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Collect all the Sam Silver: Undercover Pirate books
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For ‘Webman’,
our website superhero – aka Alan Tindley.
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CHAPTER ONE
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It was a rainy Monday morning and Sam Silver was getting ready for school. But he wasn’t happy about it.


“I can’t believe Mr Nodsworthy has banned football for a whole week,” he grumbled to himself. “Just because someone booted the ball and flattened Class Four’s tomatoes.”


Then an idea shot into his head like a cannonball. He knew how to cheer himself up. He snatched an old bottle from his shelf and shook out an ancient gold doubloon.


Sam was always finding interesting objects on the beach at his home in Backwater Bay but this sand-pitted bottle was extra special. Not only had he found a gold coin inside but he’d also discovered a letter from an ancestor of his, a fierce pirate called Joseph Silver. The letter had told him where a great hoard of treasure lay and when he’d rubbed the coin an amazing thing had happened. He’d been whisked back more than three hundred years to 1706 and joined the crew of a really cool pirate ship, the Sea Wolf! Captain Blade and his brave men liked nothing better than sailing the Caribbean to find treasure, so they’d all set off straight away.


Sam decided to see what the pirates were up to right now. And he didn’t have to worry that his mum and dad would miss him and start sending out search parties – not one second passed in the present while he was being a buccaneer.


Sam quickly changed out of his school uniform into the tatty jeans and T-shirt he’d worn on the Sea Wolf. He didn’t dare risk getting his uniform all ripped and torn! His mum would go mad.


He rubbed the coin on his sleeve and waited for the dizzy feeling he’d felt last time he’d been whisked away into the past. Nothing happened. He rubbed it harder but still found himself sitting on his bed. Sam stared miserably at the doubloon. Perhaps it only worked once and he’d never find himself on board the Sea Wolf ever again. His heart sank to his trainers.
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Then he remembered – last time he’d spat on the coin before he rubbed it. Perhaps he needed Silver spit to make it work. He decided to give it a try …


All around him Sam’s bedroom walls set off in a fast spin. There was a deafening rush of air and he had the feeling he was being sucked into a giant vacuum cleaner. He closed his eyes in delight.


“Sea Wolf, here I come!” he shouted.


Sam landed with a thud on a hard wooden floor and opened his eyes.


Awesome! He was in the storeroom on board the pirate ship just like last time.


But before he could move, his ears were split by the loudest scream he’d ever heard.


A girl with roughly chopped hair and pirate breeches was standing over him, shrieking at the top of her voice.


It was his friend Charlie. Sam staggered to his feet. She must have seen him pop up out of nowhere. How was he going to explain that?


Charlie grabbed a mop. “The ghost of Sam Silver!” she yelled, trying to whack him over the head with it. “Come back to haunt us! Get away from me, you horrible spook!”
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“I’m not a ghost,” said Sam, dodging the wet mop head.


“Oh, yes you are,” said Charlie, waving it in his face. “When you disappeared in the middle of the ocean the crew said you must have drowned. And now a week later you appear out of thin air! No mortal being can do that. Be gone, you fiend from hell!”


“You’ve got it wrong—” Sam began.


“I thought you were my friend,” Charlie went on crossly, chasing him round the storeroom. “Friends don’t come back and scare each other when they’re dead.”


The wet mop slapped down on his head.


“Yuck!” cried Sam, wiping his eyes. “Look, if I was a ghost that would have gone straight through me, wouldn’t it?”


Charlie looked at the water dripping off Sam’s nose. “I suppose so,” she said doubtfully.


“I really am alive,” insisted Sam.


“Ahoy there, Charlie,” came a shout from the deck above, “are you all right?”


For a moment it looked as if Charlie was going to call for help.


“You must believe me,” Sam pleaded.


“Charlie!” came the shout again. “What be the matter?”


“All’s well,” Charlie called back. “I’ll be up soon.” She put down the mop. “You’ve got some explaining to do, Sam Silver,” she said. “One minute I’m in here looking for sail thread and the next minute you appear at my feet with a stupid grin on your face.”


Sam took a deep breath. There was only one thing for it. He had to tell her the truth.


He peered out of the storeroom door to make sure no one was within earshot. “You know how I sometimes say things that are a bit strange.”


Charlie nodded. “Like com-put-ers … and … phones … and girls playing football?”


Sam nodded. “You see, I don’t come from your time. I’m from the twenty-first century.” Charlie’s eyes grew wide with amazement and her mouth dropped open as he told her how the coin brought him to the Sea Wolf. “That’s why I appeared from nowhere,” he finished.


“You’re talking like a mad man,” said Charlie, waving the mop again.


Sam took out his coin. “I swear a pirate’s oath on Silver’s doubloon that I am a time traveller.”


Charlie looked thoughtful.


“You know you can trust me,” Sam insisted. “I helped you escape from your stepfather’s men, didn’t I?”


“Well, yes …” Charlie admitted.


“And I didn’t tell the crew that you were really a girl, did I?”


“No.”


“And when they found out and said females were bad luck on board,” Sam went on, “I tried to stop them making you walk the plank.”


“That’s true,” said Charlie slowly.


“Then you have to believe this,” pleaded Sam. “But don’t tell anyone, not even Fernando.”


Charlie put down her mop. “Very well.” She grinned. “Your secret’s safe with me. The crew would think I was mad if I told them the tale you’ve just told me.”


Sam held up his hand. “High five!” Charlie looked puzzled. “It’s what we do in the future when we’re happy. You slap my hand with yours.”


Charlie smacked her palm onto his. “The men will be delighted to find that you’re alive!” she exclaimed.


“There’s only one problem,” said Sam. “How am I going to explain where I’ve been?”




CHAPTER TWO
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“Hey, everyone!” shouted Charlie, darting up the storeroom steps and onto the deck. “Come and see who’s here!”


Sam followed her, shielding his eyes from the sudden bright sunlight. The Sea Wolf was speeding through the blue waves, her patched sails full of wind. It was great to be back.


“Well, run me up the flagpole!” gasped a happy-looking pirate, dropping the barrel he was mending. “We thought you were dead, boy!”


“We did indeed, Ned,” said Harry Hopp, the first mate. He snapped his spyglass shut and hurried over to shake Sam firmly by the hand, his peg leg clacking on the wooden boards. “Someone tell Captain Blade.”


“I can see him with my own eyes!” A tall man in a tricorn hat and belts full of weapons strode across the deck. It was Captain Blade, the bold leader of the pirate band. “By Jupiter,” he boomed, “we never thought to set eyes on our lookout boy again.”


“We were sure you’d fallen from the crow’s nest and drowned,” Ned told him. “We only found your spyglass, jerkin, neckerchief and belt and we left them there as a mark of respect to a brave buccaneer.”


“’Twas enough to make a grown man weep,” added Peter the cook, wiping his eyes.
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“But where have you been, lad?” demanded the captain. “You never asked permission to go ashore.”


Sam gulped. What could he say?


“I can answer that,” said Charlie quickly. “What does a pirate love most of all?”


Sam gawped at her. What was she doing? Everyone knew pirates loved treasure best. If they thought he’d gone off after gold they’d have him walking the plank before you could say shiver me timbers.


“That be easy for me,” answered Harry Hopp. “It’s my old mum.”


“Aye,” chorused the pirates. “Our mothers!”


“Well, that’s where Sam was,” said Charlie, looking at him and nodding hard. “Weren’t you, Sam?”


Sam got the message. “That’s right,” he said. “I had to go home and help my mum.” That was true. Sam had been whisked back to the future without any warning. And just in time to help out on the till in his parents’ fish and chip shop.
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