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Preface

“He gives us our lives in exchange for living dead.”

—Errol Flynn, Captain Blood


I.

We are alike, we zombies and pirates. We are alike because we want the same things.



 We want to inspire fear and terror in the innocent, lawabiding populace.



 We want to disrupt commerce—whether it’s intercontinental shipping routes or just the Cinnabon stand at the local shopping mall.



 We want to kill and wreak havoc generally, but we also want to recruit others—select others—to join our own ranks.



 We don’t respect political barriers or legal documents.



 We are hunted by armies, navies (maybe especially navies), and all manner of members of the law enforcement community. We can expect no quarter from our foes. (In truth, we can usually expect to be killed on sight.) We will give no quarter in return.



 We are universally detested. Upon sight, our presence brings cries of alarm. Whenever we show up, people understand that something is very, very wrong.



 And yet . . .



 We delight in what we do. That can be the only word for it. Delight. Despite the foes ranged against us, we never hesitate or entertain a second thought about our chosen vocation. We never doubt ourselves. We are zombies. We are pirates. This is who we are. This is what we have to be doing.




II.

You are an ambitious dreamer, as anyone can see. You occupy your mind with only the highest, most noble pursuits. Power. Wealth. Expansion of your territory and the ability to bend others to your will.



 You don’t need this book to tell you that zombies and piracy are two of the most expeditious routes to realizing these desires.



 Who has not dreamed of harnessing the awesome power of a voodoo priest and using it to create an army of zombies?



 Who has not contemplated—sometimes with a desperate intensity—the many treasures of the Caribbean that could be easily taken . . . if only one had the will . . . and the means?



 And who can honestly say they have not dreamed of a life on the high seas as a pirate king or queen?



 These things are not merely the distractions of a daydreamer. To the contrary, they are all within your grasp. They are real, achievable objectives. Others have obtained them, so why not you?



 It is not your worthiness that determines whether you shall have a life of a penurious servitude or be knee-deep in ducats before you’re thirty. (How many of the rich people you know really seem to be worthy of their wealth and stature?) Neither are forthrightness, hard work, education, piety, or attendance at tedious “social networking” events prerequisites for a life of success and plunder.



 All that you really need is a guide. Or, more precisely, a code...




III.

Though they are often incorrectly stereotyped as beings that are entirely lacking in self-control, if you look closely you will find that both zombies and pirates adhere to stringent codes of conduct that govern almost every aspect of their lives (or, in the case of zombies, “lives”).



 Zombies, for example, never attack other zombies. Zombies are careful never to sleep, rest, or dawdle. Zombies accept all other zombies into their ranks, regardless of creed, skin color, sex, or national origin. Zombies attack all humans, whenever and wherever it’s possible to do so. Zombies do not speak about topics other than brains.



 Pirates also live by strict codes that govern their behavior. (Remember, just because it allows for plundering, womanizing, and a lifestyle of constant violence, doesn’t mean it’s not still a code.) Pirates are not allowed to attack others in their crew. Pirates agree that the more experienced, higher-ranking pirates shall get a greater share of any captured treasure. Pirates agree not to leave a pirate ship—and the captain not to disband a crew—until each pirate aboard has accumulated an amount of money determined before they set sail.



 Both zombies and pirates have codes they follow. Awesome, incredibly permissive, violence-centric codes, but codes nonetheless. Is this the reason zombies and pirates are so cool? Quite possibly. Zombies are cool and pirates are cool, but I am here today to propose something greater than both. Namely, that it is by combining zombies with piracy that optimum financial success can be achieved.



 By sailing the seven seas (or, really, just the Caribbean) with a brain-eating crew of the undead, the wildest daydreams of even the most avaricious pirate can be realized. The benefits of a zombie pirate crew (over, say, a human crew that will want things like food and water and a share of the treasure) are as diverse as they are substantial. The Caribbean is a mystical place, filled with charms and magic and voodoo. It’s also a murderous, lawless place. The dead are already all around you, and they’re just begging to be reanimated for a second life of piracy.



 As the captain of a ship filled with zombie pirates, you will enjoy benefits and advantages that will put you head and shoulders above the other “regular” pirates. You will succeed where others fail. The ducats (and crowns, and dollars, and giant gold bars) will come rolling in.



 A project of such unparalleled scope and ambition as zombie piracy requires more than a simple ten- or fifteen-item checklist of“dos and don’ts.” The Zombie Pirate Code contained in this manual provides the in-depth study of the practices and tendencies that you need to understand if you are to become a successful zombie pirate captain.



 Make no mistake about it. Zombies are hard to kill, but they are not invincible. Pirates laugh in the face of laws that govern other men, but many are captured and hanged for doing so. Without a strong sense of direction and rules to follow, a zombie pirate captain can be just as lost as a zombie wandering through a blasted apocalyptic wasteland and just as dead as a pirate hanging from the gibbet (while some wig-wearing colonial governor looks on approvingly).



 If you are willing to take your study of this code seriously—and to combine your dreams of plunder and riches with a deep love of the black arts—then limitless horizons present themselves, and the jewels, treasures, and mysteries of the Caribbean shall be yours.



 Welcome aboard. The sea and the grave await!







Introduction

The Origins of Zombie Piracy

Bullies. Everybody hates them, but it takes a special kind of person to do something about them. A special person like you.



 After all, you were just minding your business, weren’t you? You were just living here in the coolest part of the world, a place named after the Carib Indians because they were the biggest badasses anybody had ever seen. They spent all their time attacking people and eating them. (A little like zombies, if you think about it . . .) But you were coexisting with the Caribs, cultivating awesome religions like voodoo, and cooking your food in wooden barbeque pits called boucan fires. (This latter trait—believe it or not—was the most distinctive thing about you, such that the Europeans passing through began to refer to you as “buccaneers.”)
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The Europeans . . . the bullies.



 At first they seemed friendly . . . not like stupid, mean bullies at all. They came over on pretty ships, brought goods to trade, and were excited to meet everybody and explore everything. Sure, they had some asinine ideas about Christianity being the one true faith and how they were going to find a city of gold and/or a fountain of youth out in the jungle somewhere, but what’re you gonna do, right? No sense in dashing their hopes. They seemed so earnest and serious about it all. Best to just let them tire themselves out. “I know one little conquistador who’s going to sleep good tonight,” right? (Conquistadors always say they’re not tired when they’re the most tired . . .)



 Then, suddenly, they changed. They stopped flitting about and searching for gold buildings and spouting here and there about Jebus. They got focused and mean. They figured out what they wanted, and it was all your best shit. Your best land. Your resources. Your women. Your money. And they wanted to just take it. And there were a bunch of them, and they had a bunch of guns and swords.



 What did you do? Did you give up and roll over? Did you agree to their “requests” that you forfeit your land and pay tributes to foreign powers? Turn your neighborhood into part of a subservient colony? Go down without a fight?



 Hell no.



 You took to the seas. You armed your ships until they were as mighty as any of the European naval vessels. You roamed the land and sea . . . (like a pirate, yes, but also like a zombie). You preyed upon the soldiers who had taken your land and the land of your kinsmen. You preyed upon the European merchants who sought to exploit you. You preyed upon the religious officials who had sought to convert you. You were murderous. You were merciless. Your reputation grew. (Soon, “buccaneer” stopped meaning “those island people with quaint barbecuing practices,” and started meaning “those island people who are roaming the seas and fucking killing us all night and day.”)



 And while many of your cohorts stopped there—figuring that a policy of man-made murder and plunder was, you know, good enough—you saw that a deeper, more profound resistance was possible. You aspired to something greater.



 Your colleagues in piracy might have seen fit to man their ships with fellow island-dwelling barbecue enthusiasts, but you understood that doing so eliminated using another key asset of the Caribbean.



 On an island the Spanish arrogantly named Hispaniola, residents had long been animating the dead with a powerful magic called voodoo. (Yes, all right . . .) Or “voudun,” or “Vodun,” or “voodoun.” (Happy now? May I continue?) Parts of it might have come from Africa or other cool places. Nobody seemed to be 100 percent sure. There was consensus, however, on the fact that it was totally awesome. You, with great foresight, understood that, however it was spelled, voodoo could be combined with piracy to decimate the Europeans and send them packing.
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The bodies reanimated through voodoo were not simply alive again. They were suggestible. They could be commanded, like obedient automatons. They were the ultimate soldiers a general might wish to command on the battlefield. They would charge blindly into certain destruction if so ordered. They could withstand punishing damage and only seemed to be “killed” when their heads were destroyed or separated from their bodies. They required no pay, food, or sleep, and were content to let you do all the thinking for them.



 Then, as time went by, zombies seemed to evolve. They retained their slow, automaton-like movements—but where they had previously required a prompt to, say, go on a murderous rampage of mayhem and carnage, they began to develop an innate taste for human flesh. (And brains. Brains seemed to be the very best of all....) Zombies seemed to want to attack and eat humans on their own, of their own volition, just because they liked it. This could, of course, prove problematic when the wrong persons were attacked.



 It soon became clear that it would take a special kind of person to manage these zombies and that it would take a very special kind of person to employ zombies in the buccaneer’s trade. He or she would have to find a way to keep the zombies in line and make sure that their murderous, brain-eating “efforts” furthered the cause of the mission at hand. However, astute pirate captains wagered that cultivating a zombie crew—though a difficult task, certainly—would be well worth the effort.



 No surer engine of plunder, adventure, and pure, unadulterated awesomeness exists than a ship of zombie pirates. What an exhilarating joy to be captain of a rotting crew of brain-eating representatives of the living dead! To smell the briny sea air intermingled with the rot of decaying human flesh! To bedeck oneself in stolen jewels! To live! (In . . . a manner of speaking.) A zombie captain will enjoy power, adventure, and unrivaled glory. He or she will amass great wealth, and international reputation. His or her crew will be the envy of the seas.



 And so ...



 If you think you’re man—or woman—enough for the task, the Code of Zombie Piracy contained in this book will provide a step-by-step guide to the art of plundering with the undead. You will learn how to create/recruit an army of zombies ready to sail the high seas, find a seaworthy vessel appropriate for your nefarious practices, and set sail in pursuit of treasure, plunder, and fucking up those stupid, arrogant, mean European bastards who took all your shit.



 It will not always be an easy life. All pirates are hunted as much as they themselves hunt. When word gets back to the mainland of an ass-kicking ship of the dead, attacking ships regardless of the colo(u)rs they fly and eating the brains of the captured, people around the world are going to be gunning for you every chance they get. Make no mistake: A zombie pirate captain is wanted dead or alive by every nation and pursued at every turn. Traps will be laid for you. The best and brightest of the world’s navies will trail you. Bounties will be offered for your head (preferably, disconnected from the rest of your body).



 Should this dissuade you from an awesome and kick-ass life of zombie piracy? By no means.



 Should you be ready for it? Absolutely.



 That’s exactly what the code contained in the book will do: completely prepare you for the trials you’re about to face.



 I’m ready if you are.



 Let’s begin.
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Deciding What Kind of Zombies (and What Kind of Pirates) You Want to Command

I won’t sugarcoat it. This first part is going to be a bit of work. What can I say? Things are tough out here.



 It’s hot. It’s the early 1700s. Lawlessness abounds. European navies are sailing around like a bunch of jerks—they think they’re so cool with their bright flags, fancy-lad uniforms, and weevil-free biscuits. Commerce and shipping are profitable, true, but unless you’re aligned with a European superpower or a major shipping conglomerate, no one cares a spit about you out here. For the Average Joe, it’s hard just getting a boat to ferry you from island to island.



 You constantly have to worry about dying of tropical diseases. (If you do get sick, doctors will just put leeches on you and bleed you until you die.) It’s a million goddamn degrees every day, but for some reason, prudence and decorum dictate that you must walk around in trousers and a doublet. People still use swords—fucking swords!—for fighting. There are guns, yes, but they’re accurate at about the same distance as the length of a sword. Also, shoot a gun once, and you need to stop and reload it—a process that takes about two minutes if you’re fast and good at it. (This is why pirate captains carry like ten pistols stuck into every crevice of their bodies. Ten pistols are ten shots. Chances are, you’ve got way, way more than ten people to kill, so it’s not a perfect solution by any means . . .) There are also cannons, which are far more accurate than pistols—especially seeing as they’re usually shot from ships at other ships in coordinated broadside attacks. Nobody just carries around a cannon.



 On the plus side . . . well, there’s rum. Lots and lots of rum. Armies give it out as part of rations. Doctors prescribe it for anything and everything. (Think: pharmaceutical lobby of 2010 = rum lobby of 1700.) Nine times out of ten, getting a nice rum buzz on is going to be the only thing that makes your waking life bearable. (You can forget about iPods, air-conditioning, and the Internet).
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This part of the world is wild. Unsettled. Dangerous. Maybe there are dragons. Maybe there are cities of gold. Nobody really knows yet. Given this pervading sense of “anything could happen here,” the Caribbean tends to attract adventure-seekers and people looking to get rich quick. Sure, there will be a sprinkling of religious zealots, uninteresting locals, and stoic government officials, but, by and large, the Caribbean is not a place where boring people come. It’s interesting, and so are most of the people who choose to live in it. It’s a place where fortunes are made or lost. Where a man can be a criminal one day and a pirate king the next. And where a person who knows what he or she wants can take it. With zombies.



 Now, like I said, you just have to decide what kind of zombies they’re going to be.



 Let’s start with the extremes. On one end of our spectrum is the traditional, early-stage Haitian voodoo zombie. This zombie is created by a priest or shaman from the corpse of a recently deceased peasant. These zombies are the most common in the Caribbean. They are also the least autonomous, and—let’s be honest—the least interesting. Having been reanimated soon after death, voodoo zombies can often be mistaken for living humans—at least from a distance. These zombies are quiet. They speak only when spoken to, and they speak like robots. Boring robots. Sometimes these zombies are employed in situations where they have to impersonate living humans, but the best these zombies can pull off is sounding like a patient with a motor-neural injury. These traditional zombies are content to stand looking at their own shadow for hours on end or to while away a day walking in endless circles. They are also content to commit murder and sow chaos in villages throughout Hispaniola if so ordered . . . but only if so ordered. These zombies can do what needs doing, but they also require considerable micromanagement. In a way, these are the slackers of the zombie world. They’ll do things if you stand behind them commanding them, but otherwise, they just sort of hang around.



 Let’s go to the other end of the spectrum. Here, one finds the zombie who comes into being with one thing and one thing only on his mind—eating the minds of others. These zombies generally come into being through deals with Satan, readings from the texts of Abdul Al Hazred, or through the desecration of Indian burial grounds (probably Carib Indians—again, they really liked to eat people). These zombies are “born” to kill humans. From the very moment they spring out of the grave, they spend 100 percent of their time attempting to eat people. Often, this proves more easily said than done. For you see, zombies on this other extreme may not be recently deceased. Often, they have rotted in the ground for years. Sometimes they are missing limbs, faces, teeth, and other things that are helpful when you want to eat people. Do these physiological setbacks deter these zombies? Not at all. These cannibal zombies—though loath to be commanded or corralled—are ideal to have when the work turns bloody and the enemy is near. With these zombies in his or her crew, a zombie pirate captain will not need to make memorable speeches or grand displays to inspire his minions to attack. These zombies have a default setting of “attack, kill, and eat the enemy.” A pirate captain’s only concern will be what to do with these zombies when they are not needed for close combat.


ZOMBIE TIP:

The Quick and the Undead . . .
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As you might imagine, a crew of extremes can be extremely hard to deal with. However, a shrewd pirate captain understands that somewhere in between “crew of unmanageable murderers” and “crew of automatons who must be micromanaged constantly” is a crew of zombie pirates who are up for the hunt and kill, yet still able to take orders now and then. Certainly, you want violent tendencies. I mean, that has to be there. You’re not going to go to the trouble to cripple and raid merchant vessels so that you can compliment the crew on their haircuts. You’re more focused on making them walk the plank and taking their treasure. Violent zombies will make this happen, but you still need the zombies to be subject to your will. You need to be able to call them off when necessary, or have them wait until the moment is right to strike. A zombie pirate who doesn’t listen to his pirate captain isn’t useful to anybody.



 One good way to reach this area of compromise between zombie extremes is to have your local voodoo priest reanimate the cadavers of murderous pirates. Because they’ve been reanimated through voodoo, these zombies are liable to be of the commandable variety. However, a pedigree of piracy will run through their bones (and rotting sinews, and desiccated muscles), and when the cutlasses and cannonballs start flying, they’ll know what to do. Just as zombies have a way of remembering artifacts from their former lives when they interact with them—things like umbrellas, door handles, and how to salute—so do zombies have a knack for remembering certain situations. Even a zombie whose senses have been dulled by the voodoo reanimation process will usually have some idea of when it’s time to weigh anchor and cruise the seas for prey.



 If, however, you find yourself in possession of zombie reanimated through magical or supernatural means—the kind that already want to kill and kill and kill—take heart. All is not lost. In face, these aggressive and difficult-to-manage zombies can be among your strongest assets. They must be used sparingly and carefully corralled onboard, but in the right circumstances, they can become some of your most powerful weapons. For example, if you can launch a few of these uncontrollable killing-machine zombies onto the deck of an enemy ship (possibly with a catapult or some other cool device), then they’re going to create a disruption in that enemy crew far more effective and decimating than a barrage of grapeshot. You can dress these zombies in pantaloons and tricorne hats, and they’ll basically fit in with the rest of the crew. By the time the enemy figures out what’s up with these guys, it’ll be far, far too late for them to do anything about it. Finally (as we’ll discuss further), you can hide these zombies in your hold and then unleash them when your ship has come into physical contact with an enemy vessel.



 In summary, you want to be a “big tent” kind of zombie pirate captain. If a zombie seems like he can be useful to you—or, you know, is even just around and handy—my advice is to give him an audition. Just as the members of human pirate crews will have different personalities, zombie pirate crews also have room for at least some variation. Zombies with different styles are fine, as long as they work together toward the common goal. (Murder, plunder, brains, etc.)



 It is your job to make sure that happens.
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The Benefits of Zombie Pirates (Over, Say, Regular Pirates or Regular Zombies)

Don’t get me started on “regular” pirates.



 Oh sure, being a pirate is one thing. It’s all “Yo, ho, ho, and a bottle of rum, and when do we get to go on the next murderin’, plunderin’, womanizin’-spree?”



 Being a pirate is fine and dandy.



 But leading a group of pirates? That’s a pain in the ass right there.



 Did you ever wonder why pirate captains like Long John Silver and Blackbeard and Captain Kidd have reputations for being such dicks? Trust me, they didn’t start out that way. Blackbeard and others of his ilk got to be complete and total bastards for one reason and one reason only. They were called upon to do the impossible: manage pirates.



 Think about the worst employee you ever saw at the worst job you ever had. Think about their self-centeredness, their inability to be a “team player,” their proclivity for physically attacking coworkers whenever they felt like it. Now multiply those traits about a thousand times, and you’ve got some sense of the workplace behavior you find in somebody who wants to be a pirate.



 Wait! You’re not fucking done yet. Now take that worstcoworker-times-1, 000 and multiply him or her by an entire crew of pirates. And now imagine you’re the one who has to get these ADHD, violence-prone, self-centered drunkards to somehow focus and work together. Even a veteran behavioral psychologist would grant that these people are not going to respond to “positive reinforcement” and “disciplinary timeouts.” (Also, Ritalin is still like three hundred years away.)



 So what’s left? Well, as any pirate captain—no matter how initially beneficent—always learns, pirates tend only to respond to the most base, primal motivators. They want gold and plunder, and they want not to die (probably in that order, but hey, it’s not hard and fast with these guys). To get regular pirates to do anything, you have to threaten to kill them or reward them with treasure. Anything less, and it’s just one more step toward an ineffective crew that is going to start thinking about how good a mutiny sounds. For a pirate captain seeking to motivate his crew, the “carrot” has to be brimming with gold and jewels, and the “stick” should be the tip of a cutlass or the end of a plank.
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