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To Karl 

To Steve

A baker and a pirate.

Treasures both. 
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What would you do if a pirate with a sweet tooth showed up at your front door one day, asking you to join his crew?

Danger, rewards, beans and cake are all part of this adventure; when a family man who loves to bake meets a pirate who, with his crew, searches for treasure. 

Everyone has dreams, even pirates. 

Chapter One
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A ship sails on. The waves have settled from their tumultuous heaving. The morning sun streams down to warm the deck and the crew working on it. The wind has subsided from whatever had made it angry the night before. Somewhere inside the ship, the captain is finally resting after a harrowing night, he is dreaming of donuts. 

A house on a hill greets the first light of the morning. The single inhabitant is sleeping, not dreaming of donuts but children laughing.  

Two people from very different backgrounds will soon share the same path. 

One is a pirate, and the other a father who bakes. That is not to say that a pirate cannot be a father or even a baker, but in this particular story, the pirate is just a pirate. That does not imply that being a pirate is easy, or worse than any other job; it depends on what type of pirate you are. 

Drake is not the typical blustery pirate. Oh sure, he can manage a perfectly good bluster if he feels the situation calls for it. Still, generally, Drake is easygoing, except when he can’t find a map he is searching for or runs out of sweets to eat, then he can become quite upset and bluster about up on deck. 

Drake is a pirate who spends his days doing some of those things that pirates are famous for: eating lots of fish, spending countless hours digging in the dirt and admiring his treasure, 
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when he finds any.  When he is not searching for treats, or admiring his treasure he is searching for old treasure maps— a mucky business—that involves much scrambling through thorny bushes, over rocky terrain, slogging through muddy swamps and then sailing to the places those maps point to as most likely to contain treasure. He has such a busy life sailing the seas in all types of weather. Good thing he and his crew have strong stomachs. 

Drake has a notorious sweet tooth, or maybe it is his stomach. He loves sweets of all types: cakes, cookies, pies, buns, puddings and candy. If it is sweet, Drake wants to eat a lot of it. As far as Drake is concerned the only thing missing— from life as a treasure-seeking pirate—is that he can not get sweet treats whenever he wants them. 

This adventure starts when Drake asks his cook if he can whip up something sweet to enjoy with tea. 

“When did you ever know me to whip up anything, never mind anything sweet, and besides, we ain’t got no sugar aboard and nothing else sweet either,” mumbled Donny, the ship’s cook.

This answer did not please Drake, but Donny was right; he never baked sweet treats, the only way those were obtained was when they sailed into a port and if that port had a bakery nearby. 

Drake went to his cabin and sat behind the large oak desk. He looked around the room. A large wooden chest stood in one corner. This was the chest that treasure, collected from treasure hunting, was put into. A large globe stood in another corner. On the walls were various swords that Drake had collected during years of treasure hunting. A small bed took up space along one wall. A beautiful, plush red and gold rug covered the floor. Drake did not plan on spending many more years sailing the seas, and the sparse furnishings reflected that.

As Drake sat he thought, he reflected on what he had and what he still wanted.

He owned his ship, The Sweet Treasure, which he had bought years ago from a retiring pirate. 

As pirates are known to do, the crew voted on important issues. They voted to save as much as they could. The money from selling any treasure found was kept in the bank. So neither he nor his men had much in the way of worldly goods. They saved for the future.

They had a gunner who spent most of his time polishing the ship’s big guns, which, thankfully, were rarely used. The crew also had a man who mended sails, and that man was very busy as the ship was always sailing into storms, and the sails would become tattered quickly. There were many other crew members, some who looked after the ropes and some who kept things from becoming too messy, and then there was the rat catcher. 

A rat catcher is necessary onboard a ship; those little rascals climb onboard via the ship’s ropes.Then they spend their time rummaging around looking for any bits of food they can steal. Since there was not a lot of food aboard the ship the rats were probably as disgruntled as Drake was about not having sweets, but the rats persisted, so the rat catcher was kept busy.

The cook, Donny, could boil a pot of water for tea (but he always forgot to warm the pot) and make a passable soup, though most of the crew would happily have passed on the soup if they had any other choice. The cook could also bake bread if you wanted to call the heavy mass of cooked dough bread. On those rare occasions when the bread was not heavy, it moulded quickly in the damp air and soon became filled with big green spots, and after you picked out all the green spots, there was not much bread left to eat. The cook also cooked fish, in various ways, which was the primary  food aboard the ship as all the crew would fish in their off hours.

Drake broke out of his reverie and found his sweet tooth asking for something of a sweet, and delicious nature. Bother. At that very moment, the ship was sailing into a port. Drake hoped that he would be able to find a bakery in the town. 

We need to add a new crew member, a baker, Drake decided. 

Drake was uncertain how he would find a baker willing to join his crew, but he was a pirate so maybe he could threaten— just a little—and get a baker to join.  

Standing on the prow of the ship as it set anchor in a small cove, Drake called for a small boat to be lowered into the water. He then selected Donny, the cook, to join him ashore. 

Once onshore Drake looked at the hill in front of them; a rocky zig-zag path led the way up to a large white house sitting on top of the cliff. 

“We’ll make for that house; there is probably a town or village up there somewhere. We can get some supplies and look for a bakery,” said Drake. 

“Right you are,” said Donny, sniffing the air. “Do you smell something?”

Drake stood still and had a good sniff at the air. “You’re right; if that is not the sweet scent of warm sugar I don’t know my sweets.” 

Donny and Drake followed the path up the side of the cliff. 

Chapter Two
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The little town of  Baker, situated on Crumble Cove, (so named, presumably, because bits of it were always crumbling and falling into the sea), was a small, pretty town with every amenity one would need.

As Drake’s ship sailed into the cove, Starsky was staring out of his kitchen window. Seeing a ship sail into Crumble Cove was not a surprise. The surprise was this ship looked to Starksy like the type of ship a pirate would sail in. Starsky shook his head; that was silly. There were no pirates around Baker, and there was no need for a pirate to come to Baker. Not once had Starsky ever heard of any hidden treasure in the area.  

Starsky, with brown hair, brown eyes and of medium height,  was the father of three children, and he baked every day. Mostly he baked cookies, but he could bake anything. These little discs of scrumptiousness never failed to make the children smile, (they made everyone smile).  Of course, as a father, Starsky did many other things, such as playing games with his children and going on picnics and hikes, swimming in the summer and ice skating in the winter, which were fun to do, and some of the other things he did fell into the need-to-do list, things that were not fun—but could be made fun with the right frame of mind— such as doing dishes, and clearing out the clutter in the garage.

Starsky had just finished baking a few trays of chocolate chip cookies. These cookies were going to be packaged and taken around to some of the shopkeepers in town. Everyone, from teachers to friends, loved to receive Starsky’s cookies. 

The children were away for the summer, staying with their grandparents, whom they loved and always had a splendid time with, so they did not miss their father too much.  

Starsky talked with his children via phone every few days, getting news on what they were doing, where they had gone with their grandparents and telling them what he had been up to. He would tell them about sighting the ship when he called them next. 

Starsky had finished cleaning the kitchen and was thinking about what to have for lunch when a knock came at his front door. 

When Starsky opened the door he was greeted with a most unusual sight. Two men stood there. One was tall, wearing a tricorne hat with a skull and crossed bones on it, and underneath the hat could be seen blue hair. Piercing blue eyes looked Starsky up and down. The costume—for Starsky could only think of the odd dress as something from a movie—was complete with a cut-a-way coat, long brown leather boots and a belt across the chest. 

The other man was altogether rounder and shorter. Round of body and face, with brown hair, brown eyes and wearing nothing so elaborate as his partner. He wore a dingy white shirt, brown pants, short brown boots, and no hat.

Starsky said, “Can I help you?”

“I certainly hope you can,” Drake said. “Have you been baking?”

Slightly perplexed, Starsky replied, “I was baking cookies.”

“My nose never fails me when it comes to the sweet things in life,” Drake smiled. 

“Why are you here? I mean, what did you want from me? Are you part of a theatre group? Are you lost?” Starsky was beginning to feel a bit put out. 

“No
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	I have to be back here safe and sound before summer vacation is over.

	You provide and pay for all supplies, I will make sure you have a list.

	I won’t be a party to any shenanigans, such as hurting anyone, though I may be tempted to join in a spot of treasure hunting. 

	If I get seasick, the deal is off. 
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