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“Thank you, thank you!” Prim said, bowing to all points on the compass from the table upon which she 
had performed her finale. The crowd gave her an enthusiastic cheer, especially the patrons upon whose table she 
was standing. “You're a great crowd!” she called out as she hopped down, waving her and blowing kisses on her 
way to the kitchen.

Once out of the audience's sight, she sighed and leaned against the wall, catching her breath, savoring 
the glow of the performance. The door opened again, and the tavern keeper entered, quite clearly pleased.

“A grand performance, little miss,” he said cheerfully. “And well worth your wages, I'd say. They'll be 
talking about that for weeks, they will.” He laughed, offering her a small bag of coins and waving to his wife.

“Thank you,” Prim said, taking the bag over to her fiddle case. Taking care to first put her fiddle away 
properly, she then stowed the coin purse in an inner pocket of the case.

“Your meal is ready, miss,” the tavern keeper said, gesturing to a gnome-sized table set up for her, on 
which was a meal and a glass of wine. His wife was putting a flower in a mug as a finishing touch.

“I must say, your hospitality is of the highest order,” Prim said, settling in for the meal. She ran her hand
along the tabletop, eyeing the inlays. “I hardly ever get to eat off a table for little folk, especially one of such 
craftsmanship.”

The wife beamed at him. “My uncle's work. I thought it would be good to have something for our 
shorter friends.” She winked.

“It makes one feel at home,” Prim said, taking up the flatware. Her hosts, seeing her ready to dine, 
bowed and left her to her meal. She examined the fork with the practiced eye of a pewterer, her former 
profession, letting out a sigh of disappointment. “Purely functional. No artistic merit,” she said to herself. “Such 
a letdown after the table.” She picked up the goblet of wine, also pewter. “Better, but not on par with the table.”

She took a sip of the wine, then settled into enjoying her meal. As she ate, she recalled her performance, 
was is her wont after work. Tonight, she could not imagine anything she could have done better. She had the 
crowd in the palm of her hand from entrance to exit.

A part of her warned her of arrogance, that there is always a flaw to correct, an error to learn from. The 
wine promptly sent that notion out of her mind. The thrill of success was upon her, she would heed no naysayers
tonight – especially not herself.

“Would you like another goblet, my dear?” the tavern keeper's wife asked.

Prim had a hard rule – no more than one drink after a performance. No luck ever followed the drunken 
bard with coin in her purse.

“Yes, please.”

*********

Prim nearly drifted along the street, so cheerful was her mood. “Such a lovely night,” she said to no one,
eyeing the stars. “It needs a song.” So, she provided one. Soon, she was walking in the forest outside town, 
where she preferred to spend the night. Despite her years in the big city, she still found herself preferring the 
trees of her youth. At least on pleasant nights like this one.



She always traveled light. Her fiddle, of course. A bedroll. Her makeup kit, naturally. As her cooking 
skills were limited to putting meat on a stick over a fire, she had no concerns about cookware. A knife in her 
belt, of course. All of it was fancy, artistic touches added. Patterns sewn onto the bedroll. Carved images on the 
case of the kit. A complex filigree on the knife's handle.

She had settled in this spot before entering town. She threw more wood on the burned-down fire, the 
coals igniting the fresh fuel. Rummaging in a bush several yards away, she pulled out her possessions she had 
hidden there. She lay back, staring at the stars, enjoying the sounds of the fire.

Perhaps, had she not had so much wine, she would have been more alert. Mayhap a less stellar 
performance would have had her focused, rather than wandering in a dreamy haze. Regardless, she completely 
missed the trio which had started following her at the edge of town. The first she was aware of them was when 
she awoke to a rag being crammed into her mouth, another pulled over it, holding it in. Before she could so 
much as utter a peep of surprise, another rag was tied over her eyes. Within moments, her wrists were bound 
behind her back, her ankles tied together.

“There we go, neat as neat,” a high-pitched voice said. Prim immediately recognized it as belonging to a
lady gnome. “I don't see why you be worried.”

A gruff voice responded. “It's not the grabbing I am worried about, but getting her to the ship. Is she 
really worth the trouble?”

“Ye saw her – she be worth a fortune to the right buyer. And gettin' to the ship be no bother. Thar be a 
wagon at the edge of town, some peddler's job. We'll be relieving him of it, and I've no doubt he'll be happy to 
be shot of it – or else we'll relieve him of his life, too. Then we just ride to town, right up to the water, no one 
will care.”

Prim heard them rummaging about her little camp. “This stuff ain't bad,” a third voice said. “Little miss 
pretty likes the finer things.”

“Of course she do,” the lady said. “She be a right pretty pigeon. Gotta show off her goods in proper 
finery. Bring it all, it'll boost her price.”

*********

Prim was rather bemused. She never would have thought their plan would have worked – surely the 
peddler would have made enough fuss to attract attention, certainly a posse would have been sent after the 
wagon, definitely passers-by on the road would wonder about the oddity of this absurd trio on a peddler's wagon,
and without a doubt the town guard would check the back and see the squirming sack and raise the alarm.

She had not known the peddler was drunk out of his mind and, thus, in no position to barter anything. 
With no alarm raised, the posse was out of the question. And with the trade slump due to the months-long 
embargo of Iverstadt, nobody on the road was in any particular mood to fuss about anybody willing to peddle 
goods.

Which left the guards. “Hoy, now, what are you bringing into town?” a stern voice asked.

“Here, my good fellow,” Prim heard the lady say. “Enjoy a drink on me and leave us be in peace.”

“Very well, move along.” And that was pretty much the extent of the guards' concern. It dawned on 
Prim at last she was going to be getting no outside help for her predicament from folks facing tough times of 
their own.

Ruddy nobles and their high-minded embargoes, she thought in irritation.

*********



The sailor roughly tossed Prim onto what felt to be a bed of some sort. He gave her a smack on her 
backside. “Enjoy the trip, love. Maybe we'll be seeing each other again soon.” Laughing, he dropped her makeup
kit on the floor and left, closing a door behind himself.

Prim grumbled into her gag. They had taken her out of the sack once on the ship, and the rogue who 
carried her had his hand on her rump the entire time, so the spanking was hardly surprising, though no less 
annoying for that.

She felt around for something to rub the blindfold against, and in a few minutes had worked it off. 
Blinking at the light for a few moments, she soon saw she was in a small cabin, barely bigger than the bed. The 
owner clearly was not concerned with tidiness, nor, even, with consistency. The blankets were wild patchworks 
of random colors and patterns. A book, a feather, and a rock rested on a small desk. A very crude, childish even, 
image of a kitty face was carved on a wall. A fluffy scarf was hanging across a corner.

The door opened, and a lady gnome entered. She shut the door behind her, then the gnomes appraised 
each other for a moment.

The owner of this cabin was blonde, her back-length hair wild, some locks tied in braids, others beaded, 
still others just sticking out, seemingly at random. A short, thin scar crossed another on her cheek; a third was 
barely visible on her right temple. She wore a dark tricorn hat, a patch over her left eye, and a small sword and 
hand crossbow her belt. A pewter disc, upon which was carved the same image as on the wall, hung from a 
necklace around her neck. She carried a coil of rope, which she tossed on the floor.

“Well, pretty, there be no need for that,” she said, reaching forward to remove Prim's gag. “Nobody here
be concerned with what ye want to say. Some even like a pretty girl's scream, so I'd be careful, if I was ye.”

Prim spit out the rag in her mouth. “Nice accent. You invent it?'

The blonde laughed. “I be pickin' up various talk over me travels, dearie.”

“And yet nobody else on the ship speaks like you do.”

“Which be makin' me unique.”

“I would have thought the hair would be enough.”

“One can never have enough personality.”

Prim grinned. “Fair point. And I must say, you do have personality.”

“Thank ye. Do ye be meanin' to flatter me into favors?”

“More of into dropping your guard.”

The blonde laughed. “You're a right trick, ain't ye? I don't be lowering my guard on this ship, missy.” 
She lowered her voice, hand on the hilt of her blade. “It be dangerous for a young lady on a ship of scoundrels, 
ye ken?”

“I ken. Is that why I'm in your cabin?”

“Aye.”

“And you expect me to remain in here, nice and meek, for the voyage to wherever you intend to sell 
me?”

“No, missy, I don't be.”

Prim was momentarily taken aback, but the other did not elaborate. “Err, so, what's your name, 
anyway?”

“Lilliene. Lilly fer common use.”

“A pleasure to meet you, Crabgrass.”

Lilly tilted her head a moment, then grinned. “Ye be calling me a weed, ye be.”



“My name is Primiphi, though I go by Prim.”

“Prim?” Lilly repeated, looking confused. “But yer name be 'pree MEE phee'. Where do ye be gettin' 
Prim from?”

Prim giggled. “It's just easier for the big folk this way.”

“Aye, I reckon it be so,” Lilly said, nodding. “Well, Primiphi, you do be on the good ship Scurvy 
Plunder.”

“Why would anyone want to plunder – ”

“And while ye be onboard this fine vessel, ye will be doin' what ye be told.”

“Right, Pigweed, I get the idea – ”

“Because while ye may have struck me eye fancy,” Lilly continued, picking up the book and flipping 
through the pages, “and ye may be valuable in the Isles, I do have an unfortunate habit of losing things that no 
longer tickle me fancy.” She idly threw the book out the porthole. “Ye ken?”

“I ken,” Prim said sweetly, inwardly wincing at the waste of such valuable paper. “It's only natural to be 
struck by my beauty, after all.”

Lilliene laughed again. “There ye go again, being trig.” Suddenly, her face darkened fiercely. She leaned
in close to Prim's face, and somehow her blade was in her hand. “Ye be wanting to be careful, missy. Folk on 
this ship don't appreciate a trig girlie. They might lose interest in her, if ye be gettin' my meanin'.”

Prim did not immediately respond. The sudden change in attitude had taken her aback. The fierce 
expression in her eye was quite disturbing. “Right ... No trigging.”

“Good girl,” Lilliene said. She reached around and cut Prim's wrist bonds, then the ropes around her 
ankles. “I expect ye be needing a moment to gather yerself. Yer travel accommodations were not up to yer usual 
standards, I doubt not.”

She picked up Prim's makeup kit, opened it, and dumped its contents on the bed beside Prim. “There ye 
be,” she said before eyeing the inside of the box. She set it on the desk, picked up her rock, and smashed the 
box's dividers.

“Hey! That was expensive, you know!” Prim complained, picking up her brush and working on her hair.

“And it do be a pretty box, but I no be needing fancy makeup and the like, now do I?” She ripped out the
pieces as she spoke, then examined her handiwork. “Aye, this be doin' just fine.”

“So where am I supposed to carry all this?” Prim complained irritably.

“Up yer arse fer all I mind.” Lilly reached under her vest and withdrew Prim's knife. “Here. Ye be no 
threat to escape, but ye need lookin' after. Not all the crew be content to just be lookin'.”

As Prim put the knife back in her belt, Lilly picked up the rope. “I told ye I did not expect ye to remain 
in here.”

“So you did.”

The blonde looped one end of the rope around Prim's neck. “I cannot be staying to watch ye. So, ye will 
be staying with me.”

“Should I bark?” Prim asked grumpily.

“If'n it be yer pleasure. It might be good. Make ye look mad, frighten off would-be 'suitors'.” She 
laughed, then tugged on the rope. “Come on, thar be work that needs doin'!”

*********



Prim sensed rather than saw the man's hand reaching for her backside and spun around, grabbing his 
wrist in one hand and kicking behind his knee, which buckled and sent him kneeling. Almost instantly, Prim's 
blade was at his throat.

“Look but do not touch,” she growled. “Try that again, and I'll slice you tonsils to testicles. 
Understand?”

The sailor nodded in fear. “Yes, missus, ah was just playin'.”

“Find another toy.” She shoved him back, not sending him toppling but disorienting him, and turned 
back, sheathing the knife.

Lilly, who had paused to watch the scene, grinned and resumed walking to the foredeck, Prim's leash 
tied to her belt. Never drop your guard. Prim was beginning to appreciate Lilly's attitude. This crew was an 
unsavory lot.

Considering no one so much as batted an eye to learn they were carrying her as cargo to be sold in the 
Isles, Prim found her assessment of their character unsurprising. Pirates, of course.

When the captain ordered Lilly about, he did not even glance at Prim, mere cargo. The third time this 
happened, she gave him the what-for.

At least, she intended to. No sooner had she opened her mouth than Lilly yanked her leash, giving her a 
wicked grin as she stumbled but maintained her balance. “Yer an agile one, ye be,” she said. “But we knew that, 
didn't we? Dancing about on our table, weren't ye? Not one drop ye spilled, nor one plate ye stepped on.”

She leaned in close to softly add: “Ye should be thankin' me, Primiphi. Ye don't want to be gettin' the 
Captain's personal attention.”

Prim blinked. For just a moment, she could swear she saw pain in Lilly's eye. And then the pirate turned 
and continued on, unconcerned about Prim. Fortunately, the bard's agility and awareness allowed her to avoid 
getting in the crew's way, though she quickly learned to stay close to prevent her leash getting tangled on masts 
or crewmen.

She had hoped someone on another ship or the docks would see her leashed once she was on deck, but 
the Scurvy Plunder – “Seriously, who plunders a disease?” she wondered again – had berthed away from the 
other ships with plenty of empty docks around it due to the embargo, and no one ashore had wanted anything to 
do with it. Once again, Prim mentally cursed nobles and their trade wars.

Her days were occupied following Lilly about as she performed her duties. It was clear Lilly was just an 
ordinary sailor, not an officer, though she commanded respect. Clearly, Lilly had seen a fight or twelve. Her 
scars were proof of her toughness.

Prim spent the nights sleeping on the floor, leashed to the bed. Her first night, she had woken in the dark
and quietly slipped her leash. One step toward the door, however, and she felt the point of Lilly's blade in her 
back.

“Where be ye goin' off ta at this hour?”

“I though I'd get a spot of fresh air, Chickweed” Prim replied over her shoulder, nonplussed. “And 
maybe find my fiddle.”

“The Captain has yer fiddle. It be the price of your passage.”

“What, my impending sale not cover the luxuriant accommodations?”

Lilly laughed. “Ye should be grateful it be no more than yer fiddle.”

Prim turned to Lilly. “Why did you kidnap me? You're not an officer. Your share cannot be all that 
much, even for a prize such as myself.”

Lilly lifted her eyepatch and regarded Prim with two eyes. “I be takin' a likin' to ye.”

“And when it's time for me to climb the auction block?”



Lilly pulled the patch down ... over her right eye this time. “I reckon I'll be losin' interest by then.” She 
settled back on the bed.

Prim glared at her in the light from the porthole, fists clenched. “Put yer leash back on and go back ta 
sleep,” Lilly ordered. Prim considered refusing, then settled for sticking her tongue out angrily and obeying.

*********

The morning of the third day of her voyage found Prim and Lilly sitting in the mess hall, a few sailors 
standing over them angrily.

“She be MINE until she be sold,” Lilly said in a menacing tone.

“That ain't right, the two of you strutting about, teasing us all!” a crewman said angrily. His companions 
nodded. A few not involved were muttering darkly.

“If'n ye be wanting me to be serious, just give me the word,” Lilly said, drawing her blade. “Elsewise, 
get ye back to yer meal.”

“Always ready for a fight, or so you pretend,” the crewman said. “It's time you were taught your place, 
I'm thinking.”

“And I'm thinking of the Lay of Bysatra the Young,” Prim added. She had remained silent ever since her
discussion in the dark with Lilly and had considered letting her fend for herself – she was clearly used to it, after 
all – but decided the annoying pirate was her best protection.

Everyone turned to her, a slight grin on Lilly's lips. “What are you babbling about?” the angry sailor 
demanded.

In reply, Prim began singing the slow, sad song. Her fair voice filled the mess hall, all attention on her, 
as she sang of the sorrows and loss of Bysatra.

When she was done, no one moved, hardly able to breathe. And knowing exactly how to control a 
crowd's mood, she began singing a silly ditty she had picked up years ago. It was always good for a laugh, and 
the dirty humor was exactly what this lot would be looking for.

And she was soon proven correct. Laughter erupted, the sailors clapped along or banged mugs on tables,
and Prim hopped onto the table to cavort and caper about as she sang.

Finished, she bowed to the cheering crew, then settled back next to Lilly to finish her meal. The angry 
trio had laughed and cheered loudest of the lot and were content, merely demanding Lilly not keep the act to 
herself.

“Ye be good as ever,” Lilly said softly. Prim merely continued eating. “Ye saved our hides, ye ken.” 
Prim paused and eyed Lilly, surprised. The pirate smiled ruefully. “I be willin' to fight with anyone. But I no be 
beatin' the entire crew.”

“Then why did you bring me if you couldn't protect me?”

“I told ye. I be taking an interest in ye.”

“You're mad,” Prim said.

Lilly smiled. “I reckon I be, aye.”

“All right, ye lubbers, eatin' time's over!” the cook cried, snapping shut a rather fine pocket watch. “Get 
to work!”

With that announcement, and no small amount of cursing and grumbling, the sailors stood and began 
filing out, Prim walking behind Lilly, as ever.



A few hours later, Prim, sitting on a crate as Lilly swabbed the deck, idly watched as two crewman 
started arguing over gambling debts.

“I already paid you!” one was saying heatedly. Prim recognized him as one of the trio from the galley.

“You didn't pay all of it!” the other accused.

And the argument went back and forth until it finally came to blows. While the crew started cheering the
fighters on, Lilly simply continued her chore. “I no need the bother,” she said upon seeing Prim's raised 
eyebrow. “I be seein' plenty of scuffles. Besides, I be seein' Simon pay. Brant be satisfied of the payment.”

Soon enough, officers began yelling, screaming for order. Prim watched as the Captain had them strung 
up and given three lashes each, and an extra for Simon. As the punishment began, she turned away, uninterested.
“Three lashes?” she quietly asked Lilly. “For a simple rumble?”

Lilly nodded. “The Captain be a believer in harsh discipline.”

“Why don't you mention you saw Brant agree the payment was in full? Simon's getting a bonus lash, 
after all, over a lie.”

The blonde sighed. “The Captain no be wanting to be hearing me.”

Prim eyed her, but the pirate refused to say more.

*********

Three days later, the ship dropped anchor at a small island. Crews were sent to fetch fresh water. Lilly 
took Prim along, removing her leash and carrying Prim's makeup box.

“The island be tiny,” she said. “Ye have no reason to want to stay.”

So Prim sang cheerfully as the men pulled at the oars. Having broken her silence in the mess hall, Prim 
had chatted or sang cheerily whenever she could. She realized time spent sulking in silence was time wasted. 
Each minute on this ship brought her closer to the auction block. Meanwhile, she was doing her best to endear 
herself with the crew, who was delighted to have such entertainment. For Prim was definitely not above sinking 
into the gutter for humor. One minute she could be a refined princess, the next she could be strutting about 
lewdly.

Prim had long ago tossed aside shame when she needed something. And right now, she needed this crew
on her side.

The boat reached shore. Prim promptly laughed gaily and ran about on the freedom of the beach. The 
men stretched out, as well, relaxing before heading inland to a freshwater pool. 

After a few minutes, Prim noticed Lilly walking oddly, focusing on a parchment she had apparently 
brought in the case. Prim realized the pirate was counting paces and marking the parchment with a quill.

Prim walked over. “Please tell me you are not burying treasure, Dandelion” she said, giggling.

Lilly looked up and cracked a smile. “Nay, I no be burying treasure.”

“Then why are you marking a map?”

“Ye'll see, if ye come along.” Thus invited, Prim walked with her.

Indeed, she was marking a map, taking a most convoluted route and giving cryptic directions. Finally, 
she set Prim's box down and pulled a small trowel from her vest. She began digging in the sand next to two 
boulders.

“I thought you weren't burying treasure?” Prim asked.



Lilly laughed. “I be not.” She lifted the lid to the box.

Prim looked in. Only a single, small scrap of parchment lay inside. She could see the crude kitty 
drawing Lilly so clearly enjoyed.

“Wait a minute,” Prim said, giggling. “Are you ... pranking?”

“That I be,” Lilly said, smiling still.

Prim laughed. “You mean you're going to set that map loose so some poor sot will venture all the way 
out here ... for this?” she pointed to the drawing.

“That be so.”

“How many such maps have you made?”

“I no be counting. Twenty? Thirty?”

And Prim laughed so hard, she fell over, clutching her stomach, her voice ringing across the little isle.

When she was satisfied with the hole she had dug, Lilly wrapped the box in canvas and buried it, Prim 
giggling the entire time, wiping away tears. “Oh, to be there when it's dug up...” she said, hiccuping.

Lilly grinned. “Ah, but then the anticipation would end, no?”

Prim nodded. “But, the payoff...”

“I be happy just thinking these be waiting.”

When she finished, the pair sat looking out over the sea for many minutes, Lilly's patch pushed up. It 
had been over her left eye today. Prim had noticed she braided and beaded her hair randomly as well, changing it
on a daily basis.

“How long have you been a sailor?” Prim finally asked.

“How long ye be singin' and dancin'?”

“For as long as I can remember. Though my formal education only began when I left my village for the 
big folks' city.”

“Ye miss yer village?”

Prim frowned. “Touché,” she finally said.

Lilly nodded. “The past be painful, no? Why be bringing it up? The here and now be enough of a 
struggle.”

“I just figured – ”

Lilly laughed. “Ye be figurin' I be lowering me guard.”

Prim kicked sand at her. “Always so tough.”

Lilly grinned. “Have ye not seen me life yet, Primiphi?”

Prim frowned. “Well, why not leave the ship.”

“Like yer village?”

“I thought we were not discussing the past.”

“Did leaving be bringing ye happiness?”

Prim paused, then sighed, looking out to sea again. “I discovered I had to make my own happiness. That 
wherever I am, I can choose to be sad or happy or miserable or whatever. I think you also know this; hence, your
pranking. I think you are more fun and playful than you let yourself show.”

She lapsed back into silence. Lilly sat quiet, lost in her own thoughts.



Finally, the pirate stood. “We be needing to get back to the ship.”

*********

“I'm bored,” Prim told the ceiling. Unsurprisingly, it made no response. “I'm bored, Winky,” she told a 
face her mind made of the patterns in the wood. “Stop mocking me, Stinky,” she complained to another. “You 
never have anything positive to add to any conversation.”

The gnome was stretched out on Lilly's bed. The pirate had tied her leash to the bed, then left. This was 
the first Prim had been alone on the ship since she had met Lilly. Well, properly met. While the floor had been 
her lot in the interim, Prim had wasted no time hopping onto the bed now she could. She had brushed her hair 
and freshened her makeup. She had fussed with another dirt smudge on her pants, using her minor magical 
abilities to clean it. She had then fingered the air as her fiddle, practicing as best she could. She had stretched, 
keeping herself limber. And now ...

She slammed her hands down on the bed. “That's it, I'm gonna get my fiddle.” She stood and removed 
the leash. Reaching into her hair, she withdrew a pair of metal pins, with which she unlocked the door. 
Returning the pins, she quietly opened the door and slipped out.

It was nighttime by now. The ship was manned by just a few sailors. She found it easy enough to sneak 
about without being seen. Not that many of the crew were outside. Most were either in their bunks or singing 
rowdily in the mess hall. As she passed it, she found the cook having a smoke outside, probably getting away 
from the noise for a few minutes.

The officer of the watch strode by as she hid behind a barrel, blissfully unaware of the bard a few feet 
away. Prim smiled to herself. As much as she hated going without a good perfume, it did make sneaking about 
amongst a smelly pirate crew much easier. This officer, however, must be something of a dandy: she could 
clearly smell a fragrance coming from him.

She made her way to the Captain's cabin. With the moon a mere sliver, the shadows made it easy to 
avoid being seen as she put her ear to it.

She quickly drew back in revulsion. Sometimes, eavesdropping had its disadvantages, as you learned 
things you would rather never have known. She sighed. What to do?

She quietly tried the door, which was locked. A few moments later, and she that particular obstacle was 
defeated. She checked no one was around to see, then opened the door and peered inside. A few minutes later, 
she closed and locked the door.

*********

The door to Lilly's cabin unlocked and opened, and the pirate quietly entered and shut the door before 
locking and leaning against it, covering her face in her hands. Prim, laying on her usual spot on the floor, gave 
no indication she was awake. She watched as Lilly took a few minutes to herself, then removed all her clothes. 
Prim noted the pirate was moving gingerly.

Lilly noticed a pitcher of water on her desk, a small bowl with a rag beside it. She lifted the bowl, 
noticing a feint scent.

“What be the herb?” she asked.

Prim answered. “One I found a few years ago. It is great for rashes, bruises – ” she paused “–and rope 
burns.”

Lilly looked at the now-sitting bard in surprise. “Ye be sneakin' where ye should not be, Primiphi.”

Prim stood, poured water into the bowl, then soaked the cloth. The pirate put up no resistance as Prim 



gently pushed her onto the bed and began running the cloth over her arms.

“So, the Captain is a kinky one,” Prim said softly.

“Aye, he be so.”

“How long have you...”

Lilly shivered and did not immediately answer. Prim moved her ministrations to Lilly's ankles. “It be 
years,” the blonde finally said, softly. “It be why he be keeping me alive. I be so young, ye ken. Not yet flowin'. 
He would be throwing me overboard, with the others. He decided to keep me, teach me. And when I be getting 
old enough...” she went silent.

Prim moved the cloth up Lilly's legs, the rope burns on the pirate's light skin evident even in the dim 
light.

“It be a ... tough life,” Lilly continued. “But it do be mine. I no be wanting pity. I be teachin' the crew 
that.” She unconsciously clenched her fists. “And I no be running away. He no be leavin' me alone ashore. I 
could get away from those scalawags, but where I be going? Oh, that be nice...” she added as Prim quietly 
worked between her legs. “Nobody ever be gentle there ...”

“Hush,” Prim said, leaning forward to kiss her as her hands continued their work.

*********

Prim once again stared at the ceiling over Lilly's bed, the other gnome cuddled up against her, sleeping 
in Prim's arms. The bard listened to her gentle breathing as she pondered the situation.

Not that there was much to consider, she noted wryly. Her ultimate objectives were clear and positively 
screaming at her to get to them. The trouble was how to go about getting them done without hurting Lilly.

A seed of an idea had formed in the back of her mind, but Prim simply could not bring it to the fore. 
Whenever she focused on it, the thought merrily danced away, laughing at her in an old, familiar voice that 
threatened to bring her own memories forward. She decided to practice songs in her head in the hope of coaxing 
the thought to come on out.

“What be that song?” Lilly softly asked.

Prim, who had not realized she had been singing aloud, hesitated. “An old friend's favorite,” she finally 
said.

“This friend be in yer past?”

“Yeah. Long past.” A face loomed up in her mind, bringing a lump to her throat.

And then Lilly's face was in front of Prim's, and the pirate kissed the bard. And Prim soon had happy 
ideas, as well as actions, to distract her from her memories.

*********

Prim got no further with her plan that not, at least consciously. The gnomes stayed up in bed most of the 
night.

The next day gave Prim more time to think, but she found it rather difficult to do more than worry, 
which was quite unlike her.

Then again, Prim was not used to being locked in a cabin while a battle waged outside.

The Scurvy Plunder – I still say that's a silly name, Prim thought – had spotted a ship ripe for ... well, 



plunder shortly after dawn. Lilly had promptly stowed Prim in her cabin like a treasured heirloom – admittedly, 
she did get a good-bye kiss, so there was that. Regardless, while Prim had no desire to join in piracy, she found 
waiting out the hunt and battle excruciating. Not least were concerns over her own fate as mere cargo, but more 
importantly, Lilly would doubtless be in the thick of things.

Time behaved in a most unusual manner. At first everything was frantic, with the crew preparing and 
Prim being tossed onto the bed – admittedly, she did get a good-bye kiss, so there was that. Then the chase 
dragged out. Every now and again, as the ship turned this way or that, tacking against the wind, she could see the
target of the Scurvy Plunder.

Then the battle was joined, and time sped up. Screams and shouts, clangs and bangs – sound was all 
Prim had to go by until finally, she heard the crew cheering. Then time started to drag on again as the pirates 
transferred the stolen goods and dealt with the defeated crew.

Prim finally decided to escape the cabin and see what was about. She was thinking she could help with 
medical care when she stopped, the picks in the lock. The crew did not know, as Lilly did, Prim could break the 
locks anywhere on the ship. That seed of an idea screamed at her. If she continued on, the crew would know 
Lilly was not effectively keeping her locked up. Keeping that knowledge hidden was potentially invaluable.

Prim sighed and resigned herself to being stuck until Lilly came back to the cabin. She just had to hope 
the crazy pirate was able to return.

*********

Hours later, the door unlocked, and Lilly entered. She closed the door behind her and leaned back 
against it. Prim sat up and examined her captor.

“You look terrible,” she said simply, crossing her arms.

Lilly grinned and swapped her eye patch from left to right. “Do this be better suitin' ye?”

“From what I heard, I thought we won.”

“Aye, we be the victors!” Lilly said, face alight with the thrill of victory.

“And yet ...?” Prim trailed off, her tone clear she wanted answers.

“What else be there?” Lilly asked, waving a hand dismissively and sitting heavily on the bed. “We be 
showin' them the sword, taking their booty, and escapin'.”

“Yet you look like someone kicked your chipmunk.”

Lilly glared at Prim, lifting her eyepatch to do it. “How ye be so perceptive?” Prim silently returned the 
glare, arms still crossed. “Alright, alright, ye nosin' shrew,” the pirate grumbled. She reached down to remove a 
boot. “Some of the crew think the Cap'n be losin' his touch. Be gettin' a might too cautious. A few quarrels be 
breakin' out. Some o' the crew be upset about Simon and Brant, sayin' the punishment be not fittin' the fault. And
then the Cap'n seemed to hesitate – ”

She stopped, boots now off, and glared back at Prim. “Ye no be repeating any of this. One wayward 
word – ”

“I am aware of the power of words,” Prim said coolly.

Lilly laughed at that. “Aye, ye would be. Primiphi, the crew be a bit tight of late. I be hopin' the raid 
would be calming them down. So ye not be bringing it up again, ye ken?”

Prim relaxed her arms. “I ken,” she said as she helped the pirate out of her clothes.

As she lay in bed in the night, Lilly asleep in her arms, Prim grinned wryly. I ken, she thought. But I no 
be promisin' anything.



*********

The morning meal was enough to convince Prim the crew was in a right state. While she had heard a bit 
of their raunchy singing and drunken celebrating during the night, her attention had been rather distracted by her 
and Lilly's lovemaking. Come breakfast, however, the crew was quiet and sullen. The cook slopped the food 
onto trays without a word, receiving equal silence in return.

Prim noted a few crewmen eyeing Lilly surreptitiously, alarmed but not surprised. After all, they had to 
suspect how Lilly's evening went. And, despite her clear attempts to act as though nothing was different, Lilly 
did carry around an air of, if not exactly happiness, at least calm contentment unusual for her. Prim would have 
to do something, soon, or else the crew would decide Lilly simply must share the booty – and perhaps her own, 
as well.

“I've slept in graveyards with more excitement,” she complained loudly. Naturally, everyone looked her 
her. “After the excitement of yesterday, I should think everyone would have a story or three to tell. In fact,” she 
stood and hopped onto the table, “it's high time we crafted your tale!”

And she began putting on a recreation of the day, building up the suspense with the chase, mimicking 
the firing of the ballista by stepping back and then charging forward, flinging a bone toward a few crewmen, 
who laughed appreciatively. She capered about, calling for deeds of valor and recreating them for all to see. 
Sometimes, she would pretend to be the enemy, stumbling about with an idiot expression on her face, bumping 
into crewmen who laughed and shoved her away to fall backwards, acrobatically rolling to her feet to great 
delight.

She made certain to get in a scene of Simon's bravery. It never hurt to remind the crew of their earlier 
frustrations, after all.

And then she stood tall, at least for a gnome. “Your Captain worries about you, young man,” she said, 
wagging a finger at Simon like an old school marm. “You be careful not to get hurt!” 

There was an awkward moment, as she expected. She quickly continued on before someone could shout 
a challenge, promptly acting out an enemy running in terror from one table to another and back, the laughter 
returning. But she had noted who had grinned at her jab at the Captain and who had scowled. And the former 
well outnumbered the latter.

*********

“Ye be foolish, ye be!” Lilly growled, struggling to keep her voice low.

They were back in the cabin, the day's shift done. Prim feigned surprise. “Me? Whatever do you mean?”
she asked in a would-be innocent voice.

Lilly slammed a fist against the wall. “Ye ken well exactly what I be meanin'! Mockin' the Cap'n? Are 
ye mad?”

“I do sometimes wonder,” Prim answered, grinning cheerily.

“Ye no be doin' that!”

“Doing what?”

“Acting all sweet and innocent. Ye insulted the Cap'n! Did I not be warnin' ye? Ye understand how 
dangerous he be?”

Prim crossed her arms again. “Why? Is he going to kidnap me and drag me weeks across the ocean just 
to sell me to the highest bidder?”



Lilly paused, clearly trying to come up with a retort. Prim stood and put her arms around her. “Lilly, I'm 
on your side.”

“The Cap'n be calling for me tonight,” Lilly said softly. “He be knowin' what ye said. He be in a foul 
mood, I'd wager, thanks to ye and yer foolishness. Ye saw him today. He be taking it out on me in bed.” She 
sighed. “Maybe I be better off with ye not on me side.”

That stung, but Prim expected it. “Lilly, you can trust me.”

Lilly stepped out of the hug, reaching for the door. “I be thinkin' that when he be hurting me, Primiphi,” 
she said, stepping outside and locking the door behind her.

Inside, Prim sighed and sat on the bed. Why is it her plans always seemed to cause more trouble than 
they fixed?

*********

She gave Lilly an entire two minutes head start. And then she was out and about again, prowling in the 
shadows.

As she expected, the cook made a habit of stepping outside. She watched him take in the air for several 
minutes before checking his pocket watch, snapping it shut, and returning inside, unaware of the nearby gnome.

Prim opened the watch to find a personal inscription. She grinned as she finished reading it, then 
snapped it shut as it owner had done moments before and continued onward.

Next was the officer of the watch. She hoped it was the dandy from earlier. She was in luck: he soon 
wandered by. Men so concerned about their appearance, even as slightly as this man could in such a crew, had to
have fancy kerchiefs hidden somewhere, kerchiefs embroidered with their initials as vanity's bounty, Prim 
reckoned as she examined it in her hand. It was a frilly affair, and it had a flowery scent mingled in with the 
man's fragrance, and had the initials she had hoped for.

She almost got spotted by the cabin boy on his way out for the night and had to make a split-second 
decision as he passed her. Three is more convincing than two, she thought. Examining the lad's little knife, she 
found herself impressed he had been able to hold onto it for so long, what with such an artistic embossed handle.

If anyone stops and thinks for half a moment, I shall be dead, she thought with a grin. Fortunately, there 
were times when people did not wish to stop and think.

She easily popped the lock to the Captain's quarters and quietly slipped inside, closing the door behind 
her.

Sturdily built and of modest height, with flowing brown hair, the Captain was pulling tight on ropes 
coiled around Lilly's chest. The gnome grunted, clearly in pain but refusing to complain. Both were in their 
skivvies, the Captain's clothes draped on a chair. Lilly's were in a pile in the corner.

They had their backs to the entrance, so did not see Prim as she crept about the room, listening as the 
Captain explained his evening plans.

“I let you bring her aboard, Lilly. I thought you could use a pet. I figured you'd get bored of her. I did 
not think you stupid enough to teach her to parrot mutinous talk.”

“I done be tellin' ye,” Lilly said in a strained voice. “She just be havin' fun. She be a foolish landlubber.”

He smacked her hard on her backside, eliciting a yelp of surprise and pain. “You're a liar, Lilly. You're 
planning something with her. Well, I'll have none of that.”

“Ye be wrong,” Lilly said, a clear note of pleading in her voice. “I no be plannin' anything other than her
sale.”



“Right. And having fun with her at night, making plans to sow discord amongst the crew.”

“Well, I was showing her techniques she could use to better please you,” Prim said. She was stretched 
on her side on the desk, hips on full curvaceous display. “But if she had fun, then I can only think that a 
compliment to my beauty and skills.”

“Primiphi!” Lilly gasped in shock as the Captain stood.

“How'd you get in here, you little – ”

“Yes, yes, I'm little.” Prim rolled her eyes.

“And quite clearly a sneaking – ”

“Well, I had to check on my student's progress, didn't I? Though I must say, you are wasting her talents 
tying her so tightly. Please tell me you were not planning to gag her?”

The Captain sputtered a moment. “Well, I...”

“Because Lilly here can do wonders with her delightful mouth,” Prim said, slipping down and moving 
over to her, winking at the Captain. “You should probably give her a chance. She truly is a natural.”

Prim moved toward the Captain, who took a step back. “Come, now, no need to be afraid,” she said, 
smiling. “I'm just here for a little hands on training,” added as she gently but firmly pushed him back onto the 
bed.

“'Training'?” he managed to ask.

She grinned coyly climbed onto him. “And here I thought you'd be more interested...” her left hand 
reached around his neck, her right hand slipping under his waistband to grab his manhood, “... in 'hands on'.”

*********

Prim yawned. It had been a long day. A longer evening.

The poor Captain had been drained. Prim had been certain she would be more than enough, but Lilly 
getting into the mood doomed the man. He had fallen asleep, his ire at Lilly thoroughly forgotten.

To keep up the ruse with the crew, Prim had insisted she get dressed and leave first. She now once again
lay staring at the faces in the wood.

“Don't judge me,” she said to them, sticking her tongue out. “This is all part of my plan. You know 
that.”

The door opened, and Lilly entered. The two looked at each other, then broke into grins and giggles.

“Ye be a menace!” the pirate said after a few moments.

“A sexy menace, I believe you mean, Dandelion” Prim replied.

“Aye! Where be ye learnin' such things?”

“I trained at the Temple Formosa.”

Lilly whistled. “Ye be honest? I be hearing tales....” She broke off, blushing and grinning. “Now I ken 
they be true!”

They both burst into more giggling. And then they decided they were quite keen on continuing the fun, 
now the Captain was no longer around to interfere.

*********



The pre-dawn light found Prim helping Lilly dress.

“Why ye be so keen on an early start?” she asked. “There be time for more play...”

Prim grinned and shook her head. “Dandelion, I suspect there is a greater premium on time than you 
think.”

The pirate's eyes narrowed. “What ye be meanin', Primiphi? What trouble be I in now?”

“Oh, ye of little faith!” the bard answered cheerfully, checking Lilly's quiver. She noticed the pirate 
wore an odd hook on her belt which could hold her hand crossbow's draw handle. Thus, she could pull the string 
back with one hand. Presuming her belt held together, at least. Prim giggled at the mental image of Lilly in a 
fight, pants falling down.

“Ye be giggling at yerself,” Lilly said with a sigh. “That cannot be good fer me.”

Prim slapped her backside. “Relax! I have a feeling today is going to be a great day!” She sat on the bed 
and fussed with her hair. Lilly checked her own equipment.

Finally, after a few minutes, Lilly's patience was frayed. “What be yer idea?” she finally demanded.

Before Prim could reply, a commotion outside drew their attention. “That, most likely,” she said with a 
grin, looping the leash over her head and handing the end to Lilly.

Outside, it soon became clear a number of personal possessions had gone missing in the night. 
Accusations had been made, mothers disparaged, and fights instigated.

The officers were shouting angrily, thwacking crewmen with the flats of their swords. Orders were 
yelled to assemble on deck. Lilly eyed Prim as the pair climbed the stairs, but the bard was merely grinning and 
enjoying the show.

“Alright, someone here is a sneak thief!” the quartermaster called out at the assembled crew. The 
Captain stood at the foredeck, glaring at everyone. “On Captain's orders, we're turning this ship inside out if we 
have to, but we're finding the filthy dog who did this.” He turned toward Prim and Lilly. “Starting with you 
two.”

Lilly looked offended. “And why be ye comin' at us?” she demanded, her hand straying to her sword.

“Because you brought that wench aboard – ”

“Hey! I'm a dancer and singer, not a wench,” Prim said indignantly.

“–and the trouble only began since,” the quartermaster finished.

“Ye be mad, ye be,” Lilly said. “She be in my control since she got here, or else she be locked in my 
cabin.”

“That may be the case, but we're starting with the two of you.”

Lilly grabbed her sword hilt, but then she felt Prim's hand on her wrist. “Let them,” Prim whispered with
a grin. “We have nothing to hide,” she said more loudly.

Lilly relaxed. “Aye. We no be stealin' a thing. Search us and me cabin, then search every sailor and 
officer.”

“That was the plan,” the quartermaster said, signaling a couple of sailors over.

They were not exactly gentlemanly with their search. Lilly growled, but Prim merely giggled. “You like 
my ass?” she asked, shaking it, after one of them got a little too friendly. “It is a great one, is it not?”

“They're clear,” a sailor finally pronounced.

“Check their cabin,” the quartermaster ordered.

Several minutes later, the pair returned. “Nothing in their cabin, sir.”

“As I be tellin' ye,” Lilly snarled. “Now, do be getting along with the searchin' of everyone else.”



And so the crew was searched, then everyone made a mess of each others' cabins and bunks, thoroughly 
angering the entire crew as they found their belongings rifled through and carelessly tossed about.

“We found nothing, sir,” the last crewman reported to the quartermaster.

“Whoever it is must be cunning at hiding it,” the quartermaster said.

“Or maybe he is an officer,” Prim said brightly. “At least in name.” She winked, and several crewmen 
laughed.

“You dare accuse an officer and a gentleman?” the quartermaster asked.

The crew laughed derisively at “gentleman”. The quartermaster flushed. “Very well, the culprit simply 
must be found. Officers, we must search each other, now.”

Prim sat on a rail, watching, as the officers fussed about being searched. Of course, they put up 
pretensions of being gentleman, but this was no royal naval vessel. This was a ship of pirates–sailors who 
wanted plunder. (But not scurvy, regardless of the name, she thought.) They respected officers only as much as 
was required to survive the next assault. Weakness was not allowed. And respect was earned by the sword.

Lilly eyed Prim apprehensively. “What be goin' on?” she asked, though she had an idea. Prim merely 
grinned in response.

Finally, the officers and their cabins had been searched. The missing items were not found. “The thief 
must have tossed the items in the ocean,” the quartermaster said angrily.

“What of the Captain?” Prim asked loudly, yet in a tone of innocent curiosity. All eyes turned to her. 
Lilly's face bore an expression of dawning comprehension and horror.

“What of him?” the quartermaster asked warily.

“Well, you searched the gnomes, you searched the crew, you searched the officers....” Prim trailed off 
with a grin.

“That we did.”

“Well, it seems ol' Captain has been acting odd lately, no?”

“How dare you!” the quartermaster snarled.

“It's true!” a sailor piped up. “He's lost his nerve, he has!”

“That's mutiny, mister!” another officer cried.

“Is it mutiny?” Prim asked. “I mean, everyone but the Captain suffered the indignity of being suspected 
of thievery. I thought you pirates were all in it together.”

“We are,” a sailor shouted. “Search the Captain!”

“We'll do no such thing,” the quartermaster shouted back.

“Well, if it happened last night,” Prim said, “the Captain didn't have time. We were with him, weren't 
we, Lilly?”

A dead silence fell. Lilly looked at Prim in horror.

“What was that?” a sailor, Simon, asked.

“Silence that wench,” the Captain barked. “She's babbling madness.”

“Madness?” Prim asked, putting on a hurt air. “After another night of keeping you warm, you call me 
mad?”

“What is this?” a sailor shouted. “We knew the Captain had Lilly, but we weren't supposed to touch the 
redhead.”

“Yeah, she was supposed to remain untouched for the block!” another sailor shouted.



“If I'da known the Captain was using her, I'da used her, myself!” a third cried.

“I ain't been touching that whore,” the Captain shouted.

“Oh, don't be shy,” Prim said. “Why, Lilly and I had you curled up last night, spent and limp – ”

“You shut your damn mouth!” the Captain snarled rushing over. He was brought up short by several 
crewmen blocking his path. “Out of my way, curse you!”

“No, Captain, we'll be checking you first.”

“I'll have your heads if you try!” The Captain drew his sword and kicked a sailor aside.

“That be enough!” Lilly cried, drawing her sword and crossbow. Behind her, Prim grinned.

“Oh, so, you two are in this together!” he said, moving toward Lilly, sword at the ready. “I shoulda 
killed you years ago, but I'm too kind for my own good.”

“Kindness ye call it?” Lilly scoffed. “Taking me to yer bed whenever the fancy struck ye? At least ye 
could have had a candle worth lighting if I were to serve ye!”

The crew laughed derisively. “How dare you!” the Captain said, and he rushed Lilly.

She fired a bolt at him, but he dodged it and brought his sword down on the gnome. She was too quick 
for him, stepping aside and thrusting with her own blade, which he deftly parried. The strength of his parry sent 
her sword wide, leaving her open for his counter. Yet she used the momentum to deftly spin aside, once again 
deflecting his attack.

She was quite experienced with fighting bigger foes, Prim realized. She knew she could not block a 
strike directly, not with her small stature. She had to deflect and dodge, all the while her left hand worked 
swiftly to draw her crossbow. While she spun away from one attack, her sword hands quickly nocked the 
crossbow.

She brought it up to fire again. The Captain knocked it aside, but almost as if she had planned this, she 
brought her small sword around with the same momentum from the blow. The Captain realized her strategy in 
time to step back, but his jacket was cut by her blade.

A pocket watch fell out, rolling on the deck.

“Hey! That watch!” Simon shouted.

Everyone stopped and stared at it. Simon stepped forward, picked up the watch, and opened it. “'My 
dearest Geoffrey...'” He stopped and looked at the cook. “Blimey, this is yours!”

“How did...” the Captain began, then turned to Prim. “YOU!”

“Me?” Prim asked. “How could I have done anything? I was busy in your bed...”

And then Prim's prediction came true. With any modicum of reasoned consideration, her planting of the 
items would have been clear as day. But, the crew was not in any mood to entertain notions of the Captain's 
vindication. He had been unduly harsh to the crew and, worse by far, had been hesitant and cautious when it 
came to raiding. Such a sin was unpardonable for a pirate. So, rather than reason it out and conclude the bard had
caused all the trouble, the crew promptly started shouting for the Captain's head. Even the officers joined in.

The Captain yelled and launched himself at Lilly. Fortunately, as she had told Prim, she had learned 
never to let her guard down. She deftly sidestepped his blade. Her own sword she buried deep into his side.

He cried out and fell to his knees. “Yield,” Lilly said. “Ye be bested. Yield, and I'll make it quick, ye 
bastard.”

Prim looked at the sky. Why, oh why, did people let their emotions get in the way in times like this?

Wounded as he was, the Captain was no stranger to life and death combat. Quick as can be, brought his 
fist up and struck Lilly. She managed to avoid most of the blow, but still staggered back. He pressed his 
advantage, stepping toward her.



There was a twang of a string, a grunt of pain. He staggered, her bolt in his gut. “You little bitch...” he 
muttered.

“I no be yer bitch no more, at least!” she shouted at him as she drove her blade into his chest.

He fell back, twitched a moment, and lay still.

“And I be nobody's bitch no more!” she cried to the crew. “If anybody be having issue with me, take it 
up with me blade!”

There was silence a moment. “Good show!” someone finally said.

“Glad to be rid of him!” another added.

“Three cheers for the new captain!” Prim yelled.

And to Lilly's surprise, the crew cheered.

*********

“This again, Captain Dandelion?” Prim asked grumpily as she danced. “I already told you, I have no 
recollection of such thievery.”

“Always be denying,” Lilly laughed. “But I ken better. Ye stole it all that night ye visited us. Ye put it 
all in there for the crew to be finding later.”

Prim remained silent, continuing her dance.

“It be three days, Primiphi,” Lilly said. “Ye still refuse to admit it?”

“If I do, can I stop dancing?”

“No, performin' be yer continued passage to the Isles, as agreed.”

Prim stuck her tongue out. “I can't believe you are charging me for passage to where you planned to sell 
me!”

“Well, I no be running a pleasure ship,” Lilly said. “Passengers be payin' or swimmin'.”

“You stole all my money!” Prim griped.

“Aye, that be true. But I no be the Captain then, do I?”

“I should have backed the previous Captain,” the bard said grumpily.

Lilly laughed again. “Ye still tickle me fancy, Primiphi. I think it will always be so.”

“I'm honored,” Prim said, though in a much less irritated tone.

“Ye helped me escape that bastard. Ye set me up to kill him in front of everyone. Ye got me a ship of 
me own.”

“And yet you still use the same silly name – ”

“I shall never be forgetting, Primiphi,” Lilly continued. “Nor our nights together. Ye be welcome to be 
stayin' with me.”

Prim danced silently. Lilly nodded.

“I no be thinkin' ye be acceptin'. Ye be a wanderer of the land, not the sea,” she said, a tinge of regret in 
her voice.

Prim nodded. “I suppose that is the truth of it.”

“Why ye no be wantin' me to take ye home?”



“Oh, this is a great opportunity to explore a place I've never been!” Prim said, smiling brightly. “Think 
of the sights and sounds I will experience in the Isles! The songs and dances I will learn! The new beauty I will 
see!”

Lilly laughed. “Aye, ye be a wanderer, ye be.” She turned and signaled the cabin boy, who rushed over 
with a case in hand. Lilly took it and handed it to Prim, whose face lit up in delight.

“Yer fiddle,” Lilly said simply.

Prim hugged her happily. “Oh, thank you, Lilliene!” she took set the case down, opened it, and lovingly 
took out her most prized possession. “Oh, have I missed you! And the humidity cannot have been good to you,” 
she told it, plucking and tuning the strings.

“Do ye have a tune fer me?” Lilly asked.

Prim grinned, putting bow to string. “I do indeed. It is a new one of my own, recent composition. Let me
play and sing you a song, a song of a strong captain and a brave crew. And their ship, the proud ship,” she rolled 
her eyes, “Scurvy Plunder.”


