Pirate Treasure
Lady Camilla threw herself down on her huge bed, sobbing uncontrollably.  Her emerald green dress was torn and dirty where she had been dragged along the ground and her throat was sore where her necklace had been wrenched violently from around her neck.  
“Oh, Jim!” she wailed, “They have taken almost all my fortune.”
Jim hovered in the doorway, not knowing what to do to help his mistress.  He couldn’t bear to see her so miserable, but he felt as helpless as a kitten. He had only caught a glimpse of the pirates as they made off in the moonlight with the most treasured items from the house, including Lady Camilla’s priceless diamond necklace. 
“Is there nothing left?” Jim asked, knowing the answer.
“Only some gold coins my father left me,” answered Camilla, “If only they had left the necklace.  It is worth ten times all the rest put together.  Oh, Jim, what can I do?”
 From what Jim knew about buccaneers, he thought that Lady Camilla had been very lucky to have lost only the necklace.  He decided there and then that he must follow them, even though he was certain their leader was the most feared pirate ever to sail the seven seas, none other than Black Jack himself. And he had no weapons, only an old catapult.  If only he could rescue the diamond necklace, it would be worth the risk.  He had a good idea where they were heading – Port Cariba.
He would never tell her, but he knew the real reason why she was so desperately upset about her necklace. The piece of jewellery was indeed precious, but more for the secret inscription that identified her as Cutlass Kate, a wanted buccaneer, than for its value in money. He knew what he had to do to protect her.

 As dawn crept over the hills, Jim was already on the trail. He sneaked out of La Casa de Tesoro, leaving Lady Camilla slumbering and unaware of what he was risking. He managed to hitch a lift on a hay cart; he ran the rest of the way to the coast.  As he approached the harbour, his heart thudding in his chest, he could see the schooner ahead of him.  He sneaked behind some sacks of sugar and waited.
Suddenly, he spied his chance.  He was in luck.  The ship was being loaded with barrels of apples.  If he could just manage to climb inside one…
Jim tiptoed to where the barrels were stored and slowly, carefully, inched his way along the wall towards them, watching all the time, praying that the crew members would be too busy to notice him.  He heaved himself up the sides of the nearest barrel and slipped silently into it. He daren’t breathe.
Without warning, the barrel was on the move.  He gripped the sides and desperately hoped he wouldn’t fall out.  
     “Last one, matey!” he heard a voice cry out.
The heavy barrel was rolled into the hold of the ship and Jim heard the footsteps of the crew fading up the steps.  As soon as he felt it was safe, he was out of the barrel and up the steps as nimbly as a spring lamb.
Gruff voices were getting louder.  Someone was coming.  He must hide.  He clambered over sacks and crouched on the steps behind an open door before realising that what he was looking at was all the treasure from his mistress’s house.  Before he could find a better place to hide, he heard heavy footsteps approaching and Black Jack himself strode into the room, his lilac neckerchief tied around his neck.  Jim held his breath. He dare not move a muscle.
A tall, heavy, nut-brown man, his tarry pigtail hung down beneath his red bandanna and his black beard and staring eyes made Jim gape in horror.  Black Jack raised his right hand.  In it was the diamond necklace, glinting in the lamplight.

“Aye, we’ll share the treasure, lads,” he muttered to himself, “But not a man among you will get their hands on this little beauty.”

He turned it over in his hand and the expression on his face changed to one of puzzlement. Just then, a call came from above. Jack wound the necklace around his pistol and strode out on to the deck.
The crew were getting ready to set sail and the Jamaica was almost ship-shape. Soon, they would be out at sea.  Jim dare not wait any longer.  He stole silently up the steps on to the deck, sneaked behind the treasure chest and pulled himself up into the rigging.  Luckily, a sail had been raised and he managed to stay out of sight as he cautiously crawled higher.  He wound a rope around his wrist, pulled his catapult carefully from his pocket and loaded it with a heavy pebble.
He aimed the catapult directly at Black Jack’s head.  There was not a moment to lose. He had to do it now.  

At the instant he released the pebble, Black Jack turned, as if in slow motion, and Jim’s heart was in his mouth. But the low sun had blinded him and the pebble struck him on the forehead before he even had time to draw his pistol. He stumbled backwards, and the necklace fell from his hand and rolled across the deck.  Jim launched himself forward and swung down to the deck on the rope.  Swiftly, before Black Jack could steady himself, he grabbed the necklace and ran towards the gangplank, not really knowing what his next move would be.  He just knew he had to escape from this terrifying pirate. Behind him, he could hear an angry, thunderous voice, quivering with fury.

“Stop that thief!” Black Jack bellowed.

All at once, Jim found himself surrounded:  he could see blackened teeth, eye patches and earrings.  His arms were pinned against his sides and scarred, angry faces loomed in front of him; he knew he had breathed his last. He knew what pirates did as punishments.  His legs gave way beneath him as his eyes closed and he shuddered in fear.
Suddenly, a musket shot rang out.  His arms were released.  He fell to his knees on the deck and was too petrified to open his eyes, but his hand stayed clenched around the diamond necklace.  When he finally dared to open his eyes, he saw Black Jack in front of him, but he was not alone.  Jim almost fainted with relief.  The famous blue coats of the King’s Navy were on either side of the infamous pirate.
“Well done, lad,” said one of them, helping him to his feet.  “We’ve been after this lot for a long time and now we have caught them red-handed, thanks to your bravery, and this notorious fellow will be executed for his crimes.”
“But how…?” Jim began, then saw, on the harbour side, the familiar face of his mistress, the Lady Camilla, and he realised at once what had happened.  She must have alerted the Navy when she noticed that Jim had disappeared.  
He ran triumphantly towards her, his hand raised in victory, still clutching the diamond necklace, safe in the knowledge that the identity of his beloved Lady Camilla had remained a secret which he would keep forever.  

