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IBREASURE
ISLAND

M'u‘ name is Jim Hawkins, and I'm abour 1o tell you the true story of Treasure Island
and my dangerous search there for stolen riches.
I remiember well the day ouf adventure ]‘.-e;,'rln- "l.-'|'9.' family owmed an inn, and one .J;L-!.- il
man came by and rapped on the dooe “Do you have rooms?!™ he asked. "1 can pay with gold.”
His name, he said, was Billy Bones. | suspected from his clothes and manner that he was a
parate. What | didn’t know was that he was hiding from the shipmates he’d double -crossed,
“If you spot a ferocious scoundrel with a wooden leg, you come and warn me right awas,
Jim," he whispered in my ear.
It wasn't long before Billy's shipmates came looking for him. The one-legged man wasn't
amorgg them, but they scared old Billy nonetheless. The leader of the group
wias @ blinkd man wearing & large patch over his eyes.
“Hella, Billy. It's your old fiend. Blind Pew,”
he croaked. He stepped forward and thrust
something into Billy's hands, *This is
a gift from & one-legped fHend.” he
said, before hobbling our of
et doar
It was o piece of paper with
a round black mark on one
side and a message scrawled on
the other: *You have until ten
I.-|:u|i|.:||1! Give back what o
I'ﬂ"'ﬂ' "1“‘1':"-1 OF pPropant Do el
your doom.,”

Bally staeted to shake violently. “A black spot!” b w|'||~1rq.;r|_-._|. cerrified. “le's a sign every
pirate dreads to see ..!™ Suddenly, he murned purple and fell to the floor. He was stone dead.

The old pirate still owed us money for his stay. “We'll open the sea chest he's beft in
his room and claim what is ours.” said my mother. Inside the chest, we discovered a parcel
wrapped in odlskin. It contained a treasure map signed by a Caprain Flint.

I vosorke it st onice 1o D |-i'-'{“‘=L"',t'. e family doctor and a mapisteate, certain that he would
kmow what to do. The docror’s friend Squire Trelawney was with him when [ arrived, “Ah!™
sabd the squine on seeing the signature on the map. “Capiain Flint was the most notorious
pirate who ever lived. It was said that he buried an enormous hoard of gold and silver on
Caribbean sland.”

“That's what Billy Bones's shipmates nust be aftes” exclaimed Dr Livesey, “bur we'll bear
them at their own game, We'll hnd che treasure ourselves!™

A few weeks later we left England aboard a schooner called the Hispandola,
bounad for the Caribbean. Having dreami of advennure
all mevy lifie | weas = ae first = thie
hagpiest boy in the world,

Thie ship’s cook was
a aly-looking man
by the name of
Lony John Silvee
He had a wooden S
leg. and a parrot
thar followed
him everyaliers,
squawking
“Picces an

eight!®




all day long. Despite that, he seemed to be
an honest man. He treated me well, and |
almost came o trust him. But one day, after
climbing into the ship's apple barrel to find
soanething to eat, | overheard him talking
with some of the men.

*Captain Flint may have cheated us of
o share of che gold, lads,” he said, *but
wie'll per our hands on it yer”

Heasing Silver's words and the men's
cheers, | realized thar our crew were
bloodthirsty pirates with mutiny on their minds. Sure enough, they wasted no time forcing us
o hand over the map. Then they held us captive ol we arrived on the island.

As soon as we landed, the pirates set out to find the creasure. D Livesey, SHuire
Trelowniey and the crew who had cemained loval oo us fled into the forest, bur Silver had vied
a bong rope around my waise, keeping me hostage.

Armed with picks and shovels, the pirates followed the clues on the map.
| heard the cries of excitement as l|1.-|:1_.' :||'lp|'-|.u|:|.'||.'|.‘| thee spol where
the trensure was buried ... and the shouts of fury thar followed.
Someone clse had got there furse!

“Silver, you double-crossing rogue!
Have vou brought us all this
way just for these!™
bellowed one of the
ruffians, holding up
rwo smeall coins. It
was all thar was left
of the measure,

In a flash, Silver
shipped me one of
the pistols be was
carrying.

“Take this, Jim,” e whispered, “and stand by for crouble.”

“They are but two, o boy and a cripple,” shouted ome of the pirates as he moved
menacingly towards us. “The double-crossing rogue | mean o kill - and the boy, 1on!™

His words were cut shor by sudden punshots, Dy Livesey and Squire Trelowney had
come o0 our rescue. The pirates fed instantdy, scanering into the woods.

The treasure, it tummed out, was safie, When D Livesey and the squire ran from our
caprors, they had chanced upon a pirare named Ben Gunn, who was hiding in a cave.
Capaain Flint hnd marconed Gunn on the Eland, and it was he who had moved the hoard
a new hiding place.

We ransferred the reasure o the Hispaniols and et sail for home. Ben Gunn came
with us, and was allowed a share. 'We took Silver with us, too, saving him from the
reenaining pirates.

=You're & willaim, Silver,” the squire told him. “I'm going to see that vou're brought 1o
justice in England.”

“Bar, sir,” replied Sdlvee 1 acved only to protect young Jim here, and char's the oruth.”
| knew, of course, thar he was ling, bue still | didn’t want to see Silver hang,

As it mmmed out, we never did get the old rogue back 1o England, He gave us
the slip one moming when we stopped for provisions at o busy poet. Hie wook a fakr
amsoumn of gold with him, too. [ hope it brings him some jo, for his chances of
ﬁl‘ldim any comfoet in e next lde are small indeed.

My share of the gleaming treasure is almaost
gone. Bur I'll never forzet Treasure Lsland.
The sound of waves lapping on its
sandy shore strikes a chill in
my hecart thar will seay with
mie forever
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