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AN ANCIENT CAPTAIN William Kidd legend, one not oft recounted in recent times, has him sailing his galley, Adventure, in the area of the Florida panhandle in the late 1600s. Rumor had it that he was on the lookout for the ideal location to cache his plundered booty. Stolen by his ship’s crew of dangerous and treacherous reprobates, such treasures as were collected had never before been seen in any of Captain Kidd’s previous encounters.

Many a galleon had been shelled, fought, stormed, boarded and relieved of various cargoes of gold, silver, jewels, silks, and muslins. So much bounty had been captured and accumulated at such a rapid pace that Captain Kidd’s ship was riding low in the water. At such weight it was no longer capable of graceful maneuvering.

Kidd knew he had to get rid of the plundered treasures. If he encountered British, French or Spanish warships on the high seas, his ship and crew would be incapable of outrunning them.

On a bright, moon-filled night as testified by various and sundry self-proclaimed observers, Captain Kidd’s galley, under power of the crew’s oarsmen, was said to have navigated its way carefully upriver at high tide. That made perfect sense, since to gain the most distance inland, the captain would have made his move at such a time as the tide was beneficial. Eventually, so it was said, the ship had been purposely run aground onto a sandbar.

The captain took no chances. In utter silence, and under the light of the full moon, rough, tough men were dispatched ashore to guard the surroundings. The seamen were dressed in colorful costumes consisting of coats and waistcoats enhanced with silver or gold buttons. Shoes were outfitted with silver buckles. Brightly colored sashes fell over a shoulder. From the ends of the sashes, clips held pistols and cutlasses within short reach of a quick hand.

Long guns known as blunderbusses were shouldered as the men kept watchful eyes on disembarking crewmen. Lookouts were established surrounding the area to guard against brigands who might be intent on stealing the pirate ship’s massive collection of treasures.

Trusted sailors lifted, carried, dragged, and dropped box after box from the ship. They struggled with every manner of weighty, overloaded wooden chests, as well as bags and boxes almost too heavy to carry and too many to count.

Heavy boxes were shouldered, and, according to the tale, a tall, redheaded, bewhiskered man wearing a feathered hat had been witnessed leading the men inland. Occasionally, a curse could be heard to ring out from an exhausted sailor unaccustomed to carrying such a heavy burden. The captain quieted such a complaining man by lending a willing hand to help carry his unwieldy burden or lighten the extremely heavy load.

Eventually, the leader came upon a grove of palm trees surrounded by a grassy expanse. He halted and ordered his men to use the time to rest in the clearing. With sighs of relief they deposited their bounty over a huge area. All were extremely happy to be allowed the opportunity to relax their sore and weary bones.

As his men recuperated, Captain Kidd took due time reconnoitering the area. He paced between trees. He surveyed distance surrounding the grove of thick palm trees. He eyed the tops of the palms and considered where their shadows would lie on full-moon nights when the panhandle tide was high.

It took a long time, but once satisfied that the location would serve his purpose, Kidd instructed his men to begin digging. He did not allow them to halt until a very deep pit had been completed.

Following much grunting, groaning, lifting and dropping, the entire expanse of treasure ended up deposited into the huge pit. When they finished securing the treasure, the captain ordered the pit be concealed with palm fronds, sand and tufts of grass plucked from the surrounding swampy glade.

By the time the light of dawn began brightening the ground shaded by the palms, the task had been completed. Captain Kidd walked the site in order to complete a final and thorough survey. Assured that the location was well hidden by the efforts of his men, he halted, placed his hands on his hips, and nodded.

Mission accomplished.

Together with his men, Captain Kidd made his way back to the ship. So much booty had been removed from the once overburdened vessel that the galley now floated free of the sandbar. Eager to continue on its voyage, the ship strained against the anchor cable, even as low tide would soon be approaching.

The ship’s captain and crew of pirates and associated reprobates slowly and silently navigated their way downstream with the help of the leisurely current bearing them to the south. On reaching the river’s mouth, the captain gave the order to permit his ship to drift with the current. The galley was allowed to float silently away from shore and out into the bay.

Before the sun breached the horizon, orders were given. Sailors scurried up rigging on the ship’s three masts. Sails were unfurled. Huge sheets of gray canvas dropped and flapped noisily until filled with wind. The ship and crew fought against the onshore breeze, rigged the sails, and were blown by a favorable wind toward the early morning sun rising low over the Gulf of Mexico’s horizon.
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Over the centuries and into modern times, small bits of treasure were rumored to have been discovered in the river’s outlet as it changed its course and cut through the island. Although such wild stories were never proved true, the surrounding area came to be known as Pirate Cay.

A tiny settlement eventually sprung up at the mouth of the river. It too was fueled by rumors of pirate treasure and the fabricated stories accompanying many of the individuals and groups that gathered there to seek Captain Kidd’s riches. Eventually, the community died for lack of tangible results.

In these modern times, only All Hallow’s Eve kept the fables alive for some.
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On this Halloween, Lily, along with her faithful dog Zelda, had been busy trick or treating throughout the neighborhood for as far as her mother and her partner would permit girl and watchful dog to roam. The bottom of Lily’s pillowcase was filled with all measure of sweet treasures and goodies brought on by the constant door-knocking and calling out for treats.

Erica walked alongside an exhausted Lily. The little girl was far too tired to walk on her own. She was supported on both sides by her mother and her mother’s partner, Hank. She held tightly onto the hands of both adults. Earlier, she even gave up possession of her pillow case, heavy with the night’s bountiful treats.

Finally, the young girl and her faithful black dog trudged up the steps to home and hearth. Lily picked up her bag and walked through the door. She dropped the heavy bag on the floor with a resounding thump. Exhausted girl and dog were quite ready for bed.

“Hank, did you ever tell Lily about Captain Kidd and his merry band of miscreants? At one time it was rumored they sailed the panhandle in search of a place to bury treasure.”

Erica smiled at the man she had allowed into her and her daughter’s life. He had become almost a father to her child in such a short time.

“I did. I told her the tale last night. She got all excited and wanted to know if we could go treasure hunting.”

Erica considered Hank in a new light. “Oh-oh. You realize you’re committed now, don’t you?”

“I think I’m committed to more than that, but one thing at a time works for me.”

Erica smiled and shook her head. She liked Hank a lot. She liked him even more knowing that her daughter was getting along with him, too.

Tired of paying attention to her human masters, Zelda lay down beside Lily’s bag of treats and began swishing her tail on the floor. The dog too had been exhausted by the night’s treasure-hunting efforts and was looking from one to the other of the adults. She hoped it would soon be bedtime for everyone.

Lily rubbed her tummy and plopped down to sit on the floor beside Zelda. “My tummy is sore. I think I need to lie down for a while.”

“Well, no wonder, Lily,” her mother said. “I warned you about eating all of those sweets.”

Hank brushed at the hair on top of the girl’s head. “Mom always knows best, Lily. I had to learn that from my own mom the hard way, too.”

The adults had witnessed more than enough of the candy that made its way straight from the bag via Lily’s sticky fingers and into her mouth. The girl hadn’t ignored Zelda, either. With the exception of chocolate, which Lily was happy to devour, Zelda too had more than she needed. Girl and dog stood up and went straight for the water bowl, although it was Lily who turned on the tap and drank from a glass.

By the time Zelda finished lapping up water enough to clear the sugary taste of too many treats, all of the adults had arrived. The Halloween Ball was being held in the town hall, and they were prepared with costumes, soon to join the festivities.

The women were dressed identically in black and white skin and bones skeleton one-pieces that glowed in the dark. Even Lily was impressed. The costumes mimicked her own choice. She had made one just like hers for her four-legged friend, Zelda.

“You look the same as I do. Zelda does, too.”

“One can’t be too safe in the dark on Halloween. We should be safe enough, though. We won’t be walking anywhere.”

Hank turned to the little girl, doffed his hat with the feather, and bowed with a flourish. “Arrgh, Lily.”

Zelda woofed lethargically before moving off to the warmth in front of the fireplace. She was looking forward to falling asleep in front of the orange glow emanating from it. The presence of the adults were preventing her from doing so.

“What do you think of my Captain Kidd costume, Lily? Do I look like an old buccaneer, or what?”

Erica and her friend Allie looked at one another and rolled their eyes. “Old is right.”

“Hey now. You two are nothing more than a couple of scurvy mates.”

Jim, Allie’s partner, dressed as the captain’s first mate, disagreed. From what he could see, the white and black skeleton costumes fit the two women perfectly. “They look more like curvy mates in those duds.”

“We’ll make them walk the plank later,” Hank said. Ahoy, me pirates and mateys, it’s time.”

Erica hugged her daughter. “Call us as often as you like, okay? Don’t stay up too late. And don’t eat any more of that candy. You’ll have bad dreams when you fall asleep.”

“I won’t. I promise. Have fun at the Halloween party.”

The little girl waved a tired hand. Her faithful companion, Zelda, finally gave up and stretched out in front of the warm fireplace. She was asleep almost immediately.

“Have sweet dreams and don’t forget to lock the door behind us, dear,” Erica said.
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Lily pulled the curtain aside and waved a final time at the departing car containing her mother and Hank and their two friends. The lights disappeared and she allowed the curtain to drop. She put her hand over her mouth and stifled a huge yawn.

For good measure, she rubbed her tummy. Perhaps she did have too much candy after all.

Her walk with Zelda in search of Halloween goodies had exhausted not only her, but the dog, as well. Zelda remained curled up
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