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The Old Sea Dog at the Admiral Benbow 11

Chapter One

The Old Sea Dog
at the, Admiral Benbow

Squire Trelawney, Dr Livesey, and the rest of the company asked
me to write down the story of our adventure on Treasure Is-
land, from the beginning to the end, keeping nothing back but
the location of the island, and that only because there is still
treasure remaining there. And so, many years later, I begin to
write of the year when I became fourteen, when my father kept
the Admiral Benbow Inn and the old seaman with the scarred

I remember him as if it were yesterday, as he came plodding to
the inn door, pulling his sea chest behind him in a barrow. He
was a tall, strong, heavy, man, with his hair tied in a pigtail fall-
ing over the shoulders of his dirty blue coat. His hands were
ragged and scarred, with black, broken nails, and the scar across
one cheek shone from his dirty face as a livid white. As he came,
I remember he kept looking round the bay and whistling to him-
sclf as he did so. He then sang, in his high, old, wavering voice,
that old sea song that he sang so often afterwards:

“Fifteen men on the dead man’s chest—
| Yo-ho-ho, and a bottle of rum!”

Then he rapped on the door with a bit of stick like a handspike
that he carried, and when my father appeared, called roughly
for a glass of rum. When this was brought to him, he savoured it



12 )

slowly and looked about him at the ciiffs and up at our sign-
board. After some time he spoke:

“This is a handy cove,” he said, “do you get many people pass-
ing through, mate?”

“No, P'm sorry to say.” said my father, “It’s a lonely spot all year
round.”

“Weﬂ,thcn,”aaidhe,“thilisthcplaoeforme.Hmyou,matcx”
he cried to the man who trundled the barrow; “bring that up along-
n’dcandhelpmcwithmychest.l’llmyhu‘cabit,”heconﬁnucd.
“I'maplainman;mmandbaconandeggsiswhatlwant,and
that headland there to watch for ships. What’s your name boy?”

“My name is Jim Hawkins, sir. Will you tell me what I might
call you?” | '

“What you might call me? You might call me Captain. Oh, I
see what you’re at. Don’t worry about paying—T’ll pay all right,”
and he threw down three or four gold pieces in front of me.
“Tell me when I've spent that and give me a glass of rum,” he
said, looking as fierce as a commander.

Despite his dirty clothes and his coarse way of speaking, he
seemed like a man who was accustomed to being obeyed. The
man who came with the barrow told us that the coach had set
him down the morning before at the Royal George, that he had
asked if there were any inns along the coast, and hearing ours
well spoken of, I suppose, and described as lonely, had chosen it
from the others for his place of residence. And that was all we
could learn of our guest.

He was a strange, silent man. All day he hung round the cove
or upon the cliffs with a brass telescope; all evening he satin a
corner of the parlour next the fire and drank rum and water.
Mostly he would not speak when spoken to, but would look up
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suddenly and fiercely and blow through his nose like a foghorn.

Weandthepeoplewhocamctothemnsoonleamedtolcave
him alone.

Every day when he came back from his stroll he would ask if
any sailors had gone by along the road. At first we thought he
was keen to have the company of his own kind, but at last we
began to see he was anxious to avoid them. When a seaman stayed
at the Admiral Benbow, he would look in at him through the
curtained door before he entered the parlour; and he was always
sure to be as silent as a mouse when a sailor was present.

One day he took me aside and promised me a silver fourpenny
on the first of every month if I would only keep my “weather eye
open for a seafaring man with one leg” and let him know the
moment he appeared. Often enough when the first of the month
came round and I asked him for my wage, he would only blow
through his nose at me and stare me down. But before the week
ended he was sure to think again and decide to bring me my
fourpenny piece, and repeat his orders to look out for “the sca-
faring man with one leg.”

How the man with one leg haunted my dreams, I need scarcely
tell you. On stormy nights, when the wind shook the four cor-
ners of the house and the surf roared along the cove and up the
cliffs, I would imagine him in a thousand forms, and with a
thousand wicked expressions. I would see him with the leg cut
off at the knee, then at the hip. He would become a monstrous
kind of a creature who had only ever had one leg, and that in
the middle of his body. To see him leap and run and pursue me
over hedge and ditch was the worst of nightmares. And alto-
gether I think I earned my monthly fourpenny piece, in the shape
of these terrible dreams.
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