
Treasure Island�

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 pur-
sue me over hedge and ditch was the worst of nightmares. 
And altogether I paid pretty dear for my monthly fourpen-
ny 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 wick-
ed, 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 sing-
ing. 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 fol-
lowing his story. Nor would he allow anyone to leave the inn 
till he had drunk himself sleepy and reeled off to bed.
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3. The Black Spot

ABOUT noon I stopped at the captain’s door with some 
cooling drinks and medicines. He was lying very much 

as we had left him, only a little higher, and he seemed both 
weak and excited.

‘Jim,’ he said, ‘you’re the only one here that’s worth any-
thing, and you know I’ve been always good to you. Never 
a month but I’ve given you a silver fourpenny for yourself. 
And now you see, mate, I’m pretty low, and deserted by all; 
and Jim, you’ll bring me one noggin of rum, now, won’t you, 
matey?’

‘The doctor—’ I began.
But he broke in cursing the doctor, in a feeble voice but 

heartily. ‘Doctors is all swabs,’ he said; ‘and that doctor 
there, why, what do he know about seafaring men? I been in 
places hot as pitch, and mates dropping round with Yellow 
Jack, and the blessed land a-heaving like the sea with earth-
quakes—what to the doctor know of lands like that?—and I 
lived on rum, I tell you. It’s been meat and drink, and man 
and wife, to me; and if I’m not to have my rum now I’m a 
poor old hulk on a lee shore, my blood’ll be on you, Jim, 
and that doctor swab”; and he ran on again for a while with 
curses. ‘Look, Jim, how my fingers fidges,’ he continued in 
the pleading tone. ‘I can’t keep ‘em still, not I. I haven’t had 
a drop this blessed day. That doctor’s a fool, I tell you. If I 
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went for support and breathing hard and fast like a man on 
a steep mountain. He never particularly addressed me, and 
it is my belief he had as good as forgotten his confidenc-
es; but his temper was more flighty, and allowing for his 
bodily weakness, more violent than ever. He had an alarm-
ing way now when he was drunk of drawing his cutlass and 
laying it bare before him on the table. But with all that, he 
minded people less and seemed shut up in his own thoughts 
and rather wandering. Once, for instance, to our extreme 
wonder, he piped up to a different air, a king of country 
love-song that he must have learned in his youth before he 
had begun to follow the sea.

So things passed until, the day after the funeral, and 
about three o’clock of a bitter, foggy, frosty afternoon, I was 
standing at the door for a moment, full of sad thoughts about 
my father, when I saw someone drawing slowly near along 
the road. He was plainly blind, for he tapped before him 
with a stick and wore a great green shade over his eyes and 
nose; and he was hunched, as if with age or weakness, and 
wore a huge old tattered sea-cloak with a hood that made 
him appear positively deformed. I never saw in my life a 
more dreadful-looking figure. He stopped a little from the 
inn, and raising his voice in an odd sing-song, addressed 
the air in front of him, ‘Will any kind friend inform a poor 
blind man, who has lost the precious sight of his eyes in the 
gracious defence of his native country, England—and God 
bless King George!—where or in what part of this country 
he may now be?’

‘You are at the Admiral Benbow, Black Hill Cove, my 
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4. The Sea-chest

I LOST no time, of course, in telling my mother all that 
I knew, and perhaps should have told her long before, 

and we saw ourselves at once in a difficult and dangerous 
position. Some of the man’s money—if he had any—was 
certainly due to us, but it was not likely that our captain’s 
shipmates, above all the two specimens seen by me, Black 
Dog and the blind beggar, would be inclined to give up their 
booty in payment of the dead man’s debts. The captain’s or-
der to mount at once and ride for Doctor Livesey would 
have left my mother alone and unprotected, which was not 
to be thought of. Indeed, it seemed impossible for either of 
us to remain much longer in the house; the fall of coals in 
the kitchen grate, the very ticking of the clock, filled us with 
alarms. The neighbourhood, to our ears, seemed haunted 
by approaching footsteps; and what between the dead body 
of the captain on the parlour floor and the thought of that 
detestable blind beggar hovering near at hand and ready 
to return, there were moments when, as the saying goes, I 
jumped in my skin for terror. Something must speedily be 
resolved upon, and it occurred to us at last to go forth to-
gether and seek help in the neighbouring hamlet. No sooner 
said than done. Bare-headed as we were, we ran out at once 
in the gathering evening and the frosty fog.

The hamlet lay not many hundred yards away, though 
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out of view, on the other side of the next cove; and what 
greatly encouraged me, it was in an opposite direction from 
that whence the blind man had made his appearance and 
whither he had presumably returned. We were not many 
minutes on the road, though we sometimes stopped to lay 
hold of each other and hearken. But there was no unusu-
al sound—nothing but the low wash of the ripple and the 
croaking of the inmates of the wood.

It was already candle-light when we reached the hamlet, 
and I shall never forget how much I was cheered to see the 
yellow shine in doors and windows; but that, as it proved, 
was the best of the help we were likely to get in that quar-
ter. For—you would have thought men would have been 
ashamed of themselves—no soul would consent to return 
with us to the Admiral Benbow. The more we told of our 
troubles, the more—man, woman, and child— they clung 
to the shelter of their houses. The name of Captain Flint, 
though it was strange to me, was well enough known to 
some there and carried a great weight of terror. Some of the 
men who had been to field-work on the far side of the Ad-
miral Benbow remembered, besides, to have seen several 
strangers on the road, and taking them to be smugglers, to 
have bolted away; and one at least had seen a little lugger in 
what we called Kitt’s Hole. For that matter, anyone who was 
a comrade of the captain’s was enough to frighten them to 
death. And the short and the long of the matter was, that 
while we could get several who were willing enough to ride 
to Dr. Livesey’s, which lay in another direction, not one 
would help us to defend the inn.
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the strength to do it at all, and I am afraid it was roughly 
done, but I managed to drag her down the bank and a little 
way under the arch. Farther I could not move her, for the 
bridge was too low to let me do more than crawl below it. So 
there we had to stay—my mother almost entirely exposed 
and both of us within earshot of the inn.
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But the blind man swore at them again for their delay.
‘Search him, some of you shirking lubbers, and the rest 

of you aloft and get the chest,’ he cried.
I could hear their feet rattling up our old stairs, so that 

the house must have shook with it. Promptly afterwards, 
fresh sounds of astonishment arose; the window of the 
captain’s room was thrown open with a slam and a jingle 
of broken glass, and a man leaned out into the moonlight, 
head and shoulders, and addressed the blind beggar on the 
road below him.

‘Pew,’ he cried, ‘they’ve been before us. Someone’s turned 
the chest out alow and aloft.’

‘Is it there?’ roared Pew.
‘The money’s there.’
The blind man cursed the money.
‘Flint’s fist, I mean,’ he cried.
‘We don’t see it here nohow,’ returned the man.
‘Here, you below there, is it on Bill?’ cried the blind man 

again.
At that another fellow, probably him who had remained 

below to search the captain’s body, came to the door of the 
inn. ‘Bill’s been overhauled a’ready,’ said he; ‘nothin’ left.’

‘It’s these people of the inn—it’s that boy. I wish I had put 
his eyes out!’ cried the blind man, Pew. ‘There were no time 
ago—they had the door bolted when I tried it. Scatter, lads, 
and find ‘em.’

‘Sure enough, they left their glim here,’ said the fellow 
from the window.

‘Scatter and find ‘em! Rout the house out!’ reiterated Pew, 
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6. The Captain’s Papers

WE rode hard all the way till we drew up before Dr. Li-
vesey’s door. The house was all dark to the front.

Mr. Dance told me to jump down and knock, and Dog-
ger gave me a stirrup to descend by. The door was opened 
almost at once by the maid.

‘Is Dr. Livesey in?’ I asked.
No, she said, he had come home in the afternoon but had 

gone up to the hall to dine and pass the evening with the 
squire.

‘So there we go, boys,’ said Mr. Dance.
This time, as the distance was short, I did not mount, but 

ran with Dogger’s stirrup-leather to the lodge gates and up 
the long, leafless, moonlit avenue to where the white line of 
the hall buildings looked on either hand on great old gar-
dens. Here Mr. Dance dismounted, and taking me along 
with him, was admitted at a word into the house.

The servant led us down a matted passage and showed us 
at the end into a great library, all lined with bookcases and 
busts upon the top of them, where the squire and Dr. Li-
vesey sat, pipe in hand, on either side of a bright fire.

I had never seen the squire so near at hand. He was a tall 
man, over six feet high, and broad in proportion, and he 
had a bluff, rough-and-ready face, all roughened and red-
dened and lined in his long travels. His eyebrows were very 
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PART TWO 
 
The Sea-cook
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7. I Go to Bristol

IT was longer than the squire imagined ere we were ready 
for the sea, and none of our first plans—not even Dr. Li-

vesey’s, of keeping me beside him—could be carried out as 
we intended. The doctor had to go to London for a physi-
cian to take charge of his practice; the squire was hard at 
work at Bristol; and I lived on at the hall under the charge of 
old Redruth, the gamekeeper, almost a prisoner, but full of 
sea-dreams and the most charming anticipations of strange 
islands and adventures. I brooded by the hour together over 
the map, all the details of which I well remembered. Sitting 
by the fire in the housekeeper’s room, I approached that is-
land in my fancy from every possible direction; I explored 
every acre of its surface; I climbed a thousand times to that 
tall hill they call the Spy-glass, and from the top enjoyed the 
most wonderful and changing prospects. Sometimes the 
isle was thick with savages, with whom we fought, some-
times full of dangerous animals that hunted us, but in all 
my fancies nothing occurred to me so strange and tragic as 
our actual adventures.

So the weeks passed on, till one fine day there came a 
letter addressed to Dr. Livesey, with this addition, ‘To be 
opened, in the case of his absence, by Tom Redruth or 
young Hawkins.’ Obeying this order, we found, or rather 
I found—for the gamekeeper was a poor hand at reading 
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crew that troubled me. I wished a round score of men—in 
case of natives, buccaneers, or the odious French—and I had 
the worry of the deuce itself to find so much as half a dozen, 
till the most remarkable stroke of fortune brought me the 
very man that I required. I was standing on the dock, when, 
by the merest accident, I fell in talk with him. I found he 
was an old sailor, kept a public-house, knew all the seafar-
ing men in Bristol, had lost his health ashore, and wanted 
a good berth as cook to get to sea again. He had hobbled 
down there that morning, he said, to get a smell of the salt. 
I was monstrously touched—so would you have been—and, 
out of pure pity, I engaged him on the spot to be ship’s cook. 
Long John Silver, he is called, and has lost a leg; but that I re-
garded as a recommendation, since he lost it in his country’s 
service, under the immortal Hawke. He has no pension, Li-
vesey. Imagine the abominable age we live in! Well, sir, I 
thought I had only found a cook, but it was a crew I had 
discovered. Between Silver and myself we got together in a 
few days a company of the toughest old salts imaginable—
not pretty to look at, but fellows, by their faces, of the most 
indomitable spirit. I declare we could fight a frigate. Long 
John even got rid of two out of the six or seven I had already 
engaged. He showed me in a moment that they were just the 
sort of fresh-water swabs we had to fear in an adventure of 
importance. I am in the most magnificent health and spir-
its, eating like a bull, sleeping like a tree, yet I shall not enjoy 
a moment till I hear my old tarpaulins tramping round the 
capstan. Seaward, ho! Hang the treasure! It’s the glory of the 
sea that has turned my head. So now, Livesey, come post; do 

Preview from Notesale.co.uk

Page 55 of 266



Treasure Island��

not lose an hour, if you respect me. Let young Hawkins go at 
once to see his mother, with Redruth for a guard; and then 
both come full speed to Bristol. John Trelawney

Postscript—I did not tell you that Blandly, who, by the 
way, is to send a consort after us if we don’t turn up by the 
end of August, had found an admirable fellow for sailing 
master—a stiff man, which I regret, but in all other respects 
a treasure. Long John Silver unearthed a very competent 
man for a mate, a man named Arrow. I have a boatswain 
who pipes, Livesey; so things shall go man-o’-war fashion 
on board the good ship HISPANIOLA. I forgot to tell you 
that Silver is a man of substance; I know of my own knowl-
edge that he has a banker’s account, which has never been 
overdrawn. He leaves his wife to manage the inn; and as she 
is a woman of colour, a pair of old bachelors like you and 
I may be excused for guessing that it is the wife, quite as 
much as the health, that sends him back to roving. J. T.

P.P.S.—Hawkins may stay one night with his mother. J. 
T.

You can fancy the excitement into which that letter put 
me. I was half beside myself with glee; and if ever I despised 
a man, it was old Tom Redruth, who could do nothing but 
grumble and lament. Any of the under- gamekeepers would 
gladly have changed places with him; but such was not the 
squire’s pleasure, and the squire’s pleasure was like law 
among them all. Nobody but old Redruth would have dared 
so much as even to grumble.

The next morning he and I set out on foot for the Admi-
ral Benbow, and there I found my mother in good health 
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and then slept like a log up hill and down dale through stage 
after stage, for when I was awakened at last it was by a punch 
in the ribs, and I opened my eyes to find that we were stand-
ing still before a large building in a city street and that the 
day had already broken a long time.

‘Where are we?’ I asked.
‘Bristol,’ said Tom. ‘Get down.’
Mr. Trelawney had taken up his residence at an inn far 

down the docks to superintend the work upon the schoo-
ner. Thither we had now to walk, and our way, to my great 
delight, lay along the quays and beside the great multitude 
of ships of all sizes and rigs and nations. In one, sailors were 
singing at their work, in another there were men aloft, high 
over my head, hanging to threads that seemed no thicker 
than a spider’s. Though I had lived by the shore all my life, I 
seemed never to have been near the sea till then. The smell 
of tar and salt was something new. I saw the most won-
derful figureheads, that had all been far over the ocean. I 
saw, besides, many old sailors, with rings in their ears, and 
whiskers curled in ringlets, and tarry pigtails, and their 
swaggering, clumsy sea- walk; and if I had seen as many 
kings or archbishops I could not have been more delighted.

And I was going to sea myself, to sea in a schooner, with 
a piping boatswain and pig-tailed singing seamen, to sea, 
bound for an unknown island, and to seek for buried trea-
sure!

While I was still in this delightful dream, we came sud-
denly in front of a large inn and met Squire Trelawney, all 
dressed out like a sea-officer, in stout blue cloth, coming out 
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finding Black Dog at the Spy- glass, and I watched the cook 
narrowly. But he was too deep, and too ready, and too clever 
for me, and by the time the two men had come back out of 
breath and confessed that they had lost the track in a crowd, 
and been scolded like thieves, I would have gone bail for the 
innocence of Long John Silver.

‘See here, now, Hawkins,’ said he, ‘here’s a blessed hard 
thing on a man like me, now, ain’t it? There’s Cap’n Tre-
lawney—what’s he to think? Here I have this confounded 
son of a Dutchman sitting in my own house drinking of my 
own rum! Here you comes and tells me of it plain; and here 
I let him give us all the slip before my blessed deadlights! 
Now, Hawkins, you do me justice with the cap’n. You’re a 
lad, you are, but you’re as smart as paint. I see that when 
you first come in. Now, here it is: What could I do, with this 
old timber I hobble on? When I was an A B master mar-
iner I’d have come up alongside of him, hand over hand, 
and broached him to in a brace of old shakes, I would; but 
now—‘

And then, all of a sudden, he stopped, and his jaw 
dropped as though he had remembered something.

‘The score!’ he burst out. ‘Three goes o’ rum! Why, shiver 
my timbers, if I hadn’t forgotten my score!’

And falling on a bench, he laughed until the tears ran 
down his cheeks. I could not help joining, and we laughed 
together, peal after peal, until the tavern rang again.

‘Why, what a precious old sea-calf I am!’ he said at last, 
wiping his cheeks. ‘You and me should get on well, Hawkins, 
for I’ll take my davy I should be rated ship’s boy. But come 
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‘Any more?’ asked Mr. Trelawney.
‘One more,’ said the captain. ‘There’s been too much 

blabbing already.’
‘Far too much,’ agreed the doctor.
‘I’ll tell you what I’ve heard myself,’ continued Captain 

Smollett: ‘that you have a map of an island, that there’s 
crosses on the map to show where treasure is, and that the 
island lies—’ And then he named the latitude and longitude 
exactly.

‘I never told that,’ cried the squire, ‘to a soul!’
‘The hands know it, sir,’ returned the captain.
‘Livesey, that must have been you or Hawkins,’ cried the 

squire.
‘It doesn’t much matter who it was,’ replied the doctor. 

And I could see that neither he nor the captain paid much 
regard to Mr. Trelawney’s protestations. Neither did I, to be 
sure, he was so loose a talker; yet in this case I believe he 
was really right and that nobody had told the situation of 
the island.

‘Well, gentlemen,’ continued the captain, ‘I don’t know 
who has this map; but I make it a point, it shall be kept se-
cret even from me and Mr. Arrow. Otherwise I would ask 
you to let me resign.’

‘I see,’ said the doctor. ‘You wish us to keep this matter 
dark and to make a garrison of the stern part of the ship, 
manned with my friend’s own people, and provided with 
all the arms and powder on board. In other words, you fear 
a mutiny.’

‘Sir,’ said Captain Smollett, ‘with no intention to take of-
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‘Well,’ says the doctor, ‘we shall see.’
When we came on deck, the men had begun already 

to take out the arms and powder, yo-ho-ing at their work, 
while the captain and Mr. Arrow stood by superintending.

The new arrangement was quite to my liking. The whole 
schooner had been overhauled; six berths had been made 
astern out of what had been the after-part of the main 
hold; and this set of cabins was only joined to the galley 
and forecastle by a sparred passage on the port side. It had 
been originally meant that the captain, Mr. Arrow, Hunter, 
Joyce, the doctor, and the squire were to occupy these six 
berths. Now Redruth and I were to get two of them and Mr. 
Arrow and the captain were to sleep on deck in the com-
panion, which had been enlarged on each side till you might 
almost have called it a round-house. Very low it was still, of 
course; but there was room to swing two hammocks, and 
even the mate seemed pleased with the arrangement. Even 
he, perhaps, had been doubtful as to the crew, but that is 
only guess, for as you shall hear, we had not long the benefit 
of his opinion.

We were all hard at work, changing the powder and the 
berths, when the last man or two, and Long John along with 
them, came off in a shore-boat.

The cook came up the side like a monkey for cleverness, 
and as soon as he saw what was doing, ‘So ho, mates!’ says 
he. ‘What’s this?’

‘We’re a-changing of the powder, Jack,’ answers one.
‘Why, by the powers,’ cried Long John, ‘if we do, we’ll 

miss the morning tide!’
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‘Well, I tell you now,’ replied the lad, ‘I didn’t half a quar-
ter like the job till I had this talk with you, John; but there’s 
my hand on it now.’

‘And a brave lad you were, and smart too,’ answered Sil-
ver, shaking hands so heartily that all the barrel shook, ‘and 
a finer figurehead for a gentleman of fortune I never clapped 
my eyes on.’

By this time I had begun to understand the meaning of 
their terms. By a ‘gentleman of fortune’ they plainly meant 
neither more nor less than a common pirate, and the little 
scene that I had overheard was the last act in the corrup-
tion of one of the honest hands—perhaps of the last one left 
aboard. But on this point I was soon to be relieved, for Silver 
giving a little whistle, a third man strolled up and sat down 
by the party.

‘Dick’s square,’ said Silver.
‘Oh, I know’d Dick was square,’ returned the voice of 

the coxswain, Israel Hands. ‘He’s no fool, is Dick.’ And he 
turned his quid and spat. ‘But look here,’ he went on, ‘here’s 
what I want to know, Barbecue: how long are we a-going 
to stand off and on like a blessed bumboat? I’ve had a’most 
enough o’ Cap’n Smollett; he’s hazed me long enough, by 
thunder! I want to go into that cabin, I do. I want their pick-
les and wines, and that.’

‘Israel,’ said Silver, ‘your head ain’t much account, nor 
ever was. But you’re able to hear, I reckon; leastways, your 
ears is big enough. Now, here’s what I say: you’ll berth for-
ward, and you’ll live hard, and you’ll speak soft, and you’ll 
keep sober till I give the word; and you may lay to that, my 
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son.’
‘Well, I don’t say no, do I?’ growled the coxswain. ‘What 

I say is, when? That’s what I say.’
‘When! By the powers!’ cried Silver. ‘Well now, if you 

want to know, I’ll tell you when. The last moment I can 
manage, and that’s when. Here’s a first-rate seaman, Cap’n 
Smollett, sails the blessed ship for us. Here’s this squire and 
doctor with a map and such—I don’t know where it is, do 
I? No more do you, says you. Well then, I mean this squire 
and doctor shall find the stuff, and help us to get it aboard, 
by the powers. Then we’ll see. If I was sure of you all, sons of 
double Dutchmen, I’d have Cap’n Smollett navigate us half-
way back again before I struck.’

‘Why, we’re all seamen aboard here, I should think,’ said 
the lad Dick.

‘We’re all forecastle hands, you mean,’ snapped Silver. 
‘We can steer a course, but who’s to set one? That’s what all 
you gentlemen split on, first and last. If I had my way, I’d 
have Cap’n Smollett work us back into the trades at least; 
then we’d have no blessed miscalculations and a spoonful 
of water a day. But I know the sort you are. I’ll finish with 
‘em at the island, as soon’s the blunt’s on board, and a pity it 
is. But you’re never happy till you’re drunk. Split my sides, 
I’ve a sick heart to sail with the likes of you!’

‘Easy all, Long John,’ cried Israel. ‘Who’s a-crossin’ of 
you?’

‘Why, how many tall ships, think ye, now, have I seen 
laid aboard? And how many brisk lads drying in the sun at 
Execution Dock?’ cried Silver. ‘And all for this same hurry 
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wig there’s fever here.’
If the conduct of the men had been alarming in the boat, 

it became truly threatening when they had come aboard. 
They lay about the deck growling together in talk. The 
slightest order was received with a black look and grudg-
ingly and carelessly obeyed. Even the honest hands must 
have caught the infection, for there was not one man aboard 
to mend another. Mutiny, it was plain, hung over us like a 
thunder-cloud.

And it was not only we of the cabin party who perceived 
the danger. Long John was hard at work going from group 
to group, spending himself in good advice, and as for exam-
ple no man could have shown a better. He fairly outstripped 
himself in willingness and civility; he was all smiles to ev-
eryone. If an order were given, John would be on his crutch 
in an instant, with the cheeriest ‘Aye, aye, sir!’ in the world; 
and when there was nothing else to do, he kept up one song 
after another, as if to conceal the discontent of the rest.

Of all the gloomy features of that gloomy afternoon, 
this obvious anxiety on the part of Long John appeared the 
worst.

We held a council in the cabin.
‘Sir,’ said the captain, ‘if I risk another order, the whole 

ship’ll come about our ears by the run. You see, sir, here it 
is. I get a rough answer, do I not? Well, if I speak back, pikes 
will be going in two shakes; if I don’t, Silver will see there’s 
something under that, and the game’s up. Now, we’ve only 
one man to rely on.’

‘And who is that?’ asked the squire.
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‘Silver, sir,’ returned the captain; ‘he’s as anxious as you 
and I to smother things up. This is a tiff; he’d soon talk ‘em 
out of it if he had the chance, and what I propose to do is 
to give him the chance. Let’s allow the men an afternoon 
ashore. If they all go, why we’ll fight the ship. If they none of 
them go, well then, we hold the cabin, and God defend the 
right. If some go, you mark my words, sir, Silver’ll bring ‘em 
aboard again as mild as lambs.’

It was so decided; loaded pistols were served out to all 
the sure men; Hunter, Joyce, and Redruth were taken into 
our confidence and received the news with less surprise and 
a better spirit than we had looked for, and then the captain 
went on deck and addressed the crew.

‘My lads,’ said he, ‘we’ve had a hot day and are all tired 
and out of sorts. A turn ashore’ll hurt nobody— the boats 
are still in the water; you can take the gigs, and as many as 
please may go ashore for the afternoon. I’ll fire a gun half an 
hour before sundown.’

I believe the silly fellows must have thought they would 
break their shins over treasure as soon as they were landed, 
for they all came out of their sulks in a moment and gave a 
cheer that started the echo in a far- away hill and sent the 
birds once more flying and squalling round the anchorage.

The captain was too bright to be in the way. He whipped 
out of sight in a moment, leaving Silver to arrange the party, 
and I fancy it was as well he did so. Had he been on deck, 
he could no longer so much as have pretended not to un-
derstand the situation. It was as plain as day. Silver was 
the captain, and a mighty rebellious crew he had of it. The 
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money too, which lots of poor sailors hasn’t; and you’re 
brave, or I’m mistook. And will you tell me you’ll let your-
self be led away with that kind of a mess of swabs? Not you! 
As sure as God sees me, I’d sooner lose my hand. If I turn 
agin my dooty—‘

And then all of a sudden he was interrupted by a noise. 
I had found one of the honest hands—well, here, at that 
same moment, came news of another. Far away out in the 
marsh there arose, all of a sudden, a sound like the cry of 
anger, then another on the back of it; and then one horrid, 
long-drawn scream. The rocks of the Spy-glass re-echoed it 
a score of times; the whole troop of marsh-birds rose again, 
darkening heaven, with a simultaneous whirr; and long af-
ter that death yell was still ringing in my brain, silence had 
re- established its empire, and only the rustle of the rede-
scending birds and the boom of the distant surges disturbed 
the languor of the afternoon.

Tom had leaped at the sound, like a horse at the spur, 
but Silver had not winked an eye. He stood where he was, 
resting lightly on his crutch, watching his companion like a 
snake about to spring.

‘John!’ said the sailor, stretching out his hand.
‘Hands off!’ cried Silver, leaping back a yard, as it seemed 

to me, with the speed and security of a trained gymnast.
‘Hands off, if you like, John Silver,’ said the other. ‘It’s 

a black conscience that can make you feared of me. But in 
heaven’s name, tell me, what was that?’

‘That?’ returned Silver, smiling away, but warier than 
ever, his eye a mere pin-point in his big face, but gleaming 
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15. The Man of the Island

FROM the side of the hill, which was here steep and 
stony, a spout of gravel was dislodged and fell rattling 

and bounding through the trees. My eyes turned instinc-
tively in that direction, and I saw a figure leap with great 
rapidity behind the trunk of a pine. What it was, whether 
bear or man or monkey, I could in no wise tell. It seemed 
dark and shaggy; more I knew not. But the terror of this 
new apparition brought me to a stand.

I was now, it seemed, cut off upon both sides; behind me 
the murderers, before me this lurking nondescript. And im-
mediately I began to prefer the dangers that I knew to those 
I knew not. Silver himself appeared less terrible in contrast 
with this creature of the woods, and I turned on my heel, 
and looking sharply behind me over my shoulder, began to 
retrace my steps in the direction of the boats.

Instantly the figure reappeared, and making a wide cir-
cuit, began to head me off. I was tired, at any rate; but had 
I been as fresh as when I rose, I could see it was in vain for 
me to contend in speed with such an adversary. From trunk 
to trunk the creature flitted like a deer, running manlike on 
two legs, but unlike any man that I had ever seen, stooping 
almost double as it ran. Yet a man it was, I could no longer 
be in doubt about that.

I began to recall what I had heard of cannibals. I was 
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congruous fastenings, brass buttons, bits of stick, and loops 
of tarry gaskin. About his waist he wore an old brass-buck-
led leather belt, which was the one thing solid in his whole 
accoutrement.

‘Three years!’ I cried. ‘Were you shipwrecked?’
‘Nay, mate,’ said he; ‘marooned.’
I had heard the word, and I knew it stood for a hor-

rible kind of punishment common enough among the 
buccaneers, in which the offender is put ashore with a little 
powder and shot and left behind on some desolate and dis-
tant island.

‘Marooned three years agone,’ he continued, ‘and lived 
on goats since then, and berries, and oysters. Wherever a 
man is, says I, a man can do for himself. But, mate, my heart 
is sore for Christian diet. You mightn’t happen to have a 
piece of cheese about you, now? No? Well, many’s the long 
night I’ve dreamed of cheese—toasted, mostly—and woke 
up again, and here I were.’

‘If ever I can get aboard again,’ said I, ‘you shall have 
cheese by the stone.’

All this time he had been feeling the stuff of my jacket, 
smoothing my hands, looking at my boots, and generally, 
in the intervals of his speech, showing a childish pleasure 
in the presence of a fellow creature. But at my last words he 
perked up into a kind of startled slyness.

‘If ever you can get aboard again, says you?’ he repeated. 
‘Why, now, who’s to hinder you?’

‘Not you, I know,’ was my reply.
‘And right you was,’ he cried. ‘Now you—what do you 

Preview from Notesale.co.uk

Page 113 of 266



1�1Free eBooks at Planet eBook.com

I should go ashore with the jolly-boat in quest of informa-
tion.

The gigs had leaned to their right, but Hunter and I 
pulled straight in, in the direction of the stockade upon the 
chart. The two who were left guarding their boats seemed 
in a bustle at our appearance; ‘Lillibullero’ stopped off, and 
I could see the pair discussing what they ought to do. Had 
they gone and told Silver, all might have turned out differ-
ently; but they had their orders, I suppose, and decided to 
sit quietly where they were and hark back again to ‘Lillibul-
lero.’

There was a slight bend in the coast, and I steered so as 
to put it between us; even before we landed we had thus lost 
sight of the gigs. I jumped out and came as near running as 
I durst, with a big silk handkerchief under my hat for cool-
ness’ sake and a brace of pistols ready primed for safety.

I had not gone a hundred yards when I reached the stock-
ade.

This was how it was: a spring of clear water rose almost 
at the top of a knoll. Well, on the knoll, and enclosing the 
spring, they had clapped a stout log- house fit to hold two 
score of people on a pinch and loopholed for musketry on 
either side. All round this they had cleared a wide space, 
and then the thing was completed by a paling six feet high, 
without door or opening, too strong to pull down with-
out time and labour and too open to shelter the besiegers. 
The people in the log-house had them in every way; they 
stood quiet in shelter and shot the others like partridges. 
All they wanted was a good watch and food; for, short of a 
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was so nicely contrived that we did not ship a drop.
They had the gun, by this time, slewed round upon the 

swivel, and Hands, who was at the muzzle with the ram-
mer, was in consequence the most exposed. However, we 
had no luck, for just as Trelawney fired, down he stooped, 
the ball whistled over him, and it was one of the other four 
who fell.

The cry he gave was echoed not only by his companions 
on board but by a great number of voices from the shore, 
and looking in that direction I saw the other pirates troop-
ing out from among the trees and tumbling into their places 
in the boats.

‘Here come the gigs, sir,’ said I.
‘Give way, then,’ cried the captain. ‘We mustn’t mind if 

we swamp her now. If we can’t get ashore, all’s up.’
‘Only one of the gigs is being manned, sir,’ I added; ‘the 

crew of the other most likely going round by shore to cut 
us off.’

‘They’ll have a hot run, sir,’ returned the captain. ‘Jack 
ashore, you know. It’s not them I mind; it’s the round-shot. 
Carpet bowls! My lady’s maid couldn’t miss. Tell us, squire, 
when you see the match, and we’ll hold water.’

In the meanwhile we had been making headway at a 
good pace for a boat so overloaded, and we had shipped 
but little water in the process. We were now close in; thirty 
or forty strokes and we should beach her, for the ebb had 
already disclosed a narrow belt of sand below the cluster-
ing trees. The gig was no longer to be feared; the little point 
had already concealed it from our eyes. The ebb-tide, which 
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had so cruelly delayed us, was now making reparation and 
delaying our assailants. The one source of danger was the 
gun.

‘If I durst,’ said the captain, ‘I’d stop and pick off another 
man.’

But it was plain that they meant nothing should delay 
their shot. They had never so much as looked at their fallen 
comrade, though he was not dead, and I could see him try-
ing to crawl away.

‘Ready!’ cried the squire.
‘Hold!’ cried the captain, quick as an echo.
And he and Redruth backed with a great heave that sent 

her stern bodily under water. The report fell in at the same 
instant of time. This was the first that Jim heard, the sound 
of the squire’s shot not having reached him. Where the ball 
passed, not one of us precisely knew, but I fancy it must 
have been over our heads and that the wind of it may have 
contributed to our disaster.

At any rate, the boat sank by the stern, quite gently, in 
three feet of water, leaving the captain and myself, facing 
each other, on our feet. The other three took complete head-
ers, and came up again drenched and bubbling.

So far there was no great harm. No lives were lost, and 
we could wade ashore in safety. But there were all our stores 
at the bottom, and to make things worse, only two guns out 
of five remained in a state for service. Mine I had snatched 
from my knees and held over my head, by a sort of instinct. 
As for the captain, he had carried his over his shoulder by a 
bandoleer, and like a wise man, lock uppermost. The other 
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in the log-house to die. He had lain like a Trojan behind his 
mattress in the gallery; he had followed every order silently, 
doggedly, and well; he was the oldest of our party by a score 
of years; and now, sullen, old, serviceable servant, it was he 
that was to die.

The squire dropped down beside him on his knees and 
kissed his hand, crying like a child.

‘Be I going, doctor?’ he asked.
‘Tom, my man,’ said I, ‘you’re going home.’
‘I wish I had had a lick at them with the gun first,’ he re-

plied.
‘Tom,’ said the squire, ‘say you forgive me, won’t you?’
‘Would that be respectful like, from me to you, squire?’ 

was the answer. ‘Howsoever, so be it, amen!’
After a little while of silence, he said he thought some-

body might read a prayer. ‘It’s the custom, sir,’ he added 
apologetically. And not long after, without another word, 
he passed away.

In the meantime the captain, whom I had observed to 
be wonderfully swollen about the chest and pockets, had 
turned out a great many various stores—the British colours, 
a Bible, a coil of stoutish rope, pen, ink, the log-book, and 
pounds of tobacco. He had found a longish fir-tree lying 
felled and trimmed in the enclosure, and with the help of 
Hunter he had set it up at the corner of the log-house where 
the trunks crossed and made an angle. Then, climbing on 
the roof, he had with his own hand bent and run up the co-
lours.

This seemed mightily to relieve him. He re-entered the 
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house being stifling hot and the little patch of sand inside 
the palisade ablaze with midday sun, I began to get anoth-
er thought into my head, which was not by any means so 
right. What I began to do was to envy the doctor walking in 
the cool shadow of the woods with the birds about him and 
the pleasant smell of the pines, while I sat grilling, with my 
clothes stuck to the hot resin, and so much blood about me 
and so many poor dead bodies lying all around that I took a 
disgust of the place that was almost as strong as fear.

All the time I was washing out the block house, and then 
washing up the things from dinner, this disgust and envy 
kept growing stronger and stronger, till at last, being near 
a bread-bag, and no one then observing me, I took the first 
step towards my escapade and filled both pockets of my 
coat with biscuit.

I was a fool, if you like, and certainly I was going to do 
a foolish, over-bold act; but I was determined to do it with 
all the precautions in my power. These biscuits, should any-
thing befall me, would keep me, at least, from starving till 
far on in the next day.

The next thing I laid hold of was a brace of pistols, and as 
I already had a powder-horn and bullets, I felt myself well 
supplied with arms.

As for the scheme I had in my head, it was not a bad 
one in itself. I was to go down the sandy spit that divides 
the anchorage on the east from the open sea, find the white 
rock I had observed last evening, and ascertain whether 
it was there or not that Ben Gunn had hidden his boat, a 
thing quite worth doing, as I still believe. But as I was cer-

Preview from Notesale.co.uk

Page 165 of 266



Treasure Island1�0

land.’ No sooner thought upon than done. There I lay on my 
elbows in the most trying attitude, and every now and again 
gave a weak stroke or two to turn her head to shore.

It was very tiring and slow work, yet I did visibly gain 
ground; and as we drew near the Cape of the Woods, though 
I saw I must infallibly miss that point, I had still made some 
hundred yards of easting. I was, indeed, close in. I could see 
the cool green tree-tops swaying together in the breeze, and 
I felt sure I should make the next promontory without fail.

It was high time, for I now began to be tortured with 
thirst. The glow of the sun from above, its thousandfold re-
flection from the waves, the sea-water that fell and dried 
upon me, caking my very lips with salt, combined to make 
my throat burn and my brain ache. The sight of the trees so 
near at hand had almost made me sick with longing, but the 
current had soon carried me past the point, and as the next 
reach of sea opened out, I beheld a sight that changed the 
nature of my thoughts.

Right in front of me, not half a mile away, I beheld the 
HISPANIOLA under sail. I made sure, of course, that I 
should be taken; but I was so distressed for want of wa-
ter that I scarce knew whether to be glad or sorry at the 
thought, and long before I had come to a conclusion, sur-
prise had taken entire possession of my mind and I could 
do nothing but stare and wonder.

The HISPANIOLA was under her main-sail and two jibs, 
and the beautiful white canvas shone in the sun like snow 
or silver. When I first sighted her, all her sails were drawing; 
she was lying a course about north- west, and I presumed 
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25. I Strike the Jolly Roger

I HAD scarce gained a position on the bowsprit when the 
flying jib flapped and filled upon the other tack, with a 

report like a gun. The schooner trembled to her keel under 
the reverse, but next moment, the other sails still drawing, 
the jib flapped back again and hung idle.

This had nearly tossed me off into the sea; and now I 
lost no time, crawled back along the bowsprit, and tumbled 
head foremost on the deck.

I was on the lee side of the forecastle, and the main- sail, 
which was still drawing, concealed from me a certain por-
tion of the after-deck. Not a soul was to be seen. The planks, 
which had not been swabbed since the mutiny, bore the 
print of many feet, and an empty bottle, broken by the neck, 
tumbled to and fro like a live thing in the scuppers.

Suddenly the HISPANIOLA came right into the wind. 
The jibs behind me cracked aloud, the rudder slammed to, 
the whole ship gave a sickening heave and shudder, and at 
the same moment the main-boom swung inboard, the sheet 
groaning in the blocks, and showed me the lee after-deck.

There were the two watchmen, sure enough: red-cap on 
his back, as stiff as a handspike, with his arms stretched out 
like those of a crucifix and his teeth showing through his 
open lips; Israel Hands propped against the bulwarks, his 
chin on his chest, his hands lying open before him on the 
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26. Israel Hands

THE wind, serving us to a desire, now hauled into the 
west. We could run so much the easier from the north-

east corner of the island to the mouth of the North Inlet. 
Only, as we had no power to anchor and dared not beach 
her till the tide had flowed a good deal farther, time hung 
on our hands. The coxswain told me how to lay the ship to; 
after a good many trials I succeeded, and we both sat in si-
lence over another meal.

‘Cap’n,’ said he at length with that same uncomfortable 
smile, ‘here’s my old shipmate, O’Brien; s’pose you was to 
heave him overboard. I ain’t partic’lar as a rule, and I don’t 
take no blame for settling his hash, but I don’t reckon him 
ornamental now, do you?’

‘I’m not strong enough, and I don’t like the job; and there 
he lies, for me,’ said I.

‘This here’s an unlucky ship, this HISPANIOLA, Jim,’ he 
went on, blinking. ‘There’s a power of men been killed in this 
HISPANIOLA—a sight o’ poor seamen dead and gone since 
you and me took ship to Bristol. I never seen sich dirty luck, 
not I. There was this here O’Brien now—he’s dead, ain’t he? 
Well now, I’m no scholar, and you’re a lad as can read and 
figure, and to put it straight, do you take it as a dead man is 
dead for good, or do he come alive again?’

‘You can kill the body, Mr. Hands, but not the spirit; you 
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exposed to the injuries of the weather that it was hung about 
with great webs of dripping seaweed, and on the deck of it 
shore bushes had taken root and now flourished thick with 
flowers. It was a sad sight, but it showed us that the anchor-
age was calm.

‘Now,’ said Hands, ‘look there; there’s a pet bit for to 
beach a ship in. Fine flat sand, never a cat’s paw, trees all 
around of it, and flowers a-blowing like a garding on that 
old ship.’

‘And once beached,’ I inquired, ‘how shall we get her off 
again?’

‘Why, so,’ he replied: ‘you take a line ashore there on the 
other side at low water, take a turn about one of them big 
pines; bring it back, take a turn around the capstan, and lie 
to for the tide. Come high water, all hands take a pull upon 
the line, and off she comes as sweet as natur’. And now, boy, 
you stand by. We’re near the bit now, and she’s too much 
way on her. Starboard a little—so—steady—starboard—
larboard a little—steady—steady!’

So he issued his commands, which I breathlessly obeyed, 
till, all of a sudden, he cried, ‘Now, my hearty, luff!’ And I 
put the helm hard up, and the HISPANIOLA swung round 
rapidly and ran stem on for the low, wooded shore.

The excitement of these last manoeuvres had some-
what interfered with the watch I had kept hitherto, sharply 
enough, upon the coxswain. Even then I was still so much 
interested, waiting for the ship to touch, that I had quite for-
got the peril that hung over my head and stood craning over 
the starboard bulwarks and watching the ripples spreading 
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soon turned the corner of that hill, and not long after waded 
to the mid-calf across the watercourse.

This brought me near to where I had encountered Ben 
Gunn, the maroon; and I walked more circumspectly, keep-
ing an eye on every side. The dusk had come nigh hand 
completely, and as I opened out the cleft between the two 
peaks, I became aware of a wavering glow against the sky, 
where, as I judged, the man of the island was cooking his 
supper before a roaring fire. And yet I wondered, in my 
heart, that he should show himself so careless. For if I could 
see this radiance, might it not reach the eyes of Silver him-
self where he camped upon the shore among the marshes?

Gradually the night fell blacker; it was all I could do 
to guide myself even roughly towards my destination; the 
double hill behind me and the Spy-glass on my right hand 
loomed faint and fainter; the stars were few and pale; and 
in the low ground where I wandered I kept tripping among 
bushes and rolling into sandy pits.

Suddenly a kind of brightness fell about me. I looked up; 
a pale glimmer of moonbeams had alighted on the summit 
of the Spy-glass, and soon after I saw something broad and 
silvery moving low down behind the trees, and knew the 
moon had risen.

With this to help me, I passed rapidly over what re-
mained to me of my journey, and sometimes walking, 
sometimes running, impatiently drew near to the stockade. 
Yet, as I began to thread the grove that lies before it, I was 
not so thoughtless but that I slacked my pace and went a tri-
fle warily. It would have been a poor end of my adventures 
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to get shot down by my own party in mistake.
The moon was climbing higher and higher, its light be-

gan to fall here and there in masses through the more open 
districts of the wood, and right in front of me a glow of a 
different colour appeared among the trees. It was red and 
hot, and now and again it was a little darkened—as it were, 
the embers of a bonfire smouldering.

For the life of me I could not think what it might be.
At last I came right down upon the borders of the clear-

ing. The western end was already steeped in moon- shine; 
the rest, and the block house itself, still lay in a black shad-
ow chequered with long silvery streaks of light. On the 
other side of the house an immense fire had burned itself 
into clear embers and shed a steady, red reverberation, con-
trasted strongly with the mellow paleness of the moon. 
There was not a soul stirring nor a sound beside the noises 
of the breeze.

I stopped, with much wonder in my heart, and perhaps 
a little terror also. It had not been our way to build great 
fires; we were, indeed, by the captain’s orders, somewhat 
niggardly of firewood, and I began to fear that something 
had gone wrong while I was absent.

I stole round by the eastern end, keeping close in shadow, 
and at a convenient place, where the darkness was thickest, 
crossed the palisade.

To make assurance surer, I got upon my hands and knees 
and crawled, without a sound, towards the corner of the 
house. As I drew nearer, my heart was suddenly and greatly 
lightened. It is not a pleasant noise in itself, and I have often 
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28. In the Enemy’s Camp

THE red glare of the torch, lighting up the interior of 
the block house, showed me the worst of my apprehen-

sions realized. The pirates were in possession of the house 
and stores: there was the cask of cognac, there were the pork 
and bread, as before, and what tenfold increased my horror, 
not a sign of any prisoner. I could only judge that all had 
perished, and my heart smote me sorely that I had not been 
there to perish with them.

There were six of the buccaneers, all told; not another 
man was left alive. Five of them were on their feet, flushed 
and swollen, suddenly called out of the first sleep of drunk-
enness. The sixth had only risen upon his elbow; he was 
deadly pale, and the blood-stained bandage round his head 
told that he had recently been wounded, and still more re-
cently dressed. I remembered the man who had been shot 
and had run back among the woods in the great attack, and 
doubted not that this was he.

The parrot sat, preening her plumage, on Long John’s 
shoulder. He himself, I thought, looked somewhat paler and 
more stern than I was used to. He still wore the fine broad-
cloth suit in which he had fulfilled his mission, but it was 
bitterly the worse for wear, daubed with clay and torn with 
the sharp briers of the wood.

‘So,’ said he, ‘here’s Jim Hawkins, shiver my timbers! 
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have you; and without you start a third ship’s company all 
by yourself, which might be lonely, you’ll have to jine with 
Cap’n Silver.’

So far so good. My friends, then, were still alive, and 
though I partly believed the truth of Silver’s statement, that 
the cabin party were incensed at me for my desertion, I was 
more relieved than distressed by what I heard.

‘I don’t say nothing as to your being in our hands,’ con-
tinued Silver, ‘though there you are, and you may lay to it. 
I’m all for argyment; I never seen good come out o’ threat-
ening. If you like the service, well, you’ll jine; and if you 
don’t, Jim, why, you’re free to answer no—free and wel-
come, shipmate; and if fairer can be said by mortal seaman, 
shiver my sides!’

‘Am I to answer, then?’ I asked with a very tremulous 
voice. Through all this sneering talk, I was made to feel the 
threat of death that overhung me, and my cheeks burned 
and my heart beat painfully in my breast.

‘Lad,’ said Silver, ‘no one’s a-pressing of you. Take your 
bearings. None of us won’t hurry you, mate; time goes so 
pleasant in your company, you see.’

‘Well,’ says I, growing a bit bolder, ‘if I’m to choose, I 
declare I have a right to know what’s what, and why you’re 
here, and where my friends are.’

‘Wot’s wot?’ repeated one of the buccaneers in a deep 
growl. ‘Ah, he’d be a lucky one as knowed that!’

‘You’ll perhaps batten down your hatches till you’re 
spoke to, my friend,’ cried Silver truculently to this speaker. 
And then, in his first gracious tones, he replied to me, ‘Yes-
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George Merry was at the door, spitting and spluttering 
over some bad-tasted medicine; but at the first word of the 
doctor’s proposal he swung round with a deep flush and 
cried ‘No!’ and swore.

Silver struck the barrel with his open hand.
‘Si-lence!’ he roared and looked about him positively 

like a lion. ‘Doctor,’ he went on in his usual tones, ‘I was 
a-thinking of that, knowing as how you had a fancy for the 
boy. We’re all humbly grateful for your kindness, and as 
you see, puts faith in you and takes the drugs down like 
that much grog. And I take it I’ve found a way as’ll suit all. 
Hawkins, will you give me your word of honour as a young 
gentleman—for a young gentleman you are, although poor 
born—your word of honour not to slip your cable?’

I readily gave the pledge required.
‘Then, doctor,’ said Silver, ‘you just step outside o’ that 

stockade, and once you’re there I’ll bring the boy down on 
the inside, and I reckon you can yarn through the spars. 
Good day to you, sir, and all our dooties to the squire and 
Cap’n Smollett.’

The explosion of disapproval, which nothing but Silver’s 
black looks had restrained, broke out immediately the doc-
tor had left the house. Silver was roundly accused of playing 
double—of trying to make a separate peace for himself, of 
sacrificing the interests of his accomplices and victims, and, 
in one word, of the identical, exact thing that he was doing. 
It seemed to me so obvious, in this case, that I could not 
imagine how he was to turn their anger. But he was twice 
the man the rest were, and his last night’s victory had given 

Preview from Notesale.co.uk

Page 230 of 266



Treasure Island��0

A tall tree was thus the principal mark. Now, right be-
fore us the anchorage was bounded by a plateau from two to 
three hundred feet high, adjoining on the north the sloping 
southern shoulder of the Spy-glass and rising again towards 
the south into the rough, cliffy eminence called the Mizzen-
mast Hill. The top of the plateau was dotted thickly with 
pine-trees of varying height. Every here and there, one of a 
different species rose forty or fifty feet clear above its neigh-
bours, and which of these was the particular ‘tall tree’ of 
Captain Flint could only be decided on the spot, and by the 
readings of the compass.

Yet, although that was the case, every man on board the 
boats had picked a favourite of his own ere we were half-way 
over, Long John alone shrugging his shoulders and bidding 
them wait till they were there.

We pulled easily, by Silver’s directions, not to weary the 
hands prematurely, and after quite a long passage, landed 
at the mouth of the second river—that which runs down a 
woody cleft of the Spy-glass. Thence, bending to our left, we 
began to ascend the slope towards the plateau.

At the first outset, heavy, miry ground and a matted, 
marish vegetation greatly delayed our progress; but by little 
and little the hill began to steepen and become stony under 
foot, and the wood to change its character and to grow in 
a more open order. It was, indeed, a most pleasant portion 
of the island that we were now approaching. A heavy-scent-
ed broom and many flowering shrubs had almost taken the 
place of grass. Thickets of green nutmeg-trees were dotted 
here and there with the red columns and the broad shadow 
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stop. A low cry arose. Silver doubled his pace, digging away 
with the foot of his crutch like one possessed; and next mo-
ment he and I had come also to a dead halt.

Before us was a great excavation, not very recent, for 
the sides had fallen in and grass had sprouted on the bot-
tom. In this were the shaft of a pick broken in two and the 
boards of several packing-cases strewn around. On one of 
these boards I saw, branded with a hot iron, the name WAL-
RUS—the name of Flint’s ship.

All was clear to probation. The CACHE had been found 
and rifled; the seven hundred thousand pounds were gone!
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‘Thank ye kindly, doctor,’ says he. ‘You came in in about 
the nick, I guess, for me and Hawkins. And so it’s you, Ben 
Gunn!’ he added. ‘Well, you’re a nice one, to be sure.’

‘I’m Ben Gunn, I am,’ replied the maroon, wriggling 
like an eel in his embarrassment. ‘And,’ he added, after a 
long pause, ‘how do, Mr. Silver? Pretty well, I thank ye, says 
you.’

‘Ben, Ben,’ murmured Silver, ‘to think as you’ve done 
me!’

The doctor sent back Gray for one of the pick-axes de-
serted, in their flight, by the mutineers, and then as we 
proceeded leisurely downhill to where the boats were lying, 
related in a few words what had taken place. It was a story 
that profoundly interested Silver; and Ben Gunn, the half-
idiot maroon, was the hero from beginning to end.

Ben, in his long, lonely wanderings about the island, had 
found the skeleton—it was he that had rifled it; he had found 
the treasure; he had dug it up (it was the haft of his pick-axe 
that lay broken in the excavation); he had carried it on his 
back, in many weary journeys, from the foot of the tall pine 
to a cave he had on the two-pointed hill at the north-east 
angle of the island, and there it had lain stored in safety 
since two months before the arrival of the HISPANIOLA.

When the doctor had wormed this secret from him on 
the afternoon of the attack, and when next morning he saw 
the anchorage deserted, he had gone to Silver, given him 
the chart, which was now useless—given him the stores, for 
Ben Gunn’s cave was well supplied with goats’ meat salted 
by himself—given anything and everything to get a chance 
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a smooth sea. Soon we passed out of the straits and doubled 
the south-east corner of the island, round which, four days 
ago, we had towed the HISPANIOLA.

As we passed the two-pointed hill, we could see the 
black mouth of Ben Gunn’s cave and a figure standing by 
it, leaning on a musket. It was the squire, and we waved a 
handkerchief and gave him three cheers, in which the voice 
of Silver joined as heartily as any.

Three miles farther, just inside the mouth of North In-
let, what should we meet but the HISPANIOLA, cruising 
by herself? The last flood had lifted her, and had there been 
much wind or a strong tide current, as in the southern an-
chorage, we should never have found her more, or found 
her stranded beyond help. As it was, there was little amiss 
beyond the wreck of the main-sail. Another anchor was got 
ready and dropped in a fathom and a half of water. We all 
pulled round again to Rum Cove, the nearest point for Ben 
Gunn’s treasure-house; and then Gray, single-handed, re-
turned with the gig to the HISPANIOLA, where he was to 
pass the night on guard.

A gentle slope ran up from the beach to the entrance of 
the cave. At the top, the squire met us. To me he was cor-
dial and kind, saying nothing of my escapade either in the 
way of blame or praise. At Silver’s polite salute he somewhat 
flushed.

‘John Silver,’ he said, ‘you’re a prodigious villain and im-
poster—a monstrous imposter, sir. I am told I am not to 
prosecute you. Well, then, I will not. But the dead men, sir, 
hang about your neck like mill-stones.’
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round pieces and square pieces, and pieces bored through 
the middle, as if to wear them round your neck—nearly ev-
ery variety of money in the world must, I think, have found 
a place in that collection; and for number, I am sure they 
were like autumn leaves, so that my back ached with stoop-
ing and my fingers with sorting them out.

Day after day this work went on; by every evening a for-
tune had been stowed aboard, but there was another fortune 
waiting for the morrow; and all this time we heard nothing 
of the three surviving mutineers.

At last—I think it was on the third night—the doctor and 
I were strolling on the shoulder of the hill where it overlooks 
the lowlands of the isle, when, from out the thick darkness 
below, the wind brought us a noise between shrieking and 
singing. It was only a snatch that reached our ears, followed 
by the former silence.

‘Heaven forgive them,’ said the doctor; ‘‘tis the muti-
neers!’

‘All drunk, sir,’ struck in the voice of Silver from behind 
us.

Silver, I should say, was allowed his entire liberty, and in 
spite of daily rebuffs, seemed to regard himself once more 
as quite a privileged and friendly dependent. Indeed, it was 
remarkable how well he bore these slights and with what 
unwearying politeness he kept on trying to ingratiate him-
self with all. Yet, I think, none treated him better than a 
dog, unless it was Ben Gunn, who was still terribly afraid 
of his old quartermaster, or myself, who had really some-
thing to thank him for; although for that matter, I suppose, 
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a confession. Silver was gone. The maroon had connived at 
his escape in a shore boat some hours ago, and he now as-
sured us he had only done so to preserve our lives, which 
would certainly have been forfeit if ‘that man with the one 
leg had stayed aboard.’ But this was not all. The sea-cook 
had not gone empty- handed. He had cut through a bulk-
head unobserved and had removed one of the sacks of coin, 
worth perhaps three or four hundred guineas, to help him 
on his further wanderings.

I think we were all pleased to be so cheaply quit of him.
Well, to make a long story short, we got a few hands on 

board, made a good cruise home, and the HISPANIOLA 
reached Bristol just as Mr. Blandly was beginning to think 
of fitting out her consort. Five men only of those who had 
sailed returned with her. ‘Drink and the devil had done for 
the rest,’ with a vengeance, although, to be sure, we were not 
quite in so bad a case as that other ship they sang about:

With one man of her crew alive, 
What put to sea with seventy-five.

All of us had an ample share of the treasure and used it 
wisely or foolishly, according to our natures. Captain Smol-
lett is now retired from the sea. Gray not only saved his 
money, but being suddenly smit with the desire to rise, also 
studied his profession, and he is now mate and part owner 
of a fine full-rigged ship, married besides, and the father of 
a family. As for Ben Gunn, he got a thousand pounds, which 
he spent or lost in three weeks, or to be more exact, in nine-
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teen days, for he was back begging on the twentieth. Then 
he was given a lodge to keep, exactly as he had feared upon 
the island; and he still lives, a great favourite, though some-
thing of a butt, with the country boys, and a notable singer 
in church on Sundays and saints’ days.

Of Silver we have heard no more. That formidable seafar-
ing man with one leg has at last gone clean out of my life; 
but I dare say he met his old Negress, and perhaps still lives 
in comfort with her and Captain Flint. It is to be hoped so, 
I suppose, for his chances of comfort in another world are 
very small.

The bar silver and the arms still lie, for all that I know, 
where Flint buried them; and certainly they shall lie there for 
me. Oxen and wain-ropes would not bring me back again to 
that accursed island; and the worst dreams that ever I have 
are when I hear the surf booming about its coasts or start 
upright in bed with the sharp voice of Captain Flint still 
ringing in my ears: ‘Pieces of eight! Pieces of eight!’
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