
I was not disappointed.  Despite being outnumbered 
and outgunned, Morgan’s fleet was sending the Spanish 
armada into complete disarray.  Morgan himself was 
like a fiend.  I could see him waving a long cutlass over 
his head as he and his men boarded another gunship.  
The galley I was on also joined the fray and was quickly 
consumed by fighting men.  I tried to stay out of the 
fight but could not avoid one zealous Spanish sailor 
who bludgeoned me with a belaying pin before I could 
knock him out—this is where my time modulator was 
damaged.  The rest of the battle was amazing.  One 
Spanish gunship grounded itself to get away from 
Morgan’s men, and another was taken over by Morgan 
himself.  Don Alonso was able to retreat to the fort that 
overlooked the channel out of Lake Maracaibo, and 
the rest of the Spanish fleet either sank or scattered.  
But now Morgan and his fleet found themselves in an 
unfortunate position: they were trapped inside Lake 
Maracaibo by the fort and its cannons.

I was in a predicament too.  I was stuck amongst the 
pirates—and I was only supposed to be an observer!  
Well, Morgan and I both found a way out of our 
problem.  Morgan sent a boat full of pirates to shore.  
They landed just out of sight of the fort on its landward 
side.  I was aboard that boat, and as it neared the beach, 
I slipped overboard unnoticed.  I then watched from 
the water as most of the pirates aboard the small craft 
ducked over in their seats while the rest turned the boat 
around and went back out to the awaiting fleet.  This 
was repeated numerous times over the next couple of 

hours as Morgan sent the same boat (and the same 
pirates!) back and forth.  Don Alonso thought 
that Morgan was sending all his men to shore for a 
landward attack on the fort, and he brought all of 
his cannons from the seaward wall to point toward 
the land (not the ships).  So while Don Alonso 
spent the night sleeplessly awaiting a landward 
attack, Morgan and his ships pulled anchor and 
allowed the current to slowly and inconspicuously 
float them out through the channel and into the 
sea.

As I watched the sun come up amidst the sails 
of Captain Henry Morgan’s ships, I heard Morgan 
give the surprised Spaniards a farewell salute with 
his cannons.  He was now well out to sea and 
well out of their range.  I laughed heartily at the 

cleverness of the wily Morgan.  That is, until I tried to 
use the retrieval signal on my broken time modulator.

So now as I finish this report, I will turn on the 
tracking signal (the only other thing that still works 
on this hunk of metal gadgetry) and bury it in a chest 
in the sand.  Hopefully, four hundred years from now 
when the Kronos Machine finally gets built, and the 
Kronos satellite launched, they will pick up its signal 
and discover what has happened.  Until then this is 
team member Kris Kronopolis signing off…

Kris Kronopolis’s hopes came to fruition as shortly 
after the Kronos satellite was launched it picked up a 
mysterious signal from the region of the Caribbean.  The 
signal turned out to be Kris’s watch—unfortunately Kris 
was not informed that his watch had been found (before 
he was even sent back!).  Fortunately, another team 
member was sent to retrieve him shortly after he buried 
it in the sand.
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buttons; and once 
they got on the ship 
they started arresting 
people.  I GOT 
ARRESTED!  IN 
1700!  My hiding spot 
was fine, until they arrested 
the guy that was lying in front 
of me.  If it wasn’t for him laying there in 
the middle of the deck, they wouldn’t have 
even noticed me.  

Once we got to the jail, it was really 
complicated.  No one from the crew 
recognized me, and when they pulled my 
hat off, it was obvious that I was not a man.  
This caused some confusion, and someone 

said something about 
women being bad luck and 
that’s why they got arrested.  
At this point, a riot broke 
loose.  This one guy started 
yelling about how it wasn’t 
anything to do with women 
but it was all because of rum.  
He then shoved the person 
next to him—it was a mess!  
Everyone started yelling.  
The jailers tried dragging the 
pirate who was yelling and 
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OH MY GOSH!  What was I thinking?  
I should have picked to visit somewhere 
with trees.  I’m going to be found…..or 
KILLED!  Stupid.  Stupid.  Stupid.

I thought it would be fun to stowaway 
on a ship—boy was I wrong!  Maybe it 
can be fun, but right now there is nowhere 
to hide and everyone is either intoxicated 
or shooting at each other.  Actually, most 
of the people around me are intoxicated.  
Good thing too, because I don’t look like 
a convincing male.  My hair is sticking out 
everywhere from under my pirate hat.

Ok, so it gets worse.  The guys that 
were off the ship, trying to come on, were 
all wearing the same coats, red with gold 



shoving off to his own cell, and then his 
hat fell off.  

A girl!  It was a girl pirate!  
Then those men got really mad.  They 

had a girl for a pirate the whole time!  
It gets better—some other pirate 

jumped right along side the girl, took off 
his hat and showed that he was a girl too!  
Those two girls were the pirates I had seen 
fighting at the entrance to the ship, holding 
off the whole army.  Girl pirates!  It was so 
awesome.  All those men were mad, but the 
girl pirates were the ones who were the best 
fighters on the ship.  At this point, someone 
threw a punch at the ship’s Captain for 
letting women on board, and I decided I 
needed to get out of there.
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Did You Know?
Anne Bonny dressed as a man and joined 

Calico Jack’s crew in the early 1700’s.  She was 
legendary for her fierce fighting.  

Bonny was sentenced to hang for piracy 
by the Jamaican government in 1720.  She 
mysteriously disappeared before her hanging.

 
 

 

“If he had fought like a Man, he need 
not have been hang’d like a Dog.”

				    —Anne Bonny

Sail with Captain Jack

One Last Time.



  

A friend once told me that you never forget smells; 
unfortunately for me, this was too true.  A pirate ship stinks 
higher than the highest heaven.  As I climbed the ramp up 
onto the deck, I was appalled at the sudden onslaught of 
sweaty body odor, rum, and salty brine.  Even after we had 
started sailing down the coast, with wind blowing against our 
backs, the smell never weakened.  The next day, Roberts had 
assigned a young boy, Stephen, to show me my duties.

“Make certain you finish your tasks, speedily, or the 
Captain will come down hard on you… he once shot a man 
just for insulting him,” said Stephen.

“Oh,” I muttered.
“Aye, that’s pistol proof, if I ever.”
“What’s pistol proof?” I asked.
“What? You’ve never heard of pistol proof ?” he said 

as his brows furrowed. “Pistol proof is what the Captain is.  
He ain’t afraid of doing what’s necessary to get the job done, 
even if it be killing.  You obviously are the opposite of pistol 
proof.”

14	   	 APRIL 2007 

by Timethy Torosidis
Before I made my jump to February 7, 1722, I thought 

that being a pirate would be one of the best jobs ever.  After 
spending only three days under the command of Captain 
Bartholomew Roberts, otherwise known as Black Bart 
(though he doesn’t care for the name too much), I’ve come 
to understand that a pirate’s life is a cruel, brutal, dirty, and 
extremely dangerous.

The Royal Fortune, Roberts’ 26-cannon ship, had 
come into a small port near Cape Lopez on the western coast 
of Africa, in what is present-day Gabon.  Because of some 
fighting earlier that week, Roberts wanted to gather some new 
recruits.  He was in a small tavern (more like a grass hut) when 
I first saw him.  He was tall, with a dark complexion and raven-
black hair. He wore a beautiful, velvet tri-corner hat with gold 
trim. Around his neck, he had strung a golden chain with a 
diamond-encrusted gold cross.  He didn’t look like a pirate, 
but, as I would come to learn, he acted like one.

“So yer looking for a post on the Fortune?” Roberts 
asked after I offered my services to him, his crew, 

and his ship, “What could a scrawny 
lad like you with the soft hands of a 

lady possibly do on a ship of such 
questionable legitimacy?”

Luckily for me, I had been 
the best knot-tying scout in the 

history of scouting (or so I like to 
think).  “I can tie a splice, a rosebud 

stopper, reef, shroud, and many other 
knots.”

“I haven’t understood a word yer speaking.”  He leaned 
over to the wall and plucked a rope hanging from one of the 
side rafters.  “Why move your jaws when you could just as easy 
show me with your lady fingers?” he asked as he handed me 
the rope.

I quickly and nervously tied each of the knots that I had 
in my repertoire.  After I had finished my last knot, a figure-of-
eight knot, I handed him back the rope.

“Well, welcome aboard Lady Fingers!” he said with 
laugh and a slap on my back.

      



  I wasn’t offended, especially after he mentioned the 
killing.  I had spent that day running port to starboard with 
Stephen tying off loose ropes, caring buckets of tar, and almost 
anything else one could do on a ship.  But I never did it as 
quickly as Stephen or anyone else wanted.  Around five o’clock, 
Roberts approached me with a stern look on his face:

“Yer slower than the winds in the doldrums.  When we 
get in a scrape with the Royal Navy, I’ll be counting on you to 
get things done.”

“I’m sorry Captain. I’ll do better.”
“You better.”
“Captain?  Can I ask you a question?”
“Fine, if you be quick; I’m to see the quartermaster 

soon.”
“What made you become a pirate?” I asked with a 

politeness that would have surprised my mother.
He thought for a moment and then with a hand on his 

pistol said, “In an honest service, there is thin commons, low 
wages, and hard labor; in this, plenty and satiety, pleasure and 
ease, liberty and power.”  He turned and walked off with a 
regality and pride in his step that a person would only expect 
from a king.

The next day, we came upon a couple of trading sloops 
who, after a few cannon blasts from the Royal Fortune, gave 
up quickly. Roberts, his crew said after, was a master of 
intimidation and showmanship.  After gathering the booty, 
barrels of wheat, cannon shot, a couple of bags of gold, and ten 
casks of rum, into the hull, the Royal Fortune turned to show.  
The crew was quick to enjoy their captured goods, especially 

the rum.  Perhaps, they enjoyed it too much, for the next 
morning (the 10th of February) as they were groggily gearing 
up for departure, the Royal Navy’s Swallow was approaching 
quickly.

Roberts, dressed in his finest clothes yet, climbed on 
deck and began shouting orders.  “Lady Fingers! I’m seeing 
a fine number of ropes blowing in this salty wind.  I was just 
curious if you had considered taking care of them, or maybe 
yer avoiding a callus on those pretty fingers.”

Much of the crew began complaining, wondering 
if they’d not have been better off choosing another career.  
Captain Roberts, upon hearing such talk, fumed:

“A merry life and a short one, shall be my motto.  If ye 
boys want to go back and farm the dirt and labor as slaves, 
then be my guests. But I warn you boys, death today would be 
better than death as an old man.”

As the Swallow was bearing down us, Roberts ordered a 
gutsy move, “Turn and head straight for her.  If we get past her, 
we’ll hit the open sea.”

I was really nervous, and perhaps I proved that I was not 
pistol proof as I crouched behind a cask of nails.

As our ship passed by the Swallow, Roberts jumped up 
on the cannon brandishing his cutlass and probably was going 
to taunt them; however, a blast of cannon fire burst from the 
Swallow, and Roberts crumpled down on some loose netting.  
Blood poured from a wound on his throat.  I imagine that 
he died instantly, but I didn’t stick around to find out.  Out 
of fear, though some of my fellow Kronos journalists call it 
cowardice, I pushed the emergency retrieval button on the 
time modulator. 

I’ll always be grateful for the time I spent with Black 
Bart, but I’m even more grateful to be alive.  The next time I’m 
given a pirate assignment, I’ll pass it on to Kris.
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“Who?” I said.
He did not respond, but simply held out his 

hand.  I looked down, and in the dim light, I could 
see a black mark on a piece of crumpled paper.  I 
looked at it for a moment, confused.  Then, suddenly, 
it dawned on me: this man was marked to die.  The 
real black spot was not a blemish that appeared in 
someone’s palm—it was a death sentence that one 
pirate delivered to another.  Before I had a chance 
to ask why he was to die, a chorus of yells came 
from the bow of the boat.  

“They’re back!”  I heard a distant voice holler.  
“Cast the anchor down.  Quick!” 

I attempted to get to my feet once more, 
intrigued by the noises.  

“Get away, ye demons!” came a harsh 
cry.

I pulled myself up onto the staircase and 
darted towards the chaos.  Maybe this was 
the terrible kraken!  I clutched my pocket 
watch and settled in between two large, foul-
smelling men.  As I peered over the side, 
tentacles broke the surface of the water.  I 
was expecting massive, 35-foot appendages.  
However, what I saw looked like large squids 
swarming around the boat.
“What are those?” I asked in my most-

masculine voice.
“Those be sea demons,” one sailor responded.
“They’re so small!” I exclaimed.
“Those be the big ones—wretched creatures,” 

a different man said.
“Really?” I shrieked, forgetting my masculine 

tone.  The chatter amongst the crew ceased, and 
all eyes turned to me.  I clutched the pocket watch 
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by Jessie London
When I arrived, a massive storm was underway.  

Black clouds were revealed by a flash of lighting.  A 
wave of salty water drenched me.  The ship suddenly 
lurched to the left, throwing me down.  Gigantic 
waves crashed over the sides of the boat.  

I had gone back in time with a special mission: 
to discover the facts and fiction about Pirates of 
the Caribbean.  Did gigantic sea monsters really 
eat ships?  Were women really bad luck on a ship?  
Were pirates really marked by a “black spot?”

Another wave came crashing down.  I tried to 
get to my feet, but every time I did, the boat gave 

another jolt.  Finally, I spotted a set of stairs and 
crawled towards them.  As I scooted underneath, I 
realized there was a man already there.  

Not wanting to draw attention to myself, 
I disguised my voice as a man’s and said, “Didn’t 
realize you were here.”  

I started to edge my way out of the wooden 
niche when the man responded: “Are they coming?” 
he asked.



tighter.  
“He’s a woman!”
“WHAT!?!”
“How did she get here?”
“Throw her overboard!”
“NO!  Take her clothes off.  The seas will calm 

if we take off her clothes.”
Without waiting for another word, I clicked 

the pocket watch and raced back to 2007.  When I 
saw the walls of the Kronos machine around me, I 
let out a long sigh.  

Then I chuckled: I’d just made an entire crew 
believe in ghosts.  

It turns out that some pirate myths are just 
myths.  The massive Kraken in the movie was 
nothing more than a few giant squids in real life.  
Black spots did exist, and women really are bad 
luck to have on board.
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Treasure Island    “An oldie but goodie.” 
by Robert Louis Stephenson

Robert Louis Stevenson’s original pirate story invites 
you to join Jim Hawkins, a boy your age, as he sails across 
the ocean, battles pirates, survives a mutiny, makes 
friends with marooned sailors, and, of course, finds buried 
treasure.  The evil Long John Silver and his plotting band 
of pirates are sure to keep you pinned to your seat with 
suspense!

Reading Level: 5th grade and up

Swallows and Amazons 
by Arthur Ransome         “Ordinary kids do extraordinary things.”

This 12-book series follows the adventures of several English 
kids with big imaginations.  When John, Susan, Titty, and Roger 
Walker go sailing in their boat, the Swallow, they meet up with 
Captain Nancy and Mate Peggy, the ruthless “pirates” of the 
Amazon.  These new-made friends battle the infamous “Captain 
Flint,” find buried treasure, fight forest fires, save Nancy and 
Peggy from their evil great aunt, get marooned, drift out to sea, 
and sail round the world—all without leaving the Lake District 
of England.  Pirate fans will especially love the books Peter 
Duck and Missee Lee.  These stories tell the thrilling tale of their 
adventure to the Caribbean in search of buried treasure and their 
capture by Chinese pirates who want to cut off their heads and 
teach them Latin!

Reading Level: 4th – 6th grade

Hey kids!  Our goal at Team Kronos is to discover the truth about how exciting history 
can be.  We want you to join us in our quest.  These books on piracy are the best of the 
best.  And there’s quite a bit of variety, so there’s sure to be book here you’ll love!
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Horatio Hornblower  “Pirates from another perspective.”
by C. S. Forester

The 11-book series follows Horatio Hornblower, a 
young midshipman in the English navy, through his many 
promotions and adventures on the high seas.  Full of detail 
and drama, Horatio’s tale leads him from humble beginnings 
in the old frigate Indefatigable to a position as Lord Admiral of 
His Majesty’s Navy.  He experiences pirate attacks, murder, 
insane leaders, wild weather, and mutiny, in a spell-binding, 
thrill-a-minute tale.  C.S. Forester’s story is well-researched 
and gives an accurate portrayal of life at sea in the late 
1770s.

Reading Level: High school

The Dark Frigate   “The darker side of piracy.”
by Charles Boardman Hawes

When Phillip Marsham is orphaned, he turns to a life at 
sea.  His ship is boarded by pirates and Phil is forced to join 
their ranks.  As they sail down the coast of America headed 
for the Caribbean, the cruelty and bloodthirstiness of the 
Old One (the pirate captain) becomes evident, and Phil must 
use his wits to save himself from not only the pirates but 
also from the wilds of a tropical island and the hangman’s 
noose!

Reading Level: 4th – 8th grade

The True Confessions of Charlotte Doyle
by Avi                     “Girls, this one’s for you.”

Charlotte Doyle is a prim and proper young lady who finds 
herself the only passenger on a ship setting sail for mutiny and 
murder.  As the journey goes on, Charlotte becomes one of the 
mutinous crew and is charged with murder by the insanely 
cruel Captain.  Join the adventure as this spunky girl clears 
herself, saves her friends, and battles the wind and waves, in 
an exciting tale of betrayal and friendship.

Reading Level: 5th – 7th grade
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“And stay out, lass,” the barkeep barked from inside 
the door.  “We don’t need no women ‘sailors’ 

around here.” 
Staggering to her feet, Meg sighed 

and brushed the dirt from her trousers.  
She hated to admit it, but Grandpa Nigel 
was right.  It was nigh impossible for a 
female to gain admittance onto a ship in 
1724.

Walking a few feet away from the light 
and noise of the tavern, Meg put her hand 

in her pocket and fingered the time modulator.  
When she had first heard of Team Kronos and their 
mission, she could barely contain her excitement.  
She had recently graduated from college and was 
eager to put her new knowledge to the test.  Now, 
after having been laughed at and thrown on the 
ground, she was ready to quit before she had even 
begun.

“Well, how am I supposed to study naval 
history if I can’t even set foot on a ship?”

“Looking for work?”
Meg looked up in surprise.  Distracted as she 

was, she hadn’t noticed the shadowy figure leaning 
against a nearby wall.

“I…  Yes.”  Inspecting the figure, Meg found 
that it was a man who looked to be around 35 years 
old.  Between his teeth was clenched a pipe, and he 
wore loose clothes that stank of rotting fish.

Not that that’s surprising, Meg thought.  No 
one smells like a rose in this century.

“Can ye sail?”
“Yes.”  As part of her training for this mission, 

Meg had spent considerable time on a sailing ship, 
learning its operations.

The man was nodding.  “Good.  Come to the 
docks tomorrow morning.  Your new ship be the 
Lady Luck.”

Without saying another word, the man melted 
into the shadows and was gone.

“Wait!”  Meg called “What will I—?”  But no 
answer came.

      
The man who had hired her was simply called Captain 

William, and the Lady Luck turned out to be a small, swift 
corsair that only needed a minimal crew to sail.  She had 
also discovered that William and his crew were privateers, 
in other words, legalized pirates.

It’s not exactly what I was hoping for, but at least I’m 
on a ship.

Captain William had been given a letter from the 
British government commissioning him to attack and 
capture foreign traders in the West Indies.  It was a dangerous 
occupation because, although privateers were “legal” as far 
as the British were concerned, they ran the risk of being 
captured or killed by other nations.

In their three days at sea, the Lady Luck had not seen 
any other ships. 

Thankfully.  Although Meg had proven that her sailing 
was on par with any of the other crewmembers’, she wasn’t 
sure that she wanted to try fighting.  What if I accidentally 

change history?  If it comes to that, I may have to hide.
“You were right when you said you could sail, lass.”  

Captain William had come to stand beside her while she 
was thinking.  Because the crew was so small, he often took 
a turn steering at the helm or handling the rigging.

“Thank you, sir.”
“Ah, there’s no need to call me ‘sir.’  I ain’t no military 

cap’n.  No, William suits me just fine.”
After a moment, Meg gathered enough courage to 

say, “Can I ask you a question, then, William?”
“Aye, you can.”
“Why did you hire me?”  Meg’s hands tightened on 

the helm.  “Most sailors believe that a woman on a ship 
brings ill luck.”

William paused and considered her question.  “There 
you have your answer, young Meg.  I needed another hand, 
and I am not most sailors.” 

      
Another week on the ocean had yet yielded no 
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suitable ships for the Lady Luck to capture.
“We can’t go on like this,” William told his crew.  “I’ve 

arranged a different sort of mission for us tonight.”
“Is this mission profitable?” asked a burly 

crewmember.
“Aye, it is.”  William’s grim smile planted a weight in 

the bottom of Meg’s stomach.
      

The mission turned out to be robbing the French 
governor of the island of Martinique, and much to her 
surprise, William asked Meg to come along.

What if I change history?  What am I going to do?  
She couldn’t refuse William.  She would lose his trust, her 
position on the Lady Luck, and, possibly, her life.

Shortly after midnight, four men plus William and 
Meg launched a longboat and set sail for Martinique.  It was 
all Meg could do to keep from throwing herself overboard.

Upon reaching the governor’s house, William pointed 
to Meg.

“All right,” he whispered.  “You’re going in.”
“Me?”  Meg squeaked.  One of the men snickered 

softly.
“Yes, you.  You’re the smallest and quickest.”
Steeling her nerves, Meg nodded.  She had no idea 

how she was going to get out of this.
Lifted by one of the men, Meg reached the lowest 

window, and with shaking hands, she pushed it up.  It made 
a horrible shuddering sound, and Meg froze, unable to 
think.  After a moment, she heard William call, “No one 
heard.  Just go!”

Pushing the window up the rest of the way, Meg 
slipped inside.  

“Now what?” she called down to William.
Even in the dim light, Meg could see his annoyed 

look.  “Just grab anything that looks shiny and valuable!”
Okay.  She could do this.  What if I steal something 

important?  What if that sets off a chain reaction that changes 
history?  Nigel’s going to kill me for getting into this mess.

What if she just activated the time modulator now?  
No, that would never work.  If she did that, William and his 
crew would probably be captured when they came looking 
for her.  I can’t do that to him.  Not after he helped me.  Besides, 
she hadn’t completed her observations.

Taking a deep breath, Meg searched around the 
darkened hall for what looked like unimportant trinkets.  
Surely taking such a small marble statue won’t change history 
that much,  she thought, as she stuffed it into her pocket.  
When she thought she had enough to please William, she 
went back to the window.

“Okay!”
With William’s help, she lowered herself.  Glad that 

her ordeal was over, she laughed aloud.
“I did it!”
“You got some good stuff ?”
“Yes, I think so.”  She couldn’t stop herself from 

laughing.  To think that she had traveled all the way to the 
18th century to turn into a thief.

“Good.”
Before she knew it, the two crewmembers grabbed 

her arms and held her tight.
William gave her a sad smile before yelling, “Thief !  

In the governor’s mansion!”
“What are you doing?”  Meg screamed.
“I’m sorry, lass, but capturing 

a thief is much more profitable 
than whatever you’ve got in your 
pockets.”

“What?  No!”  Struggle as she 
might, Meg could not free herself.  
William was still yelling, and soon she 
heard running and voices.

I’ve really done it this time.  
Maybe… 

Meg ceased her 
struggling, and after 
a few moments, she 
felt her captors 
relax.  In an instant, 
she jabbed the one 
on her right hard in 
the stomach with her 
elbow.

His hands released 
her arm for just a second, 
but that was all she needed 
to reach into her pocket and 
pull out the small device.

“I’m sorry, William.”
“For what?” he sneered.  

“For being too trusting?”
“No.  For this.”
In the instant before activating 

the time modulator, Meg thought, 
Nigel’s gonna kill me.



I put on thigh-high black boots, a large shirt, a 
tattered blue coat, and a red sash.  Armed with a cutlass 
and a pair of pistols, I was ready to journey back to the 
fall of 1720, to the days of Captain Jack Rackham—
or Calico Jack—which he was called because of his 
colorful outfits.  This was the time when Calico Jack 
and his crew were among the most famous and feared 
pirates of the West Indies.

Grandpa Nigel helped me with the triangulations, 
and I soon found myself in Jamaica—almost three-
hundred years ago.  This was when and where Captain 
Rackham and his crew often went after a stretch of 
pillaging.  I joined their crew in Port Maria.  

Above the ship flew the familiar black flag, which 
sailors of the time called the Jolly Roger or the Banner 

of King Death.  Rackham’s version had a skull 
with 

crossed swords beneath it 
(each pirate captain had a different design). 

As I mingled with the crew, I began to learn what 
the life at sea was really like.  Pirates had to be bold, 
cunning, and very skilled with weapons—especially 
sword fighting.  If you didn’t know how to fight, you 

died.  I learned that quickly.
Life at sea was actually kind of boring.  In between 

the attacks on ships, there was a lot of waiting.  To 
pass the time, musicians were aboard to play music—
on demand, day or night.  If one of the crew wanted 
music, the musicians had to play something.  They 
taught me a song called “Blow the Man Down.”  Blow 
the man down meant to kill someone.  Sometimes the 
crew acted out mock trials, with the crew pretending 
to be judges, lawyers, and prisoners.  Some spent their 
days gambling.  When a ship was taken, the booty 
was divided evenly among the crew.  But each attack 
brought only a few pieces-of-eight per sailor.

Then there was the rum.  There was lots of rum 
on any pirate ship—so I was told.  It smelled bad.  
Sometimes they watered it down to make it last longer.  
Then they called it grog.  Most of the crew stayed drunk 
most of the time.  

In November of 1720, after a successful run 
on several ships, our sloop was full of provisions and 

loot.  Calico Jack ordered the men to anchor at Negril 
Point.  To mark our good fortune, a celebration broke 
out on deck.  The punch and rum were passed around.  
The musicians played their best.  The crew danced and 
sang.  

Then someone spotted a sail.  
I had studied enough to know what it was.  

And I knew how the story was going to end.  It 
was the ship of Captain Jonathan Barnet.  He 
had been hunting Calico Jack for months.  As 

Jack ordered us to weigh anchor, I went below decks.  I 
pulled out my pocket watch and thumbed the retrieval 
signal.  In what felt like seconds, I was back in 2007.  
Captain Jack Rackham’s reign had come to an end.  

And there’s one thing I learned: a pirate’s life is 
not for me.
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Listed below are the first and third lines of each verse; these are 
sung by the captain.  The whole crew joins in on the second and 
fourth lines, like this: 

 
O blow the man down bullies, blow the man down, 

(And away-hay, blow the man down,) 
O blow the man down bullies, blow the man down, 

(O give us a chance to blow the man down.) 

 
O blow the man down bullies, blow the man down,  

O blow him away to Liverpool Town. 
 

As I was a-walking down Paradise Street, 
A pretty young damsel I chanced for to meet. 

 
This pretty young damsel she said unto me, 

“There’s a fine full-rigged clipper just ready for sea.” 
 

Bus as soon as the clipper was clear of the bar, 
The mate knocked me down with the end of a spar. 

 
 

Music courtesy of “Singing Together,” BBC Publications



Whether sailing for high adventure on the Spanish Main or digging up Pirate gold 
centuries later, all adventurers need a treasure map.  Maps in pirates’ times were often 
made of parchment or vellum.  Both materials were actually skins from animals that had 
been processed to act like paper.  They also lasted a lot longer than wood pulp papers.  
Team Kronos has a fast and fun way to make your own Treasure Map that looks and feels 
like old sea-worn parchment, and will inspire more adventures to come.

1. Next time your mom 
goes to the grocery store 
ask her to bring home a 
large brown paper bag.  If a 
local store has blank brown 
bags, that is best, but don’t 
worry if they have designs 
on one side.

2. Get help from 
an adult for this next 
part.  Use scissors 
to cut of the bottom 
of the grocery bag.  This is 
where all the glue seams 
come together.  

3.  Next find the long 
seem that runs up the 
long part of the bag.  
Cut this portion out 
and roll the paper flat.  
You should have a 
pretty-large piece of 
brown paper to work 

with.

How to Make a

     Treasure Map

4.  Now comes the fun part.  Crumple 
the brown paper bag into a ball and 
then flatten it back out.  Do this about 
twenty times.  As you repeat this step, 
the stiff brown paper from the grocery 
bag will slowly soften up.  The more 
your crumple the better.  Remember, 
each time you crumple the bag you 
need to flatten it again and crumple it 
a different way.  This will create creases 
in a new part of the paper each time.  
Once your parchment feels like soft 
fabric, you are ready to go on.  
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5.  It is a good idea to 
take a piece of scratch 
paper and plan out what 
you want your map to 
look like.  For right now, 
you need to focus on 
the map’s shape.  

6. Once you’ve finished your practice design, 
lay out your brown paper next to it.  A pencil is 
handy for this step.  Use the pencil to draw the 
shape you want you map to have.

7. Then take a glass of water, dip your 
finger in, and get the paper wet along 
the line you’ve just made.  

8. Carefully tear where the 
paper is wet.  Getting the paper 
wet helps you tear right where 
you want to.  
It also gives 
your map an 
authentic, rough  
e d g e — m u c h 
better than just 
cutting it out with 
scissors.  

9. Finally, draw your map 
onto the parchment you have 
created.

You have created your own treasure map.  Use your imagination to make other 
pirate items like a pirate vest, a gold pouch, or a flag.  Be creative, and the sky (or 
rather the sea) is the limit.
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