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  Introduction




  John Nicholson, co-writer and director




  Treasure Island is an epic, escapist, coming-of-age adventure. It’s a big story – and theatrical adaptations tend to employ sizeable casts. This adaptation, however, is written for a cast of four actors, who seamlessly transition between twenty-six characters – so it’s certainly epic backstage.




  On stage, the action is suspenseful and gripping, as you would expect. But in places it’s also irreverent, anarchic and screwball. Despite the fun, it always remains true to the heart and arc of the widely loved novel – this was a very important consideration for us. Naturally, we wanted the adaptation to appeal to a wide age demographic, but within that, we also set about mining the story and characters for comic opportunity. We decided there should be songs, set pieces and an abundance of visual surprises.




  Treasure Island is told from the perspective of a fourteen-year- old boy who has to rely on his wits when he’s cast into a world of adults. He has to navigate who to trust and who to trick. To this end, although we’ve streamlined the character list, we’ve also taken the liberty of including two pivotal characters that Robert Louis Stevenson chose to omit from his original. Or possibly we just invented them.




  Stevenson’s timeless novel gets pretty graphic in places – murder on the high seas and all that. We were keen not to sanitise these more lurid aspects of the book. We wanted to keep the stakes high, the betrayals wretched, and the danger to life ever present. We also wanted to create characters who were as funny and playful as they were ruthless, as deliciously Machiavellian as they were ridiculous. And finally, we wanted a significant female character – this is a coming-of-age story, after all. This is Treasure Island with its heart on its sleeve and its head in a blender.




  This production was created with and for the British theatre company Le Navet Bete. A video recording of their production is available for reference purposes. Please feel free to contact them via info@lenavetbete.com. As well as this script, the especially composed music (by Peter Coyte) used in the original production is also available for license.




  We hope you enjoy reading – and performing – this adaptation.




  

    

  




  This stage adaptation of Treasure Island was first performed by Le Navet Bete at the Plymouth Athenaeum on 12 December 2019, and revived at the Exter Northcott Theatre on 9 December 2020. The cast was as follows:




  

    

      	

        ACTORS


      



      	

        Al Dunn




        Dan Bianchi




        Matt Freeman




        Nick Bunt


      

    




    

      	

        Writers/Devisers


      



      	

        Le Navet Bete & John Nicholson


      

    




    

      	

        Director


      



      	

        John Nicholson


      

    




    

      	

        Lighting Designer and Production Manager


      



      	

        Alex Best


      

    




    

      	

        Stage Manager


      



      	

        Abi Jones


      

    




    

      	

        Set Designer


      



      	

        Fi Russell


      

    




    

      	

        Backdrop Designers


      



      	

        Ben Yates




        Jack Faulkner




        Nic Wootton




        Patrick Hillier




        Riannon Cheffers-Heard


      

    




    

      	

        Set Builder


      



      	

        James Andrews


      

    




    

      	

        Production Photography



      



      	

        Mark Dawson


      

    




    

      	

        Publicity Photography



      



      	

        Matt Austin


      

    




    

      	

        Composer and Sound Engineer


      



      	

        Peter Coyte


      

    




    

      	

        Graphic Designer


      



      	

        Rebecca Pitt


      

    




    

      	

        Wardrobe Assistant


      



      	

        Ruby Yardley


      

    




    

      	

        Videographer


      



      	

        Simon Burbage


      

    


  




  

    

  




  Characters




  PIRATE 1




  PIRATE 2




  PIRATE 3




  PIRATE 4




  JIM HAWKINS




  AUNT AGNES




  PUB CUSTOMER




  BILLY BONES




  BLIND PEW




  HENCHMAN 1




  HENCHMAN 2




  HENCHMAN 3




  DOCKHAND




  RACKETEER




  SHOE-SHINER




  POSH BLOKE




  VANESSA




  LONG JOHN SILVER




  ALEXA THE PARROT, a puppet




  CAPTAIN BIRDSEYE




  BLUE PETER




  BLACK DOG




  MERMAID




  BEN GUNN




  CHRISTOPHER




  STALLHOLDER




  POLICEMAN




  And recorded voices of…




  FISH 1




  FISH 2




  JELLYFISH




  STARFISH




  PLASTIC BAG




  GRETA THUNBERG




  

    

  




  Suggested Doubling




  ACTOR 1: Pirate 3, Jim Hawkins




  ACTOR 2: Pirate 2, Pub Customer, Blind Pew, Henchman 2, Racketeer, Long John Silver




  ACTOR 3: Pirate 4, Billy Bones, Henchman 3, Posh Bloke, Captain Birdseye, Black Dog, Christopher, Stallholder, Policeman




  ACTOR 4: Pirate 1, Aunt Agnes, Henchman 1, Dockhand, Shoe-Shiner, Vanessa, Alexa the Parrot, Blue Peter, Mermaid, Ben Gunn




  This text went to press before the end of rehearsals and so may differ slightly from the play as performed.




  

    

  




  Scene One




  The Burying of the Treasure




  A storm. Night. Skeleton Island. PIRATE 1 and PIRATE 2 are digging.




  PIRATE 1. Surely this is deep enough.




  PIRATE 2. Keep digging.




  PIRATE 1. I am keeping digging. You keep digging.




  PIRATE 2. I am keeping digging.




  PIRATE 1. Fine. So how deep do we go?




  PIRATE 2. No idea.




  PIRATE 1. Oh great. So we could even be too deep!?




  PIRATE 2. How the hell should I know?!




  PIRATE 1. You bilge rat!




  PIRATE 2. No, you’re a bilge rat!




  PIRATE 1. No, you’re a…




  PIRATE 3 (off). Oi, swabs! Is that hole the specified depth yet?




  PIRATE 1 and PIRATE 2 exchange a look.




  PIRATES 1 and 2. Aye!




  PIRATE 4. Then let’s get lowering.




  A treasure chest is belayed above the audience towards the stage. PIRATE 1 and PIRATE 2 grab lines to bring it in.




  PIRATE 1. You’re bringing a spring upon her cable, swab!




  PIRATE 3. Come about, you fools!




  PIRATE 4. No, belay to the left!




  PIRATE 2. Whose left?




  PIRATE 4. There’ll be none of us left if we don’t hurry.




  PIRATE 3. Furl, swabs! She’s heaving down.




  The chest lurches and some of the chest’s contents (money) showers into the audience.




  PIRATE 2. Hold fast!




  PIRATE 4. We’re all for the Davy Jones if the chest is delivered to the waves!




  PIRATE 1. Slacken off the guideline. Gently does it!




  PIRATE 2. A few more feet to terra firma.




  PIRATE 1. She’s safe!




  PIRATE 1 and PIRATE 2 set about lowering the chest into the hole.




  PIRATE 4. Now lay her to rest and don’t dawdle. Be there a cartographer among us?




  PIRATE 2. A car-what-a-pher?




  PIRATE 1. A map drawer, numbskull! Captain Flint’s ordered a map to mark the treasure’s whereabouts.




  PIRATE 3. Leave that to me.




  PIRATE 2. We’ll make the ground good and mark the site with an ‘X’?




  PIRATE 3. Job’s a good ’un.




  PIRATE 1. An ‘X’? Brilliant. Really original.




  PIRATE 2. A ‘T’ then.




  PIRATE 3. ‘T’ for Treasure.




  PIRATE 1. Inspired. Tell you what, why don’t you put a massive sign up that reads ‘Treasure buried here’. You know – just to avoid any confusion.




  PIRATE 3. What’s with the salty attitude?




  PIRATE 1. Does it not occur to you that the whereabouts of this treasure has to be disguised! Only cryptic clues upon a map should lead to its hiding place.




  PIRATES 2 and 3. Ahh.




  PIRATE 4. And until such a time as her resurrection shares us our fortune.




  PIRATE 1. Should Flint keep her word, that is.




  PIRATE 4. What do you mean by that?




  PIRATE 1. Well, do you trust her?




  Sudden change in atmosphere.




  PIRATE 2. Anyone else sensing there are eyes out there upon us?




  PIRATE 3. Many pairs of ’em an’ all.




  A figure appears in the shadows in a long coat and wide- brimmed hat.




  PIRATE 2. Captain Flint! Where did you come from?




  ‘FLINT’. I think the most important question right now, swabs, is not whether you trust me, but whether I trust you. And unfortunately for you, I don’t.




  She raises two guns and kills the four men. Black out. ‘Treasure Island’ theme plays.




  Scene Two




  Hard Times




  JIM HAWKINS is stood in a spotlight, lost in thought, with the sound of adventure in his ears. But a voice is calling him back to reality, distant at first but getting louder.




  AUNT AGNES. Nephew. Nephew. Nephew. Nephew!!!




  Reality. The Admiral Benbow. Black Hill Cove. It’s not a night you’d want to be outside. The elements blow in through an open door. AUNT AGNES is sat in a chair by the fire.




  AUNT AGNES. Will you close that blessed door!




  JIM. I’m sorry, Aunt Agnes.




  JIM does so then tends to the fire with the logs he’s brought in.




  AUNT AGNES. Are you literally trying to freeze me to death!?




  JIM. No, Aunt.




  AUNT AGNES. After the way I’ve cared for you all these years?




  JIM. It shouldn’t take too long to warm up now.




  AUNT AGNES. Nothing but a thorn in my side you’ve been since your parents chose to abandon you.




  JIM. I don’t think it was their intention to die.




  AUNT AGNES. Expecting old muggins here to step in and run this pub.




  JIM. I thought you had nowhere else to live?




  AUNT AGNES. Selfish. The pair of them. No other word for it.




  JIM. Well, I’m fourteen now, so…




  AUNT AGNES. So you want to kick me out into the gutter, is that it?




  JIM. No! I wasn’t going to say that.




  AUNT AGNES. It’s what you were thinking, though, isn’t it, you ungrateful little haemorrhoid.




  JIM (to audience). Believe me, this is a good day. Sometimes she can be quite cruel.




  JIM busies himself at the bar.




  AUNT AGNES. If only he had a bit of sense about him. But alas, there’s nothing but a chasm of soft soap between his ears. He believes in mermaids, you know.




  JIM. Aunt!




  AUNT AGNES. It’s true. You’re a dreamer. Nothing but a dreamer. Well, can you put your hands on your head? Oh no! Super! Tramp all over me in the meantime.




  JIM. I need to change the barrels.




  JIM heads down into the trap/cellar.




  AUNT AGNES. You and your feckless ways are driving this business into the ground, you know.




  PUB CUSTOMER enters, battling to shut the door against the howling wind.




  PUB CUSTOMER. Blimey, what a night. Any chance of a pint?




  AUNT AGNES (hurling her knitting needles at him). No! Get out of my pub!!




  PUB CUSTOMER swiftly exits.




  (To audience, re: JIM.) Oh, don’t you take his side. That snivelling little brat down there changed the course of my life. I could have been a model once. You can see that, can’t you, sir? (Threateningly points a fire poker at an audience member.) I said, you can see that can’t you?! What’s your name?
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