Should some treasure stay lost?

Brothers Peter and Farren thought that the adventure was all over. They thought that they
had earned their happily ever after. They thought wrong.

In this nail biting conclusion to the series, the unexpected return of a member of their
family leads Peter and Farren to set off on a quest for answers. But they may not like what
they discover. Some things are better left buried.

On the way, they meet some familiar enemies, come face to tentacle with a giant squid,
battle an army of Spanish Conquistadors and bump into the notorious pirate, Captain
Redbeard. Not to mention, the small matter of the fabled lost city of gold … El Dorado and
of course, a smelly, blue parrot called Dodo.

“Me? Me Chad. You? You dead!”
...
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To my wife Kim – I treasure every moment
To the boys – treasure those who are there for you
To my family - I treasure the sacrifices you have made
To the kids I've taught - treasure reading

For Duke, Dusk and Dawn - treasured memories
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PROLOGUE
Renato finished writing the letter and placed it carefully on the table. He gazed around
with pride at the Spirit. Finally, it was finished. The fastest ship ever built.
Unfortunately it had also become the biggest problem ever built. The ship itself
worked well, beyond his wildest dreams. It should have been easy to give it to the Navy, be
paid handsomely and then that would have been that. In some ways, it would also have
been easier if he had not overheard Admiral Turner's plan to kill him. But ... he had.
The simplest thing then would have been to destroy it. But Renato couldn't bear to
destroy years of work. This was the fastest ship on the planet! Besides, there would only
be so much time before Admiral Turner gave up waiting for it and killed him anyway.
So, what to do? Perhaps he should give it to the pirates. He was going to. But, for
some reason, probably to do with the whole 'pirate' thing, he didn't trust Redbeard and now
he was having second thoughts. Sure, he had received that chest of treasure as a down
payment, but Renato knew that as soon as he handed Redbeard the Spirit then it would be
game over. The notorious pirate would be unlikely to run up and give him a big sloppy kiss
and wave him goodbye. Well, not without a large knife sticking out of his back.
Renato had found himself in an impossible situation. If he destroyed the ship, sooner
or later Admiral Turner or Captain Redbeard would hunt him down and kill him for not
giving it to them. If he handed the ship to either of them then ... they would take it and then
kill him or whoever didn't get the ship ... would kill him. It seemed that whatever he did, it
would involve a lot of killing ... of him. It wasn't looking good. Not good at all.

No, this was the ONLY solution. Tell Admiral Turner that Redbeard had stolen it and
then tell Redbeard that Admiral Turner had stolen it. Hopefully, they both would be angry
at each other and then spend their energies trying to kill each other and forget about him.
Just in case anything went wrong, he would bury the treasure Redbeard gave him as a
decoy and hopefully, only Mara would be able to find the real treasure, the Spirit. It was
too risky to tell her exactly where he was hiding it - the less she knew then the less use she
was to those people that wanted the Spirit. Which was pretty much everybody.
Of course, the whole plan hinged on finding somewhere safe to hide in the meantime.
Luckily Lieutenant Fairclough, trusty and reliable as always, had found somewhere.
Renato looked at the ship again and sighed. In some ways it would have been easier
just to destroy the thing .... but it had been years of work. And it was fast ... so fast! It
would be like ... destroying his baby, his super fast, wooden baby.
Speaking of which, it was time to get home.
Renato walked off the deck of the Spirit and jumped into the small sailboat that was
anchored next to it.
He resisted the temptation to glance behind him as he sailed out of the cave.

...

“Slow down and tell me again," Mara put her hands on her hips.
"Look," Renato explained, "Fairclough has been a friend of mine for many years
and ... "
"Yes, yes. Get to the bit where we have to leave here," she glared.
Nanna popped her head into the kitchen.
"Take it outside, will you? I've only just managed to get the boys to sleep!"
Mara smiled at her, "Alright Mum, alright."
She and Renato walked outside the cottage.

Renato turned to face his wife, "Look, it's just too dangerous right now. We have no
option. Fairclough said he knows of a safe place that the two of us can use, but it isn't
suitable for the boys. He is going to take us there to have a look at it tonight. Your mum is
going to take the boys somewhere safe and hopefully, in a couple of weeks, when
everything blows over, your mum can bring the boys. I think this plan will work, but these
are dangerous people. I don't want to take any risks with our family."
Mara shook her head, "I don't like it. I don't like it one bit. Why don't you just give
the Navy the blasted ship and be done with it? Or destroy it? And if this place that mum is
taking the boys is so safe, why aren't we all going there? What's the point in splitting up
our family? I ..."
Renato sighed, "Look Mara, believe me, the same thing has been running around and
around my head this last few weeks. Do you not think I have looked at every single
option? Considered every angle? Fairclough said that the place he was taking us was safe
from our enemies but not a place for kids. He made me promise not to bring the kids.
Your mum will find it easier to hide the boys because she can basically go to any town and
no one will ask questions of a woman with two kids because it will be me they are looking
for. Failing that, they will come for you. If the boys aren't with us, then no one knows that
they are ours. This is the only solution Mara! Otherwise if I give them the Spirit they will
kill us once they have it and ... I don't want to destroy it ... you know what I've been
through making that ship... Besides, even destroying it may not keep us safe."
"But they will try and kill us if we don't give it to them ... what's the difference?"
"Look, I don't like it either. But we don't have a lot of options. We see this hiding
place tonight, and drop you off. I will go and talk to Turner and Redbeard and tell them
that the Spirit is stolen and then I will meet you at the hiding place. If it all works, then
they will be too busy trying to kill each other to worry about us. But if they do come after
us, I want the boys far away. Your mum has said that she will take the boys and hide them.
It's better we don't know where. All going well, in three weeks time we will meet her at the
Dragon Arms and see where we go from there. If anything goes wrong and we get split

up," Renato reached into his tunic and pulled out a torn piece of parchment, "this is half of
the map to the location of the Spirit. Hide this somewhere safe. It's better you don't know
exactly where it is."
Mara pouted, "I can handle myself."
"I'm sure you can, my love. The other half I have given to Aron, just in case. Now,
let's quickly pack. We don't have much time."
"But," she grabbed his tunic as he turned, "are you sure we can trust Fairclough?"
Renato glanced back and frowned, "He has never given me any reason to doubt him
since I joined the Navy..."
Mara sighed. She had a bad feeling about all of this, but she couldn't think of a better
plan.

...

Renato wiped a tear from his eye as he and Mara climbed aboard the small sailing
boat. It was harder saying goodbye to Peter and Farren than he expected. He knew that he
would see them soon, but he was starting to get an uneasy feeling.
Lieutenant Fairclough patted him on the back.
"Look, old chap. You are doing the right thing. Probably best to lay low after you
have delivered the Spirit." he paused. "Now what have you done with the ship? Is it safe?
In case anything goes wrong after I show you the hiding place, why don't you tell me where
it is and I'll go and destroy it if I have to?"
Renato paused. Fairclough seemed extremely keen to help. "That's what I was about
to tell you. There's been a change of plan. We'll have to drop just Mara off at the safe
house and then I have to go and see Admiral Turner about the Spirit. I'm afraid that it has
been stolen. I have no idea where it is. I'm assuming the pirates under Captain Redbeard
have it now."
The water lapped at the small boat as it glided through the ink black night.

Fairclough stared at the two of them, his face turning dark.
"Wh ... What, what, what are you saying?" he spluttered.
Renato shrugged, "The Spirit is gone. There is not much more to say."
Fairclough shook his head, "But you've finished it. You ... " he struggled to find the
words and then paused, "... in that case, tell me where it was hidden and I will go look for
clues."
"I ... I can't. I haven't told anyone and I won't. I know you have asked me before and
it's nothing personal. Even Mara doesn't know." Renato replied.
"But why? There is no ship there now?" his friend insisted.
"I'm sorry. You will just have to trust me. Look, I know I told you that I needed the
safe house so that I could be safe after delivering the Spirit, but after I've told Admiral
Turner that the ship is gone he will be upset and that's the real reason I need it."
Fairclough watched them both carefully and then a smile crept slowly across his face.
"No problem, old friend," he smiled.
Mara frowned and drew her cloak more tightly, "Where exactly is this safe house?"
"Just near here actually," The Lieutenant replied.
Renato looked around, "But we are heading out towards the sea!"
"Don't worry yourself my friend. Trust me. Everything will be clear very soon."
The small boat was being buffeted by the waves and all three of the passengers had to
grip on tightly to avoid being thrown violently overboard.
Fairclough steered the tiny craft carefully as it rounded the rugged coastline.
Renato and Mara gasped.
Into view came a large Navy frigate with the words "Juggernaut" stencilled on its side.
It was anchored a fair distance off the shore but their little craft was very quickly heading
towards it.
Renato turned to face Fairclough.
"What's going on here?!" he yelled. "I thought you were taking us to the safe house?"
Fairclough continued to smile.

"I am my friend ... just as soon as you tell our friends of His Majesty's Navy ... the
very people who have supported you and your family and paid for everything ... where
their ship really is! I don't believe that it's stolen. You want to keep it for yourself!" He
paused. "It's not your ship Renato. It belongs to the Navy. Now if you tell me where it is,
I'll take you to safety now. Otherwise, I'll give you over to the Navy and they won't be so
friendly. They'll probably start with Mara here." Fairclough smirked.
Mara slapped him across the face ... hard.
The Lieutenant rubbed his cheek.
"I thought you were our friend!" she yelled.
"I am ... and I'm trying to save your lives! Don't be stupid. Tell me where the Spirit is
and you both can live," Fairclough snarled.
Renato fumed. "You're not our friend," he spat the word out. "We trusted you. I've
already told you that the Spirit is gone. You will never get a hold of it, Fairclough, never!
Even if I knew where it was now, I wouldn't tell you!"
The little boat was almost in the shadow of the giant Navy man of war.
"Ok. Cute speech lad. But Renato ... your time is up. What's it to be? Tell me or let
the Navy force you?" Fairclough watched him carefully.
Renato looked at Mara.
She looked at the fins circling the boat and then back at him.
"I don't think we have a choice," she said.
Renato nodded.
Silence.
"Have it your way," Fairclough replied.
Ropes were lowered over the side of the Juggernaut and he tied them to the small
craft. A small rope ladder was thrown over the side.
"After you," he signalled with his sword.
Mara started to climb the shaky ladder. She looked down.

Renato was closely following behind her and Fairclough was a fair distance behind.
The boat was further below and she could still see the fins churning up the water.
She stopped climbing and looked down at Renato.
"I love you," she cried out and she leapt off the ladder and plunged towards the ocean.
"I love you too," he replied and started to leap, but Fairclough slammed him into the
hull of the ship and his head hit it with a thud.
Shploosh
Mara hit the water and disappeared beneath the surface.
Fairclough tied a rope around Renato's limp body and signalled for him to be hoisted
onto the deck.
Mara yelled as she felt a stabbing pain in her side and then everything went black.

...

Renato blinked.
Water seemed to be hitting his face.
He shook his head groggily and looked around.
He was tied to the mast of the ship and they appeared to be in the middle of a severe
storm. The deck was heaving to and fro, the wind was whipping across the ship and the
rain was driving horizontally in great sheets.
Most of the sailors must have been below deck, but a few unlucky souls were madly
trying to tie everything down. Fairclough and Admiral Turner were arguing near him.
"He's awake," Fairclough yelled over the howling wind, "Let's start torturing him
now."
Turner frowned, "I like your enthusiasm Lieutenant, but he can wait. This storm will
pass, then we can have all the time we want. In the mean time it can soften him up a bit. I
told you before that we will kill him once we have the ship, you just have to wait a little
longer. Now head inside, that's an order."

Fairclough staggered off against the wind, his face fouler than the storm. He slammed
the door behind Renato and continued yelling inside.
Turner started to make his way towards Renato, who could see an enormous wave
cresting above the ship.
Suddenly it slammed down onto the man of war, sending some sailors flying
overboard and Admiral Turner spinning across the deck until he slammed into the railing.
Renato felt his bonds loosened by the almighty jolt to the ship and he quickly freed
himself.
He staggered to his feet and started to run across the deck.
"Stop that man!" yelled Admiral Turner.
Renato ran at him as he fumbled for his sword.
Foomp
Renato slammed into the Admiral and the two of them flew over the side into the
churning sea.
The waves tossed him back and forth and Renato, struggled to get to the surface. His
lungs felt like they were going to burst.
Renato's thoughts turned to Mara and his two boys, Peter and Farren.
Blackness finally claimed him.

...

Nanna sat at the back of the Dragon Arms as the barkeep slowly started to pack up.
She sighed.
The plan had failed.
Nanna knew what she had to do now.
She knew of a small village a fair distance away that she could take the boys to.
They would be safe there.

It was time to start again.
A tear rolled down her cheek as she reluctantly left the pub.

Chapter 1
Fired

"Woohoo!" Farren yelled as he leaned out over the edge of the Spirit. It sped through the
water like an arrow towards its target. The wind ripped through his hair, trying to make
him instantly bald.
Peter stood at the helm, deftly turning the wheel. The ship responded to his every
move instantly. He grinned as he wondered whether if it could drive itself. Peter took his
hands off the wheel for a moment ... and the ship lurched to one side, knocking Farren
overboard.
"Farren!" Peter cried and ran to the edge.
There was no sign of his brother in the water.

