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How to Read This Book

This is not a book you read start to finish.

YOU are the hero, and every choice in this story is yours.

Read a section, then make a choice. Each choice sends you to a different numbered section, so pick one and jump straight there. In the ebook, just tap the link. In print, flip to that section number.

Some paths end in victory. Some end badly, sometimes on purpose, sometimes hilariously, and that is part of the fun. There is no penalty for a bad ending except starting again. There are 19 different endings hidden across this book, and no two readers find them the same way.

Ready? Your adventure starts now.

Begin Your Adventure -> Turn to Section 1

1

Port Halloway smells like salt, tar, and low tide, and every one of those smells means trouble today.

Old Ren Hallow presses two ragged halves of nothing into your hands: a torn slab of whalebone, carved with lines that used to be a map. He closes your fingers around it before you can even look properly.

"Half of it," he says. "The other half belongs to someone you don't want finding you first."

He nods down the dock at a sagging little ship, patched more than she's painted. "The Widow's Luck. She leaks. She's yours anyway."

He presses one more thing into your hands before you can argue: a blank ship's writ, official-looking enough to pass at a glance, and the stub of a borrowed harbormaster's seal. "Might be talking beats running, one day," he says. "Might be it doesn't. Keep it either way."

Ren's voice drops low. "Captain Mordraga Kane knows you've got that map. Her people are already walking these docks, asking after you by name."

Out past the pilings, the tide is already turning. One tide, Ren says. That's all you get to crew up, stock the hold, and clear the harbor, before Kane's people buy the map off you, scare you off it, or simply take it. Somewhere close, gulls scream like they already know how this ends.

- Turn to 2.

2

Ren points down the dock, at the crowded porch of the Salt Kettle tavern.

"Pick two," he says. "That's all your purse will stretch to."

Four faces look back at you. Sable Vance leans on the porch rail, all sharp eyes and a sharper price. Doc Emlyn sits apart from the noise, his surgeon's kit closed on his knees, watching you before he watches anyone else. Pell perches on a piling with a Freehand Fleet tattoo on her wrist, already halfway to restless. And Fen Hallow, Ren's own grandson, bounces on his heels like the dock itself might tip him straight onto your deck.

Who do you sign first?

- To go to Sable Vance, turn to 3. - To go to Doc Emlyn, turn to 4. - To go to Pell, turn to 5. - To go to Fen Hallow, turn to 6.

3

Sable Vance names her price before you've even finished asking. It is not a small one.

She counts the coins twice into her coat, grinning the whole time like she's already won an argument you never got to have.

"Smart money," she says. "Now. Who else?"

She's in. One berth left, and your purse is thinner than it was a minute ago.

- To sign Doc Emlyn as well, turn to 8. - To sign Pell as well, turn to 9. - To sign Fen Hallow as well, turn to 10.

4

Doc Emlyn studies you for a long, quiet moment, the kind that makes you feel measured down to the stitching in your coat.

Then he snaps his kit shut.

"One voyage," he says. "We shall see what kind of captain you make."

He's in, careful as ever, already filing you away as a risk worth watching. One berth left to fill.

- To sign Sable Vance as well, turn to 8. - To sign Pell as well, turn to 11. - To sign Fen Hallow as well, turn to 12.

5

Pell already has her sea-bag on her shoulder before you finish asking.

"Cheap and quick," she says. "Ask me anything else and the price goes up."

She doesn't ask you any questions either, which is its own kind of warning, one you file away for later. She's in. One more berth to fill.

- To sign Sable Vance as well, turn to 9. - To sign Doc Emlyn as well, turn to 11. - To sign Fen Hallow as well, turn to 13.

6

Fen Hallow says yes so fast he nearly knocks you into the harbor.

Behind him, his whole loud family crowds the porch rail of the Salt Kettle, waving and cheering like the voyage has already left without you. Aunts. Cousins. Someone's grandmother, banging a spoon on the rail for no clear reason.

A thought slides in sideways: why pay for a second sailor at all, when a whole family is standing right there, free and willing?

- To sign Fen and hire Sable Vance too, turn to 10. - To sign Fen and hire Doc Emlyn too, turn to 12. - To sign Fen and hire Pell too, turn to 13. - To skip paying sailors and crew the whole eager Hallow family for free, turn to 7.

7  -  LOSS

The Hallows pile onto the dock in a happy, hopeless mob, arguing loudly over which end of the dinghy counts as the front.

Someone hands you a folded mainsail and asks, quite seriously, where the pillows go.

Halfway out to the Widow's Luck, the overloaded dinghy tips, slow and stately as a falling tree, and the entire family slides into the harbor shallows with a splash the whole street can hear.

You spend the rest of the tide hauling cousins out by the collar, one after another, while Kane's crew leans along the sea-wall and applauds each rescue by name, like it's a show put on just for them.

The map never leaves the dock. It stays bone-dry in Old Ren's coat the whole time, which is more than can be said for you.

Your voyage sinks in four feet of water, and not one single Hallow can work out why.

THE END.

8

Sable Vance and Doc Emlyn square off across the deck at once, trading looks sharp enough to cut rope on.

It isn't friendly, exactly. But you can already feel the shape of a real crew settling in around you.

Ren stumps up the dock with the ship's coin-box and drops it into your hands.

"Whatever's in there is all you get," he says. "Spend it however you like. Just spend it once."

- To spend it on extra rations and medicine, turn to 14. - To spend it on rope and repair stock for the leaky hull, turn to 15. - To spend it on a fast exit instead, greased palms and a quicker sail, turn to 16.

9

Sable eyes the Freehand Fleet tattoo on Pell's wrist and says nothing at all, which from Sable is practically a speech.

Two hard, capable hands, then, whatever the two of them privately think of each other.

Ren hands over the coin-box.

"This is everything you have for supplies," he says. "Choose well."

- To spend it on extra rations and medicine, turn to 14. - To spend it on rope and repair stock for the leaky hull, turn to 15. - To spend it on a fast exit instead, greased palms and a quicker sail, turn to 16.

10

Fen trails after Sable like a gull behind a fishing boat, soaking up every word she says, whether she means to teach him or not.

Old salt and eager pup, side by side on your deck.

Ren presses the coin-box into your hands. "All your supply money, right here," he says. "Don't lose it to the first smooth talker on the dock."

- To spend it on extra rations and medicine, turn to 14. - To spend it on rope and repair stock for the leaky hull, turn to 15. - To spend it on a fast exit instead, greased palms and a quicker sail, turn to 16.

11

Doc Emlyn lays out his medicine kit with careful hands while Pell coils a line without waiting to be told.

A quiet crew and a quick one. Maybe that balance is exactly what you need out there.

Ren passes over the coin-box. "Spend it well," he says. "There's no more where that came from."

- To spend it on extra rations and medicine, turn to 14. - To spend it on rope and repair stock for the leaky hull, turn to 15. - To spend it on a fast exit instead, greased palms and a quicker sail, turn to 16.

12

Doc Emlyn frowns at how young Fen looks up close, then softens, just a little, the way a person does when they remember being that young themselves.

Kind hands, the both of them, though maybe not the hardest ones on the dock.

Ren hands over the coin-box, your whole supply budget in one small, heavy weight.

- To spend it on extra rations and medicine, turn to 14. - To spend it on rope and repair stock for the leaky hull, turn to 15. - To spend it on a fast exit instead, greased palms and a quicker sail, turn to 16.

13

Pell shows Fen a proper bowline knot, quick fingers over quicker fingers, and he grins at it like she's just handed him buried treasure.

Two young, cheap, game hands, ready for anything they haven't tried yet.

Ren gives you the coin-box. "All of it," he says. "Make it count."

- To spend it on extra rations and medicine, turn to 14. - To spend it on rope and repair stock for the leaky hull, turn to 15. - To spend it on a fast exit instead, greased palms and a quicker sail, turn to 16.

14

You fill the hold with salt-pork, hard biscuit, and every scrap of medicine the dockside chandler will sell you.

Your crew will eat well, and mend fast if it comes to that.

But the hull still weeps at every seam, and there's nothing left over for speed. A well-fed, slow, leaky ship, and the tide won't wait for you to admire her.

Time to sail.

- To march straight to the ship, where Kane's bo'sun is sure to be watching, turn to 17. - To take the long, quiet way round the back jetties and avoid him, turn to 18.

15

You spend every coin on rope, tar, and fresh planking, and your two hands go straight to caulking the worst of the leaks before the paint even dries.

The hull will hold now, through weather that would have swamped her yesterday.

But the food is thin, and there's nothing left for bribes or speed. A sound, slow, hungry ship.

Time to sail.

- To march straight to the ship, where Kane's bo'sun is sure to be watching, turn to 17. - To take the long, quiet way round the back jetties and avoid him, turn to 18.

16

You spend it all on getting out fast: coin pressed into the dockmaster's palm to look the other way, and a lean racing sail bent onto the yard.

The Widow's Luck can bolt now, if she has to.

But the hold is nearly bare, your crew knows exactly how bare, and the hull still leaks a slow, dark trail into the harbor behind you. Fast, hungry, and leaking.

Time to sail.

- To march straight to the ship, where Kane's bo'sun is sure to be watching, turn to 17. - To take the long, quiet way round the back jetties and avoid him, turn to 18.

17

At the gangway stands a man built wide as a door, arms crossed, patience visibly running out. Bo'sun Grieve.

"Captain Kane sends her respects," he says, not sounding respectful at all. "She'll buy that map off you fair, or she'll take it plain. Your pick, sprat."

Behind him, the harbor watch drifts a little closer, in no hurry, sure of exactly how this usually goes.

- To spin him a story and talk your way past, turn to 19. - To stand your ground and face him down, turn to 20. - To try to pay him off and slip aboard, turn to 21.

18

You duck down the back jetties instead, keeping every moored hull between you and Grieve's watch.

It costs you time you don't have much of.

Out past the pilings, you can already see the tide starting to slip, the water pulling back off the flats a little more with every minute you spend hiding.

- To slip aboard fast by the far jetty while his back is turned, turn to 22. - To lie low behind the crab-pots and wait for Grieve to move on, turn to 23.

19

You launch into a story, fast and easy, about a delivery run and a captain who's late for it.

Whether Grieve buys a single word of it depends on who's standing at your shoulder.

- If Sable Vance is with you, her quick tongue backs your story smooth
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