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&�&�&�&�&� "Action packed fantasy!" - B. Grace____________Pirates, monsters, and a world where

everything has gone impossibly wrong!Sam is stolen from the comforts of the only life he has

known. A young man, he is captured by pirates and forced into their crew. A common practice

for the time, he never thought it would happen to him.Sam is forced to undergo a series of trials

and tests beyond his wildest imagination- all in the hopes of escaping pirate life and returning

to his family and beloved twin sister.Filled with harrowing adventures, mythical creatures, and

one man’s determination to survive in a world gone mad, The Rattler is an epic journey you

won’t want to miss.Buy your copy and set sail into the great unknown today!
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permitted by copyright law.For Vikki and MatildaPrologueThe rhythmic beat of fists and feet on

wood mimicked my heart, as if a hummingbird had nested in my chest. Stripped to my waist

and barefoot, I worried about my footing on the blood-stained deck. �I glanced at my opponent, a

boy around my age, the age where boys seemingly become men overnight. He is at least a foot

taller than me, wider of the chest and deeper in voice. His skin is darker than mine and he

speaks an unfamiliar tongue. There is fear in his eyes, much the same as mine, but there is

also something that mine are missing. Confidence. �We are standing on the main deck of the

ship, located in the middle and the lowest point where you can still see the sky. Surrounding us

stand the rest of the crew, some in a circle around us, others on the higher decks towards the

front and rear of the ship. Those around us are stomping their feet and those above are

banging their fists against bannisters, trying not to spill their flagons and bottles that are being

liberally passed around. The noise is deafening and only adds fuel to my fear. �I examine the

deck between us, a pool of blood has been hastily wiped up and there is a very clear trail

where the previous loser was dragged and thrown overboard. The victor stands to my right,

slick with sweat with a swollen lip and a blackening eye but very much alive. I am staring at the

deck, mainly to avoid the look in my opponent’s eyes but also searching for any advantage I

can use. My opponent is bigger and stronger and there is no way I’ll defeat him in an even fight.

If I can lead him to the blood maybe he will lose his footing? I notice the deck is uneven and so

frantically try to memorise the bumps and dips, hoping he is not doing the same. �I look up, the

crew are yet to have their fill of bloodlust and are baying for more. The fervour is palpable, and I

question whether there is anything more exciting in life than seeing another person die. The

question bothered me but there would be time to think on that later . . . hopefully. �The beat

slows as the Captain, standing tall and proud on the deck above, raises his hand. My mouth

goes dry, my bowels turn to water, and I turn to face my opponent. This is it.Chapter 1“More

ale, boy!” My mind casts back three days and the events leading up to what might be my final

moments on this Earth. The man who barked the order was large, both in height and width. To

me, he looked like a giant. He had long black hair that was unkempt and a huge black bushy

beard. He wore gold rings on both hands and had gold studs all along both ears. Laid on the

table were his dagger and a curved sword.Sailors didn’t venture so far up Steep Hill, an apt

name for the street leading to The Lookout Tavern, the Tavern owned by my father, and so it

was a surprise to see a sailor sat at the dimly lit table in the corner. I nodded my head at the

man while clearing his empty tankard, returning to the bar where my father stood. �“That man

wants another beer.” I hand the glass to my father and thumb towards the man, my father gives

me a weary look. �“Be careful with him,” he answers, taking the tankard and filling it with beer.

“He shouldn’t be in here and he shouldn’t have weapons with him. This is exactly what Percy is

supposed to stop happening.”Percy oversaw the security of our Island, appointed due to the

rising incidences between sailors and the inhabitants of the island. The increase in ships was,



according to the island’s elders and the few fishermen, due to the island’s location. At the time,

I didn’t know what that meant. All I knew was the four walls of the tavern and the brewer that

was located inland who I would collect ale from every other day, sometimes with and

sometimes without Father. I was forbidden from going down to the docks but from the vantage

point of the tavern we had a good view of the ships arriving. Recently I noticed it wasn’t the

usual ships that were landing, with their brightly coloured flags, but ships baring black flags.My

father handed me the tankard, ale brimming over the top. “Take that to him and tell your sister

to stay in the kitchen.” I nod to my father and take the tankard to the man, placing it next to the

dagger on the table. The man looks at me for a moment longer than is comfortable and

eventually slides a few pennies over to me. I take the pennies, hand them to Father and enter

the kitchen.“Molly, Father says you’re to stay in here.” I say, watching as she chops some

carrots for the broth Mother is preparing.“Why?”“There’s a man out there that Father doesn’t

like the look of.” Molly stops what she’s doing and turns towards me. I already know what she’s

thinking, Mother says it’s because we’re twins. She wants to go and have a look. Sensing

what’s about to happen I watch mother put a hand on Molly’s shoulder and turn her back

towards the chopping board.“You should listen to your Father.”“Yes mother.” I could see she

was pouting.“Why doesn’t Father like that man?” I ask, curious.“Because he’s a bad

man.”“Why?”“He’s come from one of those ships with the black sails. They are bad men on

those ships.”“Why?” This time it was my sister that asked the question.“You kids and your

questions,” she rolled her eyes. “I’ll tell you when you’re older,” and with that the conversation

was done.I spent the rest of the night helping Father in the tavern while Molly and Mother

stayed in the kitchen. Father had instructed Mother to stay put as well, he said it was to keep

Molly company but I got the impression he was worried about Mother too. Between the lulls in

the work I couldn’t help but daydream about the man and the ship with the black flag.***The

next day Father was agitated and told me I should fetch the ale from the brewer even though it

was his turn to do so. I was about to complain but stopped when I saw his face. Sensing I was

about to protest he told me to take Molly for company. �My sister was in her room combing her

hair. While we were the same age, she had begun the transformation into a woman while I was

still waiting for the growth spurt to take me to manhood. She had long blond hair and, while I

was not short compared to my peers, she was taller than me. She had always had attention

from the boys but I had started to notice the glances she received from men. Being the same

age we shared the same friends and were close. Mother and Father worked nonstop in the

tavern but said children shouldn’t work as much as the adults, so they gave us time off together. �

“I’m going to fetch the ale, want to come?” I asked, hoping she would say yes. �She turned to

face me, smiling. “Yes, I’ve got something to tell you anyway.” I stared back, assuming I was in

trouble for something. “It’s nothing bad,” she teased. �We left the house and started the hour’s

walk to the brewer, me dragging the cart behind. Father said that the cart should be pulled by

an animal called a donkey but there weren’t any on the island. He explained that donkeys were

like dogs but bigger. He then said as there weren’t any on the island, I could be the donkey. �The

day was hot, I wore a simple vest and a pair of shorts. While I was skinny for a long time I had

noticed I was beginning to put muscle on my arms and chest. I suppose being a donkey had its

advantages. Molly wore a light blue dress to keep her cool that ended just above her knees but

both of us were sweating. �“Sarah likes you.” Molly said as we walked the dirt-trodden path. She

was fiddling with some flowers that I assumed would eventually become a necklace she would

wear for the rest of the day. She always had the ability to enhance the beauty in anything she

saw. �I blushed slightly, Sarah was part of our circle of friends but probably Molly’s best friend.

Unlike my sister she had dark, short hair. She was poorer than us and lived closer to the docks



further down the hill. Her Father worked at one of the local brothels, the Ocean Pearl, both to

serve drinks and to help keep the peace due to his size.“How do you know that?” �“I can just

tell,” she bent over to pick up more flowers and then continued, “Every time we meet up she’s

always like ‘where’s Sam?’, ‘what’s Sam doing today?’ It’s exhausting.” She smiled at me. �“Shut

up!” I was still blushing. Secretly I didn’t want her to shut up, but she had embarrassed me. �

“Let’s go and see her tonight and I’ll ask her,” she punched my arm and I felt the blood rushing

to my face. “Here,” she placed the flowers on top of my head, it wasn’t a necklace she was

making, it was a crown. I laughed, what else could I do? But something washed over me,

something I hadn’t felt before. There was a feeling lingering inside me, a feeling of dread. I

don’t know what it was, I don’t know why it was, but when I turned to face my sister, I noticed

that her smile had disappeared as well.***“Tell your Father to be careful.” I had finished

unloading the empty barrels from the cart while Jack, the brewer, loaded two full ones on.Molly

watched, keeping well away from the ‘dirty’ work as she called it. “Be careful of what?” She

asked.“There are pirates on the island.”Me and Molly looked at each other, we had never heard

the name before. “What are pirates?” I asked, sparing Molly the embarrassment of having to

ask what, could potentially be, a stupid question.Jack looked conflicted but then shook his

head, realising he had taken the innocence of two adolescents. “Ask your Father when you get

back to him,” he paused for a second, “and tell him to be careful.”I gave Jack the five silver

coins father had given to me before we left. “Thank you boy, same again in two days?” I

nodded. “Tell your father I’ve some rum next time, two bottles for a silver. Popular with the

sailors, rum is, if you can get them up that bloody hill.” I nodded and spun the cart around,

noticing how much easier I was finding it. Molly came to join me, giving Jack a wave.“What’s a

pirate?” I asked once we were out of earshot of Jack.“Don’t know. I bet Sarah knows if they are

sailors,” she began picking flowers again, “or at least her Father might.”“Do you think that man

in the tavern was one last night?”“How am I supposed to know, you and Father had me locked

in the kitchen!”“Father didn’t seem to like him being there. He said that Percy should be

stopping people like him from coming to the tavern. Do you think he meant Pirates?”“If they’re

paying money, what’s it matter?” She made a good point.“I suppose so.” I paused, “maybe we

should ask Sarah later?”Molly burst out laughing, punching me on the arm again. “Yeah of

course, that’s why we should go and see her!” �“Shut up!” I realised we didn’t need to be twins

for her to work out the real reason, it was probably written on my beet-red face. “Besides, if we

see Sarah we’ll probably see Drew.” I was trying to turn the tables, knowing my sister liked

Drew.It seemed to work as my sister hesitated before replying, although her face didn’t go the

same shade of pink that mine had. “Let’s just go to the lookout point and let the fates

decide.”I nodded in reply, the lookout point was located at the very top of Steep Hill. Father’s

tavern was three-quarters of the way up, so it was a short journey for us but a longer journey

for Sarah and Drew. Although the journey was longer, Sarah’s Dad didn’t want her near the

brothels at night, especially when there was a ship in the dock and Drew, a family friend of

Sarah’s, chaperoned her to and from the lookout point in exchange for a few pennies. They

didn’t always make the climb, depending on what work Drew had on with his father, but it was

always a pleasant experience when they did.***That afternoon I had a bath and put on my best

clothes, kidding myself that it had nothing to do with Sarah. I was dressed in a simple white

cloth shirt, long trousers and my Father’s old boots that I had attempted to polish but were still

worn and scuffed. I had followed Molly into the bath once she had finished and now I could

smell a sweet scent coming from her bedroom. I knocked on her door and waited. �“Just a

minute.” She called, I could hear her shuffling around. Eventually she opened the door and the

sight caught me by surprise. She was wearing mother’s red lipstick and her cheeks looked



pinker than they did earlier. She was also wearing one of mother’s old dresses, tight-fitting

around the waist but with room above and below which Molly was beginning to fill. “Well?” she

asked, giving me a twirl. �“I thought you didn’t like Drew?” �“I never said that.” She smiled, looking

me up and down. “I thought you didn’t like Sarah?”I didn’t have anything to say in my defence. I

also had to admit she did look nice, though I’d never tell her that. She twirled again, smiled at

me, the kind of smile where I knew she had read my mind, and began towards the stairs.I

almost bumped into her as she abruptly stopped at the top. She turned and put a finger to her

lips. I joined her and could hear voices down by the back door.“We had one in here last night.”

That was Father’s voice.“There are two ships in the harbour. You’re not the first to complain.” I

recognised that voice as well, it was Percy.“I’m sure I’m not but you need to do something

about it. I’ve got kids here!” Father sounded agitated.“What do you want me to do? It’s not like I

have the manpower. Besides, they have coin, don’t they?”There was a slight hesitation, “Yes

they do. But the one last night brought weapons inside. What am I supposed to do if he decides

he doesn’t want to pay?”This time it was Percy’s time to pause. He eventually continued, “I’ve

got a few extra men helping tonight, I’ve told most of them to stay by the brothels down by the

docks but I’ll have a couple on standby on the Hill.” I heard the backdoor open and it appeared

the conversation was over. “Look I’ve got to go and get organised. We’ll discuss this at the next

council meeting, we need to come up with a long-term solution anyway.”The backdoor closed

which was the cue for Molly and I to descend the stairs. Father had his back to us but turned

when he heard us, his solemn face breaking out into a smile. “Well don’t you two look nice,

where are you off to?”“The viewing point, we’re hoping to meet some friends.” Molly answered

for the both of us.“They must be special friends if you’re so dressed up.”“There’s a girl Sam

likes.” Molly giggled.“Oh, is there now?” Father laughed. I could have said the same about Molly

but decided to take one for the team. I wondered how red my face looked now against my white

shirt. “You make sure you look after your sister.”“I will Father. Where’s Mother?”“She’s gone to

see your auntie Mae, she isn’t well.”“Are you going to be ok by yourself?” I asked.“She’ll be

back soon. You kids have fun, and remember . . .”“Stay away from the docks!” We both said in

unison, rolling our eyes.“When did you both grow up?” The question was rhetorical as he

entered the main tavern area.Molly grabbed my hand and pulled me through the back door,

“Come on.”***The road to the viewing point twisted around the hill. All in all, it took less than ten

minutes. I would usually be out of breath by now but it was getting easier and easier each time. �

“They’re not here.” I said, disappointed. �“Not yet but there’s still time.” She walked over to the

large rock that sat on the edge of the cliff. It wasn’t the comfiest rock but the view was stunning.

She sat down and faced out to sea. I walked over and joined her. �The view was breathtaking. To

the right the day’s sun was dipping towards the horizon, turning a bright blue sky into a brilliant

orange colour. Below you could see the entire village. Furthest away from us was the docks

where two ships with black sails were anchored. I could just about make out activity around the

docks and aboard the ships but it looked like most of the crew had ventured onto the island.

The ships weren’t the biggest we had seen but were big enough to take up all the dock space

we had. Next up were the taverns and brothels that greeted weary sailors. These were mainly

wooden buildings that always appeared glistening with the spray of the ocean. There was more

activity around these areas, as there often was towards the evening. I was hoping Sarah wasn’t

down there. Beyond the ‘entertainment’ and towards where we sat the path began to rise as it

turned from a gentle slope to something significantly steeper. The first part of the hill was

where the majority of the Island’s inhabitants, Sarah and Drew included, lived. The house’s

here were still wooden but they were in much better condition having proper roofs and the

structures regularly repaired. The housing area was the unofficial barrier between where the



sailors could go and where the island’s inhabitants should stay. �Above the houses were the

amenities of the island. There was the butcher, the doctor, the general store and the

townhouse where Percy was due to discuss the issue of the sailors in the morning. These were

being slowly transformed from wood to stone with the townhouse being by far the largest

building on the island (but still no bigger than the largest ships that arrived).We then came to

the larger houses where those in charge lived, Percy amongst them, along with the doctor and

those of a higher skill level including our only shipbuilder. These were newly built stone

structures and the richer of the houses were also painted, light colours of blue and pink

dominating the hill. In the middle of all of that was our father’s tavern, which doubled as our

own house.Towards the top of the houses it flattened out slightly and led further into the island,

beyond what we could see, and towards the brewer and the farms which demanded the flattest

areas. I could just about make out the path that wound behind us to the viewpoint. Surrounding

us where we sat were near vertical cliffs which I’d be lying if I said I hadn’t tried to climb.“I

wonder where they come from.” Molly broke the silence.“Who?”“Those ships. Do you ever

wonder what’s beyond this island?”“Father says there are larger islands beyond the sea.”“How

does father know?”I paused, now she’d asked the question I realised Father never had any

stories about anywhere else except this island. “Do you think he’s ever left?”“I asked Mother

once, she said she doesn’t know.” Mother had grown up on the island, she used to live by the

docks in the poorer area. “I think I’d like to jump on one of those ships and sail off into the

distance.”I had never thought of that before, I always imagined staying on the island forever.

Now Molly mentioned it maybe I did want to venture further than this rock. “We never asked

father about the pirates, did we?”Molly shook her head and glanced towards the horizon.

“Maybe Drew or Sarah know.”“Maybe, but it doesn’t look like they’re coming does it?” I

answered.She turned to face me, “maybe we should go to them?” I knew the look in her eyes,

the mischievous look she’d give me before she’d sneak a bit of ale behind our parents’

back.“What, down to the docks?”“Why not? Father can’t keep us on this high perch forever. We

need to spread our wings.” She jumped off the rock and began towards the path that led back

down into the village.I had to admit that the talk about far away islands, about pirates and about

something other than the tavern had piqued my curiosity. I jumped down and followed my

sister. “What if we get caught?” I asked.“Then I imagine you’ll get the belt hard enough for the

both of us.” She laughed at that, Father never struck Molly but with me he’d used the belt on

several occasions. “Here, hopefully this will make up for it . . . if it works.” I hadn’t noticed until

now that she was holding something which she now held out. I took it and opened it up, it was

a flower necklace, the kind I’d seen her make hundreds of times, but this one was different.

This had been bolstered by string and held a few shells around the flowers. It was very pretty

but I wasn’t exactly sure it was for me.“It’s a bit . . . girly, isn’t it?”“It’s not for you, idiot. It’s for a

certain somebody whose name begins with ‘S’, as in seashells.”I choked up, I didn’t know why.

Luckily she didn’t notice. We had always been close but still had fights like siblings did.

Recently though those fights were few and far between and it was rare you’d see one of us

without the other. “Thanks sis,” was all I could say as I put the necklace in my pocket.***“Guys!”

We were barely around the first corner when Drew and Sarah appeared. “We didn’t think you

were coming.” Molly waved as they approached.“Sorry, Drew had to run some errands. His

Father has been roped in as ‘protection’ for the sailors.” Sarah turned to Drew and squeezed

his biceps, “didn’t need him though.”Drew pushed her off, “these are big enough to look after

you aren’t they!” Hardly the wittiest of comebacks but Molly laughed. Drew was a year or two

older than we were and was well on his way to manhood. He wasn’t exactly small and he

wasn’t exactly weak, but even though he had a couple of years on me I could tell I was going to



be taller and wider at his age. “Where are you off to?”“The docks.” Molly proclaimed before I

had a chance to think, the mischievous look still in her eyes. I had assumed that, now Drew

and Sarah were here, our little escapade would be put on hold.“Father letting you explore more

than your palace?” Sarah asked, I blushed but said nothing. She was wearing a black dress

that appeared too big for her but, even though it was baggy, she was beginning to fill it in all the

womanly places.The four of us began the long walk to the shady parts of the island. Even

though Drew and Sarah lived close to the docks, and had done this walk many times before, I

felt nervous. Molly did too, I could feel it.“Are there pirates at the docks?” I asked, breaking the

momentary silence. I didn’t want to ask what a pirate was, I didn’t want to be laughed at.“Yeah,”

Drew answered, “and they’ve been making mischief in the brothels. They’re rough with the

girls, rude and always fighting either themselves or the locals.”“Father has a black eye from the

other day.” Sarah added. “Percy has promised him two men to help keep the peace while

they’re here.”“Who are they”? Molly asked, I could sense she was trying to ask the question on

both our lips, ‘what’s a pirate?’.“Criminals and scallywags Father says. The one that hit him was

a beast of a man, his arms were bigger than Drew’s legs. He couldn’t speak our language

though, which is what agitated him.”“Where do they come from?” I asked.“The ships?” Drew

answered, although it was more of a question. He went onto explain what he had heard. That

they were indeed criminals, banished from their original homes for their sins. That they

murdered, stole, raped, drank and fought and didn’t hold any morals. They hoarded treasure

and took what they couldn’t afford. They tortured their enemies for pleasure and made people

fight to the death just for sport. I suddenly didn’t feel like walking to the docks anymore.“They

sound like absolute brutes.” Molly said, “How do you know this?”“From Mother.” Drew

answered. Drew’s Mother had come from one of the neighbouring islands and had had first-

hand experience.“Maybe exploring wasn’t such a good idea after all.” Molly said.“Nonsense, if I

can chaperone Sarah, I can do so for you too.” He placed his hand on his hip, leaving a gap

between his elbow and his body for Molly to slip her arm through. Without any encouragement

Sarah did the same with me and I felt a flutter in my stomach.***We spent the next hour

exploring, and by we I meant myself and Molly. I don’t know what Drew and Sarah must have

thought, having probably seen the sights hundreds of times. There was still enough light in the

sky to see but street fires had been lit. The thing I noticed the most was the smell. I hadn’t

really thought about where my waste was going, other than downhill, and by the smell it must

be accumulating somewhere down by the docks.The dirt paths were wet and muddy, ruining

the shoes I had worn and making me worry about how I would explain this to father. I noticed

most people were wearing boots, so the mud didn’t slip over the top of their shoes. Sarah and

Drew were also wearing boots and I felt foolish in not doing so myself.It was also loud by the

docks and everywhere you looked there was activity, mainly of the drinking variety. There were

drunks slumped outside the taverns and there were women outside the brothels trying to

entice the sailors in. We didn’t venture too close to the docks themselves, and so weren’t

bothered by anybody in particular, but we had a good view from where we were.***“What was

that?” I felt Sarah’s arm tighten on my own after hearing glass smash behind us. The four of us

span around towards the direction of the noise. There was lots of shouting as a number of men

were arguing not far away.“Don’t know.” Molly answered, “But I think I’m done exploring.” I

nodded in agreement.“Come on, we’ll walk Sarah home as we’ll bypass the commotion, I’ll

then walk you two to the start of Steep Hill”. I admired Drew then, I wondered when I’d be able

to summon such confidence.We walked in the opposite direction, back towards the docks, but

made another right before we were halfway towards them. This was the street where Sarah

lived and it was in a sorry state. I had seen the houses from afar and hadn’t realised just how



much of a poor state they were in. The houses were made of wood but they had been up for so

long that the wood had begun to rot from the constant spray of the sea. There were also gaps

between the planks big enough to put your fist through. These houses must be freezing when

the weather turned. I looked at Sarah who sensed what I was thinking and simply shrugged. I

vowed that if we were ever to marry, I’d take her far away from this place.“This is me.” She

smiled outside one of the houses.“Are you going to be ok?” Drew asked.She laughed, “Don’t

pretend to be brave now that Molly’s around.” She punched Drew’s arm. If you didn’t know

better, you’d think these two were brother and sister. “I’ll be fine.” She gave Molly a hug and

then turned to me, wrapping her arms around me. “Maybe tomorrow we stick to the viewpoint?”

She asked, still holding me.“The day after, we have to work tomorrow.” I answered, not wanting

to let go.“Ahem” Molly coughed, breaking the hug.“See you later. Look after them won’t you,

big brave Drew.” She closed the door and I wondered whether she could lock it even if she

wanted to.“Come on, we’ll follow this path to the end and take a right. Keep your wits about you

though, the Smiths live at the bottom of this road.” The Smiths were a large family of criminals

and reprobates. I wondered whether they were also pirates.The street was dimly lit and there

was a sort of sludge running down the centre. I looked again at my shoes, knowing they were

ruined. We approached the house that Drew said was the Smith’s, it was by far the biggest but

equally the most run-down. It didn’t even need a door, there were 3 planks missing underneath

one of the hatches that served as a window. The Smiths were nowhere to be seen and Drew’s

shoulders relaxed when he came to the same conclusion.Behind us were more shouts, more

arguments and more glass smashing. “What’s going on?” Molly asked.“I don’t know.” Drew’s

shoulders tightened again, knowing his Father was out there somewhere.“Oi, you three!” There

was a shout from behind us, none of us turned round. Me and Molly didn’t know anybody other

than Sarah down here and Drew wasn’t hanging around. He quickly pulled us to the right and

up a side street, one more right turn and then a left and we’d be back on the path home.“Who

was that?” Molly asked, Drew dragging her along. He had pulled my arm to get me going but I

was more than capable now.“Nobody good,” he answered. “I didn’t recognise the voice and if

I’ve learnt anything its best to keep your distance from strangers around these parts.”We

turned right again and found ourselves heading back towards the commotion, I didn’t like it but

this was the only way home. Up ahead and to the right was another side street, if the man that

shouted at us thought to run up there he would be popping out any minute. I braced myself as

we got closer and could see Drew was staring at the gap, preparing himself.As we passed I

glanced down the street and my chest tightened, as I saw three men heading in our direction.

As soon as they spotted us they began the chase. We were now running towards the path that

led up Steep Hill, praying they wouldn’t catch us. I found myself at the front however I had to

slow down as I realised Drew was having to help Molly. She had managed to lose a shoe and

couldn’t run as fast as either of us. As I glanced back my heart began to race as I could see the

three men over Drew’s shoulder. They were catching up to us at an alarming rate. They were

no longer shouting for us to stop, they were shouting insults, and their swords were

drawn.“Hurry up, they’re gaining on us!” I pleaded to Molly who I noticed was trying to dodge

the thicker clumps of mud. “Now’s not the time to worry about clean feet.” I dropped to the rear

so I was ready if Molly, who was now between me and Drew, stumbled. I could hear each

splash as our pursuers’ boots stomped through the mud.“She’ll be between us soon.” One of

them shouted and even in the dim light I could see Molly’s face had gone a ghostly white

colour. We were coming up to the start of Steep Hill but knew that wouldn’t be the end of the

chase. Besides they were going to catch us before then anyway.“I’m having her first.”“Not if I

get there first.”“Shut up, you can have the boy.”I didn’t want to turn around but could hear how



close they were. I was praying I wasn’t the boy they were talking about. The others had heard

as well, I could feel the strength draining from Molly’s legs. If there was anything in the psychic

ability possessed by twins, I was willing her with all I had to keep moving, too out of breath to

say the words out loud. It was as if I could feel them reaching out to grab us.Molly stumbled but

I caught her and quickly righted her to continue. It was in that moment that I noticed Drew had

stopped running and had turned around, ready to face the beasts that were chasing us. Molly

didn’t turn, and I forced her to keep her legs moving, but I looked behind me wondering

whether I should also turn around. I watched as the three men slowed their pace, unsure of

what Drew’s plan was. Drew bent down and pulled out a dagger that had been concealed in his

boot, holding it in front of him. I’d never been in a sword fight before, I’d never actually been in

any fight other than with my sister, but I knew the chances weren’t good. I could see the three

men were laughing, confident that this was going to be an easy fight to win. They surrounded

him in a semi-circle and were closing in, with Drew taking small steps backwards as the

distance between us grew. One man lunged forward with his sword which Drew sidestepped

and lunged forward with his own move.The pirate on the right made a lunge forward, sticking

his sword through Drew’s now exposed ribs, concealed a moment ago by an arm that was now

thrust forward towards the pirates. The man pulled out his sword as Drew’s blood spilled on the

floor, making a pitter-patter sound on the ground as if it had begun to rain. Drew stood for a

moment but first bent and then fell forward, clearly already dead as he didn’t even put his

hands out to break his fall.“HELP!” I screamed, as loud as my lungs would allow me. I don’t

know what I was expecting but I didn’t want to face these alone. The whole encounter had

bought us less than 30 seconds but we’d put enough distance between ourselves that we were

going to make Steep Hill before they caught us. I just prayed they wouldn’t follow us up the

hill.As we ran, I could see more people heading for Steep Hill. There was a strange comfort in

seeing others but I knew we wouldn’t be safe until we lost the three of these.“What’s

happening?” Molly asked, noticing the others.“Erm,” I didn’t know but I could guess, “I think the

sailors are trying to take over the Island.”“Don’t let them get me.” Molly pleaded, glancing

behind her. She was panicking but so was I.“I won’t, I promise.” It wasn’t a promise I was sure I

could keep.The three were catching us again but we were almost at the turn. In front of us

three women and two men ran up the hill and I couldn’t see anybody pursuing them. We were

going to make it.We reached the turning and I pulled Molly around the corner, turning back just

long enough to see how close the three men were before they disappeared out of sight. In front

of us was the beginning of Steep Hill and further up the hill were the three women and two

men that had come from the direction of the docks.“They’re getting away!” One of the men

shouted as they appeared around the corner.“Those two aren’t,” came the reply and I knew

they were talking about me and Molly. My heart sank and I turned to see they were almost on

us. I could outrun them on my own but there was no way I was leaving Molly.“QUICK!” I looked

up and saw Percy some distance up the hill but running towards us, shouting and waving.

“HURRY!” My spirits lifted as behind him were four men, all running towards us. We were safe

as long as we could reach them and I turned around to see how much time we had.Not

enough. There was no way we were going to outrun them and even worse, when they did there

would be nothing Percy could do as he was still some distance away.I don’t know what made

me do it, maybe seeing Drew so brutally cut down hadn’t registered yet, but I let go of Molly

and turned around. Determined to see her safe. Molly slowed, trying to grab me and pull me

towards safety, “Come on!” she shouted.I shrugged her off “Go, get to them and come and get

me.” She was watching me, not moving nearly quickly enough. “GO!” I screamed, snapping her

out of her daze as she turned and ran.I braced myself, not having any sort of plan. I wasn’t



interested in fighting or in killing. The only thing I was interested in was slowing them down and

surviving.“You want to die, Boy!” One of them snarled, slowing down.“Forget him, I want her.”

Another said as he tried to circle around. I moved over to block his path and, realising what

was happening, he also slowed.The three of them formed the semi-circle that I’d watched Drew

succumb to. The one in front of me was bald and plump although he didn’t show any signs of

breathlessness. He was clean-shaven and looked menacing. To my left was a tall skinny man

with a gaunt face which he had tried to grow a beard over but there wasn’t enough hair to cover

his sunken cheekbones. His eyes were also sunken and black, giving the appearance more

akin to a ghoul than a man. The one on my right didn’t look much older than me although he

was tall and well built. He was well dressed compared to the others and even in the darkness, I

could see his sword handle was inlaid with gold.They began closing in, I tried backtracking but

they moved quicker. The skinny one on the left lunged and I managed to jump back just as the

bald one in the middle moved forward, quicker than a man his size should have been able to

move, to take his place. He tried to stab me but again I narrowly avoided getting

skewered.“Stop playing with him.” The handsome one on the right said, although I could see he

was laughing.Another lunge came from the left but this one was desperate, the skinny guy lost

his footing and started to fall forward. I don’t know what prompted me to do it, but I landed a

right hook on the bridge of his nose. It was the first time I’d ever thrown a punch in anger and

my fist hurt so much I was convinced I had broken it. The well-dressed man on the right

laughed at his fallen comrade, who was on his knees.“Well done Dead Eye, can’t wait to tell

the men this.”“Oi!” There was a shout from behind me, it sounded far away but was quickly

followed by another shout and then a third. The smile disappeared from the handsome one’s

face and I knew, even though I dare not look behind me, that I was saved. Molly must’ve made

it up the hill and gotten help or else Percy and his men had closed the gap much quicker than I

had anticipated.The three men looked unsure what to do next, two of them turning towards the

man with the golden sword. He stared blankly for a second before he gave his orders. “Grab

him, he can go in the pit.”The relief of hearing the town folk caused a moment of complacency

on my part and the one I had struck, black eyes staring directly into mine, managed to get a

good handful of my top. I frantically began beating down on his hand to release me from his

grasp but as I was doing so the large bald man grabbed my arm with his left hand and landed

an almighty punch with his right. If he wasn’t holding me, he’d have knocked me straight off my

feet. He pulled me up over his shoulder, turned and began walking towards the dock. I was

facing backwards, drifting between consciousness as Steep Hill bounced up and down with the

footsteps of my captor. The last thing I remember seeing was four men, Percy amongst them,

stood watching. Behind them was Molly who was pleading with them to continue the pursuit but

the men would not move. I smiled, knowing she was safe, before drifting off into

darkness.Chapter 2When I awoke it was the smell that hit me first, it was making my head

pound harder than it already was. It felt as if somebody had planted an axe right in the centre

of my forehead. Opening my eyes would be too painful and I didn’t want to see what I could

hear anyway; somebody retching next to me. They were either throwing the last of their

stomach contents up or starting on the next batch. I was topless and my shoes had been taken

and all I could feel was the cold creeping from the floor through to my bones.As I lay there, I

noticed something which I had not expected, somebody was rocking me. My body lifted so my

head was above my toes, only for it to drop down and now it was the turn of my toes to be

above my head. I couldn’t feel anybody holding me and couldn’t understand why they would be

doing that. I clenched my teeth and opened my eyes, which pulled apart the imaginary wound

in my forehead.The first thing I noticed was the darkness. The room was poorly lit with a couple



of candles at either end providing a little light. Most, though, came through a hatch above us. It

was then I realised where I was and why I was rocking, I was on a ship.Panic set in and I sat

up, far too quickly. The world suddenly began spinning as I propped my back against the

wooden planks behind me, closing my eyes again.Somebody put their hand on my shoulder,

gently moving me back and forwards. I didn’t want to open my eyes, opening them would mean

admitting my situation when all I wanted to do was shut them, go back to sleep and wake up

back home. The shaking continued, rattling my brain around my skull and forcing my eyes

open.I was confronted by a man not much older than myself who had short black hair that was

cut into weird shapes, dark skin and hazel eyes. He was holding out a small bowl, inside of

which was a tiny amount of water. I looked at him, waiting for him to say something, but all he

did was push to bowl towards my lips. I drank the contents in one and said thank you, only now

realising how thirsty I was.“What is your name?” I asked. He stared back at me for a moment

and I repeated the question. He shook his head, turned and sat beside me, so we both had our

backs against the wall.A little confused I looked up and the horror of my situation got worse. In

front of me were horizontal wooden planks secured with vertical metal poles. I was in some

sort of holding cell. I was a prisoner.“Where are we?” The man simply stared at me and shook

his head.“You won’t get anything out of him.” I turned to see a man sitting in the corner of the

cell. His hair and his beard were wild and unkempt. He had stain-ridden trousers and dirty feet.

His eyes showed no emotion as he stared at me but he spoke with an accent. “He doesn’t

speak. I don’t know if he’s mute or he doesn’t speak our language but he hasn’t said a

word.”“Who are you?”“Name’s Jonas.” He pronounced it ‘Yo-nas’. “I have been here for three

weeks.”“My name’s Sam.” I held out my hand to shake but Jonas dismissed it.“No need to

make friends, we’re supposed to be enemies.”The comment confused me but there would be

time to clarify later. “Where are we?”
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EOD Phil, “A pirate's life sucks. I hadn't realized this book was the first in a series when I

bought it. I wish I had. The to be continued ending annoyed me after the last chapter really

picked up steam. I'm on the fence whether I read subsequent books. The rest of my review will

contain spoilers.The Good.The chapter one capture scene.Saving the captain by pure luck

saved Sam.Brutal action scenes worthy of pirates.The screamers pack attack tactics.The

marooned crew at sea turning on each other and becoming thankful with each death or murder

reducing the number of mouths.The Bad.Numerous grammar errors. Gods plural was always

capitalized. Myself often used instead of me. Using 2 instead of two. There several times

someone "was stood" instead of stood. The editing seemed off, but very few incorrect
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spellings.Sam went from tavern boy to competent killer pretty much overnight. He learned to

fight and ignore the guilt of killing. Not even a full spray of enemy blood in his mouth was

worthy of commenting on the coolest taste.Nobody screams under torture. While hurt. You

WILL scream after a lash or two. Especially a soft richish kid. Burning wounds closed also

hurts . . . a lot!Rado got English quick for one scene, then never mentioned again.Everyone

should have died of dehydration and the elements stranded at sea. They went to many periods

without water and food. Literally listed as two four or five day periods with a blistering sun and

lots of rowing.The Technical.Tons of passive voice. Even in action scenes.First person

POVBrutal and graphic violenceRapeTons of vulgar language”

Nik, “Suspense filled, fast paced pirate action!. Awesome! All the elements of fantasy and

pirates that you would want in a book! Extremely enjoyable read!”

M. Blair, “Fast paced, grim pirate novel. I really enjoyed The Rattler. I've read a few pirate

novels, but have to say this was the grimest one I've read yet.No Jack Sparrow fun here, The

Rattler tells the tale of a young boy captured by pirates, and what he goes through to survive. It

has slight fantasy elements to it, but could just as easily fit into the world of 'Black Sails'.I

certainly hope there are sequels planned, as I really want to find out more about Sam, the crew

of the Rattler, and the wider world they sail in.Recommended if you like your pirates rough and

nasty.”

Kevin Butler, “one of the best pirate tales that I have read. I started reading this as I am into

Pirates etc, and what a story! I was gripped and every new page was a surprise and although it

left nothing to the imagination as to what it was like around the 17th century, I was amazed at

the detail and the horrible things that were happening on and off the ship, and the end leaves it

wide open for a continuation of the story, and I for one am looking forward to it,”

Richard Handyside, “Page turning, sail raising, blood spilling, heart racing, thrill a minute ride!!.

As good as it gets!Whether you think this is ‘your genre’ or not, this book has it all. Action,

adventure, escapism and a hint of romance all rolled into one incredible read.I devoured this

book in 3 days, and was left asking WHEN’S THE NEXT ONE OUT!?”

ANGE, “Fantastic read could not put it down. This is an amazing book and was worth the wait

after the fantastic where were you books . Brilliant story can't wait to read more from this

author”

The book by Ryan Berridge has a rating of  5 out of 4.3. 11 people have provided feedback.
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