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TO

S.L.O.

An American gentleman, in accordance with whose classic taste the following narrative has been designed, it is now, in return for numerous delightful hours, and with the kindest wishes, dedicated by his affectionate friend.

THE AUTHOR






INTRODUCTION Treasure Island: THE WORLD’S MOST FAMOUS PIRATE STORY [image: ]


One August afternoon in 1881, Robert Louis Stevenson and his twelve-year-old stepson, Lloyd Osbourne, made a map of a fictitious island. Looking at it, Stevenson began to tell Lloyd a story about pirates and a search for buried treasure—a story that would later become his beloved classic Treasure Island. Seized by inspiration, Stevenson wrote the novel at the amazing rate of a chapter a day. As Treasure Island’s readers know, the resulting book is driven by a spare urgency and filled with a playful excitement perfect for a long and lazy summer afternoon.

Since its publication in 1883, Treasure Island has been a literary adventure story for both children and adults. It is both a thrilling page-turner about pirates and a fully realized literary work, with all of Stevenson’s consummate skill on display. His vivid visual details, imaginative plot twists, psychological acuity, and complex characters have made the novel a genre-crossing classic produced (or improvised upon) for stage, screen, and television, and more. As Stevenson’s friend the esteemed novelist Henry James put it, Treasure Island is “as perfect as a well-played boy’s game.”

Perhaps the most enduring aspect of Treasure Island is its masterfully drawn villain. Long John Silver stood out among the villains of nineteenth-century children’s literature because he was an exceptionally complicated and seductive character. While other villains existed to move the plot along, Silver seemed to have a life entirely his own. His superior intelligence, wit, courage, geniality, and resourcefulness make him remarkable even today. In Silver, Stevenson created an ambiguous character that challenges readers, as much as he challenges the novel’s protagonist, Jim, to examine our own moral natures. It was exactly this kind of modern complexity that raised Treasure Island above the many popular adventure tales of the day.

Stevenson might have laughed at the idea that Treasure Island could or should inspire moral reflection. Though he was no doubt aware of the book’s underlying depth, his stated aim was simply to write a gripping tale. He certainly succeeded. Treasure Island tells us a great deal about the world it describes, the world in which it was written, and human nature, but it endures because it is a pure pleasure to read.

The Life and Work of Robert Louis Stevenson

Robert Louis Stevenson was born on November 13, 1850, in Edinburgh, Scotland. The only child of Thomas Stevenson, a successful civil engineer, and Margaret Isabella Balfour, Stevenson suffered from debilitating illnesses throughout his life. Although his frail health made schooling difficult, he was an avid reader, and at the age of seventeen he entered Edinburgh University, where he began studying lighthouse engineering. Never inclined to become an engineer, he made a compromise with his father and soon switched to a study of law.

As a university student, he rebelled against his strict, Calvinist upbringing and bourgeois life and played the part of the bohemian. He also experimented with different styles of writing and wrote his first published work, The Pentland Rising. While visiting a cousin in 1873, he met Sidney Colvin, an English art scholar, who would become his mentor and friend. He also met Fanny Sitwell, who was first his unrequited love and later his dear friend. Later that year, Stevenson traveled to the French Riviera in order to recover from a severe respiratory illness.

In 1875, he passed the Scottish bar, but he would never practice law. Instead, while he traveled to France and elsewhere for health reasons, Stevenson devoted himself to writing. His two travel books, An Inland Voyage (1878) and Travels with a Donkey in the Cévennes (1879), first established his reputation as a writer.

In 1876, he met and fell in love with Fanny Osbourne, an American woman who was divorcing her husband. To the dismay of his parents, Stevenson traveled to California to join her in 1879. Sick and poor, Stevenson nearly died from ill health, but he rallied and married Osbourne in 1880. After a positive letter from his father, Stevenson, Osbourne, and Osbourne’s son, Lloyd, went to Scotland to reconnect with his family.

Stevenson’s efforts to escape ill health then took the family to Davos, Switzerland, the Scottish Highlands, and the south of France during the early 1880s. He began writing Treasure Island in 1881 and also published his first collection of essays, Virginibus Puerisque. Treasure Island was published in serialized form from 1881 to 1882 in Young Folks magazine and in book form in 1883. From 1884 to 1887, the family lived in Bournemouth, England, where Stevenson met and befriended the American novelist Henry James. While there, he wrote Kidnapped, Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde, and “Markheim.” Prince Otto and A Child’s Garden of Verses were published in 1885. The publication of Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde in 1886 propelled Stevenson to popular and literary fame. The climate in Bournemouth proved bad for his delicate health, and in 1887 Stevenson moved to the Adirondacks in upstate New York with his wife, stepson, and mother.

In 1888 the family sailed through the South Seas. Stevenson’s writings on these travels include In the South Seas (1896) and A Footnote to History (1892). After a trip to Sydney in 1890, Stevenson returned to Samoa and set up residence at a house called Vailima, where he spent the rest of his life. There he wrote Island Nights’ Entertainments (1893) and David Balfour (1893), the sequel to Kidnapped, as well as The Ebb Tide (1894), which was started by Lloyd Osbourne. He also began his unfinished masterpiece Weir of Hermiston, published posthumously in 1896. Stevenson died suddenly of a cerebral hemorrhage in 1894 and was buried, according to his wishes, on Mount Vaea in Samoa.

Historical and Literary Context of Treasure Island


The Golden Age of Piracy

Although Stevenson wrote Treasure Island during the Victorian era, his story is set in the golden age of piracy, which began with the reign of Queen Elizabeth I in the sixteenth century and ended in the early nineteenth century, with the rise of powerful national navies.

Pirates had menaced the Aegean and Mediterranean seas since antiquity, but by the sixteenth century they were an extensive, highly organized plague. Pirates known as “corsairs” had established an empire known as the Barbary States in northern Africa. During the sixteenth century, Elizabeth I of England even conferred the title of privateer on some of her finest sailors, including Sir Walter Raleigh and Sir Francis Drake, giving them permission to raid foreign ships for profit in times of peace.

By the seventeenth century, the “buccaneers” evoked in Treasure Island emerged. Buccaneers plagued the West Indies, settling in Haiti and other ports. Most of them were originally Dutch, French, or English sailors with reason to flee the law. The buccaneers were fought by the Spanish, who controlled much of the Caribbean during this era.

The Scotsman William Kidd, whom many readers believe was the model for Long John Silver, was perhaps the most famous pirate of all. After he was commissioned by the English king to suppress piracy and then act as a privateer against the French, Kidd is thought to have become a pirate around 1697. He seized his most valuable bounty, the ship Quedagh Merchant, in 1698. Upon reaching the West Indies in 1699, Kidd learned that he had been accused of being a pirate and sailed to New York City. From New York, the colonial governor sent Kidd back to England, where in 1701 he was tried and hanged for piracy.

In 1701, many pirates joined the navies of France and England during the War of the Spanish Succession. But when the war ended in 1713, the hordes of unemployed sailors returned to pirating and established bases in the Bahamas. The piracy problem was so bad that around 1714, under pressure from British merchants, King George I decreed a proclamation of amnesty allowing any pirate who gave himself up to keep his treasure and go unpunished. In 1717, Captain Woodes Rogers, sent by Britain to get rid of the piracy problem in the Bahamas, did succeed in containing the pirates and limiting their forces.

Still, between 1801 and 1815, the United States fought two Barbary Wars against the pirate states of North Africa in an effort to protect American merchant ships. This second war finally freed the Mediterranean from piracy, enabled U.S. trade, and ended piracy’s golden age.


Adventure Stories and Romances

In his lyric epigraph to Treasure Island, Stevenson promises, “all the old romance, retold / Exactly in the ancient way,” and alludes to Kingston, Ballantyne, and Cooper, three writers of adventure stories and sea tales. William Henry Giles Kingston’s best-known boys’ adventure stories were Peter the Whaler (1851) and The Three Midshipmen (1873). The Scottish writer R. M. Ballantyne wrote the popular The Coral Island (1858), which features some parallels to Treasure Island, including a young narrator who battles pirates. James Fenimore Cooper wrote stories of the American frontier, including the Leatherstocking tales. His novel The Sea Lions (1848) features a treasure map and chest of treasure.

In his essay “My First Book,” Stevenson further delineates some of Treasure Island’s influences and sources. One useful reference was Captain Charles Johnson’s A General History of the Robberies and Murders of the Most Notorious Pyrates (1724). Stevenson’s friend W. E. Henley gave him the book in response to his request for information about buccaneers. A General History provided many of the historical details about pirate events, names, and customs that appear in Treasure Island, including the names of ships and characters such as Israel Hands, who was the master aboard Blackbeard’s ship.

Stevenson also notes his debt to writers Edgar Allan Poe, Daniel Defoe, and Washington Irving. He attributes the character of Silver’s parrot to Defoe’s Robinson Crusoe (1719-22), which may also have engendered the island atmosphere of Stevenson’s story. Similarly, he writes that “the skeleton is conveyed from Poe.” Poe’s story “The Gold Bug” involves the buried treasure of Captain Kidd and indeed features skulls and skeletons. Stevenson also notes the striking parallels between the first few chapters of Treasure Island and Irving’s Tales of a Traveller, another tale about buried pirate treasure, the result of either unconscious borrowing or the inevitable result of generic convention. In addition, Stevenson cites Charles Kingsley’s At Last: A Christmas in the West Indies (1871) as the source of the “dead man’s chest” in the ditty that occurs in his novel. In Kingsley’s book, “dead man’s chest” is the name of a small island. In Stevenson’s essay the historical adventure novels of the Scottish writer Sir Walter Scott, including Waverley (1814) and Rob Roy (1817), are also cited as influences.

Finally, scholars have noted that Stevenson’s friendship with realist novelist Henry James influenced both writers. They argued about the art of fiction, the role of character, and “the matter of romance,” and their letters reveal a deep engagement with the craft of writing and the development of the novel.






CHRONOLOGY OF ROBERT LOUIS STEVENSON’S LIFE AND WORK [image: ]



	1850: Robert Louis Stevenson born on November 13 in Edinburgh, Scotland.

	1867: Enrolls at Edinburgh University.

	1873: Meets mentor-friend Sidney Colvin and confidante Fanny Sitwell. Suffering from nervous exhaustion and illness, Stevenson winters in the south of France.

	1875: Admitted to the Scottish bar but soon abandons law to pursue writing.

	1878: Publishes first books An Inland Voyage and Edinburgh: Picturesque Notes.


	1879: Travels to New York and California to be with future wife Fanny Osbourne. Publishes Travels with a Donkey.


	1880: Nearly dies from lung hemorrhage. Marries Osbourne and returns to Scotland. Spends time in Davos, Switzerland, for health reasons.

	1881: Completes Treasure Island, which is serialized in Young Folks from October through January 1882. Publishes Virginibus Puerisque.


	
1882: Publishes Familiar Studies of Men and Books and New Arabian Nights. Relocates for health reasons to south of France.

	1883: Publishes The Silverado Squatters and Treasure Island in book form.

	1884: Moves to Bournemouth on south coast of England. Writes “Markheim” and several plays.

	1885: Publishes A Child’s Garden of Verses, Prince Otto, and More New Arabian Nights: The Dynamiter. Moves into “Skerryvore,” a house bequeathed by Stevenson’s father.

	1886: Publishes Strange Case of Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde and Kidnapped.


	1887: Moves to Saranac Lake, New York. Publishes The Merry Men and Other Tales, Underwoods, and Memories and Portraits.


	1888: Writes essays for Scribner’s Magazine. Takes cruise in the South Seas for health reasons, stopping in Tahiti to convalesce. Publishes The Black Arrow and The Misadventures of John Nicholson.


	1889: Ends cruise in Honolulu. Publishes The Master of Ballantrae and coauthors The Wrong Box with his stepson. Takes another cruise ending in Samoa.

	1890: Buys estate called “Vailima” on the island of Upolu in Samoa. Publishes In the South Seas and Ballads.


	1891: Moves permanently into Vailima and is given Samoan name of Tusitala (Writer of Tales). Publishes letters of voyages in serialized form.

	1892: Publishes The Wrecker and A Footnote to History: Eight Years of Trouble in Samoa.


	1893: Publishes David Balfour and Island Nights’ Entertainments.


	1894: Publishes The Ebb Tide. Dies of cerebral hemorrhage and is buried at the top of Mount Vaea in Samoa.

	
1895: Posthumous publication of fables in Longman’s Magazine.


	1896: Posthumous publication of Weir of Hermiston: An Unfinished Romance and serial publication of St. Ives.









HISTORICAL CONTEXT OF Treasure Island [image: ]



	1500s: Barbary corsairs establish pirate empire called the Barbary States in northern Africa. English monarch Elizabeth I makes esteemed sailors including Sir John Hawkins, Sir Walter Raleigh, and Sir Francis Drake privateers, granting them permission to attack ships of other countries for profit in peacetime.

	1600s: Buccaneers, a new form of pirate, emerge in the West Indies. Originally French, Dutch, and English sailors, they prey mostly on Spanish ships.

	1671: Welsh buccaneer Sir Henry Morgan plunders Panama City.

	1674: King Charles II knights Morgan and makes him deputy governor of Jamaica.

	1698: Scottish captain William Kidd attacks and captures the Quedagh Merchant.


	1701: War of the Spanish Succession breaks out, bringing old-style buccaneering to a halt. Kidd hanged for piracy in London.

	1707: England and Scotland united under the name Great Britain.

	
1714: George I becomes king of Great Britain. War of the Spanish Succession ends. Former privateer Henry Jennings pirates the Spanish Plate Fleet shipwrecked in Florida.

	1715: Around this year, George I declares proclamation of amnesty stating that any pirate who gives up piracy would be forgiven and allowed to keep his plunder.

	1717: Edward Teach, aka Blackbeard, begins pirating along coasts of Virginia, the Carolinas, and in the Caribbean. Pirate Major Stede Bonnet begins raids off Virginia. British government sends Captain Woodes Rogers to stop piracy in the Bahamas.

	1718: England declares war against Spain. Blackbeard killed by Lieutenant Robert Maynard. Bonnet hanged for piracy.

	1719: France declares war against Spain. Daniel Defoe publishes Robinson Crusoe.


	1720: Pirate captain John Rackham (Calico Jack) hanged for piracy. Rackham’s crew, including the two only known female pirates, Anne Bonny and Mary Read, are tried for piracy. Novels are serialized in newspapers for the first time. John Hadley invents quadrant for use at sea.

	1744: France declares war on England.

	1756; Britain declares war on France.

	1775: American Revolution begins. James Watt perfects steam engine.

	1779: Spain declares war on Britain. Captain James Cook is murdered.

	1783: Peace of Versailles, in which Great Britain recognizes American independence.

	1801: The United States begins two Barbary Wars against pirates of North Africa.

	1815: Second Barbary War ends in United States’s favor, freeing the Mediterranean for U.S. shipping.

	1826: Jean Lafitte, last famous pirate, dies.








To the Hesitating Purchaser


If sailor tales to sailor tunes,

Storm and adventure, heat and cold,

If schooners, islands, and maroons,

And Buccaneers and buried Gold,

And all the old romance, retold

Exactly in the ancient way,

Can please, as me they pleased of old,

The wiser youngsters of to-day:

—So be it, and fall on! If not,

If studious youth no longer crave,

His ancient appetites forgot,

Kingston1 or Ballantyne2 the brave,

Or Cooper3 of the wood and wave:

So be it, also! And may I

And all my pirates share the grave

Where these and their creations lie!








PART I THE OLD BUCCANEER [image: ]







1 THE OLD SEA-DOG AT THE “ADMIRAL BENBOW”1 [image: ]


SQUIRE TRELAWNEY,2 Dr. Livesey, and the rest of these gentlemen having asked me to write down the whole particulars about Treasure Island, from the beginning to the end, keeping nothing back but the bearings of the island, and that only because there is still treasure not yet lifted, I take up my pen in the year of grace 17—,3 and go back to the time when my father kept the “Admiral Benbow” inn, and the brown old seaman, with the sabre cut, first took up his lodging under our roof.

I remember him as if it were yesterday, as he came plodding to the inn door, his sea-chest following behind him in a handbarrow; a tall, strong, heavy, nut-brown man; his tarry pigtail falling over the shoulders of his soiled blue coat; his hands ragged and scarred, with black, broken nails; and the sabre cut across one cheek, a dirty, livid white. I remember him looking round the cove and whistling to himself as he did so, and then breaking out in that old sea-song that he sang so often afterwards:


“Fifteen men on the dead man’s chest4—

Yo-ho-ho, and a bottle of rum!”



in the high, old tottering voice that seemed to have been tuned and broken at the capstan bars. 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. This, when it was brought to him, he drank slowly, like a connoisseur, lingering on the taste, and still looking about him at the cliffs and up at our signboard.

“This is a handy cove,” says he, at length; “and a pleasant sittyated grog-shop. Much company, mate?”

My father told him no, very little company, the more was the pity.

“Well then,” said he, “this is the berth for me. Here you, matey,” he cried to the man who trundled the barrow; “bring up alongside and help up my chest. I’ll stay here a bit,” he continued. “I’m a plain man; rum and bacon and eggs is what I want, and that head up there for to watch ships off. What you mought call me? You mought call me captain. Oh, I see what you’re at—there”; and he threw down three or four gold pieces on the threshold. “You can tell me when I’ve worked through that,” says he, looking as fierce as a commander.

And, indeed, bad as his clothes were, and coarsely as he spoke, he had none of the appearance of a man who sailed before the mast; but seemed like a mate or skipper, accustomed to be obeyed or to strike. The man who came with the barrow told us the mail had set him down the morning before at the “Royal George”; that he had inquired what inns there were 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 very silent man by custom. All day he hung round the cove, or upon the cliffs, with a brass telescope; all evening he sat in a corner of the parlour next the fire, and drank rum and water very strong. Mostly he would not speak when spoken to; only look up sudden and fierce, and blow through his nose like a fog-horn; and we and the people who came about our house soon learned to let him be. Every day, when he came back from his stroll, he would ask if any seafaring men had gone by along the road. At first we thought it was the want of company of his own kind that made him ask this question; but at last we began to see he was desirous to avoid them. When a seaman put up at the “Admiral Benbow” (as now and then some did, making by the coast road for Bristol5), 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 any such was present. For me, at least, there was no secret about the matter; for I was, in a way, a sharer in his alarms. He had taken me aside one day, 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 applied to him for my wage, he would only blow through his nose at me, and stare me down; but before the week was out he was sure to think better of it, bring me my fourpenny piece, and repeat his orders to look out for “the seafaring man with one leg.”

How that personage haunted my dreams, I need scarcely tell you. On stormy nights, when the wind shook the four corners of the house, and the surf roared along the cove and up the cliffs, I would see him in a thousand forms, and with a thousand diabolical expressions. Now the leg would be cut off at the knee, now at the hip; now he was a monstrous kind of a creature who had never had but the 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 altogether I paid pretty dear for my monthly fourpenny piece, in the shape of these abominable fancies.

But though I was so terrified by the idea of the seafaring man with one leg, I was far less afraid of the captain himself than anybody else who knew him. There were nights when he took a deal more rum and water than his head would carry; and then he would sometimes sit and sing his wicked, old wild sea-songs, minding nobody; but sometimes he would call for glasses round, and force all the trembling company to listen to his stories or bear a chorus to his singing. Often I have heard the house shaking with “Yo-ho-ho, and a bottle of rum”; all the neighbours joining in for dear life, with the fear of death upon them, and each singing louder than the other, to avoid remark. For in these fits he was the most over-riding companion ever known; he would slap his hand on the table for silence all round; he would fly up in a passion of anger at a question, or sometimes because none was put, and so he judged the company was not following his story. Nor would he allow anyone to leave the inn till he had drunk himself sleepy and reeled off to bed.

His stories were what frightened people worst of all. Dreadful stories they were; about hanging, and walking the plank, and storms at sea, and the Dry Tortugas,6 and wild deeds and places on the Spanish Main.7 By his own account he must have lived his life among some of the wickedest men that God ever allowed upon the sea; and the language in which he told these stories shocked our plain country people almost as much as the crimes that he described. My father was always saying the inn would be ruined, for people would soon cease coming there to be tyrannised over and put down, and sent shivering to their beds; but I really believe his presence did us good. People were frightened at the time, but on looking back they rather liked it; it was a fine excitement in a quiet country life; and there was even a party of the younger men who pretended to admire him, calling him a “true sea-dog,” and a “real old salt,” and such-like names, and saying there was the sort of man that made England terrible at sea.

In one way, indeed, he bade fair to ruin us; for he kept on staying week after week, and at last month after month, so that all the money had been long exhausted, and still my father never plucked up the heart to insist on having more. If ever he mentioned it, the captain blew through his nose so loudly, that you might say he roared, and stared my poor father out of the room. I have seen him wringing his hands after such a rebuff, and I am sure the annoyance and the terror he lived in must have greatly hastened his early and unhappy death.

All the time he lived with us the captain made no change whatever in his dress but to buy some stockings from a hawker. One of the cocks of his hat having fallen down, he let it hang from that day forth, though it was a great annoyance when it blew. I remember the appearance of his coat, which he patched himself upstairs in his room, and which, before the end, was nothing but patches. He never wrote or received a letter, and he never spoke with any but the neighbours, and with these, for the most part, only when drunk on rum. The great sea-chest none of us had ever seen open.

He was only once crossed, and that was towards the end, when my poor father was far gone in a decline that took him off. Dr. Livesey came late one afternoon to see the patient, took a bit of dinner from my mother, and went into the parlour to smoke a pipe until his horse should come down from the hamlet, for we had no stabling at the old “Benbow.” I followed him in, and I remember observing the contrast the neat, bright doctor, with his powder as white as snow, and his bright, black eyes and pleasant manners, made with the coltish country folk, and above all, with that filthy, heavy, bleared scarecrow of a pirate of ours, sitting far gone in rum, with his arms on the table. Suddenly he—the captain, that is—began to pipe up his eternal song:


“Fifteen men on the dead man’s chest—

Yo-ho-ho, and a bottle of rum!

Drink and the devil had done for the rest—

Yo-ho-ho, and a bottle of rum!”



At first I had supposed “the dead man’s chest” to be that identical big box of his upstairs in the front room, and the thought had been mingled in my nightmares with that of the one-legged seafaring man. But by this time we had all long ceased to pay any particular notice to the song; it was new, that night, to nobody but Dr. Livesey, and on him I observed it did not produce an agreeable effect, for he looked up for a moment quite angrily before he went on with his talk to old Taylor, the gardener, on a new cure for the rheumatics. In the meantime, the captain gradually brightened up at his own music, and at last flapped his hand upon the table before him in a way we all knew to mean—silence. The voices stopped at once, all but Dr. Livesey’s; he went on as before, speaking clear and kind, and drawing briskly at his pipe between every word or two. The captain glared at him for a while, flapped his hand again, glared still harder, and at last broke out with a villainous low oath: “Silence, there, between decks!”

“Were you addressing me, sir?” says the doctor; and when the ruffian had told him, with another oath, that this was so, “I have only one thing to say to you, sir,” replies the doctor, “that if you keep on drinking rum, the world will soon be quit of a very dirty scoundrel!”

The old fellow’s fury was awful. He sprang to his feet, drew and opened a sailor’s clasp-knife, and, balancing it open on the palm of his hand, threatened to pin the doctor to the wall.

The doctor never so much as moved. He spoke to him, as before, over his shoulder, and in the same tone of voice; rather high, so that all the room might hear, but perfectly calm and steady:

“If you do not put that knife this instant in your pocket I promise, upon my honour, you shall hang at next assizes.”8

Then followed a battle of looks between them; but the captain soon knuckled under, put up his weapon, and resumed his seat, grumbling like a beaten dog.

“And now, sir,” continued the doctor, “since I now know there’s such a fellow in my district, you may count I’ll have an eye upon you day and night. I’m not a doctor only; I’m a magistrate; and if I catch a breath of complaint against you, if it’s only for a piece of incivility like to-night’s, I’ll take effectual means to have you hunted down and routed out of this. Let that suffice.”

Soon after Dr. Livesey’s horse came to the door, and he rode away; but the captain held his peace that evening, and for many evenings to come.






2 BLACK DOG APPEARS AND DISAPPEARS [image: ]


IT WAS NOT very long after this that there occurred the first of the mysterious events that rid us at last of the captain, though not, as you will see, of his affairs. It was a bitter cold winter, with long, hard frosts and heavy gales; and it was plain from the first that my poor father was little likely to see the spring. He sank daily, and my mother and I had all the inn upon our hands; and were kept busy enough, without paying much regard to our unpleasant guest.

It was one January morning, very early—a pinching, frosty morning—the cove all grey with hoar-frost, the ripple lapping softly on the stones, the sun still low and only touching the hilltops and shining far to seaward. The captain had risen earlier than usual, and set out down the beach, his cutlass swinging under the broad skirts of the old blue coat, his brass telescope under his arm, his hat tilted back upon his head. I remember his breath hanging like smoke in his wake as he strode off, and the last sound I heard of him, as he turned the big rock, was a loud snort of indignation, as though his mind was still running upon Dr. Livesey.

Well, mother was upstairs with father; and I was laying the breakfast table against the captain’s return, when the parlour door opened, and a man stepped in on whom I had never set my eyes before. He was a pale, tallowy creature, wanting two fingers of the left hand; and, though he wore a cutlass, he did not look much like a fighter. I had always my eye open for seafaring men, with one leg or two, and I remember this one puzzled me. He was not sailorly, and yet he had a smack of the sea about him too.

I asked him what was for his service, and he said he would take rum; but as I was going out of the room to fetch it he sat down upon a table and motioned me to draw near. I paused where I was with my napkin in my hand.

“Come here, sonny,” says he. “Come nearer here.”

I took a step nearer.

“Is this here table for my mate Bill?” he asked, with a kind of leer.

I told him I did not know his mate Bill; and this was for a person who stayed in our house, whom we called the captain.

“Well,” said he, “my mate Bill would be called the captain, as like as not. He has a cut on one cheek, and a mighty pleasant way with him, particularly in drink, has my mate Bill. We’ll put it, for argument like, that your captain has a cut on one cheek—and we’ll put it, if you like, that that cheek’s the right one. Ah, well! I told you. Now, is my mate Bill in this here house?”

I told him he was out walking.

“Which way, sonny? Which way is he gone?”

And when I had pointed out the rock and told him how the captain was likely to return, and how soon, and answered a few other questions, “Ah,” said he, “this’ll be as good as drink to my mate Bill.”

The expression on his face as he said these words was not at all pleasant, and I had my own reasons for thinking that the stranger was mistaken, even supposing he meant what he said. But it was no affair of mine, I thought; and, besides, it was difficult to know what to do. The stranger kept hanging about just inside the inn door, peering round the corner like a cat waiting for a mouse. Once I stepped out myself into the road, but he immediately called me back, and, as I did not obey quick enough for his fancy, a most horrible change came over his tallowy face, and he ordered me in, with an oath that made me jump. As soon as I was back again he returned to his former manner, half fawning, half sneering, patted me on the shoulder, told me I was a good boy, and he had taken quite a fancy to me. “I have a son of my own,” said he, “as like you as two blocks, and he’s all the pride of my ’art. But the great thing for boys is discipline, sonny—discipline. Now, if you had sailed along of Bill, you wouldn’t have stood there to be spoke to twice—not you. That was never Bill’s way, nor the way of sich as sailed with him. And here, sure enough, is my mate Bill, with a spyglass under his arm, bless his old ’art to be sure. You and me’ll just go back into the parlour, sonny, and get behind the door, and we’ll give Bill a little surprise—bless his ’art, I say again.”

So saying, the stranger backed along with me into the parlour, and put me behind him in the corner, so that we were both hidden by the open door. I was very uneasy and alarmed, as you may fancy, and it rather added to my fears to observe that the stranger was certainly frightened himself. He cleared the hilt of his cutlass and loosened the blade in the sheath; and all the time we were waiting there he kept swallowing as if he felt what we used to call a lump in the throat.

At last in strode the captain, slammed the door behind him, without looking to the right or left, and marched straight across the room to where his breakfast awaited him.

“Bill,” said the stranger, in a voice that I thought he had tried to make bold and big.

The captain spun round on his heel and fronted us; all the brown had gone out of his face, and even his nose was blue; he had the look of a man who sees a ghost, or the evil one, or something worse, if anything can be; and, upon my word, I felt sorry to see him, all in a moment, turn so old and sick.

“Come, Bill, you know me; you know an old shipmate, Bill, surely,” said the stranger.

The captain made a sort of gasp.

“Black Dog!” said he.

“And who else?” returned the other, getting more at his ease. “Black Dog as ever was, come for to see his old shipmate Billy, at the ‘Admiral Benbow’ inn. Ah, Bill, Bill, we have seen a sight of times, us two, since I lost them two talons,” holding up his mutilated hand.

“Now, look here,” said the captain; “you’ve run me down; here I am; well, then, speak up: what is it?”

“That’s you, Bill,” returned Black Dog, “you’re in the right of it, Billy. I’ll have a glass of rum from this dear child here, as I’ve took such a liking to; and we’ll sit down, if you please, and talk square, like old shipmates.”

When I returned with the rum, they were already seated on either side of the captain’s breakfast tables—Black Dog next to the door, and sitting sideways, so as to have one eye on his old shipmate, and one, as I thought, on his retreat.

He bade me go, and leave the door wide open. “None of your keyholes for me, sonny,” he said; and I left them together, and retired into the bar.

For a long time, though I certainly did my best to listen, I could hear nothing but a low gabbling; but at last the voices began to grow higher, and I could pick up a word or two, mostly oaths, from the captain.

“No, no, no, no; and an end of it!” he cried once. And again, “If it comes to swinging, swing all, say I.”

Then all of a sudden there was a tremendous explosion of oaths and other noises—the chair and table went over in a lump, a clash of steel followed, and then a cry of pain, and the next instant I saw Black Dog in full flight, and the captain hotly pursuing, both with drawn cutlasses, and the former streaming blood from the left shoulder. Just at the door, the captain aimed at the fugitive one last tremendous cut, which would certainly have split him to the chine had it not been intercepted by our big signboard of Admiral Benbow. You may see the notch on the lower side of the frame to this day.

The blow was the last of the battle. Once out upon the road, Black Dog, in spite of his wound, showed a wonderful clean pair of heels, and disappeared over the edge of the hill in half a minute. The captain, for his part, stood staring at the signboard like a bewildered man. Then he passed his hand over his eyes several times, and at last turned back into the house.

“Jim,” says he, “rum”; and as he spoke, he reeled a little, and caught himself with one hand against the wall.

“Are you hurt?” cried I.

“Rum,” he repeated. “I must get away from here. Rum! rum!”

I ran to fetch it; but I was quite unsteadied by all that had fallen out, and I broke one glass and fouled the tap, and while I was still getting in my own way, I heard a loud fall in the parlour, and, running in, beheld the captain lying full length upon the floor. At the same instant my mother, alarmed by the cries and fighting, came running downstairs to help me. Between us we raised his head. He was breathing very loud and hard; but his eyes were closed, and his face a horrible colour.

“Dear, deary me,” cried my mother, “what a disgrace upon the house! And your poor father sick!”

In the meantime, we had no idea what to do to help the captain, nor any other thought but that he had got his death-hurt in the scuffle with the stranger. I got the rum, to be sure, and tried to put it down his throat; but his teeth were tightly shut, and his jaws as strong as iron. It was a happy relief for us when the door opened and Doctor Livesey came in, on his visit to my father.

“Oh, doctor,” we cried, “what shall we do? Where is he wounded?”

“Wounded? A fiddle-stick’s end!” said the doctor. “No more wounded than you or I. The man has had a stroke, as I warned him. Now, Mrs. Hawkins, just you run upstairs to your husband, and tell him, if possible, nothing about it. For my part, I must do my best to save this fellow’s trebly worthless life; and Jim here will get me a basin.”

When I got back with the basin, the doctor had already ripped up the captain’s sleeve, and exposed his great sinewy arm. It was tattooed in several places. “Here’s luck,” “A fair wind,” and “Billy Bones his fancy,” were very neatly and clearly executed on the forearm; and up near the shoulder there was a sketch of a gallows and a man hanging from it—done, as I thought, with great spirit.

“Prophetic,” said the doctor, touching this picture with his finger. “And now, Master Billy Bones, if that be your name, we’ll have a look at the colour of your blood.1 Jim,” he said, “are you afraid of blood?”

“No, sir,” said I.

“Well, then,” said he, “you hold the basin”; and with that he took his lancet and opened a vein.

A great deal of blood was taken before the captain opened his eyes and looked mistily about him. First he recognised the doctor with an unmistakable frown; then his glance fell upon me, and he looked relieved. But suddenly his colour changed, and he tried to raise himself, crying:

“Where’s Black Dog?”

“There is no Black Dog here,” said the doctor, “except what you have on your own back. You have been drinking rum; you have had a stroke, precisely as I told you; and I have just, very much against my own will, dragged you head-foremost out of the grave. Now, Mr. Bones—”

“That’s not my name,” he interrupted.

“Much I care,” returned the doctor. “It’s the name of a buccaneer of my acquaintance; and I call you by it for the sake of shortness, and what I have to say to you is this: one glass of rum won’t kill you, but if you take one you’ll take another and another, and I stake my wig2 if you don’t break off short, you’ll die—do you understand that?—die, and go to your own place, like the man in the Bible. Come, now, make an effort. I’ll help you to your bed for once.”

Between us, with much trouble, we managed to hoist him upstairs, and laid him on his bed, where his head fell back on the pillow, as if he were almost fainting.

“Now, mind you,” said the doctor, “I clear my conscience—the name of rum for you is death.”

And with that he went off to see my father, taking me with him by the arm.

“This is nothing,” he said, as soon as he had closed the door. “I have drawn blood enough to keep him quiet a while; he should lie for a week where he is—that is the best thing for him and you; but another stroke would settle him.”



OEBPS/e9781476795843/fonts/EBGaramond-Bold.ttf


OEBPS/e9781476795843/xhtml/nav.xhtml


Contents



		Cover


		Title Page


		Dedication


		Introduction: ‘Treasure Island’: The World’s Most Famous Pirate Story


		Chronology of Robert Louis Stevenson’s Life and Work


		Historical Context of ‘Treasure Island’


		Part I: The Old Buccaneer

		Chapter 1: The Old Sea-dog at the “Admiral Benbow”


		Chapter 2: Black Dog Appears and Disappears


		Chapter 3: The Black Spot


		Chapter 4: The Sea Chest


		Chapter 5: The Last of the Blind Man


		Chapter 6: The Captain’s Papers







		Part II: The Sea Cook

		Chapter 7: I Go to Bristol


		Chapter 8: At the Sign of the “Spy-glass”


		Chapter 9: Powder and Arms


		Chapter 10: The Voyage


		Chapter 11: What I Heard in the Apple Barrel


		Chapter 12: Council of War







		Part III: My Shore Adventure

		Chapter 13: How I Began My Shore Adventure


		Chapter 14: The First Blow


		Chapter 15: The Man of the Island







		Part IV: The Stockade

		Chapter 16: Narrative Continued by the Doctor: How the Ship Was Abandoned


		Chapter 17: Narrative Continued by the Doctor: The Jolly-boat’s Last Trip


		Chapter 18: Narrative Continued by the Doctor: End of the First Day’s Fighting


		Chapter 19: Narrative Resumed by Jim Hawkins: The Garrison in the Stockade


		Chapter 20: Silver’s Embassy


		Chapter 21: The Attack







		Part V: My Sea Adventure

		Chapter 22: How I Began My Sea Adventure


		Chapter 23: The Ebb-tide Runs


		Chapter 24: The Cruise of the Coracle


		Chapter 25: I Strike the Jolly Roger


		Chapter 26: Israel Hands


		Chapter 27: “Pieces of Eight”







		Part VI: Captain Silver

		Chapter 28: In the Enemy’s Camp


		Chapter 29: The Black Spot Again


		Chapter 30: On Parole


		Chapter 31: The Treasure Hunt—Flint’s Pointer


		Chapter 32: The Treasure Hunt—The Voice Among the Trees


		Chapter 33: The Fall of a Chieftain


		Chapter 34: And Last







		Interpretive Notes


		Critical Excerpts


		Questions for Discussion


		Suggestions for the Interested Reader


		Notes


		Copyright







Guide



		Cover


		Start of Content


		Title Page


		Introduction


		Notes


		Copyright








		I


		II


		III


		V


		VI


		VII


		VIII


		IX


		X


		XI


		XII


		XIII


		XIV


		XV


		XVI


		XVII


		XVIII


		XIX


		XX


		XXI


		XXII


		4


		5


		6


		7


		8


		9


		10


		11


		12


		13


		14


		15


		16


		17


		18


		19


		20


		21


		22


		23


		24


		25


		26


		27


		28


		29


		30


		31


		32


		33


		34


		35


		36


		37


		38


		39


		40


		41


		42


		43


		44


		45


		46


		47


		48


		49


		50


		51


		52


		53


		54


		55


		56


		57


		58


		59


		60


		61


		62


		63


		64


		65


		66


		67


		68


		69


		70


		71


		72


		73


		74


		75


		76


		77


		78


		79


		80


		81


		82


		83


		84


		85


		86


		87


		88


		89


		90


		91


		92


		93


		94


		95


		96


		97


		98


		99


		100


		101


		102


		103


		104


		105


		106


		107


		108


		109


		110


		111


		112


		113


		114


		115


		116


		117


		118


		119


		120


		121


		122


		123


		124


		125


		126


		127


		128


		129


		130


		131


		132


		133


		134


		135


		136


		137


		138


		139


		140


		141


		142


		143


		144


		145


		146


		147


		148


		149


		150


		151


		152


		153


		154


		155


		156


		157


		158


		159


		160


		161


		162


		163


		164


		165


		166


		167


		168


		169


		170


		171


		172


		173


		174


		175


		176


		177


		178


		179


		180


		181


		182


		183


		184


		185


		186


		187


		188


		189


		190


		191


		192


		193


		194


		195


		196


		197


		198


		199


		200


		201


		202


		203


		204


		205


		206


		207


		208


		209


		210


		211


		212


		213


		214


		215


		216


		217


		218


		219


		220


		221


		222


		223


		224


		225


		226


		227


		228


		229


		230


		231


		232


		233


		234


		235


		236


		237


		238


		239


		240


		241


		242


		243


		244


		245


		255


		256


		257


		258


		259


		260


		261


		262


		263


		264


		265


		266


		267


		268


		269


		270


		271


		272


		273


		274


		275


		276


		277


		278


		279


		280








OEBPS/e9781476795843/images/common01.jpg





OEBPS/e9781476795843/fonts/EBGaramond-BoldItalic.ttf


OEBPS/e9781476795843/fonts/EBGaramond-Regular.ttf


OEBPS/e9781476795843/images/title.jpg
TREASURE ISLAND
S

Robert Louts Stevenson

Supplementary material written by Anna Maria Hong
Series edited by Cynthia Brantley Johnson

New York LoNDON TorRONTO SYDNEY





OEBPS/e9781476795843/images/9781476795843.jpg
e & & | ENRICHED |
CLASSIC ‘

TREASURE ISLAND

ROBERT LOUIS
STEVENSON

Includes detailed explanatory notes,
an overview of key themes, and more





OEBPS/e9781476795843/fonts/EBGaramond-Italic.ttf


