
Chapter Twelve: Your Very Life Depends on It 

            Inside the quiet of Captain BlackHeart’s cabin, Jon turned his back to the captain as he 

wiped away the tears and blood from a gash on his cheek. He was still shaking from his clash 

with the ship’s crew.  The captain handed him a cloth to wipe the blood.     

“It’ll heal; it’s a small cut. Unload your pockets, Jon!” demanded the captain. Gone was 

the pirate’s brogue. He spoke in perfect English with a British accent. “Let’s see what else you 

have that could cause a crew to mutiny.” 

Jon took out his small Swiss army knife, the two quarters, and three pennies, and laid 

them on the captain’s desk. BlackHeart laid down the Transformer and picked up the Swiss 

knife. He pulled out all the small knives, bottle opener, nail file, scissors, and clippers. He turned 

the device side to side, looking at the large cache of small weapons contained in the slender, 

silver, three-inch-long device.  

“Impressive,” he said quietly, laying it aside with the other items from Jon’s pockets. He 

picked up the Transformer with all its lights flashing on the top and turned to Jon. “Now, talk, 

Jon … and don’t leave out any minor details. Your very life depends on it!” The captain sat 

down in the chair behind his desk. He leaned over his desk and looked straight into Jon’s eyes, 

his hand with the big black opal ring rolled into a fist.   

“Tell me about the Carousel, your ship of silver,” he said in a snide voice, “which is not 

to be found on any waters of this entire coast!” he fairly shouted as he slammed his fist down on 

the desk. Jon jumped backward fearfully. 



“The Carousel is n-not a sailing ship, sir. I-it’s a time-travel ship,” Jon answered shakily. 

How will I ever explain this to the captain, especially now that my very life depends on it? he 

wondered. 

“A what?!” snapped BlackHeart. 

“T-Time-travel ship, sir. I’ve been trying to tell you, but you won’t listen! I came here in 

the Carousel from a time in the future with my grandmother, Kathryn,” explained Jon. “I call her 

Grammy.”  

“And where is your Grammy now?” BlackHeart inquired sarcastically. 

“In the forest,” replied Jon shakily.  

“You said she was aboard the ship of silver!” BlackHeart spit out. 

“She is, sir. You see …” Jon stammered, almost tongue-tied, as he searched frantically 

for proper words to explain. 

“Don’t try to confuse me, boy!” BlackHeart yelled and pounded his desk again. “How 

can a ship be in the forest?” 

Jon let out a heavy sigh, and worry lines etched his brow as he shakily replied, “It’s not 

an ordinary ship.” 

“Obviously not! And you are not an ordinary boy. And I am not an ordinary captain! A 

minor detail you have overlooked. I’m an angry one! Do you understand!” he yelled as he 

reached his long arms over the desk, grabbed Jon by the shoulders, and shook him until his teeth 

rattled. He was so close that Jon could see that the captain’s green eyes had turned almost 

black—and chilling.  



“You … you see, Captain, sir,” Jon stuttered, “I-I had wandered away from the Carousel, 

Captain, sir, and I got lost in the forest.” Looking into the captain’s disbelieving eyes, he quickly 

added, “I can talk to my grandmother with the Transformer you’re holding in your hand.” 

BlackHeart looked down at the Transformer with the blinking, colored lights. “Show 

me!” he demanded as he slammed the Transformer down hard on his desk and shoved it at Jon. 

“Now!” 

Jon picked up the Transformer in his shaky hands and quickly looked up at the captain. 

His eyes have turned back to green again. That’s a good sign … maybe, Jon thought.  

With the captain now standing over him and watching every move, Jon keyed in his code. 

The device flashed twice. The screen and all the lights went dark. Jon pressed the Reset button 

and the red light flashed once, signaling that it had reset the handheld computer. He keyed in his 

code again, and again. Each time, the same thing happened. No screen, no brightly colored 

lights. The red light would flash once and the screen would go black.   

“The crew, they … broke it, sir,” Jon said in a whisper as he looked up at the captain with 

the saddest, most fearful eyes the captain had ever seen.  

There was a loud knock at the door. “Cap’n! Cap’n?” shouted Curly.  

“Enter!” shouted BlackHeart, and Curly opened the door. “What now?” roared the 

captain, and Curly recoiled instantly.   

“Ship ahoy? Captain, sir?” Curly said in a meek voice, pointing a shaking finger toward a 

ship off in the distance. “It be the Red Dragon, Cap’n sir! Chinese writtin’ on her bow. I can see 

it through me glass.” He patted his spyglass. “Mr. Token said so, too! She’s fast making way to 

port, Cap’n!”  



BlackHeart moved to the door and grabbed Curly’s spyglass. Peering at the ship through 

the glass, the captain could see that the Red Dragon was indeed arriving at Port Royal. “I’ll be 

right out. Tell the crew to make ready to sail!” BlackHeart said.   

Turning to Jon, he said, “Looks like I have a minor detail to attend to right now. Tonight, 

you’ll sleep here in my cabin in this niche by the door, so I can keep an eye on you. The niche 

and bed were built for a cabin boy. Since I don’t have a cabin boy, you can sleep there. The crew 

can be a mean lot when they’re all riled up, and they’re riled at you, Jon. You might wake up 

dead, sleeping in the crew’s quarters tonight.” 

With that, the captain removed his coat, tied a black scarf over the top of his head, and 

was out the door. Looking back over his shoulder, BlackHeart yelled, “Our little talk is not 

finished, Jon!” 

Jon sat motionless, staring at the broken Transformer and wondering what was to become 

of him now. Through the open door, he heard the captain’s command: “Check your plotted 

course for the Keys, Spider. We sail for the sunken Spanish galleon!”  

Jon watched through the door as Gituku unfurled a heap of black cloth. The pure white of 

the skull and bones struck fear into Jon. The Jolly Roger! Pirates! I’m on a pirate ship! he 

realized for the first time.  

A cheer went up from the crew as a tear rolled down Jon’s cheek.  

  

 


