 

Irad placed his hand on his chest. “Me? The handsome hero?” 

Higgins reached behind him, pushed against the rigging, and stood, looking down 

at the infamous pirate. “You committed mutiny against a British officer, drugged me, 

forced me to send false messages, and imprisoned me.” 

“Oh, that.” Irad put his hands behind his head. “Well, the only ones who know 

that are on this ship. As far as yer fellow sailors know, you be Captain of The Fitzgerald, 

who defeated the kraken due to yer brilliant leadership. There be a promotion and a 

reward in it if ye ask me.” 

Higgins shook his head. “That’s a lie and dishonest. I have to let them know the 

truth.” 

“The truth be that if not fer me, ye would have failed. And that’s why ye decided 

to let me have The Prickly Rose back.” 

“No. This is not a negotiation. And you’ll be dead soon anyway.” 

“Dead? Me?” 

“Irad, you swore on the Code that no harm would come to me and that you would 

not impede my freedom in any way.” 

“I swore on the what?” 

“The Code! The Pirate’s Code! I was there!”  

Irad shook his head. “Never heard of it.” 

Higgins turned and pointed a finger at Bart, who stared innocently back. “You 

told me there was a magical Pirate’s Code that would assure Irad’s cooperation!” 



“Lieutenant,” Bart replied, “you know there’s no such thing as magic.” 

Higgins’s face grew red. He breathed deeply, lowered his arm, and then spoke in 

a controlled, calm manner. “Fine. Well, we’ll just add lying to a British officer to your 

list of offenses, then.” 

Irad looked up at the Lieutenant. “Hop on one leg.” 

“What? I—” Higgins’ eyes grew large as he found himself, in opposition to his 

wishes, hopping on one leg. 

“It seems Sonia’s elixir has some long-term consequences,” Irad said lightly, as if 

discussing the weather. “Now, ye can tell yer crew me version of the story, or ye can hop 

on one leg off the plank. We’ll tell yer English friends ye died in battle. We’ll mention 

how bravely you fought, too.” Irad met Higgins’ eyes. “That part be true.” 

Higgins hopped there for a few more seconds before spouting out a curse. “Fine, 

fine, you win this time. Just make me stop!” 

Irad rose, told him to stop hopping, and then shook the Lieutenant’s hand. “This 

be a grand adventure. We have to do this again some time.” 

Higgins snorted. “If you’re wise, you’ll stay out of my way.” He shook his head. 

“But I’ll prepare the paperwork for you to get your ship back.” 

Irad smiled, gold teeth glimmering in the sun. “Well, go on then. Get crackin’!” 

 

 

*    *    * 
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