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For Phill Seiler,


Pyjama Angel Supreme.
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CHAPTER ONE
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Sam Silver sat in his bedroom chewing his pencil. He was supposed to be doing a school project. Everyone in the class had to design a shield to show something interesting about their family. And it had to be ready tomorrow.


Sam was stuck. His mum and dad ran The Jolly Cod, the only fish and chip shop in Backwater Bay, and they all lived in the flat above. So Sam had drawn a bit of battered haddock and a bag of chips on his coat of arms, but he didn’t think his teacher would be very impressed.
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He gazed round his room, desperately trying to dream up something really amazing about his family. His eyes fell upon the old bottle he’d discovered on the beach. Inside he’d found a dirty old gold coin sent to him by a pirate ancestor called Joseph Silver. When he’d tried to clean it, the doubloon had whisked him back in time to the Sea Wolf, a pirate ship in the Caribbean. He’d joined Captain Blade’s crew and now, whenever he rubbed the coin, he zoomed back to 1706 ready for another adventure.


Sam leapt to his feet. Of course! He knew exactly what he was going to draw on his shield – the Sea Wolf.


Then he had an even better idea. He’d pop off to see his pirate friends right now. After all, he wanted to get his drawing of the ship perfect on his shield – and he couldn’t possibly do that without going back and seeing her again. And no one would know he’d gone. Sam could keep his time travels a secret because no time ever passed in the present while he was being a bold buccaneer.


Sam rifled through the untidy pile of clothes on his bedroom floor. At the bottom of the heap were the tatty old jeans and T-shirt that he always wore for his pirate adventures. He pulled them on, tied his trainer laces and tipped the coin out of its bottle. It gleamed invitingly in his hand. He couldn’t wait. Fizzing with excitement, like a bottle of lemonade that had been given a good shake, Sam spat on the coin and rubbed it on his sleeve. His project, his pile of clothes and his bedroom furniture all whirled past in a blur. He clamped his fingers round the doubloon and shut his eyes, feeling as if he was being sucked into a giant vacuum cleaner.


He landed with a bump on a wooden floor and opened his eyes. He was back in the storeroom of the Sea Wolf. Up on deck all his friends would be hard at work. He couldn’t wait to see them. As usual, Sam’s friend Charlie had put his pirate clothes on a barrel ready for him. Charlie, who’d joined the crew on the run from her evil stepfather, was the only one who knew he was a time traveller. The others believed that he just slipped off home now and again to see his mother. And as all pirates loved their mums, this was all right by them.


Sam quickly pulled on his jerkin, tied his kerchief round his neck and stuck his spyglass in his belt. He flung open the storeroom door ready to leap up the steps to the main deck when something stopped him in his tracks. The only sound that reached him was the lapping of the waves against the hull. Why couldn’t he hear the sails being hauled or shipmates shouting to each other and singing sea shanties? Something was wrong.


His heart in his mouth, Sam crept slowly up the staircase. He heard a deep laugh from the deck. But it wasn’t one of the crew. It was an evil laugh that chilled Sam to the bone. He edged up a little until his eyes were level with the deck.


He gulped in horror. Captain Blade and the crew had been herded together against the port rail, and a bunch of cut-throat pirates were threatening them with cutlasses. Sam’s friend Fernando was looking pale under his wild, curly hair, and Charlie was clinging to his arm for support. Ben Hudson, the quartermaster, was crouched on the deck, his head in his hands, and even big cheerful Ned Wainwright looked as if he was going to be sick.


Lording it over them from the rail of the deck above was a tall figure. Sam recognised that hard, cruel face with the eye patch and the grizzled beard. It was Blackheart, the nastiest pirate in the Caribbean. Sam felt as if someone had stabbed a knife into his heart. Captain Blade’s mortal enemy had captured the Sea Wolf and taken the whole crew prisoner.


Sam knew his crew were the bravest pirates ever to sail the Seven Seas, yet here they were, pale as ghosts, bent double and cowering in fright. And bold Captain Blade, who was frightened of no man, was almost on his knees. Was he pleading with Blackheart?
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Sam rubbed his eyes and looked again at the crew. Now he could see that they were all holding their stomachs. He could hear groaning. They weren’t frightened – they were in pain! What had Blackheart done to them?


Sam tiptoed back down the steps. He had to make a plan to rescue his crew. But at that moment something sharp seized his shoulder in a vice-like grip.




CHAPTER TWO
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Sam slowly turned to face his captor and found himself staring into the two beady eyes of the ship’s parrot. Crow peered at him with his head on one side and opened his beak ready to start chattering.


“Shh!” warned Sam. “You must keep quiet. It’s very important.”


He knew that one squawk from his green feathered friend would bring Blackheart’s men running. But Crow wasn’t taking any notice.


“Aye aye!” he chirped cheerily.


“Who’s there?” came a rough cry, and Sam heard footsteps thumping over the deck above. He quickly slipped back into the storeroom and hid under some sacking.


“Nothing here, Captain,” came the voice again and the footsteps faded.


Sam knew he had to be quick if he was going to rescue his crew – Blackheart wasn’t making a social call.


But how could he do it? There was no way he was going to pop up from the storeroom again – he’d probably get his head blown off and that wouldn’t help his friends. Then he had a brilliant idea. If he made his way to one of the portholes he could climb the outside of the ship’s hull and sneak up on Blackheart from behind. He’d take the evil pirate captain prisoner and make him set the Sea Wolf crew free.


He lifted Crow onto a barrel. “Stay here,” he hissed.
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He tiptoed swiftly across the gun deck, trying not to make a sound on the wooden boards. Through the portholes he could see Blackheart’s ship, the Grinning Skull, alongside. Boarding ropes ran between them, holding the two vessels together. He passed the rows of cannon, and found the cutlass chest thrown open. It was empty. Blackheart’s villains must be stealing everything they could. Then he noticed a glint of metal between the cannon. It was a cutlass. The thieves had dropped one! Well, Sam Silver, undercover pirate, wasn’t going to face Blackheart without a weapon. He thrust it into his belt.


But then he had a thought. There might not be any weapons left but the villains hadn’t taken the cannonballs or powder yet. When he’d freed the crew and they were sailing away, they’d need something to defend themselves with in case Blackheart came after them. He remembered that one of the floorboards by the end cannon was loose. He hoped that they hadn’t mended it since his last visit. He gave it a pull and, to his relief, it moved aside to reveal a deep gap between the decks. He ran over to the big crate strapped to the floor, where he knew some cannonballs and powder were kept ready for action. He staggered backwards and forwards to the hiding place, packing in a powder keg and as many of the heavy balls as he could. His foot caught on something. As he peered down in the gloom he realised it was the ship’s flag. The enemy must have torn it down when they captured the ship. He bundled it into the hiding place. He couldn’t bear the thought of Blackheart destroying this symbol of the noble Sea Wolf.


Now to rescue the crew. He scampered to one of the gun ports at the stern of the ship. He’d climb up to the poop deck in seconds, and before Blackheart knew what was happening the evil pirate would feel the prick of a cutlass in his back. Sam knew it was dangerous but he wasn’t a Silver for nothing.


He heard footsteps. He ducked down behind a cannon just as one of Blackheart’s men appeared at the other end of the deck. As the man began to hunt round, Sam could see he was a mean-looking buccaneer with small eyes, a down-turned mouth and a hooked nose.


Carefully Sam drew his weapon. Come any closer, Hooknose, he thought to himself, and you’ll have a fight on your hands!


He caught a flash of green feathers at the storeroom door and heard a loud squawk. “You scurvy knave!”


The man spun round and headed off towards the sound.


“Thanks, Crow,” muttered Sam. His parrot was the perfect decoy. As silently as he could, Sam heaved himself up onto the edge of the gun port.
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