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For Sally May,


without whom we wouldn’t be


where we are today!
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CHAPTER ONE
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“Take that, you villain!” yelled Sam Silver, stabbing viciously at his reflection with a ruler.


He fought his imaginary enemy over his duvet and round a chair and trapped him in the wardrobe. His super sword skill had saved the day! But then, he’d had lessons from experts – a bunch of fierce Caribbean pirates.


It sounded impossible. His home in Backwater Bay was thousands of miles from the Caribbean, and the pirate crew of the Sea Wolf had lived three hundred years ago. But Sam had an amazing magic coin to take him there whenever he wanted.


Sam had never forgotten the day he’d found the gold doubloon in a bottle washed up on the beach. It had been sent to him by a pirate ancestor of his, Joseph Silver. When he spat on it and rubbed it, it whisked him back in time to the Sea Wolf and its crew of brave buccaneers. The coin was his most prized possession and he kept it in its bottle on a shelf in his bedroom.


Sam swished his ruler wildly in the air, knocking the bottle flying. It hit the lampshade, bounced off his pillow and landed on the floor at his feet. He snatched it up and checked for cracks. No, it seemed to be OK, but the cork was missing and the coin that should have been inside had gone.
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“Disaster!” he cried, scrabbling about on the floor, searching for the precious doubloon.


There was no sign of it. Shining his torch under the bed, he could see something glinting near the wall. He fished it out with a coat hanger. It was only a lump of silver foil. He feverishly searched his bin in case the coin had fallen into it. He found a sock, two apple cores and a squashed sandwich, but no gold doubloon. This was serious. The magic coin seemed to have vanished into thin air! Without it Sam couldn’t travel back to the Sea Wolf. He gulped at the idea of never seeing his friends, Charlie and Fernando, and the pirate crew ever again.


“Sam!” His mum was calling from their fish and chip shop below the flat. “Can you pop to the supermarket for me? We need some milk.”


Sam groaned. How could he concentrate on buying milk when he’d lost his magic doubloon? But he knew he’d be in trouble if he didn’t go.


He kept glancing round the room as he slipped his left foot into his trainer.


“Ow!” There was something hard in there. He pulled his foot out and tipped the trainer upside down. The doubloon tumbled out onto the carpet!


Sam snatched it up and held it tightly in his hands. That had been the worst moment of his life. Then he had a dreadful thought. Supposing the coin had lost its power now he’d dropped it. He’d better check it out. Then he’d go to the shops for his mum. That was the great thing about the magic doubloon. However long his pirate adventure lasted, he knew it would bring him back to exactly the same time in the present – if it still worked.


He pulled on the tatty jeans and T-shirt that he always wore when he went time travelling, and rammed on his trainers. Then he spat on the coin and rubbed it on his sleeve. At once his bedroom whooshed around him in a mad spin. He felt himself being sucked up as if he was in a giant vacuum cleaner.


Sam landed with a thump on the floor of a small wooden storeroom. He could hear the timbers creaking and feel the room swaying. Awesome! He was back on the Sea Wolf.


The shouts of the busy crew came from the main deck above. Sam jumped up. His pirate jerkin, belt and neckerchief were on a barrel, along with his spyglass. Charlie always put them there for him. She was the only one who knew he was a time traveller. Everyone else believed he popped home now and then to see his mum, which was true, of course. He just had a longer journey than they realised.


Stowing his coin safely in his jeans pocket, he threw on his pirate clothes and grabbed his spyglass. He ran up the stairway, bursting out onto the bright, sunlit deck. The blue ocean sparkled, the patched sails were tight in the wind and the flag with its snarling wolf’s head and crossed bones fluttered merrily at the top of the mast.


Someone had hung some washing on a line strung across the deck. Ragged shirts and breeches flapped in the breeze.
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I didn’t know pirates had washday! thought Sam. Hope I don’t have to do the ironing! He ducked under the line of clothes to find the crew and cannoned straight into someone coming the other way.


“Sorry,” he gasped. “I was—” He stopped. He was looking up into a face he’d never seen before. What had happened? He was on the right ship, but where was the Sea Wolf crew?




CHAPTER TWO
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For a moment the man looked astonished. Then he gave a deep laugh. “Where did you spring from, young’un. A stowaway, are you?” He gave Sam a friendly punch on the arm. “Have you been hiding in the hold?”


The man was tall and broad, with crinkly, smiling eyes. He seemed friendly enough but what was he doing here? Sam felt a dull ache in his stomach. Where were all his shipmates and Crow, his parrot friend? Was the coin damaged after all? Had it brought him back to the right ship but the wrong time?


“Sam!” came a cry. Sam knew that voice. A grin of relief spread over his face as Charlie, with her ragged hair and boy’s shirt and breeches, rushed up beside him.


“I’m glad you’re back!” she said, sliding her arm through his.


“And I’m glad to see you!” Sam burst out. “I didn’t spot anyone I knew at first and I thought the coin must have brought me back to a different— Ouch!”


Charlie had stepped firmly on his toe. “This is Sam Silver,” she said to the man. “We told you about him. He comes to join us when his mum doesn’t need him, don’t you Sam? And he never knows how long it will take him to get here.”


“Er, that’s right,” agreed Sam, rubbing his foot. He could always rely on Charlie to get him out of trouble. It would have been a disaster to talk about time travel to this man. He’d think Sam was possessed by an evil demon.


“So you’re Sam Silver,” said the man, beaming as he shook Sam’s hand. “I’m Dick Gudgeon. I’ve only been on this ship for two weeks but I’ve heard all about you. Pleased to make your acquaintance. The captain thinks very highly of you, you know.”
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Sam felt his face turning red with the praise.


“But you came aboard without anyone seeing!” Dick went on, looking keenly at him. “You’re a clever lad to do that. Where does your mum live?”


“That’s Sam’s business,” said Charlie quickly. “He doesn’t tell us and we don’t ask.”


“And that’s all right with us!” came a deep voice. Captain Blade strode up, the weapons in his belts gleaming in the sun. “Glad to have you back,” he told Sam. “I see you’ve met our new crew member. He came aboard in Tortuga when we stopped for supplies. Dick’s been a doing a good job of lookout while you’ve been gone.”


“Just doing my duty,” said Dick modestly.


“Does that mean you won’t need me up in the crow’s nest, Captain?” asked Sam, disappointed. He loved being lookout boy, watching the seas from the wooden basket at the top of the mainmast with Crow on his shoulder, and warning the crew when he spied an enemy vessel. He could see a flash of green feathers, which meant the parrot was up there at this very moment, waiting for him.


“Of course I’ll need you, Sam,” Blade told him. “You’re a first-rate lookout. Besides, we could do with Dick’s help on deck. He’s an expert sailor and can turn his hand to anything.”


“Shiver me timbers,” declared Harry Hopp, his wooden leg thumping on the deck as he came to join them. “Dick’s worth his weight in gold.”


“He really is,” came a Spanish voice from the rigging.


Fernando jumped down next to Sam and slapped him on the back in welcome. Sam noticed that a new earring shone in his ear under his wild curly hair. He’d ruined the last one picking a lock. “You’ve got here at the right time, my friend,” Fernando told him. “Dick’s going to lead us to a great hoard of treasure.”


“Aye,” agreed the new crew member, rubbing his hands. “I heard of a ship, the Queen Bess, that’s setting sail from Barbados. There’s gold on her like you’ve never seen! Seems a waste to let all that wealth go to England.”


“So we wait till she’s at sea and ambush her!” cried Sam eagerly.


“Not so fast, lad!” laughed Captain Blade. “She’ll be heavily guarded by a fleet of men-o’-war.”


“I suggested to your captain that we take her treasure while she’s still at anchor in Bridgetown port,” said Dick.
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