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Captured!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!

      By Nic Colella
Alright mates, let’s go for a second ship,” said Captain Offin Boardman. “Offin, do you really think we can pull this off?” said Thomas flichet “Yes Thomas, I think we can pull this off,” said Will. The men boarded three schooners along a creaky dock. “Yea I mean we almost scared the other lobster backs right off the ship!” yelled Paul.

“Wait grandpa you said second ship?” questioned Jason. 

“Yes I did, my boy, yes I did.” 
“grandpa what about the first ship?” “That’s a different story Jason” “kk” “why do you young boys say that?’ 
“Alright Thomas and I will pretend we are loyalists,” said Offin.
“Well pretend that were guiding the ship to port,” said Offin.
 “While your doing that boring stuff, me and Paul are going to sneak around the back of the ship and pull out are pistols.” whispered will
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 “Wait grandpa who is will off, Thomas, and Paul?” “Well Jason, Paul is my ancestor and will, Offin, and Thomas are his friends.
 “Fine but just this once will” said Offin. The four men sailed off in their cramped schooners towards the British ship. “HELLO THERE IS THIS BOSTON!!!” yelled the British captain. “Why yes it is!!!” yelled offing. “We have been waiting for reinforcements for a while” yelled offin. Will and Paul sailed around the back of the ship till they could no longer here Offin and Thomas. “Go up will” whispered Paul. “I know” whispered will.
 Suddenly a guard peered over the edge where will and Paul were hiding. “Ay water you doing down there?”  Said the guard “get up here ponies" shouted the guard. Obviously the soldier was drunk. "Will stealthily climb up the ship until he was just a few inches from the top." “That’s right ponies come on up” said the drunk soldier. Will grabbed the soldier by the coat and hurled him off the bow of the ship. “Wee I’m flying” were the last words before he hit his wet grave.
 “How is it up there” whispered Paul. “Not too well” whispered will. “Theyre are a lot of troops”.will scampered up the bow and pointed his pistol at the captians head. “How are you today captain?” Panted will. “Ah well I’m very fine………………….WILL!” chuckled the captian.
Paul shakily scampered up the ship. It was deserted.well I geuss ill sail it back to port. “Thought Paul. “WILL! WILL! Yelled Paul. Paul looked for offins schooner, witch obviously missing. “What the” said Paul. Wait this is a trap!! Thought Paul. Paul turned around………… there was a British captain with a red coat and gold buttons and a very nice pair of cloth pants. “Oh looks like we got another filthy privateer.” “Alright take up to the crack!!!” yelled the captain. All of them, offin, will, and Thomas was confused. Wait where Thomas was? Thought Paul.
 A British soldier took them to the room. No one talked till they got to the supposed “crack”. The crack was the hull of the ship, it was a rat infested hull, with a smell I could not identify it was so bad.     

“Wait grandpa what is a hull Of the ship?” asked Jason “well Jason the hull of the ship is the bottom of the ship” replied grandpa “oh, got it” exclaimed Jason “now no more interruptions Jason” “sorry”     

“Hello I’m Francis” said the British guard.  Know one replied. “I am a patriot, like you!” “Really, then I’m a god.” retorted Paul. “You’re not a patriot” replied will “you’re trying to get secrets out of us” retort` will. Everyone replied except offing. “Would a British soldier know all the sons of liberty?” questioned Francis. Francis named all the sons of liberty including a bunch of famous patriots.
  “And would a British soldier drop his gun in front of patriots?” asked will “I’m afraid that I cannot do that” replied Francis “see your not a patriot” retorted will. “How do you know some of the sons of liberty anyway?” questioned Paul.  Offin fell asleep during all the arguing and sometimes physical contact. Paul and will argued for hours with Francis about if he was a patriot or not. “Look men he is a patriot” yawned Offin. “How could you think that Offin” shouted Paul.

“Because theres my ship” replied Francis. “Wait a second, where’s Thomas” asked will “aahh, well Thomas blew are little secret” murmured offin 
“BANG, BANG, BANG” “PHSEW AAHHHHHH”. “Well I guess ill be goin” said Francis but by the time he got to top deck his ship was sinking and on fire. “No, NOOOOOOOOOO!!!!!!!!” screamed Francis.
“Oh, looks like we got a patriot aboard” the captain chuckled  
Two British soldiers with grinning faces tossed Francis down the stairs into the crack. Francis was groaning on the ground. “A little help” murmured Francis. Without talking Paul and will lifted Francis up and layer him down on a cartridge.
 I don’t know how long but will offin Paul silently sat in the crack for a long time till Francis finally asked. “What are we doing?” asked Francis “being bored” exclaimed Paul “why are you all so down” said Francis. “well are friend, yeah see, he umm, he betrayed us, he told the British that we were really patriots” replied offin “I gave him the snap out of it look, but just did it again and so I pretend to accidentally push him off the ship and into the dark gloomy water suddenly he pulled out a pistol and tried to shoot me” whimpered offin “we knew him for years, cant believe he turned us in just because he was loyal to Britain”. Now offin was now slightly crying.
 Francis looked down at offin his hands buried in his face. “Look I know what you’re going through” “but we have to take over this ship”. “Francis gave him a break I mean he was betrayed by a simple war and now going to jail” said will. The men sat for days over and over again in the hull while rats hovered over there feet in the dim night. Finally they reached prison. They were forced to get new clothes……. RAGS. They were confiscated of almost everything they own offin lost his favorite privateer suit and will lost some money from the first raid. Life was horrible. Paul will and Offin was only allowed to buy from people selling on the streets of Britain. Will went broke after about 4 days and shared with offing then all was over.

 Nobody had any money in their trousers or in their stockings. They went to Francis to beg for money. But when they found him he was already starving and had only a few rags around his around his waist. He had dried blood on his back and thin scrapes. His eyes were closed but he was still moving. 
 “What happened Francis?”  Shouted will. “Don’t please don’t” murmured Francis. “What do you mean were not going to hurt you?” replied Paul. Francis opened his eyes, they were blood red. Everyone was silent for a while. “Offin” yelled Francis. “What happened?” said Offin. “I had no money” explained Francis. “I was forced to sell my rags to a woman on the market”. “And for that I was whipped”. After a few days Paul sold his shirt of rags. He then he bought four pieces of bread. One for each of them. Paul and will sat down. “I can’t take this anymore!” angrily yelled Paul. He swallowed his bread in one bite. 
“Don’t do that Paul you have to save it” exclaimed will. “I’m going to start a rebel and you will thank me after” chuckled Paul. “Is this how he normally is” asked Francis. “Only when he is suffering”. Smiled offin. “He is going to free us I hope” said Offin.
 “Stuff usually works when he is like this”.
 Paul found a ladder up the prison wall with a guard he waited until no other men were in sight. Paul swiftly moved towards the guard. “Stay back fiend” teased the guard. Paul kept getting closer. “I’m warning you” “stay back” yelled the guard. He now had the gun pointed at Paul’s face. Now he was only a few yards from the guard. Paul dashed at the guard the guard fired. But Paul was already dragging him away with his hand on his mouth. The guard tried to flip him over but was not as strong as Paul. Paul dragged him to a corner behind a quarter. He then picked up a stone and smashed it on the guards head.
 Paul took the guard’s clothes and gun then hurried to the ladder he climbed up as fast as a cheetah. He then found out there was another wall with no ladder or stairs in sight. Paul had no time to waist he hopped down to the leafy clearing in front of a mysterious shed. Guards were turning the corner. He quickly hurried into the shed.
 The guards passed by. Paul’s heart was beating. What am I doing? Paul thought. He turned around and put his hands on his sweating head. “Guns?” Paul said aloud. He took as much as he could carry and set off towards the ladder. But more guards were coming around the corner. “Wait think Paul just acts normal” the guards came around the corner. “Hey why do you have the armory” said one. “Who are you anyway?” said another. Paul was bombarded with questions, “I am the new recruit” replied Paul “I was sent for the muskets”. “Recruits aren’t allowed to carry arms” said the guard. “Take him away!” shouted one of them. “BAM.”
 All the guards lay wounded or dead Paul turned around there was an angry mob with the leftover guns in the shed, he dropped the muskets and took one for himself. “Hands up boy” said a man. “Wait I’m a patriot” said Paul. He removed his jacket and showed rags. “Very well we have no time to waste” said another. They hurried around the corner to stairs up to a third wall a guard stood his ground. He fled when the prisoners rushed. The men rushed up the stairs. Stabbing any guard in there way the troops flooded the stone walls killing almost 8/10 of the guards the ones left raised the gates and the prisoners fled.
 The soldiers didn’t let the prisoners go for free though; men were being shot down to the ground as they scrambled through the gates. Moans and cry’s let through the cold stone prison. Paul saw will being helped by an unwounded man he was pushed over to will. “Offin” cheerfully shouted Paul. But it wasn’t offin it was a big strong man with a wily beard.
 “I aunt offin: said the man. Finally they were through the gates. “Is he alright?” panted will. “He was shot in the chest but I think he just passed out not died” said the man. “WILL, WILL, can you hear me!!” cried Paul. “Shah if he wakes up he might die” said the man.
 The soldiers were still firing even though the mob was around 200 yards away. What are the chances of, “ah, my leg” yelled Paul. The big man trotted of. Paul was now one of the stranglers in the back.
 Paul bumped into Francis on the way. “Francis is you okay?” said Paul. “Yea, we should head to port over there” murmured Francis, who was still hungry and thirsty.
 “Your right” replied Paul “we have to get to port to leave this dreadful place”. They split up from the group heading towards town and took backstreets to the docks. Paul and will hid behind buildings in the alleys as search guards strolled down the main road.
 One bye one men and women were fleeing when they heard of the prison break. Paul and Francis hid in the shades until the swarming guards went away. They traveled to the docks. They saw the bearded man and Will board a ship they followed the man into the ship. There was chatter and a lot of wine. Men pointed there pistols at will. They then saw Offin and some other men. “Paul!!!” we’ve been looking all over for you. “Don’t worry for me” he said, “Francis” Paul took a step to the side. Francis was starving sick, and thirsty. His body was crumbled and wrinkled.
 “Get him help now, now!!” ordered the burly man they saw before. “Hey who are you?” questioned Paul. Francis was carried of to a bed aboard the unknown ship. “I am a privateer captain” said the man. You’re friend here has offered me work if he can go back to America.
 “Well captain I was the one who broke you out” said Paul. “Now really?” Said the man. “I don’t believe you” said the man. “I was the soldier who dropped the guns in the passage” explained Paul “I knock the guard out who was patrolling the ladder!” “He’s right he is the one” said a crew member.
 “I mean he wouldn’t know how it played out if he wasn’t there” said another. The burly man offered them free crossing to America. Offin reunited with his wife and they bought there farm. Will and Paul visited offin many times in his farm. They also started their own very successful merchant company after the war and raised from middle class to rich. Oh and will healed fine. They removed the bullet and he fully recovered.      

“Wow grandpa that was a great story!” “Thank you Jason”…………………  OR IS IT?       
Dedication
I am dedicating this book to the unknown.  
ABOUT THE AUTHOR
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The author is a sports lover and player he plays soccer and football he is hoping to soon play basketball and lacrosse. The author has one brother and a mom +dad. He is in fifth grade. He also loves video games!
