
The Black Buccaneer (Historical Fiction for 
Teens: Illustrated Edition): The Pirate 

Adventures of a Colonial Boy From Maine
 Free Book Online

 Dan Hanna

http://www.neutronbyte.com/api/Wa18oYTP/e/Eamo/OPMw/Dyxzx/The-Black-Buccaneer-Historical-Fiction-for-Teens-Illustrated-Edition-The-Pirate-Adventures-of-a-Colonial-Boy-from-Maine
http://www.neutronbyte.com/api/Wa18oYTP/e/Eamo/OPMw/Dyxzx/The-Black-Buccaneer-Historical-Fiction-for-Teens-Illustrated-Edition-The-Pirate-Adventures-of-a-Colonial-Boy-from-Maine
http://www.neutronbyte.com/api/Wa18oYTP/e/Eamo/OPMw/Dyxzx/The-Black-Buccaneer-Historical-Fiction-for-Teens-Illustrated-Edition-The-Pirate-Adventures-of-a-Colonial-Boy-from-Maine
http://www.neutronbyte.com/api/Wa18oYTP/e/Eamo/OPMw/Dyxzx/The-Black-Buccaneer-Historical-Fiction-for-Teens-Illustrated-Edition-The-Pirate-Adventures-of-a-Colonial-Boy-from-Maine
http://www.neutronbyte.com/api/Wa18oYTP/e/Eamo/OPMw/Dyxzx/The-Black-Buccaneer-Historical-Fiction-for-Teens-Illustrated-Edition-The-Pirate-Adventures-of-a-Colonial-Boy-from-Maine
http://www.neutronbyte.com/api/Wa18oYTP/e/Eamo/OPMw/Dyxzx/The-Black-Buccaneer-Historical-Fiction-for-Teens-Illustrated-Edition-The-Pirate-Adventures-of-a-Colonial-Boy-from-Maine


An exciting new Illustrated ebook from the folks at Beebliome Books!From renowned American

author, Stephen Meader, an exciting historical novel for readers age 11 and older, enhanced

with:Over 36 period illustrations by artists such as Howard Pyle, N.C. Wyeth, Frederic Edwin

Church, and Hermann Herzog.Period maps of Maine and the New England coast line.A terrific

"Want to Know More?" section loaded with links to further explore colonial New England and

piratical doings, including the latest development in the search for Captain Henry Morgan's

ship and pirate treasure buried in Maine!Stephen Meader brings to life the daring adventures of

Jeremy Swan, the fourteen year old son of a sheep farmer living in pre-Revolution Maine – that

is, until his island home is plundered by pirates and Jeremy is taken captive. Once aboard the

Revenge, Jeremy must use his keen senses to stay alive and stay out of the grips of the evil

Pharaoh Daggs, who wants nothing more than to see Jeremy keelhauled. But what is Pharaoh

Daggs hiding in his trunk? Jeremy and his fellow young captive Bob Curtis are eager to find

out, but first they must escape the clutches of the pirate ship. With the help of the deserter

pirate Job Howland, the boys find themselves free from the Revenge, but embroiled in a fierce

battle between pirate and colonist, one that will ultimately decide who rules the sea – and who

finds whatever Pharaoh Daggs is hiding.Beebliome BooksRead. Explore. Learn.
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On the morning of the 15th of July, 1718, anyone who had been standing on the low rocks of

the Penobscot bay shore might have seen a large, clumsy boat of hewn planking making its

way out against the tide that set strongly up into the river mouth.She was loaded deep with a

shifting, noisy cargo that lifted white noses and huddled broad, woolly backs—in fact, nothing

less extraordinary than fifteen fat Southdown sheep and a sober-faced collie-dog. The crew of

this remarkable craft consisted of a sinewy, bearded man of forty-five who minded sheet and

tiller in the stern, and a boy of fourteen, tall and broad for his age, who was constantly

employed in soothing and restraining the bleating flock.No one was present to witness the

spectacle because, in those remote days, there were scarcely a thousand white men on the

whole coast of Maine from Kittery to Louisberg, while at this season of the year the Indians

were following the migrating game along the northern rivers. The nearest settlement was a tiny

log hamlet, ten miles up the bay, which the two voyagers had left that morning.The boy's keen

face, under its shock of sandy hair, was turned toward the sea and the dim outline of land that

smudged the southern horizon.“Father,” he suddenly asked, “how big is the Island?”“You'll see

soon enough, Jeremy. Stop your questioning,” answered the man. “We'll be there before night

and I'll leave you with the sheep. You'll be lonesome, too, if I mistake not.”“Huh!” snorted

Jeremy to himself.Indeed it was not very likely that this lad, raised on the wildest of frontiers,

would mind the prospect of a night alone on an island ten miles out at sea. He had seen Indian

raids before he was old enough to know what frightened him; had tried his best with his fists to

save his mother in the Amesbury massacre, six years before; and in a little settlement on the

Saco River, when he was twelve, he had done a man's work at the blockhouse loophole,

loading nearly as fast and firing as true as any woodsman in the company. Danger and strife

had given the lad an alert self-confidence far beyond his years.Amos Swan, his father, was one

of those iron spirits that fought out the struggle with the New England wilderness in the early

days. He had followed the advancing line of colonization into the Northeast, hewing his way

with the other pioneers. What he sought was a place to raise sheep. Instead of increasing,

however, his flock had dwindled—wolves here— lynxes there—dogs in the larger settlements.



After the last onslaught he had determined to move with his possessions and his two boys—

Tom, nineteen years old, and the smaller Jeremy—to an island too remote for the attacks of

any wild animal.So he had set out in a canoe, chosen his place of habitation and built a

temporary shelter on it for family and flock, while at home the boys, with the help of a few

settlers, had laid the keel and fashioned the hull of a rude but seaworthy boat, such as the

coast fishermen used.Preparations had been completed the evening before, and now, while

Tom cared for half the flock on the mainland, the father and younger son were convoying the

first load to their new home.In the day when these events took place, the hundreds of rocky bits

of land that line the Maine coast stood out against the gray sea as bleak and desolate as at the

world's beginning. Some were merely huge up-ended rocks that rose sheer out of the Atlantic a

hundred feet high, and on whose tops the seabirds nested by the million. The larger ones,

however, had, through countless ages, accumulated a layer of earth that covered their gaunt

sides except where an occasional naked rib of gray granite was thrust out. Sparse grass

struggled with the junipers for a foothold along the slopes, and low black firs, whose seed had

been wind-blown or bird-carried from the mainland, climbed the rugged crest of each island.

Few men visited them, and almost none inhabited them.Since the first long Norse galley swung

by to the tune of the singing rowers, the number of passing ships had increased and their

character had changed, but the isles were rarely touched at except by mishap—a shipwreck—

or a crew in need of water. The Indians, too, left the outer ones alone, for there was no game to

be killed there and the fishing was no better than in the sheltered inlets.It was to one of the

larger of these islands, twenty miles south of the Penobscot Settlement and a little to the

southwest of Mount Desert, that a still-favoring wind brought the cumbersome craft near mid-

afternoon.In a long bay that cut deep into the landward shore Amos Swan had found a pebbly

beach a score of yards in length, where a boat could be run in at any tide. As it was just past

the flood, the man and boy had little difficulty in beaching their vessel far up toward high water-

mark. Next, one by one, the frightened sheep were hoisted over the gunwale into the shallow

water. The old ram, chosen for the first to disembark, quickly waded out upon dry land, and the

others followed as fast as they were freed, while the collie barked at their heels. The lightened

boat was run higher up the beach, and the man and boy carried load after load of tools,

equipment and provisions up the slope to the small log shack, some two hundred yards

away.Jeremy's father helped him drive the sheep into a rude fenced pen beside the hut, then

hurried back to launch his boat and make the return trip.As he started to climb in, he patted the

boy's shoulder.“Good-bye, lad,” said he gently. “Take care of the sheep. Eat your supper and go

to bed. I'll be back before this time tomorrow.”“Aye, Father,” answered Jeremy. He tried to look

cheerful and unconcerned, but as the sail filled and the boat drew out of the cove he had to

swallow hard to keep up appearances. For some reason he could not explain, he felt homesick.

Only old Jock, the collie, who shouldered up to him and gave his hand a companionable lick,

kept the boy from shedding a few unmanly tears.

The shelter that Amos Swan had built stood on a small bare knoll, at an elevation of fifty or

sixty feet above the sea. Behind it and sheltering it from easterly and southerly winds rose the

island in sharp and rugged ridges to a high hilltop perhaps a mile away. Between lay ascending

stretches of dark fir woods, rough outcroppings of stone and patches of hardy grass and

bushes. The crown of the hill was a bare granite ledge, as round and nearly as smooth as an

inverted bowl.Jeremy, scrambling through the last bit of clinging undergrowth in the late

afternoon, came up against the steep side of this rocky summit and paused for breath. He had

left Jock with the sheep, which comfortably chewed the cud in their pen, and, slipping a sort



pistol, heavy and brass-mounted, into his belt, had started to explore a bit.He must have

worked halfway round the granite hillock before he found a place that offered foothold for a

climb. A crevice in the side of the rock in which small stones had become wedged gave him the

chance he wanted, and it took him only a minute to reach the rounded surface near the top.

The ledge on which he found himself was reasonably flat, nearly circular, and perhaps twenty

yards across.Its height above the sea must have been several hundred feet, for in the clear

light Jeremy could see not only the whole outline of the island but most of the bay as well, and

far to the west the blue masses of the Camden Mountains. He was surprised at the size of the

new domain spread out at his feet. The island seemed to be about seven miles in length by five

at its widest part. Two deep bays cut into its otherwise rounded outline. It was near the shore of

the northern one that the hut and sheep-pen were built. Southwesterly from the hill and farther

away, Jeremy could see the head of the second and larger inlet. Between the bays the distance

could hardly have been more than two miles, but a high ridge, the backbone of the island,

which ran westward from the hilltop, divided them by its rugged barrier.Jeremy looked away up

the bay where he could still see the speck of white sail that showed his father hurrying

landward on a long tack with the west wind abeam. The boy's loneliness was gone. He felt

himself the lord of a great maritime province, which, from his high watchtower, he seemed to

hold in undisputed sovereignty.Beneath him and off to the southward lay a little island or two,

and then the cold blue of the Atlantic stretching away and away to the world's rim.Even as he

glowed with this feeling of dominion, he suddenly became aware of a gray spot to the

southwest, a tiny spot that nevertheless interrupted his musing. It was a ship, apparently of

good size, bound up the coast, and bowling smartly nearer before the breeze. The boy's dream

of empire was shattered. He was no longer alone in his universe.The sun was setting, and he

turned with a yawn to descend. Ships were interesting, but just now he was hungry. At the edge

of the crevice he looked back once more, and was surprised to see a second sail behind the

first—a smaller vessel, it seemed, but shortening the distance between them rapidly. He was

surprised and somewhat disgusted that so much traffic should pass the doors of this kingdom

which he had thought to be at the world's end. So he clambered down the cliff and made his

way homeward, this time following the summit of the ridge till he came opposite the northern

inlet.
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like this. Meader's books are sometimes referred to as "children's adventure" stories.

Nevertheless, if you are an adult and find satisfaction in reading such novels as "Tom Sawyer"

or "Horatio Hornblower", then you certainly will enjoy stories such as "The Black Buccaneer".

No matter whether you are in junior high or an adult this is a good story of great adventure and

excitement that is quick paced. Each of Meader's books entail a story of a young man who is

compelled to set off on his own where he meets inevitable adversity. The lad perseveres,

improvises and grows in the process. Along the way, Meader introduces us all to many

intricate details of some historic period in which the story takes place. Unfortunately, the Black

Buccaneer is the only Meader book available for Kindle. Other titles have been reprinted and

can be obtained elsewhere but are rather expensive. I have bought some of these reprints and

thought they are worth the money.  Meader is a woefully neglected American author.”

Patrick Cabe, “A good one in the "blood-n-guts" genre. A rousing adventure, with clear-cut

good guys and bad guys (some REALLY bad!), lots of ups and downs along the way, and a

happy ending. The writing is quite good. The characters are nicely drawn. The action is

believable and the general plot works out well.Jeremy, the hero of the tale, is a 14-yr-old, so

the book may well appeal to the young adult/teener age group, acknowledging the mayhem, of

course.My only negative thought is that the ending is a bit abrupt, but that seems to be more or

less routine for the era in which this book was written.”

Jim S., “Good Pirate Tale. Good pirate tale. I enjoyed reading books written by Mr. Meader

when I was a boy.  I had never read this story and I enjoyed it.”

John V. Van Deusen, “The Black Buccaner. This is very well written story about period in our

history where there were pirates.. Mr. Meader wrote quite a few historical stories. I started

enjoying this author when I was a teenager and I wish Kindle would put more of his stories on.”

Jim, “Recommended age: 13+ Significant bloodshed. (I have 6 young sons...) I won't be

having them read this one till they are 13+. Some heavy duty killin' on board this ship. The

blood flows pretty free, with the boys killing a grown man here and there (granted in self

defense... but heavy). This is my second Meador book, I am hoping the manslaughter is less

frequent in his other works. He is an engaging writer, and you learn a few things because of

his research.  But I am going to engage my dad rights and hold this one back a few years.”

doc spindrift, “move over t.i.. Move over Treasure Island The Black Buccaneer is in town.

Better than T.I, more sea battles more escapes and more fun. A real pleasure to read.

Excellent pirate adventure”

Teak, “Four Stars. Satisfied”

Dixie Stone, “I always love a Stephen Meader book. I always love a Stephen Meader book.

Such a good book for teen boys that anyone at any age will enjoy.”

The book by Dan Hanna has a rating of  5 out of 4.5. 27 people have provided feedback.
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