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slowly into the black sea.

One of the crows flew down from the prison
wall, landing on a coffin. Peck-peck, peck-peck. He began to
tap away at the wood. Peck-peck-PECK. The repetitive peck-
PECK-peck-PECK was just another sound to fill the shadowy
night. Peck-PECK-peck. It was also extremely annoying.

The person inside the coffin that the bird had chosen
agreed. Peck-peck-peck-PECK. Suddenly, a gunshot was
fired from inside the coffin that sent the bird blasting off in a
cloud of feathers. An arm reached through the newly formed
hole, found the latch that held the coffin closed, and swung
the lid open. Captain Jack Sparrow, the wiliest' pirate ever to
sail the high seas?, quickly emerged and looked around. He
was wearing his usual getup — well-worn clothing, knee-
high boots, and his signature red bandanna?. His gold tooth
gleamed in the moonlight.

Jack didn’t seem concerned with his situation . . . at first.
Then, his eyes grew wide and he began frantically searching
the coffin. After a moment filled with high anxiety, he finally
found what he thought he might have lost — his hat! With
it placed firmly on his head at a smart angle, Jack was once
again relaxed.

He bowed his head, crossed himself, and reached down
into the coffin one more time. “Sorry, mate,” he said as he
pulled and tugged* until — SNAP — he plucked off the leg
bone of his coffin mate. “Necessity is a mother,” he noted
with a grin. He used the bone for an oar and rowed toward the
moonlit hull of his ship, the Black Pearl. She was patiently
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' waiting for him out in the still water, covered by
the dark of night.

Gibbs, an old salt and a fine pirate, was waiting on the
Pearl’s deck for Jack’s return. “Not quite according to plan?”
Gibbs questioned, staring at Jack, who sat rowing a coffin with
a leg bone in his hands. Gibbs helped his captain aboard.

“Complications arose,” Jack said, tossing’' the leg bone
overboard. “But I’ve found if you ask right, there’s always
someone willing to give a leg up.”

Gibbs looked over the side of the ship at the one-legged
skeleton. “Not in my experience,” Gibbs said, shaking his
head. “Can’t go wrong expecting the worst from people.”

Jack sighed. “It probably does save time,” he said as
he walked away from Gibbs. As he moved along the boat,
Jack took a rolled piece of cloth from his sleeve. He began to
examine it very carefully.

“Is that what you went in to find?” a toothless pirate
named Leech asked anxiously. Every man onboard was
hungry for news of what treasure Jack had found.

“Aye, but I haven’t had time to properly assess the prize,”
Jack answered with a sly? smile. He did not seem willing to
share just yet.

Suddenly, a small monkey swung out of the ship’s
rigging®, landed in front of Jack, and screeched* as if he were
the devil himself. Jack screamed back as the monkey snatched
the roll of cloth and took it up into the sails.

Each time the monkey passed through a shaft’ of
moonlight, it turned into a skeleton from head to tail — the
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% result of a curse that had not been lifted. The

monkey was the living dead. The horrible little
beast’s previous owner was the cursed Captain Barbossa, who
had mutinied' against Jack. Barbossa had named the monkey
Jack, as a way to add insult to injury.

Jack hated the creature. He drew his pistol and aimed at
the cursed monkey. Jack fired, but the gun only clicked. His
shot had already been used on that blasted pecking crow. Jack
grabbed a pistol from the belt of another pirate and fired again.

This time he hit his mark. The monkey was blown back,
and the cloth dropped from its grasp. But the monkey quickly
jumped back up again, grinning.

Gibbs gave Jack a look. “You know that doesn’t do any
good,” he told him, pointing to the gun.

Jack shrugged. “Keeps my aim sharp,” he said as one of
the pirates on deck scrambled? to catch the falling piece of
cloth. The monkey continued to screech.

“Why’d that eviscerated simian have to be the only thing
to survive Isla de Muerta?” Jack grumbled. Then he saw the
pirate who had caught the cloth examining it.

“It’s a key,” the pirate said, cocking® his head to the side
and squinting* an eye.

“Even better,” Jack added, raising a finger. “It’s a
drawing of a key.”

The confused crew looked to Gibbs for an explanation.

“Captain,” Gibbs said, clearing his throat, “I think we
were expecting something a bit more . . . rewarding. What
with Isla de Muerta going all pear shaped, reclaimed by the
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seaand all . ..”

“Unfortunate turn of circumstance,” Jack
agreed, remembering the island, where the crew had its most
recent adventure, where Jack finally defeated Barbossa, and
where he had reclaimed the Black Pearl.

“. .. and then spending months fighting to get the British
navy off our stern,” Gibbs reminded him.

“Inevitable outcome of le vie de boucanier',” Jack replied
with a wave of his hand.

“We’ve been losing crew at every port, and it seems to
us what’s left that it’s been a stretch? since we’ve done even a
speck of honest pirating,” Gibbs continued.

Jack turned to his crew. “Is that how you’re feeling?” he
asked. “That I'm not serving your interests as captain?”

The crew shifted uncomfortably, and then suddenly, a
parrot squawked? the only reply, “ABANDON SHIP!”

The parrot belonged to the mute pirate Cotton, and it
spoke for him.

Jack drew his pistol again. “What did the bird say?”

“Cotton’s parrot don’t speak for the lot of us,” Leech told
Jack quickly. “We think you’re doing a fine job.”

“ABANDON SHIP,” the parrot called out even louder.
Jack was about to shoot the old bird, but lowered his gun
instead. Cotton seemed relieved.

“At least there’s one honest . . . man amongst you,” Jack
said, looking at Cotton’s parrot. Jack shook his head and got
down to the business at hand. He had questions to answer.

“Gentlemen, what do keys do?” Jack asked.
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The anxious crew of rogues' looked at
each other. “They unlock things?” Leech asked,
suddenly excited.

Jack made a face as if to say, “Yes, and . ..”

“And whatever this unlocks, inside is something
valuable,” Gibbs added, imagining chests of gold. “So, we’re
setting out to find whatever this unlocks!”

Jack shook his head. “No. If we don’t have the key, we
can’t open whatever it unlocks, so what purpose would be
served in finding whatever needs be unlocked without first
having found the key that unlocks it? Honestly. Ninny?2.”

The rowdy crew was very confused. They tried to follow
along as best they could. “So, we’re going to find this key?”
Gibbs asked.

Jack looked into the crew members’ blank faces and
sighed. “What good is a key if we have nothing for the key to
unlock? Please,” Jack pleaded, “try and keep up!”

“So, do we have a heading®?” another pirate asked.

“Aye! A heading!” Jack said. He turned away, took
out his Compass, and flipped* it open. It was the very same
Compass that had led him to Isla de Muerta and the caves of
hidden treasure. But the readings on the Compass seemed to
make Jack a bit uneasy now.

He snapped the Compass shut and waved his arm. “Set
sail in a general . . . that way direction,” he finally said,
waving his hand dismissively® out toward the sea.

“Captain?” Gibbs asked, confused. This was not typical
Captain Jack Sparrow behavior.
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“T’1l plot our course later. Now snap to and
make sail!” he ordered as he marched off to his
cabin. The crew stood and watched silently. “You know how
it works!” Jack shouted impatiently and slammed his cabin
door.

The crew unhappily began to get ready to sail. “Have
you noticed lately, the captain seems to be acting a bit . . .
strange?” a pirate whispered to Gibbs.

“Aye,” Gibbs answered. “Something’s got him setting a
course without knowing his own heading. And I thought there
was neither man nor beast alive could make him do that.”
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