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Collect all the Sam Silver: Undercover Pirate books
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For Jeremiah and Trey.


Keep up the reading! Love, Jan and Sara
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CHAPTER ONE
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Sam Silver opened his eyes and jumped out of bed. It was Saturday and Saturday meant a fantastic game of football down on the beach with his mates. But he could hear a spattering sound against his bedroom window. He pulled the curtains and groaned – rain was coming down in sheets! The high street was deserted and he could hardly see the sand of Backwater Bay in the grey mist. His heart sank to the bottom of his pyjamas. There’d be no football this morning.
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He glanced over at the shelf on his bedroom wall. It was covered in things he’d found washed up by the sea. In the middle stood the old sand-pitted bottle that was more valuable to him than the World Cup! Inside lay a gold doubloon, put there three hundred years ago by his pirate ancestor, Joseph Silver. The coin had the power to take him back in time to the Sea Wolf, a real pirate ship.


“Well, if I can’t play footie,” he said to the bottle, “I’ll have an adventure instead – in the hot Caribbean sunshine.”


Sam knew no one would miss him. No time ever passed in the present when he was back in 1706. He quickly dressed in the scruffy jeans and T-shirt that he always wore when he took up his buccaneer duties. He tipped the coin out of the bottle, spat on it and rubbed it on his sleeve.


Sam’s bedroom walls began to spin. He caught a glimpse of his rain-soaked window rushing by before he was lifted into the dark tunnel of time and whooshed around. It was like being inside a monster vacuum cleaner. The next instant he found himself sitting on the floor of the storeroom of the Sea Wolf. But the ship was tipping violently from side to side. He was flung against a barrel then thrown onto a coil of rope. The ship’s timbers creaked and groaned as if they were going to break.


“Batten down the hatches!” came a squawk and the ship’s parrot flew out from behind a chest and landed on his shoulder.


“Hello there, Crow,” said Sam, delighted to see his feathery friend. “What’s happening? Let’s get up on deck and see.”


He spotted his belt, spyglass and jerkin scattered across the floor. His friend Charlie had left them for him, as she always did when Sam was whisked home to the future. The bold girl pirate was the only one on board who knew his time-travelling secret. He was pleased to see that she’d found him a new neckerchief too – he’d blown the last one up. Sam put on his pirate gear and grabbed hold of the door handle. The tossing motion of the ship flung him against the door, but with the next roll, he forced it open and burst out. He staggered up the steps to the main deck.


There was no sign of the sparkling sea and blue Caribbean sky that he usually saw when he arrived in the past. Fierce black clouds raced overhead and waves crashed against the sides of the ship. Rain hammered the deck, drenching him instantly. Through the downpour he could see the captain struggling to keep the wheel steady.


Harry Hopp, a stocky pirate with a wooden leg, was hauling on a rope. “Someone help me get these sails round,” he yelled.


With Crow clinging to his shoulder, Sam lurched across the streaming deck. He joined the first mate and seized the end of the rope.


“I’ll help, Mr Hopp,” he bellowed over the wind, pulling with all his strength.


“Stap me!” cried Harry, his stubbly face breaking into a broad grin. “It’s Sam Silver! How did you get here in this storm?”


Sam didn’t know what to say. “Er … I … well …” he spluttered. Charlie usually got him out of this sort of pickle, but she was nowhere to be seen. Then it came to him. “I got here before the storm started!”


“I never saw you,” shouted Harry.


“Never saw you,” the parrot repeated helpfully.


“Of course not,” panted Sam as he worked. “That’s because, er … I was just coming up on deck when the storm began. Yes, that’s it, and I got thrown about and bumped my head and …”


Two huge hands took hold of the rope behind him.


“Well, boil me up for breakfast!” It was Ned the cheerful bosun. “The poor boy must have knocked himself out! And yet here he is, getting to work straight away.”


“Aye,” said Harry, lashing the rope to a strong wooden hook. “He’s a true Silver, just like his grandfather, God rest his soul.”


The pirates thought that Sam was Joseph Silver’s grandson. Sam went along with this. He couldn’t tell them just how many “greats” there really were in between.


“We’re glad you’re back!” called Captain Blade from the wheel. The weapons in the belts across his chest glistened with rain, and his dark hair and beard hung in rats’ tails.


Sam battled through the wind to reach him.
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“Keep your distance,” ordered the captain, eyeing Crow who was still on Sam’s shoulder. Captain Blade was the bravest man Sam knew, but the sight of the green bird always made him go pale. Peter the cook claimed it was because a parrot had pooed on him in his pram, but every pirate on the Sea Wolf had a different story about the reason for the captain’s one fear. However, they all agreed about one thing – when Captain Blade was around, the parrot was to be called a Caribbean crow. That way the captain could pretend he had nothing to be scared of.


Blade looked up at the sky. “By Orion, I think the storm’s abating ahead,” he said. “Those clouds don’t look as heavy and I’d bet a bag of doubloons that the waves aren’t as high.”


“We’ll soon be back on course,” agreed Harry Hopp.


“Where were you heading?” asked Sam.


“Till this weather came along, we were following a French treasure fleet,” the captain told him.


“They’ll be scattered in the storm by now,” said Harry Hopp with a cunning grin. “Easier to make one of them a target.”


Great! thought Sam. A treasure hunt.


“Set sail north-east,” ordered the captain. “There’s nothing can stop us now.”


Someone came pounding up the steps from the gun deck below. One look at the long curly hair and bright bandana and Sam knew it was his friend Fernando.
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He ran across to greet him, but Fernando was making straight for Captain Blade. He was muttering under his breath in Spanish.


“We’re leaking, Captain!” he cried. “And it’s bad!”
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CHAPTER TWO
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“Where’s the leak?” demanded
Ned.


“Well below the waterline,” Fernando reported. “Starboard bow.”


Ned called to some men and took them down to inspect the damage.


Fernando suddenly spotted Sam and for a moment his worried face broke into a grin. “Good to see you, my friend!” He slapped Sam on the back. “Wait a minute, how did you get here in this raging storm?”


Sam quickly repeated his tale about how he’d arrived before the storm but then bumped his head.


“Maybe it’ll knock some sense into you,” came a voice. “Lord knows you could do with it!” It was Charlie, staggering across the swaying deck, her pirate clothes soaked and dripping. The ship’s cat dangled in her arms. Sinbad looked very bedraggled and even more surly than usual.


“Drowned rat!” squawked Crow, eyeing him beadily.
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With an angry hiss, Sinbad swiped a claw at the parrot. Crow screeched and flapped up to the top of the mainmast.


“Naughty kitty,” said Charlie fondly, tickling him on his tummy. The black cat purred and nuzzled Charlie’s arm. She was the only one of the crew who could get within a paw’s reach of him.


Ned came running back. “We’re shipping an ocean of water, Captain,” he said. “I’ve got men on the pumps and we’re trying to plug it.”


“Can it be repaired?” asked Blade.


“Not at sea,” replied Ned. “We need to get at it from the outside. There’s only one thing for it. We’ll have to careen the ship.”


The captain looked up at the sky, where the black clouds were breaking up with blue patches between. “Now the worst of the storm’s passed we can find land.”


“What does careen mean?” asked Sam. “And why do we need land to do it?”


“We beach the ship,” the captain explained. “Then, when it’s out of the water, we can get to the damage.”


“I saw that once in a film!” gasped Sam. “Except it was a spaceship and— Ouch!”
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