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Introduction

Robert Louis Stevenson

Robert Louis Stevenson was born in Edinburgh in Scotland
in 1850. He had to end his college studies because his
health was poor. He began to travel, looking for a place
that was good for his health. And he wrote about his trav-
els. An Inland Voyage (1878) was about journeys by canoe
on the rivers and canals of Belgium and France. Travels
with a Donkey in the Cévennes followed it in 1879.

People loved his travel books, and they also found his
poems beautiful. In 1879 he travelled to California in a
very uncomfortable ship (which may have been rather like
the Covenant in this book) and then by train across the
United States to San Francisco. He married in California, -
but his poor health made him and his wife travel again.

Readers of his travel books and poetry were surprised *
when Treasure Island came out in 1883. It was not at all- -
like his earlier writing, but both children and grown-ups -
loved it. '

Treasure Island was finished in Switzerland. Steven- -
son then continued to travel. He loved the islands of the
southern Pacific Ocean, and he found that his health was
better there. In the end, he and his wife made their home
in Samoa. It was there that he wrote Kidnapped (1886),
the story of David Balfour and Alan Breck. It was foll-
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owed (but not immediately) by Catriona (1893), which
continues the story of David Balfour and tells of other ex-
citing adventures of David and Alan, and of David’s love
for Catriona Drummond. In between the two stories about
David Balfour came another suprising book, the “thriller”
called The Strange Case of Dr Jekyll and Mr Hyde (1886).

Stevenson died in Samoa in 1894, and he is buried
there.

The history
The happenings, and even some of the people, in this story
are not all imaginary.

When Queen Elizabeth I died without children in
1603, the person with best right to be the king of England
was already the king of Scotland. So King James Stuart VI
of Scotland became King James I of England. He was the
first of a line of kings of England, Scotland and Ireland,
the house of Stuart (or, as it is spelt in this book, Stew-
art). The last of the Stuart kings was James II. He was a
Catholic, and he believed in a king’s right to rule without
Parliament. When a son was born in 1688, the thought of a
continued line of Stuart kings displeased the English peo-
ple, most of them non-Catholic and not believers in the
“God-given” right of kings. They made him leave the
country in 1688. Two non-Catholic daughters of James II
ruled after him, but in 1714 there were no non-Catholics of
the Stuart family, and the people with power in England—
the “ Whigs”—invited George, Elector of Hanover, a
grandson of James I, to become King George 1 of England,
Scotland and Ireland. When he died.in 1727, his son be-
came George 11.

But there were a lot of people in the three countries,
most of all in Scotland and Ireland, who wanted the Stuart

4
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line to continue. These “Jacobites” fought for James in Ire-
land in 1690 but were beaten. They fought for his son
James Francis Edward Stuart in 1715 and were successful
for a time in the Highlands of Scotland, but were again
beaten.

Thirty years later, in 1745, the clans rose once more -
to fight, with other Jacobites, for Charles Edward Stuart,
“Bonny Prince Charlie”. They beat the English at Preston-
pans outside Edinburgh and fought their way down into
England. Charles waited at Derby for promised English -
and French help, but it did not come, and he had to return
to Scotland. At Culloden, outside Inverness, the clansmen -

were beaten by the redcoats, horsemen and heavy guns of

King George’s army, and Bonny Prince Charlie had to es-
cape from the country. :
Our story begins five years after Culloden.
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Chapter 1
The house of Shaws

Early one morning in June 1751 I took the key for the last
time out of the door of my father’s house in Essendean. As
I went down the road, the sun began to shine on the tops
of the hills.

That good man Mr Campbell was waiting for me near
his church.

“Have you had some breakfast, David Balfour my
boy?” he asked.

“Yes, Mr Campbell. Thank you,” I answered.

“Then I'll just-walk with you as far as the river cross-
ing,” he said.

We walked together in silence for a time. Then Mr
Campbell said, “Now, Davie, I have something to give
you. After your mother died, and when that fine man your
father was himself dying, he gave me a letter. He told me
to give it to you when the house was sold. ‘Tell him,’ he
said, ‘to take it to the house of Shaws, not far from
Cramond.’ Here’s the letter.” And he took it out of his
pocket.

“The house of Shaws!” I said. “Why did he want me
to go there?”

“I don’t know,” said Mr Campbell. “I think your fa-
ther came from there. It’s a well-known house, and it’s the
home of a well-known family, Balfour of Shaws. Perhaps
your father was of that family, though he never spoke
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about it. He was certainly a man of much greater learning
than the ordinary village school teacher.”

Mr Campbell put the letter into my hand. and I read
on it:“To Ebenezer Balfour of Shaws. This letter is to be
given to him by my son David Balfour.”

My heart beat hard at the thought of going to a great
house. I had seen myself as just the seventeen-year-old son
of a poor country teacher. I had set out to go to Edin-
burgh; I hoped to become a student in one of the great
schools there or in Holland.

“Mr Campbell.” I said, “do you think I ought to go?”

“Yes.” he answered. “Cramond isn’t far from Edin-
burgh. A strong lad like you can get there in two days’
walking. At the worst, they can only tell you to go away,
but I think your father must have expected something
else.”

At the river, Mr Campbell took my hand in both his
hands. He looked into my eyes, and I saw tears coming
into his own eyes.

“Goodbye, Davie,” he said. “May God be with you!”
And he turned and hurried away, back towards Essendean.
He never looked back, and I stood and watched him. 1
knew his hurry was to hide his sadness at my leaving Essen-
dean, and I felt bad about wanting to get away from the
quiet village.

At last I picked up the little bag that held everything
that was mine. 1 crossed the river and started up the hill
beyond it. From the top of the hill I could see the wide
sheep-road that I had to follow. I looked back once more
at the Essendean church and the tall trees round it, where
my father and mother lay.

Two days later, I came in the morning to the top of a hill.
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I could see the city of Edinburgh and beyond it the sea. Al-
though they were far away, I could see a flag on Edinburgh
Castle and ships on the firth. :

I started down the hill. After a time I'saw a man look-
ing after sheep. He pointed to the way I should walk to get -
to Cramond, to the west of the city. On my way down, I':
asked several more people, and -at last I came to the road
that leads from Edinburgh to Glasgow. Before I could"
cross it, I had to wait while a large body of soldiers came
along the road. I was excited to see them in their red
coats, moving in step to the music of their band. 2

When I was near to Cramond, I began to ask the way-
to the house of Shaws. The question seemed to surprise the
people I asked. At first thought it was because the lad
who asked it was in simple country clothes, dusty from the
road, not one to have business at a great house. But whenI -
got the same look from several other people, I wondered if
there was something strange about the house itself. So I
changed the question for the next man I met.

“Have you heard of a house called the house of Shaws
somewhere near here?” I asked.

“Yes,” he said. “Why?” ,

“It’s a big house, is it?” I said.

“Oh yes. It’s big.”

“And the people in it?” ,

“People?” he cried. “What’s the matter with you? :
There aren’t any people.” S |

“Oh!” I said. “Not Mr Ebenezer?”

“Oh yes. The laird’s there—if it’s him you want to -
see. What do you want from him?”

“They told. me I might get work,” I said.

“What!” he said, very sharply. “Well, lad, it’s not
‘my business, but you seem a nice lad, so I'll say keep away

12
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