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/ Il Fortume Delays Us

Monday 24th v suddenly. He gazed up at the masts that towered
his morn Will woke me above the houses. “She’s not there,” he gasped,
before sunup. He bid me pointing upward. “The Sally Anne! Her

fetch my belongings, but masthead is gone!” With this he dropped his bag
laughed out loud when I did. and, forgetting me, raced to the waterside.
“Fie, man!” he snorted. When I caught up with him, he was sitting
“Do you think we are going gloomily with the harbormaster. He told Will
to sea in a tailor’s shop?” |  his ship had found a cargo sooner than expected
,  With this he emptied half the and had sailed on the evening tide. [ was sorely
= % clothes from my bag. Seeing my disappointed. Forcing a smile, Will said, "Never

-lum face, he told me they were the clothes of . mind, Jake. Our luck will change.” Then the

: landsman. (This, he explained, is what sailors | harbormaster added, “Greybound is looking for

-all those who are used to a life ashore.) fit and able men. You could do worse than sign
Such finery is no use on a ship, and there’s on at yonder inn,” pointing out an alehouse, “if
srecious little space aboard to stow ‘em.” {  you can put up with old Captain Nick!” Will
Thus lightly loaded, we set off at dawn. | shrugged, “Beggars cannot be choosers.”
\v father clapped me upon the shoulder, wished We found a man from the Greybound sitting
me luck, and bid Will take care of me. My aunts in a back room. To my surprise, he asked us no
~oth hugged me and dabbed my eyes with their questions but bid us write our names in a book
aprons (though they would have better dabbed below the names of other members of the crew.
their own, which needed it more). Thus it was that by signing my name [ ceased to
The journey to Charleston took us all the be just the son of a doctor and became a sailor!
day and I most eagerly desired to see the We go aboard tomorrow.

sca. When we arrived I said to Will that y ,-'i-?g'
| had expected the ocean to be bigger, for ¥

| thought I spied the other shore in the
distance. “Nay, Jake!” he laughed in

E
%
N\
reply. “This here is but a wide river. B S
The open ocean is three leagues east
and is far too big to see across.”
Our inn for the night is a mean

and grimy place. Even the straw

mattresses are lumpy and dusty.

Tuesday 25th

T oday we had some ill luck when
we went to join our ship.

We were yet two streets away from

the quayside when Will stopped
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/ Explore the Ship

Erﬁ? Wednesday 26th 1 [ was eager 1o
his morning Will and explore the ship, but
joined our ship. | felt a before I could do this
/A .
. 7\ \ true landsman, for in Will set me to wash
I w walking up the plank the decks. He

from the quayside I lost explained that

my footing. Before | they must be

o

: - could topple into the kept damp, or

water, though, Will the boards
hauled me on board. l shrink apart,
One member of the crew saw my misfortune @ letingin the
and. when he had recovered from his laughter, Y sea. [ his was
led Will and me down into the ship. a long and
Will took down a roll of canvas and, using tiresome chore, but
the ropes at each end, hung it up between two |  when it was complete
deck timbers. “This hammock is where you shall [ was free to watch the seamen load the cargo.
sleep, Jake. By day you stow it away with your They did this with the aid of one of the
clothes rolled inside.” ship’s yards (these being the stout beams,
The Greybound is an odd place. I am to live crossing the mast, from which the sails hang).
in 2 world of wood and water. Almost everything Using ropes fixed to yards, it was easier work to
[ look upon is wood. That which is not wood hoist the tubs and barrels from the quayside.
is canvas, rope, Or tar. There are two tall masts. The front

one, which I must learn to call the
foremast, has yards for three great square
sails. The mainmast behind it likewise has
three of these square sails. But behind this
mainmast there is also an odd-shaped sail
stretched between two spars, making the
shape a little like a letter K. 1 learned that
our ship is called a brig on account of this
rigging (which is what sailors call the
arrangement of the sails, masts, and ropes).
Here | must end, for daylight fades.
Candles are permitted only inside a horn

lantern, which protects the ship against

fire. But it also makes the candle’s
| joas thrice tipped out of my bammock before light into a dull glow that is useless
! learned hotw to climb into it. Now ) am here, though, for writing.
| find it as comfortable as any bed.

10
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In the golden age of piracy,
young Jake Carpenter joins his uncle
aboard a merchant vessel bound for
the Caribbean. When the Greyhound
is captured by pirates, Jake lives the
life of an outlaw, raiding settlements
and chasing treasure. Jake’s diary

is a thrilling and faithful account

of his many seafaring adventures —

and misadventures!
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* “A swashbuckling sortie into pirate waters. . . . With seeming
effortlessness, Platt weaves vast quantities of nautical information into a
text as lively as it is absorbing.” — Publishers Weekly (starred review)

* “Although fiction, much of the book is based on fact, as explained
in the appended notes. There’s also a short history of piracy and
mention of infamous rogues. Kids looking for adventure will certainly
find plenty of it here.” — School Library Journal (starred review)

“Richard Platt offers much more than a skull-and-crossbones and a few
talking parrots. . . . The words and pictures . . . combine to make this an exciting
read. You don't have to be a nine-year-old boy to like it.” — Chicago Tribune

www.candlewick.com
ISBN 076362865-4
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