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    A boy finds a map and sails into a contest of courage, cunning, and conscience where every tide tests what treasure is worth. From its first pages, Treasure Island sets adventure against the inner weather of growing up, measuring bold action by the dawning judgment of youth. The shorelines and storm-lashed decks are more than scenery; they are proving grounds where fear, desire, and loyalty collide. In this arena, choices carry weight, language is sharpened to purpose, and the horizon beckons with promise and peril. Stevenson’s tale begins as a pursuit of gold and swiftly deepens into a voyage of character, mapping a perilous route between hunger and honor.

Part of the book’s classic stature rests on how decisively it shaped the modern adventure novel while remaining irresistibly readable. It distilled nautical lore, swift plotting, and moral complexity into a form that children could grasp and adults could admire. Its pages set a standard for pacing, atmosphere, and narrative clarity that later storytellers have emulated across genres. The result is not only a beloved tale of daring but also a foundational text whose silhouettes—pirates, maps, island coves—continue to haunt literature and popular culture, renewing themselves with each generation of readers.

Treasure Island is by Robert Louis Stevenson, a Scottish author writing in the late Victorian era. The story was first serialized in Young Folks magazine from 1881 to 1882 under the byline Captain George North and appeared in book form in 1883. Its premise is elegantly simple: a young narrator discovers a map, joins a voyage to a remote island, and confronts seasoned seafarers whose aims may diverge from his own. Stevenson set out to craft a taut, spirited narrative that would delight youthful readers without condescending, while offering adults a study in motives under pressure.

Stevenson prized narrative economy, vivid scene-making, and the drama of moral testing, and he designed this book as an antidote to dullness. He wanted a story that moved, sang, and bristled with concrete detail—a tale to be read aloud, to be reimagined in play, and to endure in memory. At the same time, he embedded a quietly serious inquiry: how do ordinary people navigate temptation, authority, and fear when the rules of home fall away? By balancing momentum with reflection, he crafted an adventure that invites readers to consider courage as a matter of conduct, not spectacle.

The voyage begins in familiar rooms and windswept inns, then broadens to open sea and an island whose contours become a map of desire. Jim Hawkins, the perceptive adolescent narrator, records the bustle of preparation, the tension of a mixed crew, and the rituals of shipboard life. He encounters a one-legged sea cook whose wit and warmth complicate easy judgments. Alongside a squire, a doctor, and seasoned mariners, Jim learns to read tides and temperaments. The island is no pastoral refuge; it is a contested territory where provisions, positions, and promises are as crucial as courage.

The book’s structure heightens its pull. Most of the tale is told in the first person by Jim, whose honesty and quick eye lend urgency to every turn. At strategic points, another voice steps in to recount events Jim could not witness, widening the frame without breaking momentum. Chapters often end on the lip of danger, yet the language remains crisp and exact, resisting ornament in favor of action. This measured design teaches readers how to read the sea’s signals and human intentions alike, making each decision not only thrilling but legible and consequential.

Beyond outward adventure, the novel traces a coming-of-age shaped by competing loyalties. It is about the spell of gold and the human costs of chasing it; about friendship strained by secrecy; about leadership tested when authority falters. Law and lawlessness are not abstract opposites but living forces pitched against one another in cramped cabins and forest clearings. The island concentrates society to its essentials, exposing what hunger, hope, and fear can make of a person. Throughout, Stevenson refuses simple binaries. Courage is not noise. Villainy may smile. Prudence and daring must bargain their truce in real time.

Stevenson’s prose is notable for lucidity and cadence. He marries the tang of salt air and tar with the precision of navigational terms, giving texture without impeding flow. Dialogue is brisk, often edged with irony, and descriptions are disciplined, placing a lantern where the reader most needs light. He delights in physical action—the heave of anchor, the creak of rigging, the hush before a gun reports—but tempers spectacle with the small observational details that make scenes feel inhabited. This balance keeps the book accessible to new readers while rewarding attentive rereading across a lifetime.

The book’s imaginative footprint is immense. It helped codify the popular image of the pirate: the weathered map marked with an X; the ominous black spot; the parrot perched on a cunning seafarer’s shoulder; the mixture of charm, brutality, and opportunism aboard a cramped ship. Countless novels, films, plays, comics, and games have borrowed its silhouettes, situations, and cadences. Yet influence is not mere imitation. By giving rogues complexity and granting a boy agency without sentimentality, Stevenson furnished later artists with a model for suspense that grows from character as much as from danger.

Situated in the late nineteenth century, the book bridges older romance traditions and the brisk realism of modern popular fiction. It speaks to a maritime nation yet avoids jingoism, focusing not on grand battles but on small, decisive acts. In doing so, it helped establish patterns for the twentieth-century adventure narrative and for stories of youth confronting adult duplicity. Its clarity of design—map, voyage, island, return—became a durable blueprint. That design, joined to moral ambivalence and sharp observation, explains why Treasure Island sits both in the classroom and by the bedside, as study and as delight.

This unabridged illustrated edition restores the complete text, allowing Stevenson’s pacing and music to breathe, while the images sharpen a reader’s sense of place and proportion. Illustrations can clarify rigging, cabins, and coastlines, and they echo the story’s own fascination with maps and marks. For first-time readers, they offer a bridge into nautical and historical details; for seasoned admirers, they provide fresh angles on familiar scenes. Uncut wording matters in an adventure so dependent on rhythm. Each pause, each sudden surge, carries intentional weight, and the accompanying art traces that energy across the page.

Treasure Island endures because it couples the exhilaration of voyage with a sober interest in how people choose. It evokes greed, loyalty, wit, and wonder in scenes that feel immediate no matter the century. Readers meet a youth discovering the boundaries of self, adults negotiating masks and loyalties, and a world where every compass point implies a moral direction. For contemporary audiences living amid shifting signals and contested narratives, the book still feels freshly relevant. It promises excitement while asking for judgment, offering not an escape from reality but a concentrated encounter with it.
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    Jim Hawkins, a young innkeeper’s son, narrates a remembered adventure that begins at the Admiral Benbow on the English coast. A rough seaman named Billy Bones lodges there, haunted by talk of former shipmates and a mysterious one-legged sailor. Visits from men like Black Dog and a blind messenger escalate tension. After a violent confrontation brings authorities and danger to the inn, Jim discovers papers in the captain’s sea chest. They appear to relate to the hidden wealth of the notorious pirate Captain Flint. Jim carries the documents to Dr. Livesey and Squire Trelawney, setting in motion a planned sea voyage.

Squire Trelawney enthusiastically undertakes to outfit an expedition to seek the island indicated by the map among Jim’s papers. A ship, the Hispaniola, is purchased and supplied in Bristol under the command of the strict Captain Smollett. Trelawney hires a crew with the help of Long John Silver, a cheerful, capable tavern keeper who agrees to serve as ship’s cook. Jim meets Silver and is charmed by his good humor and easy authority among sailors. With Dr. Livesey as ship’s doctor and several trusted retainers aboard, the party embarks, leaving England with secrecy and high hopes for a straightforward voyage.

The passage at sea proves less simple than planned. Captain Smollett voices early unease about the crew and the openness with which the ship’s purpose has been discussed. Jim, hiding in an apple barrel during a routine day aboard, overhears a private conversation that reveals a plot to seize the ship and murder the officers once the treasure is in reach. The conspirators are former associates of Flint, and their leader is the seemingly friendly cook. Jim warns Dr. Livesey and the captain, and the loyal party quietly prepares, sequestering weapons and planning a cautious response while maintaining outward calm.

Treasure Island appears on the horizon, a green and hilly land ringed by shoals and dominated by a tall hill. Under the pretext of granting shore leave, a large party goes ashore, and loyalties become clear. Some crewmen reveal themselves as pirates, while others remain undecided. Jim, driven by curiosity and urgency, slips away into the woods and encounters Ben Gunn, a ragged, sunburned castaway who claims previous service under Flint. Gunn hints at knowledge that could help the honest party. Meanwhile, on ship and shore, tempers fray, discipline crumbles, and the moment for open conflict approaches as night falls.

Recognizing the danger, the loyal group abandons the vessel and occupies an old stockade on the island, a fortified log house with a spring inside. There they hoist the flag, ration supplies, and prepare for siege. The pirates attempt negotiation and then attack, leading to fierce exchanges around the palisade. Dr. Livesey acts as surgeon, while Captain Smollett directs the defense with methodical resolve. The heat, lack of water outside the stockade, and wounds take a toll on both sides. The balance of power shifts with each skirmish, and the fate of the Hispaniola becomes a strategic concern.

Acting on a private plan encouraged by his meeting in the woods, Jim slips away from the stockade on a risky errand. He uses a small, fragile boat to reach the anchored Hispaniola, hoping to prevent the mutineers from using the ship against his friends. The maneuver is perilous, complicated by tides, darkness, and the presence of desperate men aboard. Jim finds himself in sudden, close danger and must think quickly to survive. His audacity changes the tactical situation around the anchorage, setting in motion events that will influence negotiations ashore and the eventual control of the expedition’s resources.

Back on land, authority among the pirates falters. Disputes erupt, formalized by the fearsome token called the black spot, while Long John Silver maneuvers to maintain his leadership. He opens channels with the loyalists, trading words, threats, and proposals. The treasure map becomes a bargaining piece, and both camps attempt to gain advantage without exposing their weakness. Dr. Livesey moves about the island under a flag of truce, tending wounded and quietly arranging matters. Jim observes Silver’s adaptability and the pressures on all involved, as alliances form and dissolve in response to dwindling supplies, illness, and the harsh environment.

The opposing parties finally set out toward the heart of the island, following directions associated with Captain Flint. The march through marshes and wooded hills is tense, marked by signs and songs that recall the dead pirate’s legacy. At designated landmarks, expectations collide with reality, producing a shock that upends the calculations of the mutineers and forces swift decisions by the loyal group. A brief pursuit and confrontation settle the immediate struggle for control, while hidden preparations made earlier on the island come into play. The central conflict is resolved without detailing the precise outcome of the search.

With the crisis concluded, the survivors reorganize for the return voyage. Choices are made regarding prisoners, marooned men, and what to carry away from the island. The Hispaniola, now under safe command, points homeward. Jim, looking back on his journey, frames it as a passage from innocence to experience, shaped by courage, prudence, and the dangerous allure of easy wealth. The narrative closes with a sense of completion and restraint, acknowledging losses and quiet acts of loyalty. The story emphasizes the costs of greed, the ambiguity of character, and the enduring pull of the sea, while avoiding further ventures.
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    Treasure Island is set primarily in the mid-eighteenth-century maritime world that connected Britain to the Caribbean. Its opening in the English West Country evokes coastal inns, coves, and small ports clustered around the Bristol Channel and Devon–Cornwall littoral, where seafaring culture, smuggling, and Atlantic trade intermingled. The voyage departs from Bristol, a leading British port, to an unnamed island reminiscent of the Bahamas or Greater Antilles. The landscape of tidal estuaries, shipyards, and harbors, and the Caribbean’s low, wooded islands and coral inlets, situates the narrative in an age when oceanic commerce, naval warfare, and piracy overlapped, and when fortunes could be made—or lost—through maritime enterprise.

Material culture and nautical practices anchor the time and place. The chartered schooner, flintlock pistols, cutlasses, sea chests, and medical kits are typical of the 1700–1760 period. Crew hierarchies—captain, mate, boatswain, cook—mirror contemporary shipboard organization. The navigational reliance on compass bearings, dead reckoning, and charts with bearings and soundings aligns with a world before chronometers were common on merchant ships. Bristol’s merchants, coastal inns like the fictional Admiral Benbow, and the rum economy point to an Atlantic system where goods and labor flowed between Britain, Africa, and the Caribbean. The island’s buried cache recalls Caribbean treasure lore rooted in earlier Spanish and privateering eras.

The Golden Age of Piracy (circa 1650–1730) forms the historical bedrock of the novel’s world. Figures such as Henry Morgan (active 1660s–1670s), Blackbeard (Edward Teach, killed 1718), and Bartholomew Roberts (captured 400-plus prizes, killed 1722) loom over maritime memory. Pirates exploited wartime disruptions and weak imperial enforcement, preying on Spanish treasure routes and British, French, and Dutch shipping. Bases in Jamaica, Tortuga, and the Bahamas enabled refitting and fencing of plunder. Although Captain Flint and Billy Bones are fictional, their careers echo this milieu: former privateers drifting into piracy, burying bullion and plate, and haunting taverns along England’s coast decades after the crackdowns.

Suppression followed swiftly. King George I’s 1717 and 1718 royal pardons offered clemency; those who persisted faced Admiralty courts and public hangings at Execution Dock (Wapping, London). In 1718 Governor Woodes Rogers retook Nassau, Bahamas, expelling or pardoning hundreds and establishing a naval presence that dismantled pirate havens. By the mid-1720s, organized piracy in the Atlantic-Caribbean had largely been crushed. Treasure Island reflects this aftermath: seamen who once roamed during the 1710s–1720s now lurk ashore, nursing wounds and secrets. Their fear of the law and hunger for one last haul mirrors the historical transition from flamboyant outlawry to furtive survival.

Pirate governance and “articles” shaped shipboard life. Contemporary sources—especially Captain Charles Johnson’s A General History of the Pyrates (1724)—describe democratically elected captains in battle, quartermasters overseeing shares, and injury compensation scales (for a limb lost, a fixed sum). Discipline was strict but collectively agreed. This culture appears in Treasure Island’s mutiny councils, vote-taking, and promises of equal shares, as well as in the ritualized “black spot,” a Johnsonian invention, used to depose leaders. Long John Silver’s charisma, bargaining, and appeals to common interest resemble the documented political style aboard pirate ships, where authority depended on consent and success.

Bristol’s role in the Atlantic economy—especially the transatlantic slave trade—provides critical context. From 1698 to 1807, Bristol merchants financed roughly two thousand slave-trading voyages, transporting an estimated half-million Africans to Caribbean plantations. Profits from sugar, rum, tobacco, and slave labor capitalized shipbuilding, insurance, and port infrastructure. The novel does not stage slaving voyages, but its Bristol setting, access to a well-armed schooner, and easy procurement of rum and seamen reflect a city enriched by this trade. The ease with which Squire Trelawney outfits the Hispaniola mirrors the commercial networks, credit systems, and maritime manpower that slavery and plantation commodities sustained.

Advances in navigation transformed Atlantic voyaging. Parliament’s 1714 Longitude Act established the Board of Longitude, rewarding solutions to the longitude problem. John Harrison’s marine timekeepers (H1–H4), with the H4 tested to Jamaica in 1761–1762, demonstrated accurate long-distance navigation; after years of trials, he received full recognition in 1773. Charts increasingly recorded latitudes, longitudes, and magnetic variation. Treasure Island’s map—bearing bearings, soundings, and a geometric logic of inlets and anchorages—reflects this cartographic turn. Although a merchant ship in the 1740s–1750s might still rely on dead reckoning, the culture of precise mapping and the allure of coordinates suffuse the hunt for Flint’s cache.

Naval warfare framed seafaring labor. The War of Jenkins’ Ear (1739) merged into the War of the Austrian Succession (1740–1748), bringing British fleets to the Caribbean—most famously Admiral Edward Vernon’s massive but disastrous 1741 assault on Cartagena de Indias. Impressment filled crews; the consolidated Articles of War (1749) codified harsh discipline. Veterans carried scars, skills, and resentments into merchant service or illicit ventures. Treasure Island’s Captain Smollett, insistence on secure arms and clear chain of command, and wary appraisal of crew complement echo Royal Navy practice. The mutineers’ competence, and their knowledge of gunnery and rigging, also derive from wartime seafaring experience.

Smuggling formed a parallel economy along Britain’s coasts. High duties on tea, spirits, and textiles spurred organized gangs and clandestine landings across the 1730s–1750s; Parliament tightened penalties in 1746 and expanded Excise enforcement. Inns in isolated bays served as depots, and coastal communities often colluded to outwit revenue men. The West Country, with its cliffed coves and estuaries, was a noted corridor for brandy, rum, and tobacco. Treasure Island’s Admiral Benbow Inn, with sudden arrivals, whispered cargoes, and wary hospitality, evokes these smuggling networks. The fearful respect accorded to fierce seamen like Billy Bones mirrors the authority smugglers wielded in such local economies.

Admiralty law and anti-piracy statutes shaped the fates of sea robbers. The 1698 Piracy Act and the 1700 statute (11 Will. III c.7) extended jurisdiction, enabling overseas trials without juries and swift executions. The 1721 Piracy Act further clarified offenses such as trading with pirates. Trials at colonial vice-admiralty courts and in London culminated at Execution Dock, where bodies were often tarred and displayed. The novel’s aura of legal menace—coded messages, the terror of the “black spot,” and the urgency to avoid ports patrolled by authorities—reflects this legal regime. Its rogues live under constant threat of denunciation, summary trial, and the gallows.

Rum culture aboard British ships connects daily life to discipline. After rum supplanted beer in the West Indies (from 1655), the Navy standardized a half-pint daily ration by 1731. Admiral Edward Vernon, in 1740, ordered the ration diluted with water (grog) to curb drunkenness and improve health, adding citrus when available. The ritual of the “tot,” the temptations of hoarded spirits, and intoxication as a management problem pervaded seafaring. Treasure Island’s scenes of concealed kegs, bargaining with drink, and the volatile behavior of inebriated crewmen mirror this maritime reality, in which alcohol was both currency and a persistent risk to order.

Eighteenth-century maritime medicine advanced unevenly. Naval surgeons amputated shattered limbs with bone saws; mortality varied widely. James Lind’s 1747 experiment aboard HMS Salisbury demonstrated citrus’s efficacy against scurvy, though the Admiralty fully adopted lemon juice only in 1795. Naval hospitals (e.g., Greenwich, founded 1694) provided pensions and care for disabled seamen. Long John Silver’s wooden leg and mobility aids represent common post-battle disabilities, while Dr. Livesey exemplifies a rising professional physician-magistrate who integrates evidence-based practice with local authority. The contrast between the doctor’s measured care and folk remedies aboard ship illustrates the period’s transition toward more systematic health regimes.

Spanish imperial bullion shaped pirate legend. The annual Flota de Indias carried silver from New Spain and Peru via Havana to Spain (sixteenth to eighteenth centuries). In 1715, a Spanish “plate fleet” wrecked off Florida’s coast in a hurricane, scattering treasure; privateers like Henry Jennings raided salvage camps, catalyzing a Bahamas pirate resurgence (1715–1718). Such disasters seeded myths of buried chests on low islands and keys. Treasure Island’s premise—a chart to a massive cache, hidden on a wooded islet with shoals and an anchorage—tracks closely with these events, translating real wreck lore and opportunistic salvage into the romance of secret hoards and contested claims.

Victorian social change shaped the book’s creation and reception. The Elementary Education Act of 1870 expanded schooling, and by the 1880s literacy in England and Wales exceeded 80–90%, fueling demand for affordable periodicals. Stevenson serialized the tale in Young Folks (1881–1882) under a pseudonym, reaching a youthful, mixed-class readership accustomed to illustrated adventure histories. Industrial printing and wood-engraved illustration popularized nautical maps and technical cutaways. This social infrastructure of mass literacy and family reading made eighteenth-century maritime history accessible, and the novel’s careful nautical detail and map-centered plot reflect both educational aspirations and the popular appetite for historically grounded adventure.

Stevenson’s family background linked him to maritime safety and engineering. His grandfather Robert Stevenson (1772–1850) built the Bell Rock Lighthouse (1807–1811) for the Northern Lighthouse Board, while his father Thomas Stevenson (1818–1887) designed dozens of Scottish lights and coastal signals. This multigenerational project professionalized coastal navigation through optics, masonry, and standardized beacons, reducing wrecks along Britain’s shores. The author’s lifelong exposure to lighthouse design, charts, tides, and fog signals informed his pragmatic depiction of seamanship, anchorages, and coastal hazards. The emphasis on soundings, bearings, and the prudent handling of a small vessel reflects a culture steeped in empirical maritime problem-solving.

The book functions as a critique of greed and class power within an imperial maritime economy. Gentlemen backers—Squire Trelawney and his peers—mobilize capital and exploit expertise, while common seamen bear the risks. Yet the “respectable” quest seeks the very plunder extracted from colonial circuits. The mutineers’ rough egalitarianism, their insistence on equal shares and shipboard votes, exposes contradictions between aristocratic paternalism and laboring seamen’s desire for agency. Law, morality, and violence blur: the same skills that serve empire—navigation, gunnery, discipline—enable piracy. By staging these tensions, the narrative interrogates the ethical foundations of enrichment through force across an empire at sea.

Social ills surface starkly. Alcohol dependence, normalized by the rum ration, corrodes judgment; the narrative shows drink as a tool of control and a trap. Disability, ubiquitous among sailors, reveals the human cost of maritime labor, while the doctor’s civic authority contrasts with the systemic neglect of injured crew outside formal institutions. The West Country’s smuggling economy and Bristol’s wealth implicate local prosperity in coercive Atlantic trades. Shipboard hierarchy, press-induced crews, and draconian discipline expose how working-class bodies underwrote elite ventures. By entwining adventure with these realities, the book critiques the inequities, precarities, and moral evasions that structured eighteenth-century oceanic society.
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    Robert Louis Stevenson (1850–1894) was a Scottish novelist, essayist, and poet whose work helped define late Victorian romance and adventure fiction while probing modern psychological anxieties. Known for the enduring popularity of Treasure Island and the cultural resonance of The Strange Case of Dr Jekyll and Mr Hyde, he combined narrative verve with stylistic precision and moral ambivalence. His books have appealed to both young and adult readers, bridging popular and literary audiences. A tireless traveler and cosmopolitan observer, he wrote across genres—fiction, travel writing, essays, and verse—and became, in his Pacific years, a figure of international literary significance.

Born in Edinburgh in the mid-19th century, Stevenson grew up in a milieu of practical engineering and austere Presbyterian culture, an inheritance that shaped his curiosity about work, belief, and duty. He studied at the University of Edinburgh, initially preparing for the family profession of lighthouse engineering before turning to law. Called to the Scottish bar, he soon committed himself to literature instead. Lifelong respiratory illness prompted frequent travels in search of healthier climates, and those journeys provided subjects and settings for early essays and narratives. From the outset, he cultivated a lucid, musical prose style attentive to craft, rhythm, and moral shading.

Stevenson drew on Scottish history, the romance tradition of Sir Walter Scott, the plainspoken vigor of Defoe, and French aesthetic debates about style. Friendship and correspondence with other writers, notably Henry James, sharpened his sense of narrative technique and point of view. His first notable prose came in travelogues such as An Inland Voyage and Travels with a Donkey in the Cévennes, which mixed observation with reflective essay. He also published essays later gathered in Virginibus Puerisque and Familiar Studies of Men and Books, and issued poetry, including A Child’s Garden of Verses, which helped secure his reputation with younger readers.

Treasure Island established Stevenson as a master of the modern adventure novel, codifying tropes of piracy, maps, and moral testing that continue to shape the genre. He followed with historically rooted romances such as Kidnapped and its sequel (often titled Catriona), The Black Arrow, and The Master of Ballantrae, each exploring loyalty, identity, and the costs of political conflict. These works, frequently appearing in serial form before book publication, were praised for vivid scene-making and brisk plotting, even as some critics debated their literary seriousness. Over time, their craftsmanship, psychological suggestiveness, and narrative economy have earned sustained critical esteem.

The Strange Case of Dr Jekyll and Mr Hyde was a publishing sensation, its concise horror tale offering an indelible image of divided selfhood in an age preoccupied with respectability and scientific progress. The book entered common speech and influenced later psychological and Gothic literature. Stevenson’s shorter fiction more broadly—New Arabian Nights, The Body Snatcher, Markheim, The Bottle Imp, and The Beach of Falesá—tested voice, setting, and moral paradox in compact forms. His essays on craft, including Memories and Portraits and Essays in the Art of Writing, articulated principles of clarity, pattern, and play that informed his narrative experiments.

From the late 1880s, Stevenson spent extended periods in the United States and across the Pacific, ultimately settling in Samoa. There he became known locally as “Tusitala,” or teller of tales, and maintained a vigorous output despite fragile health. He observed colonial entanglements with a reporter’s curiosity and an essayist’s tact; his A Footnote to History examined Samoan politics and international interference. Fiction from this period includes Island Nights’ Entertainments and collaborations with his stepson on novels such as The Wrong Box, The Wrecker, and The Ebb-Tide. He also produced South Seas nonfiction, later gathered in In the South Seas and related writings.

Stevenson died in Samoa in the mid-1890s and was buried on Mount Vaea, where lines from his poem “Requiem” mark his grave. His reputation has fluctuated, but his best work now receives sustained scholarly attention alongside enduring popular readership. Adventure narratives remain staples of childhood and young adult reading, while Jekyll and Hyde informs discussions of identity, ethics, and modernity. Writers from Joseph Conrad to Jorge Luis Borges acknowledged debts to his narrative art, and adaptations for stage and screen keep characters and scenes in circulation. Today he is read as both consummate entertainer and subtle craftsman of form and voice.
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  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
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THE AUTHOR
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Squire Trelawney, 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 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 hand-barrow — a tall, strong, heavy, nut-brown man, his tarry pigtail falling over the shoulder 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 cover 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 chest —

    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[1]. 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 did put up at the Admiral Benbow (as now and then some did, making by the coast road for Bristol) 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 four-penny 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 overriding 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, and wild deeds and places on the Spanish Main. 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 tyrannized 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![1q]”

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 the next assizes.”

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 tonight’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.


Chapter II

  Black Dog Appears and Disappears
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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
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