Let’s know about Robert Louis Stevenson  Robert Lewis Balfour Stevenson was born in Edinburgh, Scotland on November 13, 1850. He was the only child of Margaret Isabella Balfour and Thomas Stevenson, a civil engineer.
Louis attended Edinburgh Academy before entering the University of Edinburgh with the intent of following in his father and grandfather's footsteps. But he could not as he was not physically suited. He next studied law but decided ultimately to become a writer. Illness often hampered his studies and throughout his life he travelled to warmer places for respite. Stevenson wrote numerous novels, stories, and collections of essays based on his travels. Stevenson took up a number of positions writing for various newspapers and magazines. Robert Louis Stevenson died at home of a stroke on December 3,1894.






Urged by Squire Trelawney, Dr Livesey and the others I am writing the story of Treasure Island which took place many years ago.
It was the time when my father ran the Admiral Benbow inn. One day, an unkempt old seaman, with a deep white slash across his cheek came to the inn. He had a huge sea-chest with him. Whistling to himself, he broke 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!}
I`ll stay here for sometime, he said. Call me captain.’
Throwing down three or four gold pieces on my father’s desk he commanded him to tell



him when it finished. He appeared like a mate or a skipper accustomed to be obeyed or to strike.
Captain was a very silent man by custom, day he moved round the cove or upon the cliffs with a brass telescope. Every day when he came back from his stroll he would ask if any seafaring men had gone by along the road. He took me aside one day and promised me a silver four penny every month if I would be on a lookout for a sailor with one leg and let him know at once.
He stayed on, week after week and month after month. On a frosty January morning, the captain rose earlier than usual and set out for the beach. A little later the parlour door opened and a pale man stepped in. He ordered for rum, and motioned me to come near.
Come here, sunny! Is this table for my mate bill? He asked.
I told him I did not know his mate Bill, but this table belonged to one we called captain.
‘Does your captain have a cut on his right cheek?’
‘Yes,’ I replied.
The captain and the stranger sat for quite a long time until the stranger called Black Dog ran out with the captain chasing him. Black Dog ran out of the inn and disappeared over the edge of the hill. The captain returned to the inn and crashed on the parlour floor breathing very loud and hard, his eyes closed. Just then, the door opened and Doctor Livesey came in, on his visit to my father. He recommended a
week’s rest to captain who was laid in his room.

‘I can't do that; they'd have the Black Spot on me by then,’ said the captain.
A few days later, a blind man named Blind Pew, visited Billy and left the inn after giving him a note bearing a ‘Black Spot’
Billy Bones was so frightened of the Black Spot that the next morning he died of a stroke. Without wasting time, Jim told his mother about Billy Bones’ mysterious visitors.
I lost no time in telling my mother all that I knew. We could not decide whether we should remain in the house or escape. We decided at last to go to the neighbouring hamlet and seek help. Bare-headed, we ran out at once.
It was already evening when we reached the hamlet but no soul agreed to return with us to the Admiral Benbow. The name of Captain Flint, unknown to me, but well enough known to people there, carried great terror. My mother declared, ‘If none of the rest of you dare, Jim and I dare. Back we will go.’
We stood in the house with the dead captain's body. After we had taken out the key from


	
around his neck, we hurried upstairs to search the chest. My mother turned the key and the chest’s lid opened in a twinkling. There were many things like a tin cup, several sticks of tobacco, two braces of very handsome pistols etc. Underneath there was a bundle tied up in oilcloth, and a canvas bag containing some gold coins.












When we were about half-way through, i
suddenly heard the tap-tapping of the blind man's stick upon the frozen road. Knowing that the captain’s enemies had come, I picked up the oilskin packet and some coins which the captain owed us, and we fled from the inn.
While escaping I saw seven or eight men running, and the man with the lantern was some paces ahead. I could clearly see the blind man now. They tried to force open the door but were surprised to find it open. The blind man again issued his commands.
in, in, in!’ he shouted, and cursed them for their delay.
Is Flint’s packet there?’ roared Pew, the blind man.
Scatter and find the boy! Rout the house out!’ reiterated Pew.



Immediately, the men started ransacking the inn. Just at that time the tramp of horses were heard. Almost at the same time a pistol- shot came from the hedge side. And the pirates turned at once and ran. Four or five riders came in sight in the moonlight and swept at full gallop down the slope. Pew ran straight under the hoofs of the nearest of the coming horses. The rider tried to save him, but in vain. I leaped to my feet and hailed the riders.
Pew was dead, stone dead. My mother was carried to the hamlet and revived with the help of some cold water. Meanwhile, I went with the supervisor, Mr. Dance, to Dr. Livesey's door. The house was all dark to the front. Dr Livesey was found at the squire’s house. Mr. Dance narrated the whole incident to them. The two gentlemen listened with a lot of interest.
‘And so, Jim,’ said the doctor, ‘you have the thing that they were after, have you?’	
‘Here it is, sir,’ said I, and gave him the oilskin packet.
Dr. Livesey asked the squire, ‘You have heard of this Flint, I suppose?’
‘Heard of him!’ cried the squire. ‘He was the most murderous pirate that ever sailed!’
The doctor wanted to know if the oilskin
packet contained some clue to the treasure and as they agreed to open it. He laid it before him on the table. And there fell out the map of an island with minute details that would help one to find the treasure.
‘It’s a map to Captain Flint’s treasure! We must find it!’ exclaimed Dr Livesey. The squire and Dr Livesey were filled with delight.
After this incident, the preparations to sail to the Treasure Island began. The doctor had to go to London to get a physician to take charge of his practice; the squire was hard at work at

Bristol. I lived at the squire’s place under the charge of old Redruth, the gamekeeper.
Weeks passed on, till one fine day, there came a letter from the squire addressed to Dr Livesey. The letter said that he had bought a ship called HISPANIOLA, and it was ready to sail. The letter concluded with an instruction for all of us to immediately leave for Bristol. I was excited!
On arriving at Bristol, we met Squire Trelawney at the entrance of the inn where he was staying. He was all dressed out like a seaofficer.
‘Oh, sir,’ cried I, ‘when do we sail?’
‘Sail!’ said he. ‘We sail tomorrow.’
After I was through with my breakfast, the squire gave me a note addressed to Long John 

 

Silver, to be given to him at the inn ‘Spyglass’ where he was staying. Silver seemed to be a good tempered fellow. Soon, the entire crew met and we all set sail for the island where the treasure was hidden, on the ship named HISPANIOLA.
I am not going to relate that voyage in detail. It was fairly prosperous. Every man On board seemed content. The squire had ensured that there was always a barrel of apples on the deck for anyone to help himself. If the apple barrel had not been there, we would not have got the warning and might all have perished by the hand of treachery.
This was how it happened. It was about the last day of our outward voyage. In the evening I wanted to eat an apple. I ran on the deck. I jumped into the apple barrel, and found there was hardly an apple left. I was too tired. The cool dark barrel and the gentle rocking of the ship made me sleep. Suddenly, I heard Silver's voice and many other voices too. From their conversation I understood that the lives of all he honest men aboard depended upon me alone.
I was shocked to hear that John Silver, whom I trusted the most, was actually a PIRATE and an accomplice of Flint!
Well then, let the squire and doctor find the treasure and help us to get it aboard. Then let Captain Smollett navigate us half-way back again. At that time we will strike them. All agreed to silver`s plan.
At once I informed the doctor and the squire about Long John Silver and his pirate companions who were all aboard. Captain- Smollett suggested that we should go on, because we couldn’t turn back. If we abandon it in between, they would immediately attack Second point, we had time before us—at least until this treasure's found.
The appearance of the island when I came on deck next morning was altogether changed. Grey-coloured woods covered a large part of the surface. The hills ran up clear above the vegetation. Up to that day, the men had done their work obediently. But the very sight of the island made them disciplined. In simple words, mutiny hung over us like a thundercloud.
Silver divided his men into two groups. Six men were ordered to stay on the ship  remaining thirteen were to go ashore. Silver was to head the boats.
As I was not required by the cabin crew, I decided to go ashore and explore the island. I sneaked into one of the boats. The isle was uninhabited. Suddenly, bounding through the trees, I saw a figure leap with great rapidity. Instantly, the figure reappeared. I realized it was a human. All my fears vanished. The strange looking man introduced himself as Ben Gunn who was a companion of Captain Flint. He narrated how his companions had marooned him on the island and left. Benn also told Jim that he knew the place where the treasure was hidden.
Just then, the island echoed with the thunder
of cannon.
‘They have begun to fight! I cried. ‘Follow me.`
And then, in front of me, I saw the Union jack flutter in the air above a wood. By this time, the squire, Dr Livesey and their trusted crew members had also reached the island.
Narrative continued by the Doctor
The boats had gone ashore with the pirates from the HISPANIOLA. The captain, the squire and I were in the cabin at that time, talking matters over. Just then, Hunter came in and told us that Jim Hawkins had gone ashore. We never doubted Jim Hawkins’ loyalty, but we were worried for his safety. We decided that Hunter and I should go ashore with the jolly-boat to search for Jim.
I had not gone a hundred yards when I

reached the stockade. We did not find Jim there but realized that this old stockade could be a good hide-out. We soon went near the ship, boarded the ship and collected powder tins, muskets, and bags of biscuits, kegs of pork, a cask of cognac, and my invaluable medicine chest.
After a while, Captain Smollett, squire, Tom Redruth, Abraham Gray and I got into a jolly boat. It was dangerously overloaded. We heard voices of Silver’s men drawing near us in the woods along shore. We waded ashore as fast as we could, leaving behind us the poor jolly boat and a good half of all our provision. The stockade was just forty paces farther. We were about to enter the enclosure, when seven mutineers burst out at the southwestern corner- There was a tremendous fight where our enemies were defeated but we lost Tom.






A little later, said Hunter, ‘Somebody is filing us?
I ran to the door to see Jim Hawkins, safe and sound, climbing over the stockade.
Narrative continued by Jim
The mutineers did not return. I decided to find Ben Gunn s boat. I took a brace of pistols, and soon, I found an admirable opportunity. The squire and Gray were busy helping the captain with his bandages, when I jumped over the stockade and disappeared into the thickest of the trees. I walked through the woods until I found my way to the shore. The HISPANIOLA stood in the sea, the Jolly Roger hanging by its peak.
Evening was setting in fast, and I thought that I must lose no time in finding the boat before it was dark. I climbed the HISPANIOLA and heard the sound of loud voices from the cabin. One,
I recognized for the coxswain’s, Israel Hands, who had been Flint’s gunner. Once on the deck, I walked to the cabin. I peeped through the window and was shocked to see a dead man lying on the floor and Israel Hands badly wounded.



















Suddenly, Israel Hands turned partly round
and with a low moan.
‘Hello, Mr. Hands,’ I said ironically.
I declared, ‘I've come aboard to take possession of this ship, Mr. Hands; and you'll please regard me as your captain until further notice.’
Seeing that I meant to dodge, Hands also paused. Suddenly, the HISPANIOLA struck, staggered, ground for an instant in the sand, and then, swift as a blow, tilted over to the port side till the deck stood at an angle of forty-five degrees. As a result water splashed into
Scupper holes and  lay, in a pool, between the deck and bulwark.
Alarmed, I quickly began climbing the top of the mast. Hands also began to climb the mast to get me- I quickly loaded my pistols. Then, with a pistol in either hand, I addressed him.
‘One more step, Mr. Hands,’ said I, ‘and I’ll blow your brains out! Dead men don't bite, you know,’ I added with a chuckle.
He stopped instantly. I laughed aloud. Suddenly, back went his right hand over his shoulder. Something sang like an arrow through the air; I felt a blow and then a sharp pang, and there 1 was pinned by the shoulder to the mast. In the horrid pain and surprise of the moment, I aimed at him with both my pistols. The coxswain lost his grasp and plunged head first into the
water.

I scrambled forward and looked over. I let myself drop softly overboard. At last, I was off the sea. My immediate thought was to return to my friends. After ensuring that the ship was safely anchored on the beach, I headed towards the stockade in high spirits, proud of my victory.
As I drew nearer, my heart was suddenly and greatly lightened. It was nearly midnight.

I could hear my friends snoring in their sleep.
I was, however, puzzled to see the door of the stockade unguarded. My foot struck a sleeper’s leg. He turned and groaned, but did not wake up.
And then, all of a sudden, a shrill voice broke forth out of the darkness it sounded, ‘Pieces of eight! Pieces of eight! Pieces of eight! Pieces of eight- Pieces of eight!
It was Silver's green parrot, Captain Flint! I turned to run, but struck violently against one person.
Bring a torch, Dick,’ said Silver when my capture was thus assured. ‘So, here's Jim Hawkins, shiver my timbers! Well, welcome, I take that friendly.’

I managed to sleep somehow that night, but was anxious to know why the doctor had given the map and the stockade to Silver,
Next morning I was awakened by a cry.’ ‘Here's the doctor!’

And the doctor it was. A moment afterwards he entered the block house and with one grim nod at me and proceeded with his work among the sick. When he was through with his duty, he said, ‘Silver, now I wish to talk to Jim, but, outside the stockade.’
Silver agreed to it.
Once outside the stockade, his hand on my shoulder and I narrated to him,  my entire adventure and confided - S exact location of HISPANIOLA promised that he would rescue from silver. He also urged me to run away with him which I declined.
Finally, on John Silver’s instructions, his ‘ men prepared for the treasure hunt. Some carried picks and shovels; the others loaded themselves with pork, bread, and brandy for meal. Well, i thus equipped, we all set out in the direction  of the hill marked as ‘Spyglass’ on the map. We consulted the map on the way and strictly
abided by its instructions. We had hardly gone , two miles, when one of the men shrieked. We ran towards him.

At the foot of a pretty big pine, a human skeleton lay, with a few shreds of clothing, on the ground.
‘He was a seaman, said. George Merry, who, folder than the rest, had gone up closer and was examining the rags of clothing.
‘Yes, yes,’ said Silver; ‘But why is that skeleton lying like this? It is not natural.’
The man lay perfectly straight—his feet pointing in one direction, his hands, raised above his head like a diver's, pointing directly in  the opposite. Captain Flint had used one of his men as a compass. The body pointed straight in I the direction of the island, and the compass read duly E.S.E. and by E.
‘Come, come,’ said Silver; ‘He's dead, and t he won't walk! Let’s move ahead and look for the unfound treasure.’




Though we started, the terror of the dead
pirate had fallen on our spirits. A little later of sudden, out of the middle of the tress' front of us, a thin, high, trembling voice struck  up the well-known air and words, (Fifteen men on the dead man's chest Yo-ho-ho, and a bottle of run.
 I never had seen men more dreadfully forced than the pirates. The colour drained from their six faces; some leaped to their feet, some got hold of others; Morgan grovelled on the ground.
‘It's Flint!’ cried Merry.
The song stopped as suddenly as it had begun as though someone had laid his hand upon the singer's mouth. This continued for sometime until it stopped automatically- W were in search of the tallest tree, which
Silver could find. So, everyone followed him quietly. After walking for quite sometime we could see a tree which was two hundred feet high. We knew it was THIS one.
‘Huzza, mates, all together!’ shouted Merry; and broke into a run.
And suddenly, not ten yards further, before us was a great excavation, not very recent, for the sides had fallen in and grass had sprouted on the bottom. Flint along with his men madly dug into it as if they were possessed. All was clear to probation. The treasure had been stolen! The seven hundred thousand pounds were gone!
. Silver was fooled in his own game.
	‘Silver, where is the treasure?’ roared
Merry, ‘where are your seven hundred thousand t pounds? You have cheated us all!’
just then crack! Crack! Crack! Three musket-shots flashed out of the thicket. Merry 5vith two other men, fell dead on the ground and the other three turned and ran with all their might. At the same moment, the doctor, Gray, and Ben Gunn joined us.
‘Thank you, doctor,’ said Silver. ‘You came just in time, for me and Hawkins. And so it's you, Ben Gunn!’ he added. ‘Well, I’d never thought I would see you again.
The doctor explained everything as we walked towards the boats. Ben Gunn was the real hero. He had found Flint’s treasure and had carried it on his back to the cave.
Three miles farther, just inside the mouth of North Inlet, we spotted the HISPANIOLA, cruising by itself. At last, we all reached Benn Gunn’s cave. I saw great heaps of coin and
 Quadrilaterals built of bars of gold. That was Flint's treasure that we had come so far to seek and that had cost already the lives of seventeen men.
The next morning we began to work of transportation of this great mass of gold to HISAPANIOLA. Day after day this work went on. Finally our work was done and we set sail. At sunset we cast anchor in a gulf port in Spanish America. The doctor, squire and I went to the shore, leaving Ben Gunn on the ship. On returning, Benn told us that Silver had gone in a boat, taking with him one of the sacks of coins.
Well, to make a long story short, all of us had an ample share of the treasure and used it wisely or foolishly, according to our natures. Of Silver we have heard no more. I am leading a comfortable life since I have come back, but sometimes in the middle of night I have the worst dreams when I hear the surf booming about the sea coast. I sit 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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1. Name the people who urged Jim to write the adventures of Treasure Island.
2. What was the name of the inn which Jim’s father owned?
3. What kind of a man was Captain?
4. What was his real name?
5. What was name of the pirate who was the chief?
6. [bookmark: _GoBack]What did Jim and his mother find in Captain’s sea chest?


7. What was the object in this chest which was really important?
8. How did Jim come to know that their
companions on the ship were pirates?
9. Who headed them? Describe the man.
10. Whom did Jim meet on the Treasure Island?
How did this man look?	
11. What happens at the end of the story and who gets the treasure?
12. Do you remember the name of the author
I who has written this story?


