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  Foreword






Welcome to the World of GKP Lost Treasures!




Dear Reader,




At Grant Kelly Publications (GKP), we believe in the magic of short, punchy reads, stories designed to grab your attention, thrill your imagination, and leave you with that same shiver you’d feel telling a ghost story around a campfire.




Welcome to our GKP Lost Treasures Series, where the thrill of discovery awaits! We’re delighted to have you join us on a journey into history’s greatest mysteries. There’s something truly captivating about chasing echoes of the past, uncovering lost civilizations, and unravelling the secrets of treasures long forgotten.




Just like you, we’re drawn to adventure, intrigue, and the wonder of exploring the unknown, and we’re excited to share this passion with you. Each tale is crafted with care and a deep appreciation for storytelling, offering an immersive, unforgettable experience.







Thank you for joining us on this expedition. We hope these stories bring you moments of surprise, wonder, and delight…and maybe even inspire you to collect them all!




If you enjoy this book, please consider leaving a review. Your feedback means the world to us and helps keep our series alive and growing. We value each reader’s support and look forward to sharing more hidden treasures with you.




Happy reading,




The GKP Team
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  A Bishop’s Last Wish

  
  




In the shadowed halls of Lisbon’s great cathedral in the year 1357, the air hung heavy with incense and secrets. The Bishop of Lisbon, a man of both spiritual power and worldly wealth, lay on his deathbed. Though his earthly body weakened with each labored breath, his mind clung fiercely to the treasures he had gathered over a lifetime of influence.




Unlike other clerics content with sparse chambers and humble garments, this bishop had amassed a fortune that would rival the coffers of kings. His trove included chests of gold coins stamped with royal seals, silver crucifixes inlaid with pearls, jeweled rings from distant courts, tapestries woven with stories of saints and dragons, fine plates etched with holy motifs. Each item was more than mere wealth; it was a testament to his power and reach.




As he drifted in and out of consciousness, whispers circled the cathedral, rumors of curses, secret deals with monarchs, and promises to papal envoys. But no one knew the full extent of his fortune, nor where it might finally rest. On his last night, it’s said he spoke in feverish riddles, muttering about “a journey of salvation” and “gilded keys to the kingdom.” Some believed he meant his soul’s passage to the afterlife, but others wondered if he referred to a more earthly voyage.




Upon his death, the responsibility for this monumental treasure passed to Thibaud de Castillon, a French cardinal based in Avignon. De Castillon was a master manipulator in the papal court, skilled at turning piety into power. Seizing the chance, he ordered the treasure to be brought to Avignon, where it would be safeguarded and no doubt used to curry favor and strengthen his hand among rival factions.




Thus began the final, fateful journey of the bishop’s hoard: a glittering caravan of relics and riches, destined not for a holy vault but for legend.
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  The Treasure Sets Sail

  
  




In the spring of 1357, the São Vicente bobbed gently in the harbor of Lisbon, its hull groaning under the weight of its precious cargo. The ship’s deck bustled with stevedores heaving crates and barrels, each marked with cryptic ecclesiastical seals. Nearby, a small gathering of monks and clergy oversaw the loading, their solemn faces belying the excitement that surely simmered beneath their robes.




The São Vicente was no ordinary merchant vessel. It was chosen for its size, speed, and the skill of its captain, a seasoned navigator who knew every hidden cove and treacherous current along the Iberian coast. Armed guards stood watch with pikes and crossbows, ever alert to wandering eyes and curious hands.




Inside the cargo hold, the bishop’s treasure gleamed in the dim lantern light, gold chalices stacked like shining fruits, silver reliquaries wrapped in velvet, rings that once adorned the fingers of noblemen, tapestries folded into heavy blocks of color and myth. There were even portable altars encrusted with gemstones, designed to carry sacredness wherever the bishop had roamed.




When the ship finally departed, it did so under the cover of night. Church bells tolled in the distance, perhaps in mourning for the bishop, or perhaps as a quiet warning of what was to come. The plan was straightforward: sail south along the Portuguese coast, curve past Gibraltar, and then turn east to the papal seat in Avignon.




But the sea is a realm of its own, unpredictable and ungovernable, even by the most pious intentions. Storms battered the São Vicente as it rounded Cape St. Vincent, the waves crashing like hammer blows against its hull. Sailors crossed themselves and whispered prayers to Saint Elmo, protector of seafarers, their voices nearly lost to the roaring wind.




Yet the true threat did not come from the heavens above, but from the darkness that glided silently across the waves: pirates, drawn to whispers of an ecclesiastical fortune beyond imagining.
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  Pirates in the Mist

  
  




At dawn near Cartagena, Spain, a ghostly fog swallowed the São Vicente, turning the horizon into a gray, shifting labyrinth. The crew, exhausted from storms and heavy with dread, struggled to keep watch. But lurking just beyond sight, low and silent in the water, approached the pirates… wolves of the sea, hungry for gold and unafraid of holy curses.




Led by a mysterious captain known only as “El Segador”, the Reaper, these pirates had mastered the art of stealth. Local fishermen spoke of a dark sail that moved without sound, a ship that seemed to appear and vanish with the mist. Stories claimed El Segador was a disgraced nobleman or perhaps an exiled knight turned sea wolf, though no one could say for sure.




As the São Vicente drifted cautiously forward, grappling hooks suddenly clanged against her rails. Shouts erupted as armored men spilled over the sides like a wave of steel and fury. Sailors tried to mount a defense, but the pirates moved with grim precision, cutting down resistance and storming the hold.




The treasure that had traveled so far under church blessing now lay vulnerable to blades and greed. Pirates tore open crates, their eyes wide at the sight of golden chalices, gem-encrusted reliquaries, and shimmering fabrics. According to whispered accounts from survivors, the air below deck glittered with floating gold dust as if the very soul of the bishop had been released.




When the raid was over, the São Vicente was left adrift, her sails slashed and her decks stained. The pirates vanished into the fog, taking with them the entire hoard. Neither El Segador nor the treasure was ever seen again.




In the months that followed, rumors spread across Europe. Some said the pirates buried the treasure in a hidden cove along the Spanish coast. Others claimed it was divided among secret brotherhoods or vanished into hidden vaults beneath ancient monasteries.




Thus, the Dead Bishop’s Treasure slipped from history into legend, a tale of divine wealth, lost in the mists, waiting for those bold or foolish enough to seek it.
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  Echoes Along the Coast

  
  




After the attack, the São Vicente was found drifting off the rocky coast near Cartagena, sails torn to ribbons and hull scarred by blades and grappling hooks. A few shell-shocked sailors clung to life, their eyes glazed with terror, muttering fragments of prayers and curses alike. When coastal villagers boarded the ghost ship, they found only scattered debris: broken crates, splintered altar pieces, and scraps of silk stained with seawater and blood. The treasure, the very soul of the bishop’s ambition, had vanished without a trace.


Word of the raid spread like wildfire through the ports and monasteries of Iberia. In Avignon, Thibaud de Castillon raged in private chambers, his plans of political ascension slipping from his grasp. Meanwhile, the clergy whispered of divine punishment, a sign that the bishop’s hoard, amassed through pride and excess, was never meant to reach earthly hands.


Along the Spanish coast, local fishermen began to tell stories of strange lights at night and ghostly figures moving along the cliffs. Children were warned to stay away from certain coves, where it was said the pirates had hidden their loot in secret grottos reachable only by moonlit tide. In some versions of the tale, El Segador did not live to enjoy his spoils. He was cursed, some said, transformed into a wandering wraith forced to guard the treasure for eternity.


Monasteries in the region took an especially keen interest. Several abbots sent out covert expeditions, monks disguised as traders and pilgrims, seeking signs
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