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PROLOGUE



Snap. Snap. Snap. 

The sharp sound echoed across the water through the quiet night. 

Snap. Snap. 

Oh, stop playing with it, an irritated voice interjected. Barbara Huntington marched up to the rail and snatched the silver mirror out of her husbands hands. It wont do any good. The other one is gone now. We cant use it to spy on Jack Sparrow anymore. 

Benedict Huntington gave his wife a cold stare. And whose fault is that? 

Yours, obviously, Barbara replied. She tilted the mirror, trying to see her hair in the dim light of the lamps around the deck of the Peacock. If you hadnt blundered into the background and made so much noise while I was talking to Marcella, she would never have known we were working together. 

If you hadnt given that horrid girl your mirror in the first place, it wouldnt be at the bottom of the Indian Ocean right now! Benedict snarled. 

Barbara put her hands on her hips and glared at him. I am the only reason youve gotten anywhere near Jack Sparrow, she spat. I stowed away on the Pearl when it left Hong Kongin that nasty, disgusting hold with that horrible food, I might addand then I guided you to Sri Sumbhajees palace and told you how to get in. 

Youre the one who failed to capture any Pirate Lords there. Then I figured out a way to still spy on Jack Sparrow, so I found out he was going to Madagascar, and then I put up with that insufferable King Samuel, and what did you do? Fall asleep in the kitchen, evidently, instead of killing Jack Sparrow as you were supposed to! I think its fairly clear who is not holding up their end of the mission. 

Benedicts pale face contorted with rage. He would never admit it, but he knew she was right. He had let Jack Sparrow slip through his fingers three times so far. He would not let it happen again, even if it meant letting every other Pirate Lord go free. 

He whirled back to the railing, pulling his long white cloak closer around his shoulders. At least we know where hes going next, he muttered. 

Thanks to me, Barbara said, rubbing it in. 

She wrapped one curl around her finger and admired how exactly her hair matched her bloodred fingernails. He wont get far in France. Our agents will be waiting for him, thanks to the message you sent on ahead. She stroked Benedicts arm, her green eyes glinting like a cats. And think of the reward from the Spanish when they find their long-lost princess on board. 

I dont care about that, Benedict said, shaking her off. I shouldnt have sent that message. 

Of course you should have, Barbara said, her patience starting to wear thin. The Peacock could never get to France before the Pearl. 

Benedict slammed his fist into the railing. But I want to be the one to kill Jack Sparrow! What if some worthless low-level agent gets to him first? 

Psht, Barbara said dismissively. If you havent been able to kill him yet, what makes you think someone of a lower rank will be able to? 

Benedicts nostrils flared at the reminder of his failure to kill Jack Sparrow. So what if he escapes again? he hissed. 

Then I will have to find him for you. 

Barbara and Benedict blinked at each other. Neither of them had spoken. The new voice was deep and gruff and entirely unfamiliar. 

They turned and glanced around the deck. Empty. All the Peacocks sailors had heard the captain fighting with his wife and were now hiding as far away from them as possible. 

The Huntingtons looked up at the dark night sky and then down at the inky black water. They were alone. Who had spoken? 

Ahem, the voice said. Use your heads. I thought you were smarter than that. 

Barbara let out a small huff of indignation and lifted the mirror. Of course, that was where the voice was coming from. But the face on the other side was murky and unclearmore a mass of shadows than a face. 

Ah, he said. The lovely Mrs. Huntington. Charmed to meet you. 

Barbara smiled and patted her hair, but before she could respond, Benedict snatched the mirror out of her hands. 

How are you doing this? he asked the shape in the mirror. Did you retrieve the other mirror? 

From the ocean? The stranger shuddered delicately. No. I dont need enchanted devices to do what Im doing right now. My powers are much stronger than that. 

Benedict frowned. He didnt like the idea of anyone being more powerful than the East India Trading Company, or more specifically, the Benedict Huntington branch of it. We got your letter, he said. I gather you must be the Shadow Lord. 

You did get my letter, the Shadow Lord said, sounding displeased. And yet somehow you failed completely in the one simple thing I asked you to do. 

Benedicts pale blue eyes glinted angrily. I tried to stop Jack Sparrow. I tried to kill himbut you dont understand, there was this monkeythis very large monkey 

I dont care about your excuses, the Shadow Lord interrupted. You were supposed to keep him away from the African Pirate Lord. You failed. 

I will kill him in Marseille, Benedict vowed. 

The shadowy figure rippled a bit, as if he were shrugging. Or perhaps you wont. But it doesnt matter, because I will find him wherever he goes…or he will find me, as he will have to, soon. 

Barbara started to ask what that meant, but the Shadow Lord kept speaking. Keep this mirror close to you. I will contact you again when you are near enough to be of use. And then I will tell you where to go to find Jack Sparrow. 

Among the shadows, something like an evil smile gleamed briefly. 

And then…then we can kill him together. 






CHAPTER ONE





Jack Sparrow was suffocating. 

A dark shape sat on his chest, pressing large, shadowy paws over his mouth. It weighed as much as the Black Pearl s anchor and it tasted of smoke and nasty chemicals. Jack struggled, thrashing his arms and trying to shove the shape away, but his hands went right through the shadow like it wasnt even there. 

Two small yellow eyes gleamed above him. The Day of the Shadow is coming, it hissed. 

Jack couldnt even make a smart remark. It felt like smoke was filling his lungs. He fought harder, clawing at the air with frantic fingers. 

Yum, purred the shape. Fear. Delicious. 

Jack! 

The shadow hissed, twitching angrily. The voice calling for Jack came from the material world. It was dragging him back from the shadows and nightmares. 

Jack! it cried again. 

The shadow coiled, writhing as if it were swallowing its own tail, and then abruptly vanished in a puff of glimmering black dust. 

Jack lunged upright and awake, gasping for breath. 

The Day of the Shadow will be here soon. The final whisper from the shadow skittered around the room and then seemed to slide away into the curtains. 

Jack? 

Jack Sparrow blinked groggily and finally noticed a redheaded sailor standing beside the couch, looking worried. 

Ah, Jean, he said, hoping he looked better than he felt. Just getting my beauty sleep. He waved one hand airily. 

You look horrible, Jean said. Jack wincedso much for that. What were you dreaming about? Your face was all contorted and scowly and pained. 

Oh, Jack said. He tried to shake off the lingering effects of the dream. The last thing he wanted was to let his crew know how his shadow-sickness was plaguing him, or how terrifying the nightmares really were. He winked knowingly at Jean. Yes, of course. I was dreaming of Barbossas hat. 

Jean rolled his eyes as Jack sauntered around him and threw himself into the captains chair. Jack leaned back and rested his boots on the wide desk that was covered in charts and scribbled notes. Jean was pretty sure Jacks nightmares had been about something much more dire than the first mates feathered blue hat. But if Jack didnt want to talk about it, Jean wasnt going to be nosy. 

Were nearly to Marseille, Jean said. I thought youd like to know. 

Splendid! Jack cried, leaping to his feet again. He hurried to one of his windows and threw the red velvet curtains open. Then he frowned. 

Huh, he said. France is a lot more gray and shapeless than I thought it would be. 

Thats the fog, Jean said patiently. The same fog weve been stuck in for days. We can barely see our hands in front of our faces out there. 

Still no sign of the Ranger? Jack asked. The Pearl had set sail from Madagascar two weeks ago alongside the Ranger, a frigate captained by Gentleman Jocard, the new Pirate Lord of the Atlantic Ocean. The plan was for Jocards crew and Jacks crew to work togetherwell, as much as pirates ever work togetheronce they got to Europe. Jack would find the Shadow Gold and save his own hide; Jocard would establish a reputation as fierce and bloodthirsty. A win for everyone, as Jack saw it. 

But there was one problem. No one had seen the Ranger in days. 

No, Jean said sadly. Weve really lost them. 

Dont you worry, Jean, Jack said. Look on the bright side. At least that means weve lost Marcella, too! 

Jean wrung his hands. His missing cousin was exactly the part that worried him most. He couldnt believe hed let her go off on the other pirate ship. Im responsible for her! he fretted. 

Anything could happen to her out there! 

Yes, Jack said with a dreamy expression. Anything. Sharks. Giant squids. Grouchy mermaids. Smelly sea-monster thingies. He sighed. We can only hope. 

He started back to his desk and tripped over something on the floor. Grumbling, he turned to kick it aside and realized it was the large sun spear the Incas had given him on a mountain in South America. The warm, golden glow had helped them return through the tunnels to the Pearl, but since then it had just been rolling around cluttering up his cabin and getting underfoot. He grouchily poked it with his toe, wondering what would happen if he tossed it overboard. Would angry Incan warriors turn up to yell at him? You never could tell with quasi-supernatural objects. 

The door to his cabin flew open and then slammed shut again almost as quickly behind Diego. The former stable boy stamped his feet and clapped his hands together, trying to warm up. 

I m-m-miss Africa, he said through chattering teeth. The warm tropical breezes and sunny skies of Madagascar seemed very far away from the freezing fog that hung low over the ship as they approached France. 

I miss India, Jean said. He was thinking not only of the warmth and food and luxury, but also of the warrior girl hed fallen in love with at Sri Sumbhajees palace. Everyone was afraid of the coming Day of the Shadow, but as it drew closer and closer, Jean felt his heart aching with worry about Lakshmi. Shed have to fight the Shadow Lords army to regain her freedom from Sri Sumbhajee, and Jean wouldnt be there to fight alongside her. 

Absentmindedly, Jean picked up a trinket from Jacks desk and turned it over in his hands. 

He realized that it looked suspiciously like one of the miniature ivory elephants that decorated Sri Sumbhajees palace. He frowned at Jack, who gave him an innocent, wide-eyed look. 

Diego held his thin brown hands to the lamp on Jacks side table, shivering. I dont like being so close to our old home, he said, remembering the marble halls and orange trees and grim-faced soldiers around the palace where he and Carolina had grown upone of them in the stable and one in the royal quarters, of course. 

Well, I dont like my bloodthirsty grandmother, Jack said, but would anyone get me out of having dinner with her in Madagascar? No, nobody lifted a finger. Downright disloyal, if you ask me. 

Diego ignored this, his mind still on the dangers of Spain. The Spanish navy will not have given up, he said. Theyll be looking for la princessa. 

Not on a pirate ship, they wont, Jack said cheerfully. This is the safest place she could be. No one expects a Spanish princess to be gallivanting around with a bunch of pirates, savvy? 

Diego hoped that was true…but unfortunately for all the pirates, there was something nobody on the Pearl knew. 

Some time ago, near the beginning of their fateful global journey, the ship had stopped along the coast of South America. While Jack was off finding a vial of Shadow Gold, a few of his crew had infiltrated a Spanish fort hidden in the jungle. Barbossa, Diego, and Gombo (Gentleman Jocards former name) had left the fort feeling well-pleased with the bags of gold they had found. What they did not know was that the fourth member of their group, Marcella Magliore, had managed to leave a message on the desk of the Spanish commander. 

Fueled by jealousy and spite, and furious that Diego was so much more devoted to Carolina than to her, Marcella had scribbled this on a sheet of paper: 

I know where you can find your precious Princess Carolina. She is on the Black Pearl. Come and get her. 

So the Spanish navy was well aware that their princessa was gallivanting around the world with a bunch of pirates. Moreover, they knew exactly which pirate ship they were looking for. Not only that, but thanks to their informant in the East India Trading Company, they even knew when to expect him. 

Unaware of the danger lying in wait for them, the pirates of the Black Pearl sailed on through the fog, drawing ever closer to the doom that awaited them in Marseille. 






CHAPTER TWO 





It was dawn, or at least that was the theory. The thick clouds of heavy, wet fog that surrounded the Pearl had gone from a deep inky black to a paler shade of dark gray, so everyone hoped that that meant the sun was rising somewhere beyond the fog. With luck, one day they might even see the sky again. 

According to their instruments, they were approaching the port of Marseille. They should have been able to hear fishermen calling to each other, ropes and barrels thumping against the docks, the clanging of milk wagons and clatter of children playing, and all the other early-morning sounds of a city waking up. But instead, the only sound that penetrated the fog was the plish-plish-plish of waves hitting wood and the creak-creak-creak of ships bobbing slowly on their moorings. 

On the one hand, at least the sounds they could hear assured them they were reaching a dock. On the other hand…what was wrong with Marseille? 

I dont like this, Billy Turner said gloomily. He patted his pale brow with a handkerchief, then looked at it sadly before tucking it back into his vest. His wife had given him that handkerchief shortly before he set sail on a respectable trading vessel…a lifetime ago, or so it seemed. If he died fighting the Shadow Lord, he would never see his baby son, William, again. Actually, knowing Jack, hed be lucky ever to get off the Pearl no matter what happened with the Shadow Lord. 

Whats not to like? Jack said, bouncing up to stand beside Billy at the prow of the Pearl. The thick, swirling fog hides our arrival, the ominous silence means everyone is asleep, and the powerful sensation of foreboding means the crew will be extra quiet and cautious, so we can dock and sneak into Marseille completely unobserved. 

CRASH! CRASH! CRASH! CRASH! CRASH! 

Everyone on deck flinched and covered their ears as Catastrophe Shane tripped and tumbled down the steps from the quarterdeck. The bucket hed been carrying flew out of his hands and bounced loudly across the deck, scattering dead fish in all directions. The crashing sounds seemed to echo through the fog as Shane sat up, rubbing his elbow and looking embarrassed. 

Jack gave Shane a disgruntled, raised-eyebrow look, and then turned back to Billy. Or not, he said. 

Billy spotted the end of a wooden dock emerging from the fog ahead of them. He signaled to Carolina at the wheel, and she carefully steered them into the empty berth as the rest of the pirates hurried to trim the sails and drop anchor. There was still no sign of anyone down on the dock. The wooden planks would normally have been full of bustling sailors readying their ships to depart or unloading cargo that had just come in. But today they were smooth and empty, and the silence stretched on uninterrupted. 

What do you think, Alex? Billy asked as the zombie shuffled up to them. Could
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