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Introduction

R obert Louis Stevenson was born in 1850, in Edinburgh, Scotland.
After studying law at Edinburgh University, he decided to earn his
living as a writer. Unfortunately, he became ill with tuberculosis, a
disease of the lungs, and he had to travel to warmer countries to
improve his health. However, he did earn some money by writing
about his travels.

In 1880, Robert Louis Stevenson married Fanny Osborne and,
a year later, he wrote Treasure Island for her young son. In 1886,
Kidnapped was published. Both these books were very popular, but
they did not make much money. So, in 1886, Stevenson wrote The
Strange Case of Dr Jekyll and Mr Hyde. This story made Stevenson
well known, and made him more money, because it was bought by
adults.

Treasure Island is an exciting adventure story in which a young
boy, Jim Hawkins, tells us of his hunt for buried treasure and his
fight with pirates led by the one-legged Long John Silver. It is still
one of the best-loved stories for children.

In 1887, Stevenson’s father died. With the money that he left,
Robert Louis Stevenson and his family were able to live in Samoa,
an island in the Pacific Ocean. The warm climate improved his
health and he wrote there until his death in 1894.
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My name is Jim Hawkins. My friends have asked me to write down my
adventures, from beginning to end. I shall tell you the story of Treasure
Island; but I shall not tell you where the island is, because there is still

some treasure there.

Let me go back to the very beginning when I was living in Black Hill
Cove, at the Admiral Benbow Inn. My father was the landlord there. One
day, a sun-burned old seaman, with a scar across his cheek, knocked on

our door. I remember him as if it were yesterday. ..
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CHAPTER ONE

The black spot

I watched the old sailor from the window. He dragged a sea-chest

to the door, looked out to sea for a while, then started to sing:

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

He rapped on the door with a piece of wood.

“Is it quiet here, mate?” he asked my father.

My father nodded.

“Well, then,” the old man cried, “this is the ship for me! I'll
stay here a bit. I’'m a simple man — rum and bacon and eggs is all I
want. You can call me captain. ”

He threw three or four gold coins onto the counter. And a few
days later, he called me over to his seat in the window and held up a
silver coin.

“Keep your eyes open, boy,” he said, “for a sailor with one
leg and I'll give you one of these on the first day of every month. ”

- How I watched and waited for that one-legged man to come to
the inn! He even began to haunt my dreams. On stormy nights,
when the wind shook the house, and the waves roared, I would see
him in my sleep. Sometimes, his leg would be cut off at the knee,

sometimes at the hip. Sometimes he chased me over hedges and

.7.
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ditches. Yes, I earned my money well.

“That man will be the ruin of us,” my father complained one
day. “I have used up all his gold already. When I ask for more, he
snorts like a fog-horn. ”

One bitterly cold January day, I was laying the table for the
captain’s breakfast when a tall stranger stepped into the room. Two
fingers were missing from his left hand.

“Is this here table for my mate Bill?” he asked.

“I do not know your mate Bill, ” I replied.

“Well,” he said, “my mate Bill would be called the captain.
He has a long scar on his cheek. . . and a very pleasant manner when
he’s had a drink of rum.”

He stared at me.

“Now, is my mate Bill here in this house?”

“He’s out walking,” I told him.

I hoped that the stranger would go away. But he waited by the
inn door, peering round the corner like a cat waiting for a mouse.
At last, the captain came in, and, without looking to the right or
left, walked straight to his table.

“Bill, ” boomed the stranger.

The captain spun round. The colour drained from his face, and
even his nose was blue. He looked like a man who had seen a
ghost.

“Black Dog!” he gasped.

“We’ll sit down, if you like,” said Black Dog, “and talk like

old shipmates. ”
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I left them drinking rum. They mumbled and muttered for a
long time. Then they began to swear at each other. I heard the
crash of the table and chairs, followed by a cry of pain.

I went to see what was happening. Black Dog was running
away from the captain, blood flowing from his shoulder. The
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captain raised his sword and would have killed Black Dog; but his
sword stuck in the inn sign. You can still see the mark today.

Black Dog disappeared over the hill and the captain fell to the
floor, unconscious. My poor father was also ill at this time and
Doctor Livesey came to see them both.

When the captain opened his eyes, I took him some food and
drink. He seemed very excited.

“I’ve seen old Flint there in the corner,” he told me.

He caught hold of my arm.

“T was on Captain Flint’s ship once, ” he said weakly, “I'm the
only man who knows the place, Jim. ”

“The doctor says you're to stay in bed a week,” I told him
briskly.

“If they send me the black spot, it’s the sea-chest they’re
after,” he gasped. “If they come, get on your horse, Jim, and tell
that doctor friend to fetch help and round up all Flint’s old crew. . .
especially the man with one leg — him above all, Jim. ”

“But what is the black spot, captain?” I asked.

“It’s an order,” he whispered, “an order that has to be
obeyed. ”

And he fell asleep.

I would have gone to the doctor straight away, but my father
died suddenly that evening. The day after his funeral, about three
o’clock on a foggy, frosty afternoon, I was standing by the door,
staring sadly out to sea. The sound of tapping made me look up.

I had never seen such a terrifying man.

He was hunched over inside a huge old sea-cloak. He was blind
and wore a great green eye shade over his eyes and nose. The
horrible, eyeless creature gripped my hand tightly.

“Now, take me to the captain,” he said.

e 10
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“Sir,” I replied, “I dare not. He is very ill. ”

“Take me, boy, or I'll break your arm,” he said.

I never heard a voice so cruel, so cold and so ugly. I led him
over to the captain at once. He looked sick with terror as we came in.

“Now, Bill, sit where you are, ” said the blind man, “and hold
out your left hand. Boy, take his left hand by the wrist and bring it
near to my right. ”

We both obeyed. I saw the blind man pass something from his
hand into the palm of the captain’s hand. Then, he suddenly left
us. The captain looked down at his hand.

“Ten o’clock!” he cried.

Then he fell to the floor quite dead. I knelt down beside him.
On the floor, close to his hand, was a little round piece of paper. It
was blackened on one side.

“The black spot!” I gasped.
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CHAPTER TWO

Escape from the inn

I turned the paper over and read the message on it.
“You have till ten tonight.”

The clock started to chime, and I almost jumped out of my
skin; but it was only six o’clock. I went to fetch my mother.

“Now, Jim,” she said, locking the door, “where’s the key to
the captain’s sea-chest? I want the money he owes me. ”

I felt in the captain’s pockets, then opened his shirt at the
neck. There it was, hanging on a piece of string. We hurried up to
his room and unlocked the sea-chest.

“A good suit!” she exclaimed, “some shells and... here we
are, Jim, his money-bag!”

She started to count out some gold coins. Suddenly, I put my
hand on her arm. In the silent, frosty air I could hear the tap-
tapping of a stick on the frozen road. It came nearer and nearer.
The stick struck the inn door. The handle turned and the bolt
rattled. Then we heard the tapping move away. We were terrified.

“I’ll take what I have counted so far,” said my mother.

I caught sight of an envelope wrapped in oil-skin.

“And I'll take this instead of the rest of the money!” I cried.

We ran out of the inn. We had not started a minute too soon.
The fog was beginning to lift and the moon shone on men running

o 14
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with lanterns towards us. We hid under a bridge.

I was soon more curious than afraid. I left my mother and crept
towards the inn where I hid behind a bush. Seven or eight men were
running towards the door, two of them leading the blind man. They
broke down the door and I could hear their feet rattling up our old
stairs. Then someone threw open the window of the captain’s
room. |

“They’ve been before us,” he shouted. “Bill’s dead, but the
money’s here. ”

“Is it there?” asked the blind man.

“We don’t see it nowhere, ” the man replied.

“It’s that boy! I wish I had put his eyes out! ” he shouted back.

“Scatter, lads! You’ll be as rich as kings if you can find it. ”

They smashed everything inside our inn. Then, furious, they
began to quarrel among themselves. In this way, they lost time and
did not see the policemen galloping so fast down the hill that their
horses knocked the blind man to the ground, stone dead.

“I must find a safe place for the captain’s envelope,” I told
myself. “I’ll go to Doctor Livesey. He’ll know what to do. ”

I left my poor mother at a friend’s house and set off to see the
doctor. But he was dining with Mr. Trelawney, the squire who
owned most of the land in the village. I ran all the way to the
squire’s house and made them listen to my story.

“Have you heard of this Captain Flint?” the doctor asked Mr.
Trelawney.

“Heard of him!” he cried. “Heard of him, you say! He was
the bloodthirstiest pirate that ever sailed the sea. ”

“If I tell you that I might know where Flint buried some of his

e 15 »
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treasure,” asked the doctor, “ will
that treasure be worth very much?”
“Very much?” roared the squire,
“enough for me to want to get a ship
ready now, and take you and Hawkins
along. I'll have that treasure if I
search a year.”
“Very well,” said the doctor.
“Now, then, if Jim agrees, we’ll

open Flint’s envelope. ”

I nodded and the doctor cut the stitches holding the oil-skin
together. Inside was a sealed paper. The doctor opened the seals
carefully and out fell a map of an island.

We all stared at it. The island was about nine miles long and
five miles wide, like a fat dragon standing up. It had two fine
“The Spy-Glass” .

could see three crosses of red ink, two on the north part of the

harbours and a hill in the centre marked

island, one in the south-west. Next to this last cross were the words

“Most of treasure here.”

I turned the map over and found these words:

“Tall tree, Spy-glass shoulder,
compass point N. of NNE.
Skeleton Island ESE and by E
Ten feet.”

The squire kept his word. A few weeks later, the three of us

sailed for Treasure Island.
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