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KIDNAPPED

Introduction

Robert 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.

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.

Kidnapped is a story of the kidnapping of David Balfour, a young
boy who is cheated out of his inheritance and wrongly accused of
murder. It is set in 1751, five years after the Jacobites (led by Bonnie
Prince Charlie, the son of James Il ) were defeated at Culloden Moor in
the north of Scotland. The Jacobites supported James Il , who claimed
the right to be the king of Great Britain, instead of King George. Most
of the Scottish Highlanders were loyal Jacobites and had their land taken
from them by King George.

In 1887, Stevenson’s father died. With the money 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
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there until his death in 1894.

You might find the meaning of these words will help you to

understand the story better;

ay(e)

brae

burn

clan

crofter

dirk

Gaelic

glen

The Highlands

Jacobite

ken

laird

loch

The Lowlands

nac

Redcoats

ye

yes

hill

stream

group of families with the same family name
a farmer

dagger

a Celtic language

mountain valley

a large area of north and north-east Scotland
a supporter of James Stuart who

wanted to rule Britain '

know

a Scottish landowner

lake

the central and

eastern part of Scotland

no, not

British soldiers (they wore scarlet jackets)

you
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glen

The Highlands
Jacobite

ken

laird

loch

The Lowlands
nae

Redcoats
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KIDNAPPED

CHAPTER ONE

The House of Shaws

The story of kidnap and murder that you are about to read began one
June morning in 1751. 1 was only seventeen and both my parents had
just died. I decided to leave Essendean, the village where I had always
lived, and seek my fortune in the world. The minister of Essendean, Mr
Campbell, came to see me before I left.

“T have something for ye, lad,” he said. “When your father was
ill, he gave this letter to me. Ye are to take it to the house of Shaws,
near Edinburgh. ”

I looked at him in surprise.

“The Balfours of Shaws is an old and respected family — your
family,” he told me. “That is where your father came from and he
wanted you to go back there. ”

He gave me the letter addressed in my father’s handwriting :

To Ebenezer Balfour, Esquire,
the house of Shaws

to be delivered by my son, David Balfour

“Remember, Davie,” Mr Campbell said, “that Ebenezer Balfour
is the laird and you must obey him. ”

“T'll try, sir,” I said.

“Now you must go,” Mr Campbell said sadly, “you have two

days walking ahead of you. ”
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I took my last look at the churchyard where my mother and father
were buried, then I began my journey. How pleased I was to be leaving
the quiet countryside to go to a great and busy house, among rich people
of my own family !

In the middle of the second day, I caught sight of the sea from the
top of a hill — and the great city of Edinburgh. 1 was very excited, but
when I started to ask the way to the house of Shaws, people looked at
me in surprise.

“If ye’ll take my advice,” one man said sharply, “ye’ll keep away
from the Shaws. ”

At first, 1T wanted to turn back.

“No!” I told myself firmly, “now that I've come so far, I have to
find out for myself. ”

Just as the sun began to set, I met an old woman trudging down a
hill. _

“Am I far from the house of Shaws?” I asked her.

She took me back up the hill and pointed to the valley below.

“That is the house of Shaws!” she said angrily. “Blood built it.
Blood stopped the building of it. Blood will be its ruin. I spit upon the
ground and curse Ebenezer Balfour!”

I was frightened by her words, but I forced myself to walk up to the
house. The nearer I got, the gloomier it seemed. There was no gate and
no avenue — and one wing of the house was unfinished. Was this the
fine house my father was sending me to? Was this where I was going to
earn my fortune?

I knocked once on the wooden door. There was silence. I waited
and knocked again. Then I felt angry and shouted, “Mr Balfour! Mr

"’

Ebenezer Balfour!” until a man called from the bedroom window above

- 10 -



KIDNAPPED

my head.

“It’s loaded. ”

I looked up into the mouth of a gun.

“I’ve come here with a letter, ” I said, “to Mr Ebenezer Balfour of
the house of Shaws. Is he here?”

“Ye can put it down upon the doorstep, and be off with ye,” the
man said.

“No!” I cried. “I will deliver it into Mr. Balfour’s hands. It is a
letter of introduction. I am David Balfour. ”

There was a long pause.

“Is your father dead?” the man asked at last.

I was too upset to answer.

“Ay,” the man said, “he’ll be dead. I'll let you in. ”

After a few minutes, a stooping man of about fifty opened the
door. His face was grey and mean, and he had a long beard trailing onto
his nightshirt. He led me down a corridor to a cold, dark kitchen.

“Let me see the letter, ” he said.

“It’s for Mr Balfour, ” I answered.

“ And who do ye think I am?” he said. “Now give me Alexander’s
letter. ”

“You know my father’s name?” I asked in surprise.

“It would be strange if I didnae,” the man said, “for he was my
younger brother. ”

“I never knew, sir, that he had a brother,” I said, my voice
trembling.

I slept badly that night, locked in a cold bedroom with broken
window-panes, but the next day my unclé seemed friendlier. In the

evening, when we had eaten some porridge together, he lit a pipe and

« 1 -
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leaned towards me across the table.

“Davie, my man,” he said, “I’'m going to help ye as your father
wanted. I kept a bit of money for ye, since ye were born — not much —
well, forty pounds!”

I was too surprised to say anything.

“1 want nae thanks,” he said. “I do my duty. But I want ye to do

something for me. There’s a chest in the tower at the far end of the

house, the part that’s not finished. Bring it down for me. ”
“Can I have a candle, sir?” I asked.

“Nae lights in my house, ” he told me.

» 192 »
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I went outside. It was darker than ever. My heart pounded as I
climbed the steps to the top of the tower, feeling the wall with my
hands. Suddenly, there was a flash of lightning and I looked down in
horror. The unfinished staircase came to an end there, high in the air.

“One more step and I would have fallen!” T gasped.

Then the terrible thought came into my mind.

“My uncle sent me here to die!”
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CHAPTER TWO

Kidnapped |

I came slowly down the steps again and went back to the kitchen. When
I crept up behind my uncle and put my hands on his shoulders, he fell to
the floor like a dead man.

“Sit up!” I shouted.

“Are ye alive?” my uncle sobbed. “O man. Are ye alive?”

“] am,” I said, “no thanks to you. Why did you try to kill me?”

A

“T’ll talk to ye in the morning, ” my uncle moaned, “I feel too ill

”»

right now.

I locked my uncle in his room. Then I lit the biggest fire the house
had seen for years and fell asleep. In the morning, as I was deciding
what to do, a ship’s boy called Ransome brought a letter for my uncle.

3

“It’s from Captain Hoseason,” my uncle said. “He’s just sailed
into Queensferry port. He wants to see me. ”

I shook my head.

“T've treated ye badly, Davie,” he said. “If ye let me see the
captain, I’ll take ye to see my lawyer, Mr Rankeillor in Queensferry.
He knew your father. We’ll sort out some money for ye. ”

“T do want to see the sea,” I thought. “I’ll go, but I won’t let my
uncle out of my sight. ”

We followed Ransome to an inn alongside the port. The room
where my uncle and Hoseason talked was so hot that I left them for a few

minutes to look at the ships. When I returned, my uncle was coming
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